
        
            
                
            
        

    
His Writer's Harem


A Slice-of-Life MFFF Romance: Book 5

Myra Dusk


All rights reserved © 2025 Myra Dusk

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, transmitted, or distributed by any means or in any form without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical review and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

Note from the author: This book is a work of fiction. All characters in this story are 18 years of age and older.


Contents


About
1. Chapter 1
2. Chapter 2
3. Chapter 3
4. Chapter 4
5. Chapter 5
6. Chapter 6
Get a free harem book!
More from Myra Dusk



About
His Writer's Harem: Book 5


Can old friends reuniting be the start of something new?

Lily and Jasmine decide that it's time to get together with Anna Halwell, the attorney handling the vestiges of Sam's divorce paperwork. They were good friends in college but have lost touch since then.

A night out reminds the three of them how much fun they used to have, and gets Anna thinking about how much more fun could be waiting. But she's a lawyer, and Sam's her client, and she can't do anything...unethical.

Lily and Jasmine want Anna to be part of their relationship, but it's not going to be easy to pull off. The only way to start is by being honest, and letting Anna know about the harem. Jasmine can tell she's dying to ask.

And Anna does seem to be quite interested...


Chapter 1


SAM

I'd never been to a lacrosse game, and you know what? It was pretty cool.

When the girls had brought up the idea, I was amenable, but I figured I'd have no idea what was going on. Turns out, though, it's not that hard to follow. And let me tell you, the crowd gets into it. A lot more into it than I had expected.

"They're the best in the northwest!" Jasmine yelled into my ear amid the roaring of the crowd. "Conference is a lock! They won the championship two years ago!"

I cheered along with everyone else, especially Lily and Jasmine, whose enthusiasm was blindingly bright and fun to see. I had gone to a fair amount of hockey in basketball games back in Chicago, but this was my first professional lacrosse game.

The three of us had come out to Ulmer University, which was where Jasmine was studying as well as working as a teaching assistant, when she wasn't on a break. The lacrosse team here was a big deal, and the two of them had sold me on the fact that coming out to a game would be a good time. God knew I spent plenty of time in the cabin and hadn't been doing much else, so I was more than happy to come out. Our little harem, going out to the big game.

The stadium was impressive, and packed with fans. I guess Ulmer had a pretty good athletics program, though I didn't know much about the college. I did want to look into it more though, because I was curious, and I was sure Jasmine could tell me plenty.

But now wasn't the time for research. Now was the time for sipping on an overpriced bottle of diet soda and throwing my fist in the air when a shot got past the goalie.

"Okay, you were right," I said to Lily, as things quieted down while playing resumed after the goal. "This is awesome."

"So awesome," Lily nodded, planting a kiss on my cheek before turning her eyes back to the field, watching with glee.

It was nice to lose myself in something other than my book or my divorce paperwork, especially sitting between these two beautiful women. I had my second meeting with Anna tomorrow, the local attorney who was handling some paperwork—the final set of paperwork—for my divorce. Not so much the marital part of it, as that was essentially settled months ago, but the complicated aspects of handling intellectual property. Very much not fun at all, but hey, at least it took forever.

That was nothing against Anna, though. She was confident, she clearly knew what she was doing, and I felt safe in her hands. I just had to try to remember that Lily and Jasmine wanted to spend some time with her. They had used to be friends back in college, and they both wanted to be able to see Anna again now that they knew she was back in town. But they didn't want it to be weird, what with me being her client.

Those were thoughts for another time. There was a game to watch, and while our boys maintained a solid lead, it still wasn't a blowout, so there was excitement to be had.

At all the sports events I had attended prior to this, though, I'd never had quite so many…hands on me.

With Jasmine on my left and Lily on my right, I found the company of their touch more often than not. Jasmine's hand on my leg, and Lily's on my opposite shoulder. Her fingers would slide down my arm, finding my hand and squeezing it; then she would grab my leg, and Jasmine would run her fingers along the inside of my bicep, sliding them up my sleeve and rubbing gently at the skin there. It was very subtle, and probably wouldn't even look too risqué on a kiss cam or something if they had that here, but to me, it was almost like I was being felt up.

Not that I minded, but it did get me a little hot under the collar. Lily had on a pair of jeans, so laying my hand on her thigh wasn't so scandalous, but Jasmine had on a skirt. A short skirt, showing off the lovely brown skin of her legs. I kept catching her out of the corner of my eye, her soft touch on my arm, the allure of her bare legs calling to me like a siren. but we were in public, and it felt like a lot.

Turnabout is fair play, the devil on my shoulder told me. The two of them are all over you. You're allowed to return the favor.

Well, true. That seemed fair.

Fuck it.

I dropped my left hand down to Jasmine's leg, placing it on her thigh. The dark green fabric of her miniskirt brushed up against my wrist, and I caught her eye as she looked over at me with a smile on her face. She gave me an approving squeeze on my forearm, and I gave her the same on her leg. She felt just as good as I had imagined she would.

I didn't go too far with it, though. I gave her another little squeeze, digging my fingers into her slightly, before pulling off of her leg. To my right, Lily had managed to slip her hand behind my back, getting between me and the seat, her fingers tickling at my shoulder blade. She leaned in for another kiss on my cheek, but this time she lingered, and I felt her breath, hot and moist, rolling over my neck before she kissed my jaw line right beneath my ear and sent a ripple of goosebumps racing across my neck and back.

The crowd exploded in cheers around us, and for one delirious half-second, I thought they were cheering on Lily as her lips brushed down my neck—but no, our team had scored again, making the game an assured victory, and a lot of the fans were on their feet, hooting and hollering.

Jasmine got up too, and so did Lily, leaning forward over the seats in front of them. I didn't know if their intent was to give me a good show of their asses, but that was the show I got, and it put the game on the field below us to shame.

I stayed in my seat. Standing up right then would have been...awkward.

The two of them settled back down into their chairs, their hands finding me again instantly, and as the clock wound down and my heart started to beat faster in my chest, I felt Jasmine's lips gently on my neck before she pulled away, and I wondered if these women had some sort of plan. Either that, or they were just trying to see how hard they could make me in the middle of all these people, and watch me have to deal with it.

At least I had worn jeans. If I had just tossed on a pair of athletic shorts and run out of the cabin, I might be in real trouble here.

At a certain point, I seriously expected Jasmine to reach over and grab my crotch—her hand got very close—but she didn't. And soon the clock was hitting zero and the game was officially over, Ulmer claiming another win on their way to the conference championship. I cleared my throat and gave the appropriate cheers while my heartbeat thudded through my cock like a sledgehammer. The people who wanted to beat the rush had started filtering out a few minutes ago, but that still left plenty of attendees to wade through in order for us to leave the stadium. I stood with everybody in our row, doing the steady, measured shift that all guys learned to do throughout their lives when you needed to hide a boner.

I heard a giggle behind me from Lily as she shoved something into my hands, bringing it around my waist. It was her branded seat cushion that she had brought to the stadium. With a little color in my cheeks, I took it from her so that I could hold it in front of my crotch oh-so-casually.

The crowd was loud, and we couldn't really talk. We made our way out of the row and up the stairs to get back into the stadium hallways, but when I made a right turn to head back the way we had entered, a hand on my wrist stopped me. It was Lily, and I turned to look at her, with Jasmine standing beside her.

"This way!" she shouted, jerking her head in the opposite direction.

This was my first time at this stadium, but common sense and the flow of traffic told me that, clearly, that wasn't the way we needed to go in order to leave. I raised a questioning eyebrow, but Lily just nodded, and so did Jasmine, who was not doing a great job at fighting the smile off of her face.

With Lily's fingers still wrapped around my wrist, I let the two of them pull me against the grain, my eyes unable to stop from sliding down to watch their butts again while we walked.


Chapter 2


The crowd thinned out pretty quickly since we were moving in the opposite direction, and even more so once Lily and Jasmine took me over to a set of stairs and we headed up another level. The noise had tapered off enough, a dull roar at this point, for me to be able to hear them without shouting.

"Third level is pretty much empty by now," Lily said. Our shoes slapped on the concrete, echoing in the vast empty space of the third floor hallway. "The concessions close down after halftime, and the upper level staff clears out first."

"Okay..." I had one hand still steadily in Lily's grip, which she refused to let go, while my other clutched onto the seat cushion she had passed to me.

"Are you sure it's still good?" Lily asked Jasmine.

"I haven't checked in a little while," Jasmine admitted, "but they haven't fixed this door for years, so I doubt they suddenly made it a priority within the last few months."

"When do I get to know where we're going?" I asked, a good-natured smile on my face.

"When we get there." Jasmine looked back at me, her eyes flashing with mirth.

"Understood." I grinned back at her, giving a nod.

We moved along the gradual curve of the spacious hallway, still filled with the smells of buttered popcorn and fake nacho cheese. It might be appetizing normally, but I was still smuggling an iron rod in my pants, one that hadn't made much of a descent since we had left our seats. These two had a special effect on me, almost magical. They seemed to be able to make my erections last forever, turning me twenty-two years old again somewhere below my belly button and above my knees. I wouldn't have minded if their magic worked on my knees, too. But I wasn't about to look a gift horse in the mouth.

At least, that's what I thought.

We were just a little further down the hall before Jasmine pushed open the door to a utility hallway that curled further back the way we had come. It was vacant, and there was a set of double doors here that she twisted the knob for, then pushed open with a smile on her face.

"Nothing in the lock budget," she said, then laughed softly.

"Perfect". With a firm grip on my wrist, Lily pulled us forward into the room. Jasmine closed the door behind us.

It was dark, but Lily dropped my hand and found the light switch, and after a few blinks, I saw that we were standing in what looked like a small, abandoned break room. There was a little kitchenette in the corner with cabinets hanging open, bare and dusty. Nearby, a round table with no chairs and one deep scratch running near the center. I spotted another door on the opposite wall.

"If you wanted to mug me, you could've done it out in the hall," I said to them.

Lily smirked. "This used to be the back room of some concession stand, I think it was hot dogs? But most of that got consolidated to the other side when they redid the third-level seating."

"And they still haven't done anything with it." Jasmine tsk-tsked. "Which means it's up to us to make a good use of the space."

"You don't mind," Lily said, stepping close to me and putting her hand on my crotch, "right, Sam?"

The contact made me let out an involuntary groan. My knees even gave a little wobble, after being pent up for this long.

"No," I said, my voice feeling strained. "You can mug me."

That made Lily laugh. "Fine, then. Jasmine, get his pants."

"Fight me if you want to," Jasmine teased, before joining Lily in front of me. She put her hand on my chest and pushed me back until I was up against the door we had just come through, and she pushed me hard. I slammed into it, and my dick jumped in my pants as Jasmine worked my belt, Lily already tugging down on my jeans.

She eyed the tent in my boxers once Jasmine let my pants drop around my ankles.

"Lacrosse really gets you going, huh?" Lilly teased, sliding a finger into the waistband of my underwear before pulling them down too.

"Something like that," I said, as Jasmine's fingers found my length and started stroking it. "Might just be the...pleasant company..."

The two women looked at each other, and then they both went down to their knees.

"Try to share," Lily said to Jasmine.

"I think we're good at that," Jasmine commented. And as if to show it off, she pushed my dick over to Lily, who, with a quick glance up at me first, took me into her mouth.

I sucked in a gasp of air as Lily's lips and tongue enveloped me. I had immediately gone back, hitting the door, and I was glad for its support as my legs wobbled with the sensation. Lily moved her lips down my length once, twice, and then she pulled off.

"Your turn, sweetie," she said to Jasmine, But then with a mischievous glint in her eye, Lily got her hand on the back of Jasmine's head and pushed her onto my cock.

Jasmine let out a surprised noise as Lily forced her onto my shaft, but then closed her eyes in pleasure and started sucking on me, Lily still holding the back of her head. Lily's other hand found my balls, caressing me while she held Jasmine on my cock, letting her friend's head bob back-and-forth.

I just swallowed and lost myself in the pleasure, one hand holding the door knob for support, the other stroking through lily's hair, then moving over to Jasmine, both of us moving her on my shaft.

"I think the lacrosse might have worked you two up," I managed, as Jasmine's tongue swirled around the head of my cock.

"Maybe we're just always worked up," Lily suggested, smiling.

That, I could believe.

Murmuring words of encouragement, Lily pulled Jasmine off my cock, watching the spit trail from my head to Jasmine's lower lip.

"My turn now, Lily said.

She took me in, and I grasped hard at the door knob, my cock jumping inside her mouth. Jasmine took a moment to catch her breath, watching eagerly as Lily swallowed me into her throat, before moving down to my balls and letting her tongue do the work that Lily's hand had been doing. I moaned as she bathed me with her tongue, lifting each of my balls gently before slathering her tongue on them, moving herself expertly around Lily while she bobbed on my dick.

And then in the next few moments, it was like Lily was jealous of what Jasmine got to do, because they switched, Jasmine taking me inside once again while Lily's mouth moved to my sack, sucking gently at it while her tongue did all kinds of work.

My breath started to tighten in my chest, and I knew they could hear the heightened pitch of my breathing. Dare I say, they were used to it by now, and they knew how to work me to the very edge. My cock throbbed in Jasmine's mouth, and she simply stopped moving on me, holding perfectly still, until the leaping heartbeat she could feel through her lips slowed down enough to let her know it was okay to move again. Then she was popping off, giving me back to Lily, both of them working me over in turn and simultaneously.

But even easing off at the perfect time couldn't stop me from getting closer and closer to the edge. And it happened while Lily had the head of my cock in her mouth, sucking gently on it.

"Fuck," I hissed, the doorknob jiggling in my grasp. "I'm gonna—"

Lily pulled off immediately, her mouth replaced by Jasmine's hand, who quickly stroked my slippery shaft. They both looked up at me eagerly, watching my face screw up, the pleasure building to an intense point of heat in my dick before, with a shuddering breath, I let it all go.

I couldn't stay quiet. I moaned like a fucking porn star as I shot all over the two of them, the women taking my load on their faces, on their tongues, and dripping onto Jasmine's stroking fingers at the end. I had clenched my eyes shut at the power of it, and I slowly creaked them open, finding Jasmine and Lily looking as pleased as could be while having a complete mess all over both of them.

"Could you get into my purse, babe?" Jasmine said to Lily. Jasmine's eyes were closed, as they needed to be.

Lily had avoided such a necessity. "Of course, hon." She reached for Jasmine's purse, which Jasmine had dropped on the ground between the two of them, and she pulled out a little sleeve of tissues, which they used to make a quick work of my mess while I just stood there like an idiot and forced my fingers to unclench from the doorknob.

"Damn," Jasmine said, fully cleaned and opening her eyes, a huge smile on her face. "What a game."


Chapter 3


JASMINE

"I'll call her," Jasmine said, wiggling her phone in her hand. She and Lily were walking together in the village of Ashbury, working off the lunch the two of them had indulged in. Sam was occupied in the cabin, writing and doing some kind of quarterly call with his publisher, so the poor man was tied up all day.

Such a shame. It was beautiful out. But the lacrosse game had only been two days ago, and Jasmine liked to imagine that Sam was still recovering from the blowjob she and Lily had given him in the stadium. He seriously had taken a minute to get the strength back in his legs.

Damn, why did that turn her on so much? Just knowing how crazy the two of them could make him...

"I feel a little stupid," Lily admitted, tucking her own phone back into her pocket.

"About what?" Jasmine brought her thoughts back to the present.

"That Sam had to say anything at all to Anna." Lily shrugged. "I mean, that must've been so awkward and random, right? They have an official, billed meeting yesterday, and he brings up knowing the two of us?"

Jasmine tilted her head, her short heels clicking on the sidewalk. "I guess. But he didn't say it was weird. And he didn't mention that we were all sleeping together. He just said he ran into you while you were doing Parks work, and that you'd introduced me. Simple enough."

"And true enough," Lily said. "Just leaving out some of the…sexier details."

"Right." Jasmine shook her head. "If he had gone ahead and shared those, then yeah, maybe it would've been awkward. But from what he said, she sounded excited to hear from us. So I don't feel weird."

Lily nodded, affirming to herself. "All right. Then I don't feel weird, either. Dial her up."

Jasmine did, getting the number for Anna's office online. After two rings, a receptionist answered the phone.

"Jasmine Phillips, calling for Anna Halwell," Jasmine said crisply when the receptionist asked. When the receptionist put her on hold, Jasmine wiggled an eyebrow at Lily. "Fancy. I wish I had a receptionist."

"I don't know," Lily mused. "I feel like I'd much rather not have all the work that would necessitate me having a receptionist."

"Oh, that's deep," Jasmine said, and then the phone clicked and she heard Anna's voice, putting her on speakerphone.

"Jasmine?" Anna asked, and Jasmine liked what she heard in Anna's voice, like she was hopeful.

"You bet your ass, girl!" Jasmine couldn't help but laugh, and Lily along with her. "I got Lily here, too! When did you get back to Ashbury?"

"Oh my god, hi!" Anna cried, and after Lily gave it back just as enthusiastically, Anna got into the quick rundown of the last few years of her life and how much she'd missed home and the two of them.

It took about five minutes of back and forth among the three women for it to feel like they'd been chatting with each other just yesterday, and it wasn't long after that before plans were officially in place for them to get together. Dinner, Wednesday night, at Lawrence's Steak & Seafood. Sam excluded, since Anna couldn't be fraternizing with a current client, which meant he was pointedly avoided during their phone conversation as well (not that it was hard, since they all had a lot to catch up on).

"Can't wait!" Lily said to the speakerphone, and then they were saying their goodbyes.

"Lawrence's!" Lily clapped her hands together, jumping a little on the sidewalk. "Oh, this is great. I'm so excited to see Anna."

"Think she'll let us talk about Sam?" Jasmine tapped her chin with the corner of her phone.

"I think we can make it happen," Lily said with a grin.

[image: image-placeholder]

Jasmine was dolled up. Why not? She'd been dressing up for dinner out with Sam and Lily, and she liked how it felt. God knew that she hadn't had much reason to get pretty before coming back to Ashbury. In a way, it felt like she was making up for lost time. She took a look at herself in the rearview mirror more than once as she drove to Lawrence's, each time liking what she saw.

Not to mention, she wanted to look good for Anna. She had always admired how Anna looked—maybe part of it was because she was so tall. Jasmine knew she was a petite lady, and everyone felt tall to her for the most part, but something about Anna seemed to stretch her way, way up above the inches that she had on Jasmine. There were times in college when Jasmine got the impression that Anna was some kind of warrior, from an island of tall, strong women.

Quite the catch.

Jasmine felt an excitement she was unfamiliar with ripple through her, but before she could put any thought into it, the restaurant parking lot was on her left, and she had to pull in. She had been running a couple minutes behind (maybe she needed more practice getting all fancy, but she was getting it, that was for sure), and she saw her girls waiting for her there by the door to the restaurant, talking animatedly to each other. Just the sight put a smile on Jasmine's face, and she parked her car and stepped out, wearing slightly taller heels than she had been wearing the other day with Lily, the bottom of her red dress cut at an angle on her legs, stretching from the bottom of one knee down to the ankle of the opposite leg.

The two women turned toward her she approached. Lily looked fabulous, her hair up, wearing a new, floral print dress on that Jasmine had helped her pick out. Next to her was Anna, and yep, she was just as tall and beautiful as Jasmine remembered—hell, even more now, with her long, blonde hair down around her shoulders, a sexy deep-blue dress with a plunging neckline giving a generous sample of her cleavage, and her green eyes lighting up when she saw Jasmine coming her way.

"There she is!" Anna met Jasmine halfway, pulling her into a hug. Jasmine hugged her back, laughing. She felt Anna squeeze her tight, like she was going to pick her up off the ground as she had done sometimes back in college, but the lawyer restrained herself.

Jasmine pulled back from Anna a bit so she could see her. "Look at you, Anna! You didn't get any shorter, huh?"

"Nope. And you didn't get any taller." Anna laughed at their old joke; that one day, somehow, Jasmine would steal Anna's height. It was silly and it made no sense, but it made all of them giggle with nostalgia.

They got into the restaurant, and the host brought them to their table. Anna had slipped in front just by happenstance, and Lily leaned over to whisper to Jasmine as they walked behind her.

"Isn't she so fucking gorgeous?" Lily said, watching Anna weave delicately through the tables of the steakhouse.

"You have to ask?" Jasmine flicked her eyes over at Lily, looking at the smile on the brunette's face. Back in their college days, Jasmine had almost asked Anna out. Almost. She had talked about it with Lily, at length, over many long nights, and she was pretty sure Anna swung that way, or had at least thought about it...but Jasmine had never said anything. She thought Anna might have known, but Anna never brought it up, which was a relief in the end.

Now, years removed from the little crush, it felt silly. She had just been impressed with how smart and athletic Anna was, and her stupid horny brain had tried to make it something more. She was glad she had never acted on it.

She was pretty sure it had been the right decision at the time.

The three of them sat down at the table, and between them ordered a flight of bright and delicious flavored teas, something the steakhouse was known for.

"You have to let me know when I can come by and see your office," Lily said to Anna, her fingertips rubbing over the white linen tablecloth.

"Oh god, you don't want to see it right now," Anna groaned, rolling her shoulders back. "I'm sure that Sam told you—I mean, ah, shit. It's being renovated, it's a mess."

Lily glanced over at Jasmine, who caught her eye.

"Is it weirder if we bring up Sam, or if we don't talk about him at all?" Jasmine asked Anna.

Anna blinked. "I don't know why it would be weird," she said, straightening herself a little bit, "but it's not like his name is forbidden. I just don't want to accidentally say something confidential."

"I totally get that," Lily said.

"One hundred percent." Jasmine nodded. "Besides, we didn't come out here to talk about Sam. It's a girls' night!"

A flicker of surprise crossed Anna's face, and she opened her mouth to say something, but her lips quickly closed. She gave her had a little shake, and she smiled.

"Yes, you two have got to fill me in on what's been going on at Ricky's lounge. What was there a fire or something?"

The little wrinkle in the conversation when Sam had been brought up quickly got smoothed over, and Jasmine, Lily, and Anna caught back up with each other, gossiping about the town, about the municipal government (Lily had some very juicy stories about what went on in the underutilized rooms of town hall), about Ulmer U and what law school had been like for Anna. The minutes passed like seconds, the food hot and fresh and complemented upon the first fork full, then hardly tasted as the meal progressed.

And it was good, spending this time together, but Jasmine felt something. Something like...there could be more. There could be deeper conversation, pierced beyond the surface layer of life in Ashbury. Maybe there were things Anna did want to say, or ask about, even if she wanted to avoid skirting around the edges of client privilege. Because they could talk about Sam, sure, and neither Jasmine nor Lily gave a damn about what paperwork was being done.

"What if 'we' come up?" Lily had asked Sam, over dinner, after their plans with Anna had been made.

"'We' meaning...?"

"Not the royal we." Jasmine had teased. "The 'harem' we."

Sam had shrugged. "You think she wants to know about that?"

Lily had given him a look. "How many women have you hung out with?"

"Feels like a trick question." Sam had laughed. "Okay. I get it. It's interesting, and part of catching up is talking about boyfriends or whatever. If you're asking my permission to unmask our, uh, throuple here—"

Jasmine giggled. She had taught him that word.

"—it doesn't bother me."

Lily had looked at Jasmine. "Maybe if it comes up organically."

But Jasmine didn't want to mess anything up with Anna. She really did want to reconnect with her old friend, she wanted both of them to be able to, and respecting boundaries had to be part of that.

The food dwindled on their plates until the forks were laid to final rest. Lily had tossed the occasional meaningful glance over to Jasmine, but Jasmine had mostly responded with shrugs. Organically, right? That didn't mean it had to be right now, or even tonight. In fact, it didn't mean it ever had to happen.

But she did get the sense that Anna had a question hidden, dying to come out.


Chapter 4


JASMINE

By the time the plates were cleared and the check was paid, though, any question that Jasmine may or may not have been imagining hadn't made itself known, and soon the three of them were standing up to leave. They walked out of the restaurant together, from the conditioned environment of the dining room to the cool night air out on the sidewalk, a breeze whipping through their dresses and Anna's hair.

"Jeez, when did it get so windy?" Anna pushed her bangs out of her face, shaking them back.

"Oh my god," Jasmine said, her eyes catching onto something behind Anna. "Is that the Lock Bus?"

"Yes!" Lily cried, as Anna turned around to look.

"I had no idea this was still a thing," Anna said.

The Lock Bus was an Ashbury attraction, a little tour bus with an open top deck that went through the town and gave special history of the historic canal locks on the west side of town, among other things. The historical information was interesting only once, unless you were really into it, but the bus was still a fun ride in a small town with not a whole lot to do. It was something they had done a lot in their college years.

"We have to ride it," Lily stated simply. She grabbed Anna's hand. "This is fate. If the server had been a little faster or a little slower, we would have totally missed seeing the bus."

"I don't know..." Anna said, looking from her friends to the bus, which was boarding a couple of people.

"Come on," Jasmine said, taking Anna's other hand. "Are you trying to go to bed at eight o'clock PM, old lady?"

Anna laughed, a high and bright sound like she had been taken by surprise. "Oh, that's good. Well, as your senior by one year and some change, I guess it's my duty to defend my generation."

"Very noble." Lily laughed and squeezed her hand. "It'll be just like old times. Well, maybe a little more dignified."

"Or maybe not," Jasmine chimed in, and together the three of them ran quickly across the street to pay the fare and board the Lock Bus.

They got on just in time, and the three of them went to the upper deck, as they always had in the past. There were six rows of seats, and only two other people up there with them. It was a little chilly when the wind picked up, and the wind was really picking up, even at the twelve-foot elevation of the open top of the bus.

The three of them squished together on a bench, Anna in the middle. Their excitement translated into little giggles as they heard the familiar words from the speaker at the front of the bus, the driver using the intercom to relay information to the passengers inside and above as the bus pulled away from the curb and started the little tour.

A relaxed smile came over Jasmine's face, her arm up on the side of the bus, looking out at the town. Damn, it felt so strangely good to be sitting up here after so many years of not doing it. She felt full of nostalgia and warmth and love. She looked over to Anna.

Anna was a mess. The wind was completely having its way with her hair, and anytime she went to hold it back, it got ripped from her grasp.

"I didn't bring any hair ties," she said, pulling a lock of her blonde hair out of her mouth.

"I got you." Lily, on the opposite side, quickly plucked a spare hair tie out of her purse. She didn't hand it to Anna, instead bringing her hands up to collect her friend's hair into a ponytail, then expertly cinching the hair tie and folding the hair in until the windswept problem was solved into a neat little bun.

"Damn, you're good at that," Anna said, reaching back to feel her hair. "Thanks, Lily. Lifesaver."

"You know we've got your back," Lily said, rubbing Anna's shoulder before reaching behind her to do the same to Jasmine, who felt warm all over again.

They sat and just enjoyed the ride for a little while, relaxing into the bench seat, letting the words and the wind wash over them. It really felt like they were back in undergrad again, like they'd be hauling off to the drive to the dorms after the lock tour, ready to have another crazy weekend out in the next few days.

"I missed this," Anna said, relaxing between them. "I haven't done much of anything fun since I came back to Ashbury."

"I know the feeling," Jasmine said. "It's been nothing but work, study, work, study, for me. Until recently. "

"How long are you in town?" Anna asked her.

"Well, it was only going to be a couple of weeks at first," Jasmine said. "I have the option of going back to Ulmer and doing some TA work over the next couple months, but I don't know. I'm thinking I'm going to stick around Ashbury a while longer."

"Yeah, now we're all here," Lily said. "Like we got the old gang back together."

"Ready to cause trouble." Jasmine grinned.

"Oh? Have you two gotten up to a lot of mischief since Jasmine came back to town?" Anna looked from Jasmine to Lily.

"We did some, ah, misbehaving in the Ulmer stadium," Lily said, a little blush coming into her cheeks.

"The...oh! Broken door? You hooked up with someone?" Anna's eyes went wide. "That's amazing. Give me the details."

Lily nibbled her lip. Jasmine caught Anna's eye, and a look of understanding came over the blonde's face.

"Okay, so, I didn't think I was crazy, but let me make sure." Anna looked from Jasmine to Lily. "You and Sam. You have a...thing?"

"That's a way of putting it," Lily said.

Anna looked over to Jasmine. "You, too?"

"Mm-hm." Jasmine nodded. "Which it sounds like, what, you already suspected?"

"I caught a vibe," Anna said. "When he brought you guys up."

"Oh, really?" Lily giggled. "He said mentioning us was just all, you know, casual. Businesslike."

"I'm sure he thought that." A smile touched Anna's lips. "He didn't give you all away, or anything like that. Like I said, there was just a vibe."

"I believe you," Jasmine said, smiling a knowing smile. "Sam puts his emotions right on his face sometimes."

"And then he wonders how we know what he's thinking," Lily added. "He's an author we can read like a book."

"You've gotten to know him really well, huh?" Anna asked.

"I think so," Jasmine said. "As much as you can in a couple weeks. We've spent a lot of time together."

"So you..." Anna chewed at the inside of her cheek. "How do you...do it? A relationship with three people?"

"How do we do it?" Lily asked, leaning in close. "Or how do we...do it?"

Anna snorted.

"You did ask for details," Jasmine told her.

"Okay, I did, and I...I do want them," Anna admitted, some pinkness coming into her cheeks that Jasmine enjoyed seeing. "If you want to share—"

"We're great at sharing," Lily said, her words heavy; pointed.

Anna cleared her throat. "Jesus. You guys sound really excited about the whole thing."

"It's pretty great," Jasmine said confidently, as the bus turned around a corner and they braced themselves on the seats, swaying slightly.

"Don't let me talk about anything legal," Anna said, "but...what's he like? Sam. Just...you know, as a guy." Anna let a small smile take her over, and she bit at the corner of her lip. "Then, I do have to hear about what you guys did at the stadium."

Lily looked at Jasmine, who lifted her eyebrows and tried not to show how excited she was. They both knew that they had to handle this smoothly.

"Not to overdo it," Lily said, "but he literally saved my life."


Chapter 5


SAM

"She's going to be here soon, right?" Jasmine said.

"Yeah." My voice was muffled. "Do you want me to stop?"

"Jesus Christ, no!"

We were on the porch. The sun was out, the birds were chirping, and the trees were watching as I ate Jasmine's pussy. She had stayed the night last night, in what had become somewhat of a rare occurrence where Jasmine had been able to stay over and Lily hadn't been able to. Hence why I only had one breakfast out here on the porch instead of two.

I held Jasmine like my life depended on it, my head tucked up underneath her dress. Actually, her life depended on it, because she was balanced on the porch railing, right above that steep drop down to the forest floor. She liked the thrill of it, and part of me did, too. Or maybe I just liked any situation where I got to bury my face between her legs.

Jasmine's hand grabbed at the top of my head, through her dress where it covered me. I was in a world of her crotch, wet and wonderful, nuzzling her clit with my nose while I jammed my tongue up inside the gripping tightness of her hole.

I loved that. I loved the feeling of plunging my tongue inside her, and feeling her pussy clench around me, feeling her body shake and her fingers press into my scalp while her thighs rested on my shoulders. I had my hands around her hips and my tongue spreading her lips, licking her up and down before pushing deep into her again and making her moan into the stretching limbs of the trees above us.

"Fuck, Sam, suck on my clit," Jasmine gasped as I did just that, pulling her sensitive button into my mouth like it was all that was keeping her from falling off the railing. "God...damn it...yes!"

I wanted her to cum. But just as much, I wanted to be inside her. Needed to be inside her. I found myself wishing that I could eat her pussy and fuck her at the same time. Wrap your head around however that one would work.

But I sucked on her clit a while longer, driving her crazy, tickling it with my tongue and pulling on it with my lips, feeling her body stiffen beneath my fingers each time I moved in just the right way.

I pulled free of her dress, emerging into the bright sunlight of the forest morning at the cabin and squinting my eyes.

"Seriously," I said. "If I don't fuck you now, we're not going to get the chance."

"Oh," Jasmine said, trying to sound coy, but losing the impact of it while catching her breath, "I don't remember stopping you."

"Don't you? Something about your clit..."

"Aren't we in a hurry?" Jasmine grabbed me by the front of my shirt. "So hurry up and fuck me."

My pants were already down. I had done that at some point, but I didn't remember when, exactly. It must have happened before Jasmine had hopped up onto the porch railing, because my hands had been fully occupied after that.

Still holding her tight, I nudged myself up against her. I saw her bite her lip and I smelled the scent of the woods around us and her pussy on my face. Jasmine threw her arm around me, pulling me extra-close while she yanked her dress up with her other hand. Now I could see her, shiny and wet, a little stubble of dark hair on her crotch that felt incredible to rub my dick over.

But not as incredible as being inside of her, and it was time for the main event while the clock ticked silently in both of our heads. Probably it wasn't a good idea to cut it this close. Probably it wasn't a good idea to fuck her on a railing that was six inches wide. Bad ideas made for good sex about half the time, though, and this was one of those winning coin flips.

I slammed myself into Jasmine and pulled her against me as she gasped and curled her fingertips into my back. For a second we teetered on the edge, finding our balance, the perfect fulcrum of her ass against the railing while I gripped her and savored the sensation of her wet tightness around me. Her breath grazed my neck, and my beard rubbed against her face.

"Better fuck me," Jasmine whispered, breathless. "Don't want blue balls during your meeting."

"I'm cumming in you no matter what happens," I told her, and with our balance found, I started to thrust into her, burying myself in her hot, tight tunnel. Jasmine moaned her pleasure into my ear, her arms tight around me as I fucked her. Her dress draped over the porch rail, her ass rocking back slightly as I slid into her, rocking forward as I pulled back and pulled her with me, over and over again, pushing and pulling, the wooden railing squeaking ever-so-slightly against the iron poles of fencing beneath it.

I thought I heard something somewhere in the distance, in the woods, but I ignored it. I was much more focused on Jasmine, on my hard cock filling her, on the way she clutched at me and the way the pleasure built in me, filling me up, my body hot inside while her breasts squished up against my chest.

We were externally quiet but loud to each other, pressed close, Jasmine's legs around me. Every time I thrust into her, giving her every inch, she let out a sigh against me, panting, brimming with ecstasy. In a daring move, she kept just one arm around me while slipping the other down to her clit. Her fingers rubbed between us, tickling at the bottom of my stomach.

Noise again, real for sure this time. Jasmine's head jerked slightly toward the driveway, which was just out of view, cut off by the corner of the cabin. It was a car; someone was coming up the road.

"Keep going," Jasmine said through gritted teeth, looking back at me before burying her head against my shoulder. "Almost...there..."

Her and me both. We had no time and we took it all, with me slamming into her, grunting, my thighs hitting up against the rail. Harder, faster, all of my length with every thrust, and then—

"Ah!" The noise slipped out as I climaxed, driving deep into her cunt and cumming, my cock pulsing inside of her as I squeezed my eyes shut and tried not to scream while I heard the unmistakable sound of tires crunching on gravel around the front of the house.

Jasmine was two seconds after me, her fingers working frantically, squeaking as she came while holding in the rest of her sounds. It was impressive, because her climaxes tended to be loud. She held it inside, vibrating against me, sucking in breath through tight lips as the pleasure rolled through her and left her quietly gasping for air.

"She's here," I said, and I helped Jasmine down from the railing before any disaster could happen. "You're hot as fuck, you little forest fairy."

"I can't respond to that right now." Jasmine blew out a breath, finding her panties on the deck and quickly pulling them on beneath her dress. "But I'll think of something later. You stud."

I grinned, then yanked my own pants up. "Okay. Okay, okay, quick like a bunny! We have like thirty seconds to get decent."

Both of us laughing, we ran back inside the cabin, splitting off to the bathrooms. I scrubbed at my hands and face with soap and, after a moment's consideration, pulled out the waist of my jeans and spritzed some cologne down there. Then, for good measure, I laid another spritz over the crotch of my pants. It was too much, but it was better than smelling like sex.

The knock at the door came as I was stepping out of the bathroom, and a glance across the cabin told me Jasmine was still in the other one. That was fine. I went over to the door and pulled it open, praying I had covered the worst of it.

"Hi, Sam," Anna said. "I'm a little early, sorry."

"Not at all," I said. "Perfect timing."


Chapter 6


Anna looked the opposite of me: cool, collected, not a hair out of place, in a crisp white shirt and dark pants. It made me feel even more like I had flown too close to the sun, and that she just had to know what she'd almost stumbled in on.

Jasmine came out of the bathroom, stepping lightly, a smile on her face. Anna saw her, and I watched her eyes widen slightly in surprise.

"Anna, hey!" Jasmine said brightly, coming over to the door. "Don't mind me, I was just leaving."

"Oh, it's not...um." Anna went a little red in the face, watching Jasmine straighten her dress where the shoulders had gotten a little askew.

"We can set up in the usual place," I said quickly, trying to move past whatever pieces Anna might be putting together. Two minutes ago, it had been really hot, fucking each other on the porch, dangling on the precipice of getting caught. Now it just felt embarrassing. "I was about to, uh, put some coffee on for us. Jasmine, did you want any?"

"I've gotta run, but thanks." Jasmine took her purse from the nearby kitchen counter, then slipped to my side, giving me a kiss before going over to Anna to wrap her in a one-armed hug. "Good to see you, Anna. We'll talk soon!"

"Sure thing," Anna said, watching Jasmine give a little wave as she left out the front door, then looking back to me. There was a silence that felt longer than it actually lasted as she looked at me, her lips slightly parted, her fingers squeezing the handle of her slim briefcase. But then it was broken by Anna saying, "Coffee sounds good, thanks, Sam."

"Of course." I was happy to hurry away from the awkwardness of the moment, but it did seem like it was just me feeling it. Anna was comfortable, perhaps thoughtful. The short-lived blush in her cheeks was long gone as she set up at the kitchen table.

It may have snuck into mine, as I was hot in the face while I got the coffee going, letting the grainy brewing sounds fill the air before heading back to the table.

"I have some good news for you, Sam," Anna said, smiling a little while she laid out the paperwork, which had thankfully been getting less and less voluminous. "This will be the last meeting we need. Everything on the publisher's side is complete—today we're dotting our i's, crossing our t's, and closing the book on it."

"Wow." Relief rushed through me. "That's...that's great, Anna. I didn't expect to be done so fast."

"Yes." She paused after finishing with the layout of her documents, looking up at me. "This went very well. I prefer to set low expectations for timeframe, especially when dealing with large firms—or publishing houses, in this case—but I'm happy to say we've exceeded expectations here."

"I haven't exceeded anything," I said, sitting down at the table next to her. "It's all been you. Don't tell Dave, but you would kick his ass in a head-to-head on this. I've seen him work, and he's got nothing on you."

Anna laughed, shaking her head. "Well, there's no lawyer Olympics. I'm just glad this has worked out."

"Yeah, me too." I felt that relief again, but it was colored by something else; tainted. I didn't love paperwork, but I didn't want this to be our last meeting. Of course—she was friends with Jasmine and Lily, I'd see her still, right? And it was a little silly for me to be pining over the loss of something we'd barely had. All the time Anna and I had spent together had been in the context of business, doing paperwork, the occasional conference call.

Our last meeting though, we had talked more about non-divorce stuff than we ever had. About what brought me out here, and more importantly, about Lily and Jasmine. The two of them had told me their night out with Anna had been great, and that she'd, well, asked about me—but that was a totally different context, out with her girlfriends. I couldn't apply that same scenario to the sterility of paperwork and proofreading.

I didn't want to say anything stupid. But in the end, it wasn't me who brought it up, and we'd hardly gotten through a quarter of what she'd brought before she did it.

We were sipping on the coffee now, fresh out of the pot, and Anna said, "I hope this isn't odd to say. But Lily and Jasmine, they did, ah, tell me. About the three of you."

I tried not to look as surprised as I felt. Not that they'd told her, I knew that, but that Anna was mentioning it. "I thought it might have come up."

I suddenly remembered that not fifteen minutes ago, Jasmine had kissed me in front of her. Duh. Not to mention that Anna had hugged her, and seen her adjust her dress...god, she absolutely knew that we had been fucking before she'd arrived.

Anna chewed at her lip for a moment, like she was making a decision, but it came quick. "Do you mind me asking how this, this..." She stopped for a moment. "Lily called it a harem."

I coughed. "Uh, yeah. That's generally what we...what we say." My hand was tight on the handle of my coffee mug.

"Right. This harem, if I may—how did it come about?"

I set my mug down. "I don't really know if I can put it in so many words. It's not a, you know, typical thing for me." I gestured at the paperwork. "As you can see from all my years of marriage. But Lily and I hit it off right away, and when she introduced me to Jasmine, they talked about this whole sharing idea, and at first I thought they were kidding, but, uh..." I let air out of my nose. "Once it became clear that they weren't, it all happened very naturally."

"Naturally." Anna repeated the word, lingering on it.

"As natural as it can be, I guess," I said. "There were some rough edges we smoothed out. But they're both just great at...talking, you know? They're best friends. They aren't shy. It's rubbed off on me, and we're just open with each other. I think that's really how this is able to work so well."

Anna shifted in her chair. "I've known them a long time."

"I don't mean to presume—"

"No, no." Anna raised her hand, gently. "What I was going to say is, Jasmine and Lily seem...really, really happy with you. We went to college together, spent some of the most angsty and formative years of our lives together. I've seen them torn up about relationships, about some guy or whatever, and they've seen the same from me and we've helped each other through it. But this is the first time..." Anna thought for a second. "They don't have any complaints. Any worries. And I know the relationship, the harem, is still fresh, but it's just..." She smiled. "It's good. I like seeing my friends like this, and I just wanted to tell you they like you a lot and they speak very highly of you."

That blush was back in my cheeks, and a little bit back into Anna's, too.

"I'm glad to hear it," I said quietly, and it was true. As she spoke, my chest felt warm, and I almost welled up. Because I cared about them a lot, too, and even when you're open with each other, it's hard to properly express that kind of thing directly. It helps to have someone else there to communicate it, and that might be a part of why the harem felt so strong, so emotionally sound and interwoven, with the three of us working together to weave that tapestry.

Yet even so, with three of us on the inside, a fourth person could see that strength and bring it to clearer light. Anna, who was looking at me with unwavering focus, her green eyes thoughtful, kind, and astute. I could see her mind turning behind them, but just on the surface. I didn't know her well enough to be able to imagine what she was thinking. Maybe the girls could have figured it out.

"I don't mean to take us too off-track," Anna said, bringing her hand to the next document, but still looking at me. "I just wanted to let you know. We can move on."

"Sure," I said, my mouth dry and my thoughts going in directions I hadn't planned for. "Let's move on."

To Be Continued...

His Writer's Harem, Book 6

It's finally time to ask Anna out. Lily and Jasmine couldn't be more encouraging—so why is Sam nervous?


Even after their weeks of being together, Sam still isn't fully used to the idea of the harem. He's embraced it, but it's hard not to think like the typical monogamous man he's been for the majority of his life.


But the paperwork is done, and he's no longer attorney Anna Halwell's client. There's nothing wrong about Sam asking her to dinner, to thank her for all she's done for him.


Jasmine and Lily are quite confident that Anna wants more than friendship. Sam isn't so sure, but he's looking forward to a dinner date with the beautiful blonde lawyer either way.


And he's going to be very pleased when Anna takes control of their night together.
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