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Chapter 1


ETHAN

"Nope." I shook my head. "I haven't been in there yet."

"Then we're going." Kayla grabbed my hand and pulled me through the crosswalk, with Grace and Lucia close by.

"Give him a shove!" Kayla called back. "He's being slow."

I expected the hands to hit my back, but I felt them on my ass, giving me a push from down low. I squawked, looking back to see Lucia with laugher in her dark eyes.

"I'll do it again if I have to," she warned.

"Don't threaten me with a good time." I blew her a kiss and let Kayla tug me to the opposite side of the street, the four of us having only made one car sit there and watch our strange combination of walking and handsy flirting.

We were walking the Timber Creek village area, which was where Quill's End was—but the village was sprawling, spanning many blocks that I hadn't had the proper opportunity to walk yet. I'd driven through, or darted through in a hurry if I was picking something up on my way into the shop, but I hadn't really explored.

Luckily, I had three excellent guides.

With more hands in the store and Grace and Kayla's semesters over for the summer, the Bookshop Harem was finding it easier to get together with all four of us. Not always easy, of course, but easier, and we took advantage where we could. So a day in the village, some shopping, and lunch were in order.

Kayla didn't let go of my wrist, tugging me along right up until she was pulling open the door of the little shop before letting me go.

Grace brushed past me, tossing me a glance. "How can you not have gone into the candy shop?" she teased, giving me a very overstated eye roll, her tongue tucked between her teeth. She walked into the shop, her strawberry blonde hair bouncing.

"More of a baked goods fan, right?" Lucia suggested, following me as I stepped inside behind Grace.

"Fan, addict, same thing." I wiggled my hand in the air.

"We'll find you a new addiction," Grace told me, smelling the sugar in the air while she closed her eyes. "They make their own taffy here, you know. That's why they call it Taffy's."

"Oh, I just assumed the owner's name was Taffy." I winked at her.

"Oh, yeah. Short for Tafftopher." Grace nodded. "Come over here, they do samples."

Kayla was already at the candy counter, where a middle-aged man with buff forearms was rolling a long strip of pink taffy on the working surface. He got it to the desired thickness, then chopped it into pieces by feeding it through a hinged blade. The bite-sized pieces would be later wrapped (I assumed).

Lucia and I watched him work for a moment, fascinated by how sure and quick his movements were, especially around the huge blade.

"I think I prefer baking," I muttered to Lucia. "Fewer things to cut my hand off with."

"Still some, though," she said, tapping her nose. Then she bumped me, pushing me over toward Grace and Kayla, who were talking to the woman manning the service area of the counter.

"Hey Marie, what are you sampling today?"

"Cinnamon is what's freshest!" Marie was cheery, with a plump face and short brown hair, probably in her early forties. She had on a powder-blue apron, which seemed to be the themed uniform of the candy shop, since even the employees who weren't working behind the big taffy counter wore them.

"What about for the folks who...don't like cinnamon?" Grace looked at her hopefully.

"I think I have something you'll like," Marie said.

The four of us crowded around the counter while Marie opened up the glass sample jar with smaller wrapped pieces of taffy, plucking out a pair of red-striped cinnamons, and two sky-blue pieces she told us were cotton candy flavored.

"Fight amongst yourselves," she said with a laugh, pushing them forward on the counter. I ended up with a cinnamon, while Grace and Lucia took the cotton candy pieces, thanking Marie and stepping away to circle around the rest of the shop. I unwrapped my piece, tucking the wrapper into my pocket and sinking my teeth into the soft taffy. The texture and firmness was perfect, and the hot cinnamon flavor was immediate, crackling over my tongue.

"Okay," I said thickly, my mouth working through the taffy, "I'm stopping back there to buy some more on the way out."

"Chew with your mouth closed," Kayla said, her own voice muffled by her cinnamon treat, making me laugh.

The candy shop wasn't massive, and we took a sweeping walk on the black-and-white tiled floor, browsing the tubs and shelves. I got a thrill of nostalgic childhood excitement strolling through the place, with the bright colors, the tubes of small candies stretching up the wall, waiting to fill up a bag...they even had a little ice cream parlor in the back, a short semicircle of a counter bracing a freezer for hard-scooped cones.

We passed on the ice cream, though, while I continued to contentedly work the taffy out of my teeth. It was the treat that just kept on giving.

Back at the taffy counter, I ended up getting an excessive five pounds of taffy sticks. Plenty of cinnamon, but a healthy amount of other flavors mixed in with it. I hefted up the bag, grinning.

"That's going to last you all year," Grace said, putting her palm under the bag as I held it.

"I'm going to put it in the break room at the shop," I said. "Come one, come all."

Lucia smiled. "But you'll still end up eating most of it, since you're there the most often."

"Damn right." I twisted the handles of the bag. "So save me some cinnamon."

I pushed open the door and we left the shop, stepping out into the sunshine. The cars on the road crawled by, slow as they traveled through the village, and my bag full of taffy crinkled as I let it swing.

"Ten out of ten." I nodded back toward Taffy's. "What's next?"

"As good as that taffy was, I'm ready for something more substantial," Kayla said. "KC's is around the corner, how about we do lunch? Ethan, have you been there?"

I shook my head. "What kind of place is it?"

"Burgers and dogs!" Grace cheered.

"And the best shoestring fries," Lucia added, rubbing her hands together. "I swear I could just eat them endlessly. Especially with vinegar."

"You had me at burgers," I said, gesturing for the girls to lead the way.

Down the sidewalk and one turn away was KC's Place, a grill that Grace assured me all the cool people hung out at.

"At least, back when I was in undergrad," Grace said thoughtfully. "I might just be old now."

"What does that make me?" I asked, a teasing smile playing at my lips. I had fourteen years on Grace's twenty-four.

"It makes you cool." Grace patted me on the arm. "Now, don't lose your bag of taffy."

"Never," I replied, hugging it to myself.

The place wasn't too big, because most of the tables were outside. They closed entirely during the winter months, apparently, but right now it was hopping, lunchtime on a Friday in the village on a cloudless day. Yellow plastic tables were scattered around the huge concrete patio, and music floated out across the lot from speakers under the awning. From the looks of it, the place was a converted auto garage, with huge windows and doorless bay where the seating collected and spilled outside.

Once we were inside, there was a fast-moving line, and then we were making our choices from the simple menu. My eyes alit onto the toppings bar, one of the best features any restaurant could have, and by the time we sat down with our food and our fresh-spun milkshakes, I had doubled the weight of my tray with onions and pickles and stewed mushrooms.

"Mushrooms!" I exclaimed, spearing one with my plastic fork and holding it up. "I love this place. If Taffy's was a ten, this might be an eleven." I popped the mushroom into my mouth, chewing. "Maybe I'm too liberal with my tens. I should reserve such high ratings."

"Yeah, at least until we see more than, like, five places in the village," Lucia agreed, before biting into her extra-well-done hot dog. She licked a dot of mustard off of her lip.

The food went surprisingly fast considering how chatty we were. Maybe too fast, judging by how I needed to lean back in my chair after I was done. I relaxed, my taffy sitting in the shade beneath the table and hopefully not melting all over itself.

With the last few fries scooped up and munched, Lucia's fingers slid over the raised edges of her red plastic tray. The striations in the surface caught the light of the sun, glinting.

"So, um," she said, looking unexpectedly guilty. "There's something I wanted to talk to you guys about."

Kayla blinked, looking concerned behind her glasses. "What's up?"

Lucia chewed her lip, her gaze going from Kayla and Grace, then landing on me. "I got a job offer."


Chapter 2


Unsurprisingly, the job offer was from a bakery. Lucia really was talented, and passionate. In fact, I had been feeling more and more that the coffee shop at Quill's End was too small for her skills.

"Really? Angelo's?" Grace looked impressed. "How'd this happen?"

"I know Michael and Evelyn—the owners—from culinary school," Lucia explained. "Evelyn was an adjunct. She wanted to teach more, but the business took up a lot of her time. She's the sweetest lady...anyway, I ran into her grocery shopping the other day, and we got to talking, and she just put it out there. I learned everything I know about pastry from her, and I actually worked at Angelo's back in high school. Not baking, though, just running the register and taking out garbage and stuff."

She stopped and shook her head. "I'm babbling."

I reached over and took her hand, pushing her tray out of the way. "You're not. Tell us more about the job."

Lucia brightened a little. "It's kind of...big. They want me to be a manager there. It's a good-sized operation, I think they have seven employees, plus the two of them who are there often. With my mom healing up from surgery, I have more time to work, so it's the perfect timing and a good opportunity. I've always loved Angelo's, even though I grew up on Hearts."

Hearts was a local bakery, a couple blocks away from Quill's End. It was where I had gotten the croissants for our very first team meeting, which was also the day I'd met Kayla and Lucia for the first time. It suddenly seemed so long ago, though it was only a few months. It had just been an extraordinary few months.

Angelo's, I learned, was in Meyers. It was the next town over, hardly fifteen minutes away. Realistically, not a great distance. But I could tell it would be a big change for Lucia, who had been at Quill's End for a few years now, really making the coffee shop her own.

Lucia was slowing down, her energy fading. There was guilt crawling across her face, and I shook my head.

"I don't want to see an ounce of that," I told her. "I understand why you might feel bad, but you're not going to catch that vibe from me, miss. This sounds like a fantastic opportunity for you. I say go for it."

"I just..." She smiled at me, but cast her eyes away, looking past all of us. "I have to think about it. I don't know if I'm ready."

"Not that I'm trying to shove you out the door," Kayla said, "but if you think you won't kick ass over there, Lucia, you're insane."

Lucia's smile grew, her head tilting down as color blossomed into her cheeks. "Thanks, Kayla. Evelyn seems to think so. Michael, too, from what she told me."

"You should talk to them," Grace said. "You know, clear up any questions you have. They should be able to give you more info before you have to make a decision."

"You'd be missed," I said warmly, "but Quill's End will be fine. Scott and Cheyenne put together will be able to run the shop at least half as well as you."

The Latina's eyes twinkled. "Well, if it comes to pass, maybe I put them through a crash course. Make sure the legacy of my recipes aren't tarnished."

"Do you think the break room couch will be happy," Kayla managed, holding back laughter, "or sad?"

Finally, Lucia burst into giggles, the worry she'd been carrying scrubbed away for now.
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The following Monday was inventory day at the bookshop, and it would be my first quarterly inventory since taking over. Wildly exciting, as you can imagine. How can counting things not be? The store was open for half the day, with the rest of the afternoon and evening dedicated to the task.

Lucia had volunteered to help immediately, though I told her she didn't have to. She insisted, clearly still torn about her pending decision, and while I didn't want her feeling that way, I was admittedly glad to have the help. I had just put Kayla and me on at first, with Scott out of town and Austin busy with baseball. It would be good to have her.

So at 1pm, I hung a sign inside the front door explaining that we were closed for the rest of the day, and locked up. I pulled the shades just halfway, to make it clear that we were shut down while still letting in enough daylight for the place to not become all gloomy.

"Okay," I said, clapping my hands and rubbing them together as I climbed up the stairs from the landing. "Where's my clipboard?"

Kayla snickered, then handed me the tablet. "You can pretend this is a clipboard."

I swiped the screen, unlocking it. "And I shall. Lucia, start me off. What do we have for that Pennyfell series?"

The three of us got to the counting with gusto, cracking jokes where necessary, like when I bent over real slow to pull some books from a lower shelf. Kayla smacked me on the ass, and I let out a mock surprised gasp, straightening up and wagging a finger at her.

"This is a place of business," I said.

"Mm-hm." She pushed her glasses up. "So why are you grabbing books we already counted?"

"Busted!" Lucia laughed.

Lucia couldn't stay too late, though, so after a couple hours she bade us farewell and left through the back, blowing each of us a kiss. Kayla and I both reached up to catch it, then looked at each other and broke into laughter.

"We're doing well," I said, swiping through the screens on the tablet. "Maybe a couple more hours. You want to take a break?"

Kayla shook her head. "Let's power through."

Books, bookmarks, box sets...then to the back, doing counts for the bakery, which was easier than I expected, since Lucia and Scott kept such an organized shop back there. I'd have to remember to thank them for that.

But being alone in Quill's End with Kayla, it was hard not to let my mind wander to other things. We were back in the bookshelves, and I was holding the ladder steady so that Kayla could reach the top of the big shelf on the wall to place some books back where they belonged.

She was wearing a skirt, down past her knees, a pleated blue thing that wasn't particularly salacious...until I was standing beneath her on the ladder, and I could see the soft lavender color of her panties as the skirt swung around.

After she put the last book back, Kayla looked down at me, holding her glasses up with one finger as she peered back over her shoulder.

"How's the view?" She stuck her ass out a little farther.

It was like fire licked up inside of me, and I was suddenly overwhelmed with the urge to get my hands on her. But she was a little too far up.

"I need you to come down that ladder," I said, my voice low as my dick grew hard in my slacks, "before I come up."

"Ethan..." Kayla was caught off-guard by the gravel in my voice, or perhaps the look in my eyes. But she matched it, her eyes glittering before she turned away and came back down the ladder a few rungs.

I stopped her with my hands once she was at the height I wanted, sliding my fingers up her thighs. Her waist was just above my face. As I trailed my fingers up the backs of her legs, I felt the goosebumps rise up and heard her breath start to quicken.

"You want me up here?" she asked, her voice a little high.

"Don't...move..." I said. I hooked my fingers into her panties, pulling them down slowly and letting them drop around her ankles while she stood on the ladder. Then, my heart thumping with anticipation, I flipped her skirt up, tucking my head underneath and letting it fall over the back of my neck.

My face pressed into her bare ass, and Kayla shivered. The world was muffled around me, low light filtering in underneath the skirt, the sound of my breathing loud in the fabric. I brought my hands up and squeezed her asscheeks, and Kayla let out a pleased little moan. She brought her left leg up, lifting her foot off the ladder and planting it on the shelf behind it, spreading open.

There was my prize. I nuzzled into her backside and pressed my tongue into her pussy, pushing hard enough to spread open her lips. Kayla gasped and leaned forward against the ladder, moving back into me. I grabbed her hips, one hand under her skirt, the other outside, holding her.

I ate her pussy while she stood on the ladder, her body quivering beneath my hands.

"Oh fuck, Ethan..." she moaned, and I would have said something was my mouth not full of her. I didn't want to stop. I shoved my tongue up inside of her, then pulled back and licked right up to her ass, teasing her tight ring with the tip of my tongue and holding her up with my hands when her legs started to waver from the intensity. Then back to her pussy, licking up her juices, feeling and tasting exactly how wet she was getting as I devoured her.

I slipped my hand between her legs and started to rub at her clit while I ate her, and Kayla's breath got faster and faster. She put more weight on my face, and I encouraged it, pulling at her. I rubbed her sensitive nub and lapped at her lips, shoving my tongue up her tunnel, rimming her ass, until she was gasping, reaching a hand back and clutching at my head through her skirt.

"I'm...cumming!" she cried, like she couldn't believe it, as her juices dripped across my lips. I kept my tongue inside her, wiggling, while I ceaselessly worked her clit. Her pussy grabbed at my tongue, her choked breaths muffled by the skirt around my head, though I drank them in the same as I did her flavor as she came.

"Fuck! Holy...shit..." Kayla's fingers, which had been digging into the top of my head, slowly relaxed as she came down the hill from her climax. "I didn't think I...you...wow."

I pulled my head free of her skirt, catching a glimpse of her purple panties down around her one ankle.

"Down lower," I said, my voice thick with lust. "Almost all the way."

She was breathing hard, but Kayla knew exactly what I was asking for. Her foot came down from the shelf and she descended, until she was only a rung off the ground.

"Fuck me hard," she whispered, wrapping her hands around a rung above her head.

I glanced at the windows. We were in view, technically; if someone were to bend down and let their eyes adjust to the dim light, they just might be able to see us.

Well. Lucky them. I knew I wasn't going to last long, anyway.

I dropped my pants and lifted her skirt once more, this time delving into her with my cock, sliding it between her thighs and moaning at the soft, warm massage of her creamy skin. I was hard and twitching. My dick slid up the trail of wetness between her thighs until I rubbed against her soaked lips, and then I shoved myself into her, groaning as her tight, blazing heat engulfed me.

"Fuck, you feel so fucking good," I said, grabbing her hips with both hands.

"Show me how good I feel." Kayla thrust her ass back against me, burying me fully inside her while her knuckles were white on the ladder rung.

I gritted my teeth and held her tight, then slammed into her. She threw her head back, moaning, and I fucked her hard and deep while she clutched onto the ladder, her panties dangling down between the rungs where they hooked around her ankle. I couldn't see myself inside her, the skirt blocking the view, but I could feel every inch of her with my sensitive rod, my body craving release.

That release came not long after. Thrusting into Kayla over and over, I tumbled over the edge of climax and shoved fully inside her, squishing against her ass.

"Yes," she cried, "fill me up!"

I let go, shooting inside of her, holding her tight to me and telling her how sexy she was, how good her pussy felt, how fucking hot she looked up there holding on for dear life while fireworks burst inside my brain.

I pulled out of her, dripping. Kayla neatly stepped down and pulled her underwear up, turning toward me. Her face was flushed and some of her brown hairs flew astray, but she gave me an immensely satisfied smile.

"These should hold your big mess for now," she whispered, putting her arms around me and kissing me. She licked her lips, tasting herself. "But we should probably finish fast."

I grinned. "I think I already did that."

She snorted, bumping my nose with hers. "Corny. But funny. We didn't hurt the shelf, did we?"

I gave it a look, then shook my head. "Perfect condition."

"Good." Kayla smiled. "That's my favorite shelf. So...tall and thick."

"I'll get you one of your very own," I told her.


Chapter 3


Inventory finished up without further distractions. Well, actually, there was one...

KAYLA: Look what Ethan did to me!

*a picture of her panties full of my cum*

GRACE: not the purple ones!

LUCIA: I don't remember that on the inventory list...

One pair of ruined panties...check.


KAYLA: Oh, hush. They'll wash fine.

GRACE: let us see what he did to your pussy

LUCIA: !!



One more very lewd picture later, we got back on track and finished up for the evening. Kayla and I parted with a kiss, and I found myself in bed earlier than expected, surprisingly exhausted. It had to be either the inventory or the ladder sex. Probably both.

Later in that week, with Lucia still mulling over her decision, I planned to go out shopping with Grace. The expansion of her cleaning business had been going well, at my suggested measured pace, and she had worked out a supply system for her employees to keep everybody stocked with what they needed. This meant doing more shopping than she was used to, and buying a lot of big, economy-sized jugs of cleaner, among many other things, so I offered to help with the heavy lifting at the big box store.

Grace picked me up, since a good amount of the stuff would just be staying in her car.

"Plus," she said as I climbed into the passenger seat, "I just like seeing you squeeze into this thing."

"It's a delight," I said, my hair brushing against the roof of her subcompact. Looking her in the eyes, I blindly reached down to the side of the seat and lowered myself with small, deliberate pumps of the handle.

"Damn," I said, once it had bottomed out. "Still taller than you."

She smacked my shoulder and drove us off. Timber Creek didn't have a warehouse store, but the neighboring town of Meyers did, so that was where we went.

"There it is," Grace said, pointing her finger through the windshield. She pulled us to a stop at a red light near the town center of Meyers.

I looked over to see Angelo's Bakery. It was on the corner of the street, attached to the other businesses going further down. The name sat in elegant, large-lettered script along the top, and hand-painted breads and treats decorated the large front windows. A floral mural was painted onto its bricks.

"Wow," I said, as the light turned green and Grace pulled us forward. "It looks really nice."

"Do you think Lucia's going to take the job?" Grace asked.

I nodded. "Yeah, I think she will. And she definitely should. Not to put a slight on Quill's End, but there's not a lot of opportunity for a baking career there. Even if she took over Scott's position eventually, it just becomes administrative. She deserves something more illustrious."

"She really is so good at what she does." Grace let out a little sigh. I thought she might have been imagining eating one of Lucia's chocolate croissants. "I'm glad you're supportive of that. Not wanting to keep her all to yourself."

I chuckled. "I think my track record with sharing has been pretty good so far."

Grace snorted out a laugh. "That's a good point."

We pulled into the huge parking lot of the big box store and parked as close as we could, which seemed like a quarter-mile away. Grace pulled one of the huge carts out of the corral in the front, and we went inside.

As tempting as the big buckets of candy were, prominently displayed towards the front, we veered away from them and moved over to the cleaning supplies. Grace pushed the cart through slowly while consulting her list, and I grabbed the big stuff and put it into the cart.

"Oh, thank god these are in stock," Grace said, hurrying along with the cart to a rack of mops.

I looked over the selection. "Which one is the moppiest?"

Grace pointed. "That one. With the green handle. I need three of those."

"So this is like, for a welcome kit for your new hires?" I asked her as I plucked the mops off the rack.

Grace laughed, shaking her head. "Welcome kit? Not really. It's more like a package I offer them. I want onboarding to be easy, and I want them to be able to take jobs right away, so I offer them all this stuff at cost just so they can get it from me in one go and be off to the races. I emailed them the links and stuff so they know I'm not trying to overcharge them."

"That's great," I said.

"Thanks!" Grace beamed. "I didn't want to look like some multilevel marketing scam. They can buy the supplies from me if they want, or they can get them on their own, or they can show up with other stuff, as long as it'll get the job done."

We moved to the next aisle, with Grace looking for scrubbing pads. I found the right bay for them, but Grace clucked her tongue as she looked at the empty shelf.

"Damn," she said, and then she cast her eyes upward. "Oh! Look, there's some up there."

There were small cardboard boxes of the pads on a shelf that was about ten feet in the air.

"Let me grab somebody," Grace said, looking around.

I put a hand on her shoulder. "Allow me. Just keep watch so that I don't get in trouble."

"Ethan," she started to say, but I was already climbing the shelf, feeling young and spry. I grabbed the upper ledge right next to the sign that asked me to please not do exactly what I was doing, and I pulled one box of the pads down, tossing it to Grace.

She caught it with a gasp, and then smiled up at me. "I need four!"

I gave her a salute, hanging from the shelf with one hand, and quickly tossed three more boxes down to her, feeling the strain in my shoulder. She got them each into the cart, and I descended down to the ground, dropping the last couple feet.

"My hero," Grace said, hugging me and planting a long kiss on my lips, which I eagerly returned. We slowly pulled apart, just looking at each other, while I watched a smile slow grow on her face.

"I used to work here, you know," she said, trailing her fingers down my arm.

"Yeah?" I raised an eye eyebrow.

"Way back when." She shrugged. "And I remember this really annoying thing we had to deal with."

"What do you mean?" I asked.

"Here," Grace said, grabbing the handles of the cart and pushing it forward. "I'll show you."

I followed her curiously, not sure what to expect. Especially when we left the shelves and went over to a wall by the chilled section, with Grace pushing the cart over to the side of a door that presumably lead to the back stockrooms.

She glanced around, making sure nobody was watching, and then quick as a flash, her hand darted out and grabbed me around the wrist, and she pulled me with her as she pushed through the double doors.

"Hey!" I said, catching myself before I stumbled. "Trying to get us in trouble?"

"Only if we're slow," Grace said, and she kept pulling on me. She hurried us down the concrete hall, stopping in front of a plain gray door and twisting the handle. It turned, and with a pleased giggle, she pushed it open and brought us both inside.

"Get the door," she said.

I did, pushing it closed with the back of my arm while I looked around the room. It was a storage room with shelving, smaller than I had expected in a place as big as this.

"It's the dry stock for the café up at the front," Grace told me. "Cups, lids, paper plates, that sort of thing."

"Okay," I said slowly, "so what's annoying about it?"

"The lock on the door." Grace reached past me and jiggled the handle. It rattled, but stayed in place. "If you don't do it just right when you open the door, you get locked in here. You need special know-how in order to get out."

I watched her as she pulled her arm back from the handle. "And I assume—or at least hope—that you have this know how?"

"I do," Grace said, moving her hands to my arms and pushing her body up against mine. "But it comes at a price."

"Oh, it's like that?" I put my arms around her, resting in the small of her back as her huge breasts pushed into me. "I'm here against my will?"

Grace gave me a sneaky smile. "The guys could usually brute force through the lock. So you'd probably be able to get out. I had to rely on my dexterity."

"I don't know," I said to her, my voice unsure. "I think I might be entirely at your mercy."

"I think so, too," Grace said, licking her lips. "You're practically melting in my arms."

"So how do we escape?" I asked her.

Grace squeezed my arm. "Find the key."

It only took me a second to get it, a grin taking over my face as I brought my hand to her waist and undid the button of her jeans. Grace leaned into me, pulling her hips back to give me more room. With her button open, the zipper came down easily, and then I was sliding my fingers into her panties.

"Jesus," I whispered to her. "You're so fucking wet."

"Must've been something about you climbing up that shelf," Grace said, breathing hard as my fingers slid between her slick lips and found her entrance. She tilted her head up to mine and kissed me, and I pushed my tongue into her mouth. Her tongue moved around mine, sliding against me as I rubbed her wet pussy, teasing at her hole and then coming back up to massage her clit.

She sucked in a breath of air and tensed against me as I played with her sensitive button. Then she kissed me hungrily, her hand groping until she found my hard cock, grabbing the shape of me through my jeans with strong fingers.

She pulled her lips away from mine, then put them to my ear.

"I think I found the key," she whispered.

Fuck. She was right—she practically made me melt. With a lustful growl, I pulled my hand from her pants and wrapped my arms around her, lifting Grace off the ground. She let out a giddy, clipped scream that turned into a laugh.

I turned my head, looking for a good spot. Still holding her up, I walked us forward, and I found a spot on the silver wire shelf that was perfect, meant to house tall boxes. There was one in the way, but none behind it.

"Pardon me," I said to her, before pushing her into the box so that it got shoved backward, leaving enough room to set Grace down on the shelf.

Grace giggled, then grabbed at me. "Don't hoard the key."

"How about you show me the lock?" I responded.

Grace smiled, then she bit her lip as she hooked her thumbs into her jeans and wiggled herself out of her pants and underwear. While she kicked them off her ankles, I dropped my own, my hardness popping free and throbbing with increasingly urgent need.

I held her again, pressing my dick up against the inside of her thigh. I glanced down at her naked butt sitting on the wire shelf.

"That can't be comfortable," I said.

"It's not," Grace said. "So hurry up and fuck me."

I grabbed her tightly, inching closer. I lowered one hand to my dick and rubbed it up along the squishy wetness of her labia once, then twice, before settling against her hole and pushing myself inside her with a shallow, shaky breath.

Grace moaned quietly, dropping her head low and pressing against my shoulder. Her arms wrapped around me, and her fingers curled into my back.

"Perfect fit," she breathed.

I shoved my hips into her, bottoming out inside of her sweet pussy. We held each other for a moment, but we didn't know how many moments there were to be had in this stock room. So as Grace nuzzled her way into my neck and started sucking on my skin, I pulled back and slammed into her.

The shelf rattled, the cardboard boxes with their lightweight contents shaking. It wasn't a perfectly sturdy thing, but it held up for us. Grace's tongue danced along my neck and my jawline, and I slipped my hand up her shirt and beneath her bra to find one of her sensitive nipples and twisted gently between my fingers.

"God, yes," she moaned, her breath washing across my neck and around the collar of my shirt.

Grace brought a hand down between her legs while I thrust inside of her and played with her hard nipple. She was wild now, bucking against me, the shelf shaking beneath her ass. Her breaths were short, puffing air across me as her free arm hugged me hard and she started to let out a low, quiet moan.

"Do it," I grunted, sliding my cock deep inside of her. "Cum for me, Grace."

With a restrained squeak, Grace shook against me, her orgasm sweeping through her. She buried her face between my neck and shoulder and muffled her cries against me as her pussy clamped down on my cock and the shelf rattled from the earthquake.

With her face still pressed up against me, I thrust inside her until my balls touched the cold steel of the shelf, and then I let it all go, clutching at her while I emptied myself inside of her. White-hot pleasure raced through me and burst out, filling up every part of her that I had touched and places that I couldn't reach.

Panting for breath, Grace slowly pulled away from me and looked up into my eyes, sweat on her forehead and delirious happiness on her face.

"Okay," she gasped, "I'll let you out."

We kissed again, and then we found our pants.

"Turn around," I said to Grace before she could pull hers up. And when she did, I saw the red lines that the shelf had marked across her butt. I reached out and gave her a squeeze, feeling the tiny dents with my fingertips.

"You might need a massage back there," I told her.

Grace smirked and yanked her pants up. "Consider that promise accepted."

We made it back to the store proper without incident, our cart undisturbed. Grace excused herself to the bathroom, and I figured she was cleaning herself up, but I was wrong.

GRACE: he got me



And then the Bookshop Harem group text was graced with a picture of what I (technically) had done to her panties.

LUCIA: That's a public bathroom! Naughty :star-eyed emoji:

KAYLA: Ha. That's two pairs messed up!

Okay. I'm going to start wearing a condom


GRACE: no!!



She pranced out of the bathroom just as innocent as you please, batting her eyelashes at me.

"Oh, hello," I said, my face pinkish from the text conversation.

"Hi!" Grace bumped me with her hip. "I did clean them up. I just wanted a picture first."

"As long as you're comfortable now," I said, bumping her back. "More shopping to do, right?"

"Yes!" Grace grabbed the cart. "And then I only have to lug half of it up to my apartment, ugh. My next place is gonna be on the first floor."


Chapter 4


A week later (well, six days, if you want to be really specific), my phone rang. I saw it was Lucia, and I answered.

"Hey," I said, putting the phone to my ear. I was at Quill's End, but Austin was manning the register, so I dipped off to the side, meandering toward the back hall. "What's up, Lucia?"

"Hey," she said, her voice tight with nerves. "I, um...I took the job. At Angelo's. I start next month."

"That's great!" I shouldered open the employee door, finding quiet in the back hall. "Seriously, Lucia. It's great. I'm extremely happy for you."

"Thank you, Ethan." She let out a breath. "I really am excited. It's just a lot. And I was thinking, with my mom healed up, it's time for me to move out. Maybe somewhere in Meyers, or more likely between Timber Creek and Meyers...but I haven't, um, I haven't done this before." Lucia let out a high-pitched giggle. "I feel like I just ate fifty pixie sticks. Sorry. But like, could you maybe help me look for a place? Make sure I'm not getting ripped off or something?"

"Of course," I told her. "When did you want to look?"

"Um..." Lucia paused. "Jeez, sorry, I didn't even think about it, I just called you right away."

"I'm glad you did."

"This weekend sometime? Sunday?"

I shifted the phone to my other ear. "If we're looking at apartments, the leasing agents might not show on the weekend. How about Monday? Cheyenne was looking to pick up a shift. I'll shuffle you out and we'll make a day of it."

"Monday. Sure." I heard a thump, like she had slumped against a wall. "Thank you again. I'll buy you lunch."

"You know, that's the whole reason I was angling for it." I smiled at her laugh coming through the phone. "I'll look up some places as soon as I get a chance. What's your budget?"

We chatted about the surface details for a couple more minutes before exchanging I-love-yous and ending the call. I got back to work with determination—I wasn't going to let the bakery fall by the wayside in Lucia's absence once she was gone, so I had to put some thought into that. It could wait for a little while, though. Finding a place for her was going to be more fun.

When Monday rolled around, Lucia picked me up, insisting on chauffeuring since I was doing her a favor. We kissed across the center console of her car.

"I brought the list," I said, wiggling the paper I had printed out the night before at Quill's End, a collection of the places she and I had thought might work. It was a short list, with just three spots. "I arranged the viewings so that we hit the closest ones first, finishing on the one farthest out. That way you can see what the drive to Timber Creek would feel like."

"Sounds good," Lucia said. "I'm excited!"

We hit the road, since the first appointment was in just twenty minutes. Lucia parked us at a smallish apartment building of red brick, AC units sticking out of the windows. It was three stories tall and towards the east edge of Timber Creek.

"I like the location," she said. "And it's the cheapest. But it also didn't have pictures online. So it feels like they're hiding something."

"It's probably not going to be glamorous," I agreed, "but we'll see."

It was a landlord property, and the owner seemed nice enough, though he gave the impression of someone who was perpetually in a hurry. He rushed us up to the second floor to show the unit he had available, and then he took a phone call out in the hall.

Lucia and I poked around. The kitchen was outdated, but functional. It was pretty small, though, which Lucia pointed out.

"I'd like to be able to easily cook for all four of us," she said. "I'm going to have you over for dinner so much!"

I patted my stomach. "Then we must find you a better kitchen."

Lucia tapped her chin thoughtfully. "I don't hate it, though. Come on, let's see the bedroom."

It was a one-bedroom, a decent size, but the living area was small. It would be fine for Lucia on her own, but she was concerned about having enough space for us all to hang out.

"This is about the same size as Grace's and Kayla's places," I pointed out.

"Mm. Yeah. But someone always ends up sitting on the floor."

We thanked the owner for his time, and he was gone in a flash after locking up.

"That went quickly." I scribbled down some notes we'd thought up onto the printed list. "Ready for the next one? I'm sure they won't mind us being a few minutes early."

"Let's do it," Lucia said.

The next place was just outside of Timber Creek, but close to the highway for the commuters. It was bigger, going by the name Boulevard Towers, a pair of buildings with eight floors each.

"Wow." Lucia cranked her neck up. "Look at this place!"

"It's impressive," I agreed. "You'd look good going up their elevators, I'm sure."

"Weird to think I could be on, like, the sixth floor or something."

"You might get to choose."

We walked into their leasing office, and the agent working the desk greeted us with friendly enthusiasm. This was clearly a more corporate outfit, the building owned by some real estate company. The agent brought us to the nearby elevators and we went up to the fifth floor, which had a designated show unit.

"I have to watch the desk, so I can't stay," the leasing agent, a woman named Sam, told us. "But I'll be back up in about fifteen minutes, and you can call me in the office if you have any questions. Sorry about that!"

"That's no problem," I said. "Thank you."

She unlocked the door for us and pushed it open, then gave us a smile before hurrying back to the elevator. Lucia and I stepped inside.

"Oh," Lucia breathed, "this is nice."

The difference between this place and the last was apparent—and also explained why the rent was fifty percent higher. It was much bigger, and had a nice, big window in the living room looking out onto the (not-so-great) view of the highway down below. The furnishing made it look really sleek, modern black leather, but the real place wasn't going to come fully furnished.

"Look at this kitchen!" Lucia said, her feet tapping with excitement. "Granite counters! And a lot of space. Wow, big fridge..." She pulled it open, looking at the empty white inside and all the shelves, before closing it. "And so many cabinets. I'll forget where everything is." She said it with a grin on her face.

"I doubt that very much." I reached over her, pulling open one of the upper cabinets. "Nice and deep, too. You'll need a step stool."

Lucia chuckled, then leaned back into me, letting out a contented breath. "I already like this place a lot more, even if it's farther from town."

"Don't go falling in love yet," I warned her. I rubbed a hand down her stomach, putting my nose in her hair. My voice vibrated into her as I said, "But you're right. It's pretty damn cool."

"It is. I'm getting all excited." Lucia put her hand over mine, pushing back into me. "Makes me wish we could test out the bedroom."

My dick woke up immediately at the implication, rubbing against her backside. "They might take issue with that."

"We have fifteen minutes?" Lucia purred. "We could do it somewhere else. And keep it clean. If...you wanted."

"Lucia..." She was rubbing her ass against my cock, feeling me get hard. I brought a hand up and cupped her breast through her shirt. "You're in trouble."

She laughed, running her fingers along mine. "You're in trouble, if you don't cum in my panties. Did you think I was going to let myself be the only one with no picture?"

"Not for a second," I growled into the top of her head, her black curls rubbing along my nose. "Come with me."

I grabbed her wrist and we walked away from the kitchen, to the hallway opposite. I only opened one wrong door before finding the bathroom, pulling us inside and closing the door behind us.

"It doesn't take much to get you to be naughty," Lucia teased, running her hand down my chest.

"I blame you for that," I told her, grinning. "Now why don't you get up on that counter and—"

"No." Lucia poked me in the chest. "I want a big load from you, and I want it all in my panties. Drop your pants, Ethan, and I'll show you what I mean."


Chapter 5


Lucia didn't wait for me to fumble with my belt. Her hands came to my waist, quickly undoing my buckle, and then she was shoving me back against the door. I hit it hard enough to pop a surprised puff of air from my lips.

"Where's this coming from?" I asked as she yanked my pants down. "Not that I'm—mmf. Complaining." She had grabbed my cock, immediately stroking my hard length.

"I'm having a good day," Lucia said, kissing me on the chin before lowering herself down to her knees on the bathroom floor. "I want to celebrate."

Then she opened her mouth and took me inside, and I clutched at the brass handle of the door behind me.

Her mouth was hot and wet and eager, sliding along my length while her tongue massaged the head of my cock, pressing it upward. I put my hand on her head, sliding my fingers into her hair and grabbing it while she went deeper on me.

Lucia sucked my cock like she was on a timer. She went down to my base, pushing me into her throat and keeping me there, holding her breath while her muscles worked the head of my cock, then pulling back while sucking in air through her nose, not letting me go unstimulated for a second.

I couldn't believe how hard she was working on me. Her head flew on my cock, lips and tongue taking me in and out over and over. Lucia brought a hand up to my balls, squeezing them gently, fondling me. I groaned, tightening my grip on her head. I couldn't stop myself; she was making every muscle in my body tense up and curl, bracing against her onslaught of pleasure.

Then she pulled off briefly, looking up at me with her dark eyes.

"Tell me when you're close," she said.

I just nodded, my breath tight. She took me back in and my eyes rolled back in my head, my shoulders slumping against the door. It rattled in its frame. If she moved in here, that was something I could fix for her.

Lucia sucked hard on my cock, and my knees went weak. I held myself up with the doorknob and choked out, "I'm...almost there. Fuck, Lucia..."

She popped her mouth off my cock, immediately replacing it with her hand, stroking me fast. She stood up, and at some point she had lowered her pants while I wasn't watching, because they were pulled halfway down her thighs, her pink underwear stretched between her legs.

Lucia pressed up into me, her lips going to my ear while she jerked my slick cock.

"Right in my panties," she whispered, running her tongue along my earlobe. "All of it."

The pleasure built inside me until it burst, and with a gasp, I shot my cum into her pants. She glanced down, moaning in satisfaction as she watched my jizz fill her pink underwear, aiming my cock expertly so that every spurt went exactly where she wanted it.

When I was spent, she uncurled her fingers from me and gave me the most mischievous, sexy smile I had ever seen. I pulled her into a kiss, long and hard, before pulling back.

"That was fucking hot as fuck," I said to her. "Want me to take the picture?"

Lucia licked her lips and nodded. I pulled my phone free and got the shot, her pink panties and her brown thighs and the mess between them. I sent it to the group.

I've struck again


KAYLA: WOW. Look at all of that!

GRACE: i think you're taking a liking to this

LUCIA: He couldn't resist for a second

Guilty




Tongue between her teeth, Lucia considered her options for a moment before simply dropping her pants and underwear, taking the underwear off, then buttoning up her jeans.

"I have plenty of these," Lucia said, balling them up. "I'll toss them in the garbage. A very worthwhile sacrifice."

"And go bottomless the rest of the day?" I asked her.

She grinned. "I've done it before."

Our time was pretty much up, so we zoomed through the rest of the place before we heard the footsteps in the hall, and then Sam the leasing agent was walking in, spotting us in the living room.

"What do you think?" she asked us, smiling brightly.

"I love the bathroom," Lucia said.

That was two down and one to go, and we stopped for lunch after Lucia ditched her panties in a trash can outside the apartment building. Then it was onto the last one, the furthest, on the west edge of Meyers.

As Lucia drove us there, I looked out the passenger window. We were passing through a neighborhood, and as my eyes landed on a sign, I just had a feeling. I took a mental note. I'd look into it later—today was for Lucia—but the idea made me feel funny. In a good way, like a tingle in my chest.

"I don't know how I'll choose," Lucia said, "because this next one looked really good online."

"You'll just know," I said, and I put my hand on hers.


Chapter 6


I'm here


GRACE: you're early! I'm just leaving now

KAYLA: We still don't get to know what this is about?

LUCIA: What Kay said!

It's still a surprise. You waited this long, you can last ten more minutes, right?


GRACE: I don't know...

KAYLA: That's what Lucia said :)

LUCIA: OH HA HA



I lowered my phone, my heart in my throat. I knew this was a little crazy. But I was allowed to be a little crazy sometimes, as long as it was only a little. It wasn't like I had signed any papers. I just wanted to...put it out there.

As surprises went, though, this could backfire. This could be too much.

Don't overthink it, I told myself. You know them. You love them. This is going to be great. At least something to talk about. ...right?

I got out of my car as I saw Tracy parking along the street just a few car lengths ahead of me. Tucking my phone into my pocket, I walked over to her once she got out of her car and shook her hand.

"Thanks again," I said, "for getting this set up on such short notice. It was the only day we could all pull it off."

"Please, it's nothing." Tracy gave me a firm grip and a smile, the wind blowing her brown bangs away from her forehead. "You got here pretty early. Excited?"

"Either that or nervous." I grinned. "I guess both."

"I was going to do a last-minute check," Tracy said. "Did you want to come with?"

I shook my head. "They'll be here soon. We'll see you in there."

Tracy nodded, and she walked up the drive. I went back to my car, leaned against it, and tried to slow down my heart rate.

Kayla arrived first, but Grace wasn't long after, since her place happened to be closest. Lucia had ridden with her, and they all came over to me.

"Ethan," Lucia said, looking around. "What's going on?"

Kayla nodded. "We've held out. Give it up, mister."

"I, uh..." I chewed my lip. "When Lucia and I were looking at apartments the other day, it got me thinking. Shopping, and working late, and...domesticity. Here, we should get inside. The agent is waiting."

I gestured for them to follow me, and they did, our four sets of footsteps sounding on the concrete driveway of the house. I glanced back, expecting questions, but the women were silent, looking at the house as we approached, at the 'For Sale' sign in the yard. The place was big, with clean white siding and a black trim. A modern build, and one I had made sure wasn't a corner-cutting disaster waiting to happen before I'd brought us all here.

The front door was ajar, and we stepped inside. They still hadn't said anything.

Tracy came around the corner from the kitchen up ahead, a pleasant smile on her face. "Hello! I'm Tracy, I'm with the Fields agency. Any questions you have, I'm your girl. I put the one-sheet on the counter in the kitchen, I'll just be out front making some calls, okay?"

"Thanks, Tracy." I gave her a nod as she walked past, then I turned around to address Lucia, Grace, and Kayla. "I came here on Wednesday after we did our apartment tours. Just a couple days ago. So I know the place pretty well, and I wanted to give us the tour. We can start in the kitchen."

I swallowed nervously and led us into the kitchen. "It's big," I said. "And Lucia, I know you love nice kitchen islands, I don't know if this is a nice one or what that really means, but..." I glanced over at the kitchen island, a slab of charcoal-colored granite counter with a working stove range on top, and a pot rack dangling from the ceiling. "Lots of cabinets. Really big fridge. Lots of...space."

We kept moving.

"The location, I think, is really good," I continued, picking up steam. "Right between Timber Creek and Meyers. So not too far from the college, or from Angelo's Bakery, or from Quill's End. Just five or ten more minutes of driving either way. And you're not going to catch traffic on route twenty, that's for sure."

We walked through the living room, with its huge bay window and sloped ceiling.

"Spacious," I said. "Good for movie nights."

Down the hall.

"It's a ranch," I said. "Obviously. You could see that from outside. No pesky stairs to deal with. And it has six bedrooms, which is a lot, but you know, there's lots of things to do with the other two rooms. An office or a study, for schoolwork or anything else."

We toured through them, and I talked about where the sun would come in, when the carpet was put in, the central air to keep the place cool. For a few minutes, I was the real estate agent, selling the place.

"There's big closets," I said. "For all your clothes, Grace. Or to store stuff for the cleaning business. Lots of natural light, because I was thinking it would be nice for when you paint." Grace had just taken up watercolor painting as a hobby.

"And the ceilings are higher than normal, even in the bedrooms, so that tall bookshelf style you like, Kayla—you could get those in here. They'd look really nice."

Eventually I stopped us in the kitchen again. I let out a huge breath I'd been holding and I leaned back against the counter, the heel of my hand hitting the sheaf of papers Tracy had left.

"That's...that's pretty much everything," I said, looking at them. "What, uh. What do you think?"

"I..." Grace spoke first, her eyes shining. "I can't believe you...found this place."

"Moving in together," Kayla said, clearing her throat and blinking. "Buying a house together. All of us?"

I nodded.

Lucia gaped at me. "How did this...when did you...?"

"I saw it when you were driving us to that third place in Meyers," I said. "And it just felt...right."

"Ethan." Kayla came up to me, hugged me, and Grace and Lucia were quick to follow. "Yes. Yes. Oh my god, this is amazing."

I barely managed to get my arms around them.

"I love it," Lucia said, pressing her forehead into my shoulder. "I love it, I love it. I want to live here."

"That window in the living room, it's so pretty." Grace was hidden beneath her hair, her voice choked up as she squeezed me and all of us. "Ethan, you...I'm gonna cry."

"No reason to cry," I said, but my voice was strained too, and only partially because I had three sets of arms around my chest. I was warm, full to bursting, as I held these three women I loved. "I'm just glad you like it."

"Love it," Lucia corrected me.

"Love it," Kayla agreed.

"And uh, I know this is unsexy, but between the four of us, we can afford it just fine, I'm sure of that," I said. "Tracy has the details."

"I think being able to afford a house is pretty sexy." Grace sniffed, pulling back and wiping her eyes. "I can't believe this. Is this real?"

"What do we do next?" Kayla asked, an unbeatable smile conquering her face.

"So, it's decided?" I looked between the three of them. "All of us, getting this place. Living together. We're ready?"

"I was going to be so lonely in my own place," Lucia said. "This is...this could not be more perfect."

"I'm ready," Grace said. "So fucking ready. You?"

The tension in my chest melted away fully as I realized the four of us were standing in future home. Giddiness fluttered in my chest, and then it was me who was getting a bit wet around the eyes.

"Let's talk to Tracy," I said, "and get this moving for real."


EPILOGUE


The home-buying process had gone surprisingly fast, a perfect storm of perfect timing, right down to the availability of the appraiser and inspector. Six weeks later, we were moving in, and not long after that, the fall semester at Meadows was about to start up.

The Bookshop Harem had a house. I left the decorating to the girls, as I simply had no eye for it—a fact which had been confirmed (as nicely as possible) when we had moved all my stuff out of my place above Quill's End. My little apartment up there would go back to being extra storage space for the shop. And maybe a place to crash if one of us ever needed it.

Or for...other things.

As far as moves went, this was the best one of my life, even though it was four moves combined into one. The spacious house took all of our stuff easily, and then some, and we'd spend the first couple weeks on a myriad of shopping trips, filling in the little holes that came with getting a new place and settling into it.

Kayla had chosen a fantastic set of bookshelves, sturdy black ones eight feet tall. We put them up against the long wall in the living room and I filled them with my collection of books. Or at least, I tried to, but there was still plenty of space left, with Kayla taking it over and making it look much fuller and nicer as she added her own. I loved my books, but I was rough with them. Her spines were much more crisp.

Grace claimed one of the huge hall closets to store her cleaning supplies, and she gushed about how easy it was to just take things out to the driveway and toss them in her car. First floor access; no stairs, no elevator. I still helped her with the big stuff though, and she sure did seem to enjoy watching me carry it, squeezing my forearms as I filled a tub with fifty pounds of stuff and hauled it out of the house. Bright Sunshine Cleaning was booming, and she loved showing her employees the house if they stopped by to get supplies.

Lucia, of course, had run of the kitchen, and she kept it utterly spotless. It was the cleanest room in the house, always. She did love the kitchen island, and it became decorated with hanging pots and pans. Her deft fingers always managed to easily pluck them from the hooks without clanging them into each other. She cooked often, a big smile on her face, and it was wonderful. But we didn't let her cook every night, insisting that she wasn't our chef, and some of us wanted to learn to cook a few things, too. Fortunately, Lucia was a fantastic teacher. She was doing very well at Angelo's bakery, and I had a feeling she might end up teaching at her alma mater someday, too.

We each had our own bedroom. The idea of some huge master bedroom with two king-sized beds tied together or something...it was neat on paper, but we were all adults with our own big piles of stuff we needed organized, and we needed our own spaces. Of course, we snuggled together more than plenty, often bouncing between each other's rooms throughout the week. The four of us, squeezed together on Grace's mattress; three of us; Grace and Kayla; Lucia and me; Kayla and me...every combination you can think of.

There's a math equation for that. Factorial, maybe? The Bookshop Harem, expressed as a factorial. Hot, I know.

And it probably doesn't need to be said, but the beds got plenty of workout.

Still, as much as we all loved that, it wasn't my favorite thing. My favorite thing was coming home to three cars in the driveway. It was walking inside and seeing the smiles of three beautiful women with whom I was very much in love. It was smelling dinner in the air, or backing into the door with a huge pizza in my arms for the four of us.

It was sitting down on the couch, the sun streaming in, all of us chatting about our days and making plans and watching a new movie trailer and rubbing sore feet.

It was life, and it was love, and it was home. Falling asleep on the couch with Grace, Kayla, and Lucia, movie credits on the TV and soft moonlight stretching in through the windows, I couldn't remember ever being happier.

Yet somehow, these women made each day better than the last. And I would try to do the same for them, for the rest of our lives.

THE END


Note from the Author


Thank you for reading!

Wow. I can't believe the Bookshop Harem series has come to an end. I've written about these four lovers for a long time now. And while it's bittersweet to close the cover on documenting their new adventures, we have to let them live their own lives, you know?

Thank you sincerely for taking this journey with me. I could not have done it without you.

Myra Dusk


Get a free harem book!


Get a FREE BOOK by joining my newsletter!

Click below to sign up for my email newsletter and get your free copy of Harem in the Storm, a 10k-word standalone erotic harem story.

I'll email you to let you know about new releases and deals!

Click here to join!


Ready for more?
More books like this one!


His Writer's Harem

A writer's retreat becomes a life-changing unconventional romance.


Coming off a contentious divorce, author Sam Browning has left Chicago to seek peace in a forest cabin. With electricity, internet, and a healthy ten miles between him and the nearby town of Ashbury, he hopes this writer's retreat will help kickstart this new chapter of his life—and his next book.


Things start off disastrous when a fallen tree blocks the trail to the cabin, but the blow is softened by the beautiful Parks employee Lily, who is there to help. And as they grow closer, Sam finds the harsh memories of his old life harder and harder to focus on.


In this series, follow Sam as he navigates a new life, new relationships, and the women in Ashbury who are going to change everything he thought he knew about love and desire.
------
His Writer's Harem is an erotic harem romance series containing high heat scenes for adults only. Expect an MF start with a growing harem and a very happy ending. Book 1 is MF and introduces Lily, with more women to come in future books!

Click here to read!
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