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About
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?


Chapter 1


SAM

"I'll swap out the sausage for more bacon," I told the server, folding my menu over. "I'm more of a bacon guy."

"So the rumors are true," Anna said, while the server nodded and took my menu, stepping away to put in our order.

I looked across the table at Lily, who averted her eyes. "You guys are talking about my meat?"

Anna snorted and so did Jasmine, while I watched Lily try to fight a smile.

"I," Lily said, slowly turning her head back to me and meeting my eyes, "would never spread rumors about your meat."

"I would," Jasmine countered, "as long as you spread my—"

The server, short and blonde and hopefully not overhearing us, came back to top off our waters, and Jasmine cut herself off. I kept my eyes locked on her, a grin tugging at the corner of my mouth as the server circled around the table.

"Sorry Jasmine, you were saying?" I thanked the server for the refill, sipping casually on the icy water.

"Don't play chicken with Jasmine, Sam," Anna recommended, watching as Jasmine licked her lips. "She's being polite now, but she only needs a little reason to abandon all propriety."

"It's true," Jasmine warned. "I spend too much time being tightly wound at the university. Ashbury tends to make me...cut loose."

I shivered theatrically. "Ooh. In a good or bad way?"

"Depends." Jasmine winked at me.

"I think you cut pretty loose at the Ulmer stadium," Lily said, sliding her eyes over to Jasmine.

Anna's eyes lit up. "I did hear about that."

I pointed my fork at Lily, then at Jasmine. "So you are talking about my meat."

The day had barely begun, and it was already a wildly fun breakfast. Anna and I had hooked up last night, and Lily and Jasmine were just as enthusiastic about it happening as Anna and I had been actually doing it. We had quickly agreed to get together for breakfast the following morning, over a flurry of text messages that spanned several threads—me, Lily, and Jasmine; Anna, Lily, and Jasmine; their own individual texts, all of it. Whatever way you can imagine, such that the fact that Anna was now joining the harem was a major benefit just in the context of cleaning up my messaging app. It was the wild west in there.

"So as fun as this is on paper," Anna said, after our food had been served and we'd started working our way through it, "I've never done anything like this before."

"Just to be clear," Jasmine said, batting her eyes, "you're talking about the 'harem' of it all?"

Anna blushed, just slightly, but she reaffirmed with a nod. "I like to be...informed. And god knows I've asked you two enough questions, and quite a few to Sam after last night. But I seem to have skipped over the basic life questions in favor of the sexier ones."

"I don't blame you," Lily said, laughter in her eyes.

"What were you thinking?" I asked.

"Well for starters," Anna said, rotating her plate to make it easier to reach her toast, "do you all live in the cabin?"

"Yes and no," I said.

"Sam lives there," Jasmine said. "And Lily and I have technically moved in. I still stay with my aunt on occasion, since that was the plan while I was in town. But I have my place over near Ulmer still."

"I have my place, too," Lily said. "I moved a bunch of stuff into the cabin, so I'm there more often than not."

"I can attest to that," I said. "But yeah, not every single night has all three of us there. We've all got our own things going on."

Anna nodded, taking it in. "So it's kind of...looser than I thought."

"I think it's a little loose by nature," I offered. "It's something all of us are pretty much figuring out as we go along."

"But you two have done this sort of thing before, I thought," Anna said to Jasmine and Lily.

"Yeah," Lily said, "but comparatively, it wasn't...serious, back then. We took it serious at the time, but looking back, it didn't feel anything like what our harem feels like now."

"Yes," Jasmine agreed, "and in a good way."

"It all happened naturally, is what I mean," I said, emphasizing the word. "I certainly didn't plan it. The idea might have been in Lily and Jasmine's head at some point before we all got together, but that's neither here nor there."

"It's not something you can force," Anna said, "is that what you're getting at?"

"Exactly." I plucked up a piece of bacon and crunched into it. "Concisely put."

"We just spend time together," Jasmine says, "and what happens, happens. In another universe, this could have gone another way, even if we did everything the same." She smiled. "But it feels like it was meant to be."

"You have a schedule," I said to Anna. "Lily does, too, with her job with the town. Mine's loose, but I still find myself occupied however many hours a week. Jasmine does a lot with her family, and has to run back to Ulmer on occasion. We do what we have to do, and we make time for each other in whatever mix we can get it."

"So you don't concern yourself with whether all three of you can be present at any given time?" Anna clarified.

"Perfect is the enemy of good," Jasmine said. "God knows how hard it is for a few adult friends to even get together for dinner on most days. Try to force it, something's going to break."

"We just do the best we can," Lily said, winking across the table at me. "We have a lot of fun, whether it's a meal or a date or a movie or sex. We split off to do our own thing when one of us has to. But we're there for each other, too. It's like any relationship—we care about each other."

"So if I want to do this 'right'," Anna said, throwing up air quotes, then lowering her hands with a smile, "so to speak, all I should do is spend time with you all."

"I don't think you could do it wrong," I said, "but I do think we're all hoping that we can see a lot more of you. And you can see if the, ah, harem lifestyle is good for you. Not to spoil it, but it's been pretty good thus far."

Jasmine and Lily nodded, and Anna's smile grew. "Okay. Then let's hit the ground running. I have a meeting at town hall tomorrow morning. Have you been, Sam?"

I shook my head.

"Come with me, if you can swing it." Anna took a sip of her orange juice. "I can show you around, I'm going to have downtime there for some prep. If I only see you guys around my work schedule, well, there might be long periods where there's an absence of Anna. And at the very least, I don't want to start off like that."

"Sure," I said. "I should learn more about Ashbury, if I've been here this long. I kind of...expected to be more of a hermit this whole time."

"No regrets about being dragged out of your shell?" Jasmine grinned.

I tipped my glass toward her. "Not a one."


Chapter 2


AMonday morning town hall visit didn't work for Lily or Jasmine, but that was fine, of course, though Anna did ask again to make sure. She said she didn't want to feel like she was hogging me, but we all assured her it just didn't work that way, or at least, none of us had ever felt that way. Like I'd said at breakfast—we got together every chance we could, every way we could, and the pieces fit together comfortably however they fell.

"I guess I'm just used to more rigidity," Anna said to me that morning as I met her at town hall, shaking her head but laughing a little. "Like there's some kind of rule I should follow."

"I hear you," I told her. "To be honest, I was the same way about all of this. Lots of questions. Worried about fucking up."

"Yes, exactly." Anna pushed her blonde hair back. "I'm coming into something that's been established. I feel like I'm going to...disturb the waters."

I took her hand, giving it a squeeze. "You're just making the hot tub hotter. Trust me."

"Oh, that's a good one." Anna squeezed back. "I don't usually think about sex while I'm here. You're going to get me all fired up if you're not careful."

"I'm rarely careful." I grinned. "Spoiled by having editors."

Anna looked good. Her blonde hair was tied back in a neat bun, showing her neck. She was in professional attire, of course, for what was some kind of legal consultation meeting with a council member. She didn't offer the details, and I didn't ask, because I'd been around enough lawyers to know that you shouldn't—and if they wanted to tell you, they absolutely would, in a hushed and excited tone.

But I didn't need all of that to want to keep my eyes on her. Her charcoal skirt, matching blazer, and crisp white shirt drew me in just fine. I'd seen her naked as of two nights ago, and I was shocked at how well-contained her surprisingly huge breasts were, in her work outfits. She had some kind of magic touch with that. I hoped that it wasn't too uncomfortable for her.

She certainly didn't act uncomfortable, her heels clicking on the concrete sidewalk as we walked up to the town hall building. It wasn't huge, Ashbury being a small town and all, but it was nice red brick with silver lettering on the side and a fairly colorful garden stretching along either side of the building.

I pulled the glass front door open for Anna, and as she walked past me, she let her hand trail down my arm, her fingers brushing across mine as she entered the building. She sent a shiver down my body, and wouldn't you know it, now I was the one thinking about sex at town hall.

The interior of the building was actually more impressive than I had expected. Anna knew the place inside and out, having spent a lot of time here even in just a few months that she'd been back in town. It was pretty modern inside, which differed greatly from a lot of the town- and city halls I'd been dragged into for speeding tickets over my forty-two years. It smelled clean, which is to say it smelled like nothing; not musty or dusty or over bleached. The speckled floors gleamed and the walls had neat, clean signage.

"The first-floor courtroom here is actually very nice," Anna said, taking us that way.

"Are you in court much?" I asked. "I guess I don't know your specialty."

"I'm still figuring that out," Anna said, walking briskly with me at her side. "I'm doing a lot of desk-riding work right now—wills, trusts, disputes of both, arbitration—your case was actually a nice change of pace. I'm in court every so often though, sometimes billable, sometimes getting in my pro bono." Anna stopped us in front of the courtroom doors. "I think I'm waiting for the right kind of assignment, you know? The sort of thing that makes me think, 'Yes. I want to do more of these. I want to help these people.'"

"That's exciting," I said. "You've got the whole world of law open in front of you."

"That's how I like to think of it," Anna said, her eyes sharp as she pushed a stray hair back. "Rather than flailing around."

"I can't imagine you flailing."

"Can't you?" Before I could say anything to that, she pulled open the big, glossy courtroom doors. "Let's take a peek."

I followed her inside, letting out an appreciative whistle as I took in the expanse of the room.

Anna breathed in deep. "I like the smell in here," she said. "It was renovated more than two years ago, but it still smells fresh and new."

The scent of pine and wood hung in the air, though it was faint. The bench was gleaming, dark wood, the seating towards us a similar but slightly lighter shade, and everything was fabulously well-lit.

"This is impressive," I said, walking through the bench seating with her. "Though I'd still rather not be here unless I was a lawyer."

Anna laughed. "I don't blame you. Most people aren't seeing the inside of a courtroom because they want to."

We came up to the bench, and I put my hand on it, running across the glossy wood.

"I'm surprised there's not something going on in here," I said, looking around. "I just assumed traffic court was in all day, every day thing."

"Traffic court is on the second floor," Anna said. "In a much less grand room. Will skip that one on the tour."

"Sure," I laughed. "What's next?"

Anna slid her eyes from me over to the door we had walked in through, which was closed. Then she glanced behind her shoulder, nodding toward a door set in the wall.

"Something a little more adventurous," she said, grabbing my hand and pulling me that way. "Through here."

I went with her and she pulled the door open and brought us out of the courtroom, down what looked to be an adjoining hallway to the next large room. It was short and plain, and it had two doors set into either wall. Anna took us into the one on the right, and I closed the door behind us.

It was a conference room. Empty, of course. Not massive, but with a large, polished table in the center, and some expensive-looking chairs surrounding it.

"So this is where the tax dollars go," I said, eyeing the furniture.

"Some of them." Anna grinned.

The way she looked at me set a fire flickering in the bottom of my stomach.

"Counselor," I said to her slyly, "did you bring me here for a little…sidebar?"

Anna's eyes flashed, and I thought she would laugh, but she didn't. She just stepped up close to me, sliding her hand around the small of my back.

"I have an urgent matter to discuss," she said softly, her lips dangerously close to mine. "My meeting isn't for another hour, and I did all my prep work at home."

I put my arm around her, pulling her even closer. "So this downtime you were talking about. Maybe you'd like to spend some time pinned down on this conference room table?"

Anna let out a small noise, then she grabbed a fistful of my shirt. "Fuck, Sam. Yes."

I kissed her, not gently, not warming up. I found her tongue and the two of ours fought as she released my shirt and dragged her hand down my chest. She went lower, right down to my cock, finding me half-hard in my slacks, and fully hard just a couple of seconds later. She sucked on my tongue, and I groaned while her hand massaged my cock through my pants.

"Do this a lot?" I breathed to her, when our lips parted. "Hook up on municipal grounds?"

"Actually," Anna said, "this is my first time doing something like this."

She was breathless, color in her cheeks. I knew she was telling the truth.

"I have a feeling we're fulfilling a fantasy for you." I quickly tucked my hands underneath her blazer, shrugging it off of her shoulders. "so let's make it a good one."

I reached past her to drape her blazer over one of the chairs, and then I brought my hands to her crisp white button-down shirt, quickly handling the buttons. I wanted to be rough, and I wanted to be sexy, and also I badly wanted to see her tits burst out of this shirt.

Anna leaned back against the conference table as I undressed her, giving me her chest. I plowed through the buttons and pulled the shirt up out of her skirt, revealing a powder-blue bra beneath, a tasteful color that didn't show through the purity of her shirt.

"Jesus," I breathed, looking down at the delicious swell of her cleavage, her big tits practically begging to be freed.

"I'm glad you like them," Anna said, "but looking isn't enough."


Chapter 3


Anna reached up behind herself, quickly undoing the clasp of her bra with one hand, and I lifted her bra free, letting out her breasts. I let the bra fall to the floor and I immediately took her pair in my hands, Anna letting out a quiet moan as I hefted her tits in my hands and rubbed across her nipples with my thumbs. Goddamn, they really were incredible. Huge and soft and milky white, with big pink nipples that I just wanted to pull into my mouth and suck on, hard.

With her hand on the top of my head, I indulged that, taking her nipple and feeling it harden in my mouth as I worked my tongue and lips across it.

"Fuck, that feels good," she whispered, and I knew immediately that I wanted more.

I lowered my hands down to her waist and I grabbed her there, lifting her up in a sudden motion and setting her ass down on the table. Her nipple popped out of my mouth, and Anna exclaimed in surprise, but I was already after my prey.

Her skirt had some kind of interior belt that I couldn't be bothered with. Instead, I just bent down and shoved the skirt up her legs, rumpling the fabric beneath my fingers.

"Pink panties," I commented, noticing that they were already wet at the front. I brought my eyes back up to her, grinning. "Did you wear these for me?"

Anna bit her lip. "Maybe I did."

"I love them," I told her, "but they're in my way."

Anna opened her legs for me, and I reached into her skirt, her knees lifted up and her heels on the table. I slipped my fingers beneath the front of her panties, teasing at her soft, wet lips, before curling my fingers and pulling her panties toward me, down her legs. She shifted, putting her knees together in front of me so that the hot pink panties could slide down her legs, and I worked them carefully around her high-heeled shoes, letting them fall to the floor on top of her bra.

I pushed my fingers between her knees and roughly pulled her legs open again, making her suck in a breath. There was her pussy, shaven and shining wet, calling for me.

I pulled Anna towards me, her bare ass sliding along the wood, the skirt caught behind it, until she was positioned right at the edge of the table. Her knees were up, the top of the skirt bunched up against the tops of her thighs. I heard her tight breaths, felt her quivering. I took in the beautiful sight of the shirt draping over her tits, her wet pussy waiting for me, and then I went down between her legs, up her skirt, and I tasted her.

"Ah! Oh, fuck, Sam!" Anna's fingers clawed at the top of my head as I licked her deliciously wet pussy. I dragged my tongue up the length of her lips, pushing hard into her clit as I nudged it upward and ran over it. I did it again, and again, then slid lower and pushed my tongue up her tunnel. She gasped, her muscles pulling at me.

I was hard as hell, my dick trying to burst through the front of my pants as I ate Anna's pussy. I felt like I'd never been this hungry for pussy before, and it had never tasted so good. It was Anna. It was her legs around my head, her thighs covering my ears and blocking out the world, then pulling away, over and over. The sounds she made that whispered right into my body like vibrations. The sound of her ass squeaking over the table, wiggling as I sucked on her clit and made her fingernails dig into my scalp.

But soon it wasn't fingernails—it was Anna grabbing my hair in her fist, yanking me upward. My mouth was wet and her eyes were wild.

"Fuck me right fucking now," she said, my scalp burning with sweet fire where she tugged at me.

"Say please." I licked the taste of her off my lips, grinning at the affront on her face even as she pulled me toward her by the hair.

"Making me beg?" Anna whispered in my ear. I felt her teeth on my earlobe, a sharp pinch of pain followed by a dripping wave of pleasure. She let go of my hair, pulling back to look at me.

"You're the one on the time crunch," I said, though now I wanted to bury myself in her twice as badly as I'd wanted to eat her pussy. I didn't know how much longer I could keep up the game, especially with her teeth dragging at my ear.

"Fine." Her voice was quiet and strong. "Please. Fucking. Fuck me."

I ran my hand up her stomach and took her nipple between my knuckles, pinching the stiff nub and making her back arch.

"With pleasure, counselor," I whispered back to her. I pushed her skirt up all the way, far enough that it might as well have been a belt. She was exposed, dripping onto the table. Holding her skirt up with one hand, I got my pants down with the other, my throbbing cock flinging upward at release and pointing right where it wanted to go.

She was right up against the edge of the table, and sliding into her was easy. Wonderful. Hot and tight and utterly satisfying, I plunged into Anna's needy pussy until my thighs slammed up against the edge of the table and her scream of pleasure filled what little air was left in the room, bouncing off the walls.

Anna brought a finger to her mouth, biting down on the tip. Her bangs had gotten messy, falling in strands down over her green eyes. She looked at me dead-on and said what she needed to without words. She braced herself on the table, one arm behind her, and I fucked her like I'd made her beg for.

Moans slipped out of my lips as I pounded her raw pussy, my cock sliding back and hammering back in, bruising my thighs against the unyielding wood of the conference table and not giving a single fuck about it. I wouldn't have cared if I got a bone bruise and cracked the table in half. All I wanted was to be inside her, deeper, longer, and let the pleasure build.

Anna kept her finger in her mouth, biting and sucking on it to stop herself from making too much noise, while I held onto her with both hands and kept her close up against me. Her huge breasts bounced, alive on her chest, jumping with each thrust.

I took her hand from her mouth and I brought it down to her clit.

"You're cumming," I told her, watching as she started to rub herself, "and make it fast, because I'm not going to last much longer inside you."

Anna breathed out, shivering. "Keep fucking me like that, and I—ah!—wont be long."

Mutually assured climax, that was what it sounded like to me. I slid my hands further up her legs where I was holding her, grabbing the tops of her thick thighs and slamming myself up inside her. Her nails nudged at my shaft as she rubbed herself, her breath growing faster, tighter. The table shook below us, wide and sturdy, yet still susceptible to the intensity of our fucking. Anna was wet enough for her dripping juices to spill down over the edge.

Suddenly her fingers dug into my shoulder blade, and she was cumming, her muscles milking my cock, her breath reduced to a strained moan that was sweet music to my ears. Curses flowed out under her breath as the pleasure seized her body in a clutching fist.

Holding her tight, I shoved my hips up against hers, burying myself completely inside of her, and I came with a low, muffled moan, my lips against her shoulder. My cock pulsed inside Anna even as her cunt squeezed on me, milking me, and she took every drop that I had before I pulled back, gasping for breath, my cock dripping.

"Oh, fuck," Anna sighed, slowly letting her legs down. "You have no idea how bad...I needed that, Sam. I was thinking about you all morning."

"I didn't know how bad I needed it, either," I admitted, thinking back to her hand brushing across me when we'd walked into town hall. Was that all it took to get me this incredibly turned on? With a woman as beautiful as Anna, yes.

"Want to do something naughty?" I asked her, an idea lighting up my eyes.

Anna looked at me, sitting on the table, her legs still spread. I could see my mess dripping out of her. "Did we not already?"

"Something for Jasmine and Lily." I pulled my pants up, then took my phone from the pocket. "Something I promise none of us would use against you in a court of law."

"Oh, Jesus." Anna's eyes went wide, but she smiled. "Ah..."

"It's your call," I assured her. "But you know they'll love it."

"Fuck, they will." Anna's smile widened. "Fuck it! Okay, one second."

She got her leg up on the table, letting the other hang down. She still had her dark heels on, and she rested her shoe on the table, the angle of her thigh lifting her skirt in a most tantalizing fashion. I could see everything.

Anna draped one arm over her knee. "I'm ready."

I took an absolutely naugh-tay picture of her wet, dripping pussy, her hard nipples, her seductive grin and glittering eyes, and sent it off to the group text with the four of us.

"That is a fucking keeper." I whistled, looking down at it, then back up at her. "But it's hard to compare to the real thing."


Chapter 4


Aquick cleanup and a kiss goodbye, and I left town hall that morning with a secret smile and a quick-to-return hard-on in my pants just at the memory of what we'd done. It was quite a way to kick off what we'd been calling the official four-person harem. And as part of that, our goal was to see a lot of each other—as much as we could.

So the days came and went in a flurry, and we found each other in every way we could manage. And maybe it was the excitement of finally having Anna with us, but we struggled to behave ourselves.

Just a few days after the town hall, we all went to go see a movie together. Lily had picked it out, and it had looked good to me, I remembered that, but I honestly could not tell you what the movie had been about, or what the title was, or who had been starring in it. I had been far too focused on other things.

We sat in the back row, talking and giggling and laughing to each other like we were all far less mature than we actually were. The theater wasn't very crowded, and we were all alone in our row, with most people having chosen better seats. So I had to think that all of us suspected what might happen. There were plenty of better seats available, but we had chosen to come all the way here in the back, up the stairs and everything.

The trailers were playing when we arrived, loud and booming, and everybody's eyes were on the front. We sat down, with me on the left end, Lily next to me, Jasmine on the opposite end, and Anna between her two girlfriends. And about fifteen minutes into the movie, we got started with each other.

It wasn't anything crazy. I mean, maybe in the context of being in a movie theater, doing things that we shouldn't, it was a little crazy. But we didn't get…completely inappropriate.

I just found myself with my hand on Lily's leg, idly squeezing her. Then before long I was stroking her, up and down her knee, and then moving to the inside of her thigh. She was wearing a long skirt, and I was over the fabric. But when I tucked my fingers underneath to touch her bare skin, She looked over at me, meeting my eyes for just a moment, and then she spread her legs wider.

How the hell do you say no to that?

Jasmine had worn a skirt, too, and I had to wonder if those particular choices of dress had been intentional as well.

With the loud sounds of the movie all around us, and the screen taking everybody's attention, I gently walked my fingers up the inside of Lily's smooth thigh and found her panties. They were soft cotton, and just beneath I felt the delicate, yielding touch of her sex, pushing my fingers against her lips. Lily sighed at my touch, sinking further into the seat, pushing herself into my hand. One leg was covered by the thin, breezy fabric of her blue skirt, and the other had the skirt hiked up, bunched around my wrist, just barely hiding the view of my touch from our eyes.

I might not have noticed that the same thing was happening two seats over if Lily hadn't whispered in my ear and then jerked her head toward Anna and Jasmine. Anna was leaning over to her right, her shoulder touching Jasmine, being much less discreet with her left hand reaching over the seat and disappearing beneath Jasmine's dark skirt. The sight made my breath catch in my throat. I was too close to the situation to see exactly what Lily and I looked like, but knowing we looked something like that, it made everything feel more naughty.

Then Lily's hand crept its way over into my crotch, and that was about when I stopped paying attention to anything else in the theater.

I don't know how she did it, but she had my zipper down before I could even pluck her panties away from her pussy, and in the next second my cock was out, worked expertly through the slit in my boxers and my open fly.

"Lily, damn…" I whispered, as her hand immediately began stroking my erect shaft. She squeezed me with her slender fingers, letting out a tiny sound of approval at how hard I was.

"Too rough?" Lily whispered, grinning. "Want me to go get some popcorn butter from the lobby?"

I suppressed a laugh, blowing air out through my nose, and I snuck my fingers beneath the front of her panties and rubbed them up and down her wet lips. I watched her eyes close, her head tilt back. She was just as wet as I was hard, just as into this as I was. As we all were.

Anna wasn't shy in the least. She was practically half into Jasmine's seat, her head bent down, kissing the black girl on her neck and shoulder. Jasmine's top was very open there, low-cut, exposing a lot of skin for Anna to work her tongue and teeth across. And I knew from experience that Anna liked to use her teeth, liked to give little love nips, liked to taste the person she was fucking.

Anna was in jeans, so there wasn't much Jasmine could do to reciprocate. She was simply buried underneath Anna, dominated by her, Anna's hand up her skirt and between her legs. I could tell that Anna was inside her, I just didn't know with how many fingers. Judging by the fluttering of Jasmine's eyes, it was certainly more than one.

Lily squeezed precum out of my cock and then coated my shaft with it, her hand sliding up and down with ease—no, more than ease, with desire, with passion, not just stroking me, but squeezing on the way up, pressing into the head of my cock with her thumb, tickling at that sensitive spot just at the front of my foreskin with her nail. She was making me stiffen, making me lose focus on what I was doing to her.

And I could tell that she was very fucking pleased about it.

Once I got my fingers inside of her though, my wrist bent backward, curling up within her to find that special spot, she had to suck in a breath and push against me, chasing the pleasure.

It was a wild game. It was the boldest thing we had done, Our harem, out in the wild in Ashbury and unable to keep our hands off each other even for the length of a movie. Hell, even for a half hour, barely making it through the rising action of whatever the hell we were watching before pursuing our own climax.

I came first. There was no way not to. Lily had the perfect angle on me, her left hand in my lap, reaching me easily. Her fingers, slender and powerful and practiced and lovely, climbing up and down my shaft, continually lubing me up with my own precum, not letting me rest for a second even as I twitched beneath her touch. I grunted, biting down on my lip, and I shot, Lily jerking me all the while, painting her hand with my cum.

I almost passed out. I had never thought that getting jerked off could be this intense, but it was one of the most powerful orgasms I'd ever had. To top it off, Lily's own hand slipped down above mine, through the waist of her skirt, rubbing her clit while I fingered her. At the same time, her lips found my ear.

"You fucking came all over me," she whispered, her breath shaky because she was close. "You didn't even give me a warning."

Her breath was hot on my neck. Her hand remained wrapped around my cock, gently squeezing, stimulating me in a way that was almost painful, but not quite.

"Don't stop," she told me, her voice going high and quiet in my ear. "You fucking bad boy. Make me...cum...yes...Sam, oh..."

Pleasure tingled through me, a second wave birthed from her lips on my ear, from the words coming out of Lily's mouth. She was lost in her ecstasy, admonishing me while at the same time telling me, begging me to keep going.

She came, clutching at my cock, practically squeezing the life out of my fingers beneath her skirt while her hot breath rolled over me, the weight of her head against mine until it was done.

She looked up at me, smiling, and kissed me on the cheek.

"Don't worry," Lily said, placing a folded wad of napkins on my lap. "I grabbed extra."


Chapter 5


Aweek later, the four of us managed to arrange a little nature outing. Luckily we had all been available, except Lily, technically, but she was still able to make it. In fact, it couldn't have happened without her.

"I have a report I have to do every other month," Lily had told us. "Normally at the Parks department we shuffle this responsibility around, because it's kind of a pain in the ass, going all the way to the northern region of the park. It takes forever, and it's not very exciting."

She had smiled. "Unless you can bring your harem."

That was how the four of us ended up some twelve miles north of Ashbury, on the very outskirts of the forest region that Lily's department was responsible for. It was a hike out here, literally, unless you had the proper equipment. The road only went so far back, and the last 2 miles to the designated spot had to be traversed by foot, unless you had a handy member of the parks department meeting you where the road ended, with a work vehicle and a UTV loaded in the back.

Jasmine had driven us, and when we parked in the short dirt loop right before the tree line, Lily was already there, with the side-by-side vehicle unloaded from the town truck.

"I thought we were going to get here in time to help you out with that," I said, walking over to her.

"I appreciate it, but don't worry," Lily said. "I have lots of experience with this thing." She pointed her thumb toward the tiny bed in the back of the vehicle. "And look! I made sure that there's a rope this time. In case of fallen branches."

"Wise." I tapped the side of my head, and we laughed.

The UTV seated four people comfortably, and Lily started us down the narrow trail toward the area she was supposed to survey. Normally, it would just be her. Also, she wouldn't normally have a picnic lunch sitting in the back bed, tucked neatly into the coil of rope.

It was a gorgeous day, a little hot, but the forest canopy provided plenty of shade and kept things relatively chilled for us. I was wearing shorts and a loose T-shirt, ready to hike if needed. Lily had her town of Ashbury polo on, which looked surprisingly good for being a work shirt, a subdued blue and soft formfitting fabric, hugging her chest nicely. I was in the back with Jasmine, who was in a gorgeous black sundress that had a yellow floral print, and Anna was upfront next to Lily, in a pair of short little shorts that showed off her long legs.

Lily took us at a speedy pace down the winding and branching trails. If it was me, I probably would have driven half the speed she was driving, but she knew these trails and I didn't. It reminded me a little of playing golf back in Chicago, years and years ago, with my friend Eric, who was the sort of golf cart driver that forced you to hang onto the handle unless you wanted to tumble out. Lily wasn't quite so cavalier, but I still found myself bumping into Jasmine on every left turn, not that either of us minded.

"It's like a carnival ride," Jasmine giggled.

"Without the lap bars!" Lily shouted, full of energy.

"I'll grab your tits for support if I need to," Anna said to Lily, and Lily gasped.

"I think we might have broken Anna," she said, and I could hear her smile although she kept her eyes on the trail. "Getting fucked in town hall, taking scandalous photos, trying to grope me on the job…"

Anna shivered, and I couldn't tell if she was just putting us on. "When you put it all together like that, you make me sound pretty slutty."

"In the best way," Jasmine said, and I voiced my agreement, dancing my fingers up Anna's back. That got another shiver out of her.

The trail was sloped, taking us up and down as we passed through the undulations of the forest.

"You all don't mind if I do my survey real quick, right?" Lily said, glancing back. "I just need to go along the main trail and the maintenance trail, look for any damage or problems. Twenty minutes, tops."

"And they give you a half a day for this?" Anna asked from the passenger seat.

"The whole day, if I ask for it," Lily said with a shrug. "But I try not to be too abusive of my position." She smiled, turning toward Anna. "Just a little bit."

"Survey away." I threw my arm around Jasmine. "The view is beautiful, and so is the forest."

"Corny." Jasmine rolled her eyes, but she snuggled in closer.

Lily drove us around her assigned region of the park, and Anna offered to take notes so that she wouldn't have to stop to mark things down. There was a set of stairs going up a slope where the railing had come off, so she noted that. A couple of minor fallen branches, nothing emergent, but she added them down for maintenance. Things like that.

"This vehicle doesn't really have any room for debris," she explained, "so I'm going to have another crew come out."

Lily was true to her word, and after twenty minutes, we were apparently back where we had started, or at least near it, though didn't have the eye to recognize the layout.

"Now for the fun part," Lily said, veering the UTV onto a trail so narrow that I hadn't even spotted it. We tucked in our elbows to avoid wayward branches.

"This is kind of my secret spot," Lily said. "No trail near it, really, so it doesn't need to be surveyed."

"I can't wait to see it." Anna leaned forward in the front seat.

It was a few minutes more of driving. Lily had a good eye for the trail, because god knew I would've lost it six or seven times on my own. But she knew exactly where she was going, and soon she pulled us through a narrow gap between two trees and into a gorgeous, shady clearing. Even with the sun almost perfectly overhead, most of the clearing was in shade, a tree canopy stretching over above the grass. An almost perfect circle of sunlight dropped down through the center, maybe thirty or forty feet wide.

"It's beautiful," Anna breathed.

"It really is," I said, turning to Jasmine. "You've been here before?"

Jasmine nodded. "Lily passed the secret along to me. Now it's up to all four of us to keep it pristine."

"We'll at least keep it natural," Anna offered.

Lily parked at the end of the trail, and I got out and grabbed the big picnic basket, which looked just as cliché as you please, a dark wicker piece that opened on both ends. I had bought it just for this, and it was big enough to keep blankets inside, too. We walked into the clearing, the sounds of the forest around us, and a very light breeze making its way through the trees to make the leaves above us ruffle.

We settled down the edge of the shade and laid out the pair of large blankets, which had been rolled up inside the basket. One next to the other, and with the food in the middle of one end, I stretched out under the trees and relaxed with the harem.

Lily lay down next to me, with Jasmine and Anna on the other blanket. My shoe nudged the basket, then gave it a little shove.

"You hungry?" I asked Lily.

"Not yet," she replied.

Lily put a hand on my stomach. She smiled, turning towards me. "I really love this," she said.

"Me too." I put my hand over hers, rubbing her lightly.

I really did love these women. After my extremely crappy divorce, which had dragged out far, far too long before finally being over, I didn't think I would have something like this in me. Not even for one person, let alone three. But I did, I was full to bursting with it, and since I was the luckiest man in the world, Lily, Jasmine, and Anna felt the same way.

I had turned toward Lily, and I pressed my lips to hers without even thinking about it. As soon as I did, I heard the sound of Anna and Jasmine kissing behind us.

The forest was beautiful, the clearing was sublime, and we had a delicious lunch waiting on ice for us, but all I could think about at that moment was us. Lily. I pulled her close, running my hand up the softness of her shirt, cupping her breast through it and holding her.

"I knew you couldn't resist," Lily said softly.

"I thought about waiting till we all went back home," I said, "but I'm weak."

"No, you're not." Lily licked her tongue up my neck, flicking my earlobe. "You're passionate."

Lily grabbed my hard cock through my pants, stroking me, sucking on my neck. I got my hand under her shirt, up to her chest, massaging her tits through the thin fabric of her bra. But I didn't try to take it off, or go to pull up her shirt. I wanted to fuck the town of Ashbury employee Lily Abbott, with the town crest bouncing on her chest.

But Lily wanted something else first. "Up on your knees," she told me. "Take it out and feed it to me."

I might've made a joke about if she was asking for something from the picnic basket if I wasn't so full of lust. She stayed lying on the blanket, and I pulled my pants down around my knees. The bottom of my T-shirt draped over my cock, a little long for me. Lily grabbed me by my twitching shaft and gently pulled me toward her, and I sank low on the blanket so that I could slide my cock into her mouth from the side.

I moaned lightly as her hot, wet mouth engulfed me, looking up to see Jasmine and Anna watching us, grins on their faces. They were both breathing hard, and Jasmine had Anna on her back, knees up and legs spread. She was working Anna's shorts off, but both of them paused to take in a little bit of the show.

I put my hand on Lily's head, entwining my fingers in her hair, and I started to thrust into her mouth. Lily closed her eyes, taking my cock deep into her mouth and letting me fuck her face.

"Fuck, that's hot," Jasmine whispered, peering up to get a look at the action.

"Don't let me distract you," I grunted, Lily sucking hard on the head of my cock. "Anna practically shaking over there."

Jasmine flashed me a grin, and then she yanked Anna's shorts and panties down, flinging them off to the side. Immediately, she dove down between the blonde's legs, and Anna arched her back as Jasmine began to eagerly eat her out.

Still fucking Lily's mouth, with her moaning around my cock, I brought my hand down to her cute little khaki work pants, popping open the button and zipper. I grabbed a fistful of pants and she lifted her hips so that I could get them down just a little, enough to slide my fingers down between her legs and then inside of her, making her buck her hips up toward me.

"Mmf!" she cried around my girth in her mouth, squeezing her eyes shut and shoving herself into my fingers so that I went deeper. She was soaking wet, and I slipped two fingers inside her before I had even realized I was right on target. Her pussy squeezed at me hungrily, just the same as her mouth around my dick.

It was hard to pull away from the sweet sensation of her tongue and lips, but I had to fuck Lily right now on this picnic blanket in the middle of the forest. I moved backward, letting my cock pop free from her mouth, and she pulled in air, looking up at me.

"Help me with these," I said to her, sliding myself down between her legs and grabbing her bunched-up pants.

Nodding, Lily brought her legs together so I could slide the pants off, and then I was between her legs, rubbing my stiff pole up the wetness of her lips. She made a wild sound, grabbing me by the front of my shirt and thrusting herself up against me, grinding her clit up against the bottom of my cock. It felt good enough that I just stayed there for a few moments, Lily rubbing up against me while I pushed back, our breathing harsh and intense, watching each other.

I went low and slid inside of her, and Lily's fist tightened on my shirt. She cried out, loud and unabashed, as I slowly pushed all the way into her, silky pleasure flowing over me as her walls held me tight and her hands crept to my back and pulled me into her.

"Fuck," I hissed slowly, pulling back and thrusting in. Already Lily had her hand down on her clit, rubbing, her breath hitching in her chest and her fingernails digging into the back of my neck.

Next to us, Anna had her legs wrapped around Jasmine's head, high-pitched noises coming from her as she lost herself in Jasmine's tongue working her over. Jasmine had snuck a hand up her shirt, finding one of Anna's nipples and pinching it while she devoured her.

The light breeze blew around us, carrying our sounds to the tree line where they faded away, our secret to stay in this clearing. Pristine and natural.

I shoved my hips up against Lily's, bending her upward while she lay on her back, and hammered into her, into the spot that made her scream. She took her hand from my neck and covered her mouth, squeezing her eyes shut while I fucked her, her fingers rubbing her clit in furious little circles.

"Yeah, Lily," I said to her, breathlessly, holding up her thighs. "Do it, baby. Let it all out."

Lily let out a muffled sound into her palm, something that might've been words but was lost, and rubbed herself faster. I felt her tighten around my cock, and then with a gasp of air sucked between her fingers, she came, her pussy spasming around my length as I drove deep inside of her. She pulled, massaged, and yanked me over the edge while she came, and with a groan, I emptied myself inside her, my cock throbbing and pulsing within her tunnel, filling her up.

Jasmine had her ass in the air, her dress up and her panties down, rubbing her own clit while she sucked on Anna's. Lily and I came down, sinking to the blanket, turning our heads with our cheeks pressed together to watch the two women.

"Who cums first?" I whispered.

"Jasmine," Lily said. "Look at her."

The black woman was quivering, her knees spread, her ass shaking as she rubbed herself intensely. And Lily was right ("There!" she said)—Jasmine's body shook, her sounds of pleasure coming up muffled from between Anna's legs.

"Yes, Jasmine, yes, don't stop!" Anna cried, her hand on Jasmine's head, fingers running through her short hair. And even as she came, Jasmine didn't stop, didn't let up, her body quaking right up until Anna climaxed with her knees in the air, her back arching on the blanket. Under the curve of her spine, I could see the grass stretching onward.

The four of us rested for a good while, catching our breath, finding our clothes and lazily pulling them on. We moved closer together, perhaps subconsciously, bodies spilling over the edges of each blanket to reach each other.

"Okay," Lily said, patting her stomach. "Now I'm hungry."


Chapter 6


That night, we had all four of us in the cabin. It was perfect. Serene. The night was dark and the sky was clear, and we had looked at the stars on the porch before coming back in to relax together on the sprawling sectional couch. A movie was playing on the mounted TV, a comedy that was actually pretty good. We didn't find ourselves lost with distractions like we had been at the movie theater last week.

"She was in that trailer we saw!" Jasmine pointed at the screen. "But I…don't remember the name of the movie."

"It didn't look very good," Lily said, shaking her head. "But I like her in this."

"I swear to god that's the same outfit she wore in that trailer," Jasmine said, yawning and lying back on the couch. "Maybe it's her signature style. Remind me later to look that up."

Anna had her hand on my shoulder, and she gave me a little squeeze. "Are you sure this is okay? I feel like we took up all of your time today. Are we keeping you from writing?"

"I'm more productive than I've ever been," I told her honestly, a little smile on my face. "I think it has something to do with you all."

Anna laughed. "Could be. Or maybe it's just the forest air."

I waggled my eyebrows. "I don't think the forest air would properly appreciate being on my dedication page."

"Ooh. Really?" Jasmine looked over at me. "You don't have to do that."

I shrugged. "The dedication pages write themselves. It'll be decided at the time. We'll see if forest air edges you all out."

That got a laugh and a couple of good-natured shoves at my shoulders, and we went back to watching the movie.

My eyes watched the screen, but my mind was elsewhere. I was thinking about how I'd come here, and how my old life felt so far away. I'd been living in this cabin for a couple of months now, here on the outskirts of the town of Ashbury. And it was true—my work was going exceedingly well. I felt inspired, and motivated to get my fingers on the keyboard. My publisher was very happy with the chapters I had sent them, and truth be told, I was excited to send them over.

Lily had said I was passionate. I took it as a compliment, and I wanted it to be true, but it wasn't something I had ever been sure about. Maybe twenty years ago, when I had the charge and energy of a much younger man, But passion seemed almost wistful to me back in Chicago. My life had been mostly good, and I had loved my work and my books and my wife before things went bad. But even then, I don't think I would have described myself as passionate.

That had changed. Now I woke up in the morning and I breathed the air and I felt it fill my entire body. I sat down with a story I liked and characters that crackled in my fingers. And most importantly, I was surrounded by three of the best people I'd ever had the fortune of knowing. And I had passion for them most of all.

I was supposed to leave Ashbury in just a few months, and I was on schedule to do that, with the way the pages were coming. Even though the divorce was finally settled, and I didn't need to dredge up the bad parts of my old life, I still had things waiting for me in Chicago. I had my place, I had my friends, I had my favorite spots, baseball games to catch. I had expected to be going back to all of that, with the start of a new book series under my belt. Even in the last few weeks, that had been my expectation, that I was doing something temporary here; that something this incredible couldn't last.

But now...I couldn't imagine leaving. The idea of going back to Chicago was starting to sound just as crazy as the idea of coming out here to live in the woods had sounded at first.

And that meant I had some things to figure out.

To Be Continued...

His Writer's Harem, Book 8

Sam finally discovers Ashbury's bookstore, and the harem learns how well a giant couch can fit four amorous people.

Lily calls Sam to ask for a favor. It turns out Lily's been harboring a secret painting talent, and a gallery in a nearby city has bought a canvas from her. Her first sale, and it's a big one.

A road trip is in store for Sam and Lily as they deliver the painting and find fun ways to pass the driving time.

Jasmine and Anna are just as proud of her as Sam is, and tonight, Lily won't be celebrating alone.

The three of them are going to make sure Lily gets lots of attention.
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