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About
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'd 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.


Chapter 1


SAM

I should have worn a hat, or maybe at least sunglasses. It was a beautiful day, but it was hard to appreciate when it was stabbing you in the eyes. Still, the food was good, the weather was phenomenal, and Lily and Jasmine were letting me sample what was on their plates. I really didn't have a lot to complain about.

We were celebrating.

My divorce was done (the annoying, lingering intellectual property parts of it. The rest was done long ago), and the three of us were out to a semi-ritzy lunch at Carin & Amy's, a restaurant with a very nice outdoor patio where we were seated. I scooted my chair to the side slightly, the black iron scraping the concrete, to avoid worst of the sun.

"I can't believe Anna got everything done this fast," Lily said, watching me chew a bite of her pork medallions. "It's been like, a month or so? Didn't you say she expected it to take two or three?"

"I think she's just good at dealing with clients," I said, swallowing my bite of Lily's food and giving an exaggerated lick of my lips. "Underpromise and overdeliver. She definitely had me convinced that this would be a bit more of a drawn out process."

"Maybe she hurried things along a little faster than normal," Jasmine suggested, a sly edge creeping into her voice. "After she got to know you."

I knew what she was getting at, what the two of them had been dropping hints about all the last few weeks, but it was still fun to be purposely obtuse.

"Oh, yeah," I said, nodding along. "She probably just wanted to get away from me as soon as possible. That's the vibe I was getting."

"Stupid," Jasmine said, giggling. "She was not!"

"Well, she kept things very professional," I said, thinking back to our last meeting a couple weeks prior, where we had finished up all the paperwork. She had indeed been professional, but the topic had certainly strayed off of the various ins and outs of my agent and my publisher and my ex-wife, and onto more personal things. Things like the fact that Jasmine, Lily, and I were all dating each other.

"What else did she say?" Lily asked me, sneaking a bite of asparagus off my plate. Turnabout was fair play.

"I swear, I'm not holding anything back." I raised my hands up. "As much as I would love to gossip, we really didn't talk about you guys that much. There was a lot of work to occupy the time. It was just the last meeting where she kind of directly asked me about our situation."

"But you're catching the vibe, right?" Jasmine nodded at me, like she was urging me along. "She's interested. She can't go bombarding you with questions about it because you're her client." Jasmine stopped, correcting herself. "You were her client. But trust me, she seemed very intrigued by the whole harem concept when we were talking with her on the bus."

"You'll have to take me for a ride on that thing," I said. "Although I do think you're building it up a little too much."

"Never!" Jasmine looked aghast. "The Lock Bus is a sacred tradition."

"And you have to have fun, or they won't let us back on." Lily pointed her finger at me accusingly. "No changing the subject, by the way. Let it resolve of its own momentum."

I grinned. "I don't know how much momentum it has."

"Then let me give it a shove." Lily leaned forward, elbows on the table. "What do you think about Anna? Do you like her?"

My instinct was to keep being a jerk and respond with a teasing comment like, Do you mean if I like-like her? But I abandoned that notion, because I was probably overdoing it in that department. Plus, the truth was…

"I think she's great," I said, hesitating slightly as I tried to find the right words that also seemed tactful.

"You don't have to be shy with us." Lily opened her palm. "I know I asked you before, but you think she's hot, right?"

I glanced over at Jasmine.

"You need to understand, honey," Jasmine said, giving me an encouraging smile. "Lily and I enjoy hearing this kind of thing from you. Especially since Anna is our good friend. So, like the lady said—don't be shy."

"You two are going to remove all the inhibitions I've been building in order to be part of society." I shook my head and laughed. "Fine, all right. She's hot. When she first came up to my door, I felt like some idiot, dopey man caricature, because it was the first thing I noticed and it was hard to forget about." I set my hands on the table. "How's that?"

"Very good," Lily approved, leaning back in her chair. "But also, like, she's objectively hot. I mostly just asked to make you squirm."

Hm. Maybe I could have teased her more.

"Keep going," Lily said. "Because I know you said you got a little something at the end of the last meeting."

"When she asked about the harem," I said.

Lily nodded before brushing her brown hair back behind her shoulders.

"Okay, yeah." Even though they said they were okay with it, it was hard to prevent a small blush from coming up into my cheeks. "I thought about it. I let a little fantasy portal open up in my head, and I stepped through into a world where Anna thought it would be fun to join us in our…" I paused. "Polyamorous pursuits."

Jasmine made a noise. "Polyamorous pursuits. Please file that away, I want to make it the title of my memoir. In fact, I call official dibs."

"It's all yours," I said. "My fiction endeavors keep me busy enough."

"Thanks." Jasmine flashed me a big smile. "And you know, Sam, she hasn't said it outright to us or anything, but I don't think you're off-base. Let's just say, I think she might…like you."

"Yeah," Lily confirmed. "Simple and true. There's something there."

"She talks to you two more than to me, but are you sure she's not just, you know, curious about the whole thing?" I shrugged. "I don't blame her for being intrigued by it, but that doesn't necessarily mean, you know, that she wants to hop in."

"You'll have to trust us on this one," Lily said. "We are well-equipped to catch this kind of vibe."

"It's a girl thing." Jasmine sipped her sparkling water. "I think guys are evolutionarily blind to this sort of flirting. To prevent overpopulation."

Lily laughed, while I put my hands in the air. "Get out of here. There was no way there was any flirting."

"Not even from you?" Jasmine arched an eyebrow.

"I think I'd know if I was flirting." I crossed my arms, a small smile on my face.

Jasmine shook her head. "Guys are also blind to their own flirting in some cases. It goes both ways."

"That's totally true," Lily said. "I'd be willing to bet you don't even know what kind of rizz you have, Sam."

"I'm going to regret asking, right?"

Lily showed me her teeth. "It's short for charisma. And you turn it on without even knowing. It's one of the reasons I love you."

Lily's eyes went wide at the end of her sentence, just for a moment, but then she gave a tiny nod, like an affirmation.

I felt heat prickle through me, my face flushing, but in a good way. A happy, healthy way. The way that I hadn't felt in a relationship in a long, long time.

"Shit, Lily," I said, cursing just from the emotional swell of it. "I love you, too." I took her hand, and then I looked over to Jasmine and found hers, as well. "And I love you, Jasmine."

Jasmine grinned sheepishly, squeezing my hand. "I'm glad we're saying it. I love you both."

"Love you, girl," Lily said, blowing Jasmine a kiss with her free hand.

We basked in that for a moment, the sound of the other patrons talking around us, the wind blowing gently across our table on the restaurant patio. It was a little goofy, the three of us holding hands around the table, but what the hell. I felt a little goofy, loaded with energy, flush with—dare I say it—love. Sometimes you had to let yourself do things that might appear like a scene in a straight-to-video romantic comedy.

Though I don't know if many of those featured three people holding hands, with one of those people (me) suddenly ravenous for something else besides lunch.

"I think," I said carefully, as we let go of each other but our abashed grins stuck around, "that we should get the check. And go back to the cabin."

"That," Lily said, her breath speeding up, "is an excellent idea."


Chapter 2


Ihad an idea in my head, one that took me over when I watched Lily and Jasmine say that they loved each other, and one that refused to leave my mind even as we left the restaurant and got back into my car. I had driven the three of us to town, and now I was on a beeline back to the cabin.

"Your foot's pretty heavy on the gas pedal, there," Jasmine commented, creeping her hand up my leg from the passenger seat. "Down bad all of a sudden?"

It was more lingo that I wasn't familiar with, but I got the gist of it. "I hope it's not just me."

Lily put a hand on my shoulder. "It's not."

I got us through Ashbury in record time and wound us quickly through the forest road, somewhat concerned about running into a fallen tree branch, but not enough to go the recommended speed limit.

We arrived without incident and I parked us in front of the cabin, the three of us quickly hopping out of the truck and heading into the house, our hands on each other and our breathing a lot more ragged than it should have been. I felt like I was in college again, so horny that it was practically bursting out of me, like I was twenty years younger and full of all the hormones in the world.

We moved in unison to the master bedroom, where the bed was just big enough to accommodate all three of us. Just out of habit, I kicked the bedroom door closed behind us as we walked in. The afternoon sunlight came in through the open window, shining down onto the gray-and-white bedspread as though it were the holy grail. To us, at that moment, it most certainly was.

And that idea, that sudden need that had invaded me at the restaurant, it reminded me that it still wanted to be filled. Or at least put out there, to see what the girls would think. Regardless, I was already taking my pants off, the belt open and the fly coming down as my hard cock fought to be free.

"You've got some kind of look in your eye," Lily told me, both she and Jasmine standing near the bed.

"Yeah, I bet I do." I let my slacks fall to the floor, but I kept my boxers on, my cock straining at them. "I was thinking I might like to sit back for a little bit. Let the two of you have some fun."

"Fun that you get to watch?" Lily said, a grin turning up the corners of her mouth as she caught on.

"I hope you wouldn't kick me out." I returned her grin, looking from her to Jasmine.

"Our man wants a little show," Jasmine said, trying to sound like she was admonishing me, but I could hear the desire in her voice. "Is that right?"

"If you're up for it." I played with the waistband of my boxers. "I don't know. I just have this feeling that you can't…keep your hands…off each other."

Lily turned toward Jasmine. "I don't need to be wildly horny to want to fuck you, Jazzy." She put her hand on Jasmine's arm. "But I am wildly horny."

"You sure you can deal without getting a good dicking?" Jasmine asked her, putting her hand on top of Lily's and stroking her fingers gently down her wrist.

I cleared my throat. "Nobody said anything about the absence of a good dicking. Just a...deferred dicking."

"Another interesting memoir title," Jasmine murmured, flicking her eyes toward me before focusing on Lily. "Fuck, girl, he's right. I can't keep my hands off you."

Jasmine pulled Lily into herself, and Lily let out a surprised gasp before their lips locked together in a kiss, their eyes closing.

My cock jumped in my pants, and I had to stifle a little groan, myself. I didn't know what had gotten me so worked up, but it had me wondering if it was possible for me to cum without touching myself.

I didn't want to just stand there by the door, but I also didn't want to be within arm's reach of the ladies, lest they pull me in. Because I would be powerless to resist if that happened. So I moved around them while they kissed, their tongues exploring each other, and I slipped onto the bed, getting a little further back from the two of them than was strictly necessary.

Lily peered at me, strands of hair dangling in her eyes. "Is that a good angle?"

"The best."

Jasmine got a peek too, for just a moment, before the two of them quickly became lost in each other once more. Their lips met again, and at the same instant so did their tongues, pink and wet and sliding across each other. The slanted light from the window brushed up against them, painting them in glowing yellow like a splash of paint through a squared stencil. The light crawled up Jasmine's arm as she moved closer the bed, then sank down as they swayed the other way. The women kissed each other passionately, pausing only to breathe, and even then only briefly.

Jasmine's hands began to wander. They slipped beneath Lily's pale yellow blouse, sliding up the soft skin of her flat stomach. Lily shivered, pressing herself up against Jasmine. The black girl's fingertips pressed up against the bottom of Lily's bra.

"Front clasp?" Jasmine whispered in her ear, and Lily nodded against her.

Jasmine snagged her lip with her canine tooth while her fingers pressed together the front clasp of Lily's bra beneath her shirt before pulling it open. She didn't wait for Lily to shrug it off, or take off her shirt; the second Lily's tits were free, Jasmine plunged both hands deep up into her blouse and took them, one in each hand, squeezing them and moaning at how good they felt in her hands.

"I fucking love your boobs," Jasmine said into Lily's neck, still holding her breasts while she started to kiss the supple skin at the hollow of her neck and shoulder.

"Get them out, then," Lily sighed, lifting up her arms as Jasmine took up her shirt. The soft yellow fabric slid up to reveal the peach color of her bra, which hung open to each side. Jasmine's palms brushed up and across Lily's hard nipples as she lifted the shirt and bra up over her friend's head. Lily shook her hair back as Jasmine tossed her clothes onto the floor, and then took her breasts in big, generous handfuls once more. Lily smiled, her eyes closed, Jasmine's thumbs rubbing over her nipples.

"Don't be...too busy with me..." Lily started to protest, but the words fell away as Jasmine dropped her head and pulled one of Lily's hard nipples into her mouth, swirling her tongue around it. "Oh, god, yes..."

Lily savored the pleasure for a moment, letting Jasmine suck on her, but then her own hands got busy with Jasmine. Jasmine was wearing a short dress that ended midway down her thighs, and Lily dipped down so that she could hook her fingers under the bottom edge and pull the dress up off of Jasmine in one fell swoop. Jasmine pulled back to allow herself to be undressed, and her bra and panties came away in the next few seconds.

"How did I get naked first?" Jasmine said, smiling, but giving a little turn so that both of us could appreciate her. Her petite figure and slim body, her breasts which weren't that much smaller than Lily's, to be honest, the curve of her hips and the neatly trimmed triangle of hair above her pussy.

I resisted the urge to touch myself as the scene unfolded before me, Jasmine tugging down Lily's pants and getting her completely naked as well. Lily ran her hands down, letting her finger dance along the curve of her hips before sliding one hand down between her legs and making Jasmine moan as she found her wet lips.

"Fuck…" Jasmine leaned against Lily, opening her legs slightly to allow her in. Lily rubbed sensually down the length of Jasmine's lips, coating her fingers in her wetness. She started to kiss Jasmine's neck, pulling the woman close to her while she curled her fingers up and inside of Jasmine's pussy.

"Oh Jesus." Jasmine clutched at Lily, her legs giving a weak little wobble. Lily's lips kissed and brushed along Jasmine's neck, leaving it shiny and wet where she kissed her. Her tongue came out, running along the skin, while she wiggled her fingers inside Jasmine.

Jasmine let out a small noise of pleasure, but the next time her legs shook, she put both of her arms around Lily and stepped backward, pulling the brunette onto the bed along with her, tumbling onto the bedspread.

"Sam?" Lily asked, but the question was directed towards Jasmine, not me.

"Not yet," Jasmine said, tipping me a wink before bringing her attention back to Lily. I was tucked along the top of the bed, so they had room to maneuver without me getting them away.

This time, both their hands went to each other, the girls opening their legs as their fingers explored. They laid side-by-side, up against each other, while their fingers slid into each other. Lily had her back and right side towards me, so I could see the peak of a nipple, could see her ass gyrating as she moved herself into Jasmine's fingering. With Jasmine opposite her, I watched Lily push two fingers deep inside her girlfriend while her thumb rubbed at Jasmine's clit.

Jasmine shivered under the pleasure, trying to match what Lily gave her. With her fingers inside Lily, she bent down slightly to suck her tit into her mouth again, and making Lily cry out in pleasure when her teeth nibbled on Lily's stiff nipple.

"Fuck, that feels so fucking good," Lily cried, arching her back to push her breast into Jasmine's eager mouth.

I gave in a little bit at that moment, reaching down to rub myself through my boxers. I had already stained the front of my underwear with precum, enough for that spot to feel soaking wet, and even leave a trail when I pulled my finger away from the front of my boxers. Whatever had put this in my head, I was glad for it. It wasn't that the two of them had never messed around with each other when the three of us got between the sheets, but I had never thought about them doing it like this before. It was a lot easier to enjoy if I wasn't distracted by my own dick.

I rubbed myself very gently while the two of them writhed on the bed in front of me. Jasmine had moved to Lily's other nipple, sucking and nibbling and pulling, and Lily let out the elevating moans of someone getting lost in escalating pleasure.

"Stop, stop!" Lily put a hand on Jasmine's arm, pushing her back. "I want to fucking eat you, babe."

Lily didn't wait for Jasmine's response. Instead she took the shorter girl by the shoulders, kicking her feet so that they could twist on the bed, and she pulled Jasmine on top of her.

Jasmine scooted down Lily's chest and belly, rubbing her brown breasts along Lily's white stomach until she had her head between Lily's knees. She looked up at me, and I saw the crazed lust in her eyes. They had rotated ninety degrees, Jasmine looking at me head on, while I had a very flattering view of Lily between her own spread knees.

And then Jasmine dug in.


Chapter 3


Lily's scream as Jasmine plunged her tongue into her folds made me glad that we were in an isolated cabin out here in the forest. I swore that she might have shaken dust from the rafters. It even made Jasmine freeze.

"Sorry," Lily said quietly, holding her breath tight. "Please don't stop."

Jasmine held back a laugh, then got back to work between Lily's legs. Lily stiffened beneath her, her fingers clenching into Jasmine's thighs, but finally she accommodated to the pleasure enough to be able to give it back to Jasmine, lifting her head and lapping at Jasmine's pussy. I knew exactly when it happened, not only because I could hear it, because I could see Jasmine's body bend at Lily's first contact, and then her hips lower further down onto Lily's face.

Jasmine wrapped her arms underneath Lily's thighs and pulled them apart, holding her legs up. She went deep at first, then pulled back, tonguing Lily's clit while spreading her pink lips open with her fingers, showing me everything.

"Goddamn," I whispered, my hand involuntarily going faster than intended on my cock. If I rubbed the fabric across my shaft much more, my crotch was liable to start smoking.

"You like that, Sam?" Jasmine said to me, tilting her head up to look me in the eyes. "You like watching me eat Lily's sweet pussy?"

"I fucking love it," I told her, and that was it for me. At the very least, I had to get naked. I ripped my shirt off at light speed, then shifted my hips to slide my boxers down, whipping my past the two sixty-nining women.

I was on my knees, my cock hard, pointed directly at them. I was out of breath just from watching, and Jasmine kept her tongue circling around Lily's clit while she watched me.

"Okay," I said. "Now I need you. Urgently."

"Come here, sexy," Jasmine beckoned me.

I moved toward them on the bed, and Jasmine had her hands on my cock before I even reached her. She pulled me into her, and a shiver ran through her body as Lily pulled Jasmine's clit into her mouth and sucked hard on it.

"Fuck yes, Lily," Jasmine breathed, and then in the next second she had her mouth over my cock, sucking me into her depths while I moaned above her. God, her mouth around me was incredible, what my dick had been dying for. Precum dripped down onto her tongue, and she swallowed it instantly, massaging my entire length at the same time. I put my hand on her head and held on.

Jasmine rubbed at Lily's pussy while she sucked on me, her neck bobbing back and forth, her fingers slipping up inside Lily's wet hole all the way to the last knuckle. With the angle of Lily's hips, I could see it all, even while Jasmine sucked my cock.

Jasmine was shivering around me, vibrating at the pleasure of Lily's tongue. Her mouth felt incredible, and she took me down to her throat, her muscles milking me, yet I couldn't help but be jealous of her fingers. Gripped by Lily's tight pussy, plunging in and out of her, finding the sensitive spots inside her and rubbing against them.

I wanted that to be me.

Holding Jasmine's head, I pulled out of her mouth, and she sucked in air before wiping spit from her lower lip. I crept forward, and Jasmine moved back ("Suck my clit, Lily, just like that!"), letting me come right up between Lily's legs. I dropped my cock onto Lily's pussy with a wet slap.

Lily jerked on the bed, crying out. She pulled away from Jasmine's cunt, slapping her on the ass before shouting, "Fuck me, Sam!"

I found her entrance and pushed in the swollen head of my cock, immediately feeling her tighten around me as I entered her. I closed my eyes, drinking in the sensation as I pushed deeper into her, every inch cradled by her blazing heat and snug tunnel, while Jasmine watched the show from as close as a spot as she possibly could.

I bottomed out inside of Lily, finding Jasmine's hand on her thighs, both of us squeezing her legs together. I was far too turned on to be delicate or sensual about this now, and none of us wanted that, anyway. Holding Lily tight, I slid myself out and thrust my cock back in, and when I was sure I wasn't going to bang into Jasmine's head, I started to fuck her even faster.

Lily said something that might've been a collection of words, but mostly it just sounded like one long moan, the pleasure drifting from her lips before she locked herself onto Jasmine's pussy again and started to pleasure her girlfriend with great fervor.

Jasmine watched my length slide in and out of Lily for a few glorious seconds before lowering herself down and resting her cheek against Lily's short pubes, sneaking her tongue out to lick at Lily's clit.

As I fucked Lily, the tip of Jasmine's tongue would slide down to taste my shaft, probing into me and letting me run along her while she held her tongue still, but she spent most of her time on Lily's pleasure button, swirling and circling and sucking.

I wanted to last longer, but there was no way in hell that was happening. It was too hot, watching Jasmine lick Lily's clit, seeing Lily's arms wrapped around Jasmine's back, pulling her pussy down into her face.

My breath hitched inside my chest, and I buried myself inside Lily and came. All my muscles went tense, and my cock pulsed and throbbed inside of her, shooting rope after rope, so much that I knew it would just be spilling out of her by the end. And Lily tensed beneath Jasmine, moaning into her friend's pussy as she had her own orgasm, my cock hitting all the right spots, Jasmine's tongue urging her along. She clutched at Jasmine and thrust her hips into me even as I came inside her.

When I pulled out of her, though, Jasmine didn't allow any mess. As I watched, she lowered herself down to lick the length of Lily's pussy, cleaning up any of my seed that might have spilled out. Both of them were too lost in the throes of pleasure to say a word, but as Jasmine pressed down against Lily and buried her face into her cunt, I knew that she was cumming, rubbing her pussy down against Lily's talented mouth as each wave of pleasure soared through her.

At the end we just had to collapse, pent up for too long and released too hard. We ended up at each other's sides, Jasmine in the middle, having turned around so that we were all facing the same way.

And with my orgasm passed, I felt that irresistible need to be corny rise up within me.

"If that's making love," I said, "I think we just made a surplus."

Lily groaned from the other side of Jasmine.

"Flooded the market," I said, wiggling my eyebrows while Jasmine slowly shook her head. "Really fucked up the whole economic system."

"You trying to go on a dry streak?" Jasmine asked me, her hand on my side. "Please don't make me enforce that. It's just going to hurt us all."

Lily popped her head up. "I mean, my pussy might need a little break." She pushed the hair out of her eyes. "One day, maybe."

I let out a dramatic sigh. "Fine. One day."

Though, honestly, I didn't think any of us would be able to keep that agreement.

[image: image-placeholder]

Dinner. Our intense threesome was hours in the past, and the sun had set a little while ago, leaving the cabin to be lit by modern man. I had grilled us up some chicken and veggies, and with a sprinkle of seasoning, we were wolfing down a fairly delicious meal.

"Okay," I said, looking between Lily and Jasmine at the kitchen table. "I can feel it coming, I know you want to bring it up. Lay it on me."

Lily chewed thoughtfully on her bite of chicken. "I think it's on your mind."

"I'll admit to that," I said casually.

"How long has it been since you've seen Anna?" Jasmine asked. She thought for a moment. "Like, a week?"

"Just about."

"Well, you just got that final mailing from her the other day," Lily said. "It's a perfectly good reason to give her a call, thank her, and then see what happens."

"That's a good point." I nodded slowly. "I think I can be a little more direct than that, though. I have all this rizz, right?"

"Your cup runneth over." Jasmine grinned at Lily.

"Leave it to me, then." I cut off a big bite of chicken, spearing it on my fork. "I mean, I don't think I'm as confident as you two about the whole 'Anna joining the harem' thing. But I can see if she wants to go out."

"Just be yourself." Lily reached over and put her hand on my arm, rubbing her fingers back and forth slowly. "And just know that whatever happens, Jasmine and I are okay with it."

"Whatever happens." Jasmine smiled.

So that was how the next day I ended up pulling up Anna's contact in my phone and hovering over her number. Lily was working, Jasmine was attending some event at her university, and I had decided to call Anna during business hours to make sure that I couldn't run right out the door and get distracted from my writing.

Though, I was willing to make that sacrifice if I had to.

I poked the number and got Anna's receptionist, who informed me that she was out of the office and meeting with a client but should be back soon. I thanked her and ended the call.

Right, Anna's office was still being remodeled, and she was running all over Ashbury to meet with her clients. She had given me her cell number, as well, and maybe I should've called that first, but I certainly wasn't going to now that I knew she was with a client. I would just wait for the callback.

I figured it might be a couple hours, because 'soon' could mean anything. I got myself a late morning cup of coffee, sat down at my laptop, I started reading over my last couple of pages to get back in the flow of the section I was working on.

But to my surprise, my phone rang before I had even finished reading. I didn't recognize the number, though. Still, I answered the phone with a "Hello?" to be greeted by Anna's voice.

"Hi Sam, this is Anna Halwell," she said. "Returning your call."

"Oh, hi, Anna," I said, and I knew that my surprise came through in my voice. "Sorry, I was expecting your office number to come through, um, a little later. Sherry mentioned you were out meeting with a client." Sherry was her receptionist.

"Yes, we happened to just be finishing up." Anna paused. "Sherry let me know you called. I'm calling from my cellphone on my way back to the office."

"Long drive back?"

"Not really, fifteen minutes or so."

Interesting. She didn't want to wait fifteen minutes to return my call once she was back at the office? But hey, maybe she had another meeting soon and wouldn't have the downtime to call me back if not now. Maybe she had to get to lunch soon. Plenty of reasons not to wait.

"So I got the final mailing," I said, shifting back in my chair, "and I was thinking, I need to call Anna. To thank you, and to see if you wanted to go out to dinner to celebrate."

A small jolt of nerves passed through me as I waited for Anna's response. Was this a complete surprise to her, or had she been expecting it? Or, dare it be true, hoping for it?

"Are you asking me out on a date?" Anna was quick to respond, but did I hear a hint of a smile in her voice?

"Yes," I said, leaning in. "I'm asking you out on a date."

There were probably a dozen questions that could have fairly been asked, but all had implied answers. Anna wasn't stupid. She knew about the harem. She knew Lily and Jasmine quite well, their recent reconnection quickly bringing them back to being close friends over the last few weeks. So she knew what me asking her out meant, and everything that might go along with it.

Anna knew what she wanted.

"Dinner sounds great, Sam," Anna said to me, and now I heard the smile for sure. "What night are you free?"


Chapter 4


The two of us decided on that Friday night, just a couple of days away, at a casual restaurant in Ashbury. It wasn't my first suggestion—I had actually opened up with a kind of ritzy place, not really knowing Anna's taste. But she had in fact told me she wasn't much for fancy dining, and I had let her take the lead on picking a spot since she knew the area better.

Lily and Jasmine were thrilled to hear about the plans, as expected.

"Was she excited?" Lily asked me when I told her.

"You know," I said, "she really did sound like she was."

Lily nodded and said, "Of course she is!"

"You only know her as the lawyer version of Anna," Jasmine had pointed out. "I don't mean to give you dating advice or whatever. But just, don't get too stuck on that image of her. You might be surprised how different she is when she's not working."

"Not in a bad way," Lily added. "She's the best."

Now it was Friday, and I had to admit that I was a tad nervous. This was kind of the first 'first date' I had gone on since my ex-wife Marcy and I had split up, considering that my initial connections with Lily and Jasmine had been a little more...unconventional. I made sure not to overdress (not much of a challenge), and spent just a little time in front of the mirror before heading out. We had agreed to meet at the restaurant, since Anna happened to live near to it and would be getting home a little late from the office today.

As for me, I had gotten all my writing done, I had made sure I didn't have any lint hanging off my shirt, and my brown hair was probably due for a cut, but it was still within the amount of shagginess that I was used to. My beard, with its little hint of red especially on the right side of my jaw, was evenly trimmed. I looked good, I thought, but I knew Anna would look better. My phone buzzed with a good luck text in our group chat from both Jasmine and Lily, and then I was out the door.

The place was Carlito's, Italian but not fancy Italian, a little white building with a porch that clearly had experienced a lot of wear and tear over the years. The powder-blue paint was chipping in some places, but it didn't look bad; somehow, it made the place seem friendly. I had a text from Anna sitting in my phone, letting me know she had gotten here just a bit before I had, and there I saw her, leaning against the railing on the bottom step of the porch, looking over at me with a smile on her face.

"Sam," she said, pushing off the railing. "Hey."

"Hey...Anna." I was lucky to get the words out at all. She looked stunning, dressed simply in snug jeans and a pretty red blouse, her blonde hair down around her shoulders. I had never seen her not in business attire. I could see even better now the curve of her hips, the shapeliness of her legs. Her ample cleavage, not shy at all in the low-cut blouse, creamy and inviting atop the decorative ruffle of fabric that danced along her chest.

She took my practically stunned silence in stride, her smile stretching a little wider. "Ready to eat?"

"Definitely," I said, blinking to get my thoughts straight. I walked up the stairs with her and held open the door of the restaurant, walking inside after she did and getting a look at the round shape of her ass that threatened to make me forget how to talk again. I mean, she looked good when I'd seen her in her slacks and the business skirts at the cabin, but even just this simple outfit was enough to drive me half-crazy already.

We got seated and ordered a couple of the place's famous raspberry lemonades, and then the two of us were left alone with our menus. Carlito's was busy on a Friday night, a hum of conversation all around us. The ceiling was taller than it appeared from the outside, with exposed wooden rafters and soft, clandestine lighting, giving the place a sense of privacy despite the fact that it was crowded.

"I know I already thanked you," I said to her, "but let me do it again in person. It's a real relief to have this all settled. I couldn't have done it without you."

"I'm sure a flight back to Chicago would have fixed that," Anna responded humbly.

I shrugged my shoulders. "Maybe. But it would have disrupted everything else in my life, and I wouldn't have gotten to meet you."

Anna's eyes flashed at that, and she grinned. "Did you have such a good time handling the paperwork with me?"

"It was a lot more fun than I had expected."

Our lemonades came then, and I sipped on the tart sweetness, my eyebrows raising.

"Good, right?" Anna let her straw fall from her lips.

"Seriously good." I could understand why this was their number one beverage.

"Wait till you try the lobster ravioli." Anna tapped a fingernail on her menu. She took another sip of her lemonade, and then it looked like she forced herself to relax back into her chair.

"Everything okay?" I asked her.

"Yeah. Sorry." Anna paused, flicking her eyes down at her glass, then back up to me. "I have to admit. I've never gone out on a date with a client before."

"We can keep talking about the paperwork," I said casually, stirring the ice in my glass. "If that makes you more comfortable."

Anna laughed, shaking her head. "Good god, no. Besides, you're not my client anymore as of the postmarked date on that mailer, so I wanted to leave that where it lay."

"Got it." I leaned toward her a little. "So tell me about this place, then. This is your top spot in Ashbury?"

"It's up there," Anna said slyly. She sat up in her chair, looking a little more comfortable. "I don't know if it's my top spot."

"So what I'm hearing is, I don't yet warrant the top spot."

"Maybe." Anna's green eyes sparkled. "Maybe this is a trial run. And then if all goes well, I can take you to my top spot."

"Which is?"

"I can't tell you that." Anna sipped her lemonade. "But it's pretty great."

I could start to feel it then. The energy in the air, swirling between us, ready to crackle. Once the initial shock of meeting in a new setting had worn off, it was becoming easy. Just like how easy our conversations had been back in the cabin, when the work was done.

Here, though, without the ethics of it all tying things up, the tension was thicker. And a lot more exciting.

We ordered, and I got the lobster ravioli at her recommendation, while Anna went for a chopped salad with a small bowl of spaghetti and the house sauce. We got refills of the lemonade, sipping while we talked, and already in my mind I knew that I would forever associate this flavor with her.

"I was gone for just under five years," Anna told me. "I left Ashbury when I finished undergrad, I was twenty-two then. Law school, then about a year and a half with my starting firm before I came back here as a solo practitioner."

"I might have to pick your brain sometime," I said to her. "I had been toying with a few story ideas that involved a law student."

"Oh! Really?" That made Anna smile. "That would be fun, consulting on that. And you don't need to worry about me getting all interwoven with your IP. Trust me, I know how to toe the line."

We talked shop a little bit after that, both of us interested in the other's work, which was funny, because you would think that I'd have been sick of lawyers by now. But I wasn't sick of Anna.

Our food came not too long after, and the ravioli was just as delicious as Anna had promised. I offered her one, and she took it, eating off of my fork. I watched her lick the creamy pink sauce off her lips, and I swallowed.

"Lily and Jasmine said you guys have been having a lot of fun since he started hanging out again," I said. Some instinctual part of me thought it was stupid to bring them up here, but obviously it was that inhibition which was stupid. This wasn't me in Chicago fifteen years ago; this was me in Ashbury, in a harem relationship, one that Anna probably knew quite a few details about, considering how open the girls were. This was me sitting down with a woman who knew all of that, and it made her more interested.

At least, according to the girls.

"We absolutely have," Anna said, her words genuine. "I didn't realize how much I'd missed them."

"Why didn't you guys get together when you first came back to town?" I put forth, a question that I'd been thinking about. "If you don't mind me asking."

Anna nodded. "No, I understand. I've been back for four, five months, and I barely told anyone. The short version is that I was busy as hell, sleeping four hours a night, scrambling to cover client needs solo that I needed a staff for during my startup period, a staff I didn't have yet. But also..."

Anna twisted her lips, hesitating on her next words. "I...know a lot of people here. Lily and Jasmine are my favorite, sure, but...how do I put this..." Anna leaned forward onto the table, nudging her salad plate with her forearm. "I wanted to do this myself. Lily has friends at town hall. Jasmine's aunt manages the Arnton real estate office. And other friends of mine...I don't want to sound ungrateful. But they'd, they'd want to help. And that's amazing of them. But I wanted to make sure I could do this for real, not just because I had advantages other people might not. I just...I had to."

Anna's hand had clenched into a fist while she was talking, but at that moment she relaxed, letting it go. Her fingers spread out on the thin tablecloth. "So. That's why. And I don't feel great about it, but..." She let her eyes close for a moment, opening them again. "I'm satisfied with my whole independent venture thus far. And I'm ready to..." Anna smiled at me. "Bring people back into my life."

"I think that's incredible, what you've done." I returned her smile, feeling warmth in my chest. "It sounds like it's been a hell of a journey for both of us, arriving to this point. I feel really lucky that it's ended up with me sitting at this table with you." I picked up my fork. "Having the best goddamn lobster ravioli I've ever tasted."

"I told you!"

"You did." I speared one with my fork, but didn't eat it yet. "So I'm your first date since coming back to Ashbury?"

"Yep." Anna gave me a look then, one that made my heart skip and my dick turn over in my pants.

"And you're having a good time?" I put on a faux look of nervousness.

"Oh, yes," Anna said, and she found my hand across the table, just for a second, and gave me a squeeze. "Very worth the wait."

The energy between us crackled now. It might as well have struck lightning onto the table.

We finished dinner and moved to the bar, switching to water to wash the sugar from our mouths, keeping the conversation going. We talked about her office remodel a bit, the cabin a bit, but mostly we talked about the harem. How long it had been going on. Anna's first reaction to it, when she'd talked to Jasmine and Lily. How I felt about it. How often they stayed over. Did we share a bed all the time?

The risqué edge of that question got us both feeling flushed. Anna was demonstrating a surprising amount of enthusiasm in her interest about the harem, so the girls definitely hadn't been lying. In fact, I had a feeling that Anna had already asked these sorts of things of the two of them, but she wanted to hear them from me, too. Maybe for fun.

And she was close to me at the bar. It had padded stools, and whether subconsciously or not, we had both inched close enough together for our legs to brush. For our hands to easily find each other, pressing against the other when we were laughing. For our eye contact to almost feel physical, like we were holding hands. It was electric, just like how I felt with Lily and Jasmine. I could understand why the three of them were such good friends.

And then what she said next made me understand it even better.

"It's getting late," Anna said, and she leaned close to me, since the bar was loud, though she whispered her next words. "Why don't we go back to my apartment?"


Chapter 5


Inhibition almost stopped me again, and I had to remind myself of my situation. That Lily and Jasmine could not have been more explicit in their encouragement of me hooking up with Anna. That Anna herself was making it very clear what she wanted. There was still that part of me that was like, wait, I have a girlfriend. Girlfriends. I can't be doing this.

A reflex, and a good one, technically. I just didn't need it right now.

So I put it away.

We left Carlito's and I followed her out of the lot in my truck. She was just a few minutes down the road. I shot a quick text to our three-way group chat as planned, just a quick We're going to Anna's place.

Jasmine's reply was, YESSS! Can you take pictures?

Lily: I knew you had it in you. And now Anna's gonna have it in her. UGH JEALOUS

They were so wild that I almost responded. But I did want to limit the amount I texted while I drove, and I didn't trust voice-to-text to capture the grammatical nuance of how I might want to respond to them. I just laughed to myself and hoped I wasn't going to break my dick in half getting out of the truck.

I parked next to Anna in the lot of her building. It was one of a collection of luxury apartment buildings, the kind that had popped up a lot in the last decade or so, even in small towns like Ashbury. Modern, pleasing colors of soft gray and blue, vinyl siding, Balconies at every window.

"Very nice—" I started to say after closing my car door, but Anna grabbed my hand and pulled me toward the building's door, and damn, her grip was strong.

"In a hurry?" I asked, stepping quickly alongside her.

Anna looked over at me, her hair falling over her eye. "Aren't you?"

My cock twitched. "Like you read about."

She buzzed open the door, and thankfully, her apartment was on the first floor. One quickly-handled key turn later, and we were inside, Anna pushing the door closed behind us.

My inhibitions were gone now, knocked away by a flurry of practice and a pair of encouraging text messages, not to mention the unbelievable sexiness of Anna Halwell. I took her in my arms, pulling her close to me, and just looked at her from a couple inches away.

Anna let out a shaky breath. "I like when you grab me like that."

"Yeah?" I pulled her even closer, separating us by only an inch.

"I bet Lily and Jasmine like it, too," Anna said, and then I suddenly felt her hands on my ass, wrapping around me and grabbing me hard, before I pushed forward into her lips and we kissed each other deeply. She squeezed at me, digging her fingers into my rear and forcing out a surprised little grunt from me. So I did the same to her, sliding my hands down to her ass and cupping her cheeks through her jeans.

Our lips parted, and I pulled in a breath before saying, "How the hell am I this lucky?"

"I was just thinking the same thing," Anna said, and whether she meant about herself or on my behalf, I didn't know, and I didn't ask. She was already opening the buttons on my shirt, her fingers rubbing against the undershirt beneath. Halfway down from the top, she just yanked it up over my head, following it quickly with the dark undershirt I had on. She let them drop to the floor, and she ran her hands down through the hair on my chest, clawing at my muscles.

"Bedroom," she said, out of breath and wild. Anna grabbed me by my pants, curling her fingers into the waist of my jeans just bare inches from my cock and pulling me along with her.

The apartment was big, but not big enough to get lost in. She took us down a hall that split once, and into her bedroom at the one end. The light was off and she didn't bother turning it on, the ambient street light filtering in through the open blinds proving sufficient. From what I could see, the room was meticulously organized, but I didn't care much about her decor at that moment. Instead, I busied myself with her blouse, pushing the deep-red fabric upward, feeling her toned stomach before pulling the blouse all the way off.

Her breasts, clearly much bigger than her typically buttoned-down attire let on, swelled in her cream-colored bra. I undid the clasp and set them free, Anna shrugging the bra off and letting out a soft moan when I took her tits in my hands, hefting them with my lips parted.

"Jesus, you are fucking beautiful," I said, dragging my eyes upward from her smooth stomach and huge breasts, to her parted lips and green eyes and slightly ruffled, long blonde hair.

"Thanks, Sam," Anna said, and then she wrapped her fingers around my wrists and took my hands off her breasts before giving me a shove in the chest. I stumbled backward to end up sitting on the edge of her bed. "Now take your pants off so I can suck your cock."

I might never have heard anything hotter in my life. I was obeying her before I even realized it, fumbling with my belt and ripping it open, awkwardly sliding out of my pants while I sat down, while in front of me, Anna sensually slid her jeans and underwear down all at once. I got a glimpse of her pussy tucked between her legs, adorned by a small, trimmed the bush at the top, before she was sinking down to her knees between my own.

She immediately wrapped her hand around my cock, which was hard and sticking straight out, and even that simple touch made me moan. I had never gotten so pent up so quickly.

"Nice and big," Anna said, looking up at me only once before lowering her mouth down onto my cock and taking me inside.

"Fuck, Anna." I hissed with pleasure, putting a hand on her shoulder. She sank down on my length, and her tits brushed against the insides of my legs. I squeezed her shoulder, then squeezed it harder as she took me further down, then further, until I could feel that I was all the way into her throat and her lips were pressing against my groin.

I couldn't say anything. She just held me there for a moment, and the pleasure rolled through me, unstoppable and intense. Then, gradually, she pulled back, inch by inch until only the head of my cock was left in her mouth.

"You have got to be fucking kidding me," I panted, looking down at her. "The whole thing, just like that?"

She didn't answer, and I was glad, because it was a stupid question. And besides, the answer came regardless when she did it again, deep throating me until my toes curled against her bedroom carpet and I had to force myself to breathe rather than letting the trapped air explode inside of my chest.

Anna sucked me off like she was hungry for it, like I was the dessert she had been waiting for all through dinner. Her hands crept up my thighs, finding the big muscles there. She dug her fingertips in, feeling me with all ten of them while she slurped up and down my throbbing dick. I could hear the small moans she made. I could feel them, the tiny vibrations telling me that she loved this just as much as I did.

I could have let her go on. In fact, it was incredibly hard not to, but I had to have my hands on her body, and more. The next time she pulled back, her tongue licking the head of my cock inside her mouth, I moved backward so that I popped free of her lips. Before she could protest, I hauled her up onto her bed with me, scooting us backward.

Anna gripped me hard when I got my hand down between her legs and started rubbing across her lips. She was so wet and slick that I almost slipped right off, coming back upward to nudge at her clitoris.

"Go on, Sam," she said, breathing hard to make up for whatever small sips of air she had subsisted on while my cock was buried in her throat. "Finger me. I want you in me deep."

And then she latched onto my neck like she was a fucking vampire, sucking hard enough at the skin for it to burn. It just made my cock swell more.

I found her needy hole and plunged two fingers into her. She was tight, but she was soaking wet, and I went in easily while still feeling her eager muscles grip me. Anna let out a high-pitched moan into my neck, licking me, her fingernails dragging down my side and across my stomach as I wiggled my fingers inside her.

"You're so fucking horny," I whispered to her, as though I were one to talk. "Were you...ever going to let me get away without fucking you?"

"Not a chance," she rasped, humping against my busy fingers. "And I want you to cum inside me, just like you do with Lily and Jasmine. I'm safe."

"You all really have been talking."

"Mm-hm." Her lips were back on my neck, finding places she hadn't sucked on yet, making biting pain and tingling pleasure race through me all at once.

I had to have her. My cock ached to be inside of her again, and I knew just where to put it.

I pushed Anna down onto her back, letting out a throaty growl that she matched with a moan as I climbed on top of her. Her legs lifted, wrapping around me, smashing my cock against the wet lips of her cunt. I rubbed upward, sliding my length across her clit, making her groan with pleasure and push up against me.

Anna grabbed my shoulders and brought her lips up to my ear.

"Fuck me, Sam."

It wasn't her begging. It was a command. A shiver shook down my body, my cock leaking precum all over her waiting pussy. I slid my hips downward and I found her, and I pushed inside and I took her, and she took me, and I moaned long and low as her slippery, gripping insides took hold of my cock and pulled me the rest of the way in. I buried myself in Anna's pussy just as easily as she had buried me in her throat, and when I kissed her, her tongue fought with mine and she nibbled on my lip.

I fucked her hard, like I wanted to, like she needed me to. Her mouth traveled down my jaw, down to the exposed skin of my neck where my beard didn't grow, finding me there, biting at me, sucking at me, making me rumble at the surprisingly pleasurable sensation. Her legs were strong around my hips, holding the inside of her, letting me thrust but never letting me leave. And her hands, strong, eager, wandering down my back, dragging nails down my flesh, clawing at my ass and squeezing it, then running back up to start the cycle all over again. Like just being fucked by me wasn't enough. She wanted to taste me, to feel me, to have her hands and body on every part of me.

I slammed into her tight pussy, my cock swelling with each thrust forward, hitting the spots that made her cry out in my ear. Hitting the spots that made her pop her lips off my neck and scream "Fuck! Yes!" Hitting the spots that made her tremble beneath me, that made her clutch at me harder like she was scared she might fall off.

She came without touching her clit. Maybe it was the motion of my hips, the power of me snacking into her with each deep thrust, her whole body shaking with every pump. Maybe it was our closeness, our crotches grinding together, stimulating her swollen little button with every centimeter of movement. But she came, biting down on my shoulder so that she didn't scream, and I felt her teeth there and I loved every edge that dug into me.

I didn't stop thrusting into her, fighting against the leg lock she had me in, getting only a few inches at a time now, but it was enough for me. Her pussy spasmed around me, her teeth and nails dug into me, and as her body tensed and released, tensed and released beneath mine, I let loose into her with a choking gasp, burying my face into her hair and smelling her ocean wave shampoo and tasting raspberry lemonade on my tongue as my cock pulsed inside of her and I gave her the cum she'd been asking for since I'd pulled her onto the bed.

We released, released in powerful waves, and then when the tension sapped away, we released each other, Anna's stiff legs relaxing, letting me free of her. We both pulled in ragged breaths as I dropped down to her side, throwing an arm around her and pulling her close.

"Holy shit," Anna breathed, reaching a shaky hand up to get the hair out of her face. "That was fucking incredible. I haven't been fucked like that in…I don't know how long."

"I haven't been bitten during sex in...uh, ever." I raised my hand to help push her hair away from her face, looking at her with a grin so that she knew I didn't mind. Quite the opposite.

"Yeah," she said. "I tend to do that when I'm really fucking horny."

She wasn't embarrassed. She wasn't apologetic. Anna knew what she liked, and what she wanted, and I was fortunate enough to be that very thing, and to like her and want her just the same.

"It's hot as hell," I told her honestly. A thought occurred to me, and I had to stifle a laugh. "All right, so...who gets to tell Lily and Jasmine?"

Anna grinned, her eyes giving a flash of excitement. "I think we should all have breakfast tomorrow. And talk about it."

I nodded. "And depending where we eat, maybe leave out some of the messier details."

"Prudent." Anna kissed me, softly but still intense, giving me a light squeeze on my ribs. "I'm gonna go freshen up, because you left a big mess inside of me. Hunt down your phone and let's figure out tomorrow morning."

Another quick kiss from her, and she was up, one hand cupping over her pussy, tossing her hair back to give me a sexy little look before stepping over to the bathroom door that was across from the bed. And for a few long seconds, I just stared at the closed door after she disappeared inside, wondering not for the first time if this was all a dream.

Tomorrow morning. Breakfast. Right.

"Maybe we can go to your top spot?" I called to her.

I heard her laugh through the closed bathroom door. "Sam. You're in my top spot."

I opened my mouth, but all I could do was snort with laugher. She had played me.

I sat up, bent down over the edge of the bed, and was just barely able to reach my pants. I recovered my phone from the pocket and opened up messaging.

Tomorrow was going to be an interesting day.

To Be Continued…

His Writer's Harem, Book 7

What fun can a four-person harem get up to?

Quite a lot. With Anna joining the harem, they've discussed what the most important thing to do is, and come to a simple conclusion: spend time together. Around town, dates, and even at work.

And if things get a little naughty along the way, that just adds to the fun.

Sam is having the best time of his life, loving these three women he's been lucky enough to cross paths with. But Ashbury was meant to be a temporary stay, a reset before going back to his old life.

Is he ready for a change of plans?
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