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About


Sam has a new life. But his past hasn't gone away.

There's a new woman at Sam's cabin, and she's not here for dinner. Attorney Anna Halwell is tall, blonde, and here to tie up some loose ends with Sam's divorce. And truth be told, she's not happy about it.

Neither is Sam. And he has a feeling this isn't going to be the last he sees of Anna.

Lucky for him, he has Lily and Jasmine to help get him through the tough days. Their harem is now living together, and they're going to need each other more than ever. Stress is creeping up on all three of them, but they know a good release for that...

If they can just make it through this tough period, everything should be perfect. Right?


Chapter 1


SAM

The sun woke me up, poking me in the eyes around the edges of the window blinds. I would have to do something about that.

This time, waking up in bed with Lily and Jasmine, I didn't feel like I was somewhere I didn't belong. I felt content. Comfortable, even squeezed in between the two of them. The bed was a little small for all three of us—add that to my list of things to remedy.

Then, as my brain slowly turned on and the switches started flicking inside, I remembered the text message I had gotten last night.

Sam - sorry to reach out this late, it's been a long day. Call me tomorrow in the AM when able, before 11. Nothing emergent but follow up needed. 

Dave



Yeah. He signed his texts. But weirdly, it felt like he should, as an attorney. Dave was my divorce lawyer, and hearing from him was rarely good news, though I didn't hold a grudge against him for that, because he was a great guy and it obviously wasn't his fault. All of the hangups, all of the delays and pains in the ass, that all stemmed from one place: my ex-wife, Marcie.

I hadn't bothered texting him back the night before, and I don't think that he expected me to. He was just passing along the message, and I was more than happy to file it away in my brain and snuggle into bed with the two girls I was falling in love with.

But now the morning had come, and with the stabbing of sunlight in my eyes came the treacherous weight of responsibility.

I sat up in bed, carefully moving my hands so that I didn't put my weight on either of the women. I thought I could wiggle out past the bottom of the bed without waking them, but that was a pipe dream.

"Hey." Lily turned, looking up at me where I sat up on the bed. "Morning."

"Morning," I said quietly, giving her a smile that she returned.

"What time is it?" Lily asked.

"Just past seven," I told her.

She let out a sigh of relief. "Thank god. I was too cozy in bed with you both to even think about getting up and finding my phone to set my alarm."

Jasmine yawned on the other side of me, turning.

"I like to sleep in," she mumbled with her eyes closed. "I always…chose the late classes…"

"You can sleep," I assured her. "I just have to get up and call my lawyer. He gets into his office at eight, and he wouldn't have texted me last night if he wanted to hear from me any later than that."

Jasmine cracked an eye open. "Oh, yeah. What a lame way to start a Friday."

"Not my favorite," I agreed, "but it shouldn't be anything too bad. Trust me, the worst of this damn divorce is behind me. Anything now is going to be like walking on air."

I stopped myself. I didn't want to talk about my divorce for a lot of reasons, chief among them right now being that I was here with my two girlfriends and it was decidedly unsexy talk.

Lily brought her hand up and stroked my arm. "You shower or whatever. I'll go make some coffee, OK?"

"Sure." I stood up, stretching.

"Save me a cup," Jasmine mumbled sleepily. "Your bed is...really comfortable."

"Isn't it?" Lily laughed.

I turned and got a look at them, Lily now sitting up and pushing her hair away from her face, and Jasmine rolled into the blanket, her arm curving out over the surface while the rest of her below the neck was cuddled up. And I smiled.

I had invited Jasmine and Lily to live with me in the cabin yesterday, and after a painstaking day of waiting for the answer, they had surprised me last night with housewarming gifts and their enthusiastic yes. Even with a lawyer phone call hanging over me, it was hard to feel anything less than ecstatic.

I got into the shower in high spirits. The cabin was really starting to feel like home now, and less like a hotel. Leaving my dirty clothes in the bathroom helped to contribute to that, though now that it wasn't necessarily a bachelor pad anymore, it would probably be good for me to do some tidying up.

Jasmine was stirring as I returned to the bedroom to get dressed, but I didn't go shaking her out of bed. I did admire her form, sexy even underneath the blanket, for just a moment before I followed my nose to the smell of coffee in the kitchen.

"I forgot you were out of bacon," Lily said, closing the fridge as I walked in. "Do you eat anything else?"

I snorted. "That's funny. Were you always so funny, or did it start up right around the time you met me?"

"It's a lifelong gift," Lily affirmed, walking forward to throw her arms around me and give me a kiss. I kissed her back and tasted toothpaste.

"So, I have to work," she said, pulling back slightly but leaving her arms over my shoulders. "I'll probably grab a quick shower, take my coffee on the road, and then I can be back later tonight to move some stuff in, yeah?"

"You'd better," I told her, squeezing her around her waist. "No backing out now."

"You can't get rid of me that easy," Lily said, grinning. "Even if you snore."

"Shit. Do I?" I blinked.

She stuck her tongue between her teeth. "Just messing with you, Sam. You sleep like a log. A big, fallen log across a forest trail."

"I'll accept that," I said, and I kissed her again.

I turned my head to see Jasmine rubbing her eyes and walking out of the bedroom, and I set about to pouring a mug of coffee for her, Lily and I already sipping on ours.

"To help open your eyes, Miss Phillips," I said, offering it to her.

Jasmine took it with a thank you, rolling her neck. I could see her nipples through her thin night shirt, but I resisted the urge to put my hand on her chest. Let the lady wake up first.

"What are you up to today, Jasmine?" Lily asked her.

"All kinds of shit." Jasmine took a sip of the coffee and smacked her lips. "Needs some sugar. I have to go figure out what stuff, if any, I'm going to leave at my aunt's. She's working today, but I'm going to take care of some stuff with her kitchen, help her out. Then there's her garden…" Jasmine blinked. "Shit, I actually might not be able to stay here tonight."

"That's fine," I said. "But we'll set up rooms for you two this weekend, if there's time. This place has four bedrooms, technically."

"But we can still sleep in your comfy bed," Jasmine said, coming up and putting an arm around me. "Right?"

I wiggled my eyebrows. "Any time and all the time."


Chapter 2


L

ily grabbed a shower, but Jasmine planned to get ready for the day at her aunt's house. They both had places to be (though Jasmine did say she would've slept another hour if the coffee didn't smell so good), so about twenty minutes later I was alone in the cabin, and the place was awfully quiet, even with the litany of birds chirping outside.


Damn, I missed them already.

"You'll be okay, Sam," I told myself, grabbing my phone from the counter and opening up my contacts. Six months ago, I would have known my divorce lawyer's number by heart. I was glad to find that I couldn't recall it off the top of my head anymore.

So I poked his name in my phone and I put it to my ear, stepping through the side door and out onto the lofted porch that looked into the woods.

Damn, it was beautiful out here.

"David Johnson's office."

"Hi Arlene," I said. "This is Sam Browning calling for Dave. Am I too early?"

Arlene, Dave's secretary, laughed. "Never too early, Sam. I swear Dave sleeps here sometimes. I'll send you over."

"Thanks," I said, and I heard a clicking sound as I was transferred. I could picture Arlene sitting in the small office that Dave worked out of, probably with a bagel from Enri's on her desk. That was one thing I certainly missed about Chicago—knowing the good breakfast spots. My Ashbury knowledge was improving every day, though.

"Hey, Sam, how are ya?" Dave's voice came through the line as brash and energetic as ever. He talked like a rhinoceros—able to barrel down anything in his path, but much more interested in eating grass than hurting anybody.

"Doing good, Dave, how about you?"

"It's the same old." I heard him sit back in his chair. "How's life out in the woods? You can get mail there, right? I still have to send some stuff your way."

"You've got my PO Box?"

"Right, right." Another sound as Dave shifted forward in his chair. "Well Sam, as I've told you many times over the past two years, divorcing in your situation his complex and unfortunately takes a while."

"Don't I know it." A typical divorce can take months even if it's amicable. When it's contentious and there are intellectual property concerns because Marcie worked with me on some of my titles? Well, we were two years in, and we still weren't done.

"Let me assure you, though, we are in the home stretch. You've already been separated for well over a year, so the formal parts of the legal marriage here are laid to rest. We're just dealing with the publisher and agency."

"Got it." I did already know all of this. "So, what's going on?"

Dave walked me through the next steps of what was needed. Then he got to the crux of the matter.

"So, I'd much rather do this in person," Dave told me. "If you were still in Chicago, I would've just had you come in. But you're out of arm's reach right now. Unless you feel like flying back."

I leaned over the porch railing, looking down at the forest floor below. "I'd prefer to avoid that."

"I figured, but I wanted to throw it out there." Dave cleared his throat. "Still, a hands-on touch is going to be essential for making sure we get this paperwork through in one try. So I reached out to my old firm for a connection, and I found a local attorney who can take care of this with you on site. Anna Halwell. My people tell me she's fabulous." Dave laughed, a short bark. "Honestly, this is a diamond in a haystack, finding someone good who practices out there in that small of a town. So I just need your go-ahead to send her your file, and then she'll be in contact with you."

"Home stretch, huh?" I sighed.

"Honest to god," Dave said. "I know it's been hell, Sam. I'm thinking, six more weeks. Then you literally never have to talk to me again."

"Unless I stir up more trouble," I said, grinning.

"Yeah, then you give me a call." Dave paused. "How are things going out there? You writing?"

"Yeah," I said. "Keeping myself busy."

"Good, good." Dave sounded like he was wrapping up. "I'm going to email you the consent form for the digital signature, and then you can expect a call from her today."

"Sounds good. Thanks, Dave."

Between signing books and signing the seemingly thousands of papers I'd needed to sign over the last couple years, my wrist was starting to cramp just thinking about it.

"Home stretch," I said to myself. I straightened up on the porch and stretched my arm out, then tucked my phone back into my pocket. I wasn't looking forward to dealing with another lawyer, not that I had a problem with Dave, but that was almost the reason why I was hesitant. Dave had been great, and I was due for a lawyer who wasn't so great. But Dave and his people had lauded this Anna woman, so I would trust them.

Truth be told, it wasn't like I had much of a choice.

I pushed divorce and lawyers and Chicago from my mind and set myself back to work, taking my laptop out onto the porch again to write amidst the breaths of nature. That was how the rest of my morning and afternoon went, taking breaks for short strolls around the cabin and the very nearby woods, not going too far, breaking to eat where I needed, and then back to the computer to hammer out a good couple of pages at a time. They didn't run cable TV out here, but I did have Internet, and that was plenty. The cabin did have a nice TV mounted on the wall in the living room, and I was savvy enough to know how to plug a cable into my laptop and then plug the other end of that same cable into the TV, so I was able to watch whatever I pleased. I made a reminder to get myself a wireless mouse next time I went to town.

That reminder reminded me but I did need to do a little more grocery shopping, especially with three people in the cabin, so I broke up my day by driving into Ashbury and restocking.

Lily and Jasmine weren't able to make it back to the cabin in time for dinner, but Lily did beat the setting sun, and I helped her unload what she had brought for her move in to the cabin.

"It's a busy weekend for our little harem," Lily commented as she and I walked up the front porch stairs and brought in some of her things.

"For you two, maybe," I said. "I mean, I know I came here to write, but I should probably find some other things to do around here if I can't hang out with you girls."

"Thinking of getting a part-time job?" Lily winked at me.

"Actually, I saw there was a tennis club here," I said. "I was thinking of getting in on that. They even have indoor courts for when the weather turns."

"That sounds fun," Lily said. "I've honestly never played tennis. I tried pickleball last summer, though, and it was all right."

"I'll resort to pickleball when my knees give up," I said, smacking my thighs. "Until then, I run."

With Lily's stuff in, we sat on the couch and rested. Jasmine sent her love via text, and said that she'd love to come out tomorrow and take a walk in the woods with us.

LILY: wish I could!! I have that seminar over in Arrow. I have to give up one Saturday a year :(

Just the two of us, then?


JASMINE: aw, sorry Lils. Me and you, Sam. I'll show you the sights



I looked over at Lily. "Jealous?" I asked, wiggling my eyebrows.

"Not tonight," she said, and then she got her hands on me.


Chapter 3


W

e had sex on the couch, Lily on top, her hair falling down over her face as she rode me. And though she had picked out one of the bedrooms earlier that evening, we retired to my bed together to spend the night.


In the morning, I got the coffee going for us while she showered.

"So what's this seminar you have today?" I asked her, leaning on the kitchen counter.

"It's not the most exciting thing in the world," Lily told me, rubbing my knuckles with her thumb as she talked. "But I do like it. It's a conservation seminar put on by National Park Service affiliates. I do wish it wasn't on a Saturday, But, oh well."

"The after party for that must be wild."

Lily laughed. "You don't think Parks people could get wild? I'll have to tell you some stories sometime."

"Oh yeah," I said, lowering my coffee. "I'll absolutely have to hear those."

"Some other time," Lily clarified, squeezing my finger before letting go of my hand. "I have to hit the road, the conference center is like an hour and a half away. But you have fun on your walk with Jasmine."

She gave me a knowing smile that I didn't really understand, but I didn't pry since she was on her way out the door. She had a travel mug that she poured the rest of her coffee into, and after a soft goodbye kiss, her car was pulling out onto the trail. I had to blink a few times and remind myself that this was all real, before heading inside to get some things done.

If Jasmine's tendency to sleep in was a real thing, now would probably be the best time to get some writing done, because I didn't want to have to interrupt our walk or cut it short.

And I was honestly looking forward to this next portion of the story, where the mystery started to peer at the reader from around the corner. It was the fun part, where the plot began to thicken and I had the opportunity to plant all these little clues that the astute crime fiction fan might be able to pick up on.

Yet even so, I was looking forward to spending time with Jasmine more.

I did allow myself to send Jasmine a quick text to let her know that I was ready whenever she was, and then I forced myself to put the phone down and focus on my work. The minutes bled away into over an hour, and when Jasmine did text me back, I thought I had earned the opportunity to check on it.

Nothing groundbreaking—just a message saying she was on her way, with a kissing emoji. I hearted it, and I told myself that I had no reason to pace around the cabin for a half hour while I waited, and that my time would be better spent working.

That, and finding a good pair of hiking shoes.

I was pulling those onto my feet when I heard Jasmine's car pull up, and I waved at her through the screen door.

"Hey, handsome," Jasmine greeted me as she came inside. She threw her arms around me and gave me a kiss. "Are you sure I'm not interrupting? Because the walk can wait. I see your computer open over there."

"I've actually been waiting for the walk," I said, holding her. "And for you."

"Oh, you're full of charm." Jasmine smiled. She got up on her tiptoes so that she could whisper in my ear. "Let me fill up my water bottle, and we are off."

I gave a theatrical shiver. "Yes, ma'am."

Jasmine came away from me slowly, letting her fingers trail down my side before she skipped over to the kitchen sink and filled up her dark green water bottle. She took a long gulp from it, topped it off, then came back to me.

"Let's go," she said.

We left the cabin and descended the porch steps, walking past the cars and out toward the main trail.

"You lead the way," I told her, looking around. "I still don't know these woods very well. In fact, I'm sorely in need of a guide."

"Just stay close to me," Jasmine said, nudging my arm, and then the two of us were off. She took me north of the cabin, where I realized I had never driven my truck, and had barely walked this way either. Obviously I never had occasion to drive past the cabin, but I was looking forward to getting more familiar with the area.

"I'm going to take you to the stream," Jasmine announced as we stepped off the main trail. "It floods a lot, so the big trail here doesn't pass through it. You have to go out of your way."

"Is it a good place to fill up your water bottle?" I asked jokingly.

Jasmine laughed and put a hand on my arm. "Not recommended."

She walked us confidently through the woods, stepping easily over roots and branches, some of which caught me unaware and made me stumble. At least I didn't fall over. Though Jasmine did shake her head at my clumsiness every now and then.

When we reached the stream, I found it to be a lot wider than I had expected, wide and shallow, which I supposed explained why it flooded so often. Or maybe that had nothing to do with it, since I didn't know the first thing about ecological systems.

"I used to catch crayfish here with my friends," Jasmine said, smiling sweetly at the memory. "Not here specifically, about half a mile further east was the best spot. The stream is probably a foot deeper and perfect for wading, and there were big, flat rocks to step on."

"I used to do the same thing, back in the day," I said to her. "I always liked how their little pinches felt on the tips of my fingers." I chuckled. "Except for the couple of times when one got attached to my face. That didn't feel as good."

"I was always careful to keep the claws away from my face," Jasmine said with a giggle.

We moved on down the length of the stream, keeping far enough away from the bank so that our shoes didn't get muddy. Thin pieces of shale rock crunched beneath my shoes as we walked, and the gentle sound of the water running towards the west filled the air around us.

"So I don't know your process," Jasmine said, walking with her hands behind her back, stepping around big pieces of rock that might cut into her shoes, "but can I ask about the manuscript you're working on?"

"Sure," I said. "I mean, I'm in the early stages, so it might not be very…cohesive."

Jasmine tilted her head. "I don't have to sign an NDA?"

"Normally, yeah," I said, a grin growing on my face. "But I forgot to bring one on this hike, so I'll let you off the hook."

Jasmine laughed, rolling her eyes, and then she reached for my hand. I took hers and I held it while we walked.

I let her in on the basic plot of the book I was working on, which was a little different from my other crime fiction stories. Not wildly different, because I knew my genre and I knew what my readers liked, but I specifically wanted this story to have more of a nautical aspect, which wasn't exactly in my comfort zone. I wasn't a boat guy, but I was doing all the research.

"So this guy, Anthony, he's coming all the way from that island over to this little coastal town on a rowboat?" Jasmine asked, giving me a thoughtful look.

I nodded slowly. Jasmine had immediately lit onto the little snag in the plot I was dealing with.

"That's what I'm working with so far," I said. "I know the timeline isn't exactly...realistic, right now. But I can't make the town and island any closer together, or it messes with the ferry transport times, and that's key."

"I wouldn't mind brainstorming on it with you," Jasmine offered, giving my hand a squeeze. "Unless you'd rather not."

I thought about it for a moment. God knew that I was wrapped up in the current batch of never-ending divorce lawyer nonsense because of the collaboration I had done with my ex-wife, but this wasn't anything like that. Just a jaw session in the woods with my girlfriend.

Still, the idea made me bite my tongue at first, just because it cropped up those old worries.

But...I didn't want to be like that for the rest of my life. Scared of what came before, and letting it affect what might come now.

"Sure," I said, letting a smile come onto my face. "But let me know if this gets too boring."

"Yeah, sure," Jasmine said, in a tone that told me the literature teacher here holding my hand wasn't going to find it boring at all. "Now, tell me more about the topography. I'm sure there's a way around this."

We talked about rivers and channels and coastal towns while we walked together through the woods. Jasmine took an immediate interest in assisting me with plot of my book, to the point where I did have to occasionally remind her that I had no idea where we were going and that I was counting on her to help us stay on track.

But in the end, not only did we not get lost in the woods, she actually helped me solve the plot issue so well that it put a smile on my face that I just couldn't get off.

Long story short: although I wanted this character to be well-established as a strong sailor, that didn't mean his link to the crime had to be via the water. In fact, it would be better if he came to the scene through one of the hill trails, which I hadn't even considered before talking to Jasmine.

And she had thought of it right away. It helps to have an outside perspective, another pair of eyes, but I could also tell that Jasmine was experienced in thinking around corners. Studying literature forces you to do that.

"You're my hero today," I told her, tapping down some notes in my phone just to make sure I wouldn't forget anything.

"Just today?" Jasmine flashed me a grin.

I put my phone away. "I'll extend your title up until I run into my next plot snag, And then maybe you can re-up it."

"Deal." Jasmine grabbed my hand, pulling me toward a side trail that I never would've noticed without her.

"Where are we going?" I asked her, feeling the sudden urgency in her pull.

"A favorite spot of mine," she said.


Chapter 4


W

e brushed through some encroaching branches on the trail, Jasmine in the lead as she pulled me along. She was going faster than we had before, but I didn't question her pace. I figured she had something interesting that she wanted to show me.


And I wasn't wrong.

Jasmine veered us off of the trail, where underfoot became less grass and more bare dirt punctuated with low roots. A little further in, the trees opened up to a small clearing. There were ferns growing here, filling the spaces between the tree trunks. I hadn't seen them elsewhere in this forest yet, and they were beautiful, large and green and plentiful.

"I'm glad I still remembered where this was," Jasmine said breathlessly, stepping into the clearing with her arms held out from her sides. She did a slow twirl around, looking at the circular space in the trees. "It's been a while. I used to bring a blanket out here and just lie down and read. Not too much sun, and hardly any bugs since there's no grass."

"It's serene," I said, walking through the clearing with her.

Jasmine turned, meeting my eyes. Making eye contact with her sent a little thrill through me, like she could transfer energy into my body just by looking at me. Just from looking at her, I could tell that we were totally in her element.

"I didn't bring a book this time," Jasmine said, coming up closer to me. She put a hand on my arm, the dainty touch of her fingertips sending goosebumps racing across my shoulders.

I put my hand on her hip, feeling her through the sundress she wore.

"So you must have had something else in mind, then?" I smiled. "Did you bring me out here to kill me?"

Jasmine laughed, taken by surprise. "Maybe," she said, giggling, "if you make me utter a stupid laugh like that again."

"Never again, I swear." I squeezed her hip.

Jasmine looked me in the eyes. "Good," she said, and then her hand went from my arm to my side, then down to my hip, before sliding gradually across the waist of my jeans. Her fingers slid slowly down over the bulge in my pants, which grew by the second.

Jasmine leaned into me, her voice breathy. "This is a good place for us to be alone."

"You didn't bring that blanket, did you?" I asked her quietly, my heart starting to beat faster as she touched me.

"No," she said, finding the shape of my cock in my pants and pressing hard into it. "So we'll just have to improvise."

Jasmine found my zipper and pulled it down, and immediately my cock started to press through, straining at the fabric of my boxers. She gave it a teasing touch, making my knees weak, before releasing my belt and the button of my pants. She kissed me on the neck, just underneath my jaw, before sliding down my body and taking my pants down with her.

Jasmine pushed me back, and I moved only a foot before bumping into a tree, shoved back against it. I didn't realize it, but she must have positioned me here on purpose. She was a very clever woman.

Jasmine pulled my pants down to my ankles and my cock sprang free. She immediately wrapped her hand around it, and I felt her breath washing over me. She had hiked her dress up so that she was down on her knees in the dirt, and she looked hungrier for my dick than I had ever seen her.

"Go on," I told her, putting my hand on her head and running my fingers through her short black hair. "It's all yours."

Jasmine shivered, flicking her eyes up to me.

"I didn't know the forest could make me feel slutty," she said. "But maybe it's something to do with you."

Then she opened her mouth and took me inside, and suddenly I was glad the tree was there for me to brace myself against. I kept one hand on her head, but I put the other behind me, reaching for the rough bark and pressing my palm into it. I couldn't help but let out a moan as Jasmine swallowed me into her hot mouth, her tongue and throat working at my cock as she took me deep in the very first go.

"Fuck," I hissed, putting my weight back against the tree. Jasmine let her fingers slip off my cock and put both her hands on my legs, running her hands up my thighs before dragging her nails down the big muscles there while she sucked on me.

"Mmmmm." Jasmine moaned around my dick, her eyes closed as she took me inside. She kept one hand on my leg and moved the other to my balls, cutting them and scratching the underside lightly with her fingernails, which drove me crazy.

Jasmine pulled herself off, wiping her mouth quickly and looking up at me.

"You ever get blown in the woods?" she asked me, looking ridiculously sexy down there.

I shook my head, having trouble catching my breath.

"Interesting." Jasmine licked her lips, and then she took me inside again, making me grab at her head like it could support me. I looked down at her, watching her head bob on my cock, looking at the colorful floral print of her dress as it was puddled around her legs where she knelt, seeing the tip of a large fern leaf waving slightly in the air just inches from where we were.

I suddenly wondered why I had never done this before.

My breath quickened in my chest, the arousal flowing through me immediate and fierce. I didn't want to finish like this, though. I bent down and took Jasmine underneath her arms, pulling her up to her feet. My cock popped out of her mouth as she let out a surprised gasp.

"I've never fucked anybody in the woods, either." I reached down and grabbed the bottom of her dress, bunching it up into my fist as I pulled upward.

"Let me help you there," she said, her eyes wide and a playful grin on her face.

"I think I might be able to figure it out." I put my hands on her hips. "You just tell me if I'm improvising wrong."

With that, I spun her around so that she was up against the tree. Then I lifted her up, since she was a good few inches shorter than me, and this wasn't going to work otherwise. Jasmine took to it immediately, wrapping her legs around me to support herself.

"Your panties," I said, looking down. Her dress was up against me, but I couldn't see down between her legs.

"I didn't wear any," she whispered.

I didn't have a response for that. I just growled with sudden lust, shoving up against her to help hold her up while I plunged my hand down, slipping it beneath her dress to line myself up with her. I felt the silky sweetness of her naked pussy, wet and waiting, rubbing against the head of my cock, and I pushed into her, not able to wait another second.

Jasmine cried out in pleasure as I slid up inside of her, wrapping her arms around me and clenching me with her legs. I let out a long breath as her tight warmth embraced me, our coupling hidden by the bunched fabric of her dress between us. I could've pulled it up further, showing off more of her legs, watching myself enter her, but I liked it. Like it was our secret in the forest.

I thrust into her, pinning her up against the tree while she made sounds of pleasure that drifted through the woods. We were the only people around, our sounds alien and beautiful in the clearing. I could hear the wind rustle through the leaves in the canopy, tickling the ferns, but my intentions were focused on the sound of Jasmine's breath in my ear, and then the feeling of her lips on mine. She pushed her tongue into my mouth, and we tasted each other as I slammed my hips into hers up against the tree.

I kissed her passionately, the bark of the tree scraping the backs of my knuckles as I held her. Jasmine moaned into my mouth, and when her lips left mine, I heard her tiny cries of yes, yes! harder! Fuck, Sam...

My body took over. I had resisted the urge to let it all go inside her mouth, but now that urge had come back twice as strong, and I was powerless against it. I slipped one hand under her thigh, hiking her dress up a little further, seeing the inside of her thigh glisten with wetness as I pounded into her pussy. I fucked her harder, I fucked her faster, and as the ferns swayed around us, I let loose inside of her with a choking gasp. I held her up and she locked her legs around me, moaning into my ear as I came inside of her, emptying myself into her while she was pinned against the tree until my stiff body relaxed.

And when I was spent, I slowly let her down back onto her feet. Both of us were panting for breath, but we held each other close.

"In case you were wondering," Jasmine said, breathing hard, "you did that perfectly." And then she kissed me before whispering, "Though with the mess you made, I do wish that I had a blanket or a pair of underwear or anything…"

Chuckling, I pulled my pants up and took a handkerchief from my back pocket, pressing it into her hand.

"You carry a handkerchief?" she asked, holding it up.

"Don't worry, it's clean," I told her. "Just a habit. I feel like it's always handy to have one. In case you lose your hat, or spill something on your pants." I grinned. "Or fuck your girlfriend in the woods."


Chapter 5


L

ily got back from the convention on Sunday night, and the three of us had dinner at the cabin, cooked by Jasmine, who was kind enough to share a very delicious family recipe rib sauce with us. It was a messy meal, as ribs tend to be, and it was also one of the most delicious I'd had in recent memory. We ate, complimented Jasmine heavily, and talked about what Lily's weekend had been like at the convention.


When we'd mostly finished up and gone through about a hundred napkins when sucking the sauce off our fingers wouldn't suffice, I brought up my plans for tomorrow.

"So, regarding the whole lawyer thing," I said, leaning back in my chair. "There's a couple of things my lawyer is going to be taking care of through proxy. I guess he was referred to an attorney around here that he trusts to take care of the paperwork with me."

"Oh, somebody local?" Lily said.

I nodded. "He said her name is Anna," I started and then I took a second to come up with her last name before I remembered it. "Anna Halwell. She's going to come up here to the cabin tomorrow and sit down with me."

Jasmine set her cup down. "No way. Halwell?"

"You know her?" Lily turned toward Jasmine.

"Yeah. So do you, honey." Jasmine raised an eyebrow. "Anna, she worked at Troupe's. We'd always sit in her section."

"Oh, Anna!" Lily perked up. "Wow, I haven't seen her in like, something like five years."

Jasmine nodded. "If I remember right, she was one year ahead of us in school. So she's gotta be twenty-seven or twenty-eight years old. She moved away for law school a while back. So she must have come back to town and opened a practice or joined a firm or something. I had no idea."

"If your Anna moved away for law school, I guess that this is probably the same person," I said. "Maybe you guys can reunite."

"It would be nice to see Anna again," Lily said thoughtfully, looking over toward me. "But she's like, helping handle the divorce stuff? I don't know, the context just feels too strange."

"I do want to say hi to her," Jasmine said, "but Lily's right. I don't want to be hanging out during your meeting—don't look at me like that, Sam! It's not any of my business. I'll be out and about tomorrow; you take care of the legal stuff, then maybe Lily and I can see if she wants to go out to dinner with us or something whenever all this is wrapped up."

"I don't know how long it will take," I said. "It could be weeks. You don't need to avoid her on my account."

Lily looked at Jasmine. "It's not like that. I mean, I just don't want to go running into a reunion while she's still settling in to you being her client."

"Uh-huh." I nodded. "And maybe you don't want to get into the whole 'harem' thing with her right off the bat, once she asks how you know me."

Lily grinned, licking her teeth. "Yeah, something like that. Not that I'm embarrassed."

"Right." Jasmine nodded. "It's more like, hey, we just started this thing. Let's let it season before we go showing it to everybody."

"Like the ribs," I quipped.

"Yes!" Jasmine picked up her cup again. "Our relationship is exactly like these ribs."

"Delicious," Lily added.

[image: image-placeholder]

Monday morning came too soon, I thought to myself, as I set my laptop up on the kitchen table, where I planned to sit down with the attorney. I was alone in the cabin, with Lily at work and Jasmine out with her family. They both wanted to give me space to meet with Anna Halwell, and I did understand, even if I couldn't help but joke about it.

The truth was, I didn't like bringing up my divorce around the two of them, which was unfortunate considering all that was currently developing. I wasn't exactly sure why. It didn't make me feel embarrassed or ashamed. It was more like...it made me feel old. It made me feel more separated from Lily and Jasmine than I wanted to be. It was part of my past, one of the worst parts of my past, and damn it, I just wanted this fucking thing done.

I gripped the top of a kitchen chair and let out a long breath. I told myself, "Home stretch."

I had talked to Ms. Halwell's office when they'd called me—I hadn't spoken to the woman herself, yet—to set up the appointment for today. Apparently the office itself was undergoing renovations, which was why she was coming to meet me out here at the cabin. I didn't mind. I'd spent enough time in lawyer's offices to not be keen on seeing what hers looked like.

And right at 10:00 AM, as discussed, I heard the sound of tires outside as a car pulled up to the cabin.

I went to the window and took a look outside. It was a sleek silver sedan, and stepping out from the driver's seat was a woman who was so immediately and clearly beautiful that I think my jaw actually dropped.

Anna Halwell was tall and blonde, in a white blouse and dark skirt. Even from here, I could see the green of her eyes as they flicked upward toward her hair in annoyance of something. She set her briefcase back down onto the driver's seat and reach up, pulling her hair tie free and shaking her hair down. Long and blonde, it cascaded down her shoulders, catching the morning sunlight like fire.

With deft hands, she wrapped it back up into the bun she'd been wearing, securing it again with the hair tie and giving it a touch to verify its firmness. She didn't check her sideview mirror; it was like she just knew it was perfect. She grabbed her briefcase again, shut the car door, and two seconds later she was walking up the front steps to the cabin.

I slipped away from the window, hoping that she didn't see me just watching her like that. I hadn't planned to stare, of course. I had just gotten...pulled in.

Knock that off, I told myself. Number one, you're quite taken at this moment, by two incredible women. Second, she's a lawyer, she's your lawyer, and she's here for business. The last thing she wants to deal with is some ogling guy.

And that was all the admonishment I had time to give myself, because her knock came at the door, and I quickly stepped over to pull it open.

"Hello, Samuel Browning?" she said to, giving me a polite smile that dropped from her face quickly.

"Hi. Just Sam is fine." I took her hand when she offered it, and shook. "Anna Halwell, right?"

"That's right." Anna dropped my hand and brushed something off the black pencil skirt she was wearing, and she gave me a look like she was waiting for me to say something.

"Um, come on in." I stepped back from the door, and she gave me a short nod before following me inside. "Can I get you a water or coffee or anything?"

"No, that's all right." Anna closed the door behind her. "Where can we sit down?"

I took us to the kitchen table, sliding my laptop over to make room for her briefcase, which she set down on the table.

"Thanks for being accommodating with this situation, by the way," Anna said, waving her hand around to gesture at the cabin. "With our office renovation."

"It's not a problem," I said.

"Probably convenient for you, if anything," Anna said, sitting down at the table. "This place isn't exactly close to Ashbury."

I laughed, but it was a little strained, because she sounded genuinely needled at the idea. "Yeah, well, I guess I should be thanking you."

"Well, I prefer not to go over sensitive things at coffee shops or cafes," Anna said. "Your attorney, Dave, he let you know what we're looking at?"

"Yeah, he did," I said, and Anna clicked her briefcase open, pulling papers out with quick fingers and placing them on the table, pushing her briefcase back to make more room as the spread took over the surface.

"I hope I don't have to sign all of these," I murmured, my eyes crawling over the papers.

"I'll let you know what will be signed," Anna said. She pulled a pen from the briefcase, a fat black one with gold trim, turning the bottom to reveal the ballpoint. "Did you have any questions?"

"Not yet," I said. "Maybe once I know more about the specifics we're looking at, here."

"Right." Anna blinked, looking back down to the papers. "We'll start with this document."

So it began, the two of us winding through paperwork.

There wasn't much conversation. I was getting the sense from Anna that she pretty much didn't want to be here. Whether it was that she'd rather be taking care of this in her office, she was miffed about the drive, or she was used to dealing with more interesting clients, I didn't know. But I decided to try to probe into it a little bit, at the risk of distracting her.

"Do you normally handle divorces?" I asked her. Anna paused in reviewing a paper, looking over at me.

"I have a good amount of experience with these cases," she said, blinking. "Yours is a little different, just because of the nature of your work. But nothing I'm not prepared for."

"Of course," I said quickly. "I didn't mean to imply that."

Awkward. Anna looked at me for a moment longer before going back to the paper, finishing her review and sliding it over to me for my signature. I did my part and thought about whether I should say anything else to try to salvage my ability to have a conversation, or if I would just dig myself a deeper hole.

"No, Sam." Anna slid the paper I had just given her back over to me. "This line here needs your signature as well."

"Oh. Right." I scribbled it down quickly, falling further into my hole.

Anna took the paper back silently, giving it another review before approving it with a short nod and moving on to the next.

"I probably should have said this up front," Anna said, looking back up at me, "but I didn't know how into detail your attorney had gotten. These here—" Anna tapped on a stack of signed papers. "—are going to the publisher, and we need to wait for their return before we can advance. The same with these—" Another tap. "—for your agency. Plus those few for your agent specifically. Hopefully they have fast turnaround, but with this many parties involved, I don't have high expectations of that."

"Dave did mention something about the process lag," I responded.

"Right. So what I'm getting at is that this will probably take a few weeks, maybe two months, and maybe three months if all parties involved are truly terrible about returning paperwork. So you and I will probably have several more meetings like this."

"That's what I figured." I sat back in my chair. "And how long are your offices under renovation?"

"Probably about two months." Anna sighed, and it caught me off guard. I realized that it was because it was pretty much the first emotion she had displayed since getting here. "Major water damage in a lot of the walls. Old pipes that the leasing company neglected to inspect or tell us about. It's a major project."

"On their dime, I hope."

"Yes." Anna shook her head. "But I'd rather have the time back. Anyway." She stopped, glancing down at the papers, then leaning back and letting out of breath. "Sorry if I have been…curt. I've been doing more running around in the last two weeks than I have since I moved back to Ashbury."

"I hear you," I said. "Except it's the opposite for me. Staying here has been my first opportunity to relax in...years. I'm taking a liking to the town."

"I do love Ashbury," Anna said, a small smile coming onto her face. "That's why I came back. But I'm going off on a tangent. Can I take you up on that water?"

"Of course." I stood and fetched cold bottles from the fridge, which she took with a thank-you. We drank, and for a moment I thought about saying something about knowing some of her friends in Lily and Jasmine. But I quickly decided against it. The two of them could decide when they wanted to get together with Anna, and it wasn't my place to go shoving information around. Plus, it would probably derail us further from the business at hand and make this go on longer. Good for her billable hours, not so much for me.

Still. Just in that brief moment of actual conversation, I had liked actually talking to Anna. She seemed genuine. And from the way she was handling the paperwork, most assuredly a pro. I had no doubts about that. But it wouldn't be a bad thing to get to know more people around the town of Ashbury, people like Anna.

I didn't derail us, and freshly hydrated, Anna whisked us through the rest of the paperwork with a greater ease, seeming to be more comfortable. When she announced that we were done and deftly tucked the papers back into her briefcase, I was surprised how quickly the time had gone.

"I'll let you know when I get our copies back from your people," she told me, standing up. "And we'll arrange this again."

"Sure." I walked her to the door and held it open for her. "And thanks, Anna, for coming all the way out. If you did want to meet somewhere in town next time, you know, I would be fine coming down."

Anna quickly shook her head. "I was serious, I don't want to go over these documents in a public space. And honestly, driving out here is a lot more peaceful than driving through Ashbury during business hours, or the city, or Clarkdale...I think I could come to appreciate it." She looked around, past me, at the interior of the cabin. "You have a very nice place here. I'm not surprised you're able to relax."

"Yeah, well." I grinned. "I have to make sure that I make myself do my work, too. I'll have to set up a less whimsical workspace."

I cut myself off, suddenly becoming aware that I was being flirty with her, which didn't exactly feel cool. Anna might not appreciate it, and Jasmine and Lily probably wouldn't, either.

I cleared my throat and stuck out my hand. "Anyway. Thanks again. I'll see you next time, Ms. Halwell."

"Anna is fine," she said, shaking my hand. "Next time, Sam."


Chapter 6


"H

ow did it go?"


Lily was on top of me. It was Monday evening, Anna had left here about eight hours ago, and Jasmine had other engagements in Ashbury tonight (believe it or not, Lily and I weren't the only people she knew. I suspected that Lily had other friends as well, but they weren't the type that could take care of all her needs).

"You're asking about the meeting with Anna?" I said.

Lily nodded.

"While I'm inside you?"

She laughed. "Maybe I got ahead of myself. I should have asked you first. But I really wanted you inside me."

"You and me both." I grabbed her hips. We were in my bed, and she was naked, her breasts hanging down just a few tantalizing inches from my face. I lifted my head and pulled her nipple into my mouth, giving it a gentle nibble with my teeth. I saw the gooseflesh rise up on her chest just above my eyes as she shivered.

"Ah, fuck..." Lily closed her eyes. "Just—just tell me before I can't hold back anymore." She grinded her hips down on me, massaging my cock inside her. "And be quick about it."

I let go of her nipple and gritted my teeth, trying to focus. "Uh...it was...fine...mmph. Fuck, don't move like that."

"Sorry. Heh."

I looked at her through squinted eyes, feeling the muscles inside her vagina squeeze at me.

"Not sorry about that," she said.

I let out a snort. "It was good. We got everything done that we needed to for this round. Might be—ah—a few more meetings to come."

"That's good." Lily leaned down, getting close to my face. "She's gorgeous, right? At least, she was from what I remember."

"This feels... like a trick question."

Lily wiggled on me again, making my hips thrust up into her. "I wouldn't trick you. Tell me the truth."

"Yeah," I gasped, holding her by the hips. "Yeah, she's pretty."

"Just pretty?"

"Hot," I said. "She's hot."

"Well, good for her." Lily looked very satisfied with herself. "Okay, that's enough of that."

"I'll say." I grabbed her tightly and started to fuck her, slamming up into her before she could say anything else. My head was spinning in more ways than one, and right now all I wanted to do was bury myself in this beautiful woman.

Lily moaned, putting a hand behind my head and pulling me into her breasts, which enveloped my face. I smelled her sweat and her perfume, and I found her nipple again, nibbling on it harder and making her gasp on top of me.

Lily pushed on my chest, pulling her tit out of my mouth and sitting back tall on me, getting every inch of my dick inside of her. She brought her fingers down to her clit and started rubbing herself, gyrating on top of me, her eyes going half-lidded.

She was so fucking hot up there, and she felt amazing as she moved on top of me. I reached up both hands to her bouncing breasts, taking her nipples between my fingers and rolling them. They were slippery with my saliva, but she liked it when I pinched them hard, so I did.

"Oh fucking yes, Sam," she cried, going faster back-and-forth on me, bumping her G-spot against the stiff rod inside her. She threw her head back, her brown hair draping down, her hard nipples pinched between my knuckles as I hefted the weight of her breasts in my hands.

Lily came before I did, her moaning getting cut off as the pleasure overwhelmed her and she shivered and shook on top of me, bucking against my unyielding cock with each wave of her orgasm. But her pussy squeezing at me pulled me right along after her, and I dug my fingers into the soft flesh of her tits as I let go and spurted inside of her, filling her up until it ran back down my shaft.

Lily relaxed, falling down on me while I slowly slipped out of her. I put my arms around her and felt her breathing.

"You fuck really good," Lily murmured in my ear. "I don't know if I've told you that."

"Not in so many words," I said, my breathing slowly returning to normal. "But you fuck really good, yourself."

"So sweet." She kissed my cheek, slowly rising up on me again. "So, I was thinking about it, and I do want to see Anna. Maybe sooner rather than later."

"I hope you weren't thinking about it just now," I said to her.

"Nah. Earlier." Lily grinned. "Before I got here."

"Sure." I gave her a theatrical roll of my eyes. "Well, you know. That's up to you guys, don't let me stop you or push you or whatever. It's not an ethical concern."

"Mm. Okay. I don't want to just burst in on her, though." Lily was silent for a moment, rubbing her hand across my chest. "Let me know the next time she's going to come over. I'll talk to Jazzy about it and maybe we can be here."

I gave her a nod. "No problem. Did you have any other questions about her? Clothes she wore? Car she drove? I can go and get my notes."

Lily smacked me lightly on the chest, laughing. "I think I'm satiated."

I grabbed her by the shoulders. "Well, I'm not."

She came down to me and kissed me, rubbing against my already-hardening cock with her backside, and before long I turned us over and I was inside her again, Lily on her back, her hair spread across the pillow, our moans filling the bedroom.

And in the days after, it wasn't too long before I heard from Anna again.

To Be Continued…
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Can old friends reuniting be the start of something new?
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