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Chapter 1


ETHAN

There was a beautiful girl in my arms.

Cracking my eyes open, I saw Grace cuddled against me. I was spooning her, my arm thrown over her stomach. She had on one of my T-shirts that I had dug out of a moving box, but my hand was underneath it, pressed up against the warm skin of her stomach. I lay shirtless behind her.

It felt so good that I thought it had to be a dream, but as I awoke, it all came back to me. Meeting Grace yesterday at the shop, taking her out for coffee. Coming back to my place and falling naked into my bed. Sleeping together, and then cuddling up in my new place.

I vaguely recalled that I had a bookstore I was supposed to be running soon, but that didn't matter so much today. Today could just be about this.

The upper floor of the building where I lived was quiet, and drenched in morning sunlight since I hadn't bought blinds yet. The Quill's End bookshop beneath us was closed for now, but I would be opening up shop just a few days from now, now that the transfer of ownership was complete.

As complicated as moving was, pairing it with taking over a business made moving seem like a walk in the park. After all, I only had to move everything up those stairs one time, and it was done. I imagined that in my time running Quill's End, I would cover many miles within the store's floor space. There were the place's books to familiarize myself with (the accountant kind, not the fun ones on the shelves), the team to officially meet with on Monday before we opened, the ordering schedule for the bakery and the inventory management for the retail. Even though I wouldn't personally be handling all of that—much was management's purview—as the new store owner, I wanted to be familiar with all aspects of the business, not some kind of ivory tower guy who hung out in the living space above the shop all day.

I closed my eyes and I pulled in a breath, trying to still the turning wheels of my mind. As much as I loved the shop already, this was not the stuff that I wanted to be thinking about right now. I didn't want to think at all. I just wanted to be here, in bed with Grace, and enjoy her closeness.

That was going to be the challenge of my new life. Not the enjoying my time with Grace, which was no challenge at all. But not letting thoughts of business consume me, not working eighteen hours a day, not letting emails go to my phone and problems wake me up in the middle of the night. That was specifically the life that I had left the city to avoid, and if I was going to prevent myself from falling back into my bad habits, I had to start immediately. Not put it off.

I shifted in bed, and I felt the underside of Grace's breast brush against the top of my thumb. Immediately, my man downstairs started to wake up.

Grace had felt my movement. Gorgeous, strawberry blonde, and half-asleep, she turned her head back toward me, tickling me with her hair.

"Hey," she said softly.

"Good morning." Looking into Grace's eyes was a surefire way to easily forget about everything else in the world. I looked down the length of her body, appreciating her shape, as a wry grin spread across my face. "I managed to dig out and unpack the blanket, and look. You just ended up kicking it onto the floor."

Grace glanced toward the edge of the bed, where the comforter I had found clung to the corner, the rest of it hanging off. She turned around until she faced me, and then she pressed her body up against mine, putting her head into my chest.

"I guess I was warm enough," she said, her voice muffled. "You really need to get some blinds in here."

I hugged her close to me. "Sorry to tease. I don't know what to say to a beautiful girl in my bed."

"You don't have to say anything." Grace's hand crept down, finding my own hand and sliding it up her shirt until I was cupping her bare breast. "You just have to touch me."

I let out a breath on the top of her head and gently squeezed her. God, what an incredible body she had, each breast far, far more than a handful. I found her nipple and rubbed across it, and she let out a little sigh of pleasure.

Grace lifted her head up and kissed me, her lips soft, her tongue finding its way into my mouth. She threw her arm around me while I played with her breasts, feeling her nipples grow hard between my fingers. I gave her a light pinch on one of them and she shivered, letting loose a moan into my mouth.

She looked me in the eye as our kiss ended. "You still think I'm sexy in this wrinkly old T-shirt?"

I pretended to be shocked. "Now who's teasing? That's one of my favorite shirts, merch from a band in my old neighborhood that broke up, like, eleven years ago. It's a very unique piece."

"Oh, so I should be honored?" Grace said, glancing down at herself where my hand made an odd shape under the shirt, between her breasts.

"Maybe," I said. "Or maybe the shirt should be honored that you're wearing it. It seems like the luckiest shirt on the planet."

Grace giggled, pushing at me. "This is very interesting flirting, Ethan."

"Well," I said, a little embarrassed, "clearly I have to sharpen up my game."

"Maybe just go back to touching me," Grace said, and she slid her hand down to grab my hardness through my thin sleep shorts. I groaned, my body twisting.

"What," she whispered, her eyes playful, "you think I didn't notice this poking against me?"

"Ah..." I said, my body slowly melting beneath the undulating touch of her fingers. "I can't exactly...hide it."

Grace smirked at me. "It's okay. I'd be offended if you didn't get hard while my butt was pushed up against you."

"I wouldn't want to offend," I said, and she took her hand off my cock just so she could slip her fingers down into my waistband, and then she was wrapping herself around me for real, skin on skin. She let out an excited breath.

"So hard," she said to me, breathing onto my neck.

I gave her nipple a pinch, making her gasp, and I watched the color flood into her cheeks. "And how are you doing over there, miss?"

Her face flushed, Grace pushed in and kissed my neck, stroking me inside my shorts. She traced the tip of her tongue up to my jawline, and then she whispered in my ear.

"Horny."


Chapter 2


Grace pushed her hand down, cupping my balls and tickling at the back of my sack. Her lips touched my ear, sending a shiver through me.

"It's Friday, and I do have two classes today at Meadows, so I don't have all the time in the world..."

Meadows was Albert Meadows University, the college about 20 minutes from the town of Timber Creek.

"Then let me help you get my shirt off," I said to her. I pushed my other hand inside the shirt, and she lifted her arms so I could slide it off of her, crumpling it and throwing it to the side.

"I thought that was a unique piece," she said, her breasts catching the light in such a perfect way that she looked like a work of art.

"Who fucking cares," I said, and I pulled her into me, kissing her on the lips, and then on the jaw and neck, and then sliding my face down between her boobs and letting her pillowy warmth encase me. I found her nipple with my lips and I sucked on it, and grace moaned, putting a hand on the back of my head and pushing me into her chest.

At the same time, she reached down to tug at my pants, but she didn't have the best angle. Swirling my tongue around her nipple, I helped her get them off, and I brought my hand to her hip, finding her wearing just panties and nothing else. They got the same treatment as the rest of our clothes. Both of us naked now, Grace slipped her fingers underneath my chin and pulled me up off of her tit.

"I want you to fuck me, Ethan." Her eyes were hungry, her lips parted and glistening.

"That's what I was hoping you'd say."

Grace smiled. She looked at me for a moment longer, and then she turned back around, getting into a spooning position again and curving her body inside of mine. I draped my arm over her, and she wiggled her butt against my stiff cock.

"You can fuck me like this, right?" Grace asked me.

"Of course." I ran a hand down her side, bringing it to rest on her thigh. "Here, lift your leg up a little bit..."

She did, and the two of us maneuvered. I reached down, grabbing my cock and running it up against her pussy, finding her incredibly wet. Both of us moaned in delight as the head of my cock parted her lips and slid up along the slickness of her slit.

"God, fucking yes," she said quietly, shaking against me. "Put it inside. I'm ready."

Judging by the feel of her, that was true, and god knew that I was just as ready. I slid myself back, finding her entrance, and then I pushed forward gently, letting her swallow up the first few inches of my cock. She was wet and hot and wonderful, and I let out a shaky breath as I slid inside of her.

"Ohhh, yes," Grace moaned as I entered her. I went inside of her slowly, but she was wet and ready, and it was hardly more than a couple of seconds before I was pressing up against her bottom, buried all the way inside of her. She still had her leg in the air, and I pushed down on it, closing her legs together while I spooned her. She had a small gap between her thighs, so the leg lift probably hadn't been necessary, but I hadn't wanted to waste time fumbling around.

I wrapped my arm around her chest, grabbing a big handful of her breast and pulling her up close against me so that every part of me that could touch her, was touching her.

Grace reached back her arm, touching my side and arching her head back into me. "It feels so good when you're inside me, Ethan."

I kissed the back of her neck, and I could feel the goosebumps raising on her shoulders. With her nipple between my fingers, I started to fuck her, gently thrusting into her from behind as we spooned on the bed.

Grace was vocal, moaning and shuddering as I slid in and out of her. She was slick and very wet, and the sound of our fucking filled the single floor of my house. She pushed back into me, and I thrust up into her, our flesh meeting with a slap, again and again. I clutched at her breasts and kissed at her neck.

She lifted her leg again to slide her hand down to her clit, touching herself and moaning louder and louder as she rubbed. I pumped into her harder, faster, her tunnel gripping at me, her ass bouncing against me as our rhythm grew more frantic in pace.

"Yes, don't slow down," Grace managed, her breathing quick and ragged. I could feel her fingers stray across my shaft as she rubbed herself, slipping on her own wetness. "Yes...oh, fuck, yes..."

I pressed my face against her, trying to hold out. She felt so good against me, around me, wet and hot and passionate. But I didn't quite make it, lost in her sex first thing in the morning, and with a curtailed grunt of surprised pleasure, my orgasm slipped past my defenses and I shot into her, gasping and clutching her close.

Grace wasn't far behind, moaning at a high pitch until it was cut off by her climax, her breath catching in her throat, her fingers rubbing frantically. I buried myself in her and she clamped down on me, pleasure rippling through both of our bodies like a storm. I filled her with everything I had while she shook against me, and I slid out of her when our tense bodies relaxed into post-orgasmic bliss.

Catching her breath, Grace turned her head back towards me. "You know how I was saying I waited too long to lose my virginity?"

I just nodded.

She let a long, satisfied breath out. "It was worth the wait."


Chapter 3


We got dressed as I basked in the surreal understanding of how lucky I was. The sex was incredible, but watching Grace's naked body prance around my place as she got dressed, infused with post-orgasmic energy—that was an entirely different feeling of fulfillment.

She pulled yesterday's clothes on, and she stopped by the pizza box on the coffee table. We had indeed ordered pizza last night, and we had eaten half the pie before we retired to bed. Truth be told, I had totally forgotten about its existence.

Whether or not Grace had, upon seeing it, she reached down and plucked a piece from the box.

"I love pizza the next morning," she said, taking a bite.

"The breakfast of champions." I walked over and I joined her, indulging in cold pizza from the coffee table. The two of us stood there, munching, bathing in sunlight.

"I'm not hinting at anything," I said, swallowing my bite. "But if you want to shower here, feel free."

"Good save," Grace said, grinning. "But that's okay. All my stuff is at my house, I have a facial scrub...whatever, you know. Girl stuff. I'm guessing you don't have any, um, exfoliating products here."

I blinked. "I have a bag of sand in the trunk of my car from last winter. For traction. In the snow."

"Yeah...I'll shower at my place." Grace finished her slice of pizza, and she kissed me on the cheek. "I won't touch you with my greasy pizza fingers. But thanks for...everything." Grace stepped back. It seemed like when we weren't on the cusp of sex, or in the immediate afterglow of it, her personality was generally more timid, and quiet. "For letting me stay, and the coffee, and the pizza...huh. I guess you did a lot for me."

"It's nothing," I said, shaking my head. "Don't get some idea that you owe me anything. In fact, I'm the one who still owes you dinner. Sunday night, okay?"

"Sunday night." Grace smiled, then she darted forward and kissed me on the lips. "I can't wait."

"Neither can I."

I bade her farewell for real at the street-level door, walking down the stairwell with her, and watching her disappear around the backside of Quill's End before heading back up to my place.

I took myself up on the shower offer, taking the first shower in my new digs, and was grateful to find that the water was hot and the pressure was decent. Not amazing, but decent. I scrubbed away the remnants of our sex with some regret about washing it off, and I got clean and ready for the day.

Dressing casually had come very easy to me with this move, as I slipped on jeans and an undershirt, and then a simple button-down with short sleeves over that. If I didn't wear a suit and tie again for the rest of the year, I would be okay with it.

Unless I took Grace out to someplace fancy. Hm. I would have to learn what the offerings were around here. But I had time to do that. Today was Friday, dinner would be Sunday, team meeting Monday, opening the store on Wednesday...well, shit. Maybe time was in shorter supply than I thought.

Today would be good for unpacking, though, and then later in the morning I would drop the moving truck off at the rental agency. I went about the business of making this loft above the bookshop into my home, or at least as much as I could manage right now. Kitchenware out, all those tiny, heavy things put into what their new homes would be for now. Rearrangement was inevitable. I could admit that I was big on organization (some people might call me a neat freak). But hey, I'd left the pizza out all night. I was taking baby steps toward being less rigid.

I officially made the bed, finding all the pieces to my bed set, and got my clothes put away into my dresser and closets. Once mostly everything else was done, I went to the back room which was going to be my office, and I started to haul all of my books out of the moving boxes and get them on the shelves.

And though I was exhausted, I enjoyed this part. I loved reading, and before moving to Timber Creek, reading and working had been mostly all that I did. Many of these books had been part of my life for 25 years or longer, and putting them on the shelf made a kind of peace settle over me that was unmatched by anything else. More than my bed, my clothes or my cookware, getting these books onto the shelves made this place feel like home.

During the shelving time, though, I did pull out my phone and message Grace. Because books or not, her absence made me ache.

This place loses a lot of charm when you leave




And she buzzed me back shortly after.

oops I took all the charm with me



I laughed.

Tell me a good spot for our dinner?




Hmmm...



The rest of that day was me finishing up the unpacking and the rearranging. Most reasonable people would probably take a break, maybe spread the work out over the next couple days. But what else did I have to do?

Grace did end up texting me back with a few suggestions, and I looked up what I could about the places online, telling her I would surprise her with my choice. In the late afternoon, I went downstairs to look at Quill's End. Not for any reason in particular, but just because I wanted to.

I let myself into the shop and walked around, a smile on my face. The place looked very good; Grace had done a terrific job cleaning, and it was noticeable from the very first time you laid eyes on the clean front windows. Walking around that quiet bookstore, I knew that whenever retirement came for me, there would need to be some sort of home library involved. The atmosphere here was precious.

The rest of the weekend wasn't particularly exciting. Saturday, I did the shopping I needed to do, picking up the little things that I'd left behind during the move, and filling my fridge from the local grocery store. Grace typically cleaned houses out of town on the weekends, but she assured me she was free Sunday night. Apparently a couple of the townships surrounding Timber Creek had a big, fancy houses to clean, and Grace took a couple of those residential jobs herself.

She had texted me:

rich people. they don't tip. but they get my highest rate 



Then, more than once:

I miss you



An emotion I mirrored.

Also:

I miss your cock



Mmph. This girl...

When Sunday evening finally arrived after what felt like an interminable weekend without Grace, I left my bookshop house and I drove to her place to pick her up. Grace lived in an apartment complex towards the northern side of the town, maybe five minutes closer to the college than I was. I pulled up to the red brick building, parked, and went inside. Her apartment was on the third floor, and I knocked on her door.

Grace pulled the door open, and then she burst out of it, wrapping me up in a hug and finding my lips with hers. I stumbled only slightly, but quickly put my arms around her, kissing her back.

"It's so good to see you," she said, her eyes glittering. "I hate being so busy all the time."

"I thought about you every hour," I told her honestly. "But I know what it's like to have a million things to do. Don't beat yourself up."

Grace looked me up and down. "So," she said, "you do clean up nice."

"You're sure I shouldn't be wearing a suit to this place?"

Grace smiled, chewing on the corner of her lip. "I don't know if there's anywhere in Timber Creek where you would have to wear a suit. You look good."

It wasn't my dressiest stuff. A pair of slacks, and a dress shirt that was somewhere between totally stiff and "unpack your moving boxes in."

I reached out and took her hands. "Thanks. But I'm nothing compared to you."

Grace blushed, shrinking into herself a little. She was in a pretty, blue pleated skirt that went down to the tops of her knees, with a white blouse on top that barely contained her bust. Her hair was long and gorgeous and slung over her right shoulder.

We left her place and got into my car, and I took us to Tara's On Main, a local place not far from Quill's End. It looked like a large, two-story village house, white with black trim, and it had a big deck with outdoor seating in the front. We sat outside since the late spring weather was nice, and we sipped on sparkling water.

It was a nice dinner, just like getting coffee with her had been nice. I really did like spending time with Grace.

"Are you nervous about this team meeting tomorrow?" Grace asked me. We were eating bread and peppered olive oil.

I chewed and I thought about it. "No, not nervous. More excited than anything. It's been nice having a couple of days with nothing specific to do, but I'm not used to it. I'm ready to do something besides put my plates and silverware away."

Grace laughed. "How many plates can a single guy have?"

"Too many." I shook my head. "Makes me wish some of them had broken in the move."

She gently dipped a cut of bread into the oil. "So, um...I told Kayla yesterday, on the phone. About...me and you."

It took me just a second to remember who Kayla was, since I hadn't met her yet—Grace's friend, and an employee of Quill's End whom I'd be meeting on Monday along with the whole staff.

"Was she, ah..." I tried to find the right word, if there was one. "Happy for you?"

"Very," Grace said, lowering her voice and leaning toward me over the white tablecloth. "She wanted to know everything."

I went a little red in the face. I remembered her telling me that Kayla had taught her how to give a blowjob, and thinking about how guys would never talk about stuff like that. Details about sex, though, sure, I'd talked about that with my friends, when I was younger. High school, college, then...not much since.

"You have nothing to be embarrassed about," Grace said to me, though she looked a bit shy herself, practically whispering. "I had nothing bad to say."

"Sorry." I shook my head. "I'm not embarrassed. Well, maybe I am. I don't know. I mean, jeez, if I was out with my friends right now, I wouldn't be able to stop talking about you."

"You have my permission," she said, her eyes lighting up. "If you visit New York again. Or when you meet some people here. Whatever."

"Thanks," I said, "but I have a feeling I won't be as bold as the two of you are."

"Kayla had a lot of questions," Grace said with a smirk, her voice still quiet. "She's very detail-oriented, she's going to Meadows for accounting. It makes her a really good worker."

"Questions about...us? In bed?" I said, unable to keep the red out of my face. The idea was just too much.

"Sure. We talk about that stuff all time. I just usually don't have much to say." Grace ate a small piece of bread. "It was nice for me to be able to make her jealous for once."

"Jealous?" I said. "She hasn't even met me."

Grace shrugged. "She's like that. It doesn't bother me."

"So you're saying, if I show up to this team meeting, like, a hot mess..." I snickered. "Disheveled and dirty, rumpled. That might be embarrassing for you."

Grace stopped chewing. "You wouldn't."

I opened my mouth to tease her more, but I backed down. "Nah, probably not. Not for my first impression with most of the employees."

"You're funny," Grace said, rolling her eyes. "I mean, I don't care how you dress or whatever. But don't shamble in there like a zombie just to make me look silly, because it's not gonna work."

"Noted." I squeezed her hand. "I'll be on my best behavior."


Chapter 4


After dinner, we went back to my place and...got into each other. Honestly, how could we not?

But she couldn't spend the night tonight, so I went to bed without her, wishing she was there. Tomorrow was the meeting with the bookshop staff, and from there, I was going to become a lot busier. It would be harder for the two of us to see much of each other. So I was grateful for this Grace-filled weekend.

Monday morning, I got up bright and early, perky as I made my coffee. The meeting was at 11AM. Not stupid early, not late enough to mess up anyone's day. I didn't want to suck up a bunch of time, but I did let everyone know via email that they'd be getting paid for their time even though the store wasn't open yet.

That said, I made sure to get there early myself, unlocking the front door at 10AM and hanging a sign on it that read: Closed for staff meeting - reopening Wednesday!

I went to the back of the store to the bakery, and got coffee going for us. I didn't quite have the know-how to fire up the oven and bake anything fresh, but before I opened up the store I did run out to get some fresh Danish and croissants from a bake shop two blocks away in the Timber Creek village area, trying to stop myself from thinking of them as a competitor. Nothing in this quite town gave me that sort of vibe.

With the Quill's End lights on and the smell of fresh-roasted coffee filling the open space, the staff began to filter in.

Scott was the first one, getting to the shop about twenty minutes before 11AM. He came up the landing and found me behind the counter, and he shook my hand with a smile.

"Good to see you again, Ethan," he said to me.

"You too, Scott." He and I had met previously, on one of my several trips out here arranging the deal. He had a couple inches and a few years on me, fifty-two years old to my own thirty-eight years. He was a burly guy, with short hair that should probably have had at least some gray in it, but it was a deep black and was most likely dyed. He had big arms and a paunch of a belly stretching out his red flannel. "Hopefully I made the coffee half as good as you do."

"Smells just fine," Scott said.

"Well, help yourself, and I've got us set up near the front."

The other three employees came in not long after, no one arriving late. All three of them were students at the Meadows University, working part time. There was Austin, a young man who usually took care of stocking and inventory on his shifts. He had brown hair, a good-looking guy who played basketball in a local league. Lucia, who typically worked the bakery counter, was a gorgeous Hispanic girl with sweeping black hair and dark, playful eyes. And then there was Kayla.

Kayla was mostly front end, though with her line of study at school, she had taken an interest in the office and managerial aspects of the business. Of course, I hadn't witnessed any of these things personally, but Scott had filled me in about the three employees.

Of them all, Kayla seemed the most excited to meet me. She came right up to me and shook my hand as soon as she got inside, a smile on her face.

"Mr. Reaves, it's so good to meet you," she said to me. Kayla had a bookish look about her, insomuch as she wore a pair of narrow-framed glasses, had sleek brown hair which was tied up behind her head, and her sharp, pretty blue eyes seemed shrewd and full of life.

"You can just call me Ethan," I told her, surprised by how eagerly she pumped my hand. "It's nice to meet you too, Kayla."

I almost added on that I'd heard a lot about her, but I deemed that inappropriate. She was the same age as Grace, twenty-four, and almost stunningly pretty. I guessed it made sense that hot girls tended to hang out together. She had a dusting of just a few freckles on her cheeks, and she wore a smart blouse that was buttoned up high, not showing any cleavage or anything like that. She had on a pair of capri pants beneath it. A very nice body and curvy hips, and I tried not to think about Grace telling me about Kayla's oral sex education program.

I smiled at her and thanked her for coming, and I stepped in front of the main counter. I had pushed the book tables aside and pulled over some chairs from the bakery, so that everyone could have a seat.

"First things first," I said, "just call me Ethan. Mr. Reaves sounds too much like 'Mystery,' and I don't want anyone confusing me with a book genre."

The joke went over well, and I hoped the laughter was at least half-sincere and not just because I was the new boss. I launched into the details of what the change in ownership would mean for everyone there. Simplistically, it wouldn't change much. Nobody would be getting their hours cut, the store still had the same demand. In fact, I told anyone that if they wanted to take on more hours during the first couple weeks of the reopening, to let Scott know, since he handled the scheduling and it probably couldn't hurt.

I gave them a quick rundown of my background. "I don't plan to make significant changes to Quill's End," I assured them. "I didn't come here to flip real estate or start a chain of bookstores or anything like that. I'll be keeping the store open for a very long time, and just after being in this town for only a little while, I already like Timber Creek very much."

I gave them a smile that was genuine, thinking of the town, of the shop, and mostly of Grace. "I know a change of hands can cause nerves, and I want everybody to rest easy. If you have any questions, even if you emailed me already and didn't think I covered everything, please ask me anything at all. If you'd rather discuss something one-on-one, You can hang back after the meeting, or you have my number from the email and you can text or call me any time."

I fielded a few questions. Austin asked about the slight disruption in the ordering schedule, which Scott and I went over. Kayla immediately volunteered for more hours. Lucia asked if I had baked the croissants, and I had to sorrowfully shake my head at that. She just laughed and told me she could teach me how, and I said I would take her up on it.

All in all, it was a smooth meeting, and I made sure to shake everyone's hand again as we dispersed right around noon, as well as insist that everybody took whatever baked goods were left, because I had already eaten three of the pastries since I'd picked them up, and I wasn't trying to get fat.

When I thought I'd heard the last jingle of the bell above the door, I glanced away from the counter to find Kayla at the front of the shop, coming back up the stairs from the landing.

"Hey, Kayla," I said to her she approached me. "Did you have something you wanted to talk about?"

The look in her eyes should have told me everything I needed to know, but so far, I was only good at reading books.


Chapter 5


"I want to talk to you in the back about something, away from the windows, if that's okay," Kayla said promptly.

Maybe she had to renege her offer for more hours and didn't want the others to accidentally hear. I just gave her a nod and said, sure, and the two of us walked back to the bakery counter. I had shut the coffee machine off, but the delicious smell still lingered.

"Grace filled me in on you guys," Kayla said.

An unavoidable look of shock ripped across my face, and Kayla raised an eyebrow. Obviously, Grace had told me that she's talked to Kayla, but I didn't expect Kayla to bring this up so soon. In fact, I hadn't expected her to bring it up at all, but at least she hadn't done it during the meeting.

And was I crazy, or had she unbuttoned her shirt some, and I was seeing her cleavage now?

I quickly calmed myself. "Yes," I said with a nod, "I ran into her when she was cleaning the shop, and we've been seeing each other."

"I think that's great," Kayla said, with a big smile that pushed her freckles up toward her narrow glasses. "She really needed a good guy."

"Well, I like her a lot," I said. Kayla was very close to me. I knew that I should feel uncomfortable, but I wasn't struck that way. She was really very attractive, and having her just a foot away from me made me think about other things besides Quill's End, and the fact that she was my employee. But then I thought of Grace, and guilt flashed through me like lightning.

"She was right," Kayla said, looking at me. "You're really hot."

"Um...Kayla..." There it was again. A moment where I should've been uncomfortable, maybe even alarmed, but all I felt was warm.

"You're into girls younger than you?" Kayla asked me.

"Not...as a rule..." I said slowly.

"But it's not something that makes you shy away." She said that as a statement, straightening her glasses. "As evidenced by you taking Grace's virginity."

"Whoa," I said, holding up my hands. "I don't know if we should be talking about this, Kayla."

"Grace is a fairly withdrawn girl," Kayla said crisply. "And a very good friend. For her to open up to you is something special, Mr. Reaves. Ahem. Ethan."

She pulled her phone from her pocket, and in the space of a blink, tapped her fingers on the screen and then put it back. Then she reached up to her blouse and she undid another button, right in front of me.

I was shocked, but I wasn't stupid, not when it was this obvious. I had to put a stop to this.

"Kayla, if there's something about the shop you wanted to discuss," I said, growing more firm, "I'm happy to. But this sort of thing doesn't bear any relevance to the team meeting."

"But the team meeting ended at noon, didn't it? And the shop's closed." Kayla smiled. "So we're just chatting."

Bzzzz. My phone in my pocket. Kayla had moved closer, most definitely inside a foot now, close enough for me to smell the perfume she had put on. Close enough for me to see the light reflected in her glasses.

"We shouldn't be," I said. "Not this...close."

"Do me a favor," Kayla said softly, smiling up at me. "Check your phone."

"Kayla—"

She raised her hands. "Check your phone, and then if you want me gone, I'm gone, and I'll see you on Wednesday for the opening."

I furrowed my brow. "Did you text me just now?"

Kayla grinned. "No."

Just to hurry this along, I humored her. I pulled my phone out of my pocket, fully expecting to see a message from Kayla's unfamiliar number, but instead the text had come from Grace. I could read it on the lock screen, and it made my mouth drop open.

Kayla wants to suck your cock.



"You can text her back," Kayla said, watching the emotions unfold on my face plain as a movie screen. "I won't think it's rude."

Bzzzz.

I should have mentioned...I WANT her to suck your cock.



"What the fuck is going on here?" I muttered to myself. I quickly typed:

Grace this is crazy




"Grace wanted me to come on to you," Kayla said matter-of-factly, as though it were completely normal. "After we talked about all the sex you guys had. She's really, really into you, Ethan. And I have to admit, hearing about you, then seeing you today, taking charge, saving Quill's End, your sleeves rolled up..."

Kayla reached out and put a hand on my arm. "I'm getting into you, too. And Grace thought it would be nice for you to have some release after the big meeting. Don't you think that's considerate?"

Bzzzz.

Kayla and I share EVERYTHING with each other :)

Come on. don't tell me you don't think she's fucking hot 

Ethan...we would both be TERRIBLY offended if you turned her down...



I swallowed, and I looked up at Kayla.

"She's really blowing you up." Kayla smirked at me. "So, do you want me to leave?"

"I..." I quickly texted Grace back.

I can't believe I'm doing this




Immediately:

I can't wait to hear about it



Kayla put her hand on my chest. "Or do you want me to stay?"

I set my phone down on the bakery counter. It was insane, having Kayla come onto me like this while I was seeing Grace, but I mean—it wasn't cheating if Grace was practically begging me to. And Kayla was...yeah, she was fucking hot. Grace was right about that. Her glasses, her freckles, her tits bursting out of her shirt...

Kayla's hand slid down until it was on my crotch. And she rubbed into me, feeling my hardness. She smiled.

Well, fuck, I was in it now, and between Kayla in front of me and the incredibly hot texts from Grace, I was pretty much frothing for it.

"Grace says you want to suck my cock," I said to her.

"She's right about that," Kayla said. "So we're all on the same...page...right?" She punctuated page by squeezing my dick through my pants. "I locked the front door for us."

"We're on the same page," I told her, arousal sinking hot steel claws into me as Kayla massaged me through my pants. "Do you want to—"

"Right here is fine," Kayla said quickly, and then she hugged up against me, keeping her hand on my crotch while pressing her face into my shoulder. "You don't mind, do you, Ethan?"

She didn't wait for my reply, not that I had any idea what to say. She slid her body down mine, dropping to her knees on the floor in front of the bakery counter. Her hands went to my belt, opening it up and taking my pants down.

And just like that, my cock was out in Quill's End, and Kayla was wrapping her hand around it and stroking me.

"You're so big and hard already," Kayla said, looking up at me while she knelt on the floor. "You wanted this right from the beginning, didn't you?"

"I...can't really say," I managed, as her hand worked on me expertly. She stroked me fast, rubbing against the head of my cock with her fingers on every pass.

"You don't have to," she responded. "I can tell."

Kayla pushed me back by my hip, and I went up against the bakery counter. She opened up her lips and took just the head of my cock in, sucking on me and rubbing across me with her tongue. I grunted and I put my hand on her head, my fingertips nudging against her glasses by her ear.

Kayla closed her eyes, moaning around my cock while taking me in deeper. Her mouth was perfection, sucking on me, her tongue snaking around every inch of my pole. She got the head of my cock into the back of her throat and I felt her work the muscles there on me. It made my knees weak.

She brought a hand up to my balls, fondling them while she sucked on me. I was hard as steel, and I could feel that I was dripping precum in her mouth already, in under a minute of her blowing me. Kayla had some incredible blowjob talent. She kept me in deep, just moving her head back and forth a couple inches at a time so that my cock slid in and out of the muscles of her throat, hot pressure massaging and milking me.

Kayla pulled back, looking up at me with a grin while licking her lips. There was a bit of fog on her glasses, and I watched as it slowly faded in front of her blue eyes.

"Delicious," she said, and then immediately dove back onto me, sliding my entire length into her mouth until my shaft bent down her throat and her lips were pressing against my crotch.

"Fuck," I groaned, as her mouth started to fly on my cock, sliding all the way back and then plunging me into her throat. She was fast, and her tongue constantly worked me, licking up the precum that I spilled out.

Her hand continually massaged my balls while she blew me, and all I could do was brace myself against the counter, the heels of my hands at the edge, as my orgasm started to surge forward. I couldn't believe how quickly this woman had gotten me hard, and had gotten me about to burst. Kayla's hand under my balls slid back, and at some point she must have swiped up some spit from my cock, because her finger was slick and now she rubbed against my hole while she throated me.

I groaned, my knuckles white on the edge of the counter. She was pressing at my back door and sucking on me harder than ever before, and there was hardly a chance for me to catch my breath, let alone hold myself back.

"Kayla," I strained, "I'm gonna...cum..."

I knew that she wanted me to cum in her mouth. And she just kept going like she hadn't heard a thing I'd said, sucking and pressing into my ass, and tight, fiery pleasure coiled inside me until with a gasping moan I let go. I shot my cum into Kayla's mouth, and she pushed into me so that it went directly down her throat. Her mouth milked me, her finger rubbed at me, and I was just a twitching, moaning mess as I emptied myself inside her until she slowly pulled off of me.

Kayla wiped her mouth and smiled up at me, taking her glasses off so she could clean them with her shirt.

"You really are delicious," she said, standing up and putting her glasses back on. "You and I will have to do this again, Ethan. If you're up for it."

I was still panting for breath. I managed to pull my pants back up over my dripping cock.

"Jesus, Kayla," I said. "I've never been blown like that. You are...amazing."

Kayla brightened further, if that was possible. "Thanks! I taught Grace a thing or two."

"She might have mentioned that," I said, a smile crossing my face.

Kayla came up to me and kissed my cheek. "I have to run. I'll be back to work the reopening on Wednesday. All business then, of course. We want to get off on the right foot."

She ran her hand down my arm, lingering on my fingers, and then she was off with a smile, leaving me stunned in her wake.


Chapter 6


"Oh my god, she must have been so hungry for you. Just like that?"

"Just like that," I said, still hardly believing it, despite the fact that I'd thought about the blow job constantly since Monday.

I was on the phone with Grace, and it was Wednesday morning, before the opening of the shop at 9AM. She hadn't been free to talk till now, and she didn't want to just text me about the blowjob, apparently. She wanted to hear it straight from my mouth, and now she just had.

"You haven't talked to Kayla yet?" I asked her.

"I told her not to tell me anything," Grace said. "I told her I wanted to hear it all from you. First, at least. Then her side. Since you're not going to talk about how nice your cock is."

I wheezed. Between her and Kayla, it was going to take me some time to get used to the things that came out of their mouths. "I wasn't planning on it, no."

"Right." I swore I could hear her smirking through the phone. "So, satisfied?"

"As much as I can be," Grace said. "I know you don't have a lot of time. Are you heading down?"

"Just about to."

Grace let out a frustrated sigh. "I wish I could make the opening. If it was on a Thursday...ugh. Anyway. You said Scott's going to stay till closing, right? You get to leave at five?"

"Yeah, he told me he didn't want to start a precedent where I was working ten or twelve hours a day, every day," I said. "He's absolutely right, of course. I don't want to be that guy anymore. So I'm, you know, delegating."

"That's healthy to do," Grace said. "And that means you can come over, since I'll be out of class around four. We're going to have a drink and celebrate the store opening, alright?"

I switched the phone to my other ear and smiled. "That sounds great. You're the best."

"I know, but I still like to hear it," Grace said with a laugh. "Okay, I have to go, you have to go—let's go, and I'll see you later! Good luck today!"

"I'll see you then," I said, and I ended the call. It was time to head downstairs.

I locked up my place and left, down the stairwell attached to the building, and out onto the sidewalk in front of Quill's End. I looked up at the beautiful shop, its huge windows and inviting entrance, and for the first time, I unlocked the front door of my own operating business.

It felt different. It felt special, coming in here now and knowing that today it would be open to the public. For the people in this town, of course, it would be the same store, just with an unfamiliar man running it. But over time, I wanted to become familiar. I didn't want to be from out of town forever. Timber Creek was a place that could become a home.

I turned the lights on, got the single mid-sized oven in the back of bakery heating up, and busied myself checking small, unimportant details until the staff began to arrive.

Scott got there first, a guy who was beyond punctual. He greeted me with a warm handshake and a pat on the shoulder.

"Gonna be a great first day back," I said, and he nodded in agreement.

"I'll get the bakery running," he said, heading to the back of the shop.

Before I knew it, it was 10AM, and we were open for real. It was me, Scott, Austin, and Kayla. Lucia would be coming in later to run the coffee shop counter.

I was at the front register, familiarizing myself with the minutia that Kayla was showing me.

"Are you really going to be cashing people out?" she asked me.

"At least a few," I said. "I don't want to be some ghost floating around the shelves."

Speaking of, Scott was doing the rounds, helping Austin with a small order of a couple boxes of books that had arrived just before opening.

"Well, I'm sure you could get it without my help," Kayla said, but she came up close to me behind the counter. "Not that I mind."

I glanced at her. She looked fantastic, in a pretty red shirt and jeans, showing off her body without being lewd. She had on different glasses today, with frames the color of lavender.

While I was distracted by her good looks, I felt her hand rub up and down the side of my leg, and I jerked in surprise.

"Ethan," she whispered, "if you react like that every time I touch you, people are going to get the wrong idea."

"Well," I said, my heart having skipped a beat, "if you rub my leg like that, it's hard not to."

"But no one can see us behind the counter," Kayla said quietly, flashing a grin at me. "Not unless you make a scene."

"Let's just...keep our hands to ourselves while the shop is open, okay?" I looked over at her.

"That's the proper thing to do," she agreed, withdrawing her hand.

"But..." I bumped my hand against her hip behind the counter. "You do look really fucking good today."

A surprised look crossed her face, but I figured she was just doing it for dramatic effect.

"That's not very proper," she said quietly to me.

"Maybe we'll figure out a balance," I said, letting out a little laugh. I felt heat in my face, though, and when I looked upward and saw Scott eyeing the two of us from across the store while Austin slid a few books onto shelves, that heat burned hotter.

I cleared my throat, blinking to regain my senses. "Sorry," I said softly to her, fiddling with the register. "I don't know where that came from. I really didn't mean to be, uh, flirting with you. I know Grace was okay with the other day, but that doesn't mean I should be doing anything more, you know."

"That's reasonable," Kayla said, pointing her finger at the digital menu button for clearance books. "I'm not trying to step on your toes—or Grace's, for that matter. Even if I do get...flirty." She pressed her finger onto the touchscreen, bringing up the selection of markdowns. "It's all there, see? Anyway, it just comes out of me, like it came out of you. It doesn't have to mean anything."

"This isn't a situation I have a lot of experience with," I said to her. "You know, the girl I'm seeing encouraging me to have her friend, um..."

"I understand that it's complicated," Kayla said. "And you have a lot of other things to occupy your mind right now. I don't want this sort of thing to distract me from doing the best job I can, either."

"So no touching," I said, looking over at her.

"No touching," Kayla agreed. "In-store, or out, unless arrangements are made."

"Arrangements?" I asked, but all she did was shrug, and then a customer was coming in the door, so I put those thoughts out of my mind. It was time to focus on Quill's End.

Not that it was easy. I would be working with Kayla most of the day, and it was hard not to stare at her. But true to her word, she focused on the business at hand. Maybe with a flirty look tossed in, which I latched onto like a puppy dog. In the craze of what was essentially my first day, those looks on her pretty face kept me afloat.

I mostly knew the register before today, but the hands-on experience reaffirmed it. I introduced myself to quite a few people who had come in specifically to meet me—the assistant director of the Chamber of Commerce, a couple owners of businesses on the same block I'd yet to meet, various people from Timber Creek who gushed about how great it was to see Quill's End open and sticking around...

It was very nice. Grace had told me that this was kind of a big deal to a lot of people, but hearing it from so many on opening day, it really cemented the whole thing.

The day flew by as I cashed out people for books, had conversations and learned more about the town while Kayla covered the register, and got a look at the coffee shop and bakery in action, too. Kayla's shift ended at 3PM, and we didn't have any more, ah, incidents throughout the day.

I felt a little bad about putting those walls up, though she seemed to understand just fine. Kayla was astute; reasonable. Honestly, I wasn't sure if I felt bad—I wasn't sure what I felt, just that I was feeling something and it was hard to put words out to describe it. I'd never been between two women like this before.

It wasn't a love triangle. It was more like the two of them were a love barbell and I was straining to keep it above my chest.

When 5PM closed in, I greeted Lucia as she arrived, and I headed back to the bakery counter to talk to Scott.

"I think this was a great opening day," I said, leaning up against the bakery counter while he was changing out a tray in the display case.

"Fantastic," he said, getting up from his crouch behind the case. "There was excitement in the air! Hasn't felt like this here in a while." Scott came to the counter, across from me. "Listen, was Kayla giving you any problems at the front?"

I did my best to not let any concern show on my face. "Problems?"

"Nothing about her work," Scott said, leaning in. "She's great. But she can be...hm. I've had to talk to her before about getting too flirtatious with Austin. I don't think she meant any harm, just having fun, but it was distracting him."

"I'll keep that in mind," I said, "but don't worry. I haven't had any problems with Kayla."

Scott nodded. "Okay, boss. You're heading out, right?"

"It's about that time." I shook Scott's hand. "Thanks for everything. Real great first day, I'm happy to be here."

"Me too," he said, and then he looked past me. "Hey, Lucia! Save the biscuits before they burn, would ya?"

Lucia hurried behind the counter, coming up to start her shift, and I said goodbye to them both. My heart was full, and there was a smile on my face as I left Quill's End and the bell jingled above my head. But no matter that fulfillment, I was still immediately reaching into my pocket as I left, and pulling out my phone to text Grace as I headed upstairs.

On my way, can't wait to see you!





Chapter 7


I quickly changed my shirt (I had gotten coffee on it) and then went back down and got in my car, heading over to Grace's apartment.

This would be the first time I'd actually gone inside. I knocked on her door, and she greeted me with a big hug just like she had last time, pairing it with a kiss that I returned eagerly.

"Come on in, handsome," Grace said, pulling me by the hand.

I let her pull me in, closing the door behind me. This time I wrapped her up in a hug and I kissed her again. "Missed you."

"Missed you," Grace said, kissing me hard, and then finding my crotch with her hand while her tongue was in my mouth. I groaned against her, and she let me go.

"Teasing, huh?" I said as she danced away, stepping after her. "How about you..."

Whatever I was about to say, I lost it, as I followed Grace around the corner and I saw Kayla sitting on the couch in the living room. Grace tipped a wink at me, and then she dropped down onto the couch next to Kayla, throwing her arm around the brunette's shoulders.

"Hi, Ethan," Kayla said.

"Um...hi." I stood there in front of the couch, feeling like an absolute dope.

"Actually," Grace said, taking her arm off Kayla. "Fun idea. Ethan, sit down in the middle."

"Oh! Yes." Kayla moved to the side, and so did Grace, leaving a spot open for me.

"Come on, big guy," Grace said, patting the couch and giving me a knowing smile.

"Big guy," I repeated, and then I followed her orders, sitting down on the couch between them. I looked from Grace, to Kayla. "Why do I feel like I'm in trouble?"

"Nobody's in trouble," Kayla said.

"Not that kind of trouble," Grace said.

"We both want to talk to you," Kayla said.

I kept my hands in my lap. "I figured."

"Okay, so like, first thing." Grace reached over and put her hand on top of mine. "You liked getting blown by Kayla, right?"

"Did I..." I had to fight to keep from laughing. I felt nervous, like I didn't know what the right answer was. But when in doubt, just be honest. "Yeah, I liked it. That's a way of putting it."

"He definitely liked it," Kayla said slyly.

"It did sound very nice," Grace said. She slipped her fingers into my hand, and I closed my hand around them.

Then Kayla grabbed my left hand, from her side. "And think about it like this," she told me. "I liked it, too."

"I don't know if I'm following," I admitted.

"Okay," Grace said, turning towards me and pulling her legs up under the couch. "Kayla and I were talking. And as fun as it is to swap stories, we don't just want to hook up with you and tell each other about it."

"We want to be your girlfriends," Kayla said, stating it plainly.

I blinked, leaning backward into the couch so that I could see both of them easier. "Hold on. Hold on, hold on, hold on."

"I'm holding." Grace grinned.

"You both want to date me? At the same time?"

"It's a much simpler arrangement than a guy having two girlfriends," Kayla said. She pushed a strand of brown hair off of her glasses. "Instead of six relationships between the three of us, we are one relationship." Kayla smiled. "A harem."

"Did you just say 'harem'?" I raised my eyebrows.

Grace bounced on the couch. "What do you think? We talked about it, and Kayla suggested the term. I think it sounds sexy."

"It's—I mean, the word is—harem is fine, it's not—" I was sputtering. I pulled in a breath. "Are you both serious? This is something you really want to do?"

"Yes." Grace stopped bouncing, putting her other hand on my shoulder.

I looked over at Kayla, who grabbed my hand in both of hers. "We really want to," Kayla said. "Do you, Ethan?"

There are moments where you know your whole life is about to change. I thought I had experienced one of those moments, standing in front of Quill's End for the first time, looking up at my future. But now I understood that what I felt then was simply a precursor to this moment, sitting here on the couch with Grace and Kayla, their hands on me, their breath baited. Waiting.

Both of these women were responsible for the best sex I'd had in my life. Both of these women were attached to me, looking at me in earnest, nothing playful about the gravity of the question that hung in the air. Grace was incredible, and while Kayla felt new in comparison, the truth was that I'd met her only a few days after first meeting Grace. In the general scope of things, both women were brand new to my life. I saw things in Kayla that I saw in Grace, and vice versa.

And I hesitated inside myself, because I didn't want to make such a big decision based strictly on sexual desire, though my body was ravenous for both of them. I thought of lying in bed with Grace. I thought of Kayla's heavy-handed flirting, arranging the messages by the bakery counter. Working with her. Taking Grace out to dinner.

And I knew that it was more than sex. That since I had moved in here, these two girls had managed to occupy most of my waking thoughts. And that I would be a fool to say no to Grace and Kayla about most anything, let alone something as momentous as this.

"A harem," I said finally. And I took my hands from theirs and put my arms around both of their shoulders, pulling both women in close to me. "Our harem. Yes."

"Oh, thank god," Grace sighed into my shoulder. "I didn't know how I would look you in the face if this didn't work out."

"You probably couldn't," Kayla said, snuggling up against me. "It was a big risk, and it paid off. If not, it might have been over."

"Okay, you don't have to say it like that," Grace murmured. And she lifted her head up. "Ethan! You came here to celebrate. I heard the opening was amazing!"

"It was," I said to her. "Although, compared to this...it feels lackluster."

"It just means you have two things to celebrate now," Kayla said warmly, and when she reached down to grab my dick through my pants, she met Grace's hand there.

Kayla looked across me, to Grace. "So we're thinking the same thing."

Grace nodded. "And so are you, Ethan, by the feel of you..." She leaned into my ear, but spoke loudly enough for both me and Kayla to hear.

"Let me show you my bedroom."


Chapter 8


I would love to tell you what Grace's bedroom looked like, but I didn't notice a single detail. Between the two of them, they practically shoved me into her bed, and then they were on top of me, whispering to each other. I didn't know what kind of sinister plan they were hatching. I just knew that I didn't want to interrupt.

They came to some sort of agreement, which apparently began with Grace taking my clothes off while Kayla got herself naked. I helped that along, and I got a look at Kayla's naked body for the first time. She took her glasses off, setting them on some table beside Grace's bed. Her brown hair flowed downward, and I saw a smattering of freckles on her shoulders and upper arms. Her breasts were perky, big with round, dark nipples, hanging deliciously over her lithe form. Her smooth, flat belly journeyed downward to a pussy that was shaven clean.

"What do you think?" Kayla asked me, kneeling on the bed.

"Sexy as hell," I growled.

Kayla smiled. "I could say the same about you," she commented, as she dragged her eyes down my naked form.

Then she reached across me to help Grace pull her shirt off, and Grace's huge breasts fell out, and soon the naked pair of women were bent over into my crotch and I could feel their breath on my dick.

"A blowjob from two women can't technically be as good as one giving you her full attention," Kayla said, and she looked up at me with a smile. "But it has a certain X-factor."

Was this what they had talked about? I didn't ask, because in the next second, Grace was swallowing me down, and my eyes rolled back in my head. One of them had their hand on my balls, and just from what she did, I knew it was Kayla, the sensation familiar, reminiscent of our time by the bakery.

Grace pulled off and moved down to my balls, and then Kayla took me into her mouth, bringing me into her throat like a pro while Grace licked and sucked at my balls.

Whatever the X-factor of a double blow job was, it was lighting me up like a switchboard. The two women swapped my dick between them, tasting me, sucking me down. Their tongues would run up my shaft together, and I watched them meet at the head and then circle their tongues around each other, kissing on top of my cock.

"What do you think of that, Ethan?" Grace said, breathing hard, her eyes glittering. "That was the first time Kayla and I have ever kissed each other."

"You're shitting me," I panted.

"I think that's a compliment," Kayla said, and then she kissed Grace again, long and hard, before sliding her mouth back down onto my cock.

I didn't know how long it had been. It could've been five minutes, it could've been an hour. But at some point, Grace said, "I wanna get on him now."

Kayla had me in her mouth. She pulled off with a slurp. "Okay, get up there."

"Is this whatever—mmf." I grunted as Grace planted her hands on my chest, throwing her leg over me and straddling me. "Is this what you two were plotting?"

"Oh, yes," Grace said, that feverish tone in her voice that came when she was driven by lust. "I want to fuck you first, and Kayla wanted to watch you fuck me anyway, so it works out."

Grace bent down, licking my neck and putting her lips up against my ear.

"And when you fuck Kayla after you cum in me," she whispered, "cum in her, too. We're both on the pill."

She sat back up, finding my dick with the lips of her pussy and rubbing against it. Grace looked me in the eye. "You got that?"

"I got it," I said weakly, needing to be inside her.

She kept rubbing on me, but I didn't want to wait. I grabbed her hip with one hand, and I reached beneath her to grab my cock and find her entrance. I thrust up into her, and she took me eagerly, aroused and soaking wet. Grace cried out as I slid up inside of her, and from behind her friend and between my legs, Kayla watched it all.

"My goodness," Kayla said quietly, her voice shaky. "This is so fucking hot."

I heard her. Grace might've heard her, but she might not have. She was already lost with pleasure, my cock up inside her, riding me as I thrust my hips up into her and met her in the air. Kayla's hands rubbed up my legs and found their way onto Grace's hips, helping her rhythm.

"You're better than I thought you'd be," Kayla said to her.

"I've...been...practicing!" Grace said, each word accompanied with her pussy slamming down onto me.

"It's okay if I touch you?" Kayla asked.

"Please," Grace begged her.

I watched Grace's big tits bounce as Kayla reached her arms around her, sliding one hand down the smooth skin of her stomach until she found Grace's clit. Hugging her tight, she rubbed Grace, and Grace let out a loud cry as the pleasure overtook her.

Grace squeezed her eyes shut as she came, still riding me, and the erotic sight of Kayla masturbating her was too much to bear. I thrust myself up into Grace and filled her up, climaxing as I grabbed her hips with both hands and brought her as close to me as possible.

I unclenched slowly as the peak of my pleasure faded, and Grace grew slack in Kayla's arms.

"I have you, honey," Kayla said to Grace, helping her sink down to the bed as my cock slid out of her. "You okay?"

Grace nodded, mumbling something.

It made Kayla smile. "It definitely felt like the biggest one ever."

The next thing Grace said was louder. "Fuck him, Kayla."

Kayla climbed on top of me. My dick was still hard, still covered with Grace's juices and my own, and Kayla rubbed her smooth, wet pussy up against it, straddling me and bringing her face close to mine.

"It just occurred to me," she said, blinking. "You and I haven't kissed. We probably should before you fuck me, don't you think?"

Her brown hair had tumbled down, tickling my chest and neck. I didn't understand how someone could be so depraved and so adorable at the same time.

I brought my mouth up to hers and kissed Kayla, and she brought a hand up to my face, putting it on my cheek. Her lips parted and her tongue found mine, and she turned her head to kiss me deeper, curling her fingers against my face and scratching me with her nails. I slid my fingers into the hair on the back of her head and pulled her into me.

"Good kisser," Kayla said, catching her breath once we parted. "Great kisser. Okay. You heard the lady, Ethan. I need you to fuck me. Right now."

If I had a refractory period, I had muscled my way through it. Kayla pushed back on me, and I arched upward to find the right angle, and then I was sinking into her pussy. Kayla closed her eyes and put her weight down on me, taking me all the way inside herself.

"God," she said, her fingers curled against my chest. "It has been too fucking long."

After taking just a moment to savor it, Kayla started to ride me. And lord, her hot, wet pussy felt good, and I loved the way her tits bounced and her hair shook, and even if my sensitive dick hurt a little, I didn't care. I reached up and I grabbed her breast, thumbing her nipple and making her moan appreciatively. We were in a rhythm now, my dick running up the hill toward another orgasm.

Grace stirred beside us, recovered, and she put her hand on my chest, coming up close to me to nibble on my ear.

"I like watching you fuck her," she said to me, sounding embarrassed by it. "Is that weird?"

"No," I told her. "It's wild."

Grace bit in my earlobe, and then she pushed herself up, getting her arms around Kayla.

"My turn, okay?" she said to the brunette.

Kayla just nodded, riding me furiously, her fingernails leaving dents in the skin of my chest.

From the side, Grace put one arm around Kayla's stomach, reaching down to find her clit. The other went behind Kayla, and I felt Grace's fingers on my shaft as she touched both of us down there, rubbing my balls and then bringing her finger up to trace the wet outline of Kayla's tunnel where I stretched her open.

Then she raised that finger further and slid it smoothly up Kayla's ass, making Kayla squeal with pleasure.

I could feel Grace's finger in her ass, up against the underside of my cock, as I fucked Kayla. Rubbing her clit, Grace said teasingly, "I bet you forgot that you told me you liked this."

Kayla was in no place to defend herself. Her eyes were shut, her breath rapid, and both of us were approaching that inevitable release.

With Grace working her from both ends, Kayla climaxed, shaking on top of me while Grace wiggled her finger up her butt and firmly rubbed her clit.

I kept fucking Kayla while her orgasm rippled through her, savoring the pain that her fingers dug into my chest, and with a burst of oversensitive strain, I let out a choked grunt and came again, this time inside a different woman. I pumped Kayla full of whatever I had left, moaning, one hand on her hip and the other on her boob, my hips thrusting up into her until there was nothing left to give.

Kayla collapsed on me, and Grace lay down beside her, and I pulled the strawberry blonde close to me.

"Every time I'm with you two," I said, my chest heaving. "I keep having the best sex I've ever had. You might end up killing me."

Grace licked her lips, putting her hand on my shoulder while Kayla quietly chuckled against me.

"There's worse ways to go," Grace said.

"True," Kayla murmured, her head against me.

"I choose the death by sex," I said.


Chapter 9


I stayed over at Grace's that night. Kayla did, too, all three of us cuddled up in Grace's bed, and I thought, I could get used to this.

Ideally, though, I would get used to it in a bigger bed.

When I woke up with the two of them on either side of me, both of my arms asleep underneath their bodies, I wondered how complicated this would be. I'd never done anything like this before, not even close. My life before Timber Creek had centered around work, and the last real long-term relationship I'd had was in college, which barely had cracked the year-long mark.

I felt unequipped. I felt like I was going to hurt someone, or let somebody down.

But I knew, also, that was me being pessimistic. Pragmatic. Thinking of things in terms of probabilities, in terms of success rates and my own personal bias. I didn't know shit about the dating world. But even more important than that—the dating world wasn't my world. This was my world, naked in bed with two beautiful women who were crazy into me, and I was into them just the same.

Things didn't have to be complicated when you focused on the simple, fundamental truths of a relationship. We liked each other, we cared about each other. Even in this short span, we had communicated. We had asked questions, and we had given honest answers to each other. It didn't matter whether the way this had begun was unorthodox, or hell, whether the harem as a whole was unorthodox. Grace, Kayla, and I were doing this the best way we knew how.

I didn't know where it would lead. I just had to accept that fact instead of letting it bother me. I wasn't going to be that Ethan anymore.

Somebody's phone on the side table lit up, and I cranked my neck to see the time.

"Damn," I muttered, and I painfully withdrew my prickly arms from beneath Grace and Kayla, rousing all of us into waking.

"Sorry," I said. "But if we get up now, we have time to get coffee before I have to open the shop."

Kayla pressed her body up against me, her breasts brushing my elbow. With sleepy eyes, she asked, "JJ's?"

"JJ's," Grace mumbled from the other side of me. "I have...a free coffee...stamp."

"JJ's," I agreed, and the three of us started our first morning as an official harem.

To be continued in Book 3…
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The Bookshop Harem is official for Ethan, Grace, and Kayla. But how long can they keep it a secret?


There's no shame among the three of them, but life is certainly simpler without having to explain your polycule. Especially when one of Ethan's girlfriends is also his employee.


But keeping it close to the vest (and in his pants) isn't so easy. Grace and Kayla appear to be completely insatiable, and they're pushing Ethan's own libido to the max.


Running a store is hard enough, but keeping two gorgeous women satisfied on top of it? It was only a matter of time before there was a slip-up.


Maybe the break room of Quill's End wasn't such a private place after all...




Click here to read Book 3!
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