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Chapter 1


ETHAN

"I shouldn't be saying this." I turned the paper coffee cup in my hand. "But JJ's coffee is better than what we have at Quill's End."

Grace did a mock gasp and brought her hand to her mouth, and Kayla laughed next to me. Grace was across the small table the three of us were sitting at. All of us had hot cups of JJ's coffee in our hands.

"It's fine as long as you don't say it to the customers," Kayla said.

"And as long as nobody here just overheard you," Grace added.

Now I clapped my hand to my mouth, my eyes going wide in theatric surprise. Though I couldn't help laughing into my hand. I was in an undeniable, indestructible good mood. I could have watched a tree fall onto my car through the window, and I would have shrugged it off. Such imperviousness to the world around me was a side effect of spending the best night of my life with the two women I was having coffee with.

With whom I was having coffee. Whatever.

Though I supposed I should picture us less as "me and the two women" and more as "our harem." Because last night was when that word, which I had said only rarely in my life (usually in the context of discussing romance novels), became an official part of my life.

Perhaps unsurprisingly, this was new for me. And I wanted to talk to both of them about it. Sleepily leaving Grace's apartment after separate, hurried showers so that we could make it to JJ's with enough time to sit down hadn't afforded us much time to chat.

I leaned in, aware of the other people around. Timber Creek was a small town. I knew that rumors would be inevitable, but I didn't need to hurry such gossip along.

"Have either of you, uh, done this before?" I said quietly. "The, uh. This harem thing?"

"I don't think you need to be all secretive about it," Grace said. "Are you embarrassed?"

I shook my head quickly at that. "Not in the least. I just don't know this town very well yet. I don't want to cause problems for anyone if people start gabbing about us."

Kayla patted me on the shoulder. "I think you're basing your small town conceptions on movies, city boy Ethan. Timber Creek has thirty-five thousand residents. And a lot more people around during the semester on top of it. No one is going to notice us."

"Okay, you got me there," I said, grinning. "I'll follow your lead on Timber Creek propriety. I would just prefer not to make any big waves right on the heels of opening the store."

"Noted," Grace said. "But I don't think it's something you need to worry about."

"To answer the original question," Kayla said, running her finger around the edge of her coffee lid, "no. This would be my first harem. Grace?"

Grace gave Kayla a look. "You think I wouldn't tell you if I'd been part of a harem?" The word made Grace blush, covering her mouth again. "Okay, Ethan. Maybe I see where you were coming from now."

Kayla stuck her tongue out at Grace. "I didn't want to presume to answer for you. You know, all things being equal."

"So we're all new at this," I said, while Kayla and Grace nodded. "I suppose we don't have a lot to go off, then."

"We don't need to follow some established methodology, anyway," Kayla said, pushing up her glasses. "With three of us, it creates a unique structure. I'm sure typical relationship advice wouldn't go very far in this scenario. And even advice meant for polyamorous arrangements like this must vary wildly between relationships."

"Polyamorous," Grace said. "I think I prefer harem. Polyamorous is a lot of syllables."

"I don't know if harem has an adjective form," Kayla said thoughtfully.

"You are such a nerd sometimes," Grace teased. "But, you know. I love it." She reached across the table and squeezed Kayla's hand.

"It's good to see you two sweet on each other," I said. I took a sip of my coffee. "Not that I want to be too terribly cliché, but I'm sure the number one thing that transcends relationships of all types and forms is communication. So if anyone feels like I'm fucking up, you tell me, yeah? And I'll do you the same courtesy, And as long as that's our baseline, we can do this right."

"And have fun, don't forget," Kayla said, brushing her fingers against mine where I held my coffee cup. "Right?"

"Right," I said, my cheeks tingling.

"Don't get all stiff just because we put a label on this thing," Grace said, admonishing me. "We mostly came up with the harem bit for fun. I mean, of course we should all be considerate of each other so that a fun thing doesn't sprout a bunch of problems. But I also don't want any of us just sitting there and worrying about it, you know what I mean?"

I let out of breath, closing my eyes slowly and then reopening them while I was sure Grace watched the whole time. "So you want me to play it cool."

Grace rolled her eyes. "You don't need to change anything about yourself. That's the last thing either of us want."

"Agreed." Kayla nodded.

"I'll do my best," I said.

"Just do what's natural," Grace said. Then she brightened, and she pulled her phone out of her little purse. "It just occurred to me, a momentous occasion. I'm going to establish our group text."

"Ooh." Kayla leaned forward excitedly. "What should we call it?"

"Does it need a name?" I questioned.

"No, but it's more fun that way," Grace said, her thumbs hovering over her phone screen.

"Ethan's Honeys?" Kayla suggested.

"Ethan's Gals!" Grace said.

"Wait," I said, sputtering, "why does it have to be named after me?"

Light flashed across Kayla's glasses as she turned her head toward me. I could see the teasing look on her face.

"Well, traditionally, a harem is one man and many women," Kayla said, in such a way that I knew she was trying to fluster me. "Do we want to uphold tradition?"

"I don't know if there's anything traditional about this," I said, with a nervous little laugh.

"It should be more modern," Grace said. "Though, um, I don't really have any ideas. Ethan's Gals was really just a joke."

"So was mine," Kayla said with a laugh.

"It should have 'harem' in it," Grace said thoughtfully. "Timber Creek Harem Gang?"

"Are we an eighties rap group?" I asked.

Grace poked my arm. "I don't see you coming up with any ideas."

"Look at him," Kayla said. "He's thinking of something."

"You can just read it on my face, huh?" I leaned back in my chair. "Okay, fine. Maybe something occurred to me."

Grace nodded her head. "Spit it out!"

"I don't know..."

"Being coy," Kayla said, shaking her head. "Is this typical Ethan, or changed-for-the-harem Ethan?"

"Hard to say." I grinned. "The two of you bring out such strange behavior in me."

"We do have to open the shop soon," Kayla said, and Grace tapped her fingers on the table.

"Now I feel like I've built it up too much," I said. "It's nothing special. I was going to say Quill's End Harem, but I have like a million different contacts in my phone that all begin with Quill's End right now because of all the dealings with the place. I'd hate to accidentally text any of them when trying to reach out to you two."

"Still waiting," Grace said quietly.

"Okay," I said. "Simple and short: Bookshop Harem."

Grace beamed immediately. "I love it."

"Me too," Kayla said. "It has a certain elegance."

"You know, I thought it did," I said, nudging my shoulder against her.

"I'm serious," Kayla said, raising an eyebrow.

"It's a lock," Grace announced, and mine and Kayla's phones buzzed at the same time. I picked mine up and looked at the screen, finding the first message from the Bookshop Harem:

GRACE
Kayla wants to suck your cock.




Chapter 2


If I'd been drinking coffee at that moment, I would have spit it out. Kayla giggled to herself, reading the message, then setting her phone down.

"Am I right?" Grace said, with a warm smile at Kayla.

Kayla peered at Grace over the top of her glasses, giving the strawberry blonde woman a nod.

"What the hell," I said softly.

"I have a sense about these things," Grace said with a big smile. "Um, also Kayla might have said something while you were in the shower."

"Just girl talk," Kayla said simply, giving a little shrug. "No need to get so flustered by it, Ethan."

I felt my ears burning. "It was definitely the right move not naming it Quill's End Harem," I muttered.

Grace glanced down at her phone and let out a little noise of frustration. "I have to go. And I only finished half my coffee. At least I'll have it for the drive. You guys are opening the store, right?"

I glanced at my watch. "Jesus, where does the time go? Yeah, we should get down there."

Kayla and I were opening today. In part of her bid to pick up some extra hours, she was working a split, opening and closing around an afternoon class. Despite Scott's helpful intentions, I planned to be at the bookshop for the full day's hours today. Call it an old habit, but sometimes if I didn't squeeze in a 12-hour workday, I felt like I was doing something wrong.

The three of us stood up from the table, the remainders of our coffees in hand, and we left JJ's in good spirits. Though I had to admit I was still a little shaky from that opening text message and subsequent discussion. I wondered if I would ever get used to stuff like that.

I hoped that I wouldn't.

"Give me a kiss," Grace said, as we stopped in front of the store. "If the gossip is going to start, might as well get the worst of it out early. Don't you think?"

"I don't know if I agree with that," I said, watching her eyes twinkle, "but, hell with it."

I stepped up to Grace and kissed her with my arms around her, smelling the coconut in her shampoo, feeling her soft lips against mine. And, unavoidably, her tits pressing against my chest. Not that I was complaining.

"Nice," Grace said, letting her hand drag off of me.

"Grace, my dear," Kayla said, stepping up to her. "You're going to give me a kiss too, right?"

"Oh." Grace's eyes went wide. "Yeah?"

Kayla nodded. "We're the Bookshop Harem. Kiss us both goodbye. Don't you want to?"

"Don't be like that," Grace said with a smile. "We just haven't had a lot of practice kissing yet...so don't tease me, okay?"

"I think you two did just fine last night," I offered.

Grace came up to Kayla, and Kayla pulled the blonde into her arms, kissing her while Grace made a surprised noise and then softened into her.

"That was nice," Grace said quietly, brushing her hair out of her eyes as they parted.

"Yeah." Kayla was a little red. I had a feeling their tongues had gotten a workout just now. She blinked and straightened her glasses. "Thanks, sweetie. Ethan, we probably should..."

"Don't let me hold you up with all these kisses," Grace said, raising her hands.

"Oh! One thing I should say while we're all here." Kayla clapped her hands together. "As much as I like being cavalier with our kisses..."

I knew where she was going. "You and I probably shouldn't."

"Yes." Kayla twisted a strand of hair around her finger. "Harem aside, the boss-employee thing is tricky. I know you're the owner, but still."

"That can definitely cause issues," I said. I thought about what Scott had mentioned, about Kayla being a flirt, and wisely decided not to bring it up. "Among the staff. Worries about favoritism, discomfort—you name it."

"But you can't keep it secret forever," Grace protested.

"We can't," I agreed, "but we should give it some time."

"I guess," Grace said, twisting her mouth. "Okay. I won't go blabbing about us."

"I never said you were going to blab!" Kayla looked at Grace.

"Hee. I know." Grace grabbed her hand. "But, you know, I went blabbing to you about Ethan in a matter of hours, so..."

"It worked out pretty well," Kayla said.

"Yes, it did." Grace let her go. "I'm off, cuties. Open your store already, my god."

I laughed as Grace walked away, back to her car parked on the block by JJ's, and I opened up the front door of Quill's End.

"I'll take care of the back and bakery," I said to Kayla, and she nodded.

"I have the front," she responded.

I raised my fist, offering her my knuckles. She hesitated, then she touched her fist to mine.

"If we can't kiss," I said. "It's something."

Kayla laughed at that. "It's something, all right. Okay, shoo. You'll distract me from my work."

Of course, she was the one who offered more distraction. As usual, I felt plain next to her. Her brown hair was back up behind her head, with some strands artfully hanging down by her face, around her glasses. She'd brought a change of clothes with her to Grace's (since they'd planned it, and all), and her fresh white linen blouse was open at her cleavage, her navy blue shorts showing a healthy amount of her thighs.

I'd have to try not to stare.

I went back to the bakery, leaving Kayla to boot up the register and run any software updates on it before we opened. I busied myself sorting the case and the register back at the coffee shop area, getting familiar with what was needed to get this place started.

It was fifteen or twenty minutes later before I was confident that I hadn't missed anything, and that was when Kayla came to the back, finding me as I stood up from behind the counter.

"How's it going back here?" she asked me, leaning on the counter. "Up front is all set."

"Awesome," I said, wiping my brow. It had been a lot of bending down and standing up. "Awesome to both. I got finished earlier than I'd expected."

"Great, so we have some time." Kayla came around the counter and she took my hand. "How about you and I go to the break room before we officially open?"

I raised my eyebrows. "So you two were serious?"

Kayla smiled. "We try not to joke about your cock."


Chapter 3


I snorted. "This isn't exactly discreet, you know."

"Who needs to be discreet when we're behind closed doors?" Kayla said, tugging on my hand. "It's not like I'm blowing you in the middle of the floor."

"Not yet," I said, giving her a lascivious grin. She looked fucking amazing, and how was I going to refuse this? Truth be told, the text message hadn't left my mind since we walked out of the coffee shop. If Kayla didn't say something, I probably would have. But I was trying to control my impulses, especially after our conversation out front.

All of that paled in comparison to seeing Kayla's cleavage jiggle as she pulled on me. So I gave in. She walked me back through the door behind the bakery, which led to the back hallway, where there was storage and a break room with a couch and kitchenette.

Once we got inside, I took the lead, swinging around her and pulling her into me for a kiss. Her tongue ran across mine, and she groped my cock through my pants, making me pull her against me harder.

"I've never met anyone as eager as you," I told her, my breath coming a little fast.

Kayla said, "I've never met anybody who could handle it."

"A first for us both, then," I said, as she was already taking my pants down before I could even loosen them myself.

Kayla pushed me back, and my ass hit the kitchen counter. She had my pants all the way down around my ankles in the next second, dropping down to her knees and running her tongue along my cock, which was well on its way to being incredibly hard.

"Fuck," I said, as she went from licking to sucking, taking me into her mouth and letting the sound of her pleasure vibrate my shaft. This would be the second time she had given me a blowjob in Quill's End. With how ravenous she was, she really could flip a coin and be perfectly professional during business hours. It was impressive.

Kayla swallowed my cock down, and I put a hand on her head and tried not to mess up her hair. Her glasses glinted in the light of the break room with each swipe her lips took on my cock. My stomach and chest heaved, my breath coming hard and heavy as Kayla went down on me with no mercy, plunging me deep into her throat until her chin was up against my balls.

It was the hardest thing in the world to do, but I stopped her from sucking on me, pulling my hips to the side and letting my cock fall from her mouth. She sucked in a big lungful of air.

"Stand up," I told her, pulling on her arm.

"Ethan," she started, but she got to her feet.

She wasn't the only one who was ravenous. Slipping my left arm around her back, I plunged my hand into the front of her shorts, sliding my fingers down the soft, wet flesh of her pussy.

"Oh," Kayla moaned, pressing her weight into me as her knees went weak. "Ethan, yes..."

I slipped one finger up inside her, then two, and she moaned into my ear and clutched against my back. With the shorts on, I couldn't manage anything more impressive than that. But a thought occurred to me, and I went with it.

I bent at the knees and shifted my left arm so it was underneath her ass, and then with my fingers still inside her, I picked her up off the ground. Kayla shrieked and grabbed onto me, but I was steady as a rock. She was nothing. I'd carried dozens of her up the stairs when I'd moved in.

"Ethan! This is—dangerous!" she cried out, as I swept her around in an arc and chuckled, kicking my pants off my ankles. My phone slipped out of my pocket, sliding across the floor and stopping in front of the couch.

"Doesn't that make it fun?" I brought her over to the couch, but instead of setting her down under the cushions, I put her ass down onto the arm. It was the perfect height.

"Keep yourself steady," I told her. "The pants are coming off."

Gently, I pulled my fingers out of her wet tunnel, and while she held herself upright on the arm of the couch, I took her pants down and the underwear with them.

"Two blowjobs in the bookshop is great at all," I said, dropping her shorts to the floor. "But I want to fuck you in the bookshop."

Kayla looked up at me, her glasses askew, the tip of her tongue hanging out of her mouth. Her blouse was rumpled on the bottom, and her legs were open, showing the glistening smoothness of her shaved vagina. I took her by the thighs, pressing myself up close against her on the couch. She had one hand on her chest, the other dropped low to brace against the side of the couch.

With her legs up and her ankles on either side of me, I rubbed my cock along her lips, making her twist and moan. I wanted to tease her more, but we were on a time crunch. So I lowered myself down and pushed into her, finding her wet hole with ease and sliding into her with no trouble. She was horny as fuck, and her tight, soaking tunnel took me in with one smooth stroke.

Kayla moaned, and she brought a hand to her mouth when the feelings overtook her, muffling her sounds. I grunted as I bottomed out in her, the couch arm the exact right height for us. My hands slid down her legs, feeling her thighs, squeezing at her, and then I pulled back and pushed in, leaning over her to hold her steady.

We weren't completely silent, but we tried to be. Even though the store was empty, it still felt wrong—hell, it was wrong, fucking her here in the store, fucking my employee, even if she was my girlfriend, even if no one knew about it except me and her (and probably Grace, who was likely already imagining it). But I watched Kayla's tits bounce in her shirt and locked eyes with her and felt her gripping on my dick, and I knew I would have kept going even if the walls fell down and the whole town was watching.

Kayla started rubbing her clit, biting her lip and staring up at me while I filled her up over and over. God, but did she look fucking hot like this. It gave me an idea. I saw my phone out of the corner of my eye, on the floor next to me where it had slid, and I reached down and picked it up, popping out of Kayla for only a second.

I slid back inside her, making her jerk with pleasure, and I held my phone up. "What if I took a picture of you? For Grace?"

Kayla pushed her glasses up her nose, smiling, out of breath. "Now who's not discreet?"

"Me." Another thought occurred to me. "It's okay if this isn't like, cool. If you don't want a naked picture of you in the, um, the ether. I might have gotten carried away by how good you look."

"It sounds fucking hot," Kayla said, a little growl in her voice. "But that's thoughtful. Compromise. I'm gonna take off my glasses and throw my arm over my face. Then if our group text gets hacked, I can just never wear this shirt again."

"Smart."

Kayla set her glasses on the couch and brought her balancing arm up over her face, smiling beneath it. She pulled her other hand away from herself, and I shook my head. "No, keep rubbing."

"Mm." Kayla touched herself again. "Okay. Do it."

I leaned back, halfway inside of her, trying to capture as much of the perfect image as I could. Her legs in the air, her entrance swallowing me, her cute smile and the blush on her cheeks. I took the picture, and I very carefully sent it to the Bookshop Harem thread.

Then I threw my phone onto the couch, because I couldn't handle one more moment without fucking Kayla.

I took her by the legs again while she uncovered her face, her fingers flying over her clit. I slammed into her, letting out grunts that surpassed my intent to stay quiet, slapping into her flesh and against the unyielding firmness of the couch beneath her.

"Yes," Kayla panted, "yes!"

Her orgasm came while I fucked her, and she squeezed her eyes shut, arching her head back. Her stomach muscles tensed and released, tensed and released, as the pleasure rolled through her.

With a hitching moan, I came inside her, pushing up against the backs of her thighs and letting everything go. Kayla's hand pressed up against my waist, touching me while my cock pulsed beneath her wrist.

I held against her after I was done, the fingers of one hand wrapped around her wrist. I couldn't stop looking at her.

"You're really hot," Kayla said, tickling me with the tips of her fingers. "But I believe we have about three minutes until we have to officially open."

"You're really hot," I said, "and really goddamn astute. Here, let me pull you up."

I got her safely off the couch, and we got our clothes back on.

"Clean," I told her, after we had looked over each other for any unfortunate stains. "We ran a good operation here."

"I expected nothing less," Kayla said, looking put together but flushed.

"I never know what to expect between you and Grace," I said, pulling her into my arms as we stood by the door to the break room. "But I'm learning to like it."


Chapter 4


It was a great start to what was technically only my second day running Quill's End, though I somehow felt like I'd already been in this town for a lifetime. Settling in easy will do that for you.

And while I was reasonably certain that I didn't reek of sex, especially after a quick application of some emergency cologne, there were other distractions. Like the Bookshop Harem group text.

As soon as our pants were back on, both my phone and Kayla's were already blowing up, of course.

GRACE
ARE YOU KIDDING ME

GRACE
Kayla you look fucking hot! 

GRACE
God! Give me some of that!

GRACE
Is this what this chat is for now? 

GRACE
You guys better finish up, you're gonna be late!

KAYLA
I hate that crease in my belly. Ethan's dick looks great in me, though.

GRACE
STOP. That picture has me so hot I feel like I can't breathe

Even my hairy legs on the bottom?


GRACE
Especially those



The store was open now, though Kayla and I were alone for the moment. Scott would be coming in around noon.

"I am loving this," Kayla said from behind the front counter, while I leaned against one of the book-stocked tables in front of it.

"It might have been one of my better spur-of-the-moment ideas," I said, trying not to laugh.

"Though I worry the two of you are going to try to, I don't know, outdo each other or something."

Kayla shook her head. "You really think Grace would let you take a naked photo of her?"

"Mm." I considered it. "I guess not. Though I wouldn't have expected you to, either. I think inhibitions change when I'm...inside you."

She bit the tip of her tongue, holding back a laugh. "You're right about that."

Then customers started to come in, so we got about our business. I had a few things baking in the oven, the dough thankfully pre-mixed and portioned so all I had to manage was the oven temp and timer, which I was capable of. Quill's End made some things from scratch, too, but I sure as hell didn't. That was Scott's and Lucia's area of expertise.

I served some coffee and pastries and lost myself in the bookstore for a while, sex off my mind. As much as sex had dominated my life lately, I could still revel in the fulfillment of seeing Quill's End operate. And anytime I got to step away from the bakery and talk with people about books, about recommendations or release dates, I jumped at the chance.

"I actually might need to buy this one myself," I said, holding a fantasy novel that I had helped a young man find. "I already have it, but not this edition with this cover art. Are you sure you want it?"

Then I laughed and handed it to him and told him I'd love to hear what he thought of the ending, and to come find me when he finished it.

Then it was back to the coffee counter to serve out some hot beverages. I did notice that our drink options were pretty limited, pretty much just coffee and tea, plus a cold drink cooler off to the side. I didn't exactly want to turn the place into a full-fledged Starbucks, but I made a note to myself to look into the cost of an espresso machine with a steam wand. I had a feeling that putting simple lattes on offer would be a good move for the business. We just wouldn't get crazy with the macchiatos and the whipped topping and whatever else that could turn this into a complicated nightmare.

I fielded a few more texts from Grace and Kayla in our little Bookshop Harem group text as I worked, but there wasn't a ton of time for it. Grace was doing a cleaning job before afternoon classes, and business was pretty steady at the shop, so Kayla and I had our hands full.

When Scott came in, it was actually a relief to be able to step away from the coffee counter and take care of some things that had been nagging at me. I covered the front while Kayla took her break, and then she was on her way out, the first half of her split shift done. She would be back at five to work the rest and close down.

With a small gap in customers—just a couple people sitting by the bakery counter, sipping on coffee and reading—I went over to the back to chat with Scott. He was burly as ever, wearing a dark green apron dusted with flour since he had come in to make batches of baked goods for the day.

"How was running the back on your own?" he asked me.

"It went about as well as it could," I said. "I had a few people asking about the chocolate chip cookies, and I had to disappoint them. I saw them come back in for you."

Scott grinned, patting his big stomach. "Big guys make the best cookies. Though I did get the recipe from Lucia about a year ago. I had to admit that hers were better than mine."

"Well, it takes a big man to admit that," I said with a laugh, getting in on his joke. "Let me throw something at you. And I swear I'm not off to the races to make changes. But did Delaney or you ever think about getting an espresso machine in here?"

We talked shop for a little while, which eventually just devolved into shooting the shit and talking about good places to eat, about sports, about whatever, as the day wound down and the afternoon sun started to shine orange through the windows. I could see the front register from the back, so I was able to head back over there if someone needed something.

It was nice, just walking through Quill's End, getting the hang of things, and knowing that if something didn't feel right or needed adjusting, the decision was actually mine. I didn't need to run it up the chain or wait till the end of the quarter. If I wanted us to have an espresso machine, I could go to the restaurant supply depot in the next town to get it myself.

Before I knew it, Kayla texted in the group that she was on her way back, and Grace was expressing her frustration that tonight's class which she needed for her program only had this late slot and she wanted to be there, but she was going to grab dinner with some people afterward. I told her not to worry and tried not to accidentally scroll back in the thread to where the picture of me fucking Kayla was sitting.

When Kayla arrived back at the store for the second part of her shift, she said hi to me at the front, and a thrill went through me. She was wearing the same outfit, of course, and all I could think about was how I had yanked those pants off her not long ago. How she had looked with her shirt pushed up her stomach and me between her legs.

I shook my head as she walked by to go drop her stuff in the break room, and I told myself to focus.

It was a long day, running the shop from open to close, but I found myself getting a second wind with Kayla's return. She came back to the front once she was done in the break room, finding me at the register.

"Hi there," she said.

"How was your time off?" I asked her.

"Delicious. I got lunch at the sunrise Café over on Birchwood before class. Have you been there yet?"

I shook my head.

"Their breakfast is even better." She tapped her finger on her chin. "Maybe some morning soon, huh?"

"It's a date," I said, though I tried not to be too loud about it.

"Save it for after close, Mr. Reaves," Kayla chastised me.

If I retorted, I would be flirting, so I bit it back. "Speaking of closing, I swear there's something I'm forgetting, but I have no idea what it is."

Kayla blinked. "I'm going to need more information."

I shrugged. "That's all I've got."

"Well," Kayla said, fighting a smile, "I guess we'll just have to see what disaster unfolds when you realize far too late."

That got a guffaw out of me. "Oh, I can't wait. It should be spectacular."

Kayla took the register while I busied myself rearranging the seasonal book table, since a lot of those had been picked up today. So I was the first one to see Grace step onto the landing when she walked through the door.

Grace smiled a secret smile, watching the pleasant surprise on my face as she walked up the stairs from the landing.

"Grace!" I said, not able to contain my excitement. It felt like it had been forever since I've seen her, even though it was only just this morning. "I thought you were out to dinner?"

"Changed my mind," Grace said sheepishly, walking up to me.

I decided that I didn't want to restrain myself. I pulled Grace into a hug, and I gave her a kiss on top of it, though I kept it brief. Still, the attention brought a pink glow into Grace's cheeks, which was so adorable that it made me just want to kiss her more.

"I can't believe this is the soonest I could get here since the opening," Grace said. "I still feel so terrible that I missed opening day."

"Don't be silly," I said to her. "After opening night, I could hardly remember that I owned this place."

Grace giggled, poking her tongue between her teeth, and she stepped past me to go see Kayla.

"Heyyyy, workin' girl," she said, leaning over the counter. And she pointedly stuck out her ass, gently swaying while she chatted. She was clad in tight jean shorts, and when she bent over like that, the bottoms of the legs rode up high enough to show the tiniest scoop of her cheeks.

I swallowed, trying to discreetly reach down and adjust my pants. That was when I saw Scott waving me to the back out of the corner of my eye.


Chapter 5


I went over to the coffee counter. Done baking, Scott had his apron off.

"Damn, man," Scott said in a gruff whisper. "You really seein that blonde up there?" Obviously, he had seen the hug. And the kiss.

"Yeah," I said, a little bashfully. "Grace."

"You've lived here, what, a week?" Scott turned up his palm. "And you're hooking up with a college girl?"

"Grad school," I said automatically. "Though, pretty much the same age bracket, I suppose. It just kind of happened. The two of us really hit it off."

"Hey." Scott raised his hand. "I'm not judging. My last girl was thirty-eight. It is what it is."

"I'm thirty-eight," I commented. Scott, I knew, was fifty-two.

"Jesus." Scott ran his hand down his face. "When's my shift over, again?"

"I believe you're stuck here another hour," I said, and I turned when I saw his eyes go over my shoulder. It was Grace, coming up to the bakery counter.

"Are you following me around?" I asked her.

"Only if you're going to feed me," Grace said promptly, coming up beside me. "I still haven't had dinner. I figured I would get something here from the, uh...the bakery." Grace looked around. "Huh. I never realized it before, but the coffee place here in Quill's End doesn't have a name. Did it ever?"

Scott answered that one. "It started out just serving coffee out of two pots, so we never considered putting up a sign. Over the years the former owner Roger Delaney added in the baking area, but it was such a slow process that we never really thought about giving it a name while it was in the shop."

Grace turned to me. "Maybe you can think of something. You know, you did such a good job naming our group text."

I laughed. "I don't know if I'd call that a creative miracle. But I'll think about it. Scott—she's on the house, give her the good stuff."

"You got it, boss," Scott said.

"Stop, don't do that," Grace said, smacking me on the arm. "I was joking, I'm not here to steal from Quill's End."

"Who's stealing?" I shrugged. "You had a surprise two free coffee stamps at JJ's this morning, and you treated me. Now you're getting karma back. Scott, don't take her money."

"House rules," Scott agreed, winking at Grace.

"All right, I'll take the free food," Grace said with an abashed grin, coming up to the counter and putting her hands on the edge. "I always liked the big soft pretzel you guys baked. Please tell me you still do those."

"Coming right up," Scott said, dusting his hands.

"Yay!" Grace turned back to me. "It feels so good to be here. And not be, like, cleaning the place."

"It's good to see you here," I told her. "Though if we do need a cleaner, I can still come to you, right?"

Grace walked up to me, getting close. "You can always come to me," she said. And then her eyes went a little wide and she pulled back, embarrassed. "God. Sorry. I don't mean to get, um..."

She glanced over at Scott, who had his back to us, working at the prep counter in the back. Then she got up on her tiptoes to whisper into my ear.

"Ethan. That fucking picture..."

Shock rippled across my face, and I was glad that Scott wasn't looking. But I did love the feel of Grace against me, the sound of her voice in my ear.

"You liked that, huh?" I said quietly to her.

"Yes," she whispered, shivering against me. "It's all I can think about."

"I thought you were hungry," I said.

Grace's breath on my ear. Then: "I am."

"Here we are!" Scott's voice rang out as he turned, and Grace got down off her tiptoes, though her fingers tickled at my hand.

"Oh, yum!" Grace said, her eyes landing on the big pretzel Scott had laid on the counter. "Okay Ethan, I'm going to quit disturbing you for now, and destroy this pretzel. I'm gonna go sit in one of the comfy chairs."

But quickly, she got on tiptoe once more just to kiss me on the cheek, and then she grabbed the pretzel and a cold tea from the cooler and she was on her way.

Scott was grinning at me. "I'll keep her on the list for free goods as long as you want, Ethan."

"Good man," I said to Scott. "I'm gonna go chat with Kayla about closing tonight, you do whatever you have to do back here and I'll pick up where you left off."

I cast a look at Grace to my left as I walked away from the bakery. There was a collection of stuffed leather chairs off to the side of the bakery, and she had settled down in one. She saw me out of the corner of her eye and she gave a very flirty wave. Her mouth was full of pretzel.

I returned the wave, and then she disappeared from sight behind a bookshelf. I continued to the front register.

"I guess Grace is getting dinner here," I said to Kayla.

"She does love the pretzels," Kayla said. She smiled. "That's what she got, right?"

"Right on." I nodded. "Did you know she was going to come?"

"Oh, I'm not at liberty to say," Kayla said promptly.

"Uh-huh..."

"Don't let it disturb you." Kayla flipped through some screens on the register. "I'm sure she didn't show up for anything sinister."

"Of course not," I said. "Certainly nothing to do with the picture."

"Oh, are we talking about that here? In the store?" Kayla gave me a sly grin.

I wrestled with the rules we had only recently established, and with the desire to jump over the counter and pull Kayla into my arms. Because she was very put together most of the time, but I knew that if I kissed her neck and slipped my hand down her pants, that composure would unravel very quickly in the face of arousal...

I couldn't be thinking stuff like this.

"Nope, nope," I finally said, shaking my head. "Not talking about anything like that."

"Okay good, because you wanted to see the day's gross, right?"

"Yeah," I said, coming around the counter. Kayla was going to school for accounting, and she had an interest in the business operations. "And a couple other things..."

We spent some time on the register, and soon Scott was headed out the front door, giving me a wave. I didn't realize how much time had gone by, and as I waved a farewell to him, I looked around for Grace.

"I guess she's still back there," I said. "Anyway, I got caught up. Thanks for this, I'm gonna take stock in the back, we're closing in an hour."

"Sure," Kayla said. "I've got it up here."

I went back to the bakery and saw Grace indeed still in her chair. The pretzel was long gone, and so was most of her glass bottle of iced tea. She must have gotten up and found a book, because I didn't remember her carrying anything in, but she was reading.

She saw me again, and she waved again, still just as flirty. I returned it, of course, and set about doing the counts at the bakery. Normally that task was reserved for the end of the week, but I wanted to get handy with it, so I planned to do it each night this week and give myself a crash course.

I lost myself in the work, falling into the stupefying embrace of the business owner with his head set on figuring something out. I came back to my senses only when Kayla approached the counter.

"I just locked up," she told me.

"Huh?" I looked up at the clock on the wall behind the counter. "Son of a bitch. I can't believe how fast that went by."

Kayla raised an eyebrow. "Were you having a lot of fun back here?"

"Apparently." I rolled my shoulders. "Let me just enter these counts and I'll be right back."

I zipped back to the office, which was further down the same hallway that housed the break room, entered my data, and let out a sigh of relief at the end of a long day.

When I returned, emerging through the door, I was surprised to see both Kayla and Grace in front of me, hanging out behind the workspace of the counter.

"I think one of you doesn't work here," I said tapping my finger on my chin. "I can't quite remember..."

Grace laughed, a cheery sound that finished short, and I noticed the wild look in her eyes. The two of them walked up to me, and suddenly their hands were on each one of my arms.

"Shop's closed," Grace said.


Chapter 6


"You two cannot be this horny," I said, my eyes wide. Kayla and Grace clutched onto me like I was prey in their claws.

"I think the terminology today is 'down bad,'" Kayla said.

"This is your fault, Ethan," Grace said to me. She stroked her hand down my chest, reaching my crotch and settling there. "Being all hot. Acting like you weren't thinking about this all day."

"You should've seen how he was looking at me," Kayla commented.

"What!" I exclaimed. "I didn't—"

"You just didn't realize." Kayla shook her head, making a tsk-tsk noise. "I swear, Ethan, the way your gaze lingered on me was about as discreet as, oh... fucking in the break room."

Grace was rubbing my cock through my pants. "Not to mention the whole taking of my innocence and all," Grace said, giving me a devilish smile while her eyes lit up at the memory. "Now look what you've done to me. I just can't get enough of you."

"So," I managed, as I quickly got hard from their closeness and Grace's touch, "I've dug myself a hole, here."

"Yeah," Grace breathed. "Don't try too hard to get out." She gave me a firm squeeze, making me groan, and Kayla began deftly undoing the buttons of my shirt.

These two. Kayla had been right...I'd been thinking about her naked body the whole time I was at the shop today. Not like I could be blamed. And being surprised by Grace, seeing her bound up the steps and kiss me like that...my fire had never had a chance to die down.

"I will admit," I said, has my heart sped up in my chest, "that I have wanted to fuck both of you all day. And that, between the two of you, you may have made me insatiable."

Kayla grinned. "I've never gotten a compliment like that."

"And I mean it. But," I said, pulling the two girls back with me as I stepped, "we're not doing anything here in a food prep area, all right? I know a place." I flashed a smile. "With a couch."

I pushed the door to the back hallway open again with my shoulder, taking their hands in each of mine and leading us back to the break room. Grace burst inside, looking around. "So this is where you did it."

"My first porno shoot," Kayla said, color in her cheeks.

Grace laughed, hugging her. "It was a hit, girl. You drove me crazy since the early hours of the morning."

Then Grace turned her attention on me. She looked me up and down, and that wild energy in her eyes was back. Then she stopped toward me and grabbed the front of my shirt and both hands, turning the pair of us and steering me towards the couch.

"Whoa," I said, managing to keep my balance until she shoved me down onto the couch.

"Just like that, sitting up." Grace nodded. "Yeah. Throw me that little pillow, Kay."

Kayla was at the opposite end of the couch, and she tossed the small pillow from it to Grace, who dropped it on the ground between my legs. Then she got down on her knees.

"Help me out here," Grace said to me.

I knew what she meant, and at this point, I might have been just as eager as her. Awkwardly, I pulled my pants down in my sitting position, and Grace immediately took my cock in her hand and started stroking me.

"Hard," she said in a teasing tone. "You really are a victim to our wiles."

"I have no problems being your victim," I said.

Grace scooched closer and took the tip of my cock into her mouth, moving her tongue around me. I groaned, inching closer to her. Hard to believe I could be this pent up when I'd had sex with Kayla just this morning, but it really was true. These two did something special to me.

Kayla sat down next to me, rubbing my thigh while Grace sucked my cock.

"I bet that feels good," Kayla said in my ear. I felt the frame of her glasses brush against my temple. "Your dick is really fun to suck, you know."

Grace was taking me deeper now, and she was moaning around my cock. That was one of the things I loved most about her, her passion—so overwhelming that she couldn't help but let it flow out of her mouth even when it was full of me.

Kayla stroked Grace's cheek while she blew me, and I put one hand on Kayla's leg and buried the other in Grace's strawberry blonde hair. The next second, though, Kayla was pulling away, and she stood up from the couch, next to Grace. With her eyes flicking between my face and my lap, Kayla took off her blouse and then her bra, draping them over a chair. Her lovely breasts with their dark nipples bounced on her chest as she bent down and slid her pants off.

Completely naked, Kayla got back onto the couch. But she didn't sit down. She climbed up like it was a giant stair, standing on the couch and then carefully lifting her leg over my lap so that she was standing over me, straddling me where I sat.

Grace tilted her head up, my cock bulging her cheek as she turned to get one eye on the sight over her head. I could only imagine how good it looked from her point of view.

"I know you've had a long day," Kayla said, "but you like working, right, Ethan?"

She looked down at me, holding her glasses on her face with one finger while she put her other hand on my head.

"So get to work."

Kayla stepped forward on the couch, and she was the perfect height to push her pussy into my face. I groaned into her as her taste and scent flooded me, lighting my senses on fire. My dick throbbed in Grace's mouth, and I brought my tongue out to eat Kayla.

The couch was up against the back wall, and Kayla slapped her palm onto it, supporting herself against my face. I brought my hands up to her legs and grabbed her, pulling her into me more. Her pussy was smooth, shaven and silky, almost like she was melting into my mouth. I nuzzled her clitoris with my nose and licked up and down her lips, pushing deeply and delving into her folds. Kayla's breath rang out harsh above me.

"Oh god Ethan, that's so good..."

Grace took a small break from sucking my dick to watch me eat Kayla's pussy, her head tilted back while her hair tickled the tops of my thighs. Then she slipped a hand underneath my balls, cradling me, and she took me back in. My hips thrust up into her of their own accord, and I tried to control myself.

I had never imagined sex could be like this. I didn't know if I'd even seen anything like this in porn. Kayla kept one hand on the wall and one hand on my head, grinding me into her pussy, dropping more and more weight onto my face as I pulled her into me and begged for it. I put my hands up behind her and grabbed her ass, taking a cheek in each hand and squeezing, pulling them apart as I licked at her. Then I spanked her, the shock rolling through her body and into my face, making her gasp.

"Ethan!" Kayla went rigid.

I could tell she liked it. I smacked her ass again, a loud crack! in the confines of the break room, and Kayla moaned, pushing her ass back against my hands. I spanked her other cheek, hitting her firmly, and after a few good smacks, I rested my hands on her ass and felt the warmth from the pinkened skin.

I kept eating her, pulling her clit into my mouth and sucking on it, and she started to tremble on top of me.

Grace pulled her mouth off my cock, sucking in a big breath.

"Look how close she is already," she said, looking up at the show. "Put a finger in her ass, Ethan. That'll make her cum right away."

"Grace, what the hell?" Kayla panted, embarrassed.

"I speak only the truth," Grace said, and then she swallowed me up again.

Who was I to deny the truth? With her clit still secured between my lips, I got my finger wet with her juices and found her tight back door, wiggling my finger against it. Embarrassed though she might be, Kayla couldn't deny how good it felt, and she was instantly pushing back against me, her moaning growing higher in pitch. My finger penetrated her ass, quickly sliding up inside, and Kayla shuddered against me.

Grace had pulled back once more, to watch her friend cum. From below, I knew she could see my chin and neck streaked with Kayla's juices, could see Kayla's cheeks shake and her asshole wrapped around my finger.

I wiggled my finger inside Kayla, sucking hard on her nub, and Grace's truth unfolded. Kayla wrapped her arm around the back of my head and pulled me into her pussy as she came. I sucked hard on her all the while, feeling her ass clench my finger, her body shiver against me, and I heard the sounds she made above me, sounds of ecstasy as she fought to keep standing.

"Fuck yes," Grace whispered from my lap.

When the last of the orgasm had worked its way through her, I slid out of Kayla and helped her slowly collapse to the couch. Grace gave my dick a good, long lick from bottom to top\ before hopping up to her feet.

"Kayla, you looked really good up there," Grace said, energetic as she pulled off her clothes. She didn't bother draping them over a chair, just letting them scatter around her. "Ethan, do you know what I want?"

I had only just started getting oxygen again. I looked at Grace's gorgeous naked form, her huge breasts squished together as she held her hands up in front of her chest, one fist clasped into the other.

Of course I knew. "You want me to fuck you just like I fucked Kayla."

"Yes!" Grace said, grabbing her tits. "So smart!"

"We're the Bookshop Harem," Kayla said weakly. "We had better be smart."

"I'm smart when I want to get inside you," I said, getting up from the couch and stepping out of my pants. It was like déjà vu. And similar to before, I grabbed Grace around her waist and picked her up, swinging her around as she let out a surprised scream, and I set her down onto the same couch arm where I had done this with Kayla.

"God, I need you so fucking bad," Grace said, lying back and lifting up her legs. "No teasing, okay? Just shove it in!"

As much as I wanted to appreciate her body lying there before me, with her legs lifted and spread, I really did need to shove it in. I stepped up to her, putting my hands around the outside of her legs and onto her hips. I tightened the muscles in my groin, placing my stiff cock against her pussy, and then I pushed inside of her.

Grace cried out in delight, rocking on the couch arm. She had to reach down to hold herself steady, though I had her hips securely. The pleasure of her tight, wet cunt gripped me, and I sank all the way into her without slowing down. Already, Grace was breathing hard, her face flushed as she looked up at me. She was in the same position as Kayla had been, but she was different. The way she held onto the couch. The way her pussy felt around me.

Better? No, there was no 'better' in this, there was no worse. There was me, and there was Kayla, and there was Grace. There was the harem, all arranged together on this couch, succumbing to depravity and enjoying it.

I held Grace by the hips and fucked her, inching close. My balls smacked against the couch, and I didn't care. She felt so good that I hardly noticed. Grace had already reached down to her clit, rubbing at herself and moaning. God knew how long she'd been letting this build inside of her. Probably ever since I had sent the picture.

Kayla had gotten off the couch, and I jerked in surprise as her arm ran across my back while she walked past me, coming around to Grace's right side.

"The shirt being off is a very good look for this," Kayla said fondly, looking down at Grace. The blonde's huge tits bounced back and forth as I slammed against her. "I'll have to try that next time."

Kayla leaned down to Grace. "I know what you like, too, you know," she said to her.

"Oh yeah?" Grace said, among harsh breaths.

Kayla just nodded, and she put a hand on Grace's boob, cupping it. She found her nipple with her thumb and finger, and she twisted it gently.

"Ah!" Grace cried. "Kayla..."

"Mm." Kayla tweaked her again, and then after a moment's thought, she lowered her mouth down to Grace's tit, pulling her nipple into her lips. Her glasses dipped, and she took them off and threw them onto the couch.

"Oh fuck Kayla, yeah..."

Watching this scene unfold was too much. Honestly, getting blown by Grace had been too much, but I'd managed to keep it in. That wasn't going to fly here, as I bottomed out over and over inside of Grace's raw pussy.

"Fuck, I can't hold it," I grunted. I fucked Grace faster, trying to prolong the buildup as much as possible. Her fingers flew over her clit, and Kayla sucked hard on her nipple, letting it pop out of her mouth and then switching to the other one, pulling Grace's big boob toward her with her hand so that she could reach.

I came then, as Kayla leaned across Grace to reach her left breast, wetly sucking her nipple while Grace moaned, Kayla's own breasts squished up against her. With a shudder, I buried myself in Grace and filled her up, my fingers digging into her hips.

"Yes, god, I love you guys!" Grace cried out, and in a flurry of her fingers, she came, bucking up against me and Kayla both. I was spent but still inside her, and the muscles of her tunnel milked me for whatever I had left. Kayla didn't stop sucking and nibbling on Grace's nipple until Grace had to push her away, crying out for mercy.

I pulled out of her, and with no better option, I took my shirt off, dropping the button down to the ground and using the undershirt to catch my mess before it could reach the couch, wiping up Grace and myself.

"Uh, sorry," I said. "Maybe I should start carrying a towel."

I reached my hand out for Grace and she took it, sitting up on the couch arm while Kayla smiled and rubbed her back.

"The picture was nice," Kayla said, "but it hardly compares to seeing it live."

When I heard the break room door open and the voice call out, it was then that I remembered what I had forgotten about closing.

Lucia.

I had forgotten about Lucia, who was coming in late to prep batches for the weekend bake, rather than coming in early the next morning. We were supposed to leave the back door open for her, but she was a key holder, so she was able to get in anyway.

You know, in case somebody forgot.

Lucia stepped into the break room, calling out, "Is someone here?"

Her question was quickly answered, because the three of us had nowhere to go. Like deer in headlights, the three of us stared at Lucia, who froze as the door closed slowly behind her.

"Oh, dear," Lucia said.

To be continued in Book 4…
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They've been caught with their pants down. Now what?

Ethan is mortified. Grace is humiliated. Kayla is taking it in stride. But the real question is what Lucia's thinking, after walking in on the three of them in the break room at Quill's End bookstore.

Just when it seems like things are smoothed over, they only get more complex. Kayla and Grace want Lucia to join the harem. The dark-haired beauty is shocked...and intrigued.

It's a delicate operation, but with Lucia on board, it's just Ethan who's left to be convinced. And Lucia is confident she can handle that...
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