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About
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.


Chapter 1


SAM

Why was this my first time coming here? This place was amazing.

"Wow, awesome," I said aloud to myself, though quietly. I walked through the bookstore to reach their Thrifty Finds section. A big sign hung from the ceiling denoting the area, and an impressive number of shelves stretched through this particular corner of the massive establishment.

I was inside the Ashbury Book Loft. Funnily enough, despite having been in town for a few months at this point, I hadn't yet visited the local bookstore. And now I was regretting waiting so long, because this place was blowing me away. The last thing I expected in a small town like Ashbury was for their local bookstore to be, well, an emporium.

There were plenty of bookstores in Chicago that were a quarter the size of this one. And not that there's anything wrong with small, hole-in-the-wall bookstores—they're some of my favorites—there's just something special about walking into a place so huge and filled with books, like you're entering the grand library of some palace.

The Ashbury Book Loft was two floors, and my best, terrible guess would have put something like a hundred thousand titles on their shelves. Maybe even two hundred thousand. The vast majority of the first- and second floors was all books, of course, but what I thought was really cool was the fact that they had a massive used books section (the thrifty finds) which actually took up a lot more space than it seemed to at first glance. New releases and pristine copies were fun and all, but you might stumble across some real gems when thrifting.

Beyond the books, the place had a restaurant. Not a café, but an entire restaurant which was separate from their café, the latter of which stretched across the rear of the first floor, serving up coffee and pastries and housing a special shelf of book recommendations from the food service staff.

Of course, I couldn't help myself. I did wander over to the crime fiction section, and I did take note of my books on the shelves. Still a good feeling, even this long into my career.

When my phone buzzed in my pocket and I saw the phone call was from Lily, I answered with mock anger.

"Lily," I said, taking small steps through the expansive bookshelves of the thrifty section, "I think I'm going to have to kill you."

"Hello to you, too," Lily said, sounding amused. "Are you at home?"

"No." I scanned my eyes down the spines of a few titles, not really reading them, just absorbing the pleasant, musty smell of old books. "I am at the Ashbury Book Loft. And I don't know whether to blame you or Jasmine for not telling me about this place, but you're the one who called, so you must face my wrath."

Lily let out a surprised laugh, an energetic giggle. "What! You've never been to the Book Loft?"

"Nope."

"Oh jeez, Sam," Lily said, still laughing, "I just assumed that was one of the reasons you chose Ashbury. Twenty years ago, that store was little and dinky. Some kind of book-loving angel investor who grew up here poured a bunch of money into an expansion and remodel. It was in the newspapers."

"You know the whole history of this place," I said, sounding offended, "and you couldn't even be bothered to tell me. I could have wasted entire weeks in here instead of getting ahead of schedule with my book."

"So…you're welcome?"

"Yeah, maybe I owe you one, actually," I said, grinning. "Anyway. What's up?"

"Well, speaking of you owing me one, I actually need a favor."

She paused.

"I'm all ears," I said, wondering where her giggly energy had gone.

"Yeah, it's. Um." She paused again, and I heard her let out a breath.

"Is everything alright?" I asked her.

"Yeah, everything's fine," she said quickly. "God, this is so stupid. I just don't talk about this a lot because, I don't know, I guess I'm self-conscious about it or something."

"It's okay." I looked around, making sure nobody was close enough to eavesdrop. "Take your time."

"I paint," she said suddenly. "Like, as a hobby."

"Oh." I blinked. "I didn't know that."

"By design," Lily said. She sounded nervous. "This feels crazy to say, so I'm just going to barrel through it. I sold a canvas. To a gallery in Elmdale. And it's way too big to fit in my car, and I don't want to ship the painting because I'm terrified of something happening to it. I want to bring it there myself. It's two hours away, so I was hoping I could use your truck."

She stopped there, probably catching her breath from the whirlwind of information she had let loose.

"Of course," I said instantly. "Absolutely."

"Really?"

I continued, "In fact, as long as you don't mind, I'd be happy to drive us there. Help you strap the canvas in, we'll get pads and stuff. "

Lily was silent.

"I don't have to come," I added. "Just offering, if you'd rather not be checking the rearview mirror every ten seconds while you're driving. But I understand if you, you know, this is something you want to do alone."

"No." I heard a rustling over the phone, like the sound of her hair moving while she shook her head. "I...don't want to do it alone."

Lily released an exasperated sigh. "Sorry. I know I must sound so crazy and wishy-washy. I don't really understand why. I just never...shared this. I was kind of like, keeping it a secret, I guess. Until I knew I was doing it right. And now this is my first sale and I feel like they're going to laugh in my face when I show up with the canvas. Like I'm being pranked."

"Imposter syndrome," I said. "Trust me, you're not the only one to get afflicted by it. Usually a little bit of success, a little bit of affirmation, is great. But when you suddenly get a lot of it, you start to feel like everyone else is nuts."

"Yes!" Lily sighed. "I feel like...if I did this, if I was the one who pulled this off, it's nothing to be impressed by. And that everyone's on the verge of figuring that out."

"You sold a painting," I told her. "At the very least, you have factual market value. But I'm willing to bet you are plenty talented, even without seeing the painting." I hesitated, not wanting to go too far. "Though I would like to see the painting."

"Even if it's a painting of you naked?"

"Is...is it?"


Chapter 2


"I

t's not," Lily assured me for the third time.


We'd talked a little more on the phone, and Lily had agreed to let me come over to see the painting. Now we were at her house, standing in front of the interior door that led to her attached garage, which she used as a painting studio. I'd been here a couple times, but had never been into the garage.

"I'd be impressed if you could paint my naked ass from memory." I grinned. "But I believe you. And I am willing to sit for you as a model, if so desired."

Lily shook her head at me, tittering. She was nervous, like she had been on the phone, but somehow that made her even prettier. The half-smile on her face, the way she kept pushing her brown bangs back behind her ears. Her simple blue T-shirt, the V-neck high, her breasts held firmly by the form-fitting fabric. The way her flat stomach stretched down to the curve of her hips in her capri jeans.

Looking at her for too long, it would be easy to forget about the concept of the painting entirely.

I came up close to her, pulling her into my arms.

"I'm not gonna ask you to do anything you don't want to do," I said. "If you want to throw a sheet over it and we get it into the truck and I never see it, that's fine. I am here only to help, not to hinder."

She put her hand on my chest, pushing upward while biting her lip. Her deep brown eyes met mine, and there was worry there, but confidence gleaming through.

"I think it's just hard," she said, "because I really...put a lot into this one. I've been working on it for a couple months now, almost every day. So for this to be the first painting of mine you see, it's just...it's intimidating."

Lily set her jaw. "But I want you to see it, and I don't want to form a habit of being scared to show my art. Especially since—Jesus—it's going to be hanging in a gallery now." She hugged me, quick and strong, wrapping her arms around my back and then pulling away to set her hand on the doorknob. "Okay. Come on in."

Lily pushed open the door to the garage, and I followed her inside.

The light was dim, coming through the narrow garage windows, but Lily didn't go for a light switch. Her garage actually had two garage doors, one on either side, leading to either her driveway or her backyard. She opened the rear one, which rattled and creaked its way up its track.

Like a sunrise, the line of natural light rose up her sheeted canvas until the entire thing was illuminated. The sheet covering it was starkly white, and I imagined it had been bought just for this purpose.

"Okay," Lily said as she approached her painting. "Here we go."

She was talking to herself more than to me. She took the sheet in two fists and she pulled it down off the canvas. Sunlight fell onto the painting.

The canvas was huge, four feet square. Every single inch of it was painted, and what it showed me was...

"Oh, my god," I breathed. "It's the cabin."

Standing next the painting, Lily nodded slowly.

I moved closer to the canvas, looking over the landscape she had painted. It was from the angle of approach I was used to, driving up to the cabin from the south. The structure itself took up half the canvas, the perspective indicating that we stood on the trail, perhaps slightly off to the left, where the grass would brush at your ankles. The trail itself stretched until its turn west, where it shrunk into the trees.

The bark was textured. The dappled sunlight painted onto the forest floor looked alive, fluttering. The leaves were individual, lined as well as blended. The cabin's wooden siding looked rugged enough to scratch your knuckles on, the door standing slightly ajar, inviting, while the side porch was barely visible from this angle, jutting over the slope in the woods, the support beams thrust upward proudly.

"Lily, this is..." I looked at her, my mouth falling open. "This is incredible. This is...beautiful."

Lily bit her lip, snagging it with a tooth. Her eyes shone, looking at me. "You really think so?"

"It's..." I searched for the words, the painting taking all my energy, capturing my eyes. "This has...a soul. I can feel it. I can see the passion, the hours of work you put into this. I don't know how you kept this to yourself."

Lily stepped into me and hugged me, hard. She buried her face in my chest, and she spoke, muffled but sincere.

"Thank you, Sam. I don't...know what to say."

"You've said plenty." I stroked my hand down her back, holding her close. "You...started this after we met?"

"Yes." Lily pulled up from my chest, bringing a hand up to swipe at her eyes. "I started seeing a lot more of the cabin, you know. And it just suddenly...struck me, how pretty it was. And how important it was becoming to me. And I just...I had to."

"I know this one is sold," I told her, "but I am seriously considering commissioning you for an identical copy."

Lily laughed, her nose a little stuffed. She sniffed. "Give me a few months, I love this painting but I still need a break from it. Or maybe the gallery would somehow let me issue a print. I should ask them…"

"Don't worry about that now," I said. "Let's focus on properly packing this thing into the truck. Are you ready to hit the road?"

"Yeah." Lily brightened, and she put the sheet back over the painting. "Let's do this."

She closed the rear garage door and opened the front door, where I had backed my truck into her driveway, and we got to work. I'd snagged a bundle of moving pads from a rental truck place on my way over, and I had straps and bungee cords sitting in the bed of the pickup truck from my own move, so we were very well-equipped to secure this painting properly.

We got it wrapped in a second sheet before getting pads above and below it, setting it face-up in the truck and tucking pads all around the corners before laying straps snugly over the cushioned face. Lastly, I secured the rain cover over the bed in as airtight a fashion as I could.

We admired our handiwork for a few moments before getting into the cab.

"Looks good from this angle too," Lily said, turning backward from the passenger seat. "I don't think a shipping company could even have done a better job than we did here."

"Yeah, plus we would have missed out on the satisfaction of how perfectly the canvas fit back there." I flicked my eyes to the rearview mirror, seeing the taut rain cover stretching over the bed. "Buckle up, lady. You're precious cargo, too."

Lily clicked her seatbelt and put a warm hand on my leg, and then we were off.

The first fifteen minutes or so, Lily was tense, checking the rearview mirror and the side view mirror and occasionally turning around to look through the back window with her own eyes. But we had done a good job, and the painting wasn't going anywhere.

Elmdale was a midsize city, about two hours from Ashbury, as Lily had said. I hadn't personally been there nor had I traveled through it to get to Ashbury, but that was what GPS was for.

"The second half of the drive is really nice," Lily told me, gazing forward through the windshield at the highway. "The exit dumps you off onto some country roads, and it's actually faster not to get back on the highway when it starts up again, so it's kind of serene."

"Do you go to Elmdale a lot?"

"Not really. Once or twice a year for work, and hardly ever outside of that. I had put my painting online just in, like, a painting forum, not even trying to sell it. But I guess they have people looking through that stuff for local artists, so the North Side Gallery reached out to me and asked to view it, then if I would consider a sale. I had to confer with a few people in the community to figure out exactly what the hell I was doing, but it was too good to pass up.

"So I did go down there once since, to see the gallery, and it's fantastic. It made me sure I was doing the right thing." Lily wiggled her hand in the air. "The city itself doesn't have the charm of Ashbury, but it's not big enough to be annoyingly bustling, or whatever."

"I'm sensing some city criticism," I said, looking over at her. "You think you would hate Chicago?"

"I would like to visit," Lily said, grinning. "But I wouldn't want to live there. Hope you don't take it personally."

"It's not for everybody," I agreed.

She was quiet for a moment, then she said, "Do you have a plan?"

"What for?"

"You know." She waved her hand. "Chicago. The cabin. You must have only a couple months left on the lease at this point."

I let a breath out through my nose. "Yeah. I have been doing some thinking in that regard. But I think I'm gonna need a little more time to come up with anything solid."

"I don't mean to hurry you." Lily stroked my arm, then relaxed back into her seat. "A couple months is plenty of time. But don't waste too much of it worrying about the future."

"That is...very wise advice." I put my hand on her leg, squeezing.

"Oh, I can be wise," Lily said knowingly.

A bit less than an hour later, we left the interstate behind, pulling onto the country roads that connected the sprawls of civilization. The landscape was hilly, the road stretching far and disappearing atop the horizon, with a vast swath of farmland out to the right and houses far away from the main street, down dirt roads winding through the land. Some of them were adorned with standalone black iron arches, or rough stone sculptures on either side of the entranceway. The ones without such ornamentation, I wondered how they ever found their driveway in the dark of night. But here in the sunshine, night seemed awfully far away.

Lily was right about the drive: it was serene, especially in this pleasant weather. My hands went slack on the steering wheel, and I messed with the radio knob as we went out of range of one station and into the range of another.

I felt a hand on my leg, fingers creeping slowly but surely up to my crotch, where they found my zipper and pulled it down in short order. The hand darted inside my pants.

I looked over at Lily, and she smiled.


Chapter 3


"H

andsy, are we?" I said, already growing hard under her touch. Her fingers dug through my boxers, pulling my cock out with ease. I let out a small noise as she squeezed me.


"Handsy," Lily said, toying with the word. She unbuckled her seatbelt, sliding over as close to me as she could. "But you know what else some people call me?" Another squeeze. "Mouthy."

She got onto her knees on her seat, her elbows on the center armrest that separated us. Her head ducked under my arm, and I let out a shuddering breath as I felt her lips kiss the head of my dick. Already I was hard as a rock.

"Fuck, Lily," I said, resting an arm on her back and sliding my hand down her lithe form. "I might also call you hungry."

"You'd be right," Lily said, and then her hungry mouth took my dick inside and my left hand stiffened on the steering wheel.

Her tongue swirled around me, my cockhead bumping against the back of her throat. The position she was in didn't look entirely comfortable, but I would never have known it from the way she blew me so eagerly. My lap was a mess of her brown hair, hanging down from her head. I couldn't see what she was doing, but I could feel every little bit of it, my toes curling inside my shoes. My foot wiggled on the gas pedal, and the car lurched forward.

Lily pulled up, sucking in air. She turned her head, peeing at me sideways from one eye.

"Watch it up there," she said, nudging my wet cock with her cheek. "This is a delicate operation."

"Well, get back on there and I'll quickly become more practiced." I flashed a grin down at her, while my cock throbbed against the soft skin of her cheek. The banter was fun, but it was crazy how much I missed her mouth after just a few seconds of being outside of it.

And maybe she missed me, too. Lily turned her head back and swallowed me again, all the way to the hilt, up to where I knew she had to feel the teeth of my zipper against her lips. She swallowed with me in her mouth, stimulating every inch of my cock, and I hissed in pleasure but made sure to keep the car driving smoothly.

I slid my hand down Lily's back, feeling the very top of her capri pants, but the edge of her waistband was as far as I could get. I would've liked to slip my hand down the back of her pants, rub the smooth curve of her cheeks, and plunge my fingers into her from behind. But I couldn't reach; I was entirely at her mercy.

I slowly turned to the car to the left, following the road, while Lily started to bob on my cock below the steering wheel. She wasn't shy about it either, slurping me down noisy. Her tongue washed across my length, and she would pull up, leaving the head in her mouth, then open wide so she could wiggle my dick back-and-forth with her tongue.

All I could do was grasp at the steering wheel and dig my fingers into the small of Lily's back. I pulled her shirt up so that I could feel her skin against mine, and I wondered how wet she was, down there beneath the pants that I couldn't get off. Judging from my experience in knowing how much she liked to suck cock, she must have been dripping by now.

Up the street came the first car I'd seen ten minutes of driving on this road. It was a Jeep, one of the ones with a retracted cloth roof and the driver's side door taken off, built for summer. As it drove past me, heading the opposite direction, the attractive woman driving it tipped wave at me, and I returned the greeting. My truck sat up a lot higher than her Jeep did, so no chance she could see Lily buried in my lap from the passenger seat.

If she could, though, I wondered what sort of hand gesture I might've gotten.

The car disappeared past the hilly landscape in the rearview mirror, and we were alone on the road again.

Lily was moaning around my cock now, the sounds traveling through me, all the way up my spine. I took my hand out of her shirt and moved up her back, finding her neck and wrapping my fingers around it, which brought forth another loud moan from her.

"Fuck," I rasped, squeezing the back of her neck as she took me to the hilt again and again, "that's fucking good, Lily. Mmf—! Just like that!"

The affirming sounds she made only brought me closer to the edge. There was hardly room for her to pull off, and I knew she didn't want to, anyway. Her body shivered beneath the strong touch of my hand on her neck. My dick was in her mouth, in her throat, back-and-forth, her saliva slipping down my length and soaking into my boxer shorts.

I let her know I was about to cum, in whatever series of tight, gasping words I could manage, and she responded by swallowing on me again, yanking me over the edge. I held onto her neck and shot into her mouth, my knuckles white on the steering wheel. She swallowed it all down, keeping me deep inside and pushed into her throat as I came, working her muscles there the whole time.

"Jesus," I wheezed, as Lily slowly pulled off of me. "That was...too fucking good. You could have made me pass out."

She sat back in her seat, rolling her neck and grinning over at me. "Good thing you didn't. I wasn't buckled in."

She clicked her seatbelt in place, took a glance back at the truck bed to make sure the painting was still safe (and it was, safe as houses), then reached over and tucked me back into my pants, sliding my zipper up.

"Full service," Lily said.

"Tell me about it." I put my other hand on the wheel, like I was trying to make up for being lax in my attentions to the road. "What got into you?"

Lily snorted.

"Well. Besides that."

"I guess I'm just in a good mood." She beamed. "I'm happy. And I feel really close to you, and I love you, and you're doing a very nice thing for me. But..." Lily leaned in, starting to whisper. "I'd suck your dick anytime, anyway."

I wiggled my eyebrows. "Suddenly, I'm in an even better mood than before."

She laughed. "Fancy that."

Getting blown on the road will do wonders for passing the time. It wasn't long before we saw the city of Elmdale on the horizon—nothing too flashy, as far as cities went, but more impressive than the rolling hills of the countryside. I brought us in, the GPS directing me through the downtown area.

"Busier than I thought it would be," I muttered, maneuvering carefully around someone who had double-parked in the right lane. "I don't think you could get away with road head here."

"Want me to try?" Lily's hand found my leg.

I honestly couldn't tell if she was joking. "The mind is willing, but the body is...refractory. But thank you for the offer."

"Hmph. I bet I could still make you cum." She squeezed my leg. I heard the nervous energy in her voice, felt it in her fingers. We were almost there.

The North Side Gallery was an impressive-looking building, very modern in its facade, dark brick and covered windows. It had that esoteric classiness of a place that drew your eyes toward it, but didn't allow you to see inside. You couldn't glean anything without stepping through the doors, save for the neatly-lettered square sign to the side of the entrance, a metal plate with Elmdale's North Side Gallery laser-cut into it.

I found a meter right out front, parking us, and swiped my card for it (one of the great advancements in city parking technology: the fact that meters could take cards).

"You ready?" I asked Lily, holding her hand as we stood in front of the gallery building, looking up at it.

"So ready." She brushed up against me with her shoulder. "Thank you, Sam."

"Congrats to you, Lils." I pressed back against her. "Let's go get you paid."

I didn't make myself part of the exchange any more than I had to, just acting like I was hired help. This was Lily's moment, and I wanted her to drink it all in. We went inside, and they had been expecting her, so we were greeted quickly by the operator of the gallery, a woman named Wanda. She looked every bit as elegant as I had expected, in her 50s and dressed in dark, formal clothing that didn't quite match her vibrant energy.

"We're so excited, Miss Abbott," Wanda gushed, shaking her hand. "I can't wait to see the piece again."

We walked out to the truck with a few helping hands from the gallery and a large flatbed dolly, and soon the painting was loaded up and being rolled back through the doors.

"If you'll come back to my office," Wanda said, heading back inside behind the painting.

Lily glanced over at me, and I waved her on, leaning against my truck. "I'll be here. Take care of your business."

I smiled, and she gave me a quick nod, following Wanda inside. The tinted glass gallery doors closed behind them, and I looked up into the blue sky, letting the light breeze roll across me. I could tell that Lily was nervous, that imposter syndrome was trying to grab her by the hair. It's a damned hard thing to fight, but she was doing it, and I was proud of her.

Holding the gallery's check in her hands would probably help quite a bit. Praise was nice, but getting paid was another thing entirely.

A few minutes passed, and I had only just started to think about whether I should get back in my truck and run the air conditioning before the gallery doors opened again, and Lily came out alone.

She had a smile on her face, a small one that suppressed a much bigger one. A gust of wind blew her hair to the side, and it made her break into laughter, skipping a step as she came up to me.

"Did you take care of business in there?" I asked her as she threw herself into my arms.

"I did," she said gleefully. "I'm sorry to see the painting go. But I think I did well. Let's get into the car before the wind blows this thing away."

We got back into the truck and I pulled us away from the curb.

"I'm not gonna ask." I stopped us at a red light. "It's your business. But I have a feeling you might want to show it off, and I wouldn't hold that against you."

"Let me think," Lily said. But then a second later, hardly before I could look away, she said, "Okay, here. Take a look."

The light was still red. Lily had the check folded over, tucked into her hand, and she passed it over to me. I took it gingerly, like a small bird, and opened it up.

Elmdale North Side Gallery had paid Lily Abbott $13,000 for her painting.

"Holy shit," I said, the number pulling the words right out of my mouth.

A nervous laugh burst out of her. "Those were also my first words, when they made their offer. Luckily it was via email so they didn't see me freaking out."

"Congratulations, seriously." I folded the check over again and handed it back to her. "You knocked it out of the fucking park, Lily. We have to celebrate! I'm taking you to lunch, what's good around here?"

Lily grinned, tucking the check away in her purse. "I know a good spot. But I'm buying."


Chapter 4


W

e had an excellent lunch at a Mediterranean place Lily had visited last time she was here, and then we were back on the road to Ashbury, with full stomachs and impeccable cheer.


"You know," I said, my hand on Lily's leg, rubbing up and down, "I'd be happy to return the favor to you, on the drive home. As long as I have one hand on the wheel, will be just fine."

Lily rubbed my hand. She was full of energy, practically bouncing in her seat. She kept looking at the check, making sure it was real, that it hadn't disappeared.

"I'm not saying I wouldn't like that," Lily told me, her fingers dancing across mine, "but I don't think the truck will satisfy what I'm in the mood for."

That piqued my interest. "What are you in the mood for?"

Lilly squirmed under my hand, the fabric of her pants rasping against my fingernails.

"Give me some time," she said, chewing on her lower lip but still smiling. "I'll let you know."

"That's it?" I pulled us onto the highway, halfway home. "That's all you can tell me?"

Lily shrugged, her mood electric, her fingers playing with mine. "I don't know if I can think straight right now. But I promise," she said, looking over at me, "that it will be worth the wait."

"Damn." I shivered, half for dramatic effect, half with sincerity from the sultry tone in her voice. "You're making me think that being a chauffeur is not a bad gig at all."

We didn't get up to anything on the car ride home, falling into conversation about the city and Lily's artwork and what she thought her next project might be, which was too abstract of a concept for her to put anything concrete toward at the moment. When we got back to Ashbury, I dropped her off at her house, walking her to the front door.

"Thank you, Sam," she said to me again, and I kissed her, long and hard. We communicated things to each other that words couldn't do alone, and she pulled away breathless.

"When you sell your next one, I'm ready for you," I told her.

I drove back to the cabin, still awash in Lily's energy. I came home to find Jasmine there, sitting at the kitchen table and working through some school stuff, a binder open in front of her. She was both a student and staff member at Ulmer University, so the work could have been for either role.

"Hey, studly." Jasmine stood up from the table and met me at the kitchen counter. She was in cute black shirt that showed her tummy, and a pair of leopard leggings hugging her curves and making the petite woman look a little taller.

She pushed herself up on the counter with the heels of her hands, leaning forward to kiss me over the flecked granite. "Lily just texted me about y'alls little Elmdale adventure."

"Which part?" I asked, thinking about the car blowjob and the gallery at the same time.

Jasmine gave a knowing grin. "All of it. I'm so glad my girl started painting again. I knew she was talented, but I didn't know this lady was painting four-foot canvases! That is some renaissance-caliber artwork."

"It was impressive," I agreed. "I'd had no idea about this either. I guess she wanted to keep it a secret until she felt...validated."

"I kinda get it," Jasmine said. "I mean, we love her. We'd validate her. But it's hard to take that seriously from someone too close to you. You need gallery folk for that real weighty opinion." A smile brightened her face. "I'm so goddamn happy for her. We have to have, like, a big celebration. Bubbly drinks and all that."

"I've been known to throw a mean party," I said. "But I can't decorate. Maybe you could...?"

Jasmine held up a hand. "Say no more. We'll get it together."

I poked her palm. "Anyway. I don't mean to interrupt your work. In fact, I've got some to get to myself. I got sidetracked this morning. Why didn't you tell me about the Book Loft?"

After some good-natured razzing, I poured myself some iced tea and sat down at my laptop, while Jasmine worked on her stuff at the table with her earbuds in. I liked the sound of her pen scratching the paper from over in the kitchen. It was the kind of ambience I was all about.

I disappeared into my book for a little while. I really was ahead of schedule on it, but that was no reason to slack off, not really. My stories had a way of expanding no matter how meticulously I planned them out, so when inspiration struck, suddenly being 'on schedule' actually meant you were behind.

In the wake of today's perfection from morning till afternoon, I had a session where I really got into the flow state for a solid forty-five minutes, my fingers hardly ever stopping on the keys (typos were always meant to be fixed later). I was so into it that when I stopped, I realized I'd been holding my breath for the last thirty seconds of my writing sprint, and I forced myself to lean back and suck in some air.

Conveniently, that was when my phone buzzed.

LILY: You busy tonight? Will you be home?



I blinked, coming out of the world I'd been writing and back to reality.

Since the Book Loft closed at 7...I'll be here


LILY: lol

LILY: well now I know where to look for you if you ever go missing

LILY: see you soon. make sure you hydrate



Nothing after that. I glanced over at Jasmine, who had moved to the couch, watching something on TV. I hadn't even heard her turn it on, I'd been so into the book.

"Lily's gonna be here soon," I said, turning in my chair.

"Oh, is she?" Jasmine flicked her eyes over at me, fighting a smile. Her tone told me everything and nothing.

"Collusion." I pointed at her. "What do I need to know?"

"I haven't the slightest idea—" Jasmine turned her palm in the air, her glossy nails catching the light, "—what you're talking about, babe."

I gave her narrowed eyes for a moment, but she simply met them with her secret smile and didn't give me an ounce. Eventually I had to laugh, a burst of air from my nose, and I turned back to my work, doing a quick pass through to familiarize myself again with what I'd written.

When I heard the tires crunch on the gravel, I snapped my head toward the door like a dog. In fact, I heard two sets of tires, and on that Pavlovian comparison, I immediately felt a stirring down below as blood rushed into my dick.

These women actually had me conditioned.

There was chatter coming up the porch stairs, and then Lily and Anna walked into the cabin together. Lily stopped just past the doorway, her arm slung around Anna's lower back, and her eyes sparkled as she looked around the cabin.

"Thank god," she said. "Everyone's here."

"Thank god indeed," Anna said, putting both of her hands on Lily's shoulders. "Because I can't wait a second longer."

Things began to happen very fast

Anna walked Lily a quick few steps over to the couch, spinning her and then pushing her forward so that she fell backward onto the cushions, with Anna falling down after her. I was still over at my desk, but they fell down within a few inches of Jasmine, who sat up on her elbows and watched them.

Anna had Lily pinned down, her hands on her shoulders, kneeling over her. She smiled down at her, then looked up at me and Jasmine.

"I just heard the news a little while ago," Anna said happily. "Lily talked to me about the sort of celebration she'd like to have. And then we talked to Jasmine. And now I suppose we're all talking to you, Sam."

Lily rose up, pecking Anna on the cheek, and then kissing her on the mouth when she turned her head, slipping her tongue inside. Anna groaned, pressing down into the kiss. Just from the sound, I could tell how pent-up she was.

Lily broke the kiss slowly. She tilted her head back to Jasmine, looking at her upside down. Jasmine responded with a flirty wave, wiggling her fingers.

"I love that shirt, Jazzy."

"Thanks, my love."

Lily tilted forward again. "I think it's time for me to go get Sam."

Anna planted a kiss on the tip of her nose. "The painter genius can relax. Let me get him for you."

Anna stood from the couch and came over to me, putting a hand on my shoulder.

"Sam," she said, holding me, "I believe Lily is ready for you."

I stood from my desk chair, sliding my hand up Anna's side as I did. She was in a low-cut yellow T-shirt, cut at an angle on the bottom so that a wedge of her flat stomach showed. It was easy to slide my hand up her shirt.

"So this is what you meant when you needed time to think," I said, looking from Anna to Lily.

"I had some incredibly horny thoughts, yeah," Lily said, grinning excitedly, "and I needed to make sure all four of us could be together."

"Yeah, and we want to make Lily cum," Jasmine said, reaching forward to run her fingers through Lily's hair. "Hard."

Lilly went pink in the cheeks, leaning back into Jasmine's touch.

"It better not be just me cumming," Lily said, a shiver creeping into her voice.

I was already bubbling with so much anticipation that I could have assuaged Lily's worries right then and there, but this wasn't about me. We all wanted to celebrate Lily, together, our whole harem.

Wherever exactly all four of us would fit.


Chapter 5


"I

hope right here is good," Jasmine said, patting the couch and reading my mind, "because I don't think your bed can quite handle it."


"The beauty of the sectional." Anna reached down and squeezed my ass. "Now how about we get these fucking clothes off? I'm going crazy over here!"

Anna shook her blonde hair back and pulled her shirt up and off.

"Yes." Jasmine sat up and started to wiggle out of her clothes. "Y'all are lucky I didn't try to jump Sam's bones while I was waiting. Getting me all riled up."

"Selfless," Anna complimented her. "That's why I love you."

Jasmine tossed her shirt to the floor, her boobs with their perky nipples bouncing on her chest. "Back at ya, blondie. Now let's see those tits."

With a smile, Anna popped her bra off, and Jasmine thrust her hands in the air toward Anna and made squeezing motions. In short order, we all got stripped down, clothes strewn about, and Anna's guiding hands came again to put me where I needed to be on the couch.

Of course, I trusted the ladies to know what they were doing. I probably would have let them push me off a cliff, convincing myself I was going to end up balls deep inside one of them at the bottom.

The couch was a big L-shaped sectional, twelve feet long on its longest side, meant to fill up the big, open living room area of the cabin. So there was plenty of room for Jasmine to scoot backward while Anna shoved me onto the couch, the fabric rubbing across my bare back as she nudged me into the position she wanted me. She stood over me, naked, pink nipples hard, and examined her work.

"That's good," she said, crawling her eyes down my body and to my flagpole of an erection, which she lingered on. "Lily gets to go first. Woman of the hour, and all."

Lily slipped off the couch, coming around. Jasmine was by my feet; Lily's naked body brushed across Anna's, the blonde's breasts rubbing up against Lily's back.

"Normally I might be more polite and not jump to the front of the line," Lily said, putting a hand on my leg and running it up to my cock. She took me in a firm grip. "But not today. I've been horny ever since sucking you off on the road, Sam, and I'm going to ride you until my legs don't work."

With that, she hopped up onto the couch with me, straddling my legs, a foot or so below my cock. I bounced beneath her and watched her chest do the same before reaching my hands up to take great big handfuls of her tits and pinch her nipples between my knuckles.

"You don't have to be polite when you're trying to get off," I said, pulling her closer by the nipples, making Lily arch her back. "You can be as...forceful...as you need."

I pinched her nipples hard on the word, making her gasp. She scrambled up my body, pinning my dick upward against my stomach with her slippery wet pussy lips. I twitched at the stimulation, dropping my hands down to her hips.

"Okay, then." Lily dropped her face close to mine. "But you're a big, strong man, and it's not really a fair engagement, is it? I'll need some help. Anna, do you want to...occupy his face?"

Anna's hand came down to my cheek, which she rubbed affectionately. "More than anything."

She climbed over top of me with the same gusto Lily had, bouncing me on the couch underneath her thighs. I saw a brief image of Jasmine sliding up behind Lily, placing her hands on Lily's back before sliding them around the front to cup her breasts, and then my vision was cut off.

Anna settled her pussy down onto my face, and she was hot and wet and delicious. Immediately I was lost in her, my tongue coming out on its own to slide along her lips. She moaned in delight and pushed herself down onto my tongue, making me enter her, where her tunnel squeezed me. I wiggled my tongue inside her and felt the resistance, my cock throbbing underneath Lily's weight.

I could hardly do much more than lift my hands up and hold Anna by the hips while she sat on me. Down below, Lily rubbed herself along my stiff shaft, teasing both of us. I was groaning into Anna's pussy, drinking down her flavor, and dying for my cock to be buried inside Lily.

I didn't know how Lily resisted as long as she did, if she'd really been craving me ever since Elmdale, but after a few more long, gradual grinds of her hips down against me, she lifted up, letting my cock flip upward. And when she positioned yourself against me, I couldn't help but thrust upward, my tip sliding into her entrance. I heard her noise of pleasure even with my head caught between Anna's thighs, before she sank down on me, slowly, aching pleasure spreading through my body until she was flat against my crotch and I was pulsing inside of her.

"Fuck, that was hot, Lily," Anna panted, bucking her hips back-and-forth across my face.

"Even hotter from back here," Jasmine cooed behind Lily. "Take that cock, babe. You've earned it."

I wanted to tell Lily how good she felt, how badly I wanted to fuck her as hard as I could, but I was locked in to pleasing Anna. She tilted forward, feeding her swollen clit to my lips, and I pulled her most sensitive part in to flick it with the tip of my tongue. My nose was wet with her juices, buried in her folds. When her thighs squeezed around in my head and I felt her breathing stop, I knew I was in exactly the right spot.

I tensed my muscles as Lily's tight tunnel slid up the length of my cock before dropping back down on me, making my hips thrust again. I groaned between Anna's legs, savoring every silky inch of Lily's pussy while I sucked and pulled on Anna's clit.

"God, yes," Lily mounted softly as she rode me, almost too quiet for me to hear with Anna on my face. "Sam, you feel so fucking good…"

I was in a prison of pussy, and I never wanted to escape. Lily slid up and down my shaft in delectable fashion, savoring it, not going too hard even when I thrust back up into her as she lowered herself down. She'd been waiting all day, and she wasn't wasting an inch.

I felt a pair of hands on my legs as Jasmine closed the gap between herself and Lily. Her slender fingers slid around Lily's lips, sliding along her wetness, stroking my shaft while Lily sat at the tip. As Lily came down, Jasmine slid a finger in the alongside me, an interesting sensation that made Lily gasp. My cock nudged against her finger, and I felt it wiggle.

I heard Jasmine whisper something, but I couldn't make it out. Lily made some kind of affirmative sound, and then Jasmine's finger left her pussy. It was quickly replaced by her tongue, Jasmine licking up the bottom of my shaft. My breath caught in my chest as her tongue flattened along my cock and took in every drop of Lily's juices that she could get. Lily groaned, her pussy tightening around me as Jasmine's tongue continued upward and she started to lap at her girlfriend's asshole.

"Fuck…" Lily shivered on top of me as she started to ride me again, both of her holes being worked. I could practically feel everything that Jasmine was doing, her tongue going wild, back down to my shaft and up to Lily's ass over and over, before probing inside Lily's tight ring, making her pussy squeeze me again and again.

All the while, Anna rode my face like I was her personal toy, and I held onto her hips for dear life. She knew when to give me air, and she knew to take it away, dropping her weight on me and grinding herself against my eager mouth for long, sensual periods that made me feel delirious. I tried to hold her by the clit; I tried to see how deep I could get my tongue inside of her; I tried to hold her down when she pulled away to give me air, seeing how long I could go before I was forced to breathe.

But with Lily getting worked from both ends, from having one of the best days of her life and carrying a burning ember of arousal in her belly all day since the moment my dick had touched her lips, she was the first to orgasm. With Jasmine's tongue up her ass, and Jasmine's hand rubbing at her clits from behind while Lily slammed herself down on my cock, Lily dug her fingernails into my stomach and let loose a string of curses to accompany her climax. She let it all out, everything she had been holding onto all day, everything that had been building up inside of her. Her pussy clamped down on me, but still I thrust into her, hammering those spots inside her that gave the most pleasure. Jasmine held her close, eating her and rubbing her and fighting against the bucking motions of her ecstasy, while Lily dropped her head and let the pleasure flow through her until she had nothing left.

With Anna's pussy trying to eat my tongue, I squeezed my eyes shut and came inside of Lily, the need urgent and unstoppable. Her fingernails left half-moon dent marks in the skin of my stomach, and she held on tight until I was finished.

I heard a little smacking sound as Lily patted Anna's thigh, and the sexy blonde rose up off of me so that Lily could look at me from between her legs.

"How's your refractory period?" Lily asked me with a tiny grin, breathing hard.

I remembered our conversation in the truck. "Nonexistent," I said, which at this moment felt very much true.

"Good." She patted Anna again, and Anna took her seat on me. Lily pulled off of my dick, a few drops of my load splattering down onto me, and then I felt a shifting weight.

"My turn," came Jasmine's voice, and then instantly I was buried inside of her. She wasted no time, not looking to savor or take it slow. Jasmine had been watching me fuck Lily, had been eating her ass and rubbing her clit and licking my cock and my balls, and she was ready to get pounded.

I felt the soreness in my cock, but I ignored it, and it was soon overwhelmed my Jasmine's tight pussy pounding down on me. Anna slid her cunt across my face and put her clit into my mouth again, and I knew she was ready to cum, pushing urgently against me. I pumped myself into Jasmine, meeting her motions and loving every loud gasp of pleasure that I forced out of her as my cock hit her just right.

Suddenly, I wasn't alone between Anna's legs anymore. Lily had come up around the other side, and now she was behind Anna, giving me a teasing lick on the bridge of my nose with the tip of her tongue before diving into Anna's rear and rimming out her asshole just as eagerly as Jasmine had done to her.

It was the sexiest thing I had ever been a part of, and yet my harem still managed to make it even more intense. Anna dropped forward over me, making room for Lily, and I felt Jasmine shift her weight, tilting backwards with me still inside of her. With her legs spread straddling me, this was ample opportunity for Anna to find Jasmine's clit and her tongue to go crazy on it. I heard her lapping and sucking on Jasmine's pleasure button, Jasmine leaning back and putting her weight on her hands while she still rode me.

If I hadn't just cum, there was no way I could have lasted another minute. But it was Anna who couldn't hold out anymore, and with my mouth working her clit and Lily's tongue buried halfway up her butt, her climax came with the force of a hurricane. I knew she was squeezing on Lily's tongue with her back door as her orgasm ripped through her, her pussy dripping onto my face and her whole body vibrating on top of mine through the long delight of her orgasm.

Lily pulled free of Anna's ass, dropping back onto the couch to catch her breath. Anna stayed on top of me though, eating Jasmine's pussy, her tongue sliding around my cock as well before she latched onto her clit and just started to suck on it hard.

Jasmine shrieked, pounding herself down onto my rigid cock, over and over, faster and faster until she reached her peak, slamming herself down on me and grinding her G-spot against the steeled resistance of my pole, cumming as Anna refused to let go of her clitoris.

"God-fucking-damn," Jasmine panted, pulling herself off of me and letting my hard cock bounce backward, flinging droplets against Anna's chest and my stomach. "You...already made me sore, you big-dicked fucker."

I wanted a funny comeback, but then Anna sucked my cock into her mouth, and I could only gasp and claw at her as she lay on top of me. It didn't take long before I was cumming again, whatever was left going straight down Anna's throat as she swallowed me down.

She got off of me, and for the first time in a long time, I was able to see the ceiling. I lay on the couch, the life drained out of me, with Lily, Anna, and Jasmine standing around me and looking down like they had just watched me faint.

All naked, of course. What a view.

"I thought we were taking care of Lily," I said weakly, pushing myself up on my elbows. "But I get drained twice?"

Lily giggled, snuggling up between Anna and Jasmine and pulling them close. "Just consider us more efficient."

[image: image-placeholder]

We had about enough energy to pull our clothes back on, but there was no way in hell any of us felt like cooking. I ordered pizza (we were just barely in the delivery range of exactly one place on the edge of town, and I tipped very well for their trouble), and we relaxed in the living room.

Fortunately, we hadn't actually made a mess at all on the couch, so we were free to laze about. I knew that the cushion covers came off for easy cleaning anyway. We weren't always so lucky in that regard.

"Sam was telling me about his time at the Book Loft," Jasmine said, scratching her nails through Lily's scalp. Lily shivered.

"Oh, I love the Book Loft," Anna sighed. "I was meeting a lot of clients there before my office renovations were done, as long as the meeting wasn't sensitive."

"You, too?" I tilted my head back to look at Anna. "It's like all three of you were conspiring to keep this a secret from me."

Anna looked surprised. "You hadn't been there yet? You, the author?"

"Guilty." I stuck my tongue out at her. "Now I have to make up for lost time. Maybe I'll grab lunch there a couple times next week. You all can join me of course, if you're free."

"So how'd you end up there after all this time?" Anna asked.

"I haven't been reading as much as I usually do," I said. "I had three books I was working through, but I found myself being less and less of a hermit lately."

"Ah. Distractions." Anna laughed.

"Better things to do, I'd rather say. But I did eventually make it through my little book pile and I finally thought, 'Where's the bookstore around here?' And then I spent seventy-five dollars on books."

"That's the Book Loft, all right," Lily nodded, an awkward motion while lying down. Her hair hung off the side of the couch.

"Well, if you're gonna be spending a bunch of time there..." Jasmine sat up, catching my eye. "I know the owner, he actually did some adjunct teaching at Ulmer. Would you want to do a book signing? I can set up a meeting with him." She grinned. "Just don't tell your agent it was me."

"A book signing..." I murmured, thinking about it. I hadn't done a signing in a while, well over a year. Usually they were to promote a new release, but in a small town like this, the signing on its own could be an event.

I hated that my first instinct was to say no. That was the hermit inside of me, the guy from a few months ago who had planned on being ephemeral. But that wasn't me anymore; things had changed in ways I never could have imagined. And I wanted to do something here, to be part of the town in ways beyond giving a pizza delivery guy a good tip.

So I told my old instinct to go to hell.

"That sounds like fun," I said, a smile taking me over. "Let's do it."

To Be Continued...
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