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About
His Writer's Harem: Book 9


Sam is ready to make Ashbury his home. And business often mixes with pleasure when the harem is involved.

Sam's got a book signing lined up in Ashbury's grand book store, and he and Jasmine have worked together on getting everything set up.

But first, he has a secret meeting with Anna. As his lease on the cabin nears expiry, it's time for Sam to make some permanent residency decisions. Sexy blonde lawyer Anna is more than happy to help.

Big decisions are coming, but Sam isn't scared. After the best months of his life, he knows Ashbury is where he wants to be—and Anna, Jasmine, and Lily are who he wants to be with.

His writer's harem is getting a home, but more is to come...


Chapter 1


In the last His Writer's Harem, Sam discovered Ashbury's Book Loft, and Jasmine had an interesting suggestion...

"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."

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

Two months ago, Jasmine had put out the idea that I should do a book signing at the Ashbury Book Loft, the incredible local bookstore that I'd been back to at least twice a week since then. Even in a small town like Ashbury, it takes some time to get an event rolling. But now the signing was just around the corner, less than a week away, and I was excited.

I wasn't nervous, which was odd. I'd always had a little anxiety around signings—it just felt so insistent, me being the guy sitting at the table and waiting for people to show up. Like, who the hell was I, right? But when I saw the joy it brought people, especially certain superfans, it made it all worth it. It reminded me why I did it.

And sure, normally, that was for the publicity. This Ashbury signing wasn't about that, though. My work-in-progress was still a work-in-progress, so I had no new release to be promoting. This signing was for me to really feel like I was part of this town, and to see what that would be like. No longer just looking in from the outside, living in a temporary home, creeping closer and closer to the date on the calendar when I would have to start packing up my stuff again.

That had been the plan originally. It wasn't even a melancholy thing; this was meant to be a work retreat, essentially. A separation from the vestiges of my divorce; a big breath of fresh air.

But plans could change. And so could leasing contracts.

"I'm impressed you kept this a secret from Jasmine and Lily," I said, leaning over the paperwork.

Anna looked at me from across her desk, raising an unamused eyebrow.

"Please, Sam. This is work." She used the back of her pen to push a wayward strand of blonde hair back behind her ear. "You're my client, and not for the first time, by the way. You know how seriously I take confidentiality. I would never go blabbing your business to the harem." Anna smiled. "Even if it's very, very exciting."

I had taken up the services of Anna Halwell, Esquire, once more. How could I choose anyone else? She was damned good at her job, first and foremost, but it also meant I got to sit with her in her newly renovated office and spend time with her.

Plus, I got to look at her, and that was always a treat.

She had her blonde hair pulled back, the creamy skin of her neck showing. I liked the way her slim, dark eyebrows arched as she worked, reading documents closely, not missing a line. I also liked the way her breasts just-so-subtly strained at the buttons of the white shirt beneath her light gray blazer. The way the tip of her tongue would poke between her lips as she neatly jotted her signature where it needed to be. And the way she smiled, looking back up at me with her green eyes, handing me the pen and letting her fingers drag across mine.

I was paying her, too, by the way. Even though she had offered to do it pro bono.

"It's a real estate transaction," Anna had said. "For one structure. You're hardly even going to be inconveniencing me. It's just a matter of bureaucracy and back-and-forth."

"That sounds pretty inconvenient, I think," I had said.

"I deal with it every day. It's nothing."

I had shaken my head. "You're billing me. Your standard rate, please. I'm not going to set up some precedent where I'm mooching legal services off of you. Trust me, you'll regret getting tangled up in that web if I get sued for copyright infringement or image licensing or unauthorized likeness or whatever other bullshit."

Anna had sighed, but she had agreed, setting up our first meeting about it. Now we were onto the fourth and final meeting, the fun one: the closing papers.

I was buying the cabin.

Before all of this, leaving Ashbury had felt like a given, just a natural aspect of the plan I had laid out for the next year of my life or so. But that had been before Lily, Jasmine, and Anna. Before waking up to sunrises on the eastern porch, before sharing a bed with three women, before those same three women taking me all around town and beyond, teaching me things I'd never thought I'd learn, opening me up in ways I didn't know that I could.

Leaving Ashbury wasn't something I could even imagine now—and I imagined things for a living.

I thought Anna was downplaying the rigmarole of this process, too, but I wasn't going to press her on that. I just let her work, because she knew her shit a lot better than I did. It wasn't just a purchase of a property for sale; the lease I'd signed had pretty specific language and terms, but there was a part about renewal that Anna had lit onto when I'd first brought it to her. She'd told me they wouldn't have provided a renewal option with no end date if they were trying to oust me from the cabin. Which showed her that they'd be open to a sale.

Then she had worked her magic with the real estate people she knew in town, with the various municipal folk, and with the actual owner of the cabin, whom she did know personally (though they hadn't seen each other in some time). I'd met him, of course, when I'd first rented the place out.

And she had been right. Doug, the owner, was past retirement age, fed up with the weather in the Pacific Northwest, and ready to move somewhere temperate. When he'd done a check on the cabin as the end of my lease neared, he had been surprised that I hadn't changed anything. I just told him that I thought the place had been perfect the day I'd moved in.

Doug had liked that. He knew he was leaving the cabin in good hands.

"I'm getting déjà vu," Anna said as she slid papers over to me across her desk. Her shoulders gave a little shiver. "This is the last of it."

"You and I did first meet over a whole bunch of paperwork." I wiggled my eyebrows at her. "That was back when your office was still getting worked on, though. Love the place, by the way. You set yourself up real good here."

Anna smiled, nodding. "It was a pain in the ass, but it was worth the wait. We even got new glass on this window, triple-paned. Now the sun doesn't bake the back of my neck when I'm here late."

Her office was nice, a pretty big room set up in a way that did broadcast attorney to anyone looking at it. She had a dark wood desk and matching bookshelves bracing the wall behind her, on either side of the big, newly-redone window that looked out over the short stretch of grass behind the building. It was a shared office building, with two other suites; hers had a small waiting room out front where her paralegal and receptionist Sherry worked. A short hallway separated Anna's office from the front, and the frosted-glass door was thick for privacy.

I bent down over the papers and signed where Anna's sleek, glossy fingernail told me to, a smile growing on my face as I finished and set the pen down.

"Congratulations, Sam," Anna said, sliding her hand into mine on top of her desk. "The cabin is now yours, officially."

"And so are the property taxes," I joked, but I couldn't keep the grin off my face. "Goddamn, this feels good. I haven't felt this good about a big life decision since...well...since getting the whole harem together."

Anna squeezed my hand. "The girls are going to be really excited to hear the news. And I'll probably catch all kinds of shit for keeping it from them. But they can tease." She squeezed my hand again, harder. "I'm tough."

"Yeah," I said. I moved my hand upward, running my fingers up her slender arm, beneath the sleeve of her blazer. "And you've been working hard at this. You deserve a break. We should do something."

Anna brought a finger to her chin, thinking. "Dinner? It's a little early."

"I admit," I said, my eyes traveling down her neck and to her chest, "that I was thinking of something a little sexier than dinner." I glanced back over my shoulder, at the frosted glass door. "That locks, right?"

Anna opened her mouth, but didn't say anything. She looked at the office door, then to me. Then she picked up her desk phone and punched a button.

"Hold any calls for a bit, Sherry," Anna said, looking me dead in the eyes. "I need to focus."


Chapter 2


"You know," I said, standing up from my chair with a grin on my face, "I wasn't sure you'd go for it, here in the office."

"What, you think I can't mix business and pleasure?" Anna stood up, smoothing down the dark skirt she wore.

"Not that you can't," I amended. I watched her walk around the desk. "Just that you prefer to keep them compartmentalized."

Anna put her hands on my shoulders. "Well. I'm growing."

"Me, too," I said, and I picked her up by the hips and put her butt onto the front of her desk. Fuck, I loved how she looked in skirts. Even from the moment I had walked into her office for this meeting, seeing her in that skirt, my mind had been on one thing.

I mean, I was psyched about the cabin. But Anna Halwell in a short skirt? Nothing compares.

I yanked that short skirt up over her thighs while she braced herself with one hand on the desk and the other on my head. Her fingernails scratched my scalp as I eyed up her pink panties. They were quite lacy and frilly for a typical work day, and I just knew she had worn them for me.

"I underestimated you," I said, pinching the front of the material and pulling the panties down her legs. Already, they were damp at the front, and Anna made a tight, muffled mmf sound as my fingers grazed her lower lips through the underwear. She lifted her legs, feet together in her high-heels, and I slipped the panties over them and held them up.

"Maybe you're the one who can't mix business and pleasure," Anna chastised.

"Oh? Watch me." I pulled her legs open again, and with her skirt bunched up to her waist, I dragged her by the hips to the very edge of the desk and lowered my head between her legs. I spotted the corner of some piece of paper under her cheeks, and then I lost myself in the folds of her pussy.

"Yes, Sam," Anna gasped quietly as my tongue explored her. I loved her taste, licking up and down the length of her slit, finding her clit and gently sucking it into my mouth. Her thighs opened further for me, and I put my hands underneath, tilting her backward, exposing her more. I plunged my tongue deep into her hole and wiggled it, making strained noises come from her.

I knew she was trying to be quiet, here in the office. There were a couple walls between us and Sherry out front, but this was hardly a soundproof room. The pressure was off of me, down here eating Anna's pussy, where any noises I might make were naturally muffled.

Lucky me.

Anna stroked down my head, her fingertips tracing along my ear and making the hairs on my neck stand up. I shivered between her thighs, going back up to suck hard on her clit and see if I could make her scream.

"Sam! Ah!" She whispered sharply at me, but she was still keeping it together. "Too...much..."

It was fun, but I backed off, sliding down her lips again, tasting her. I reached one hand up, found her chest, and pushed her down flat on the desk. She gasped, and I heard something tumble to the ground and scatter. I paused.

"Just a pen cup," she panted, digging her fingernails into my scalp. "Don't stop!"

I went lower on her, finding her ass and licking her tight ring. She gasped and then moaned, pushing into me. With my nose buried in her pussy, I slipped my hands down to her cheeks and pulled her open with my thumbs, opening her up so that I could wiggle my tongue into her tight ass.

"Oh god, fuck yes..." Anna moaned quietly, writhing on the desk. Papers crinkled beneath her, and she slowed her movements down to a minimum, cursing.

My dick strained against the front of my pants, and I knew I wasn't going to be able to keep it contained for much longer. I'd had Anna on her back for a few minutes now, moving my mouth between her pussy and asshole, forcing my tongue into her and feeling her jump. She had reached down to rub at her clit, pushing herself forward into my face as I ate both of her holes.

I took one last long lick up her soft lips before I stood, pulling my head out of her skirt. I knew she didn't have all the time in the world, and it also happened that I wanted to fuck her very badly.

I dropped my pants and freed my rigid dick while Anna got up on her elbows, watching me.

"You think you can just come inside me while I'm working?" Anna said, her eyes locked onto mine.

"That was the plan," I responded, rubbing my hands up the inside of her thighs.

Anna shook her head. "I didn't plan to be a dripping mess during work but...oh, fuck it. Give it to me!"

I shoved up against her, letting my cock slide up across her wet lips. She trembled at the touch, pushing herself up and bending forward to take my cock in her hand and line me up with her entrance.

"No time for teasing," she told me, and I thrust myself inside of her instantly. Anna gasped, sucking in air and clapping her hand over her mouth, a muffled moan vibrating down through her body.

"No teasing," I said to her quietly, savoring the way she felt around me. "That means that these have to come out."

Her blazer was already unbuttoned, so I pushed it down her shoulders and I opened the buttons on her shirt, until every last visible one was undone except for the bits tucked into her skirt. I knew that Anna had a preference for front clasping bras, and that predilection worked greatly in my favor.

Her bra was a subtle tan color, meant to be discreet beneath her white shirt. I popped open the front clasp and let her tits free, immediately taking two handfuls of her big boobs and kneading them. Her hard nipples rubbed up against my palms, and she closed her eyes, her hand still over her mouth.

"That's good. See if you can stay nice and quiet." I brought my fingers to her nipples, twisting them while I started to fuck Anna on her desk. She was hot and wet and tight, and I loved the way her hips moved slightly every time I pushed forward into her. Lying on her back on the desk, she wasn't in any position for control. She had one hand over her own mouth, her other slipping down to rub her clit, and her tits bouncing in my hands.

I let them go to hold her around the waist, getting the delectable sight of her breasts heaving up and down while I started to slam into her with more urgency. Anna opened her eyes, looking at me, a smile creeping past the tips of her fingers, and she closed them again and arched her back as I hit a particularly sensitive spot inside of her.

"Sam…" she moaned through her hand, rubbing herself faster.

"How quietly can you cum?" I murmured to her, my own breath coming quicker as I held her on the desk and fucked her. My thumbs pressed into the flesh of her belly, making dimples on either side of her navel. I could feel the weight of her tits as her body moved back-and-forth, felt her knees creep up my sides as she raised her legs to wrap them around my back. The heel of one of her shoes dug into me from the side, but I didn't care.

Hell, I kinda liked it.

With Anna's fingers furiously rubbing her clit, she clamped her eyes shut and she came, her tunnel tightening on my thrusting cock. She twisted on the desk, grabbing me with her legs and crinkling papers beneath her shoulder blades. The sight of her arching her back and cumming on top of her desk, my dick buried inside her, the sunlight through the back window kissing her nipples, was something I would never forget.

I held her tight around the waist and let myself go, cumming inside her while her legs bent around my back and forced me deep. When I was spent, I pulled out, Anna's chest heaving and a big smile on her face.

"You might make me form some bad habits," she said, slowly releasing me from her leg lock and sitting up on the desk. She kissed me, her bare breasts pressing up against my chest.

"I'm not gonna apologize." I held her upper arms, close to her face. "Getting fucked on your desk during office hours is better than, like, taking up smoking."

"As long as I didn't mess up any papers," she said, shifting her weight to the side and peering under her butt. "Yeah, we're okay. That's just the cover sheet."

I grinned, sliding the wrinkled page out from under her. "And look, I'm even going to help you straighten out the desk."

"Such a nice guy." Anna threw her arms over my shoulders. "Congrats on the cabin, sincerely. It's a beautiful place and you're lucky to have it."

I kissed her again. "I'm lucky for a lot of reasons."


Chapter 3


Another lucky thing for me was that I had copies of my books sitting around. I always got shipments for signings, but it helps to not have to rely on a fresh run of prints for a signing, and to have some in stock. Print runs could take like six weeks, and if there was a fuck-up? Another six weeks.

Whatever copies didn't sell during signings, the remaining lots weren't usually big enough to bother sending back to the distributor, so I usually just hung onto the extras until the next signing. And when I'd moved to Ashbury, I'd brought them with me.

At the time, it had seemed like a waste of effort, but I hadn't wanted to leave the boxes of books behind. Now, I was glad I'd taken them. I had several dozen copies of two full series, and my publisher and I had rolled out new covers for these series a while back. The ones I had now were printed before that change, so they were rarer in that aspect, and hopefully a nice surprise for someone who came looking to buy a book.

It was those books that I was loading into the back of my truck on the day of my signing, with Jasmine's help.

"You usually bring your own books to your signings?" Jasmine asked, hefting a box up into the truck bed. I'd told her she didn't need to do that, but she had just stared me down and picked up a fifty-pound box of books without breaking eye contact.

"Not usually," I said, setting down my own box. "But even if I'd had to order some, I'd be transporting them myself once they got delivered here. I like to quality-check the print rather than sending them right to the bookshop anyway."

"Very hands-on," Jasmine said, grabbing my hand as we walked back to the cabin.

Jasmine worked at and attended Ulmer University, which was a few towns over, and she had started back up again recently as the fall semester had begun. But she didn't have any such obligations on Saturdays, which was why she was able to be here helping me prepare for the signing.

"I'm glad you're here," I told her as we went back into the cabin. "Even if I insist that you don't strain your back."

Jasmine patted her firm stomach. "I'm like a tree, Sam. Unbreakable through the middle. Go on, hit me."

I laughed. "No, but thank you for the offer."

Jasmine poked her tongue between her lips, her eyes glittering. She was in a sweeping purple top with dangling sleeves, and tight black pants beneath, some stretchy material that hugged her closely atop the flats on her feet, a faded light orange color. Jasmine's outfits always took my breath away and made my eyes linger on her, with her short pixie-cut dark hair and graceful movements. She was the kind of person you would turn your head toward as she walked past—and maybe your whole body, as you doubled back to get another glimpse.

"Lily said she'll definitely be at the signing, even though she couldn't stop by here beforehand," Jasmine said, running her fingers over another box. "I think she had a contractor coming over to her house or something."

Lily'd had her own house in Ashbury since before we'd met, though of course she and Jasmine had their own rooms at the cabin (and so did Anna, even though she wasn't usually able to stay over, busy in the startup of her law practice). Jasmine rented a place near the university, but since she normally stayed with family when she visited Ashbury, being in the cabin most days and nights had worked out perfectly for her during the summer. I saw her a little less now that she was back at Ulmer.

"Anna, too," I said, pulling up one of the last two boxes. "Well, not the contractor thing. But she's taking meetings on Saturdays and even Sundays. She's grinding like hell."

"Tell me about it." Jasmine gave me a knowing look, wiggling her eyebrows as she lifted the last box, and I snorted. Of course Anna had told her and Lily about our daytime office fuck. "I never would have thought Anna would be one to lift up her skirt during a business meeting."

"Please, remember what she and I did at town hall?"

"Yeah, but that was prior to a meeting," Jasmine pointed out. "And not in her own office. You're loosening her up."

"Naughty."

Jasmine bumped me with her hip, and we got the last boxes in the truck. "Is that everything?"

I closed the tailgate. "Yep. About that time, you ready to get going?"

She nodded, patting the back of the truck. "I'm so excited! And a little nervous. Are you nervous?"

"Just excited," I replied to her as she climbed into the truck with me. "Dean's been pretty laid-back about the whole thing."

Dean was the owner of the Book Loft. Jasmine nodded. "He's always great to work with. But don't let that chilled-out vibe fool you—he's really excited to have you. I know they're expecting a good turnout."

"It helps that they have a good amount of my books in stock, too." I started the truck up and got us onto the narrow road that led away from the cabin.

"It's good to be back in town for this weekend." Jasmine reclined the passenger seat, putting her arms behind her head. "How's the cabin without me?"

"Empty," I said honestly, then I looked over her with half a grin. "And quiet."

"Is that bad?" Jasmine's eyes dared me to respond.

"So very bad," I said forlornly. "It's terribly hard to write with all this peace and quiet. I do much better with a sexy lady walking around the house in sheer yoga pants."

Jasmine smiled, running her tongue along her teeth. "Well, you keep saying how you're ahead of schedule on your book. Someone has to reel you in, or you'll be giving your publisher the wrong idea for your next deadline."

"You're always looking out for me, Jazz."

"I am." She closed her eyes, letting the wind from the open window wash over her face. "Obviously I kept the Book Loft a secret from you so that you'd fall in love with it once you found it. Aren't you glad?"

"Hmm." I pulled us onto Main Street in Ashbury, the bookshop a couple turns away. "When you put it that way, it sounds more like you're my puppet master."

Jasmine put her hand on her chest, parting her lips. "I would never!"

"No?"

"Nope." She cracked an eye open and looked at me. "I would never manipulate you. I would, however, seduce you. To meet my own ends."

"Ends such as...?"

"Cumming hard enough to cry," Jasmine responded simply.

I made a little noise. "Are you coming onto me right now?"

"Definitely not." She closed her eyes again. "Not in the middle of something so important. Remind me, is your signing table going to have a tablecloth? One I could hide under so that I can secretly back up onto your dick?"

"Oh, my god."


Chapter 4


"How's this look for you, Sam?" Dean asked me, gesturing at the signing setup.

It was an eight-foot wooden table, on top of which stood two mid-sized prints of my first-in-series for the latest two sets I would be promoting here. There was a standing banner to the left side advertising the signing, with my name and headshot big and bold. And two chairs, one for Jasmine who would be assisting me. The table had a black tablecloth over it, hanging down to the floor.

I gave side-eye to Jasmine, who gave me a big, silly smile.

"It's great, Dean, thank you." I shook his hand. "Love the prints, too."

"It brings it all together," Dean agreed. He was a shorter guy, a little stiff, in his late fifties with wispy, graying hair. He wore a plaid sport coat that added five years to his look, and a little belly poked at the white dress shirt beneath it. He didn't bring a lot of energy to the table, but his pale blue eyes were lively and he got a little smile on his face when talking book business, so I could see what Jasmine meant when she said he was excited.

"The cafe staff know anything you want is on the house," Dean assured me. He glanced at his watch; it was quarter to noon, so I'd be 'open for business' in forty-five minutes. The staff had helped with bringing my extra books inside. "For both of you. Feel free to grab a tea or a sandwich or anything you'd like, and I'll be around."

"Thanks, Dean," Jasmine said, giving him a wave as he walked away. She turned to me. "Want to get a coffee or something?"

"Definitely."

We went over to the cafe that was inside the Book Loft, and I got a latte while Jasmine got a boba tea (I could never develop a taste for the stuff—I preferred my drinks to be all liquid). Despite what I had said to Jasmine earlier, I was a little nervous; just a trickle of adrenaline in my veins, keeping my heart rate up. And I'd gotten an espresso drink? What the hell was I thinking?

It wasn't genuine anxiety, just typical nerves that accompanied any kind of public event. The first ten minutes I'd make sure I remembered how to talk to fans, and then from there I'd be cool as a cucumber, even with the espresso working its way through my system.

We sat down at the table, Jasmine on my right. Dean had provided a few pens, but I had my own, one dedicated to signing books. It had actually been a gift from my ex-wife, six or seven years ago. After a few months here in Ashbury, I found that using it didn't bother me so much anymore, and I wasn't going to waste an excellent pen on the ghost of a former marriage.

"Hey," Jasmine said, nudging me with her elbow, "I think you've got your first of the day."

I had been looking down at the damned pen; I looked up to see a young guy approaching the table. He was maybe twenty years old at most, skinny like a whip, and he had two books tucked up against his side.

Jasmine gave him a wave as he approached, and I straightened up with a smile.

"Hi," he said, coming up to the table. "Sorry, I'm early, right? I can wait."

"I'm the one who's early," I said, gesturing for him to come over. "So thanks for giving me something to do. What's your name?"

"Eli," he said. "I didn't expect to see...it's just so cool that you're here in Ashbury."

"I think so, too." I grinned. "What have you got for me, there?"

"Oh, it's, um..."

"It Started at Starlight and, wow, Pretty as a Picture. I haven't signed this one in a while."

"It's my favorite Sam Browning book," Eli said immediately, spinning it around. "Well, I mean, my favorite book of yours. Sorry it's kind of beat up, I've had it for a long time."

"There's nothing I love seeing more than one of my books that's been handled to hell and back." I held out my hand. "May I?"

Eli set the books into my hands, and I put Starlight on the table, looking over Pretty as a Picture. It was one of my earlier books, my fifth ever, and my last standalone before I'd started to write in related series. I had always liked it, especially the cover, which depicted a cracked camera half-buried in a sparse, scrubby field.

I ran my thumb over the rivulets in the worn paper of the cover before flipping it open to the first couple pages to sign. Eli watched every movement as my pen traveled over the page, writing: Eli, read it till it falls apart. Sam Browning

I signed Starlight in a similar fashion, though with a slightly different inscription, and handed the books back to Eli, who took them with reverence.

"Wow," he breathed, a smile lighting up his face. "Thanks so much. I've never had a book signed before."

"Thanks for coming early, Eli." I shook his hand and sat back in my chair as he walked away, looking down at his books.

"That was awesome," Jasmine said, watching him go before turning to me. "And you were worried about being rusty."

"Actually, I was worried I would forget how to spell my name," I said. "But lucky for me, it's right there on the cover."

Jasmine gave me a light kick under the table. "I think that latte might have been too much for you."

"It should keep me going for a few hours, though," I said, before taking another sip.

There was a few minutes' gap before the next person, a woman around my age, came up to purchase one of my first in series and get it signed. Jasmine pulled it fresh from the stack of books and handed it over to me, and from there we were off to the races.

The turnout was great, and I found myself pretty busy from that moment on. When Lily came in an hour or so later, her eyes went wide at the people crowded around my table while Jasmine stuck her hand in the air and waved.

She came up on the side by Jasmine where there was room, and then Anna sidled up along behind her, a pleased expression on her face as she surveyed the line that had built up.

I finished with the fan I was signing for, giving her a sincere thank-you before I stood up to go see my girls.

"Sam! This is incredible!" Lily gushed, giving me a quick hug.

Anna got her arms on me too. "Is your hand cramped yet?"

"Not yet," I laughed. "Thanks for stopping by. I thought I'd have a little more time to chat, but..."

Lily waved my concern away. "It's okay. We both have running around to do, I've got a gutter guy coming...just trying to get all my homeowner crap done in one day, apparently."

"Everything alright?" I asked.

"Nothing major," Lily confirmed, "it was just time to take care of some stuff."

"Hey, if you guys want coffees, they're on the house if you're in Sam's harem," Jasmine whispered, making me snort and Anna perk up.

"Make that a raspberry tea, and I'm in." Anna found my hand and squeezed it. "We can stay for a minute, though."

"That's okay, don't worry!" I glanced over to the line, then back to Anna and Lily. "I've gotta get back to it. Thank you both for coming."

"Always nice to see you in your element. Way to bring in the crowd!" Lily grabbed Anna by the hand. "Let's get some teas!"

I watched them disappear past a bookshelf, and then I scooted back to my seat. Jasmine discreetly rubbed my back as I sat down.

I was set to sign books from 12:30 to 3:30, but when 3:30 came around and the line kept steady, I elected to stay. Dean had been coming around every now and then to check on things from afar, and when he swung around again towards the end of the time slot, I flagged him over.

I stood up, leaning over toward him as he came over to my side of the table.

"Wow Sam, this is something else, isn't it?" Dean glanced from me to the three or four people standing in line. "It's been like this all day. Even I didn't expect this kind of turnout."

"It's excellent," I agreed. "I want to stay here until it dries up, give everybody a chance. We just need a little break, maybe fifteen minutes, if you can let people know?"

Dean was already nodding. "Of course, of course. Jasmine, you know where the break rooms are, feel free to take some time in there. I'll make sure the fans don't think they've missed out."

"We won't be too long," Jasmine said. She reached out and grabbed me by the shirtsleeve, tugging me away from the table as Dean went to talk to the people in line.

"Whoa," I said, following her lead. The pulling on my sleeve was pretty insistent. "Got somewhere to be?"

"Come on, slow-ass," Jasmine said, looking back at me. "We only got fifteen minutes."


Chapter 5


Iknew that tone. I hadn't been thinking about sex the whole time I'd been signing—but now, hearing her voice, watching her ass wiggle in those tight black pants, I sure as hell was. Very suddenly.

Maybe the surprise was that I'd kept it off my mind at all.

She led us past the cafe, down a short little break in the wall that could barely be called a hallway, and then she shouldered open the swinging door that led into the break room.

"I worked here a couple summers, way back when," she explained. "But keep going."

I followed her; she stepped quickly through what must have been a break room, a little kitchenette and set of lockers off to one side, but no one else was in there.

Still, Jasmine didn't stop us there. She took us through another door, this one with a knob that she pulled open. When I followed her inside, she closed the door and locked it.

Jasmine flicked the light switch and I blinked as the fluorescents buzzed into life. The room was pretty small, maybe eight feet deep and about as wide, with a single two-drawer filing cabinet in the corner that was missing its bottom drawer.

"Used to be a filing room, then the cafe manager's office, which is why it has a lock." Jasmine threw her arms around me. "But as you can see, it's small and windowless and depressing, so they just stopped using it."

"Ah," I said, amused. "Perfect for doing something that we shouldn't."

"Exactly what I was thinking."

"Something like…" I flicked my eyes over to the abandoned filing cabinet. "Bending you over that thing and fucking you?"

Jasmine bit her lip, and I put my hands around her waist. She was so slight that I could practically touch the tips of my fingers around her, though not quite. I walked her backwards, both of us giggling at the awkward steps, until her butt bumped into the waist-high cabinet.

"Not a lot of time for foreplay," I murmured, sliding a finger into the elastic waistband of her pants.

"Who said I wanted foreplay?" Jasmine found my zipper and tugged it down with a swift movement. "Sometimes a girl just wants to get fucked."

"Then I guess she's getting fucked," I growled. My dick had already jumped to full attention at that last word of hers, and I was more than ready. I spun her around, pushing her down over the short cabinet and sliding my hand up her back.

"Yeah, Sam, fuck me like you need it!" Jasmine pushed back, rubbing her ass against my crotch.

I grabbed her ass cheek, and then I slapped it. Smack!

Jasmine jumped.

"Fuck," she whispered. "Do that again."

I dropped my pants down, letting them crumple around my ankles. "Say please."

"Please."

I wanted her bare ass. I yanked her pants down, exposing the brown sugar of Jasmine's naked butt, and let the fabric snap back against the tops of her thighs. She quivered as I watched, anticipating the hit, begging for it.

Smack! I gave it to her, smacking her with my broad palm, letting my fingers sting off the curve of her ass. She moaned, her ass bouncing briefly under the hit.

I gave her one more good smack on the opposite cheek, then I moved my hand down between her legs, sliding my finger across her lips to see how much she was.

"Jesus," I muttered. She was soaked, easily coating the tip of my finger in her juices. "How long were you sitting at the table, thinking about getting fucked?"

"Too long," Jasmine groaned, curling her fingers around the edge of the cabinet.

"So needy" I said quietly to her, sliding my fingers around her hips from behind. "I'm surprised you lasted this long."

"I almost didn't." She looked back at me, catching me with one eye. "I was close to asking for a little intermission a couple hours in."

"Mm." I took my cock in my hand, poking it down between her legs, beneath her pussy, crouching a little. Slowly, I slid it up the slick length of her lips, pressing lightly once I found her entrance. "I guess you should be rewarded for your patience."

Jasmine stood up on her tiptoes, aligning herself with me, and I pushed into her slowly, stretching her open. She gripped the edge of the filing cabinet hard enough for the metal to pop out of place as her hot, soaking wet tightness swallowed me.

I let out a hissing noise of pleasure as I pushed my groin up against her ass and went all the way inside of her. I could hear Jasmine fighting the instinct to scream out with pleasure as I filled her up, could see the firm grip she had on the edge of the cabinet, as though she might fall off if she were any less careful. Her pants, tight around her thighs, kept her legs clamped together, making her feel extra-tight around my dick, and when I pulled out of her, leaving just the tip inside, I left shiny smears of her juices along the insides of her thighs.

I pushed back in and she cried out, cutting it short before it got too loud. I gritted my teeth as her pussy dragged across my cock, huffing my breath out through my nose. Fuck, she felt good, like better than ever. Every stroke into her made my knees want to tremble and give out.

Sliding out, pushing back in, I realized it was because of the pressure of the signing. It was going well, way above expectations, and I had thought I was relaxed, but now it was obvious that I hadn't been. I was an unwitting, big ball of tension, and planting a hand on Jasmine's back while I watched my dick vanish between her legs was the fix I didn't know that I needed.

And, clearly, one that she needed too.

"Fuck, you feel so fucking good." I grabbed a handful of her ass and squeezed it before laying another smack on her. "Goddamn, Jasmine..."

"Faster, Sam," she begged, her legs trembling as she stood on tiptoe to get me in as deep as possible. "Fuck, yeah! Give me all of it!"

I slapped against her ass now, going from tip to base with every thrust of my hips. She was so tight, so wet and perfect. My balls banged against the backs of her legs, rubbing across the top of her pants, collecting traces of her essence in a wet splotch that left a stringy trail back to her pussy. I spread her open and leaned down into her, getting as deep as I could, thrusting hard and fast.

I didn't know how much time had passed. It felt like only two minutes, which meant it had to be more than ten, or longer. Probably we were running late, but whatever. Right now, this was the only clock that mattered.

"Jasmine...I'm gonna...mmf..." I bit my lip, ready to unload inside her.

But she moved so quickly I barely understood how she pulled it off. As I pulled out to thrust back in, she shifted her weight back and bumped me, hard enough to send me back a few inches and have my cock pop out. And then she spun in my hands, facing me now, sliding her back down the cabinet until she was kneeling on the floor.

She grabbed me by the hips and pulled my cock into her mouth, and I was cumming, slamming my hand into the cabinet to catch my balance, moaning as her tongue massaged the underside of my head and she sucked down rope after rope of my cum, blasting into her mouth and throat, my body surging with shock and pleasure as I looked down to watch every bit of it.

"Holy fuck," I said, settling back down onto my heels. She let my cock fall out of her mouth, taking big breaths. "Where did that come from?"

Jasmine shrugged, but she couldn't stop a sneaky grin. "What, you want it to drip out of me the rest of the day? Or have to clean the walls here? Public sex is like the forest—leave no trace."

Smirking, Jasmine stood, pulling up her pants and letting the waistband snap to her body in deliberate motion.

"I feel better." She took my hand. "Let's not keep the people waiting."


Chapter 6


Remarkably, we were only a minute or two past fifteen when we came back to the table (after taking a short sojourn into the bathroom to do a quick scrub and make sure we didn't smell too strongly of sex. Luckily, the cafe being near the signing table filled the air with other distracting aromas). I ended up staying until close to 5PM, when the crowd did start to thin out and I didn't feel so bad about getting things packed up.

Dean came over to shake my hand, and he was more animated than I'd ever seen him.

"Tremendous day, Sam, tremendous." He punctuated the words with pumps of his handshake before letting go. "If you ever want to have another signing here, consider it done. Maybe when that new book is out, yes?"

"Absolutely, Dean." I gave my signing hand a shake, loosening it up. "I need to build up my signature muscles again. I'll be in touch."

"And Jasmine, thanks for thinking of the Book Loft." Dean took her hand too, shaking it just as hard, which Jasmine matched up to with a fierce grin. "Sam, I'll get you the final sales numbers and payout tomorrow, but both of you can eat free here till the end of the year, okay? I'll make sure the employees know."

"Now we'll never get him out of here," Jasmine cracked, elbowing me. I laughed, but there was some truth to it. The more time I spent here, the more time I wanted to spend here.

"Well, I've had my fill today," I said to Jasmine after Dean left us. "And good lord, I am hungry as hell. Dinner? Anywhere you want to go?"

"Honestly," Jasmine said, rolling her shoulders, "I'm wiped. Going out sounds like too much. What if we picked up some thai or something?"

"Ooh. Lemon Stalk." That was our go-to place. "Yes, I'll call it in. You want to check with Anna and Lily?"

A few texts later, the whole harem was confirmed to be good for dinner, and an evening in at the cabin was what everyone wanted after a taxing day. I pulled the truck up to the cabin with zero books remaining, but a hot cardboard box full of what felt like ten pounds of thai food ready to be ravaged by the four of us.

Anna and Lily were already at the cabin, and Lily pushed the door open as Jasmine and I came up the steps.

"I can take that," Lily said, eyeing the box.

"Out of my way," I said, bumping her with the edge. "If anyone's getting the first spring roll, it's gonna be me."

After some giggling and cajoling, we sat down around the kitchen table with a big assortment of food containers between us. We were too hungry to be polite about it, so hands crossed, forks jabbed, and spoons scooped as we filled our plates and got to eating.

I had three spring rolls and a sizable portion of pad thai before I felt like slowing down, sitting back in my chair. We had talked a bit about the signing and how it had ended up, and Lily and Jasmine were chatting about one of the professors at Ulmer that Jasmine didn't particularly enjoy working with.

Across the table, Anna gave me a look, lifting her eyebrow.

Oh, shit. Right. Walking into the cabin, I hadn't even been thinking about it.

"Uh," I said, not sure how to start it really. "I have something of an announcement."

Lily and Jasmine turned to me, Lily chewing on some kind of sprout.

"I officially bought the cabin today." I grinned, feeling suddenly sheepish. "I'm staying here."

"Get out!" Jasmine stood up, her chair scooting back. "You bought it? You...you own this place?"

"Sam! Oh my god!" Lily smiled ear-to-ear, getting out of her chair to hug me.

I put an arm around her. "I was keeping it a secret until it was all done, but as of this morning, yep. I own it. The lease was coming up, and I could have just talked to the owner about renewing, but after some discussion with my lawyer, I...wanted more."

Lily glanced back at Anna. "You're all quiet over there, Anna-banana. Did you...gasp." Lily said the word aloud, her lips parting. "Did you two do this together?"

Anna nodded slowly. "I don't love not telling you guys stuff. But he gets client confidentiality. Plus," she said, breaking into a smile, "a surprise is a lot more fun."

Jasmine came over and kissed me on the cheek. "I can't even tell you how happy this makes me, Sam. I've been wondering what your plan is...I'll be honest, I couldn't imagine you leaving. I thought you might get some other place in town at the end of the lease, but buying the cabin, holy shit! It's just...perfect."

"You're right," I said, looking over the three of them. "There was no chance I could leave Ashbury."

But what I really meant, and what they knew, was that there was no chance I could leave them.

"I'm half-shocked," Lily said, sitting back down. "But I must have known like you did, Jazzy, that Sam was going to stay. I guess I kind of have an announcement, too. All those contractors I had today, the last few days? I was sprucing up my place and making sure it didn't have any problems, because I wanted to put it on the market after your lease was up." Lily met my eyes. "Assuming you decided to stay."

I got a warm feeling in my chest, like things were coming together more perfectly than I ever could have hoped. "You're selling your house?"

Lily nodded. "Ready to have me in here full-time, stud?"

"More than ready." My happiness felt almost cartoonish. "I know you're all leading busy lives now, and like before, I don't expect you all to live here right away, or maybe our harem doesn't even have to work like that, maybe we do have separate places, but...I do hope we can all live here together, at some point. The place is big enough."

"I want that, too," Anna said. "We'll find a way to make it happen."

"Definitely," Jasmine said. "We go with the flow, but sometimes, we have to make it flow our way."

The future was opening up in front of us. I had a million things I wanted to say, to discuss, to fantasize about or plan. But right now we could just celebrate, enjoying each other's company, and finish the food before it got cold.

Because damn, there was something about good news that made me hungry.

To be continued...
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