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About


Lily's friend Jasmine has come to town, and the two women have been talking about Sam.

Author Sam Browning is on a spontaneous writer's retreat after his divorce, and an unexpected encounter with the beautiful Lily has him wondering what else he might find in the town of Ashbury besides his new manuscript.

Lily's best friend Jasmine lives a few towns over, but she's staying in Ashbury for a few weeks, and Lily is excited to introduce Sam to her. Not only that, but it seems she and Jasmine have shared lovers in the past, and Lily is warming Sam up to the idea.

It sounds crazy, but as they all meet and the night stretches on, it becomes clear that Lily wasn't joking—and that Sam's cabin in the woods is going to be making room for one more beautiful woman.


Chapter 1


SAM

It was good that this cabin was so spacious, because pacing was a very important part of my work as a writer.

That was how I got the gears going, got my mind moving. I did a lot of talking to myself at the same time, as well. Walks helped, but a walk in the woods or down the street was different from a good, old-fashioned pace around the house. Or, in this case, around the den, with the early morning sunlight streaming in through the windows of the cabin.

Of course, it was also difficult to take notes while I was pacing around, but that's what dictation is for. No matter how badly it messed up my characters' names.

"If Jeremiah comes into town in October," I spoke into the document on my phone, "that lines up with the boating accident. But you still have to explain why Sam was there."

I paused the dictation but kept my feet moving, musing to myself. Then I opened the dictation again and thought aloud, taking down the words.

"If he was out of town for Redmond...then...no, he was out of town for family. His aunt's surgery, maybe. We can figure that out. Yes, that's perfect."

I backspaced the last three words and felt that rush I got when pieces of a plotted story fit perfectly together. Some stuff I sat down and planned out well in advance, but every now and then you needed to do a little improv.

And then, once you met your goal, you could do the stuff you really wanted to do.

That was enough plotting to satisfy me. I'd been awake for a few hours, and I'd successfully resisted the impulse to call Lily up until now. I'd promised her I would write last night, and I had; then some more this morning.

I hadn't expected to feel so inspired on my very first day here. I had Lily to thank for that.

I pulled up her contact in my phone and called her.

"Oh my goodness," she answered, her voice gushing with awe. "Is this Samuel Browning, Hegeswell Award-winning author?"

"And is this Lily Abbott, tree-feller and bringer of pizza?" I responded crisply, a grin tugging at the corner of my mouth.

Lily laughed. "The very same. How did writing go?"

And then, before I could respond, she continued: "I miss you."

"I miss you, too," I said, instantly and sincerely, letting out a breath. "Only a few hours apart, and look at that. Already the cabin feels empty."

"Aw, that's sappy." Another giggle from her.

"As promised," I continued, "I got to writing. A healthy chunk of prologue, a setting outlay, and many paces of planning."

"Paces?"

"I'll explain later."

"Well, good for you," Lily said, meaning it. "I hope I didn't put you off schedule."

I shook my head at the idea, not that she could see me doing it. "For the first time in my life, I don't have a schedule. No deadline. No meetings. I told the suits in Chicago I'm fucking off for a year or so, and I'd probably come back with a book. That was good enough for my publisher. I'm a free man."

"In other words, you're all mine?"

I grinned. "That's pretty much what I was thinking."

"I like that." Lily paused. "How's your back?"

"Honest to god," I said, "I forgot about it until I got in the shower. And since then, I forgot again. But I'm going to get at least a cursory look-over at that wellness place over on, um, Madison Avenue. This morning."

"Good. Good." A pause and a rustle, like she was shifting the phone to her other ear. "Here's my plan, Sam. I'm gonna take a half-day off work in the spirit of almost dying yesterday, and I'm gonna take you on a fun little afternoon tour of Ashbury. To places more whimsical and fulfilling than the walk-in clinic on Madison."

"It's a plan," I said.

"It's a date," Lily corrected me. "Is that alright?"

"Yeah," I said, smiling. "That's alright."

"And I'm buying you lunch at Louie's," she said. "I figure I owe you at least two meals for the savior act. Then, maybe, perhaps, we're even."

I didn't bother trying to argue with her. The teasing tickled me in just the right ways, besides. "Louie's. Is that Mexican?"

Lily groaned. "Lord, give me strength," she said, but I heard a chuckle from her.

"So when are you free?"

"Twelve-thirty." She clucked her tongue. "Oh, and you know what? I almost forgot to say. My friend Jasmine—my best friend, really—she's coming to town for a couple of weeks, getting here later today. She and I were going to go out for dinner, but she loves meeting new people. Jasmine is...well, you'll just have to meet her. You'll understand."

"Sure," I said, dropping back onto to the couch. It was 10AM now. "So lunch with you, and then dinner with the two of you? Is this the 'showing me off' you were telling me about?"

"Ha. Yeah, I suppose. Jasmine and I had the plans already, but, you know, plans evolve."

"I am flexible."

"I'd like to see that," Lily said, her voice quickly shifting into something so sultry that I had to adjust my pants. "You know, I'm not going to want to leave your side once we're together for the day. So I hope you really did get all your work done, because last night took a lot of my strength."

"Last night, huh? Which part?"

"Hmph." Lily paused. "The coming...and the going."

I snorted. Damn, this girl was quick. "As agreed, I am all yours."


Chapter 2


Lily had to get back to work, so we said goodbye and I stood up from the couch, basking in the sunlight. Doctor's visit or no, I was looking forward to today, especially leaving the cabin. I'd come here to be cooped up, that was true, but staying inside all day would only help me to stew, especially during breaks from work.

And this was probably the longest I'd gone since the divorce without thinking about my ex-wife.

"You're lucky," I murmured. "If this all hadn't happened the way it did, who knows what you'd get up to? You'd be a hermit in here, maybe writing a book, maybe driving yourself crazy; probably both."

Talking to myself. That was also hermit behavior, but it was a lifelong habit, and one I didn't plan to shake anytime soon. Like the pacing, it was an important part of my work.

I got out of my house clothes and into a comfortable pair of jeans. My back wasn't bleeding, so I was glad to wear a shirt that I knew wouldn't get ruined. It was only after I'd locked up the cabin and gotten into my truck that I wondered if I should be dressing nicer. I didn't know what kind of place Louie's was, and for that matter, I hadn't really brought nice clothes with me. I hadn't expected a lot of fancy dinners while I was out here, and I had planned on exactly zero dates.

I looked down at my jeans and dark blue T-shirt with a faded sporting logo dying on the front of it, and I shrugged my shoulders. I had always hated dressing up, and Lily probably would have told me if she planned to take me somewhere nice, anyway. I kind of doubted that anywhere in Ashbury would be enforcing some kind of strict dress code.

I started up the truck and got moving slowly down the trail, wary of fallen trees and beautiful girls hanging out among them.

Back on the main road, I got up over eight miles an hour and wondered idly if it might be quicker to park my truck on the side of the road and then cut through the woods to reach the cabin. I decided that might be a great way to get lost in the woods, and mused on the idea of a character pulling off a stunt like that.

The town of Ashbury was about twenty minutes away from the cabin, depending how fast you drove. I felt a bit more liberated with the truck bed empty, so I made it there in seventeen.

Ashbury was a really pretty town, especially when you approached it from a rise like I was doing. The forest scaled up to the north, so I descended gently into the small township. The buildings were sprawled in a crescent shape among the landscape, and I got the impression that the town had been built up in bits and pieces as trees were cleared over time, giving it a pleasingly irregular shape that made it feel natural and alive.

I was utter shit with directionality, so it was the map app on my phone that guided me toward Madison Avenue and the clinic there. After a short wait, I got pulled in and examined and prescribed an antibiotic, but the doc did say that whoever had cleaned it out had done a good job. I was sure Lily would be happy to hear that.

I then got to go through the joy of setting up a local pharmacy pickup for myself. When I got back to my car and sat down, letting out a long breath, my phone buzzed with a text message from Lily.

Are you in town?

Just finished at the clinic, the doctor praised your patch job.


Omg stop. I'm out in 15 minutes. How about you pick me up at my place and I'll direct you around Ashbury?

Just tell me where




I got her address, and with time to spare, I cruised around town to find a grocery store and run in. On short notice, grocery store flowers were the best I could do.

Lily's house was a small, cute blue thing, a ranch stretching out to either side of the slightly-curved driveway. Her sedan was there, and I pulled up behind it, stepping out of my truck with the pink-and-purple bouquet of flowers tucked sneakily behind my back. I went up to the white front door and rang the doorbell.

I heard some sound of alarm from her inside, which was funny because I wasn't early, and was actually a few minutes late if anything. But it wasn't long before the door opened, and there she was, the sight of her immediately putting a smile on my face.

Lily had her brown hair down, medium length where it draped gently over her shoulders. The smile on her face matched my own, her deep brown eyes lit up with excitement. She had on a blue-and-white plaid patterned top and a form-fitting pair of jeans, and that was all I could see before she threw her arms around me.

I found her lips and kissed her, the touch new and exciting, and at the same time achingly sweet and familiar. The flowers crinkled behind her as I put my arms around her back, and the kiss was long and lingering.

I gave Lily the flowers when we pulled apart, a stupid grin on my face. She took them with a look of surprise. She looked at the bouquet, and then back up to me.

"You got me flowers?"

"Of course." My grin faded a little bit. "Uh-oh. Are you allergic to these? I don't even know what they are, they just looked pretty."

Lily shook her head, holding her eyes closed for a little longer than a blink. "No, I'm not allergic. You're just...really sweet." She let out a short giggle. "I guess I expected a man that I found in the woods to be more of...a jerk."

"Oh, I'm the man that you found in the woods, huh?" I put my hand on her elbow, holding her gently.

"Or the man that found me in the woods, I guess." Lily sniffed, regaining her composure. "All right, you big sweetie. Let me get these in some water and then we're out of here. Come on in."

Lily retreated quickly into the house, and I followed her, closing the door behind me so that I wouldn't let her air conditioning out. It was pleasant and cool within, and the windows let in a lot more natural light than it seemed like they might from the outside.

I followed Lily into her kitchen, where she laid the flowers down on the kitchen table before bending down to pull a vase out from underneath the sink. She snapped her head back to catch me staring at her ass, and I immediately flicked my eyes upward.

"You're not in trouble," she said, straightening up. "In fact, I was making sure that you were looking."

The way she said it made my cheeks burn. But I didn't want her to get the best of me.

"Like I could resist your ass for a second," I said, a line which came out far smoother than it had any right to.

Lily bit her lip and gave me a grin, rinsing out the vase before filling it with water. She took the flowers from the kitchen table and plucked them from the cellophane, setting them gently down into the vase. Then, leaving them on the countertop, she turned toward me.

"I'll cut the stems later." Lily came back up to me, and she kissed me again, only this time her hand went down to my crotch, taking a healthy handful of me and feeling the hard-on that had quickly begun to form.

I grunted into her lips, wrapping my arm around her so that I could grab a handful of her delectable ass, and she pushed herself bodily into me. She could really move me, her strength impressive, especially considering that I had a few inches and several dozen pounds on her.

"I can't wait," she whispered to me, her lips sliding off of my own. "I need your cock."

I got my other hand on her ass and picked her clean up off the floor, swinging her around while she gasped.

"Where's your bedroom?" I asked.


Chapter 3


It wasn't far.

I dropped Lily down onto her bed. Her comforter was gray and patterned with white, and the blinds were drawn on her bedroom window, probably because the rising sun would hit her right in the eyes every morning. I opened the buttons of her blouse like a set of curtains and laid bare her smooth stomach and powder blue bra.

Lily reached up and grabbed me by the wrist when I went for her front clasp.

"I said I needed you first," she told me, her breath coming a little fast. "Back up and drop your pants, Sam."

"You need it that bad, huh?" I said to her, learning more about this girl every second.

"You have no idea," she said, getting up onto her knees while her shirt hung open.

"I think I have some idea." I watched her with hungry eyes as she reached up to undo her bra.

"Yeah." Lily opened the clasp of her bra with teasing slowness before flinging it open and letting her big breasts out into the air. "I suppose you do."

Her nipples were hard, and her tits bounced as she shrugged her shirt and bra off of her shoulders. She watched me watching her. "Why are your pants still on?"

"You're awfully distracting." I put my tongue between my teeth, but I was quick to undo my belt and pull my pants down over my steely-hard cock. Judging by how good it felt just from my length springing out of my pants, I needed it pretty badly, too.

I honestly hadn't shown up here horny, let alone expecting anything. But Lily could easily change my plans. Or rather, evolve them.

She took a satisfied eyeful of my manhood before crawling forward on the bed and taking my shaft in her hand. Her fingers slid smoothly up and down my length while she nestled herself lower on the bed.

"You're hungry for my cock, aren't you?" I said to her, a growl creeping into my voice as her talented fingers danced along my shaft, sneaking down to my balls to fondle me.

"Yes, Sam," she moaned, bringing her head down to me. "I needed it so fucking bad."

Her bed was elevated, and Lily sunk herself low on her knees, bending down so that her tits brushed against her bedspread. Her mouth was level with my cock now, and her breath crawled over it just like her fingers had done.

Not content to let her have all the fun, I put my hand on her head and wound my fingers into her hair, and then I pulled her onto my cock. She opened her lips eagerly, swallowing me into her wet warmth. When Lily moaned in pleasure around me, the sound traveled through my cock and up my spine, giving me a delicious shiver.

"That's it," I told her, the sudden horniness she had stricken me with overwhelming my body. "Take it all down like a good girl."

Lily moaned again, and I knew that she liked hearing that. She was a strong woman to whom dragging fallen trees off trails was nothing new, but that same strong woman liked when I held her by the roots of her hair and thrust my fat cock into her starving mouth.

Her tongue massaged the underside of my shaft, and I was already leaking precum into her mouth. When she tasted it, she closed her cheeks around me and sucked hard. The feeling was intense, making my knees lose some strength. But I held firm on her hair, guiding her as her lips moved up and down my shaft.

Fuck, her mouth felt so good. I told her as much, catching a glimpse of her boobs swaying back-and-forth while she blew me. I slipped my fingers out of her hair and ran them down her bare back, feeling along her spine, watching the tiny white goosebumps ripple across her skin as I dragged my fingernails back up toward her head.

Lily pushed her head forward, taking me all the way down to the base and sliding into her throat. I made a choking noise in the back of my own throat as her muscles squeezed the head of my cock and surged hot, molten pleasure through me. My knees wobbled again. Lily lifted one arm off the bed and wrapped it around my hips, holding me close. She started to move faster on my cock, only going back a few inches at a time before shoving forward again, like she was fucking her throat with my tool.

My breath caught in my chest, my stomach tensing up.

"You are such a good cocksucker," I choked out, getting my hand back in her hair again just so I could hold her somehow. "Fuck yes, Lily, don't fucking stop..."

Her fingernails dug into my ass while she throated me, and it was evident how much pleasure she got from the act, her body swaying on the bed, her hips low and knees spread wide. I had forgotten that we were set to go about town. I had forgotten that I had met Lily only yesterday. All I could think about and all I could see was this beautiful woman sucking me off more passionately than I'd ever been sucked off in my life.

I knew she wanted it, so I told her.

"Here it comes, Lily." I curled my fingers in her hair, holding her tight. "Are you—mmf—ready for it?"

Her sounds of approval vibrated in my bones. I leaned forward against the bed just in case my legs gave out, and I tightened the muscles in my groin, holding off as long as I could while her lips swiped up my shaft and her tongue absorbed everything leaking out of me.

"Fuck, Lily...ahh!"

I erupted inside of her mouth as pleasure flashed white hot through my body. My cock swelled and jumped in her tight, wet grip, and she didn't let me escape. I blasted right down her throat and she swallowed it all, and she sucked hard on me again until she was sure that it was all gone.

Then, gradually, like a mermaid rising through the surface of a lake, Lily pulled herself off my cock and sat up on her knees. Her hair was wild, strewn about her face, her lips were smeared with shiny spit, and her chest heaved as she gasped for breath. Her eyes were alive and her lips turned up in a smile and she was the sexiest thing on the planet, in the universe, in the history of time.

With my cock still dripping, I grabbed her by the shoulders and I shoved her down onto the bed, climbing on top of her.

"That was fucking incredible," I told her. "And now your pants are in my way. So please fucking do something about it."

Still catching her breath, Lily just nodded, reaching down between my legs where I knelt around her to unbutton her jeans and slide them down her shapely hips. Her forearm bumped my dick, and my sensitive rod gave a jump, making my whole body twitch.

"That's good enough," I said, and I kissed her on the lips, then on her jaw and her neck, and then I moved down to her chest and grazed my lips along the soft flesh of her breast before taking her nipple in my mouth. It was hard, and I let my teeth dent into her gently. She let out a muffled cry of pleasure and her hand found my face, stroking through my hair. I sucked hard on her nipple, pulling it into my mouth, rubbing it against my teeth and feeling the small bumps on her.

But what I really wanted was further south.

I let her stiff nipple out of my mouth with one more kiss, and then I grabbed her roughly around the middle and pushed her further up the bed, making more room for myself to descend on her. She had gotten her jeans down to just above her knees; I tore them off the rest of the way, letting them fall to the floor, and I spread her legs open and got between them.

There she was, wet and glistening, the air heavy with the scent of her arousal. I didn't hesitate for a moment, curling my arms around the outside of her thighs and pulling her into me before I dove into eating her pussy.

"Oh! Sam!" Lily screamed, probably a little louder than she had meant to, because she instantly clapped a hand over her mouth, sucking in air.

I pulled my tongue from between her wet lips to chastise her.

"Don't scare the neighbors."

She started to say something in reply, but her words were stopped by my tongue, finding her clit and flicking upward on it. Lily finished her thought in muffled fashion into her fingers, and I pulled her clit into my mouth and started sucking on it. At that point, she had to bite down on her hand to keep from screaming, while her other hand found its way into my hair and she curled her fingers, locking her to me like I had done to her just moments ago.

She was panting, twisting, humping up against me. She had been horny, thinking about me all morning for all I knew, and she had been pretty much dripping onto the bed by the time I had finished in her throat. I relinquished her clit, not wanting to drag the orgasm out of her too soon, and plunged my tongue up into her tunnel, wiggling inside of her and feeling her squeeze at me while her nails scratched at my scalp. She pulled her own legs up further as I ate her, so I used my shoulders to help her with that, realizing that it must feel better for her.

Lily whimpered beneath her fingers, and I could feel the urgency in her tone. Maybe I could tease her some other time, but right now, she needed it. She was burning for it.

I found her clitoris again, sucking on it while I slipped two fingers inside of her pussy, and her whole body went to tense, then melted into me.

"Right fucking there," she whispered, spreading her fingers. "Don't you dare fucking stop Sam, oh my god."

I sucked hard on her clit and curled my fingers inside of her, fucking her, filling her with pleasure. I crept the fingers of my other hand forward onto her stomach, feeling the muscles there tense and then slack, then tense again, staying firm longer as she rode the crests of stimulation up to the height of her orgasm.

"Oh—fucking god." Lily gasped, and then her fingers were back in her mouth again, stopping her speech. She was beyond words now, and I kept up my attention, thrusting my fingers into her, pulling on her clit, working her hard, before I felt her stomach tense up again and then stay that way.

"Mmmmmmm!" Her muffled cry of delight washed against my ears as she came. Lily bucked her hips up into me, painting me with her juices, taking me along for the ride. Her thighs closed tight around my ears and the world was gone for a second, my eyes closed, hearing nothing but the tremors of her pleasure.

A few long seconds later, she released me, and her legs slumped out to either side on the bed. She was gasping for breath again, but she met my eyes.

"Jesus Christ," she managed, and she sat up slightly so that she could curl her hands under my arms and yank me towards her. I helped her, pushing myself up to lie next to her in the bed.

"I didn't expect you to go down on me," Lily said, planting a hand on my chest.

I grinned. "Maybe I'm full of surprises."


Chapter 4


As tempting as it was, we couldn't stay in bed all day, so after a flavorful kiss, we got washed up, and I spent extra time getting my beard free of her essence.

"Not that I mind," I told her.

"Yeah, well." She tilted her head. "I don't think we should go around town all day with your face smelling like my pussy."

I laughed. "Nor should we meet your friend Jasmine that way, I figure."

Lily started to say something, but then she shook her head.

"What?" I looked sideways at her while I scrubbed at my beard.

"Nothing." Lily licked her lips. "Maybe I was thinking something inappropriate."

"Hard to believe."

"Hush." She smacked me on the ass. "Maybe I will tell her that you ate my pussy for lunch. She'd love it, you know."

That caught me a little off guard. I chuckled. "If that's what your friendship is like, I'm not going to judge."

"Damn right." She squeezed my sides, looking me in the eyes in the bathroom mirror. "So just go with the flow, okay? She's only in town for a couple of weeks, I want her to have a good time."

"Well," I said, patting myself dry with a towel, "if that involves me eating your pussy again, I am very much on board."

"Don't give me ideas," Lily warned.

With our clothes back on and the linen scent of Lily's soap in my beard, we left her house and got into my truck. I pulled us out of her driveway and Lily had me take some specific turns into town.

"Louie's first," she said, pointing ahead. "I'm starving."

Louie's turned out to be not Mexican (shocker), but casual Italian with a nice patio, where we sat in the open air and enjoyed our food. They had some surprisingly good pasta, and their spicy red sauce had an enjoyable kick that I savored.

Lily paid for the meal, looking beautiful as the wind blew through her hair, and the rest of the afternoon went very quickly. We went from lunch to her favorite coffee spot in town, skipping after-dinner coffees at Louise in favor of settling down at the coffee shop in comfy chairs and sipping on small cappuccinos.

The whole thing felt very elegant. I wasn't usually a cappuccino guy, but she had recommended the hazelnut, and she had been right.

"I'm really excited for you to meet Jasmine," Lily said, leaning her head towards me. She sat in a plush red chair to my right, facing one of the broad glass windows of the coffee shop.

"I'm looking forward to it," I said, and that was true. Anything Lily could be excited about, it seemed like it was going to have the same effect on me. I had come here planning to be in my shell, and she was pulling me out of it. The sunlight felt good.

"She is too," Lily said, and I cleared my throat.

"Oh, you've told her about me already? I don't know why I had it in my head that me showing up at dinner was going to be a surprise."

"Of course." Lily gave me a little nod. "Jasmine is my girl, I tell her everything. I was always going to tell her about the hot man in the woods who fucked my brains out."

I almost choked on my cappuccino. We weren't exactly in a crowd of people, but we definitely weren't isolated. It just made the grin on Lily's face widen.

"The woods again," I said, feeling heat in my cheeks. "She's gonna be expecting a lumberjack."

"She knows who you are, actually," Lily said, taking a gentle sip of her drink. "She's getting her Masters in literature and is working as a teaching assistant."

"Ah, I don't think I write literature," I said with a laugh, and Lily snorted.

"Critical merit aside, she does like your books, so you already have that going for you." She reached over and stroked my arm. "And I'll let you in on a secret. She thinks you're hot."

I absorbed that for a moment, blinking. Obviously my picture was online, so that was how she knew what I looked like. The fact that she thought I was hot was shocking. I'd never thought of myself in that way.

"I told her you have a beard now," Lily continued, raising her eyebrows with a suggestive grin on her face. "She said she bet it makes you look even better."

I couldn't help but laugh again. "And Jasmine, she's your age, I figure?"

"Twenty-five. She started her grad program last year after taking some time off to save up."

"Smart." I sipped my cappuccino, taking care to avoid choking on it this time. "It is...strange. To think that people in their mid-twenties are, well...into me, or whatever you call it."

"You were in your twenties once." Lily poked me in the arm. "You didn't have any hot older ladies you fantasized about?"

"I spent my time getting short stories rejected from literary magazines, thank you very much." I brushed my fingers down my chest, putting on a pompous look. "Not much time left for the ladies."

"Oh sure, sure." Lily rolled her eyes. "I guess the important thing is that you have time now. "Because Jasmine and I together might be a handful."

I slowly rolled her words over in my head. "What are you saying? She's going to come onto me?"

"I'll refrain from speaking for Jasmine further." Lily gave me a polite smile, one that made it look like she was hiding something. "But she and I have been, hm, interested in the same guy in the past. And at first it felt really taboo, but we decided that neither of us wanted the other to be left out, nor did we want to taint our friendship by fighting over something like that. So a generous agreement was born." Lily shrugged. "We shared."

"Shared," I repeated. "You mean—"

"Yep." Lily stared me in the eyes, unflinching. "That's exactly what I mean."

"Wow." I was at a loss for words.

"You don't have to do anything you're not comfortable with," Lily told me. "Nor is this a promise of anything. I just wanted to give you a fair warning that Jasmine isn't shy, and you don't need to worry about that sort of thing bothering me."

My heart rate had sped up, and I tried to get it to settle down. "Go with the flow, huh?"

Lily smiled. "Right."

From coffee to the shopping mall; from there to the Twin Rivers park, a stretch of grass and trees that had a pair of creeks winding through it. I tried to stay in the moment and not linger on what Lily had said about Jasmine, but it was hard not to think about. And suddenly I had very strange nerves about this dinner, where previously I'd had none at all.

But nerves or no, the clock wound down just the same, and the afternoon bled into evening.

"Jasmine just texted me," Lily said, glancing down at her phone. We had just finished a walk in the park, and my body had burned through the lunch at Louie's and was starting to feel hungry again.

"Dinner time?" I stretched my arms up over my head.

"Yeah, she says she's starving." Lily tucked her phone away. "And she's excited to meet you."

"Likewise," I said, my heart thrumming in my chest.

I drove us to the restaurant, where Jasmine was leaning against her car, her eyes directed toward the descending sun. Lily pointed her out, and I parked near to her so that we could get out and say hi.

Jasmine turned toward us as we got out of the truck, and with the sunlight behind her, she looked almost angelic. She was a black woman, with soft, dark skin, and her black hair cut short and close to her head. A petite girl, she was astoundingly pretty, a happy smile on her face. Her clothes flowed around her, from her gold earrings that hung down and caught the sunlight with tiny moving pieces, to the colorful woven shawl around her shoulders that draped down over her arms. Her tight shirt beneath just barely reached down to her waist, showing a sliver of her flat stomach when she raised her arm in greeting.

"Lils!" Jasmine's whimsically pleasant face brightened twice as much as Lily came up to her, and Jasmine pulled the brunette into a hug. She was a couple inches shorter than Lily, but she squeezed her fiercely.

"Hey, Jazzy," Lily said, hugging her friend back. "How was the drive?"

"Gorgeous." Jasmine looked up at her. "I love seeing the horses on the Gillian farm between here and the campus. They had foals."

"Cute!" Lily turned to the side, looking at me. "Sam, this is Jasmine, my best girl."

"Sam Browning," Jasmine said, stepping over to me before I could say anything. "So Lily wasn't pulling my chain." She glanced back at her friend with a smile. "Not that I thought you would."

"Nice to meet you, Jasmine," I said. I offered my hand, but the short, beautiful woman refused the offer, instead boldly throwing her arms around me in a hug.

"I'm not much for shaking hands," she said, her body warm against mine. "I hope you don't mind."

Lily met my eye while Jasmine hugged me, a small, knowing smile on her face. I decided it was better to hide my surprise.

"Of course not," I said, gently laying a hand on the back of Jasmine's shoulder. I got the feeling that this woman wouldn't mind if I wrapped her up in my arms just like she was doing to me, but I couldn't quite get there. Even if I felt Lily silently urging me to.

Jasmine took her arms from me and stepped back, clasping her hands in front of herself while looking me up and down. The bright colors of her woven shawl were hypnotizing, and through the thin weave I could see her breasts straining at the tight shirt below.

"You two will have to tell me more about this killer tree," Jasmine said. She turned her dark eyes toward Lily, and Lily came over. "But I'm hungry enough to eat one of the Gillian's horses, so are y'all ready to go in?"

She made me laugh. I decided immediately that I liked this girl.

"Lily was telling me that they served horse," I said as we turned to walk into the restaurant.

"I was not!" Lily shoved at my shoulder, while Jasmine laughed softly.

The night was warm and there wasn't too much wind, so in the fading light, we elected to eat out on the back patio, which was covered and strewn with soft lights hanging in strings from the tin roof. The patio stretched further back than the building of the restaurant itself, and we were seated close to its furthest reaches, at a round table near the short, black iron fence that encased the patio. It felt very secluded, not being able to see the street from here, even with the noise of the other patrons and music from speakers above drifting over us.

"So you took a big hit for my girl, is that so?" Jasmine asked me, relaxing in her chair after we had ordered. "Lily had a fantastic story about meeting you. But I wouldn't mind hearing it again."

"Okay," I said, giving her a nod, since I rarely get to be a part of cool stories like this. "But then I get to learn something about you, fair?"

"Surely." Jasmine flashed me a smile, her teeth big and white.

I felt a foot nudge against mine beneath the table, but from the looks on both the girls' faces, I couldn't guess who it was.


Chapter 5


Jasmine reached over and rubbed Lily's shoulder when I had wrapped up my retelling of our events.

"You patched him up good, sounds like," Jasmine complimented her. "The Parks department should give you some sort of medal."

"Oh yeah," Lily said, tickling Jasmine in the crook of her elbow. "I filed for it the second I got back to the office."

Our food arrived not long after I finished up the story. I had elected for a light chicken dish in the wake of the pasta I'd had for lunch, while Lily and Jasmine both dug into their steaks.

"My turn now," I said, after chewing a bite of my flavorful roasted chicken. "Where are you doing your teaching work?"

Jasmine swallowed her bite of steak. "Ulmer University. Or as we call it, 'W'."

The name rang a bell in me from when I'd been researching the area in the speedy preparation for my move. "It's just a few towns over, right?"

Jasmine nodded. "An hour and a half drive. I live by the college now, but I grew up here in Ashbury."

"You and me both," Lily confirmed.

I felt that foot underneath the table again, brushing against my own. It had to be Lily, right?

We talked a little more about Jasmine's work and her literature studies, but I could tell she wanted to know more about me.

"I haven't read as many of your books as Lily has," Jasmine said, "but I know your work. I think you write well, even if crime fiction isn't my typical beach read. When did you get hooked up with Westerton?"

Westerton Press was my publisher. Nobody really asked about that sort of thing, but her interest made sense with her field. I was mostly surprised that such a detail had stuck in her mind.

"I've been with them for seventeen years," I said. "And they've been great. My first publisher, well, I'm not supposed to talk about it, but..."

I had a grin on my face. Halfway through our dinner, I was really enjoying the time spent with Lily and Jasmine, and whatever reservations I might have had earlier were slipping away.

So I dove into the story of my first asshole agent and the shady publisher he had set me up with, and the whole fiasco that had marred the first two years of my career. Jasmine was appropriately shocked at the fact that I had essentially been robbed, and Lily was outraged as well. In fact, the brunette wanted blood.

I raised my hands, shaking my head as I sat back in my chair. "It was like twenty years ago, don't lose any sleep over it. Though I appreciate the sympathy."

"It's hard enough busting your ass on a manuscript, let alone getting it picked up." Jasmine shook her head. "The fact that predatory houses like that still exist in the industry is a shame."

The talk relaxed more after that, discussing Chicago and Ashbury and our lunch at Louie's. It was only once we were finishing our dinners and declining dessert from the server, right around the time my belly was full and my guard was down and I'd forgotten all about what Lily had hinted at earlier, that it came up.

Jasmine met my eyes, her own sparkling and entrancing. "You know, Sam. You're real cute. It was only a matter of time before someone barged into that cabin and took you to bed."

She saw my eyes go wide, not that I had any chance of stopping them. Lily laughed though, smacking Jasmine's arm with the back of her hand.

"I warned him about you," she said, flicking her eyes toward me. "Looks like I was right to."

"Compliments should be as available as clean water and fresh air," Jasmine said, not seeming the slightest bit chided.

"I don't think I've ever met anybody like either of you." My eyes moved between them. "And I do mean that as a compliment."

"Keep going," Jasmine said, leaning forward on the table, a gentle smile on her face. "You think I'm pretty?"

"Tell the nice lady," Lily encouraged me.

"You're gorgeous," I said, and it felt like I blurted it out, really; like these two women had squeezed me from each side. And I liked it. It stirred me inside my chest and further down too, though I wasn't used to...to something like this.

But it made Jasmine smile wider, her eyes crinkling, and it showed the dimples in her cheeks, and I liked that. And when she swung her shawl off her shoulders, revealing her cleavage that was pushed up between her arms, that stirring downstairs turned into something more fierce.

"You really are, you know," Lily murmured, tracing a finger up Jasmine's arm.

"I think you two are both very sweet." Jasmine turned her head toward Lily, making a kissy face at her. "Fate pushed you two together in those woods, I'm sure about that."

Jasmine nudged me with her foot; this time, I was sure it was her, and it had been her all along. "And fate brought me here to join you, too. I haven't been back to Ashbury in almost a year. Yet here I am now, just as you arrive, and just as Lily is telling me all kinds of things about what a stud you are. In your cabin in the woods."

"I..." Now I was reeling, on the back foot. "That's, um, it's very—"

"The cabin!" Lily reached over and grabbed my hand, and it pulled me back to balance, her touch a stabilizing force. "Oh, Jasmine, you have to see it. It got renovated sometime in the last couple years, and it's so perfect."

Jasmine straightened up, pulling her shawl up off the arm of her chair. "I'd love to see the cabin. That forest is very meaningful to me. Lots of long walks through those trees, back in the day..."

"Come on, Sam." Lily gave me a very pointed look, seeming ready to jump out of her chair. "You must agree. Jasmine has to see the cabin."

And I'd thought my first day here had been crazy. I shoved my tensions away and just embraced it.

I smiled. "Let's have some coffee in the woods."


Chapter 6


"You alright?" Lily asked me as we drove through Ashbury.

Jasmine followed us; in the sideview mirror, I could see that she had her arm out the driver's side window, her hand dancing in the wind.

"You seem a little nervous, Sam." She put her hand on my leg.

"I just haven't entertained in a while." I stuck my tongue between my teeth, giving her a grin. "I forget where I packed the good china. And my oh my, I haven't cleaned."

Lily laughed, high and bright while her fingers squeezed at my thigh. "Okay, maybe I'm wrong about you being nervous. Seems more like you're warming up."

"I mean..." I shook my head. "Man, this feels weird to say to you. But she really is gorgeous, and Jasmine is...not shy, like you said. I think it would be way more uncomfortable if I was all iffy about spending more time with you two."

"Well said." She squeezed my leg again. "So you're..."

"Going with the flow." I put my hand down on hers.

"And the flow can go anywhere, by the way," Lily said. "Whatever you might be thinking, or worried about, or planning for...don't be. Jasmine has a lot of whimsy in her soul. There's a reasonable chance she'll want to go for a barefoot walk through the forest and then fall asleep on your couch."

"You know," I laughed, "that sounds kind of nice."

Out of Ashbury, down a stretch of road, a crawl down the trail, and then we were parking at the cabin with Jasmine pulling up alongside us.

"Oh, it's beautiful," Jasmine said as she got out of the car.

"Wait till you see the inside," Lily told her.

"How long are you staying here?" Jasmine asked as I led us up the front porch steps.

"Not totally sure," I said, unlocking the door. "At least six months, but it depends how the book goes."

"Oh. A writer's retreat." Jasmine dipped her head, then moved inside as I stepped back to allow the ladies in.

"I have a feeling the two of us might be a distraction," Jasmine said as I followed them inside.

"Not at all, and I mean that." I smiled. "I believe I made promises of coffee?"

"Yes, but let me help. You need three mugs, and you only have two hands." Jasmine strolled over to the kitchen.

"And let me...relax." Lily giggled, then kicked off her shoes near my still-unorganized pile and went over to the couch, flopping herself down.

"I don't know where you keep your coffee," Jasmine said, leaning against the counter and watching me approach. "But I see the mugs up here. You have a favorite?"

"Still deciding," I said to her. She nodded and turned, reaching up to the cabinet. She got on her tiptoes, the yellow-blue-green colors of her shawl trailing down her back, her shirt lifting to show some. Her tight capri pants hugged her cheeks as she reached up for the mugs and pulled down three.

Damn. No matter how flirty she might be acting, I still didn't want to get caught staring. I nipped to the other side of her to pluck the coffee from another cabinet, then filled the coffeemaker with water, dumped in a scoop, and got it brewing.

"No French press?" The flash in Jasmine's eyes told me she was teasing.

I shook my head. "I like my coffee simple. Or, really, I think I'm just lazy."

"Lucky for me, the teaching assistants get the free coffee in the lounge at Ulmer." Jasmine tossed a glance over at Lily—we could only see her feet hanging off the couch, the rest of her obscured. "This place looks really nice. I want to go on a little solo tour, if you don't mind."

"Of course, have at it."

"Mm. The windows are very...open." Her eyes slid from the front window-wall, back to me. "Good thing you're so isolated out here. It would be very easy to caught doing something naughty."

She left the kitchen at that, not even looking back at me. I watched her swing around the den, her neck craning to look up at the ceiling, Lily calling something to her as she strolled by the windows.

The coffee dripped and I watched the steam in the small glass pot, but I always brought my eyes back to Jasmine and Lily. The two of them were chatting by the windows now. It was evening, the sun fully gone, the starlight not yet strong enough to fight the soft interior lights of the cabin.

Jasmine came back to help me with the coffee, and we got the three mugs to the den, sitting down on the couch.

"Excellent service," Lily said. "Thank you."

"Tips appreciated," I said, raising my mug to my lips. "But not required."

The energy of the night eased pleasantly out of us. We relaxed, looking at the trees through the windows, watching the night sky grow darker and listening to the muffled sounds of the forest through the walls. Lily was on my left, her shoulder pressing against mine, with Jasmine on my right but past the corner of the couch, perpendicular to me.

Jasmine looked at Lily leaning into me and smiled. "I haven't seen you this excited about someone in a long time, Lils."

Lily perked at that, a little pink in the cheeks. "Are you trying to embarrass me?"

"I wouldn't dream of it," Jasmine assured her.

I set my mug down and put my arm around Lily. "You can be excited about me. I'm excited about you."

And that was the truth, one hundred percent. But—being with the two of them tonight, spending time, talking...it was crazy, but I was feeling some type of way toward Jasmine, too. And I had a feeling that Lily knew it, like she had planted and cultivated some seed inside of me and was watching it sprout. I looked over to Jasmine and saw that she had moved closer on the couch, and that her knee was almost touching mine.

So I decided to be bold. I could tell that Lily wanted me to. And honestly, I wanted the same.

"Stop me if I'm too forward," I said, my hand tightening a little on Lily while I met Jasmine's eyes. "But Lily has told me something about you two having some history with...sharing guys."

Jasmine's eyes lit up. "You're forward, and I adore it, Sam. So I will be, too: yes. We have history with that."

"But not a lot of history." Lily straightened up against me. "You know, just to be clear. It was the one guy, a few years ago."

"True. But," Jasmine said, and now she slid her hand over to mine on the couch, "it was a lot of fun. And I think Lily and I developed our skillset in that regard."

Her slender fingers were warm and strong, tucking underneath my palm, rubbing at me.

"The coffee's nice," Lily whispered in my ear, but loud enough for Jasmine to hear. "But Jazzy and I are in the mood for something a little more robust."

"A nice dessert." The soft light of the cabin fell over Jasmine's face as she spoke. "What about you, Sam? Did you save room?"

Lily's lips on my ear, caressing me.

"Kiss her, Sam."


Chapter 7


Iwas hard just from the way Lily and Jasmine were looking at me, hanging onto me. And this time it wasn't just Jasmine moving closer, but me doing the same. She smelled like flowers and coffee, and she reached up a hand to slide it around my back and meet Lily's fingers.

This was different. This was new, and I needed new; needed my old life to have nothing in common with this one.

"Life is short," Jasmine said to me. "It's good to be generous."

"I can share," I said, and then I put my arm around her and pulled her into my lips.

Jasmine's tongue immediately entered my mouth, and it was like I had flipped a switch inside of her. She pushed up onto the couch, getting closer to me, kissing me hard. My tongue fought with hers while Lily shivered with excitement against me on the opposite side.

"Fuck yes." Lily's whisper caressed my ear, and her hands wrapped around me from behind, sliding up my shirt and feeling my stomach and chest. Still kissing me, Jasmine did the same, getting her hand up my shirt to feel my body.

She broke the kiss to tell me, "Real fucking nice, Sam. What else are you hiding under those clothes?" And then her hand was on my crotch, making me groan as she squeezed my already aching cock.

"If you want to see it," I told her, my breath coming a little hard, "why don't you go ahead and take it out?"

"Oh, I like you." Jasmine slipped back, tossing off her shawl, and Lily was quick to rip my shirt off from behind me, yanking it up over my head. She wrapped her arms around me again, like she was holding me in place.

Jasmine pulled her own shirt off, and her beautiful breasts came out. She wasn't wearing a bra, and her dark nipples were hard. They were perfect handfuls, maybe a little more. Hungrily, I reached out to take her tits in my hands, and she let out a small sigh as I touched her.

"God, Jasmine, you have such a great body." Lily peered over my shoulder.

"I expect to get a good look at you too, honey." Jasmine bit her lip coyly. "But thank you. Now, as discussed..."

Jasmine hooked a hand under my knee, pulling my legs up onto the couch. She undid my belt with one hand, yanking my pants open and pulling them down over my stiff cock.

"Hard as a fucking iron rod," she said, licking her lips as she dropped my pants onto the floor. "I'm not really in the mood for foreplay right now, cool? I've been horny for this ever since Lily and I talked about you."

"I was very explicit," Lily said, sounding quite satisfied with herself. "And in case you were wondering, Sam, Jasmine is safe too. On the pill. So no need for any..." She lightly licked my earlobe, sending shivers down my spine. "Hesitation."

"I want you right fucking now." Jasmine put a hand on my chest. "And it looks like you need it just as bad."

"I do." I grabbed Jasmine by the arms and pulled her on top of me, leaning backwards into Lily and making her squeal as she scrambled out from underneath me. Jasmine groaned in satisfaction, her tits bouncing. "You want to ride me?"

"More than anything." Jasmine stood up over me while I lay flat on my back and she wiggled herself out of her pants, while behind me, Lily stripped her own clothes off.

"I texted Jasmine and let her know how well you ate my pussy earlier," Lily said, leaning over me where I lay.

"Jesus," I said. "So it was literally worth writing home about?"

Lily laughed. "Yeah. And good enough to go back for seconds."

With that, she swung one leg over me and dropped down to her knees, straddling my face. I stared up into her beautiful, glistening pussy.

Lily's wet center between her legs was my entire world right now, so I couldn't see Jasmine when she grabbed my cock and started stroking me, nor could I see her when I felt her own wet pussy lips rub against the head of my dick, pulling a lustful moan out of me.

"You're hard as a fucking rock, man, I swear." Jasmine grunted, bending my dick back into my stomach and putting her weight on it, rubbing her pussy up and down the underside of my length.

"Fuck, keep doing that," I begged, while I clutched at Lily's thighs and pulled her down onto my face fully.

Lily gasped as my tongue went up and down her lips, tasting her before plunging inside her hot tunnel. She sat back down on my face, putting her weight on me and driving my tongue in deeper. All the while, Jasmine kept rubbing herself along my cock, grinding into me and pressing my stiff length firmly into my waist.

"Enough teasing," Lily said, and she was talking to Jasmine. "I want to see Sam go inside you!"

Lily had a front row seat on my face, and I could practically feel her eyes on my cock as Jasmine shifted upward and reached a hand down, lining me up with her entrance before slowly sinking down on me.

I moaned into Lily's pussy, my tongue stalled while the tight, wet pleasure of Jasmine's cunt enveloped me.

"How's that feel, Sam?" Lily called down to me. "I bet her Jasmine's tight pussy feels so...good..."

Lily didn't lift herself off my face. Instead, she just rubbed into me harder, and I let out an impassioned grunt of approval before finding her clit and pulling it between my lips, sucking hard enough to make her quake and scream on top of me.

Jasmine sat down all the way on me, staying there for a moment, savoring the sensation. I appreciated the few seconds of respite, because without them this all might have been far too overwhelming for me to hold back. I wasn't used to being dominated like this, with these two women literally on top of me, calling the shots. Sure, maybe I said some things that made it seem like I was in charge. But I wasn't.

And I loved it.

Lily's weight shifted forward, and she came up off me a little bit. I was able to peer between her spread legs and see Jasmine sitting flat against my groin, kneeling around me, her clit just barely poking out. And then I heard the unmistakable sounds of the two women kissing each other.

My cock throbbed inside of Jasmine as she started to move up on me, and I saw her hands go around Lily, her fingers clutching at Lily's back, before Lily sat back down on me and fed me her pussy. Lily and Jasmine held each other, their tongues fencing, making out while they rode both ends of me.

I moved my hands from Lily's legs to Jasmine's, finding her thighs and then her hips, holding her tight while she moved up and down on me. I could hear both of them moaning into each other, kissing and then breaking from it to catch their breath. My attentions were focused on Lily's pussy, licking at her, finding her clit again and running across it with my tongue over and over.

Jasmine started rubbing herself while she rode me, the tips of her fingers nudging against my shaft while she worked her clit. She picked up speed quickly, her moans growing louder and higher.

"Cum inside her, Sam," Lily breathed down to me, her own voice strained. "She needs it."

"Yeah," Jasmine panted, "fucking give it to me, Sam!"

"You first," I said, my words possibly lost between Lily's legs, but I thought that she heard me. Jasmine started to slam down on me harder, rubbing her clit furiously, while I thrust my hips up into her to drive my cock as deep into her as possible. She was moaning louder, shaking with each thrust, and then she sucked in a gasp and I knew she was cumming.

Jasmine pulled Lily into her, hugging her while she came, her pussy spasming on my cock. I chased after Lily's clit, not letting her leave my mouth, trying to make her cum before I did.

That was futile, though. Jasmine was still riding me, grinding on me, and I'd held off for as long as I could. The buildup inside of me released, and I came inside of her, shooting my cum deep into her tunnel while I moaned into Lily's pussy and my body jerked beneath her legs.

Lily pressed down hard on my face, mashing her clit up against my tongue, and I sucked on the swollen nub while I filled up Jasmine's pussy. While the last few pulses of my cock emptied me completely, Lily came on my face, her juices dripping onto me as her hips rocked back-and-forth and she cried out in ecstasy.

In the starlight coming through the windows, Jasmine slid herself up off my cock and Lily fell forward over my body and onto Jasmine, the two of them tumbling to the couch while they both gasped for air.

"Oh god," Jasmine said, on her back and looking up at the ceiling. "That was fucking good. I'm so glad I'm in town for a few weeks."

The implication was clear, so incredible that I thought I must be dreaming. But I could never conjure up a dream this good.

Lily pushed herself up with her arms, giving Jasmine a peck on the lips before turning back to me, looking over her shoulder.

"You still want to hang out with the two of us even after you cum?" Lily asked, grinning at me. Jasmine tilted her head up, catching my eye as well. "At least for a few weeks?"

I sat up, putting a hand on both of them however I could reach. "I'm starting to think I don't know what I'd do without you."
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