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Chapter 1


ETHAN

GRACE: Ethan, can you come over sometime today?

KAYLA: A dick appointment?

GRACE: :crying face: I wish. I'm trying to sort through this business expansion plan and I am overwhelmed. I need my entrepreneur man's wisdom

Is that me?


LUCIA: I don't think it's me

GRACE: I will take anyone's wisdom! But Ethan has the experience

I can duck out a little early. How's 3pm?


GRACE: Beautiful. Thank you Ethan!!



I tucked my phone back into my pocket with a smile. The air of Quill's End smelled spiced and buttery, Lucia working on a fresh batch of cinnamon rolls. I would probably have to miss out on getting a spoonful of warm icing if I left early, but that was okay. Grace took the priority over baked goods.

"Leaving us in the lurch, huh?" Kayla bumped me with her hip.

"Gah!" I stumbled. We were in between a pair of bookshelves, and she had totally snuck up on me.

"Whoops!" She grabbed my wrist, hauling me back. "Thought you heard me walking up."

"I was distracted by the cinnamon rolls." I squeezed her hand. "Yes, I'm abandoning Quill's End to your very capable hands. I have not an ounce of doubt in my heart about the matter."

"Wise." Kayla straightened her glasses and brushed her bangs away. She was cute today—well, she was cute every day—but today she was putting it out there, in a charming yellow top and short beige pants that stopped halfway down her calves. She'd look like the perfect gardener with a floppy hat on, but right now she was hatless, her brown hair pulled back and showing the smooth skin of her neck and collarbones.

"Did you talk to Austin yet?" Kayla asked.

My shoulders sank a little. "Not yet," I admitted. "I've been putting it off."

Kayla twisted her lips. "I know it sucks. I'm not trying to rush you. I just don't want it to bother you anymore."

"You're right." I gave her hand another squeeze, then let it go. "I gotta stop procrastinating. But...I'm going to procrastinate a little longer. I'm gonna help Grace out, and then...shit, remind me. He works tomorrow, right?"

"Yeah." Kayla flicked her eyes toward the front register, where one of the other Quill's End employees, Austin, was working. "Opening shift."

"Okay." I nodded. "Tomorrow. I swear."

"Like I said," Kayla reaffirmed, "you could do it next month if you really wanted. Just don't let it worry you."

"I think it's easier if you hold me accountable." I grinned.

"Oh, I see." Kayla cleared her throat. "Well then, Mr. Reaves. Tomorrow it is. And I want a full report before the end of day." She cracked her knuckles. "How's that?"

I snapped her a salute. "It'll be done. And uh, speaking candidly..."

Kayla raised an eyebrow. "Me ordering you around turned you on?"

I coughed. "Perhaps. A tad."

"Only a tad?"

"Couple of tads. A stacking of tads."

Kayla blinked. "Okay. Well, save up your tads, and when you have a full stack of tads, you come and find me." She giggled, losing her straight-laced demeanor. "Or you save it up for Grace. Sounds like she could use it."

Holding back my laughter (and mostly succeeding), Kayla and I split off to get back to work. There were a few things I was going to have to take care of real quick if I was going to be able to go and see Grace. I let Austin know I had to step back to the office, and I headed to the back of the shop.

Lucia was busy at the bakery, but she looked my way as I headed toward the 'Employees Only' door in the back.

"Hey! Icing?" She held up a wooden spoon.

Mm. Icing.

I hesitated. Mused. Tilted my head. Then...gave in, watching Lucia's grin widen as I looped back around the bakery counter. "Thought I'd miss the boat. You're gonna give me diabetes, you know."

"Just control yourself," she chided, dipping the short wooden spoon into her batch and somehow pulling it out cleanly with a twirl, letting the delicious pearly goodness settle into the spoon. She handed it over to me, then whispered, "And don't eat it all sexy here in front of customers. Take it to your office."

I had to bite my cheeks to keep from bursting out a guffaw. "This spoon is like three inches wide. No part of me inhaling this icing will be...sexy."

"If you say so," Lucia sing-songed, tipping a wink at me and getting back to stirring.

I held the spoon carefully and shouldered open the back door, heading to my office.

Things were bustling at Quill's End, with business picking up as summer breached the calendar. Kayla had finished her internship up just last week, so she was back at work, ready to take on more hours. Which was why it was time to deal with Austin. Not because of Kayla, but because he...well, I was going to save that for tomorrow, anyway.

Grace's semester had just ended as well, and she was looking into expanding her business, Bright Sunshine Cleaning, during the summer. More cleaners, more area, and less of her personally scrubbing on her hands and knees. She knew a lot more about it than I did, honestly—it was her baby, after all, and she was much more worthy of the entrepreneur title than I was, the guy who'd bought a bookstore—but I'd be able to help her, and I was happy to. I'd dealt with more than my share of annoying paperwork both in my previous career and since I'd taken over Quill's End.

I sat down at my desk, ready to dive into more of the same, but I sucked the icing off the spoon first. It was delicious, creamy and perfect, but I didn't care what Lucia said—I did not look sexy eating it. She certainly would. Me, I looked like that guy from the British baking video who shoved the whole whisk into his mouth.

Probably. I was too busy enjoying the treat to catch a glimpse.

I spent forty-five minutes in the office, finalizing orders that couldn't be put off for another day, confirming the scheduling, pushing updated reports to the POS, and...done. I locked up the computer and left out the back door, realizing I had left the spoon sitting on my desk only once I had started driving. I'd have to get that tomorrow.

Grace's place wasn't far away, and I pulled into her building lot and headed up to her door. She opened it without me knocking, having heard my steps.

"Hi," she said breathlessly before pulling me into a kiss, getting up on her tiptoes. "Thanks for coming."

"Of course." I held her, looking over her shoulder at her small kitchen table. It was covered in papers, neatly organized in rows. "You've been busy."

"I've been crazy, is what I've been." Grace turned around and walked over to the table, bending over and putting her hands flat on it. I couldn't help but look at her ass, curving behind the back pockets of her little cutoff denim shorts. But I think she was sticking it out at me on purpose anyway, judging by the glance she threw me over her shoulder.

Grace blew the hair out of her eyes. "Try not to be distracted by my butt."

"Try not to distract me with it." I lifted my eyebrows at her, then walked over to the table, bending down and looking with her. "Don't worry, though. I'm here as a total professional who barely has an erection. These sheets here, these are the towns you want to cover, right?"

"Yeah. There's six around Timber Creek that are still in this county, and close enough to where I'd feel comfortable delegating. But what do you think about Manston? It's only twenty-five minutes away..."


Chapter 2


Grace and I sat down at the table and pored through the paperwork. She knew her stuff, and I hopped in to put realistic framework on manageable growth. On paper, growing fifty percent a year for the next three years sounded great, maybe even ideal. But realistically, it was going to be tough to handle that kind of client influx without something suffering—your own schedule, the quality of your hires, the reputability of your customers. The latter was particularly important in a contracting business. The bigger you got, the more you had to account for invoices sitting and sitting, unpaid.

We spent a good hour and a half on it, drinking down fruit-infused water and occasionally letting our fingers wander over each other's bodies. It was hard to resist that entirely. Grace dressed pretty skimpy when she was home, with those short shorts and a pale yellow crop top that wouldn't reach the waistband of her shorts even if you grabbed the bottom of it and pulled down. I joked with her that she was dressed for a parking lot car wash, but I told her that I wasn't complaining.

By the time we called it quits, we had both sunk down in our chairs, mentally worn out. It was a good worn-out, though, like the exhaustion after a run. Satisfying.

Grace let her head dip backward over the top of her chair while she entwined her fingers in mine and let out a long breath. "I think I'm getting a handle on this. You're a lifesaver."

"It's a lot," I told her, "but I'll help any way I can. Except for actually doing the cleaning. I'd only make things worse."

"Ha! Why do I believe you?" She turned her head toward me, a lazy smile on her face. "I'm wiped out. You wanna come to bed with me and lie down?"

"That sounds pretty damn good to me right now," I said, rubbing my thumb across the side of her hand before our fingers parted.

We stood up and made our way to her bedroom, flopping down into her bed and looking at each other. Her curtains were half-drawn and the room was quiet, the golden light of late afternoon shining down and painting our midsections.

"I'm really glad I found you," Grace said, looking me in the eyes. "Not just because of your business sense. These last few months with all of us have been...really, really great."

"They have," I said, running my fingers through her hair. "And that does remind me, um. There was something I wanted to say to you."

Grace perked, turning toward me in the bed.

My heart did a little dance in my chest, but it wasn't because I was nervous. I smiled at her, flicking my eyes away for just a moment before looking back to hers.

"I love you."

Grace's lips parted, silent for a brief moment, then in an instant her smile was so big that it crinkled up her eyes and she threw her arms around me, pulling herself close so that her nose brushed against mine.

"Ethan," she breathed, "I love you, too."

Then it was my face lighting up, my smile stretching wide, me pushing forward and my arms pulling Grace into a kiss. I closed my eyes and felt her against me, tasted her tongue against mine. I smelled the mango shampoo in her hair as it tickled across my nose. She brought her hand up and brushed it away, then she kissed me deeper. We held it for a long time, my hand going down to her hip and resting there, feeling the curve of her body, before we slowly parted and remembered to breathe.

"Jesus." Grace shivered against me. "That felt good. That felt really good."

"Yeah. It's...amazing. You're amazing." I was breathing hard, and my erection pressed insistently against her. I felt what she was feeling, this sudden rush of intense arousal and emotion, driving through my body. I was less of a thinking human being and more of an emotional swell, warm and hard and wanting to be even closer with this woman whom I loved than a simple pressing of our bodies together would allow.

"I hope I didn't take too long with that," I said to her, my hand delicate on her hip. "It's been on my mind a...while, now."

Grace shook her head, her smile refusing to fade. "Don't you dare apologize for telling me that you love me."

She broke me then, whatever pitiful resistance I had been putting up while I basked in the glow. I kissed her again, and it was lovely and it was intimate, but I was also hungry, starving for her. My delicate hand grabbed her firmly, pulling her up against me and grinding the stiffness of my cock into her waist. Grace moaned and reached a hand down, taking me and pulling my dick upward, letting it rub up against her navel. She dug her fingertips into my shaft and let out a satisfied sigh when she felt me squirm against her.

She went for my pants, taking the fly down first and pulling my dick free, stroking me. Like she was too impatient, needy, to get me fully undressed. I sucked on her neck while she stroked me, enjoying it for the moment, before reaching down myself and getting my button. I pushed my pants down and kicked them off.

Grace stroked me faster now, her breath a whispering pant in my ear. "You're so fucking hard, Ethan..."

I could feel it. You could always feel it when someone else touched you, more than you could ever tell on your own—when you were screaming hard, when you were like rebar, when it felt like you could punch through concrete. Stiff and unyielding, I pushed into her hand, driving against her stomach and running a line of precum into her navel. My body turned her, angling her towards being on her back, and I slipped my hand up her shirt.

"God," I whispered, feeling the soft flesh of her huge, naked breasts. "Your tits, I swear."

No bra again, and I hadn't been able to tell. With boobs so big, I had no idea how she pulled that off. But I knew how to pull her shirt off, and I did, yanking upward with that same hunger that shoved my cock up against her. Her breasts fell out as she let the shirt come off, and I instantly took her nipple in my mouth.

"Yes," she moaned, arching up into me. Her nipples were hard, big and dying to be sucked. I filled my mouth with her while she rubbed her thumb across the head of my cock and slicked me up with my precum.

I felt her tilt her head, look down at me. She let out a breath of excitement, then said, "Ethan. Get on me and fuck my tits."

I dropped her nipple. "Like...?"

"Yes." She yanked on my arms, pulling me over her while she got flat on her back. I straddled her on my knees, my hard cock pressing into her boobs. My T-shirt hung down; I ripped it off and threw it away.

"Oh, why didn't I think of this sooner?" Grace groaned, putting a hand on my stomach and trailing it down to my cock. "You're good and slippery, Ethan."

She ran one finger along my cock, then took both her breasts in her hands, squeezing them together before pulling them apart. She grinned at me, that wild look of sexual lust like green fire in her eyes.

"Right here, sexy."

Looking at her like that, breasts in her hands, eyes alight, hair spread out like a golden halo, I almost didn't want to move.

Almost.

I thrust my cock up between her breasts and closed them in around my shaft. She was warm and soft and perfect.

"More," she said. "Reach my mouth."

Hng. I slid my slick cock through the squeezing weight of her tits, nudging forward on her. There was a lot to go through, but I made it to the other side, and Grace bent her head forward and closed her eyes and took the head of my cock into her mouth. Her tongue licked at me and swirled around, and she sucked on my tip.

I closed my eyes, groaning. Then I dropped my hands to her breasts and started to fuck her like she'd asked, sliding my cock between her boobs, rubbing up against her and into her mouth and staying there while she sucked on me. I couldn't believe how good it felt, and I had to agree with her: why didn't we think of this sooner?

I pushed up into her tits until there was no more room to push, till there was a good couple inches of my cock in her mouth, and I thrust back and forth, both of us moaning in pleasure at the smooth, simple motion. I could have cum in her mouth. I could have cum between her breasts. I could have cum just by looking down at her. But—

"I want to cum inside you," I growled to her, and I moved backward, taking her cutoff denim shorts down with me, panties and all. I swept my arm backward, tossing them to the floor, and I spread her legs.

"I want it all," she told me as I pressed my cock up against her soft, wet lips. "Every last drop."

I slid into her, drowning in her tightness, letting her peal out a moan before I kissed her again and started to thrust in and out of her. Grace's hands clutched at me, feeling the muscles in my back, tracing the bones of my hips, fingers digging into the flesh of my ass. I grabbed one of her hands and lowered it down between us, guiding her to her clit, then I pressed myself down into her, fucking her hard and pinning her hand down while she rubbed herself.

I think we came at the same time. Maybe not to the split second, but I gasped, surprised by my release, burying my face against her and shooting inside her, and Grace's body tensed below me and she moaned into my ear and the pleasure was white-hot and all-encompassing. I filled her with everything I had while she quivered in climax, and when I pulled out, I was just as unceasingly hard as I had been this whole time. I had a brief, delirious thought about calling a doctor if it lasted more than four hours, and then I fell into bed next to her.

"Holy shit," Grace said quietly, catching her breath.

"Love sex," I panted, "is good sex."


Chapter 3


We were dressed now, sitting on the bed, leaning into each other.

"It feels weird to ask," Grace started. "Well, who knows how the whole harem thing is supposed to work. But um...Kayla and Lucia, you feel the same way about them?"

"I do," I said without hesitation, even the thought of saying these words to each of them making my face hot with excitement. "Absolutely."

Grace let out a breath. "Oh, good. Because I love them too, we all love each other, yada yada, but it's easier for us girls to say it to each other. When are you going to tell them? Or, wait, have you?"

I shook my head. "I haven't had a good chance. Today here, with you, it was perfect."

"Yeah." Grace nuzzled against me. "It was. Okay, then. I won't go spoiling the girls on it, I'll keep my mouth shut...for now. But be quick about it, because it won't be too much longer before it just bursts out of me." She giggled.

I laughed. "I appreciate it. I know it's not easy. I'm going to try to find a good time. Probably not tonight, and probably not tomorrow with us all working...but I will keep you posted, my dear."

"You do that." Grace rubbed my chest. "And you can stay here all night if you want. But I'm extremely recharged, and I'm going to get back to work on that business plan, if that's alright."

"Of course." I kissed her on the forehead. "I have some stuff to take care of back at the house. But call me if you need me, we can talk or I can zip right back."

"Sure." She looked at me and she smiled. "Love you, Ethan."

"Love you, Grace."

[image: image-placeholder]

The next day, I knew, was going to be decidedly less fun.

Scott and Austin were opening up Quill's End today, and I was going in later. Kayla, Lucia, and I would be closing. I was going to have a pretty long day, though, because I was heading in around noon, to make sure I was there before Austin left.

I had started playing basketball at the Timer Creek rec center most mornings, to keep in shape. Plus I loved basketball, I'd played in high school, before my crazy work schedule had shunted it out of my life. It was nice to revisit it and feel the muscle memory for a three-pointer come back. To be clear, I wasn't any good. But it felt good.

I'd showered at the center and come back with wet hair. I tossed my workout clothes into the hamper and changed into something more presentable for work before leaving, heading down the steps from my place above the shop and starting my short commute.

There were times when I missed driving to work. A commute could wear on your soul, but also it could be nice to just spend time in your car, thinking about nothing, listening to music or sports radio or just having the window open and sticking your hand out. Going down the enclosed steps on the side of the Quill's End building, I didn't have time for much of that. Maybe ten seconds of a podcast, if I was really craving it.

Quill's End was busy this afternoon. A fair amount of people typically came in for lunchtime coffee or a snack, and I could see the movement through the windows. I reminded myself again that I should think seriously about expanding the coffee shop into a full cafe as I pulled open the front door and walked inside, letting my eyes adjust to the dimmer light.

Austin was at the front, cashing someone out; in the back, I could see Scott at the coffee shop, handling the short line efficiently. Scanning across the bookshelves as I walked up the landing, I waved to Austin and saw spots empty that shouldn't be, things where they shouldn't be, old tags on new stock...pretty much what had been going on the last couple months. I nodded to myself, moving through the stacks. It was half-past noon; Kayla and Lucia wouldn't be in until four o' clock, and Austin was out at two, with me taking over for him at the front end until the girls came in.

I greeted Scott at the back, offered to help in the bakery, was politely refused, and I went back to the shelves to fix the inventory. Scenarios ran through my mind as I moved things around and chatted with customers, keeping up with being the friendly face of the local bookshop. I wanted to start this off the right way, and there were a million ways to do it.

But as I continued to overthink it, I started to back away from the idea of a plan. I knew what I wanted to address. Putting it into some kind of structured script wasn't going to come across the right way.

I felt weirdly out of my element. I wasn't used to dealing with employees this young, and I didn't want to bring over the same corporate habits I'd been engrossed in for all my years prior to Quill's End. I was going to do this my way, whatever that turned out to be. Because it was still a work in progress.

I worked through the shelves, nabbing the cart from the wall by the emergency exit door to help me move the larger sets of books. Time whittled away, and soon it was just a minute till 2pm. I checked my watch and I slid the book cart back to the wall, abandoning the project for the moment. There were still pieces to arrange, and I'd have to print some new tags for the shelves, but I couldn't do all that right now.

I caught Austin as he was heading back from the break room with his stuff. I knew he'd leave out the front door, because I'd seen his car parked across the street.

"Hey, Austin, let me talk with you for a minute." I raised my hand at him, and he gave me a nod and followed me over to the back corner away from the coffee shop.

"What's going on, Ethan?" he asked.

Austin was skinny and blond, his boyish face making him look even younger than his twenty-one years. The backpack he had slung over his shoulder added to that youthful image.

When Kayla had to take a leave from Quill's End for a school internship, I had come to Austin to offer him more hours and responsibility, to help pick up the slack. He hadn't been great at it, and he hadn't gotten better at it. In the end, it had been me picking up most of the slack.

So it was time to have a talk.

"Austin," I started. "I really appreciate you stepping up and taking more hours while Kayla was gone, you've been a big help. But I'm going to have to make some changes to your schedule."

Austin shifted. "Less hours? Because she's back?"

"That's...not exactly it."

I got into it with him. That while I really did appreciate his work, unfortunately the extra duties that came with his current schedule didn't mesh with him. Improper handling of discounts and larger returns. Misplacing the store keys. And the constant follow-up I and the other floor employees had to do to rearrange his inventory. That I didn't blame him; it was a lot of responsibility to take on along with the additional hours, and I'd allowed time for improvement. But we needed to go in another direction.

"I'm gonna be putting you back on the same schedule you were on before, same duties," I said. "I'm sorry it didn't work out."

"But..." Austin sighed, frustrated. "I don't think that's fair. It's only been a couple months."

"I'm not saying it can never happen," I told him, "but now isn't the time. Few months down the line, I see something different, we can look at this again. Okay?"

Austin opened his mouth, but he didn't say anything. He shook his head, his brow furrowing, before looking at me again.

"Nah, forget it," he said. "This is stupid. I'm not just gonna take a, a—a demotion. I quit."

I raised an eyebrow. "You quit?"

"Yeah." He set his jaw. But he didn't walk away.

Okay, then. Let's see what this kid's about.

"Come on," I said. "I'll walk you to your car."

I turned, not leaving him time to argue, and I heard him fall into step with me before I glanced over to see him.

"Austin, I think you're a good employee," I said. We moved past the coffee shop, at a measured pace through the bookshelves on the main floor. "I like having you here. Without you, me and Scott are gonna get outnumbered by the girls."

I heard a small puff of laughter. I didn't lean into it.

"This is just a setback." We descended the stairs to the landing. "It's up to you whether it becomes some disaster."

"You're telling me I suck at my job," he said.

I held the door open and I walked us outside. "Not in the least, and I'm sorry if it came across like that. But I'm also not going to bullshit you. You're not ready for shift-manager type duties. You have a lot of other stuff going on."

"It's not—"

"And Austin, that's not a bad thing. You're young. If you fall right into handling things the way Scott does, I'll wonder what the hell you've done with your youthful energy."

We stood at the edge of the sidewalk, waiting for a break in traffic.

"The things I had you take on, I don't have Lucia do those things. I don't have Kayla do those things, or Cheyenne." A pause in the cars; we walked across the street. "That was my job you were doing. And even I don't do it perfectly. Case in point, asking too much of you when I should have shouldered that responsibility in a different way."

Austin's car was a few spots away, a blue beater of an SUV.

"What are you saying?" Austin asked me.

We stopped at his car, and I crossed my arms.

"I'm saying I'm the one who fucked up, Austin. Not you. And I'm asking you to forgive me for it." I let my arms down. "Even if you end up quitting. But I'd really like to have you stay."

"I don't know," he said uncertainly. "I mean, thanks. I'm not like, mad at you for giving me a shot at it..."

"You're disappointed," I said. "That's understandable. But we fight another day. I'm sure I'll need you at bat again. Pinch hitters get called in for a reason, buddy."

Austin played basketball as well as baseball; I knew that. And I liked the grin that put on his face.

He let out a breath. "I'm sorry, Ethan. I overreacted. I, uh, I don't quit. I'm kind of embarrassed I even...said it."

"I've already forgotten." I stuck out my hand. "See you on Friday?"

Austin took my hand, and we shook. "Yeah. For sure."

I nodded. "And hey. I never said I was cutting your hours, 'less you need me to. Just shifting you back to what you worked before. So don't worry about that."

That brightened his smile. "Okay, that's great. I'll see you."

He got in his car and pulled out of the lot, and I let all the air out of my chest.


Chapter 4


It had slowed down now, with no customers waiting at the front, so I went to the back to talk to Scott.

"Everything go okay?" he asked me. I'd consulted with him on the Austin situation, since he knew him better than I did. I'd considered having Scott be the one to talk to him, but I didn't want to delegate that responsibility. As the owner, I had to be fine dealing with the tough stuff, too.

"Touch and go for a minute," I admitted, "but worked out good in the end. He understood."

"By the way," Scott said, jerking his head back toward the sink in the rear of the bakery. "I rescued that icing spoon from the office before the ants got to it."

I groaned. "My bad. Thanks."

"Right. Anyway, well done with Austin." Scott patted down his apron. "That should help smooth things out around the place."

"Here's hoping."

I manned the front and scrutinized the schedule on the POS, which got me losing track of time. When Kayla and Lucia came in together, I was buried in some report on the tablet, and I didn't notice them until Lucia dropped her hands onto the countertop in front of me.

"Afternoon, Ethan," she said, an amused look in her eye from the way she had made me jump.

"Hey," I said, breaking into a smile. It was hard not to smile, seeing Lucia and Kayla in front of me. The door chime rang a few times in their wake; customers coming in, signaling the beginning of the evening busy time.

"No time to waste," Kayla said, patting Lucia on the shoulder. "Let's get to our stations."

"Lucia, come get me from the back if you need support," I said, peeling off toward the bakery with her while Kayla took my place. "Scott and I are going to be in the office for a few minutes."

I needed to confer with him on the schedule before locking it in. Lucia gave me the affirmative, and we all swept into work mode, Kayla quickly punching in and then hitting the floor to help the people who seemed lost, or the customers looking for a certain thing.

Lucia relieved Scott at the coffee shop, and he and I took to the office to hammer out the schedule with Austin's changes. Once it was looking good, he headed out, and it was just me and the girls left to run it till closing.

The evening hurried by with the help of plenty of customers and pleasant company. The Austin situation being handled—and the fact that he had decided not to quit—took a weight off my shoulders. I wanted to fill in the girls, but the demands of the store were too much for the time being. I was cashing while Kayla ran the floor, helping customers and straightening (it only took a few books being slumped or untucked for the entire place to look sloppy), and Lucia as always handled the bakery with aplomb, moving seamlessly between prep and baking and serving.

Before I knew it, my watch told me it was ten past eight, and we were less than an hour from closing. I rubbed my eyes, my body catching up to the fact that things were slowing down. I glanced around and saw that Kayla was back at the bakery counter, and I went back to join the two of them.

"What a rush, huh?" Lucia said, grinning. She had flour on her black apron, a dusting and then one straight line across her stomach from leaning into the counter. "Scott ordered more eggs, I hope."

"Taken care of," I confirmed. "And damn it, I just placed an inventory order for the bookish trinkets earlier, and then like fifteen more people bought bookmarks today. We might run dry on them for a week."

We talked shop for another couple of minutes before Kayla brought up Austin. "How did he take it?"

"Not...great, at first," I said, and I gave them the story. "I was glad I reeled him in, I really didn't want him quitting. He caught me by surprise."

"Sounds like it," Kayla said with wide eyes. "Wow, Austin. I can't believe he tried to quit. I should smack him."

I shook my head. "Don't go bringing it up around him. I'd rather he not think the first thing I did was go and gossip about the whole thing."

Kayla grinned. "Sure, sure. But you might be due for hiring another front-ender regardless."

"Yeah," Lucia said. "If Austin really had quit, you'd have your hands tied. And it's hard to spend real time with you if you're stuck working twelve hour shifts here every day. Hire in some leeway."

"You're right, you're right," I said. "I'll add it to the list. Along with the damn bookmark order."

"We've got twenty minutes till close," Lucia said, rapping the counter with a wooden spoon, "and you had a stressful day. Store's empty, and I have just enough flour left in that container that it's begging to be used up. We're making cookies. Together. Both of you, apron up."

"How can I resist an offer like that?" I said, hurrying around the counter as my body realized I had never eaten dinner. "I'm starving."

Lucia put Kayla and me to work, doling out bowls and spoons and whisks like she was used to running a staffed kitchen. Kayla preheated the oven; I opened butter. Lucia prepped the baking sheets while she had me run the mixer and Kayla portion the chocolate chips. You'd think we'd be dropping spoonfuls of dough onto the parchment paper in no time, but Lucia was a perfectionist. Three workers didn't mean one-third of the prep time, it meant cookies thrice as good.

Closing time came without another customer, and Kayla zipped off to the front to lock up and shut off the lights. Then we were back in action, finally spooning the dough into cookie-sized balls onto the two baking sheets. I smiled, I laughed with them, and I ate cookie dough off the tip of the spoon once we were done, Kayla holding it up for me. I felt that same wonderful fullness in my chest as I had yesterday, with Grace.

Lucia slid the cookies into the oven. "These are going to be great." She turned her head to me. "How do you feel? De-stressed?"

"Sure," I said, rolling my neck. "All my tension just...melting away."

"I don't know," Kayla said, coming around behind me and sliding her hands over my shoulders. She pressed her breasts into my back. "I think there's more we could do to help you relax."

"Not in the kitchen!" Lucia said. Then she laughed. "But I did notice you staring at my ass, Ethan. And actually...you too, Kayla."

"It's a great ass," Kayla said, muttering the words between my shoulder blades. "What do you want from me?"

"I think you know," Lucia purred.

Kayla peeked around my arm, still holding me. "Break room, Ethan. Please. You think that oven's preheated? Wait till you see me."

"Oh, my." Lucia chuckled. "Now that is dirty talk I respect."

I put my hand on hers. Her body against mine was more than enough to get me to agree to most things. And this ask certainly wasn't something I had hesitations about.

We'd gotten really good about cleaning the break room if we...used it. The shop had purchased Grace's spare upholstery steamer and I kept it in the supply closet.

"You two lead the way," I said. "I'm ditching my apron and then I'm inches behind you."

Kayla peeled off of me, giving my butt a squeeze before taking Lucia by the hands and going into the back hall. My heart pounding, I pulled out my phone and sent Grace a quick text.

I'm going to tell them. Now or um, after.




Her response was immediate.

GRACE: break room?

Ha...yes.


GRACE: kiss them for me :)



That wasn't going to be a problem.

I shoved my phone back in my pocket, tossed my apron onto the hook, and raced to the break room. I pushed the door open to see Kayla and Lucia ahead of me, sitting on the couch together, kissing. Making out, really; Lucia had her fingers in Kayla's hair, pulling the brunette into her. Kayla hand her hands up on Lucia's chest, one with a handful of breast, the other holding the opposite side. I saw Kayla's eye peek open, looking over at me.

"You were supposed to be right behind us," she said, breaking the kiss with Lucia while both of the women turned toward me.

"Well apparently if I'm late, I get to stumble in on this."

"We thought you might like that." Lucia licked her lips, then slid over, she and Kayla parting to make room for me in the middle. She patted the couch. "Come on, handsome."

I joined in, squeezing in between them, and they were both quick to close any gap I might have left.

I put my arms around each of them. They faced me, Kayla up on her knees, Lucia on one knee with her other leg trailing off the couch and to the floor. I moved back, deeper into the couch, so that I could look at them both.

"Before some other part of me does all the talking," I said to them, my heart thumping behind my words, "let me tell you something."

I pulled them in, feeling their hands on my sides, my lap. Kayla with her gorgeous blue eyes peering through her narrow frames; Lucia's dark, beautiful irises shining, her hair flowing down around her face.

"These have been the best months of my life," I said, "and I love you both."

Kayla gasped, then both of their faces lit up with warm smiles. And suddenly I was buried in them, the girls hugging me, me hugging back, pinned down, giggling.

"Ethan—"

"Stud, you softie—"

"Yes! I love you, too!"

"I love you!"

Our lips found each other, kisses given indiscriminately and at great length. I pretended to struggle for air, and they relented, cheeks pink and smiles dominating their features.

"My god, a surprise like that," Lucia said, squeezing my hand. "I couldn't be happier."

"Me, too." Kayla put a hand on my chest. "You know how to make a girl blush."

"That's really what I was hoping for," I responded, my cheeks going red all the same. "So, now that that's out of the way..."

I made a move to get up. Lucia gasped and pushed me back down, like I knew she would.

"Oh, you're funny," she growled.


Chapter 5


"Thinking you could escape," Kayla said indignantly, smacking my leg. "And look at you, by the way."

Her hand found the bulge in my jeans, and I groaned. She unzipped my fly and popped me out, opening up my boxers and letting my cock spring free. She wrapped a hand around me.

"Holy shit," she whispered. "Lucia, feel how hard he is."

A switch of hands. Lucia mm'd appreciatively. "Ethan...this is for us? So generous."

Kayla batted her eyelashes. "We ought to be generous. In turn."

"You're right." Lucia looked at me, then in one smooth motion, she slid herself back on the couch and bent down to my lap, taking my cock into her mouth.

"Oh! Shit..." The sudden and intense pleasure of her mouth took me by surprise, and I put a hand on her back, clutching at her.

Kayla joined her, lowering herself down while she slid a hand behind the small of my back to hold me. Lucia came off, and Kayla went on, taking me into her mouth and then into her throat. I was steel-hard, unbending, but she forced me into herself anyway, angling to take me in and murmuring something unintelligible around my shaft.

"I know, he's so stiff," Lucia said to her, amusement in her voice. She watched Kayla bob on my cock a few times, then Kayla pulled off to share with her. Their tongues swiped around my tip and across each other, my cock throbbing beneath their attentions.

"Oh!" Lucia shot upright, wiping her mouth. "I have to pull the cookies out. One second!"

She was off like a shot, hair flowing behind her. Kayla turned to watch her go, my dick pressing against her cheek.

"Did you hear a timer go off?" I asked, my breath coming a little heavy. Kayla took the opportunity to undo my belt and yank my pants down, dropping them to the floor.

"Nope." Kayla giggled. "She either has a sixth sense about cookies, or an immaculate internal clock."

"I kind of believe both," I said, watching Lucia push the door open and throw her hair back.

"They look perfect," she announced, coming over to the couch and getting back to right how she was before, her breath washing across my cock. "And they need time to cool. So..."

Lucia cut herself off by swallowing me again, running her tongue along my shaft as she slowly took me in. Kayla moved to the side, rubbing her cheek along Lucia's while her tongue bathed my balls, pulling them into her mouth. At a certain point, every inch of my cock and my balls was inside their mouths at the same time, tongues working, moans rippling through me, and I thought I might melt into a puddle there on the couch.

With the cookies taken care of, Lucia was fully focused on me, and the next time she pulled her mouth off my dick, she put her hands up against my chest.

"I want to lay you down," Lucia said, "and ride you."

Kayla ran a finger up my cock. "I want to get it on that."

"First, I want those clothes off," I told them, pulling my dick back from Kayla like I was holding it under conditional release. "I love your outfits. But there's some things I need to see."

"Hardball." Lucia rubbed my chest, then stood up, pulling up her white top quickly.

"Hard, but fair," I said, pulling off my own shirt.

Kayla got up beside her and ran her hands up Lucia's back. "Let me help you, my love," she said, unhooking her bra and letting it drop to the ground. Lucia's big breasts and dark nipples came free, jiggling.

Lucia slipped her pants down, then got Kayla naked, sneaking a kiss on her lips and then onto each of her tits once they were bare. Kayla giggled and cupped Lucia's breast. She pushed her toward the couch, stepping out of her pants.

"Go on," she told Lucia. "Show the man you love him."

Lucia flushed, biting her lip. Then she got her hands on me again, and she pushed me down so that I lay on my back along the length of the couch. Kayla leaned over me, her tits dangling as she yanked the back cushions off and tossed them away to give us more room.

Lucia got over me on her knees, straddling me across my thighs before moving up. Her hands traveled across my legs, my waist, up my stomach as she slid along my body, lining herself up.

I took her by the shoulders, pulling her down into a kiss. My tongue met hers and I pushed my hand down her stomach, finding her wet lips and spreading them open with my fingers. She shivered.

"You want me inside you, Lucia?" I whispered to her, moving up to get her earlobe between my teeth. She pressed into me, her arms going weak.

"Yes," she pleaded.

I let go of her ear, took my fingers from her lips and grabbed my own cock. Moved myself up against her slickness; found her. And pushed inside.

"Ohhh..." Lucia moaned and so did I, the silky pleasure of slow penetration sliding through us. Her hair brushed across me as her head dipped, before she pulled up and straightened herself, rising up above me and sinking all the way down onto my cock.

Kayla drank in the sight of Lucia on top of me, then put her hand on my chest.

"You said you were hungry, right?"

My cock pulsed inside Lucia.

"Starving," I said.

Kayla smiled. She pulled her glasses off and set them down beside the couch. Then she climbed up onto me, turning so that she faced Lucia while she straddled me backwards.

"Eat up, then," she said, before lowering her soaking pussy down onto my face.

She was dripping. Her juices smeared across my lips and I tasted them gratefully, then shoved my tongue up inside her while I grabbed her thighs with my hands. The girls said something to each other up above me; I didn't hear it. I was lost, my face buried in Kayla's ass, her weight pressing down on me as I pulled on her in demand for more.

Kayla grinded down on me, taking my tongue deep up her tunnel, and I wiggled it inside her. Lucia started to ride me, sliding up my shaft and going slowly back down. I felt every inch of her on me as she slammed her hips down onto mine and let out a passionate groan. Kayla tilted her hips forward and let me find her clit with my tongue, and I pulled it into my lips and sucked on her.

Above me, I could hear the sounds of Lucia and Kayla kissing each other, leaning forward and meeting lips somewhere over my navel. The sounds were muffled by Kayla's ankles pressing into my ears. She shivered against me as I sucked her clit, pushing herself down hard on my face. I could barely breathe, but barely was enough.

My hard cock speared through Lucia again and again, and I could tell that I was hitting that good spot inside of her, the spot that made her gasp when she sat back down, made her thighs twitch around me. She started to take me in halfway, aiming me into her G-spot, then pushing down on me, hammering me up into the same place with fast thrusts while she tasted Kayla's tongue.

I sucked in a breath through my nose, trying to contain myself. Lucia felt fucking exquisite, and she was working me with no mercy. I focused on Kayla, lapping at her clit, pushing my tongue up inside her and trying to stretch her out.

Kayla was ready, though, quivering and letting high-pitched sounds of pleasure slip out of her mouth. She tilted again, giving me her clitoris, and I took it in, pulling and flicking at her nub with the tip of my tongue. Sounds of encouragement reached me, muffled by her legs around my head. I worked her harder, sliding my hands up her belly to find her breasts, pinching her nipples between my fingers.

With a deep push against me, Kayla came, half-screaming into Lucia's mouth as she wiggled on top of me. Her pussy swallowed my nose, and I just kept sucking on her clit, holding my breath and driving every ounce of ecstasy into her that I could. I let her go only when she pulled away, while I sucked in air and watched her ass tremble in front of my face.

"You have...such a fucking...good mouth," Kayla panted. She slumped into Lucia, laying her head over her shoulder while Lucia rode me. I saw Kayla's shoulder move, then felt her fingers; she was rubbing Lucia's clit while she kissed the Latina's neck.

"Ooh, you two..." Lucia's voice was strained. I thrust up into her, my hands still gripping Kayla's thighs for leverage. Kayla's fingers poked against my shaft as she rubbed Lucia. I could see her long, brown hair trailing down her arm and brushing against Lucia's bouncing left breast.

It was too much. Clamping my eyes shut as I held off with everything I had, I lasted another second-and-a-half before a growling moan burst out of me and I came inside Lucia. She kept riding me, and my seed dripped down my shaft, pushed down by her wet lips and tight, dripping tunnel.

She rode me hard until her orgasm hit her, Kayla rubbing it right out of her, sucking on her neck and her ear and grabbing her tit, pulling Lucia into herself. Lucia shook on my cock, slamming down on me and grinding, her arms clutched around Kayla's back and holding her tightly.

Slowly, Lucia pulled off of me and slid backward, her orgasm leaving her shaky. My cock came out into the open air, a dash of cold into my senses. Kayla, still on top of me, bent herself down flat and sucked my cock into her mouth. I groaned as she cleaned off my mess and Lucia's juices, sucking on me until I was clean before letting me fall out of her mouth with a satisfied sigh.

And it was at that moment the break room door opened.

All our heads turned to see Grace, beaming at the three of us like she'd just won a trip around the world.

"Sluts!" Grace shouted, giggling. "You didn't lock the back door!"


Chapter 6


Weak with the intense aftershocks of our climaxes, our tangled threesome struggled to get up, but we managed to get to sitting on the couch. Grace didn't hesitate a second, plopping herself down next to Lucia, shoulder-to-shoulder, and casting an appreciative glance down the row of our three naked bodies.

"I wish I'd gotten here two minutes earlier," she commented.

"You still got a pretty good look," Kayla said, tilting her head to look down at her. "Did you come to catch us in the act?"

"Not quite." Grace laughed. "Though I did hope I would! I came to tell you all..."

She looked at me. I gave her a nod.

Grace grinned. "That I love you."

Kayla's eyes lit up. "He told you?"

"Yesterday! I could barely contain myself this long!"

Lucia hugged Grace, pulling the two of them into me. "This is just...the best!"

I couldn't keep the smile off my face. I opened my mouth to say something, and then my stomach growled, loudly and in most embarrassing fashion. All three of their heads turned slowly toward me.

"Uh," I said. "Sorry."

Kayla smacked my arm, laughing. "Jeez, Ethan. My pussy wasn't enough for you?"

"Too low-calorie," I said, making a biting motion.

"Then it's time for the cookies." Lucia stood, clapping her hands together.

"Ooh! Cookies?" Grace looked around.

We pulled on our clothes and headed out to the bakery (after Lucia made sure we all washed our hands). The two trays of cookies sat on the back counter, warm and smelling of pure, delicious chocolate-chippy goodness. Kayla pulled cold bottles of milk out of the fridge for us, and we dug in. Heartily.

"I'm going to have a stomachache tomorrow," I said, devouring them one after the other with gusto, "but these are the best fucking cookies I have ever eaten."

"You can take them upstairs with you," Lucia said, then glanced over the trays. One was already empty. "Well. If there's any left."

"We'll see about that," I joked, reaching for another.

It was the perfect end to a perfect night. With just a few cookies remaining, I elected to put them in a glass jar in the break room for everyone. Lucia got them in there nicely while I gave the couch a good cleaning, telling myself that we should really stop having sex in here when we could just go up to my place at the cost of thirty extra seconds.

But tonight, swimming in love, with Lucia rescuing the cookies from the oven and the four of us all squeezed together against the counter, it was perfect. I wouldn't have done it any other way.

The four of us left out the back door, and I locked it up, fully aware of the irony that I had chastised Austin for being sloppy about the keys and then pulled this little number. But at least it had led to Grace getting a good glimpse of the afterparty, and a mouthful of cookies.

"I hate having to go home and leave you guys," Kayla said, stretching her arms up into the cool night air. "When are we going to do something about that?"

"You mean like, our own place? For all of us?" Grace said.

Kayla nodded. "Sure. Why not?" She grinned. "When my lease is up, anyway. The early termination fee is absurd."

"Living together," Lucia said slowly, a smile growing on her. "We'd need a big place."

"There's got to be something around here," Grace said. "Doesn't have to be right away. But maybe we keep our eyes open. Ethan?"

"Eyes open," I said, reaching over to grab one of each of their hands as we stood behind the store. "I'd love that. And in the interim, we just need to have as many nights over with each other as possible."

"Yeah," Kayla said, her voice warm as she rubbed across my fingers. "Since we're in love, and all."

"Yes." That fullness inside me again, making my cheeks feel hot. "Terribly, sexily, stupidly in love."

To be continued...
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