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Chapter 1


ETHAN

I was naked.

More specifically, I was naked on the couch in the Quill's End break room, with Grace and Kayla naked around me in spectacularly lewd fashion. Grace's legs were around my hips as she sat up on the arm of the couch, her eyes wide as she stared over my shoulder. Kayla stood frozen beside Grace, her hand on Grace's back to help her up.

And Lucia stood in front of the break room door, her mouth open and her eyebrows up.

I wanted to move, but Grace was using me for balance. So I was just stuck there, my torso turned while my ass was in Lucia's full view. It was an interminably long few moments.

Then the scrambling began.

I quickly helped Grace to the ground while Kayla zipped around the front of us to gather our clothes. Our voices stumbled over each other's as our bodies did the same.

"Oh, god—"

"Lucia!"

"Shit, I—"

Kayla was fast, throwing our clothes onto us like we were laundry hampers. And she got it mostly right, though I did end up with Grace's shirt, which I handed over to her before quickly getting my pants on.

"This is really something," Lucia said, watching the three of us get dressed. "You three weren't messing around in the kitchen prep area, were you?"

"No, no," I said, pulling on my shirt, my voice muffled. I had never been this embarrassed in my life. "Jesus, Lucia, I'm sorry."

"I guess I'm sorry for bursting in," she replied, "but didn't you know I was coming?"

"I forgot," I admitted. "Not that that's an excuse. Obviously...this shouldn't have happened here."

"I want to die," Grace whispered, her face burning red. But she was dressed now, we all were, though sloppily and missing certain pieces of underwear.

"I guess it's your store." Lucia sighed. "I've seen worse."

"I kind of doubt that," Kayla said.

Lucia thought about it for a second, and then she grinned a little, the corner of her mouth just barely stretching upward. "Okay, in terms of social mistakes or whatever, this is the worst I've seen. If I'm going to be honest."

Lucia lowered her hands, smoothing down the front of the chocolate-brown apron she wore. She had on simple black slacks beneath that. She was a beautiful Hispanic woman, with long black hair and dark brown eyes, and it was impossible not to notice how her breasts stretched out the top of the apron. She was lean and gorgeous and strong; I could see hints of the muscle in her arms.

I knew a little about her, though obviously not as much as I knew about Kayla and Grace. She was their age though, twenty-four or twenty-five—I couldn't specifically remember. She had an associate's degree in business, and she had gone to culinary school after that. She was responsible for a lot of the things the Quill's End bakery offered, and she took her work seriously.

Which was why I was only slightly surprised that her first question upon finding us naked in the break room was to make sure that we hadn't messed with her baking area.

"I really have to take care of the prep," Lucia said. "Don't mind me, you all get yourself together and I'm going back to the bakery."

At a loss to say anything else, I just watched her turn around and go, the door closing slowly behind her.

"I can clean the couch," Grace said, still mortified. "I have an upholstery steamer. God, please tell her. I'm so embarrassed."

I turned around, letting out a huge sigh. "I'm sorry. To both of you. This is my fault, I knew that she was coming in, I just...forgot."

"We distracted you," Kayla offered. "To be fair."

I rubbed my hand on my face. "Fair or not, I have to go and talk to her. Smooth this over...somehow. Jesus, what a disaster."

Grace was straightening her shirt, tears in her eyes. But Kayla was surprisingly unperturbed, at least on the surface. Maybe that was just her, because she didn't rattle easily. But she was fully dressed already, her clothes on and in the right orientation. She wasn't red in the face like Grace and I were.

"I think it's more funny than anything," Kayla said.

"Funny?" Grace smacked her on the shoulder. "How? If anything...we just, like...committed a crime!"

"What?" Kayla laughed. "No, it's private property."

"But we were..." Grace shook her head. "Exposed. Or we exposed...her. To us."

Kayla shrugged. "She didn't seem to mind. That's Lucia. In here, nothing is more important than the bakery. Now if we had been fucking in her kitchen...that could have caused some trouble."

I wasn't worried about getting hauled off to jail. A crime, probably not; opening me up to litigation? Possibly. But I wasn't worried about that either. I just felt like an asshole. I'd come in here to help the place, keep it afloat, and so far I'd forged good relationships with the employees and everyone seemed happy. All of that, and had I just royally screwed it all up because I used my dick instead of my brain?

A tale as old as time, surely. But that didn't make me feel any better.

"I'm gonna go talk to her," I said, straightening out my shirt. My face smelled strongly of Kayla, which typically I would consider a bonus, but it wasn't ideal in this case. I would have to scrub up at the sink before I talked to Lucia. "I don't know how long it'll be, but you two don't have to stay. I'll clean this up."

"Ethan, you don't have to do this alone," Grace said.

"Actually, I don't think you should do it at all," Kayla said. "I'll talk to Lucia."

"Should I come?" Grace asked.

Kayla shook her head. "I know Lucia pretty well, I've worked with her here a long time. No offense to either of you, but I would be better suited for this."

"I know her okay," Grace said, but she sounded uncertain.

"It should come from me," I said. "I'm the owner, I'm the one who violated his implicit agreement to not...do stuff like this."

"I know what you mean," Kayla said, "but I'm an employee too, if that gives me any standing. Besides, it's not about that. You can apologize, but then what? You're her boss, there's a, what is it...a power dynamic. There's not going to be a balanced way you can have this conversation with her, at least not right now."

Kayla stepped past me, going over to the sink and washed her hands.

I thought about her words. I'd been a manager for a long time, for about the last twelve years of my career, up to and including here at Quill's End. And even though she was a good deal younger than I was, Kayla was astute as hell. She was right. I couldn't talk to Lucia in this context without it causing larger problems. I barely knew anything about her. It would either be unfairly intimidating, making her think that she might be in some sort of trouble, or it could get flipped the other way completely, with Lucia having something over me.

I didn't want either of those things to happen. What I really wanted was to go back in time ten minutes, but oh fucking well. Exasperated, I ran a hand up through my hair.

"You're right, Kayla." I allowed. "But I still don't like you taking all this on."

"I'm not saying that you sweep it under the rug and pretend like it never happened," Kayla said. "We're just going to be better off if I can talk to her first, that's all."

Grace gave Kayla a nod. "I trust you, Kay. Ethan, when she's this locked in on something, she's usually right." She grabbed my hand and gave it a squeeze.

"It's not like I can make it worse," Kayla said with a smirk.

Grace let out a bark of loud, surprised laughter, then clapped her hand over her mouth. "Sorry," she said, eyes wide. "I just feel like that statement's never been more true."

"You're sure?" I asked her.

"I'm sure," Kayla told me.

"Okay." I let out a breath. Truth be told, it was a relief, to not need to go out there and face Lucia right now. Maybe I was pawning the situation off for now, but I wasn't going to ignore it completely. It just...needed some room to breathe.

I said, "All yours then, Kayla. Before this, I had been thinking the three of us could go out to dinner after close, so how about...Grace, you and I can leave out of the back and we can go to that restaurant with the red roof a couple blocks over. And Kayla, you meet us there when you're done here? Fill us in?"

"Helga's," Grace said, naming the restaurant, and I nodded.

"That's fine," Kayla said, heading toward the door. Then she stopped, looking back at me with a twinkle in her eyes. "Your treat, right? For putting us into such fuckery?"

I snorted. "Absolutely. With all the dessert you could ever want."

"This trouble may have all been worth it, then," Kayla said, and with a little wave, she departed, following after Lucia.

I couldn't believe that she could make jokes while I felt like my heart was in my stomach. Like she knew something that I didn't, which I sure hoped was true, because the alternative was that she didn't grasp how serious this was, and how badly I'd fucked up.

"I didn't think I'd be hungry," Grace said slowly, "but good sex just has that effect on me. You wanna go?"

"Yeah..." I shook my head. "I have to admit I'm freaking out a little. You and Kayla seem really calm about this. You aren't...bothered?"

Grace flicked her eyes away. "I mean, I'm mortified," she whispered, looking down at the floor. "But aside from that, I'm not, um, freaking out. Lucia is cool."

"Yeah, but this..." I started to say something more, but I stopped. Would it be better if I convinced Grace to also freak out? No, of course not. She trusted Kayla. I trusted Kayla too, and I wasn't willing to compromise that trust by barreling in like I was the only person capable of solving a problem.

"Okay," I said, shaking off the concern and smiling at Grace. And seeing her brighten up in return made me suddenly feel a whole lot better. "Let's go to dinner."


Chapter 2


KAYLA

Kayla left the break room, unconsciously straightening her clothes. She had gotten them on in a hurry, and they didn't quite feel right. By the time she left the back hall and stepped out into the bakery, they were back in order.

Already she could hear Lucia bustling around. The door leading back to the store was right next to the prep area, and she could hear Lucia humming as she worked. That was the thing about Lucia; she loved her work so much that even something as jarring as seeing her boss fucking two of her friends in the back room couldn't diminish the pleasure she got from baking.

Kayla admired that about Lucia. She really liked watching her in her element back here.

She pushed through the door into brightness; Lucia had turned the lights on in the bakery, but she had left the rest of the store dark. Kayla glanced down at her outfit to make sure it wasn't too rumpled, and confirmed that it looked as good as it felt. She walked around the side of the stainless steel fridge by the back door, and into the food prep area with Lucia.

Lucia had already noticed her, glancing over when she'd emerged.

"Hey," Kayla said.

"Hi, Kayla," Lucia said. Her hands, dusted with flour, worked on a silver bowl full of something-or-other, one holding the bowl and the other clutching a flat wooden spatula.

Kayla walked closer. "It feels like it's been forever since I've seen you do prep."

Lucia smiled. "It felt like forever, when the shop was closed before Ethan came along."

Kayla just nodded. She could feel it coming; she let it come, and it did.

"So, you and Grace and Mr. Re—Ethan," Lucia said casually, her hands working of their own accord. "How long has that been going on?"

"How long do you think?" Kayla asked her, leaning on the counter.

"Why bother being coy if I've already seen you all naked?" Lucia said, glancing at her.

Kayla shrugged. "It's a little more fun."

"Mmph." Lucia rolled her eyes. "Well, it can't be longer than a week. The man just got here."

"That's about right," Kayla admitted, her tone softening. "I didn't know you were coming in tonight. I swear we weren't trying to...show off back there."

"Ha." Lucia had tied her hair back into a ponytail, and she flipped it over to her other shoulder. "You don't need to tell me that. You should have seen the looks on your faces. I almost wish I'd taken a picture."

"That would have been quite the picture." Kayla thought back to her own picture, sitting in the Bookshop Harem text thread. "Ethan wanted to come out and talk to you. But I wanted to talk to you first. So he and Grace left, to give us some space."

"Oh, you can order around the boss like that?"

"No, but I can give him good advice."

Lucia smirked. "And give him good other things, I bet."

That got a surprised laugh out of Kayla, and she straightened her glasses. "Well, I can't go giving you all the details. You've already seen too much, anyway."

Lucia dumped her dough out of the bowl, onto the floured wooden cutting board, and she began slicing it into portions.

"So, I know you aren't like, freaked out," Kayla said. "But let's say I had to ask how freaked out you were, on a scale of one to ten. So that Ethan doesn't have a heart attack. What would you say?"

"Heart attack?" Lucia repeated. "What is he, like thirty-five? He's going to have a heart attack?"

"Maybe depending on your vibe," Kayla told her. "He was pretty tense back there."

"Well, I suppose it would be weird if he wasn't, so that's good." Lucia started arranging the slices of dough by twos. "Freak out scale, ya? If you went back to him and you told him one out of ten, you think he would believe you?"

"Probably not." Kayla wiped a smudge of flour off the counter with her thumb, looking at it on her skin. "He's too...mm...sensible."

"You can tell him a four, then," Lucia said. "Would most people be a four?"

"I think at his old work, most people would be a ten," Kayla said. "If he wasn't with me and Grace, he would have been a ten. Right now he's like...an eight, probably."

"Poor guy." Lucia clucked her tongue. "But, play with fire..."

"Is the fire me and Grace, or is it fucking in the break room?" Kayla grinned.

"Vulgar," Lucia said, sticking her tongue out at Kayla. "Yes, the break room is the fire. You all were banging in the break room, and you got burned, or he did...whatever, I didn't go to school for literature and metaphors."

Kayla laughed, and she turned, pressing the small of her back against the counter. She listened to the sounds of Lucia working and she looked out at the darkened bookstore, and the streetlights far away through the front windows.

"You ever done this kind of thing before?" Lucia asked her. "This poly thing. That's what you guys are, right? Or are you just messing around?"

"Poly," Kayla confirmed, then she said, "...harem."

"Harem." Lucia paused. "Wow."

"Yeah," she breathed, putting the heels of her hands against the edge of the stainless steel counter and looking over at Lucia. "And you know...I really like him. Him and Grace. Us.

"I really like us."


Chapter 3


ETHAN

"How long has it been since the two of us sat down together?"

"I think...forever?" Grace grinned. She reached across the diner table and held my hand.

"Oh, that's way too long," I said, squeezing her fingers. "I think I'm starting to calm down."

"I think you're lying, based on how hard you're squeezing me," Grace said, poking at my hand, "but I forgive you."

I slackened my grip. "Sorry. This has been a crazy night. But up until, you know, the worst possible outcome, it was very, very fun."

Grace tossed her hair back, a little blush in her cheeks. "I'm glad I got my turn on the couch."

"Me, too."

We had asked the server to give us fifteen minutes or so. Helga's Diner was a small building with a distinctive red roof and tall windows that made the place look bigger than it really was. A counter took up half the space, and a bunch of booths like the one we sat in curved around it. It was brightly lit at all hours of the day, to the point where walking inside could feel like a slap in the face. But the food was good and comforting and hot.

"Tell me about that job you did over in Heights," I asked of her. "I saw you most of the day, but we never really had a chance to talk."

Grace smiled warmly at me, then her eyes lit up with energy. "You should have seen this place, Ethan. You wouldn't believe how nasty people with a nice house can be. And it's not just the bathrooms, I can forgive a dirty bathroom for what it is, but if you just peek underneath a couch..."

She told me about this particular cleaning job she'd done this week. As the owner of her cleaning business, she had no shortage of fascinating stories. I rubbed her fingers (much more gently now) and smiled and laughed and pulled grotesque faces when she told me the dirty bits.

"How are you gonna eat, talking about that?" I asked her.

"That's not even the worst one," she said. "That was just a couple of socks in a mattress. This one time..."

Grace got about halfway through the next story before she stopped and looked over my shoulder, seeing Kayla come in. Honestly, I was glad to get interrupted. Another one of those tales and I was bound to lose my appetite.

My heart did skip a beat as I turned to watch Kayla approach our table, giving us a little wave. I stopped myself from leaping right into asking her how it had gone. I didn't want to be too much of a spaz.

"Hey cuties," she said, sliding into the booth next to Grace. "You guys order yet?"

"Not yet," Grace said. "The waiter should be back soon, though." Then, with more energy: "What did she say?"

"I would murder a burger right now," Kayla said thoughtfully, pulling a menu up from the table. "One second...yes, they still have that barbecue sauce one. I'm getting that."

Kayla set the menu back down, glancing between me and Grace. "So. Lucia's not going to, you know, freak out. She took the whole thing in stride. The whole time I talked to her, she was very preoccupied with getting the bakery in order for the weekend. That's a good sign."

I let out a small sigh of relief. "That's good. I still need to talk to her, at least to apologize for real."

"She's all yours," Kayla said, tapping idly on the menu in front of her. "But don't worry too much. Everything's okay."

"Was she grossed out?" Grace asked, grimacing.

"I definitely didn't get that vibe," Kayla said, raising her eyebrow at grace.

"What," Grace said with a giggle, "are you saying she liked it?"

"I don't know about that," Kayla said, shrugging, "but at a certain point, I had to leave her alone so she could get her work done. I'll talk to her more when I get the chance."

"But we don't need to bring this up every day," I said quickly, pulling at my collar. "If she's really not totally bothered by it..."

"Right, of course," Kayla said.

I spotted the server coming back. "All right. Let's eat."


Chapter 4


After dinner, we all went back to our own places, parting with kisses. In the wake of getting caught together, a little space didn't sound like a terrible thing.

The next day, I'd never been so keyed up walking into Quill's End. It was Scott and me opening, but he would be out by 10AM when Lucia came in to bake and run the back counter.

"You all right, Ethan?" Scott said to me, after I'd greeted him at the landing. "You seem tense."

"Do I?" I said, to buy time, because I knew that I did. "Yeah, I just...no sleep. The faucet upstairs drips, it drives me crazy all night. I'm gonna fix it today."

He offered to take a look at it for me, because he's a nice guy, but I assured him that I could fix the imaginary problem and we went about opening the place. And not long after he was out the door, and Lucia was in. I was at the front counter, and she waved at me as she walked in.

"Good morning, Ethan," she called out.

"Morning, Lucia," I said, giving her a smile that probably looked as strained as a bungee cord. She smiled back (not strained at all), and I watched her walk back to the bakery.

Well, the store was empty and it was just the two of us. There wasn't going to be a better time.

I headed back to the coffee shop. Lucia was just putting on her apron, having already dropped her stuff off in one of the lockers in the back. The idea of her stepping into the break room to do that made a little ice slide through my veins.

"Hey, Lucia," I said, coming up to the counter. Her back was to me as she tied her apron, and she turned around.

"Hi again," she said, tugging her apron to the side it where it was askew.

"I wanted to talk to you about yesterday," I said to her. "I feel really gross about the whole thing."

"Well, it wasn't exactly sanitary," Lucia said, the corners of her mouth turning up. "But I didn't think you guys were gross."

"I'm really sorry," I said. "Like, deeply, tragically sorry. I've never done anything like that before, and I don't want you to think I plan to make a habit out of it." I cleared my throat. "Quite the opposite. I never intended to bring our relationship, um, into the workplace like that."

"Boy, you really are worked up," Lucia said. She came to the counter, leaning against the opposite side from me. "You don't have to worry I'm going to go running around and telling Scott and Austin and everyone I know. Obviously you never meant for me to see that. I don't have particularly delicate sensibilities, and I don't have any pearls to clutch." Lucia shrugged. "It just...happened. We can move past it."

I blinked, trying not to seem surprised. I don't think I did a very good job, though, because Lucia's smile grew.

"What did you think," she asked, "that I was going to blackmail you for a raise or something?"

"Of course not," I said quickly. Sure, maybe the thought had crossed my mind, but I was quickly learning that the people around here weren't always like the people I had dealt with in my old life.

"I really just wanted to check in with you, Lucia," I said. "I made a promise to everyone here that I would always be approachable and willing to help. And I didn't want to immediately throw that all down the drain by creating a situation where both of us were uncomfortable with each other."

Lucia hesitated, like that wasn't what she had expected me to say at all. Her smile faded, but then it brightened, reaching her dark eyes and making them sparkle.

"You really are a good guy," Lucia said softly. "I understand what Kayla and Grace see in you."

"I just..." I felt a little warmth in my cheeks. It didn't feel right to talk about the harem right now with Lucia, so I let that go by. "I just want to be fair. Fair, and provide you with some of the most shameful regret I have ever known."

Lucia laughed, showing her white teeth. "Apology accepted, then. I hope you don't lose sleep over this anymore, yes? I slept like a baby last night, let me assure you."

"I'll try," I said, the tension slowly unwinding from my body like a tetherball that had reached the end of its rope and begun spinning back the other way. "And look...I don't want to make a habit out of this, so let's just call it a one-time thing. Obviously I don't want this hitting the store's books. But if you need something from me, you can call in one huge favor, okay?"

"Ethan—" Lucia started.

I raised my hand. "It's already in your pocket. You need me to cover your shifts for a week, I'll take care of it. Need help moving, need a ride to the airport, need somebody to walk your dog, whatever—I will make it happen. And," I continued, "if you don't feel comfortable with that, you never have to use it, and I won't be asking you about it. All right?"

Lucia opened her mouth, then closed it. She gave me a small nod. "All right."

"Okay," I said, my chest feeling looser. "That's all I have to say about that. Let me know if you need a hand with anything back here."

"You got it, boss," Lucia said with a grin.

I kept my word the rest of the day, not bringing up anything about what happened last night with Lucia, and she seemed perfectly content. Unbelievably, it seemed like this really was all going to work out without making things more complicated. I had only myself to blame for the trouble, but it seemed like I had Kayla and Lucia herself to thank for the resolution. If it had been anyone else walking through that door last night, this could've gone a very different way.

Lucia left an hour before I did, saying goodbye to me at the front, her shoulders loose and her vibe happy. It was good to see, because that was how I was used to seeing her. Her work seemed to energize her, rather than sap her strength.

When I was done for the day, I went right back up to my place above the bookstore, sitting down on the couch and exhaling. The tension was gone, and I was grateful for that, but it still left me exhausted by the end of the day.

After I had changed into some more comfortable lounging-around clothes, I got a text from Grace.

Can I come over?



I told her 'of course' in the space of half a second. Right now, nothing sounded better than seeing her.


Chapter 5


We had talked about this sort of thing, the three of us, our little bookshop harem. And what we had ultimately landed on was: communication was important, and ideally none of us would hide anything from each other unless it truly was the best course of action.

But at the same time, we were all adults, we liked each other quite a bit, and we trusted each other. Not every piece of communication had to go through all three of us. We had the group text message, yeah, but Grace and Kayla texted me plenty, and they texted each other as well. Similarly, we had busy schedules, and we would see each other whenever we could. If all three of us could get together, then we would. But that wasn't always possible, and none of us wanted that to mean we had to see each other less.

So coming and going, kisses and movies, dinner, having sex—it was part of the relationship. If one of the girls hooked up with me, they could tell the other or they could not, and nobody would mind either way. God knew the two of them couldn't help but discuss it anyway, so pointing out that I didn't care never really made a difference.

And when I'd told the two of them that I didn't mind if they messed around with each other while I wasn't around, they had looked at each other and laughed.

"We're not really like that," Grace had explained. "It's fun to do with the three of us together, but…"

"I mean, I'm gayer than Grace is," Kayla admitted freely, "but that's why this is a harem, and not something else. We like you, Ethan."

"Yeah," Grace had said, squeezing my thigh. "So, no lesbian fantasies about the two of us. You'll just have to stick with what you see with your own eyes."

"But if it's cold and I'm sleeping over at Grace's," Kayla had added, "I might cuddle up with her. Be the big spoon. We're in a relationship, after all. It wouldn't be out of the norm for us. Anything more than that though, it would be. Does that make sense?"

"Um..." I'd said. "I don't know if I could construct a flowchart around it. But I think I get the gist."

A knock at the door. I was on my feet right away, walking over to let Grace in.

"Hey," she said, stepping inside and throwing her arms around me. "Didn't you hear me coming up the stairs?"

"I must've been lost in thought," I said. I put my arms around her, holding her by the small of her back. Her strawberry blonde hair smelled of mangoes.

"It's good to see you," I said over her shoulder.

She squeezed me in reply, then she turned around to close the door behind her. "How did today go with Lucia?"

"Better than I thought possible," I told her, as we walked over to the couch and sat down. "I don't know whether Kayla worked some magic or if Lucia is really just that accepting, but she was fine with everything."

"Maybe it's a little of both," Grace said. She leaned into me, putting her hand on my thigh.

"Did you want to get some dinner or something?" I asked her. "I haven't had a chance to eat yet."

"Too busy being lost in thought?" she asked, her head against my shoulder.

I chuckled. "I guess so."

"Maybe we could eat," Grace said. "I just wanted to come see you. I figured today might have been tough."

She was warm, pressing up against me. A comforting presence. It really was good to have her here, because although today had gone well, it had still been weighing on me for long hours.

I leaned back into her, bringing my arm over to rest it on her leg, and sliding my hand up to lay flat against her stomach. She nuzzled into me, and very suddenly, I was getting hard. It came so fast it was like a dash of cold water to my face, and those hormones sprinted through my veins and guided my hands. I rubbed her stomach, and then I slipped my hand up inside her T-shirt, touching her bare skin.

"Keep going," she sighed into me.

I did, moving up to her breasts, and she heard my tiny gasp of surprise when I felt that she wasn't wearing a bra. A gasp that immediately turned into a groan of desire as I cupped her breast.

"I thought you'd like that," she murmured.

"You thought right," I said to her. I found her nipple and I rolled it between my fingers, feeling her tense up against me.

"I wasn't sure if you'd be in the mood," she said, her breath coming faster as I played with her nipples. "After all of this."

"I don't think that's possible," I whispered to her. It became clear to me that I had spent the whole day trying to think about anything but sex. And I had been all-too-successful working the shop and making a point of not bringing up the incident with Lucia for the rest of the day. So now, with Grace pressed up against me, that ravenous need inside of me burst forth from its isolation, moving my hands and making my pants feel tight.

I kissed Grace, soft and quick, before pulling off her T-shirt and dropping it on the couch. Her huge breasts fell free, and I took one in each hand while kissing her again, this time deep and passionate with our tongues finding each other. Her tits were big and heavy and soft in my hands, and my squeezes and attention on her nipples made her squirm, pushing into me while she moaned into my mouth.

Her hand went south and found my cock straining at my shorts, and she yanked them down, freeing my hardness and immediately stroking me. Getting caught in the act be damned; a simple twenty-four hours later and we were both starving for each other.

I pulled away from our kiss, breathing fast, and decided immediately that I had to be inside her with a little delay. I scooped her into my arms and stood up from the couch, and she gasped as I lifted her and walked the two of us over to my bedroom. I stood over the bed and dropped her from about a foot in the air, watching as she laughed and her breasts bounced. I quickly bent over her and pulled down her shorts and underwear, revealing her beautiful, silken pussy, glistening with her arousal.

"I don't know what it is," I told her, ditching my own pants and climbing on top of her on the bed, "but I need to fuck you more than I ever have before."

"I've been wet since I walked up your stairs," Grace said, her eyes getting that wild look that showed me she was telling the truth. "Fuck me right now."

I parted her legs with my knees, getting between hers. I was painfully hard, hard like a tense muscle, and as I slid my cock along her entrance, making her clutch at me before I slid inside of her, I let out a breath I didn't know I've been holding. Grace darted her head up and sucked on my neck, making sounds of pleasure as I finished burying myself in her.

Her lips pulled on the flesh of my throat and her tongue licked at me as I started to fuck her. I thought I was ravenous, but I could feel that same hunger in Grace, perhaps even stronger. She grunted into me every time I thrust into her, her arms around my back, holding me, clawing at me, digging into me while her body writhed below.

"Yes, Ethan, don't stop," she panted into my ear, before going right back to my neck, kissing and licking me up and down, making goosebumps race down my arms. Her hard nipples brushed against my chest as her tits bounced back and forth.

Her tunnel was hot and tight and slick, dragging me back toward her each time I pulled out. I slammed hard into her, and her body jolted when our hips met, a noise escaping her throat and tickling along my ear. I brought my lips to her own neck, kissing and sucking her there, the scent of mango filling my nose as I pumped in and out of her.

Grace put her hands against my chest and pushed, and Jesus, I didn't know how this girl could be so strong. Kicking against the bed, she rolled me over, and now she was on top of me, that wild look afire in her eyes and her hair brushing across her jaw. With a flick of her head, she tossed it back and she started riding me.

She was in control. I put my hands on her hips, thrusting up into her, moaning as she dropped herself down onto me repeatedly. She planted one hand on my hip, and with the other she rubbed her clit, still riding me, thrusting out her chest with her tits bouncing and her hard nipples captivating my eye.

My orgasm built and built and built, and as I watched Grace fuck herself on me, I let go with a roar, driving my hips up into her. My cock pulsed within her, and the tension and worry and stress of the last day shot out of me in ecstasy.

Grace moaned in delight like she could feel every jet of my cum as it filled her, and she dropped her weight onto me, grinding her pussy on my cock, milking me and masturbating and then, with a cry of release, she came, her fingers flying over her clit while pussy squeezed at me and my cum leaked out of her.

Panting for breath, I helped her down to lie on the bed with me as her muscles gave out, and I pulled her close, my cock sliding out of her as I held her in my arms.

"Rest," she gasped, her eyes fluttering as she looked at me. "Then dinner."

I just nodded in agreement, and she kissed me and threw her arm over my shoulder and buried her face into my chest.


Chapter 6


KAYLA

"When do you have to be there, again?" Grace asked her.

Kayla checked her phone, although she didn't know why. Force of habit, she supposed. Her phone didn't know when her shift started—she did.

"One o'clock," Kayla told her, setting her phone back down. "This morning class works out, gives me time to grab lunch. Even if it has to be at the cafeteria here."

Grace gave her a wry smile. This was the only way they could have lunch together, grabbing it on campus, since Grace still had classes later, while Kayla would be off to Quill's End shortly.

Of course Grace had told her about her and Ethan having sex a few days ago, and Kayla was pleased to hear the tale. It was hot, it was always hot, but she was also glad that Grace had been able to be there for their boyfriend while Kayla had been tied up with schoolwork and other things.

"I want to tell you something I've been thinking about this week," Kayla said, and Grace perked up. "But I don't want you to tell Ethan yet, because I don't even know if it's a good idea, let alone the fact that I might be completely wrong."

"Okay," Grace said, dipping her head down conspiratorially. "What? Are you trying to plan a surprise vacation?"

Kayla giggled. "You know I would come to you for that. You're better at that stuff than I am."

"But you're so organized!"

"Yeah, but you know how to have fun better," Kayla said, flashing her a grin. "Anyway, no. It's about Lucia."

Grace didn't look embarrassed at the mention of Lucia's name, which was good. It seemed that all four of them who had been involved in the mishap last week had gotten over it.

"I could be wrong," Kayla said slowly, "but Lucia has asked me more than once about our harem."

Grace saw where she was going immediately. "You mean like...she might be interested?"

Kayla allowed herself a small shrug. "I really can't say. But I'm going to see her at the shop today, and I think I want to find out. I think I can get it out of her."

"Oh my god," Grace said, thinking about it. "Listen, I would..."

Grace lowered her voice, looking around. Her shoulders shrank in as color rose in her face.

"The thought of Ethan fucking Lucia is really hot to me," Grace whispered, so quietly that Kayla almost couldn't hear her. But she did hear her, and it put a grin on Kayla's face while her cheeks went a little red, too.

"Is that like, so weird?" Grace said.

"Maybe," Kayla said, "but I guess it's just our kind of weird, because I like it, too."

"And you think she would like it," Grace said.

"Yeah," Kayla said. "After Ethan talked to her the other day, she just suddenly seemed a lot more interested in our relationship."

"He charmed her," Grace said, shaking her head with a smile. "Ethan. I bet he didn't even realize he was doing it."

"He is like that," Kayla agreed. "But if I'm wrong about Lucia, I'd rather that Ethan never knew. He only just got over the 'getting caught' thing. I just know he'd die if he knew I brought this up to Lucia and then it never went anywhere."

"I get it," Grace said with a nod. "You're definitely right. But you also definitely have to keep me updated."

"Deal." Kayla offered her pinky, and Grace twisted her own around it.

They finished eating, and Kayla left the Meadows campus and drove back into the town of Timber Creek, parking in the small lot across the street from Quill's End and heading into work.

"Hi, Ethan," she said to him, seeing her man amid the stacks, talking about something with Scott. Ethan greeted her back, warmly but professionally, and she said hi to Scott as well before dropping her stuff in the back and taking her spot at the front register. It was a long shift today, 1PM to close.

When Scott left in the evening and Lucia came in to close the bakery, Kayla took her lunch break to go and hang out with her, chatting her up in between serving customers as they filtered through. When things died down some, Kayla went into the back of the bakery, tucking herself into the prep area.

Lucia looked at her, and Kayla saw her turn her head, her gaze traveling toward the front, where Ethan could be seen from the back, working the front counter in the distance.

"How is it going with him?" Lucia asked her, turning back to Kayla.

Kayla's heart thumped. Again, Lucia had brought it up. And yeah, it was normal for friends to talk about each other's relationships, which was how Kayla knew Lucia was single and had been for a while. But she could just feel it, could see it in Lucia's dark, pretty eyes. There was something there.

So Kayla leaned in.

"It's going really great," Kayla said, her voice warm. "I think he's finally calmed down about the whole break room incident."

"Oh, good," Lucia said earnestly. She glanced over at him again. "I felt bad, making him worry. I should have just, you know, told him it was fine right away. But I had to prep the batches and rotate the fridge and everything."

"It's fine," Kayla said, waving her hand. "He's lucky you're so cool with it. Honestly, Lucia, he was really impressed with how you handled it. He seriously felt so terrible at first, and after talking to you, it was night and day."

"Really?" Lucia asked. She leaned against the fridge, crossing her arms and looking down, thinking. She flicked her eyes back up to Kayla. "Well, I'm glad. Ethan is a good man. And you and Grace, I mean..." Lucia smiled, abashed. "Who could blame him for getting caught up?"

"Oh, is that a compliment?" Kayla grinned, taking a step toward her. "I accept."

Lucia clucked her tongue. "I can tell you if you two are beautiful. Nothing strange about that."

"Of course not." Kayla's eyes sparkled.

Customers came, and Lucia had to whisk away, and then Kayla's break was up anyway so that conversation fizzled out. But she had been struck with another bit of inspiration.

A couple days later, Grace came to Quill's End while Kayla was working. Ethan was over in the next town quoting espresso machines because he wanted to buy from somewhere local, so it was Lucia and Kayla closing down. There was always a lull after seven, so Kayla knew now would be a good time for the two of them to talk with Lucia.

"Hey, Lucia!" Grace said excitedly, leaning over the bakery counter with Kayla beside her.

Lucia was crouched by the case, rearranging the goods, and she stood, her eyebrows going up.

"Oh! Grace. Hi."

Lucia came over to the counter. "It's good to see you, love. The more Kayla and I talk about you, the more I miss you."

"Oh, stop," Grace said, blushing. "You're talking about me so much?"

"You come up," Kayla said, nudging her with her shoulder. "Lucia, do you mind if Grace and I come around the back?"

"Come in, come in," Lucia said, sweeping her arm. "I trust you two."

The two of them came around, and Grace nibbled at her lip, glancing at Kayla, then Lucia. "I should probably tell you, Lucia," Grace said. "Kayla and I have been talking about you, too."

"You...have?" Lucia said.

"Yeah," Grace said, hesitating. Then she burst forth with: "Do you like Ethan?"

"I—of course, yes, I like him," Lucia said. "Is this about what happened in the break room?"

"No, no," Kayla said. "What Grace means is more...do you like Ethan?" She widened her eyes at Lucia.

"You two..."

"Do you think he's hot?" Grace said, chewing at her lip. "Honest. You can tell us."

Lucia reached up to run her fingers through her long, dark hair. "Is this some insecurity thing? Because you don't have to worry about that. I think you two landed a catch, yes. He's, he's..." She slowed down, looking away from them. "Yes. He's hot. And he seems...awfully nice."

"I'll admit that I don't really know how to do this," Kayla said, "and Ethan doesn't know we're doing this. But I wanted to ask you...we both wanted to ask you. If you felt that way about him..."

"Then maybe you'd want to join in," Grace finished for her, clasping her hands in front of her chest, her eyes wide.

Lucia gasped.

Kayla swallowed, her nerves firing here at the culmination of all these talks. It was a little wild, yes, to just put this out there so plainly. But she knew that Lucia appreciated people being straightforward. She had seen the three of them having sex, and gotten a good long look at it...and then she had kept talking to Kayla about it, and the relationship. About Ethan, and about her and about Grace. She just knew that Lucia was thinking about the three of them a lot.

"You're talking about the—the harem," Lucia finally said, after a moment of frozen silence. "You two are asking me to join in your harem with Ethan."

Kayla exhaled. "We are. Or at least, we're asking if you would be...interested."

Lucia paused. But she wasn't a person who made a habit of lying. "My god, ladies, you can really put someone on the spot here." Lucia pulled nervously at her hair, looking between Kayla and Grace. "Okay. Okay, yes, you got me. I have been thinking about it. And if you're serious, ah...yes. I would be interested."

"Oh my god, yes," Grace said, immediately stepping forward to hug Lucia. She squeezed her hard. "Yes yes yes. I'm so excited."

Smiling widely, Kayla joined in, and after a noise of surprise, Lucia hugged them back, her shock dissolving into laughter as the two women wiggled her around.

"One thing, though," Kayla said, once their hug assault had parted. "Ethan doesn't know anything about this."

"Right," Grace said. "So there's one catch. We'll tell him, or no, we'll give him a hint so he doesn't back off on our account, but like..."

"You have to be the one to show him you're into him," Kayla finished. "It has to come from you, fully, not us."

"Hm." Lucia had a hand on her chest, feeling her heartbeat. "Yes. That makes sense. You two can't just put a bow on my head and say 'ta-da!' Ethan wouldn't go for that. He would..."

"He would want to know you," Grace said, putting her hand over Lucia's. "That you want it, want him, want this, without us urging you along."

"Though," Kayla said, "we are very much in favor of it."

Lucia nodded, a smile growing on her face. "I think I can make that happen."


Chapter 7


ETHAN

It was closing time soon. The espresso machine shopping I had done yesterday over in Heron's Landing, a town near Timber Creek, had gone well, but the machine I wanted needed a couple things that didn't typically come on a unit serving a relatively small clientele, so I would have to wait a few weeks for it. That was fine. I was in no rush.

Things had settled down in the days since Lucia had walked in on us, and the last few days I had pretty much felt back to normal. Thank god, because if that elevated blood pressure had stuck around much longer, it probably would have come shooting out my ears. But things were good; the Bookshop Harem three of us had found time to have dates in duo and all together, spending time at my place, Grace's place, Kayla's place...if I didn't live above Quill's End, I might have forgotten exactly what my house looked like. In some ways I felt like a vagrant who happened to have places to go.

My relationship with Lucia seemed better, too. I hesitated to think of it as trauma bonding, but in my case, it may have resembled that. It was easier to talk to her now, more engaging. In fact, at the start of her shift today, she'd offered to show me how to make a good croissant if there was time later, as she had promised when we'd first met. So as things dwindled down at Quill's End, I was headed back to the bakery.

"I think it's croissant time," I told Lucia as I approached.

Lucia's eyes lit up. "Oh, yes! I've been thinking about it all day."

I came around back and washed my hands, then grabbed an apron from the hooks on the wall. "Forgive me if I have to run to the front for a customer. But we're closing in a half hour, I think we'll be okay."

"I'll try not to keep you distracted too long," Lucia said, giving me a look that threatened to make me flush.

I cleared my throat and flexed my fingers. "Teach me your ways."

Lucia was crisp and prepared like a cooking show. She walked me through the steps of making a good dough, while bringing out some she had prepared recently to save us some time.

"While the dough is resting is a good time to prepare the butter," she told me.

"Prepare the butter?" I questioned.

Lucia nodded, her jaw set as she thumped a slab of butter with her rolling pin. "You want it softened, and about this thickness so it gets to temperature easily. Here, you do the other portion."

She handed me the rolling pin and she watched, reaching in to correct me. Her fingers were strong, but her touch was gentle, and she stayed close to me, not hesitating to guide my hands with her own.

I hadn't considered how...intimate baking could be. I was starting to feel like I was overstepping some boundaries. But she was the one touching me, right? It must not be bothering her.

I heard a ding! while she was walking me through creating the layers of butter and dough. I looked up toward the door, thinking it was the bell, but then I realized it was my phone in my pocket.

"I thought I silenced that," I murmured. "Sorry."

"You can check it, I don't mind," she told me, looking at me with a smile that seemed a trifle nervous.

"I'm sure it's nothing."

"It could be some delivery emergency," Lucia insisted. "Go ahead. I've shown the steps here anyway, you'll just be watching me repeat them."

She gave me a stern look. I could picture her as a head chef somewhere, taking command of her kitchen.

I acquiesced. "Just a second," I said, turning back to wash my hands free of flour and sticky bits of dough before drying them and taking out my phone.

Ah. The Bookshop Harem. Not a store-related emergency, but not a text I wanted to ignore. It was cut off by all my other stupid alert popups, so I opened up the thread.

GRACE: How's it going with Lucia?

Great. We're making croissants.


GRACE. Mmm. Okay Kayla, you tell him.



Huh? But then, before I could finish my message:

KAYLA: If something happens there. With you and Lucia. Just know that Grace and I are okay with it.

GRACE: MORE than okay with it. 

GRACE: Like, PLEASE don't hesitate on our accounts

GRACE: because we'd really like it

GRACE: if you and Lucia...she's safe by the way, we take the same brand!

KAYLA: I think we've said enough. Text us later, sexy.

GRACE: Yes!! Shh!! Goodbye!!

What???


Hello?




I waited, but there was nothing. And as I heard Lucia humming to herself behind me, I realized I'd been staring at my phone for two or three minutes, waiting for a text back that wasn't going to happen.

I put my phone back in my pocket and turned around, my heart pounding as I looked at Lucia from behind. Her dark, shining hair, her olive skin, the shape of her butt in her jeans with the apron strings tied just up above it. Were Grace and Kayla messing with me? Had Lucia put them up to it—like this was my punishment, to be in this new purgatory of wondering and worrying and not knowing?

I breathed in through my nose and smelled butter and flour. I just had to be cool. No one was forcing me to make more of those texts than I had to, not even the girls. I wasn't trying to put a move on Lucia after we'd put that old disaster away for good.

"All good?" Lucia asked me as I came back to the prep counter.

"Y-yeah," I said, my heart still doing its dance, and she gave me a smile like she knew, because of course she knew, right? She had told me to check my phone. It was a conspiracy. A conspiracy to make me think naughty and unprofessional things, a conspiracy to make my blood pressure come back up and...put blood into other places.

"I'm glad," Lucia said, and she moved closer to me against the steel counter, just inches away from her whole side pressing into mine. "So, this dough, I have to let it chill before adding more butter and shaping it. It would probably take an hour after that. But I'll just freeze it so we can use it later."

"Okay," I said carefully. "So I guess we're all set then?"

"Yes," Lucia said. "I'll get the back locked up if you want to take care of the front."

I was almost relieved, and at the same time, confusingly disappointed. But it was closing time, so I nodded and went to take care of the front, shutting the lights off and heading back to walk Lucia out, a habit we'd recently formed when closing together.

Lucia was waiting by the door that led into the back hall, but when I approached, she put her hand on my chest, stopping me from opening the door.

"I've been thinking a lot about when I saw you with the girls," she said.

My heart simultaneously skipped a beat and locked up like hardened concrete. "Oh," I said, quiet and lame.

"And I've been talking a lot with Kayla. Grace, too," Lucia said. She took her hand from my chest, slowly, letting it linger, her fingers dropping off one by one. "About your Bookshop Harem."

"Um..." I laughed nervously. "They really told you...they really told you the name?"

Lucia smiled. "Yes. I like it. And as a woman who works at that same bookshop, well, I was thinking I might fit in."

My lips parted, but I could only squeak.

"Kayla and Grace were thinking the same thing," she continued. "But I think you know that now, right? So..."

Her hands came up again, and this time she was up against me, touching my sides, her breasts pushing boldly against my chest. She was my height, looking right into my eyes.

"Do you have room for another girl?" Lucia asked me.


Chapter 8


I stared at her for just a second. I could have asked if she was sure; I could have asked if Kayla and Grace were sure—but as shocked as I was, I wasn't stupid. This wouldn't be happening if anything else where the case.

Lucia was pulling me into her, squishing her boobs against me, staring me down with her lips slightly parted and wet. So I pulled her, too, and I kissed her.

Immediately, her fingernails dug into my sides, and she tilted her head to kiss me deeper. Her tongue was sweet, like she'd been sneaking sugar.

I lowered my hands and touched her hips, feeling her curves, and when our kiss broke, we stared at each other, taking a little sips of air.

"I think I want to cash in that favor you owe me," Lucia said, breathless.

I smiled at her, hard against her, and I knew she could feel it. "Anything," I said.

She grinned back, chewing at her lip. "I want you to take me back to the break room and do me there."

My mouth dropped open and surprised. I hadn't expected that. But since when had I expected anything that had happened to me lately? It was time to stop thinking I knew everything, and just roll with the twists this new life was giving me.

"I hope you mean right now," I said to her. She nodded slowly, and I took her by the hand and shouldered us through the back door like it was a defender on the football field.

I pulled Lucia along and she ran with me, our shoes slapping on the concrete floor of the hallway before I pulled us both into the break room and we were kissing again. I smelled the bakery on her, and I brought my hand up to run my fingers through her hair as she reached back and squeezed my ass hard enough to make my eyes pop open.

"You're strong," I murmured to her.

"Hope that's not intimidating," she breathed into my neck.

"It's sexy as hell," I told her.

Lucia made an appreciative sound, and then she put her hand down my pants, getting my button and zipper undone before I even knew what she was doing. She grasped my cock with her long fingers and started stroking me, while at the same time I slipped a hand up her shirt, rubbing up against her stomach and the underside of her breast.

We moved in sync, like the two of us were back in the kitchen. The clothes fell off like cut edges of dough, leaving behind our perfect shape, her skin dark against mine. The two of us fell into the couch, and I got my hand between her legs, rubbing her wet lips while my tongue tasted hers.

Lucia moaned, pushing into me, and with crackling energy, I pushed back against her, like we were fighting, folding, mixing. She was strong, yes, but I had the edge. My fingers wet with her, I took her by the hips and I shoved her upward on the couch so that her bare ass sat up on the top, her back against the wall. She gasped and giggled, and I held her up there while I got between her legs.

I had the overwhelming urge to go down on her, so I did, nuzzling my nose into the short hairs on top of her pussy while my tongue tasted her sweet lips. Lucia cried out, "Oh my, Ethan, yes!" and grabbed the top of my head, holding my hair between her fingers. I pushed her up and back by the insides of her thighs, licking her from top to bottom before plunging my tongue inside her. Her juices were all over my face and I loved it, I craved it, my cock throbbing down below as I shoved my head between her legs and pushed my tongue deep inside of her, feeling her flex around me.

Lucia grinded her pussy into my face, pushing forward against me while she sat on top of the couch. She yanked upward lightly on my hair to bring me up to her clit. I teased it free of her folds with my tongue and I pulled it into my mouth, feeling as much as hearing the deep moan that rolled down through her body as I sucked on her clitoris. She had two hands on my head now, letting me hold her up while I ate her, using me as leverage to grind into my mouth and lips. All the air I breathed was mixed with her, as I slid up and down between sucking on her pleasure button and parting her lips with my tongue, tasting her deeper flavors.

Shoving my body up against her to hold her up, I raised a hand to feel her breast, quickly finding her nipple and giving her a pinch. Her breasts were beautiful and supple, the dark nipples hard and small, her tits a good deal more than a handful as I rolled her nipple between my fingers. Lucia cried out, and she clenched her legs around my face the next time I pulled her clit into my mouth.

"Don't stop! Ah!"

She held me firm. I had no choice but to keep going, and I did, sucking hard on her clit and the sensitive flesh surrounding it, pulling it all into my mouth and attacking her with my tongue. Her legs tightened around my face as I grasped at the outside of her thigh with my hand, and while her hips gyrated against me, she cried out once more, her tense body tightening as she came, each wave of pleasure rippling down through her legs and squeezing my head while a low string of unintelligible words in Spanish and English crept out of her mouth. Her head dropped down as she shook, and her hair brushed against my hand on her breast.

When she loosened up on me, I took in a big breath, my head free of her strong thighs. Yet already I missed their pressure around my ears. Still holding me by the hair, Lucia looked down at me, her own hair wild and tossed around, her eyes wide and her lips parted as she panted for breath.

"I never came that fast before," she said to me, her voice coming down with a slight growl. "I must really have been thinking about this all day. I hadn't even realized..."

Lucia thumped her hands down onto my shoulders and got down off the top of the couch, her fingers digging into me as she swung around and straddled me, turning me so that it was my back against the couch now, and her knees on either side of my legs.

"But this is what I was thinking about," she said, and then she was sinking down on me, my hard cock sticking straight up from my lap, an easy target. I moaned as her hot, wet flesh engulfed me, throwing my arms around her and pulling her into me as I slid inside her. She kept going and going until I was all the way in, and she let out a shaking, hot breath against the side of my neck when her ass settled down onto my thighs.

"Fuck, yes," I growled, settling my hands down on her hips. "God, Lucia. You feel incredible."

Breathing hard in my ear, she started to move up and down on me, and I met her movements, holding her by the hips and thrusting up into her. The little sounds she made in my ear every time my hips met hers drove me crazy.

I felt her hard nipples rub against my naked chest as we fucked, Lucia bouncing on me now. I slid my hands back to grab the full cheeks of her ass, feeling their motion as we rocked and bounced together. I squeezed her butt and she moaned into my ear, her fingers clenching my shoulder. She was hot and tight and bursting with sexual energy, her hair brushing me, her breath washing over my neck. I sucked in a breath and held it, trying to keep myself back, though I couldn't stop my hips from thrusting up into her, burying me as deep as I could possibly go each time.

"I'm going to cum in you, Lucia," I gasped, one hand on her bouncing ass, the other on her hip.

"Give it to me, Ethan," she said, her accent much stronger in the throes of passion.

Her permission was electrifying. I pulled her into my body, pinning her against me while I did all the thrusting, and then the coiled muscles in my groin released. I shuddered and moaned into her shoulder as I came inside of her, still pumping my hips up into her tight, gripping pussy.

I thrust into her over and over until I was spent, and then she pushed back from me, looking into my eyes with a warm smile before kissing me, dragging her fingernails down my chest.

Breathing hard, grinning fiercely, Lucia said, "So?"

It took me a moment to realize she was referencing the question she had asked me before my lust for her had taken over and pulled her back here: Do you have room for another girl?

"Yes," I managed, still inside of her and feeling her heartbeat with my cock. "I...I believe we can fit you in, Lucia. In fact, you're a must."

Lucia licked her lips, her eyes lighting up with amusement. "A must?"

"Meaning," I said, running my hands up her sides, "I can't imagine the harem without you."

"You are a very sweet man," Lucia said, kissing me lightly on the lips. "And now there's no need to imagine such sad things."


Chapter 9


"I wanted to at least ask you to spend the night," I said to her, now that we were fully dressed and closing up for real. She had taken a moment to finish the steps for the croissant dough and make sure it was ready for use. I had watched her work with the fascination of someone impressed with her talents, and someone who could now picture her doing all of these things naked.

"I'm not the type who pushes a girl out the door," I finished.

"I didn't think you were," Lucia said. We were standing in the back hallway, near the exit. "I have to go home tonight, though. But we'll spend a lot more time together, right? My understanding of the harem is that it's a very intimate arrangement."

"Very intimate," I said quietly, holding her close. "It's not all sex in the break room and naughty texts."

"I wouldn't mind a nice helping of those, though," she said, the corners of her mouth turning up.

"Speaking of," I said, pulling out my phone. "Obviously I already have your number. But you should be part of the group text, officially."

"The group text," Lucia repeated. "You'll add me?"

"Right now." I did just that, and I heard her phone buzz with the notification. I knew that Grace's and Kayla's had done so, as well. And there sat the faint message in the Bookshop Harem thread: Ethan R added Lucia O to this group.

Instantly, both our phones blew up.

GRACE: LUCIA!!

KAYLA: That didn't take long! Hi!!



"My goodness," Lucia breathed. "They're so excited!"

"I am, too," I told her. "How about you?"

Lucia bit her lip and nodded at me, her eyes sparkling. She tapped on her phone.

LUCIA: Hi girls :)



To be continued in Book 5…
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The Bookshop Harem has added a fourth member: Lucia. And Ethan's secret desires are going to be exposed.


Life is busy, but the Bookshop Harem makes time for each other. Ethan, Grace, Kayla, and Lucia don't squander the opportunity for a fun date in the city before Grace goes out of town.


But now Kayla suspects Ethan might be hiding a secret desire, one that involves herself and Lucia. Ethan admits nothing, but Kayla already has her finger on his button.


After dinner at his place, Kayla and Lucia decide to surprise Ethan with a tantalizing display. And while watching is plenty fun, Ethan prefers to be hands-on.





CLICK HERE to get Book 5!
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