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About
His Writer's Harem: Book 3


Sam has gotten together with Lily and Jasmine. And he's worried he might have already blown it.

Lily and Jasmine have just spent the night at the cabin, and the two women and Sam have decided to make this relationship real: a harem.

But as days pass and life and work get in the way, Sam gets to missing Jasmine and Lily, out here alone in his cabin in the woods. So he leaps forward and asks them to move in, but the women don't have an answer for him right away.

Sam just hopes he hasn't ruined everything in one fell swoop. But some lovely housewarming gifts may soon bring him the answer he's waiting for…


Chapter 1


SAM

The coffee had gotten cold, and it wasn't worth reheating. So after sufficient recovery, I got up from the couch, with Lily and Jasmine staying close on the cushions, their naked bodies pressing together. They watched me walk my naked butt to the kitchen, smiles on their faces.

They couldn't see mine, but I was grinning, too. I mean—how could I not? How can someone not be grinning like a madman after having a threesome with two of the sexiest women he had ever met?

We had just, ahem, finished our passionate embraces a few minutes ago, right there on the couch in the cabin. A couch which had already seen far, far more action than I had ever expected it to, on my writer's retreat here in Ashbury. Well, lucky couch, and lucky me. Though probably I should rent some kind of upholstery cleaner.

Or, if these women's sexual appetites were persistent, I'd be better off buying.

With three fresh mugs clustered together in my hands, I managed to make it back to the coffee table without spilling any scalding liquid over myself, and I set the cups down on the table before sitting back on the couch again.

"Coffee in the nude." Jasmine sat up, and Lily with her. "Extra delicious."

"I hope so," I said, lounging backwards. "Because I think on my next grocery trip, I'll splurge on some better coffee."

Jasmine slipped over my lap to get to the opposite side, and then each of them cozied up against me, Lily on my left. Jasmine took her mug into her hands and sipped at it.

"So how do you feel about what just went down?" Jasmine asked me.

"I feel extremely good," I said, taking a sip of my own coffee.

"Not just physically?" Lily nudged my arm.

I nodded, knowing what the two of them were getting at. "I won't pretend that I have threesomes all the time." I paused, tapping my finger against my coffee mug. "Or that I ever have, if I'm being honest."

"Oh, my goodness." Jasmine put a hand on me. "No shame. But I didn't expect to be bursting your threesome cherry."

Lily seemed surprised, too. "You got into it pretty damn easily. I figured it wasn't your first time."

"Just doing what comes naturally." I shrugged my shoulders. "And I guess it seems a little silly to ask now, but this is something you both really want?" I looked between them. "A sharing...thing?"

Jasmine arched her eyebrow. "Sharing thing? Come on, author, you can do better than that."

"Ha!" Lily sipped her coffee. "I was going to say the same thing."

I grinned, sticking my tongue between my teeth. "Maybe something crept into my mind."

"Hit us with it," Lily said.

It felt funny saying it out loud, but I did.

"Harem."

I saw Jasmine smile, and when I looked at Lily, her eyes were lit up.

"I fucking love that," Lily said, grabbing my hand.

"It's a lot sexier than polycule," Jasmine agreed.

"I'm relieved." I leaned back into the couch. "I thought you might think it was weird. Like, some king and concubine bullshit. Because that's definitely not my intention."

Lily waved her hand. "You don't have to explain. I know you're not some asshole."

"I don't know it for a fact," Jasmine said, a joking tone in her voice, "but I look forward to confirming it."


Chapter 2


The night had gotten late quickly, and despite the coffee, all three of us were quite exhausted. Hard to imagine why.

So as our eyelids dragged down, we slipped some of our clothes back on and eventually retired back to my bed, which was big enough for the three of us, though only just barely. I had the blinds pulled over the three windows in the large master bedroom, so it was dark and cozy. We were a little giggly, a little handsy, but mostly sleepy, sliding beneath my covers and letting the night take us away.

Harem, I thought to myself as I drifted asleep, my hands against Jasmine's and Lily's sides, their hands on me. What a wild thought...

But when I woke up in the morning, they were still there, which meant it had all been real. There was some part of me that had suspected this was some elongated dream, one that would be scattered to the winds by the rising sun and the chirping calls of the forest birds.

The birds chirped. The sun peeked around the edges of the blinds in the bedroom. And Jasmine rolled over on the bed, looking at me with her big, dark eyes. But no, they weren't entirely dark, I had just never seen them in the sunlight before. They were brown and amber, like they had flecks of gold in them.

"Morning," Jasmine said to me, sounding a lot more awake than I was. But I roused pretty quickly when her hand crept down my stomach and found my cock, which was already growing hard just from looking at her.

"Good morning," I said, my voice husky and thick from sleep.

"Oh." Lily turned in the bed, and then her arm slid over my stomach from behind, her fingers brushing against jasmine. "Morning, lovers. Are you rising and shining in a naughty fashion?"

Jasmine screwed up her face. "Lovers? No thank you, my dear. I believe we had all agreed on harem."

"Oh, right." Lily cuddled up against me from behind, her breath washing over my ear. "Sam's harem."

I reached back to put my hand on her hip, squeezing her. "My harem? Why not yours?"

Lily shrugged; I felt it against me. "Those are the rules, studly."

Jasmine nodded seriously, keeping a straight face. "The rules we make up as we go along are very important."

"And I do recall you saying," Lily whispered in my ear, "that you are flexible?"

"Very flexible," I said, bending my arm back further to just barely be able to scoop Lily's tit into my hand, feeling her through the thin barrier of her shirt, while I edged myself forward by the shoulders so that I could reach Jasmine and kiss her.

Lily gasped as I found her nipple and rolled it between my knuckles, and Jasmine took my kiss hungrily, sliding her tongue against mine. I was completely hard now, and Jasmine brought that fact to my full attention by squeezing my rod in her hand and letting out an approving grunt.

She broke our kiss and told me, "Spread the love," pushing me by the shoulder and letting her fingers slip off of my cock so that I could turn around in bed and give a kiss to Lily. The brunette was practically on top of me, on her knees and bent over my body as I turned, bringing her face down to mine and finding my lips. Her hair hung down, tickling against my cheeks and jaw as her tongue pushed into my mouth And I found her breast again, capturing her nipple in my fingers once more.

"I don't know what it is," Lily said breathlessly, pulling away from my lips by just a fraction of an inch. "But you make me horny as fuck."

"I'm glad it's not just me," Jasmine said, taking my cock in her hand again, and this time Lily joined her, their fingers sliding up my shaft, entwining together and gripping me in one motion.

"Fuck," I said, surprised by how good it felt. "Were you two practicing this after I fell asleep?"

Lily gave me a mischievous smile. "No. What kind of dreams were you having?"

"Can't remember," I mumbled, my cock throbbing in their combined grip. "Must've been something like this."

Jasmine looked across me, at Lily. "Maybe we can jog his memory," she said, licking her lips. Lily nodded immediately, and the two of them descended, creeping down my body until their faces were level with my cock.

I reached a hand toward Jasmine, but with lightning speed, she grabbed my wrist and pushed it down to the bed.

"Let us play," she said, flicking those brown and gold eyes at me.

"Not scaring you, are we?" Lily nibbled at her lip, that same sneaky smile on her face as she looked from me to Jasmine, and the two of them laughed. In that look, in that burst of laughter, I could feel the camaraderie and love between them, a relationship formed years before I'd come into the picture, and I felt how lucky I was to be welcomed into that.

Especially like this.

"The only thing I'm scared you'll do is stop," I said, my hormones kicking in as I watched the two of them bend over my cock. "But you can hold me down if needed."

Lily's eyes flashed. "That sounds fun."

So her hand came to my other wrist and locked me down, And then it was their breath rolling over my cock, hot and moist, followed quickly by their tongues.

"Holy shit..." I whispered the words quietly to myself, bending my neck to watch the two women work on me. Jasmine's pixie-cut hair was no intrusion, though Lily's brown hair occasionally got in the way before she brushed it behind her ear with her free hand. I bit my lip and groaned as their twin tongues traveled up of the length of my cock to meet at the head, tasting both me and each other before Lily sucked the tip of my dick into her mouth.

I dug my fingers into the bed, my hips twisting. Both of them kept their firm grips on my wrists, stopping me from reaching down to hold their heads or arms. I hadn't thought it would be this hard just lying back and watching, but it was proving a real challenge, and I found myself inadvertently struggling against their hold. But I think they enjoyed that.

Lily pulled off, and Jasmine immediately took her place, slowly pushing down until my entire length was in her throat, while Lily moved down to gently slide her tongue across my balls.

"Fuck." I said it through gritted teeth, my hands now clenched into fists. The stimulation was incredible, and it only grew more intense as Jasmine moved her mouth up and down my cock, and Lily pulled one of my balls between her lips, sucking at me gently.

If either of them heard me, they didn't make mention of it. They were fully focused on 'playing' now, thoroughly enjoying me. And it was certainly mutual.

Jasmine pulled herself off my cock, sucking in a big breath.

"Your turn," she told Lily.

Lily took the invitation happily, and I was swallowed up again, my cock pushing into Lily's eager throat. I groaned, my hips twitching upward, which Lily accepted with a moan of her own. She sucked on me with long strokes, her hair falling down again, and this time Jasmine was the one to push it behind her ears, watching her blow me with fascination.

"She looks really hot," Jasmine said, turning her head toward me.

"Yes she does," I responded, and from the grin on Jasmine's face, I knew that she could hear the strain in my voice.

Jasmine bent her neck down, whispering in Lily's ear. Lily pulled herself off my cock with a pop, leaving me wiggling in the air.

"Go ahead," Lily said, a little short of breath. "I think you're better at it."

At that, Jasmine wrapped her hand around my cock and started jerking me off, the combined spit from her and Lily more than enough lube to make it wildly slick.

"Hnng!" I gasped. The stimulation was intense, her fingers nudging up against the underside of my swollen cockhead. "I...I can't..."

"Can't hold it?" Lily tossed her hair to the side and met my eyes. "Then let it go." She lowered her head down again to bathe my balls with her tongue, and I had to squeeze my eyes shut.

"Fuck," I panted. "I'm gonna..."

Her tongue moved up to my shaft, and I felt Jasmine's too, spongy and warm against my head. It briefly flashed through my mind that this must be exactly what they had just whispered about, me cumming on both of their faces, before my dam broke and my hips thrust and I was shooting, shooting my hot load all over both of them, cracking my eyes open to see them with their eyes closed, both of their hands still tight like vices around my wrists, their tongues on my cock while my seed splashed onto them and everywhere else.

By the time it was over, I was a mess on the bed, sapped of strength and gasping for breath. Their fingers unclenched from my wrists, and Lily gracefully pulled her shirt off to wipe her face, then folded it over and cleaned off Jasmine, grinning like mad the whole time.

"How was that?" Jasmine asked, opening her eyes and blinking. "I told Lily I wanted to make it porn-y. I think we did good."

"We definitely did." Lily nodded toward me. "Look at Sam. He can't even talk."

I would have made a joke, if I had been able to speak.


Chapter 3


Lily, with that very pleased smile still on her face, used whatever clean patch was left on her shirt to wipe me up too before tossing it to the ground. She straightened up on her knees, her breasts bouncing.

"I'm gonna take a shower," she announced, hopping off the bed. She blew me a kiss, and I gave her a theatrically weak thumbs up, which made her laugh.

Jasmine ran one hand up my leg before getting up herself, finding her clothes. Further away, I heard the shower start to run.

"I hope you don't mind me running off this morning," she said, pulling her pants up over her underwear. "I'm staying with family while I'm in town, and they expected me last night. I let them know I got held up, so now I have to make up for it." She tilted her head thoughtfully. "Maybe I'll bring donuts."

I found the strength to get up on my elbows. "You can come and go as you please. I think in the last two days I've learned more about being a free spirit than I have in my entire life."

"Careful." Jasmine wagged her finger at me. "Being a free spirit is how you end up two years behind schedule on your degree. Or whatever deadlines your publisher has you adhering to."

I sat up, rolling my shoulders. "I had thought there'd be a lot fewer distractions out here in the middle of the forest. Not that I'm complaining. But I'll probably have to really buckle down today."

"I won't say I regret messing up whatever bachelor writing night you originally had planned." Jasmine pulled her shirt on. "Was that the general idea of coming to Ashbury? Hole up out here in the woods, come to town every three weeks, finish your book and then just...leave?"

"Well...yes." I chuckled. "You pretty much nailed it. I imagined some walks in the woods, too. Maybe beers on the porch."

"It doesn't sound awful," Jasmine said, sitting back down on the edge of the bed. "Actually, it sounds fucking idyllic. Better than Chicago, not that I know anything about Chicago."

"There were ups and downs there," I said, and Jasmine met my eyes.

"Lily didn't go into detail," she said slowly. "Not her business, right? And it's not mine either. But since we were talking about, you know, her hooking up with you, I asked and she did mention that you were divorced."

I nodded. "Yeah."

"I'm sorry." Jasmine put her hand on my knee, rumpling the blanket I had pulled over my lap. "I'm not gonna pry, but I know moving across the country in the wake of that kind of shit isn't easy. So maybe I'll tease you about getting lucky, but it's just me being silly. And if you ever need to talk about it, you've got Lily and me both." She smiled. "This isn't just some bed-you-and-see-you-whenever arrangement. I like hanging out with you."

I put my hand over hers. "Thanks, Jasmine. It's not fun—but I'm trying to put it behind me, so no need to worry. My energy is much better spent focusing on the present."

"On the harem." Jasmine made a kissy face.

"Yes." I squeezed her hand. "It's fledgling and needs nurturing. So I'll give us all the attention I can spare."

"That's generous," Jasmine said, "but we won't be responsible for slowing down your work in progress."

"Correct, Mr. Writer." Lily walked into the room, dropping the towel off her sleek, naked body. We both turned our heads toward her and murmured appreciatively.

"Yeah, drink it in." Lily patted her stomach. "I have to get to work, they're bringing donuts today, and I think I earned a treat."

"Where from?" Jasmine asked. "Is Coffee Fave still good? I want to bring some home."

They talked donuts, and I learned a bit about the breakfast spots around town while we all pulled some clothes on. I walked out onto the porch with them, squinting in the bright sunlight of the early morning. The tree cover wasn't quite thick enough to protect my eyes.

"I'm following you out, Lily," Jasmine said, as they stopped at the top of the stairs. "I'm used to walking in these woods, not driving in them."

"I know them like it's my job." Lily gave her a smile.

The two of them hugged me, and I hugged them back tightly.

"I'm gonna be busy getting unpacked and whatever bullshit," Jasmine said, sighing. "So I'll probably be tied up for a bit."

"I'm sure I'll be able to make do." The corners of my lips twitched. "Just barely."

"Yeah, don't go crazy out here all alone." Lily kissed my cheek. "You're a strong, independent man, or something."

"Damn right." I puffed out my chest. "Now, leave me to brood and to cook bacon shirtless. It's all part of my methods."

That got a laugh out of them, and they departed, their cars rolling slowly out of the dirt lot in front of the cabin to disappear onto the trail behind the trees.

And then I was alone.

The crap about the shirtless bacon that I had spewed in an attempt to be funny actually sounded pretty good, although being shirtless wasn't a huge part of it. So I kept my shirt on and I pulled the bacon out of the fridge, warming up the pan a little bit before dropping it in there.

As it crackled and splashed grease over the stove top, I was reminded of the things that I was missing here in this cabin. I would normally cook bacon in the oven, on a baking sheet with a raised lip. No splatter, and it came out great. Easy to pour the grease into a jar. Marcie had thought it was genius when I'd first done it, but I hadn't brought cooking sheets with.

I shook my head, pushing those thoughts out of my mind. Bacon grease was an easy cleanup; all it needed was a paper towel.

I brewed some more coffee while I waited for the bacon to cook, and then I took my plate and mug out to the side porch, the one elevated above the slope with stilts beneath the planks. It was a little nerve-racking stepping out here at first, just knowing how far the drop was should anything go wrong, but obviously the construction was solid. Once I sat down in one of the chairs and got to appreciate the view of the forest, thoughts about falling to my death quickly faded away.

I munched on my bacon and a grapefruit that I had cut up, and I tried to just look into the woods and think about nothing. It was an important exercise, and I hadn't flexed that muscle very much since I'd left Chicago. Being outside in the fresh air definitely helped. It was kind of hard to be too in my own head when I was lucky enough to be out here in nature.

One mindful breakfast later, I got my own shower done and sat down at my laptop. Then, missing the light breeze, I brought it out with me to the side porch and got to work.

My day was solitary, chugging along through my manuscript while taking breaks to get a drink, do some push-ups, take care of some unpacking—anything so that I wasn't just sitting there on my butt the whole time. And there was plenty to take care of around the cabin since I very much had not finished moving in. In the afternoon I took a walk through the forest, taking care not to let myself get lost (fortunately, the GPS on my phone worked fine even all the way out here, but I still wanted to make my way without it).

The woods was where I got to thinking—or let thinking get to me.

A harem. That was what I had said: harem. I was part of a harem now, and that sentence belonged in the hall of fame of things I never expected to write or say.

"Did you think this through?" I said quietly to myself, stepping over a root that threatened my ankle.

And the truth was that no, I hadn't, and I'd kind of just fallen into the idea on the tail end of the best sex of my life. But that didn't mean it was a bad thing, and a snap decision wasn't a poor decision by definition.

Because I really liked Lily. I really liked Jasmine. I felt their absence here in the woods, and back in the cabin. We'd all been texting a little bit as the day went on, but they were both busy, and so was I. Irrespective of everything else, I really had come here to write, and it felt strange and uncomfortable to not get a certain amount of words in every day.

The thing was, it was also starting to feel strange to be alone in this cabin. Because somehow, in the majority of my short time here, I had not been alone.

The sun dripped away, and night bled in. I had something on my mind, but I couldn't form a picture of it quite yet. What I did form was a group text for the three of us, and I asked Jasmine and Lily if they'd be able to have dinner with me tomorrow night at the cabin.

And just like that, it was a date.


Chapter 4


"You know, I thought you were joking about being able to cook," Lily said, leaning against the opposite side of the counter and watching me season the chicken.

I raised an eyebrow at her. "Yeah?"

It was the following night, and they were both here at the cabin for my promised dinner date. Jasmine had ventured to the side porch to look at the stars behind the wispy clouds.

"Yeah." She let a puff of air out of her nose, holding back a real laugh. "When you first got here, with your pretzels and your gas station cupcakes or whatever...I kinda pictured you being a total bachelor and surviving on cheese puffs and beer."

"I did buy cheese puffs, if you want some."

"Actually..."

Jasmine came back in as Lily was pulling the cheese puffs from the pantry and prying the bag open.

"Ooh. Orange fingers." Jasmine raised her hands and wiggled her fingers at Lily, grinning as she approached her. "Let me get dirty with you."

"Save it for after dinner, you trollop." Lily munched a puff and passed the bag over to Jasmine, who plucked a couple out while she looked over at me.

"I know I asked when we first got here," Jasmine said, "but are you sure you don't want some help? I'm not used to just watching someone cook for me."

"Get used to it." I winked at her. "But thanks. I've got this under control, despite what Lily may believe."

"I shouldn't have said anything." Lily took the snack bag back from Jasmine.

I had potatoes roasting in the oven (in a shallow oven-safe pot, since I didn't have baking sheets), and their smell filled the air while I pan-fried the chicken on the stovetop. Adding in the rest of the bacon I had left in the fridge, crumbled onto green beans, we had ourselves a balanced meal, plus bacon. The three of us plated in the kitchen and then sat down at the small, circular dining table just north of the kitchen, which until then I'd been using to hold a couple of totes.

"Damn, this is good." Lily chewed a bite of chicken, then laid her hand on my arm. "I take it all back. Cook for me, always."

"I'm glad you like it." I swallowed my own bite. "But wait, I don't want to cook all the time. Should I have done a worse job?"

"Too late," Jasmine said. "Now we know another of your talents."

We ate and chatted about light, unimportant things—compared to what was on my mind. Lily asked about the book, so I filled them in on the plot I was working on while simultaneously swearing them to secrecy. Jasmine talked about how settling in at her aunt's was going.

"She's already driving me a little crazy, though." Jasmine shook her head. "Making me think I should have got a hotel. I show up with some chocolate peanut donuts, but I forget she's allergic to peanuts. Just an accident, but you'd have thought I was trying to murder her in cold blood the way she went on."

Lily laughed. "I'd have loved to hear your aunt Patricia's reaction to that."

"Well..." Jasmine smirked. "Yeah, it was pretty funny. She was definitely playing it up."

The plates slowly grew emptier, though the conversation kept them full for a while. I started to feel a bit nervous, because what I wanted to bring up felt crazy. The only thing keeping me on that track was the fact that this was all a little crazy, and that I was here to do something different. To go with the flow, as Lily had said. So if my original plan to be a hermit in the woods had already evolved so drastically, why not just roll with it? In fact, why not put my foot on the gas a little bit, instead of just letting things happen to me?

God knew that I had allowed enough of that in my life.

"So I was thinking about something," I said, as I set down my fork and tried to sound casual. "Something a little nuts."

"A little nuts like putting bacon on green beans?" Jasmine grinned. "Just kidding. It was actually fucking delicious."

"Old family recipe," I said with a laugh.

"Yeah, you have something else on your mind." Lily bent her head down, peering at me. "I can see it all over your face. What's up, Sam?"

I cleared my throat and just went for it. "Two days in this cabin without the two of you made it very apparent how big and empty this place is. And I had expected that, but I had also expected to be okay with it, and it's just not sitting right with me.

"So, no pressure..." I looked to each of them. "But would you want to stay here with me?"


Chapter 5


LILY

Lily was unsurprised to see Jasmine already inside of Coffee Fave, sitting at a table with a latte that she suspected was already half-gone.

"Hey, girl!" Lily walked over to Jasmine's tiny table, Jasmine standing up to hug her. "I love that you're in town. This is a way better use of my lunch hour than playing solitaire on my phone."

"Ha! Well, if you need to satisfy your addiction, I don't mind if you sneak a quick game in." Jasmine sat back down, tipping her cup toward Lily.

"I'm just gonna get a coffee, be right back."

Lily went to the counter and ordered, and the coffee was served up quickly. She added a single cream at the little bar off to the side of the counter, then sat down with Jasmine, setting her paper cup on the table.

"Do you think Sam is losing his mind out at the cabin?" Jasmine asked her.

"It's only been..." Lily looked at her phone. "Like, sixteen-and-a-half hours. I think he's holding it together."

Jasmine smirked, but she dropped her eyes down. "I felt bad not being able to answer him right away. But I mean, you have to sleep on something like this."

"Yeah. Moving in together." Lily sat back in her chair, biting at the corner of her lip. "Is it crazy to really be considering it?"

Jasmine shrugged. "Maybe. But the whole harem thing is pretty out of the ordinary, and we're already in the middle of that."

Lily crossed her arms, thinking. She never thought she'd be like this, obsessed over a guy, but she kind of was. Sam had hardly left her mind ever since he'd saved her ass in the forest, and the last few days, she'd thought of little else except when she could drive out to the cabin and be with him.

She looked across the table at Jasmine. "I have a feeling you're leaning one way because you don't want to stay with Patricia."

"I will admit that it's nice to have an option." Jasmine took a sip of her latte, a wry smile on her face.

"But I know it's not just me." Lily leaned forward, putting her elbows on the table. "You like him, right? More than just a hook up?"

Jasmine held her sip of coffee in her mouth, eventually swallowing. "I like him a hell of a lot more than Brody, that's for sure."

Lily let out a tiny laugh. Brody had been the guy they'd both shared a few years ago. And he had been fine, but he had certainly been no Sam. The idea of a harem with Brody didn't even make a spark in Lily's brain, much less the fire that Sam had lit inside her.

She couldn't quite put her finger on it—there were a lot of reasons she thought she might be getting close to Sam so quickly. The way he'd saved her, of course. And he was really hot, a good-looking older guy. The age difference was much more of an attractor than a reason not to like him. Maybe she was just tired of dealing with idiots like Joey at work who stared at her like she was a mannequin in a department store with a tit hanging out.

Not Sam. He was...

"I like him a lot," Lily said quietly. "Like, I'm embarrassed by it, almost. I don't even know if I could tell him. You're the only person I could really talk to about this."

Jasmine's eyes were warm and understanding. "There's something about him, right? Easy to talk to. Funny. He's mature, obviously. Just barely, barely going gray. Zaddy energy in five years, I bet."

"Zaddy." Lily stuck her tongue out. "He'd love to hear that, oh god."

Jasmine giggled. "But yeah. Shit. I do like him. I fucking miss him, what's up with that? Has it just been too long since I've had a good guy?"

Lily tilted her head. "I dunno. Have we ever had a good guy?"

"Mm. That's a good point."

"And like, I know we're having fun, but..." Lily glanced around before leaning in further. "The harem thing. You're cool with it?"

"Yeah." Jasmine nodded. "You're not getting like, jealous or anything? Because I know we're not playing like that. I love you too much, Lils."

Lily shook her head, relieved. "Not even a little. This whole arrangement just really works for us, it feels like."

"We fell right into it," Jasmine agreed. "It all flowed perfectly natural."

"Perfectly." Lily sat back, letting out a breath. "So, we should probably tell him tonight. Not make him wait another day."

Jasmine nodded. "You got time to shop?"

"I can duck out early." Lily grabbed Jasmine's hand over the table and squeezed it.


Chapter 6


SAM

It was a nerve-wracking day.

I didn't want to be this much of a wreck about it, but I'd dug my own grave in that regard. Putting something so huge out there, without warning, after just a few days—had I really expected an answer right then and there at the table? I was ridiculous about many things lately, but that was just plain stupid of me.

We hadn't texted. That had been the implicit plan. They both needed to think, not be pestered by me, or god forbid, have my nervous thumbs retract the invitation in some misguided attempt to walk the whole thing back. We were all adults; they just needed space, and time to think.

They weren't going to bail on me, right?

A breath I hadn't realized I'd been holding whooshed out of me, and I deflated a little in my desk chair. The sun was dipping lower now, saturating the sky with orange. I couldn't muster up the energy to go outside, and I should have been writing, but I was planning instead, planning for pages that I probably wouldn't reach for months. A waste of my time, because the story almost always developed in unexpected ways, and specific plot points usually got swept away in the first draft, replaced with organic progression.

But it allowed me to convince myself that I was working, so I hammered it out regardless, with my phone sitting next to my computer and not lighting up.

By the time seven PM came and went, I was more than a little anxious.

"If you fucked it up, you fucked it up," I told myself, pacing around the cabin with no further intention of getting any work done. "You flew too close to the sun. You had a few good days and that was nice, and then you fucked it up. You just sped through what could have been something good. It sucks, Sam, but you have no practice with this shit. You were bound to fuck it up."

The other things I muttered to myself were pretty much along those same lines. I stopped for a moment to wonder when I had become such a pessimist, but I knew the answer to that. Sometime in the last two years, that descent had begun, and I'd kept getting lower rung by rung, until I'd gotten here to Ashbury and I'd started climbing back up. And fuck, I didn't want to go further down that stupid ladder.

I'd forgotten to eat for most of the day, so I relented in my pacing and made a sandwich in the kitchen, eating it over the counter. I swept the crumbs into the sink and thought that at this point, reaching out to Lily and Jasmine would be fair. I just had to figure out what I was going to say, and that seemed impossible.

Which was when I heard the cars rolling up to the cabin.

I set the few remaining bites of my peanut butter sandwich down onto the counter and swept over to the door, pulling it open to see the only two cars in this town that I knew. They slid up along each side of my truck, parked, and the two women climbed out with smiles on their faces. Lily had something tucked under her arm; Jasmine bent down to pull a package from the passenger seat before closing her car door.

I didn't care if they knew I was just standing here watching them like a dope. I pushed open the front door as they walked toward the porch and I stepped outside.

"Hey there," I said to the two of them as they approached.

"Miss us?" Lily asked, and I saw that she had flowers under her arm, and her other hand clutched a glass vase.

"I did," I said. They climbed the stairs, and Jasmine held out a wrapped box, which she handed to me. It was flat and wide.

"What's this?" I looked down at the wrapping paper, which was elegant black and gold.

"Housewarming presents," Jasmine told me, her smile growing.

"If we're moving in, we need to brighten the place up a little." Lily tucked the flowers into the vase, holding it with both hands. "My gift didn't wrap so easy, though."

I held Jasmine's box, standing there with the sensation of a balloon filling in my chest. "You're moving in?"

"Bet your ass," Lily said, and Jasmine nodded along.

"Didn't change your mind, did you?" Jasmine probed, showing a hint of nervousness at the idea.

"Fuck no," I said, a grin breaking out on my face. "Let's get inside."

Lily kissed me on the cheek as I held the door open for them, while Jasmine dragged a hand across my stomach as she walked by, her forearm brushing against the underside of the present in my arms. I followed them over to the kitchen, where Lily had set the flowers on the counter.

"We both picked that out," Lily said, indicating the wrapped gift. "But Jasmine bought it."

"You have a better eye for flowers," Jasmine said to her, then turned to me. "Go on, open it!"

My grin persisting, I tore open the paper. The gift box inside was flat and plain, giving no hint as to what was inside.

I opened the top of the box and pulled out a set of cooking sheets, three sizes stacked into each other. They were sleek and new and heavy.

"You mentioned your preferred methods of bacon cooking at dinner last night," Jasmine offered. "And you said you didn't have cooking sheets, so we thought..."

The balloon inside my chest turned hot, and I had to blink a few times.

"They're good quality," Lily said. "They won't warp in the oven. Do you like them?"

"Yes," I said, my voice feeling thick. "I love them. And the flowers. This is all..."

I couldn't keep going, but they got it. Jasmine came back around the counter while Lily hugged me from the side, Jasmine's lithe arms soon joining her.

"You're too fucking cute," Lily whispered to me.

That got a laugh out of me, cutting through the sappiness. I pulled in a breath. "I'm glad you're both here. I thought I'd blown it."

"Nothing wrong with being bold." Jasmine squeezed me tight. "So I imagine we're spending the night tonight. Maybe you could make us some bacon on those newfangled things in the morning."

"I'm short on bacon," I said with a short, giddy laugh. "But I'll take you both out for breakfast and then stock up ASAP."

I stepped back from the counter so I could pull them both into the front of me before I looked at them. I was a little taller than both Jasmine and Lily, my head tilted slightly down. There was a lot of emotion swirling through me, and I didn't want to get lost in it.

That was when I noticed for the first time how the two of them were dressed—like we were already in bed. Skimpy shorts that barely stretched lower than the gaps in their thighs; tight, soft camisoles, low-cut, the swells of their breasts practically right in my face. I'd been so thrilled to see their faces at first, I hadn't even registered it.

I could see that acknowledgement of my realization shining in their eyes, and something else started swirling inside of me, hot and demanding.

"Not to be...crude," I started, running my hands down their arms. "But speaking of bold, I really want to fuck both of you right now. In our house."

Lily let out a shaky breath. "Good, because I need it in a bad way. Jasmine and I were talking about you the whole time we were shopping."

"In...our bedroom?" Jasmine suggested, lifting her eyebrows as she smiled.

"Yes," I said, and I grabbed their hands and hurried us back, leaving the pans and flower vase nestled close to each other.


Chapter 7


"This isn't going to be like the other night," I said as I pulled them into the bedroom and brought them in front of the bed. "Because I have some ideas on what I want to do to you."

"Oh, fuck yes," Jasmine said, and already she was stripping off her top, throwing it to the side and letting her breasts out into the open. Her dark nipples were hard, pointing at me. She looked over at Lily, then back to me.

"Tell us how you want us, Sam."

Those words made all the blood in my body rush down and fight for a spot in my cock.

"First," I said, "I want you naked."

Jasmine was halfway there already, and then she was all the way there with one smooth motion, her short shorts and black panties disappearing quickly. Lily got her shirt off, then Jasmine hooked her fingers into Lily's shorts, pulling them down so that Lily could kick them off.

Fucking hell, did the two of them look good, Jasmine's hand with her fingers splayed open against Lily's creamy white stomach, Lily's brown hair down around her shoulders and a wild look in her eyes.

I ditched my clothes as quickly as I could, and then I stepped forward and shoved them both onto the bed. They fell backwards onto the covers, giggling.

"Keep moving," I said, a smile on my face while I tried to keep my voice serious. Because yeah, I was fucking around with them a little bit, but beneath that façade was a raw, urgent need to get my hands and my mouth on them, to get my arms around them, to get myself inside of them. And it drove me up onto the bed, crawling after them like I was in pursuit.

"You first," I said to Jasmine, and I grabbed her thighs and pulled her to me, sliding her along the comforter on her back and planting myself between her legs. She gasped as I lowered myself down to her pussy, my nose tickling at the short hairs atop her cleft.

"Fuck, Sam..."

I could smell her arousal, but I wanted to taste it, to plunge my tongue into the pinkness between her brown lips. But before I got lost between her legs, there was another order I wanted to give.

I looked up at Lily, who was watching the two of us with rapt attention.

"I thought we might get a train going," I said to her. "How about you sit on Jasmine's face?"

For a second, I wondered if Jasmine wouldn't be into it, but in fact it was she who grabbed at Lily, catching her wrist and pulling her over so that the brunette could straddle her body.

"Whoa!" Lily steadied herself, her knees on either side of Jasmine's torso. I saw the firm cheeks of her ass, the curve of her spine, the way the ends of her hair tickled against the tops of her shoulder blades.

"Mind if I eat you?" Jasmine asked, sounding voracious.

Lily bent down, putting a hand on Jasmine's face. "As long as you don't mind me feeding you."

I saw Jasmine's hands grab Lily by the waist.

"Get up here, girl," Jasmine urged.

And as Lily slid forward on her friend's chest and I watched her settle her wet pussy down on Jasmine's moaning face, I plunged myself into Jasmine's pussy, giving her a long, deep lick from top to bottom that made her body shake. Her taste invaded my senses and made my cock pulse against the bed, and I just dove in harder and started eating her like I was starving.

Jasmine's cries of pleasure were muffled by her friend sitting on top of her, but Lily had no such obstacle. As she grinded herself into Jasmine's eager mouth, her moans filled the bedroom, one hand cupping across the top of Jasmine's head while she fed her friend her cunt.

"Fuck yes, Jasmine, suck on my clit, just like that..." Lily's voice trailed off as she focused on the pleasure, devolving into groans and moans while her body rocked. I could feel her motion as she slid her pussy across Jasmine's face, and I peeked up from my own meal to catch a glimpse of it. Jasmine's chin was already glistening with Lily's juices, and as Lily tilted back-and-forth, I could see the shiny pinkness of her lips and the slightly darker color of her asshole as she rubbed herself into Jasmine.

But even a sight that tantalizing couldn't keep me off of Jasmine for long. My fingers dug into the flesh of her thighs as I held her tight and ate her pussy. I read the wiggles of her thighs, the thrust of her hips, showing me where to go to bring her the most pleasure possible. But I explored her on my own as well, running my lips down her own, then dragging my tongue back up and pushing her labia apart. I went low to thrust my tongue into her tunnel, going harder and deeper when she pushed against me and the muscles of her cunt squeezed my tongue and tried to pull me back in.

Then I worked my way gradually up to her clitoris, teasing around it, avoiding it like it was a hot poker. I could sense her need for me to touch her there, the way she angled her hips to try to reach my mouth, the growing sexual frustration. I nudged the tip of my tongue around the folds of her swollen pleasure button, running over the top of it to rub at her short hairs, feeling the friction poke against my tongue before sliding back down and finally licking across her clit.

This time I did hear her, Jasmine moaning her muffled pleasure between Lily's legs. Her own hips thrust up at me, driving her clit into my mouth, and I gave in to her ask, pulling her clit between my lips and sucking at it. My own cock throbbed with need, precum leaking onto the bed and smearing onto my covers. I knew that I would need more soon.

But for all the teasing and grinding and thrusting here at the south end of the bed, it was Lily who climbed over the edge first, holding Jasmine tight while she rode her face, eventually tilting her hips back so that Jasmine could continually suck on her clit. Jasmine's slender fingers crept through the rear of Lily's legs and teased at both of her holes before she slid two fingers into Lily's pussy while pushing one into her ass, making Lily choke with delight on top of her.

And that was how she came, Jasmine pulling on her clit, Lily's hips rocking back into Jasmine's digits, one hand clutching the pillow and the other holding Jasmine's head from behind, keeping her locked in. A strained scream burst from Lily's lips as she shook on top of Jasmine, her orgasm reaching down to quake me between Jasmine's thighs for the full duration of her quivering ecstasy.

I couldn't wait any longer. As Lily slumped over, pulling herself from Jasmine's face while Jasmine gasped for air, I pulled my tongue from Jasmine's tight tunnel and reached both my hands up, taking Lily around the waist. I gave her a small warning pull, and then I dragged her down Jasmine's body until she was sitting up on Jasmine's hips. Then I put a hand on Lily's back and pushed her down, not letting up until she was belly to belly with Jasmine, their faces almost touching.

Both women looked at me, Lily turning her head, Jasmine tilting to the side, the two of them breathing heavily.

"I told you I needed to fuck you," I said, and this time I got my hands around Jasmine's waist below Lily, pulling the two women to the edge of the bed while I slid off and got to my feet. The height was perfect.

I slid my dick into Jasmine, bending my knees just slightly to line up with her pussy, pushing into her slick tunnel with ease.

"Fuck!" Jasmine cried, throwing her arms over Lily's back. "Yes, Sam! Fuck me hard!"

There was no other option. I needed them badly, and I immediately buried myself to the hilt inside of Jasmine, savoring her sweet depths for the barest moment before pulling out and plunging back in. I inched closer, until my thighs pressed against her, my calves nudging the bed. I fucked Jasmine but I held onto Lily, grabbing her around the waist like I didn't know where Jasmine ended and Lily began.

Her blazing warmth engulfed me totally, and I had to grit my teeth in an effort to stop myself from cumming right then and there. Jasmine had no such qualms, though. She whispered, begging Lily to help her touch herself, and Lily obliged, lifting her stomach so that Jasmine could slide her hand down and rub at her clit. Lily dropped back down to pin her there, and I could see Jasmine's fingers working herself above my cock.

"You feel so fucking good," I gasped. "Cum for me, Jasmine. Cum while I fuck you."

Jasmine didn't respond, and that was how I knew she was close. Lily was bent over her, kissing her neck, sucking on her ear, while I hammered myself inside her over and over again. The pleasure was intense, filling up my whole body, but I held off, holding back my own release as I thrust inside of her.

Jasmine came, her fingers clutching at Lily's back while Lily sucked on her neck and I buried myself inside her. Her pussy clamped down on me, holding me tight, but I kept fucking her through each powerful wave of her orgasm.

With Jasmine's body bucking beneath Lily's, I stayed inside her until it tapered off, and then I popped my cock out of her, quickly straightening up and aligning myself with Lily. I plunged inside of Lily in one smooth stroke, making her scream with delight on top of Jasmine. I would have liked to fuck her just as long, but there was no possible way I could hold back anymore.

"Give it to me, Sam," Lily moaned, and I did. I bent down over her and buried myself in to the last inch, my hands clutching at Jasmine's sides while I blasted my pent up load inside of Lily. A long, low moan rolled out of me as my cock pulsed inside of her, shooting everything I had in a long, luscious orgasm, until I was empty, hard as steel but empty, falling out of her as my muscles weakened and I dropped onto the bed alongside them.

Lily turned her head slowly towards me, sweat on her brow. "You came in me, huh?"

"I don't know how the math works," I panted, "but it just felt fair."

"Don't worry," Jasmine said with a wild laugh, wiggling her hips beneath Lily like she was trying to get closer to her. "Plenty is dripping down on me."


Chapter 8


Somehow my pants had ended up on the bed. I learned this when the three of us scooted up to lay our heads on the pillows, and I felt my pants beneath my cheek. Maybe they had gotten caught on my ankle and I had whipped them up here without thinking about it. But I was too exhausted to even bother pushing them away.

"Best housewarming ever," Lily said, her hand on my hip while Jasmine spooned her from behind.

"Ever," I agreed. I caught my bottom lip between my teeth. "I don't know how I got so choked up over those pans. It was just, like, a really fucking thoughtful gift. You guys knocked it out of the park."

Lily beamed, and Jasmine did too, from over her shoulder.

"I'm glad," Jasmine said. "It's the least we can do. Tomorrow we can sit down and figure out the rent situation and all the super fun stuff."

I raised my hand at that. "Let me stop you right there. I paid for six months in this cabin upfront, which let me work out a great deal and an option to renew. There's no rent due, there's no nothing. I'm not your landlord, nor do I require or accept sex as payment. Hell, the fact that you two came back at all means the world to me."

"Stop it," Lily said, squeezing my hip. "You have to understand that we like you, too, alright? This is not a one-way thing."

"Mm-hm." Jasmine shook a finger at me. "Yeah, the sex is unbelievable, but this is still real life. It's a harem relationship, not a glory hole, and we're your girlfriends. Tell him, Lily."

"We're your girlfriends." Lily gave me a steely stare. "And you're our boyfriend. So you get presents, and we live together, and all the other stuff that comes with that."

That feeling in my chest again, bubbling up. I talked quickly, before I could get too emotional again.

"Girlfriends. Boyfriend. Got it." I nodded. "But I'm not budging on the rent thing."

Lily let air out of her nose. "I'm not trying to be a freeloader, but I do have my own apartment I'm paying for and I can't like, live here every single day. Just with work and everything, it gets complicated. Jazzy and I talked about it."

"I totally understand," I said, nodding in agreement. I figured whatever we worked out would look something like that.

"You might see more of me, though," Jasmine said, rubbing her hand down Lily's stomach. "I'll be at my aunt's every now and then, but this cabin and the guy in it is much better."

I opened my mouth to say something, but felt a violent buzzing beneath my head.

"What the..." I started, and then I remembered that I was resting my head on my pants. I had gotten a text message, and my phone was in the pocket.

"Is that your third girlfriend?" Lily asked me with a grin.

I was curious, so I pulled my phone out of the pocket and focused my eyes on the screen. Surprise flickered across my face.

"Anything wrong?" Lily asked.

"I'm not sure," I said. "It's my lawyer."
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