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Chapter 1


ETHAN

I looked up the set of stairs, which seemed a lot steeper while I was carrying a 40-pound box.

I probably should have hired some people to help me move in here—but at the same time, this was not my only box full of books. I couldn't look a mover in the eye while I told him to put the seventh or eighth box of books upstairs with all the others.

I inhaled and I ascended the stairs once again. I was about to live out my dream. How grumpy could I really be?

The deal had closed months ago. I'd come to the small town of Timber Creek at least half a dozen times during the proceedings, trying to get familiar with what would become my new home. Commercial real estate isn't typically a quick business, especially in a small town where the bureaucracy of it all feels no particular rush. The former me might have been frustrated by that.

But I was thirty-eight years old now, and I'd spent my whole life getting frustrated over slow lawyers and lags in reporting. I viewed the Quill's End process as an opportunity to reset my internal clock and work on changing my pace.

I hadn't expected it to work. I had expected to relapse into making phone calls and sending emails.

But that didn't happen. There was something about this town that was already helping me become a newer, better person. I swore that I could feel it.

As I reached the top of the stairs, I knew for a fact that I was at least improving from a cardio perspective. Bracing the box against my core, I moved through my new upper floor residence, all the way to the back office where the books would go.

That was when I heard the noise downstairs.

I paused, still holding the box. Then I set it down, because Jesus, my shoulders were burning. I should be the only one here; the deal was closed. I had to go downstairs and investigate.

I went back down, stepping out onto the sidewalk from the door at the bottom of the stairs, and moving further back so I could get a good look at the whole place.

Quill's End, the bookstore in Timber Creek. Absolutely gorgeous from the front, with huge plate glass windows bracing the door. There was no sign up top; rather, the name of the bookshop was elegantly painted on the lefthand window in ornate gold lettering with silver trim. Today was my moving-in day: I'd bought Quill's End, and I would be living above the bookstore and running the shop.

But to my shock, through the front window, I saw someone else moving around inside.

The window was smudged and in need of cleaning, so I couldn't make them out. And when I tried the front door, it was locked. Furrowing my brow, I found the key in my pocket, opened the front door, and stepped inside.

Ding-a-ding!

The bell above the door rang out into the bookstore, a tiny sound in a huge space. But it cut through, all the way to the person standing inside.

"Oh!" A surprised gasp came from the back of the store as the bell chime reached their ears. "Coming!"

I stepped forward, drinking in the sight of this place once again. Quill's End was a beautiful building, all high ceilings and dark wood. The place was three stories tall, and the second story was just the open air of the rafters stretching above the bookshelves. The front door opened up into a flat landing, stretching wide from end to end, until a few steps later it rose into four sleek wooden stairs that brought you to the main level. From there it was the checkout counter on the far left, tables of curated books arranged in front of it, and the stacks beyond, elegant and perfect, all built by hand forty-seven years ago and filling the space.

Then the young woman appeared from behind a bookshelf. And compared to her, the place was nothing.

"Ah, Mr. Reaves!" The girl's eyes lit up in excitement, and she hurried past the book-laden tables, coming down the steps to join me on the landing.

"Ethan," I said automatically. "Just Ethan is fine, um..."

"Grace," the girl said to me, offering a timid smile.

She was absolutely gorgeous, with green eyes and long, strawberry blonde hair falling around her shoulders. Grace wore a yellow blouse with an attractive little strip of ruffle winding its way across her chest and down the side, and a pair of jeans that hugged her hips and thighs and legs, making it look like they were painted on. They might have been...jeggings? Is that what they were called?

Just looking at her, I felt old. She was so sexy it was like she emitted light.

"Hi, Grace," I said, recovering from the slap of her good looks. I offered her my hand, and she took it, her fingers dainty against mine. "Sorry, I don't remember us meeting. Am I forgetting?"

"No, no." Grace blushed, dropping down her hand. "I saw you around the last couple times you came to town, but I never got to introduce myself. Sorry, that must have been weird."

"It's fine," I assured her. "But, what exactly are you doing here? The door was locked."

Grace clapped her hand to her mouth. "Oh god. You didn't even know I was here. You must think I was...robbing the place or something!"

"Not at all," I said quickly, holding up my hands. "I just heard some noise and came downstairs to check."

Grace was still blushing, but she lowered her hand. "I'm so sorry! I had no idea you were here already, I should have come around to the front. I came in through the back door. I'm here to clean, I have a contract with the Timber Creek Chamber of Commerce, that's why I have a key."

She brushed down the front of her shirt. "Bright Sunshine Cleaning, at your service."


Chapter 2


Grace beamed at me, her smile dazzling, practically knocking the breath out of my chest. It was only at that moment that I noticed she held a duster in her hand. I had been too distracted by the rest of her to realize it.

"They said you wouldn't be here till later in the day, so I had planned to be done before you arrived," she explained.

"I'm a little ahead of schedule." I smiled. "Actually, I was eager to get here and move in. I left home—my old home—at, jeez, I guess it had been two in the morning today."

"Wow," Grace said. "I hope you got some coffee for the drive."

I nodded. "Yep. Brewed it, then unplugged the coffee maker and threw it in the back of the moving truck. Can't be on the road for eight hours without coffee."

I stopped myself from saying more, because I could tell I was flirting with this girl, like I couldn't help it. She had to be like, twenty years old. I didn't want to be a creep.

"I'll leave you to it," I started to say, and then I just kept going. "You...really dress like that when you're cleaning?"

Grace looked down at the floor. "Not...uh, not normally. Sorry, it's embarrassing..."

"Embarrassing?"

Grace squeaked. But she looked back up at me.

"I'm trying to be more, uh...forward. Forward and honest." She closed her eyes and pulled in a breath, then opened them again, showing their vibrant green. "And here you are, so I should tell you...I dressed nice in case I saw you today." Her lips screwed up a little bit, but she pressed on. "Because, um, honestly I think you're cute, and I was, um, thinking of asking you out for coffee."

"Are you being serious?" I asked. "I must be twice your age."

"No way," Grace said. "How old are you, Mr...Ethan?"

"Thirty-eight."

Grace smiled. "I'm twenty-four."

"Twenty-four," I repeated. "I haven't had a twenty-four year old even look at me since...since I was twenty-four." I laughed.

Grace shook her head. "I don't believe you! When's the last time you even looked at yourself?"

"Uh..." I looked down at my body. I wasn't in my best stuff—actually, I had gotten a new wardrobe with this move. I had on jeans, a black T-shirt, and a flannel long-sleeved shirt on over that, the buttons undone. I had a flat stomach, a short trim of beard that I wasn't sure I loved. "I don't really think about that stuff."

"Well, you look hot," Grace said with a shrug, then her eyes went wide like she couldn't believe she just said that.

I hesitated. My love life thus far had not been...great. Never married. I'd worked at a high-pressure company for the majority of my adult life, and it hadn't left me a lot of time to date. Sure, I'd made this move to start a new chapter of my life, and finding someone to spend it with was going to be part of that. I just hadn't pictured it to be someone as young as Grace, or, hell, even anywhere near as beautiful as Grace.

"So—so what do you say?" she asked me.

She was nervous. I was also nervous. I had never had a woman ask me out before, make the first move like this. And god, she was so...she was saying I was hot? While she looked like this?

It would be crazy to take her out. It would be crazy not to take her out.

And I didn't come here to live my life the same way I always had.

"All right, Grace," I said, smiling despite the nerves this girl was giving me, nerves that city officials and CEOs had failed to give me during my career. "I'd love to go out for coffee with you."

Grace brightened immediately. I watched the energy swell up inside her, so visibly I thought she might start jumping up and down. But she calmed herself, and when she raised her hand to her chest, I saw it was shaking a little.

"I can't believe I did that," she said. "And I can't believe you...said yes."

"Are you alright?" I asked her uncertainly.

Grace nodded quickly. "Super alright. Oh my god, I'm excited."

I didn't want to go spewing it out there, but I was, too. "Do you have another cleaning job after this?"

"No, just this one today," Grace said.

"Well how about this then," I told her. "I need a break from going up and down those stairs. What if you delay your work here by, say, a half hour, and you show me where the good coffee is in Timber Creek?"

This time, Grace actually did jump.


Chapter 3


Standing out on the sidewalk in front of the store, Grace looked up at me nervously. I was about two inches taller than her.

"Um...we can walk," Grace said. "JJ's is right around the corner."

"Sure," I said, and the two of us walked side-by-side down the sidewalk. If the air didn't smell so good and the breeze on my face didn't feel so real, I would have suspected this of being a dream. But I'd hope my dream self wasn't cruel enough to make me live through two stories' worth of stairs fifteen times.

"I hope I didn't look like an idiot," Grace said quietly as we walked.

"What, just for asking me out?" I inquired.

"And blushing like a tomato," she added, shaking her head.

"I thought it was cute," I told her honestly. "You want the truth from me? I'm the one who feels like an idiot. I've never been asked out by a woman, I was blown away. And I mean, look at you. You're gorgeous. I have to assume that you're bait for some kind of crime syndicate, leading me into an alley to get mugged."

She had already started laughing halfway through my last sentence.

"Oh my god, you're too funny," she said to me. "The Timber Creek crime syndicate, ha! Their gross revenue would be like, fifty grand for the year, at best. But I bet a lot wouldn't be reported as taxable, so not too shabby."

That made me chuckle, too. Once she was warmed up, Grace was pretty witty.

JJ's turned out to be the local nickname for the coffee shop JavaJava, sitting on a corner in the village area, two blocks from Quill's End. I pulled open the glass door for Grace, and the two of us went inside. We ordered drinks and Grace tried to pay, but I took care of it.

"You got the nerve up to ask me out," I said to her. "I can buy the coffee."

"Okay, but I swear I didn't ask you to get a free coffee," she replied.

"Sure, sure," I said, grinning,

"Oh, a tease," Grace said, and we picked up our drinks and sat down.

"Only when I'm in a good mood," I said, tucking my chair in. "So, Grace. You're twenty-four. You like coffee. You work for Bright Sunshine Cleaning. Am I right so far?"

"Close," she said. "I own BSC. I handle the municipal contract jobs and I have two employees who do residential."

"No shit," I said.

"Tell me something about you, Ethan." Grace leaned over her coffee. "You know more about me, now. It's...only fair."

"Well, I own Quill's End," I started slowly.

"Of course I know that," Grace said, waving her hand. "Something, um, something pre-Timber Creek."

"Right." I gave it some thought. "Okay. I used to live in New York City, before I moved to Ohio briefly to help settle the company merger, and that's where I made my big drive from to get here."

"Merger," Grace said. "Were you, like, a CEO?"

I shook my head. "An executive. I was with Farrington—the company—for eighteen years. Worked my way up from the sales floor. They merged with a competing territory lender based in Ohio, I lived there for six months to assist the transition for my team, and they offered me a buyout on my stake. I saw it as an opportunity to start a new and less stressful life."

Grace leaned back in her chair, looking at me with her lips parted. "Holy shit. So you were like, a big deal."

I smirked. "Not in the context of the city. Farrington was pretty small, the merger saved like everyone's job there, honestly."

"Except yours?"

"I could have stayed," I said. "I'm thinking I chose something better."

My heart thumped. I reached across the table and put my hand on Grace's. To my great relief, she smiled, blushing, still looking me in the eyes.

"That's a big change," she said, her voice breathy. She turned her hand around, rubbed her fingers on my palm. "You know, you might be, uh...you might become a big deal around here."

"Why do you say that?"

"You saved Quill's End," Grace practically gushed, sliding her fingers into mine. "It's been around here forever. When Mr. Delaney had to retire, the plan was to close up shop. No one around here was going to buy it, bookstores aren't, you know, a get-rich-quick scheme."

"I'm quite aware of that," I said with a laugh.

She continued, impassioned. "It's a college town, you know? I go to Meadows—Albert Meadows University—for grad school, and we all love the bookshop. So many of us were devastated when we heard it might be closing down." Grace squeezed my hand. "You're like...an angel. You're saving an important part of the town. They should be...they should be throwing a parade for you!"

I gaped at her. I couldn't help it. "It's really that big of a deal?"

"Maybe not to everyone around here," she admitted sheepishly. "But to me? To my friends? It's a miracle."

"Well I'm..." I was floored. "I'm even more glad that I came here, Grace."

She smiled. "Me too."

Grace sipped her coffee and looked at me, then flicked her eyes to the side like she was thinking.

"I should probably get back," she said, looking at me and letting the sentence linger.

I dipped my head in a nod. "Sure."

Coffees in hand, we left JJ's and headed back the way we had come, chatting a little more about the town. When we arrived back at Quill's End, we stopped by the front door.

"Here, I'll let you in," I said to her, sliding my key into the lock and pushing the door open. I stepped inside and let her follow me. She walked past me, set her coffee cup down on one of the steps above the landing, then she came back over to me.

"That was fun," I said. "I'd do it again, if you wanted."

"Yeah." Grace looked up at me, breathing a little fast.

Then she whispered to herself, "fuck it," and the next second her arms were around me and her lips were on mine.

I caught her easily, her weight nothing. She kissed me hard, and after my initial surprise, I kissed her back, and when her tongue found its way between my lips, I lost my sense of propriety. I put my arms around her and slid my tongue along hers, tasting the sweet vanilla of her coffee. She breathed out a tiny sigh as I pulled her up close against me.

"Wow," she said to me quietly as our lips parted. "You're this good of a kisser? Are you sure you're not married?"

My heart did double-time in my chest as I looked down at this beautiful girl in my arms, this girl who had just leapt on me and kissed me with more passion than I'd ever been kissed with in my life.

"Single," I said dumbly, too overwhelmed by the rush of emotions to say anything particularly clever.

"Then you can kiss me again," she said.

I did, and this time I felt less like a spectator, pressing my hand into Grace's back and feeling the warmth of her body as she touched me. I hesitated as her breasts squished into me, but she didn't, rubbing herself into my chest. And as her leg pressed into my crotch, either accidentally or on purpose, that was when I realized I was incredibly, painfully hard.

I held her by the shoulders, catching my breath. "What are you doing to me?" I said to her.

"I don't know," Grace said quietly, and then a smile grew on her face as she met my eyes. "But I know what I'd like to do to you."

She bit down on her lip, her hand pressing against my stomach. She slid her fingers down, down and down until they were running over the outline of the hardness in my jeans. I groaned.

"Wow," she breathed, touching me gently. "You're this hard for me, that's so...wow." That blush came back into her face, so cute and innocent, clashing with the fact that she had just plunged her tongue inside my mouth and now had her fingers wrapping around the bulge in my pants.

She squeezed me, and she pulled in a sharp little breath at the same time I did.

"Did you move your bed in yet?" she whispered to me.

"I—yeah," I admitted, fighting that instinct of propriety as it clawed its way back into my senses to talk to her. "Grace, do you really want to...go upstairs? We only just met, and, well, it's our first date."

I smiled, but it was strained. Some voice inside my head wished that it had hands so it could choke me.

Grace pulled in a deep breath, steadying herself. "I know it's fast," she said, "but I've been thinking about you ever since I saw you first come to town those few months ago. And I resisted the urge to stalk you online because I didn't want to be some kind of creeper."

I wanted to tell her that I was the one who had been worried about being a creep. But I didn't interrupt her.

She nibbled at her lip, then gave my dick a squeeze, as if realigning herself. "But now you're here, and you just look so fucking good, Ethan, and I'm tired of resisting urges. I've been resisting urges my whole life, staying quiet and working hard and keeping my thoughts to myself."

Grace lifted her hand from my cock, running her fingers up me and wrapping them around my shoulders while she looked me dead in the eye. "So yes. I really want to go upstairs with you. Do you want to go upstairs with me?"

The voice in my head won. In fact, it joined in with my normal voice, and together they sang a duet of affirmation in my mind as I ran my fingers through Grace's strawberry blonde hair and felt my dick throb in my pants.

"Come with me," I told her.

"Husky voice," she said, licking her lips. "I like that."

We couldn't get to my place from the store itself, so we went outside again, this time with me clutching her hand. I locked the Quill's End door in record time.

"I've never been up here," Grace said as we climbed the stairs. The enclosed stairwell to the living area above the shop was built into the left side of the building.

"You didn't make out with old Mr. Delaney?" I looked back at her as we climbed.

"Oh, god. No." She laughed. "He didn't live up here, it was vacant. They used it for storage, I think."

"Now it's storage, plus a bed." I opened my door and we went inside.

"It's a mess," I admitted.

"You're moving in," Grace told me. "It would be weird if it wasn't." She kissed me again, this time sliding her hand inside my shirt, running it across my chest.

I brought us to the bedroom, which was right above where the small bakery and coffee counter in Quill's End was down below, if I estimated right. My bed was simple, with just a fitted sheet on the mattress so far. I hadn't gotten around to unpacking the comforter and pillows.

Grace didn't care. We fell onto the bed together, wrapped up in each other's arms. I kissed her neck and I smelled the coconut from her shampoo. She moaned, throwing her head back, letting me kiss down into the swell of her cleavage. I put my hand up her shirt and felt her flat stomach, her skin hot against me. The tips of my fingers pressed into the underside of her bra.

"I want to take it off," she whispered to me. "But you first."

I sat up, my eyes locked onto Grace while she lay there on my bed. Her hair spread out onto the blue sheet, a halo of blonde. Her shirt rumpled up on her, showing her stomach, her navel alive with her breath. She had brought her hand down and tucked her fingers into the waistband of her jeans.

"You are fucking beautiful," I told her, and she smiled up at me.

"Thank you," she said. "I want to see you naked, Ethan."

I would have done a backflip off the bed if she'd told me to. I got my flannel overshirt off and then ripped off the T-shirt underneath, baring my chest to her. Grace let out an appreciative sound and raised her hand up, touching me.

"Hairy," she whispered, running her hands through the dark fuzz on my chest. "I like it."

"Good, because I don't wax," I told her with a grin.

She scratched me with her nails. "The pants, too."


Chapter 4


I undid my belt and took down the pants and underwear together, letting myself out in front of her.

Grace exhaled, reaching out and taking my hard length in her hand. She stroked it, swallowing. I could see her nibbling the inside of her lip. Her touch was light and wonderful.

"Your turn," I said.

"Okay," she said, a guilty look crossing her face. "But first I have to tell you something."

"It can't be that bad if you're still jerking me off," I grinned, flicking my eyes down to her hand.

"Not a bad thing." She squeezed me. "Maybe it is. I don't know. Ugh, god..." Grace breathed in through her nose. "I haven't, um, I haven't had sex with anyone before. Not...not yet."

I let the air out of my chest. "You're telling me you're a virgin?"

Grace nodded, and I could see the embarrassment on her face. I bent down and put a hand on her cheek, feeling the heat.

"Hey," I said softly. "That's nothing to be ashamed of."

"I just feel stupid," she said, her voice a whisper. "The longer I waited to have sex, the more embarrassed I got about having to tell a guy the truth, and now I'm twenty-four and I still haven't done it."

"You told me," I said to her. "Now that's over. And I don't care one bit, that's the honest truth."

She raised her other hand up and put it on mine where I was touching her face. "I knew you were a good guy."

I rubbed her cheek lightly with my fingers. "We don't have to do anything you're not ready for."

"You're not off the hook," she said, sitting up a little. "I just wanted to get that...out of the way. I still want you. Really fucking bad. And just because I haven't had sex, that doesn't mean I haven't...done other things."

Grace lifted her face to mine, her hand still on my dick. "I don't know if I'm ready for...mm...home base yet. But I want you to lay back and I want to put your cock in my mouth."

Arousal like a flash of lightning streaked through my body. "You talk pretty dirty for a timid girl."

Grace smiled at me. "I'm working on it." Then she shifted beneath me and pushed on my chest and all of a sudden I was on my back on the bed and she was on her knees over me, looking down at me like some kind of dominant queen. There was a window behind her, afternoon light streaming in and highlighting the beauty of her body.

"But first, a deal's a deal," she said to me, and she pulled off her shirt, revealing her lithe body and its firm muscle. I saw the definition in her arms, the mark of someone who cleaned for a living. Her bra was simple and white, and it had a front clasp, which she opened neatly, letting her bra slide down her shoulders.

"Fuck," I said. I couldn't help it. Her boobs were big, way bigger than I had expected, way bigger than her shirt had hinted at. Way, way more than a handful, she had hard, pink nipples that were mesmerizing against her creamy skin.

Grace giggled. "You like them, huh?"

"You have the best tits I've ever seen," I said weakly, like they were pulling all the energy from my body.

"Good boy," Grace said, blushing and faltering for a moment, but keeping my gaze. "That's what I like to hear."

Her voice was soft, but the energy of it put a charge directly into my bones. Casually, Grace reached down to her jeans, undoing the button and opening her fly to show me the pink triangle of her underwear. With a smile, she hooked her thumbs into them and pulled everything down, tilting back onto her bottom and sticking her legs in the air so that she could take it all off, and then she was as naked as I was, just looking infinitely better.

She let me drink in her body for a few seconds. The curve of her hips, the trimmed hair above her pussy and the silky-looking lips there. Then she lowered herself down, wrapping a hand around my cock and bringing her mouth to me. She breathed purposefully on my shaft, making my whole body tingle.

"Grace..." I moaned.

She didn't say anything. She just looked lustfully at my cock, and then she went down to the base and ran her tongue all the way up from the bottom to the tip. I sucked in a breath as she opened her lips and took my dick inside, her tongue swirling around the head.

"Oh, fuck," I moaned softly, watching the beautiful blonde sink her mouth down onto my member. She took me deeper than I expected, and she brought a hand to my balls, caressing them, kneading them gently and playing with them while she sucked me.

I was completely in her grasp. All I could do was reach down and put my hand on her shoulder, feeling the softness of her skin. She didn't seem to notice my touch at all. She hadn't been lying when she said she wanted to suck my cock. Once I was in her mouth, it seemed like to her, my dick was the only thing in the world. I felt her moan around my shaft as she took me deep into herself and made me nudge the back of her throat.

All I could think was, If she's this good at giving blowjobs, maybe it's no surprise she's a virgin. Maybe no guy has ever lasted long enough in her mouth to go another round with her.

A silly thought, but those were the only kind I was capable of right now, if any at all. Grace's tongue was exquisite, traveling all around the head and shaft of my cock as she bobbed up and down on me. Almost as incredible as the feeling of her mouth on me were the sounds she made as she blew me. Sounds of passion, sounds of delight and lust. It painted the picture of a girl who absolutely loved sucking dick, and she was living out her fantasy.

It occurred to me then that Grace very well might have fantasized about sucking my dick. The idea was so hot that it felt like a dream.

"Grace, you're incredible," I choked out, squeezing her shoulder. "If you keep that up, I'm going to..."

I didn't finish—at least, not my sentence. Grace came off my cock with a long, slow motion, tilting her head up to meet my eyes.

"Going to cum in my mouth?" Grace asked me.

"Yes," I wheezed.

"Permission granted," Grace said to me, and then she immediately devoured my cock again, somehow going even harder and faster than before, actively sucking on me when she pulled her lips back up my shaft.

"Fuck," I panted, squirming beneath her. My orgasm boiled inside of me. Permission granted. What a fucking sexy thing to say. She planted a hand on my groin and went deep on me, and the moment I felt the first inch or two of my cock nudge into her throat, that was it. I tumbled past the point of no return.

"Grace!" I grunted. "I'm gonna—!"

That was all I could manage, and it was all that Grace needed. She moaned in approval, and even before she was done, I was splattering the inside of her mouth with my cum. She pulled back and let me shoot onto her tongue, then pushed down so it was going right down her throat. Even while I was cumming, she was accommodating my cock as it jumped and pulsed in her mouth, emptying my very soul into her.

Grace didn't let a drop out. And when it was over, and I was left panting and heaving on the bed, she slowly pulled off of me again, this time with a huge smile on her face.

"Fuck, that was fun," she said.

I was a wreck. I hadn't had an orgasm that powerful in...I literally couldn't remember. It might have been the best one of my life. But even with my body ravaged by the exhaustion of ecstasy, I wanted more of this beautiful girl.

I sprung up from the bed and put my hands on her shoulders, this time spinning her around and being the one to push her down onto the bed. She giggled in surprise, her big breasts bouncing.

"That was the best blowjob I've ever had," I growled.

"You're just saying that," she said.

I shook my head. "I'm not. I think you've changed my life. There's the part of my life before you blew me, and now there's my new life, with a whole new understanding of the world."

Grace blushed, dissolving into laughter. "That might be the best compliment I've ever gotten."

"Well, let me see if I can top it." I moved my head down, kissing her neck, licking her supple skin. "It's fine if you're not ready to have sex. But I want to make you feel at least half as good as I just did. How about that?"

I whispered the words into her, and I felt her shiver beneath my touch.

"I would like that," she breathed to me.

Nothing more needed to be said. I kissed down her neck and into her cleavage again, but this time, there was no clothing in the way. I moved my face down between the huge swell of her breasts. I put my hands on both of them, pushing them together to brush against my cheeks. Grace moaned as I found her nipple with my fingers, and then with my tongue, licking circles around her hard nub before pulling it into my mouth.

"God, yes," she said, arching her back. "I...I really love my nipples played with..."

I didn't need to respond to that, not with words, anyway. Rolling her nipple between my tongue and lips, I found her other one with my fingers and pinched it, eliciting a pleasured gasp from her. I cupped the weight of her breast with my hand while I licked and sucked at her nipple, and I moved to her other breast, wetting her there and making her writhe beneath me as I sucked on her sensitive nipples.

She panted, sounding like she was heading into delirium just from my mouth on her breasts. I gave her what she wanted, but I was seeking a tastier prize, and I let my mouth travel southward, kissing down her belly. She shifted underneath me, and I felt her legs open to let me in. That subtle movement made me flush with desire.

I reached her center, nuzzling my chin and nose along her short-trimmed hairs and smelling the heady scent of her arousal well before I even laid eyes on her vulva. Her pussy was gorgeous, the lips shaven and soft, glistening with pinkness and wetness. I breathed on her, making her feel how close I was.

"Yes," she moaned, arching herself toward me. "Oh, Ethan..."

I pressed my tongue against her lips and tasted her. She screamed in pent-up pleasure and jerked underneath me, not prepared for the touch no matter how much she had anticipated it. I sank my tongue into her folds and let her juices run across me, smearing on my lips and dominating my senses.

Grace's body moved beneath me, and I brought my hands to her hips, holding her. I licked my tongue up from the bottom of her pussy to the top, tasting everything she had to offer. I bumped her clitoris with the tip of my tongue, savoring the little thrust she gave at the touch. Then I went low and plunged my tongue into her tunnel, digging my fingers into her hips and pulling her body towards my mouth.

She was panting, her breath loud enough for me to hear even with my ears between her thighs. I rubbed my nose against her clit as I ate her. The short hairs on her mound scratched delicately at me. I liked the sounds she made when my tongue stretched her tunnel open, so I kept doing it, sinking my tongue into her and moving it inside of her, fighting with the gripping muscles of her pussy.

"Oh my god," she murmured, her words saturated with desire. "Don't you...dare fucking stop..."

I had no intention of that. I hugged her thighs around my face as I licked her pussy, drinking down her juices. Then I slipped one arm up between her legs, traveling up her stomach to find her breast. I took it in my hand, and when I pinched her nipple between my fingers, Grace gasped, her back arching. She moved so powerfully that I had to hold her down with my other hand.

"Yes," she cried, "Ethan, yes, keep doing that!"

Her sensitive nipple rolled across the pads of my fingers. I took her whole breast in my hand, or at least as much as I could, and squeezed it gently, feeling her soft flesh yield. Then I returned to her nipple, and at the same time, I rose my mouth to her clit, capturing it in my lips and pulling her pleasure button into my mouth.

Grace gasped, but she couldn't speak. Her stomach muscles tightened beneath my reaching arm. She shoved her pussy upward, pressing into my face as I sucked on her clitoris, and I pulled it between my lips and let the tip of my tongue flick at her bud.

"Ethan," she moaned, her voice tight and strained and locked up inside of her chest as I reached for her other nipple and tweaked it. "Ethan...don't stop!"

With my other hand, I gently pushed a finger inside of her sopping wet tunnel. I made sure not to go too deep, but she accepted me easily, and before I knew it I was all the way inside, curling my finger into her.

"Another one!" she demanded. "Put another one in!"

I did, stretching her tunnel open, massaging her with my fingers while I sucked her and played with her nipples, and Grace darted her hand down and grabbed my head, bucking into my mouth.

"Ethan!" she cried out, and then her body surged beneath me, her orgasm firing through her. I pinched her nipple hard, sucking on her clit, my fingers inside her. I felt her pussy clench around me, squeezing and releasing repeatedly, her breath coming out in choked gasps as each wave of pleasure lifted her up and then slammed her back down.

And when it was over, she was even more of a wreck than I had been, her hair scattered on the bed and flung over her face, her chest heaving and her tits rocking. I lifted my mouth from her and pulled myself free of her hole gently. She made a quiet sound as I left her.

I moved up next to her on the bed, lying by her side and putting my arm over her. Grace turned her head toward me. Her cheeks were red, and she lifted a hand to get the hair out of her face.

"Okay," she said. "Maybe now I believe you about the life-changing orgasm."


Chapter 5


"This feels like a stupid question," I started.

"I can't wait," Grace said with a smile. We hadn't gotten dressed yet, and I tried not to stare at her chest while she lay next to me.

"You didn't..." I let air out of my nose. "This makes me feel like such a dumb guy. But should you have had, like, a...hymen, when I fingered you?"

Grace tilted her head on the bed. "Oh, because I'm a virgin. No, no. I broke that a long time ago. I can put things up me besides penises, you know."

"Yep, I'm stupid," I said quickly, raising my hand to my forehead. "Can I take the question back?"

"Too late." Grace grinned. "Hymens break all the time. Girls can break them just from horseback riding. In fact—"

I held up a hand. "I get it. I am woefully misinformed."

"I imagine you don't deal with many virgins," Grace said, running her fingers down my arm. "I forgive you."

"Very gracious of you," I replied, grinning, eliciting a groan from her.

"I'll forgive you for that too, but you're pushing it." She rolled toward me and planted her lips on mine, closing her eyes as she gave me a long, soft kiss. "I'd stay in bed with you all day, but I do have to get back down there. I don't mess around with the city contracts."

"I guess both of us have a lot of work to do," I said. I stroked my hand down her side. "All right. All right. I'm going to drag myself out of this bed with you. Just know it's the hardest thing I've ever done."

We got ourselves up and got our clothes on, and she ran her fingers through her hair to get the loose strands out of her face. "Do you have a lot left to move?"

I shrugged. "More than I'd like to, but I'm almost done."

"I can help out," she offered.

I waved the offer away. "You've got your own stuff to do. Don't worry, you've recharged my batteries fully. I could do this whole move over from the beginning, drive and all."

I walked with her down the stairs, and we stood back in front of the store.

"Thanks for indulging me," Grace said, holding both of my hands. "I still can't believe I got up the nerve."

"I still can't believe this actually happened," I said to her. "I keep waiting to wake up."

"Now would be a good time, before you do a bunch of manual labor." She laughed.

"Well, I still hope I don't."

She squeezed my hands and then let go. "Go on, get your stuff in so you can get this big, ugly truck out of here."

"Let me get the door for you," I said.

"That's okay," Grace said. "It's better if I go around to the back, that's where my stuff is anyway, and you won't need to lock back up. And um..." She shifted where she stood, her eyes flicking away from me, and then back. "We can see each other again, right? Because...I don't want this to just be a one-time thing."

"Of course," I told her, warmth spreading in my chest as she smiled.

"My phone's back in my car," she said, "but I'll stop by real soon and get your number, okay?"

"You know where to find me," I said to her. "And I hope I do see you again. Real soon."

"You will," she said, perking up. "Okay, we have gone well over the planned thirty minutes. I really have to get started."

"Go on, go on," I said. "Don't let me keep you."

Grace blew me a kiss as she stepped away, and she disappeared around the opposite side of the building, going through the alley to get to the other door.

I watched her go, finding myself just standing there for a minute. Had I really been this lucky? Grace was unbelievably gorgeous, and I'd never really thought of myself as the eye-catching type. I supposed these last few months of my life, this transition period, I'd been very active, I'd lost a few pounds, and I thought overall my demeanor had improved—still, I didn't think that alone could count for finding someone like Grace. The fact that I would be her type, the fact that she would be this into me...I couldn't credit that to anything but the greatest of fortune.

If I didn't move, she would see me standing out here through the front windows of the store, looking like a wistful idiot. Better not to spoil the magic. She had work to do, and so did I, so with a heave of my shoulders, I went back to the moving truck, opened it up, and started hauling boxes.

The physical labor of unloading the truck was markedly less fun than messing around in bed with Grace. The stark contrast of the two activities back-to-back made that even more apparent. Still, I gritted my teeth and sweated through, going hard at it for a couple of hours and breaking only briefly for a bottle of water and an energy bar pulled from the cab of the moving truck.

Finally, the very last box came upstairs with me, and I set it down with a satisfied grunt. It was kitchenware, and with that box on the counter, I collapsed onto my couch hard enough to knock it askew.

I lay there for a while, catching my breath, letting the pain leach out of my muscles to be replaced gradually with exhaustion.

I drifted off for a little bit. I wasn't sure how long, but it couldn't have been for too long, because the late afternoon light was still there when I opened my eyes. I'd been having a dream that I couldn't remember; I could only recall watching an oversized barrel roll down some gargantuan set of stairs and hearing it go thump thump thump.

Knock knock knock.

I blinked. The noise had been real. Somebody was at my door.

I sat up on the couch, the aches and pains from my long day working their way through my body. I stood, stretching, groaning a little as I rolled all the kinks out. I would need a long, hard sleep after today, that was for sure.

I went to the door and pulled it open, my tired mind not even considering who it might be. If I had stopped to think about it, I would have realized that there was really only one person who would be knocking on my door right now.

It was Grace. Her hair was tied back, and she had a smudge on her face, evidence of the hard work she'd been doing cleaning Quill's End. Her tired face brightened into a big smile when she saw me, and so did mine.

"Is this 'real soon' enough?" she said to me.

"Never soon enough," I said to her. "You know, I might have just been dreaming about you climbing the stairs." I paused. "You were...a barrel."

Grace's mouth dropped open, and her hand shot out and shoved me in the chest. "I was not! You take that back."

I laughed, pretending to stumble backward. "I take it back, please don't hurt me."

Grace grinned, biting at the corner of her lip. "Are you going to invite me in, or what?"

I hurried backward, sweeping my arm to beckon her inside. "Please come in, Grace."

She did, glancing at me sideways as I closed the door.

"How did it go down there?" I asked her.

"It's a big space, but it's not so hard to clean when it's not full of people," she said happily. "It looks really good. Really, really good. When are you supposed to open up again?"

"Next week, I said. "Wednesday. I'm going to have a meeting with the current staff on Monday, official meet and greet, see who's staying and who's not, that sort of thing."

"How many people work there?" Grace asked. "My friend Kayla usually works during school breaks or the summer, but I never asked her. I would see Mr. Delaney there all the time, of course. And the guy who runs the bakery counter most of the time."

"Well, if I'm the new Mr. Delaney," I said, "that would mean there are four other employees besides me. That bakery guy you're talking about would be Scott. Like fifty years old, right? I met with him most of the times I came into town to close the deal. He's the manager, but I guess he worked with the food while Mr. Delaney handled the front counter more often. Then there were three part-timers—Kayla must be one, or a seasonal worker—who would help out with either counter, and stocking, cleaning, and orders. Not a very big operation. A bookstore, even one this size in floor space, doesn't need a huge staff count."

Talking business had made me tighten up, speaking fast. I let out a breath, relaxing. "It's one of the reasons I wanted to run a store like this. Challenging and fun, as any business ownership is, but not so fast-paced. That, and I love reading."

Grace came up to me, putting her hands on my arms. "Just hearing you talk about it, I can tell how passionate you are. Here I thought you were doing the town a favor, but your eyes must have lit up when you came across this place up for sale, huh?"

"Yeah," I said, looking at her warmly. "They definitely did."

"Anyway," Grace said, returning my smile and reaching into her pocket. "I got my phone. How about giving me your number?"

I did, and she put me into her contacts and slipped her phone back into her pocket, immediately putting her body up against mine and linking her arms behind my back.

"I can't stop thinking about you," she said to me quietly, her face close to mine. "The whole time I was down there cleaning, all I could think about was your face. Your body." She blushed. "Your cock." The last two words were a quiet whisper I could barely hear.

"I wanted to ask you something," she said.


Chapter 6


With her pressed up against me like this, my heart was racing. She hesitated, so I said softly, "What is it?"

She licked her lips, looking down at my chest. And she brought her eyes up to mine.

"Would you fuck me, even if I'm all sweaty from cleaning?"

My heart went from racing to what felt like a dead stop, like I missed a stair and was falling in slow motion. Grace had her fingers curled, almost stabbing into me. She was tense. Like before, she was putting herself out there, and if anyone felt like they were in a free fall, it had to be her.

I put my arms around her, pulled her tight against me. My sudden move made her gasp.

"If you're really ready," I told her, "then yes."

"I've never felt like this before," she said. "It's time. With you."

We went to my bed and we fell onto it again, clutching at each other, kissing and getting lost in passion that hadn't faded, that had only grown stronger, even though we'd been in this bed just a few hours ago. What had felt like a dream was now achingly, solidly real. I held this virgin girl in my arms and took her clothes off, stopping every few seconds to kiss at the bits of skin I uncovered. She got her hands under my shirt and lifted it up and off. I undid the front clasp of her bra and brought my mouth to her nipple, making her cry out in delight as I sucked on it.

Her hand found my cock, hard and straining at my pants, and we got those off, too, then we were naked again, close to each other, the fading light of the day streaming orange down onto our bodies as we rolled on the bed.

I brought my fingers down to her wet lips, rubbing against her.

"I want to fuck you more than anything in the world," I said.

"I'm ready," Grace said, with such sincerity that I could feel the words dropping onto my shoulders. "I want you inside me, Ethan. Just you, no condom or anything. I'm on birth control." She slid her hands down my back, her nails dragging at me. "Take me, Ethan."

Grace opened her legs.

On top of her, I took her invitation. I pressed my cock up against her wet flower, sliding my hard length up her lips. She sucked in a gasping moan, pressing forward against me, rubbing her clit onto my shaft. Then I went lower, and I found her entrance with the head of my cock. She opened up for me, taking me inside, and I slid into her sweetness while letting out a shuddering moan myself.

Grace flung her arms around me, pulling me close to her, bringing me all the way in until I pressed against her crotch. She breathed harshly in my ear, so intensely it was like she was almost crying.

"Are you okay?" I whispered to her. She was tight and wet and blazing hot, and I held perfectly still.

"Feels...so good," she choked out. "Just...a few seconds...to get used to it."

I held her, and she held me, and when she started moving against me, I started moving inside of her. Slowly, thrusting. Fucking her.

Grace took me loudly and with lustful need, kissing at my neck, breathing raggedly against me as I pumped in and out of her.

"God, Ethan, yes, you're so deep in me," she said, and she clawed at my back, feeling me all over like she was discovering my body for the first time. Her hands slid down my back, to my hips and my thighs, then entwining her fingers with mine and pulling free to start it all over. She kissed me hungrily, sucking on my tongue, and the pleasure built in me as I started to slam my hips into her, my own need taking over as her body begged for it.

She slid a hand between us and started rubbing at her clit while I fucked her, my stomach arched over hers. I put a hand on her tit and played with her nipple, and she told me to keep going, to fuck her harder. I slammed into her, our bodies making wet sounds together, our mouths hissing out pleasure.

Grace didn't say anything when she came, she just squeezed her eyes shut and dug her fingers into my back. I kept pounding into her, her tight pussy pulling and grabbing at me, clenching around me as she climaxed. She buried her face in the hollow of my neck and let out harsh whispers and moans I couldn't understand, her body stiffening underneath me before slowly relaxing.

"That was so fucking good," she whispered, looking up at me, and then she moved. Her hands pushed against my shoulders, and again I was surprised by her strength. I probably had sixty pounds on this skinny girl, yet she had no trouble flipping me off her and climbing on top of me, straddling me.

"I want to be on top, too," Grace said to me. "I always imagined...being on top."

I wasn't going to stop her. I watched her lift herself up, reaching down to grab my dick. Her hand slid on the shaft, on her juices. She lined me up and sank down onto me, and I moaned and grabbed her thighs as her eyes slowly closed in pleasure. She took me all the way into her, and once she rested down on my groin, she opened her eyes again.

"You're going to cum in me, right?" Grace pleaded.

"Yes," I growled, and I thrust my hips up into her, pushing her body up with mine. She screamed in pleasure, and she started riding me. It took a little while to find the right rhythm. She hadn't done this before. But I helped, using my hands on her hips to guide her, and eventually she planted one hand on my chest and the two of us worked together, fucking each other, my hips going up while hers came down, and then back the other way.

If I hadn't cum in her mouth earlier, I wouldn't have lasted nearly as long. Still, I was raw in her tight, hot tunnel, and my climax was inevitable.

"Here it comes, Grace," I gasped, and she just kept pounding down on me, and then my lips opened and I let go inside of her, filling her virgin pussy with my seed.

"Yes, cum in me, yes!" Grace panted, as she plopped her pussy down onto me over and over, milking every drop that I had to offer.

At the end, I pushed her down onto me, holding her tight as my cock pulsed the last few times inside her. Grace collapsed down onto me, both of us sweaty, both of us breathing hard, one of us almost suffocating the other one with her huge tits (though the other one would have happily died that way).

"How was your first time?" I murmured into her chest.

Grace lifted up, her arms weak and shaky, so she could look me in the eye.

"I think I might be addicted," she said.


Chapter 7


We lay there for a little while, getting back what energy we could after pouring so much of it into each other. Our clothes found their way back onto us, and now we sat on the edge of the bed, Grace leaning against me. I had gotten both of us some bottles of water from the torn-open case of them in the kitchen.

"So, I should tell you," Grace said. "Kayla, the one who works at the store? She's kind of, like, my best friend. As in, there's no way I can't tell her about this. Losing my virginity and all."

"I...guess I wouldn't stop you," I said.

"I don't want to make things weird." She rubbed up against me. "But, yeah, it's going to come out of me. She's really smart. She won't say anything...untoward."

I smirked. "Are you someone I shouldn't be messing around with?"

"Oh yes, I'm very dangerous," Grace said, sticking her tongue between her teeth as she giggled. "Me and all the girls I know. Cross me, and you'll never shop at a boutique in this town again."

"Noted." I put my hand on her leg. "As fun as this is, you know, going to bed with you twice in one day. If we're going to see more of each other, I'd like to do some proper stuff. Like take you out to dinner."

Grace brightened, putting her hand on top of mine. "I'd like that."

"I'll make time before the store opens, that's a promise," I told her.

"I've got your number now," Grace said. "I'll keep you honest."

She stood up from the bed, twirling around, somehow finding excess energy after all we had been through. "Next week is a big week for you, Mr. Reaves. Opening the store back up, meeting everybody—except Scott, I guess, who you already know." A funny look crossed her face, as she cast her eyes to the floor, like she was looking through the planks and down into the store below.

"Kayla's great," she told me. "I think you're really going to like her. She and I do everything together. In fact..." Grace brought her hand up to her mouth, hiding an embarrassed half-smile. "Maybe this is weird. But she's the one who gave me, ah, tips on...pleasing a guy. With my mouth."

I raised an eyebrow.

"So you kind of have her to thank for the good blowjob," she said to me with a wink.

"I don't think that's going to come up during the team meeting," I said slowly. Did young women really have relationships like this? Teaching each other how to blow guys? The idea of talking with another dude about how to eat pussy was laughably silly to me. It would just never happen.

"That'd be some meeting," Grace giggled. She came back over to me. "Okay. I'm going for real this time. I don't have another cleaning job tonight, but I have to get the supplies back to my apartment and hit the store, and then class tomorrow."

I stood up and took her hands, sliding our fingers together. "Dinner," I told her. "Sunday night, before all the bookshop craziness starts."

"Deal," she said. We kissed, softly, letting it linger.

"I think you should stay," I blurted out. "I swear I have blankets and pillows. I'm ninety percent sure I know what box they're in."

Grace's lips parted in surprise. "I...wanted to ask," she said. "But I didn't want to impose. Not on the day you just moved in, and you must be so worn out..."

"I am, but I want to be worn out with you," I told her. "We'll order pizza and fall asleep while we wait for it to get here. And," I said, "it won't count as the promised dinner."

Grace hugged me, putting her face against my chest. "You almost let me leave," she whispered. "You'll pay for that."

"I'm good for it," I chuckled, holding her tight.

To be continued in Book 2…
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Ethan has been having an incredible time seeing Grace. But now her friend Kayla is making a move on him.


It's finally time for the grand re-opening of Quill's End, the bookstore where Ethan has taken ownership. Between his relationship with Grace and the start of his new career, Ethan has a lot going on—and it's about to get even more complicated.


Kayla, Quill's End employee and best friend to Grace, corners him for a private meeting in the store. And now Ethan has a new situation to juggle, weaving between sex, propriety, and the two women's fascination with sharing him between each other.


He's never dealt with something like this before. But for women like Grace and Kayla, Ethan is willing to do anything.


Click here to read Book 2!
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