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Foreword


This omnibus is a complete collection of the His Writer's Harem series, containing all 10 books.

Thanks so much for reading, and I hope you enjoy the story!

Myra Dusk


His Writer's Harem: Book 1


About
His Writer's Harem: Book 1


Coming off a contentious divorce, author Sam Browning has left Chicago to seek peace in a forest cabin. With electricity, internet, and a healthy ten miles between him and the nearby town of Ashbury, he hopes this writer's retreat will help kickstart this new chapter of his life—and his next book.

Things start off disastrous when a fallen tree blocks the trail to the cabin, but the blow is softened by the beautiful Parks employee Lily, who is there to help. And as they grow closer, Sam finds the harsh memories of his old life harder and harder to focus on.

Follow Sam as he navigates a new life, new relationships, and the women in Ashbury who are going to change everything he thought he knew about love and desire.

His Writer's Harem is an erotic harem romance series containing high heat scenes for adults only. Expect an MF start with a growing harem and a very happy ending. Book 1 is MF and introduces Lily, with more women to come in future books!


Chapter 1


SAM

I tried to remember the last time I had driven on a dirt road. Maybe...damn, had I been twenty years old? Yep. Back in Pennsylvania, in my dad's rickety truck, heading to the pond to go catch fish and toss them back. Twenty-two years ago.

Time is a real bastard.

I had just pulled off the main road onto what could only be generously called a dirt road. Really, it was a trail through the woods, apparently meant for vehicles, yet I still felt like my sideview mirrors were going to get knocked off at the slightest wrong movement. I drove like my grandmother, hands atop the steering wheel, crawling, and it still felt too fast.

Part of me wanted to just jam on the gas pedal, because I was excited. After two hellish years of divorce proceedings, I was actually excited for something. Mark that on the calendar. After I made it through these woods in one piece, anyway.

My life had been left on the other side of the country, or at least the life I had been used to. Most of it had been pretty great. The last couple years with Marcie tended to wash over those good periods, though. I was hoping that—among many things—this temporary move out here to the Pacific northwest would help me focus more on the good times rather than the bad ones. Time may be a bastard, but it's supposedly a terrific healer.

I turned the wheel a fraction of an inch to the left, following the tiny undulations in the trail. Everything I had cared to bring with me was packed in the back of this pickup, and it was going to be covered with a layer of fallen green leaves from the canopy above by the time I got to my destination.

Scanning the trail ahead, I reached up and scratched my chin through my beard. I'd grown it out the last couple months. Usually I kept it trimmed short, but hey, new life, new facial hair, right? I'd have to spend some time looking into beard oils and whatever guys did to take care of their beards. Or, you know. Do nothing except scrub some soap into it during a shower. Probably I'd just end up doing that.

I continued creeping slowly up the trail, hovering between five and ten miles an hour and not daring to go faster. And thank god I didn't, because I might have hit her.

I saw her dark hair first, which stood out a lot more than her outfit, earth tones that blended in with the forest around us. She had her back to me as I drove up, and she must not have heard me right away, because she didn't look back. She was struggling with a huge branch that had fallen down over the trail.

As I pulled around the corner and more came into view, I saw her roofless UTV parked off to the left side of the trail. It had the seal of the nearby town on it—Ashbury.

I brought my truck to a stop and unclenched my fingers from the steering wheel, opening the door and hopping out. That was when she straightened up from the branch and looked back at me.

"Hey," I started to say, and then my voice literally faltered because of how pretty this girl was.

Beautiful, really. Deep brown eyes, with her medium-length brown hair pulled back behind her head, bangs framing her face. Her visage at this moment was stern and frustrated, with sweat shining on her brow. Even so, she was stunning. And considerably younger than I was, probably somewhere in her twenties.

"Oh, hi," she said breathlessly, bringing the back of her hand to her forehead. "You're heading this way?"

"I was," I said, nodding at the branch. "I can help you with that. I think between the two of us we can clear it off the road."

She smiled briefly, a look that lit her up. "Thank you. If you didn't come along, I..." She furrowed her brow. "Ugh. I mean—not at you. 'Ugh' at Joey for not putting the rope back in the side-by-side. Normally I would have just tied this up and towed it off."

"Well, Joey owes you a beer, I guess." I walked up to where she stood by the big fallen branch.

The woman rolled her eyes. "Oh, he'd love that. He—" She stopped and shook her head. "Never mind. My name's Lily. I'm with the parks department for Ashbury."

She stuck out her hand, and I took it. I felt callus on her palm.

"Sam," I told her, giving her a smile that she returned.

"Great to meet you, Sam." Lily gave me a single strong shake, then dropped her hand. "If anyone's owed a beer, it might be you."

I chuckled. "Let's make sure I can actually help get this cleared before we go awarding me anything."

Lily grinned, then turned back toward the fallen limb. She was in a pair of stylish forest green slacks that hugged her hips, and a pale brown blouse that didn't show much cleavage, but couldn't hide the size of her chest. I politely tried not to stare as I walked around her to grab the left side of the branch, toward the jagged stump where it had broken off.

"Okay," I said, getting a good grip. "Towards me."

The branch was huge, with hundreds of other, narrower branches sprouting from it. Many were broken off and scattered around our feet. As we got to pulling on it, I dug my shoes into the dirt. The lengthy hunk of wood probably weighed two hundred pounds, maybe more, and the drag of all the stubby branches made it difficult to move.

But move it we did, foot by foot. Lily grunted, pulling at the branch, straining back towards me with her hair dangling off to the side. We carved up the dirt with our feet and our haul, snapping off more branches as we did. One burst into the air, splintering upward and spraying me with wood shrapnel.

"It's fighting us," I joked, but grunted with the effort of yanking the thing to the side of the trail. Lily snorted, redoubling her efforts.

Together, we pulled it back far enough for the road to officially be considered clear. I dusted my hands off, flexing my fingers. "There we go. My workout for the day."

Lily turned toward me, brushing her bangs away from her face. "Until we get thirty seconds up the road and find another branch."

I pushed my own brown hair away from my forehead. Like my beard, I'd let it grow shaggier than normal. "Yeah, well—"

Crack!

The noise came from overhead. I shot my gaze upward as another massive cracking sound tore through the still forest air. Then a thick branch tumbled free from whatever weak, dry limbs had been holding it, and fell right toward Lily.


Chapter 2


There was nowhere to push her—either into the spiky mess of the limb we'd just dragged, or down into the jagged pieces it had left all over, and my body didn't let me just shove this woman into the dirt. Instead, I darted forward and pulled her into my arms, hugging her against me.

She gasped in my ear, and a millisecond later, the thick branch broke across my back.

I grunted as fire tore across my shoulder blades, the impact hard enough to shake Lily in my arms. The branch splintered across me, giving me another fine spray of shards and wood dust before dropping to the ground.

I stayed tense for a moment, but nothing else fell, so I slackened my arms, letting Lily go and stepping away from her.

"Sorry," I said quickly, because I knew getting grabbed by a stranger out in the woods was not on the top ten of any woman's ideal days out. "Are you okay?"

Lily blinked, gaping at me. Her hair had gotten mussed up from my handling, but she didn't go to fix it. "I...yes...Sam. You got hit?"

I nodded, even that small movement flaring up the pain from the branch. I tried to play it off. "It's nothing. I just didn't want you to get cracked in the head."

Lily bit her lip, sucking in air. Then she set her face, determined. "Turn around."

"Really, it's—"

"Turn around and let me see," Lily said, and her voice was like a whipcrack. Compelled to listen, I turned for her, displaying my back.

Lily gasped, and I heard her steps in the dirt as she walked up to me.

"It's that bad?" I said, looking back at her.

"Jesus, Sam..." Her fingers touched my upper back lightly. The pain was replaced by icy goosebumps, and I felt color rise in my cheeks.

"You're bleeding. It tore right through the shirt." Lily cast her eyes down to the ground, at the branch itself. "I can't believe you...that branch is huge. It could have killed me."

"Nah." I turned back around, glancing down at the limb. It looked about as big around as the grasp of both my hands, and it was covered with jagged little nubs, which explained the burning pain and tears in my shirt. "Hm. Okay, it's bigger than I thought."

Lily let a breath of air out of her nose, pushing her bangs away from her eyes. "I don't know how to thank you. You—oh, let me patch you up. I have a first aid kit in the side-by-side."

I raised my hands. "That's okay, miss. I appreciate it, but I'm on my way to this cabin, I think it's just up the road? There's stuff there, I can take care of it."

"Is anyone else there?"

"Just me," I said, shaking my head.

"Well, you're not going to reach your own back." Lily firmed up again. "I know the cabin you're talking about. Wiltshire's. I'm going to come with you and get you fixed up."

"Miss—"

"It's Lily," she said, staring me down, "and you only got hurt because you were helping me out, Sam. It's the least I can do, alright?"

I imagined getting to the cabin, peeling my shirt away from my dried blood, and trying to rinse myself off. She was right; I had no way of caring for this myself. I'd probably want a trip to urgent care or something, but for now, any patching would do.

And she was—Lily was, I don't know, intriguing. Three inches shorter than me, probably seventy pounds lighter, but tough. Strong. Something told me she could have eventually dragged that branch off the road herself if I hadn't shown up. Yet despite getting cracked over the back by a slab of wood, I was glad that I had.

"Okay, Lily," I said, nodding. "I'll take you up on it."

"Good." Her face softened. "Are you okay to drive?"

"Sure. I just won't lean back into the seat."

Lily grimaced. "Yeah. Don't do that. Follow me, it's only a couple minutes from here."

She went over to her vehicle, hopping into the driver's seat and leaning over to check something. Probably that the first aid kit was there, and that Joey or whoever hadn't screwed that up, too. When she straightened up and looked back at me, I jerked into motion and went back to my truck. I had just been staring at her.

Climbing back into the cab, I tried to get a grasp on what was going through my head. I couldn't remember what I had been thinking about before I'd pulled the truck to a stop, and that was actually a relief. Like that branch had knocked some new sense into me, and instead of thinking about the turns in the road that had led me here, I was thinking about the ones ahead.

Lily backed up and pulled onto the trail, driving around the tip of the fallen limb. I followed after her, driving slowly while my mind buzzed pleasantly and without worry for the first time in a long time.


Chapter 3


The cabin wasn't much further ahead, and we didn't run into any toppled trees. With my back singing some devilish song, my eyebrows slowly raised as the place appeared around the tree trunks and made itself known.

It was gorgeous. I'd seen pictures, but I had been in a flurry when choosing the place, and I wasn't too picky about what it looked like—I'd just wanted to make sure it was far away from Chicago, primarily, and that it wasn't some one-room pile of logs with a wood stove. I had work to do, after all.

The Wiltshire cabin was no pile of logs. The whole thing was a rich mahogany color, wooden siding with a shingled roof. Not really two stories, but more like one-and-a-half, with a peaked roof that contained a loft area. The pointed front wall seemed to be fifty percent glass, with big windows stretching throughout to let the sun in. A stacked-stone chimney stretched up through the south side of the roof, and a railed porch wrapped around most of it, finishing at the north-end sunroom that stretched over the back slope and had support columns underneath.

I thought, Damn, this looks almost as good as Lily does. Almost. And then I told myself I had to get it together, because this woman was doing me a favor, and my first impression in this new town had already gone miles different than I'd expected.

I parked beside Lily in the small dirt lot in front of the cabin. The sun was almost directly overhead, throwing my shadow behind me while I squinted into the bright beams that made it through the trees.

"This place is beautiful," I said, hardly realizing I was speaking aloud.

"It is." Lily came over to me. "You're renting it out?"

"Yeah, for a while."

"Do you have the key?"

"Uh..." I blinked, clearing my head. "No, there's a lockbox. I have the code."

We walked up to the front stairs, going up onto the porch. I could feel Lily staring at my back, and I wondered how bad it looked. It certainly didn't feel great.

The lockbox hung off the door handle. I punched in the four-digit code I'd gotten from the property manager, and thankfully the key was inside when it popped open. I plucked it out and unlocked the cabin.

I smelled pine as we entered, the scent of wood cleaner. The natural light of the forest illuminated the interior, but with the open space and high ceiling, the light dissipated into a pleasant softness. The kitchen was off to the left, stretching out from the corner; past it, a set of floating stairs led up to the loft, which curved above us and tapered down after the big sets of windows on the far right. A sprawling den took up a lot of the main room, sectional pieces and tables arranged casually, giving an air of relaxation.

"Wow," Lily murmured. "They've redone this place."

"The listing boasted it as 'very modern,'" I recalled, lifting up an arm to stretch and wincing when it pulled at my back.

The first aid kit rattled in Lily's hand. "Come on. Bathroom."

She led the way, and I fell into step. "So you've been here before?" I asked her.

"I didn't rent it," she replied, not looking back as we stepped around a sprawling sectional couch in the den area. "It was pricey even before this interior redo. But I was here for work, helping to survey the property line."

The bathroom door was a wood finish as well, almost blending in with the wall, but the gold handle stuck out to give it away. Lily pushed the door open and stepped back, ushering me inside, then closed the door to give us more room once we were in.

"In case you're wondering, I know what I'm doing," she said, snapping a look over at me before she plunked down the kit and popped it open. "I'm not going to suture you or anything. Just basic stuff."

"I appreciate it," I said, watching her even as she turned to look at me, clearly waiting for something.

She raised one of her sharp eyebrows. "Go on."

"Huh?"

Lily dipped her head. "The shirt. Take it off. Sorry to break it to you, Sam, but it's ruined."

"Oh. Right." I shook my head, then pulled up my shirt while Lily washed her hands in the sink. I wasn't usually this slow. It could have been the tree branch to my back. But I had a feeling it was more to do with this woman, ordering me around and being pretty as all hell. I hadn't looked twice at another woman since Marcie and I had officially split, come to think of it...

I pinched my lips together as I pulled the shirt over my wounds, but I held in any sounds of pain. And there was certainly pain, as I peeled it off the tacky drying blood. I got it off and draped it in front of myself, looking at the ragged mess the back had become.

"Definitely ruined," I muttered, balling it up and dropping it into the tub behind me.

Lily watched me with keen eyes, though I wasn't sure why. Whatever she had seen on my torn-up back had to have been much more shocking than the front side. I was just a guy with a hairy chest and a flat stomach. Catching a glance at myself in the mirror, I thought maybe my beard made my head look too big.

"Okay," Lily said, her voice soft. "Come over here and let me see."

I closed the distance between us and turned so she could examine me. Bless her for holding back any further wincing, though I could see the guilt in her face in the mirror.

"Hey, don't feel bad," I told her, turning my head. "I'd do it again. In a heartbeat. And I'd do it in a better shirt, too."

That made Lily smile, and I saw her cheeks go pink. Then she shook her head.

"Just hold still." Lily reached back and flicked on the light, since whatever came in through the small bathroom window wasn't sufficient. "I have a pair of tweezers here, I'm going to pull out the slivers."

I nodded. Lily hesitated for a moment, her canine tooth grabbing her bottom lip. Then she put her hand on me, against my back, fingers stretching toward my side, and she came up close. I hoped that she didn't hear my sharp inhale of air, but I knew that she had to see the goosebumps returning on my neck and arms, and I stuck my tongue between my teeth. Embarrassing.

She didn't comment, though. I held still for her as she navigated the long scratches on my back, removing what the branch had left behind. The splinters began to gather in the sink.

"Oh," I said, gritting my teeth as the tweezers grabbed and pulled. "That was a big one."

"Sorry," she whispered.

"Felt good coming out," I responded. "Find another one like that if you can."

Stop it. You're flirting.

Shit, was I? I didn't mean to.

She feels bad enough about the whole thing. Don't go making her uncomfortable, too.

I thought I heard a small laugh from Lily. Her hand was still on me, holding me more firmly. But eventually she let out a tight, frustrated noise, and took her hands away from me.

"The light in here sucks," she declared. "We should go out to the den. Here, grab a towel just in case we need to keep the couch safe."

Lily opened the door and turned the light off, taking the kit with her while I fetched a towel from the stack folded beneath the sink. We walked out into the brighter light of the main room, and she gestured over to the couch.

"Sit down, it'll be easier," she told me. "You're too tall."

"One of my faults," I said, sitting down on the edge of the couch.

Lily smiled down at me. "Not in a bad way," she said. "Turn a little bit."

I did, and she dropped one knee onto the couch, putting her hand on me once more. With my back turned to the windows, it was much easier for her to see the bits and pieces she was getting out of me. She plunked them down into an empty tray inside the first aid kit.

"So Sam," she said, her fingers creeping across me. "What brings you out here?"

I thought about what I wanted to say. I answered with what was mostly the truth.

"Work," I said. "I'm hoping this is a good place for it."

Lily continued examining me. "You rented a cabin out in the woods for work?"

"I'm a writer," I told her. "So I'm trying to treat this whole thing as a writer's retreat. Just, you know, a solo one."

My right hand unconsciously went to grasp at the empty ring finger on my left hand, my fingers twisting around the base before I pulled them away.

"A writer. That's interesting." Lily was silent for a moment as she freed a splinter. "Anything I might know?"

"Maybe," I said. "If you're into crime fiction. There's a series of books, Rampages, that are my best sellers. Other than that..."

"Did you say Rampages?" Lily stopped what she was doing, setting the tweezers down on top of the kit. She came back around to my front, holding the towel in her hand. "You're kidding me. You're Sam Browning?"


Chapter 4


"You're kidding me," I said, laughing. "You know who I am?"

Lily's mouth dropped open. "You're fucking with me. No, no way, that's such a random thing to lie about."

I raised my hands. "No lie. I don't typically need to keep it a secret. If I do a book signing, it's not like there's a line out the door."

Lily blinked, her eyes scanning over me as though she were searching for the truth. "But don't you live in...was it St. Louis?"

"Chicago," I told her. "I'm, uh...going through a transition period."

Lily closed her lips, shaking her head. "Shit, I'm sorry, Sam. I didn't mean to pry, I was just making conversation. And I'm not like, a stalker, it's just that I was reading one of your book jackets the other day. Of course I got the city wrong. But I...can't believe this."

Her eyes glanced over my shoulder, widening, and she stepped around me and pressed the towel to my back.

"You're bleeding," she said, her voice adopting the firm tone again. "Hold on, I'm almost done."

Then her hand was back on me, and son of a bitch if the goosebumps didn't come back, too. I couldn't shake how this woman made me feel. But heaven help me if I was going to do anything about it. I'd been married for eight years and officially, legally divorced for about four months. My sea legs felt like they were still years away. Besides, hitting on her now, when she felt indebted to me? When she actually knew who I was and read my stuff? That didn't feel right.

"That's the last of them," she told me, and unless I was imagining it, her free hand squeezed me a little, her fingers pressing into my side. "Hold on for just a second. I'm going to wet the towel to wipe you off, then apply some antibacterial."

She got up off the couch, nipping over to the bathroom for a moment before coming back with a clean, wet towel.

"It's very kind of you to do all this," I told her as she walked around me again.

"Sam," Lily said softly, "you saved my life."

"I..." My words trailed off as the towel touched my back. She had wet it with hot water, and it was lovely and soothing, even against my wounds. She went gently down my back, padding me vertically in neat rows and folding the towel over to use clean spots each time. Her other hand found my side again, holding her steady against me.

I felt the urge to touch her hand, to cover it with mine. I resisted.

Her fingers pressed into me. "It's not looking so bad," she said, finishing her last swipe down my shoulder blade. "Just the ointment now. It's going to be cold."

"Sure," I said, my voice feeling tight. She kept her hand on me as she tossed the towel to the hardwood floor, only taking it off once she needed to use both hands to twist open the tube. Then her fingers were back, this time spreading small amounts of the antibacterial where I had been cut. Her delicate fingers traveled across the expanse of my back, Lily clucking her tongue occasionally as she worked.

"There," she said after a minute, lowering her hands. "It's too much to bandage, at least with what I have here. Putting a clean shirt over it—one you don't mind staining—should be fine. But you'll probably still want to go to the doctor, have an actual professional look at it."

"Thanks a lot, Lily," I said. "Sincerely."

I turned toward her on the couch, finally facing her after having her behind me for so long. She was in the middle of brushing a hanging strand of hair behind her ear, her deep brown eyes intense and latched onto mine.

"It's the least that I could do," she said, smiling. "Jeez, Sam, not only did you save my ass, but you helped me get the trail clear, which was half the reason I was out here, anyway. I hardly think this makes up for it."

"You don't have to make up for anything," I said. "Anybody would have done the same."

"I don't think so." Her voice was quiet.

Our hands were close together on the couch, both of us pressing our weight into the cushion. The silence stretched on, growing thick and heavy. She had the sun behind her, lighting her in a halo, like a beautiful silhouette. Christ, she looked like a fucking angel, an angel with brown hair and kind eyes and hands that could drag a tree or delicately clean a wound in such a way that it sent tingles racing across every nerve in my skin.

I knew then, that it could happen. That I could kiss her. The idea was surreal and tantalizing, a dream within my grasp. Even more surreal was that I could feel that same energy from Lily, pushing up against me, like she was touching me with her hands clear. I could put my hand on hers. I could lean in.

But...I couldn't. We were perfect strangers. I must have been twelve, fifteen years older than her. And while I had come here in part to distance myself from the vestiges of my divorce, that didn't mean I was trying to get involved with someone else so soon.

It could be healthy, the voice in my head countered. Instead of locking yourself away in solitude.

It could be. But I didn't know if I was ready.

How will you know if you don't try?

I pulled in a breath. I knew what I had to do.

"I should...probably get a shirt on," I said finally, curling in my fingers where they were planted onto the couch.

Lily paused, then pulled back slightly, like whatever spell had fallen over us had retreated. "Oh. Y...yes. You don't want to leave the wounds exposed."

With a weight of regret so heavy that it was hard to stand, I got up from the couch. The pain in my back was the least of my concerns now, as my mind raced through all the ways I could have handled this differently. Standing there like an idiot, I realized that I didn't have clothes in here, and that everything I had brought with me was still in the bed of the pickup truck outside.

"I'll be right back," I mumbled, leaving Lily sitting on the couch while I walked out the front door, the air cold against the cream on my back.

Blinking in the sun, I descended the steps and walked over to my truck, feeling like some shirtless behemoth, like a Bigfoot that didn't know how to operate in society. At least a suitcase full of clothes was in the backseat, rather than buried in the truck bed. I dug out some thin blue T-shirt destined for the garbage before long anyway, and threw it on. It stuck to my back.

Carrying the suitcase, I went back into the cabin. Lily was standing now, the first aid kit held by the handle.

"It feels alright?" she asked.

"Yeah, good as new."

Lily rolled her eyes as she walked up to me. "You're going to see a real doctor, right?"

"I will," I assured her. "I'll probably sleep on that for tonight, get settled in, have some dinner. Then see who can take me for an appointment in the morning. I've been on the road for three days, I could use the rest."

Lily nodded. "Coming from Chicago? Definitely. But…" She looked around. "Do you have food here? I kind of doubt you hauled a load of groceries with you, too."

I grinned. "Some might call it food. Others might call it a big bag of pretzels and a package of frosted cupcakes that I got from a gas station two hours ago. But it'll do me just fine."

"Sam—"

"Really, Lily, you don't have to do anything more for me. You're going to make me feel like I'm taking advantage."

I could feel her forthcoming offer to, I don't know, cook me dinner or something. And while that obviously sounded great, fantastic even, I'd already taken up too much of her time. She was working. She was way too beautiful to be hanging out with someone like me. And honestly, I'd just done what anybody would have done.

But in my head, a different voice gave the real reason that I was keeping her at arm's length.

Marcie doesn't like you anymore. Why would anybody else?

At that moment, her phone buzzed in her pocket, and her eyes flicked down to it. She didn't take it out though, she just patted it through her pants.

"That's gotta be Jim," she said to herself, then looked back up at me. "My boss, checking in."

"I've sucked up enough of your work day," I told her. I saw her getting ready to say something, and then a flash of inspiration cut through me.

"Why don't you give me your number?" I said quickly, and cleared my throat. "I mean, just so—I don't want you to worry. And if there's some emergency, or all the skin falls off my back, or my cupcakes disappear and I'm starving to death, I have somebody to call. "

That made Lily smile, which was a relief, because I was having a hell of a time figuring out the emotions flickering across her face.

"I can work with that," she said. She pulled her phone out of her pocket, and I did the same with mine. "I'll take yours, too."

"Should I just put you in as Lily?" I asked, after giving her my number and taking down hers.

"Lily Abbott," she said. "Two Bs, two Ts."

"Lily Abbott. You are confirmed." I locked my phone.

"And so are you, Sam Browning," Lily said. She looked me up and down before smiling. "A writer's retreat. You're working on a new book?"

"God willing," I said. "Off to a great start so far."

She smirked, bringing her hand to her mouth. "Sorry for causing such a stir to your day. Seriously—call me if something is wrong. Fever, magical cupcake disappearance, whatever. I don't care if you think I've done enough. I disagree." Lily raised one eyebrow and stared at me firmly. "Okay?"

Her eyes sent a shiver down my back in the warmest way.

"Okay," I responded. "And the same goes for you, if you're shaken up or anything. You can call me. Text me. Whatever you young folk do."

Lily's eyes flashed. "I'm twenty-six! What are you, like thirty-five?"

That got a real laugh out of me, a guffaw that buzzed my chest. "Now it's you who's fucking with me."

"No, really." She put her hands on her hips, and the plastic first aid kit thunked against her. "What? Forty?"

"That's more reasonable." I fought at my laughter. "I'm forty-two. And three months."

"Forty-two. Fine. And you act like we're a generation apart." Lily sniffed. "Your body—ahem. You look younger than forty-two. In case you were wondering."

Pinkness in her cheeks again.

I tucked my phone in my pocket. "I'll take it as a compliment."

"Of course it is," she said.


Chapter 5


Iwalked with her to the front door, and she pulled it open and stepped onto the porch, turning around to face me.

"Despite how insane this all was," Lily said, "it was nice meeting you, Sam. How long are you going to be staying here?"

"Same to you," I told her with a genuine smile, the pain in my back long forgotten. "Timeframe is kind of up in the air. At least six months, depending how things go."

"With the book," she said.

"Right."

"Well, good luck, and enjoy the cupcakes." Lily gave me an impish grin, then she turned and walked down the steps, leaving me to watch her as she got to her vehicle, waved, and drove away.

I stood there for a moment before closing the door. Insane, she'd said, and that was a good word for it. Give me a million tries, and I never would have guessed this to be how my first day at the cabin would have gone.

Lily's absence made the burning in my back more apparent. I dug some ibuprofen out of the suitcase I'd brought in and swallowed them dry, then let out a huge breath and sat back down on the couch. But I didn't let myself stay down for long, because I knew I'd get too into my own head.

So I got back up after just a minute and got to work. I backed the truck right up to the porch and started unloading. I knew it wasn't smart to do before my wounds had a chance to heal, but it had to be done, and it wasn't a ton of stuff. Most of what I owned was in storage back in Chicago, and I'd come out here with what I viewed as the essentials.

Clothes went to one of the bedrooms I'd chosen for myself. A few plates, a few bowls and some flatware, to the kitchen. Electronics distributed accordingly: laptop on a sleek table in the den, near an outlet; humidifier to the bedroom; coffee machine to the kitchen. Toiletries to the bathroom, shoes to...well, those I just dumped by the front door. Maybe I'd get a rack or something.

I thought about eating, but I wasn't hungry yet. I was tired more than anything, the adrenaline seeping out of me, the slowly fading afternoon light pleasant and soporific. With the unloading done, and the majority of the unpacking finished, right now nothing sounded better than the couch. Not even the gas station cupcakes.

I lay down on my side, keeping far enough away from the back cushion to avoid messing it up. It was a deep couch, so there was room. I grabbed one of the decorative pillows and tucked it beneath my head. Not super comfortable, but in this moment, it was bliss. I relaxed into the couch and drifted off.

When I woke up, I thought I was still dreaming. The sunlight was gone, the room bathed in darkness. The little ambient light was starlight, pinpricks millions of miles away that were mostly stymied by the trees. But through the windows across the room, I could see the night sky, a swath of pure black peppered with specks of white, stretching behind and above the trees.

I swallowed, my throat dry. Sitting up reminded me of the pain in my shoulder blades, and the day, the place, all that had happened, came back to me. Not dreaming; just somewhere new. I sat there for a moment, rubbing my eyes, my shirt sticking to my skin.

I had to pee.

I stumbled through unfamiliar territory, flicked on some unfamiliar light switches, and went into the unfamiliar bathroom. I saw the sink empty and rinsed; Lily must have cleaned the splinters out when I'd gone to get a shirt. I didn't know why, but seeing that touched me. I couldn't remember the last time someone had...been there for me like this.

I took a quick shower, hissing lightly as the water hit my back, but it wasn't too bad. The towels that the cabin stocked were nice and soft, and once I was out, dried, and dressed in my nightclothes, I was feeling less like an alien.

And hungry. Time for those cupcakes.

As I struggled to remember where I'd tossed the car keys, I heard a knock at the door, which was so unexpected that I stood there stupidly for a few seconds and just stared at it. I was in a cabin in the woods. No one should be knocking at my door.

I heard "Sam?" and my heart skipped a beat. In my stupid sleeveless shirt and ancient workout shorts, I thudded my bare feet across the hardwood floor and pulled open the door and there she was.

"Hey," Lily said.

Her hair was down, brushing against her shoulders. She had on a pink blouse with thin straps that made no attempt to hide her cleavage. In her hands was a pizza box, white cardboard with a cartoon chef and grease spots. On her face were sparkling, pretty brown eyes and a growing smile.

"I was thinking, you know, that you could use a hot dinner," she told me, and she pushed the pizza box into my hands. "Instead of gas station cupcakes. And Picasso's is the best pizza around here, you're better off knowing that right away."

"Hi," I said, holding the pizza.

"Hi," she said, her smile faltering.

Samuel, I thought to myself. Do not fuck this up.

"I'm gonna be honest," I told her, and she raised an eyebrow at me before I broke into a smile. "It is really fucking nice to see you."

She blushed, running her tongue over her teeth. "Stop it. It's been like five hours."

"Feels like longer." I stepped back. "Come on in, see what I've done with the place."

"Oh, yes," she said, coming inside and closing the door behind her. "I see a coffee maker and a pile of shoes. I'm not sure which I like more."

"The coffee maker, trust me." I walked us over to the couch and set the pizza down on the coffee table.

"How's your back?" she asked.

"As good as it can be," I told her. "Thanks to you."

She smiled. "Wow," she said, looking out the wall of windows opposite us. "This is a hell of a view at night."

"The gap in the trees is perfect," I agreed.

Lily turned toward me. "So, why didn't you answer my texts? I thought you were capable."

"Your..." I flicked my eyes down to my phone, which I had set on the coffee table before my shower. "Oh, shit. I'm sorry. Long drive, and I never got a chance to charge my phone. It was at two percent when I took your number, and it died while I was sleeping."

"Mm. And I didn't interrupt your dinner?"

"Caught me at the perfect time," I said. "Let me grab us some plates."


Chapter 6


Isat with Lily on the couch, and we ate surprisingly good pizza while we looked at the stars through the window and talked. I had a six-pack of diet soda I'd thrown in the fridge, and we sipped on it.

"I hope I didn't tie you up from work too long," I said. "Did, uh, Jeff come down on you?"

"Jim," Lily corrected me. "And no, nothing like that. I just let him know I cleared the trail and that he should send someone to trim that tree, since it almost killed me." She flashed me a smile. "No mention of the handsome stranger who gave up his body for me. It didn't seem prudent."

Her words sent warm tingling through my chest. I set my pizza crust down on my plate and looked at her thoughtfully.

"Lily, let me ask you..." I chewed on the question. "What do you know about me?"

"What do you mean?"

"You knew who I was," I said.

"Not until you told me," she responded. "I mean, no offense. But you don't put pictures on your book jackets."

"None taken, believe me," I said. "That may have come out wrong. But I have to imagine you maybe hit the internet once you left here. There's a Wikipedia page, my website, whatever. Right?"

Lily chuckled. "Okay, yes, you got me. I could not resist a little snooping."

"Find anything interesting?" I met her eyes.

"Yeah." Lily set her own plate down, straightening up. "You're married. Or at least, you are online." Her eyes traveled down my body, then back up. "But no wedding ring."

I set my jaw, my eyes flickering away for a moment. "Divorced, now. For a few months. Not sure how long it will take the internet to catch up."

"I'm sorry." Lily reached over and put her hand on mine on the couch. "It must have been hard."

I met her eyes again, turning my hand so that I could hold hers. "I'm learning how to deal with it."

"Maybe..." Lily squeezed my hand, and moved closer on the couch. "Maybe I could help."

There it was. This unbelievably gorgeous woman was holding my hand, moving closer to me, staring me in the eyes, and telling me she wanted me. But the worst part was that I somehow still couldn't believe it.

"Lily." My voice was husky, my head tilted down slightly. "I'm not trying to push you away. But I'm forty-two. Recently divorced. I drove two thousand miles to live like a hermit in the woods and write books...do you really want to get mixed up with me?

Lily didn't hesitate for a second. She got closer still, so that our thighs were separated only by our clutched hands between them.

"Yes, I do," she told me. "And I don't want you getting it wrong, Sam. It's not because you're older than me, and it's not in spite of that fact, either. It's not because I think your books are great, although I do."

She leaned in closer. I smelled the perfume she was wearing, subtle and entrancing.

"I like you," Lily said. "You made the best possible first impression, and you're hot. So are you going to kiss me, or what?"

This close to me, she was like a magnet, and I gave up on resisting her pull. I lifted my other hand to her side, slid it up onto her back, and pulled her into me. My lips crashed into hers, and every doubt in the world disappeared.

Lily sighed, melting into the kiss for a moment before slipping her hand to my lower back and parting my lips, pushing her tongue into mine. I groaned, and my cock instantly got hard in my loose shorts.

The hormones flooded through me. I let go of her hand so that I could wrap my other arm around her and pull her closer still, feeling her lithe body up against mine. She put her hand up my shirt, coming through the bottom, fingers crawling over my hard stomach and up to the big muscles of my chest.

"Pretty buff for a writer," she said, her breath coming fast.

"I stay strong so I can help beautiful girls," I told her, and I kissed her again, finding her tongue with mine and tasting her. I put my weight onto her, pushing her down onto the couch, and she lay on her back, her hands caressing my sides but staying clear of where the branch had hit me.

Still kissing, that was when her hand found my branch, grabbing onto my hardness through my shorts and making me shudder.

"So hard for me already," she said, her voice full of lust while a smile tugged at one corner of her mouth. She stroked me through my pants, threatening to melt my muscles into batter. I held myself up on top of her, my cock pulsing at her touch, and she squeezed me hard enough to feel the beating of my heart.

"I want to taste it," she said.

"Fuck." I paused, then dove ahead. "I need your fucking mouth on my cock."

I got up on my knees, quickly sliding my shorts down. My cock sprang out, thick, throbbing, aching. Lily immediately sat up and grabbed it, stroking me with her slender but strong fingers, a hungry look in her eyes as she took in the sight. She planted her other hand on my chest and pushed me backward, tumbling me onto my back while she finished pulling my shorts off. The couch was deep and flat, meant for lounging, with a short backside. It accommodated us both just fine as she crawled over me.

"You are the hottest fucking thing I've ever seen." I grabbed Lily by the shoulders, holding her for just a moment. "Take off your shirt."

"Oh, you want to see my tits?" Lily asked innocently, smirking as she got up on her knees, straddling me, and pulled her pink blouse up over her head.

"Fuck yes, I do."

Her lavender bra came next, quickly unclasped and tossed to the side. Now she was topless on me, and I reached up to take her breasts in each hand. I had big hands, and they more than filled my grip. Her nipples were light brown, and hard underneath my thumbs as I rubbed them.

She closed her eyes and enjoyed the touch for a moment before bending back down over me and pushing my hands away.

"I thought you needed my mouth on you," she said, snaking backward down my body. "Don't distract me."

In the next second, her hot breath washed over my cock, and then it was her tongue washing me, making my eyes roll back in my head as she gripped my dick and ran her tongue from the bottom to the top. Not in the mood for teasing, her lips slipped over my head, and then I was awash in the hot, wet embrace of her mouth.

"Fuck, Lily, yes," I gasped, putting a hand on her head and sliding my fingers into the brown tresses of her hair. She closed her eyes as she swallowed me, inch by inch until she groaned and her throat vibrated around my cock and her lips or pressed up against my groin.

"No fucking way," I whispered, looking down at this girl that had taken the full length of my cock into her throat. Not that I was absolutely huge or anything, but I had still never been blown like this.

She slid her lips up and down my cock, opening her eyes to peer up at me while she did, and just the way she looked could have made me blow my load right there. But I held it back, savoring the sublime pleasure of her blowjob. She was into it, closing her eyes again, descending on me. Her tits rubbed against my legs and her hard nipples poked against me.

And even as she blew me, Lily brought her hands down to her waist and wiggled herself out of her tight, hip-hugging jeans. If there was a sexier sight in the world than Lily Abbott undressing while she sucked my dick, it probably would have killed me outright.

Her mouth passionately worked my dick for a couple minutes longer, filling the den with the sounds of pleasure I couldn't keep muffled behind my lips. She was naked now, and she had her hand on my stomach, feeling my tension grow. She stopped, perhaps sensing my impending climax, or simply giving in to other needs of her own as she looked me in the eye with her mouth hanging open, sucking in air.

"You've got me so fucking wet, Sam," Lily said, putting her other hand on my stomach and pushing herself up.

"It sounds like you're telling me you need to be fucked." I grabbed her wrists. "So tell me."

"I need to be fucked," she said, staring me dead in the eyes. She slipped one hand from my grasp and wrapped her fingers around my cock, holding me tight. I grunted.

"I'm safe," she told me. "And I'm on the pill. Now you tell me: is there any reason I shouldn't put you inside me?"

Jesus. How could talking about safe sex be this hot?

"I am tested and clean since the split-up," I said, my voice strained as she increased her pressure on me. "And believe me, I have not gotten anywhere near as lucky as I am right now."

"Thank fuck," she said, "because I want you raw."

"Christ." I grabbed her hips, pulling her forward. My cock slipped from her fingers and ran across her silken lips, making her gasp. She dropped her hands to the couch on either side of me and lowered herself down, rubbing her pussy lips against the topside of my cock. Just from that, I could feel how soaking wet she was.

"You need me bad," I told her, reaching down to steady my cock. "But I need you even more."

I found her entrance and pushed inside of her, raising up my hips. A low moan escaped me as her tight tunnel engulfed me, and she matched it, dropping her head down while her hair brushed across my neck and jaw. Lily pushed back onto me, sinking herself down and taking the full length of my cock. Her hips settled down onto mine, and she let out a breath, her shoulders shaking.

"Oh, my god," she sighed. "You feel so fucking good, Sam."

I raised my head up and kissed her again, our tongues clashing as I started to thrust inside of her. I brought one hand up to her chest, cupping her breast and pinching her nipple between my knuckles. Lily grabbed my shoulder, digging her nails into me, passionate sounds pushing into my mouth as she met my thrusts.

She rode me, and I raised my hips each time to bury myself in her. Her tight pussy grabbed my cock, milking it, her juices dripping down the length of my shaft. Our sex was hot and wet and raw and wild. I bent my head down to suck her nipple into my mouth, following her as she sat up on top of me and grinded herself into me, swaying on my cock. Her head found the back of my hand and pulled me into her chest.

"Nibble on it," she told me, panting. "Use your teeth. I like it rough."

I found the hard edge of her nipple with my teeth and bit gently down onto it, and she screamed in delight, tossing her hair back. I sucked and nibbled on her hard nub until she pushed the other one into my face, and I gave it the same love and attention I had given to its twin.

"Just like that," she gasped, holding me. "Oh, fuck..."

With one hand around the back of my head, she slipped the other down between us and found her clit and started rubbing, her breath coming harsher and shorter as she pleasured herself. My cock throbbed within her, her hips moving majestically back-and-forth, sliding and rubbing me inside of her. I grabbed her ass with one hand while I tweaked the nipple that wasn't in my mouth with the other, pinching it almost flat between my fingers, which made her shiver with pleasure.

"Do it, Lily," I said, digging my fingers into her ass. "Cum for me, you sexy thing."

"Fuck," she cried. "Say it again."

"Cum for me," I said, and I got her nipple between my teeth.

Lily sucked in a quick breath, and then she came. Her orgasm was silent, all the noise locked inside her, but the crescendo came from her body, tense against me, then shaking as each wave of pleasure made its way through her. Her muscles gripped my cock, and she pulled me into her chest so hard that she could've suffocated me, burying me in her breasts. Her chest hitched, her body trembling, until she at last slackened, and then it was me holding her up.

God only knew how I had lasted this long to begin with. The fact that I had held onto my own orgasm while hers clamped down on me was nothing short of miraculous. With release burning inside of me, I tilted forward, lowering her down to the couch while I stayed in her. Her legs came up around me, and I thrust into her, keeping one hand behind her back.

Her eyes were dreamy, swimming in pleasure and the aftershocks of her orgasm. She put her hands on my shoulders, delicately running her nails down my arms.

"Your turn," Lily whispered, her lips parted. "Fill me up, Sam. Let it all out."

With a shuddering breath, I did, pushing myself deep inside of her. I flooded her with my cum, unable to hold back my moans of pleasure as I dropped my face down next to hers and emptied myself inside her.

"Holy fuck," I gasped, raising my head. "I am so glad you came back."


Chapter 7


We got cleaned up but came right back to the couch, staying naked, holding each other. I couldn't stop looking at her.

"I hope you don't think I'm some kind of slut," Lily said, rubbing her hand down my arm.

"No," I said. "I think you just know what you want and aren't afraid of it. I could learn something from you."

She smiled. "Yeah, that's right. I like to go for it. Even if you took some convincing."

"Well," I laughed, my hand on her hip, "I hope you don't think I'm some kind of prude."

"After that?" Lily licked her lips. "Not a chance."

The two of us lay there for a while, not talking, just enjoying the closeness and afterglow. The cabin I'd woken up to had been unfamiliar, full of sharp corners and things to trip over, making me a stranger in a strange land. Now it felt nothing like that. It was warm, like an open embrace, settling into the new shape of my life and fitting in unexpected ways. The most important of which was tucked up against me, her breath ruffling the hair on my chest.

"This place is really nice," Lily said, "and you are pretty nice, yourself. And I'd love to stay, but I can't."

She kissed me softly on the lips, then pushed herself slowly away, getting to her feet and stretching her arms up over her head. "I see your laptop over there, plugged in and ready to go. You have work to do."

"It can wait," I told her, sitting up.

Lily clucked her tongue. "I'm not going to start our relationship with a bad habit. I've heard you writers are famous procrastinators. So for your own sake, you should promise me you're going to write tonight."

"I promise." I grinned, and stood up from the couch. "Relationship, huh?"

Lily stiffened. "Oh. Jeez. Did I say that?"

"It's okay." I put my arms around her. "I'd like to see you again. Not to sound too needy, but I kind of have to see you again. To stay sane."

"If it'll help your sanity..." Lily smiled, nibbling at the corner of her lip. Then she laughed. "Of course I'll see you again. I'll have to show you around Ashbury. Maybe show you off to my friends, if you don't mind." She put her hand up flat on my chest. "Because, you know, you are really hot. I'm sure they'll like you."

"You can take me anywhere," I said, "and show me to anyone."

"I'll hold you to that." Lily kissed me again, soft, but longer, and I held her. But eventually we had to part, and get dressed, and then I was back at the front door with her again, saying goodbye in a much more bittersweet fashion.

"Charge your phone," she said, "and call me tomorrow."

"Try and stop me."

Her eyes lit up with her smile, and with a laugh, I let her go, not closing the cabin door until she had driven off in her blue sedan.

In a daze, I walked to the desk in the den, sitting down at my laptop and opening up my word processor. I stared at my outline, reading it over, but not absorbing any of the information. Each time I blinked, Lily filled up my vision, and her afterimage lingered.

Damn. I couldn't stop thinking about her. And I knew that if I plugged in my phone, the next thing I'd be doing was letting her know, and breaking my promise.

Tomorrow. I could call her tomorrow. But first, I had to earn it.

I got my fingers on the keys and started to write.

To Be Continued...


His Writer's Harem: Book 2


About
His Writer's Harem: Book 2


Lily's friend Jasmine has come to town, and the two women have been talking about Sam.


Author Sam Browning is on a spontaneous writer's retreat after his divorce, and an unexpected encounter with the beautiful Lily has him wondering what else he might find in the town of Ashbury besides his new manuscript.


Lily's best friend Jasmine lives a few towns over, but she's staying in Ashbury for a few weeks, and Lily is excited to introduce her to Sam. Not only that, but it seems she and Jasmine have shared a boyfriend in the past, and Lily is warming Sam up to the idea.


It sounds crazy, but as they all meet and the night stretches on, it becomes clear that Lily wasn't joking—and that Sam's cabin in the woods is going to be making room for one more beautiful woman.



Chapter 1


SAM

It was good that this cabin was so spacious, because pacing was a very important part of my work as a writer.

That was how I got the gears going, got my mind moving. I did a lot of talking to myself at the same time, as well. Walks helped, but a walk in the woods or down the street was different from a good, old-fashioned pace around the house. Or, in this case, around the den, with the early morning sunlight streaming in through the windows of the cabin.

Of course, it was also difficult to take notes while I was pacing around, but that's what dictation is for. No matter how badly it messed up my characters' names.

"If Jeremiah comes into town in October," I spoke into the document on my phone, "that lines up with the boating accident. But you still have to explain why Sam was there."

I paused the dictation but kept my feet moving, musing to myself. Then I opened the dictation again and thought aloud, taking down the words.

"If he was out of town for Redmond...then...no, he was out of town for family. His aunt's surgery, maybe. We can figure that out. Yes, that's perfect."

I backspaced the last three words and felt that rush I got when pieces of a plotted story fit perfectly together. Some stuff I sat down and planned out well in advance, but every now and then you needed to do a little improv.

And then, once you met your goal, you could do the stuff you really wanted to do.

That was enough plotting to satisfy me. I'd been awake for a few hours, and I'd successfully resisted the impulse to call Lily up until now. I'd promised her I would write last night, and I had; then some more this morning.

I hadn't expected to feel so inspired on my very first day here. I had Lily to thank for that.

I pulled up her contact in my phone and called her.

"Oh my goodness," she answered, her voice gushing with awe. "Is this Samuel Browning, Hegeswell Award-winning author?"

"And is this Lily Abbott, tree-feller and bringer of pizza?" I responded crisply, a grin tugging at the corner of my mouth.

Lily laughed. "The very same. How did writing go?"

And then, before I could respond, she continued: "I miss you."

"I miss you, too," I said, instantly and sincerely, letting out a breath. "Only a few hours apart, and look at that. Already the cabin feels empty."

"Aw, that's sappy." Another giggle from her.

"As promised," I continued, "I got to writing. A healthy chunk of prologue, a setting outlay, and many paces of planning."

"Paces?"

"I'll explain later."

"Well, good for you," Lily said, meaning it. "I hope I didn't put you off schedule."

I shook my head at the idea, not that she could see me doing it. "For the first time in my life, I don't have a schedule. No deadline. No meetings. I told the suits in Chicago I'm fucking off for a year or so, and I'd probably come back with a book. That was good enough for my publisher. I'm a free man."

"In other words, you're all mine?"

I grinned. "That's pretty much what I was thinking."

"I like that." Lily paused. "How's your back?"

"Honest to god," I said, "I forgot about it until I got in the shower. And since then, I forgot again. But I'm going to get at least a cursory look-over at that wellness place over on, um, Madison Avenue. This morning."

"Good. Good." A pause and a rustle, like she was shifting the phone to her other ear. "Here's my plan, Sam. I'm gonna take a half-day off work in the spirit of almost dying yesterday, and I'm gonna take you on a fun little afternoon tour of Ashbury. To places more whimsical and fulfilling than the walk-in clinic on Madison."

"It's a plan," I said.

"It's a date," Lily corrected me. "Is that alright?"

"Yeah," I said, smiling. "That's alright."

"And I'm buying you lunch at Louie's," she said. "I figure I owe you at least two meals for the savior act. Then, maybe, perhaps, we're even."

I didn't bother trying to argue with her. The teasing tickled me in just the right ways, besides. "Louie's. Is that Mexican?"

Lily groaned. "Lord, give me strength," she said, but I heard a chuckle from her.

"So when are you free?"

"Twelve-thirty." She clucked her tongue. "Oh, and you know what? I almost forgot to say. My friend Jasmine—my best friend, really—she's coming to town for a couple of weeks, getting here later today. She and I were going to go out for dinner, but she loves meeting new people. Jasmine is...well, you'll just have to meet her. You'll understand."

"Sure," I said, dropping back onto to the couch. It was 10AM now. "So lunch with you, and then dinner with the two of you? Is this the 'showing me off' you were telling me about?"

"Ha. Yeah, I suppose. Jasmine and I had the plans already, but, you know, plans evolve."

"I am flexible."

"I'd like to see that," Lily said, her voice quickly shifting into something so sultry that I had to adjust my pants. "You know, I'm not going to want to leave your side once we're together for the day. So I hope you really did get all your work done, because last night took a lot of my strength."

"Last night, huh? Which part?"

"Hmph." Lily paused. "The coming...and the going."

I snorted. Damn, this girl was quick. "As agreed, I am all yours."


Chapter 2


Lily had to get back to work, so we said goodbye and I stood up from the couch, basking in the sunlight. Doctor's visit or no, I was looking forward to today, especially leaving the cabin. I'd come here to be cooped up, that was true, but staying inside all day would only help me to stew, especially during breaks from work.

And this was probably the longest I'd gone since the divorce without thinking about my ex-wife.

"You're lucky," I murmured. "If this all hadn't happened the way it did, who knows what you'd get up to? You'd be a hermit in here, maybe writing a book, maybe driving yourself crazy; probably both."

Talking to myself. That was also hermit behavior, but it was a lifelong habit, and one I didn't plan to shake anytime soon. Like the pacing, it was an important part of my work.

I got out of my house clothes and into a comfortable pair of jeans. My back wasn't bleeding, so I was glad to wear a shirt that I knew wouldn't get ruined. It was only after I'd locked up the cabin and gotten into my truck that I wondered if I should be dressing nicer. I didn't know what kind of place Louie's was, and for that matter, I hadn't really brought nice clothes with me. I hadn't expected a lot of fancy dinners while I was out here, and I had planned on exactly zero dates.

I looked down at my jeans and dark blue T-shirt with a faded sporting logo dying on the front of it, and I shrugged my shoulders. I had always hated dressing up, and Lily probably would have told me if she planned to take me somewhere nice, anyway. I kind of doubted that anywhere in Ashbury would be enforcing some kind of strict dress code.

I started up the truck and got moving slowly down the trail, wary of fallen trees and beautiful girls hanging out among them.

Back on the main road, I got up over eight miles an hour and wondered idly if it might be quicker to park my truck on the side of the road and then cut through the woods to reach the cabin. I decided that might be a great way to get lost in the woods, and mused on the idea of a character pulling off a stunt like that.

The town of Ashbury was about twenty minutes away from the cabin, depending how fast you drove. I felt a bit more liberated with the truck bed empty, so I made it there in seventeen.

Ashbury was a really pretty town, especially when you approached it from a rise like I was doing. The forest scaled up to the north, so I descended gently into the small township. The buildings were sprawled in a crescent shape among the landscape, and I got the impression that the town had been built up in bits and pieces as trees were cleared over time, giving it a pleasingly irregular shape that made it feel natural and alive.

I was utter shit with directionality, so it was the map app on my phone that guided me toward Madison Avenue and the clinic there. After a short wait, I got pulled in and examined and prescribed an antibiotic, but the doc did say that whoever had cleaned it out had done a good job. I was sure Lily would be happy to hear that.

I then got to go through the joy of setting up a local pharmacy pickup for myself. When I got back to my car and sat down, letting out a long breath, my phone buzzed with a text message from Lily.

Are you in town?

Just finished at the clinic, the doctor praised your patch job.


Omg stop. I'm out in 15 minutes. How about you pick me up at my place and I'll direct you around Ashbury?

Just tell me where




I got her address, and with time to spare, I cruised around town to find a grocery store and run in. On short notice, grocery store flowers were the best I could do.

Lily's house was a small, cute blue thing, a ranch stretching out to either side of the slightly-curved driveway. Her sedan was there, and I pulled up behind it, stepping out of my truck with the pink-and-purple bouquet of flowers tucked sneakily behind my back. I went up to the white front door and rang the doorbell.

I heard some sound of alarm from her inside, which was funny because I wasn't early, and was actually a few minutes late if anything. But it wasn't long before the door opened, and there she was, the sight of her immediately putting a smile on my face.

Lily had her brown hair down, medium length where it draped gently over her shoulders. The smile on her face matched my own, her deep brown eyes lit up with excitement. She had on a blue-and-white plaid patterned top and a form-fitting pair of jeans, and that was all I could see before she threw her arms around me.

I found her lips and kissed her, the touch new and exciting, and at the same time achingly sweet and familiar. The flowers crinkled behind her as I put my arms around her back, and the kiss was long and lingering.

I gave Lily the flowers when we pulled apart, a stupid grin on my face. She took them with a look of surprise. She looked at the bouquet, and then back up to me.

"You got me flowers?"

"Of course." My grin faded a little bit. "Uh-oh. Are you allergic to these? I don't even know what they are, they just looked pretty."

Lily shook her head, holding her eyes closed for a little longer than a blink. "No, I'm not allergic. You're just...really sweet." She let out a short giggle. "I guess I expected a man that I found in the woods to be more of...a jerk."

"Oh, I'm the man that you found in the woods, huh?" I put my hand on her elbow, holding her gently.

"Or the man that found me in the woods, I guess." Lily sniffed, regaining her composure. "All right, you big sweetie. Let me get these in some water and then we're out of here. Come on in."

Lily retreated quickly into the house, and I followed her, closing the door behind me so that I wouldn't let her air conditioning out. It was pleasant and cool within, and the windows let in a lot more natural light than it seemed like they might from the outside.

I followed Lily into her kitchen, where she laid the flowers down on the kitchen table before bending down to pull a vase out from underneath the sink. She snapped her head back to catch me staring at her ass, and I immediately flicked my eyes upward.

"You're not in trouble," she said, straightening up. "In fact, I was making sure that you were looking."

The way she said it made my cheeks burn. But I didn't want her to get the best of me.

"Like I could resist your ass for a second," I said, a line which came out far smoother than it had any right to.

Lily bit her lip and gave me a grin, rinsing out the vase before filling it with water. She took the flowers from the kitchen table and plucked them from the cellophane, setting them gently down into the vase. Then, leaving them on the countertop, she turned toward me.

"I'll cut the stems later." Lily came back up to me, and she kissed me again, only this time her hand went down to my crotch, taking a healthy handful of me and feeling the hard-on that had quickly begun to form.

I grunted into her lips, wrapping my arm around her so that I could grab a handful of her delectable ass, and she pushed herself bodily into me. She could really move me, her strength impressive, especially considering that I had a few inches and several dozen pounds on her.

"I can't wait," she whispered to me, her lips sliding off of my own. "I need your cock."

I got my other hand on her ass and picked her clean up off the floor, swinging her around while she gasped.

"Where's your bedroom?" I asked.


Chapter 3


It wasn't far.

I dropped Lily down onto her bed. Her comforter was gray and patterned with white, and the blinds were drawn on her bedroom window, probably because the rising sun would hit her right in the eyes every morning. I opened the buttons of her blouse like a set of curtains and laid bare her smooth stomach and powder blue bra.

Lily reached up and grabbed me by the wrist when I went for her front clasp.

"I said I needed you first," she told me, her breath coming a little fast. "Back up and drop your pants, Sam."

"You need it that bad, huh?" I said to her, learning more about this girl every second.

"You have no idea," she said, getting up onto her knees while her shirt hung open.

"I think I have some idea." I watched her with hungry eyes as she reached up to undo her bra.

"Yeah." Lily opened the clasp of her bra with teasing slowness before flinging it open and letting her big breasts out into the air. "I suppose you do."

Her nipples were hard, and her tits bounced as she shrugged her shirt and bra off of her shoulders. She watched me watching her. "Why are your pants still on?"

"You're awfully distracting." I put my tongue between my teeth, but I was quick to undo my belt and pull my pants down over my steely-hard cock. Judging by how good it felt just from my length springing out of my pants, I needed it pretty badly, too.

I honestly hadn't shown up here horny, let alone expecting anything. But Lily could easily change my plans. Or rather, evolve them.

She took a satisfied eyeful of my manhood before crawling forward on the bed and taking my shaft in her hand. Her fingers slid smoothly up and down my length while she nestled herself lower on the bed.

"You're hungry for my cock, aren't you?" I said to her, a growl creeping into my voice as her talented fingers danced along my shaft, sneaking down to my balls to fondle me.

"Yes, Sam," she moaned, bringing her head down to me. "I needed it so fucking bad."

Her bed was elevated, and Lily sunk herself low on her knees, bending down so that her tits brushed against her bedspread. Her mouth was level with my cock now, and her breath crawled over it just like her fingers had done.

Not content to let her have all the fun, I put my hand on her head and wound my fingers into her hair, and then I pulled her onto my cock. She opened her lips eagerly, swallowing me into her wet warmth. When Lily moaned in pleasure around me, the sound traveled through my cock and up my spine, giving me a delicious shiver.

"That's it," I told her, the sudden horniness she had stricken me with overwhelming my body. "Take it all down like a good girl."

Lily moaned again, and I knew that she liked hearing that. She was a strong woman to whom dragging fallen trees off trails was nothing new, but that same strong woman liked when I held her by the roots of her hair and thrust my fat cock into her starving mouth.

Her tongue massaged the underside of my shaft, and I was already leaking precum into her mouth. When she tasted it, she closed her cheeks around me and sucked hard. The feeling was intense, making my knees lose some strength. But I held firm on her hair, guiding her as her lips moved up and down my shaft.

Fuck, her mouth felt so good. I told her as much, catching a glimpse of her boobs swaying back-and-forth while she blew me. I slipped my fingers out of her hair and ran them down her bare back, feeling along her spine, watching the tiny white goosebumps ripple across her skin as I dragged my fingernails back up toward her head.

Lily pushed her head forward, taking me all the way down to the base and sliding into her throat. I made a choking noise in the back of my own throat as her muscles squeezed the head of my cock and surged hot, molten pleasure through me. My knees wobbled again. Lily lifted one arm off the bed and wrapped it around my hips, holding me close. She started to move faster on my cock, only going back a few inches at a time before shoving forward again, like she was fucking her throat with my tool.

My breath caught in my chest, my stomach tensing up.

"You are such a good cocksucker," I choked out, getting my hand back in her hair again just so I could hold her somehow. "Fuck yes, Lily, don't fucking stop..."

Her fingernails dug into my ass while she throated me, and it was evident how much pleasure she got from the act, her body swaying on the bed, her hips low and knees spread wide. I had forgotten that we were set to go about town. I had forgotten that I had met Lily only yesterday. All I could think about and all I could see was this beautiful woman sucking me off more passionately than I'd ever been sucked off in my life.

I knew she wanted it, so I told her.

"Here it comes, Lily." I curled my fingers in her hair, holding her tight. "Are you—mmf—ready for it?"

Her sounds of approval vibrated in my bones. I leaned forward against the bed just in case my legs gave out, and I tightened the muscles in my groin, holding off as long as I could while her lips swiped up my shaft and her tongue absorbed everything leaking out of me.

"Fuck, Lily...ahh!"

I erupted inside of her mouth as pleasure flashed white hot through my body. My cock swelled and jumped in her tight, wet grip, and she didn't let me escape. I blasted right down her throat and she swallowed it all, and she sucked hard on me again until she was sure that it was all gone.

Then, gradually, like a mermaid rising through the surface of a lake, Lily pulled herself off my cock and sat up on her knees. Her hair was wild, strewn about her face, her lips were smeared with shiny spit, and her chest heaved as she gasped for breath. Her eyes were alive and her lips turned up in a smile and she was the sexiest thing on the planet, in the universe, in the history of time.

With my cock still dripping, I grabbed her by the shoulders and I shoved her down onto the bed, climbing on top of her.

"That was fucking incredible," I told her. "And now your pants are in my way. So please fucking do something about it."

Still catching her breath, Lily just nodded, reaching down between my legs where I knelt around her to unbutton her jeans and slide them down her shapely hips. Her forearm bumped my dick, and my sensitive rod gave a jump, making my whole body twitch.

"That's good enough," I said, and I kissed her on the lips, then on her jaw and her neck, and then I moved down to her chest and grazed my lips along the soft flesh of her breast before taking her nipple in my mouth. It was hard, and I let my teeth dent into her gently. She let out a muffled cry of pleasure and her hand found my face, stroking through my hair. I sucked hard on her nipple, pulling it into my mouth, rubbing it against my teeth and feeling the small bumps on her.

But what I really wanted was further south.

I let her stiff nipple out of my mouth with one more kiss, and then I grabbed her roughly around the middle and pushed her further up the bed, making more room for myself to descend on her. She had gotten her jeans down to just above her knees; I tore them off the rest of the way, letting them fall to the floor, and I spread her legs open and got between them.

There she was, wet and glistening, the air heavy with the scent of her arousal. I didn't hesitate for a moment, curling my arms around the outside of her thighs and pulling her into me before I dove into eating her pussy.

"Oh! Sam!" Lily screamed, probably a little louder than she had meant to, because she instantly clapped a hand over her mouth, sucking in air.

I pulled my tongue from between her wet lips to chastise her.

"Don't scare the neighbors."

She started to say something in reply, but her words were stopped by my tongue, finding her clit and flicking upward on it. Lily finished her thought in muffled fashion into her fingers, and I pulled her clit into my mouth and started sucking on it. At that point, she had to bite down on her hand to keep from screaming, while her other hand found its way into my hair and she curled her fingers, locking her to me like I had done to her just moments ago.

She was panting, twisting, humping up against me. She had been horny, thinking about me all morning for all I knew, and she had been pretty much dripping onto the bed by the time I had finished in her throat. I relinquished her clit, not wanting to drag the orgasm out of her too soon, and plunged my tongue up into her tunnel, wiggling inside of her and feeling her squeeze at me while her nails scratched at my scalp. She pulled her own legs up further as I ate her, so I used my shoulders to help her with that, realizing that it must feel better for her.

Lily whimpered beneath her fingers, and I could feel the urgency in her tone. Maybe I could tease her some other time, but right now, she needed it. She was burning for it.

I found her clitoris again, sucking on it while I slipped two fingers inside of her pussy, and her whole body went to tense, then melted into me.

"Right fucking there," she whispered, spreading her fingers. "Don't you dare fucking stop Sam, oh my god."

I sucked hard on her clit and curled my fingers inside of her, fucking her, filling her with pleasure. I crept the fingers of my other hand forward onto her stomach, feeling the muscles there tense and then slack, then tense again, staying firm longer as she rode the crests of stimulation up to the height of her orgasm.

"Oh—fucking god." Lily gasped, and then her fingers were back in her mouth again, stopping her speech. She was beyond words now, and I kept up my attention, thrusting my fingers into her, pulling on her clit, working her hard, before I felt her stomach tense up again and then stay that way.

"Mmmmmmm!" Her muffled cry of delight washed against my ears as she came. Lily bucked her hips up into me, painting me with her juices, taking me along for the ride. Her thighs closed tight around my ears and the world was gone for a second, my eyes closed, hearing nothing but the tremors of her pleasure.

A few long seconds later, she released me, and her legs slumped out to either side on the bed. She was gasping for breath again, but she met my eyes.

"Jesus Christ," she managed, and she sat up slightly so that she could curl her hands under my arms and yank me towards her. I helped her, pushing myself up to lie next to her in the bed.

"I didn't expect you to go down on me," Lily said, planting a hand on my chest.

I grinned. "Maybe I'm full of surprises."


Chapter 4


As tempting as it was, we couldn't stay in bed all day, so after a flavorful kiss, we got washed up, and I spent extra time getting my beard free of her essence.

"Not that I mind," I told her.

"Yeah, well." She tilted her head. "I don't think we should go around town all day with your face smelling like my pussy."

I laughed. "Nor should we meet your friend Jasmine that way, I figure."

Lily started to say something, but then she shook her head.

"What?" I looked sideways at her while I scrubbed at my beard.

"Nothing." Lily licked her lips. "Maybe I was thinking something inappropriate."

"Hard to believe."

"Hush." She smacked me on the ass. "Maybe I will tell her that you ate my pussy for lunch. She'd love it, you know."

That caught me a little off guard. I chuckled. "If that's what your friendship is like, I'm not going to judge."

"Damn right." She squeezed my sides, looking me in the eyes in the bathroom mirror. "So just go with the flow, okay? She's only in town for a couple of weeks, I want her to have a good time."

"Well," I said, patting myself dry with a towel, "if that involves me eating your pussy again, I am very much on board."

"Don't give me ideas," Lily warned.

With our clothes back on and the linen scent of Lily's soap in my beard, we left her house and got into my truck. I pulled us out of her driveway and Lily had me take some specific turns into town.

"Louie's first," she said, pointing ahead. "I'm starving."

Louie's turned out to be not Mexican (shocker), but casual Italian with a nice patio, where we sat in the open air and enjoyed our food. They had some surprisingly good pasta, and their spicy red sauce had an enjoyable kick that I savored.

Lily paid for the meal, looking beautiful as the wind blew through her hair, and the rest of the afternoon went very quickly. We went from lunch to her favorite coffee spot in town, skipping after-dinner coffees at Louise in favor of settling down at the coffee shop in comfy chairs and sipping on small cappuccinos.

The whole thing felt very elegant. I wasn't usually a cappuccino guy, but she had recommended the hazelnut, and she had been right.

"I'm really excited for you to meet Jasmine," Lily said, leaning her head towards me. She sat in a plush red chair to my right, facing one of the broad glass windows of the coffee shop.

"I'm looking forward to it," I said, and that was true. Anything Lily could be excited about, it seemed like it was going to have the same effect on me. I had come here planning to be in my shell, and she was pulling me out of it. The sunlight felt good.

"She is too," Lily said, and I cleared my throat.

"Oh, you've told her about me already? I don't know why I had it in my head that me showing up at dinner was going to be a surprise."

"Of course." Lily gave me a little nod. "Jasmine is my girl, I tell her everything. I was always going to tell her about the hot man in the woods who fucked my brains out."

I almost choked on my cappuccino. We weren't exactly in a crowd of people, but we definitely weren't isolated. It just made the grin on Lily's face widen.

"The woods again," I said, feeling heat in my cheeks. "She's gonna be expecting a lumberjack."

"She knows who you are, actually," Lily said, taking a gentle sip of her drink. "She's getting her Masters in literature and is working as a teaching assistant."

"Ah, I don't think I write literature," I said with a laugh, and Lily snorted.

"Critical merit aside, she does like your books, so you already have that going for you." She reached over and stroked my arm. "And I'll let you in on a secret. She thinks you're hot."

I absorbed that for a moment, blinking. Obviously my picture was online, so that was how she knew what I looked like. The fact that she thought I was hot was shocking. I'd never thought of myself in that way.

"I told her you have a beard now," Lily continued, raising her eyebrows with a suggestive grin on her face. "She said she bet it makes you look even better."

I couldn't help but laugh again. "And Jasmine, she's your age, I figure?"

"Twenty-five. She started her grad program last year after taking some time off to save up."

"Smart." I sipped my cappuccino, taking care to avoid choking on it this time. "It is...strange. To think that people in their mid-twenties are, well...into me, or whatever you call it."

"You were in your twenties once." Lily poked me in the arm. "You didn't have any hot older ladies you fantasized about?"

"I spent my time getting short stories rejected from literary magazines, thank you very much." I brushed my fingers down my chest, putting on a pompous look. "Not much time left for the ladies."

"Oh sure, sure." Lily rolled her eyes. "I guess the important thing is that you have time now. "Because Jasmine and I together might be a handful."

I slowly rolled her words over in my head. "What are you saying? She's going to come onto me?"

"I'll refrain from speaking for Jasmine further." Lily gave me a polite smile, one that made it look like she was hiding something. "But she and I have been, hm, interested in the same guy in the past. And at first it felt really taboo, but we decided that neither of us wanted the other to be left out, nor did we want to taint our friendship by fighting over something like that. So a generous agreement was born." Lily shrugged. "We shared."

"Shared," I repeated. "You mean—"

"Yep." Lily stared me in the eyes, unflinching. "That's exactly what I mean."

"Wow." I was at a loss for words.

"You don't have to do anything you're not comfortable with," Lily told me. "Nor is this a promise of anything. I just wanted to give you a fair warning that Jasmine isn't shy, and you don't need to worry about that sort of thing bothering me."

My heart rate had sped up, and I tried to get it to settle down. "Go with the flow, huh?"

Lily smiled. "Right."

From coffee to the shopping mall; from there to the Twin Rivers park, a stretch of grass and trees that had a pair of creeks winding through it. I tried to stay in the moment and not linger on what Lily had said about Jasmine, but it was hard not to think about. And suddenly I had very strange nerves about this dinner, where previously I'd had none at all.

But nerves or no, the clock wound down just the same, and the afternoon bled into evening.

"Jasmine just texted me," Lily said, glancing down at her phone. We had just finished a walk in the park, and my body had burned through the lunch at Louie's and was starting to feel hungry again.

"Dinner time?" I stretched my arms up over my head.

"Yeah, she says she's starving." Lily tucked her phone away. "And she's excited to meet you."

"Likewise," I said, my heart thrumming in my chest.

I drove us to the restaurant, where Jasmine was leaning against her car, her eyes directed toward the descending sun. Lily pointed her out, and I parked near to her so that we could get out and say hi.

Jasmine turned toward us as we got out of the truck, and with the sunlight behind her, she looked almost angelic. She was a black woman, with soft, dark skin, and her black hair cut short and close to her head. A petite girl, she was astoundingly pretty, a happy smile on her face. Her clothes flowed around her, from her gold earrings that hung down and caught the sunlight with tiny moving pieces, to the colorful woven shawl around her shoulders that draped down over her arms. Her tight shirt beneath just barely reached down to her waist, showing a sliver of her flat stomach when she raised her arm in greeting.

"Lils!" Jasmine's whimsically pleasant face brightened twice as much as Lily came up to her, and Jasmine pulled the brunette into a hug. She was a couple inches shorter than Lily, but she squeezed her fiercely.

"Hey, Jazzy," Lily said, hugging her friend back. "How was the drive?"

"Gorgeous." Jasmine looked up at her. "I love seeing the horses on the Gillian farm between here and the campus. They had foals."

"Cute!" Lily turned to the side, looking at me. "Sam, this is Jasmine, my best girl."

"Sam Browning," Jasmine said, stepping over to me before I could say anything. "So Lily wasn't pulling my chain." She glanced back at her friend with a smile. "Not that I thought you would."

"Nice to meet you, Jasmine," I said. I offered my hand, but the short, beautiful woman refused the offer, instead boldly throwing her arms around me in a hug.

"I'm not much for shaking hands," she said, her body warm against mine. "I hope you don't mind."

Lily met my eye while Jasmine hugged me, a small, knowing smile on her face. I decided it was better to hide my surprise.

"Of course not," I said, gently laying a hand on the back of Jasmine's shoulder. I got the feeling that this woman wouldn't mind if I wrapped her up in my arms just like she was doing to me, but I couldn't quite get there. Even if I felt Lily silently urging me to.

Jasmine took her arms from me and stepped back, clasping her hands in front of herself while looking me up and down. The bright colors of her woven shawl were hypnotizing, and through the thin weave I could see her breasts straining at the tight shirt below.

"You two will have to tell me more about this killer tree," Jasmine said. She turned her dark eyes toward Lily, and Lily came over. "But I'm hungry enough to eat one of the Gillian's horses, so are y'all ready to go in?"

She made me laugh. I decided immediately that I liked this girl.

"Lily was telling me that they served horse," I said as we turned to walk into the restaurant.

"I was not!" Lily shoved at my shoulder, while Jasmine laughed softly.

The night was warm and there wasn't too much wind, so in the fading light, we elected to eat out on the back patio, which was covered and strewn with soft lights hanging in strings from the tin roof. The patio stretched further back than the building of the restaurant itself, and we were seated close to its furthest reaches, at a round table near the short, black iron fence that encased the patio. It felt very secluded, not being able to see the street from here, even with the noise of the other patrons and music from speakers above drifting over us.

"So you took a big hit for my girl, is that so?" Jasmine asked me, relaxing in her chair after we had ordered. "Lily had a fantastic story about meeting you. But I wouldn't mind hearing it again."

"Okay," I said, giving her a nod, since I rarely get to be a part of cool stories like this. "But then I get to learn something about you, fair?"

"Surely." Jasmine flashed me a smile, her teeth big and white.

I felt a foot nudge against mine beneath the table, but from the looks on both the girls' faces, I couldn't guess who it was.


Chapter 5


Jasmine reached over and rubbed Lily's shoulder when I had wrapped up my retelling of our events.

"You patched him up good, sounds like," Jasmine complimented her. "The Parks department should give you some sort of medal."

"Oh yeah," Lily said, tickling Jasmine in the crook of her elbow. "I filed for it the second I got back to the office."

Our food arrived not long after I finished up the story. I had elected for a light chicken dish in the wake of the pasta I'd had for lunch, while Lily and Jasmine both dug into their steaks.

"My turn now," I said, after chewing a bite of my flavorful roasted chicken. "Where are you doing your teaching work?"

Jasmine swallowed her bite of steak. "Ulmer University. Or as we call it, 'W'."

The name rang a bell in me from when I'd been researching the area in the speedy preparation for my move. "It's just a few towns over, right?"

Jasmine nodded. "An hour and a half drive. I live by the college now, but I grew up here in Ashbury."

"You and me both," Lily confirmed.

I felt that foot underneath the table again, brushing against my own. It had to be Lily, right?

We talked a little more about Jasmine's work and her literature studies, but I could tell she wanted to know more about me.

"I haven't read as many of your books as Lily has," Jasmine said, "but I know your work. I think you write well, even if crime fiction isn't my typical beach read. When did you get hooked up with Westerton?"

Westerton Press was my publisher. Nobody really asked about that sort of thing, but her interest made sense with her field. I was mostly surprised that such a detail had stuck in her mind.

"I've been with them for seventeen years," I said. "And they've been great. My first publisher, well, I'm not supposed to talk about it, but..."

I had a grin on my face. Halfway through our dinner, I was really enjoying the time spent with Lily and Jasmine, and whatever reservations I might have had earlier were slipping away.

So I dove into the story of my first asshole agent and the shady publisher he had set me up with, and the whole fiasco that had marred the first two years of my career. Jasmine was appropriately shocked at the fact that I had essentially been robbed, and Lily was outraged as well. In fact, the brunette wanted blood.

I raised my hands, shaking my head as I sat back in my chair. "It was like twenty years ago, don't lose any sleep over it. Though I appreciate the sympathy."

"It's hard enough busting your ass on a manuscript, let alone getting it picked up." Jasmine shook her head. "The fact that predatory houses like that still exist in the industry is a shame."

The talk relaxed more after that, discussing Chicago and Ashbury and our lunch at Louie's. It was only once we were finishing our dinners and declining dessert from the server, right around the time my belly was full and my guard was down and I'd forgotten all about what Lily had hinted at earlier, that it came up.

Jasmine met my eyes, her own sparkling and entrancing. "You know, Sam. You're real cute. It was only a matter of time before someone barged into that cabin and took you to bed."

She saw my eyes go wide, not that I had any chance of stopping them. Lily laughed though, smacking Jasmine's arm with the back of her hand.

"I warned him about you," she said, flicking her eyes toward me. "Looks like I was right to."

"Compliments should be as available as clean water and fresh air," Jasmine said, not seeming the slightest bit chided.

"I don't think I've ever met anybody like either of you." My eyes moved between them. "And I do mean that as a compliment."

"Keep going," Jasmine said, leaning forward on the table, a gentle smile on her face. "You think I'm pretty?"

"Tell the nice lady," Lily encouraged me.

"You're gorgeous," I said, and it felt like I blurted it out, really; like these two women had squeezed me from each side. And I liked it. It stirred me inside my chest and further down too, though I wasn't used to...to something like this.

But it made Jasmine smile wider, her eyes crinkling, and it showed the dimples in her cheeks, and I liked that. And when she swung her shawl off her shoulders, revealing her cleavage that was pushed up between her arms, that stirring downstairs turned into something more fierce.

"You really are, you know," Lily murmured, tracing a finger up Jasmine's arm.

"I think you two are both very sweet." Jasmine turned her head toward Lily, making a kissy face at her. "Fate pushed you two together in those woods, I'm sure about that."

Jasmine nudged me with her foot; this time, I was sure it was her, and it had been her all along. "And fate brought me here to join you, too. I haven't been back to Ashbury in almost a year. Yet here I am now, just as you arrive, and just as Lily is telling me all kinds of things about what a stud you are. In your cabin in the woods."

"I..." Now I was reeling, on the back foot. "That's, um, it's very—"

"The cabin!" Lily reached over and grabbed my hand, and it pulled me back to balance, her touch a stabilizing force. "Oh, Jasmine, you have to see it. It got renovated sometime in the last couple years, and it's so perfect."

Jasmine straightened up, pulling her shawl up off the arm of her chair. "I'd love to see the cabin. That forest is very meaningful to me. Lots of long walks through those trees, back in the day..."

"Come on, Sam." Lily gave me a very pointed look, seeming ready to jump out of her chair. "You must agree. Jasmine has to see the cabin."

And I'd thought my first day here had been crazy. I shoved my tensions away and just embraced it.

I smiled. "Let's have some coffee in the woods."


Chapter 6


"You alright?" Lily asked me as we drove through Ashbury.

Jasmine followed us; in the sideview mirror, I could see that she had her arm out the driver's side window, her hand dancing in the wind.

"You seem a little nervous, Sam." She put her hand on my leg.

"I just haven't entertained in a while." I stuck my tongue between my teeth, giving her a grin. "I forget where I packed the good china. And my oh my, I haven't cleaned."

Lily laughed, high and bright while her fingers squeezed at my thigh. "Okay, maybe I'm wrong about you being nervous. Seems more like you're warming up."

"I mean..." I shook my head. "Man, this feels weird to say to you. But she really is gorgeous, and Jasmine is...not shy, like you said. I think it would be way more uncomfortable if I was all iffy about spending more time with you two."

"Well said." She squeezed my leg again. "So you're..."

"Going with the flow." I put my hand down on hers.

"And the flow can go anywhere, by the way," Lily said. "Whatever you might be thinking, or worried about, or planning for...don't be. Jasmine has a lot of whimsy in her soul. There's a reasonable chance she'll want to go for a barefoot walk through the forest and then fall asleep on your couch."

"You know," I laughed, "that sounds kind of nice."

Out of Ashbury, down a stretch of road, a crawl down the trail, and then we were parking at the cabin with Jasmine pulling up alongside us.

"Oh, it's beautiful," Jasmine said as she got out of the car.

"Wait till you see the inside," Lily told her.

"How long are you staying here?" Jasmine asked as I led us up the front porch steps.

"Not totally sure," I said, unlocking the door. "At least six months, but it depends how the book goes."

"Oh. A writer's retreat." Jasmine dipped her head, then moved inside as I stepped back to allow the ladies in.

"I have a feeling the two of us might be a distraction," Jasmine said as I followed them inside.

"Not at all, and I mean that." I smiled. "I believe I made promises of coffee?"

"Yes, but let me help. You need three mugs, and you only have two hands." Jasmine strolled over to the kitchen.

"And let me...relax." Lily giggled, then kicked off her shoes near my still-unorganized pile and went over to the couch, flopping herself down.

"I don't know where you keep your coffee," Jasmine said, leaning against the counter and watching me approach. "But I see the mugs up here. You have a favorite?"

"Still deciding," I said to her. She nodded and turned, reaching up to the cabinet. She got on her tiptoes, the yellow-blue-green colors of her shawl trailing down her back, her shirt lifting to show some. Her tight capri pants hugged her cheeks as she reached up for the mugs and pulled down three.

Damn. No matter how flirty she might be acting, I still didn't want to get caught staring. I nipped to the other side of her to pluck the coffee from another cabinet, then filled the coffeemaker with water, dumped in a scoop, and got it brewing.

"No French press?" The flash in Jasmine's eyes told me she was teasing.

I shook my head. "I like my coffee simple. Or, really, I think I'm just lazy."

"Lucky for me, the teaching assistants get the free coffee in the lounge at Ulmer." Jasmine tossed a glance over at Lily—we could only see her feet hanging off the couch, the rest of her obscured. "This place looks really nice. I want to go on a little solo tour, if you don't mind."

"Of course, have at it."

"Mm. The windows are very...open." Her eyes slid from the front window-wall, back to me. "Good thing you're so isolated out here. It would be very easy to caught doing something naughty."

She left the kitchen at that, not even looking back at me. I watched her swing around the den, her neck craning to look up at the ceiling, Lily calling something to her as she strolled by the windows.

The coffee dripped and I watched the steam in the small glass pot, but I always brought my eyes back to Jasmine and Lily. The two of them were chatting by the windows now. It was evening, the sun fully gone, the starlight not yet strong enough to fight the soft interior lights of the cabin.

Jasmine came back to help me with the coffee, and we got the three mugs to the den, sitting down on the couch.

"Excellent service," Lily said. "Thank you."

"Tips appreciated," I said, raising my mug to my lips. "But not required."

The energy of the night eased pleasantly out of us. We relaxed, looking at the trees through the windows, watching the night sky grow darker and listening to the muffled sounds of the forest through the walls. Lily was on my left, her shoulder pressing against mine, with Jasmine on my right but past the corner of the couch, perpendicular to me.

Jasmine looked at Lily leaning into me and smiled. "I haven't seen you this excited about someone in a long time, Lils."

Lily perked at that, a little pink in the cheeks. "Are you trying to embarrass me?"

"I wouldn't dream of it," Jasmine assured her.

I set my mug down and put my arm around Lily. "You can be excited about me. I'm excited about you."

And that was the truth, one hundred percent. But—being with the two of them tonight, spending time, talking...it was crazy, but I was feeling some type of way toward Jasmine, too. And I had a feeling that Lily knew it, like she had planted and cultivated some seed inside of me and was watching it sprout. I looked over to Jasmine and saw that she had moved closer on the couch, and that her knee was almost touching mine.

So I decided to be bold. I could tell that Lily wanted me to. And honestly, I wanted the same.

"Stop me if I'm too forward," I said, my hand tightening a little on Lily while I met Jasmine's eyes. "But Lily has told me something about you two having some history with...sharing guys."

Jasmine's eyes lit up. "You're forward, and I adore it, Sam. So I will be, too: yes. We have history with that."

"But not a lot of history." Lily straightened up against me. "You know, just to be clear. It was the one guy, a few years ago."

"True. But," Jasmine said, and now she slid her hand over to mine on the couch, "it was a lot of fun. And I think Lily and I developed our skillset in that regard."

Her slender fingers were warm and strong, tucking underneath my palm, rubbing at me.

"The coffee's nice," Lily whispered in my ear, but loud enough for Jasmine to hear. "But Jazzy and I are in the mood for something a little more robust."

"A nice dessert." The soft light of the cabin fell over Jasmine's face as she spoke. "What about you, Sam? Did you save room?"

Lily's lips on my ear, caressing me.

"Kiss her, Sam."


Chapter 7


Iwas hard just from the way Lily and Jasmine were looking at me, hanging onto me. And this time it wasn't just Jasmine moving closer, but me doing the same. She smelled like flowers and coffee, and she reached up a hand to slide it around my back and meet Lily's fingers.

This was different. This was new, and I needed new; needed my old life to have nothing in common with this one.

"Life is short," Jasmine said to me. "It's good to be generous."

"I can share," I said, and then I put my arm around her and pulled her into my lips.

Jasmine's tongue immediately entered my mouth, and it was like I had flipped a switch inside of her. She pushed up onto the couch, getting closer to me, kissing me hard. My tongue fought with hers while Lily shivered with excitement against me on the opposite side.

"Fuck yes." Lily's whisper caressed my ear, and her hands wrapped around me from behind, sliding up my shirt and feeling my stomach and chest. Still kissing me, Jasmine did the same, getting her hand up my shirt to feel my body.

She broke the kiss to tell me, "Real fucking nice, Sam. What else are you hiding under those clothes?" And then her hand was on my crotch, making me groan as she squeezed my already aching cock.

"If you want to see it," I told her, my breath coming a little hard, "why don't you go ahead and take it out?"

"Oh, I like you." Jasmine slipped back, tossing off her shawl, and Lily was quick to rip my shirt off from behind me, yanking it up over my head. She wrapped her arms around me again, like she was holding me in place.

Jasmine pulled her own shirt off, and her beautiful breasts came out. She wasn't wearing a bra, and her dark nipples were hard. They were perfect handfuls, maybe a little more. Hungrily, I reached out to take her tits in my hands, and she let out a small sigh as I touched her.

"God, Jasmine, you have such a great body." Lily peered over my shoulder.

"I expect to get a good look at you too, honey." Jasmine bit her lip coyly. "But thank you. Now, as discussed..."

Jasmine hooked a hand under my knee, pulling my legs up onto the couch. She undid my belt with one hand, yanking my pants open and pulling them down over my stiff cock.

"Hard as a fucking iron rod," she said, licking her lips as she dropped my pants onto the floor. "I'm not really in the mood for foreplay right now, cool? I've been horny for this ever since Lily and I talked about you."

"I was very explicit," Lily said, sounding quite satisfied with herself. "And in case you were wondering, Sam, Jasmine is safe too. On the pill. So no need for any..." She lightly licked my earlobe, sending shivers down my spine. "Hesitation."

"I want you right fucking now." Jasmine put a hand on my chest. "And it looks like you need it just as bad."

"I do." I grabbed Jasmine by the arms and pulled her on top of me, leaning backwards into Lily and making her squeal as she scrambled out from underneath me. Jasmine groaned in satisfaction, her tits bouncing. "You want to ride me?"

"More than anything." Jasmine stood up over me while I lay flat on my back and she wiggled herself out of her pants, while behind me, Lily stripped her own clothes off.

"I texted Jasmine and let her know how well you ate my pussy earlier," Lily said, leaning over me where I lay.

"Jesus," I said. "So it was literally worth writing home about?"

Lily laughed. "Yeah. And good enough to go back for seconds."

With that, she swung one leg over me and dropped down to her knees, straddling my face. I stared up into her beautiful, glistening pussy.

Lily's wet center between her legs was my entire world right now, so I couldn't see Jasmine when she grabbed my cock and started stroking me, nor could I see her when I felt her own wet pussy lips rub against the head of my dick, pulling a lustful moan out of me.

"You're hard as a fucking rock, man, I swear." Jasmine grunted, bending my dick back into my stomach and putting her weight on it, rubbing her pussy up and down the underside of my length.

"Fuck, keep doing that," I begged, while I clutched at Lily's thighs and pulled her down onto my face fully.

Lily gasped as my tongue went up and down her lips, tasting her before plunging inside her hot tunnel. She sat back down on my face, putting her weight on me and driving my tongue in deeper. All the while, Jasmine kept rubbing herself along my cock, grinding into me and pressing my stiff length firmly into my waist.

"Enough teasing," Lily said, and she was talking to Jasmine. "I want to see Sam go inside you!"

Lily had a front row seat on my face, and I could practically feel her eyes on my cock as Jasmine shifted upward and reached a hand down, lining me up with her entrance before slowly sinking down on me.

I moaned into Lily's pussy, my tongue stalled while the tight, wet pleasure of Jasmine's cunt enveloped me.

"How's that feel, Sam?" Lily called down to me. "I bet her Jasmine's tight pussy feels so...good..."

Lily didn't lift herself off my face. Instead, she just rubbed into me harder, and I let out an impassioned grunt of approval before finding her clit and pulling it between my lips, sucking hard enough to make her quake and scream on top of me.

Jasmine sat down all the way on me, staying there for a moment, savoring the sensation. I appreciated the few seconds of respite, because without them this all might have been far too overwhelming for me to hold back. I wasn't used to being dominated like this, with these two women literally on top of me, calling the shots. Sure, maybe I said some things that made it seem like I was in charge. But I wasn't.

And I loved it.

Lily's weight shifted forward, and she came up off me a little bit. I was able to peer between her spread legs and see Jasmine sitting flat against my groin, kneeling around me, her clit just barely poking out. And then I heard the unmistakable sounds of the two women kissing each other.

My cock throbbed inside of Jasmine as she started to move up on me, and I saw her hands go around Lily, her fingers clutching at Lily's back, before Lily sat back down on me and fed me her pussy. Lily and Jasmine held each other, their tongues fencing, making out while they rode both ends of me.

I moved my hands from Lily's legs to Jasmine's, finding her thighs and then her hips, holding her tight while she moved up and down on me. I could hear both of them moaning into each other, kissing and then breaking from it to catch their breath. My attentions were focused on Lily's pussy, licking at her, finding her clit again and running across it with my tongue over and over.

Jasmine started rubbing herself while she rode me, the tips of her fingers nudging against my shaft while she worked her clit. She picked up speed quickly, her moans growing louder and higher.

"Cum inside her, Sam," Lily breathed down to me, her own voice strained. "She needs it."

"Yeah," Jasmine panted, "fucking give it to me, Sam!"

"You first," I said, my words possibly lost between Lily's legs, but I thought that she heard me. Jasmine started to slam down on me harder, rubbing her clit furiously, while I thrust my hips up into her to drive my cock as deep into her as possible. She was moaning louder, shaking with each thrust, and then she sucked in a gasp and I knew she was cumming.

Jasmine pulled Lily into her, hugging her while she came, her pussy spasming on my cock. I chased after Lily's clit, not letting her leave my mouth, trying to make her cum before I did.

That was futile, though. Jasmine was still riding me, grinding on me, and I'd held off for as long as I could. The buildup inside of me released, and I came inside of her, shooting my cum deep into her tunnel while I moaned into Lily's pussy and my body jerked beneath her legs.

Lily pressed down hard on my face, mashing her clit up against my tongue, and I sucked on the swollen nub while I filled up Jasmine's pussy. While the last few pulses of my cock emptied me completely, Lily came on my face, her juices dripping onto me as her hips rocked back-and-forth and she cried out in ecstasy.

In the starlight coming through the windows, Jasmine slid herself up off my cock and Lily fell forward over my body and onto Jasmine, the two of them tumbling to the couch while they both gasped for air.

"Oh god," Jasmine said, on her back and looking up at the ceiling. "That was fucking good. I'm so glad I'm in town for a few weeks."

The implication was clear, so incredible that I thought I must be dreaming. But I could never conjure up a dream this good.

Lily pushed herself up with her arms, giving Jasmine a peck on the lips before turning back to me, looking over her shoulder.

"You still want to hang out with the two of us even after you cum?" Lily asked, grinning at me. Jasmine tilted her head up, catching my eye as well. "At least for a few weeks?"

I sat up, putting a hand on both of them however I could reach. "I'm starting to think I don't know what I'd do without you."

To Be Continued...
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About
His Writer's Harem: Book 3


Sam has gotten together with Lily and Jasmine. And he's worried he might have already blown it.


Lily and Jasmine have just spent the night at the cabin, and the two women and Sam have decided to make this relationship real: a harem.


But as days pass and life and work get in the way, Sam gets to missing Jasmine and Lily, out here alone in his cabin in the woods. So he leaps forward and asks them to move in.


Sam just hopes he hasn't ruined everything in one fell swoop. But some lovely housewarming gifts may soon bring him the answer he's waiting for…



Chapter 1


SAM

The coffee had gotten cold, and it wasn't worth reheating. So after sufficient recovery, I got up from the couch, with Lily and Jasmine staying close on the cushions, their naked bodies pressing together. They watched me walk my naked butt to the kitchen, smiles on their faces.

They couldn't see mine, but I was grinning, too. I mean—how could I not? How can someone not be grinning like a madman after having a threesome with two of the sexiest women he had ever met?

We had just, ahem, finished our passionate embraces a few minutes ago, right there on the couch in the cabin. A couch which had already seen far, far more action than I had ever expected it to, on my writer's retreat here in Ashbury. Well, lucky couch, and lucky me. Though probably I should rent some kind of upholstery cleaner.

Or, if these women's sexual appetites were persistent, I'd be better off buying.

With three fresh mugs clustered together in my hands, I managed to make it back to the coffee table without spilling any scalding liquid over myself, and I set the cups down on the table before sitting back on the couch again.

"Coffee in the nude." Jasmine sat up, and Lily with her. "Extra delicious."

"I hope so," I said, lounging backwards. "Because I think on my next grocery trip, I'll splurge on some better coffee."

Jasmine slipped over my lap to get to the opposite side, and then each of them cozied up against me, Lily on my left. Jasmine took her mug into her hands and sipped at it.

"So how do you feel about what just went down?" Jasmine asked me.

"I feel extremely good," I said, taking a sip of my own coffee.

"Not just physically?" Lily nudged my arm.

I nodded, knowing what the two of them were getting at. "I won't pretend that I have threesomes all the time." I paused, tapping my finger against my coffee mug. "Or that I ever have, if I'm being honest."

"Oh, my goodness." Jasmine put a hand on me. "No shame. But I didn't expect to be bursting your threesome cherry."

Lily seemed surprised, too. "You got into it pretty damn easily. I figured it wasn't your first time."

"Just doing what comes naturally." I shrugged my shoulders. "And I guess it seems a little silly to ask now, but this is something you both really want?" I looked between them. "A sharing...thing?"

Jasmine arched her eyebrow. "Sharing thing? Come on, author, you can do better than that."

"Ha!" Lily sipped her coffee. "I was going to say the same thing."

I grinned, sticking my tongue between my teeth. "Maybe something crept into my mind."

"Hit us with it," Lily said.

It felt funny saying it out loud, but I did.

"Harem."

I saw Jasmine smile, and when I looked at Lily, her eyes were lit up.

"I fucking love that," Lily said, grabbing my hand.

"It's a lot sexier than polycule," Jasmine agreed.

"I'm relieved." I leaned back into the couch. "I thought you might think it was weird. Like, some king and concubine bullshit. Because that's definitely not my intention."

Lily waved her hand. "You don't have to explain. I know you're not some asshole."

"I don't know it for a fact," Jasmine said, a joking tone in her voice, "but I look forward to confirming it."


Chapter 2


The night had gotten late quickly, and despite the coffee, all three of us were quite exhausted. Hard to imagine why.

So as our eyelids dragged down, we slipped some of our clothes back on and eventually retired back to my bed, which was big enough for the three of us, though only just barely. I had the blinds pulled over the three windows in the large master bedroom, so it was dark and cozy. We were a little giggly, a little handsy, but mostly sleepy, sliding beneath my covers and letting the night take us away.

Harem, I thought to myself as I drifted asleep, my hands against Jasmine's and Lily's sides, their hands on me. What a wild thought...

But when I woke up in the morning, they were still there, which meant it had all been real. There was some part of me that had suspected this was some elongated dream, one that would be scattered to the winds by the rising sun and the chirping calls of the forest birds.

The birds chirped. The sun peeked around the edges of the blinds in the bedroom. And Jasmine rolled over on the bed, looking at me with her big, dark eyes. But no, they weren't entirely dark, I had just never seen them in the sunlight before. They were brown and amber, like they had flecks of gold in them.

"Morning," Jasmine said to me, sounding a lot more awake than I was. But I roused pretty quickly when her hand crept down my stomach and found my cock, which was already growing hard just from looking at her.

"Good morning," I said, my voice husky and thick from sleep.

"Oh." Lily turned in the bed, and then her arm slid over my stomach from behind, her fingers brushing against jasmine. "Morning, lovers. Are you rising and shining in a naughty fashion?"

Jasmine screwed up her face. "Lovers? No thank you, my dear. I believe we had all agreed on harem."

"Oh, right." Lily cuddled up against me from behind, her breath washing over my ear. "Sam's harem."

I reached back to put my hand on her hip, squeezing her. "My harem? Why not yours?"

Lily shrugged; I felt it against me. "Those are the rules, studly."

Jasmine nodded seriously, keeping a straight face. "The rules we make up as we go along are very important."

"And I do recall you saying," Lily whispered in my ear, "that you are flexible?"

"Very flexible," I said, bending my arm back further to just barely be able to scoop Lily's tit into my hand, feeling her through the thin barrier of her shirt, while I edged myself forward by the shoulders so that I could reach Jasmine and kiss her.

Lily gasped as I found her nipple and rolled it between my knuckles, and Jasmine took my kiss hungrily, sliding her tongue against mine. I was completely hard now, and Jasmine brought that fact to my full attention by squeezing my rod in her hand and letting out an approving grunt.

She broke our kiss and told me, "Spread the love," pushing me by the shoulder and letting her fingers slip off of my cock so that I could turn around in bed and give a kiss to Lily. The brunette was practically on top of me, on her knees and bent over my body as I turned, bringing her face down to mine and finding my lips. Her hair hung down, tickling against my cheeks and jaw as her tongue pushed into my mouth And I found her breast again, capturing her nipple in my fingers once more.

"I don't know what it is," Lily said breathlessly, pulling away from my lips by just a fraction of an inch. "But you make me horny as fuck."

"I'm glad it's not just me," Jasmine said, taking my cock in her hand again, and this time Lily joined her, their fingers sliding up my shaft, entwining together and gripping me in one motion.

"Fuck," I said, surprised by how good it felt. "Were you two practicing this after I fell asleep?"

Lily gave me a mischievous smile. "No. What kind of dreams were you having?"

"Can't remember," I mumbled, my cock throbbing in their combined grip. "Must've been something like this."

Jasmine looked across me, at Lily. "Maybe we can jog his memory," she said, licking her lips. Lily nodded immediately, and the two of them descended, creeping down my body until their faces were level with my cock.

I reached a hand toward Jasmine, but with lightning speed, she grabbed my wrist and pushed it down to the bed.

"Let us play," she said, flicking those brown and gold eyes at me.

"Not scaring you, are we?" Lily nibbled at her lip, that same sneaky smile on her face as she looked from me to Jasmine, and the two of them laughed. In that look, in that burst of laughter, I could feel the camaraderie and love between them, a relationship formed years before I'd come into the picture, and I felt how lucky I was to be welcomed into that.

Especially like this.

"The only thing I'm scared you'll do is stop," I said, my hormones kicking in as I watched the two of them bend over my cock. "But you can hold me down if needed."

Lily's eyes flashed. "That sounds fun."

So her hand came to my other wrist and locked me down, And then it was their breath rolling over my cock, hot and moist, followed quickly by their tongues.

"Holy shit..." I whispered the words quietly to myself, bending my neck to watch the two women work on me. Jasmine's pixie-cut hair was no intrusion, though Lily's brown hair occasionally got in the way before she brushed it behind her ear with her free hand. I bit my lip and groaned as their twin tongues traveled up of the length of my cock to meet at the head, tasting both me and each other before Lily sucked the tip of my dick into her mouth.

I dug my fingers into the bed, my hips twisting. Both of them kept their firm grips on my wrists, stopping me from reaching down to hold their heads or arms. I hadn't thought it would be this hard just lying back and watching, but it was proving a real challenge, and I found myself inadvertently struggling against their hold. But I think they enjoyed that.

Lily pulled off, and Jasmine immediately took her place, slowly pushing down until my entire length was in her throat, while Lily moved down to gently slide her tongue across my balls.

"Fuck." I said it through gritted teeth, my hands now clenched into fists. The stimulation was incredible, and it only grew more intense as Jasmine moved her mouth up and down my cock, and Lily pulled one of my balls between her lips, sucking at me gently.

If either of them heard me, they didn't make mention of it. They were fully focused on 'playing' now, thoroughly enjoying me. And it was certainly mutual.

Jasmine pulled herself off my cock, sucking in a big breath.

"Your turn," she told Lily.

Lily took the invitation happily, and I was swallowed up again, my cock pushing into Lily's eager throat. I groaned, my hips twitching upward, which Lily accepted with a moan of her own. She sucked on me with long strokes, her hair falling down again, and this time Jasmine was the one to push it behind her ears, watching her blow me with fascination.

"She looks really hot," Jasmine said, turning her head toward me.

"Yes she does," I responded, and from the grin on Jasmine's face, I knew that she could hear the strain in my voice.

Jasmine bent her neck down, whispering in Lily's ear. Lily pulled herself off my cock with a pop, leaving me wiggling in the air.

"Go ahead," Lily said, a little short of breath. "I think you're better at it."

At that, Jasmine wrapped her hand around my cock and started jerking me off, the combined spit from her and Lily more than enough lube to make it wildly slick.

"Hnng!" I gasped. The stimulation was intense, her fingers nudging up against the underside of my swollen cockhead. "I...I can't..."

"Can't hold it?" Lily tossed her hair to the side and met my eyes. "Then let it go." She lowered her head down again to bathe my balls with her tongue, and I had to squeeze my eyes shut.

"Fuck," I panted. "I'm gonna..."

Her tongue moved up to my shaft, and I felt Jasmine's too, spongy and warm against my head. It briefly flashed through my mind that this must be exactly what they had just whispered about, me cumming on both of their faces, before my dam broke and my hips thrust and I was shooting, shooting my hot load all over both of them, cracking my eyes open to see them with their eyes closed, both of their hands still tight like vices around my wrists, their tongues on my cock while my seed splashed onto them and everywhere else.

By the time it was over, I was a mess on the bed, sapped of strength and gasping for breath. Their fingers unclenched from my wrists, and Lily gracefully pulled her shirt off to wipe her face, then folded it over and cleaned off Jasmine, grinning like mad the whole time.

"How was that?" Jasmine asked, opening her eyes and blinking. "I told Lily I wanted to make it porn-y. I think we did good."

"We definitely did." Lily nodded toward me. "Look at Sam. He can't even talk."

I would have made a joke, if I had been able to speak.


Chapter 3


Lily, with that very pleased smile still on her face, used whatever clean patch was left on her shirt to wipe me up too before tossing it to the ground. She straightened up on her knees, her breasts bouncing.

"I'm gonna take a shower," she announced, hopping off the bed. She blew me a kiss, and I gave her a theatrically weak thumbs up, which made her laugh.

Jasmine ran one hand up my leg before getting up herself, finding her clothes. Further away, I heard the shower start to run.

"I hope you don't mind me running off this morning," she said, pulling her pants up over her underwear. "I'm staying with family while I'm in town, and they expected me last night. I let them know I got held up, so now I have to make up for it." She tilted her head thoughtfully. "Maybe I'll bring donuts."

I found the strength to get up on my elbows. "You can come and go as you please. I think in the last two days I've learned more about being a free spirit than I have in my entire life."

"Careful." Jasmine wagged her finger at me. "Being a free spirit is how you end up two years behind schedule on your degree. Or whatever deadlines your publisher has you adhering to."

I sat up, rolling my shoulders. "I had thought there'd be a lot fewer distractions out here in the middle of the forest. Not that I'm complaining. But I'll probably have to really buckle down today."

"I won't say I regret messing up whatever bachelor writing night you originally had planned." Jasmine pulled her shirt on. "Was that the general idea of coming to Ashbury? Hole up out here in the woods, come to town every three weeks, finish your book and then just...leave?"

"Well...yes." I chuckled. "You pretty much nailed it. I imagined some walks in the woods, too. Maybe beers on the porch."

"It doesn't sound awful," Jasmine said, sitting back down on the edge of the bed. "Actually, it sounds fucking idyllic. Better than Chicago, not that I know anything about Chicago."

"There were ups and downs there," I said, and Jasmine met my eyes.

"Lily didn't go into detail," she said slowly. "Not her business, right? And it's not mine either. But since we were talking about, you know, her hooking up with you, I asked and she did mention that you were divorced."

I nodded. "Yeah."

"I'm sorry." Jasmine put her hand on my knee, rumpling the blanket I had pulled over my lap. "I'm not gonna pry, but I know moving across the country in the wake of that kind of shit isn't easy. So maybe I'll tease you about getting lucky, but it's just me being silly. And if you ever need to talk about it, you've got Lily and me both." She smiled. "This isn't just some bed-you-and-see-you-whenever arrangement. I like hanging out with you."

I put my hand over hers. "Thanks, Jasmine. It's not fun—but I'm trying to put it behind me, so no need to worry. My energy is much better spent focusing on the present."

"On the harem." Jasmine made a kissy face.

"Yes." I squeezed her hand. "It's fledgling and needs nurturing. So I'll give us all the attention I can spare."

"That's generous," Jasmine said, "but we won't be responsible for slowing down your work in progress."

"Correct, Mr. Writer." Lily walked into the room, dropping the towel off her sleek, naked body. We both turned our heads toward her and murmured appreciatively.

"Yeah, drink it in." Lily patted her stomach. "I have to get to work, they're bringing donuts today, and I think I earned a treat."

"Where from?" Jasmine asked. "Is Coffee Fave still good? I want to bring some home."

They talked donuts, and I learned a bit about the breakfast spots around town while we all pulled some clothes on. I walked out onto the porch with them, squinting in the bright sunlight of the early morning. The tree cover wasn't quite thick enough to protect my eyes.

"I'm following you out, Lily," Jasmine said, as they stopped at the top of the stairs. "I'm used to walking in these woods, not driving in them."

"I know them like it's my job." Lily gave her a smile.

The two of them hugged me, and I hugged them back tightly.

"I'm gonna be busy getting unpacked and whatever bullshit," Jasmine said, sighing. "So I'll probably be tied up for a bit."

"I'm sure I'll be able to make do." The corners of my lips twitched. "Just barely."

"Yeah, don't go crazy out here all alone." Lily kissed my cheek. "You're a strong, independent man, or something."

"Damn right." I puffed out my chest. "Now, leave me to brood and to cook bacon shirtless. It's all part of my methods."

That got a laugh out of them, and they departed, their cars rolling slowly out of the dirt lot in front of the cabin to disappear onto the trail behind the trees.

And then I was alone.

The crap about the shirtless bacon that I had spewed in an attempt to be funny actually sounded pretty good, although being shirtless wasn't a huge part of it. So I kept my shirt on and I pulled the bacon out of the fridge, warming up the pan a little bit before dropping it in there.

As it crackled and splashed grease over the stove top, I was reminded of the things that I was missing here in this cabin. I would normally cook bacon in the oven, on a baking sheet with a raised lip. No splatter, and it came out great. Easy to pour the grease into a jar. Marcie had thought it was genius when I'd first done it, but I hadn't brought cooking sheets with.

I shook my head, pushing those thoughts out of my mind. Bacon grease was an easy cleanup; all it needed was a paper towel.

I brewed some more coffee while I waited for the bacon to cook, and then I took my plate and mug out to the side porch, the one elevated above the slope with stilts beneath the planks. It was a little nerve-racking stepping out here at first, just knowing how far the drop was should anything go wrong, but obviously the construction was solid. Once I sat down in one of the chairs and got to appreciate the view of the forest, thoughts about falling to my death quickly faded away.

I munched on my bacon and a grapefruit that I had cut up, and I tried to just look into the woods and think about nothing. It was an important exercise, and I hadn't flexed that muscle very much since I'd left Chicago. Being outside in the fresh air definitely helped. It was kind of hard to be too in my own head when I was lucky enough to be out here in nature.

One mindful breakfast later, I got my own shower done and sat down at my laptop. Then, missing the light breeze, I brought it out with me to the side porch and got to work.

My day was solitary, chugging along through my manuscript while taking breaks to get a drink, do some push-ups, take care of some unpacking—anything so that I wasn't just sitting there on my butt the whole time. And there was plenty to take care of around the cabin since I very much had not finished moving in. In the afternoon I took a walk through the forest, taking care not to let myself get lost (fortunately, the GPS on my phone worked fine even all the way out here, but I still wanted to make my way without it).

The woods was where I got to thinking—or let thinking get to me.

A harem. That was what I had said: harem. I was part of a harem now, and that sentence belonged in the hall of fame of things I never expected to write or say.

"Did you think this through?" I said quietly to myself, stepping over a root that threatened my ankle.

And the truth was that no, I hadn't, and I'd kind of just fallen into the idea on the tail end of the best sex of my life. But that didn't mean it was a bad thing, and a snap decision wasn't a poor decision by definition.

Because I really liked Lily. I really liked Jasmine. I felt their absence here in the woods, and back in the cabin. We'd all been texting a little bit as the day went on, but they were both busy, and so was I. Irrespective of everything else, I really had come here to write, and it felt strange and uncomfortable to not get a certain amount of words in every day.

The thing was, it was also starting to feel strange to be alone in this cabin. Because somehow, in the majority of my short time here, I had not been alone.

The sun dripped away, and night bled in. I had something on my mind, but I couldn't form a picture of it quite yet. What I did form was a group text for the three of us, and I asked Jasmine and Lily if they'd be able to have dinner with me tomorrow night at the cabin.

And just like that, it was a date.


Chapter 4


"You know, I thought you were joking about being able to cook," Lily said, leaning against the opposite side of the counter and watching me season the chicken.

I raised an eyebrow at her. "Yeah?"

It was the following night, and they were both here at the cabin for my promised dinner date. Jasmine had ventured to the side porch to look at the stars behind the wispy clouds.

"Yeah." She let a puff of air out of her nose, holding back a real laugh. "When you first got here, with your pretzels and your gas station cupcakes or whatever...I kinda pictured you being a total bachelor and surviving on cheese puffs and beer."

"I did buy cheese puffs, if you want some."

"Actually..."

Jasmine came back in as Lily was pulling the cheese puffs from the pantry and prying the bag open.

"Ooh. Orange fingers." Jasmine raised her hands and wiggled her fingers at Lily, grinning as she approached her. "Let me get dirty with you."

"Save it for after dinner, you trollop." Lily munched a puff and passed the bag over to Jasmine, who plucked a couple out while she looked over at me.

"I know I asked when we first got here," Jasmine said, "but are you sure you don't want some help? I'm not used to just watching someone cook for me."

"Get used to it." I winked at her. "But thanks. I've got this under control, despite what Lily may believe."

"I shouldn't have said anything." Lily took the snack bag back from Jasmine.

I had potatoes roasting in the oven (in a shallow oven-safe pot, since I didn't have baking sheets), and their smell filled the air while I pan-fried the chicken on the stovetop. Adding in the rest of the bacon I had left in the fridge, crumbled onto green beans, we had ourselves a balanced meal, plus bacon. The three of us plated in the kitchen and then sat down at the small, circular dining table just north of the kitchen, which until then I'd been using to hold a couple of totes.

"Damn, this is good." Lily chewed a bite of chicken, then laid her hand on my arm. "I take it all back. Cook for me, always."

"I'm glad you like it." I swallowed my own bite. "But wait, I don't want to cook all the time. Should I have done a worse job?"

"Too late," Jasmine said. "Now we know another of your talents."

We ate and chatted about light, unimportant things—compared to what was on my mind. Lily asked about the book, so I filled them in on the plot I was working on while simultaneously swearing them to secrecy. Jasmine talked about how settling in at her aunt's was going.

"She's already driving me a little crazy, though." Jasmine shook her head. "Making me think I should have got a hotel. I show up with some chocolate peanut donuts, but I forget she's allergic to peanuts. Just an accident, but you'd have thought I was trying to murder her in cold blood the way she went on."

Lily laughed. "I'd have loved to hear your aunt Patricia's reaction to that."

"Well..." Jasmine smirked. "Yeah, it was pretty funny. She was definitely playing it up."

The plates slowly grew emptier, though the conversation kept them full for a while. I started to feel a bit nervous, because what I wanted to bring up felt crazy. The only thing keeping me on that track was the fact that this was all a little crazy, and that I was here to do something different. To go with the flow, as Lily had said. So if my original plan to be a hermit in the woods had already evolved so drastically, why not just roll with it? In fact, why not put my foot on the gas a little bit, instead of just letting things happen to me?

God knew that I had allowed enough of that in my life.

"So I was thinking about something," I said, as I set down my fork and tried to sound casual. "Something a little nuts."

"A little nuts like putting bacon on green beans?" Jasmine grinned. "Just kidding. It was actually fucking delicious."

"Old family recipe," I said with a laugh.

"Yeah, you have something else on your mind." Lily bent her head down, peering at me. "I can see it all over your face. What's up, Sam?"

I cleared my throat and just went for it. "Two days in this cabin without the two of you made it very apparent how big and empty this place is. And I had expected that, but I had also expected to be okay with it, and it's just not sitting right with me.

"So, no pressure..." I looked to each of them. "But would you want to stay here with me?"


Chapter 5


LILY

Lily was unsurprised to see Jasmine already inside of Coffee Fave, sitting at a table with a latte that she suspected was already half-gone.

"Hey, girl!" Lily walked over to Jasmine's tiny table, Jasmine standing up to hug her. "I love that you're in town. This is a way better use of my lunch hour than playing solitaire on my phone."

"Ha! Well, if you need to satisfy your addiction, I don't mind if you sneak a quick game in." Jasmine sat back down, tipping her cup toward Lily.

"I'm just gonna get a coffee, be right back."

Lily went to the counter and ordered, and the coffee was served up quickly. She added a single cream at the little bar off to the side of the counter, then sat down with Jasmine, setting her paper cup on the table.

"Do you think Sam is losing his mind out at the cabin?" Jasmine asked her.

"It's only been..." Lily looked at her phone. "Like, sixteen-and-a-half hours. I think he's holding it together."

Jasmine smirked, but she dropped her eyes down. "I felt bad not being able to answer him right away. But I mean, you have to sleep on something like this."

"Yeah. Moving in together." Lily sat back in her chair, biting at the corner of her lip. "Is it crazy to really be considering it?"

Jasmine shrugged. "Maybe. But the whole harem thing is pretty out of the ordinary, and we're already in the middle of that."

Lily crossed her arms, thinking. She never thought she'd be like this, obsessed over a guy, but she kind of was. Sam had hardly left her mind ever since he'd saved her ass in the forest, and the last few days, she'd thought of little else except when she could drive out to the cabin and be with him.

She looked across the table at Jasmine. "I have a feeling you're leaning one way because you don't want to stay with Patricia."

"I will admit that it's nice to have an option." Jasmine took a sip of her latte, a wry smile on her face.

"But I know it's not just me." Lily leaned forward, putting her elbows on the table. "You like him, right? More than just a hook up?"

Jasmine held her sip of coffee in her mouth, eventually swallowing. "I like him a hell of a lot more than Brody, that's for sure."

Lily let out a tiny laugh. Brody had been the guy they'd both shared a few years ago. And he had been fine, but he had certainly been no Sam. The idea of a harem with Brody didn't even make a spark in Lily's brain, much less the fire that Sam had lit inside her.

She couldn't quite put her finger on it—there were a lot of reasons she thought she might be getting close to Sam so quickly. The way he'd saved her, of course. And he was really hot, a good-looking older guy. The age difference was much more of an attractor than a reason not to like him. Maybe she was just tired of dealing with idiots like Joey at work who stared at her like she was a mannequin in a department store with a tit hanging out.

Not Sam. He was...

"I like him a lot," Lily said quietly. "Like, I'm embarrassed by it, almost. I don't even know if I could tell him. You're the only person I could really talk to about this."

Jasmine's eyes were warm and understanding. "There's something about him, right? Easy to talk to. Funny. He's mature, obviously. Just barely, barely going gray. Zaddy energy in five years, I bet."

"Zaddy." Lily stuck her tongue out. "He'd love to hear that, oh god."

Jasmine giggled. "But yeah. Shit. I do like him. I fucking miss him, what's up with that? Has it just been too long since I've had a good guy?"

Lily tilted her head. "I dunno. Have we ever had a good guy?"

"Mm. That's a good point."

"And like, I know we're having fun, but..." Lily glanced around before leaning in further. "The harem thing. You're cool with it?"

"Yeah." Jasmine nodded. "You're not getting like, jealous or anything? Because I know we're not playing like that. I love you too much, Lils."

Lily shook her head, relieved. "Not even a little. This whole arrangement just really works for us, it feels like."

"We fell right into it," Jasmine agreed. "It all flowed perfectly natural."

"Perfectly." Lily sat back, letting out a breath. "So, we should probably tell him tonight. Not make him wait another day."

Jasmine nodded. "You got time to shop?"

"I can duck out early." Lily grabbed Jasmine's hand over the table and squeezed it.


Chapter 6


SAM

It was a nerve-wracking day.

I didn't want to be this much of a wreck about it, but I'd dug my own grave in that regard. Putting something so huge out there, without warning, after just a few days—had I really expected an answer right then and there at the table? I was ridiculous about many things lately, but that was just plain stupid of me.

We hadn't texted. That had been the implicit plan. They both needed to think, not be pestered by me, or god forbid, have my nervous thumbs retract the invitation in some misguided attempt to walk the whole thing back. We were all adults; they just needed space, and time to think.

They weren't going to bail on me, right?

A breath I hadn't realized I'd been holding whooshed out of me, and I deflated a little in my desk chair. The sun was dipping lower now, saturating the sky with orange. I couldn't muster up the energy to go outside, and I should have been writing, but I was planning instead, planning for pages that I probably wouldn't reach for months. A waste of my time, because the story almost always developed in unexpected ways, and specific plot points usually got swept away in the first draft, replaced with organic progression.

But it allowed me to convince myself that I was working, so I hammered it out regardless, with my phone sitting next to my computer and not lighting up.

By the time seven PM came and went, I was more than a little anxious.

"If you fucked it up, you fucked it up," I told myself, pacing around the cabin with no further intention of getting any work done. "You flew too close to the sun. You had a few good days and that was nice, and then you fucked it up. You just sped through what could have been something good. It sucks, Sam, but you have no practice with this shit. You were bound to fuck it up."

The other things I muttered to myself were pretty much along those same lines. I stopped for a moment to wonder when I had become such a pessimist, but I knew the answer to that. Sometime in the last two years, that descent had begun, and I'd kept getting lower rung by rung, until I'd gotten here to Ashbury and I'd started climbing back up. And fuck, I didn't want to go further down that stupid ladder.

I'd forgotten to eat for most of the day, so I relented in my pacing and made a sandwich in the kitchen, eating it over the counter. I swept the crumbs into the sink and thought that at this point, reaching out to Lily and Jasmine would be fair. I just had to figure out what I was going to say, and that seemed impossible.

Which was when I heard the cars rolling up to the cabin.

I set the few remaining bites of my peanut butter sandwich down onto the counter and swept over to the door, pulling it open to see the only two cars in this town that I knew. They slid up along each side of my truck, parked, and the two women climbed out with smiles on their faces. Lily had something tucked under her arm; Jasmine bent down to pull a package from the passenger seat before closing her car door.

I didn't care if they knew I was just standing here watching them like a dope. I pushed open the front door as they walked toward the porch and I stepped outside.

"Hey there," I said to the two of them as they approached.

"Miss us?" Lily asked, and I saw that she had flowers under her arm, and her other hand clutched a glass vase.

"I did," I said. They climbed the stairs, and Jasmine held out a wrapped box, which she handed to me. It was flat and wide.

"What's this?" I looked down at the wrapping paper, which was elegant black and gold.

"Housewarming presents," Jasmine told me, her smile growing.

"If we're moving in, we need to brighten the place up a little." Lily tucked the flowers into the vase, holding it with both hands. "My gift didn't wrap so easy, though."

I held Jasmine's box, standing there with the sensation of a balloon filling in my chest. "You're moving in?"

"Bet your ass," Lily said, and Jasmine nodded along.

"Didn't change your mind, did you?" Jasmine probed, showing a hint of nervousness at the idea.

"Fuck no," I said, a grin breaking out on my face. "Let's get inside."

Lily kissed me on the cheek as I held the door open for them, while Jasmine dragged a hand across my stomach as she walked by, her forearm brushing against the underside of the present in my arms. I followed them over to the kitchen, where Lily had set the flowers on the counter.

"We both picked that out," Lily said, indicating the wrapped gift. "But Jasmine bought it."

"You have a better eye for flowers," Jasmine said to her, then turned to me. "Go on, open it!"

My grin persisting, I tore open the paper. The gift box inside was flat and plain, giving no hint as to what was inside.

I opened the top of the box and pulled out a set of cooking sheets, three sizes stacked into each other. They were sleek and new and heavy.

"You mentioned your preferred methods of bacon cooking at dinner last night," Jasmine offered. "And you said you didn't have cooking sheets, so we thought..."

The balloon inside my chest turned hot, and I had to blink a few times.

"They're good quality," Lily said. "They won't warp in the oven. Do you like them?"

"Yes," I said, my voice feeling thick. "I love them. And the flowers. This is all..."

I couldn't keep going, but they got it. Jasmine came back around the counter while Lily hugged me from the side, Jasmine's lithe arms soon joining her.

"You're too fucking cute," Lily whispered to me.

That got a laugh out of me, cutting through the sappiness. I pulled in a breath. "I'm glad you're both here. I thought I'd blown it."

"Nothing wrong with being bold." Jasmine squeezed me tight. "So I imagine we're spending the night tonight. Maybe you could make us some bacon on those newfangled things in the morning."

"I'm short on bacon," I said with a short, giddy laugh. "But I'll take you both out for breakfast and then stock up ASAP."

I stepped back from the counter so I could pull them both into the front of me before I looked at them. I was a little taller than both Jasmine and Lily, my head tilted slightly down. There was a lot of emotion swirling through me, and I didn't want to get lost in it.

That was when I noticed for the first time how the two of them were dressed—like we were already in bed. Skimpy shorts that barely stretched lower than the gaps in their thighs; tight, soft camisoles, low-cut, the swells of their breasts practically right in my face. I'd been so thrilled to see their faces at first, I hadn't even registered it.

I could see that acknowledgement of my realization shining in their eyes, and something else started swirling inside of me, hot and demanding.

"Not to be...crude," I started, running my hands down their arms. "But speaking of bold, I really want to fuck both of you right now. In our house."

Lily let out a shaky breath. "Good, because I need it in a bad way. Jasmine and I were talking about you the whole time we were shopping."

"In...our bedroom?" Jasmine suggested, lifting her eyebrows as she smiled.

"Yes," I said, and I grabbed their hands and hurried us back, leaving the pans and flower vase nestled close to each other.


Chapter 7


"This isn't going to be like the other night," I said as I pulled them into the bedroom and brought them in front of the bed. "Because I have some ideas on what I want to do to you."

"Oh, fuck yes," Jasmine said, and already she was stripping off her top, throwing it to the side and letting her breasts out into the open. Her dark nipples were hard, pointing at me. She looked over at Lily, then back to me.

"Tell us how you want us, Sam."

Those words made all the blood in my body rush down and fight for a spot in my cock.

"First," I said, "I want you naked."

Jasmine was halfway there already, and then she was all the way there with one smooth motion, her short shorts and black panties disappearing quickly. Lily got her shirt off, then Jasmine hooked her fingers into Lily's shorts, pulling them down so that Lily could kick them off.

Fucking hell, did the two of them look good, Jasmine's hand with her fingers splayed open against Lily's creamy white stomach, Lily's brown hair down around her shoulders and a wild look in her eyes.

I ditched my clothes as quickly as I could, and then I stepped forward and shoved them both onto the bed. They fell backwards onto the covers, giggling.

"Keep moving," I said, a smile on my face while I tried to keep my voice serious. Because yeah, I was fucking around with them a little bit, but beneath that façade was a raw, urgent need to get my hands and my mouth on them, to get my arms around them, to get myself inside of them. And it drove me up onto the bed, crawling after them like I was in pursuit.

"You first," I said to Jasmine, and I grabbed her thighs and pulled her to me, sliding her along the comforter on her back and planting myself between her legs. She gasped as I lowered myself down to her pussy, my nose tickling at the short hairs atop her cleft.

"Fuck, Sam..."

I could smell her arousal, but I wanted to taste it, to plunge my tongue into the pinkness between her brown lips. But before I got lost between her legs, there was another order I wanted to give.

I looked up at Lily, who was watching the two of us with rapt attention.

"I thought we might get a train going," I said to her. "How about you sit on Jasmine's face?"

For a second, I wondered if Jasmine wouldn't be into it, but in fact it was she who grabbed at Lily, catching her wrist and pulling her over so that the brunette could straddle her body.

"Whoa!" Lily steadied herself, her knees on either side of Jasmine's torso. I saw the firm cheeks of her ass, the curve of her spine, the way the ends of her hair tickled against the tops of her shoulder blades.

"Mind if I eat you?" Jasmine asked, sounding voracious.

Lily bent down, putting a hand on Jasmine's face. "As long as you don't mind me feeding you."

I saw Jasmine's hands grab Lily by the waist.

"Get up here, girl," Jasmine urged.

And as Lily slid forward on her friend's chest and I watched her settle her wet pussy down on Jasmine's moaning face, I plunged myself into Jasmine's pussy, giving her a long, deep lick from top to bottom that made her body shake. Her taste invaded my senses and made my cock pulse against the bed, and I just dove in harder and started eating her like I was starving.

Jasmine's cries of pleasure were muffled by her friend sitting on top of her, but Lily had no such obstacle. As she grinded herself into Jasmine's eager mouth, her moans filled the bedroom, one hand cupping across the top of Jasmine's head while she fed her friend her cunt.

"Fuck yes, Jasmine, suck on my clit, just like that..." Lily's voice trailed off as she focused on the pleasure, devolving into groans and moans while her body rocked. I could feel her motion as she slid her pussy across Jasmine's face, and I peeked up from my own meal to catch a glimpse of it. Jasmine's chin was already glistening with Lily's juices, and as Lily tilted back-and-forth, I could see the shiny pinkness of her lips and the slightly darker color of her asshole as she rubbed herself into Jasmine.

But even a sight that tantalizing couldn't keep me off of Jasmine for long. My fingers dug into the flesh of her thighs as I held her tight and ate her pussy. I read the wiggles of her thighs, the thrust of her hips, showing me where to go to bring her the most pleasure possible. But I explored her on my own as well, running my lips down her own, then dragging my tongue back up and pushing her labia apart. I went low to thrust my tongue into her tunnel, going harder and deeper when she pushed against me and the muscles of her cunt squeezed my tongue and tried to pull me back in.

Then I worked my way gradually up to her clitoris, teasing around it, avoiding it like it was a hot poker. I could sense her need for me to touch her there, the way she angled her hips to try to reach my mouth, the growing sexual frustration. I nudged the tip of my tongue around the folds of her swollen pleasure button, running over the top of it to rub at her short hairs, feeling the friction poke against my tongue before sliding back down and finally licking across her clit.

This time I did hear her, Jasmine moaning her muffled pleasure between Lily's legs. Her own hips thrust up at me, driving her clit into my mouth, and I gave in to her ask, pulling her clit between my lips and sucking at it. My own cock throbbed with need, precum leaking onto the bed and smearing onto my covers. I knew that I would need more soon.

But for all the teasing and grinding and thrusting here at the south end of the bed, it was Lily who climbed over the edge first, holding Jasmine tight while she rode her face, eventually tilting her hips back so that Jasmine could continually suck on her clit. Jasmine's slender fingers crept through the rear of Lily's legs and teased at both of her holes before she slid two fingers into Lily's pussy while pushing one into her ass, making Lily choke with delight on top of her.

And that was how she came, Jasmine pulling on her clit, Lily's hips rocking back into Jasmine's digits, one hand clutching the pillow and the other holding Jasmine's head from behind, keeping her locked in. A strained scream burst from Lily's lips as she shook on top of Jasmine, her orgasm reaching down to quake me between Jasmine's thighs for the full duration of her quivering ecstasy.

I couldn't wait any longer. As Lily slumped over, pulling herself from Jasmine's face while Jasmine gasped for air, I pulled my tongue from Jasmine's tight tunnel and reached both my hands up, taking Lily around the waist. I gave her a small warning pull, and then I dragged her down Jasmine's body until she was sitting up on Jasmine's hips. Then I put a hand on Lily's back and pushed her down, not letting up until she was belly to belly with Jasmine, their faces almost touching.

Both women looked at me, Lily turning her head, Jasmine tilting to the side, the two of them breathing heavily.

"I told you I needed to fuck you," I said, and this time I got my hands around Jasmine's waist below Lily, pulling the two women to the edge of the bed while I slid off and got to my feet. The height was perfect.

I slid my dick into Jasmine, bending my knees just slightly to line up with her pussy, pushing into her slick tunnel with ease.

"Fuck!" Jasmine cried, throwing her arms over Lily's back. "Yes, Sam! Fuck me hard!"

There was no other option. I needed them badly, and I immediately buried myself to the hilt inside of Jasmine, savoring her sweet depths for the barest moment before pulling out and plunging back in. I inched closer, until my thighs pressed against her, my calves nudging the bed. I fucked Jasmine but I held onto Lily, grabbing her around the waist like I didn't know where Jasmine ended and Lily began.

Her blazing warmth engulfed me totally, and I had to grit my teeth in an effort to stop myself from cumming right then and there. Jasmine had no such qualms, though. She whispered, begging Lily to help her touch herself, and Lily obliged, lifting her stomach so that Jasmine could slide her hand down and rub at her clit. Lily dropped back down to pin her there, and I could see Jasmine's fingers working herself above my cock.

"You feel so fucking good," I gasped. "Cum for me, Jasmine. Cum while I fuck you."

Jasmine didn't respond, and that was how I knew she was close. Lily was bent over her, kissing her neck, sucking on her ear, while I hammered myself inside her over and over again. The pleasure was intense, filling up my whole body, but I held off, holding back my own release as I thrust inside of her.

Jasmine came, her fingers clutching at Lily's back while Lily sucked on her neck and I buried myself inside her. Her pussy clamped down on me, holding me tight, but I kept fucking her through each powerful wave of her orgasm.

With Jasmine's body bucking beneath Lily's, I stayed inside her until it tapered off, and then I popped my cock out of her, quickly straightening up and aligning myself with Lily. I plunged inside of Lily in one smooth stroke, making her scream with delight on top of Jasmine. I would have liked to fuck her just as long, but there was no possible way I could hold back anymore.

"Give it to me, Sam," Lily moaned, and I did. I bent down over her and buried myself in to the last inch, my hands clutching at Jasmine's sides while I blasted my pent up load inside of Lily. A long, low moan rolled out of me as my cock pulsed inside of her, shooting everything I had in a long, luscious orgasm, until I was empty, hard as steel but empty, falling out of her as my muscles weakened and I dropped onto the bed alongside them.

Lily turned her head slowly towards me, sweat on her brow. "You came in me, huh?"

"I don't know how the math works," I panted, "but it just felt fair."

"Don't worry," Jasmine said with a wild laugh, wiggling her hips beneath Lily like she was trying to get closer to her. "Plenty is dripping down on me."


Chapter 8


Somehow my pants had ended up on the bed. I learned this when the three of us scooted up to lay our heads on the pillows, and I felt my pants beneath my cheek. Maybe they had gotten caught on my ankle and I had whipped them up here without thinking about it. But I was too exhausted to even bother pushing them away.

"Best housewarming ever," Lily said, her hand on my hip while Jasmine spooned her from behind.

"Ever," I agreed. I caught my bottom lip between my teeth. "I don't know how I got so choked up over those pans. It was just, like, a really fucking thoughtful gift. You guys knocked it out of the park."

Lily beamed, and Jasmine did too, from over her shoulder.

"I'm glad," Jasmine said. "It's the least we can do. Tomorrow we can sit down and figure out the rent situation and all the super fun stuff."

I raised my hand at that. "Let me stop you right there. I paid for six months in this cabin upfront, which let me work out a great deal and an option to renew. There's no rent due, there's no nothing. I'm not your landlord, nor do I require or accept sex as payment. Hell, the fact that you two came back at all means the world to me."

"Stop it," Lily said, squeezing my hip. "You have to understand that we like you, too, alright? This is not a one-way thing."

"Mm-hm." Jasmine shook a finger at me. "Yeah, the sex is unbelievable, but this is still real life. It's a harem relationship, not a glory hole, and we're your girlfriends. Tell him, Lily."

"We're your girlfriends." Lily gave me a steely stare. "And you're our boyfriend. So you get presents, and we live together, and all the other stuff that comes with that."

That feeling in my chest again, bubbling up. I talked quickly, before I could get too emotional again.

"Girlfriends. Boyfriend. Got it." I nodded. "But I'm not budging on the rent thing."

Lily let air out of her nose. "I'm not trying to be a freeloader, but I do have my own apartment I'm paying for and I can't like, live here every single day. Just with work and everything, it gets complicated. Jazzy and I talked about it."

"I totally understand," I said, nodding in agreement. I figured whatever we worked out would look something like that.

"You might see more of me, though," Jasmine said, rubbing her hand down Lily's stomach. "I'll be at my aunt's every now and then, but this cabin and the guy in it is much better."

I opened my mouth to say something, but felt a violent buzzing beneath my head.

"What the..." I started, and then I remembered that I was resting my head on my pants. I had gotten a text message, and my phone was in the pocket.

"Is that your third girlfriend?" Lily asked me with a grin.

I was curious, so I pulled my phone out of the pocket and focused my eyes on the screen. Surprise flickered across my face.

"Anything wrong?" Lily asked.

"I'm not sure," I said. "It's my lawyer."

To Be Continued...
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His Writer's Harem: Book 4


Sam has a new life. But his past hasn't gone away.


There's a new woman at Sam's cabin, and she's not here for dinner. Attorney Anna Halwell is tall, blonde, and here to tie up some loose ends with Sam's divorce. And truth be told, she's not happy about it.


Neither is Sam. And he has a feeling this isn't going to be the last he sees of Anna.


Lucky for him, he has Lily and Jasmine to help get him through the tough days. Their harem is now living together, and they're going to need each other more than ever. Stress is creeping up on all three of them, but they know a good release for that...


If they can just make it through this tough period, everything should be perfect. Right?


Chapter 1


SAM

The sun woke me up, poking me in the eyes around the edges of the window blinds. I would have to do something about that.

This time, waking up in bed with Lily and Jasmine, I didn't feel like I was somewhere I didn't belong. I felt content. Comfortable, even squeezed in between the two of them. The bed was a little small for all three of us—add that to my list of things to remedy.

Then, as my brain slowly turned on and the switches started flicking inside, I remembered the text message I had gotten last night.

Sam - sorry to reach out this late, it's been a long day. Call me tomorrow in the AM when able, before 11. Nothing emergent but follow up needed. 

Dave



Yeah. He signed his texts. But weirdly, it felt like he should, as an attorney. Dave was my divorce lawyer, and hearing from him was rarely good news, though I didn't hold a grudge against him for that, because he was a great guy and it obviously wasn't his fault. All of the hangups, all of the delays and pains in the ass, that all stemmed from one place: my ex-wife, Marcie.

I hadn't bothered texting him back the night before, and I don't think that he expected me to. He was just passing along the message, and I was more than happy to file it away in my brain and snuggle into bed with the two girls I was falling in love with.

But now the morning had come, and with the stabbing of sunlight in my eyes came the treacherous weight of responsibility.

I sat up in bed, carefully moving my hands so that I didn't put my weight on either of the women. I thought I could wiggle out past the bottom of the bed without waking them, but that was a pipe dream.

"Hey." Lily turned, looking up at me where I sat up on the bed. "Morning."

"Morning," I said quietly, giving her a smile that she returned.

"What time is it?" Lily asked.

"Just past seven," I told her.

She let out a sigh of relief. "Thank god. I was too cozy in bed with you both to even think about getting up and finding my phone to set my alarm."

Jasmine yawned on the other side of me, turning.

"I like to sleep in," she mumbled with her eyes closed. "I always…chose the late classes…"

"You can sleep," I assured her. "I just have to get up and call my lawyer. He gets into his office at eight, and he wouldn't have texted me last night if he wanted to hear from me any later than that."

Jasmine cracked an eye open. "Oh, yeah. What a lame way to start a Friday."

"Not my favorite," I agreed, "but it shouldn't be anything too bad. Trust me, the worst of this damn divorce is behind me. Anything now is going to be like walking on air."

I stopped myself. I didn't want to talk about my divorce for a lot of reasons, chief among them right now being that I was here with my two girlfriends and it was decidedly unsexy talk.

Lily brought her hand up and stroked my arm. "You shower or whatever. I'll go make some coffee, OK?"

"Sure." I stood up, stretching.

"Save me a cup," Jasmine mumbled sleepily. "Your bed is...really comfortable."

"Isn't it?" Lily laughed.

I turned and got a look at them, Lily now sitting up and pushing her hair away from her face, and Jasmine rolled into the blanket, her arm curving out over the surface while the rest of her below the neck was cuddled up. And I smiled.

I had invited Jasmine and Lily to live with me in the cabin yesterday, and after a painstaking day of waiting for the answer, they had surprised me last night with housewarming gifts and their enthusiastic yes. Even with a lawyer phone call hanging over me, it was hard to feel anything less than ecstatic.

I got into the shower in high spirits. The cabin was really starting to feel like home now, and less like a hotel. Leaving my dirty clothes in the bathroom helped to contribute to that, though now that it wasn't necessarily a bachelor pad anymore, it would probably be good for me to do some tidying up.

Jasmine was stirring as I returned to the bedroom to get dressed, but I didn't go shaking her out of bed. I did admire her form, sexy even underneath the blanket, for just a moment before I followed my nose to the smell of coffee in the kitchen.

"I forgot you were out of bacon," Lily said, closing the fridge as I walked in. "Do you eat anything else?"

I snorted. "That's funny. Were you always so funny, or did it start up right around the time you met me?"

"It's a lifelong gift," Lily affirmed, walking forward to throw her arms around me and give me a kiss. I kissed her back and tasted toothpaste.

"So, I have to work," she said, pulling back slightly but leaving her arms over my shoulders. "I'll probably grab a quick shower, take my coffee on the road, and then I can be back later tonight to move some stuff in, yeah?"

"You'd better," I told her, squeezing her around her waist. "No backing out now."

"You can't get rid of me that easy," Lily said, grinning. "Even if you snore."

"Shit. Do I?" I blinked.

She stuck her tongue between her teeth. "Just messing with you, Sam. You sleep like a log. A big, fallen log across a forest trail."

"I'll accept that," I said, and I kissed her again.

I turned my head to see Jasmine rubbing her eyes and walking out of the bedroom, and I set about to pouring a mug of coffee for her, Lily and I already sipping on ours.

"To help open your eyes, Miss Phillips," I said, offering it to her.

Jasmine took it with a thank you, rolling her neck. I could see her nipples through her thin night shirt, but I resisted the urge to put my hand on her chest. Let the lady wake up first.

"What are you up to today, Jasmine?" Lily asked her.

"All kinds of shit." Jasmine took a sip of the coffee and smacked her lips. "Needs some sugar. I have to go figure out what stuff, if any, I'm going to leave at my aunt's. She's working today, but I'm going to take care of some stuff with her kitchen, help her out. Then there's her garden…" Jasmine blinked. "Shit, I actually might not be able to stay here tonight."

"That's fine," I said. "But we'll set up rooms for you two this weekend, if there's time. This place has four bedrooms, technically."

"But we can still sleep in your comfy bed," Jasmine said, coming up and putting an arm around me. "Right?"

I wiggled my eyebrows. "Any time and all the time."


Chapter 2


Lily grabbed a shower, but Jasmine planned to get ready for the day at her aunt's house. They both had places to be (though Jasmine did say she would've slept another hour if the coffee didn't smell so good), so about twenty minutes later I was alone in the cabin, and the place was awfully quiet, even with the litany of birds chirping outside.

Damn, I missed them already.

"You'll be okay, Sam," I told myself, grabbing my phone from the counter and opening up my contacts. Six months ago, I would have known my divorce lawyer's number by heart. I was glad to find that I couldn't recall it off the top of my head anymore.

So I poked his name in my phone and I put it to my ear, stepping through the side door and out onto the lofted porch that looked into the woods.

Damn, it was beautiful out here.

"David Johnson's office."

"Hi Arlene," I said. "This is Sam Browning calling for Dave. Am I too early?"

Arlene, Dave's secretary, laughed. "Never too early, Sam. I swear Dave sleeps here sometimes. I'll send you over."

"Thanks," I said, and I heard a clicking sound as I was transferred. I could picture Arlene sitting in the small office that Dave worked out of, probably with a bagel from Enri's on her desk. That was one thing I certainly missed about Chicago—knowing the good breakfast spots. My Ashbury knowledge was improving every day, though.

"Hey, Sam, how are ya?" Dave's voice came through the line as brash and energetic as ever. He talked like a rhinoceros—able to barrel down anything in his path, but much more interested in eating grass than hurting anybody.

"Doing good, Dave, how about you?"

"It's the same old." I heard him sit back in his chair. "How's life out in the woods? You can get mail there, right? I still have to send some stuff your way."

"You've got my PO Box?"

"Right, right." Another sound as Dave shifted forward in his chair. "Well Sam, as I've told you many times over the past two years, divorcing in your situation his complex and unfortunately takes a while."

"Don't I know it." A typical divorce can take months even if it's amicable. When it's contentious and there are intellectual property concerns because Marcie worked with me on some of my titles? Well, we were two years in, and we still weren't done.

"Let me assure you, though, we are in the home stretch. You've already been separated for well over a year, so the formal parts of the legal marriage here are laid to rest. We're just dealing with the publisher and agency."

"Got it." I did already know all of this. "So, what's going on?"

Dave walked me through the next steps of what was needed. Then he got to the crux of the matter.

"So, I'd much rather do this in person," Dave told me. "If you were still in Chicago, I would've just had you come in. But you're out of arm's reach right now. Unless you feel like flying back."

I leaned over the porch railing, looking down at the forest floor below. "I'd prefer to avoid that."

"I figured, but I wanted to throw it out there." Dave cleared his throat. "Still, a hands-on touch is going to be essential for making sure we get this paperwork through in one try. So I reached out to my old firm for a connection, and I found a local attorney who can take care of this with you on site. Anna Halwell. My people tell me she's fabulous." Dave laughed, a short bark. "Honestly, this is a diamond in a haystack, finding someone good who practices out there in that small of a town. So I just need your go-ahead to send her your file, and then she'll be in contact with you."

"Home stretch, huh?" I sighed.

"Honest to god," Dave said. "I know it's been hell, Sam. I'm thinking, six more weeks. Then you literally never have to talk to me again."

"Unless I stir up more trouble," I said, grinning.

"Yeah, then you give me a call." Dave paused. "How are things going out there? You writing?"

"Yeah," I said. "Keeping myself busy."

"Good, good." Dave sounded like he was wrapping up. "I'm going to email you the consent form for the digital signature, and then you can expect a call from her today."

"Sounds good. Thanks, Dave."

Between signing books and signing the seemingly thousands of papers I'd needed to sign over the last couple years, my wrist was starting to cramp just thinking about it.

"Home stretch," I said to myself. I straightened up on the porch and stretched my arm out, then tucked my phone back into my pocket. I wasn't looking forward to dealing with another lawyer, not that I had a problem with Dave, but that was almost the reason why I was hesitant. Dave had been great, and I was due for a lawyer who wasn't so great. But Dave and his people had lauded this Anna woman, so I would trust them.

Truth be told, it wasn't like I had much of a choice.

I pushed divorce and lawyers and Chicago from my mind and set myself back to work, taking my laptop out onto the porch again to write amidst the breaths of nature. That was how the rest of my morning and afternoon went, taking breaks for short strolls around the cabin and the very nearby woods, not going too far, breaking to eat where I needed, and then back to the computer to hammer out a good couple of pages at a time. They didn't run cable TV out here, but I did have Internet, and that was plenty. The cabin did have a nice TV mounted on the wall in the living room, and I was savvy enough to know how to plug a cable into my laptop and then plug the other end of that same cable into the TV, so I was able to watch whatever I pleased. I made a reminder to get myself a wireless mouse next time I went to town.

That reminder reminded me but I did need to do a little more grocery shopping, especially with three people in the cabin, so I broke up my day by driving into Ashbury and restocking.

Lily and Jasmine weren't able to make it back to the cabin in time for dinner, but Lily did beat the setting sun, and I helped her unload what she had brought for her move in to the cabin.

"It's a busy weekend for our little harem," Lily commented as she and I walked up the front porch stairs and brought in some of her things.

"For you two, maybe," I said. "I mean, I know I came here to write, but I should probably find some other things to do around here if I can't hang out with you girls."

"Thinking of getting a part-time job?" Lily winked at me.

"Actually, I saw there was a tennis club here," I said. "I was thinking of getting in on that. They even have indoor courts for when the weather turns."

"That sounds fun," Lily said. "I've honestly never played tennis. I tried pickleball last summer, though, and it was all right."

"I'll resort to pickleball when my knees give up," I said, smacking my thighs. "Until then, I run."

With Lily's stuff in, we sat on the couch and rested. Jasmine sent her love via text, and said that she'd love to come out tomorrow and take a walk in the woods with us.

LILY: wish I could!! I have that seminar over in Arrow. I have to give up one Saturday a year :(

Just the two of us, then?


JASMINE: aw, sorry Lils. Me and you, Sam. I'll show you the sights



I looked over at Lily. "Jealous?" I asked, wiggling my eyebrows.

"Not tonight," she said, and then she got her hands on me.


Chapter 3


We had sex on the couch, Lily on top, her hair falling down over her face as she rode me. And though she had picked out one of the bedrooms earlier that evening, we retired to my bed together to spend the night.

In the morning, I got the coffee going for us while she showered.

"So what's this seminar you have today?" I asked her, leaning on the kitchen counter.

"It's not the most exciting thing in the world," Lily told me, rubbing my knuckles with her thumb as she talked. "But I do like it. It's a conservation seminar put on by National Park Service affiliates. I do wish it wasn't on a Saturday, But, oh well."

"The after party for that must be wild."

Lily laughed. "You don't think Parks people could get wild? I'll have to tell you some stories sometime."

"Oh yeah," I said, lowering my coffee. "I'll absolutely have to hear those."

"Some other time," Lily clarified, squeezing my finger before letting go of my hand. "I have to hit the road, the conference center is like an hour and a half away. But you have fun on your walk with Jasmine."

She gave me a knowing smile that I didn't really understand, but I didn't pry since she was on her way out the door. She had a travel mug that she poured the rest of her coffee into, and after a soft goodbye kiss, her car was pulling out onto the trail. I had to blink a few times and remind myself that this was all real, before heading inside to get some things done.

If Jasmine's tendency to sleep in was a real thing, now would probably be the best time to get some writing done, because I didn't want to have to interrupt our walk or cut it short.

And I was honestly looking forward to this next portion of the story, where the mystery started to peer at the reader from around the corner. It was the fun part, where the plot began to thicken and I had the opportunity to plant all these little clues that the astute crime fiction fan might be able to pick up on.

Yet even so, I was looking forward to spending time with Jasmine more.

I did allow myself to send Jasmine a quick text to let her know that I was ready whenever she was, and then I forced myself to put the phone down and focus on my work. The minutes bled away into over an hour, and when Jasmine did text me back, I thought I had earned the opportunity to check on it.

Nothing groundbreaking—just a message saying she was on her way, with a kissing emoji. I hearted it, and I told myself that I had no reason to pace around the cabin for a half hour while I waited, and that my time would be better spent working.

That, and finding a good pair of hiking shoes.

I was pulling those onto my feet when I heard Jasmine's car pull up, and I waved at her through the screen door.

"Hey, handsome," Jasmine greeted me as she came inside. She threw her arms around me and gave me a kiss. "Are you sure I'm not interrupting? Because the walk can wait. I see your computer open over there."

"I've actually been waiting for the walk," I said, holding her. "And for you."

"Oh, you're full of charm." Jasmine smiled. She got up on her tiptoes so that she could whisper in my ear. "Let me fill up my water bottle, and we are off."

I gave a theatrical shiver. "Yes, ma'am."

Jasmine came away from me slowly, letting her fingers trail down my side before she skipped over to the kitchen sink and filled up her dark green water bottle. She took a long gulp from it, topped it off, then came back to me.

"Let's go," she said.

We left the cabin and descended the porch steps, walking past the cars and out toward the main trail.

"You lead the way," I told her, looking around. "I still don't know these woods very well. In fact, I'm sorely in need of a guide."

"Just stay close to me," Jasmine said, nudging my arm, and then the two of us were off. She took me north of the cabin, where I realized I had never driven my truck, and had barely walked this way either. Obviously I never had occasion to drive past the cabin, but I was looking forward to getting more familiar with the area.

"I'm going to take you to the stream," Jasmine announced as we stepped off the main trail. "It floods a lot, so the big trail here doesn't pass through it. You have to go out of your way."

"Is it a good place to fill up your water bottle?" I asked jokingly.

Jasmine laughed and put a hand on my arm. "Not recommended."

She walked us confidently through the woods, stepping easily over roots and branches, some of which caught me unaware and made me stumble. At least I didn't fall over. Though Jasmine did shake her head at my clumsiness every now and then.

When we reached the stream, I found it to be a lot wider than I had expected, wide and shallow, which I supposed explained why it flooded so often. Or maybe that had nothing to do with it, since I didn't know the first thing about ecological systems.

"I used to catch crayfish here with my friends," Jasmine said, smiling sweetly at the memory. "Not here specifically, about half a mile further east was the best spot. The stream is probably a foot deeper and perfect for wading, and there were big, flat rocks to step on."

"I used to do the same thing, back in the day," I said to her. "I always liked how their little pinches felt on the tips of my fingers." I chuckled. "Except for the couple of times when one got attached to my face. That didn't feel as good."

"I was always careful to keep the claws away from my face," Jasmine said with a giggle.

We moved on down the length of the stream, keeping far enough away from the bank so that our shoes didn't get muddy. Thin pieces of shale rock crunched beneath my shoes as we walked, and the gentle sound of the water running towards the west filled the air around us.

"So I don't know your process," Jasmine said, walking with her hands behind her back, stepping around big pieces of rock that might cut into her shoes, "but can I ask about the manuscript you're working on?"

"Sure," I said. "I mean, I'm in the early stages, so it might not be very…cohesive."

Jasmine tilted her head. "I don't have to sign an NDA?"

"Normally, yeah," I said, a grin growing on my face. "But I forgot to bring one on this hike, so I'll let you off the hook."

Jasmine laughed, rolling her eyes, and then she reached for my hand. I took hers and I held it while we walked.

I let her in on the basic plot of the book I was working on, which was a little different from my other crime fiction stories. Not wildly different, because I knew my genre and I knew what my readers liked, but I specifically wanted this story to have more of a nautical aspect, which wasn't exactly in my comfort zone. I wasn't a boat guy, but I was doing all the research.

"So this guy, Anthony, he's coming all the way from that island over to this little coastal town on a rowboat?" Jasmine asked, giving me a thoughtful look.

I nodded slowly. Jasmine had immediately lit onto the little snag in the plot I was dealing with.

"That's what I'm working with so far," I said. "I know the timeline isn't exactly...realistic, right now. But I can't make the town and island any closer together, or it messes with the ferry transport times, and that's key."

"I wouldn't mind brainstorming on it with you," Jasmine offered, giving my hand a squeeze. "Unless you'd rather not."

I thought about it for a moment. God knew that I was wrapped up in the current batch of never-ending divorce lawyer nonsense because of the collaboration I had done with my ex-wife, but this wasn't anything like that. Just a jaw session in the woods with my girlfriend.

Still, the idea made me bite my tongue at first, just because it cropped up those old worries.

But...I didn't want to be like that for the rest of my life. Scared of what came before, and letting it affect what might come now.

"Sure," I said, letting a smile come onto my face. "But let me know if this gets too boring."

"Yeah, sure," Jasmine said, in a tone that told me the literature teacher here holding my hand wasn't going to find it boring at all. "Now, tell me more about the topography. I'm sure there's a way around this."

We talked about rivers and channels and coastal towns while we walked together through the woods. Jasmine took an immediate interest in assisting me with plot of my book, to the point where I did have to occasionally remind her that I had no idea where we were going and that I was counting on her to help us stay on track.

But in the end, not only did we not get lost in the woods, she actually helped me solve the plot issue so well that it put a smile on my face that I just couldn't get off.

Long story short: although I wanted this character to be well-established as a strong sailor, that didn't mean his link to the crime had to be via the water. In fact, it would be better if he came to the scene through one of the hill trails, which I hadn't even considered before talking to Jasmine.

And she had thought of it right away. It helps to have an outside perspective, another pair of eyes, but I could also tell that Jasmine was experienced in thinking around corners. Studying literature forces you to do that.

"You're my hero today," I told her, tapping down some notes in my phone just to make sure I wouldn't forget anything.

"Just today?" Jasmine flashed me a grin.

I put my phone away. "I'll extend your title up until I run into my next plot snag, And then maybe you can re-up it."

"Deal." Jasmine grabbed my hand, pulling me toward a side trail that I never would've noticed without her.

"Where are we going?" I asked her, feeling the sudden urgency in her pull.

"A favorite spot of mine," she said.


Chapter 4


We brushed through some encroaching branches on the trail, Jasmine in the lead as she pulled me along. She was going faster than we had before, but I didn't question her pace. I figured she had something interesting that she wanted to show me.

And I wasn't wrong.

Jasmine veered us off of the trail, where underfoot became less grass and more bare dirt punctuated with low roots. A little further in, the trees opened up to a small clearing. There were ferns growing here, filling the spaces between the tree trunks. I hadn't seen them elsewhere in this forest yet, and they were beautiful, large and green and plentiful.

"I'm glad I still remembered where this was," Jasmine said breathlessly, stepping into the clearing with her arms held out from her sides. She did a slow twirl around, looking at the circular space in the trees. "It's been a while. I used to bring a blanket out here and just lie down and read. Not too much sun, and hardly any bugs since there's no grass."

"It's serene," I said, walking through the clearing with her.

Jasmine turned, meeting my eyes. Making eye contact with her sent a little thrill through me, like she could transfer energy into my body just by looking at me. Just from looking at her, I could tell that we were totally in her element.

"I didn't bring a book this time," Jasmine said, coming up closer to me. She put a hand on my arm, the dainty touch of her fingertips sending goosebumps racing across my shoulders.

I put my hand on her hip, feeling her through the sundress she wore.

"So you must have had something else in mind, then?" I smiled. "Did you bring me out here to kill me?"

Jasmine laughed, taken by surprise. "Maybe," she said, giggling, "if you make me utter a stupid laugh like that again."

"Never again, I swear." I squeezed her hip.

Jasmine looked me in the eyes. "Good," she said, and then her hand went from my arm to my side, then down to my hip, before sliding gradually across the waist of my jeans. Her fingers slid slowly down over the bulge in my pants, which grew by the second.

Jasmine leaned into me, her voice breathy. "This is a good place for us to be alone."

"You didn't bring that blanket, did you?" I asked her quietly, my heart starting to beat faster as she touched me.

"No," she said, finding the shape of my cock in my pants and pressing hard into it. "So we'll just have to improvise."

Jasmine found my zipper and pulled it down, and immediately my cock started to press through, straining at the fabric of my boxers. She gave it a teasing touch, making my knees weak, before releasing my belt and the button of my pants. She kissed me on the neck, just underneath my jaw, before sliding down my body and taking my pants down with her.

Jasmine pushed me back, and I moved only a foot before bumping into a tree, shoved back against it. I didn't realize it, but she must have positioned me here on purpose. She was a very clever woman.

Jasmine pulled my pants down to my ankles and my cock sprang free. She immediately wrapped her hand around it, and I felt her breath washing over me. She had hiked her dress up so that she was down on her knees in the dirt, and she looked hungrier for my dick than I had ever seen her.

"Go on," I told her, putting my hand on her head and running my fingers through her short black hair. "It's all yours."

Jasmine shivered, flicking her eyes up to me.

"I didn't know the forest could make me feel slutty," she said. "But maybe it's something to do with you."

Then she opened her mouth and took me inside, and suddenly I was glad the tree was there for me to brace myself against. I kept one hand on her head, but I put the other behind me, reaching for the rough bark and pressing my palm into it. I couldn't help but let out a moan as Jasmine swallowed me into her hot mouth, her tongue and throat working at my cock as she took me deep in the very first go.

"Fuck," I hissed, putting my weight back against the tree. Jasmine let her fingers slip off my cock and put both her hands on my legs, running her hands up my thighs before dragging her nails down the big muscles there while she sucked on me.

"Mmmmm." Jasmine moaned around my dick, her eyes closed as she took me inside. She kept one hand on my leg and moved the other to my balls, cutting them and scratching the underside lightly with her fingernails, which drove me crazy.

Jasmine pulled herself off, wiping her mouth quickly and looking up at me.

"You ever get blown in the woods?" she asked me, looking ridiculously sexy down there.

I shook my head, having trouble catching my breath.

"Interesting." Jasmine licked her lips, and then she took me inside again, making me grab at her head like it could support me. I looked down at her, watching her head bob on my cock, looking at the colorful floral print of her dress as it was puddled around her legs where she knelt, seeing the tip of a large fern leaf waving slightly in the air just inches from where we were.

I suddenly wondered why I had never done this before.

My breath quickened in my chest, the arousal flowing through me immediate and fierce. I didn't want to finish like this, though. I bent down and took Jasmine underneath her arms, pulling her up to her feet. My cock popped out of her mouth as she let out a surprised gasp.

"I've never fucked anybody in the woods, either." I reached down and grabbed the bottom of her dress, bunching it up into my fist as I pulled upward.

"Let me help you there," she said, her eyes wide and a playful grin on her face.

"I think I might be able to figure it out." I put my hands on her hips. "You just tell me if I'm improvising wrong."

With that, I spun her around so that she was up against the tree. Then I lifted her up, since she was a good few inches shorter than me, and this wasn't going to work otherwise. Jasmine took to it immediately, wrapping her legs around me to support herself.

"Your panties," I said, looking down. Her dress was up against me, but I couldn't see down between her legs.

"I didn't wear any," she whispered.

I didn't have a response for that. I just growled with sudden lust, shoving up against her to help hold her up while I plunged my hand down, slipping it beneath her dress to line myself up with her. I felt the silky sweetness of her naked pussy, wet and waiting, rubbing against the head of my cock, and I pushed into her, not able to wait another second.

Jasmine cried out in pleasure as I slid up inside of her, wrapping her arms around me and clenching me with her legs. I let out a long breath as her tight warmth embraced me, our coupling hidden by the bunched fabric of her dress between us. I could've pulled it up further, showing off more of her legs, watching myself enter her, but I liked it. Like it was our secret in the forest.

I thrust into her, pinning her up against the tree while she made sounds of pleasure that drifted through the woods. We were the only people around, our sounds alien and beautiful in the clearing. I could hear the wind rustle through the leaves in the canopy, tickling the ferns, but my intentions were focused on the sound of Jasmine's breath in my ear, and then the feeling of her lips on mine. She pushed her tongue into my mouth, and we tasted each other as I slammed my hips into hers up against the tree.

I kissed her passionately, the bark of the tree scraping the backs of my knuckles as I held her. Jasmine moaned into my mouth, and when her lips left mine, I heard her tiny cries of yes, yes! harder! Fuck, Sam...

My body took over. I had resisted the urge to let it all go inside her mouth, but now that urge had come back twice as strong, and I was powerless against it. I slipped one hand under her thigh, hiking her dress up a little further, seeing the inside of her thigh glisten with wetness as I pounded into her pussy. I fucked her harder, I fucked her faster, and as the ferns swayed around us, I let loose inside of her with a choking gasp. I held her up and she locked her legs around me, moaning into my ear as I came inside of her, emptying myself into her while she was pinned against the tree until my stiff body relaxed.

And when I was spent, I slowly let her down back onto her feet. Both of us were panting for breath, but we held each other close.

"In case you were wondering," Jasmine said, breathing hard, "you did that perfectly." And then she kissed me before whispering, "Though with the mess you made, I do wish that I had a blanket or a pair of underwear or anything…"

Chuckling, I pulled my pants up and took a handkerchief from my back pocket, pressing it into her hand.

"You carry a handkerchief?" she asked, holding it up.

"Don't worry, it's clean," I told her. "Just a habit. I feel like it's always handy to have one. In case you lose your hat, or spill something on your pants." I grinned. "Or fuck your girlfriend in the woods."


Chapter 5


Lily got back from the convention on Sunday night, and the three of us had dinner at the cabin, cooked by Jasmine, who was kind enough to share a very delicious family recipe rib sauce with us. It was a messy meal, as ribs tend to be, and it was also one of the most delicious I'd had in recent memory. We ate, complimented Jasmine heavily, and talked about what Lily's weekend had been like at the convention.

When we'd mostly finished up and gone through about a hundred napkins when sucking the sauce off our fingers wouldn't suffice, I brought up my plans for tomorrow.

"So, regarding the whole lawyer thing," I said, leaning back in my chair. "There's a couple of things my lawyer is going to be taking care of through proxy. I guess he was referred to an attorney around here that he trusts to take care of the paperwork with me."

"Oh, somebody local?" Lily said.

I nodded. "He said her name is Anna," I started and then I took a second to come up with her last name before I remembered it. "Anna Halwell. She's going to come up here to the cabin tomorrow and sit down with me."

Jasmine set her cup down. "No way. Halwell?"

"You know her?" Lily turned toward Jasmine.

"Yeah. So do you, honey." Jasmine raised an eyebrow. "Anna, she worked at Troupe's. We'd always sit in her section."

"Oh, Anna!" Lily perked up. "Wow, I haven't seen her in like, something like five years."

Jasmine nodded. "If I remember right, she was one year ahead of us in school. So she's gotta be twenty-seven or twenty-eight years old. She moved away for law school a while back. So she must have come back to town and opened a practice or joined a firm or something. I had no idea."

"If your Anna moved away for law school, I guess that this is probably the same person," I said. "Maybe you guys can reunite."

"It would be nice to see Anna again," Lily said thoughtfully, looking over toward me. "But she's like, helping handle the divorce stuff? I don't know, the context just feels too strange."

"I do want to say hi to her," Jasmine said, "but Lily's right. I don't want to be hanging out during your meeting—don't look at me like that, Sam! It's not any of my business. I'll be out and about tomorrow; you take care of the legal stuff, then maybe Lily and I can see if she wants to go out to dinner with us or something whenever all this is wrapped up."

"I don't know how long it will take," I said. "It could be weeks. You don't need to avoid her on my account."

Lily looked at Jasmine. "It's not like that. I mean, I just don't want to go running into a reunion while she's still settling in to you being her client."

"Uh-huh." I nodded. "And maybe you don't want to get into the whole 'harem' thing with her right off the bat, once she asks how you know me."

Lily grinned, licking her teeth. "Yeah, something like that. Not that I'm embarrassed."

"Right." Jasmine nodded. "It's more like, hey, we just started this thing. Let's let it season before we go showing it to everybody."

"Like the ribs," I quipped.

"Yes!" Jasmine picked up her cup again. "Our relationship is exactly like these ribs."

"Delicious," Lily added.
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Monday morning came too soon, I thought to myself, as I set my laptop up on the kitchen table, where I planned to sit down with the attorney. I was alone in the cabin, with Lily at work and Jasmine out with her family. They both wanted to give me space to meet with Anna Halwell, and I did understand, even if I couldn't help but joke about it.

The truth was, I didn't like bringing up my divorce around the two of them, which was unfortunate considering all that was currently developing. I wasn't exactly sure why. It didn't make me feel embarrassed or ashamed. It was more like...it made me feel old. It made me feel more separated from Lily and Jasmine than I wanted to be. It was part of my past, one of the worst parts of my past, and damn it, I just wanted this fucking thing done.

I gripped the top of a kitchen chair and let out a long breath. I told myself, "Home stretch."

I had talked to Ms. Halwell's office when they'd called me—I hadn't spoken to the woman herself, yet—to set up the appointment for today. Apparently the office itself was undergoing renovations, which was why she was coming to meet me out here at the cabin. I didn't mind. I'd spent enough time in lawyer's offices to not be keen on seeing what hers looked like.

And right at 10:00 AM, as discussed, I heard the sound of tires outside as a car pulled up to the cabin.

I went to the window and took a look outside. It was a sleek silver sedan, and stepping out from the driver's seat was a woman who was so immediately and clearly beautiful that I think my jaw actually dropped.

Anna Halwell was tall and blonde, in a white blouse and dark skirt. Even from here, I could see the green of her eyes as they flicked upward toward her hair in annoyance of something. She set her briefcase back down onto the driver's seat and reach up, pulling her hair tie free and shaking her hair down. Long and blonde, it cascaded down her shoulders, catching the morning sunlight like fire.

With deft hands, she wrapped it back up into the bun she'd been wearing, securing it again with the hair tie and giving it a touch to verify its firmness. She didn't check her sideview mirror; it was like she just knew it was perfect. She grabbed her briefcase again, shut the car door, and two seconds later she was walking up the front steps to the cabin.

I slipped away from the window, hoping that she didn't see me just watching her like that. I hadn't planned to stare, of course. I had just gotten...pulled in.

Knock that off, I told myself. Number one, you're quite taken at this moment, by two incredible women. Second, she's a lawyer, she's your lawyer, and she's here for business. The last thing she wants to deal with is some ogling guy.

And that was all the admonishment I had time to give myself, because her knock came at the door, and I quickly stepped over to pull it open.

"Hello, Samuel Browning?" she said to, giving me a polite smile that dropped from her face quickly.

"Hi. Just Sam is fine." I took her hand when she offered it, and shook. "Anna Halwell, right?"

"That's right." Anna dropped my hand and brushed something off the black pencil skirt she was wearing, and she gave me a look like she was waiting for me to say something.

"Um, come on in." I stepped back from the door, and she gave me a short nod before following me inside. "Can I get you a water or coffee or anything?"

"No, that's all right." Anna closed the door behind her. "Where can we sit down?"

I took us to the kitchen table, sliding my laptop over to make room for her briefcase, which she set down on the table.

"Thanks for being accommodating with this situation, by the way," Anna said, waving her hand around to gesture at the cabin. "With our office renovation."

"It's not a problem," I said.

"Probably convenient for you, if anything," Anna said, sitting down at the table. "This place isn't exactly close to Ashbury."

I laughed, but it was a little strained, because she sounded genuinely needled at the idea. "Yeah, well, I guess I should be thanking you."

"Well, I prefer not to go over sensitive things at coffee shops or cafes," Anna said. "Your attorney, Dave, he let you know what we're looking at?"

"Yeah, he did," I said, and Anna clicked her briefcase open, pulling papers out with quick fingers and placing them on the table, pushing her briefcase back to make more room as the spread took over the surface.

"I hope I don't have to sign all of these," I murmured, my eyes crawling over the papers.

"I'll let you know what will be signed," Anna said. She pulled a pen from the briefcase, a fat black one with gold trim, turning the bottom to reveal the ballpoint. "Did you have any questions?"

"Not yet," I said. "Maybe once I know more about the specifics we're looking at, here."

"Right." Anna blinked, looking back down to the papers. "We'll start with this document."

So it began, the two of us winding through paperwork.

There wasn't much conversation. I was getting the sense from Anna that she pretty much didn't want to be here. Whether it was that she'd rather be taking care of this in her office, she was miffed about the drive, or she was used to dealing with more interesting clients, I didn't know. But I decided to try to probe into it a little bit, at the risk of distracting her.

"Do you normally handle divorces?" I asked her. Anna paused in reviewing a paper, looking over at me.

"I have a good amount of experience with these cases," she said, blinking. "Yours is a little different, just because of the nature of your work. But nothing I'm not prepared for."

"Of course," I said quickly. "I didn't mean to imply that."

Awkward. Anna looked at me for a moment longer before going back to the paper, finishing her review and sliding it over to me for my signature. I did my part and thought about whether I should say anything else to try to salvage my ability to have a conversation, or if I would just dig myself a deeper hole.

"No, Sam." Anna slid the paper I had just given her back over to me. "This line here needs your signature as well."

"Oh. Right." I scribbled it down quickly, falling further into my hole.

Anna took the paper back silently, giving it another review before approving it with a short nod and moving on to the next.

"I probably should have said this up front," Anna said, looking back up at me, "but I didn't know how into detail your attorney had gotten. These here—" Anna tapped on a stack of signed papers. "—are going to the publisher, and we need to wait for their return before we can advance. The same with these—" Another tap. "—for your agency. Plus those few for your agent specifically. Hopefully they have fast turnaround, but with this many parties involved, I don't have high expectations of that."

"Dave did mention something about the process lag," I responded.

"Right. So what I'm getting at is that this will probably take a few weeks, maybe two months, and maybe three months if all parties involved are truly terrible about returning paperwork. So you and I will probably have several more meetings like this."

"That's what I figured." I sat back in my chair. "And how long are your offices under renovation?"

"Probably about two months." Anna sighed, and it caught me off guard. I realized that it was because it was pretty much the first emotion she had displayed since getting here. "Major water damage in a lot of the walls. Old pipes that the leasing company neglected to inspect or tell us about. It's a major project."

"On their dime, I hope."

"Yes." Anna shook her head. "But I'd rather have the time back. Anyway." She stopped, glancing down at the papers, then leaning back and letting out of breath. "Sorry if I have been…curt. I've been doing more running around in the last two weeks than I have since I moved back to Ashbury."

"I hear you," I said. "Except it's the opposite for me. Staying here has been my first opportunity to relax in...years. I'm taking a liking to the town."

"I do love Ashbury," Anna said, a small smile coming onto her face. "That's why I came back. But I'm going off on a tangent. Can I take you up on that water?"

"Of course." I stood and fetched cold bottles from the fridge, which she took with a thank-you. We drank, and for a moment I thought about saying something about knowing some of her friends in Lily and Jasmine. But I quickly decided against it. The two of them could decide when they wanted to get together with Anna, and it wasn't my place to go shoving information around. Plus, it would probably derail us further from the business at hand and make this go on longer. Good for her billable hours, not so much for me.

Still. Just in that brief moment of actual conversation, I had liked actually talking to Anna. She seemed genuine. And from the way she was handling the paperwork, most assuredly a pro. I had no doubts about that. But it wouldn't be a bad thing to get to know more people around the town of Ashbury, people like Anna.

I didn't derail us, and freshly hydrated, Anna whisked us through the rest of the paperwork with a greater ease, seeming to be more comfortable. When she announced that we were done and deftly tucked the papers back into her briefcase, I was surprised how quickly the time had gone.

"I'll let you know when I get our copies back from your people," she told me, standing up. "And we'll arrange this again."

"Sure." I walked her to the door and held it open for her. "And thanks, Anna, for coming all the way out. If you did want to meet somewhere in town next time, you know, I would be fine coming down."

Anna quickly shook her head. "I was serious, I don't want to go over these documents in a public space. And honestly, driving out here is a lot more peaceful than driving through Ashbury during business hours, or the city, or Clarkdale...I think I could come to appreciate it." She looked around, past me, at the interior of the cabin. "You have a very nice place here. I'm not surprised you're able to relax."

"Yeah, well." I grinned. "I have to make sure that I make myself do my work, too. I'll have to set up a less whimsical workspace."

I cut myself off, suddenly becoming aware that I was being flirty with her, which didn't exactly feel cool. Anna might not appreciate it, and Jasmine and Lily probably wouldn't, either.

I cleared my throat and stuck out my hand. "Anyway. Thanks again. I'll see you next time, Ms. Halwell."

"Anna is fine," she said, shaking my hand. "Next time, Sam."


Chapter 6


"How did it go?"

Lily was on top of me. It was Monday evening, Anna had left here about eight hours ago, and Jasmine had other engagements in Ashbury tonight (believe it or not, Lily and I weren't the only people she knew. I suspected that Lily had other friends as well, but they weren't the type that could take care of all her needs).

"You're asking about the meeting with Anna?" I said.

Lily nodded.

"While I'm inside you?"

She laughed. "Maybe I got ahead of myself. I should have asked you first. But I really wanted you inside me."

"You and me both." I grabbed her hips. We were in my bed, and she was naked, her breasts hanging down just a few tantalizing inches from my face. I lifted my head and pulled her nipple into my mouth, giving it a gentle nibble with my teeth. I saw the gooseflesh rise up on her chest just above my eyes as she shivered.

"Ah, fuck..." Lily closed her eyes. "Just—just tell me before I can't hold back anymore." She grinded her hips down on me, massaging my cock inside her. "And be quick about it."

I let go of her nipple and gritted my teeth, trying to focus. "Uh...it was...fine...mmph. Fuck, don't move like that."

"Sorry. Heh."

I looked at her through squinted eyes, feeling the muscles inside her vagina squeeze at me.

"Not sorry about that," she said.

I let out a snort. "It was good. We got everything done that we needed to for this round. Might be—ah—a few more meetings to come."

"That's good." Lily leaned down, getting close to my face. "She's gorgeous, right? At least, she was from what I remember."

"This feels... like a trick question."

Lily wiggled on me again, making my hips thrust up into her. "I wouldn't trick you. Tell me the truth."

"Yeah," I gasped, holding her by the hips. "Yeah, she's pretty."

"Just pretty?"

"Hot," I said. "She's hot."

"Well, good for her." Lily looked very satisfied with herself. "Okay, that's enough of that."

"I'll say." I grabbed her tightly and started to fuck her, slamming up into her before she could say anything else. My head was spinning in more ways than one, and right now all I wanted to do was bury myself in this beautiful woman.

Lily moaned, putting a hand behind my head and pulling me into her breasts, which enveloped my face. I smelled her sweat and her perfume, and I found her nipple again, nibbling on it harder and making her gasp on top of me.

Lily pushed on my chest, pulling her tit out of my mouth and sitting back tall on me, getting every inch of my dick inside of her. She brought her fingers down to her clit and started rubbing herself, gyrating on top of me, her eyes going half-lidded.

She was so fucking hot up there, and she felt amazing as she moved on top of me. I reached up both hands to her bouncing breasts, taking her nipples between my fingers and rolling them. They were slippery with my saliva, but she liked it when I pinched them hard, so I did.

"Oh fucking yes, Sam," she cried, going faster back-and-forth on me, bumping her G-spot against the stiff rod inside her. She threw her head back, her brown hair draping down, her hard nipples pinched between my knuckles as I hefted the weight of her breasts in my hands.

Lily came before I did, her moaning getting cut off as the pleasure overwhelmed her and she shivered and shook on top of me, bucking against my unyielding cock with each wave of her orgasm. But her pussy squeezing at me pulled me right along after her, and I dug my fingers into the soft flesh of her tits as I let go and spurted inside of her, filling her up until it ran back down my shaft.

Lily relaxed, falling down on me while I slowly slipped out of her. I put my arms around her and felt her breathing.

"You fuck really good," Lily murmured in my ear. "I don't know if I've told you that."

"Not in so many words," I said, my breathing slowly returning to normal. "But you fuck really good, yourself."

"So sweet." She kissed my cheek, slowly rising up on me again. "So, I was thinking about it, and I do want to see Anna. Maybe sooner rather than later."

"I hope you weren't thinking about it just now," I said to her.

"Nah. Earlier." Lily grinned. "Before I got here."

"Sure." I gave her a theatrical roll of my eyes. "Well, you know. That's up to you guys, don't let me stop you or push you or whatever. It's not an ethical concern."

"Mm. Okay. I don't want to just burst in on her, though." Lily was silent for a moment, rubbing her hand across my chest. "Let me know the next time she's going to come over. I'll talk to Jazzy about it and maybe we can be here."

I gave her a nod. "No problem. Did you have any other questions about her? Clothes she wore? Car she drove? I can go and get my notes."

Lily smacked me lightly on the chest, laughing. "I think I'm satiated."

I grabbed her by the shoulders. "Well, I'm not."

She came down to me and kissed me, rubbing against my already-hardening cock with her backside, and before long I turned us over and I was inside her again, Lily on her back, her hair spread across the pillow, our moans filling the bedroom.

And in the days after, it wasn't too long before I heard from Anna again.

To Be Continued…
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Can old friends reuniting be the start of something new?

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

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

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

And Anna does seem to be quite interested...


Chapter 1


SAM

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Well, true. That seemed fair.

Fuck it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

At least, that's what I thought.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Try to share," Lily said to Jasmine.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That, I could believe.

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

"My turn now, Lily said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 3


JASMINE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Quite the catch.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Lily glanced over at Jasmine, who caught her eye.

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

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

"I totally get that," Lily said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"'We' meaning...?"

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

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

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

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

Jasmine giggled. She had taught him that word.

"—it doesn't bother me."

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4


JASMINE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Ready to cause trouble." Jasmine grinned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Anna snorted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 5


SAM

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

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

"Jesus Christ, no!"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 6


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I don't mean to presume—"

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

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

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

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

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

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

To Be Continued...


His Writer's Harem: Book 6
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His Writer's Harem: Book 6


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


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


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


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


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


Chapter 1


SAM

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

We were celebrating.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I glanced over at Jasmine.

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

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

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

Hm. Maybe I could have teased her more.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"The best."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then Jasmine dug in.


Chapter 3


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Come here, sexy," Jasmine beckoned me.

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

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

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

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

I wanted that to be me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Lily groaned from the other side of Jasmine.

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

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

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

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

Though, honestly, I didn't think any of us would be able to keep that agreement.
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Dinner. Our intense threesome was hours in the past, and the sun had set a little while ago, leaving the cabin to be lit by modern man. I had grilled us up some chicken and veggies, and with a sprinkle of seasoning, we were wolfing down a fairly delicious meal.

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

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

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

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

"Just about."

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

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

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

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

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

"Whatever happens." Jasmine smiled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Long drive back?"

"Not really, fifteen minutes or so."

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

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

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

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

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

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

Anna knew what she wanted.

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


Chapter 4


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Everything okay?" I asked her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Which is?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

At least, according to the girls.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I told you!"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 5


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

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

So I put it away.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My cock twitched. "Like you read about."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"You all really have been talking."

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

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

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

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

"Fuck me, Sam."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Tomorrow morning. Breakfast. Right.

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

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

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

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

Tomorrow was going to be an interesting day.

To Be Continued…


His Writer's Harem: Book 7


About
His Writer's Harem: Book 7


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

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

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

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

Is he ready for a change of plans?


Chapter 1


SAM

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Depends." Jasmine winked at me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What were you thinking?" I asked.

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

"Yes and no," I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I shook my head.

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I can't imagine you flailing."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Some of them." Anna grinned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 3


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

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

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

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

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

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

Anna bit her lip. "Maybe I did."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

How the hell do you say no to that?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 5


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"It's beautiful," Anna breathed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"You hungry?" I asked Lily.

"Not yet," she replied.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Who cums first?" I whispered.

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 6


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And that meant I had some things to figure out.

To Be Continued...
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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


"It'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


"Handsy, 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


We 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


"Ihope 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."
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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...


His Writer's Harem: Book 9


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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Lily wants something more...but is Sam ready?

Sam has finished his manuscript, the reason he came to the town of Ashbury in the first place. But now he's found so many more reasons to stay.

With the cabin in his name and Lily set to move in, Sam can see the future opening up before him—all of their futures. But a surprise from Lily is going to have him tossing and turning as he tries to make the right decision for the whole harem.

In this final book of His Writer's Harem, Sam, Lily, Jasmine, and Anna are going to grow closer than ever, and embrace the biggest change of all.


Chapter 1


ANNA

It was a beautiful day. Just overcast enough to avoid sunburn. No hint of rain in the weather report or on the horizon. No air quality concerns. No flash floods.

No reason to back out.

"Ugh," Anna said, straightening up from tying her shoes. "Let's...go."

Jasmine smacked her on the back, laughing. "That's the spirit, blondie!"

Lily was already up a few yards ahead, running in place, arms tucked in at her sides and a big grin on her face. "Should I remind you that this was your idea, Anna? And that we are your accountability crew?"

Anna shook her head. "Not again. I'm taking my medicine. I promised I'd do this, and we're doing it."

The three women set off, sneakers smacking the pavement of Oakridge Ave in Ashbury. It was a residential area off the main drag of the village, with a lot of trees growing along the sidewalks so that it was nice and shady.

Anna had been slacking in her workouts since opening her law practice. She was happy with her tall, lean body, but she was getting tired of getting out of breath taking more than a couple flights of stairs. It was time to get in shape again—and the first day was always the hardest.

Though having her girlfriends with her made it easier.

She jogged with purpose, keeping her stomach tight, her breasts secure in her sports bra. Jasmine was to her side, the shorter woman cute as a button, and in great cardio shape. Anna knew Jasmine went walking through the woods pretty much any chance she could get, and a woods walk was no picnic in the hilly forests outside Ashbury and near Ulmer University. For a petite woman, Jasmine had some solid, strong thigh muscles—she could carry Anna on her shoulders, and had, as ridiculous as it had looked.

Though she didn't look ridiculous now, mirth and sunshine on her face, little silver earrings dangling, and loud blue athletic gear tight and cozy on her curves. Anna admired her, then focused on her breathing.

Looking ahead, there was Lily. She had little red shorts on, and Anna couldn't help but gaze longingly at her ass as Lily ran ahead of her, her long legs bounding her forward easily. Lily actually ran regularly, so she could run circles around her and Jasmine both, but mostly only because Jasmine had shorter legs.

Not that she would. In fact, Lily fell back, sliding over to Anna's left. The three of them took up the sidewalk on their run, but it was easy to split if they had to let someone pass through.

"I'm feeling better," Anna said as they took a turn together. They were four blocks in at this point, and she felt she had found her form.

"Good!" Lily pumped her fist. "Ten more minutes and we're halfway done."

Anna huffed. "Don't...say stuff like that."

"Better to lose track of time," Jasmine agreed.

"Yes, get my mind off running," Anna said. They were going at a good pace, enough to get the heart rate up, but they could still talk. "What did you want to talk about?"

Lily had mentioned something before they had gotten together for their workout, but she hadn't brought it up again.

"In a little bit," Lily said, looking forward. "At the halfway point."

"Okay," Anna puffed, "but give me...something. Someone."

"I got you." Jasmine nudged her arm. "Remember Allison, from that thing at the outdoor yoga class? I finally ran into her again just yesterday, and she was already going off..."

Small town gossip chattered between the three of them then; Jasmine on her feud with Allison, which had been simmering steadily since undergrad; Anna with some tongue-in-cheek talk about unnamed local TV personalities who were in the middle of a lawsuit; Lily on the Simmons Street bridge project and the wildlife photography tour she'd been leading as part of her work for the town.

With sweat beaded on her forehead, Anna slowed to a stop near a pair of benches on the corner of the next street.

"Halfway," she said, wiping her forehead with her arm. "God. Let's take a minute and drink some water."

"Sounds good to me," Jasmine said, popping the top off her water bottle.

After a moment's consideration, they all squeezed onto one bench, Lily in the middle. The breeze drifted by and lifted the bits of hair that had flown free of Anna's hair tie. She didn't bother re-tying it. It felt like too much effort.

"I've been thinking about getting pregnant," Lily said.

Anna almost choked on her water. Jasmine did, hacking up a lung while Lily smacked her on the back.

"Jesus, Lils," Jasmine croaked. "Some warning, please."

"Sorry," Lily whispered, a tight smile on her face as she fought with the seriousness of the topic and the water dripping from her friends' faces. "But...yeah, that's what I wanted to talk about."

Anna cleared her throat. "And you haven't told Sam this yet. I'm assuming."

Lily shook her head. "No, not yet. I'm not even sure...I mean, I'm pretty sure, that it's something I want. More than pretty sure. But that doesn't mean I want to pressure him, or all of us."

"A harem baby." Jasmine smiled slowly. "That's kind of cool. I would have loved growing up with a whole bunch of parents, you know? As long as they were chill. You think you'll be a chill mom?"

Lily giggled. "Being chill might not be my first priority."

"You'd be great, though." Anna put a hand on Lily's leg. She was warm. "I'm sure of that. A great mom."

"Mom," Lily said, repeating the word. She put her hand over Anna's, her fingers moving nervously. "Crazy to say that out loud. But what do you guys think? I mean...I'm twenty-six. I'm going to move in with Sam for real once the house sells. I'm at a good spot in my career, and I've always wanted this. It feels like...now is actually the right time."

Anna heard the determination growing in Lily's voice. Just from the way she was talking, from the look on her face, she knew. Lily did want this, and Lily was right.

"I am a hundred percent with you." Anna squeezed her hand.

"Make that two hundred percent." Jasmine put her arm around Lily's back. "Mama Lily! Yes. Yes, yes, yes."

Lily grinned, her cheeks turning red.

"Okay," she said, looking between the two of them. "Now how do I bring this up to Sam?"

"You'll know when it's time," Anna said, turning toward her and stroking her arm. "Go with the flow, right?"

Jasmine added, "Don't overthink it. If there's one guy you can trust to be honest with, it's Sam."

Lily nodded. "Yeah. Okay, I am seriously going to try not to obsess. I'm in no rush; when the time is right, I'll bring it up to him."

"You have us till then," Jasmine told her. "And afterward. But I'll try not to enable any obsessing on your end, alright, hon? I'll shut you down if I gotta."

"Deal." Lily stuck her tongue between her teeth. "And obviously..."

"Of course," Anna said immediately. "We won't say anything to Sam. This is yours."

"Fuck, I love you two." Lily clapped her hands on her thighs and stood up. "Halfway done! Back around Sycamore!"

Anna heaved a big breath as she stood up, but she had a smile on her face. It was a beautiful day.
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Until now.

"Shit." Anna sighed, staring at the deflated spare tire in her trunk. She had been feeling on top of the world after successfully finishing the lunchtime run, had zoomed over to her office to get some paperwork she wanted to overnight, and then on the way to the courier drop-off...a flat tire.

Normally an inconvenience, but with finding her spare also flat (she could have smacked herself for not checking on it the last year), it was now an actual problem. She could call for a tow, but that wouldn't get her to the courier fast enough. Not the end of the world, but the next month or so of her life would be a lot easier if she got this client's documents mailed before Sunday.

She pulled out her phone and dialed, relieved when Sam answered right away.

"Hey," he said over the phone, warm like always, like he'd been waiting to hear from her all day. "I was just thinking about you."

"Yeah?" Anna laughed, but it was strained. "Must be your sixth sense."

"Something wrong?"

"A little..." Anna explained, closing her trunk. "I just need to get there before six, that's when they close. I'll deal with the car after."

"Which tire is flat?" Sam asked.

"Uh...front passenger, why?"

"Oh good, that makes it easier. I can tow you."

Anna brightened. "No shit? That's amazing. I hate to drag you away from the court." Sam had taken up tennis again in the fall, joining an indoor club for when the looming winter began. But for now, the weather was good enough to play outside.

"Trust me, I've gotten my ass beat for like ninety minutes today, that's plenty." Sam laughed. "You wouldn't believe how good these guys are. I'm getting whooped by dudes deep into their fifties."

"Ladies too?"

"I'd rather not talk about it. See you soon."

Anna hung up, snickering. Sam could always make her laugh, even in a situation like this.

The tennis club wasn't far from where Anna had pulled over, so less than 10 minutes later, Sam had pulled his big truck up and backed it to the front of Anna's car.

Anna hugged him when he got out. "Thanks for saving my bacon."

"Oh, is there bacon?" Sam grinned, and Anna rolled her eyes. "I passed that tire shop right on the way down the road here, you broke down in a great spot. We'll drop the car there real quick and get you to the mailing place in time."

Sam got the car hooked up, and Anna climbed into the truck with him.

"Hopefully they can patch my spare, too," Anna said, as Sam gently pulled them back onto the road.

"Fingers crossed," Sam said. "You're running paperwork on a Saturday, huh? When are you allowed to give yourself a break?"

"I'm not sure," Anna said wryly. "With the practice, it's all on my shoulders. I feel like if I slow down even a little, I'm hurting myself and my clients."

"Yeah," Sam said, stopping at a crosswalk to let a family through. "It's easy to get addicted to the work. And then, heaven forbid, if you ever do get caught up and there's nothing left to do, you just sit there and think, now what?"

Anna tapped her nose. "Sounds like you've suffered through the same dilemma."

"And I only very recently broke out of its spell," Sam said, pulling forward once the crosswalk was clear.

"You mean when you moved here?"

"Yep. I hadn't even realized I was caught in a rut the last few years, not until I poked my head out of it." Sam glanced over toward her, his expression softening. "Not that I think that's your situation, by the way. You just started this business, I know it's hard to avoid grinding yourself into dust, and hell, it might even be necessary. But I've got your back if things spill over the edges like today." He put his hand on her knee and squeezed it gently. "We all do."

Anna put her hand over his, feeling pressure in her throat, sudden and unexpected. She looked at Sam, and she thought about their harem, and she thought about Lily, for whom she was so excited and nervous and overflowing with support.

"I'm lucky I found you," Anna said.

Sam said, "That's funny, I was just thinking the same thing."

"About me?" Anna teased.

"Of course."


Chapter 2


JASMINE

She liked seeing him like this. Stretched out, trying his hardest. Sweating, his face contorted in some mix of pain and pleasure.

Okay. Maybe it was just pain.

"You can relax out of that pose," Jasmine told him.

"Ffffuuuu..." Sam sighed out slowly as he straightened out his body and collapsed down onto the slim foam mat. "Holy...shit. This is...way harder than I...ever thought it would be." He rubbed his fingers across the mat, looking up at the ceiling. "I'm going to replace this mat. I can't get something borrowed this sweaty."

Jasmine laughed. They were at the yoga studio she liked, in Ulmer City where she lived. It was a little under two hours down the road from Ashbury, and she was friends with the owner, Janie, who let her use the place when there wasn't a class. There was something much more serene about doing yoga somewhere besides her apartment.

"Not regretting this, are you?" Jasmine asked him, gracefully bringing her legs back in and sitting up on her mat.

Sam turned his head, looking up at her. "Not in the least. You're right, if I just go balls out on tennis once or twice a week and don't take care of myself, my joints are going to give up."

"It'll help your game, too," Jasmine added, kicking her legs. "More flexibility. Get you a better backhand."

Sam grunted.

Jasmine cast her eyes around the yoga studio. It had an old, plank wood floor that she loved, its battered surface giving the place a lot of age and character. There was a big window in the front, but she had the blinds closed, muted light peeking in around the edges. With the small trappings of dust glittering in the soft beams of light, it cast the mood of a pleasant old library, just a lot less stuffy.

Jasmine wasn't a yoga teacher, but she knew enough to take a beginner through a session that wouldn't be too challenging. Of course, if you never did this sort of thing, even beginner poses would put a strain on your body. But Jasmine appreciated that Sam was committed to it and trying his hardest, judging by the sheen of sweat on him.

"It's hot in here," Sam said.

And of course, he wasn't bad to look at, either. She had informed Sam that she planned to ogle him generously during this little workout, and he had just laughed and told her to eat it all up.

"My bad," Jasmine said. She popped up to her feet and turned on the tower fan in the corner, which came to life with a beep. Immediately, the moving air made Sam sigh with relief.

"Okay," he said, newly energized, "what's next?"

"The next one is going to be on hands and knees."

"Me, or you?" Sam flashed her a grin.

"Both of us, ya flirt." Jasmine giggled, shaking her head. Not that she wouldn't be down for some fooling around, but she wasn't that kind of yoga teacher. She didn't want to give him an excuse to cut it out early. Or herself, for that matter. Tempting as it might be.

She took Sam through the bird-dog poses, feeling the light strain in her core and back muscles. God, it was satisfying. It had been too long since she'd had a chance to do yoga. She'd been too busy working and running around with the harem. Not that she was complaining.

"Now we're on the last two," Jasmine assured him, watching his arms slightly tremble as he put his weight back onto them. "And they're very chill, you're going to love them."

"I am notoriously chill," Sam said, breathing hard. "Hit me."

"Child's pose," Jasmine said. "Start by straightening up on your knees, and then put your weight down on top of your heels…"

"Child's pose," Sam murmured, focusing as he followed her actions.

Jasmine let out her breath, descending, and sliding her eyes over to look at Sam as he extended his arms forward on the mat. She thought about Lily talking to him, what she would say. She thought about what Sam would be like as a father.

She smiled, and her heart filled up, and she wanted to say something, something she thought she could get away with, something innocuous...but no. It was Lily's path to take, and Lily's wish to tell, and Jasmine wouldn't intrude on that. She would just wait, patiently or impatiently, and try not to smile too widely and suspiciously when the thoughts came into her head and she imagined what their lives would be like once they changed yet again, for the better.

"I like this one," Sam admitted, his voice going into the mat. He peeked at Jasmine from beneath his arm.

"You're a natural," Jasmine told him, beaming in such a way that she couldn't stop it. She focused on the yoga. "Okay, stretch it out...little further, yeah, that's it, big guy. Exhale...let's slowly come back up to our knees."

"Whoo," Sam breathed out. "There's another one?"

"Oh, yeah. The best one. Corpse pose."

"Now...that sounds chill."

They each laid on their backs like starfish, limbs stretched out, palms upward, looking directly at the exposed rafters of the ceiling. Their long, easy breathing filled the air.

"This feels so goddamn good," Sam moaned, and Jasmine stifled a laugh.

"Don't get too distracted." She pulled in a breath through her nose. "You're relaxing your muscles, but you're also receiving the universe. Look up and try not to focus on anything. Your muscles are expanding, and so is your mind, like it's comfortably sipping in a long breath."

The two of them lay like that for a while, not talking, not shifting, just letting the session wind down while the hum of the tower fan's oscillations swept through the room.

"I should come out here more," Sam said, keeping his eyes upward. "I feel bad that I don't visit you enough."

"Don't invent reasons to feel bad," Jasmine chastised him. Her eyes lazily followed a dust mote drifting through the air. "Maybe I just prefer coming to Ashbury, consider that."

"I'm sure you do," Sam agreed, "but how are you doing out here? Working, taking classes, all that. We can't see as much of you."

"Well, it's not ideal, I'll admit that," Jasmine said. "But I told you I'm finishing my degree this semester, right? December nineteenth, I am walking out of here with a very expensive piece of paper. Then I won't necessarily be tied to Ulmer anymore."

"So you'll need a new yoga studio," Sam mused, then turned his head toward her. "What's your plan? Are you going to teach?"

Jasmine nodded slowly, her head rubbing the mat. "Ulmer does have an offer for me. I assumed they would, and I assumed I would take it. But..."

She turned, met Sam's eyes. "I never planned on being at Ulmer forever. They're not the only game in town. There's places closer to Ashbury."

"You know I'd love it if you were closer." Sam tickled the tips of her fingers, his arm outstretched. "But not if it's going to hurt your career, you know? You've put all this damn work in, for years. I don't know academia very well, but I know job offers aren't exactly floating around out there to be snatched up."

"You're right about that. But I'm not so worried about my career. I'm much more concerned about being happy, and being around the people I love." Jasmine tickled him back. "That's why I spent my summers in Ashbury instead of Ulmer. Besides...I am shopping my talents around. I have interviews lined up towards the end of the semester. Akronbrook, they're only thirty-five minutes from Ashbury. St. Chalimer's is less than an hour. Couple other schools."

"Damn, and here I was worried," Sam laughed, "when you so obviously have your shit together."

"It helps to know what I want." Jasmine inched closer and grabbed his hand. "Y'all helped make that a lot clearer."

Sam turned over on his shoulder and he kissed her, and Jasmine kissed him back, and she thought about doing more, but she didn't. This was enough, and there'd be plenty of time to be lewd later, and not on borrowed yoga mats.

But love and kisses and entwined fingers, those were what you held onto for each lingering moment.


Chapter 3


LILY

Lily had a good feeling about these two as soon as they walked in her front door.

They were a young couple, probably about her age, though maybe just a year or two younger, in their early twenties. Lily had her friend Hannah, a real estate agent, help her stage the house in the best way possible—she was mostly staying at the cabin now, anyway—but after a couple open houses, Lily decided she wouldn't mind showing the place herself on occasion, when Hannah wasn't available.

That was how she met Matt and Sophia, the people who were going to buy her house.

She knew they were excited about it just ten seconds into their visit, whispering to each other and pointing things out. They liked the size of the kitchen, and the little breakfast nook she had. They loved the big windows in the living room, and how the place looked in the morning sun. They loved Lily's tidy little garden out front, which made her smile, because specifically had spent time trimming the bushes to increase her curb appeal, as Hannah had suggested.

Plus, she liked gardening. In fact, she had already set up a little plot at the cabin, ready to be tilled and sowed.

She had shaken their hands when they had left, feeling very professional, but after they had walked out of the door, she had clasped her hands in front of her face and let out a small noise of excitement. They had liked the place. They had loved the place. She was certain of it.

And then two days later, Hannah had called Lily with the couples' offer. Five thousand over asking. It was done.

Well, not done, exactly. Obviously the process was going to take a little bit, but Hannah was confident it would be quick as far as real estate deals went.

She wanted to tell everyone. But the first person she called was Sam, ringing him up as she sat on her couch, some show on the TV filling the air, and her body wiggling slightly with happy energy.

"Sam," she said when he picked up, "I did it. I just accepted an offer on my house."

"Lily!" he practically cheered. "That's so great. Congratulations!"

"I can hardly believe it," she said. "I mean, I've only lived here about three years, but still."

"It's a big deal," Sam said. He let out a short, energetic laugh. "I'm thrilled for you, don't get me wrong. But can I admit I'm also thrilled for me, that I get to see you here all the time?"

"I'm pretty amped about that too," Lily said, in complete honesty. "I don't think I would have sold this fast if I wasn't very focused on being with you every day."

"Aw." Sam paused. "Well, shit. Want to start today? Anna's working late, Jasmine's in Ulmer. How about I show up with some dinner and get a last look at your place?"

Lily smiled. "I would love that. Are you sure you're not busy?"

"Just busy missing you. See you soon."

An hour later, Sam came in the front door and surprised her with her favorite guilty pleasure dinner, a lamb gyro from the Greek grill over on Elmwood, and a fresh and delicious souvlaki for himself.

"God, you know me well," Lily gushed, hugging him after he had set down the takeout bag.

"And I would never deprive you of a good meal." Sam squeezed her tight, then pulling back and holding her arm's length. "So this is it, huh? Last night in the house, they move in tomorrow?" He was grinning.

Lily rolled her eyes, but she giggled. "I don't think it's going to be quite as fast as when you bought the cabin, but I'll be hiring movers sooner rather than later. And I'm gonna put some of my furniture online, I don't need it all and it'll put some cash in my pocket."

"You don't have to minimize on my account," Sam said, taking a look around. "There's plenty of room in the cabin for your stuff."

"I'll think about it," Lily said. "But I'm not too attached to any of it."

They sat down at the nook in her kitchen and ate their dinner. Lily had already moved plenty of stuff into the cabin, of course, but now she was thinking about what furniture she wanted to keep, where she wanted it to go, things like that. But it was hard to focus on the details when Sam was sitting here right in front of her, Smiling with his short, rugged beard and messy brown hair that he never quite seemed to keep completely flat. Authors. What could you do?

She was thinking about a lot of things.

They finished eating, Lily finished wiping the tzatziki sauce off the side of her mouth, and then the two of them relaxed onto the couch, Sam's arm around her. Lily texted the harem group chat to let them know the good news about her house, and their blasts of all-caps joy lifted her mood even higher, if that was possible.

It was almost time. Almost. But there was something she wanted to do first.

The movie was about halfway done, some drama that Lily had seen the first one of, missed the second one, but this third one that they were watching was entertaining enough even with some gaps in knowledge, which Sam filled in for her if she asked. But she hadn't asked a question in a while, and now she put her hand on his leg, sliding it up to the part of his thigh that could be considered dangerous and inappropriate.

Sam looked over at her, tucked up against him, and was met with the determined face of a Lily who felt like she had been sitting around all day and was ready to do more.

"I know that look," Sam said, turning toward her and sliding his own hand up her leg. She was wearing a very short pair of shorts, and the way his fingers caressed the inside of her thigh made goosebumps ripple across her. Her nipples were hard, and she felt them rubbing against her thin bra.

"Oh, do you?" Lily said, trying to tease him, but she felt breathy and lost in her desire already, and she knew she didn't have a leg to stand on. What she wanted was plain as day, and she wasn't trying to hide it. So she leaned in and said, "Let's go say goodbye to my bedroom."

"That is some excellent seduction," Sam said, and after a moment's pause, he shifted and quickly swept Lily up into his arms, standing up from the couch and pulling her into the air. It was effortless; Sam was strong. Lily loved being in his arms, she loved the smell of him as she was pulled up against his chest, and she loved how he protected her head as he walked the two of them through her bedroom doorway and over to her bed.

Sam set her down softly, and then got on top of her not so softly. Immediately his lips found hers, and Lily threw her arms around his neck and kissed him hungrily. It felt like he had wanted this just as badly as she did. She slipped her tongue into his mouth, fencing with him, curling her fingers into claws and dragging them up his back.

"You make me so fucking hard I barely know what to do with myself," Sam whispered into her ear, his voice gruff and full of need. "I wanted to carry you in here forty-five minutes ago."

Lily moaned, arching up to him, finding his unyielding hardness beneath his jeans and rubbing against it. She took one hand away from his back just so that she could drop to the bed and slide that hand between them, finding his cock over his pants and grasping at it, the denim of the jeans making it difficult to grab hold. Sam started to pull away so he could undress, but Lily held him.

"I got it," she said, determined, pulling him forward by his most sensitive piece. He groaned as Lily's deft fingers took down his zipper, teasing at the strained head of his cock that was still pressed up through his boxers. The stretchy fabric was already stained wet with his precum, a fact which Lily was quick to notice and appreciate. But lust can only appreciate a barrier for so long.

She got his button undone, but she wasn't waiting for the pants to come down. Lily yanked the boxers over Sam's cock and took his swollen girth in hand, stroking him, moaning without realizing it, just holding his thick, pulsing heat and feeling every inch of it.

Sam came back down and kissed her again, diving in with his tongue, and his hand crept up the leg of her very short shorts and found her panties-clad pussy, damp through with her desire. Even his fingers rubbing across the satin of her underwear was shockingly good, making Lily suck in air through her nose and suck hard on Sam's tongue between her lips, driving her hips up into him.

They burned for each other, and there wasn't time nor inclination to strip down, to interrupt the flow of their passion. Lily rubbed Sam's slickness up his shaft, and Sam worked his fingers beneath the flat front of her panties, finding her wet pussy, making Lily toss her head backward and bite down on her lip when he slipped two fingers inside of her.

"Oh god, fucking yes," she whispered, tears in her eyes from how good it felt, Sam throbbing in her grasp. She stroked him from top to bottom, and he was slick and thrusting into her hand, his body shaking, and oh how she fucking loved it. How turned on he was; how hot he was for her; how badly he needed her. Nothing made her feel as powerful as making this man shake with just a few fingers in the right spot, and nothing turned her on more than him pinning her down and wiggling his fingers inside of her while she tried not to scream in delight.

"I fucking need you," he breathed, and she felt every little bit of that sentence, longing for his cock inside of her.

"Then take me," Lily told him, and he did.

Sam pulled his cock from her hand and slid out of her, then ripped the shorts and underwear off of Lily like they were on fire. He didn't bother kicking his own pants off, just dropped them low enough to keep himself out, ready for her, and then he was grabbing her legs and pulling them apart and Lily moaned loudly with ecstasy as his slippery dick pressed upwards along her lips.

A quick reposition; an angle downward, and—oh fuck, oh fucking fuck, he was in, he was pushing inside her and filling her to the brim and jesus christ the way he held her legs up, pushing them back, folding her up so that his cock hit that spot, that fucking spot that made her lose sense of everything else, any sense of propriety, any need to be quiet for the neighbors, any worldly concern except the pleasure flooding her brain and the man responsible for it.

Sam buried himself in her, shuddering as her silken tightness grabbed hold of him, and Lily tilted her head back and let her tits bounce in her shirt as Sam started to fuck her, hitting her in that spot over and over, holding her legs with his strong hands and letting slip his own sounds of ecstasy as their fiery need met and surged between them.

The feeling of being bent backwards as Sam pounded into her was the best thing in the world. Lily's toes curled, and she started to rub at her clit, her fingers struggling to pin down the slippery button until they did, and she sucked in air and tensed her muscles around him. He lowered his hands to the tops of her thighs, yanking her up against him, getting deeper still and driving inside of her.

"Oh, fuck," she gasped, and she moaned, and she came, rubbing herself, Sam thrusting in and out of her. He dropped her legs and took her by the waist, holding her firm, fucking her while she came until he was gasping and digging his fingers into her and pumping her full of his cum, his cock throbbing and pulsing inside her until the dance stopped and they were both left breathing heavily and looking into each other's eyes.

And Lily knew it was time.


Chapter 4


SAM

God, was this it? Was this the best sex I'd ever had?

The fact that the very thought had run through my mind many times before this, since I'd come to Ashbury, told me that possibly it was not. But it was a sincere contender.

I lay next to Lily in her bed, my clothes rumpled around my body, with no desire to fix them or strip them off. I just wanted to lay here with her, one hand on her side and my fingers in her hair, moving it off of her forehead and baring her deep brown eyes.

"What was better," I began, thumbing away a strand of hair, "the orgasm or the gyro?"

Lily groaned, then the laugh won out, and she smacked my hip lightly. "Don't make me choose," she said in a pleading tone. "I love them both so much."

I grinned, and we fell back into comfortable silence, our hands making quiet, narrow paths along each other's bodies, like explorers creeping up and down each other's curves (though Lily's curves were a lot better than mine).

I noticed Lily's breathing change just a few seconds before she spoke.

"There was something I wanted to talk to you about," Lily said. Her hand was on me, but it had stilled, and felt the tension in her fingers.

"Sure," I said, gently squeezing her hip. "Talk to me."

Lily pulled in a breath, her eyes moving away for a moment as she gathered her courage. I grew concerned, thinking maybe she had changed her mind about moving in for real. That was okay, if she wasn't ready. It didn't have to be—

"I want to have a baby," Lily said.

I paused. Blinked. Watched Lily's face, her eyes wide open, her fingers tight on my side.

"Oh," I said. "Phew. I thought you were going to give me bad news."

"I...um..." Lily bit her lip, a surprising moment of speechlessness.

I moved closer to her on the bed, her chest just barely touching up against mine. "Lily. I love you. And what you just said makes me incredibly happy."

She let her lip fall from her canine tooth, and she smiled, slowly. "...but?"

"There's no but," I assured her. "I just want to take a little bit of time with it, that's all. This isn't me saying you haven't thought it through, because I am sure you have, and I know it had to be hard as hell finding the right time to bring it up." I moved my hand to her cheek. "Not that there would have been a wrong time."

"Okay. Okay. My heart is pounding." Lily closed her eyes, but she was smiling when she opened them. "Hard part's over. I didn't want to, you know, get you all wound up and then tell you. I wanted us to have some fucking amazing sex, get it out of our systems, and be..."

"Clear-headed?"

"Yeah. Exactly." She found my hand, held it. "And you're right. I've thought about it a lot, and it's something I've always wanted. It just never felt right until now."

The way she said it made my eyes prickle. I wanted to answer her right then and there, I did, but I knew the smart thing to do was sleep on it. I had no doubts about Lily being an amazing mom, nor about Anna and Jasmine's support, which was doubtless to be loving and enthusiastic. But it was a big decision, the biggest of them all, really, and it deserved some time to...incubate.

"I love you," I said, looking Lily in the eyes, "and I'm not going to leave you hanging on this."

"I know." Lily slid her fingers into mine. "You're a smart guy. And you'd be a great dad."

My heart skipped a beat at the word, and it lifted a smile to my lips.

That made Lily light up, too. "Okay, we let it lay. I'm still on my birth control, by the way, so don't worry about that. In the meantime...help me with these sheets?"

I kissed her, and then we got up and tossed the sheets in the washer. I offered to stay and help her—she was packing the small things up, getting ready to move out—but she said it was okay. We both needed some time to think, and besides, soon she'd be around 24/7. I was looking forward to that day.

I drove back through Ashbury, one hand on the steering wheel, my mind everywhere and nowhere all at once. It was hard to focus, hard to conceptualize, the reality of what Lily was asking. My ex-wife and I had never tried; she hadn't wanted children, and I hadn't wanted them badly enough to worry our marriage over it, at the time. Could that have been part of the reason that we fell apart, my desire for such a thing outpacing her own? Maybe. Surely it contributed. But since I had never viewed it as a real possibility, I hadn't bothered putting a lot of thought into the subject.

Until now. And I found that when I did start thinking about it, imagining it, I lost myself in it.

I vaguely remember parking in front of the cabin, the gravel crunching under the tires. The sun had finished setting by now, and I ascended the steps, the porch light flicking on when it sensed my motion.

Into the cabin, kicking off my shoes, nibbling unconsciously at my lip. Thinking about this made me nervous, but there wasn't anything concrete about it. I had no doubts about Lily. I had doubts about myself, if anything. I'd been through a lot in my life, but never something like this. I didn't know if I would be any good at it. I wasn't ancient, but I was in my early 40s, not exactly prime dad age. That was something to think about, right?

I shook my head. Somehow, an hour had passed. I was lying on the couch, looking up at the ceiling and not seeing it, the cabin dark around me. I wished Lily were here. I wanted to hold her, stroke my hands through her hair. I wanted Jasmine and Anna all with me, warm against me, making the world seem smaller and more secure.

I breathed, flexing my fingers. One hour wasn't going to make this decision, and I was just going to burn a hole in my brain if I tried to force it. I said good night to my ladies in the group text and got into bed, closing my eyes and seeing different futures spreading out before me.


Chapter 5


"I'm not gonna say anything about it."

"You can."

"It's between you and Lily. I'm just here to have a nice lunch before my next meeting."

I sat back, looking at Anna across the table. We were at some healthy eatery in the village, the kind of place with broth bowls and salads and no tortillas. Not my favorite, but I acknowledged that I needed to shove some greenery into my mouth at least a couple times a week.

"So...what else is on your mind, then?" I spooned up some of my broth and let it drip back into my bowl.

Anna pinched her lips together. She was struggling, I knew it. I was watching it happen, and I was trying not to laugh.

"Fine," she burst out, dropping her fork onto her salad. "I want to know. I have to know. What are you going to do?"

I opened my mouth to say something, but she immediately held up her hand.

"Christ, forget I said that." Anna shook her head. "Of course you can't tell me before you tell Lily, what a shitty thing for me to ask. I'm just so...excited. And kind of freaking out."

"You do seem pretty amped up." I grinned. "And I know it's not the food."

"This salad is actually great," Anna said, crunching a forkful of lettuce and smiling. "It's got pine nuts."

I took a spoon of soup. Broth bowl. Whatever. "She only brought it up to me last night, we both agreed to take some time with it. Is she...worried?"

"No, nothing like that," Anna said. "She honestly seems very content, now that she's told you. I hope you don't mind that she brought it up to us first."

"Not at all. I'd feel worse if she felt like she couldn't. It's good that we all have each other."

"The benefits of the harem." Anna winked.

We finished up our lunch and Anna went back her office, while I headed to the library with my laptop bag swinging from my hand. I had picked a few spots around Ashbury that were good for getting work done. The cabin was great, but sometimes you just had to change up your venue, and it was hard to beat the library for quietly working.

I sat down at an open table among the stacks and powered on my laptop. My manuscript, at this point, was done. First draft, anyway. I had actually just finished it three days prior, and I had let it breathe the last few days, taking some time away from it before I opened it back up to clean the file a bit and send it to my publisher for the first round of edits. They were excited, and when I had typed THE END 110,000 words later, I had been pretty excited, too.

Now, after last night, I didn't feel that same excitement. It wasn't a bad thing, and I think that was how I knew.

Writing books had been one of the most important parts of my life for a long, long time. They were like my children, in a way. I brought them up from nothing, nurtured them to maturity, and set them on their way, doing my best to help them succeed. They made me proud and they made me anguished and they made me lose sleep and wake up happy. They fulfilled me and made me think about the future; they had me wondering what would come next, once one was all written up.

But now I could see the thinness of that. I still loved writing, I always would, but erasing my notes from the bottom of the manuscript, tweaking the spacing, the typical rigmarole of this process I'd been through dozens of times—it didn't fill me with the same elation it used to.

That might have made me sad, in some other circumstance. But today, here, it made me happy. Because maybe I had always known, somewhere, but now I knew. I knew it was time.

I fired off the email to my publisher—they'd send me a secure link to upload the manuscript—and I slammed my laptop shut like I was trying to put out a fire on the keyboard, drawing several disgruntled looks from the people around.

"Sorry," I said, but I was grinning in a crazy way, and I slid the laptop into my bag and didn't bother to zip it up before running out of the library. Town hall was just around the corner.

I parked somewhere that would get me a ticket. I left my truck unlocked, and I could feel some errant puff of hair twisted the wrong way on the top of my head as I ran up the long walk to the front doors, pulling them open. My feet were loud on the polished floors, and it was midday during the week, so there were plenty of people in the municipal building to give me the side-eye as I breezed by them, heading for the Parks office.

The set of pane-glass doors leading to the reception desk was open, one of them propped out to let the air flow. I stepped in, nodded to the office manager, and walked as quickly as I could to Lily's office.

There she was. Reading something on her computer monitor, looking away from me. Her brown hair cascading down her shoulders, wearing the Town of Ashbury polo I'd come to know on her. When she turned to pull open a desk drawer, she saw me through her office window, and her mouth dropped open in surprise.

"Sam!" she said, though I couldn't hear her, I could just see her say my name.

I opened the door to her office, going inside. She stood up, coming over to me bemused, but with a smile on her face. I pulled her into a hug.

"What are you doing here?" Lily asked, squirming in my tight grip.

"I want to do it," I told her. "I want to have a baby with you."

Her lips parted again, and she tried to speak, but she couldn't. I saw the shine in her eyes; felt her hands clutch at my arms; saw her swallow.

"Are you sure?" she whispered. "You can take more ti—"

I kissed her, pulling her close to me. Lily melted into me, and I felt the wetness of her happy tears on my cheeks, the shaking of her breath as we slowly parted.

I told her, "I am more sure than I've ever been about anything."

"Oh, Sam, I..." Lily's face screwed up as she tried to hold it together. "I'm just so...happy. And scared. And...and everything."

"Me, too." I laughed. "We'll figure it out. All four of us, together."

My heart rate finally started to head back towards normal, and I remembered that we were in her office, in the middle of a work day. That was not where I wanted us to be, in the wake of this grand decision. I wanted to be somewhere else, doing very different things.

And so did Lily.

"Let's get the fuck out of here," she whispered, giggling.

I didn't know what she told her boss. She shot off some text to him after she climbed into my truck, leaving her car there for the next day. I took us to the cabin with her hand on my leg, knuckles white on the steering wheel, and when I pulled up we hopped out and ran into the place like there were dogs nipping at our heels.

We left a trail of clothes to my bedroom, except for the socks, which got scraped off at the end and rolled around the bed with us. We kissed, breathing each other in, my hardness quivering, poised outside of her.

"I stopped taking birth control today," Lily said, looking up at me, naked and beautiful. "But it could be a few weeks before I can get pregnant."

"Let's try anyway," I said, "to be safe."

I slid into her, and she was wet and hot and she pulled me close, exhaling in pleasure, taking me all the way.

"Do it, Sam," she whispered, her cheek up against mine. "Put a baby inside me."

The other day, I'd wondered if I'd just had the best sex of my life. I had expected to be proven wrong, just not so soon. But thrusting into Lily, knowing I was trying to get her pregnant, burying myself deep inside of her and letting it all out as she pushed back against me...there are very few things that can compare to that. And writing a book is not one of them.

Afterward, we lay together, and Lily let out a long breath, a smile of pure bliss on her face. I could feel the energy radiating from her.

"Go on," I said, rubbing her belly. "Tell them."

Lily grinned. She wiggled down the bed and grabbed her phone, pulling up the harem group text.

It's official, she sent. Sam and I are trying.

It was only a few seconds before both our phones lit up. Soon we were all on a call together, chatting animatedly with Jasmine and Anna while Lily and I lay there naked. I imagined the day when it would be all of us here in the cabin, sitting around the table, and waking up for breakfast, and watching the sun set on the porch. All four of us.

And soon enough, more than four.


Epilogue


"Ican't think of a better way to celebrate," Anna said, pulling us up to the jewelry store, "than shopping."

"This must be a hell of a client you landed," Jasmine whistled as she got out of the car. "I'll ask one more time, are you sure about this?"

Anna nodded, smiling as she closed the driver's side door. "Supremely sure. I've been working my ass off and I haven't been able to do anything nice for us. I want to make up for lost time."

"You don't owe us anything, love," Lily said, starting to get out of the car. I darted over to her door and offered my hand. She grabbed it, but gave me a wry grin. "I can stand up, Sam."

"And now you can do it even easier," I said, helping her get out of the car, "because Anna drives a go-kart and it's hell on the knees getting out of this thing."

"Yeah, but it's a lot easier to get back into than your truck," Anna teased.

She had just taken on a big client, a corporate one who was taking her services on retainer, which meant Anna had just had a substantial lift in her income. And she wanted to celebrate by getting us all rings. We couldn't all be getting married anytime in the foreseeable future, but that didn't mean we couldn't bling out like we were.

Anna's words, not mine.

I had offered, though. I guess it would be considered a proposal? I had very romantically brought up the idea of health insurance and taxes to Lily, which she had considered for just a moment before deciding against it.

"I have good insurance through the town," Lily had said, "and I don't want two of us to be married if we can't all be married."

We had looked at it together, and yeah, her health insurance beat the crap out of mine. I had joked that now I wanted to marry her just to get her benefits. But marriage was just a legal status. It wasn't something the harem needed.

Anna held the door of the jewelry store open, and we all walked inside. I had one arm around Jasmine's shoulders, the other around Lily's waist. The cool air conditioning of the place hit me nicely; it was late May, and spring had just started heating up.

"Oh! How far along are you, dear?"

Lily stopped, smiling wide. She always did when people asked her; it brought true joy to her face. I had been amazed how many people would just stop a pregnant woman and start asking her questions, but I was starting to get used to it. As long as Lily didn't mind, that was all that mattered to me.

"Six months," she told the white-haired older lady who had asked. "Well, twenty-five weeks."

The old woman brightened, her eyes crinkling up. "Wonderful. Congratulations."

Lily thanked her and watched her walk past, her hand resting on her stomach. I couldn't resist, and I put my hand there too. She was wearing a maternity shirt, a frilly blue thing that was pretty and gave room for her pregnant belly, which she was coming to terms with. Shopping for maternity clothes had definitely helped with that.

"You don't get enough of this at home?" Lily smirked.

"Hey, if strangers can ask about you, I can touch your belly in public," I insisted, rubbing along the curve. "Jasmine, Anna, get in here."

"Oh god," Lily laughed, as three sets of hands rubbed along her shirt. "You're tickling me!"

Jasmine giggled, her eyes twinkling. "They weren't lying about pregnancy making a lady glow. No wonder people keep stopping to talk to you, Lily."

"You're a radiant mama," Anna said, straightening up. "And Sam, you know, you've got a glow about you, too."

"I keep meaning to get that checked out."

"Tsk." Anna shook her head.

"He's definitely going to have the dad jokes covered," Jasmine groaned.

"You're damn right." I got my arms around them again. "Now let's find the shiny things. Mama shouldn't be on her feet for too long."

I did offer to buy the rings as well, before we had gotten here, because my latest book had just hit the shelves just two months ago, and it was selling well. Very well. People—not just my editor and publisher—were saying it was my best work, and that the next in the series was hotly anticipated.

I had a few ideas as to why.

But Anna was insistent, and I didn't argue with her. She was definitely going to be my guide on this little trip. The last time I had bought jewelry for myself was on vacation years ago, some trinket gemstone necklace at an overpriced gift shop. My ex had picked our wedding bands, though I suppose I had agreed to them at the time, so that was kind of like choosing. Still, I was happy to let the ladies take the lead here.

"Ooh. Ooh! Look at these!" Jasmine tapped on one case. "I think I'm already in love."

"I don't know if I want gold," Lily mused, still resting her hand on her stomach. "I like silver. Or maybe white gold?"

"I don't want us finding the perfect one right away, anyway," Anna said, peering down at where Jasmine was looking. "Half the fun is the adventure of looking around! Come on!"

We moved through the store, and I offered what uninformed opinions I had on various rings, but mostly I was content to just be there. Anna had focused her client base and was finding her evenings and weekends much more free than they had used to be. Jasmine had gotten the job at Akronbrook College nearby to Ashbury, and both she and Anna were going to be moving into the cabin this summer. We had talked about keeping separate places, and it was still something we might do, but for now, we wanted to live the fantasy life of us all being in the same house for at least a little while. And, Jasmine had told us, after her first year at Akronbrook, she wanted seriously talk about getting pregnant.

Of course, we were all excited about that.

But for now, I would live in the moment. The future was shiny and bright, but the present deserved its own attention. Going with the flow hadn't steered me wrong so far.

"Hey," I said, finding a set shining against black velvet. "Look at these ones."

Lily looked down, getting close enough for her breath to fog the glass. "Wow," she said quietly. "I really like these."

They were silver, with a gently twisting design that made them a little more complex than a simple band. For a series of small, simple rings, they were etched with character.

"Damn," Anna said. "Is the adventure over? Because these are..."

"Amazing," Jasmine finished.

"I'm game if you all are," I said.

"Let's at least try them on," Lily suggested, and she waved over the clerk who had been pacing behind the counter.

It turned out that they didn't have them in the right sizes for us all, but we weren't too put out by that. It was a big store, and there was a lot to look at. I think we were all happy for the adventure to continue.

I knew though, looking at Lily, Jasmine, and Anna, holding hands and moving easily together, that the adventure wouldn't slow down for a long time to come.

THE END

of His Writer's Harem


Author's Note


You've reached the end of His Writer's Harem. Thank you so much for reading!

I admit that I'm sad to leave Sam, Lily, Jasmine, and Anna behind after writing them for so long, but I couldn't be happier with how the story ended up. I hope you are, too, and I hope I see you at my next book!
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I was ready to start a new life. I wasn't ready to start a new relationship.

I'm leaving behind a high-pressure job in the city to settle down in the small town of Timber Creek and take ownership of Quill's End bookshop. At 38, I'm ready to dive into a lifelong dream of owning a bookstore and slow down.


But the town of Timber Creek has more in store for me. Moving in, I run into Grace, a gorgeous blonde woman hired to clean the store before it reopens. Before I know it, she's asking me out for coffee, and a fun date quickly becomes much more.


Then there's her best friend Kayla, whose buttoned-up demeanor hides a wild side she can't wait to show off. And when the shop's talented and gorgeous baker Lucia starts catching my eye too, I realize my new start in Timber Creek is going to be a little more complex than I thought.


But so worth it.


Click here to read now!
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My New Haunt

Moving to a new house is exciting. And a little scary.


Changing my life at 21 years old wasn't something I'd planned. But when I get a letter about inheriting a house in Claironde, Louisiana, I make the decision to head south...and I have no clue what's waiting for me.


This house is beautiful, but there's something wrong with it. It makes sounds that it shouldn't, and things move on their own. I'm freaked out, but I want to investigate, and that's how I begin to meet the beautiful women in Claironde who are just as interested in these paranormal happenings as I am.


There's Savannah, 33, the gorgeous and skeptic librarian with tight black curls and a keen eye for the right local legends. And Hazel, 35, the pretty blonde manager of the local antique shop, a spiritual woman who is very curious about otherworldly events. A chat over dinner leads us back to my new place...


...and the next day, after a night that got both our hearts racing, Hazel introduces me to her friend Celeste, 31 years old, a tall, confident, and stunningly beautiful paranormal investigator who's determined to help.


I thought I'd had my hands full just moving furniture in. Can I handle a haunted house and three beautiful older women?
---------
My New Haunt is an unconventional romance series involving one determined guy and multiple older women, with a high steam level. This is book 1 of 3.


Click here to read now!
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