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Chapter 1


ETHAN

Of course we had to get the four of us together as soon as possible, and not only because the group text would become unmanageable insanity the longer we waited to talk in real life.

Luckily, though the four of us couldn't make our schedules match up for dinner, we were able to get together the next afternoon to take in some culture. Grace had brought up that we should try to do things together besides eat and have sex, and after the jokes about that in the group text had died down, it was Lucia who had suggested this date idea.

So that afternoon, in a moment that almost felt surreal, Grace, Kayla, and Lucia all got into my car, and I drove us to the natural history museum in the nearby city of Allegheny. Kayla had been the one to call shotgun, so she was seated next to me, with Grace and Lucia in the back.

"It's like a gigglefest back there," I said as we drove, peeking at the two of them in the rearview mirror.

"Don't mind us," Grace piped up, meeting my eyes in the mirror. "Lucia was just telling me how good you are at eating pussy."

I coughed, which spurred another giggle from Grace.

"It's a compliment, babe," Kayla said, patting me on the leg.

"I think you all might be corrupting me," Lucia said while Grace lightly rubbed her arm in the backseat. "I don't know if I've ever talked about sex as much as I have in the last couple days."

"I say, think of it less like corruption, and more like freedom," I said, glancing back at Lucia. "But for the record, I've been undergoing a similar transformation."

"I think that's how the harem should work," Kayla said matter-of-factly. "It's only natural that we fall into some characteristics of each other."

"Right!" Grace nodded. "Kayla and I have always been super open about sex with each other. And Ethan already put the habit into me of reading the ingredients of stuff before I buy it."

"Of course you should!" Lucia said, sounding affronted but laughing.

"That's my characteristic?" I said. "One of those sounds a lot better than the other."

"I tell it like it is," Grace said, laughing while Lucia poked at her and admonished her for not knowing more about her food.

"You didn't hear it from me," Kayla said in a stage whisper, "but you're helping Grace be a lot more open in her personal sexuality, too."

"How so?" Lucia questioned, and that led to the discussion of how Grace had lost her virginity to me, which carried us up to the parking lot of the natural history museum.

It was a very impressive building, classic architecture with white stone and a pair of granite columns in the front. It looked like the kind of thing that might've been built a hundred years ago, refurbished and still standing, proud as ever.

"This looks awesome," I said, and the girls agreed.

"It's beautiful," Lucia said, excitedly walking forward. "I haven't been in a couple of years. For a city this small, they got their hands on very impressive dinosaur skeletons."

We walked up the white stone steps and through the front doors, where we were greeted with an open lobby and no one selling admission. Instead, there was a glass donation box at the front stating that donations were appreciated. I slid a bill into the box.

"A hundred bucks?" Grace observed.

I nodded. "Free parking, no admission cost, making something this cool accessible for everyone? Hell yes, they get my money."

Lucia gave me a warm smile as we proceeded into the museum. We let her be our guide, since she had come here more often than any of us had. For me and Kayla, it was our first time.

"Let's start over here," Lucia said, her dark eyes glittering with excitement. "The exhibit of the clothing and tools of the Paleolithic era is fascinating."

While the display was not necessarily visually impressive—there's only so much that can be done in order to wow someone with what was essentially a bunch of loincloths and shaped stones—the interactive, recorded narration explaining what we were looking at was actually very intriguing. Lucia was quick to point out displays we might miss if we weren't looking closely enough.

All in all, the museum was very fun, though some credit was due to the pleasure of my company. While Lucia browsed the exhibits with some familiarity, paying special attention to things that were new or had slipped her mind, Kayla spent a good deal of time reading the surprisingly long-winded plaques that prefaced most displays. We would drift apart in the large sections of the museum, and Grace would call me over to show me something, and then she would look around theatrically before squeezing my butt, making me jump.

"Hey," I said to her, grinning, "I thought mixing things up was your idea?"

"Maybe I meant mixing things together," Grace said with a flirtatious grin.

She must've gotten Kayla and Lucia in on her little game, too, because as we moved throughout the place, my ass felt attacked. Kayla would lure me in to checking out an interesting description on a plaque, and then she would smack me. Lucia would have me look around the corner to see the back or side of something in case in glass, and then—yeesh! Hand on my ass. Squeezing, spanking, pinching; whatever the three of them felt like doing at any given moment.

I didn't know how they got away with it, either. At one point I decided to return the favor, flicking my eyes around before cupping Kayla's ass in her jeans and giving her a firm grab, and immediately I was met with the angry throat clear of a woman dusting a display behind me.

"Sorry," I murmured, my cheeks going red, while Kayla dissolved into an absolute fit of giggles.

"You're not very sneaky, Ethan," she said, and then I'll be damned if she didn't smack my ass right then and there. I glanced toward the disapproving museum employee, but she had been looking away. How did these girls do this?

The place was a lot bigger than I had thought, so partway through our grand tour, we stopped for a late lunch in the little café they had.

"Chicken fingers, hot dog, or pizza?" Lucia said, tapping the corner of her mouth. "How is a lady to decide when the choices are so abundant?"

"Don't forget the burger," Grace said, pointing at the menu. "You can even add cheese."

Lucia snorted, laughing and pawing at Grace as the blonde tickled her side. It was fun to watch the two of them mess around with each other. Their backseat bonding appeared to have gone well.

We sat down with our food, and despite the fact that we'd just spent a couple straight hours walking, the energy of the Bookshop Harem was one of crackling electricity. We jabbered together, and fingers flew between plastic trays, snatching french fries away from our lovers as they did the same to us in return. Kayla and Grace chatted excitedly about what they'd loved the most so far in the museum, a conversation we all chimed in on.

"We're saving the best for last," Lucia said, nibbling on a chicken finger. "The dinosaurs! That's why I made sure we went to the left when we came in. Start with the more boring stuff, and finish strong."

"But I thought you liked the, uh, the..." I racked my brain. "Paleon...tology...tools?"

Lucia laughed. "I do love the Paleolithic era relics," she said, "but it's freaking dinosaurs. Nothing else compares."

"I used to be scared of dinosaurs," Kayla said. "When I was a kid." She grinned sheepishly. "Probably why my parents never took me to a museum like this. I don't think seeing giant skeletons of them towering over me would've helped."

"Aw, Kay." Grace reached out and put her hand on her arm. "I'll protect you."

"More like she'll smack your ass," I muttered, batting my eyes at Grace, who stuck her tongue out at me.

"I'm okay with either option," Kayla said brightly.

Our food dwindled, and I walked over to the soda fountain to refill my cup. I sat back down at our little table, and Kayla stood up. She walked around to my side of the square table, and she quietly filled the air with a not-particularly-scientific request.

"Would you ladies mind if I excuse myself to blow Ethan in the restroom?"


Chapter 2


I squeezed my cup hard enough to pop the lid off, a dash of lemonade sloshing out onto the table. Lucia exhaled out of her nose while a grin slowly spread across her face, and she nodded. Grace said, "Can I finish your fries?"

Kayla nodded at her. "All yours. Ethan?"

She put her hand in mine, pulling me up out of the chair. I licked the sweet and sticky lemonade off my finger where it had splashed, and I looked at her.

"You really want to...here?" I asked her.

"Are you saying you don't?" She tilted her head.

Like I would say no. One would think that having regular sex with three beautiful women would, I don't know, perhaps tire me out or leave me satisfied more often than not. And it's not that I wasn't satisfied. But somehow, the more I had sex with these girls, with the harem, the more I wanted the next day.

It was only by the greatest decorum that I was not the one suggesting a bathroom blowjob.

I shook my head at her, smiling, and then I cast my eyes over the table, where Grace had already stolen Kayla's french fries, and Lucia was helping herself to some as well.

Lucia caught my eye. "Go on, sexy," she said to me, or maybe to both of us, as Kayla blew her a kiss.

"We'll...be right back," I said, and as soon as the words were out of my mouth, Kayla was already tugging me across the floor of the café, weaving us through tables.

I spotted the restroom she was heading for, and I took over the charge, stepping quickly forward and giving her arm a tug now, making her laugh as I pulled her along.

We dipped into the restroom hallway, thankfully shielded from the museum proper, and after making sure no one was watching, I pulled her into the men's restroom.

It was empty, at least at first glance. There was a long row of stalls, probably ten or twelve of them, and only the very first one had the door closed. I put a finger to my lips, and I walked us all the way to the end, pulling us in and shutting the door.

"You know," I said quietly, my hands on Kayla's shoulders. "If you all keep doing stuff like this, you're going to give me ideas."

"I'd love to discuss your ideas," Kayla whispered, her eyes flashing. "But we're on a bit of a time crunch here, don't you think? I hope you don't mind..."

She put her arms around me, hugging me and putting her mouth close to my ear. "It's just been too long since I've had your cock in my mouth."

It hadn't been that long, but I wasn't about to argue with her.

"You're totally right," I whispered back, and by this time, I was already hard enough to make my pants uncomfortable. "So go ahead and remedy that."

"That's what I like to hear from my man," Kayla said sensually into my ear, and then she lowered herself down onto the floor—but not before grabbing one of the paper seat protectors and placing it down below her knees.

She was quick with my pants, as she always was, but this time I helped her along. My belt opened, my button as well, and then my cock popped out, hard and throbbing and right in her face.

Kayla wasted no time, taking me into her mouth and swallowing me all the way down her throat in about half a second. It was wild how she could just deep throat me with no warm-up, and my knees went weak, dipping me backward and shoving my back up against the side of the stall.

I managed to keep from moaning loudly in the bathroom stall, but only with the force of all my will. Kayla had the benefit of her mouth being muffled by my cock; I had no such aid. I bit my lip and put one hand on top of her head. Kayla wore her glasses, as she usually did, not the biggest fan of contact lenses, and her brown hair was pulled behind her head. She looked every bit the smart and attentive museum-goer, save the fact that she had my cock stuffed down her throat and I could feel her humming in satisfaction around it.

Kayla would usually take her time blowing me, since she so enjoyed the act and liked to savor it. But now, in this bathroom stall at the museum, I could feel her urgency on every inch of me. She held me in her throat for only a couple of seconds before pulling back, letting me slide out until just the head rested on her tongue. Then she was back down my shaft, taking me to the hilt while closing her eyes. My cock pushed through the muscle of her throat, and she worked those muscles around me, sucking me off without moving her head at all.

"Jesus." It slipped out of me in a whisper. She had never worked me this hard before, this fast. I was worried she might turn my muscles to jelly and just spill me onto the bathroom floor in a heap. Pleasure radiated through my body as she worked her throat muscles on me and then pulled back again, really sucking me off now. She kept her lips tightly sealed around my cock, locking inside any slurping noises that might escape while she breathed through her nose.

My feet slid apart on the bathroom floor, my pants around my ankles. I heard the distant sounds of whoever was in the furthest stall away from us, but thankfully the bathroom was perfumed, with a constant set of fans exchanging air somewhere in the ceiling. Just further evidence that my donation went to good use.

Still, that didn't mean I could go yelling my pleasure out from my chest. Kayla brought a hand up and started playing with my balls, and I closed my eyes and fought the moans threatening to rise up from my throat. I could just barely hear the sounds she made on my cock, the little groans of pleasure escaping from her.

I felt her drool slip down one side of my balls. I thought that Kayla might be getting sloppy (not that there's anything wrong with a sloppy blowjob), but no, it was an orchestrated part of her plan. She wiped the spit off the side of my balls with a dainty finger, then slipped that same wet finger beneath my balls and up my crack, finding my hole and pressing against it.

I sucked in a gasp of breath, and I swear when I flicked my eyes down that I saw Kayla smile even while my dick filled her mouth. She kept pressing until her finger slid inside of me, and then I sucked in air again and grabbed her head, digging my fingers into her scalp. Definitely harder than I had meant to, but she had taken me by surprise, and judging by the moan vibrating through my shaft, she liked my rough hand on her.

Kayla wiggled her finger inside me, and then my legs really did start to give out. My other hand clutched at the railing on the wall to keep myself upright. I white knuckled on the steel, pleasure surging through me. I closed my eyes, my breath heaving in my chest, as Kayla started to move faster on my cock, plunging me into her throat each time.

Kayla pushed her finger deeper inside of me, hitting that button, making spots dance behind my closed eyelids. I shivered, my breath hitching in my chest. I tapped my fingers on her head in warning, but of course she knew. She could feel it in the pulse of my dick, the way I squeezed at her finger, the way my muscles tensed up where her hand pressed against my thigh.

I came into her mouth while I choked back a moan, mostly unsuccessful in my attempt to be silent. She put me right down her throat, her muscles working me, and shot after shot of my cum went directly down inside of her. I don't think she even needed to swallow. She kept pressing on my prostate from the inside the entire time, like she was forcing more out of me, wanting every drop she could get.

She certainly got it. I had never felt more spent than in that moment when Kayla pulled back and let my cock fall out of her mouth. If she had done this before we'd sat down in the cafe, she probably would have saved the need for lunch. Maybe that was why she had donated the rest of her food to the girls.

Kayla wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, then looked up at me from where she was kneeling, a grin taking over her face.

"That was very efficient, don't you think?" she said to me.

I was still trying to catch my breath without anyone else in the restroom thinking I was having a heart attack. I just nodded dumbly, hoping my expression conveyed the awe of You are the fucking master of my dick rather than Where am I and can you help find me a wheelchair?

"My first thought," I wheezed. "Very...efficient."


Chapter 3


We went back to the table in the café, and to my credit, I did a better job concealing the sneaky joy on my face than Kayla did. With just a glance at her, she looked like the cat who had eaten the canary—and was extremely proud of it.

"Oh, that must've been good," Lucia said, her eyes lighting up as the two of us sat down.

Kayla reached for my cup of lemonade, sucking some down through the straw. She smacked her lips, and Grace snorted, holding a giggle down somewhere in her chest.

"I hesitate to say that it was my favorite exhibit," Kayla said, smiling. "Because we haven't seen the dinosaurs yet."

That was our cue to stand up, put back the trays, and move on to the remaining portion of the museum. My dick still tingled with the memory of my intense orgasm, but the dinosaur bone displays were awe-inspiring enough to pull my mind away from that. The behemoth arrangements of dark, ancient bones were enough to keep the women away from my ass, too. They would have to save their squeezing and spanking games for some other day.

The time now seemed to move much quicker, and by the time we left the museum, two of us were in a rush such that we had to hurry right to the car and start driving home.

"My fault," Kayla freely admitted, with a twinkle in her eye. "I got...hungry."

"Well if there's one thing I learned in there," I said, pulling us onto the thruway, "it's that you have to follow your instincts."

I got us back to my place, which was also the bookshop, and the Bookshop Harem split off with kisses, the women climbing into their cars and heading where they needed to go. I went in to Quill's End to run the closing shift.

The next few days were typical, which isn't to say that they weren't enjoyable. I worked, I called around and got more acquainted with the reps from our vendors, and with Lucia's help I picked out some good decor to make my place above the shop look less like an austere bachelor pad.

Perhaps inspired by Kayla, not long after our trip to the museum, I was helping Lucia in the bakery, and watching her work sent that flare of lust up through my body. I made eyes at her, and with a sneaky smile, she made it clear that she understood.

We disappeared to the break room, which I realized by now had a lock on the door. With that lock securely in place, I had thought I was going to fuck Lucia on the couch, but she had drawn her own inspirations from Kayla. She spun me back around, shoved me against the door, and with her apron still on, sucked my dick until I came in her mouth. Once again, I was left weak in the knees, and Lucia kissed my cheek before we headed back to the shop.

A few days later, Grace stopped by Quill's End. She'd made a habit of visiting when the three of us were working, so that we could all see each other. And as usual, seeing her skip into the store was like a vitamin shot, relaxing my muscles and lifting my mood.

"Howdy, lovers," she said seductively to Kayla and me working at the front counter. There was no one else around, but it still made my cheeks hot. Something about that look in her eye.

"Howdy, partner," Kayla said back, tipping an imaginary cowboy hat toward Grace.

"Lucia's here, right?" Grace asked, and I nodded. "The bakery is too far away from the front! I'm gonna go say hi."

I watched her traipse back to the coffee shop in her little black shorts and floral print blouse. Kayla watched after her, too.

"Maybe she should work here," Kayla suggested, turning to me. "Then we'd see each other all the time."

"I think we do pretty well on seeing each other," I said, considering the idea. "And nothing against Grace. But the entire harem working here could only spell trouble, honestly. I tell you, though, with how business has been, I've been thinking of hiring on more people. Maybe upgrading Austin to full-time if he wanted it. It would be good for the shop, not to mention it would free up time for us."

Kayla nodded. "Sure, that's a good idea. I'm happy with the hours I get, though, so don't go cutting my schedule just so we can get naked together." She winked at me. "It's fun to do it on-hours when it's slow. Like you and Lucia."

"There's no secrets among the Bookshop Harem, huh?" I flashed my teeth at her.

"Definitely not when it comes to your dick," Kayla said with a laugh.

Grace wandered back toward the front a couple minutes later, and she gave us a wave, but she had her phone to her ear. She stepped through the bookshelves, sliding in and out of view as she talked.

"It doesn't bother you, right?" Kayla asked, nudging me. "That we talk about hooking up with you?"

"No, of course not," I said. "I'm not really trying to keep anything a secret. I guess I just think it's funny that you always tell each other."

"Oh, it's the hottest gossip," Kayla assured me.

I chuckled. "I was thinking about something. Remember we had that talk about you and Grace hooking up without me, and you said it just wasn't something you guys did?"

Kayla nodded.

"I remember you saying something like, um...that you were gayer than Grace is," I said, furrowing my brow. "If I'm remembering that right."

"It sounds like something I'd say," Kayla said with a grin.

"Right. Well, I know I already said this, but if you ladies did mess around with each other or whatever, I don't mind," I said. "And I know the deal with you and Grace. But I guess I'm bringing it up because of Lucia. In talking to the two of you, I mean obviously you're all attracted to each other, and maybe I'm way off, but I guess I just got the sense that she might be on your, uh, side of the spectrum?"

"The gay spectrum?" Kayla peered at me over her glasses.

"I guess." I shrugged. "Anyway. She didn't say anything to me, or anything like that. And I'm not trying to push it. But if you two did lean that way, I just wanted to let you know that it was fine, so we didn't need to have another talk about it. And then, you know, you all could have hookups to share with me." I winked.

"Thank you, Ethan," Kayla said. "But you're overthinking it. If you're wondering, Lucia and I haven't brought that sort of thing up to each other, either. I'm not saying it's impossible, but it's just not the..." Kayla thought for a second. "The vibe. Lucia and I have hung out plenty, and had ample opportunity, and nothing has come of it."

"And that's fine," I assured her, raising my hands. "Either way, it's fine. Like I said, I'm not pushing one way or the other. I just don't want to..." I chewed on my lip. "I know that we're a harem, but I don't want to be some, like, harem master."

"I think I get you," Kayla said. "We're all in this together, you want things to be equal. But that equality doesn't have to mean that all of us are having exactly the same amount of sex with each other."

"Exactly," I said. "Damn, you're good."

"I think I've gotten to know you pretty well," she said. "It's good of you to be accommodating like this. So I appreciate it, we all do. But there's no need to fret about it."

"Was I fretting?" I put on a thoughtful look. "I didn't know I was capable of fretting."

I heard two sets of footsteps, and I looked over to see Grace and Lucia walking up to the front.


Chapter 4


"I just didn't want to have to explain it twice," Grace said, as she and Lucia came to lean on the front counter.

"What's going on?" I asked her.

"Nothing major," Grace said. "My uncle, he lives in Timber Creek. Well, not anymore, I guess. He's moving a couple towns over, to Blue Lake. They have a bunch of cabins there—the park around the lake does I mean, not my family, god I wish—so my family is going to help him move, and they're all renting cabins by the lake for the week. Sort of a family getaway."

"Oh, are you going?" Lucia asked her.

"Yeah," Grace said. She beamed at us. "So you might see a little less of this beautiful face. It's not too far—actually Meadows University is on the way to Blue Lake. The lake is only like an hour from Meadows, so I won't need to miss any classes. Unless I feel like it!" She laughed. "I just wanted to let you all know while I was here. I'm going to be heading out there the morning after next."

I smacked my hands together. "We should do dinner. Tonight, or tomorrow, before you go. What do you all think?"

The verdict came back as: Kayla could do dinner tomorrow night, Lucia could do either night—and she offered to cook, excited at the prospect—but Grace couldn't do either night.

"Sorry," she said, wilting a little bit. "I've been slacking in my family duties. I'm gonna try to make up for not showing my face enough by helping them get packed up the next two nights before the convoy heads out."

"That's okay," I said to her.

"But don't you dare cancel dinner on my account!" Grace shook a finger at me, then she sidestepped over to Lucia, grabbing both her hands and intertwining their fingers. "This beautiful lady has offered a home-cooked meal. You don't say no to that."

"I'm in!" Kayla said.

Lucia laughed, squeezing Grace's hands. "Then it's on. But I'll cook you another dinner when you get back, blondie. Another one for all of us."

"I was going to insist," Grace said, giggling. Then she darted forward and kissed Lucia on the lips, and Lucia kissed her back.

"Kisses goodbye! I gotta run!" Grace came around behind the register to plant one on Kayla, and then on me. And the store was empty, in a lull period, so what the hell? I kissed her hard and I squeezed her.

"Be safe with all those moving boxes," I told her. "Engage your core."

"I'll make the cousins lift the heavy stuff," Grace affirmed, and with a wave, she was off, the bell on top of the door jingling in her wake.

"You're a cook and a baker, huh?" I asked Lucia.

"Of course," she replied. "I can't eat just pastry, you know. Not a very balanced diet."

"You'd really cook for all of us?" Kayla asked her.

Lucia smiled, her eyes lighting up. "I'd be delighted to! What do you say, Ethan? Your place?"

Lucia lived with her family. Her mother had mobility issues, so she and her siblings lived there and helped her out, though she was planning on moving out soon after her mother recovered from a recent surgery and doing better.

"Your kitchen is a lot bigger than mine," Kayla said.

"My place it is," I said. "You can see how that print you said I should buy looks on my wall."

[image: image-placeholder]

Since Lucia offered to cook, I told her I would buy the groceries, and I didn't take no for an answer. Tonight was the night, and Kayla was going to meet us at my place. Lucia and I walked the brightly-lit aisles of one of Timber Creek's two grocery stores—the better one, according to her.

When she told me she was going to be making us tacos, I was immediately excited.

"Authentic tacos," Lucia said as she pushed the cart along. "Not the, ah, simple kind with the taco seasoning from the paper packet and iceberg lettuce."

"Without the iceberg lettuce, where are you going to get the crunch?" I asked her with a grin.

"I know you're teasing me," Lucia said, resolutely refusing to witness the look on my face. "Have you ever had real Mexican tacos?"

"Actually," I said, being serious, "there was a killer place I liked to go to in the city. Honest to god, it might be the only thing I miss about my old life."

"Then I will reconnect you to that," Lucia said, picking some brightly colored peppers as we strolled through the produce section.

I let her take the lead after my suggestion on what brand of tortillas to buy was met with a withering stare. When it came to the kitchen, Lucia was the boss. And that appeared to extend to the task of shopping for ingredients.

"I noticed that Scott takes care of the ordering for the bakery," I mentioned to her as we shopped. "Have you ever thought of taking on more responsibility for the coffee shop?"

"I don't know," Lucia said. She gave me a thoughtful look. "I know I can't necessarily do frontline work forever. But I worry that if I get too involved in the administration part of things, it'll limit the time I have to actually do hands-on work with the food, you know?"

"I definitely understand," I said.

"I love Quill's End, don't get me wrong," Lucia said, running a finger along the arrangement of spices on the shelf in front of us. "But I do imagine owning my own shop. Not a restaurant, but a bakery. Although maybe we could do crêpes for breakfast..." She smiled to herself. "But..."

"It's the same worry," I picked up for her. "You go from being a baker to a business owner. And suddenly baking becomes just one out of a hundred things that you have to do."

"Yes," Lucia agreed, plucking a small spice shaker off the shelf. "At some point in my career, I'll have to transition to that. I just don't know when."

"Well, you have to cut your teeth somewhere," I told her. "You do amazing things in the coffee shop. A lot of people come into Quill's End just for you, for the things you make."

Lucia smiled bashfully. "You're exaggerating."

"I'm really not," I told her.

It was the truth. I'd seen the books. The coffee shop was responsible for what I would consider an astonishing portion of our revenue, which was why I'd gotten an espresso machine so quickly. And once I'd taken time to get more granular with the sales reporting, it was clear what our top sellers were: Lucia's recipes.

Honestly, if she opened a shop on Main Street, it would wreck the other two bakeries there. I was sure of it.

"It's just something to keep in mind," I said. "You love what you do, and I love that about you. The last thing I would want is for that passion to get stifled by paperwork. But we can talk about it more any time, okay?"

Lucia took my hand, rubbing her thumb across the tops of my fingers. "Thank you, Ethan," she said to me, her voice quiet but her eyes full of emotion. "It means a lot."

"Of course," I said, meeting her eyes with a warm smile.


Chapter 5


I had picked up a few things I needed for myself at the grocery store, too, so the full load took both of us, each of us with two big brown grocery bags in our arms, clomping up the steps to my place above Quill's End.

"God," I said, shifting the bottom of one bag to the tips of my fingers while I strained for my keys with the opposite hand. "I miss plastic bags."

"How many plastic bags full of groceries could you carry up the stairs?" Lucia teased.

"A hundred," I wheezed. "Ten on each finger."

I slid the key into the lock, turned it, and shouldered the door open after the barest twist of the handle.

"You're crazy," Lucia commented, stepping in calmly after me and shutting the door with her heel.

"You should have seen me in my prime." I brought the groceries to the kitchen and set the bags onto the counter. "I never took more than one trip from the car. My fingers were bright purple from the circulation getting cut off." I sniffed, and pretended to wipe away a tear. "My proudest pain."

Lucia grinned. "I like the paper bags," she said, setting her bags down on the counter next to mine. "Makes me feel like I'm in a movie. Sometimes I buy baguettes just so that they'll stick out the top."

My phone buzzed, and I pulled it out of my pocket. "Kayla must be on her way," I said, but a quick check told me I was wrong. The text was from Grace, to the group.

I pulled it open, and so did Lucia. It was a picture of Grace, a selfie. Her blonde hair was tied back, her face was shining with sweat, and she was giving a big smile and thumbs up. In the background was the rear end of a yellow moving truck, the gate pulled down and locked.

GRACE: Fully loaded! gonna die now!

GRACE: uncle jeff is taking us out for dinner as a thanks. You all eat good without me!

LUCIA: I just got to Ethan's! You look good sweaty, love

GRACE: thank you <3 but I don't smell good! I'm showering before dinner

KAYLA: I just parked outside. Send us a shower pic, working girl

I second the shower pic


LUCIA: third

GRACE: shower pic forthcoming



Lucia and I looked at each other and broke into peals of laughter. It hadn't subsided by the time Kayla came up the stairs and stepped inside. She looked at us, grinning, holding a white box in her hands. Lucia and I came over, the laughter fading and leaving us breathless.

"I'm glad I arrived at the peak of your joy," Kayla teased, as Lucia took the package from her hands.

"We all just crack me up," I said, another wheeze of laughter threatening to escape from my chest.

"What did you bring?" Lucia asked, turning it around in her hands.

"Well, I'm no cook," Kayla said. "But I do have a credit card. So I picked us up some cupcakes from Almond in the village."

"Oh, I love their cupcakes!" Lucia exclaimed, opening the box. "Look at these! What did you get?"

"These look amazing," I said. The cupcakes were dazzling to the eye. There were four of them in the box, each of them unique.

Kayla pointed to one with beige icing that was swirled with a deeper brown.

"That one's Ethan, she said. "Because he's a cinnamon roll."

Lucia laughed, nodding.

"I'm a...cinnamon roll?"

"Sweet all the way through." Kayla blew a kiss at me, then pointed to the next cupcake. "This one is strawberry shortcake."

"Grace," Lucia said, and Kayla smiled.

"Gracey," she confirmed. She turned the cupcake, showing a yellow, smiling sun made of candy, leaning against the frosting. "And her bright sunshine."

"This one's me," Kayla continued, pointing to a cupcake with lavender frosting and a thin wafer of white chocolate sticking up from it. "Because I'm crisp."

The way she said it made me smirk, and I blew air out of my nose.

"And Lucia," Kayla said, moving her finger to the last one, "yours is apple pie." The cupcake had a green wrapper and white frosting full of crunchy cinnamon bits, drizzled with caramel.

"Because I'm a baker," Lucia said.

Kayla gave her a look. "Because you're good inside and out, my dear. Give me more credit than that."

"Oh." Lucia blushed. "I...thank you."

Kayla grinned and closed the box. "I heard you were cooking us some dinner?"

"Ah! I should warm the pan." Lucia hurried back toward the kitchen.

"I should show her where the pans are," I said. I kissed Kayla and her tongue pushed at my lips. I pushed back at her, then held out my hands. "I'll take those. Thanks for the dessert."

Kayla and I walked to the kitchen, where I found a spot for the cupcakes and found the things Lucia needed. Her hands were quick, hauling the groceries out of the bags and then getting to washing, chopping, and slicing.

"Let me help," Kayla said, watching her enthusiasm along the counter. "Something real simple, I can do it."

Lucia surveyed the spread of meat and produce in front of her. She murmured something to herself, then set a knife down on one of the cutting boards. "Kayla, you dice the tomato while I season the beef. Then I need to get things simmering...mm...Ethan, fill that one with water about halfway, yes?" She pointed to a saucepan. "And get it on the back-right burner."

Once the orders started, they began to flow from Lucia, as she ran my kitchen like a busy restaurant. Kayla and I eagerly took to the work. I did not do a lot of cooking with fresh ingredients on my lonesome, so this was good for me. God willing, I would learn something.

Not to mention that this was the best my place had ever smelled since I'd moved in.

Meat sizzled and simmered, broth boiled, and flavorful steam filled my nose. Lucia was having us help her prepare a meal of shredded beef tacos, fresh pico de gallo, and sopa de fideo, a Mexican noodle soup that I told her I had only ever been served as a dry side.

"I know," Lucia said simply. "All the places around here, and in New York apparently, don't serve it as a soup."

"But they still called it sopa," I mused.

"It's silly." Lucia gently stirred the pot.

"This much?" Kayla held up a teaspoon from my fan of measuring spoons.

"Yes, right on top," Lucia told her.

Before much longer, we were bringing the meal over to my tiny kitchen table on my biggest plates. We set everything down carefully, and I grimaced as I rearranged it on the small surface as best I could.

"I need a table upgrade," I said.

"This is perfect," Lucia told me, standing proudly over the meal.

"Cozy is better," Kayla agreed, sitting down. She patted the seat of the chair next to her. "Right here, Miss Chef. I wanna cozy up with you."

Lucia stuck the tip of her tongue between her teeth, then sat, and I took the chair next to hers. The table was laden with deliciousness: a heap of steaming, shredded beef in a thick sauce, fresh, brightly-colored pico de gallo in a big bowl, and the pot of sopa on a wooden trivet with bowls surrounding it. Warm corn and flour tortillas sat next to each other. Placed neatly around this, wherever they could fit, were topping and extras for the tacos—lime slices to squeeze, avocado, thinly sliced radishes.

We dug in. The compliments flowed from us as easily as the directions had flowed from Lucia, and she took them with pride. The beef was tender and bursting with flavor, and the hot corn tortillas were fantastic with it. The sopa, the pico...it was all phenomenal.

By the end of it, we glanced at the cupcakes, but we were all too full to really consider them. Besides, they were too pretty to eat. It would be better to let their beauty last a little while longer.

"I may have made too much," Lucia said, looking over the heaps of food that remained after we were leaned back in our chairs.

"You just had Grace on your mind," Kayla told her.

"Leftovers are the next best part," I added.

Kayla held Lucia down in her chair so that she wouldn't try to help as I wrapped everything up. She squirmed under Kayla's hands, laughing. Once it was all done, I declared that the dishes needed to soak, and suggested we all retreat to the couch to relax and digest.

We found something lighthearted on the TV and let it play while the three of us sank into the couch. The sun had mostly set by now, and my living room was a deep orange from the ambient light.

"I'm surprised we don't hear the store more from up here," Lucia said. Quill's End beneath us was not yet closed.

"It's the high ceilings down there," I said. "Sound really only makes its way up here if somebody rams into one of the support pillars."

"That's good," Kayla said, snuggling into me. "It would be annoying having to tiptoe around the house so that you don't disturb the shop."

"And vice versa," I said.

The show on the TV rolled on, and we let the next episode play once it was done. Around that time, all our phones lit up.

GRACE: sorry! meant to hit send




Chapter 6


"Damn," Lucia murmured.

"Damn," Kayla agreed.

"Damn," I concurred.

Grace had sent us the promised shower pic, and it was exquisite.

I didn't know how she had pulled it off. She must've been holding the phone by the very tips of her fingers. She was literally in the shower, the water running over her, her wet hair tossed back. Her breasts glistened, huge and wet, with her nipples hard. Her hand trailed fingers down her stomach, her pinky pointed towards the small mound of her pussy, shaven and clean. She had one foot on tiptoe, lifting her knee, spreading the pinkness between her legs just enough for us to barely see a glimpse of it.

The message was immediately flooded with hearts by the remaining members of the Bookshop Harem.

LUCIA: you are...SO HOT

KAYLA: this is making me want to eat your cupcake

GRACE: ...what?



Grace couldn't chat for long, though, because she had to get packing her own stuff now that she was finished with her uncle's, and soon the Bookshop Harem group text quieted down and our attention was back to my living room, with Grace's picture lingering in our minds.

And occasionally being looked at again by all three of us.

Hot arousal coiled down through me. I quickly became very cognizant of the fact that I had each of my hands on a different beautiful woman. And that their gazes were tipping towards me, too.

"I think we should go to the bedroom," I said to them, a suggestion that was met by Kayla and Lucia immediately standing up and each pulling on one of my arms, getting me to my feet. My heart thumped, and I brought us back to my room.

"You get on the bed," Kayla said to me, giving me a little shove to go with it.

I did as she asked, while she and Lucia stayed standing. Kayla walked up to her and whispered something in her ear, and Lucia listened, nodding and then smiling, even as a blush darkened her cheeks. She whispered back to her.

"Yeah?" Kayla said to her.

Lucia nodded, biting her lip. Then she turned to look at me, where I sat upright in the middle of the bed with one leg stretched out.

"Kayla says you've been thinking about me and her together," Lucia said.

My eyes went wide. "Wha...I didn't mean..."

Kayla giggled, and Lucia shook her head. "You don't have to be embarrassed. Let's just make it as good as you might have imagined it."

With that, Lucia looked away from me and back to Kayla, the two of them locking eyes. Her hands went to Kayla's shoulders, Kayla's lips parted, and she tilted her head. They met in the middle and kissed each other, lips melting together. Even from over on the bed, I could hear their moans.

"Holy shit," I said quietly to myself.

Kayla wrapped her arms around the small of Lucia's back, pulling her close. Their breasts pushed together, and I saw their tongues slide against each other as they made out. Lucia pushed back from Kayla for just a moment, putting enough space between them so that she could slip her hands up Kayla's shirt. Kayla closed her eyes briefly as Lucia's hands found her breasts, and then she undid the front clasp of Kayla's bra.

"Eager all of a sudden," Kayla said to her.

"Aren't you?" Lucia asked. She pulled up Kayla's shirt, her bra coming with it, and Kayla snatched her glasses out of the way, putting them back on once she was bare-chested.

"Yes," she told Lucia. "Because Ethan hasn't been the only one thinking about this."

I could admit that she had been right about me. But I didn't have to admit it out loud.

Lucia's shirt came next, over her head, Kayla reaching around her to unhook her bra and then pull it off. Now when they pressed together, their bare breasts squished up against each other, hard nipples poking forward. Their mouths met again, and Lucia lowered her hand to Kayla's boob, squeezing her and pinching her nipple. Kayla moaned, moving her lips down to kiss Lucia's neck.

I was already stupid hard, and I was rubbing myself through my pants before I even realized I was doing it. Kayla caught a sideways glance of me in the act, and a grin curved up the corner of her mouth before she pressed against Lucia's lips again, sliding her tongue in. She felt Lucia's breasts, her white fingers pressing in to the Hispanic woman's darker flesh.

Kayla's eyes shot open as Lucia slipped her hand down into Kayla's pants and her fingers found her pussy. I saw Kayla wobble against her, and Lucia slung one arm around her back, holding Kayla up against her while she rubbed her pussy.

"Somebody's wet," Lucia said to her, and Kayla mewed in agreement, buckling under the pleasure of Lucia touching her.

"I think you both need to get on this bed," I said. "Right now." I gave my hard dick one more squeeze before sliding my pants down, getting naked while my girlfriends joined me.

As they fell onto the bed, Kayla stuck her hand down the front of Lucia's pants, giving her the same treatment. She grinned devilishly at Lucia as she found her wet lips and rubbed them up and down, Lucia sucking in a gasp of air.

With Kayla's hand still down inside, I undid the button on Lucia's pants and pulled them down, taking her underwear too. She immediately spread her legs wider for Kayla, and Kayla pushed two fingers inside her. Lucia moaned and arched her back.

"Jesus, Kayla...don't stop..."

Lucia was on her back, and I had gotten up onto my knees to make room. Her face was just inches from my hard cock above her, so I pushed it down until the head pressed against her lips.

Lucia opened her mouth immediately, taking me in. I closed my eyes as her hot mouth washed over my cock. I put one hand on her head while she moved back-and-forth, sucking me, and I looked down the length of her gorgeous body to see Kayla with her fingers buried deeply inside of her, fucking her pussy.

"I haven't gone down on a girl in a long time," Kayla breathed, looking at Lucia's spread legs, a sparkle in her eye that was similar to how she had looked at the meal. "But I just fucking have to."

Lucia moaned her approval around my cock, and I started to fuck her mouth with short strokes, making her eyes roll back in her head. Kayla slipped her fingers free of Lucia's cunt, then she hunkered down on the bed, getting between her legs. She just hovered over Lucia's pussy for a moment, taking it in, and then she pressed down, her tongue coming out and tasting her girlfriend.

Lucia moaned around me again, her hand reaching down to stroke her fingers through Kayla's hair. Kayla nuzzled her nose into Lucia's clit. She slid her tongue up and down the length of her pussy.

"You are fucking delicious," she told Lucia, and then immediately dove back into her cunt, pushing her tongue up into Lucia's hole.

Lack of practice notwithstanding, Kayla appeared to be doing a tremendous job on Lucia, with Lucia lightly bucking her hips up into Kayla's face while I fucked her mouth. She got her other hand around my hip somehow and pulled me further into her, forcing my cock down her throat. I groaned and leaned over her, planting a hand on the bed.

Down below, Kayla moved up and started sucking on Lucia's clitoris. Lucia's hitching moans, rising in pitch, reverberated through my cock. I kept fucking her mouth while Kayla slipped fingers into her again, wiggling them inside of her while she sucked on her clit.

Lucia's eyes squeezed shut, and her tongue pressed up hard against the underside of my cock as her orgasm hit her. A scream worked its way around my shaft, Lucia digging her fingers into Kayla's hair and thrusting up at her, feeding Kayla her clitoris, which Kayla had no intention of letting go. Her tits bounced as her stomach tensed and rocked, heaving and straining until she pulled off my dick and gasped for breath.

Kayla lifted her head from down between Lucia's legs. At some point she had pulled her glasses off and tossed them onto the bed, and her cheeks were tinged with red, her mouth shiny with Lucia's juices and her hair disheveled around her face from rubbing against Lucia's crotch.

"Fuck, that was good," Kayla said, licking her lips.

Lucia wrapped a hand around my cock, jerking me. Breathing heavily, she looked up into my eyes and asked, "Good show?"

"Unbelievable," I told her.

"It's not done yet." Lucia looked over to Kayla. "I want to eat you now, honey."

"How about..." Kayla tilted her head, like she was thinking. I could practically see the logistics passing behind her eyes. And when it all locked into place, she smiled wide.

"Ethan fucks you," she said, looking into my eyes, and then back to Lucia, "while I sit on your face."

"Yes." Lucia gave my cock a firm squeeze. "Ethan?"

"You don't even have to ask." I pulled free of Lucia's grip and moved down the bed, sliding along Kayla's body and dragging my fingers over her shoulder as we passed each other.

Kayla waited by Lucia's head, stroking her hair. She had shed her jeans and panties, and both of them had their eyes on me as I got down between Lucia's legs. I rested on my knees, pulling her legs up over my thighs, and I rubbed my cock against her soaking wet pussy.

Lucia moaned, pushing back against me. I couldn't wait any longer, so with the head of my cock pushed up against her entrance, I moved forward and slid inside Lucia, making her moan and claw at the bed. Kayla watched my dick disappear with a smile on her face. Her breasts moved up and down ever so slightly with her breath.

Lucia was hot and silky and wonderful, wet as she'd ever been thanks to Kayla, and without halting, I bottomed out inside of her. I closed my eyes, letting the pleasure of her tunnel wash over me.

"Deep breath," Kayla told Lucia, before swinging her leg over her and straddling her head, one knee on each side. Kayla faced me, and while she looked me dead in the eyes, she sat herself down on Lucia's face.

Immediately, her eyes fluttered with pleasure as Lucia started to eat her, her tongue sliding all around and up inside of her pussy. I took Kayla's breast in my hand, squeezing her and running my fingers across her hard nipple.

She started to ride Lucia's face, pinkness rising in her cheeks, and I started to fuck Lucia. My cock was hard like diamonds and merciless inside of her, stretching her tunnel open all the way to the back. I groaned as I pushed into her, holding her thigh with my free hand and pressing my fingertips into her skin.

Kayla lifted herself up to let Lucia get some air, but it was Lucia who brought her hands up and grabbed Kayla's thighs, forcing her back down.

"Fuck! Lucia, yes!" Kayla panted.

I leaned forward and found Kayla's mouth, and we kissed each other, fencing with our tongues while I fucked Lucia's pussy hard and Kayla rubbed herself all over Lucia's face.

Kayla tilted forward, pushing me back a little, and the angle must've allowed Lucia to suck her clit between her lips, because she stiffened up against me. Kayla let out a loud moan, pressing her forehead against mine. Her hips grinded down against Lucia, and my own slammed into Lucia's over and over.

With a hitching breath jolting up from my chest, I buried myself inside of Lucia and came. Kayla put one hand around the back of my neck and shoved her tongue inside my mouth. I sucked on her tongue while Lucia's tight pussy took everything that I had to give her.

Kayla wasn't far behind, stiffening once more, then crying out with her release. Her fingernails dug into the back of my neck, and I kissed her hard, my dick still pulsing inside of Lucia as Kayla came directly on her face. I heard Lucia's sounds of pleasure from somewhere between Kayla's thighs as the Latina licked Kayla's pussy and got drenched with her reward.

Kayla dug her fingers into me hard one more time before her eyes snapped open and she got up off Lucia, her weak muscles threatening to spill her off the bed. I put a hand on her side to make sure she stayed upright.

"My god," Kayla said, leaning over Lucia. "Tell me I didn't suffocate you."

Lucia was alive and breathing, and she wiped Kayla's essence off her eyes before she opened them and smiled.

"You did a little," Lucia told her. "But I wanted you to do it more."

Kayla laughed, and she fell down onto the bed, curling herself above Lucia with her breasts pushing into the dark-haired woman's head. Lucia snuggled into her like it was the coziest place in the world.

It certainly looked like it was.


Chapter 7


We rested, we got cleaned up, and then leftovers were distributed.

"I did not mean to pack this much Tupperware when I moved here," I told them, doling out heavy spoonfuls into plastic containers. "And I never want to see it again."

"I'm not going to say no to free Tupperware and Lucia's food," Kayla said, watching me work.

"And neither are you," I said, making eyes at Lucia. "I don't care if I'm a big ol' man. I can't eat all this by myself."

"Sure," Lucia said, somewhat dreamily. It seemed that our session in the bedroom had softened the kitchen leader inside of her.

"Is it weird if those cupcakes sound really good all of a sudden?" Kayla asked.

"Not weird," I said, the idea of cake and sugar very appealing. "Let's eat them now while they're still fresh."

With the box opened up, we admired the cupcakes once more. We each took a bite of our own flavors (Lucia's apple pie was the best, in my opinion), and then we each picked a cupcake. Lucia ate my cinnamon bun cupcake, and Kayla ate the apple pie cupcake, while I took Kayla's delicious confection down in two huge bites.

We decided to split Grace's, finishing with a light and delicious strawberry flavor.

"I'll get Grace something special next time I'm out," Kayla said, licking a crumb from the corner of her lip. "Since she missed out."

"I'll make her something!" Lucia declared, energized by the sugar.

"How about we send her a picture in the meantime?" I suggested.

So the three of us got together for a group selfie, standing in my kitchen. I was in the middle, and Lucia stretched her arm out with the phone. We all smiled, but we broke into laughter while she took the shot.

After looking at it, we decided it was a fantastic, askew picture, and off to the Bookshop Harem it went, donned almost instantaneously with a heart from Grace.

GRACE: I miss you all so much already!!



But she didn't have to miss us for long. Two days into her trip, Grace sent us all another text. It turned out her other aunt, with whom she'd been sharing a cabin, was only able to stay partway through the impromptu family reunion. So now Grace had a big cabin all to herself for the rest of the week.

GRACE: do y'all want to come stay with me at the lake? <3



To be continued in Book 6…
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