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By Sagan Morrow

The perfect relationship isn’t always enough... 

Helen knows about polyamory thanks to her friends, but she never expected the lifestyle would be right for her. 

...Until now. 

As Helen plans her dream wedding with the love of her life, Ben, she finds herself wondering if an open relationship might not be such a bad thing, after all—especially since she can’t stop fantasizing about their sexy wedding photographer. 

The only problem? Ben isn’t exactly on board with the idea of non-monogamy. In fact, he panics at the suggestion of it. 

In her last days as a single woman, Helen worries their marriage might be over before it begins... and she doesn’t know how she’ll be able to enjoy happily-ever-after with her fiancé if she can’t have the freedom she craves. 

Will Ben compromise on non-monogamy? Or will Helen have to give up that adventure to marry the man she loves? 

Note: While reading this story, you can tune into the special She Wants More soundtrack at SaganMorrow.com/playlist4.

She Wants More is Book 4 in the Polyamorous Passions series. 

Polyamorous Passions follows the lives of three best friends as they each embark on their own journeys into consensual non-monogamy. Books 1–3 focused on Emma, Books 4–6 focus on Helen, and Books 7–9 will focus on Scarlett. Each novella can be enjoyed as a stand-alone. 

This contemporary new adult series is suitable for anyone interested in real-life polyamory and open relationships, positive female friendships, alternatives to monogamy and monogamous relationships, and explorations of sexuality. 

Read other books in this series, available now: 

Book 1:A Choice Between Two

Book 2:Gaming the System

Book 3: Make Me Forget 

Book 5: Being Good

Book 6: Out of Control

Book 7: Her Bad Idea

Connect with the author: @Saganlives onTwitter andInstagram. 

Get updates on new book releases, access sample chapters of each novel, and tune into the indie author podcast atSaganMorrow.com/books. 

Disclaimer: This is a work of fiction. Any likeness to actual persons and events is purely coincidental. The views of the characters do not necessarily reflect the views of the author. 

Please note that the Polyamorous Passions series uses sex-positive language and both reclaims and embraces terms such as “smut” and “slutty.”

All rights reserved. This book is not to be reproduced or distributed without express written permission from the author.
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Tune into the She Wants More soundtrack as you read this book!

Available at SaganMorrow.com/playlist4. 

	Not Like Any Other Feeling (The Thermals) 

	Gorgeous (Taylor Swift) 

	Camilo - The Magician (Said The Whale) 

	Smokers Outside the Hospital Doors (Editors) 

	Wrecking Ball (Mother Mother) 

	Suddenly I See (KT Tunstall) 

	Just One Look (Branches) 

	Lover I Don’t Have To Love (Bright Eyes) 

	Collect Call (Metric) 

	Dull Life (Yeah Yeah Yeahs) 

	No One Said It Would Be Easy (Cloud Cult) 

	Dance, Dance (Fall Out Boy) 

	My Slumbering Heart (Rilo Kiley) 

	I’ll Come Crashing (A Giant Dog) 

	Friction (Imagine Dragons) 

	What a Wonderful World (Joey Ramone) 

	Lost On You (LP) 

	Lazy Eye (Silversun Pickups) 

	Girls With Accents (Fences) 

	Back In Your Head (Tegan and Sara) 

	I’m Yours (Jason Mraz) 


Dedicated to Justin, and every spouse willing to take the leap...
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I squeezed my eyes shut as Graeme leaned closer, unwillingly drinking in his musky, masculine scent. It taunted me, making me breathe in deeper, feeling my knees already weakening. His hand touched my cheek, pushing a lock of hair behind my ear, and I instinctively opened my eyes, doing that one thing I promised myself I wouldn’t... 

In that moment, Graeme’s eyes penetrated through me. 

Everything I felt for Patrick vanished in that moment. And everything I knew about Graeme, his secret truth that he was a sorcerer like the enchantress Taisiya who had tried to seduce Patrick all those months ago... it meant nothing now. 

Because all I could see was Graeme.

I wanted Graeme. I needed Graeme. Nothing else—my love and commitment to Patrick, the wrath I felt toward all enchanters in our realm—none of it mattered when Graeme had his eyes fixed on me, weaving his magic and becoming the personification of my undoing.

I should never have opened my eyes.

I should have known better than to make such a foolish mistake.

But the next moment even that didn’t matter, because I found myself reaching up to him with a weak moan, desperate for his lips to devour me, aching for him to be inside me. 

I was falling, falling, falling into Graeme’s arms, and then he was catching me, his strong arms my safety net, and his mouth was on mine, bruising my lips even as I hungered for more. 

Everything I knew was lost at Graeme’s touch. His hand brushed my thigh, moving up beneath my skirts until he was touching me there, and my breath caught.

“Harriette,” Graeme whispered in my ear.

“Take me,” I gasped. “Take me, Graeme. I’m yours, I’m yours, I’m yours—” 

His fingers thrust deeply inside me in victory and I cried out, wrapping my hands behind his head to pull him closer, my fingernails clawing at him in urgent need. He growled against my mouth, spurred on by my nails digging into his muscled back.

I knew I should be thinking of someone else, but I couldn’t focus my attention on who that someone was, or why I should care about them at all... and then Graeme captured my attention completely once more as he pushed my bodice down and lowered his mouth, trailing his delicious tongue down my neck and along my chest. 

And then—oh! And then, I could feel the feverish heat of his tongue and lips closing around my nipple, and if this wasn’t heaven, I didn’t know what was. 

An ecstasy like no other ripped through me—

“Helen?”

Helen snapped her head up as her fiancé, Ben, peeked his head around the corner. 

“Time to meet with Grant,” Ben said. He blinked, noticing the hectic flush in her cheeks. “What’s going on?”

“Nothing,” she said, tossing the book under her chair. 

Ben raised his eyebrows and then grinned. “Are you reading Scarlett’s porn novels again?”

Helen coughed. “We should have left 10 minutes ago. Come on, we’re going to be late.”

She stood up and walked toward a chuckling Ben, giving him a shove as she passed by him on the way out the door. “Oh, shut up.”

***
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HELEN HAD TO STOP READING those sexy romance novels her best friend Scarlett was obsessed with. Scarlett had gotten Helen hooked on them, too, and now she was constantly borrowing books and devouring them in her spare time. 

Not that she had much spare time, these days, because Helen and Ben were deep into wedding planning mode. 

Neither of them had realized quite how much work was involved with planning a wedding. It helped that Helen’s little sister, Celine, was an event planner, because she had a lot of great contacts and could provide advice when they needed it... but even so, there were things to do every single day.

Helen had known it would be a lot of work, but if she was honest, she hadn’t realized it would be this much work.

“Why don’t you elope, then?” Helen’s other best friend, Emma, had asked when Helen complained about all the tiny wedding details that had to be dealt with. 

It was a typical question for Emma to have. Emma wasn’t the most traditional woman in the world, after all.

But Helen wanted a wedding. She wanted all of it—a pretty wedding, a happy marriage, a couple sweet kids. The whole package. It was worth the work involved to get all of that.

Besides, Ben was looking forward to the wedding, too. And thank goodness, he was taking on his fair share of wedding preparation tasks. 

Such as finding and liaising with their wedding photographer, Grant, who they were on their way to meet with right now.

So far, Helen had only seen the finished results of Grant’s work. She was impressed with his portfolio when Ben showed it to her. Ben had met with Grant several times now, but this would be the first meeting where Helen was able to make it. 

As a marketing professional, Helen’s job often involved putting out unexpected fires at the last minute, handling freaked-out clients, and dealing with urgent decisions. Every time they’d set up a meeting with the wedding photographer up until now, something with her job had gotten in the way of Helen being able to make it. 

Ben understood. He knew her job was important to her. It had to come first sometimes—well, okay, it had to come first a lot of the time. And when that happened, Ben just went to these kinds of wedding planning meetings on his own. 

They were a team, after all. One of them had to take the lead when the other didn’t have the capacity to do so. Since Ben was a history professor at the local university, he didn’t have the same abrupt schedule changes she did in her line of work.

“Thank you for dealing with the photography stuff so far,” Helen said as they walked up the steps to the studio, remembering what their premarital counsellor had said about the importance of acknowledging and thanking your partner.

Ben wrapped an arm around her and kissed the top of her head. “Of course. We’re in this together.” 

The door chimed as they opened it. Helen looked around the studio with interest as footsteps approached from down the hall.

“Ben, hi!”

“Grant, good to see you, man. This is Helen.”

Helen tore her gaze away from the simple, brightly-lit studio—there were some props set up that made it look as though Grant had just finished doing a photo shoot earlier that day—and turned to look at the man walking toward them.

This was their wedding photographer?

Her stomach did a flip-flop. She should have eaten something before coming here. It was definitely hunger pains, not butterflies, that were going on in her belly. No question.

...But Grant did look exactly like how she’d imagined the sexy Graeme in her novel would look.

Okay, maybe not exactly. He didn’t have a sword at his hip or the rugged dirtiness that would come from spending so much time on the moors. 

But Grant had a mischievous glint to his eye, two-day stubble on his chin, and a kind of slouchy arrogance that would make any heroine
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