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  Foreword


This book is a complete collection of the Bookshop Harem series, containing all 10 books. 

Thanks so much for reading, and I hope you enjoy the story!

Myra








  
  About Bookshop Harem

(from Book 1)


Ethan was ready to start a new life. He wasn't ready to start a new relationship. 
Leaving behind a high-pressure job in the city, 38-year-old Ethan is settling down in the small town of Timber Creek and taking ownership of Quill's End bookshop. He's ready to dive into a lifelong dream of owning a bookstore and slowing down.

But the town of Timber Creek has more in store for him. While moving in, Ethan runs into Grace, a gorgeous blonde woman hired to clean the store before it reopens. Before he knows it, she's asking him out for coffee, and a fun date quickly becomes much more.

Ethan thought things wouldn't get crazy until it was time to open the store, but this is only the beginning for him and his burgeoning Bookshop Harem.








  
  Bookshop Harem: Book 1









Chapter 1








ETHAN



I looked up the set of stairs, which seemed a lot steeper while I was carrying a 40-pound box. 
I probably should have hired some people to help me move in here—but at the same time, this was not my only box full of books. I couldn't look a mover in the eye while I told him to put the seventh or eighth box of books upstairs with all the others.
I inhaled and I ascended the stairs once again. I was about to live out my dream. How grumpy could I really be?
The deal had closed months ago. I'd come to the small town of Timber Creek at least half a dozen times during the proceedings, trying to get familiar with what would become my new home. Commercial real estate isn't typically a quick business, especially in a small town where the bureaucracy of it all feels no particular rush. The former me might have been frustrated by that.
But I was thirty-eight years old now, and I'd spent my whole life getting frustrated over slow lawyers and lags in reporting. I viewed the Quill's End process as an opportunity to reset my internal clock and work on changing my pace.
I hadn't expected it to work. I had expected to relapse into making phone calls and sending emails.
But that didn't happen. There was something about this town that was already helping me become a newer, better person. I swore that I could feel it.
As I reached the top of the stairs, I knew for a fact that I was at least improving from a cardio perspective. Bracing the box against my core, I moved through my new upper floor residence, all the way to the back office where the books would go.
That was when I heard the noise downstairs.
I paused, still holding the box. Then I set it down, because Jesus, my shoulders were burning. I should be the only one here; the deal was closed. I had to go downstairs and investigate.
I went back down, stepping out onto the sidewalk from the door at the bottom of the stairs, and moving further back so I could get a good look at the whole place.
Quill's End, the bookstore in Timber Creek. Absolutely gorgeous from the front, with huge plate glass windows bracing the door. There was no sign up top; rather, the name of the bookshop was elegantly painted on the lefthand window in ornate gold lettering with silver trim. Today was my moving-in day: I'd bought Quill's End, and I would be living above the bookstore and running the shop.
But to my shock, through the front window, I saw someone else moving around inside.
The window was smudged and in need of cleaning, so I couldn't make them out. And when I tried the front door, it was locked. Furrowing my brow, I found the key in my pocket, opened the front door, and stepped inside.
Ding-a-ding! 
The bell above the door rang out into the bookstore, a tiny sound in a huge space. But it cut through, all the way to the person standing inside.
"Oh!" A surprised gasp came from the back of the store as the bell chime reached their ears. "Coming!"
I stepped forward, drinking in the sight of this place once again. Quill's End was a beautiful building, all high ceilings and dark wood. The place was three stories tall, and the second story was just the open air of the rafters stretching above the bookshelves. The front door opened up into a flat landing, stretching wide from end to end, until a few steps later it rose into four sleek wooden stairs that brought you to the main level. From there it was the checkout counter on the far left, tables of curated books arranged in front of it, and the stacks beyond, elegant and perfect, all built by hand forty-seven years ago and filling the space.
Then the young woman appeared from behind a bookshelf. And compared to her, the place was nothing.
"Ah, Mr. Reaves!" The girl's eyes lit up in excitement, and she hurried past the book-laden tables, coming down the steps to join me on the landing.
"Ethan," I said automatically. "Just Ethan is fine, um..."
"Grace," the girl said to me, offering a timid smile. 
She was absolutely gorgeous, with green eyes and long, strawberry blonde hair falling around her shoulders. Grace wore a yellow blouse with an attractive little strip of ruffle winding its way across her chest and down the side, and a pair of jeans that hugged her hips and thighs and legs, making it look like they were painted on. They might have been...jeggings? Is that what they were called?
Just looking at her, I felt old. She was so sexy it was like she emitted light.
"Hi, Grace," I said, recovering from the slap of her good looks. I offered her my hand, and she took it, her fingers dainty against mine. "Sorry, I don't remember us meeting. Am I forgetting?"
"No, no." Grace blushed, dropping down her hand. "I saw you around the last couple times you came to town, but I never got to introduce myself. Sorry, that must have been weird."
"It's fine," I assured her. "But, what exactly are you doing here? The door was locked."
Grace clapped her hand to her mouth. "Oh god. You didn't even know I was here. You must think I was...robbing the place or something!"
"Not at all," I said quickly, holding up my hands. "I just heard some noise and came downstairs to check."
Grace was still blushing, but she lowered her hand. "I'm so sorry! I had no idea you were here already, I should have come around to the front. I came in through the back door. I'm here to clean, I have a contract with the Timber Creek Chamber of Commerce, that's why I have a key."
She brushed down the front of her shirt. "Bright Sunshine Cleaning, at your service." 






  
  Chapter 2


Grace beamed at me, her smile dazzling, practically knocking the breath out of my chest. It was only at that moment that I noticed she held a duster in her hand. I had been too distracted by the rest of her to realize it. 
"They said you wouldn't be here till later in the day, so I had planned to be done before you arrived," she explained. 
"I'm a little ahead of schedule." I smiled. "Actually, I was eager to get here and move in. I left home—my old home—at, jeez, I guess it had been two in the morning today."
"Wow," Grace said. "I hope you got some coffee for the drive."
I nodded. "Yep. Brewed it, then unplugged the coffee maker and threw it in the back of the moving truck. Can't be on the road for eight hours without coffee."
I stopped myself from saying more, because I could tell I was flirting with this girl, like I couldn't help it. She had to be like, twenty years old. I didn't want to be a creep.
"I'll leave you to it," I started to say, and then I just kept going. "You...really dress like that when you're cleaning?"
Grace looked down at the floor. "Not...uh, not normally. Sorry, it's embarrassing..."
"Embarrassing?"
Grace squeaked. But she looked back up at me. 
"I'm trying to be more, uh...forward. Forward and honest." She closed her eyes and pulled in a breath, then opened them again, showing their vibrant green. "And here you are, so I should tell you...I dressed nice in case I saw you today." Her lips screwed up a little bit, but she pressed on. "Because, um, honestly I think you're cute, and I was, um, thinking of asking you out for coffee."
"Are you being serious?" I asked. "I must be twice your age."
"No way," Grace said. "How old are you, Mr...Ethan?"
"Thirty-eight."
Grace smiled. "I'm twenty-four."
"Twenty-four," I repeated. "I haven't had a twenty-four year old even look at me since...since I was twenty-four." I laughed.
Grace shook her head. "I don't believe you! When's the last time you even looked at yourself?"
"Uh..." I looked down at my body. I wasn't in my best stuff—actually, I had gotten a new wardrobe with this move. I had on jeans, a black T-shirt, and a flannel long-sleeved shirt on over that, the buttons undone. I had a flat stomach, a short trim of beard that I wasn't sure I loved. "I don't really think about that stuff."
"Well, you look hot," Grace said with a shrug, then her eyes went wide like she couldn't believe she just said that. 
I hesitated. My love life thus far had not been...great. Never married. I'd worked at a high-pressure company for the majority of my adult life, and it hadn't left me a lot of time to date. Sure, I'd made this move to start a new chapter of my life, and finding someone to spend it with was going to be part of that. I just hadn't pictured it to be someone as young as Grace, or, hell, even anywhere near as beautiful as Grace.
"So—so what do you say?" she asked me.
She was nervous. I was also nervous. I had never had a woman ask me out before, make the first move like this. And god, she was so...she was saying I was hot? While she looked like this? 
It would be crazy to take her out. It would be crazy not to take her out. 
And I didn't come here to live my life the same way I always had. 
"All right, Grace," I said, smiling despite the nerves this girl was giving me, nerves that city officials and CEOs had failed to give me during my career. "I'd love to go out for coffee with you."
Grace brightened immediately. I watched the energy swell up inside her, so visibly I thought she might start jumping up and down. But she calmed herself, and when she raised her hand to her chest, I saw it was shaking a little.
"I can't believe I did that," she said. "And I can't believe you...said yes."
"Are you alright?" I asked her uncertainly.
Grace nodded quickly. "Super alright. Oh my god, I'm excited."
I didn't want to go spewing it out there, but I was, too. "Do you have another cleaning job after this?"
"No, just this one today," Grace said. 
"Well how about this then," I told her. "I need a break from going up and down those stairs. What if you delay your work here by, say, a half hour, and you show me where the good coffee is in Timber Creek?"
This time, Grace actually did jump.






  
  Chapter 3


Standing out on the sidewalk in front of the store, Grace looked up at me nervously. I was about two inches taller than her. 
"Um...we can walk," Grace said. "JJ's is right around the corner."
"Sure," I said, and the two of us walked side-by-side down the sidewalk. If the air didn't smell so good and the breeze on my face didn't feel so real, I would have suspected this of being a dream. But I'd hope my dream self wasn't cruel enough to make me live through two stories' worth of stairs fifteen times.
"I hope I didn't look like an idiot," Grace said quietly as we walked.
"What, just for asking me out?" I inquired.
"And blushing like a tomato," she added, shaking her head. 
"I thought it was cute," I told her honestly. "You want the truth from me? I'm the one who feels like an idiot. I've never been asked out by a woman, I was blown away. And I mean, look at you. You're gorgeous. I have to assume that you're bait for some kind of crime syndicate, leading me into an alley to get mugged."
She had already started laughing halfway through my last sentence.
"Oh my god, you're too funny," she said to me. "The Timber Creek crime syndicate, ha! Their gross revenue would be like, fifty grand for the year, at best. But I bet a lot wouldn't be reported as taxable, so not too shabby."
That made me chuckle, too. Once she was warmed up, Grace was pretty witty.
JJ's turned out to be the local nickname for the coffee shop JavaJava, sitting on a corner in the village area, two blocks from Quill's End. I pulled open the glass door for Grace, and the two of us went inside. We ordered drinks and Grace tried to pay, but I took care of it.
"You got the nerve up to ask me out," I said to her. "I can buy the coffee."
"Okay, but I swear I didn't ask you to get a free coffee," she replied.
"Sure, sure," I said, grinning, 
"Oh, a tease," Grace said, and we picked up our drinks and sat down.
"Only when I'm in a good mood," I said, tucking my chair in. "So, Grace. You're twenty-four. You like coffee. You work for Bright Sunshine Cleaning. Am I right so far?"
"Close," she said. "I own BSC. I handle the municipal contract jobs and I have two employees who do residential."
"No shit," I said.
"Tell me something about you, Ethan." Grace leaned over her coffee. "You know more about me, now. It's...only fair."
"Well, I own Quill's End," I started slowly.
"Of course I know that," Grace said, waving her hand. "Something, um, something pre-Timber Creek."
"Right." I gave it some thought. "Okay. I used to live in New York City, before I moved to Ohio briefly to help settle the company merger, and that's where I made my big drive from to get here."
"Merger," Grace said. "Were you, like, a CEO?"
I shook my head. "An executive. I was with Farrington—the company—for eighteen years. Worked my way up from the sales floor. They merged with a competing territory lender based in Ohio, I lived there for six months to assist the transition for my team, and they offered me a buyout on my stake. I saw it as an opportunity to start a new and less stressful life."
Grace leaned back in her chair, looking at me with her lips parted. "Holy shit. So you were like, a big deal."
I smirked. "Not in the context of the city. Farrington was pretty small, the merger saved like everyone's job there, honestly."
"Except yours?"
"I could have stayed," I said. "I'm thinking I chose something better."
My heart thumped. I reached across the table and put my hand on Grace's. To my great relief, she smiled, blushing, still looking me in the eyes.
"That's a big change," she said, her voice breathy. She turned her hand around, rubbed her fingers on my palm. "You know, you might be, uh...you might become a big deal around here."
"Why do you say that?"
"You saved Quill's End," Grace practically gushed, sliding her fingers into mine. "It's been around here forever. When Mr. Delaney had to retire, the plan was to close up shop. No one around here was going to buy it, bookstores aren't, you know, a get-rich-quick scheme."
"I'm quite aware of that," I said with a laugh.
She continued, impassioned. "It's a college town, you know? I go to Meadows—Albert Meadows University—for grad school, and we all love the bookshop. So many of us were devastated when we heard it might be closing down." Grace squeezed my hand. "You're like...an angel. You're saving an important part of the town. They should be...they should be throwing a parade for you!"
I gaped at her. I couldn't help it. "It's really that big of a deal?"
"Maybe not to everyone around here," she admitted sheepishly. "But to me? To my friends? It's a miracle."
"Well I'm..." I was floored. "I'm even more glad that I came here, Grace."
She smiled. "Me too."
Grace sipped her coffee and looked at me, then flicked her eyes to the side like she was thinking. 
"I should probably get back," she said, looking at me and letting the sentence linger. 
I dipped my head in a nod. "Sure."
Coffees in hand, we left JJ's and headed back the way we had come, chatting a little more about the town. When we arrived back at Quill's End, we stopped by the front door. 
"Here, I'll let you in," I said to her, sliding my key into the lock and pushing the door open. I stepped inside and let her follow me. She walked past me, set her coffee cup down on one of the steps above the landing, then she came back over to me.
"That was fun," I said. "I'd do it again, if you wanted."
"Yeah." Grace looked up at me, breathing a little fast. 
Then she whispered to herself, "fuck it," and the next second her arms were around me and her lips were on mine. 
I caught her easily, her weight nothing. She kissed me hard, and after my initial surprise, I kissed her back, and when her tongue found its way between my lips, I lost my sense of propriety. I put my arms around her and slid my tongue along hers, tasting the sweet vanilla of her coffee. She breathed out a tiny sigh as I pulled her up close against me.
"Wow," she said to me quietly as our lips parted. "You're this good of a kisser? Are you sure you're not married?"
My heart did double-time in my chest as I looked down at this beautiful girl in my arms, this girl who had just leapt on me and kissed me with more passion than I'd ever been kissed with in my life. 
"Single," I said dumbly, too overwhelmed by the rush of emotions to say anything particularly clever.
"Then you can kiss me again," she said.
I did, and this time I felt less like a spectator, pressing my hand into Grace's back and feeling the warmth of her body as she touched me. I hesitated as her breasts squished into me, but she didn't, rubbing herself into my chest. And as her leg pressed into my crotch, either accidentally or on purpose, that was when I realized I was incredibly, painfully hard.
I held her by the shoulders, catching my breath. "What are you doing to me?" I said to her.
"I don't know," Grace said quietly, and then a smile grew on her face as she met my eyes. "But I know what I'd like to do to you."
She bit down on her lip, her hand pressing against my stomach. She slid her fingers down, down and down until they were running over the outline of the hardness in my jeans. I groaned.
"Wow," she breathed, touching me gently. "You're this hard for me, that's so...wow." That blush came back into her face, so cute and innocent, clashing with the fact that she had just plunged her tongue inside my mouth and now had her fingers wrapping around the bulge in my pants.
She squeezed me, and she pulled in a sharp little breath at the same time I did.
"Did you move your bed in yet?" she whispered to me.
"I—yeah," I admitted, fighting that instinct of propriety as it clawed its way back into my senses to talk to her. "Grace, do you really want to...go upstairs? We only just met, and, well, it's our first date." 
I smiled, but it was strained. Some voice inside my head wished that it had hands so it could choke me.
Grace pulled in a deep breath, steadying herself. "I know it's fast," she said, "but I've been thinking about you ever since I saw you first come to town those few months ago. And I resisted the urge to stalk you online because I didn't want to be some kind of creeper."
I wanted to tell her that I was the one who had been worried about being a creep. But I didn't interrupt her.
She nibbled at her lip, then gave my dick a squeeze, as if realigning herself. "But now you're here, and you just look so fucking good, Ethan, and I'm tired of resisting urges. I've been resisting urges my whole life, staying quiet and working hard and keeping my thoughts to myself."
Grace lifted her hand from my cock, running her fingers up me and wrapping them around my shoulders while she looked me dead in the eye. "So yes. I really want to go upstairs with you. Do you want to go upstairs with me?"
The voice in my head won. In fact, it joined in with my normal voice, and together they sang a duet of affirmation in my mind as I ran my fingers through Grace's strawberry blonde hair and felt my dick throb in my pants.
"Come with me," I told her.
"Husky voice," she said, licking her lips. "I like that."
We couldn't get to my place from the store itself, so we went outside again, this time with me clutching her hand. I locked the Quill's End door in record time. 
"I've never been up here," Grace said as we climbed the stairs. The enclosed stairwell to the living area above the shop was built into the left side of the building.
"You didn't make out with old Mr. Delaney?" I looked back at her as we climbed.
"Oh, god. No." She laughed. "He didn't live up here, it was vacant. They used it for storage, I think."
"Now it's storage, plus a bed." I opened my door and we went inside.
"It's a mess," I admitted.
"You're moving in," Grace told me. "It would be weird if it wasn't." She kissed me again, this time sliding her hand inside my shirt, running it across my chest.
I brought us to the bedroom, which was right above where the small bakery and coffee counter in Quill's End was down below, if I estimated right. My bed was simple, with just a fitted sheet on the mattress so far. I hadn't gotten around to unpacking the comforter and pillows.
Grace didn't care. We fell onto the bed together, wrapped up in each other's arms. I kissed her neck and I smelled the coconut from her shampoo. She moaned, throwing her head back, letting me kiss down into the swell of her cleavage. I put my hand up her shirt and felt her flat stomach, her skin hot against me. The tips of my fingers pressed into the underside of her bra.
"I want to take it off," she whispered to me. "But you first."
I sat up, my eyes locked onto Grace while she lay there on my bed. Her hair spread out onto the blue sheet, a halo of blonde. Her shirt rumpled up on her, showing her stomach, her navel alive with her breath. She had brought her hand down and tucked her fingers into the waistband of her jeans. 
"You are fucking beautiful," I told her, and she smiled up at me.
"Thank you," she said. "I want to see you naked, Ethan."
I would have done a backflip off the bed if she'd told me to. I got my flannel overshirt off and then ripped off the T-shirt underneath, baring my chest to her. Grace let out an appreciative sound and raised her hand up, touching me.
"Hairy," she whispered, running her hands through the dark fuzz on my chest. "I like it."
"Good, because I don't wax," I told her with a grin.
She scratched me with her nails. "The pants, too."






  
  Chapter 4


I undid my belt and took down the pants and underwear together, letting myself out in front of her.  
Grace exhaled, reaching out and taking my hard length in her hand. She stroked it, swallowing. I could see her nibbling the inside of her lip. Her touch was light and wonderful. 
"Your turn," I said.
"Okay," she said, a guilty look crossing her face. "But first I have to tell you something."
"It can't be that bad if you're still jerking me off," I grinned, flicking my eyes down to her hand.
"Not a bad thing." She squeezed me. "Maybe it is. I don't know. Ugh, god..." Grace breathed in through her nose. "I haven't, um, I haven't had sex with anyone before. Not...not yet."
I let the air out of my chest. "You're telling me you're a virgin?"
Grace nodded, and I could see the embarrassment on her face. I bent down and put a hand on her cheek, feeling the heat.
"Hey," I said softly. "That's nothing to be ashamed of."
"I just feel stupid," she said, her voice a whisper. "The longer I waited to have sex, the more embarrassed I got about having to tell a guy the truth, and now I'm twenty-four and I still haven't done it."
"You told me," I said to her. "Now that's over. And I don't care one bit, that's the honest truth."
She raised her other hand up and put it on mine where I was touching her face. "I knew you were a good guy."
I rubbed her cheek lightly with my fingers. "We don't have to do anything you're not ready for."
"You're not off the hook," she said, sitting up a little. "I just wanted to get that...out of the way. I still want you. Really fucking bad. And just because I haven't had sex, that doesn't mean I haven't...done other things."
Grace lifted her face to mine, her hand still on my dick. "I don't know if I'm ready for...mm...home base yet. But I want you to lay back and I want to put your cock in my mouth."
Arousal like a flash of lightning streaked through my body. "You talk pretty dirty for a timid girl."
Grace smiled at me. "I'm working on it." Then she shifted beneath me and pushed on my chest and all of a sudden I was on my back on the bed and she was on her knees over me, looking down at me like some kind of dominant queen. There was a window behind her, afternoon light streaming in and highlighting the beauty of her body. 
"But first, a deal's a deal," she said to me, and she pulled off her shirt, revealing her lithe body and its firm muscle. I saw the definition in her arms, the mark of someone who cleaned for a living. Her bra was simple and white, and it had a front clasp, which she opened neatly, letting her bra slide down her shoulders.
"Fuck," I said. I couldn't help it. Her boobs were big, way bigger than I had expected, way bigger than her shirt had hinted at. Way, way more than a handful, she had hard, pink nipples that were mesmerizing against her creamy skin. 
Grace giggled. "You like them, huh?"
"You have the best tits I've ever seen," I said weakly, like they were pulling all the energy from my body.
"Good boy," Grace said, blushing and faltering for a moment, but keeping my gaze. "That's what I like to hear."
Her voice was soft, but the energy of it put a charge directly into my bones. Casually, Grace reached down to her jeans, undoing the button and opening her fly to show me the pink triangle of her underwear. With a smile, she hooked her thumbs into them and pulled everything down, tilting back onto her bottom and sticking her legs in the air so that she could take it all off, and then she was as naked as I was, just looking infinitely better.
She let me drink in her body for a few seconds. The curve of her hips, the trimmed hair above her pussy and the silky-looking lips there. Then she lowered herself down, wrapping a hand around my cock and bringing her mouth to me. She breathed purposefully on my shaft, making my whole body tingle.
"Grace..." I moaned.
She didn't say anything. She just looked lustfully at my cock, and then she went down to the base and ran her tongue all the way up from the bottom to the tip. I sucked in a breath as she opened her lips and took my dick inside, her tongue swirling around the head.
"Oh, fuck," I moaned softly, watching the beautiful blonde sink her mouth down onto my member. She took me deeper than I expected, and she brought a hand to my balls, caressing them, kneading them gently and playing with them while she sucked me.
I was completely in her grasp. All I could do was reach down and put my hand on her shoulder, feeling the softness of her skin. She didn't seem to notice my touch at all. She hadn't been lying when she said she wanted to suck my cock. Once I was in her mouth, it seemed like to her, my dick was the only thing in the world. I felt her moan around my shaft as she took me deep into herself and made me nudge the back of her throat.
All I could think was, If she's this good at giving blowjobs, maybe it's no surprise she's a virgin. Maybe no guy has ever lasted long enough in her mouth to go another round with her.
A silly thought, but those were the only kind I was capable of right now, if any at all. Grace's tongue was exquisite, traveling all around the head and shaft of my cock as she bobbed up and down on me. Almost as incredible as the feeling of her mouth on me were the sounds she made as she blew me. Sounds of passion, sounds of delight and lust. It painted the picture of a girl who absolutely loved sucking dick, and she was living out her fantasy.
It occurred to me then that Grace very well might have fantasized about sucking my dick. The idea was so hot that it felt like a dream.
"Grace, you're incredible," I choked out, squeezing her shoulder. "If you keep that up, I'm going to..."
I didn't finish—at least, not my sentence. Grace came off my cock with a long, slow motion, tilting her head up to meet my eyes.
"Going to cum in my mouth?" Grace asked me.
"Yes," I wheezed.
"Permission granted," Grace said to me, and then she immediately devoured my cock again, somehow going even harder and faster than before, actively sucking on me when she pulled her lips back up my shaft.
"Fuck," I panted, squirming beneath her. My orgasm boiled inside of me. Permission granted. What a fucking sexy thing to say. She planted a hand on my groin and went deep on me, and the moment I felt the first inch or two of my cock nudge into her throat, that was it. I tumbled past the point of no return.
"Grace!" I grunted. "I'm gonna—!"
That was all I could manage, and it was all that Grace needed. She moaned in approval, and even before she was done, I was splattering the inside of her mouth with my cum. She pulled back and let me shoot onto her tongue, then pushed down so it was going right down her throat. Even while I was cumming, she was accommodating my cock as it jumped and pulsed in her mouth, emptying my very soul into her.
Grace didn't let a drop out. And when it was over, and I was left panting and heaving on the bed, she slowly pulled off of me again, this time with a huge smile on her face.
"Fuck, that was fun," she said.
I was a wreck. I hadn't had an orgasm that powerful in...I literally couldn't remember. It might have been the best one of my life. But even with my body ravaged by the exhaustion of ecstasy, I wanted more of this beautiful girl. 
I sprung up from the bed and put my hands on her shoulders, this time spinning her around and being the one to push her down onto the bed. She giggled in surprise, her big breasts bouncing.
"That was the best blowjob I've ever had," I growled.
"You're just saying that," she said.
I shook my head. "I'm not. I think you've changed my life. There's the part of my life before you blew me, and now there's my new life, with a whole new understanding of the world."
Grace blushed, dissolving into laughter. "That might be the best compliment I've ever gotten."
"Well, let me see if I can top it." I moved my head down, kissing her neck, licking her supple skin. "It's fine if you're not ready to have sex. But I want to make you feel at least half as good as I just did. How about that?"
I whispered the words into her, and I felt her shiver beneath my touch.
"I would like that," she breathed to me.
Nothing more needed to be said. I kissed down her neck and into her cleavage again, but this time, there was no clothing in the way. I moved my face down between the huge swell of her breasts. I put my hands on both of them, pushing them together to brush against my cheeks. Grace moaned as I found her nipple with my fingers, and then with my tongue, licking circles around her hard nub before pulling it into my mouth.
"God, yes," she said, arching her back. "I...I really love my nipples played with..."
I didn't need to respond to that, not with words, anyway. Rolling her nipple between my tongue and lips, I found her other one with my fingers and pinched it, eliciting a pleasured gasp from her. I cupped the weight of her breast with my hand while I licked and sucked at her nipple, and I moved to her other breast, wetting her there and making her writhe beneath me as I sucked on her sensitive nipples.
She panted, sounding like she was heading into delirium just from my mouth on her breasts. I gave her what she wanted, but I was seeking a tastier prize, and I let my mouth travel southward, kissing down her belly. She shifted underneath me, and I felt her legs open to let me in. That subtle movement made me flush with desire.
I reached her center, nuzzling my chin and nose along her short-trimmed hairs and smelling the heady scent of her arousal well before I even laid eyes on her vulva. Her pussy was gorgeous, the lips shaven and soft, glistening with pinkness and wetness. I breathed on her, making her feel how close I was.
"Yes," she moaned, arching herself toward me. "Oh, Ethan..."
I pressed my tongue against her lips and tasted her. She screamed in pent-up pleasure and jerked underneath me, not prepared for the touch no matter how much she had anticipated it. I sank my tongue into her folds and let her juices run across me, smearing on my lips and dominating my senses.
Grace's body moved beneath me, and I brought my hands to her hips, holding her. I licked my tongue up from the bottom of her pussy to the top, tasting everything she had to offer. I bumped her clitoris with the tip of my tongue, savoring the little thrust she gave at the touch. Then I went low and plunged my tongue into her tunnel, digging my fingers into her hips and pulling her body towards my mouth.
She was panting, her breath loud enough for me to hear even with my ears between her thighs. I rubbed my nose against her clit as I ate her. The short hairs on her mound scratched delicately at me. I liked the sounds she made when my tongue stretched her tunnel open, so I kept doing it, sinking my tongue into her and moving it inside of her, fighting with the gripping muscles of her pussy.
"Oh my god," she murmured, her words saturated with desire. "Don't you...dare fucking stop..."
I had no intention of that. I hugged her thighs around my face as I licked her pussy, drinking down her juices. Then I slipped one arm up between her legs, traveling up her stomach to find her breast. I took it in my hand, and when I pinched her nipple between my fingers, Grace gasped, her back arching. She moved so powerfully that I had to hold her down with my other hand.
"Yes," she cried, "Ethan, yes, keep doing that!"
Her sensitive nipple rolled across the pads of my fingers. I took her whole breast in my hand, or at least as much as I could, and squeezed it gently, feeling her soft flesh yield. Then I returned to her nipple, and at the same time, I rose my mouth to her clit, capturing it in my lips and pulling her pleasure button into my mouth.
Grace gasped, but she couldn't speak. Her stomach muscles tightened beneath my reaching arm. She shoved her pussy upward, pressing into my face as I sucked on her clitoris, and I pulled it between my lips and let the tip of my tongue flick at her bud.
"Ethan," she moaned, her voice tight and strained and locked up inside of her chest as I reached for her other nipple and tweaked it. "Ethan...don't stop!"
With my other hand, I gently pushed a finger inside of her sopping wet tunnel. I made sure not to go too deep, but she accepted me easily, and before I knew it I was all the way inside, curling my finger into her.
"Another one!" she demanded. "Put another one in!"
I did, stretching her tunnel open, massaging her with my fingers while I sucked her and played with her nipples, and Grace darted her hand down and grabbed my head, bucking into my mouth.
"Ethan!" she cried out, and then her body surged beneath me, her orgasm firing through her. I pinched her nipple hard, sucking on her clit, my fingers inside her. I felt her pussy clench around me, squeezing and releasing repeatedly, her breath coming out in choked gasps as each wave of pleasure lifted her up and then slammed her back down.
And when it was over, she was even more of a wreck than I had been, her hair scattered on the bed and flung over her face, her chest heaving and her tits rocking. I lifted my mouth from her and pulled myself free of her hole gently. She made a quiet sound as I left her.
I moved up next to her on the bed, lying by her side and putting my arm over her. Grace turned her head toward me. Her cheeks were red, and she lifted a hand to get the hair out of her face.
"Okay," she said. "Maybe now I believe you about the life-changing orgasm."






  
  Chapter 5


"This feels like a stupid question," I started. 
"I can't wait," Grace said with a smile. We hadn't gotten dressed yet, and I tried not to stare at her chest while she lay next to me.
"You didn't..." I let air out of my nose. "This makes me feel like such a dumb guy. But should you have had, like, a...hymen, when I fingered you?"
Grace tilted her head on the bed. "Oh, because I'm a virgin. No, no. I broke that a long time ago. I can put things up me besides penises, you know."
"Yep, I'm stupid," I said quickly, raising my hand to my forehead. "Can I take the question back?"
"Too late." Grace grinned. "Hymens break all the time. Girls can break them just from horseback riding. In fact—"
I held up a hand. "I get it. I am woefully misinformed."
"I imagine you don't deal with many virgins," Grace said, running her fingers down my arm. "I forgive you."
"Very gracious of you," I replied, grinning, eliciting a groan from her.
"I'll forgive you for that too, but you're pushing it." She rolled toward me and planted her lips on mine, closing her eyes as she gave me a long, soft kiss. "I'd stay in bed with you all day, but I do have to get back down there. I don't mess around with the city contracts."
"I guess both of us have a lot of work to do," I said. I stroked my hand down her side. "All right. All right. I'm going to drag myself out of this bed with you. Just know it's the hardest thing I've ever done."
We got ourselves up and got our clothes on, and she ran her fingers through her hair to get the loose strands out of her face. "Do you have a lot left to move?"
I shrugged. "More than I'd like to, but I'm almost done."
"I can help out," she offered.
I waved the offer away. "You've got your own stuff to do. Don't worry, you've recharged my batteries fully. I could do this whole move over from the beginning, drive and all."
I walked with her down the stairs, and we stood back in front of the store. 
"Thanks for indulging me," Grace said, holding both of my hands. "I still can't believe I got up the nerve."
"I still can't believe this actually happened," I said to her. "I keep waiting to wake up."
"Now would be a good time, before you do a bunch of manual labor." She laughed.
"Well, I still hope I don't."
She squeezed my hands and then let go. "Go on, get your stuff in so you can get this big, ugly truck out of here."
"Let me get the door for you," I said.
"That's okay," Grace said. "It's better if I go around to the back, that's where my stuff is anyway, and you won't need to lock back up. And um..." She shifted where she stood, her eyes flicking away from me, and then back. "We can see each other again, right? Because...I don't want this to just be a one-time thing."
"Of course," I told her, warmth spreading in my chest as she smiled.
"My phone's back in my car," she said, "but I'll stop by real soon and get your number, okay?"
"You know where to find me," I said to her. "And I hope I do see you again. Real soon."
"You will," she said, perking up. "Okay, we have gone well over the planned thirty minutes. I really have to get started."
"Go on, go on," I said. "Don't let me keep you."
Grace blew me a kiss as she stepped away, and she disappeared around the opposite side of the building, going through the alley to get to the other door.
I watched her go, finding myself just standing there for a minute. Had I really been this lucky? Grace was unbelievably gorgeous, and I'd never really thought of myself as the eye-catching type. I supposed these last few months of my life, this transition period, I'd been very active, I'd lost a few pounds, and I thought overall my demeanor had improved—still, I didn't think that alone could count for finding someone like Grace. The fact that I would be her type, the fact that she would be this into me...I couldn't credit that to anything but the greatest of fortune.
If I didn't move, she would see me standing out here through the front windows of the store, looking like a wistful idiot. Better not to spoil the magic. She had work to do, and so did I, so with a heave of my shoulders, I went back to the moving truck, opened it up, and started hauling boxes.
The physical labor of unloading the truck was markedly less fun than messing around in bed with Grace. The stark contrast of the two activities back-to-back made that even more apparent. Still, I gritted my teeth and sweated through, going hard at it for a couple of hours and breaking only briefly for a bottle of water and an energy bar pulled from the cab of the moving truck.
Finally, the very last box came upstairs with me, and I set it down with a satisfied grunt. It was kitchenware, and with that box on the counter, I collapsed onto my couch hard enough to knock it askew.
I lay there for a while, catching my breath, letting the pain leach out of my muscles to be replaced gradually with exhaustion. 
I drifted off for a little bit. I wasn't sure how long, but it couldn't have been for too long, because the late afternoon light was still there when I opened my eyes. I'd been having a dream that I couldn't remember; I could only recall watching an oversized barrel roll down some gargantuan set of stairs and hearing it go thump thump thump.
Knock knock knock.
I blinked. The noise had been real. Somebody was at my door.
I sat up on the couch, the aches and pains from my long day working their way through my body. I stood, stretching, groaning a little as I rolled all the kinks out. I would need a long, hard sleep after today, that was for sure.
I went to the door and pulled it open, my tired mind not even considering who it might be. If I had stopped to think about it, I would have realized that there was really only one person who would be knocking on my door right now.
It was Grace. Her hair was tied back, and she had a smudge on her face, evidence of the hard work she'd been doing cleaning Quill's End. Her tired face brightened into a big smile when she saw me, and so did mine.
"Is this 'real soon' enough?" she said to me.
"Never soon enough," I said to her. "You know, I might have just been dreaming about you climbing the stairs." I paused. "You were...a barrel."
Grace's mouth dropped open, and her hand shot out and shoved me in the chest. "I was not! You take that back."
I laughed, pretending to stumble backward. "I take it back, please don't hurt me."
Grace grinned, biting at the corner of her lip. "Are you going to invite me in, or what?"
I hurried backward, sweeping my arm to beckon her inside. "Please come in, Grace."
She did, glancing at me sideways as I closed the door. 
"How did it go down there?" I asked her.
"It's a big space, but it's not so hard to clean when it's not full of people," she said happily. "It looks really good. Really, really good. When are you supposed to open up again?"
"Next week, I said. "Wednesday. I'm going to have a meeting with the current staff on Monday, official meet and greet, see who's staying and who's not, that sort of thing."
"How many people work there?" Grace asked. "My friend Kayla usually works during school breaks or the summer, but I never asked her. I would see Mr. Delaney there all the time, of course. And the guy who runs the bakery counter most of the time."
"Well, if I'm the new Mr. Delaney," I said, "that would mean there are four other employees besides me. That bakery guy you're talking about would be Scott. Like fifty years old, right? I met with him most of the times I came into town to close the deal. He's the manager, but I guess he worked with the food while Mr. Delaney handled the front counter more often. Then there were three part-timers—Kayla must be one, or a seasonal worker—who would help out with either counter, and stocking, cleaning, and orders. Not a very big operation. A bookstore, even one this size in floor space, doesn't need a huge staff count."
Talking business had made me tighten up, speaking fast. I let out a breath, relaxing. "It's one of the reasons I wanted to run a store like this. Challenging and fun, as any business ownership is, but not so fast-paced. That, and I love reading."
Grace came up to me, putting her hands on my arms. "Just hearing you talk about it, I can tell how passionate you are. Here I thought you were doing the town a favor, but your eyes must have lit up when you came across this place up for sale, huh?"
"Yeah," I said, looking at her warmly. "They definitely did."
"Anyway," Grace said, returning my smile and reaching into her pocket. "I got my phone. How about giving me your number?"
I did, and she put me into her contacts and slipped her phone back into her pocket, immediately putting her body up against mine and linking her arms behind my back.
"I can't stop thinking about you," she said to me quietly, her face close to mine. "The whole time I was down there cleaning, all I could think about was your face. Your body." She blushed. "Your cock." The last two words were a quiet whisper I could barely hear. 
"I wanted to ask you something," she said.






  
  Chapter 6


With her pressed up against me like this, my heart was racing. She hesitated, so I said softly, "What is it?" 
She licked her lips, looking down at my chest. And she brought her eyes up to mine.
"Would you fuck me, even if I'm all sweaty from cleaning?"
My heart went from racing to what felt like a dead stop, like I missed a stair and was falling in slow motion. Grace had her fingers curled, almost stabbing into me. She was tense. Like before, she was putting herself out there, and if anyone felt like they were in a free fall, it had to be her.
I put my arms around her, pulled her tight against me. My sudden move made her gasp.
"If you're really ready," I told her, "then yes."
"I've never felt like this before," she said. "It's time. With you."
We went to my bed and we fell onto it again, clutching at each other, kissing and getting lost in passion that hadn't faded, that had only grown stronger, even though we'd been in this bed just a few hours ago. What had felt like a dream was now achingly, solidly real. I held this virgin girl in my arms and took her clothes off, stopping every few seconds to kiss at the bits of skin I uncovered. She got her hands under my shirt and lifted it up and off. I undid the front clasp of her bra and brought my mouth to her nipple, making her cry out in delight as I sucked on it.
Her hand found my cock, hard and straining at my pants, and we got those off, too, then we were naked again, close to each other, the fading light of the day streaming orange down onto our bodies as we rolled on the bed. 
I brought my fingers down to her wet lips, rubbing against her.
"I want to fuck you more than anything in the world," I said.
"I'm ready," Grace said, with such sincerity that I could feel the words dropping onto my shoulders. "I want you inside me, Ethan. Just you, no condom or anything. I'm on birth control." She slid her hands down my back, her nails dragging at me. "Take me, Ethan."
Grace opened her legs.
On top of her, I took her invitation. I pressed my cock up against her wet flower, sliding my hard length up her lips. She sucked in a gasping moan, pressing forward against me, rubbing her clit onto my shaft. Then I went lower, and I found her entrance with the head of my cock. She opened up for me, taking me inside, and I slid into her sweetness while letting out a shuddering moan myself.
Grace flung her arms around me, pulling me close to her, bringing me all the way in until I pressed against her crotch. She breathed harshly in my ear, so intensely it was like she was almost crying.
"Are you okay?" I whispered to her. She was tight and wet and blazing hot, and I held perfectly still.
"Feels...so good," she choked out. "Just...a few seconds...to get used to it."
I held her, and she held me, and when she started moving against me, I started moving inside of her. Slowly, thrusting. Fucking her. 
Grace took me loudly and with lustful need, kissing at my neck, breathing raggedly against me as I pumped in and out of her.
"God, Ethan, yes, you're so deep in me," she said, and she clawed at my back, feeling me all over like she was discovering my body for the first time. Her hands slid down my back, to my hips and my thighs, then entwining her fingers with mine and pulling free to start it all over. She kissed me hungrily, sucking on my tongue, and the pleasure built in me as I started to slam my hips into her, my own need taking over as her body begged for it.
She slid a hand between us and started rubbing at her clit while I fucked her, my stomach arched over hers. I put a hand on her tit and played with her nipple, and she told me to keep going, to fuck her harder. I slammed into her, our bodies making wet sounds together, our mouths hissing out pleasure. 
Grace didn't say anything when she came, she just squeezed her eyes shut and dug her fingers into my back. I kept pounding into her, her tight pussy pulling and grabbing at me, clenching around me as she climaxed. She buried her face in the hollow of my neck and let out harsh whispers and moans I couldn't understand, her body stiffening underneath me before slowly relaxing.
"That was so fucking good," she whispered, looking up at me, and then she moved. Her hands pushed against my shoulders, and again I was surprised by her strength. I probably had sixty pounds on this skinny girl, yet she had no trouble flipping me off her and climbing on top of me, straddling me.
"I want to be on top, too," Grace said to me. "I always imagined...being on top."
I wasn't going to stop her. I watched her lift herself up, reaching down to grab my dick. Her hand slid on the shaft, on her juices. She lined me up and sank down onto me, and I moaned and grabbed her thighs as her eyes slowly closed in pleasure. She took me all the way into her, and once she rested down on my groin, she opened her eyes again.
"You're going to cum in me, right?" Grace pleaded.
"Yes," I growled, and I thrust my hips up into her, pushing her body up with mine. She screamed in pleasure, and she started riding me. It took a little while to find the right rhythm. She hadn't done this before. But I helped, using my hands on her hips to guide her, and eventually she planted one hand on my chest and the two of us worked together, fucking each other, my hips going up while hers came down, and then back the other way.
If I hadn't cum in her mouth earlier, I wouldn't have lasted nearly as long. Still, I was raw in her tight, hot tunnel, and my climax was inevitable.
"Here it comes, Grace," I gasped, and she just kept pounding down on me, and then my lips opened and I let go inside of her, filling her virgin pussy with my seed. 
"Yes, cum in me, yes!" Grace panted, as she plopped her pussy down onto me over and over, milking every drop that I had to offer.
At the end, I pushed her down onto me, holding her tight as my cock pulsed the last few times inside her. Grace collapsed down onto me, both of us sweaty, both of us breathing hard, one of us almost suffocating the other one with her huge tits (though the other one would have happily died that way).
"How was your first time?" I murmured into her chest. 
Grace lifted up, her arms weak and shaky, so she could look me in the eye.
"I think I might be addicted," she said.






  
  Chapter 7


We lay there for a little while, getting back what energy we could after pouring so much of it into each other. Our clothes found their way back onto us, and now we sat on the edge of the bed, Grace leaning against me. I had gotten both of us some bottles of water from the torn-open case of them in the kitchen. 
"So, I should tell you," Grace said. "Kayla, the one who works at the store? She's kind of, like, my best friend. As in, there's no way I can't tell her about this. Losing my virginity and all."
"I...guess I wouldn't stop you," I said.
"I don't want to make things weird." She rubbed up against me. "But, yeah, it's going to come out of me. She's really smart. She won't say anything...untoward."
I smirked. "Are you someone I shouldn't be messing around with?"
"Oh yes, I'm very dangerous," Grace said, sticking her tongue between her teeth as she giggled. "Me and all the girls I know. Cross me, and you'll never shop at a boutique in this town again."
"Noted." I put my hand on her leg. "As fun as this is, you know, going to bed with you twice in one day. If we're going to see more of each other, I'd like to do some proper stuff. Like take you out to dinner."
Grace brightened, putting her hand on top of mine. "I'd like that."
"I'll make time before the store opens, that's a promise," I told her. 
"I've got your number now," Grace said. "I'll keep you honest."
She stood up from the bed, twirling around, somehow finding excess energy after all we had been through. "Next week is a big week for you, Mr. Reaves. Opening the store back up, meeting everybody—except Scott, I guess, who you already know." A funny look crossed her face, as she cast her eyes to the floor, like she was looking through the planks and down into the store below. 
"Kayla's great," she told me. "I think you're really going to like her. She and I do everything together. In fact..." Grace brought her hand up to her mouth, hiding an embarrassed half-smile. "Maybe this is weird. But she's the one who gave me, ah, tips on...pleasing a guy. With my mouth."
I raised an eyebrow.
"So you kind of have her to thank for the good blowjob," she said to me with a wink.
"I don't think that's going to come up during the team meeting," I said slowly. Did young women really have relationships like this? Teaching each other how to blow guys? The idea of talking with another dude about how to eat pussy was laughably silly to me. It would just never happen.
"That'd be some meeting," Grace giggled. She came back over to me. "Okay. I'm going for real this time. I don't have another cleaning job tonight, but I have to get the supplies back to my apartment and hit the store, and then class tomorrow."
I stood up and took her hands, sliding our fingers together. "Dinner," I told her. "Sunday night, before all the bookshop craziness starts."
"Deal," she said. We kissed, softly, letting it linger.
"I think you should stay," I blurted out. "I swear I have blankets and pillows. I'm ninety percent sure I know what box they're in."
Grace's lips parted in surprise. "I...wanted to ask," she said. "But I didn't want to impose. Not on the day you just moved in, and you must be so worn out..."
"I am, but I want to be worn out with you," I told her. "We'll order pizza and fall asleep while we wait for it to get here. And," I said, "it won't count as the promised dinner."
Grace hugged me, putting her face against my chest. "You almost let me leave," she whispered. "You'll pay for that."
"I'm good for it," I chuckled, holding her tight.

To be continued in Book 2…
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Bookshop Harem: Book 2


Ethan has been having an incredible time seeing Grace. But now her friend Kayla is making a move on him. 

It's finally time for the grand re-opening of Quill's End, the bookstore where Ethan has taken ownership. Between his relationship with Grace and the start of his new career, Ethan has a lot going on—and it's about to get even more complicated.

Kayla, Quill's End employee and best friend to Grace, corners him for a private meeting in the store.And now Ethan has a new situation to juggle, weaving between sex, propriety, and the two women's fascination with sharing him between each other.

He's never dealt with something like this before. But for women like Grace and Kayla, Ethan is willing to do anything.






  
  Chapter 1



ETHAN


There was a beautiful girl in my arms.
Cracking my eyes open, I saw Grace cuddled against me. I was spooning her, my arm thrown over her stomach. She had on one of my T-shirts that I had dug out of a moving box, but my hand was underneath it, pressed up against the warm skin of her stomach. I lay shirtless behind her.
It felt so good that I thought it had to be a dream, but as I awoke, it all came back to me. Meeting Grace yesterday at the shop, taking her out for coffee. Coming back to my place and falling naked into my bed. Sleeping together, and then cuddling up in my new place.
I vaguely recalled that I had a bookstore I was supposed to be running soon, but that didn't matter so much today. Today could just be about this.
The upper floor of the building where I lived was quiet, and drenched in morning sunlight since I hadn't bought blinds yet. The Quill's End bookshop beneath us was closed for now, but I would be opening up shop just a few days from now, now that the transfer of ownership was complete. 
As complicated as moving was, pairing it with taking over a business made moving seem like a walk in the park. After all, I only had to move everything up those stairs one time, and it was done. I imagined that in my time running Quill's End, I would cover many miles within the store's floor space. There were the place's books to familiarize myself with (the accountant kind, not the fun ones on the shelves), the team to officially meet with on Monday before we opened, the ordering schedule for the bakery and the inventory management for the retail. Even though I wouldn't personally be handling all of that—much was management's purview—as the new store owner, I wanted to be familiar with all aspects of the business, not some kind of ivory tower guy who hung out in the living space above the shop all day.
I closed my eyes and I pulled in a breath, trying to still the turning wheels of my mind. As much as I loved the shop already, this was not the stuff that I wanted to be thinking about right now. I didn't want to think at all. I just wanted to be here, in bed with Grace, and enjoy her closeness.
That was going to be the challenge of my new life. Not the enjoying my time with Grace, which was no challenge at all. But not letting thoughts of business consume me, not working eighteen hours a day, not letting emails go to my phone and problems wake me up in the middle of the night. That was specifically the life that I had left the city to avoid, and if I was going to prevent myself from falling back into my bad habits, I had to start immediately. Not put it off.
I shifted in bed, and I felt the underside of Grace's breast brush against the top of my thumb. Immediately, my man downstairs started to wake up.
Grace had felt my movement. Gorgeous, strawberry blonde, and half-asleep, she turned her head back toward me, tickling me with her hair.
"Hey," she said softly.
"Good morning." Looking into Grace's eyes was a surefire way to easily forget about everything else in the world. I looked down the length of her body, appreciating her shape, as a wry grin spread across my face. "I managed to dig out and unpack the blanket, and look. You just ended up kicking it onto the floor."
Grace glanced toward the edge of the bed, where the comforter I had found clung to the corner, the rest of it hanging off. She turned around until she faced me, and then she pressed her body up against mine, putting her head into my chest.
"I guess I was warm enough," she said, her voice muffled. "You really need to get some blinds in here."
I hugged her close to me. "Sorry to tease. I don't know what to say to a beautiful girl in my bed."
"You don't have to say anything." Grace's hand crept down, finding my own hand and sliding it up her shirt until I was cupping her bare breast. "You just have to touch me."
I let out a breath on the top of her head and gently squeezed her. God, what an incredible body she had, each breast far, far more than a handful. I found her nipple and rubbed across it, and she let out a little sigh of pleasure.
Grace lifted her head up and kissed me, her lips soft, her tongue finding its way into my mouth. She threw her arm around me while I played with her breasts, feeling her nipples grow hard between my fingers. I gave her a light pinch on one of them and she shivered, letting loose a moan into my mouth.
She looked me in the eye as our kiss ended. "You still think I'm sexy in this wrinkly old T-shirt?"
I pretended to be shocked. "Now who's teasing? That's one of my favorite shirts, merch from a band in my old neighborhood that broke up, like, eleven years ago. It's a very unique piece."
"Oh, so I should be honored?" Grace said, glancing down at herself where my hand made an odd shape under the shirt, between her breasts.
"Maybe," I said. "Or maybe the shirt should be honored that you're wearing it. It seems like the luckiest shirt on the planet."
Grace giggled, pushing at me. "This is very interesting flirting, Ethan."
"Well," I said, a little embarrassed, "clearly I have to sharpen up my game."
"Maybe just go back to touching me," Grace said, and she slid her hand down to grab my hardness through my thin sleep shorts. I groaned, my body twisting.
"What," she whispered, her eyes playful, "you think I didn't notice this poking against me?"
"Ah..." I said, my body slowly melting beneath the undulating touch of her fingers. "I can't exactly...hide it."
Grace smirked at me. "It's okay. I'd be offended if you didn't get hard while my butt was pushed up against you."
"I wouldn't want to offend," I said, and she took her hand off my cock just so she could slip her fingers down into my waistband, and then she was wrapping herself around me for real, skin on skin. She let out an excited breath.
"So hard," she said to me, breathing onto my neck.
I gave her nipple a pinch, making her gasp, and I watched the color flood into her cheeks. "And how are you doing over there, miss?"
Her face flushed, Grace pushed in and kissed my neck, stroking me inside my shorts. She traced the tip of her tongue up to my jawline, and then she whispered in my ear.
"Horny."






  
  Chapter 2


Grace pushed her hand down, cupping my balls and tickling at the back of my sack. Her lips touched my ear, sending a shiver through me. 
"It's Friday, and I do have two classes today at Meadows, so I don't have all the time in the world..."
Meadows was Albert Meadows University, the college about 20 minutes from the town of Timber Creek.
"Then let me help you get my shirt off," I said to her. I pushed my other hand inside the shirt, and she lifted her arms so I could slide it off of her, crumpling it and throwing it to the side.
"I thought that was a unique piece," she said, her breasts catching the light in such a perfect way that she looked like a work of art.
"Who fucking cares," I said, and I pulled her into me, kissing her on the lips, and then on the jaw and neck, and then sliding my face down between her boobs and letting her pillowy warmth encase me. I found her nipple with my lips and I sucked on it, and grace moaned, putting a hand on the back of my head and pushing me into her chest.
At the same time, she reached down to tug at my pants, but she didn't have the best angle. Swirling my tongue around her nipple, I helped her get them off, and I brought my hand to her hip, finding her wearing just panties and nothing else. They got the same treatment as the rest of our clothes. Both of us naked now, Grace slipped her fingers underneath my chin and pulled me up off of her tit.
"I want you to fuck me, Ethan." Her eyes were hungry, her lips parted and glistening.
"That's what I was hoping you'd say."
Grace smiled. She looked at me for a moment longer, and then she turned back around, getting into a spooning position again and curving her body inside of mine. I draped my arm over her, and she wiggled her butt against my stiff cock.
"You can fuck me like this, right?" Grace asked me.
"Of course." I ran a hand down her side, bringing it to rest on her thigh. "Here, lift your leg up a little bit..."
She did, and the two of us maneuvered. I reached down, grabbing my cock and running it up against her pussy, finding her incredibly wet. Both of us moaned in delight as the head of my cock parted her lips and slid up along the slickness of her slit.
"God, fucking yes," she said quietly, shaking against me. "Put it inside. I'm ready."
Judging by the feel of her, that was true, and god knew that I was just as ready. I slid myself back, finding her entrance, and then I pushed forward gently, letting her swallow up the first few inches of my cock. She was wet and hot and wonderful, and I let out a shaky breath as I slid inside of her.
"Ohhh, yes," Grace moaned as I entered her. I went inside of her slowly, but she was wet and ready, and it was hardly more than a couple of seconds before I was pressing up against her bottom, buried all the way inside of her. She still had her leg in the air, and I pushed down on it, closing her legs together while I spooned her. She had a small gap between her thighs, so the leg lift probably hadn't been necessary, but I hadn't wanted to waste time fumbling around.
I wrapped my arm around her chest, grabbing a big handful of her breast and pulling her up close against me so that every part of me that could touch her, was touching her.
Grace reached back her arm, touching my side and arching her head back into me. "It feels so good when you're inside me, Ethan."
I kissed the back of her neck, and I could feel the goosebumps raising on her shoulders. With her nipple between my fingers, I started to fuck her, gently thrusting into her from behind as we spooned on the bed.
Grace was vocal, moaning and shuddering as I slid in and out of her. She was slick and very wet, and the sound of our fucking filled the single floor of my house. She pushed back into me, and I thrust up into her, our flesh meeting with a slap, again and again. I clutched at her breasts and kissed at her neck.
She lifted her leg again to slide her hand down to her clit, touching herself and moaning louder and louder as she rubbed. I pumped into her harder, faster, her tunnel gripping at me, her ass bouncing against me as our rhythm grew more frantic in pace.
"Yes, don't slow down," Grace managed, her breathing quick and ragged. I could feel her fingers stray across my shaft as she rubbed herself, slipping on her own wetness. "Yes...oh, fuck, yes..."
I pressed my face against her, trying to hold out. She felt so good against me, around me, wet and hot and passionate. But I didn't quite make it, lost in her sex first thing in the morning, and with a curtailed grunt of surprised pleasure, my orgasm slipped past my defenses and I shot into her, gasping and clutching her close.
Grace wasn't far behind, moaning at a high pitch until it was cut off by her climax, her breath catching in her throat, her fingers rubbing frantically. I buried myself in her and she clamped down on me, pleasure rippling through both of our bodies like a storm. I filled her with everything I had while she shook against me, and I slid out of her when our tense bodies relaxed into post-orgasmic bliss.
Catching her breath, Grace turned her head back towards me. "You know how I was saying I waited too long to lose my virginity?"
I just nodded.
She let a long, satisfied breath out. "It was worth the wait."






  
  Chapter 3


We got dressed as I basked in the surreal understanding of how lucky I was. The sex was incredible, but watching Grace's naked body prance around my place as she got dressed, infused with post-orgasmic energy—that was an entirely different feeling of fulfillment. 
She pulled yesterday's clothes on, and she stopped by the pizza box on the coffee table. We had indeed ordered pizza last night, and we had eaten half the pie before we retired to bed. Truth be told, I had totally forgotten about its existence.
Whether or not Grace had, upon seeing it, she reached down and plucked a piece from the box.
"I love pizza the next morning," she said, taking a bite.
"The breakfast of champions." I walked over and I joined her, indulging in cold pizza from the coffee table. The two of us stood there, munching, bathing in sunlight.
"I'm not hinting at anything," I said, swallowing my bite. "But if you want to shower here, feel free."
"Good save," Grace said, grinning. "But that's okay. All my stuff is at my house, I have a facial scrub...whatever, you know. Girl stuff. I'm guessing you don't have any, um, exfoliating products here."
I blinked. "I have a bag of sand in the trunk of my car from last winter. For traction. In the snow."
"Yeah...I'll shower at my place." Grace finished her slice of pizza, and she kissed me on the cheek. "I won't touch you with my greasy pizza fingers. But thanks for...everything." Grace stepped back. It seemed like when we weren't on the cusp of sex, or in the immediate afterglow of it, her personality was generally more timid, and quiet. "For letting me stay, and the coffee, and the pizza...huh. I guess you did a lot for me."
"It's nothing," I said, shaking my head. "Don't get some idea that you owe me anything. In fact, I'm the one who still owes you dinner. Sunday night, okay?"
"Sunday night." Grace smiled, then she darted forward and kissed me on the lips. "I can't wait."
"Neither can I."
I bade her farewell for real at the street-level door, walking down the stairwell with her, and watching her disappear around the backside of Quill's End before heading back up to my place. 
I took myself up on the shower offer, taking the first shower in my new digs, and was grateful to find that the water was hot and the pressure was decent. Not amazing, but decent. I scrubbed away the remnants of our sex with some regret about washing it off, and I got clean and ready for the day.
Dressing casually had come very easy to me with this move, as I slipped on jeans and an undershirt, and then a simple button-down with short sleeves over that. If I didn't wear a suit and tie again for the rest of the year, I would be okay with it.
Unless I took Grace out to someplace fancy. Hm. I would have to learn what the offerings were around here. But I had time to do that. Today was Friday, dinner would be Sunday, team meeting Monday, opening the store on Wednesday...well, shit. Maybe time was in shorter supply than I thought.
Today would be good for unpacking, though, and then later in the morning I would drop the moving truck off at the rental agency. I went about the business of making this loft above the bookshop into my home, or at least as much as I could manage right now. Kitchenware out, all those tiny, heavy things put into what their new homes would be for now. Rearrangement was inevitable. I could admit that I was big on organization (some people might call me a neat freak). But hey, I'd left the pizza out all night. I was taking baby steps toward being less rigid.
I officially made the bed, finding all the pieces to my bed set, and got my clothes put away into my dresser and closets. Once mostly everything else was done, I went to the back room which was going to be my office, and I started to haul all of my books out of the moving boxes and get them on the shelves. 
And though I was exhausted, I enjoyed this part. I loved reading, and before moving to Timber Creek, reading and working had been mostly all that I did. Many of these books had been part of my life for 25 years or longer, and putting them on the shelf made a kind of peace settle over me that was unmatched by anything else. More than my bed, my clothes or my cookware, getting these books onto the shelves made this place feel like home.
During the shelving time, though, I did pull out my phone and message Grace. Because books or not, her absence made me ache.
This place loses a lot of charm when you leave



And she buzzed me back shortly after.
oops I took all the charm with me



I laughed.
Tell me a good spot for our dinner?


Hmmm...



The rest of that day was me finishing up the unpacking and the rearranging. Most reasonable people would probably take a break, maybe spread the work out over the next couple days. But what else did I have to do?
Grace did end up texting me back with a few suggestions, and I looked up what I could about the places online, telling her I would surprise her with my choice. In the late afternoon, I went downstairs to look at Quill's End. Not for any reason in particular, but just because I wanted to.
I let myself into the shop and walked around, a smile on my face. The place looked very good; Grace had done a terrific job cleaning, and it was noticeable from the very first time you laid eyes on the clean front windows. Walking around that quiet bookstore, I knew that whenever retirement came for me, there would need to be some sort of home library involved. The atmosphere here was precious.
The rest of the weekend wasn't particularly exciting. Saturday, I did the shopping I needed to do, picking up the little things that I'd left behind during the move, and filling my fridge from the local grocery store. Grace typically cleaned houses out of town on the weekends, but she assured me she was free Sunday night. Apparently a couple of the townships surrounding Timber Creek had a big, fancy houses to clean, and Grace took a couple of those residential jobs herself. 
She had texted me:
rich people. they don't tip. but they get my highest rate 



Then, more than once: 
I miss you



An emotion I mirrored.
Also: 
I miss your cock



Mmph. This girl...
When Sunday evening finally arrived after what felt like an interminable weekend without Grace, I left my bookshop house and I drove to her place to pick her up. Grace lived in an apartment complex towards the northern side of the town, maybe five minutes closer to the college than I was. I pulled up to the red brick building, parked, and went inside. Her apartment was on the third floor, and I knocked on her door.
Grace pulled the door open, and then she burst out of it, wrapping me up in a hug and finding my lips with hers. I stumbled only slightly, but quickly put my arms around her, kissing her back.
"It's so good to see you," she said, her eyes glittering. "I hate being so busy all the time."
"I thought about you every hour," I told her honestly. "But I know what it's like to have a million things to do. Don't beat yourself up."
Grace looked me up and down. "So," she said, "you do clean up nice."
"You're sure I shouldn't be wearing a suit to this place?"
Grace smiled, chewing on the corner of her lip. "I don't know if there's anywhere in Timber Creek where you would have to wear a suit. You look good."
It wasn't my dressiest stuff. A pair of slacks, and a dress shirt that was somewhere between totally stiff and "unpack your moving boxes in."
I reached out and took her hands. "Thanks. But I'm nothing compared to you."
Grace blushed, shrinking into herself a little. She was in a pretty, blue pleated skirt that went down to the tops of her knees, with a white blouse on top that barely contained her bust. Her hair was long and gorgeous and slung over her right shoulder.
We left her place and got into my car, and I took us to Tara's On Main, a local place not far from Quill's End. It looked like a large, two-story village house, white with black trim, and it had a big deck with outdoor seating in the front. We sat outside since the late spring weather was nice, and we sipped on sparkling water.
It was a nice dinner, just like getting coffee with her had been nice. I really did like spending time with Grace.
"Are you nervous about this team meeting tomorrow?" Grace asked me. We were eating bread and peppered olive oil.
I chewed and I thought about it. "No, not nervous. More excited than anything. It's been nice having a couple of days with nothing specific to do, but I'm not used to it. I'm ready to do something besides put my plates and silverware away."
Grace laughed. "How many plates can a single guy have?"
"Too many." I shook my head. "Makes me wish some of them had broken in the move."
She gently dipped a cut of bread into the oil. "So, um...I told Kayla yesterday, on the phone. About...me and you."
It took me just a second to remember who Kayla was, since I hadn't met her yet—Grace's friend, and an employee of Quill's End whom I'd be meeting on Monday along with the whole staff.
"Was she, ah..." I tried to find the right word, if there was one. "Happy for you?"
"Very," Grace said, lowering her voice and leaning toward me over the white tablecloth. "She wanted to know everything."
I went a little red in the face. I remembered her telling me that Kayla had taught her how to give a blowjob, and thinking about how guys would never talk about stuff like that. Details about sex, though, sure, I'd talked about that with my friends, when I was younger. High school, college, then...not much since.
"You have nothing to be embarrassed about," Grace said to me, though she looked a bit shy herself, practically whispering. "I had nothing bad to say."
"Sorry." I shook my head. "I'm not embarrassed. Well, maybe I am. I don't know. I mean, jeez, if I was out with my friends right now, I wouldn't be able to stop talking about you."
"You have my permission," she said, her eyes lighting up. "If you visit New York again. Or when you meet some people here. Whatever."
"Thanks," I said, "but I have a feeling I won't be as bold as the two of you are."
"Kayla had a lot of questions," Grace said with a smirk, her voice still quiet. "She's very detail-oriented, she's going to Meadows for accounting. It makes her a really good worker."
"Questions about...us? In bed?" I said, unable to keep the red out of my face. The idea was just too much.
"Sure. We talk about that stuff all time. I just usually don't have much to say." Grace ate a small piece of bread. "It was nice for me to be able to make her jealous for once."
"Jealous?" I said. "She hasn't even met me."
Grace shrugged. "She's like that. It doesn't bother me."
"So you're saying, if I show up to this team meeting, like, a hot mess..." I snickered. "Disheveled and dirty, rumpled. That might be embarrassing for you."
Grace stopped chewing. "You wouldn't."
I opened my mouth to tease her more, but I backed down. "Nah, probably not. Not for my first impression with most of the employees."
"You're funny," Grace said, rolling her eyes. "I mean, I don't care how you dress or whatever. But don't shamble in there like a zombie just to make me look silly, because it's not gonna work."
"Noted." I squeezed her hand. "I'll be on my best behavior."






  
  Chapter 4


After dinner, we went back to my place and...got into each other. Honestly, how could we not? 
But she couldn't spend the night tonight, so I went to bed without her, wishing she was there. Tomorrow was the meeting with the bookshop staff, and from there, I was going to become a lot busier. It would be harder for the two of us to see much of each other. So I was grateful for this Grace-filled weekend.
Monday morning, I got up bright and early, perky as I made my coffee. The meeting was at 11AM. Not stupid early, not late enough to mess up anyone's day. I didn't want to suck up a bunch of time, but I did let everyone know via email that they'd be getting paid for their time even though the store wasn't open yet.
That said, I made sure to get there early myself, unlocking the front door at 10AM and hanging a sign on it that read: Closed for staff meeting - reopening Wednesday!
I went to the back of the store to the bakery, and got coffee going for us. I didn't quite have the know-how to fire up the oven and bake anything fresh, but before I opened up the store I did run out to get some fresh Danish and croissants from a bake shop two blocks away in the Timber Creek village area, trying to stop myself from thinking of them as a competitor. Nothing in this quite town gave me that sort of vibe. 
With the Quill's End lights on and the smell of fresh-roasted coffee filling the open space, the staff began to filter in.
Scott was the first one, getting to the shop about twenty minutes before 11AM. He came up the landing and found me behind the counter, and he shook my hand with a smile.
"Good to see you again, Ethan," he said to me.
"You too, Scott." He and I had met previously, on one of my several trips out here arranging the deal. He had a couple inches and a few years on me, fifty-two years old to my own thirty-eight years. He was a burly guy, with short hair that should probably have had at least some gray in it, but it was a deep black and was most likely dyed. He had big arms and a paunch of a belly stretching out his red flannel. "Hopefully I made the coffee half as good as you do."
"Smells just fine," Scott said.
"Well, help yourself, and I've got us set up near the front."
The other three employees came in not long after, no one arriving late. All three of them were students at the Meadows University, working part time. There was Austin, a young man who usually took care of stocking and inventory on his shifts. He had brown hair, a good-looking guy who played basketball in a local league. Lucia, who typically worked the bakery counter, was a gorgeous Hispanic girl with sweeping black hair and dark, playful eyes. And then there was Kayla.
Kayla was mostly front end, though with her line of study at school, she had taken an interest in the office and managerial aspects of the business. Of course, I hadn't witnessed any of these things personally, but Scott had filled me in about the three employees.
Of them all, Kayla seemed the most excited to meet me. She came right up to me and shook my hand as soon as she got inside, a smile on her face.
"Mr. Reaves, it's so good to meet you," she said to me. Kayla had a bookish look about her, insomuch as she wore a pair of narrow-framed glasses, had sleek brown hair which was tied up behind her head, and her sharp, pretty blue eyes seemed shrewd and full of life. 
"You can just call me Ethan," I told her, surprised by how eagerly she pumped my hand. "It's nice to meet you too, Kayla."
I almost added on that I'd heard a lot about her, but I deemed that inappropriate. She was the same age as Grace, twenty-four, and almost stunningly pretty. I guessed it made sense that hot girls tended to hang out together. She had a dusting of just a few freckles on her cheeks, and she wore a smart blouse that was buttoned up high, not showing any cleavage or anything like that. She had on a pair of capri pants beneath it. A very nice body and curvy hips, and I tried not to think about Grace telling me about Kayla's oral sex education program.
I smiled at her and thanked her for coming, and I stepped in front of the main counter. I had pushed the book tables aside and pulled over some chairs from the bakery, so that everyone could have a seat.
"First things first," I said, "just call me Ethan. Mr. Reaves sounds too much like 'Mystery,' and I don't want anyone confusing me with a book genre."
The joke went over well, and I hoped the laughter was at least half-sincere and not just because I was the new boss. I launched into the details of what the change in ownership would mean for everyone there. Simplistically, it wouldn't change much. Nobody would be getting their hours cut, the store still had the same demand. In fact, I told anyone that if they wanted to take on more hours during the first couple weeks of the reopening, to let Scott know, since he handled the scheduling and it probably couldn't hurt.
I gave them a quick rundown of my background. "I don't plan to make significant changes to Quill's End," I assured them. "I didn't come here to flip real estate or start a chain of bookstores or anything like that. I'll be keeping the store open for a very long time, and just after being in this town for only a little while, I already like Timber Creek very much."
I gave them a smile that was genuine, thinking of the town, of the shop, and mostly of Grace. "I know a change of hands can cause nerves, and I want everybody to rest easy. If you have any questions, even if you emailed me already and didn't think I covered everything, please ask me anything at all. If you'd rather discuss something one-on-one, You can hang back after the meeting, or you have my number from the email and you can text or call me any time."
I fielded a few questions. Austin asked about the slight disruption in the ordering schedule, which Scott and I went over. Kayla immediately volunteered for more hours. Lucia asked if I had baked the croissants, and I had to sorrowfully shake my head at that. She just laughed and told me she could teach me how, and I said I would take her up on it.
All in all, it was a smooth meeting, and I made sure to shake everyone's hand again as we dispersed right around noon, as well as insist that everybody took whatever baked goods were left, because I had already eaten three of the pastries since I'd picked them up, and I wasn't trying to get fat.
When I thought I'd heard the last jingle of the bell above the door, I glanced away from the counter to find Kayla at the front of the shop, coming back up the stairs from the landing.
"Hey, Kayla," I said to her she approached me. "Did you have something you wanted to talk about?"
The look in her eyes should have told me everything I needed to know, but so far, I was only good at reading books.






  
  Chapter 5


"I want to talk to you in the back about something, away from the windows, if that's okay," Kayla said promptly. 
Maybe she had to renege her offer for more hours and didn't want the others to accidentally hear. I just gave her a nod and said, sure, and the two of us walked back to the bakery counter. I had shut the coffee machine off, but the delicious smell still lingered.
"Grace filled me in on you guys," Kayla said.
An unavoidable look of shock ripped across my face, and Kayla raised an eyebrow. Obviously, Grace had told me that she's talked to Kayla, but I didn't expect Kayla to bring this up so soon. In fact, I hadn't expected her to bring it up at all, but at least she hadn't done it during the meeting.
And was I crazy, or had she unbuttoned her shirt some, and I was seeing her cleavage now?
I quickly calmed myself. "Yes," I said with a nod, "I ran into her when she was cleaning the shop, and we've been seeing each other."
"I think that's great," Kayla said, with a big smile that pushed her freckles up toward her narrow glasses. "She really needed a good guy."
"Well, I like her a lot," I said. Kayla was very close to me. I knew that I should feel uncomfortable, but I wasn't struck that way. She was really very attractive, and having her just a foot away from me made me think about other things besides Quill's End, and the fact that she was my employee. But then I thought of Grace, and guilt flashed through me like lightning.
"She was right," Kayla said, looking at me. "You're really hot."
"Um...Kayla..." There it was again. A moment where I should've been uncomfortable, maybe even alarmed, but all I felt was warm.
"You're into girls younger than you?" Kayla asked me.
"Not...as a rule..." I said slowly. 
"But it's not something that makes you shy away." She said that as a statement, straightening her glasses. "As evidenced by you taking Grace's virginity."
"Whoa," I said, holding up my hands. "I don't know if we should be talking about this, Kayla."
"Grace is a fairly withdrawn girl," Kayla said crisply. "And a very good friend. For her to open up to you is something special, Mr. Reaves. Ahem. Ethan."
She pulled her phone from her pocket, and in the space of a blink, tapped her fingers on the screen and then put it back. Then she reached up to her blouse and she undid another button, right in front of me.
I was shocked, but I wasn't stupid, not when it was this obvious. I had to put a stop to this.
"Kayla, if there's something about the shop you wanted to discuss," I said, growing more firm, "I'm happy to. But this sort of thing doesn't bear any relevance to the team meeting."
"But the team meeting ended at noon, didn't it? And the shop's closed." Kayla smiled. "So we're just chatting."
Bzzzz. My phone in my pocket. Kayla had moved closer, most definitely inside a foot now, close enough for me to smell the perfume she had put on. Close enough for me to see the light reflected in her glasses.
"We shouldn't be," I said. "Not this...close."
"Do me a favor," Kayla said softly, smiling up at me. "Check your phone."
"Kayla—"
She raised her hands. "Check your phone, and then if you want me gone, I'm gone, and I'll see you on Wednesday for the opening."
I furrowed my brow. "Did you text me just now?"
Kayla grinned. "No."
Just to hurry this along, I humored her. I pulled my phone out of my pocket, fully expecting to see a message from Kayla's unfamiliar number, but instead the text had come from Grace. I could read it on the lock screen, and it made my mouth drop open.
Kayla wants to suck your cock.



"You can text her back," Kayla said, watching the emotions unfold on my face plain as a movie screen. "I won't think it's rude."
Bzzzz.
I should have mentioned...I WANT her to suck your cock.



"What the fuck is going on here?" I muttered to myself. I quickly typed:
Grace this is crazy



"Grace wanted me to come on to you," Kayla said matter-of-factly, as though it were completely normal. "After we talked about all the sex you guys had. She's really, really into you, Ethan. And I have to admit, hearing about you, then seeing you today, taking charge, saving Quill's End, your sleeves rolled up..."
Kayla reached out and put a hand on my arm. "I'm getting into you, too. And Grace thought it would be nice for you to have some release after the big meeting. Don't you think that's considerate?"
Bzzzz. 
Kayla and I share EVERYTHING with each other :)

Come on. don't tell me you don't think she's fucking hot 

Ethan...we would both be TERRIBLY offended if you turned her down...



I swallowed, and I looked up at Kayla.
"She's really blowing you up." Kayla smirked at me. "So, do you want me to leave?"
"I..." I quickly texted Grace back.
I can't believe I'm doing this



Immediately:
I can't wait to hear about it



Kayla put her hand on my chest. "Or do you want me to stay?"
I set my phone down on the bakery counter. It was insane, having Kayla come onto me like this while I was seeing Grace, but I mean—it wasn't cheating if Grace was practically begging me to. And Kayla was...yeah, she was fucking hot. Grace was right about that. Her glasses, her freckles, her tits bursting out of her shirt...
Kayla's hand slid down until it was on my crotch. And she rubbed into me, feeling my hardness. She smiled. 
Well, fuck, I was in it now, and between Kayla in front of me and the incredibly hot texts from Grace, I was pretty much frothing for it. 
"Grace says you want to suck my cock," I said to her.
"She's right about that," Kayla said. "So we're all on the same...page...right?" She punctuated page by squeezing my dick through my pants. "I locked the front door for us."
"We're on the same page," I told her, arousal sinking hot steel claws into me as Kayla massaged me through my pants. "Do you want to—"
"Right here is fine," Kayla said quickly, and then she hugged up against me, keeping her hand on my crotch while pressing her face into my shoulder. "You don't mind, do you, Ethan?"
She didn't wait for my reply, not that I had any idea what to say. She slid her body down mine, dropping to her knees on the floor in front of the bakery counter. Her hands went to my belt, opening it up and taking my pants down.
And just like that, my cock was out in Quill's End, and Kayla was wrapping her hand around it and stroking me.
"You're so big and hard already," Kayla said, looking up at me while she knelt on the floor. "You wanted this right from the beginning, didn't you?"
"I...can't really say," I managed, as her hand worked on me expertly. She stroked me fast, rubbing against the head of my cock with her fingers on every pass.
"You don't have to," she responded. "I can tell."
Kayla pushed me back by my hip, and I went up against the bakery counter. She opened up her lips and took just the head of my cock in, sucking on me and rubbing across me with her tongue. I grunted and I put my hand on her head, my fingertips nudging against her glasses by her ear.
Kayla closed her eyes, moaning around my cock while taking me in deeper. Her mouth was perfection, sucking on me, her tongue snaking around every inch of my pole. She got the head of my cock into the back of her throat and I felt her work the muscles there on me. It made my knees weak.
She brought a hand up to my balls, fondling them while she sucked on me. I was hard as steel, and I could feel that I was dripping precum in her mouth already, in under a minute of her blowing me. Kayla had some incredible blowjob talent. She kept me in deep, just moving her head back and forth a couple inches at a time so that my cock slid in and out of the muscles of her throat, hot pressure massaging and milking me.
Kayla pulled back, looking up at me with a grin while licking her lips. There was a bit of fog on her glasses, and I watched as it slowly faded in front of her blue eyes.
"Delicious," she said, and then immediately dove back onto me, sliding my entire length into her mouth until my shaft bent down her throat and her lips were pressing against my crotch.
"Fuck," I groaned, as her mouth started to fly on my cock, sliding all the way back and then plunging me into her throat. She was fast, and her tongue constantly worked me, licking up the precum that I spilled out. 
Her hand continually massaged my balls while she blew me, and all I could do was brace myself against the counter, the heels of my hands at the edge, as my orgasm started to surge forward. I couldn't believe how quickly this woman had gotten me hard, and had gotten me about to burst. Kayla's hand under my balls slid back, and at some point she must have swiped up some spit from my cock, because her finger was slick and now she rubbed against my hole while she throated me.
I groaned, my knuckles white on the edge of the counter. She was pressing at my back door and sucking on me harder than ever before, and there was hardly a chance for me to catch my breath, let alone hold myself back.
"Kayla," I strained, "I'm gonna...cum..."
I knew that she wanted me to cum in her mouth. And she just kept going like she hadn't heard a thing I'd said, sucking and pressing into my ass, and tight, fiery pleasure coiled inside me until with a gasping moan I let go. I shot my cum into Kayla's mouth, and she pushed into me so that it went directly down her throat. Her mouth milked me, her finger rubbed at me, and I was just a twitching, moaning mess as I emptied myself inside her until she slowly pulled off of me.
Kayla wiped her mouth and smiled up at me, taking her glasses off so she could clean them with her shirt.
"You really are delicious," she said, standing up and putting her glasses back on. "You and I will have to do this again, Ethan. If you're up for it."
I was still panting for breath. I managed to pull my pants back up over my dripping cock.
"Jesus, Kayla," I said. "I've never been blown like that. You are...amazing."
Kayla brightened further, if that was possible. "Thanks! I taught Grace a thing or two."
"She might have mentioned that," I said, a smile crossing my face.
Kayla came up to me and kissed my cheek. "I have to run. I'll be back to work the reopening on Wednesday. All business then, of course. We want to get off on the right foot."
She ran her hand down my arm, lingering on my fingers, and then she was off with a smile, leaving me stunned in her wake. 






  
  Chapter 6


"Oh my  god, she must have been so hungry for you. Just like that?"
"Just like that," I said, still hardly believing it, despite the fact that I'd thought about the blow job constantly since Monday.
I was on the phone with Grace, and it was Wednesday morning, before the opening of the shop at 9AM. She hadn't been free to talk till now, and she didn't want to just text me about the blowjob, apparently. She wanted to hear it straight from my mouth, and now she just had.
"You haven't talked to Kayla yet?" I asked her.
"I told her not to tell me anything," Grace said. "I told her I wanted to hear it all from you. First, at least. Then her side. Since you're not going to talk about how nice your cock is."
I wheezed. Between her and Kayla, it was going to take me some time to get used to the things that came out of their mouths. "I wasn't planning on it, no."
"Right." I swore I could hear her smirking through the phone. "So, satisfied?"
"As much as I can be," Grace said. "I know you don't have a lot of time. Are you heading down?"
"Just about to."
Grace let out a frustrated sigh. "I wish I could make the opening. If it was on a Thursday...ugh. Anyway. You said Scott's going to stay till closing, right? You get to leave at five?"
"Yeah, he told me he didn't want to start a precedent where I was working ten or twelve hours a day, every day," I said. "He's absolutely right, of course. I don't want to be that guy anymore. So I'm, you know, delegating."
"That's healthy to do," Grace said. "And that means you can come over, since I'll be out of class around four. We're going to have a drink and celebrate the store opening, alright?"
I switched the phone to my other ear and smiled. "That sounds great. You're the best."
"I know, but I still like to hear it," Grace said with a laugh. "Okay, I have to go, you have to go—let's go, and I'll see you later! Good luck today!"
"I'll see you then," I said, and I ended the call. It was time to head downstairs.
I locked up my place and left, down the stairwell attached to the building, and out onto the sidewalk in front of Quill's End. I looked up at the beautiful shop, its huge windows and inviting entrance, and for the first time, I unlocked the front door of my own operating business.
It felt different. It felt special, coming in here now and knowing that today it would be open to the public. For the people in this town, of course, it would be the same store, just with an unfamiliar man running it. But over time, I wanted to become familiar. I didn't want to be from out of town forever. Timber Creek was a place that could become a home.
I turned the lights on, got the single mid-sized oven in the back of bakery heating up, and busied myself checking small, unimportant details until the staff began to arrive.
Scott got there first, a guy who was beyond punctual. He greeted me with a warm handshake and a pat on the shoulder.
"Gonna be a great first day back," I said, and he nodded in agreement.
"I'll get the bakery running," he said, heading to the back of the shop.
Before I knew it, it was 10AM, and we were open for real. It was me, Scott, Austin, and Kayla. Lucia would be coming in later to run the coffee shop counter.
I was at the front register, familiarizing myself with the minutia that Kayla was showing me.
"Are you really going to be cashing people out?" she asked me.
"At least a few," I said. "I don't want to be some ghost floating around the shelves."
Speaking of, Scott was doing the rounds, helping Austin with a small order of a couple boxes of books that had arrived just before opening.
"Well, I'm sure you could get it without my help," Kayla said, but she came up close to me behind the counter. "Not that I mind."
I glanced at her. She looked fantastic, in a pretty red shirt and jeans, showing off her body without being lewd. She had on different glasses today, with frames the color of lavender. 
While I was distracted by her good looks, I felt her hand rub up and down the side of my leg, and I jerked in surprise.
"Ethan," she whispered, "if you react like that every time I touch you, people are going to get the wrong idea."
"Well," I said, my heart having skipped a beat, "if you rub my leg like that, it's hard not to."
"But no one can see us behind the counter," Kayla said quietly, flashing a grin at me. "Not unless you make a scene."
"Let's just...keep our hands to ourselves while the shop is open, okay?" I looked over at her.
"That's the proper thing to do," she agreed, withdrawing her hand.
"But..." I bumped my hand against her hip behind the counter. "You do look really fucking good today."
A surprised look crossed her face, but I figured she was just doing it for dramatic effect.
"That's not very proper," she said quietly to me.
"Maybe we'll figure out a balance," I said, letting out a little laugh. I felt heat in my face, though, and when I looked upward and saw Scott eyeing the two of us from across the store while Austin slid a few books onto shelves, that heat burned hotter.
I cleared my throat, blinking to regain my senses. "Sorry," I said softly to her, fiddling with the register. "I don't know where that came from. I really didn't mean to be, uh, flirting with you. I know Grace was okay with the other day, but that doesn't mean I should be doing anything more, you know."
"That's reasonable," Kayla said, pointing her finger at the digital menu button for clearance books. "I'm not trying to step on your toes—or Grace's, for that matter. Even if I do get...flirty." She pressed her finger onto the touchscreen, bringing up the selection of markdowns. "It's all there, see? Anyway, it just comes out of me, like it came out of you. It doesn't have to mean anything."
"This isn't a situation I have a lot of experience with," I said to her. "You know, the girl I'm seeing encouraging me to have her friend, um..."
"I understand that it's complicated," Kayla said. "And you have a lot of other things to occupy your mind right now. I don't want this sort of thing to distract me from doing the best job I can, either."
"So no touching," I said, looking over at her.
"No touching," Kayla agreed. "In-store, or out, unless arrangements are made."
"Arrangements?" I asked, but all she did was shrug, and then a customer was coming in the door, so I put those thoughts out of my mind. It was time to focus on Quill's End. 
Not that it was easy. I would be working with Kayla most of the day, and it was hard not to stare at her. But true to her word, she focused on the business at hand. Maybe with a flirty look tossed in, which I latched onto like a puppy dog. In the craze of what was essentially my first day, those looks on her pretty face kept me afloat.
I mostly knew the register before today, but the hands-on experience reaffirmed it. I introduced myself to quite a few people who had come in specifically to meet me—the assistant director of the Chamber of Commerce, a couple owners of businesses on the same block I'd yet to meet, various people from Timber Creek who gushed about how great it was to see Quill's End open and sticking around...
It was very nice. Grace had told me that this was kind of a big deal to a lot of people, but hearing it from so many on opening day, it really cemented the whole thing. 
The day flew by as I cashed out people for books, had conversations and learned more about the town while Kayla covered the register, and got a look at the coffee shop and bakery in action, too. Kayla's shift ended at 3PM, and we didn't have any more, ah, incidents throughout the day. 
I felt a little bad about putting those walls up, though she seemed to understand just fine. Kayla was astute; reasonable. Honestly, I wasn't sure if I felt bad—I wasn't sure what I felt, just that I was feeling something and it was hard to put words out to describe it. I'd never been between two women like this before. 
It wasn't a love triangle. It was more like the two of them were a love barbell and I was straining to keep it above my chest.
When 5PM closed in, I greeted Lucia as she arrived, and I headed back to the bakery counter to talk to Scott.
"I think this was a great opening day," I said, leaning up against the bakery counter while he was changing out a tray in the display case.
"Fantastic," he said, getting up from his crouch behind the case. "There was excitement in the air! Hasn't felt like this here in a while." Scott came to the counter, across from me. "Listen, was Kayla giving you any problems at the front?"
I did my best to not let any concern show on my face. "Problems?"
"Nothing about her work," Scott said, leaning in. "She's great. But she can be...hm. I've had to talk to her before about getting too flirtatious with Austin. I don't think she meant any harm, just having fun, but it was distracting him."
"I'll keep that in mind," I said, "but don't worry. I haven't had any problems with Kayla."
Scott nodded. "Okay, boss. You're heading out, right?"
"It's about that time." I shook Scott's hand. "Thanks for everything. Real great first day, I'm happy to be here."
"Me too," he said, and then he looked past me. "Hey, Lucia! Save the biscuits before they burn, would ya?"
Lucia hurried behind the counter, coming up to start her shift, and I said goodbye to them both. My heart was full, and there was a smile on my face as I left Quill's End and the bell jingled above my head. But no matter that fulfillment, I was still immediately reaching into my pocket as I left, and pulling out my phone to text Grace as I headed upstairs.
On my way, can't wait to see you!









  
  Chapter 7


I quickly changed my shirt (I had gotten coffee on it) and then went back down and got in my car, heading over to Grace's apartment.  
This would be the first time I'd actually gone inside. I knocked on her door, and she greeted me with a big hug just like she had last time, pairing it with a kiss that I returned eagerly.
"Come on in, handsome," Grace said, pulling me by the hand. 
I let her pull me in, closing the door behind me. This time I wrapped her up in a hug and I kissed her again. "Missed you."
"Missed you," Grace said, kissing me hard, and then finding my crotch with her hand while her tongue was in my mouth. I groaned against her, and she let me go.
"Teasing, huh?" I said as she danced away, stepping after her. "How about you..."
Whatever I was about to say, I lost it, as I followed Grace around the corner and I saw Kayla sitting on the couch in the living room. Grace tipped a wink at me, and then she dropped down onto the couch next to Kayla, throwing her arm around the brunette's shoulders.
"Hi, Ethan," Kayla said.
"Um...hi." I stood there in front of the couch, feeling like an absolute dope.
"Actually," Grace said, taking her arm off Kayla. "Fun idea. Ethan, sit down in the middle."
"Oh! Yes." Kayla moved to the side, and so did Grace, leaving a spot open for me.
"Come on, big guy," Grace said, patting the couch and giving me a knowing smile.
"Big guy," I repeated, and then I followed her orders, sitting down on the couch between them. I looked from Grace, to Kayla. "Why do I feel like I'm in trouble?"
"Nobody's in trouble," Kayla said.
"Not that kind of trouble," Grace said.
"We both want to talk to you," Kayla said.
I kept my hands in my lap. "I figured."
"Okay, so like, first thing." Grace reached over and put her hand on top of mine. "You liked getting blown by Kayla, right?"
"Did I..." I had to fight to keep from laughing. I felt nervous, like I didn't know what the right answer was. But when in doubt, just be honest. "Yeah, I liked it. That's a way of putting it."
"He definitely liked it," Kayla said slyly.
"It did sound very nice," Grace said. She slipped her fingers into my hand, and I closed my hand around them.
Then Kayla grabbed my left hand, from her side. "And think about it like this," she told me. "I liked it, too."
"I don't know if I'm following," I admitted.
"Okay," Grace said, turning towards me and pulling her legs up under the couch. "Kayla and I were talking. And as fun as it is to swap stories, we don't just want to hook up with you and tell each other about it."
"We want to be your girlfriends," Kayla said, stating it plainly.
I blinked, leaning backward into the couch so that I could see both of them easier. "Hold on. Hold on, hold on, hold on."
"I'm holding." Grace grinned.
"You both want to date me? At the same time?"
"It's a much simpler arrangement than a guy having two girlfriends," Kayla said. She pushed a strand of brown hair off of her glasses. "Instead of six relationships between the three of us, we are one relationship." Kayla smiled. "A harem."
"Did you just say 'harem'?" I raised my eyebrows.
Grace bounced on the couch. "What do you think? We talked about it, and Kayla suggested the term. I think it sounds sexy."
"It's—I mean, the word is—harem is fine, it's not—" I was sputtering. I pulled in a breath. "Are you both serious? This is something you really want to do?"
"Yes." Grace stopped bouncing, putting her other hand on my shoulder.
I looked over at Kayla, who grabbed my hand in both of hers. "We really want to," Kayla said. "Do you, Ethan?"
There are moments where you know your whole life is about to change. I thought I had experienced one of those moments, standing in front of Quill's End for the first time, looking up at my future. But now I understood that what I felt then was simply a precursor to this moment, sitting here on the couch with Grace and Kayla, their hands on me, their breath baited. Waiting. 
Both of these women were responsible for the best sex I'd had in my life. Both of these women were attached to me, looking at me in earnest, nothing playful about the gravity of the question that hung in the air. Grace was incredible, and while Kayla felt new in comparison, the truth was that I'd met her only a few days after first meeting Grace. In the general scope of things, both women were brand new to my life. I saw things in Kayla that I saw in Grace, and vice versa.
And I hesitated inside myself, because I didn't want to make such a big decision based strictly on sexual desire, though my body was ravenous for both of them. I thought of lying in bed with Grace. I thought of Kayla's heavy-handed flirting, arranging the messages by the bakery counter. Working with her. Taking Grace out to dinner. 
And I knew that it was more than sex. That since I had moved in here, these two girls had managed to occupy most of my waking thoughts. And that I would be a fool to say no to Grace and Kayla about most anything, let alone something as momentous as this.
"A harem," I said finally. And I took my hands from theirs and put my arms around both of their shoulders, pulling both women in close to me. "Our harem. Yes."
"Oh, thank god," Grace sighed into my shoulder. "I didn't know how I would look you in the face if this didn't work out."
"You probably couldn't," Kayla said, snuggling up against me. "It was a big risk, and it paid off. If not, it might have been over."
"Okay, you don't have to say it like that," Grace murmured. And she lifted her head up. "Ethan! You came here to celebrate. I heard the opening was amazing!"
"It was," I said to her. "Although, compared to this...it feels lackluster."
"It just means you have two things to celebrate now," Kayla said warmly, and when she reached down to grab my dick through my pants, she met Grace's hand there.
Kayla looked across me, to Grace. "So we're thinking the same thing."
Grace nodded. "And so are you, Ethan, by the feel of you..." She leaned into my ear, but spoke loudly enough for both me and Kayla to hear.
"Let me show you my bedroom."






  
  Chapter 8


I would love to tell you what Grace's bedroom looked like, but I didn't notice a single detail. Between the two of them, they practically shoved me into her bed, and then they were on top of me, whispering to each other. I didn't know what kind of sinister plan they were hatching. I just knew that I didn't want to interrupt. 
They came to some sort of agreement, which apparently began with Grace taking my clothes off while Kayla got herself naked. I helped that along, and I got a look at Kayla's naked body for the first time. She took her glasses off, setting them on some table beside Grace's bed. Her brown hair flowed downward, and I saw a smattering of freckles on her shoulders and upper arms. Her breasts were perky, big with round, dark nipples, hanging deliciously over her lithe form. Her smooth, flat belly journeyed downward to a pussy that was shaven clean.
"What do you think?" Kayla asked me, kneeling on the bed.
"Sexy as hell," I growled.
Kayla smiled. "I could say the same about you," she commented, as she dragged her eyes down my naked form.
Then she reached across me to help Grace pull her shirt off, and Grace's huge breasts fell out, and soon the naked pair of women were bent over into my crotch and I could feel their breath on my dick.
"A blowjob from two women can't technically be as good as one giving you her full attention," Kayla said, and she looked up at me with a smile. "But it has a certain X-factor."
Was this what they had talked about? I didn't ask, because in the next second, Grace was swallowing me down, and my eyes rolled back in my head. One of them had their hand on my balls, and just from what she did, I knew it was Kayla, the sensation familiar, reminiscent of our time by the bakery.
Grace pulled off and moved down to my balls, and then Kayla took me into her mouth, bringing me into her throat like a pro while Grace licked and sucked at my balls.
Whatever the X-factor of a double blow job was, it was lighting me up like a switchboard. The two women swapped my dick between them, tasting me, sucking me down. Their tongues would run up my shaft together, and I watched them meet at the head and then circle their tongues around each other, kissing on top of my cock.
"What do you think of that, Ethan?" Grace said, breathing hard, her eyes glittering. "That was the first time Kayla and I have ever kissed each other."
"You're shitting me," I panted.
"I think that's a compliment," Kayla said, and then she kissed Grace again, long and hard, before sliding her mouth back down onto my cock.
I didn't know how long it had been. It could've been five minutes, it could've been an hour. But at some point, Grace said, "I wanna get on him now."
Kayla had me in her mouth. She pulled off with a slurp. "Okay, get up there."
"Is this whatever—mmf." I grunted as Grace planted her hands on my chest, throwing her leg over me and straddling me. "Is this what you two were plotting?"
"Oh, yes," Grace said, that feverish tone in her voice that came when she was driven by lust. "I want to fuck you first, and Kayla wanted to watch you fuck me anyway, so it works out."
Grace bent down, licking my neck and putting her lips up against my ear.
"And when you fuck Kayla after you cum in me," she whispered, "cum in her, too. We're both on the pill."
She sat back up, finding my dick with the lips of her pussy and rubbing against it. Grace looked me in the eye. "You got that?"
"I got it," I said weakly, needing to be inside her.
She kept rubbing on me, but I didn't want to wait. I grabbed her hip with one hand, and I reached beneath her to grab my cock and find her entrance. I thrust up into her, and she took me eagerly, aroused and soaking wet. Grace cried out as I slid up inside of her, and from behind her friend and between my legs, Kayla watched it all.
"My goodness," Kayla said quietly, her voice shaky. "This is so fucking hot."
I heard her. Grace might've heard her, but she might not have. She was already lost with pleasure, my cock up inside her, riding me as I thrust my hips up into her and met her in the air. Kayla's hands rubbed up my legs and found their way onto Grace's hips, helping her rhythm.
"You're better than I thought you'd be," Kayla said to her.
"I've...been...practicing!" Grace said, each word accompanied with her pussy slamming down onto me.
"It's okay if I touch you?" Kayla asked.
"Please," Grace begged her.
I watched Grace's big tits bounce as Kayla reached her arms around her, sliding one hand down the smooth skin of her stomach until she found Grace's clit. Hugging her tight, she rubbed Grace, and Grace let out a loud cry as the pleasure overtook her.
Grace squeezed her eyes shut as she came, still riding me, and the erotic sight of Kayla masturbating her was too much to bear. I thrust myself up into Grace and filled her up, climaxing as I grabbed her hips with both hands and brought her as close to me as possible.
I unclenched slowly as the peak of my pleasure faded, and Grace grew slack in Kayla's arms.
"I have you, honey," Kayla said to Grace, helping her sink down to the bed as my cock slid out of her. "You okay?"
Grace nodded, mumbling something.
It made Kayla smile. "It definitely felt like the biggest one ever."
The next thing Grace said was louder. "Fuck him, Kayla."
Kayla climbed on top of me. My dick was still hard, still covered with Grace's juices and my own, and Kayla rubbed her smooth, wet pussy up against it, straddling me and bringing her face close to mine.
"It just occurred to me," she said, blinking. "You and I haven't kissed. We probably should before you fuck me, don't you think?"
Her brown hair had tumbled down, tickling my chest and neck. I didn't understand how someone could be so depraved and so adorable at the same time.
I brought my mouth up to hers and kissed Kayla, and she brought a hand up to my face, putting it on my cheek. Her lips parted and her tongue found mine, and she turned her head to kiss me deeper, curling her fingers against my face and scratching me with her nails. I slid my fingers into the hair on the back of her head and pulled her into me.
"Good kisser," Kayla said, catching her breath once we parted. "Great kisser. Okay. You heard the lady, Ethan. I need you to fuck me. Right now."
If I had a refractory period, I had muscled my way through it. Kayla pushed back on me, and I arched upward to find the right angle, and then I was sinking into her pussy. Kayla closed her eyes and put her weight down on me, taking me all the way inside herself.
"God," she said, her fingers curled against my chest. "It has been too fucking long."
After taking just a moment to savor it, Kayla started to ride me. And lord, her hot, wet pussy felt good, and I loved the way her tits bounced and her hair shook, and even if my sensitive dick hurt a little, I didn't care. I reached up and I grabbed her breast, thumbing her nipple and making her moan appreciatively. We were in a rhythm now, my dick running up the hill toward another orgasm.
Grace stirred beside us, recovered, and she put her hand on my chest, coming up close to me to nibble on my ear.
"I like watching you fuck her," she said to me, sounding embarrassed by it. "Is that weird?"
"No," I told her. "It's wild."
Grace bit in my earlobe, and then she pushed herself up, getting her arms around Kayla.
"My turn, okay?" she said to the brunette.
Kayla just nodded, riding me furiously, her fingernails leaving dents in the skin of my chest.
From the side, Grace put one arm around Kayla's stomach, reaching down to find her clit. The other went behind Kayla, and I felt Grace's fingers on my shaft as she touched both of us down there, rubbing my balls and then bringing her finger up to trace the wet outline of Kayla's tunnel where I stretched her open. 
Then she raised that finger further and slid it smoothly up Kayla's ass, making Kayla squeal with pleasure.
I could feel Grace's finger in her ass, up against the underside of my cock, as I fucked Kayla. Rubbing her clit, Grace said teasingly, "I bet you forgot that you told me you liked this."
Kayla was in no place to defend herself. Her eyes were shut, her breath rapid, and both of us were approaching that inevitable release.
With Grace working her from both ends, Kayla climaxed, shaking on top of me while Grace wiggled her finger up her butt and firmly rubbed her clit.
I kept fucking Kayla while her orgasm rippled through her, savoring the pain that her fingers dug into my chest, and with a burst of oversensitive strain, I let out a choked grunt and came again, this time inside a different woman. I pumped Kayla full of whatever I had left, moaning, one hand on her hip and the other on her boob, my hips thrusting up into her until there was nothing left to give.
Kayla collapsed on me, and Grace lay down beside her, and I pulled the strawberry blonde close to me.
"Every time I'm with you two," I said, my chest heaving. "I keep having the best sex I've ever had. You might end up killing me."
Grace licked her lips, putting her hand on my shoulder while Kayla quietly chuckled against me.
"There's worse ways to go," Grace said.
"True," Kayla murmured, her head against me.
"I choose the death by sex," I said.






  
  Chapter 9


I stayed over at Grace's that night. Kayla did, too, all three of us cuddled up in Grace's bed, and I thought,  I could get used to this.
Ideally, though, I would get used to it in a bigger bed.
When I woke up with the two of them on either side of me, both of my arms asleep underneath their bodies, I wondered how complicated this would be. I'd never done anything like this before, not even close. My life before Timber Creek had centered around work, and the last real long-term relationship I'd had was in college, which barely had cracked the year-long mark.
I felt unequipped. I felt like I was going to hurt someone, or let somebody down.
But I knew, also, that was me being pessimistic. Pragmatic. Thinking of things in terms of probabilities, in terms of success rates and my own personal bias. I didn't know shit about the dating world. But even more important than that—the dating world wasn't my world. This was my world, naked in bed with two beautiful women who were crazy into me, and I was into them just the same.
Things didn't have to be complicated when you focused on the simple, fundamental truths of a relationship. We liked each other, we cared about each other. Even in this short span, we had communicated. We had asked questions, and we had given honest answers to each other. It didn't matter whether the way this had begun was unorthodox, or hell, whether the harem as a whole was unorthodox. Grace, Kayla, and I were doing this the best way we knew how.
I didn't know where it would lead. I just had to accept that fact instead of letting it bother me. I wasn't going to be that Ethan anymore.
Somebody's phone on the side table lit up, and I cranked my neck to see the time.
"Damn," I muttered, and I painfully withdrew my prickly arms from beneath Grace and Kayla, rousing all of us into waking.
"Sorry," I said. "But if we get up now, we have time to get coffee before I have to open the shop."
Kayla pressed her body up against me, her breasts brushing my elbow. With sleepy eyes, she asked, "JJ's?"
"JJ's," Grace mumbled from the other side of me. "I have...a free coffee...stamp."
"JJ's," I agreed, and the three of us started our first morning as an official harem.

To be continued in Book 3…








  
  Bookshop Harem: Book 3









  
  About

Bookshop Harem: Book 3


The Bookshop Harem is official for Ethan, Grace, and Kayla. But how long can they keep it a secret? 

There's no shame among the three of them, but life is certainly simpler without having to explain your polycule. Especially when one of Ethan's girlfriends is also his employee.

But keeping it close to the vest (and in his pants) isn't so easy. Grace and Kayla appear to be completely insatiable, and they're pushing Ethan's own libido to the max.

Running a store is hard enough, but keeping two gorgeous women satisfied on top of it? It was only a matter of time before there was a slip-up.

Maybe the break room of Quill's End wasn't such a private place after all...






  
  Chapter 1



ETHAN


"I shouldn't be saying this." I turned the paper coffee cup in my hand. "But JJ's coffee is better than what we have at Quill's End."
Grace did a mock gasp and brought her hand to her mouth, and Kayla laughed next to me. Grace was across the small table the three of us were sitting at. All of us had hot cups of JJ's coffee in our hands. 
"It's fine as long as you don't say it to the customers," Kayla said.
"And as long as nobody here just overheard you," Grace added.
Now I clapped my hand to my mouth, my eyes going wide in theatric surprise. Though I couldn't help laughing into my hand. I was in an undeniable, indestructible good mood. I could have watched a tree fall onto my car through the window, and I would have shrugged it off. Such imperviousness to the world around me was a side effect of spending the best night of my life with the two women I was having coffee with.
With whom I was having coffee. Whatever.
Though I supposed I should picture us less as "me and the two women" and more as "our harem." Because last night was when that word, which I had said only rarely in my life (usually in the context of discussing romance novels), became an official part of my life. 
Perhaps unsurprisingly, this was new for me. And I wanted to talk to both of them about it. Sleepily leaving Grace's apartment after separate, hurried showers so that we could make it to JJ's with enough time to sit down hadn't afforded us much time to chat.
I leaned in, aware of the other people around. Timber Creek was a small town. I knew that rumors would be inevitable, but I didn't need to hurry such gossip along. 
"Have either of you, uh, done this before?" I said quietly. "The, uh. This harem thing?"
"I don't think you need to be all secretive about it," Grace said. "Are you embarrassed?"
I shook my head quickly at that. "Not in the least. I just don't know this town very well yet. I don't want to cause problems for anyone if people start gabbing about us."
Kayla patted me on the shoulder. "I think you're basing your small town conceptions on movies, city boy Ethan. Timber Creek has thirty-five thousand residents. And a lot more people around during the semester on top of it. No one is going to notice us."
"Okay, you got me there," I said, grinning. "I'll follow your lead on Timber Creek propriety. I would just prefer not to make any big waves right on the heels of opening the store."
"Noted," Grace said. "But I don't think it's something you need to worry about."
"To answer the original question," Kayla said, running her finger around the edge of her coffee lid, "no. This would be my first harem. Grace?"
Grace gave Kayla a look. "You think I wouldn't tell you if I'd been part of a harem?" The word made Grace blush, covering her mouth again. "Okay, Ethan. Maybe I see where you were coming from now."
Kayla stuck her tongue out at Grace. "I didn't want to presume to answer for you. You know, all things being equal."
"So we're all new at this," I said, while Kayla and Grace nodded. "I suppose we don't have a lot to go off, then."
"We don't need to follow some established methodology, anyway," Kayla said, pushing up her glasses. "With three of us, it creates a unique structure. I'm sure typical relationship advice wouldn't go very far in this scenario. And even advice meant for polyamorous arrangements like this must vary wildly between relationships."
"Polyamorous," Grace said. "I think I prefer harem. Polyamorous is a lot of syllables."
"I don't know if harem has an adjective form," Kayla said thoughtfully.
"You are such a nerd sometimes," Grace teased. "But, you know. I love it." She reached across the table and squeezed Kayla's hand.
"It's good to see you two sweet on each other," I said. I took a sip of my coffee. "Not that I want to be too terribly cliché, but I'm sure the number one thing that transcends relationships of all types and forms is communication. So if anyone feels like I'm fucking up, you tell me, yeah? And I'll do you the same courtesy, And as long as that's our baseline, we can do this right."
"And have fun, don't forget," Kayla said, brushing her fingers against mine where I held my coffee cup. "Right?"
"Right," I said, my cheeks tingling.
"Don't get all stiff just because we put a label on this thing," Grace said, admonishing me. "We mostly came up with the harem bit for fun. I mean, of course we should all be considerate of each other so that a fun thing doesn't sprout a bunch of problems. But I also don't want any of us just sitting there and worrying about it, you know what I mean?"
I let out of breath, closing my eyes slowly and then reopening them while I was sure Grace watched the whole time. "So you want me to play it cool."
Grace rolled her eyes. "You don't need to change anything about yourself. That's the last thing either of us want."
"Agreed." Kayla nodded.
"I'll do my best," I said.
"Just do what's natural," Grace said. Then she brightened, and she pulled her phone out of her little purse. "It just occurred to me, a momentous occasion. I'm going to establish our group text."
"Ooh." Kayla leaned forward excitedly. "What should we call it?"
"Does it need a name?" I questioned.
"No, but it's more fun that way," Grace said, her thumbs hovering over her phone screen.
"Ethan's Honeys?" Kayla suggested.
"Ethan's Gals!" Grace said.
"Wait," I said, sputtering, "why does it have to be named after me?"
Light flashed across Kayla's glasses as she turned her head toward me. I could see the teasing look on her face.
"Well, traditionally, a harem is one man and many women," Kayla said, in such a way that I knew she was trying to fluster me. "Do we want to uphold tradition?"
"I don't know if there's anything traditional about this," I said, with a nervous little laugh.
"It should be more modern," Grace said. "Though, um, I don't really have any ideas. Ethan's Gals was really just a joke."
"So was mine," Kayla said with a laugh.
"It should have 'harem' in it," Grace said thoughtfully. "Timber Creek Harem Gang?"
"Are we an eighties rap group?" I asked.
Grace poked my arm. "I don't see you coming up with any ideas."
"Look at him," Kayla said. "He's thinking of something."
"You can just read it on my face, huh?" I leaned back in my chair. "Okay, fine. Maybe something occurred to me."
Grace nodded her head. "Spit it out!"
"I don't know..."
"Being coy," Kayla said, shaking her head. "Is this typical Ethan, or changed-for-the-harem Ethan?"
"Hard to say." I grinned. "The two of you bring out such strange behavior in me."
"We do have to open the shop soon," Kayla said, and Grace tapped her fingers on the table.
"Now I feel like I've built it up too much," I said. "It's nothing special. I was going to say Quill's End Harem, but I have like a million different contacts in my phone that all begin with Quill's End right now because of all the dealings with the place. I'd hate to accidentally text any of them when trying to reach out to you two."
"Still waiting," Grace said quietly.
"Okay," I said. "Simple and short: Bookshop Harem."
Grace beamed immediately. "I love it."
"Me too," Kayla said. "It has a certain elegance."
"You know, I thought it did," I said, nudging my shoulder against her.
"I'm serious," Kayla said, raising an eyebrow.
"It's a lock," Grace announced, and mine and Kayla's phones buzzed at the same time. I picked mine up and looked at the screen, finding the first message from the Bookshop Harem:
GRACE
Kayla wants to suck your cock.









  
  Chapter 2


If I'd been drinking coffee at that moment, I would have spit it out. Kayla giggled to herself, reading the message, then setting her phone down. 
"Am I right?" Grace said, with a warm smile at Kayla.
Kayla peered at Grace over the top of her glasses, giving the strawberry blonde woman a nod.
"What the hell," I said softly.
"I have a sense about these things," Grace said with a big smile. "Um, also Kayla might have said something while you were in the shower."
"Just girl talk," Kayla said simply, giving a little shrug. "No need to get so flustered by it, Ethan."
I felt my ears burning. "It was definitely the right move not naming it Quill's End Harem," I muttered.
Grace glanced down at her phone and let out a little noise of frustration. "I have to go. And I only finished half my coffee. At least I'll have it for the drive. You guys are opening the store, right?"
I glanced at my watch. "Jesus, where does the time go? Yeah, we should get down there."
Kayla and I were opening today. In part of her bid to pick up some extra hours, she was working a split, opening and closing around an afternoon class. Despite Scott's helpful intentions, I planned to be at the bookshop for the full day's hours today. Call it an old habit, but sometimes if I didn't squeeze in a 12-hour workday, I felt like I was doing something wrong.
The three of us stood up from the table, the remainders of our coffees in hand, and we left JJ's in good spirits. Though I had to admit I was still a little shaky from that opening text message and subsequent discussion. I wondered if I would ever get used to stuff like that.
I hoped that I wouldn't.
"Give me a kiss," Grace said, as we stopped in front of the store. "If the gossip is going to start, might as well get the worst of it out early. Don't you think?"
"I don't know if I agree with that," I said, watching her eyes twinkle, "but, hell with it."
I stepped up to Grace and kissed her with my arms around her, smelling the coconut in her shampoo, feeling her soft lips against mine. And, unavoidably, her tits pressing against my chest. Not that I was complaining.
"Nice," Grace said, letting her hand drag off of me.
"Grace, my dear," Kayla said, stepping up to her. "You're going to give me a kiss too, right?"
"Oh." Grace's eyes went wide. "Yeah?"
Kayla nodded. "We're the Bookshop Harem. Kiss us both goodbye. Don't you want to?"
"Don't be like that," Grace said with a smile. "We just haven't had a lot of practice kissing yet...so don't tease me, okay?"
"I think you two did just fine last night," I offered.
Grace came up to Kayla, and Kayla pulled the blonde into her arms, kissing her while Grace made a surprised noise and then softened into her. 
"That was nice," Grace said quietly, brushing her hair out of her eyes as they parted.
"Yeah." Kayla was a little red. I had a feeling their tongues had gotten a workout just now. She blinked and straightened her glasses. "Thanks, sweetie. Ethan, we probably should..."
"Don't let me hold you up with all these kisses," Grace said, raising her hands.
"Oh! One thing I should say while we're all here." Kayla clapped her hands together. "As much as I like being cavalier with our kisses..."
I knew where she was going. "You and I probably shouldn't."
"Yes." Kayla twisted a strand of hair around her finger. "Harem aside, the boss-employee thing is tricky. I know you're the owner, but still."
"That can definitely cause issues," I said. I thought about what Scott had mentioned, about Kayla being a flirt, and wisely decided not to bring it up. "Among the staff. Worries about favoritism, discomfort—you name it."
"But you can't keep it secret forever," Grace protested.
"We can't," I agreed, "but we should give it some time."
"I guess," Grace said, twisting her mouth. "Okay. I won't go blabbing about us."
"I never said you were going to blab!" Kayla looked at Grace.
"Hee. I know." Grace grabbed her hand. "But, you know, I went blabbing to you about Ethan in a matter of hours, so..."
"It worked out pretty well," Kayla said.
"Yes, it did." Grace let her go. "I'm off, cuties. Open your store already, my god."
I laughed as Grace walked away, back to her car parked on the block by JJ's, and I opened up the front door of Quill's End. 
"I'll take care of the back and bakery," I said to Kayla, and she nodded.
"I have the front," she responded. 
I raised my fist, offering her my knuckles. She hesitated, then she touched her fist to mine.
"If we can't kiss," I said. "It's something."
Kayla laughed at that. "It's something, all right. Okay, shoo. You'll distract me from my work."
Of course, she was the one who offered more distraction. As usual, I felt plain next to her. Her brown hair was back up behind her head, with some strands artfully hanging down by her face, around her glasses. She'd brought a change of clothes with her to Grace's (since they'd planned it, and all), and her fresh white linen blouse was open at her cleavage, her navy blue shorts showing a healthy amount of her thighs. 
I'd have to try not to stare. 
I went back to the bakery, leaving Kayla to boot up the register and run any software updates on it before we opened. I busied myself sorting the case and the register back at the coffee shop area, getting familiar with what was needed to get this place started.
It was fifteen or twenty minutes later before I was confident that I hadn't missed anything, and that was when Kayla came to the back, finding me as I stood up from behind the counter.
"How's it going back here?" she asked me, leaning on the counter. "Up front is all set."
"Awesome," I said, wiping my brow. It had been a lot of bending down and standing up. "Awesome to both. I got finished earlier than I'd expected."
"Great, so we have some time." Kayla came around the counter and she took my hand. "How about you and I go to the break room before we officially open?"
I raised my eyebrows. "So you two were serious?"
Kayla smiled. "We try not to joke about your cock."






  
  Chapter 3


I snorted. "This isn't exactly discreet, you know." 
"Who needs to be discreet when we're behind closed doors?" Kayla said, tugging on my hand. "It's not like I'm blowing you in the middle of the floor."
"Not yet," I said, giving her a lascivious grin. She looked fucking amazing, and how was I going to refuse this? Truth be told, the text message hadn't left my mind since we walked out of the coffee shop. If Kayla didn't say something, I probably would have. But I was trying to control my impulses, especially after our conversation out front.
All of that paled in comparison to seeing Kayla's cleavage jiggle as she pulled on me. So I gave in. She walked me back through the door behind the bakery, which led to the back hallway, where there was storage and a break room with a couch and kitchenette. 
Once we got inside, I took the lead, swinging around her and pulling her into me for a kiss. Her tongue ran across mine, and she groped my cock through my pants, making me pull her against me harder.
"I've never met anyone as eager as you," I told her, my breath coming a little fast.
Kayla said, "I've never met anybody who could handle it."
"A first for us both, then," I said, as she was already taking my pants down before I could even loosen them myself.
Kayla pushed me back, and my ass hit the kitchen counter. She had my pants all the way down around my ankles in the next second, dropping down to her knees and running her tongue along my cock, which was well on its way to being incredibly hard.
"Fuck," I said, as she went from licking to sucking, taking me into her mouth and letting the sound of her pleasure vibrate my shaft. This would be the second time she had given me a blowjob in Quill's End. With how ravenous she was, she really could flip a coin and be perfectly professional during business hours. It was impressive.
Kayla swallowed my cock down, and I put a hand on her head and tried not to mess up her hair. Her glasses glinted in the light of the break room with each swipe her lips took on my cock. My stomach and chest heaved, my breath coming hard and heavy as Kayla went down on me with no mercy, plunging me deep into her throat until her chin was up against my balls.
It was the hardest thing in the world to do, but I stopped her from sucking on me, pulling my hips to the side and letting my cock fall from her mouth. She sucked in a big lungful of air.
"Stand up," I told her, pulling on her arm.
"Ethan," she started, but she got to her feet.
She wasn't the only one who was ravenous. Slipping my left arm around her back, I plunged my hand into the front of her shorts, sliding my fingers down the soft, wet flesh of her pussy.
"Oh," Kayla moaned, pressing her weight into me as her knees went weak. "Ethan, yes..."
I slipped one finger up inside her, then two, and she moaned into my ear and clutched against my back. With the shorts on, I couldn't manage anything more impressive than that. But a thought occurred to me, and I went with it.
I bent at the knees and shifted my left arm so it was underneath her ass, and then with my fingers still inside her, I picked her up off the ground. Kayla shrieked and grabbed onto me, but I was steady as a rock. She was nothing. I'd carried dozens of her up the stairs when I'd moved in.
"Ethan! This is—dangerous!" she cried out, as I swept her around in an arc and chuckled, kicking my pants off my ankles. My phone slipped out of my pocket, sliding across the floor and stopping in front of the couch.
"Doesn't that make it fun?" I brought her over to the couch, but instead of setting her down under the cushions, I put her ass down onto the arm. It was the perfect height.
"Keep yourself steady," I told her. "The pants are coming off."
Gently, I pulled my fingers out of her wet tunnel, and while she held herself upright on the arm of the couch, I took her pants down and the underwear with them.
"Two blowjobs in the bookshop is great at all," I said, dropping her shorts to the floor. "But I want to fuck you in the bookshop."
Kayla looked up at me, her glasses askew, the tip of her tongue hanging out of her mouth. Her blouse was rumpled on the bottom, and her legs were open, showing the glistening smoothness of her shaved vagina. I took her by the thighs, pressing myself up close against her on the couch. She had one hand on her chest, the other dropped low to brace against the side of the couch.
With her legs up and her ankles on either side of me, I rubbed my cock along her lips, making her twist and moan. I wanted to tease her more, but we were on a time crunch. So I lowered myself down and pushed into her, finding her wet hole with ease and sliding into her with no trouble. She was horny as fuck, and her tight, soaking tunnel took me in with one smooth stroke.
Kayla moaned, and she brought a hand to her mouth when the feelings overtook her, muffling her sounds. I grunted as I bottomed out in her, the couch arm the exact right height for us. My hands slid down her legs, feeling her thighs, squeezing at her, and then I pulled back and pushed in, leaning over her to hold her steady.
We weren't completely silent, but we tried to be. Even though the store was empty, it still felt wrong—hell, it was wrong, fucking her here in the store, fucking my employee, even if she was my girlfriend, even if no one knew about it except me and her (and probably Grace, who was likely already imagining it). But I watched Kayla's tits bounce in her shirt and locked eyes with her and felt her gripping on my dick, and I knew I would have kept going even if the walls fell down and the whole town was watching.
Kayla started rubbing her clit, biting her lip and staring up at me while I filled her up over and over. God, but did she look fucking hot like this. It gave me an idea. I saw my phone out of the corner of my eye, on the floor next to me where it had slid, and I reached down and picked it up, popping out of Kayla for only a second. 
I slid back inside her, making her jerk with pleasure, and I held my phone up. "What if I took a picture of you? For Grace?"
Kayla pushed her glasses up her nose, smiling, out of breath. "Now who's not discreet?"
"Me." Another thought occurred to me. "It's okay if this isn't like, cool. If you don't want a naked picture of you in the, um, the ether. I might have gotten carried away by how good you look."
"It sounds fucking hot," Kayla said, a little growl in her voice. "But that's thoughtful. Compromise. I'm gonna take off my glasses and throw my arm over my face. Then if our group text gets hacked, I can just never wear this shirt again."
"Smart."
Kayla set her glasses on the couch and brought her balancing arm up over her face, smiling beneath it. She pulled her other hand away from herself, and I shook my head. "No, keep rubbing."
"Mm." Kayla touched herself again. "Okay. Do it."
I leaned back, halfway inside of her, trying to capture as much of the perfect image as I could. Her legs in the air, her entrance swallowing me, her cute smile and the blush on her cheeks. I took the picture, and I very carefully sent it to the Bookshop Harem thread.
Then I threw my phone onto the couch, because I couldn't handle one more moment without fucking Kayla.
I took her by the legs again while she uncovered her face, her fingers flying over her clit. I slammed into her, letting out grunts that surpassed my intent to stay quiet, slapping into her flesh and against the unyielding firmness of the couch beneath her.
"Yes," Kayla panted, "yes!" 
Her orgasm came while I fucked her, and she squeezed her eyes shut, arching her head back. Her stomach muscles tensed and released, tensed and released, as the pleasure rolled through her.
With a hitching moan, I came inside her, pushing up against the backs of her thighs and letting everything go. Kayla's hand pressed up against my waist, touching me while my cock pulsed beneath her wrist.
I held against her after I was done, the fingers of one hand wrapped around her wrist. I couldn't stop looking at her.
"You're really hot," Kayla said, tickling me with the tips of her fingers. "But I believe we have about three minutes until we have to officially open."
"You're really hot," I said, "and really goddamn astute. Here, let me pull you up."
I got her safely off the couch, and we got our clothes back on. 
"Clean," I told her, after we had looked over each other for any unfortunate stains. "We ran a good operation here."
"I expected nothing less," Kayla said, looking put together but flushed.
"I never know what to expect between you and Grace," I said, pulling her into my arms as we stood by the door to the break room. "But I'm learning to like it."






  
  Chapter 4


It was a great start to what was technically only my second day running Quill's End, though I somehow felt like I'd already been in this town for a lifetime. Settling in easy will do that for you. 
And while I was reasonably certain that I didn't reek of sex, especially after a quick application of some emergency cologne, there were other distractions. Like the Bookshop Harem group text.
As soon as our pants were back on, both my phone and Kayla's were already blowing up, of course. 
GRACE
ARE YOU KIDDING ME

GRACE
Kayla you look fucking hot! 

GRACE
God! Give me some of that!

GRACE
Is this what this chat is for now? 

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

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

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

Even my hairy legs on the bottom?

GRACE
Especially those



The store was open now, though Kayla and I were alone for the moment. Scott would be coming in around noon. 
"I am loving this," Kayla said from behind the front counter, while I leaned against one of the book-stocked tables in front of it. 
"It might have been one of my better spur-of-the-moment ideas," I said, trying not to laugh. 
"Though I worry the two of you are going to try to, I don't know, outdo each other or something."
Kayla shook her head. "You really think Grace would let you take a naked photo of her?"
"Mm." I considered it. "I guess not. Though I wouldn't have expected you to, either. I think inhibitions change when I'm...inside you."
She bit the tip of her tongue, holding back a laugh. "You're right about that."
Then customers started to come in, so we got about our business. I had a few things baking in the oven, the dough thankfully pre-mixed and portioned so all I had to manage was the oven temp and timer, which I was capable of. Quill's End made some things from scratch, too, but I sure as hell didn't. That was Scott's and Lucia's area of expertise. 
I served some coffee and pastries and lost myself in the bookstore for a while, sex off my mind. As much as sex had dominated my life lately, I could still revel in the fulfillment of seeing Quill's End operate. And anytime I got to step away from the bakery and talk with people about books, about recommendations or release dates, I jumped at the chance.
"I actually might need to buy this one myself," I said, holding a fantasy novel that I had helped a young man find. "I already have it, but not this edition with this cover art. Are you sure you want it?"
Then I laughed and handed it to him and told him I'd love to hear what he thought of the ending, and to come find me when he finished it.
Then it was back to the coffee counter to serve out some hot beverages. I did notice that our drink options were pretty limited, pretty much just coffee and tea, plus a cold drink cooler off to the side. I didn't exactly want to turn the place into a full-fledged Starbucks, but I made a note to myself to look into the cost of an espresso machine with a steam wand. I had a feeling that putting simple lattes on offer would be a good move for the business. We just wouldn't get crazy with the macchiatos and the whipped topping and whatever else that could turn this into a complicated nightmare.
I fielded a few more texts from Grace and Kayla in our little Bookshop Harem group text as I worked, but there wasn't a ton of time for it. Grace was doing a cleaning job before afternoon classes, and business was pretty steady at the shop, so Kayla and I had our hands full.
When Scott came in, it was actually a relief to be able to step away from the coffee counter and take care of some things that had been nagging at me. I covered the front while Kayla took her break, and then she was on her way out, the first half of her split shift done. She would be back at five to work the rest and close down.
With a small gap in customers—just a couple people sitting by the bakery counter, sipping on coffee and reading—I went over to the back to chat with Scott. He was burly as ever, wearing a dark green apron dusted with flour since he had come in to make batches of baked goods for the day.
"How was running the back on your own?" he asked me.
"It went about as well as it could," I said. "I had a few people asking about the chocolate chip cookies, and I had to disappoint them. I saw them come back in for you."
Scott grinned, patting his big stomach. "Big guys make the best cookies. Though I did get the recipe from Lucia about a year ago. I had to admit that hers were better than mine."
"Well, it takes a big man to admit that," I said with a laugh, getting in on his joke. "Let me throw something at you. And I swear I'm not off to the races to make changes. But did Delaney or you ever think about getting an espresso machine in here?"
We talked shop for a little while, which eventually just devolved into shooting the shit and talking about good places to eat, about sports, about whatever, as the day wound down and the afternoon sun started to shine orange through the windows. I could see the front register from the back, so I was able to head back over there if someone needed something.
It was nice, just walking through Quill's End, getting the hang of things, and knowing that if something didn't feel right or needed adjusting, the decision was actually mine. I didn't need to run it up the chain or wait till the end of the quarter. If I wanted us to have an espresso machine, I could go to the restaurant supply depot in the next town to get it myself. 
Before I knew it, Kayla texted in the group that she was on her way back, and Grace was expressing her frustration that tonight's class which she needed for her program only had this late slot and she wanted to be there, but she was going to grab dinner with some people afterward. I told her not to worry and tried not to accidentally scroll back in the thread to where the picture of me fucking Kayla was sitting.
When Kayla arrived back at the store for the second part of her shift, she said hi to me at the front, and a thrill went through me. She was wearing the same outfit, of course, and all I could think about was how I had yanked those pants off her not long ago. How she had looked with her shirt pushed up her stomach and me between her legs.
I shook my head as she walked by to go drop her stuff in the break room, and I told myself to focus.
It was a long day, running the shop from open to close, but I found myself getting a second wind with Kayla's return. She came back to the front once she was done in the break room, finding me at the register.
"Hi there," she said.
"How was your time off?" I asked her.
"Delicious. I got lunch at the sunrise Café over on Birchwood before class. Have you been there yet?"
I shook my head.
"Their breakfast is even better." She tapped her finger on her chin. "Maybe some morning soon, huh?"
"It's a date," I said, though I tried not to be too loud about it.
"Save it for after close, Mr. Reaves," Kayla chastised me.
If I retorted, I would be flirting, so I bit it back. "Speaking of closing, I swear there's something I'm forgetting, but I have no idea what it is."
Kayla blinked. "I'm going to need more information."
I shrugged. "That's all I've got."
"Well," Kayla said, fighting a smile, "I guess we'll just have to see what disaster unfolds when you realize far too late."
That got a guffaw out of me. "Oh, I can't wait. It should be spectacular."
Kayla took the register while I busied myself rearranging the seasonal book table, since a lot of those had been picked up today. So I was the first one to see Grace step onto the landing when she walked through the door.
Grace smiled a secret smile, watching the pleasant surprise on my face as she walked up the stairs from the landing.
"Grace!" I said, not able to contain my excitement. It felt like it had been forever since I've seen her, even though it was only just this morning. "I thought you were out to dinner?"
"Changed my mind," Grace said sheepishly, walking up to me.
I decided that I didn't want to restrain myself. I pulled Grace into a hug, and I gave her a kiss on top of it, though I kept it brief. Still, the attention brought a pink glow into Grace's cheeks, which was so adorable that it made me just want to kiss her more.
"I can't believe this is the soonest I could get here since the opening," Grace said. "I still feel so terrible that I missed opening day."
"Don't be silly," I said to her. "After opening night, I could hardly remember that I owned this place."
Grace giggled, poking her tongue between her teeth, and she stepped past me to go see Kayla.
"Heyyyy, workin' girl," she said, leaning over the counter. And she pointedly stuck out her ass, gently swaying while she chatted. She was clad in tight jean shorts, and when she bent over like that, the bottoms of the legs rode up high enough to show the tiniest scoop of her cheeks.
I swallowed, trying to discreetly reach down and adjust my pants. That was when I saw Scott waving me to the back out of the corner of my eye.






  
  Chapter 5


I went over to the coffee counter. Done baking, Scott had his apron off. 
"Damn, man," Scott said in a gruff whisper. "You really seein that blonde up there?" Obviously, he had seen the hug. And the kiss.
"Yeah," I said, a little bashfully. "Grace."
"You've lived here, what, a week?" Scott turned up his palm. "And you're hooking up with a college girl?"
"Grad school," I said automatically. "Though, pretty much the same age bracket, I suppose. It just kind of happened. The two of us really hit it off."
"Hey." Scott raised his hand. "I'm not judging. My last girl was thirty-eight. It is what it is."
"I'm thirty-eight," I commented. Scott, I knew, was fifty-two.
"Jesus." Scott ran his hand down his face. "When's my shift over, again?"
"I believe you're stuck here another hour," I said, and I turned when I saw his eyes go over my shoulder. It was Grace, coming up to the bakery counter.
"Are you following me around?" I asked her.
"Only if you're going to feed me," Grace said promptly, coming up beside me. "I still haven't had dinner. I figured I would get something here from the, uh...the bakery." Grace looked around. "Huh. I never realized it before, but the coffee place here in Quill's End doesn't have a name. Did it ever?"
Scott answered that one. "It started out just serving coffee out of two pots, so we never considered putting up a sign. Over the years the former owner Roger Delaney added in the baking area, but it was such a slow process that we never really thought about giving it a name while it was in the shop."
Grace turned to me. "Maybe you can think of something. You know, you did such a good job naming our group text."
I laughed. "I don't know if I'd call that a creative miracle. But I'll think about it. Scott—she's on the house, give her the good stuff."
"You got it, boss," Scott said.
"Stop, don't do that," Grace said, smacking me on the arm. "I was joking, I'm not here to steal from Quill's End."
"Who's stealing?" I shrugged. "You had a surprise two free coffee stamps at JJ's this morning, and you treated me. Now you're getting karma back. Scott, don't take her money."
"House rules," Scott agreed, winking at Grace.
"All right, I'll take the free food," Grace said with an abashed grin, coming up to the counter and putting her hands on the edge. "I always liked the big soft pretzel you guys baked. Please tell me you still do those."
"Coming right up," Scott said, dusting his hands.
"Yay!" Grace turned back to me. "It feels so good to be here. And not be, like, cleaning the place."
"It's good to see you here," I told her. "Though if we do need a cleaner, I can still come to you, right?"
Grace walked up to me, getting close. "You can always come to me," she said. And then her eyes went a little wide and she pulled back, embarrassed. "God. Sorry. I don't mean to get, um..."
She glanced over at Scott, who had his back to us, working at the prep counter in the back. Then she got up on her tiptoes to whisper into my ear. 
"Ethan. That fucking picture..."
Shock rippled across my face, and I was glad that Scott wasn't looking. But I did love the feel of Grace against me, the sound of her voice in my ear.
"You liked that, huh?" I said quietly to her.
"Yes," she whispered, shivering against me. "It's all I can think about."
"I thought you were hungry," I said. 
Grace's breath on my ear. Then: "I am."
"Here we are!" Scott's voice rang out as he turned, and Grace got down off her tiptoes, though her fingers tickled at my hand.
"Oh, yum!" Grace said, her eyes landing on the big pretzel Scott had laid on the counter. "Okay Ethan, I'm going to quit disturbing you for now, and destroy this pretzel. I'm gonna go sit in one of the comfy chairs."
But quickly, she got on tiptoe once more just to kiss me on the cheek, and then she grabbed the pretzel and a cold tea from the cooler and she was on her way.
Scott was grinning at me. "I'll keep her on the list for free goods as long as you want, Ethan."
"Good man," I said to Scott. "I'm gonna go chat with Kayla about closing tonight, you do whatever you have to do back here and I'll pick up where you left off."
I cast a look at Grace to my left as I walked away from the bakery. There was a collection of stuffed leather chairs off to the side of the bakery, and she had settled down in one. She saw me out of the corner of her eye and she gave a very flirty wave. Her mouth was full of pretzel.
I returned the wave, and then she disappeared from sight behind a bookshelf. I continued to the front register. 
"I guess Grace is getting dinner here," I said to Kayla.
"She does love the pretzels," Kayla said. She smiled. "That's what she got, right?"
"Right on." I nodded. "Did you know she was going to come?"
"Oh, I'm not at liberty to say," Kayla said promptly.
"Uh-huh..."
"Don't let it disturb you." Kayla flipped through some screens on the register. "I'm sure she didn't show up for anything sinister."
"Of course not," I said. "Certainly nothing to do with the picture."
"Oh, are we talking about that here? In the store?" Kayla gave me a sly grin.
I wrestled with the rules we had only recently established, and with the desire to jump over the counter and pull Kayla into my arms. Because she was very put together most of the time, but I knew that if I kissed her neck and slipped my hand down her pants, that composure would unravel very quickly in the face of arousal...
I couldn't be thinking stuff like this.
"Nope, nope," I finally said, shaking my head. "Not talking about anything like that."
"Okay good, because you wanted to see the day's gross, right?"
"Yeah," I said, coming around the counter. Kayla was going to school for accounting, and she had an interest in the business operations. "And a couple other things..."
We spent some time on the register, and soon Scott was headed out the front door, giving me a wave. I didn't realize how much time had gone by, and as I waved a farewell to him, I looked around for Grace.
"I guess she's still back there," I said. "Anyway, I got caught up. Thanks for this, I'm gonna take stock in the back, we're closing in an hour."
"Sure," Kayla said. "I've got it up here."
I went back to the bakery and saw Grace indeed still in her chair. The pretzel was long gone, and so was most of her glass bottle of iced tea. She must have gotten up and found a book, because I didn't remember her carrying anything in, but she was reading.
She saw me again, and she waved again, still just as flirty. I returned it, of course, and set about doing the counts at the bakery. Normally that task was reserved for the end of the week, but I wanted to get handy with it, so I planned to do it each night this week and give myself a crash course.
I lost myself in the work, falling into the stupefying embrace of the business owner with his head set on figuring something out. I came back to my senses only when Kayla approached the counter.
"I just locked up," she told me.
"Huh?" I looked up at the clock on the wall behind the counter. "Son of a bitch. I can't believe how fast that went by."
Kayla raised an eyebrow. "Were you having a lot of fun back here?"
"Apparently." I rolled my shoulders. "Let me just enter these counts and I'll be right back."
I zipped back to the office, which was further down the same hallway that housed the break room, entered my data, and let out a sigh of relief at the end of a long day.
When I returned, emerging through the door, I was surprised to see both Kayla and Grace in front of me, hanging out behind the workspace of the counter.
"I think one of you doesn't work here," I said tapping my finger on my chin. "I can't quite remember..."
Grace laughed, a cheery sound that finished short, and I noticed the wild look in her eyes. The two of them walked up to me, and suddenly their hands were on each one of my arms.
"Shop's closed," Grace said.






  
  Chapter 6


"You two cannot be this horny," I said, my eyes wide. Kayla and Grace clutched onto me like I was prey in their claws. 
"I think the terminology today is 'down bad,'" Kayla said.
"This is your fault, Ethan," Grace said to me. She stroked her hand down my chest, reaching my crotch and settling there. "Being all hot. Acting like you weren't thinking about this all day."
"You should've seen how he was looking at me," Kayla commented.
"What!" I exclaimed. "I didn't—"
"You just didn't realize." Kayla shook her head, making a tsk-tsk noise. "I swear, Ethan, the way your gaze lingered on me was about as discreet as, oh... fucking in the break room."
Grace was rubbing my cock through my pants. "Not to mention the whole taking of my innocence and all," Grace said, giving me a devilish smile while her eyes lit up at the memory. "Now look what you've done to me. I just can't get enough of you."
"So," I managed, as I quickly got hard from their closeness and Grace's touch, "I've dug myself a hole, here."
"Yeah," Grace breathed. "Don't try too hard to get out." She gave me a firm squeeze, making me groan, and Kayla began deftly undoing the buttons of my shirt.
These two. Kayla had been right...I'd been thinking about her naked body the whole time I was at the shop today. Not like I could be blamed. And being surprised by Grace, seeing her bound up the steps and kiss me like that...my fire had never had a chance to die down.
"I will admit," I said, has my heart sped up in my chest, "that I have wanted to fuck both of you all day. And that, between the two of you, you may have made me insatiable."
Kayla grinned. "I've never gotten a compliment like that."
"And I mean it. But," I said, pulling the two girls back with me as I stepped, "we're not doing anything here in a food prep area, all right? I know a place." I flashed a smile. "With a couch."
I pushed the door to the back hallway open again with my shoulder, taking their hands in each of mine and leading us back to the break room. Grace burst inside, looking around. "So this is where you did it."
"My first porno shoot," Kayla said, color in her cheeks.
Grace laughed, hugging her. "It was a hit, girl. You drove me crazy since the early hours of the morning."
Then Grace turned her attention on me. She looked me up and down, and that wild energy in her eyes was back. Then she stopped toward me and grabbed the front of my shirt and both hands, turning the pair of us and steering me towards the couch.
"Whoa," I said, managing to keep my balance until she shoved me down onto the couch.
"Just like that, sitting up." Grace nodded. "Yeah. Throw me that little pillow, Kay."
Kayla was at the opposite end of the couch, and she tossed the small pillow from it to Grace, who dropped it on the ground between my legs. Then she got down on her knees.
"Help me out here," Grace said to me.
I knew what she meant, and at this point, I might have been just as eager as her. Awkwardly, I pulled my pants down in my sitting position, and Grace immediately took my cock in her hand and started stroking me.
"Hard," she said in a teasing tone. "You really are a victim to our wiles."
"I have no problems being your victim," I said.
Grace scooched closer and took the tip of my cock into her mouth, moving her tongue around me. I groaned, inching closer to her. Hard to believe I could be this pent up when I'd had sex with Kayla just this morning, but it really was true. These two did something special to me.
Kayla sat down next to me, rubbing my thigh while Grace sucked my cock.
"I bet that feels good," Kayla said in my ear. I felt the frame of her glasses brush against my temple. "Your dick is really fun to suck, you know."
Grace was taking me deeper now, and she was moaning around my cock. That was one of the things I loved most about her, her passion—so overwhelming that she couldn't help but let it flow out of her mouth even when it was full of me.
Kayla stroked Grace's cheek while she blew me, and I put one hand on Kayla's leg and buried the other in Grace's strawberry blonde hair. The next second, though, Kayla was pulling away, and she stood up from the couch, next to Grace. With her eyes flicking between my face and my lap, Kayla took off her blouse and then her bra, draping them over a chair. Her lovely breasts with their dark nipples bounced on her chest as she bent down and slid her pants off.
Completely naked, Kayla got back onto the couch. But she didn't sit down. She climbed up like it was a giant stair, standing on the couch and then carefully lifting her leg over my lap so that she was standing over me, straddling me where I sat.
Grace tilted her head up, my cock bulging her cheek as she turned to get one eye on the sight over her head. I could only imagine how good it looked from her point of view.
"I know you've had a long day," Kayla said, "but you like working, right, Ethan?"
She looked down at me, holding her glasses on her face with one finger while she put her other hand on my head.
"So get to work."
Kayla stepped forward on the couch, and she was the perfect height to push her pussy into my face. I groaned into her as her taste and scent flooded me, lighting my senses on fire. My dick throbbed in Grace's mouth, and I brought my tongue out to eat Kayla. 
The couch was up against the back wall, and Kayla slapped her palm onto it, supporting herself against my face. I brought my hands up to her legs and grabbed her, pulling her into me more. Her pussy was smooth, shaven and silky, almost like she was melting into my mouth. I nuzzled her clitoris with my nose and licked up and down her lips, pushing deeply and delving into her folds. Kayla's breath rang out harsh above me.
"Oh god Ethan, that's so good..."
Grace took a small break from sucking my dick to watch me eat Kayla's pussy, her head tilted back while her hair tickled the tops of my thighs. Then she slipped a hand underneath my balls, cradling me, and she took me back in. My hips thrust up into her of their own accord, and I tried to control myself.
I had never imagined sex could be like this. I didn't know if I'd even seen anything like this in porn. Kayla kept one hand on the wall and one hand on my head, grinding me into her pussy, dropping more and more weight onto my face as I pulled her into me and begged for it. I put my hands up behind her and grabbed her ass, taking a cheek in each hand and squeezing, pulling them apart as I licked at her. Then I spanked her, the shock rolling through her body and into my face, making her gasp.
"Ethan!" Kayla went rigid.
I could tell she liked it. I smacked her ass again, a loud crack! in the confines of the break room, and Kayla moaned, pushing her ass back against my hands. I spanked her other cheek, hitting her firmly, and after a few good smacks, I rested my hands on her ass and felt the warmth from the pinkened skin.
I kept eating her, pulling her clit into my mouth and sucking on it, and she started to tremble on top of me.
Grace pulled her mouth off my cock, sucking in a big breath.
"Look how close she is already," she said, looking up at the show. "Put a finger in her ass, Ethan. That'll make her cum right away."
"Grace, what the hell?" Kayla panted, embarrassed.
"I speak only the truth," Grace said, and then she swallowed me up again.
Who was I to deny the truth? With her clit still secured between my lips, I got my finger wet with her juices and found her tight back door, wiggling my finger against it. Embarrassed though she might be, Kayla couldn't deny how good it felt, and she was instantly pushing back against me, her moaning growing higher in pitch. My finger penetrated her ass, quickly sliding up inside, and Kayla shuddered against me.
Grace had pulled back once more, to watch her friend cum. From below, I knew she could see my chin and neck streaked with Kayla's juices, could see Kayla's cheeks shake and her asshole wrapped around my finger.
I wiggled my finger inside Kayla, sucking hard on her nub, and Grace's truth unfolded. Kayla wrapped her arm around the back of my head and pulled me into her pussy as she came. I sucked hard on her all the while, feeling her ass clench my finger, her body shiver against me, and I heard the sounds she made above me, sounds of ecstasy as she fought to keep standing.
"Fuck yes," Grace whispered from my lap.
When the last of the orgasm had worked its way through her, I slid out of Kayla and helped her slowly collapse to the couch. Grace gave my dick a good, long lick from bottom to top\ before hopping up to her feet.
"Kayla, you looked really good up there," Grace said, energetic as she pulled off her clothes. She didn't bother draping them over a chair, just letting them scatter around her. "Ethan, do you know what I want?"
I had only just started getting oxygen again. I looked at Grace's gorgeous naked form, her huge breasts squished together as she held her hands up in front of her chest, one fist clasped into the other.
Of course I knew. "You want me to fuck you just like I fucked Kayla."
"Yes!" Grace said, grabbing her tits. "So smart!"
"We're the Bookshop Harem," Kayla said weakly. "We had better be smart."
"I'm smart when I want to get inside you," I said, getting up from the couch and stepping out of my pants. It was like déjà vu. And similar to before, I grabbed Grace around her waist and picked her up, swinging her around as she let out a surprised scream, and I set her down onto the same couch arm where I had done this with Kayla.
"God, I need you so fucking bad," Grace said, lying back and lifting up her legs. "No teasing, okay? Just shove it in!"
As much as I wanted to appreciate her body lying there before me, with her legs lifted and spread, I really did need to shove it in. I stepped up to her, putting my hands around the outside of her legs and onto her hips. I tightened the muscles in my groin, placing my stiff cock against her pussy, and then I pushed inside of her.
Grace cried out in delight, rocking on the couch arm. She had to reach down to hold herself steady, though I had her hips securely. The pleasure of her tight, wet cunt gripped me, and I sank all the way into her without slowing down. Already, Grace was breathing hard, her face flushed as she looked up at me. She was in the same position as Kayla had been, but she was different. The way she held onto the couch. The way her pussy felt around me.
Better? No, there was no 'better' in this, there was no worse. There was me, and there was Kayla, and there was Grace. There was the harem, all arranged together on this couch, succumbing to depravity and enjoying it.
I held Grace by the hips and fucked her, inching close. My balls smacked against the couch, and I didn't care. She felt so good that I hardly noticed. Grace had already reached down to her clit, rubbing at herself and moaning. God knew how long she'd been letting this build inside of her. Probably ever since I had sent the picture.
Kayla had gotten off the couch, and I jerked in surprise as her arm ran across my back while she walked past me, coming around to Grace's right side.
"The shirt being off is a very good look for this," Kayla said fondly, looking down at Grace. The blonde's huge tits bounced back and forth as I slammed against her. "I'll have to try that next time."
Kayla leaned down to Grace. "I know what you like, too, you know," she said to her.
"Oh yeah?" Grace said, among harsh breaths.
Kayla just nodded, and she put a hand on Grace's boob, cupping it. She found her nipple with her thumb and finger, and she twisted it gently.
"Ah!" Grace cried. "Kayla..."
"Mm." Kayla tweaked her again, and then after a moment's thought, she lowered her mouth down to Grace's tit, pulling her nipple into her lips. Her glasses dipped, and she took them off and threw them onto the couch.
"Oh fuck Kayla, yeah..." 
Watching this scene unfold was too much. Honestly, getting blown by Grace had been too much, but I'd managed to keep it in. That wasn't going to fly here, as I bottomed out over and over inside of Grace's raw pussy.
"Fuck, I can't hold it," I grunted. I fucked Grace faster, trying to prolong the buildup as much as possible. Her fingers flew over her clit, and Kayla sucked hard on her nipple, letting it pop out of her mouth and then switching to the other one, pulling Grace's big boob toward her with her hand so that she could reach.
I came then, as Kayla leaned across Grace to reach her left breast, wetly sucking her nipple while Grace moaned, Kayla's own breasts squished up against her. With a shudder, I buried myself in Grace and filled her up, my fingers digging into her hips.
"Yes, god, I love you guys!" Grace cried out, and in a flurry of her fingers, she came, bucking up against me and Kayla both. I was spent but still inside her, and the muscles of her tunnel milked me for whatever I had left. Kayla didn't stop sucking and nibbling on Grace's nipple until Grace had to push her away, crying out for mercy.
I pulled out of her, and with no better option, I took my shirt off, dropping the button down to the ground and using the undershirt to catch my mess before it could reach the couch, wiping up Grace and myself.
"Uh, sorry," I said. "Maybe I should start carrying a towel."
I reached my hand out for Grace and she took it, sitting up on the couch arm while Kayla smiled and rubbed her back.
"The picture was nice," Kayla said, "but it hardly compares to seeing it live."
When I heard the break room door open and the voice call out, it was then that I remembered what I had forgotten about closing. 
Lucia.
I had forgotten about Lucia, who was coming in late to prep batches for the weekend bake, rather than coming in early the next morning. We were supposed to leave the back door open for her, but she was a key holder, so she was able to get in anyway. 
You know, in case somebody forgot.
Lucia stepped into the break room, calling out, "Is someone here?"
Her question was quickly answered, because the three of us had nowhere to go. Like deer in headlights, the three of us stared at Lucia, who froze as the door closed slowly behind her. 
"Oh, dear," Lucia said.
To be continued in Book 4…
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They've been caught with their pants down. Now what? 
Ethan is mortified. Grace is humiliated. Kayla is taking it in stride. But the real question is what Lucia's thinking, after walking in on the three of them in the break room at Quill's End bookstore.
Just when it seems like things are smoothed over, they only get more complex. Kayla and Grace want Lucia to join the harem. The dark-haired beauty is shocked...and intrigued.
It's a delicate operation, but with Lucia on board, it's just Ethan who's left to be convinced. And Lucia is confident she can handle that...






  
  Chapter 1



ETHAN


I was naked.
More specifically, I was naked on the couch in the Quill's End break room, with Grace and Kayla naked around me in spectacularly lewd fashion. Grace's legs were around my hips as she sat up on the arm of the couch, her eyes wide as she stared over my shoulder. Kayla stood frozen beside Grace, her hand on Grace's back to help her up.
And Lucia stood in front of the break room door, her mouth open and her eyebrows up.
I wanted to move, but Grace was using me for balance. So I was just stuck there, my torso turned while my ass was in Lucia's full view. It was an interminably long few moments. 
Then the scrambling began.
I quickly helped Grace to the ground while Kayla zipped around the front of us to gather our clothes. Our voices stumbled over each other's as our bodies did the same.
"Oh, god—"
"Lucia!"
"Shit, I—"
Kayla was fast, throwing our clothes onto us like we were laundry hampers. And she got it mostly right, though I did end up with Grace's shirt, which I handed over to her before quickly getting my pants on.
"This is really something," Lucia said, watching the three of us get dressed. "You three weren't messing around in the kitchen prep area, were you?"
"No, no," I said, pulling on my shirt, my voice muffled. I had never been this embarrassed in my life. "Jesus, Lucia, I'm sorry."
"I guess I'm sorry for bursting in," she replied, "but didn't you know I was coming?"
"I forgot," I admitted. "Not that that's an excuse. Obviously...this shouldn't have happened here."
"I want to die," Grace whispered, her face burning red. But she was dressed now, we all were, though sloppily and missing certain pieces of underwear.
"I guess it's your store." Lucia sighed. "I've seen worse."
"I kind of doubt that," Kayla said.
Lucia thought about it for a second, and then she grinned a little, the corner of her mouth just barely stretching upward. "Okay, in terms of social mistakes or whatever, this is the worst I've seen. If I'm going to be honest."
Lucia lowered her hands, smoothing down the front of the chocolate-brown apron she wore. She had on simple black slacks beneath that. She was a beautiful Hispanic woman, with long black hair and dark brown eyes, and it was impossible not to notice how her breasts stretched out the top of the apron. She was lean and gorgeous and strong; I could see hints of the muscle in her arms.
I knew a little about her, though obviously not as much as I knew about Kayla and Grace. She was their age though, twenty-four or twenty-five—I couldn't specifically remember. She had an associate's degree in business, and she had gone to culinary school after that. She was responsible for a lot of the things the Quill's End bakery offered, and she took her work seriously.
Which was why I was only slightly surprised that her first question upon finding us naked in the break room was to make sure that we hadn't messed with her baking area.
"I really have to take care of the prep," Lucia said. "Don't mind me, you all get yourself together and I'm going back to the bakery."
At a loss to say anything else, I just watched her turn around and go, the door closing slowly behind her.
"I can clean the couch," Grace said, still mortified. "I have an upholstery steamer. God, please tell her. I'm so embarrassed."
I turned around, letting out a huge sigh. "I'm sorry. To both of you. This is my fault, I knew that she was coming in, I just...forgot."
"We distracted you," Kayla offered. "To be fair."
I rubbed my hand on my face. "Fair or not, I have to go and talk to her. Smooth this over...somehow. Jesus, what a disaster."
Grace was straightening her shirt, tears in her eyes. But Kayla was surprisingly unperturbed, at least on the surface. Maybe that was just her, because she didn't rattle easily. But she was fully dressed already, her clothes on and in the right orientation. She wasn't red in the face like Grace and I were.
"I think it's more funny than anything," Kayla said.
"Funny?" Grace smacked her on the shoulder. "How? If anything...we just, like...committed a crime!"
"What?" Kayla laughed. "No, it's private property."
"But we were..." Grace shook her head. "Exposed. Or we exposed...her. To us."
Kayla shrugged. "She didn't seem to mind. That's Lucia. In here, nothing is more important than the bakery. Now if we had been fucking in her kitchen...that could have caused some trouble."
I wasn't worried about getting hauled off to jail. A crime, probably not; opening me up to litigation? Possibly. But I wasn't worried about that either. I just felt like an asshole. I'd come in here to help the place, keep it afloat, and so far I'd forged good relationships with the employees and everyone seemed happy. All of that, and had I just royally screwed it all up because I used my dick instead of my brain?
A tale as old as time, surely. But that didn't make me feel any better. 
"I'm gonna go talk to her," I said, straightening out my shirt. My face smelled strongly of Kayla, which typically I would consider a bonus, but it wasn't ideal in this case. I would have to scrub up at the sink before I talked to Lucia. "I don't know how long it'll be, but you two don't have to stay. I'll clean this up."
"Ethan, you don't have to do this alone," Grace said.
"Actually, I don't think you should do it at all," Kayla said. "I'll talk to Lucia."
"Should I come?" Grace asked.
Kayla shook her head. "I know Lucia pretty well, I've worked with her here a long time. No offense to either of you, but I would be better suited for this."
"I know her okay," Grace said, but she sounded uncertain.
"It should come from me," I said. "I'm the owner, I'm the one who violated his implicit agreement to not...do stuff like this."
"I know what you mean," Kayla said, "but I'm an employee too, if that gives me any standing. Besides, it's not about that. You can apologize, but then what? You're her boss, there's a, what is it...a power dynamic. There's not going to be a balanced way you can have this conversation with her, at least not right now."
Kayla stepped past me, going over to the sink and washed her hands.
I thought about her words. I'd been a manager for a long time, for about the last twelve years of my career, up to and including here at Quill's End. And even though she was a good deal younger than I was, Kayla was astute as hell. She was right. I couldn't talk to Lucia in this context without it causing larger problems. I barely knew anything about her. It would either be unfairly intimidating, making her think that she might be in some sort of trouble, or it could get flipped the other way completely, with Lucia having something over me.
I didn't want either of those things to happen. What I really wanted was to go back in time ten minutes, but oh fucking well. Exasperated, I ran a hand up through my hair.
"You're right, Kayla." I allowed. "But I still don't like you taking all this on."
"I'm not saying that you sweep it under the rug and pretend like it never happened," Kayla said. "We're just going to be better off if I can talk to her first, that's all."
Grace gave Kayla a nod. "I trust you, Kay. Ethan, when she's this locked in on something, she's usually right." She grabbed my hand and gave it a squeeze.
"It's not like I can make it worse," Kayla said with a smirk.
Grace let out a bark of loud, surprised laughter, then clapped her hand over her mouth. "Sorry," she said, eyes wide. "I just feel like that statement's never been more true."
"You're sure?" I asked her.
"I'm sure," Kayla told me.
"Okay."  I let out a breath. Truth be told, it was a relief, to not need to go out there and face Lucia right now. Maybe I was pawning the situation off for now, but I wasn't going to ignore it completely. It just...needed some room to breathe.
I said, "All yours then, Kayla. Before this, I had been thinking the three of us could go out to dinner after close, so how about...Grace, you and I can leave out of the back and we can go to that restaurant with the red roof a couple blocks over. And Kayla, you meet us there when you're done here? Fill us in?"
"Helga's," Grace said, naming the restaurant, and I nodded.
"That's fine," Kayla said, heading toward the door. Then she stopped, looking back at me with a twinkle in her eyes. "Your treat, right? For putting us into such fuckery?"
I snorted. "Absolutely. With all the dessert you could ever want."
"This trouble may have all been worth it, then," Kayla said, and with a little wave, she departed, following after Lucia. 
I couldn't believe that she could make jokes while I felt like my heart was in my stomach. Like she knew something that I didn't, which I sure hoped was true, because the alternative was that she didn't grasp how serious this was, and how badly I'd fucked up.
"I didn't think I'd be hungry," Grace said slowly, "but good sex just has that effect on me. You wanna go?"
"Yeah..." I shook my head. "I have to admit I'm freaking out a little. You and Kayla seem really calm about this. You aren't...bothered?"
Grace flicked her eyes away. "I mean, I'm mortified," she whispered, looking down at the floor. "But aside from that, I'm not, um, freaking out. Lucia is cool."
"Yeah, but this..." I started to say something more, but I stopped. Would it be better if I convinced Grace to also freak out? No, of course not. She trusted Kayla. I trusted Kayla too, and I wasn't willing to compromise that trust by barreling in like I was the only person capable of solving a problem.
"Okay," I said, shaking off the concern and smiling at Grace. And seeing her brighten up in return made me suddenly feel a whole lot better. "Let's go to dinner."






  
  Chapter 2



KAYLA


Kayla left the break room, unconsciously straightening her clothes. She had gotten them on in a hurry, and they didn't quite feel right. By the time she left the back hall and stepped out into the bakery, they were back in order.
Already she could hear Lucia bustling around. The door leading back to the store was right next to the prep area, and she could hear Lucia humming as she worked. That was the thing about Lucia; she loved her work so much that even something as jarring as seeing her boss fucking two of her friends in the back room couldn't diminish the pleasure she got from baking.
Kayla admired that about Lucia. She really liked watching her in her element back here. 
She pushed through the door into brightness; Lucia had turned the lights on in the bakery, but she had left the rest of the store dark. Kayla glanced down at her outfit to make sure it wasn't too rumpled, and confirmed that it looked as good as it felt. She walked around the side of the stainless steel fridge by the back door, and into the food prep area with Lucia.
Lucia had already noticed her, glancing over when she'd emerged. 
"Hey," Kayla said. 
"Hi, Kayla," Lucia said. Her hands, dusted with flour, worked on a silver bowl full of something-or-other, one holding the bowl and the other clutching a flat wooden spatula. 
Kayla walked closer. "It feels like it's been forever since I've seen you do prep."
Lucia smiled. "It felt like forever, when the shop was closed before Ethan came along."
Kayla just nodded. She could feel it coming; she let it come, and it did.
"So, you and Grace and Mr. Re—Ethan," Lucia said casually, her hands working of their own accord. "How long has that been going on?"
"How long do you think?" Kayla asked her, leaning on the counter.
"Why bother being coy if I've already seen you all naked?" Lucia said, glancing at her.
Kayla shrugged. "It's a little more fun."
"Mmph." Lucia rolled her eyes. "Well, it can't be longer than a week. The man just got here."
"That's about right," Kayla admitted, her tone softening. "I didn't know you were coming in tonight. I swear we weren't trying to...show off back there."
"Ha." Lucia had tied her hair back into a ponytail, and she flipped it over to her other shoulder. "You don't need to tell me that. You should have seen the looks on your faces. I almost wish I'd taken a picture."
"That would have been quite the picture." Kayla thought back to her own picture, sitting in the Bookshop Harem text thread. "Ethan wanted to come out and talk to you. But I wanted to talk to you first. So he and Grace left, to give us some space."
"Oh, you can order around the boss like that?"
"No, but I can give him good advice."
Lucia smirked. "And give him good other things, I bet."
That got a surprised laugh out of Kayla, and she straightened her glasses. "Well, I can't go giving you all the details. You've already seen too much, anyway."
Lucia dumped her dough out of the bowl, onto the floured wooden cutting board, and she began slicing it into portions. 
"So, I know you aren't like, freaked out," Kayla said. "But let's say I had to ask how freaked out you were, on a scale of one to ten. So that Ethan doesn't have a heart attack. What would you say?"
"Heart attack?" Lucia repeated. "What is he, like thirty-five? He's going to have a heart attack?"
"Maybe depending on your vibe," Kayla told her. "He was pretty tense back there."
"Well, I suppose it would be weird if he wasn't, so that's good." Lucia started arranging the slices of dough by twos. "Freak out scale, ya? If you went back to him and you told him one out of ten, you think he would believe you?"
"Probably not." Kayla wiped a smudge of flour off the counter with her thumb, looking at it on her skin. "He's too...mm...sensible."
"You can tell him a four, then," Lucia said. "Would most people be a four?"
"I think at his old work, most people would be a ten," Kayla said. "If he wasn't with me and Grace, he would have been a ten. Right now he's like...an eight, probably."
"Poor guy." Lucia clucked her tongue. "But, play with fire..."
"Is the fire me and Grace, or is it fucking in the break room?" Kayla grinned.
"Vulgar," Lucia said, sticking her tongue out at Kayla. "Yes, the break room is the fire. You all were banging in the break room, and you got burned, or he did...whatever, I didn't go to school for literature and metaphors."
Kayla laughed, and she turned, pressing the small of her back against the counter. She listened to the sounds of Lucia working and she looked out at the darkened bookstore, and the streetlights far away through the front windows.
"You ever done this kind of thing before?" Lucia asked her. "This poly thing. That's what you guys are, right? Or are you just messing around?"
"Poly," Kayla confirmed, then she said, "...harem."
"Harem." Lucia paused. "Wow."
"Yeah," she breathed, putting the heels of her hands against the edge of the stainless steel counter and looking over at Lucia. "And you know...I really like him. Him and Grace. Us. 
"I really like us."






  
  Chapter 3


ETHAN


"How long has it been since the two of us sat down together?"
"I think...forever?" Grace grinned. She reached across the diner table and held my hand.
"Oh, that's way too long," I said, squeezing her fingers. "I think I'm starting to calm down."
"I think you're lying, based on how hard you're squeezing me," Grace said, poking at my hand, "but I forgive you."
I slackened my grip. "Sorry. This has been a crazy night. But up until, you know, the worst possible outcome, it was very, very fun."
Grace tossed her hair back, a little blush in her cheeks. "I'm glad I got my turn on the couch."
"Me, too."
We had asked the server to give us fifteen minutes or so. Helga's Diner was a small building with a distinctive red roof and tall windows that made the place look bigger than it really was. A counter took up half the space, and a bunch of booths like the one we sat in curved around it. It was brightly lit at all hours of the day, to the point where walking inside could feel like a slap in the face. But the food was good and comforting and hot.
"Tell me about that job you did over in Heights," I asked of her. "I saw you most of the day, but we never really had a chance to talk."
Grace smiled warmly at me, then her eyes lit up with energy. "You should have seen this place, Ethan. You wouldn't believe how nasty people with a nice house can be. And it's not just the bathrooms, I can forgive a dirty bathroom for what it is, but if you just peek underneath a couch..."
She told me about this particular cleaning job she'd done this week. As the owner of her cleaning business, she had no shortage of fascinating stories. I rubbed her fingers (much more gently now) and smiled and laughed and pulled grotesque faces when she told me the dirty bits.
"How are you gonna eat, talking about that?" I asked her.
"That's not even the worst one," she said. "That was just a couple of socks in a mattress. This one time..."
Grace got about halfway through the next story before she stopped and looked over my shoulder, seeing Kayla come in. Honestly, I was glad to get interrupted. Another one of those tales and I was bound to lose my appetite.
My heart did skip a beat as I turned to watch Kayla approach our table, giving us a little wave. I stopped myself from leaping right into asking her how it had gone. I didn't want to be too much of a spaz.
"Hey cuties," she said, sliding into the booth next to Grace. "You guys order yet?"
"Not yet," Grace said. "The waiter should be back soon, though." Then, with more energy: "What did she say?"
"I would murder a burger right now," Kayla said thoughtfully, pulling a menu up from the table. "One second...yes, they still have that barbecue sauce one. I'm getting that."
Kayla set the menu back down, glancing between me and Grace. "So. Lucia's not going to, you know, freak out. She took the whole thing in stride. The whole time I talked to her, she was very preoccupied with getting the bakery in order for the weekend. That's a good sign."
I let out a small sigh of relief. "That's good. I still need to talk to her, at least to apologize for real."
"She's all yours," Kayla said, tapping idly on the menu in front of her. "But don't worry too much. Everything's okay."
"Was she grossed out?" Grace asked, grimacing.
"I definitely didn't get that vibe," Kayla said, raising her eyebrow at grace. 
"What," Grace said with a giggle, "are you saying she liked it?"
"I don't know about that," Kayla said, shrugging, "but at a certain point, I had to leave her alone so she could get her work done. I'll talk to her more when I get the chance."
"But we don't need to bring this up every day," I said quickly, pulling at my collar. "If she's really not totally bothered by it..."
"Right, of course," Kayla said.
I spotted the server coming back. "All right. Let's eat."






  
  Chapter 4


After dinner, we all went back to our own places, parting with kisses. In the wake of getting caught together, a little space didn't sound like a terrible thing. 
The next day, I'd never been so keyed up walking into Quill's End. It was Scott and me opening, but he would be out by 10AM when Lucia came in to bake and run the back counter.
"You all right, Ethan?" Scott said to me, after I'd greeted him at the landing. "You seem tense."
"Do I?" I said, to buy time, because I knew that I did. "Yeah, I just...no sleep. The faucet upstairs drips, it drives me crazy all night. I'm gonna fix it today."
He offered to take a look at it for me, because he's a nice guy, but I assured him that I could fix the imaginary problem and we went about opening the place. And not long after he was out the door, and Lucia was in. I was at the front counter, and she waved at me as she walked in.
"Good morning, Ethan," she called out.
"Morning, Lucia," I said, giving her a smile that probably looked as strained as a bungee cord. She smiled back (not strained at all), and I watched her walk back to the bakery.
Well, the store was empty and it was just the two of us. There wasn't going to be a better time.
I headed back to the coffee shop. Lucia was just putting on her apron, having already dropped her stuff off in one of the lockers in the back. The idea of her stepping into the break room to do that made a little ice slide through my veins.
"Hey, Lucia," I said, coming up to the counter. Her back was to me as she tied her apron, and she turned around. 
"Hi again," she said, tugging her apron to the side it where it was askew.
"I wanted to talk to you about yesterday," I said to her. "I feel really gross about the whole thing."
"Well, it wasn't exactly sanitary," Lucia said, the corners of her mouth turning up. "But I didn't think you guys were gross."
"I'm really sorry," I said. "Like, deeply, tragically sorry. I've never done anything like that before, and I don't want you to think I plan to make a habit out of it." I cleared my throat. "Quite the opposite. I never intended to bring our relationship, um, into the workplace like that."
"Boy, you really are worked up," Lucia said. She came to the counter, leaning against the opposite side from me. "You don't have to worry I'm going to go running around and telling Scott and Austin and everyone I know. Obviously you never meant for me to see that. I don't have particularly delicate sensibilities, and I don't have any pearls to clutch." Lucia shrugged. "It just...happened. We can move past it."
I blinked, trying not to seem surprised. I don't think I did a very good job, though, because Lucia's smile grew. 
"What did you think," she asked, "that I was going to blackmail you for a raise or something?"
"Of course not," I said quickly. Sure, maybe the thought had crossed my mind, but I was quickly learning that the people around here weren't always like the people I had dealt with in my old life. 
"I really just wanted to check in with you, Lucia," I said. "I made a promise to everyone here that I would always be approachable and willing to help. And I didn't want to immediately throw that all down the drain by creating a situation where both of us were uncomfortable with each other."
Lucia hesitated, like that wasn't what she had expected me to say at all. Her smile faded, but then it brightened, reaching her dark eyes and making them sparkle.
"You really are a good guy," Lucia said softly. "I understand what Kayla and Grace see in you."
"I just..." I felt a little warmth in my cheeks. It didn't feel right to talk about the harem right now with Lucia, so I let that go by. "I just want to be fair. Fair, and provide you with some of the most shameful regret I have ever known."
Lucia laughed, showing her white teeth. "Apology accepted, then. I hope you don't lose sleep over this anymore, yes? I slept like a baby last night, let me assure you."
"I'll try," I said, the tension slowly unwinding from my body like a tetherball that had reached the end of its rope and begun spinning back the other way. "And look...I don't want to make a habit out of this, so let's just call it a one-time thing. Obviously I don't want this hitting the store's books. But if you need something from me, you can call in one huge favor, okay?"
"Ethan—" Lucia started. 
I raised my hand. "It's already in your pocket. You need me to cover your shifts for a week, I'll take care of it. Need help moving, need a ride to the airport, need somebody to walk your dog, whatever—I will make it happen. And," I continued, "if you don't feel comfortable with that, you never have to use it, and I won't be asking you about it. All right?"
Lucia opened her mouth, then closed it. She gave me a small nod. "All right."
"Okay," I said, my chest feeling looser. "That's all I have to say about that. Let me know if you need a hand with anything back here."
"You got it, boss," Lucia said with a grin.
I kept my word the rest of the day, not bringing up anything about what happened last night with Lucia, and she seemed perfectly content. Unbelievably, it seemed like this really was all going to work out without making things more complicated. I had only myself to blame for the trouble, but it seemed like I had Kayla and Lucia herself to thank for the resolution. If it had been anyone else walking through that door last night, this could've gone a very different way.
Lucia left an hour before I did, saying goodbye to me at the front, her shoulders loose and her vibe happy. It was good to see, because that was how I was used to seeing her. Her work seemed to energize her, rather than sap her strength.
When I was done for the day, I went right back up to my place above the bookstore, sitting down on the couch and exhaling. The tension was gone, and I was grateful for that, but it still left me exhausted by the end of the day.
After I had changed into some more comfortable lounging-around clothes, I got a text from Grace.
Can I come over?



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






  
  Chapter 5


We had talked about this sort of thing, the three of us, our little bookshop harem. And what we had ultimately landed on was: communication was important, and ideally none of us would hide anything from each other unless it truly was the best course of action. 
But at the same time, we were all adults, we liked each other quite a bit, and we trusted each other. Not every piece of communication had to go through all three of us. We had the group text message, yeah, but Grace and Kayla texted me plenty, and they texted each other as well. Similarly, we had busy schedules, and we would see each other whenever we could. If all three of us could get together, then we would. But that wasn't always possible, and none of us wanted that to mean we had to see each other less.
So coming and going, kisses and movies, dinner, having sex—it was part of the relationship. If one of the girls hooked up with me, they could tell the other or they could not, and nobody would mind either way. God knew the two of them couldn't help but discuss it anyway, so pointing out that I didn't care never really made a difference. 
And when I'd told the two of them that I didn't mind if they messed around with each other while I wasn't around, they had looked at each other and laughed.
"We're not really like that," Grace had explained. "It's fun to do with the three of us together, but…"
"I mean, I'm gayer than Grace is," Kayla admitted freely, "but that's why this is a harem, and not something else. We like you, Ethan."
"Yeah," Grace had said, squeezing my thigh. "So, no lesbian fantasies about the two of us. You'll just have to stick with what you see with your own eyes."
"But if it's cold and I'm sleeping over at Grace's," Kayla had added, "I might cuddle up with her. Be the big spoon. We're in a relationship, after all. It wouldn't be out of the norm for us. Anything more than that though, it would be. Does that make sense?"
"Um..." I'd said. "I don't know if I could construct a flowchart around it. But I think I get the gist."
A knock at the door. I was on my feet right away, walking over to let Grace in.
"Hey," she said, stepping inside and throwing her arms around me. "Didn't you hear me coming up the stairs?"
"I must've been lost in thought," I said. I put my arms around her, holding her by the small of her back. Her strawberry blonde hair smelled of mangoes.
"It's good to see you," I said over her shoulder.
She squeezed me in reply, then she turned around to close the door behind her. "How did today go with Lucia?"
"Better than I thought possible," I told her, as we walked over to the couch and sat down. "I don't know whether Kayla worked some magic or if Lucia is really just that accepting, but she was fine with everything."
"Maybe it's a little of both," Grace said. She leaned into me, putting her hand on my thigh.
"Did you want to get some dinner or something?" I asked her. "I haven't had a chance to eat yet."
"Too busy being lost in thought?" she asked, her head against my shoulder.
I chuckled. "I guess so."
"Maybe we could eat," Grace said. "I just wanted to come see you. I figured today might have been tough."
She was warm, pressing up against me. A comforting presence. It really was good to have her here, because although today had gone well, it had still been weighing on me for long hours.
I leaned back into her, bringing my arm over to rest it on her leg, and sliding my hand up to lay flat against her stomach. She nuzzled into me, and very suddenly, I was getting hard. It came so fast it was like a dash of cold water to my face, and those hormones sprinted through my veins and guided my hands. I rubbed her stomach, and then I slipped my hand up inside her T-shirt, touching her bare skin. 
"Keep going," she sighed into me.
I did, moving up to her breasts, and she heard my tiny gasp of surprise when I felt that she wasn't wearing a bra. A gasp that immediately turned into a groan of desire as I cupped her breast.
"I thought you'd like that," she murmured.
"You thought right," I said to her. I found her nipple and I rolled it between my fingers, feeling her tense up against me.
"I wasn't sure if you'd be in the mood," she said, her breath coming faster as I played with her nipples. "After all of this."
"I don't think that's possible," I whispered to her. It became clear to me that I had spent the whole day trying to think about anything but sex. And I had been all-too-successful working the shop and making a point of not bringing up the incident with Lucia for the rest of the day. So now, with Grace pressed up against me, that ravenous need inside of me burst forth from its isolation, moving my hands and making my pants feel tight.
I kissed Grace, soft and quick, before pulling off her T-shirt and dropping it on the couch. Her huge breasts fell free, and I took one in each hand while kissing her again, this time deep and passionate with our tongues finding each other. Her tits were big and heavy and soft in my hands, and my squeezes and attention on her nipples made her squirm, pushing into me while she moaned into my mouth.
Her hand went south and found my cock straining at my shorts, and she yanked them down, freeing my hardness and immediately stroking me. Getting caught in the act be damned; a simple twenty-four hours later and we were both starving for each other.
I pulled away from our kiss, breathing fast, and decided immediately that I had to be inside her with a little delay. I scooped her into my arms and stood up from the couch, and she gasped as I lifted her and walked the two of us over to my bedroom. I stood over the bed and dropped her from about a foot in the air, watching as she laughed and her breasts bounced. I quickly bent over her and pulled down her shorts and underwear, revealing her beautiful, silken pussy, glistening with her arousal.
"I don't know what it is," I told her, ditching my own pants and climbing on top of her on the bed, "but I need to fuck you more than I ever have before."
"I've been wet since I walked up your stairs," Grace said, her eyes getting that wild look that showed me she was telling the truth. "Fuck me right now."
I parted her legs with my knees, getting between hers. I was painfully hard, hard like a tense muscle, and as I slid my cock along her entrance, making her clutch at me before I slid inside of her, I let out a breath I didn't know I've been holding. Grace darted her head up and sucked on my neck, making sounds of pleasure as I finished burying myself in her.
Her lips pulled on the flesh of my throat and her tongue licked at me as I started to fuck her. I thought I was ravenous, but I could feel that same hunger in Grace, perhaps even stronger. She grunted into me every time I thrust into her, her arms around my back, holding me, clawing at me, digging into me while her body writhed below. 
"Yes, Ethan, don't stop," she panted into my ear, before going right back to my neck, kissing and licking me up and down, making goosebumps race down my arms. Her hard nipples brushed against my chest as her tits bounced back and forth.
Her tunnel was hot and tight and slick, dragging me back toward her each time I pulled out. I slammed hard into her, and her body jolted when our hips met, a noise escaping her throat and tickling along my ear. I brought my lips to her own neck, kissing and sucking her there, the scent of mango filling my nose as I pumped in and out of her.
Grace put her hands against my chest and pushed, and Jesus, I didn't know how this girl could be so strong. Kicking against the bed, she rolled me over, and now she was on top of me, that wild look afire in her eyes and her hair brushing across her jaw. With a flick of her head, she tossed it back and she started riding me.
She was in control. I put my hands on her hips, thrusting up into her, moaning as she dropped herself down onto me repeatedly. She planted one hand on my hip, and with the other she rubbed her clit, still riding me, thrusting out her chest with her tits bouncing and her hard nipples captivating my eye.
My orgasm built and built and built, and as I watched Grace fuck herself on me, I let go with a roar, driving my hips up into her. My cock pulsed within her, and the tension and worry and stress of the last day shot out of me in ecstasy. 
Grace moaned in delight like she could feel every jet of my cum as it filled her, and she dropped her weight onto me, grinding her pussy on my cock, milking me and masturbating and then, with a cry of release, she came, her fingers flying over her clit while pussy squeezed at me and my cum leaked out of her.
Panting for breath, I helped her down to lie on the bed with me as her muscles gave out, and I pulled her close, my cock sliding out of her as I held her in my arms.
"Rest," she gasped, her eyes fluttering as she looked at me. "Then dinner."
I just nodded in agreement, and she kissed me and threw her arm over my shoulder and buried her face into my chest.






  
  Chapter 6


KAYLA


"When do you have to be there, again?" Grace asked her.
Kayla checked her phone, although she didn't know why. Force of habit, she supposed. Her phone didn't know when her shift started—she did.
"One o'clock," Kayla told her, setting her phone back down. "This morning class works out, gives me time to grab lunch. Even if it has to be at the cafeteria here."
Grace gave her a wry smile. This was the only way they could have lunch together, grabbing it on campus, since Grace still had classes later, while Kayla would be off to Quill's End shortly.
Of course Grace had told her about her and Ethan having sex a few days ago, and Kayla was pleased to hear the tale. It was hot, it was always hot, but she was also glad that Grace had been able to be there for their boyfriend while Kayla had been tied up with schoolwork and other things.
"I want to tell you something I've been thinking about this week," Kayla said, and Grace perked up. "But I don't want you to tell Ethan yet, because I don't even know if it's a good idea, let alone the fact that I might be completely wrong."
"Okay," Grace said, dipping her head down conspiratorially. "What? Are you trying to plan a surprise vacation?"
Kayla giggled. "You know I would come to you for that. You're better at that stuff than I am."
"But you're so organized!"
"Yeah, but you know how to have fun better," Kayla said, flashing her a grin. "Anyway, no. It's about Lucia."
Grace didn't look embarrassed at the mention of Lucia's name, which was good. It seemed that all four of them who had been involved in the mishap last week had gotten over it.
"I could be wrong," Kayla said slowly, "but Lucia has asked me more than once about our harem."
Grace saw where she was going immediately. "You mean like...she might be interested?"
Kayla allowed herself a small shrug. "I really can't say. But I'm going to see her at the shop today, and I think I want to find out. I think I can get it out of her."
"Oh my god," Grace said, thinking about it. "Listen, I would..."
Grace lowered her voice, looking around. Her shoulders shrank in as color rose in her face.
"The thought of Ethan fucking Lucia is really hot to me," Grace whispered, so quietly that Kayla almost couldn't hear her. But she did hear her, and it put a grin on Kayla's face while her cheeks went a little red, too.
"Is that like, so weird?" Grace said.
"Maybe," Kayla said, "but I guess it's just our kind of weird, because I like it, too."
"And you think she would like it," Grace said.
"Yeah," Kayla said. "After Ethan talked to her the other day, she just suddenly seemed a lot more interested in our relationship."
"He charmed her," Grace said, shaking her head with a smile. "Ethan. I bet he didn't even realize he was doing it."
"He is like that," Kayla agreed. "But if I'm wrong about Lucia, I'd rather that Ethan never knew. He only just got over the 'getting caught' thing. I just know he'd die if he knew I brought this up to Lucia and then it never went anywhere."
"I get it," Grace said with a nod. "You're definitely right. But you also definitely have to keep me updated."
"Deal." Kayla offered her pinky, and Grace twisted her own around it.
They finished eating, and Kayla left the Meadows campus and drove back into the town of Timber Creek, parking in the small lot across the street from Quill's End and heading into work.
"Hi, Ethan," she said to him, seeing her man amid the stacks, talking about something with Scott. Ethan greeted her back, warmly but professionally, and she said hi to Scott as well before dropping her stuff in the back and taking her spot at the front register. It was a long shift today, 1PM to close. 
When Scott left in the evening and Lucia came in to close the bakery, Kayla took her lunch break to go and hang out with her, chatting her up in between serving customers as they filtered through. When things died down some, Kayla went into the back of the bakery, tucking herself into the prep area.
Lucia looked at her, and Kayla saw her turn her head, her gaze traveling toward the front, where Ethan could be seen from the back, working the front counter in the distance.
"How is it going with him?" Lucia asked her, turning back to Kayla.
Kayla's heart thumped. Again, Lucia had brought it up. And yeah, it was normal for friends to talk about each other's relationships, which was how Kayla knew Lucia was single and had been for a while. But she could just feel it, could see it in Lucia's dark, pretty eyes. There was something there. 
So Kayla leaned in.
"It's going really great," Kayla said, her voice warm. "I think he's finally calmed down about the whole break room incident."
"Oh, good," Lucia said earnestly. She glanced over at him again. "I felt bad, making him worry. I should have just, you know, told him it was fine right away. But I had to prep the batches and rotate the fridge and everything."
"It's fine," Kayla said, waving her hand. "He's lucky you're so cool with it. Honestly, Lucia, he was really impressed with how you handled it. He seriously felt so terrible at first, and after talking to you, it was night and day."
"Really?" Lucia asked. She leaned against the fridge, crossing her arms and looking down, thinking. She flicked her eyes back up to Kayla. "Well, I'm glad. Ethan is a good man. And you and Grace, I mean..." Lucia smiled, abashed. "Who could blame him for getting caught up?"
"Oh, is that a compliment?" Kayla grinned, taking a step toward her. "I accept."
Lucia clucked her tongue. "I can tell you if you two are beautiful. Nothing strange about that."
"Of course not." Kayla's eyes sparkled. 
Customers came, and Lucia had to whisk away, and then Kayla's break was up anyway so that conversation fizzled out. But she had been struck with another bit of inspiration.
A couple days later, Grace came to Quill's End while Kayla was working. Ethan was over in the next town quoting espresso machines because he wanted to buy from somewhere local, so it was Lucia and Kayla closing down. There was always a lull after seven, so Kayla knew now would be a good time for the two of them to talk with Lucia.
"Hey, Lucia!" Grace said excitedly, leaning over the bakery counter with Kayla beside her.
Lucia was crouched by the case, rearranging the goods, and she stood, her eyebrows going up.
"Oh! Grace. Hi."
Lucia came over to the counter. "It's good to see you, love. The more Kayla and I talk about you, the more I miss you."
"Oh, stop," Grace said, blushing. "You're talking about me so much?"
"You come up," Kayla said, nudging her with her shoulder. "Lucia, do you mind if Grace and I come around the back?"
"Come in, come in," Lucia said, sweeping her arm. "I trust you two."
The two of them came around, and Grace nibbled at her lip, glancing at Kayla, then Lucia. "I should probably tell you, Lucia," Grace said. "Kayla and I have been talking about you, too."
"You...have?" Lucia said.
"Yeah," Grace said, hesitating. Then she burst forth with: "Do you like Ethan?"
"I—of course, yes, I like him," Lucia said. "Is this about what happened in the break room?"
"No, no," Kayla said. "What Grace means is more...do you like Ethan?" She widened her eyes at Lucia.
"You two..."
"Do you think he's hot?" Grace said, chewing at her lip. "Honest. You can tell us."
Lucia reached up to run her fingers through her long, dark hair. "Is this some insecurity thing? Because you don't have to worry about that. I think you two landed a catch, yes. He's, he's..." She slowed down, looking away from them. "Yes. He's hot. And he seems...awfully nice."
"I'll admit that I don't really know how to do this," Kayla said, "and Ethan doesn't know we're doing this. But I wanted to ask you...we both wanted to ask you. If you felt that way about him..."
"Then maybe you'd want to join in," Grace finished for her, clasping her hands in front of her chest, her eyes wide.
Lucia gasped. 
Kayla swallowed, her nerves firing here at the culmination of all these talks. It was a little wild, yes, to just put this out there so plainly. But she knew that Lucia appreciated people being straightforward. She had seen the three of them having sex, and gotten a good long look at it...and then she had kept talking to Kayla about it, and the relationship. About Ethan, and about her and about Grace. She just knew that Lucia was thinking about the three of them a lot.
"You're talking about the—the harem," Lucia finally said, after a moment of frozen silence. "You two are asking me to join in your harem with Ethan."
Kayla exhaled. "We are. Or at least, we're asking if you would be...interested."
Lucia paused. But she wasn't a person who made a habit of lying. "My god, ladies, you can really put someone on the spot here." Lucia pulled nervously at her hair, looking between Kayla and Grace. "Okay. Okay, yes, you got me. I have been thinking about it. And if you're serious, ah...yes. I would be interested."
"Oh my god, yes," Grace said, immediately stepping forward to hug Lucia. She squeezed her hard. "Yes yes yes. I'm so excited."
Smiling widely, Kayla joined in, and after a noise of surprise, Lucia hugged them back, her shock dissolving into laughter as the two women wiggled her around.
"One thing, though," Kayla said, once their hug assault had parted. "Ethan doesn't know anything about this."
"Right," Grace said. "So there's one catch. We'll tell him, or no, we'll give him a hint so he doesn't back off on our account, but like..."
"You have to be the one to show him you're into him," Kayla finished. "It has to come from you, fully, not us."
"Hm." Lucia had a hand on her chest, feeling her heartbeat. "Yes. That makes sense. You two can't just put a bow on my head and say 'ta-da!' Ethan wouldn't go for that. He would..."
"He would want to know you," Grace said, putting her hand over Lucia's. "That you want it, want him, want this, without us urging you along."
"Though," Kayla said, "we are very much in favor of it."
Lucia nodded, a smile growing on her face. "I think I can make that happen."






  
  Chapter 7


ETHAN


It was closing time soon. The espresso machine shopping I had done yesterday over in Heron's Landing, a town near Timber Creek, had gone well, but the machine I wanted needed a couple things that didn't typically come on a unit serving a relatively small clientele, so I would have to wait a few weeks for it. That was fine. I was in no rush.
Things had settled down in the days since Lucia had walked in on us, and the last few days I had pretty much felt back to normal. Thank god, because if that elevated blood pressure had stuck around much longer, it probably would have come shooting out my ears. But things were good; the Bookshop Harem three of us had found time to have dates in duo and all together, spending time at my place, Grace's place, Kayla's place...if I didn't live above Quill's End, I might have forgotten exactly what my house looked like. In some ways I felt like a vagrant who happened to have places to go.
My relationship with Lucia seemed better, too. I hesitated to think of it as trauma bonding, but in my case, it may have resembled that. It was easier to talk to her now, more engaging. In fact, at the start of her shift today, she'd offered to show me how to make a good croissant if there was time later, as she had promised when we'd first met. So as things dwindled down at Quill's End, I was headed back to the bakery. 
"I think it's croissant time," I told Lucia as I approached.
Lucia's eyes lit up. "Oh, yes! I've been thinking about it all day."
I came around back and washed my hands, then grabbed an apron from the hooks on the wall. "Forgive me if I have to run to the front for a customer. But we're closing in a half hour, I think we'll be okay."
"I'll try not to keep you distracted too long," Lucia said, giving me a look that threatened to make me flush.
I cleared my throat and flexed my fingers. "Teach me your ways."
Lucia was crisp and prepared like a cooking show. She walked me through the steps of making a good dough, while bringing out some she had prepared recently to save us some time. 
"While the dough is resting is a good time to prepare the butter," she told me.
"Prepare the butter?" I questioned.
Lucia nodded, her jaw set as she thumped a slab of butter with her rolling pin. "You want it softened, and about this thickness so it gets to temperature easily. Here, you do the other portion."
She handed me the rolling pin and she watched, reaching in to correct me. Her fingers were strong, but her touch was gentle, and she stayed close to me, not hesitating to guide my hands with her own. 
I hadn't considered how...intimate baking could be. I was starting to feel like I was overstepping some boundaries. But she was the one touching me, right? It must not be bothering her.
I heard a ding! while she was walking me through creating the layers of butter and dough. I looked up toward the door, thinking it was the bell, but then I realized it was my phone in my pocket.
"I thought I silenced that," I murmured. "Sorry."
"You can check it, I don't mind," she told me, looking at me with a smile that seemed a trifle nervous. 
"I'm sure it's nothing."
"It could be some delivery emergency," Lucia insisted. "Go ahead. I've shown the steps here anyway, you'll just be watching me repeat them."
She gave me a stern look. I could picture her as a head chef somewhere, taking command of her kitchen.
I acquiesced. "Just a second," I said, turning back to wash my hands free of flour and sticky bits of dough before drying them and taking out my phone. 
Ah. The Bookshop Harem. Not a store-related emergency, but not a text I wanted to ignore. It was cut off by all my other stupid alert popups, so I opened up the thread.
GRACE: How's it going with Lucia?

Great. We're making croissants.

GRACE. Mmm. Okay Kayla, you tell him.



Huh? But then, before I could finish my message:
KAYLA: If something happens there. With you and Lucia. Just know that Grace and I are okay with it.

GRACE: MORE than okay with it. 

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

GRACE: because we'd really like it

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

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

GRACE: Yes!! Shh!! Goodbye!!

What???

Hello?



I waited, but there was nothing. And as I heard Lucia humming to herself behind me, I realized I'd been staring at my phone for two or three minutes, waiting for a text back that wasn't going to happen.
I put my phone back in my pocket and turned around, my heart pounding as I looked at Lucia from behind. Her dark, shining hair, her olive skin, the shape of her butt in her jeans with the apron strings tied just up above it. Were Grace and Kayla messing with me? Had Lucia put them up to it—like this was my punishment, to be in this new purgatory of wondering and worrying and not knowing?
I breathed in through my nose and smelled butter and flour. I just had to be cool. No one was forcing me to make more of those texts than I had to, not even the girls. I wasn't trying to put a move on Lucia after we'd put that old disaster away for good.
"All good?" Lucia asked me as I came back to the prep counter.
"Y-yeah," I said, my heart still doing its dance, and she gave me a smile like she knew, because of course she knew, right? She had told me to check my phone. It was a conspiracy. A conspiracy to make me think naughty and unprofessional things, a conspiracy to make my blood pressure come back up and...put blood into other places.
"I'm glad," Lucia said, and she moved closer to me against the steel counter, just inches away from her whole side pressing into mine. "So, this dough, I have to let it chill before adding more butter and shaping it. It would probably take an hour after that. But I'll just freeze it so we can use it later."
"Okay," I said carefully. "So I guess we're all set then?"
"Yes," Lucia said. "I'll get the back locked up if you want to take care of the front."
I was almost relieved, and at the same time, confusingly disappointed. But it was closing time, so I nodded and went to take care of the front, shutting the lights off and heading back to walk Lucia out, a habit we'd recently formed when closing together.
Lucia was waiting by the door that led into the back hall, but when I approached, she put her hand on my chest, stopping me from opening the door.
"I've been thinking a lot about when I saw you with the girls," she said.
My heart simultaneously skipped a beat and locked up like hardened concrete. "Oh," I said, quiet and lame.
"And I've been talking a lot with Kayla. Grace, too," Lucia said. She took her hand from my chest, slowly, letting it linger, her fingers dropping off one by one. "About your Bookshop Harem."
"Um..." I laughed nervously. "They really told you...they really told you the name?"
Lucia smiled. "Yes. I like it. And as a woman who works at that same bookshop, well, I was thinking I might fit in."
My lips parted, but I could only squeak.
"Kayla and Grace were thinking the same thing," she continued. "But I think you know that now, right? So..."
Her hands came up again, and this time she was up against me, touching my sides, her breasts pushing boldly against my chest. She was my height, looking right into my eyes.
"Do you have room for another girl?" Lucia asked me.






  
  Chapter 8


I stared at her for just a second. I could have asked if she was sure; I could have asked if Kayla and Grace were sure—but as shocked as I was, I wasn't stupid. This wouldn't be happening if anything else where the case.  
Lucia was pulling me into her, squishing her boobs against me, staring me down with her lips slightly parted and wet. So I pulled her, too, and I kissed her.
Immediately, her fingernails dug into my sides, and she tilted her head to kiss me deeper. Her tongue was sweet, like she'd been sneaking sugar. 
I lowered my hands and touched her hips, feeling her curves, and when our kiss broke, we stared at each other, taking a little sips of air.
"I think I want to cash in that favor you owe me," Lucia said, breathless.
I smiled at her, hard against her, and I knew she could feel it. "Anything," I said.
She grinned back, chewing at her lip. "I want you to take me back to the break room and do me there."
My mouth dropped open and surprised. I hadn't expected that. But since when had I expected anything that had happened to me lately? It was time to stop thinking I knew everything, and just roll with the twists this new life was giving me.
"I hope you mean right now," I said to her. She nodded slowly, and I took her by the hand and shouldered us through the back door like it was a defender on the football field.
I pulled Lucia along and she ran with me, our shoes slapping on the concrete floor of the hallway before I pulled us both into the break room and we were kissing again. I smelled the bakery on her, and I brought my hand up to run my fingers through her hair as she reached back and squeezed my ass hard enough to make my eyes pop open.
"You're strong," I murmured to her.
"Hope that's not intimidating," she breathed into my neck.
"It's sexy as hell," I told her.
Lucia made an appreciative sound, and then she put her hand down my pants, getting my button and zipper undone before I even knew what she was doing. She grasped my cock with her long fingers and started stroking me, while at the same time I slipped a hand up her shirt, rubbing up against her stomach and the underside of her breast.
We moved in sync, like the two of us were back in the kitchen. The clothes fell off like cut edges of dough, leaving behind our perfect shape, her skin dark against mine. The two of us fell into the couch, and I got my hand between her legs, rubbing her wet lips while my tongue tasted hers.
Lucia moaned, pushing into me, and with crackling energy, I pushed back against her, like we were fighting, folding, mixing. She was strong, yes, but I had the edge. My fingers wet with her, I took her by the hips and I shoved her upward on the couch so that her bare ass sat up on the top, her back against the wall. She gasped and giggled, and I held her up there while I got between her legs.
I had the overwhelming urge to go down on her, so I did, nuzzling my nose into the short hairs on top of her pussy while my tongue tasted her sweet lips. Lucia cried out, "Oh my, Ethan, yes!" and grabbed the top of my head, holding my hair between her fingers. I pushed her up and back by the insides of her thighs, licking her from top to bottom before plunging my tongue inside her. Her juices were all over my face and I loved it, I craved it, my cock throbbing down below as I shoved my head between her legs and pushed my tongue deep inside of her, feeling her flex around me.
Lucia grinded her pussy into my face, pushing forward against me while she sat on top of the couch. She yanked upward lightly on my hair to bring me up to her clit. I teased it free of her folds with my tongue and I pulled it into my mouth, feeling as much as hearing the deep moan that rolled down through her body as I sucked on her clitoris. She had two hands on my head now, letting me hold her up while I ate her, using me as leverage to grind into my mouth and lips. All the air I breathed was mixed with her, as I slid up and down between sucking on her pleasure button and parting her lips with my tongue, tasting her deeper flavors.
Shoving my body up against her to hold her up, I raised a hand to feel her breast, quickly finding her nipple and giving her a pinch. Her breasts were beautiful and supple, the dark nipples hard and small, her tits a good deal more than a handful as I rolled her nipple between my fingers. Lucia cried out, and she clenched her legs around my face the next time I pulled her clit into my mouth.
"Don't stop! Ah!"
She held me firm. I had no choice but to keep going, and I did, sucking hard on her clit and the sensitive flesh surrounding it, pulling it all into my mouth and attacking her with my tongue. Her legs tightened around my face as I grasped at the outside of her thigh with my hand, and while her hips gyrated against me, she cried out once more, her tense body tightening as she came, each wave of pleasure rippling down through her legs and squeezing my head while a low string of unintelligible words in Spanish and English crept out of her mouth. Her head dropped down as she shook, and her hair brushed against my hand on her breast.
When she loosened up on me, I took in a big breath, my head free of her strong thighs. Yet already I missed their pressure around my ears. Still holding me by the hair, Lucia looked down at me, her own hair wild and tossed around, her eyes wide and her lips parted as she panted for breath.
"I never came that fast before," she said to me, her voice coming down with a slight growl. "I must really have been thinking about this all day. I hadn't even realized..."
Lucia thumped her hands down onto my shoulders and got down off the top of the couch, her fingers digging into me as she swung around and straddled me, turning me so that it was my back against the couch now, and her knees on either side of my legs.
"But this is what I was thinking about," she said, and then she was sinking down on me, my hard cock sticking straight up from my lap, an easy target. I moaned as her hot, wet flesh engulfed me, throwing my arms around her and pulling her into me as I slid inside her. She kept going and going until I was all the way in, and she let out a shaking, hot breath against the side of my neck when her ass settled down onto my thighs.
"Fuck, yes," I growled, settling my hands down on her hips. "God, Lucia. You feel incredible."
Breathing hard in my ear, she started to move up and down on me, and I met her movements, holding her by the hips and thrusting up into her. The little sounds she made in my ear every time my hips met hers drove me crazy. 
I felt her hard nipples rub against my naked chest as we fucked, Lucia bouncing on me now. I slid my hands back to grab the full cheeks of her ass, feeling their motion as we rocked and bounced together. I squeezed her butt and she moaned into my ear, her fingers clenching my shoulder. She was hot and tight and bursting with sexual energy, her hair brushing me, her breath washing over my neck. I sucked in a breath and held it, trying to keep myself back, though I couldn't stop my hips from thrusting up into her, burying me as deep as I could possibly go each time.
"I'm going to cum in you, Lucia," I gasped, one hand on her bouncing ass, the other on her hip.
"Give it to me, Ethan," she said, her accent much stronger in the throes of passion.
Her permission was electrifying. I pulled her into my body, pinning her against me while I did all the thrusting, and then the coiled muscles in my groin released. I shuddered and moaned into her shoulder as I came inside of her, still pumping my hips up into her tight, gripping pussy. 
I thrust into her over and over until I was spent, and then she pushed back from me, looking into my eyes with a warm smile before kissing me, dragging her fingernails down my chest.
Breathing hard, grinning fiercely, Lucia said, "So?"
It took me a moment to realize she was referencing the question she had asked me before my lust for her had taken over and pulled her back here: Do you have room for another girl?
"Yes," I managed, still inside of her and feeling her heartbeat with my cock. "I...I believe we can fit you in, Lucia. In fact, you're a must."
Lucia licked her lips, her eyes lighting up with amusement. "A must?"
"Meaning," I said, running my hands up her sides, "I can't imagine the harem without you."
"You are a very sweet man," Lucia said, kissing me lightly on the lips. "And now there's no need to imagine such sad things."






  
  Chapter 9


"I wanted to at least ask you to spend the night," I said to her, now that we were fully dressed and closing up for real. She had taken a moment to finish the steps for the croissant dough and make sure it was ready for use. I had watched her work with the fascination of someone impressed with her talents, and someone who could now picture her doing all of these things naked.  
"I'm not the type who pushes a girl out the door," I finished.
"I didn't think you were," Lucia said. We were standing in the back hallway, near the exit. "I have to go home tonight, though. But we'll spend a lot more time together, right? My understanding of the harem is that it's a very intimate arrangement."
"Very intimate," I said quietly, holding her close. "It's not all sex in the break room and naughty texts."
"I wouldn't mind a nice helping of those, though," she said, the corners of her mouth turning up.
"Speaking of," I said, pulling out my phone. "Obviously I already have your number. But you should be part of the group text, officially."
"The group text," Lucia repeated. "You'll add me?"
"Right now." I did just that, and I heard her phone buzz with the notification. I knew that Grace's and Kayla's had done so, as well. And there sat the faint message in the Bookshop Harem thread: Ethan R added Lucia O to this group.
Instantly, both our phones blew up.
GRACE: LUCIA!!

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



"My goodness," Lucia breathed. "They're so excited!"
"I am, too," I told her. "How about you?"
Lucia bit her lip and nodded at me, her eyes sparkling. She tapped on her phone.
LUCIA: Hi girls :)



To be continued in Book 5…
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  About

Bookshop Harem: Book 5


The Bookshop Harem has added a fourth member: Lucia. And Ethan's secret desires are going to be exposed. 

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

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

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







  
  Chapter 1


ETHAN


Of course we had to get the four of us together as soon as possible, and not only because the group text would become unmanageable insanity the longer we waited to talk in real life.
Luckily, though the four of us couldn't make our schedules match up for dinner, we were able to get together the next afternoon to take in some culture. Grace had brought up that we should try to do things together besides eat and have sex, and after the jokes about that in the group text had died down, it was Lucia who had suggested this date idea.
So that afternoon, in a moment that almost felt surreal, Grace, Kayla, and Lucia all got into my car, and I drove us to the natural history museum in the nearby city of Allegheny. Kayla had been the one to call shotgun, so she was seated next to me, with Grace and Lucia in the back.
"It's like a gigglefest back there," I said as we drove, peeking at the two of them in the rearview mirror.
"Don't mind us," Grace piped up, meeting my eyes in the mirror. "Lucia was just telling me how good you are at eating pussy."
I coughed, which spurred another giggle from Grace.
"It's a compliment, babe," Kayla said, patting me on the leg.
"I think you all might be corrupting me," Lucia said while Grace lightly rubbed her arm in the backseat. "I don't know if I've ever talked about sex as much as I have in the last couple days."
"I say, think of it less like corruption, and more like freedom," I said, glancing back at Lucia. "But for the record, I've been undergoing a similar transformation."
"I think that's how the harem should work," Kayla said matter-of-factly. "It's only natural that we fall into some characteristics of each other."
"Right!" Grace nodded. "Kayla and I have always been super open about sex with each other. And Ethan already put the habit into me of reading the ingredients of stuff before I buy it."
"Of course you should!" Lucia said, sounding affronted but laughing.
"That's my characteristic?" I said. "One of those sounds a lot better than the other."
"I tell it like it is," Grace said, laughing while Lucia poked at her and admonished her for not knowing more about her food.
"You didn't hear it from me," Kayla said in a stage whisper, "but you're helping Grace be a lot more open in her personal sexuality, too."
"How so?" Lucia questioned, and that led to the discussion of how Grace had lost her virginity to me, which carried us up to the parking lot of the natural history museum.
It was a very impressive building, classic architecture with white stone and a pair of granite columns in the front. It looked like the kind of thing that might've been built a hundred years ago, refurbished and still standing, proud as ever.
"This looks awesome," I said, and the girls agreed.
"It's beautiful," Lucia said, excitedly walking forward. "I haven't been in a couple of years. For a city this small, they got their hands on very impressive dinosaur skeletons."
We walked up the white stone steps and through the front doors, where we were greeted with an open lobby and no one selling admission. Instead, there was a glass donation box at the front stating that donations were appreciated. I slid a bill into the box.
"A hundred bucks?" Grace observed.
I nodded. "Free parking, no admission cost, making something this cool accessible for everyone? Hell yes, they get my money."
Lucia gave me a warm smile as we proceeded into the museum. We let her be our guide, since she had come here more often than any of us had. For me and Kayla, it was our first time.
"Let's start over here," Lucia said, her dark eyes glittering with excitement. "The exhibit of the clothing and tools of the Paleolithic era is fascinating."
While the display was not necessarily visually impressive—there's only so much that can be done in order to wow someone with what was essentially a bunch of loincloths and shaped stones—the interactive, recorded narration explaining what we were looking at was actually very intriguing. Lucia was quick to point out displays we might miss if we weren't looking closely enough.
All in all, the museum was very fun, though some credit was due to the pleasure of my company. While Lucia browsed the exhibits with some familiarity, paying special attention to things that were new or had slipped her mind, Kayla spent a good deal of time reading the surprisingly long-winded plaques that prefaced most displays. We would drift apart in the large sections of the museum, and Grace would call me over to show me something, and then she would look around theatrically before squeezing my butt, making me jump.
"Hey," I said to her, grinning, "I thought mixing things up was your idea?"
"Maybe I meant mixing things together," Grace said with a flirtatious grin.
She must've gotten Kayla and Lucia in on her little game, too, because as we moved throughout the place, my ass felt attacked. Kayla would lure me in to checking out an interesting description on a plaque, and then she would smack me. Lucia would have me look around the corner to see the back or side of something in case in glass, and then—yeesh! Hand on my ass. Squeezing, spanking, pinching; whatever the three of them felt like doing at any given moment.
I didn't know how they got away with it, either. At one point I decided to return the favor, flicking my eyes around before cupping Kayla's ass in her jeans and giving her a firm grab, and immediately I was met with the angry throat clear of a woman dusting a display behind me.
"Sorry," I murmured, my cheeks going red, while Kayla dissolved into an absolute fit of giggles.
"You're not very sneaky, Ethan," she said, and then I'll be damned if she didn't smack my ass right then and there. I glanced toward the disapproving museum employee, but she had been looking away. How did these girls do this?
The place was a lot bigger than I had thought, so partway through our grand tour, we stopped for a late lunch in the little café they had.
"Chicken fingers, hot dog, or pizza?" Lucia said, tapping the corner of her mouth. "How is a lady to decide when the choices are so abundant?"
"Don't forget the burger," Grace said, pointing at the menu. "You can even add cheese."
Lucia snorted, laughing and pawing at Grace as the blonde tickled her side. It was fun to watch the two of them mess around with each other. Their backseat bonding appeared to have gone well.
We sat down with our food, and despite the fact that we'd just spent a couple straight hours walking, the energy of the Bookshop Harem was one of crackling electricity. We jabbered together, and fingers flew between plastic trays, snatching french fries away from our lovers as they did the same to us in return. Kayla and Grace chatted excitedly about what they'd loved the most so far in the museum, a conversation we all chimed in on.
"We're saving the best for last," Lucia said, nibbling on a chicken finger. "The dinosaurs! That's why I made sure we went to the left when we came in. Start with the more boring stuff, and finish strong."
"But I thought you liked the, uh, the..." I racked my brain. "Paleon...tology...tools?"
Lucia laughed. "I do love the Paleolithic era relics," she said, "but it's freaking dinosaurs. Nothing else compares."
"I used to be scared of dinosaurs," Kayla said. "When I was a kid." She grinned sheepishly. "Probably why my parents never took me to a museum like this. I don't think seeing giant skeletons of them towering over me would've helped."
"Aw, Kay." Grace reached out and put her hand on her arm. "I'll protect you."
"More like she'll smack your ass," I muttered, batting my eyes at Grace, who stuck her tongue out at me.
"I'm okay with either option," Kayla said brightly.
Our food dwindled, and I walked over to the soda fountain to refill my cup. I sat back down at our little table, and Kayla stood up. She walked around to my side of the square table, and she quietly filled the air with a not-particularly-scientific request.
"Would you ladies mind if I excuse myself to blow Ethan in the restroom?"






  
  Chapter 2


I squeezed my cup hard enough to pop the lid off, a dash of lemonade sloshing out onto the table. Lucia exhaled out of her nose while a grin slowly spread across her face, and she nodded. Grace said, "Can I finish your fries?" 
Kayla nodded at her. "All yours. Ethan?"
She put her hand in mine, pulling me up out of the chair. I licked the sweet and sticky lemonade off my finger where it had splashed, and I looked at her.
"You really want to...here?" I asked her.
"Are you saying you don't?" She tilted her head.
Like I would say no. One would think that having regular sex with three beautiful women would, I don't know, perhaps tire me out or leave me satisfied more often than not. And it's not that I wasn't satisfied. But somehow, the more I had sex with these girls, with the harem, the more I wanted the next day.
It was only by the greatest decorum that I was not the one suggesting a bathroom blowjob.
I shook my head at her, smiling, and then I cast my eyes over the table, where Grace had already stolen Kayla's french fries, and Lucia was helping herself to some as well. 
Lucia caught my eye. "Go on, sexy," she said to me, or maybe to both of us, as Kayla blew her a kiss.
"We'll...be right back," I said, and as soon as the words were out of my mouth, Kayla was already tugging me across the floor of the café, weaving us through tables.
I spotted the restroom she was heading for, and I took over the charge, stepping quickly forward and giving her arm a tug now, making her laugh as I pulled her along.
We dipped into the restroom hallway, thankfully shielded from the museum proper, and after making sure no one was watching, I pulled her into the men's restroom.
It was empty, at least at first glance. There was a long row of stalls, probably ten or twelve of them, and only the very first one had the door closed. I put a finger to my lips, and I walked us all the way to the end, pulling us in and shutting the door.
"You know," I said quietly, my hands on Kayla's shoulders. "If you all keep doing stuff like this, you're going to give me ideas."
"I'd love to discuss your ideas," Kayla whispered, her eyes flashing. "But we're on a bit of a time crunch here, don't you think? I hope you don't mind..."
She put her arms around me, hugging me and putting her mouth close to my ear. "It's just been too long since I've had your cock in my mouth."
It hadn't been that long, but I wasn't about to argue with her.
"You're totally right," I whispered back, and by this time, I was already hard enough to make my pants uncomfortable. "So go ahead and remedy that."
"That's what I like to hear from my man," Kayla said sensually into my ear, and then she lowered herself down onto the floor—but not before grabbing one of the paper seat protectors and placing it down below her knees.
She was quick with my pants, as she always was, but this time I helped her along. My belt opened, my button as well, and then my cock popped out, hard and throbbing and right in her face.
Kayla wasted no time, taking me into her mouth and swallowing me all the way down her throat in about half a second. It was wild how she could just deep throat me with no warm-up, and my knees went weak, dipping me backward and shoving my back up against the side of the stall.
I managed to keep from moaning loudly in the bathroom stall, but only with the force of all my will. Kayla had the benefit of her mouth being muffled by my cock; I had no such aid. I bit my lip and put one hand on top of her head. Kayla wore her glasses, as she usually did, not the biggest fan of contact lenses, and her brown hair was pulled behind her head. She looked every bit the smart and attentive museum-goer, save the fact that she had my cock stuffed down her throat and I could feel her humming in satisfaction around it.
Kayla would usually take her time blowing me, since she so enjoyed the act and liked to savor it. But now, in this bathroom stall at the museum, I could feel her urgency on every inch of me. She held me in her throat for only a couple of seconds before pulling back, letting me slide out until just the head rested on her tongue. Then she was back down my shaft, taking me to the hilt while closing her eyes. My cock pushed through the muscle of her throat, and she worked those muscles around me, sucking me off without moving her head at all.
"Jesus." It slipped out of me in a whisper. She had never worked me this hard before, this fast. I was worried she might turn my muscles to jelly and just spill me onto the bathroom floor in a heap. Pleasure radiated through my body as she worked her throat muscles on me and then pulled back again, really sucking me off now. She kept her lips tightly sealed around my cock, locking inside any slurping noises that might escape while she breathed through her nose.
My feet slid apart on the bathroom floor, my pants around my ankles. I heard the distant sounds of whoever was in the furthest stall away from us, but thankfully the bathroom was perfumed, with a constant set of fans exchanging air somewhere in the ceiling. Just further evidence that my donation went to good use.
Still, that didn't mean I could go yelling my pleasure out from my chest. Kayla brought a hand up and started playing with my balls, and I closed my eyes and fought the moans threatening to rise up from my throat. I could just barely hear the sounds she made on my cock, the little groans of pleasure escaping from her.
I felt her drool slip down one side of my balls. I thought that Kayla might be getting sloppy (not that there's anything wrong with a sloppy blowjob), but no, it was an orchestrated part of her plan. She wiped the spit off the side of my balls with a dainty finger, then slipped that same wet finger beneath my balls and up my crack, finding my hole and pressing against it.
I sucked in a gasp of breath, and I swear when I flicked my eyes down that I saw Kayla smile even while my dick filled her mouth. She kept pressing until her finger slid inside of me, and then I sucked in air again and grabbed her head, digging my fingers into her scalp. Definitely harder than I had meant to, but she had taken me by surprise, and judging by the moan vibrating through my shaft, she liked my rough hand on her.
Kayla wiggled her finger inside me, and then my legs really did start to give out. My other hand clutched at the railing on the wall to keep myself upright. I white knuckled on the steel, pleasure surging through me. I closed my eyes, my breath heaving in my chest, as Kayla started to move faster on my cock, plunging me into her throat each time.
Kayla pushed her finger deeper inside of me, hitting that button, making spots dance behind my closed eyelids. I shivered, my breath hitching in my chest. I tapped my fingers on her head in warning, but of course she knew. She could feel it in the pulse of my dick, the way I squeezed at her finger, the way my muscles tensed up where her hand pressed against my thigh.
I came into her mouth while I choked back a moan, mostly unsuccessful in my attempt to be silent. She put me right down her throat, her muscles working me, and shot after shot of my cum went directly down inside of her. I don't think she even needed to swallow. She kept pressing on my prostate from the inside the entire time, like she was forcing more out of me, wanting every drop she could get.
She certainly got it. I had never felt more spent than in that moment when Kayla pulled back and let my cock fall out of her mouth. If she had done this before we'd sat down in the cafe, she probably would have saved the need for lunch. Maybe that was why she had donated the rest of her food to the girls.
Kayla wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, then looked up at me from where she was kneeling, a grin taking over her face.
"That was very efficient, don't you think?" she said to me.
I was still trying to catch my breath without anyone else in the restroom thinking I was having a heart attack. I just nodded dumbly, hoping my expression conveyed the awe of You are the fucking master of my dick rather than Where am I and can you help find me a wheelchair?
"My first thought," I wheezed. "Very...efficient."






  
  Chapter 3


We went back to the table in the café, and to my credit, I did a better job concealing the sneaky joy on my face than Kayla did. With just a glance at her, she looked like the cat who had eaten the canary—and was extremely proud of it. 
"Oh, that must've been good," Lucia said, her eyes lighting up as the two of us sat down. 
Kayla reached for my cup of lemonade, sucking some down through the straw. She smacked her lips, and Grace snorted, holding a giggle down somewhere in her chest.
"I hesitate to say that it was my favorite exhibit," Kayla said, smiling. "Because we haven't seen the dinosaurs yet."
That was our cue to stand up, put back the trays, and move on to the remaining portion of the museum. My dick still tingled with the memory of my intense orgasm, but the dinosaur bone displays were awe-inspiring enough to pull my mind away from that. The behemoth arrangements of dark, ancient bones were enough to keep the women away from my ass, too. They would have to save their squeezing and spanking games for some other day.
The time now seemed to move much quicker, and by the time we left the museum, two of us were in a rush such that we had to hurry right to the car and start driving home.
"My fault," Kayla freely admitted, with a twinkle in her eye. "I got...hungry."
"Well if there's one thing I learned in there," I said, pulling us onto the thruway, "it's that you have to follow your instincts."
I got us back to my place, which was also the bookshop, and the Bookshop Harem split off with kisses, the women climbing into their cars and heading where they needed to go. I went in to Quill's End to run the closing shift.
The next few days were typical, which isn't to say that they weren't enjoyable. I worked, I called around and got more acquainted with the reps from our vendors, and with Lucia's help I picked out some good decor to make my place above the shop look less like an austere bachelor pad.
Perhaps inspired by Kayla, not long after our trip to the museum, I was helping Lucia in the bakery, and watching her work sent that flare of lust up through my body. I made eyes at her, and with a sneaky smile, she made it clear that she understood.
We disappeared to the break room, which I realized by now had a lock on the door. With that lock securely in place, I had thought I was going to fuck Lucia on the couch, but she had drawn her own inspirations from Kayla. She spun me back around, shoved me against the door, and with her apron still on, sucked my dick until I came in her mouth. Once again, I was left weak in the knees, and Lucia kissed my cheek before we headed back to the shop.
A few days later, Grace stopped by Quill's End. She'd made a habit of visiting when the three of us were working, so that we could all see each other. And as usual, seeing her skip into the store was like a vitamin shot, relaxing my muscles and lifting my mood.
"Howdy, lovers," she said seductively to Kayla and me working at the front counter. There was no one else around, but it still made my cheeks hot. Something about that look in her eye.
"Howdy, partner," Kayla said back, tipping an imaginary cowboy hat toward Grace.
"Lucia's here, right?" Grace asked, and I nodded. "The bakery is too far away from the front! I'm gonna go say hi."
I watched her traipse back to the coffee shop in her little black shorts and floral print blouse. Kayla watched after her, too. 
"Maybe she should work here," Kayla suggested, turning to me. "Then we'd see each other all the time."
"I think we do pretty well on seeing each other," I said, considering the idea. "And nothing against Grace. But the entire harem working here could only spell trouble, honestly. I tell you, though, with how business has been, I've been thinking of hiring on more people. Maybe upgrading Austin to full-time if he wanted it. It would be good for the shop, not to mention it would free up time for us."
Kayla nodded. "Sure, that's a good idea. I'm happy with the hours I get, though, so don't go cutting my schedule just so we can get naked together." She winked at me. "It's fun to do it on-hours when it's slow. Like you and Lucia."
"There's no secrets among the Bookshop Harem, huh?" I flashed my teeth at her. 
"Definitely not when it comes to your dick," Kayla said with a laugh.
Grace wandered back toward the front a couple minutes later, and she gave us a wave, but she had her phone to her ear. She stepped through the bookshelves, sliding in and out of view as she talked.
"It doesn't bother you, right?" Kayla asked, nudging me. "That we talk about hooking up with you?"
"No, of course not," I said. "I'm not really trying to keep anything a secret. I guess I just think it's funny that you always tell each other."
"Oh, it's the hottest gossip," Kayla assured me.
I chuckled. "I was thinking about something. Remember we had that talk about you and Grace hooking up without me, and you said it just wasn't something you guys did?"
Kayla nodded.
"I remember you saying something like, um...that you were gayer than Grace is," I said, furrowing my brow. "If I'm remembering that right."
"It sounds like something I'd say," Kayla said with a grin.
"Right. Well, I know I already said this, but if you ladies did mess around with each other or whatever, I don't mind," I said. "And I know the deal with you and Grace. But I guess I'm bringing it up because of Lucia. In talking to the two of you, I mean obviously you're all attracted to each other, and maybe I'm way off, but I guess I just got the sense that she might be on your, uh, side of the spectrum?"
"The gay spectrum?" Kayla peered at me over her glasses.
"I guess." I shrugged. "Anyway. She didn't say anything to me, or anything like that. And I'm not trying to push it. But if you two did lean that way, I just wanted to let you know that it was fine, so we didn't need to have another talk about it. And then, you know, you all could have hookups to share with me." I winked.
"Thank you, Ethan," Kayla said. "But you're overthinking it. If you're wondering, Lucia and I haven't brought that sort of thing up to each other, either. I'm not saying it's impossible, but it's just not the..." Kayla thought for a second. "The vibe. Lucia and I have hung out plenty, and had ample opportunity, and nothing has come of it."
"And that's fine," I assured her, raising my hands. "Either way, it's fine. Like I said, I'm not pushing one way or the other. I just don't want to..." I chewed on my lip. "I know that we're a harem, but I don't want to be some, like, harem master." 
"I think I get you," Kayla said. "We're all in this together, you want things to be equal. But that equality doesn't have to mean that all of us are having exactly the same amount of sex with each other."
"Exactly," I said. "Damn, you're good."
"I think I've gotten to know you pretty well," she said. "It's good of you to be accommodating like this. So I appreciate it, we all do. But there's no need to fret about it."
"Was I fretting?" I put on a thoughtful look. "I didn't know I was capable of fretting."
I heard two sets of footsteps, and I looked over to see Grace and Lucia walking up to the front.






  
  Chapter 4


"I just didn't want to have to explain it twice," Grace said, as she and Lucia came to lean on the front counter. 
"What's going on?" I asked her.
"Nothing major," Grace said. "My uncle, he lives in Timber Creek. Well, not anymore, I guess. He's moving a couple towns over, to Blue Lake. They have a bunch of cabins there—the park around the lake does I mean, not my family, god I wish—so my family is going to help him move, and they're all renting cabins by the lake for the week. Sort of a family getaway."
"Oh, are you going?" Lucia asked her.
"Yeah," Grace said. She beamed at us. "So you might see a little less of this beautiful face. It's not too far—actually Meadows University is on the way to Blue Lake. The lake is only like an hour from Meadows, so I won't need to miss any classes. Unless I feel like it!" She laughed. "I just wanted to let you all know while I was here. I'm going to be heading out there the morning after next."
I smacked my hands together. "We should do dinner. Tonight, or tomorrow, before you go. What do you all think?"
The verdict came back as: Kayla could do dinner tomorrow night, Lucia could do either night—and she offered to cook, excited at the prospect—but Grace couldn't do either night. 
"Sorry," she said, wilting a little bit. "I've been slacking in my family duties. I'm gonna try to make up for not showing my face enough by helping them get packed up the next two nights before the convoy heads out."
"That's okay," I said to her. 
"But don't you dare cancel dinner on my account!" Grace shook a finger at me, then she sidestepped over to Lucia, grabbing both her hands and intertwining their fingers. "This beautiful lady has offered a home-cooked meal. You don't say no to that."
"I'm in!" Kayla said.
Lucia laughed, squeezing Grace's hands. "Then it's on. But I'll cook you another dinner when you get back, blondie. Another one for all of us."
"I was going to insist," Grace said, giggling. Then she darted forward and kissed Lucia on the lips, and Lucia kissed her back.
"Kisses goodbye! I gotta run!" Grace came around behind the register to plant one on Kayla, and then on me. And the store was empty, in a lull period, so what the hell? I kissed her hard and I squeezed her. 
"Be safe with all those moving boxes," I told her. "Engage your core."
"I'll make the cousins lift the heavy stuff," Grace affirmed, and with a wave, she was off, the bell on top of the door jingling in her wake.
"You're a cook and a baker, huh?" I asked Lucia.
"Of course," she replied. "I can't eat just pastry, you know. Not a very balanced diet."
"You'd really cook for all of us?" Kayla asked her.
Lucia smiled, her eyes lighting up. "I'd be delighted to! What do you say, Ethan? Your place?"
Lucia lived with her family. Her mother had mobility issues, so she and her siblings lived there and helped her out, though she was planning on moving out soon after her mother recovered from a recent surgery and doing better.
"Your kitchen is a lot bigger than mine," Kayla said.
"My place it is," I said. "You can see how that print you said I should buy looks on my wall."
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Since Lucia offered to cook, I told her I would buy the groceries, and I didn't take no for an answer. Tonight was the night, and Kayla was going to meet us at my place. Lucia and I walked the brightly-lit aisles of one of Timber Creek's two grocery stores—the better one, according to her.
When she told me she was going to be making us tacos, I was immediately excited. 
"Authentic tacos," Lucia said as she pushed the cart along. "Not the, ah, simple kind with the taco seasoning from the paper packet and iceberg lettuce."
"Without the iceberg lettuce, where are you going to get the crunch?" I asked her with a grin.
"I know you're teasing me," Lucia said, resolutely refusing to witness the look on my face. "Have you ever had real Mexican tacos?"
"Actually," I said, being serious, "there was a killer place I liked to go to in the city. Honest to god, it might be the only thing I miss about my old life."
"Then I will reconnect you to that," Lucia said, picking some brightly colored peppers as we strolled through the produce section.
I let her take the lead after my suggestion on what brand of tortillas to buy was met with a withering stare. When it came to the kitchen, Lucia was the boss. And that appeared to extend to the task of shopping for ingredients.
"I noticed that Scott takes care of the ordering for the bakery," I mentioned to her as we shopped. "Have you ever thought of taking on more responsibility for the coffee shop?"
"I don't know," Lucia said. She gave me a thoughtful look. "I know I can't necessarily do frontline work forever. But I worry that if I get too involved in the administration part of things, it'll limit the time I have to actually do hands-on work with the food, you know?"
"I definitely understand," I said.
"I love Quill's End, don't get me wrong," Lucia said, running a finger along the arrangement of spices on the shelf in front of us. "But I do imagine owning my own shop. Not a restaurant, but a bakery. Although maybe we could do crêpes for breakfast..." She smiled to herself. "But..."
"It's the same worry," I picked up for her. "You go from being a baker to a business owner. And suddenly baking becomes just one out of a hundred things that you have to do."
"Yes," Lucia agreed, plucking a small spice shaker off the shelf. "At some point in my career, I'll have to transition to that. I just don't know when."
"Well, you have to cut your teeth somewhere," I told her. "You do amazing things in the coffee shop. A lot of people come into Quill's End just for you, for the things you make."
Lucia smiled bashfully. "You're exaggerating."
"I'm really not," I told her. 
It was the truth. I'd seen the books. The coffee shop was responsible for what I would consider an astonishing portion of our revenue, which was why I'd gotten an espresso machine so quickly. And once I'd taken time to get more granular with the sales reporting, it was clear what our top sellers were: Lucia's recipes. 
Honestly, if she opened a shop on Main Street, it would wreck the other two bakeries there. I was sure of it.
"It's just something to keep in mind," I said. "You love what you do, and I love that about you. The last thing I would want is for that passion to get stifled by paperwork. But we can talk about it more any time, okay?"
Lucia took my hand, rubbing her thumb across the tops of my fingers. "Thank you, Ethan," she said to me, her voice quiet but her eyes full of emotion. "It means a lot."
"Of course," I said, meeting her eyes with a warm smile.






  
  Chapter 5


I had picked up a few things I needed for myself at the grocery store, too, so the full load took both of us, each of us with two big brown grocery bags in our arms, clomping up the steps to my place above Quill's End. 
"God," I said, shifting the bottom of one bag to the tips of my fingers while I strained for my keys with the opposite hand. "I miss plastic bags."
"How many plastic bags full of groceries could you carry up the stairs?" Lucia teased.
"A hundred," I wheezed. "Ten on each finger." 
I slid the key into the lock, turned it, and shouldered the door open after the barest twist of the handle.
"You're crazy," Lucia commented, stepping in calmly after me and shutting the door with her heel.
"You should have seen me in my prime." I brought the groceries to the kitchen and set the bags onto the counter. "I never took more than one trip from the car. My fingers were bright purple from the circulation getting cut off." I sniffed, and pretended to wipe away a tear. "My proudest pain."
Lucia grinned. "I like the paper bags," she said, setting her bags down on the counter next to mine. "Makes me feel like I'm in a movie. Sometimes I buy baguettes just so that they'll stick out the top."
My phone buzzed, and I pulled it out of my pocket. "Kayla must be on her way," I said, but a quick check told me I was wrong. The text was from Grace, to the group.
I pulled it open, and so did Lucia. It was a picture of Grace, a selfie. Her blonde hair was tied back, her face was shining with sweat, and she was giving a big smile and thumbs up. In the background was the rear end of a yellow moving truck, the gate pulled down and locked.
GRACE: Fully loaded! gonna die now!

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

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

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

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

I second the shower pic

LUCIA: third

GRACE: shower pic forthcoming



Lucia and I looked at each other and broke into peals of laughter. It hadn't subsided by the time Kayla came up the stairs and stepped inside. She looked at us, grinning, holding a white box in her hands. Lucia and I came over, the laughter fading and leaving us breathless.
"I'm glad I arrived at the peak of your joy," Kayla teased, as Lucia took the package from her hands.
"We all just crack me up," I said, another wheeze of laughter threatening to escape from my chest.
"What did you bring?" Lucia asked, turning it around in her hands.
"Well, I'm no cook," Kayla said. "But I do have a credit card. So I picked us up some cupcakes from Almond in the village."
"Oh, I love their cupcakes!" Lucia exclaimed, opening the box. "Look at these! What did you get?"
"These look amazing," I said. The cupcakes were dazzling to the eye. There were four of them in the box, each of them unique.
Kayla pointed to one with beige icing that was swirled with a deeper brown.
"That one's Ethan, she said. "Because he's a cinnamon roll."
Lucia laughed, nodding.
"I'm a...cinnamon roll?"
"Sweet all the way through." Kayla blew a kiss at me, then pointed to the next cupcake. "This one is strawberry shortcake."
"Grace," Lucia said, and Kayla smiled. 
"Gracey," she confirmed. She turned the cupcake, showing a yellow, smiling sun made of candy, leaning against the frosting. "And her bright sunshine."
"This one's me," Kayla continued, pointing to a cupcake with lavender frosting and a thin wafer of white chocolate sticking up from it. "Because I'm crisp."
The way she said it made me smirk, and I blew air out of my nose.
"And Lucia," Kayla said, moving her finger to the last one, "yours is apple pie." The cupcake had a green wrapper and white frosting full of crunchy cinnamon bits, drizzled with caramel.
"Because I'm a baker," Lucia said.
Kayla gave her a look. "Because you're good inside and out, my dear. Give me more credit than that."
"Oh." Lucia blushed. "I...thank you."
Kayla grinned and closed the box. "I heard you were cooking us some dinner?"
"Ah! I should warm the pan." Lucia hurried back toward the kitchen.
"I should show her where the pans are," I said. I kissed Kayla and her tongue pushed at my lips. I pushed back at her, then held out my hands. "I'll take those. Thanks for the dessert."
Kayla and I walked to the kitchen, where I found a spot for the cupcakes and found the things Lucia needed. Her hands were quick, hauling the groceries out of the bags and then getting to washing, chopping, and slicing.
"Let me help," Kayla said, watching her enthusiasm along the counter. "Something real simple, I can do it."
Lucia surveyed the spread of meat and produce in front of her. She murmured something to herself, then set a knife down on one of the cutting boards. "Kayla, you dice the tomato while I season the beef. Then I need to get things simmering...mm...Ethan, fill that one with water about halfway, yes?" She pointed to a saucepan. "And get it on the back-right burner."
Once the orders started, they began to flow from Lucia, as she ran my kitchen like a busy restaurant. Kayla and I eagerly took to the work. I did not do a lot of cooking with fresh ingredients on my lonesome, so this was good for me. God willing, I would learn something.
Not to mention that this was the best my place had ever smelled since I'd moved in.
Meat sizzled and simmered, broth boiled, and flavorful steam filled my nose. Lucia was having us help her prepare a meal of shredded beef tacos, fresh pico de gallo, and sopa de fideo, a Mexican noodle soup that I told her I had only ever been served as a dry side.
"I know," Lucia said simply. "All the places around here, and in New York apparently, don't serve it as a soup."
"But they still called it sopa," I mused. 
"It's silly." Lucia gently stirred the pot.
"This much?" Kayla held up a teaspoon from my fan of measuring spoons.
"Yes, right on top," Lucia told her.
Before much longer, we were bringing the meal over to my tiny kitchen table on my biggest plates. We set everything down carefully, and I grimaced as I rearranged it on the small surface as best I could.
"I need a table upgrade," I said. 
"This is perfect," Lucia told me, standing proudly over the meal.
"Cozy is better," Kayla agreed, sitting down. She patted the seat of the chair next to her. "Right here, Miss Chef. I wanna cozy up with you."
Lucia stuck the tip of her tongue between her teeth, then sat, and I took the chair next to hers. The table was laden with deliciousness: a heap of steaming, shredded beef in a thick sauce, fresh, brightly-colored pico de gallo in a big bowl, and the pot of sopa on a wooden trivet with bowls surrounding it. Warm corn and flour tortillas sat next to each other. Placed neatly around this, wherever they could fit, were topping and extras for the tacos—lime slices to squeeze, avocado, thinly sliced radishes. 
We dug in. The compliments flowed from us as easily as the directions had flowed from Lucia, and she took them with pride. The beef was tender and bursting with flavor, and the hot corn tortillas were fantastic with it. The sopa, the pico...it was all phenomenal. 
By the end of it, we glanced at the cupcakes, but we were all too full to really consider them. Besides, they were too pretty to eat. It would be better to let their beauty last a little while longer.
"I may have made too much," Lucia said, looking over the heaps of food that remained after we were leaned back in our chairs.
"You just had Grace on your mind," Kayla told her.
"Leftovers are the next best part," I added.
Kayla held Lucia down in her chair so that she wouldn't try to help as I wrapped everything up. She squirmed under Kayla's hands, laughing. Once it was all done, I declared that the dishes needed to soak, and suggested we all retreat to the couch to relax and digest.
We found something lighthearted on the TV and let it play while the three of us sank into the couch. The sun had mostly set by now, and my living room was a deep orange from the ambient light.
"I'm surprised we don't hear the store more from up here," Lucia said. Quill's End beneath us was not yet closed.
"It's the high ceilings down there," I said. "Sound really only makes its way up here if somebody rams into one of the support pillars."
"That's good," Kayla said, snuggling into me. "It would be annoying having to tiptoe around the house so that you don't disturb the shop."
"And vice versa," I said.
The show on the TV rolled on, and we let the next episode play once it was done. Around that time, all our phones lit up.
GRACE: sorry! meant to hit send









  
  Chapter 6


"Damn," Lucia murmured. 
"Damn," Kayla agreed.
"Damn," I concurred.
Grace had sent us the promised shower pic, and it was exquisite. 
I didn't know how she had pulled it off. She must've been holding the phone by the very tips of her fingers. She was literally in the shower, the water running over her, her wet hair tossed back. Her breasts glistened, huge and wet, with her nipples hard. Her hand trailed fingers down her stomach, her pinky pointed towards the small mound of her pussy, shaven and clean. She had one foot on tiptoe, lifting her knee, spreading the pinkness between her legs just enough for us to barely see a glimpse of it.
The message was immediately flooded with hearts by the remaining members of the Bookshop Harem.
LUCIA: you are...SO HOT

KAYLA: this is making me want to eat your cupcake

GRACE: ...what?



Grace couldn't chat for long, though, because she had to get packing her own stuff now that she was finished with her uncle's, and soon the Bookshop Harem group text quieted down and our attention was back to my living room, with Grace's picture lingering in our minds.
And occasionally being looked at again by all three of us.
Hot arousal coiled down through me. I quickly became very cognizant of the fact that I had each of my hands on a different beautiful woman. And that their gazes were tipping towards me, too.
"I think we should go to the bedroom," I said to them, a suggestion that was met by Kayla and Lucia immediately standing up and each pulling on one of my arms, getting me to my feet. My heart thumped, and I brought us back to my room.
"You get on the bed," Kayla said to me, giving me a little shove to go with it.
I did as she asked, while she and Lucia stayed standing. Kayla walked up to her and whispered something in her ear, and Lucia listened, nodding and then smiling, even as a blush darkened her cheeks. She whispered back to her.
"Yeah?" Kayla said to her.
Lucia nodded, biting her lip. Then she turned to look at me, where I sat upright in the middle of the bed with one leg stretched out. 
"Kayla says you've been thinking about me and her together," Lucia said.
My eyes went wide. "Wha...I didn't mean..."
Kayla giggled, and Lucia shook her head. "You don't have to be embarrassed. Let's just make it as good as you might have imagined it."
With that, Lucia looked away from me and back to Kayla, the two of them locking eyes. Her hands went to Kayla's shoulders, Kayla's lips parted, and she tilted her head. They met in the middle and kissed each other, lips melting together. Even from over on the bed, I could hear their moans.
"Holy shit," I said quietly to myself.
Kayla wrapped her arms around the small of Lucia's back, pulling her close. Their breasts pushed together, and I saw their tongues slide against each other as they made out. Lucia pushed back from Kayla for just a moment, putting enough space between them so that she could slip her hands up Kayla's shirt. Kayla closed her eyes briefly as Lucia's hands found her breasts, and then she undid the front clasp of Kayla's bra.
"Eager all of a sudden," Kayla said to her.
"Aren't you?" Lucia asked. She pulled up Kayla's shirt, her bra coming with it, and Kayla snatched her glasses out of the way, putting them back on once she was bare-chested.
"Yes," she told Lucia. "Because Ethan hasn't been the only one thinking about this."
I could admit that she had been right about me. But I didn't have to admit it out loud.
Lucia's shirt came next, over her head, Kayla reaching around her to unhook her bra and then pull it off. Now when they pressed together, their bare breasts squished up against each other, hard nipples poking forward. Their mouths met again, and Lucia lowered her hand to Kayla's boob, squeezing her and pinching her nipple. Kayla moaned, moving her lips down to kiss Lucia's neck.
I was already stupid hard, and I was rubbing myself through my pants before I even realized I was doing it. Kayla caught a sideways glance of me in the act, and a grin curved up the corner of her mouth before she pressed against Lucia's lips again, sliding her tongue in. She felt Lucia's breasts, her white fingers pressing in to the Hispanic woman's darker flesh.
Kayla's eyes shot open as Lucia slipped her hand down into Kayla's pants and her fingers found her pussy. I saw Kayla wobble against her, and Lucia slung one arm around her back, holding Kayla up against her while she rubbed her pussy.
"Somebody's wet," Lucia said to her, and Kayla mewed in agreement, buckling under the pleasure of Lucia touching her.
"I think you both need to get on this bed," I said. "Right now." I gave my hard dick one more squeeze before sliding my pants down, getting naked while my girlfriends joined me.
As they fell onto the bed, Kayla stuck her hand down the front of Lucia's pants, giving her the same treatment. She grinned devilishly at Lucia as she found her wet lips and rubbed them up and down, Lucia sucking in a gasp of air.
With Kayla's hand still down inside, I undid the button on Lucia's pants and pulled them down, taking her underwear too. She immediately spread her legs wider for Kayla, and Kayla pushed two fingers inside her. Lucia moaned and arched her back.
"Jesus, Kayla...don't stop..."
Lucia was on her back, and I had gotten up onto my knees to make room. Her face was just inches from my hard cock above her, so I pushed it down until the head pressed against her lips.
Lucia opened her mouth immediately, taking me in. I closed my eyes as her hot mouth washed over my cock. I put one hand on her head while she moved back-and-forth, sucking me, and I looked down the length of her gorgeous body to see Kayla with her fingers buried deeply inside of her, fucking her pussy.
"I haven't gone down on a girl in a long time," Kayla breathed, looking at Lucia's spread legs, a sparkle in her eye that was similar to how she had looked at the meal. "But I just fucking have to."
Lucia moaned her approval around my cock, and I started to fuck her mouth with short strokes, making her eyes roll back in her head. Kayla slipped her fingers free of Lucia's cunt, then she hunkered down on the bed, getting between her legs. She just hovered over Lucia's pussy for a moment, taking it in, and then she pressed down, her tongue coming out and tasting her girlfriend. 
Lucia moaned around me again, her hand reaching down to stroke her fingers through Kayla's hair. Kayla nuzzled her nose into Lucia's clit. She slid her tongue up and down the length of her pussy.
"You are fucking delicious," she told Lucia, and then immediately dove back into her cunt, pushing her tongue up into Lucia's hole.
Lack of practice notwithstanding, Kayla appeared to be doing a tremendous job on Lucia, with Lucia lightly bucking her hips up into Kayla's face while I fucked her mouth. She got her other hand around my hip somehow and pulled me further into her, forcing my cock down her throat. I groaned and leaned over her, planting a hand on the bed.
Down below, Kayla moved up and started sucking on Lucia's clitoris. Lucia's hitching moans, rising in pitch, reverberated through my cock. I kept fucking her mouth while Kayla slipped fingers into her again, wiggling them inside of her while she sucked on her clit.
Lucia's eyes squeezed shut, and her tongue pressed up hard against the underside of my cock as her orgasm hit her. A scream worked its way around my shaft, Lucia digging her fingers into Kayla's hair and thrusting up at her, feeding Kayla her clitoris, which Kayla had no intention of letting go. Her tits bounced as her stomach tensed and rocked, heaving and straining until she pulled off my dick and gasped for breath.
Kayla lifted her head from down between Lucia's legs. At some point she had pulled her glasses off and tossed them onto the bed, and her cheeks were tinged with red, her mouth shiny with Lucia's juices and her hair disheveled around her face from rubbing against Lucia's crotch.
"Fuck, that was good," Kayla said, licking her lips.
Lucia wrapped a hand around my cock, jerking me. Breathing heavily, she looked up into my eyes and asked, "Good show?"
"Unbelievable," I told her.
"It's not done yet." Lucia looked over to Kayla. "I want to eat you now, honey."
"How about..." Kayla tilted her head, like she was thinking. I could practically see the logistics passing behind her eyes. And when it all locked into place, she smiled wide.
"Ethan fucks you," she said, looking into my eyes, and then back to Lucia, "while I sit on your face."
"Yes." Lucia gave my cock a firm squeeze. "Ethan?"
"You don't even have to ask." I pulled free of Lucia's grip and moved down the bed, sliding along Kayla's body and dragging my fingers over her shoulder as we passed each other. 
Kayla waited by Lucia's head, stroking her hair. She had shed her jeans and panties, and both of them had their eyes on me as I got down between Lucia's legs. I rested on my knees, pulling her legs up over my thighs, and I rubbed my cock against her soaking wet pussy.
Lucia moaned, pushing back against me. I couldn't wait any longer, so with the head of my cock pushed up against her entrance, I moved forward and slid inside Lucia, making her moan and claw at the bed. Kayla watched my dick disappear with a smile on her face. Her breasts moved up and down ever so slightly with her breath.
Lucia was hot and silky and wonderful, wet as she'd ever been thanks to Kayla, and without halting, I bottomed out inside of her. I closed my eyes, letting the pleasure of her tunnel wash over me.
"Deep breath," Kayla told Lucia, before swinging her leg over her and straddling her head, one knee on each side. Kayla faced me, and while she looked me dead in the eyes, she sat herself down on Lucia's face.
Immediately, her eyes fluttered with pleasure as Lucia started to eat her, her tongue sliding all around and up inside of her pussy. I took Kayla's breast in my hand, squeezing her and running my fingers across her hard nipple.
She started to ride Lucia's face, pinkness rising in her cheeks, and I started to fuck Lucia. My cock was hard like diamonds and merciless inside of her, stretching her tunnel open all the way to the back. I groaned as I pushed into her, holding her thigh with my free hand and pressing my fingertips into her skin.
Kayla lifted herself up to let Lucia get some air, but it was Lucia who brought her hands up and grabbed Kayla's thighs, forcing her back down.
"Fuck! Lucia, yes!" Kayla panted.
I leaned forward and found Kayla's mouth, and we kissed each other, fencing with our tongues while I fucked Lucia's pussy hard and Kayla rubbed herself all over Lucia's face.
Kayla tilted forward, pushing me back a little, and the angle must've allowed Lucia to suck her clit between her lips, because she stiffened up against me. Kayla let out a loud moan, pressing her forehead against mine. Her hips grinded down against Lucia, and my own slammed into Lucia's over and over.
With a hitching breath jolting up from my chest, I buried myself inside of Lucia and came. Kayla put one hand around the back of my neck and shoved her tongue inside my mouth. I sucked on her tongue while Lucia's tight pussy took everything that I had to give her.
Kayla wasn't far behind, stiffening once more, then crying out with her release. Her fingernails dug into the back of my neck, and I kissed her hard, my dick still pulsing inside of Lucia as Kayla came directly on her face. I heard Lucia's sounds of pleasure from somewhere between Kayla's thighs as the Latina licked Kayla's pussy and got drenched with her reward.
Kayla dug her fingers into me hard one more time before her eyes snapped open and she got up off Lucia, her weak muscles threatening to spill her off the bed. I put a hand on her side to make sure she stayed upright.
"My god," Kayla said, leaning over Lucia. "Tell me I didn't suffocate you."
Lucia was alive and breathing, and she wiped Kayla's essence off her eyes before she opened them and smiled.
"You did a little," Lucia told her. "But I wanted you to do it more."
Kayla laughed, and she fell down onto the bed, curling herself above Lucia with her breasts pushing into the dark-haired woman's head. Lucia snuggled into her like it was the coziest place in the world.
It certainly looked like it was.






  
  Chapter 7


We rested, we got cleaned up, and then leftovers were distributed. 
"I did not mean to pack this much Tupperware when I moved here," I told them, doling out heavy spoonfuls into plastic containers. "And I never want to see it again."
"I'm not going to say no to free Tupperware and Lucia's food," Kayla said, watching me work.
"And neither are you," I said, making eyes at Lucia. "I don't care if I'm a big ol' man. I can't eat all this by myself."
"Sure," Lucia said, somewhat dreamily. It seemed that our session in the bedroom had softened the kitchen leader inside of her.
"Is it weird if those cupcakes sound really good all of a sudden?" Kayla asked.
"Not weird," I said, the idea of cake and sugar very appealing. "Let's eat them now while they're still fresh."
With the box opened up, we admired the cupcakes once more. We each took a bite of our own flavors (Lucia's apple pie was the best, in my opinion), and then we each picked a cupcake. Lucia ate my cinnamon bun cupcake, and Kayla ate the apple pie cupcake, while I took Kayla's delicious confection down in two huge bites.
We decided to split Grace's, finishing with a light and delicious strawberry flavor.
"I'll get Grace something special next time I'm out," Kayla said, licking a crumb from the corner of her lip. "Since she missed out."
"I'll make her something!" Lucia declared, energized by the sugar.
"How about we send her a picture in the meantime?" I suggested.
So the three of us got together for a group selfie, standing in my kitchen. I was in the middle, and Lucia stretched her arm out with the phone. We all smiled, but we broke into laughter while she took the shot. 
After looking at it, we decided it was a fantastic, askew picture, and off to the Bookshop Harem it went, donned almost instantaneously with a heart from Grace.
GRACE: I miss you all so much already!!



But she didn't have to miss us for long. Two days into her trip, Grace sent us all another text. It turned out her other aunt, with whom she'd been sharing a cabin, was only able to stay partway through the impromptu family reunion. So now Grace had a big cabin all to herself for the rest of the week.
GRACE: do y'all want to come stay with me at the lake? <3




To be continued in Book 6…
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  About

Bookshop Harem: Book 6


With Grace out of town, the harem comes to her! An overnight cabin getaway gets hot in an MFFF way. 

Being apart is no fun. With Grace two towns over, in a lakeside cabin all alone, Ethan and the girls come to the rescue.

Surrounded by a beautiful forest and crystal-blue lake, Ethan is in paradise. But even a paradise can pale in comparison to the beauty of Grace, Lucia, and Kayla.

As the day flies by and the sun begins to set, Ethan and his harem make the most out of this trip.

It's going to be a wild night in the cabin with the full Bookshop Harem.






  
  Chapter 1


ETHAN


"Should I bring my winter hat?" I asked. "I heard rumblings of a flash freeze forthcoming."
"It's 72 degrees," Grace said to me over the phone, laughing. "All week!"
"Yeah, but you can't be too careful." I grinned, holding the phone against my ear with my shoulder as I packed.
"Yeah, bring it," Grace said, and I could hear her holding back her mirth. "As long as you have room."
"I'll make room," I assured her.
I was packing for a little impromptu getaway, pawing through my dresser, where apparently I had put my winter hat for some reason. If I hadn't recently moved here, I would have had no idea where the hell my suitcase had ended up. After a couple more months, it probably would've been buried in my closet, completely out of sight. As it were, it was in the back of my closet with only a few things in front of it, so it was an easy get.
Grace was spending the week at a nearby town called Blue Lake, specifically having rented a cabin on said lake outside of town. Her family had helped her uncle move nearby, and everyone who could make it decided to get cabins at the lake and have a sort of family reunion. Grace's aunt, who had been staying with her, had to duck out early, which left Grace with a big cabin all to herself.
Plenty of room for me, Kayla, and Lucia to join her. We wouldn't be able to pull off an entire week, but a day and night there was too tantalizing to pass up. I wasn't sick of Quill's End or Timber Creek by any means, but I knew it was important to get away occasionally, even if it wasn't for very long or very far away. Otherwise I was likely to find myself falling back into bad habits of overworking.
And I needed a work-life balance now more than ever.
It just so happened to work out that Lucia was off, and Austin was able to cover Kayla's shift. Scott and Austin had no problems running the store during a weekday; they did it all the time. Though I did make a mental note to myself to follow up on my own promise to either give Austin more hours or hire at least two more part-timers.
"Okay," I told her. "I have to grab a shower. I just couldn't wait to call you and tell you how excited I am."
"Ethan!" Grace squealed. "I'm just glad you guys are able to get out here at all. I'm so excited! You're going to love it, there's a hiking trail that starts right near this cabin, I know you told me you wished you could hike more. And we'll—ah! Sorry! I'll let you go."
We said our goodbyes, and then Grace added, "One more thing. Send a shower picture to the group. Only fair, right?"
"Um..."
"Thanks! See you soon!"
And she was gone like a flash of lightning, burning an afterimage of her words into my ears and redness into my cheeks. 
A shower picture? There were plenty of things I'd never done before. A shower picture numbered among them. Not to mention, a shower picture to follow up with the incredible one that Grace had sent to all of us yesterday? She was setting me up to look real stupid.
But...I could do it for the harem.
I finished packing, throwing my winter hat into my suitcase with a chuckle. Lucia and Kayla were going to be driving up separately. While we had managed to arrange for all of us to be there today, all of us getting there at the same time was a miracle that we couldn't achieve. Besides, we wanted to have separate cars in case anyone needed to take off. Blue Lake wasn't too far from Timber Creek.
I finished my meager packing—well, almost. I still had to use some of my morning stuff before I could throw it in my suitcase, so I zipped off to the shower and hopped in. I was halfway through the quickest shower I had ever taken, eager to get on the road and go see Grace, when I realized that her request had slipped my mind.
"Shit," I muttered, looking down at my body and watching the soap drip off. I didn't have a bad body or anything, I just wasn't Grace. Nor was I Kayla or Lucia, for that matter. 
While Kayla and Lucia and even Grace to some extent seemed to have their sexuality deeper into the spectrum, mine was pretty firmly planted on the heterosexual side. Just the way that I was. So as it were, I found the idea of the male body pretty charmless. The thought that any of my girlfriends would want to see my chest as much as we would want to see Grace's, or, lord have mercy, my dick as much as Grace's supple lips...it wasn't something that I could fully understand. 
But that didn't mean I couldn't come through for them. I just hoped it wouldn't be laughable. That said, considering the number of naked pictures of the girls that had made their way into the group text, it was only fair that one of me be on the playing field.
I rinsed the soap off, but I kept the water running since I wasn't done. I knew if I did it after the shower, I would just fiddle with it forever and never be satisfied with whatever the picture looked like. I just had to do this quick.
I wiped one hand on the towel next to the shower, stepped one foot out, and stretched out to grab my phone. Holding the phone outside the curtain, I opened up the camera and flipped it around, lifting it up over my body.
"Hmm."
I changed apps, going back to our group text. I went back to the picture of Grace, wet and beautiful in the shower. The picture of Kayla, with my cock inside her on the couch in Quill's End.
It didn't take long after revisiting those pictures for me to get hard, and I switched back to the camera and held the phone up. I snapped a shot of myself that had most of my dick out of frame, cut off at the bottom, leaving just enough there to be a tease. I gave it a once-over, and before I could obsess over it, I sent it off to the group and got back in the shower.
I heard the phone buzzing while I finished up, and I didn't know whether to smile or cringe. I got out and dried myself off. When I checked the phone, thankfully, I found excited messages of praise. 
I mean, had I really expected anything else? Still, it put a bashful smile on my face.
GRACE: SEXY!!! bring that body over here NOW

KAYLA : copycat shower pic? Now this I love. Stud!

LUCIA: our man! Whatcha hiding down there? 

He's camera-shy



I laughed to myself as I sent the last message. My erection had faded, and seeing my own nude picture certainly wasn't going to bring it back.
I got dressed and I stuffed everything else I needed into my suitcase, zipping it up. It was time to hit the road.






  
  Chapter 2


I'd gotten very familiar with the drive between my temporary living situation in Ohio and Timber Creek before I moved here, but Blue Lake was in the opposite direction of that. So I'd actually never come out this way. It was good to get a better feeling for this surrounding area, because otherwise it felt like I was living in a bubble. 
The area definitely became more rural as I drove that way. But before the gap in civilization began, I went by the campus of Albert Meadows University, where Grace and Kayla went to college. The road swept around it at a pretty far distance, so I couldn't get a very good look at the campus, but I turned my head toward it as I drove on by. 
It looked to be a pretty big school, surrounded by a road that circled around the sprawling campus. I saw buildings of yellow brick, I saw a lot filled with a sea of cars, and in the distance I could make out some students walking around. One of them, somewhere, was Kayla, finishing her classes before she would be heading up to the cabin herself.
Once I left the university behind, my scenery became just asphalt and the countryside. It was a beautiful, sunny day, with a clear sky and good music on the radio. I had the driver's side window open, and I let my arm hang out, fingers streaming in the wind.
I felt good. I felt really fucking good. And I was on my way to someone who was going to make me feel even better. 
The Blue Lake itself (the body of water, not the town, which was another ten minutes past) was part of a nature preserve that covered about 700 acres, which then blended into a park managed by the town. That park side of the lake would be where the cabins were, so that was where I was headed. Even with the help of the GPS in my phone, I was still glad for the signage that directed me through the various splitting roads, as my speed slowed down to a crawl at the behest of the posted signs.
I didn't know what exactly I was going to be rolling into. Would I be weaving my car through roads that were crossed by Grace's family? It wasn't that I didn't want to meet them, necessarily, but did she want me to? Grace hadn't mentioned the idea of introducing me or any member of the harem to her family at all. It sounded like she just wanted a little getaway with us included.
As I slowly drove around a turn, I saw a cabin begin to peek around the edge of the trees. I emerged past the tree line and my mouth fell open.
Blue Lake stretched out, completely hidden by the trees until this moment. The water was sparkling, as blue as its name, and the lake itself seemed massive. I wasn't sure if what I was seeing at the other end was the opposite shore or just a trick of the horizon.
At this southern end of the lake, I saw only one cabin. But it was number 17, right there in big metal numbers above the porch, and that was Grace's cabin. A small gravel lot that gave way to grass preceded it, and my tires crunched over the stones as I slowly approached. The cabin was big, with a pointed roof and wooden shingles for siding that gave it a warm and rustic look. A wide, covered porch greeted me from the front.
The white front door flew open and out ran Grace, waving excitedly, her flip-flops slapping against the steps as she descended the three stairs down from the porch. The gravel parking area was small, and quickly overrun by grass, which she ran across before stepping onto the stones and reaching my car.
I got out of the car, a big smile on my face, and she threw herself into me and kissed me.
"It's so good to see you." Grace squeezed me tight. "I've missed you guys so much!"
"Same here," I said to her, hugging her back. "And look at you. I like how you look in a vacation outfit."
Grace grinned at me. She was in a pale yellow half-shirt, one that barely managed to stretch over her huge breasts while leaving her flat tummy exposed, white and creamy in the open sunlight. A pair of denim shorts hugged her hips closely and hardly went much further beyond the hips themselves.
I had a feeling that she didn't typically walk around her family in an outfit like this.
"Is there anyone else here?" I asked her.
"No, look!" She took me by the hand and pulled me through the lot, bringing us onto the grass where we came up against the edge of the lake.
Grace pointed down the shoreline, past a short wooden dock which stretched out from behind the cabin into the lake. 
"This is the last cabin of the row," she said. "My aunt chose it because she knew she had to leave early, and this way she wouldn't have to drive through all the slow roads clustered around the rest of the cabins to do it. It was lucky that I ended up in her cabin." Grace beamed. "At least in the context of inviting you guys up here. The cabins are pretty far apart, and the nearest one is like a three-minute drive or a solid ten-minute walk if you cut through the woods."
I could see what she meant. The land scooped inward, cutting into the lake, and was covered with trees, obscuring any view. Even if there was a cabin right on the other side of those distant trees, we couldn't see their part of the lake, nor could they see ours, and we'd have to take the road around and through the woods to get there.
"I see," I said, looking back at her. "I was going to ask, this being kind of a family reunion, and all. Did you want to, you know..."
"Introduce you?" Grace shrugged. "I thought about it. I think it's something we should all talk about at some point. I don't mind introducing you as my sexy older boyfriend, of course." She put her hand on my hip, giving me a squeeze. "Introducing you as one member of the Bookshop Harem...that's something else."
"I hear you," I said. "That's a lot to lay on your parents."
"Right, and I'm busy enough with school and the business as it is," Grace said. "I don't have the incredible amount of hours it would take to explain this the right way to them. And honestly, it's not like it's even their fault. This is—well, it's weird."
"But it's our weird."
"Yeah." Grace smiled, hugging me with one arm and pressing into my side. It was a joke among the harem—that a relationship like this would be alien to vast, vast majority of people. But among the biased sample size of the four of us, it was perfect and amazing.
Personally, I liked our data.
"This is really beautiful," I said to her. I rubbed a hand down her bare side. "But you look even better."
"I'm not even gonna pretend to be modest," Grace said, though her cheeks did go a little pink. "I know I look good. Come on… Let me show you the cabin."
We walked back to the car where I grabbed my suitcase, and then Grace led me to the cabin. We went up the three steps onto the porch, and Grace swung open the front door. 
The cabin was spacious, quite literally. It was basically one big room, with four beds toward the back, two on each side and up against the wall. Two bathrooms were set in each back corner, behind closed doors, with each big enough to house their own shower. A small kitchen was immediately to the right, the counter stretching along the wall and then taking a ninety-degree turn into the room, creating a dining space. Across from that was a sitting area, with four soft chairs and a low coffee table.
"This is really nice," I remarked, looking around. "And big. It was just you and your aunt?"
Grace nodded. "All the cabins sleep four people."
I set my suitcase down and made eyes at her. "Which bed's yours?"
Grace pulled me further into the cabin. My foot kicked into my suitcase, knocking it over and sending it spinning across the floor of the kitchen, but I didn't care. She brought me to the closest bed, and whether it was hers or not, we fell onto it, pawing at each other, kissing and groping like it had been years and this was some conjugal visit.
I got my hand inside her almost-a-shirt, and my fingers were immediately lost in the soft skin of her tits. She wore no bra. I grabbed a handful of her, moving around to find her nipple and pinching it between my knuckles.
Grace let out a soft moan into my mouth, then she moved her lips around my jaw and started sucking on my earlobe.
"Fuck, I seriously fucking missed you," she breathed to me. "Even though it wasn't that long, being all the way out here made it feel longer."
"I don't love it when we're apart," I told her, my breath coming hard. "Life gets in the way sometimes."
"I hate when life gets in the way of a good fuck," Grace whispered, digging her fingernails into my back. "You can make up for it, right?"
"Always." I pinched her nipple again, and then I forced her shirt up over her breasts. She pulled it up, her strawberry blonde hair sliding through the neck hole before she tossed it away, leaving her beautiful chest bare for me.
I buried my face in her tits, quickly finding a nipple with my mouth and sucking hard on her. Grace cried out in pleasure, putting her hand on my head and scratching her nails into my hair.
"God, I love when you play with my tits," she said to me.
Grace wasn't a quiet little mouse in bed, but she also wasn't usually so vocal. It gave me the feeling that she was extremely pent up, and it made me flush with red hot desire. I wanted to weasel more words out of her.
I nibbled on her nipple, making her gasp and wiggle against me, while at the same time I slid my hand down between her legs and started rubbing her over the crotch of her denim shorts. Grace clutched at me, throwing her arm around my shoulders as I touched her.
"Fuck, Ethan," she trembled. "That feels so good..."
She was wet enough for me to feel her arousal through her shorts. I traced my fingers along her lips and pressed two fingers hard at her entrance, her shorts keeping me out. Grace moaned, pushing against my hand.
As much fun as it might have been to tease her some more, my own arousal was pretty insistent behind my zipper, hard enough to hurt. And when Grace bent forward, sneaking her own hand down to my crotch and grabbing hold of me, that barrier of resistance broke.
I popped open the button of her shorts and yanked them down, pulling her panties with them and revealing her wet, naked pussy. Her intoxicating scent sucked me in, and I planted my mouth on her lips and started licking her, pushing her further up the bed as both her hands grasped at my head.
"Ohhh! Yes!" Her fingernails dug at me, and she grabbed my hair, pulling me into her. I plunged my tongue up into her tunnel, tasting the strong flavor deeper inside of her, and was rewarded with her deep moan as I stretched her open. I slipped my tongue out of her to go up and tease at her clit before sliding it back down and putting it up her again.
She urged me up from between her legs, and I pulled my shirt up and off. She ended up undoing the button on my pants for me, and then my jeans were down, and everything was off, my hard cock rubbing up against her leg.
Somehow, she wiggled beneath me as I was over her, getting down far enough to slip my cock into her mouth. Her hair brushed my stomach as she sucked on me, and I kept myself up, my hands planted on the bed, moaning as her mouth and tongue worked me. She caressed my balls with one hand while she sucked me, taking me deep into her mouth and making noises of pleasure around me while she did it.
There was only so much foreplay our insistent need would allow. This time it was me yanking her up, getting her properly back underneath me once more. I grabbed the base of my cock with one hand and got between her legs, running myself up along her lips once before finding her entrance and sliding my wet dick inside of her.
"Fuck! Yes, Ethan!" Grace screamed, unabashed out here in the woods. I pushed all the way into her easily, her pussy soaking wet, my dick hard as steel. I bent my head into her neck and moaned as her slick tightness engulfed me before sucking the skin of her neck into my lips and tugging at her. 
I pumped into her, not starting slow, not needing to. I hilted in her pussy with each thrust, pushing our bodies together, kissing her neck and her jaw and then her lips, our tongues fighting. She raised her legs and wrapped them around my hips, squeezing me tight.
After a good, long couple minutes of fucking her on her back, Grace moaning with more and more intensity, she thumped her hand against my chest.
"Roll over," she gasped. "I'm riding you."
I stayed inside of her and scooped her up around the shoulders, shifting to the side before flipping us over. The bed wasn't exactly huge, but we did it without falling off, and I didn't slip out of her, either.
With a wild grin on her face, Grace situated herself atop me, putting her weight on her knees and getting both hands on my chest before she started bouncing on my cock.
I held onto her hips, my lips parted as she rode me up and down. Her big breasts bounced, heaving, and that grin on her face melted down into flushed, red-cheeked pleasure as she slammed her pussy down onto me over and over again.
She scratched at my chest as she leaned back, sitting up straight on me. I thrust my hips up into her and she cried out. Grace began to grind on me, moving her hips back and forth, rocking on my dick. She brought her fingers down to her clit and started rubbing herself, her eyes closing.
I reached up to her chest, pinching and twisting both of her nipples while I watched her bite her lip. I knew she was close, I could read it on her face now, could feel it in the way that her tunnel squeezed hard on me when she tensed up, relaxing just a little, then bearing down on me again. Then she went stiff for a moment and—
"Ah. F-Fuck!" Her orgasm hit, and I grabbed her around her hips while her fingers worked her clit furiously and she rocked back and forth on my cock, throwing her head back in the throes of cumming. 
Her pussy clamping and throbbing on my cock was too much, and I let go inside of her, cumming while her waves of pleasure still rocked her atop me. My fingers dug into her hips, both of us crying out loudly and without shame with our mutual release, her juices spilling down on me and mine filling her up. 
Grace collapsed on top of me, breathing heavily in my ear, and slowly, my cock slipped out of her. We both gave a soft jerk at that, then relaxed against each other, catching our breath. 






  
  Chapter 3


We got ourselves cleaned up in the cabin's showers, though they were too snug for even an attempt at some kind of sexy dual showering. And that was fine. In my experience, showering together in an attempt to actually get clean was generally a frustrating endeavor. Showering together for the hell of it...well, of course, that was different. 
It wasn't long after that before we both heard the crunch of tires on the gravel outside, and we stepped out of the cabin to see Lucia pulling in, parking her car beside mine. Grace's car was around the other side of the cabin since she had driven back and forth to the family cabins a few times.
"Lucia!" Grace shouted, running up to hug her, making the Latina's eyes bug out with shock, then close with cheerful laughter. 
"Hi, my dear," Lucia said, hugging her back. "I've been dying to see you extra-more since that shower picture you sent us. Ooh, and yours, Ethan," she added as I stepped up to join them.
"Grace didn't leave me much of a choice," I said with a laugh, "but I'm glad you all liked it."
"Very much." Lucia winked at me.
I offered to help with her suitcase, but she wasn't having any of it, carrying it herself as we went into the cabin. She gushed about how nice the place looked, particularly excited about the full kitchen.
Kayla was supposed to get here shortly; she had texted from the road when she was fifteen minutes away, so Lucia and I got our things unpacked and arranged while Grace bustled around and helped us. 
When Kayla arrived, we all went out to get her, and the Bookshop Harem was reunited in full once again with kisses and hugs and squeezes all around. Back in the cabin, Kayla hefted up her small bag, setting it on the dining counter.
"Have we claimed beds?" Kayla asked, looking around with an excited smile on her face. She had been overjoyed to see the scenery and the surrounding forest.
"Not yet," Lucia said, and then she pointed at one bed with a grin. "Though I heard Grace and Ethan already made good use of that one."
Kayla laughed, tweaking her glasses. "I guess Grace has called dibs there, then. It would be a little more fun to share. But anyone stuck in a twin bed with me is going to get elbowed in their sleep. I just can't control it."
"I fear for my ribs," I said, holding myself in mock pain. "Let's pick beds."
We did, and once Kayla was unpacked, she did a lap around the cabin, taking in every detail while Lucia rummaged in the fridge.
"Juice!" she exclaimed, pulling out a small plastic bottle of orange juice. "That sounds so good right now."
"Go nuts", Grace said. "My aunt Cindy way overstocked the cabin. I think she forgot she was leaving early when she went to the grocery store for this trip."
"We'll do our best to help out," I said, going over so that Lucia could hand me a juice, too. "Can't let it all go to waste."
The four of us settled in the comfy chairs in the little sitting area, chatting, laughing, relaxing, sipping on cold water and juice and in Grace's case, sparkling grapefruit energy water that she had brought (I tried a sip. It was awful, and she'd laughed at the face I'd pulled). The only thing missing from the setting was a roaring fireplace. Maybe the deluxe cabin had that, if there was such a thing. 
"I love this cabin," Lucia said, "but it's so gorgeous out, I can't just sit in here. Do you want to go out for a hike?"
"Yes!" Grace said immediately, and Kayla and I voiced our agreement as well. The four of us were all brimming with energy, jolted with a vacation high. I think that even if it was pouring rain, we'd end up outside running in it before jumping into the lake. 
Grace changed from flip-flops into sneakers (she had already switched over to a normal blouse that still showed a little slice of her tummy). Kayla had arrived in jeans, so she changed into a pair of shorts right over by her bed, pulling the snug black yoga shorts up over her striped white-and-purple underwear. Lucia was in a sleek pair of deep maroon leggings and a silky tan blouse, and she switched over from flats to sneakers, too.
Me, I stayed in my jeans and the sneakers I had arrived in. I would leave it to the girls to put together stunning outfits. I would just...provide the occasional shower picture.
The four of us gathered on the front porch, and Grace pulled out a map of the nearby hiking trails that had been on the table in the cabin when she had first arrived.
"Here we are," Grace said, pointing her finger on the map. "The south side of the lake. If we head a little further south, curving around there, this red line here is the start of the trail. It says, um..."
She found the trail number, then read off the description. "Easy to moderate. Thirty minutes to this marker here, and then it curves back around and lets us out maybe five minutes south of where we entered the woods."
"Looks good to me," Kayla said. 
"Wait! We should bring some water." Lucia zipped back inside the cabin, and returned with four cold bottles of water from the fridge. We each took one, and with Grace as the holder of the map, she headed down the porch steps first and we set off.
The trail began not too far from the gravel lot we had parked in, but on the opposite side of the road. Kayla's keen eye found the gap in the trees where the trail began, and the four of us walked together through the woods.
Bursting with energy, possibly thanks to the help of that gross grapefruit water, Grace was practically skipping as we walked, turning around to look at everything as the trail progressed onward.
"You better watch your step, Grace," Lucia chided her, watching Grace walk backwards. "There's roots everywhere."
"I am one with the forest." Grace raised her arms, stepping gracefully backward. "It would never harm me."
"The rock you're gonna hit your head on might disagree," Kayla said, reaching forward to tickle at Grace's tummy while it was exposed, and Grace laughed and slapped her away.
Conversation dipped as the easy parts of the hike bled into the more moderate portions, with some surprisingly steep and lengthy climbs that left me huffing and puffing. I'd thought running around the shop most days kept my cardio up, but evidently I wasn't fully equipped for what the Blue Lake Parks Department considered a moderate hill.
It was challenging for everyone, though I was the one who ended up breathing the hardest at the top, taking a long swig of my water.
"This next part's flat, right?" I said with a laugh, and then I drank more from my bottle.
The ground did even out, and apparently that had been the hardest part of the hike, because nothing else on the half-hour trail taxed us quite so much. But we went at a leisurely pace, stretching out the time. We walked through trees and over roots and through two bubbling creek beds, stepping on dry stones to cross. Looking at the map, Grace pointed out that it was actually the same stream, just curving back and cutting through the trail.
"It feeds into the lake," she said. Then she squinted at the map. "Or maybe the lake feeds into the creek. The arrows here are really tiny."
"Maybe it's a loop," Kayla suggested, twirling her finger around her temple, and Grace shook the map at her.
Lucia was something of a birder, and she took the time to point out various species of birds she recognized. Apparently she had 20/10 vision or something, because she was seeing birds in the treetops that none of us could make out. But we could hear their cries, and Lucia knew them by ear.
"I know it's nerdy," Lucia said.
"I think it's really cool," Grace said, and she would start pointing at birds she saw, asking Lucia what they were and whether it was a boy or a girl.
I didn't know my birds, but I did know poison ivy when I saw it, so I made sure the four of us steered clear. The shorts were great for comfort, and they sure as hell were nice to look at on Grace and Kayla, but they didn't do much in the way of protecting from poisonous leaves.
We emerged from the trail tired but content, and a little hot from the exertion. My jeans dragged at me, feeling like they weighed ten pounds.
"I saw a dock behind the cabin, right?" Kayla said. "This lake is like, safe? No piranhas? No algae blooms?"
Grace nodded.
Kayla wiped her hand across her forehead. "Then I think we should go for a swim."






  
  Chapter 4


Back to the cabin. I could already feel that the day was going fast, and I wanted to savor every moment of it. 
"I gotta eat something first," I announced as we walked inside. "Let me see what kind of grub we have here. I'm no Lucia, but I can put together a hearty meal."
"But we can help!" Grace offered.
I waved it away. "I appreciate it. But I'm just as clumsy with my elbows in the kitchen as Kayla is with hers in bed, so I'll spare you all. You girls relax and let me take care of lunch." I patted my stomach. "It'll be fast and dirty so we don't waste too much daylight."
That got a laugh out of all of them, Grace and Lucia leaning into each other while they giggled, whispering.
The girls retreated to sitting in the chairs or flopping down onto a bed while they let their muscles rest, and I made quick work of sorting through the fridge and cabinets to figure out something hot and quick to cook up for us. Grace and her aunt had indeed stocked the place well, and my eyes lit upon a package of finely diced potatoes. And once I saw bacon in the fridge, well, it was a wrap.
I heated up a skillet, tossed in some olive oil, and got the potatoes sizzling with salt and pepper. I chopped up the bacon and threw it in after a couple of minutes, then sprinkled in some cheddar cheese while I tossed the mixture in the skillet.
"That smells amazing!" Kayla said, sitting up from her bed.
"Won't be long!" I called back.
When everything was just about done, I cracked four eggs over the top and seasoned them, keeping them whole and letting them cook to over medium. 
"I wouldn't have minded some peppers and onions in here," I said, turning off the heat, "but it's breakfast for lunch, ladies. Come and get some bacon hash."
The three of them crowded around me as I pulled paper plates to the dining counter and scooped some hash on to each of them. Grace nipped by me and grabbed us some forks, and the four of us sat down and ate.
"This really hits the spot," Lucia said, swallowing a big mouthful.
"Classic bachelor chow," I said with a grin. "I can be mean on the stovetop when I want to."
The hot food was delicious after the hike, but all of us ate a reasonable portion, not wanting to go into the water with leaden stomachs. When we were done, Kayla was the first to run over to her bag and pull out her bathing suit.
"I've been thinking about this lake all day," Kayla said, already taking off her shirt. "I'm so glad we can swim."
I started to head to my own suitcase to grab my trunks, but was stopped in my tracks as I watched the three girls change. They knew what they were doing, too, taking off their shirts and bras like it was a strip tease—which was exactly what they were making it.
Kayla unclasped her bra and took it off, holding it between her thumb and forefinger for a moment before letting it fall to the floor, looking right at me. Lucia slipped her silky top off, showing the tight sports bra she wore underneath. She lifted it, letting her breasts fall out and hesitating with her thumbs hooked beneath the bra before pulling it up and off her head. Grace had her tits out in a flash, and then she sensually pulled down her shorts, grinning at me while wiggling her butt at Lucia.
"Hurry up, Ethan," Kayla said, taking down her own shorts and dropping her glasses onto her bed. "Or we'll leave you behind."
I put my tongue between my teeth and I went to my bed in the back, Lucia's fingers trailing over my arm as I walked by. My neck strained from turning to look at them as they slowly (so, so slowly) pulled their suits on, I knelt down to dig through my suitcase, my eyes peering over the top of the bed. 
My trunks were on the top, one of the last things I had packed. I stood with them in my hand, then stripped off my shirt and slid down my pants. Kayla gave me a wolf whistle, loud and shrill, catching me so off-guard that I almost stumbled over as I put one leg in the trunks.
"Oh yeah!" Grace cheered. "That's hot."
"You should see my A-game," I said, pulling up the trunks. "Now, are we getting out there or what?"
Lucia led us out, and we rushed back to the dock that stuck out into the lake. It was fifteen feet long, all of us clustered at the end. Lucia in her white two-piece; Kayla in a two-piece of vibrant blue; and Grace's bikini yellow, her favorite color. My trunks had cartoon waves on them. I did not own sexy swimwear. But I could be bold in other ways.
"Out of my way!" I stepped back, and the girls moved to either side. I ran through to the edge of the dock and jumped off as high and far as I could, turning halfway in the air to give them a wave. I splashed into the lake with the image of the three gorgeous women in gleeful smiles and revealing suits before closing my eyes and going under the water.  
It was refreshing and a little cold and freeing and wonderful. By the time I broke back through the surface, Grace, Kayla, and Lucia were splashing in along with me. 
Laughter rang over the surface of the water as we swam in deeper to get our feet out of the squishy bottom of the lake. I treaded water and watched Lucia dive beneath, bursting back to the sunlight surprisingly far away after just a few seconds. Kayla tilted herself back, letting her legs rise to the surface, floating on her back. Her breasts were wet and her nipples were hard, poking up in the blue fabric of her bikini top.
"This is great," Grace sighed, drifting to one side and swimming in a long, lazy line. She shook her hair back, water spraying around her. "I haven't gotten a chance to swim here yet!"
"I can't even remember the last time I went swimming," Kayla said, a peaceful smile on her face as she looked up at the blue sky. "This bathing suit is finally getting some use."
"As long as your nipples don't wear through it," Lucia said, coming up next to Kayla and cupping her breast.
"Lucia!" Kayla flailed slightly, losing her float and going upright before laughing. "Where did you come from? You're like a shark."
As if in repayment, Kayla reached out and squeezed Lucia's breast as well, thumbing over her nipple.
"I guess the water is a little cold," Lucia said, giggling.
Grace bumped into me. "Check my nipples, Ethan," she said, running her hand over my chest underneath the water. "Am I all poking out like the two of them?"
I swam behind her, wrapping my arms around her and bringing my hands up to her breasts. She overfilled my hands greatly, but finding her nipples was an easy task.
"I'm afraid the water got you, too, Grace," I said, lightly pinching her nipples.
She let out a chuckle, then snuck her own arm back to tweak my nipple. "You too, studly."
"Darn." I massaged her breasts and she kicked her feet, sending us backward in the water. We drifted closer to Kayla and Lucia, who gave each other a smile and then reached out to touch Grace's boobs as she slowly kicked us by.
"Sorry," Kayla said, grinning. "You just looked like you had room for more!"
"It's my curse," Grace said with a mock forlorn tone.
She eventually wiggled out of my arms and gave me a kiss on the cheek before flipping over and doing a breast stroke, swimming through the surface of the water while her yellow bikini bottoms hugged her butt.
The four of us splashed around in the lake for a while, occasionally going back up to the dock to take a running jump into the lake once more. I was the most frequent visitor for that particular activity, though it was always a treat watching one of the girls use the runway and then leap, twisting her body and falling into the water.
As we started to get a little pruney, the sun began to dip in the sky as well, turning the bright blue of the day into the burning orange of the waning afternoon. The orange ball of the sun shimmered across the lake in a wavy splash of color, throwing our shadows across the water and away from the cabin.
The temperature dipped with the sun, and Grace was the first to announce that she was chilly. She pulled herself up onto the dock, kicking her feet in the water to clean off the sand and mud from the bottom of the lake.
"Let's go inside," Lucia agreed. So we all got up onto the dock, splashing water onto our legs to rinse off any remains from the lake. Kayla shivered a little, and I pulled her up against me as we walked back into the cabin. We hadn't thought to bring out towels, so we dripped our way across the floor to get to the showers.
"Lucia and I will take this one," Grace said, opening the bathroom door which was closest to her and Lucia's beds.
"Guess that leaves me and you over there," Kayla said to me, running a hand down my stomach.
"You can go first," I told her. "The showers don't really fit two."
"That's okay," Kayla said. She flipped a strand of hair out of her eyes and gave me a smile. "You can watch."






  
  Chapter 5


Grace and Lucia had already disappeared into their bathroom, and Kayla pulled me along by the hand into ours. There was no tub, just a standing shower with a glass door that was probably two and a half feet square, and a sink opposite it. Even by myself I would be knocking my elbows into the walls in the shower. 
Kayla fit in nicely though, stripping off her bathing suit top and bottoms and opening the shower door. She stepped inside, leaving the door swung open, leaving me to lean against the bathroom counter across from the shower.
"You can observe to make sure that I don't waste too much time," Kayla told me, looking back over her shoulder. "Since you need to get in after me."
"Oh, of course," I said with a professional nod. I crossed my arms over my chest, my eyes sliding down to her naked ass as she bent down to twist the hot water knob.
The shower sprayed down over her body, and Kayla closed her eyes, letting it rinse her face. She turned to the side and I watched the flow drip down her breasts and her nipples, which were still very hard. Tossing a glance at me, she found the shampoo bottle and worked some into her hair, and then ran her soapy hands down her breasts. The shower washed the suds down her body, and she dragged her fingers down her tits, pressing inward to dimple the flesh and flick across her nipples as she scrubbed herself down.
"Help me with my back," Ethan, she said, turning around and showing me her tight, sexy ass again. "I want to make sure to get all the lake off."
I stepped up to the shower, reaching in a hand as she squeezed the soapy water out of her hair so that it flowed down her back. I rubbed her back, washing her, slipping a hand around her side to hold her boob.
"That feels good," she sighed as I scrubbed down her back. "Make sure you get nice and...deep."
My hand was right on her ass when she said that, so I slipped my fingers into her cheeks, wet and slick. I rubbed across her asshole, and she moaned, pushing her butt back toward me. The tip of my finger slipped inside her, and she left out a "mmf" of satisfaction, then she pulled away.
"That's good," she said, turning and smiling at me while her breath came a little fast. "Perfect."
She rinsed her hair, conditioned it, rinsed it again, and then she was done without asking me for any more help. Though it was still a good show, watching her fingers work on herself.
"Tagging you in," she told me, slipping out of the shower as I handed her a towel. She brushed her hand across my arm, and I dropped my trunks and took her place, stepping into the running water. She leaned against the counter as I had, drying off and looking at me.
"You can watch," I said, "but don't expect much of a show. I'm very utilitarian with this."
"I'll be the judge," Kayla said, winking.
So I took care of business, maybe soaping up my junk a little longer than I needed to...and maybe letting Kayla poke her arm into the shower to grab hold of my cock and make extra-sure it was clean. 
For the purposes of good hygiene.
After I toweled myself off, I stood there naked with Kayla in the tiny bathroom. The teasing finally pushed me over the edge. I pulled her into my arms with a growl coming from somewhere deep inside my chest, and I found her lips with mine while her tits squished up against me.
Kayla didn't hesitate for a second, sliding her tongue into my mouth. I wrapped a hand around her and grabbed her ass, squeezing her cheek in my hand hard. She moaned, pushing her bare crotch up against my cock.
We burst from the confines of the bathroom in each other's arms, the door slamming outward and against the wall. 
"Oh, fuck yes," Grace said from across the room, where she and Lucia had just left the bathroom as well. I caught a glimpse of them as Kayla and I spun around, stumbling into my bed.
"Their showers must have been as good as ours," Lucia mused. 
Grace put her arms around Lucia and turned her toward her face. "You wanna copy them?"
"Yeah," Lucia said, licking her lips before lowering herself slightly to kiss the just-a-bit-shorter Grace.
Meanwhile, Kayla pushed me down onto my bed, getting on top of me with our lips still locked. Already she was rubbing her pussy along my cock, getting me wet with her juices. But she didn't slide me in, just teasing me along the outside, making both of us pant with the light kiss of the sliding sensation.
The bed shifted, Lucia sitting down with Grace on her lap, her knees straddling Lucia's thighs. The two of them were passionately making out, blonde and dark hair bumping together, obscuring and then revealing their faces and entwined tongues as they shifted against each other. Kayla pulled off from me and turned to look at them, still rubbing her cunt along my hard, aching cock.
But her hips nudged into them, and Grace's knee banged into mine, and we all paused on the small bed.
"Not gonna work," Kayla said, holding back a laugh.
"Push the beds together?" Grace suggested, her chest heaving and rubbing against Lucia.
"They'll just slide apart," I said, my cock right along Kayla's lips, her heat and wetness pulsing into me. "How about..."
It wasn't a groundbreaking idea, but four twin beds didn't offer much for all of us together. Their blankets and pillows did, though, and together we filled the center area between all four beds with all of them, creating a big soft surface for the four of us on the floor.
Grace and Lucia spilled down onto it, Lucia pushing Grace down flat on her back and starting to kiss and suck on her neck. Grace moaned, opening her legs as Lucia slid her hand down her stomach, slowly, reaching toward her pussy. She found Grace's wet lips and slid her finger down along them, then plunged two fingers up inside of Grace, making her cry out.
Kayla and I watched the sensual display for as long as Kayla could resist sucking my cock, and then the brunette put one hand around my shaft and said, "Lay down," and I did just that. That look in her made me listen right away. She got down with me, her knees spreading across the soft blankets. With Lucia and Grace immediately to my left, Kayla kissed the tip of my cock once before taking it all the way into her throat.
"Fuck!" I cried out. I couldn't help it. One second, her lips were pressed against my tip, and the next they were wrapped around the base of my cock and her throat muscles were working on me. If I hadn't just seen it and felt it, I wouldn't have believed she could do something like that.
Grace's and Lucia's eyes both tipped toward us as Kayla sucked my cock, Lucia flashing me a smile when our eyes met before licking up from Grace's chin to her mouth and plunging her tongue into the blonde. 
I heard Grace panting next to me as Lucia kissed and fingered her. The Latina moved from her mouth to her neck and then down to her huge, milky-white breasts, licking across the swell of their surface before finding her nipple and pulling it into her mouth. Grace cried out, pulling Lucia into her chest.
"I love how sensitive your nipples are. So hot." Lucia dove back onto them, licking and sucking and giving gentle nibbles that felt so good to Grace she was practically sobbing while she begged Lucia to keep going. 
I had my hand on Kayla's head, sitting up slightly to watch her mouth slide up and down my cock. She felt so fucking good on me, but I didn't want to blow my load, not yet. I had to fight against the pleasure, against the wet heat of her mouth and tongue and the way she looked up at me with her blue eyes to watch my face contort as she did her tricks on my cock: deepthroating me, lightly running her teeth along the bottom of my shaft, sucking hard so that her cheeks and mouth together were like a tight pussy massaging me. It was a wonder I ever lasted more than a minute with her. 
Lucia had moved back up to Grace's mouth, pulling her fingers from her and rubbing her breasts with one hand while the two of them kissed deeply. But soon their attention was drawn from each other and back to me and Kayla, watching Kayla take my dick into her throat while I fidgeted and twitched with how good it felt.
"You wanna get in on that?" Grace whispered to Lucia, and Lucia nodded, biting her lip.
The two women parted, Lucia moving around to settle down on the blankets on Kayla's left, with Grace simply turning over to end up on Kayla's right. And then I was staring down at their three faces as Kayla pulled off my cock.
"Mind sharing?" Grace asked Kayla, kissing her on the cheek.
"You know I love to share," Kayla said. Her cheeks were red and she was smiling.
"I think there's enough for all of us," Lucia said, and then she lowered her head to lick her tongue up the side of my shaft. Kayla and Grace joined her just a second later, their three tongues nudging against each other as they went from bottom to top on me, finishing at my head and flicking their tongues around it.
"Holy hell, girls," I said, my cock jumping under their touch. "Keep going."
They didn't need my encouragement; already they were swiping their tongues back down, a synchronized taste test. And when they reached the bottom again, they started to diverge. Lucia went back up, sucking the head of my cock into her mouth, and Grace and Kayla went low, licking at my balls. Each of them pulled one into their mouth, sucking gently, and Lucia took more of me in. 
I groaned and set my head back on the pillows we'd laid out.
"Close your eyes, Ethan," Lucia told me. There was laughter in her voice. "Try to guess whose mouth you're in."
Kayla gave a gleeful little gasp. "Ooh, yes!"
I took a little peek before shutting my eyes, settling back into the pillow, and the girls went to work on me. They started with their tongues again, all three of them from what I could tell, so there were no guesses to be made yet. I tried to imagine whose tongue was where, and that wasn't too hard based on how they were arranged around me.
It was a different story once they started blowing me for real. Their orientation could only get me so far along; it's not exactly easy to blindly tell what angle someone's mouth is, especially when toe-curling pleasure is fogging up your brain.
"No peeking!" Grace said.
"Well," I grunted, "now I know it's not Grace."
"Damn it." She giggled.
"Lucia," I guessed.
"Bingo," Kayla told me. "Okay, no talking!"
A brief pause, then a new mouth. I groaned, guessed Grace, and was wrong; it was Lucia again. Then they started moving around.
"Hey," I protested with my eyes still closed, "you're switching places?"
"Can't make this too easy for you," Lucia said. "Think I'll go three times in a row?"
A mouth swallowed my cock, my hips jerking upward. I was sensitive now, riding along the edge. Even with the sporadic blowjobs, this was too hot for me to simmer down. 
"Kayla."
"Yes!" Grace said.
Kayla pulled off. "I don't know whether to be mad or flattered that you guessed right."
"You were just going crazy on him before we joined in," Lucia pointed out. "He had your blueprint."
More mouths, more guesses. Some were right and some weren't, and I couldn't have cared less either way. Their mouths and tongues drove me crazy, spit dripping down my cock, and in the middle of it I had to interrupt. 
"This is incredible," I strained, cracking my eyes open, "but I'm real close."
"We just have to finish the game then," Grace said with a smile, looking me in the eyes. "Let's close him out."
Their tongues came back, their lips and all, the three of them sharing the head of my cock, alternating licking down my shaft and sucking my balls into their mouths. I threw my head back into the pillow, moaning. The pleasure built in me, tingling all the way down to my toes. 
With their tongues licking up my shaft to my tip over and over, I exploded out onto them, grunting before my breath stuck in chest as I shot my cum straight up into the air. They kept my dick out of their mouths, holding me and licking at me, letting my ropes shoot all over them. When I opened my eyes and leaned up, my chest heaving, I saw the three girls painted with my seed, grinning at each other and at me. Somehow, they had managed to avoid getting it in their hair, just onto their faces. 
"I won, right?" I said, panting.
"Sure," Kayla told me, licking a splash of me off her lips. 
The girls wiped themselves down with one of the fallen shower towels nearby, and then Grace grabbed my cock and started sucking me gently again.
"Whoa!" I jerked, sensitive. 
"What," Lucia said, laying a hand on my thigh, "did you think we were done with you?"






  
  Chapter 6


They didn't let me get soft, not that there was much a chance of that happening, anyway. I'd fight through fifty refractory periods to get inside any of them, and Kayla didn't take long. After taking her short turn on sucking my cock and swirling her tongue around the head, she was climbing on top of me where I lay. I was putty in their hands. 
Kayla straddled me, tossing her brown hair back before settling on my cock and sliding down. I moaned as every inch of her wet tunnel devoured me. She leaned forward, spreading her knees wider and putting her weight down on me so that my crotch pressed up into hers and I was as deep inside her as I could possibly be. 
I took her tits in my hands as she started to ride me. Behind her, Lucia got down on her hands and knees, and Kayla gasped in surprise when she felt Lucia's tongue on the exposed ring of her asshole.
"Oh god that's amazing," Kayla moaned. "Lick my ass, Lucia!"
Kayla kept riding me, and I could actually feel Lucia's tongue forcing its way up inside Kayla's back door through the thin membrane between us as I fucked her. Kayla's face flushed, her eyes closing, her lips parted as she breathed.
And though it was hard to see from where I was, I noticed Grace sliding down beneath Lucia, lying on her back and starting to eat the Latina girl's pussy from below. Grace's hands came up around Lucia's waist and hugged her, grasping at her hips and ass. 
It was a train of sex, with Kayla gasping as she got her caboose worked by Lucia's tongue and my cock hit her deepest spots. She started to rub at her clit, one hand on my stomach for balance, her fingers curled into me. I held her hips, thrusting up into her while she stilled so that I could pound her and Lucia could work her tongue into her ass, then she shuddered and came with a short, gasping scream, slamming down onto my cock and rocking back and forth while rubbing herself. Lucia's tongue licked around her ass and the stretched hole of her cunt around my shaft.
After her powerful waves of pleasure ebbed off, Kayla pulled herself up from me, her hair hanging down wildly in front of her face. Then Lucia was coming up, taking Kayla's place and looking down at me with a devious smile.
"How you holding up?" she asked me.
"So fucking good," I said, and I grabbed her hips and found her pussy and pushed myself up inside her. She moaned, sinking down onto me on her knees.
"I want to eat you," Kayla said to Grace, "until you cum in my mouth. Okay?"
"God yes," Grace said, and Kayla kissed her, pushing her up the blankets until Grace was up next to me, her head on the same pillow.
"Hi," Grace said, turning her head to me.
"Hi," I responded, while Lucia slid up and down my cock.
Grace giggled, then groaned and bit at her lip when Kayla spread her legs open and started lapping at her pussy. Her left hand came over, clutching at my stomach, running up Lucia's thighs. I kept one hand on Lucia's hip while she rode me, and my other rested on Grace's thigh, brushing against Kayla's fingers where she held her.
Lucia was hot and tight and soaking wet, slamming down on me with the force and need of a woman whose orgasm had been pent up for far too long. I pinched her nipples, letting her bouncing breasts slap into my hand. Grace's fingernails scratched at me as Kayla slid her tongue up inside her cunt while rubbing her clit with her thumb, making Grace cry out and buck her hips up into her. 
When Lucia started rubbing her own clit atop me, it didn't take her long to cum. She bent down over me and she came while I squeezed her breasts, her dark hair shaking as her orgasm rippled through her, moans escaping her lips. 
Her pussy gripped and pulled at me and she kept riding, and I gasped and clamped my eyes shut as my second orgasm hit me, so good it hurt. I spurted inside her as her pussy spasmed around me, thrusting upward and cumming into Lucia's tightness.
Grace was breathing hard, and when Lucia pulled up and off my cock, she grabbed me. Not stroking, just squeezing, feeling my heat and my cum and Lucia's juices coating me. 
"Right there Kayla," she panted. "Yes...yes!"
Kayla sucked on her clit, nuzzling her nose into Grace's mound as she ate her. She reached a hand up to grab Grace's nipple and twist it, and Grace turned and moaned and then screamed as she came, rubbing her pussy into Kayla's face. Kayla devoured her with lustful hunger, sucking hard on her clit until Grace had to push her away, then moving her tongue down to lap at her lips until Grace stopped cumming and was left there gasping for breath. 
Spent, our four wrecked bodies wiggled into each other, getting close on the blankets and pressing together our heated skin. The sun was almost done setting, the cabin falling into darkness since we hadn't thought to turn any lights on. 
But that wasn't a matter of urgency. We would get to it.






  
  Chapter 7


Our quiet, restful recovery took a pleasant twenty minutes, the blankets soft and our bodies hot and cozy. Eventually we did pull ourselves apart, musing on the merits of another paired shower session but ultimately deciding against it. The blankets got back to the beds, with only a couple of wet spots that weren't too bothersome. The parks did have housekeeping people to do laundry and cleaning after bookings, which was a relief. 
With light sleepclothes on, Lucia insisted on cooking us dinner, stepping away from a Mexican dish and instead repurposing what was left of my bacon hash into a flavorful stew that simmered quickly and went down hot and delicious. 
It was early to turn in, but it was evening now, dark outside. We went to the porch, dragging some extra chairs out from the cabin since there were only two outside, and marveled at the stars.  
"Thank you for bringing us out here, Grace," Lucia said to her. "This is...just wonderful."
"It's much better with you guys here." Grace lounged back in her chair, turning her head to smile at Lucia. 
"I think the four of us make any place better," I agreed. 
"I wish we could stay longer," Kayla said, "but one night is better than none. I'm going in that lake before I leave tomorrow, though."
We stayed outside until it got too chilly even with our clothes on, retreating back into the warmth of the cabin where we relaxed. I had brought a book, which I opened up and started to read in one of the chairs, while across from me Kayla worked on some grad school stuff in her notebook. Lucia and Grace looked over maps and guides in the cabin, talking about planning another trip here with all of us.
I would like that, doing this again. Being in this cabin with all four of us, cooking, showering, eating dinner, lounging around...it felt good. It felt right. And while it probably wouldn't work for all of us quite yet, down the line, the idea of all of us living together and running household and maybe even sharing a (big) bed...
The idea made me just as warm as being sandwiched between the three of them.
It was something to keep in mind, but when the next morning came after an exhausted sleep in our separate beds, it was back to real life, because unfortunately I had to leave the earliest out of us all. The woes of the business owner who had shirked some responsibility for a little getaway.
Driving home, I realized this was the first time in a very long time that I had put work on the back burner to instead put myself first—and to put the harem first. The old Ethan would have had some anxiety about that. The new me, the current me, he was extraordinarily pleased to find no such concerns. It was healthy; it was gratifying. 
I was starting to figure out this work life balance thing, and I had the Bookshop Harem to thank for that. If anything, I had to worry about sliding too far the other way. God knew that Kayla, Lucia, and Grace were tempting enough for me to convince myself to make all kinds of bad decisions.
That was the thing, though. They wouldn't let me do that. They understood me, and we all understood each other. We were doing this right. 
And there was still plenty for us to figure out.

To be continued in Book 7…
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  About

Bookshop Harem: Book 7


Kayla has to take a leave from Quill's End. But the Bookshop Harem won't let her get off so easy... 

It's been a month since the fun at the cabin, and things are going great. Life is busy, but life is good. It was only a matter of time before a wrench got thrown in the works.

When a surprise mandatory internship for grad school blindsides Kayla, she has to tell Ethan she can't work the bookshop for a little while.

Ethan doesn't mind. He knew he had to hire some more people anyway. But Lucia and Grace see this as a great opportunity for Kayla to be punished. All in good fun, of course.

Tonight at her apartment, Kayla eagerly submits to her punishment.

In fact, it's her own idea to bare her rear end for everyone...especially Ethan.






  
  Chapter 1


ETHAN


I was having flashbacks to when I had moved into Timber Creek. But at least Grace's building had an elevator.
"Don't get lost in my eyes," I said to Grace, peering at her from over the top of the dresser. "You'll miss a turn."
Grace giggled. "No promises, Ethan. But if I fall under your spell, Kayla can take over."
"Then who's going to carry this lamp?" Kayla called from behind Grace.
I walked backwards down the hallway of Grace's apartment building, my fingers curled underneath the bottom of a dresser that was quite a bit heavier than it looked. That hadn't surprised me, though. The dresser had belonged to her uncle, and back when he had gotten it, furniture made entirely out of solid wood was the standard, rather than the particleboard stuff that's so prevalent today.
The real wood is very nice to look at. But it's a lot harder to move.
"Three more doors," Grace said cheerily, holding up the other end of the dresser. I kept getting surprised by how strong she was, but I had to remind myself that she owned a cleaning business and had a pretty full roster of clients. She was very used to physical work.
"Do you really need another dresser?" Kayla asked, moving past us so that she could open Grace's door.
"I'll get some use out of it," Grace said. "I just didn't want it to end up in the dump."
Kayla had Grace's key in her pocket; she pulled it out and unlocked the door, pushing it open and stepping inside to hold it for us. I paused at the door frame so Grace could swing around a little and we could get the best angle.
"We'll just go right to my bedroom," Grace said. "Ooh, this is going to free up so much closet space for me!"
"I'm just going to leave the lamp here," Kayla said, sitting down the silver base of the floor lamp while holding the door open with her foot.
We turned, we pivoted, and we worked our way back to Grace's bedroom.
It had been about a month since Grace had helped her uncle move to Blue Lake, and the harem had enjoyed its little getaway at the cabin. Apparently her uncle had left some things in a storage unit here in Timber Creek, and he was going to stop paying on it at the end of this month. He planned to call a service to get rid of the contents, but he let the family know what all he could remember that was in there, and that they were welcome to it before the truck came next week.
So that was how Grace had ended up with this dresser and the lamp that Kayla had brought in. The storage unit had been clean and free of leaks, so the stuff was in good shape. It hadn't been packed to the gills or anything like that, and luckily, the dresser had pretty much been in the front, so we hadn't needed to move much out of the way.
The turn into Grace's bedroom was tight and a little awkward, but me stepping to one side and holding up the dresser with one arm gave us the clearance necessary. We finished the turn and we walked in, setting the dresser down against the wall with matching sighs of relief.
"Good lord," Grace said, turning and pressing her shoulder blades against the wall. "I'm going to be sore tomorrow. I heard my tendons creaking."
"I heard them creaking, too," Kayla said with a grin.
Grace made a show of attempting to lift her arm to reach for Kayla and failing, grabbing it with her other hand. Kayla came over to her and rubbed the heel of her hand into the crook of Grace's elbow.
"Oh, that's nice," Grace said, letting her head fall back against the wall while Kayla rubbed her.
I stepped over and took Grace's other arm so that I could give her the same kind of massage. Grace groaned, slumping further against the wall.
"So whose is better?" I asked her, rubbing my thumb tenderly into the bend of her arm. "Probably the guy with the big hands, right?"
"Hey, my dainty fingers can hit places your big ones can't," Kayla said, lifting up Grace's arm. "See?"
"Yeah, but look at this." I lifted Grace's other arm to match what Kayla was doing, trying not to laugh. "The power surely makes up for the lack of touch."
Kayla stuck her tongue between her teeth. "I guess we'll have to ask Grace. Grace?"
"Huh?" Grace looked between the two of us, then leaned her head back again. "I don't care. Just...don't stop."
Smirking at each other, Kayla and I worked our way up and down each of Grace's arms, massaging her while she put her weight against the wall and closed her eyes. Kayla went gently up her bicep, rubbing her there and nudging her knuckles into the side of Grace's breast.
"I feel that," Grace murmured, her eyes are still closed.
"I'd hope so," Kayla said.
Grace cracked an eye open and looked at her. "Your dainty fingers are pretty clumsy, Kay. Ethan's paws over there haven't been knocking into my tit."
"Hm." I frowned, then slid my hand up Grace's arm. "I think Kayla has a better technique than I do. Let me try."
Rubbing her with my thumb, I brushed my knuckles along the side of her boob, through her shirt. Grace let out a soft laugh, then gasped as Kayla and I pushed her boobs together from each side.
Kayla abandoned all pretense of massage, taking Grace's boob in her hand and gently rubbing her. Grace gave her a knowing little grin, then turned her head to look at me.
"Kayla and I were talking about when Lucia made you guys dinner a few weeks ago," Grace said, smiling at me. "And the two of them put on a little...hm...show for you."
"Ah...really? A show?" I tilted my head. "Remind me what that might've been."
"You remember," Kayla said, scooping her fingers around Grace's breast and rubbing across her shirt, where her nipple was underneath. "It was just like this."
"Yeah," Grace said, letting out a little sigh as Kayla touched her. "A girl-on-girl kind of show."
"I think he remembers," Kayla said, as though she were accusing me.
"I think I'll never forget it the rest of my life," I said, grinning. 
"That's what I figured." Grace pushed her breast into my hand. "So. Maybe as like a thank you for all this help, if we need a reason...Kayla and I wanted to do something like that."
"As in, right now," Kayla added.
My eyes went a little wide, not to mention what stirred down in my pants. "Not that I'm saying no, but Grace, I didn't know if you were...you know, very much into that. The girl-on-girl."
Grace brought her hand back, laying her fingers over mine. "I was always into it, at least a little. A lot more since we formed the harem. And since the cabin, I mean, that was a lot of fun. So it's been in my head." She smiled. "I have more fun with it if you're around, though. So since we've finally at least got us together..."
It had been a busy month since the cabin, so I felt Grace's pain. We all wanted to have more time together. Lucia was working the coffee shop, and I had zipped out to help Grace with this while Kayla had happened to be available. We at least had been able to scrape together plans for dinner with all four of us a few days from now.
"I'd hate to waste the opportunity," I said, rubbing Grace's fingers and looking from her to Kayla. "Did you have something particular in mind?"
"I think we can just go with the flow," Grace said, pushing off the wall. "After all that hauling, falling into bed with Kayla sounds...very nice."
"Now that's a good idea." Kayla pulled her away from the wall by the arm.






  
  Chapter 2


The two girls quite literally fell into the bed, Kayla pulling Grace while she herself walked backwards until the backs of her knees hit the edge. She fell backward onto the covers and pulled Grace down with her, making the strawberry blonde yell and laugh. Kayla kicked her feet into the floor and then the bed, pushing the two of them up deeper into the bed even while they both kicked their shoes off. 
Grace kissed Kayla on the tip of her nose, then looked back at me from where she lay on top of the brunette. "Ethan, dear. You have a good angle from there?"
Kayla peeked at me. "He should come around to the side."
"You should come around to the side." Grace winked at me, then turned back to Kayla. She gently reached up and took Kayla's glasses in her hand, pulling them up off her face and stretching to set them on her bedside table. Then she lowered her face down to Kayla's and started kissing her. 
I moved around to the side of the bed per their wise instructions, but didn't climb in just yet. If they wanted to show off for me, I wasn't going to interrupt. 
With their eyes closed, the two beautiful women kissed each other passionately, small moans rising out into the air. I saw Kayla open her lips and push her tongue into Grace's mouth, Grace accepting it eagerly. She moved her hands over Kayla's body, slipping her hand between the two of them and undoing the buttons on Kayla's white blouse. Kayla let out a snicker of laughter as Grace's wandering fingers tickled her stomach, but then the shirt was open, and Grace lifted herself up so that Kayla could pull it off.
Sitting up on Kayla, Grace pulled her own shirt over her head, a tight yellow T-shirt that peeled off of her. She had on a white bra underneath, and that went next, the back clasp speedily undone and the whole thing tossed at me. I caught it with a quick hand, just barely, my eyes focused on Grace's huge breasts as they came out into the air. 
Kayla had managed to wiggle off her own bra as well, so when Grace lowered herself back down, their breasts pressed together, melting into each other. I would've killed to have had my head in the center of this merging, but watching was pretty good, too. 
Grace moved down and kissed Kayla on the neck, while Kayla brought up a hand and rubbed the side of Grace's tit up and down, sliding her hand up to drag nails down her back. Their lips found each other once more, kissing loudly, deeply. Kayla squeezed Grace's breasts, slipping her fingers in to find her nipples and play with them. Grace shivered, sighing into Kayla's mouth.
Kayla pushed Grace over, leaving her lips briefly and then latching onto them again while they lay side-by-side. Now Grace got her hands onto Kayla's bare tits, squeezing them, digging her fingers into the soft flesh while they kissed. 
My cock grew painfully hard in my pants while I watched the two of them roam each other, hands finding breasts and necks and cheeks and hips. Kayla got her hands down to Grace's pants, popping the button of her jeans and helping her girlfriend wiggle herself out of her bottoms. While the pants were still around Grace's knees and working their way down, Kayla slipped her fingers along Grace's lower lips, making the blonde moan and clutch Kayla closer to her. 
Grace kicked her pants off. They fell from the bed, landing in a rumpled pile, and she immediately lifted her leg, spreading wider so that Kayla could have better access. Kayla took full advantage, sliding deep into the depths of Grace's soft lips. She pulled her hand up, looking Grace in the eyes while she licked along the wet length of her fingers, and then she lowered her hand back down and slid two fingers up inside of Grace.
"Fuck! Kay, yes!" Grace kept her leg up, letting her inside. From where I stood, I saw Grace from the back, the muscles of her ass clenching as Kayla wiggled her fingers inside her tunnel. 
Grace lay back, pulling Kayla halfway over her so that Kayla could still finger her while Grace worked on pulling Kayla's pants down. Kayla didn't take her fingers out of Grace the entire time, kissing on her neck, then moving down to her breasts and sucking Grace's nipple into her mouth even while her spare hand helped get her bottoms down so that she was just as naked as Grace.
"Give me," Grace urged, pulling up on Kayla until Kayla's tits hovered over her face. She quickly reached up to grab Kayla's hard nipple in her mouth, tugging on it, sucking hard enough to make Kayla groan.
"No need to be gentle," Kayla gasped, and Grace started nibbling her nipple with her teeth, making Kayla shudder.
With Kayla on her knees, one leg between both of Grace's, Grace got her hand up to Kayla's crotch and started rubbing her, sliding her fingers along her wet lips while she tried to suck Kayla's nipple off. Kayla's legs trembled, then her back arched as Grace slid her fingers inside her, stretching her tunnel with two, then three fingers.
"God, Grace," Kayla hissed, pushing back into her fingering. "Go deep in me...ah..."
Grace let go of her nipple, their lips meeting, their tongues clashing, and their hands working, fingering each other while their bodies rubbed together.
It was perfection, but at this moment, I was a man with some serious needs. There's only so long someone can watch something like this without needing to get involved. 
"This is incredibly sexy," I said to them, leaning over the bed, my voice dripping with lust, "but I'm about to get the back of my zipper pregnant."
Grace snorted in the middle of kissing Kayla, pulling her face away.
"Ethan!" Kayla stared at me. "Jesus."
"Make fun of me later," I said to them. "Seeing you like this, I got an idea."
I stripped off my clothes and set my aching dick free, then went back around to the foot of the bed and told the two of them what I was thinking. Kayla shifted to the side so that she was straddling Grace on her knees, and then the two of them backed toward me, pushing themselves back down the bed. 
Her bed was tall, but the height wasn't quite perfect. It took just a couple of Grace's pillows to sort that out. Once they were wedged underneath her butt, I was looking down at a delicious Kayla-and-Grace sandwich, just lacking the filling. Grace was on her back, and Kayla was on top of her, on her hands and knees. They were up against the edge of the bed, their asses just inches from my cock as I got into position.
"Drop down on her if you can, Kayla," I said, staring at their two glistening pussies. "You're a little too tall..."
"Come here, babe," Grace said, wrapping her arms around Kayla's back and pulling Kayla into her chest with a surprised yelp from the brunette. "See? My boobs caught you."
"That's perfect." Kayla was fully on top of her, their stomachs flat against each other, the mounds of their pussies pressing together. It was such a perfect sight I almost hated to interrupt it.
Almost.
I set my hands on Kayla's ass and I rubbed my hard dick along their pussies. Grace's first, getting low and then sweeping upward into Kayla's.
"Oooh, fuck," Grace moaned, Kayla joining her in a duet. 
"Forgive me for not being patient," I said, and I shoved myself up Kayla's cunt.
She was wet and hot and tight and I went right in. Kayla groaned in pleasure, Grace peering up at me from past Kayla's shoulder as the tightness of Kayla's tunnel swallowed my cock. I went until I was all the way inside of her, closing my eyes and savoring the feeling of her wrapped around me. 
"Fuck her, Ethan," Grace whispered.
Grabbing Kayla by the hips, my fingertips tickling against Grace's skin, I held Kayla firmly and started to fuck her, sliding myself in and out. She gasped on top of Grace, her body moving with my thrusts, but she didn't have much room to maneuver. It was up to me to fuck her, to give her the pleasure her body was fighting for.
But I had two girls to take care of. So I pulled back far enough to fall out of Kayla, then I lowered myself slightly and pushed my cock into Grace.
"Yes!" Grace cried, and I grabbed her legs to hold them up while I bottomed out inside her. Her tight, velvety pussy gripped at me, soaking wet, powerful, and I fucked her now, while Kayla started to kiss Grace and suck on her neck.
Then it was back to Kayla, sliding in, moaning with pleasure as her pussy milked me. Pounding her hard, making both of their bodies shake, making her asscheeks bounce as my hips hit her. Pulling back, aiming down and entering Grace again. Fucking her hard while I smacked my stomach into Kayla's ass, running my hands over any part of their bodies that I could reach, switching, plunging in, sucking in breath as I pulled out and went back again.
Kayla somehow knew when I was getting close, and she said the magic words.
"Me, Ethan," she panted. "Cum inside me."
I was fucking Grace, but I wasn't going to last much longer. Grunting, I popped my cock out of Grace and flipped up to Kayla's pussy, shoving deep inside her. A few long, delicious thrusts later, I was past the edge, one hand on Kayla's ass and the other grabbing Grace's leg as I filled Kayla up with my seed. I shoved up against her, gritting my teeth as I came hard, pent up from the show and letting it all out.
I squeezed her ass before I pulled out of her, my cock dripping. I was about to run to get them a towel or something when Kayla stopped me.
"I can feel it dripping! Ooh! Get a picture for Lucia!" she said, sounding absolutely giddy at the idea.
"That's naughty," Grace gasped, wiggling herself underneath Kayla. "I love it."
I had to agree that this was a sight worthy of a photo. So I bent down to dig my phone out of my pants, and then I dropped to one knee behind the girls, lining up the shot. It was a filthy picture, if I had to be honest. Their two vaginas, one on top of the other, Kayla slightly off to the right, both of them shining with their juices. The curves of their asscheeks and pink holes. And, the icing on the cake, the white line of cum snaking its way down over Kayla's lips and clit, dripping onto Grace.
I took the pic, and I sent it to the Bookshop Harem thread, where it would live forever.






  
  Chapter 3


Lucia emphasized the picture in the thread. Then she changed her reaction to a heart. Then she changed it to a smiley face with heart eyes.  
LUCIA: You guys! You drive me crazy whether you're here or not!

LUCIA: I will be saving this picture

GRACE: Someone had better!!

KAYLA: We'll all keep it, to be safe.



We were dressed now, and Grace had her tongue between her teeth, stifling her laughter. We'd taken some time to admire the picture in the thread. I thought of Lucia behind the bakery counter at Quill's End, popping open this picture and gasping, and then her cheeks darkening as she drank it in. The lewd picture game could be a lot of fun.
"Okay, I should get back," I said, twisting my belt around to its proper place. "Then I can tease Lucia a little bit. Is this definitely where you want the dresser?"
"It's perfect." Grace gave me a kiss on the lips. "Thanks for the help."
"Thanks for the show," I replied, kissing Kayla next. "Dinner on Tuesday, right? We're all good?"
"It's a date," Kayla said.
I went back to Quill's End to work the rest of the evening and help Lucia close down. As discreetly as she could, she did ask me for details about our fun little threesome while moving the dresser, which I was happy to provide.
"The dresser was big," I told her. "Really thick. Grace took it like a champ."
Lucia snorted. "Stop it."
"Of course, we couldn't have done it without Kayla," I continued. "She was on top of the whole thing. Her guidance was invaluable."
"Oh, I'm sure," Lucia said, grinning while biting on the corner of her lip. "So you and Grace did the, ahem, heavy lifting?"
"Somewhat," I said, my smile stretching out. "But Kayla had the finesse. Very dainty fingers. You really need a combination of both strength and finessed for proper...teamwork."
Lucia flicked me in the arm, and I gave a mock yelp, finally giving in and telling her what she wanted to know.
The days till Tuesday passed without anything out of the ordinary. Work for me, work and family for Lucia, and work and school for Kayla and Grace. Kayla in particular was extremely busy with schoolwork, using each of her breaks at Quill's End to play catch-up. I thought about getting a white noise machine for the break room, to facilitate both relaxation and whatever work people might be trying to get done back there. I added it to the long list of possible improvements to the bookshop.
When Tuesday night finally came around and it was time for our dinner, I was grateful to get to see my girlfriends again. Grace popped into the store when she could, but obviously it couldn't be all the time, and my, Kayla's, and Lucia's hours didn't always line up perfectly. On paper, it would seem like we'd be hanging out with each other all the time, but if Lucia was in the back, I was in the front, and if Kayla was in the front, I was usually taking care of other things. A lot of the time, it seemed that the four of us moved around each other like vehicles in a car commercial, getting close but never touching.
Tonight, though, we all met at the restaurant for dinner, a local place on the other side of Timber Creek called Danny's. It wasn't exactly fancy, more of a bar and grill, but that was just what we were in the mood for.
I got there first, and the evening air was nice, so I just waited outside by my car, leaning against the door and enjoying the warm breeze.
Grace and Lucia arrived not long after I did, and it was Kayla bringing up the rear, running a few minutes late. She parked her car near where we were standing and hurried over.
"Sorry," she said, brushing her hair away from her glasses. "You wouldn't believe the day I've had."
"Vent away, girlie!" Lucia said, making a smile break out on Kayla's face. 
With our energy up, we walked into Danny's and got seated at our table. They had a big salad bar here, and we all elected to get in on it.
"Salad first," Kayla said, "then I'm going to start bitching to all of you. But I'm starving."
"Salad, then bitching." Grace nodded, then checked off an imaginary list in the air.
We went and made our plates, trying not to cause too much of a commotion as we laughed and talked among each other while proceeding down the line. It was good to be together, the four of us. It was hard to pull off, and it was something to be cherished. I suspected that we had spoiled ourselves a bit at the cabin on the lake, having that perfect overnight together, and we'd been pining for something like it ever since.
But you couldn't always pull off a foursome. Dinner together was still nice.
We sat back down with our salads, smiles all around despite whatever was nagging at Kayla. I was dressed simply, in a comfortable green button-down shirt and jeans, and I knew I didn't look bad, but Grace, Kayla, and Lucia always looked so effortlessly gorgeous it made me feel like I was lacking. Lucia's dark hair was curled halfway down, falling beautifully over the thin straps of the simple but pretty wine-red dress that she wore. Kayla had her long, brown hair down, sleek and beautiful, and a lavender top that looked gorgeous with her sharp blue eyes. Grace's fondness for yellow hadn't waned, the blonde wearing a butter-yellow top with lightly ruffled sleeves, her breasts held at bay by a few pearly buttons.
"God, I love their raspberry vinaigrette," Kayla practically moaned after swallowing down a bite. "I could drink it."
"That's what the little bowls are there for, right?" Grace said, elbowing her. "Not for the soup. You go back there and you get a cup of dressing to drink, it's your right."
Kayla laughed. "It's still better paired with some crunchy veggies."
"I have a cousin who likes to drink ranch dressing out of the bottle," Lucia offered, making all of us recoil.
"Yeah," she giggled, "now imagine watching him do it."
"No thank you," I said, looking uneasily down at the ranch on my own plate.
We munched on our salads and ordered our entrées when the server came around, and after she had collected the menus, Kayla leaned back in her chair and crossed her arms.
"Okay," I said, looking at her from across the table. "What have you got? Need somebody beaten up? Because I bet Lucia would do it."
Lucia shrugged. "Sure. I grew up having to wrestle with my brothers."
"That's very sweet," Kayla sighed, "but I don't think you beating up my academic advisor is going to help me out of this one."
"It's a problem at Meadows?" Grace's eyebrows went up. "What's going on?"
"Okay, so I have a year left in my program," Kayla said, uncrossing her arms and shaking out her hands since she'd been squeezing them tightly against her body. "I was under the impression that the internship I did in my undergrad met the requirements for my master's degree. I hadn't heard any different. But apparently not, and my advisor just told me today that I need to get eighty hours of internship in. And there's no chance I can fit it in during next semester because I'm going to be taking like eight or nine classes."
Kayla let out a breath. "So I spent like all day today between and after class calling around to the recommended places, and only by the skin of my teeth did I find a place that was able to take me on and give me twenty hours a week so that I can knock this thing out in a month. And they'll pay me, thank god. So it worked out. Kind of."
"It seems like it," I said, nodding. "Feels like your advisor dropped the ball not telling you until now, though."
"Yeah." Kayla laughed, a little bitter. "I am tempted to sic Lucia on him. But I guess we can spare him since it didn't fuck up my graduation schedule."
"Next time," Lucia said, rubbing her on the shoulder.
Kayla grinned, then the corners of her mouth turned down. "Okay. Here's the part that sucks. I'm gonna have to take a leave from Quill's End, Ethan. The internship is going to suck up all my working time, and I'm starting next week Monday. I can be back after a month, but I have to ask you to take me off the schedule."
"Oh, I see," I said. 
"I'm really sorry." She shook her head.
"No, no, you're fine," I responded, reaching across the table to put my hand on hers until she looked back up at me. "Don't worry about it. I've been sitting on my ass and not doing the hiring I've been meaning to do, this is a good kick in the pants for me to get on that. Lucia, you had already recommended some people to me for the bakery, too."
Lucia nodded.
"I'll get their info next week and get this all taken care of. We'll have fresh blood in the shop before you're back, Kayla. And obviously you're right back on the schedule whenever you're ready."
Kayla exhaled and smiled, squeezing my fingers. "Thanks, Ethan. I don't know why I thought grad school would be easier than my undergrad. But every semester is crazier than the last."
"We roll with the punches," Grace said, rubbing her knuckles into Kayla's arm. "Still hungry?"
Kayla poked her finger into the leftover dressing on her plate, swirling it around and then raising her finger up and licking it off.
"Definitely," she said.






  
  Chapter 4


Dinner was great, even though I had filled up on salad (I had gotten a second plate, this time passing on the ranch), and we lingered for a while, sipping on drinks and chatting. When it was time to leave, we went our separate ways as we knew we had to. 
The rest of the week, I got my butt in gear as promised to shore up the staff around the bookshop. The first thing I did was talk to Austin, the part-timer we already had. He was a good worker, and when I brought up the idea of more hours to him, he was amenable to it. 
"I know you're graduating next year," I said to him. Austin was a college kid, twenty-one years old. "And I don't know what your class schedule is gonna be like, or what your plans are for after school. But if you wanted to go full-time here, you know, 40 hours a week, benefits, the whole thing, you let me know. We can talk about it."
"That's great, Ethan," Austin said to me, thankful. "I'll think about it."
"Sure," I said. "In the meantime, I'll get you on for thirty hours this week. I'll let you know when the schedule is ready."
It was a tiny bit of a whirlwind, filling the gaps that Kayla would be leaving, but of course I didn't tell her that. I knew it was something that I'd be able to handle, and I didn't want her to feel guilty. Obviously her college program came before missing some hours at Quill's End.
So as the week went on, it all got sorted out, and I got the new schedule in order. But an unexpected development was happening in the group text.
It was Grace who had said it first. The group text thread was full of the usual—talking about school, about work, about what was good on TV or who someone's friend was dating, and of course what we had talked about during dinner made its way into our never-ending discussion. Kayla was still annoyed at the suddenness and inconvenience of the whole thing, but she had expressed that she actually was looking forward to the internship, and that the company (which was about twenty minutes away in another town) might be a good job opportunity for her once she graduated.
GRACE: that's great! But Kay my love I think you need to make up for missing the bookshop. I'm gonna see you even less now

KAYLA: Make up for it? There's only so many hours in the day.

Quill's End will be fine. We'll miss you, but it's not going to fall apart. Not totally



I added a winking emoji. 
Over the next couple of days, that thread of conversation kept getting picked back up. 

LUCIA: I (almost) hate to say it. But perhaps there should be some sort of punishment for Kayla...

GRACE: Lucia, you read my mind

Punishment? What, for the internship?

LUCIA: Exactly! Kayla's been bad, wouldn't you say?

Um...



I wasn't exactly sure where they were going with this. The day went on, though, and Kayla had the chance to chime in a little later.
KAYLA: Maybe I had ought to make it up to you, Ethan.



I blinked, my lips parting, and then I typed quickly.
There's nothing you need to make up. I promise it's not an issue



GRACE: Kayla needs a firm hand! She's a bad girl! Don't let up on her, Ethan!

LUCIA: You're the boss, Mr. Reaves :) You can't just let your employees get away with stuff

GRACE: Yeah! or your gfs. We all have to behave. I'd spank you if I had to, Ethan <3



That was a fun image to bat around in my mind, but I wished I was on the same train of thought as the girls seemed to be. Then again, it made the surprises they came up with all the more fun.
So...maybe I should spank you, Kayla?

KAYLA: Hmm. I don't think I should typically choose my own punishment. But maybe you need some assistance. Give me a few minutes.

LUCIA: Oh I'm excited



It was Friday now, a busy day for most of us as usual. A few minutes stretched into about a half hour, and I had the feeling that the girls were arranging something on their own, keeping me out of the loop for the moment. That was fine; they were better at this sort of thing. And not long after that, the text from Kayla came through to the group:
KAYLA: We're all free late Saturday night, Ethan. I want to have everyone over to my place. I have an idea for how you can...take care of me.

LUCIA: I think you'll like it

GRACE: Bring your dick!



I burst into laughter, ducking behind a bookshelf in the shop.
KAYLA: Saturday night, Scott's closing, right? So you can make it?



I bit the inside of my cheek, wiping a tear of laughter away from my eye before I typed.
You couldn't keep me away.

GRACE: And??

And I'll bring my dick.









  
  Chapter 5


With my dick secured and wondering what the hell he was in store for, I drove over to Kayla's place the next night. This time, I was the last one to arrive, recognizing the other girls' cars in the lot of Kayla's apartment building.  
Getting out of the car, I speculated on what actually might be happening tonight. I wasn't really a BDSM guy. Was Kayla going to have me paddle her? I mean, I could do it, but I didn't know how to do it right. Was there a right way? A wrong way? What if she was asking me to drip hot wax onto her or something? Tickle torture? Jesus, was she the one getting punished, or was it me?
But Lucia had said she thought I'd like it. She'd have no reason to believe I was particularly into spanking or ball gags or what have you. Then again, she had no reason to believe the opposite...
I shook my head, knowing that I wouldn't be able to figure out a damned thing until I got up there, so it wasn't worth running it all through my head. I entered the building and got into the elevator, heading up to the fourth floor, where Kayla's place was. I'd been here a couple of times, but Kayla was usually out and about so it was easier for her to meet us at one of our places. 
I knocked on her door, and Lucia pulled it open, greeting me with a big smile. 
"Hi, handsome," she said, giving me a kiss when I stepped inside. "How are you?"
"Weirdly nervous," I said, "considering I'm not the one being, um, punished."
Lucia laughed. "I think that makes it more fun."
"I don't know how it could be more fun." Grace came up from around the corner, pulling Kayla in from the living room. "What do ya think?"
My eyebrows went up. Kayla grinned at me, her cheeks a little pink. She was topless, and not quite naked—she had on a pair of red thong underwear, extremely skimpy, barely covering her vagina. A waist strap so thin it hardly existed stretched around her hips.
"Wow," I said, my own face getting some color. "That's hot, Kayla."
"I told you he'd like it!" Grace said, dropping Kayla's hand. "Turn. Show him the booty."
"I don't like the red," Kayla said, but she did what Grace asked, giving a slow spin. 
"Well, that's part of your punishment," Lucia soothed, all of us watching Kayla turn. Her ass came into view, the red string of the thong settled between her cheeks. It was amazing how just that little strip between them could make her butt look noticeably fuller and rounder; some kind of trick of the eye. But she already had a fantastic ass, so it wasn't like she needed it. 
Kayla finished her turn and stopped. "I'm ready when you all are."
Grace tilted her head side-to-side. "Let's ask the boss-man. Ethan. You wanna get into it?"
"The thong is giving me a...sense of urgency." I cleared my throat and grinned. "You know. Downstairs. So I think it's time."
"Oh?" Lucia put her hand on my crotch, then smiled. "Very urgent. We'd better get moving."
"You should get naked," Kayla said, nibbling on her lip.
"Are you nervous?" I asked her. "What do you have planned here?"
Kayla shook her head. "Not nervous like, for me! I just hope you enjoy it."
"Whatever it is," I said, pulling off my shirt as Grace hurried me along, "I can't imagine not loving it. Because so far—" My voice got muffled as I pulled my shirt over my head. "—I'm already into it."
"Just because of the thong?" I saw Kayla grin as I got my shirt off.
"It's a great start," I told her. 
"You come with me, bad girl," Lucia said, stepping over to Kayla and throwing an arm around her shoulder. "Grace will help Ethan get undressed."
"This belt does give me trouble," I murmured, meeting Grace's eyes as Lucia and Kayla walked to the living room. 
With a giggle, Grace reached down and undid my belt, allowing me to slip my pants off along with my shoes. "Mm," she said, running a hand lightly along my hard cock. "Always good to see you. Come on, let's join the ladies."
The two of us walked into the living room, where Kayla was down on her knees in front of the couch.
"Perfect," Grace said. "Damn, Kay, you look hot. Ethan, have a seat. Kayla's gonna take care of you."
My dick gave a small jump of excitement as I walked over to the couch and sat down. Somehow I had become the most naked out of all of us, with Kayla still wearing the thong, and Lucia and Grace fully dressed. But as Kayla settled in between my legs, thoughts of that disparity left my mind.
"Sucking my dick doesn't seem like much of a punishment for you," I teased. 
Kayla giggled. "I guess not," she said, and then she took me into her mouth.
I let out a groan and twitched, sinking my head back into the couch. She took me all the way down immediately, letting my cock push into her throat. The pleasure of her blowjob flowed through me and filled me up.
Kayla didn't stay bent on her knees, though; keeping me in her mouth, she got onto all fours, sticking her ass in the air before resting a hand on my thigh to help keep her level with me. And then while she moved up and down my shaft, her tongue and cheeks thoroughly massaging me, Grace and Lucia knelt down behind her on either side.
"I really love this thong," Lucia breathed, tracing a finger down the red strip of fabric between Kayla's cheeks, making Kayla shiver. "You might want to wear these more often, Kayla."
"As long as they're not red, I bet she'd be into it," Grace agreed, tossing a look at Kayla. "No talking, miss. Keep your mouth full."
Lucia grinned, sticking her tongue between her teeth. "Who first?"
"Me." Grace rubbed her hand on Kayla's butt, then she glanced up at me, giving me a wink. She looked back down to Kayla's rear and then she lifted her hand, holding it up for a moment before bringing it down on her ass again.
Smack! Kayla jumped, making a sound around my shaft. 
"Uh-oh," Grace whispered, blushing. "I really liked that. Kayla?"
The brunette moaned, still swallowing me.
"I'll take that as a yes," Grace said. "One more for me."
Grace spanked her again, the sound surprisingly loud. I saw Kayla's asscheek bounce, Kayla closing her eyes as pinkness sprang into her face. She stuck her ass out more, higher, asking for it.
"She definitely likes it," Lucia said, her lips parted in a desirous smile. With Grace's hand resting on Kayla's ass, Lucia spanked her on the opposite cheek. Kayla moaned again.
"How's that look from there?" Lucia inquired.
"You were right," I said to her, biting my lip as Kayla deep throated me. "I love it."
Lucia's eyes flashed, and she smiled. "Oh, we're not even to that part yet."
"Soon," Grace said. "Kayla needs some more spanking first."
I wondered if I was somehow going to end up getting spanked tonight. That would be a first for me, but honestly, I wouldn't mind in what capacity their hands were on me, as long as they were on me. Kayla went at me with high energy, sliding her lips all the way up until they were just underneath my cockhead, then lowering herself back down, like she was riding me with her throat. I couldn't help but thrust up into her, the stimulation was so powerful.
Grace and Lucia took care of the back while Kayla pleasured me from the front. She buried her face down in my crotch, milking me, while the other two girls took turns spanking her ass. Grace would grab a big handful of Kayla's cheek, massaging the flesh there, while Lucia hit her hard and low on her backside, making Kayla jerk. Then Lucia would rub her gently.
"She's soaking wet," Lucia said, her fingers dipping lightly toward Kayla's lips, just barely touching her. Still, even that light touch made Kayla's hips wiggle, searching for more.
Lucia tsk-tsked. "I don't think so, sweetie."
"I do think she's had enough, though," Grace said, lightly trailing her fingers over Kayla's exposed bottom. "She's looking pretty pink back here."
Lucia nodded.
Grace smiled, turning her head towards Kayla and me. "Kayla, why don't you tell Ethan what your real punishment is?"
Kayla slowly slid herself up off of my cock, pulling in a deep breath before tilting her head up and looking me in the eyes.
"I want you to fuck me in the ass," Kayla said.






  
  Chapter 6


My mouth fell open while Lucia and Grace looked on excitedly. 
"Are you serious?" I asked her.
Kayla nodded.
"I mean..." I ran my eyes down her body, seeing the spanked pinkness at the tops of her cheeks. "I'd love to. But not to, you know, actually punish you. Only if it's something you really want."
Kayla smiled at me, the light bouncing off her glasses. "I want it. I've never done it before, but I've wanted to try. And I thought this would be the best way to do it."
I looked her in the eyes, and she gave me a little nod. She was serious. And the idea sent a ripple of burning excitement through me. I thought of how her ass looked in the thong. To think I'd be getting inside of her there...
Grace clapped her hands together, beaming. "Sounds like we're all on board! I can't wait to see this."
"That's part of the whole punishment, too," Lucia said, the tone she put on the word making it clear that she thought it was anything but. "She has to take you up her butt in front of all of us."
"That's why we moved the coffee table out of the way!" Grace sprung up to her feet, gesturing. "We're gonna do it right here, with Kayla on her hands and knees. Doggy style!"
"You ready, stud?" Kayla said, her eyes going from my cock to my face. 
My cock throbbed. "Definitely."
Smiling, Kayla backed away from me, pushing off my legs. She crawled over to the center of the floor as Grace and Lucia moved out of the way, and I noticed that her coffee table was indeed pushed up against the wall by a short shelf.
"You can take my thong off," Kayla said, looking at me over her shoulder with a gaze so full of lust that she practically pulled me off the couch with her eyes. I dropped to the floor, getting on my knees behind her and sliding my fingers into the waist of her barely-there underwear. Her cheeks were pink from the spanking. I pulled the red thong down, and as it slid down her thighs, soaked from her pussy, I saw a narrow, bright-pink silicone base between her cheeks.
"Take it out," Kayla said, slowly swaying her butt. "It's not enough for me."
Grace and Lucia crowded in on either side of me, watching as I took the end of the hot pink butt plug in my fingers and gently pulled it out. Kayla let out a little gasp as I tugged it free. The plug was about three inches long but fairly thick, maybe twice as thick as my finger. I set it down on the carpet, glancing over at Lucia on my right.
She was naked. On my left, I saw, so was Grace. I didn't know how they'd gotten out of their clothes so fast. 
"Here," Grace said, handing me a small plastic bottle. Lube. I rolled it in my hand. It was open, a little missing—of course, Kayla had used it for the butt plug. 
I opened the bottle and squeezed some of the clear, drippy lube onto my dick, sliding it along my length. I was sensitive and twitching, and the slick lube felt great. Moving forward, I dripped some onto Kayla's pink asshole, rubbing it into her with my finger and then pushing it inside.
"Mmm." Kayla pushed back into me, my finger easily disappearing almost all the way inside of her. Her tight hole gripped at me, and I let out a small sound of desire as I watched her lean forward to slide my finger out of her ass. 
"She looks ready," Lucia said, her eyes on the prize.
"More like she's dying for it," Grace commented.
It looked like they were right. I moved closer to Kayla, enough to rub my cock along the wet lips of her cunt, sliding down her slowly before moving back up. I pressed briefly against the entrance to her pussy, teasing at her, but not going inside. I grinned as her body instinctually pressed back against me, then pulled my dick upward, sliding up against her ass. The lube there was slippery, and the head of my cock rubbed upward across her hole and past it.
I took my shaft in my hand and aimed it at her ass, staying steady and pressing into Kayla's hole. She let out a moan as I started to push inside of her, and I could feel the tightness of her back door stretching open around my head.
"Fuck," Grace whispered, watching me penetrate Kayla.
The butt plug had definitely warmed her up, and in fact Kayla was pushing back against me, helping me get inside. No doubt this felt good to her, and it wasn't long before I was sliding into her tight ring of muscle, her ass gripping my cock even as I pushed in.
"God, oh fuck," Kayla moaned, pausing on me. I had a couple of inches in her, and there was plenty still to go.
"Goddamn," I growled, "your ass feels incredible."
"Looks like an awful tight fit," Lucia said, putting a hand on Kayla's butt.
"Let's try to help." Grace put a hand on the other cheek, of the two of them pulled Kayla's ass open, spreading her wide for me.
"More, Ethan," Kayla said, her voice tight. "I want more."
"Only because you've been bad," I told her, and I started to push in again while Lucia and Grace held her cheeks apart. Kayla moaned as my cock slid deeper into her ass, and I closed my eyes as the pleasure of her tight rear held my cock in a death grip. With the help of the lube, which I had been very generous with, I just kept going and going until my hips were pressed up against her ass and the girls' fingers.
"Wow," Grace breathed. "You took it all, Kayla! How's it feel?"
"So...good..." Kayla managed. "Can't believe...how intense this is."
Lucia took in an eyeful of my dick up Kayla's ass, and then she went around to Kayla's front, getting down before her and putting her hand on her cheek.
"I wish you could see Ethan up inside you," Lucia told her. "But how about eating my pussy while he does you?"
"Fuck, yes," Kayla said, her voice a little shaky but her energy clear. Lucia happily lay back on the carpet, getting her legs around Kayla's planted arms, and then she guided Kayla's head down to her pussy, the brunette letting her glasses fall onto the carpet before she latched onto Lucia's lips and started licking.
Lucia moaned, and Grace rubbed a hand down my side.
"You can't punish her by holding still," she told me.
I nodded at Grace, and then I grabbed Kayla by the hips and slowly moved myself backward, pulling my cock out of her ass. I didn't come all the way out, leaving just the head inside, and then I pushed forward.
Jesus, she was tight. Kayla moaned as I pushed into her, arching her back and pushing her ass against me. I pulled out again, added some extra lube, and then I started to fuck her.
Grace moved her hands between my body and Kayla's, rubbing and touching both of us while I fucked Kayla's butt. The visual of her tight hole gripping my cock was unbelievably hot. It wasn't long before she had grown accustomed enough to me that I felt comfortable going just as hard in her back door as I was used to going in her pussy.
Kayla's and Lucia's moans mixed together as Kayla went down on Lucia, shoving her tongue up her cunt, then licking up her lips and sucking her clit into her mouth. She was merciless on the Latina, eating her just as hard as I was plowing her from behind.
Grace moved away from me, fingers trailing up Kayla's back as she moved up to join the festivities at the front. Lucia was lying on her back on the carpet. Grace looked at her, and Lucia immediately nodded, raising her hands up toward grace as if to pull her in. 
Grace stepped right over Lucia, straddling her before lowering down to her knees and planting her pussy directly onto Lucia's mouth. Lucia reached up and grabbed one of Grace's tits, twisting her nipple as she started to eat her. Grace moaned and reached her hand down, burying her fingers in Lucia's hair while she sat on her face.
There was simply no way I was going to last very long in Kayla's tight ass. I bent over her and reached around, sliding my hand underneath her hip to play with her pussy. I gasped when I felt how wet she was, more than I'd ever felt before. She must've been living on the edge of orgasm, her pussy just getting wetter and wetter as I pumped into her ass. My fingers sliding around in her juices, I found her clit and I started rubbing.
Kayla let out a muffled scream into Lucia's crotch, and Lucia held her head down. I fucked Kayla's ass with short thrusts while I rubbed her clit, and it turned out that she was even closer than I was. Kayla screamed into Lucia's lower lips again as I rubbed the orgasm right out of her. She slammed her ass back into me, taking me deep while I rubbed her clit with no mercy. Her tight hole clenched me, each wave of her orgasm locking down on my dick, making her whole body shake and tremble in ecstasy.
The stimulation drove me over the edge, too, and with a few more thrusts I was bending over her and moaning, clutching at her breasts while I emptied my balls inside her ass. I pushed myself in deep and shot everything I had into her, her ass milking me with the power of her fading orgasm.
Gasping for breath, I straightened up and very slowly pulled out of Kayla's ass. My cum immediately spilled out, dripping down onto her carpet. I had cum so hard that I actually felt weak; like if I'd been standing instead of kneeling, I might've had to fall on my ass. Instead, I kept one hand on Kayla and watched the three women pleasure each other.
I thought Grace came first. It was hard to tell. Lucia was working her nipples while she feasted on her, Grace riding her face, and at a certain point Grace started to buck on Lucia like she was riding a bull, grinding her pussy into her.
At the same time, Lucia's legs shook around Kayla. The brunette bent low, her ass up in the air, my cum and her juices dripping down the insides of her thighs as she wrapped her arms around Lucia's legs and started attacking her clit, sucking at it and flicking it with the tip of her tongue. Lucia may have cum even while Grace was writhing on her face in her own orgasm, their two bodies quaking together, Lucia with both hands grabbing huge handfuls of Grace's tits, Grace grabbing Lucia's head while Kayla held her hips and sucked her clit until she was screaming.
When Grace was finished, she pulled up off of Lucia, then fell down onto the carpet beside her, panting and letting out a wheeze of laughter.
"Are you alive?" Grace gasped to her.
"Alive," Lucia confirmed, catching her own breath. "Kayla?"
Kayla rolled onto her side, a smile on her face. Her eyes were closed. "Alive," she murmured. "...Ethan?"
"Dead," I advised, and I tilted backward onto the carpet.






  
  Chapter 7


I checked on Kayla to make sure she was doing okay, but it was hardly necessary. That smile on her face seemed almost permanent. 
"That might have been the best orgasm I've ever had," Kayla said. 
"Really?" Grace's eyes were wide.
"It was just...different." Kayla circled her finger through the carpet. "So intense...I'm not sure how to explain it. It was like I was melting, all my muscles wanted to turn to water. But I couldn't just melt and stop giving Lucia her tongue bath." 
Lucia chuckled, practically purring as she stroked Kayla's hair. The four of us were collapsed on the carpet, getting our strength back, which was taking longer than I expected. We had all gone for a serious ride.
And as good as the sex was, these moments afterward were some of my favorite with the girls. Lying down with each other after fucking our brains out, naked bodies touching, even when someone's elbow ended up digging into another person's back. It was awkward at times, but it was real and raw and warm, and I covered the wet spot with my shirt so that no one would roll over it.
"I think my takeaway from this," I said, running my hand along Grace's leg, "is that all of us need to, uh, misbehave more often. Though at this moment, I don't even remember why Kayla is supposed to be in trouble."
"I'll remind you," Kayla told me, "next time I need you in my ass."
"I'm good for that," I promised her.
We found our clothes, some of us by rolling around on the carpet and feeling around, snatching up discarded pieces. Then we retired to the couch, the four of us squeezing together on a piece of furniture that was clearly meant for three people at most. But I loved it, sitting tight between Lucia and Kayla, touching Grace's hand. Sitting back and closing my eyes, hearing and feeling their breathing.
"Another successful four-way," Grace murmured, leaning against Kayla's shoulder. "I think we're getting pretty good at this."
"What's an unsuccessful four-way look like?" I raised an eyebrow.
"Hopefully we never find out," Lucia said, rubbing at my leg.
Kayla laughed. "I don't think we ever will."
That, I could believe. Sex was like pizza, right? When it's good, it's good. But even when it's bad, it's still pretty good.
I shared the sentiment aloud, and it was followed by my stomach growling.
"Um," I said, patting my belly. "How about I order us some pizza?"
The girls were very much in favor of that, and it ended up being good pizza. Not as good as the foursome, but...still pretty good.
Next week was going to be the first week without Kayla at Quill's End. 
"You gonna miss me?" she asked, as the four of us stretched out, and we three visitors got ready to go.
"You know I am," I told her, giving her a tight hug. "I'll have to remember not to make sexy eyes at Austin when he's working the front counter during your shift."
"Good luck," Kayla said, poking me. "I'm going to be like, living at Meadows the next month since the internship isn't far."
"I'll bring you lunch!" Grace volunteered, then she turned toward me and Lucia. "Actually, you guys haven't even been to Meadows, have you?"
I hadn't. Lucia said, "Not for years. I looked at it back when I was checking out colleges before I did culinary."
"Okay, so, you should both come visit then," Grace decided, nodding. "Since Kayla's gonna be stuck as a double full-time student."
"Actually, that sounds great," I said. "I'd been meaning to see the university. And this gives Lucia a chance to beat up your advisor."
Kayla snorted a laugh while Lucia balled up her fists and raised them, grinning.
"I'd love to see you guys there." Kayla smiled. "We'll find a good day for it and have a little tour. Maybe add in a really hurried lunch."
"Provided by me," Grace said, rubbing Kayla's shoulders. 
"Provide me to death," Kayla moaned, leaning back into her. "That feels so good."
Grace did have to stop massaging her eventually, as the night crept late enough to officially tick over into tomorrow, and we said our goodbyes. Real life awaited with the pending sunrise, but it was always nice to escape into a big pile of sex on someone's floor in the hours in between.
I was looking forward to seeing Meadows university.

To be continued in Book 8…
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An empty dorm room? Might as well test out the bed! 

Ethan and Lucia are heading north of Timber Creek to visit Albert Meadows University. The harem has a fun afternoon planned.

With classes canceled for an alumni concert, Grace and Kayla finally have time for a visit, and they can't wait. Everyone's excited about the concert, but the girls have other things on their minds...

From the car to the college dorm room, the Bookshop Harem is going to be deeply occupied.






  
  Chapter 1



ETHAN




"Look at this. This is nice."
Lucia looked over at me and gave her eyebrows a wiggle. "Yeah? You like that?"
"You're hot. Like, really hot." I lifted my hand and spread my fingers. "But over here, it's cool. Why isn't this a normal thing?"
"Your car doesn't have dual climate control?"
We were on the road, and I was sitting in the passenger seat of Lucia's car. She and I were on the way to visit Grace and Kayla out at Albert Meadows University, where the two of them attended grad school. It wasn't too far out of town, but Lucia had volunteered to drive.
I shook my head. "I cheap out on cars. Now you've got me thinking I should change my mind."
"I like to treat myself to a nice trim level," Lucia said, rubbing her fingers on her car's leather steering wheel. "I'm frugal in other places. Like not buying a fifteen-dollar glass of wine at dinner."
"Hey," I protested. "It was good wine."
"Yeah, but it cost almost as much as your meal!" Lucia laughed. "But thank you for getting me a glass, too." 
"I'm frugal with my cars, and silly with my ladies," I confirmed, wiggling my fingers in the cool air of the dashboard vent. "But I think it might be time for an upgrade in the former department."
"Maybe a minivan," Lucia suggested, a smile fighting with her deadpan. "So you can drive all four of us around easier."
"Definitely." I nodded. "A minivan with leather seats and dual climate control and a moonroof. And uh, spinners. Spinners on the rims."
"My god," Lucia said, shaking her head.
"When it's car shopping time, I'll bring you with me," I said, trying not to laugh. "You can show me what's good."
"Deal," Lucia said, throwing a glance at me. "But don't go copying my style."
"Oh, I doubt I could pull that off."
It wasn't a long drive to Meadows, and before long, Lucia was pulling off the main road and onto the connecting street that led to the campus. The road wrapped around the sprawling expanse of Meadows, feeding into narrower drives that led into the different parts of the campus.
"Um. Where are we going, again?" Lucia asked, slowing down. "This place is huge."
"The Rogers building..." I said slowly, reading through the group text and then looking up. "There's a sign right there, turn in here, I think."
Lucia turned deeper into the campus, and then we were driving on an inside track, looping and winding around the exterior of most of the buildings. It was slow going, but the signage was decent enough so that we didn't get totally lost. 
We made our way to a visitor lot and parked. Getting out of the car, we could see the Rogers building, some ways off in the distance. The lot wasn't exactly close, but it was an academic building, so visitors didn't often have cause to go there. Except for us, where we'd be meeting up with Kayla as she got out of class.
I took Lucia's hand, and she gave me a kiss. The day was warm and sunny and beautiful, and the campus was gorgeous now that we were walking around it rather than driving. Once you got away from the road, the spaces between the buildings opened up into green grass and curving sidewalks that guided you gently to where you needed to go. I saw students relaxing beneath trees, leaning up against the bark and writing. A runner burst past us, headphones in, jaw set and determined as he blew through the campus.
The Rogers building was three stories, and Kayla had justifiably described it as the most boring building on campus. It was a big rectangle with a million windows, housing the bulk of the classrooms and lecture halls on the campus. It was all beige brick and glass, but the metal of the letters declaring it ROGERS ACADEMIC HALL looked sleek and new, brushed metal catching the sunlight.
I pulled the door open for us, and Lucia and I walked inside. We were on a short landing that reminded me somewhat of the entrance to Quill's and, and we came up the steps into a common area where a few students lounged around near a set of vending machines.
"I think if we go too much deeper, we'll get lost forever," Lucia said, casting her eye down the long hallway which led to more hallways. "I'll text her."
LUCIA: We're here in Rogers. But it's huge

GRACE: right on time! You all meet me at Cushings, that's where the cafe is

KAYLA: You're on the first floor? By the vending machines?

Yep. I might get a candy bar...

GRACE: don't you dare! I'm getting us lunch

KAYLA: Be down in two minutes!



True to her word, Kayla emerged from a deeper corner in the hallway almost exactly two minutes later. Even from a hundred feet away, I could see her face brighten up as she saw us. She was dressed in a short, breezy dark purple skirt, and a white blouse with very short sleeves that left most of her arms bare. With a textbook and three notebooks tucked under one arm, she hurried toward us.
She hugged Lucia and then me, adding a kiss to mine before we parted.
"Welcome to my home," Kayla said, throwing an arm back. "Seriously, it feels like I live here. I don't know how it worked out like this, but ninety percent of my classes are in this building. Usually it's mostly undergrad classes in here, but not this year. I see this place in my dreams."
"Does that mean you don't want to give us a tour?" I asked her.
Kayla shook her head, then straightened her glasses. "I've only got like forty-five minutes! Let's go get with Grace. We'll have more time after I finish my next class."
We followed her lead, leaving the building the same way we had come in and getting back outside. Kayla steered us to the right, leading us along the sidewalk that cut through the grass. 
"How's the crazy intern and student life going?" I asked her. Kayla had started her internship a couple weeks ago, now, and she had been pretty stressed.
"I'm starting to get the hang of it," Kayla said, rolling her shoulders. "How's Quill's End?"
"Austin's doing as well as he can," I told her. "And the new woman, Cheyenne, the customers really like her. Between us, I think Scott might be taking a shine to her."
Scott had been a manager at Quill's End for a long time, since well before I'd taken over ownership. I'd hired Cheyenne, an older woman in her 50s, mostly to help with the bakery and coffee shop. Scott was around the same age, and the two of them seemed to be getting along famously.
"Really?" Kayla asked.
"I've seen it myself," Lucia said. "Maybe Scott gets his own bookshop harem forming, hm?"
I laughed. "Maybe we had ought to trademark the name."
Kayla walked quickly, but we kept up with her pace, following her familiar path through the campus. The building that housed the cafeteria was much less plain than the previous academic building, a single story structure with a handsome, black metal pergola adorning the long walkway entrance.
Grace was there, right at the doors, waiting for us. Her long, blonde hair was bouncy, and a beaming smile lit up her face and her green eyes. She hugged a book up against her chest, which was not quite enough to hide the impressive size of her breasts.
She was bouncing on her feet by the time we reached her, and she threw her arms around us all, somehow forming a group hug while her book was held up between her chest and mine, squeezing us all together.
"Yay! I love seeing you guys here." Grace extricated herself from the hug without letting the book fall. "I'm so excited! This is going to be fun."
"Lunch?" Kayla question, smirking at her.
"No, the concert, you doofus!" Grace rolled her eyes. "If lunch here is ever exciting, that's a bad thing. Probably means something got loose in the kitchen. Come on!"
Grace pulled the door open, and we followed her inside, through a small vestibule and then off to the right, where the student café sat in a wide expanse behind three sets of double doors spaced along a hundred feet of wall. Walking through one of those doors, I was met with the vast cafeteria, and I had to say, I was impressed. 
The girls might poke fun at it, but it was actually a gorgeous room. The far wall was all windows, looking out onto the campus. Tables were all throughout, filling the huge space, and about half of them were crammed with students. The atmosphere was animated, enough people talking so that you could hear everything and understand nothing.
Grace brought us over to the grill. "Get whatever you want," she told us. "I have a billion meal credits that I never use and they just keep piling up. So we're gonna have to do this more often."
The food was ready fast, and while it wasn't five-star cuisine, you couldn't beat free. My burger was hot, and the cheese was melted, and that was good enough for me. We all sat down at an empty table.
"So tell me about these guys," Lucia said to Grace and Kayla while we ate. "They're just putting on this concert for free?"
Kayla nodded. "Isn't it cool? Tyler and Sam are alumni, and they first started playing music here when they went to school. So they've made it kind of big now, and they wanted to do something nice for the alma mater to kick off their tour."
"They graduated, like, right before Kayla and I started here," Grace said. "It would've been really cool to be in a class with them."
This was why the four of us had chosen today to hang out at the university. Tyler and Sam—their actual names as well as the stage name of their band—were a folk duo, and Albert Meadows University was particularly proud of the fact that they'd had the pair of them as students before they'd started getting radio time and record deals. So the campus concert came into being, and it was such an event that many professors suspended classes for the afternoon so that everybody could attend. Which gave Grace and Kayla the perfect opportunity to have some time off, and for Lucia and I to come up here to join them.
I munched on some potato chips and watched the girls talk energetically about the band's music. I didn't know the band very well, but I had listened to some stuff in advance of today, and it was fine. I didn't love it, I didn't hate it, But it was something that could grow on me. That hardly mattered, though, because I wouldn't care who was on stage as long as it meant I got to spend the afternoon with these three. 
"Argh." Kayla finished off a huge bite of her salad. "I'm out of time. How did this go so quickly?"
"It's because we're such good company," Lucia said, tipping Kayla a wink.
"My class starts ten minutes after yours," Grace sighed, "so I guess I'm in the same boat. But that's it! One more class, and then we're free for the concert."
"I can't wait," I said, smiling. "Okay, so, you two do your class thing, and Lucia and I will head back to the car and get the blankets, and we'll meet you, um..."
"At the Baker quad," Kayla told me. "It's on the other side of Rogers from where you went in, you just keep going until—well, you'll see the stage."
"Got it." I tapped my temple. "Steel trap."
Kayla shook her head, then straightened her glasses and stood up with her tray. "Fuck. I seriously have to run. I'll see you all later!"
And then she was off, dumping her tray into the trash and doing a quick walk out of the cafeteria.
"She must be running herself ragged," Lucia said, looking after her. "But she looks really good in that skirt."
"Oh my god, right?" Grace patted her hand on her textbook. "I keep telling her she should wear them more."
"Tell her I also vote for that," I said.






  
  Chapter 2


Grace hung around for a few more minutes before she had to run as well, and she gave us both a kiss outside the cafeteria doors before she was off down the hall, holding her book with one hand and waving with the other as she turned. 
"I guess it's time for a leisurely stroll," I said to Lucia. "Helps aid with digestion."
"Try not to be so sexy." Lucia poked me in the side, forcing an alarmingly shrill giggle out of me, and we got moving.
"I wonder if there's somewhere closer we can park, so that we don't have to carry the blankets however far," I mused. The concert was outside, in the perfect weather. But it was just going to be a sound stage open on all sides, for the students to cluster around as they pleased. So Lucia and I had brought a few blankets that we'd be able to spread out on the grass and all sit on for the show.
"Let's check," Lucia said. "I don't mind driving around a bit."
When we got to her car, we climbed in and pulled out of the lot, driving slowly around the campus and nearing the concert venue. Lucia cast a glance over at me, and then she took a turn to the right. It was a dirt road, running away from the main campus.
"I think this is like, for the grounds maintenance," I said.
"Yeah, that's what I figured," Lucia said, driving us slowly down the path. "Nobody's parked over here."
I could hear it in her voice, the quickening of her breath. The way she kept looking over at me.
"You're up to something," I said to her.
"Me?" she said innocently.
"I don't see anyone else driving me down the back road," I said with a grin. "Over here by a bunch of maintenance sheds. Where nobody can see us."
"It's a great place to murder you, I completely agree." Lucia pulled around one of the large metal sheds. We were around the back of it, with a big, sheet metal wall to our left, and a field stretching a half mile to the distant highway on our right. Looking around, we were for sure isolated. There were no work vehicles parked here; I imagined the crew got their work done early morning, with fewer students about.
I was already getting hard. I didn't know if Lucia had always been like this, or if stumbling in on Kayla, Grace, and me in the Quill's End break room had influenced her in some way, but she was most definitely...adventurous.
Maybe the other girls had rubbed off on her. They had certainly rubbed off on me.
I leaned over the center, putting a hand on her stomach and sliding it up to her breasts.
"You're not concerned about your leather seats?" I murmured.
"I don't plan on letting anything get away from me," she said back, getting her hand onto my crotch and rubbing me through my pants. "Hard already. What if I'd been taking you back here to kill you?"
"Fear boner," I whispered. "Would have been hard either way."
Lucia laughed, then she cut herself off by kissing me, pushing her tongue into my mouth. I pulled on it with my lips, slipping my hand up inside her T-shirt to rub and squeeze at her tits. I yanked up her shirt, getting it up over her boobs but not taking it off. The rumpled red fabric sat above the linen white of her bra, the lacy cups stark and white against the olive skin of her breasts. I snuck my fingers in and found her nipple, pinching it.
She let out a breathy moan, and her fast fingers unzipped my pants and pulled my cock out through my fly. Her accusation stood firm—I was hard as hell, as her stroking fingers could quickly attest. I grunted as she squeezed my pole, putting pressure on the head of my cock, bringing her hand down firmly to push the fabric of my zipper away and exposing more of me. 
"Mm," she moaned, feeling my precum on her fingers and rubbing it onto me. "Just a quickie, Ethan...I need it. We have a little time, right?"
"We do," I said, "depending on how quick you want to be."
"Let me see." She pushed my hand away from her chest, then she bent herself down across the car, finding my cock with her lips and taking me inside her mouth. She sucked hard on me right from the beginning, making my breath stick in my chest.
I put a hand on her back, rubbing down her spine while her dark hair fell over my lap and her fingers curled into my thigh. She took me into her mouth deeply, the wet warmth making my eyes roll back in my head. I glanced around again, looking out the car windows, but we were alone while the campus milled about just a couple hundred feet from us.
Lucia's breasts, in her bra, brushed against my leg as she bobbed on me, and I brought my hand up to her head to feel her hair, moaning as her tongue slid up and down the side of my dick.
Tepid air hit my cock as Lucia pulled off and straightened, tossing her hair back.
"I think that should do it," she said, her breath measured and even but her eyes alive and excited. "Put the seat back a little. I'm coming over."
"Then you'd better be fast with those pants," I said, my cock throbbing, aching to be inside of her one way or the other. I reached down to fiddle with the controls of the unfamiliar seat, and by the time I was pushing the right button, Lucia had her pants and panties coming off, working them down her legs and leaving them in the footwell of the driver seat.
"Time's up," she said, and with her shirt still rolled up over her tits, Lucia climbed over the seat, straddling me with her knees against the leather. I had my legs together tight to give her more room, my cock angrily hard and sticking straight up.
Lucia bent over me, her hair tickling my face and neck. I kissed her, parting her lips with my tongue, and she found my dick with her pussy. She rubbed across me, her wetness sliding along my tip. Both of us moaned into each other as she adjusted, gliding friction making us tingle, and then I was right up against her entrance and she was sitting down on me, taking me inside.
"Mmf!" I cried into her mouth. She felt so good—I hadn't realized how urgent my need had become, how incredibly satisfying it was to push myself up inside her while she sank down on me. She could only spread her legs so wide while kneeling on top of me in the car, so I went the rest of the way for us, thrusting up into her while I put a hand on her naked ass and gave it a smack.
"Ah! Yeah, Ethan!" Lucia shoved her breasts into my face, and I buried myself into the soft fabric of her bra and the swell of her tits as I thrust up into her from below. I hooked my arm beneath her ass, lifting her up so that I could get an angle to go in deeper. She was soaking wet and took me to the hilt each thrust with ease.
So much for keeping a lookout on my end, though; my whole world was sandwiched between Lucia's tits and pounding up into her pussy. If she had any concerns about getting caught, she'd have to be the one keeping her eyes open.
She lowered herself onto me as I pumped up into her, as much as she could in this position. We were rocking the car, I could feel it. I bounced into the seat, driving up into her while I gripped two handfuls of her ass. I pounded myself into her, the lust overtaking me as the pleasure built behind my balls, my cock swelling inside her.
With a deep thrust into her tunnel, I let out a choked gasp of pleasure into her breasts and I let go. My cock pumped and throbbed within her, emptying my balls in surging waves of pleasure that clamped my eyes shut and forced low moans out of my throat. At the end, I relaxed, melting back into the seat.
Lucia breathed hard, and she made a satisfied noise as I slumped down.
"Stay inside me," she said. "I'm reaching over the back of the seat."
I moved up again, staying with her, and felt her hand digging around in the seat pocket. She came back with a clutch of napkins and she slid herself off of me. Her hand swept the napkins up my cock, then to herself, taking care of anything that might get onto the leather.
"Smooth," I said, chuckling.
"Mostly." Lucia flicked her eyes down. "Little bit of me on your jeans. But that should dry off before the concert." She looked around, peering out the car windows. "And look, we got away with it."
"Like I said..." I moved up, kissing her, my fingers in her hair. "Smooth."






  
  Chapter 3


After one more long kiss, Lucia was back in her seat with her pants on and shirt down, and we left our clandestine little hideaway in the search for parking. The hunt paid off not long after, as we came across a sign stuck in the grass near another lot further down. 
CONCERT PARKING - FREE
"Bingo," I said, and we pulled in and parked. The lot was mid-sized, probably with enough spots for a hundred cars or so, and maybe half of them were filled. I doubted that the college expected, or even wanted, outside attendance for this concert. They were probably just providing space so that the commuters wouldn't have to walk a mile to get to quad.
Well, expected or not, we were here, and we were ready. I went around to the back, and Lucia popped open the trunk. We had brought three blankets, a huge one for us all to sit on, and a couple extras if anyone wanted to throw one over their shoulders or if we needed some extra room. They were rolled up tightly and stuffed into a big reusable shopping bag. I grabbed it by the handles and hefted it out of the trunk.
"Are these weighted blankets?" I joked, pulling the bag up against my chest.
"Make sure the bag doesn't break," Lucia said with a grin. "I do all my shopping with that."
"I'll do my best," I assured her. I closed the trunk and went back around to the front of the car.
The time had passed surprisingly quickly—well, maybe not all that surprisingly, considering what we had gotten up to—and the group text had begun buzzing with confirmation from Grace and Kayla that they were on their way.
So we left the car behind, and I lugged along the blankets as we stepped up onto the sidewalk and headed toward the front of the quad to meet up with the girls. I looked to the right, where the stage was set up toward the center of the sprawling quad. It wasn't a massive production, since the band had just two members and it wasn't like they needed a pyrotechnics show, but it looked compact and nice. The equipment setup was mostly done, a pair of technicians bustling around the stage, shifting things and checking wires. The duo themselves were up there, doing sound check and talking with some of the students and faculty who had gotten there early. We were a few hundred feet away from the stage, but we could hear the strumming and plucking of their guitars as they made sure everything was in order.
"Sounds good so far," Lucia said, perky.
We paused by the corner of a building, and I set the bag of blankets down on a bench. 
"I could take the bag, you know," Lucia offered.
I patted the top of the blankets. "You've done plenty."
"Believe it or not, I also like sex," she said. "Maybe you did me a favor."
"Yeahhh," I said, considering, tilting my head back-and-forth. "I'm gonna go ahead and keep carrying the bag."
Lucia rolled her eyes, but she giggled. "Win-win for me, then."
There they were, rounding a corner around another building that had somebody's last name on it. I felt like you'd have to attend this school for four years just to get to know all the structures.
"Hey!" Grace shouted, reaching us a few steps ahead of Kayla. She grabbed Lucia's hands and interlocked their fingers, buzzing with energy. "You got the blankets."
"As promised," I said, pulling Kayla into a kiss.
"Ethan banged me in the car, so he has to carry them," Lucia informed them. "We worked out a whole deal. Apparently."
"In the car?" Kayla sounded impressed. "Not easy to pull off in a sedan."
"Sure it is," I said. "Just have to put the seat back."
"But you're so tall, Lucia!" Grace put her hands on Lucia's shoulders, then ran them down her arms. The Latina stood something like four inches taller than the petite little Grace. "Did you bump your head?"
Lucia smiled warmly. "Ethan took good care of me."
"Of course," Kayla said, squeezing my hand. "He can do it anywhere. The car, the break room couch, the bathroom at the museum..."
"Remind me to add that to my résumé," I said, smirking. "Okay, college girls. What's gonna be the best spot?"
I hefted the bag up from the bench and we got to stepping, veering off the sidewalk into the grass. Kayla patted the tops of the blankets while walking beside me.
"Lucia has good taste in blankets," she said. "The throws are very soft."
"They must have a hell of a thread count, because they weigh a ton." And then I curled the bag, flexing my bicep just because.
Kayla squeezed my muscle. "Car sex sounds pretty fun. You think you might want to make a habit of that?"
I raised an eyebrow at her. "I could certainly add it to my rapidly-growing list of risqué behaviors. I think the real challenge is finding a spot where you won't get caught. Lucia took us back behind the maintenance shed."
"Did you check for cameras?" Kayla licked her teeth.
"Uh...nope."
She laughed at the look on my face. "Relax! I'm sure they don't have cameras out there protecting the fertilizer and grass seed and whatnot. But if you and I ever get the chance, I'll keep my eyes peeled for us, right?"
"Glad to have you on my team," I said, bopping the side of her leg with the heavy bag.
The concert area was filling up, and students were trailing in from the semicircle of directions where the stage faced the campus. There was music playing, filling the air, but it was just a track. The musicians were still getting ready, or just killing time noodling on their guitars.
Grace declared a particular spot of grass the winner, and I dropped the bag down, stretching my arm. We were something under a hundred feet from the stage, not too close, and not too far away.
"I don't want to be clustered in with all the super fans," Grace said.
"This is perfect." I pulled the big picnic blanket out of the bag, and the girls backed away as I flung it open into the air. "Everybody grab a corner!"
We spread out the blanket, and I dumped the other two rolled ones onto our setting. Then we tumbled down onto it. I let out a big breath, wiggling into position among the bookshop harem. I felt like I'd been walking nonstop for hours, even with that little 'break' with Lucia. It felt good to stretch out, and I dropped my head back onto the blanket, putting my arms in the air and spreading my fingers.
"This is the life," I said, looking up at the sky.
Kayla's face appeared in my vision, her bangs dangling over her glasses. "You're gonna have a tough time seeing the stage like that."
"It's music," I said, closing my eyes. "I see it with my ears."
"Very Mozart of you," Kayla commented.
The concert notwithstanding, I remained lying down, sublimely comfortable. The music tracks from the stage kept playing, and more and more people found spots on the grass. There was plenty of room, so we didn't get crowded, though the empty spaces nearby us did start to collect people.
When the musicians took their mics, though, I did set up, getting a look at the stage. Most people were sitting down here in the back, and the ones toward the front were standing, but I could see over them just fine. I wasn't the best at guessing crowd sizes, but there were probably three- or four hundred people here, quite the crowd.
"Thank you all for coming to the show!" One of the singers said—I didn't know who was Tyler and who was Sam. 
"This is a lot bigger turnout than we used to have here," the other one said, which got a big laugh from the crowd. "And I can't think of a better way to start our first tour!"
The crowd cheered, and the four of us joined in, getting swept up in the energy.
"This first song goes out to whoever is stuck manning the front desk at the Albert dorm, building two! Somebody take a video for 'em!"
And then the real music started, the live music, much louder than the tracks had been, almost drowning out the jubilant yells of the crowd. 
Even back here, it was loud, too loud to talk over. And that was fine, because it sounded good and we were all into it. I had gotten to my feet with the girls when Tyler and Sam had brought the energy up, and we stood through the first song. Grace was singing along, though I couldn't hear her. It looked like she knew every word.
After the first song, we all relaxed down onto the blanket again, legs pressing up against each other, shoulders finding shoulders and hands finding hands and sides. I propped up on my elbows, looking at the stage, and so did Grace, while Kayla and Lucia lay next to each other, smiles on their faces.
The clouds in the blue sky moved, the wind pushing them to the west, and the music flowed over everyone. Earlier, when I had said that this was the life, I had meant it, and it felt truer with each passing moment. My hand found Grace's, the fingers of my left intertwining with her right, and I kissed her where she lay beside me, feeling warmth in my chest. I took in her smile, and I turned my head to see Kayla and Lucia, catching Kayla's eye and giving her a kiss, too, then whispering loudly in her ear, "Kiss Lucia for me." And she did, while Lucia reached across Kayla's stomach and grabbed my hand.
The music had been going on for about an hour, an hour which felt very fast. I wouldn't even have known if I hadn't pulled my phone out of my pocket by reflex, noting the time after rolling my eyes at the buzz of an email. I really had to turn that notification off.
Grace nudged me while I was looking at the stage. Tyler and Sam were finishing up a song, the sound fading out and applause and cheers filling the gap.
"Kayla," Grace mouthed, nodding her head over my body.
I turned my head over to Kayla. In the gap between songs, I was able to hear her.
"Now is a good time for the real tour!" she said. "While the campus isn't so crowded!"
I furrowed my brow. "You don't want to stay for the rest of the concert?"
Kayla shook her head. "There's other stuff we want to show you!"
Lucia was nodding her head on the other side of Kayla. I turned back to Grace, and she was in agreement, as well.
"This was fun," Grace said, loud enough to hear, "but there's more to do!"






  
  Chapter 4


Whatever deals might've been made, I didn't end up carrying all the blankets back to the car by myself. We split the load between us, Kayla ending up with the empty blanket bag, and we stowed everything into the car. 
The concert went on in the distance, loud but far away.
"One of the dorm buildings here is actually really cool," Kayla said.
"Yeah! Albert number three." Grace pointed, presumably in the direction of it. "It has this really cool interior water feature. It's the newest one, so I guess they went all out."
"Let's see this thing," I said.
It wasn't too far of a walk, and we got there about five minutes later, the sounds of the concert more distant but ongoing. The campus was noticeably quieter with the bulk of the people attending the show.
"Look how it's shaped," Lucia marveled as we approached the building. "It's like some fancy hotel."
"Right?" Kayla shook her head. "Makes me want to dorm even though I'm only fifteen minutes away."
The building was impressive, three stories of glass and metal in a semicircle shape, with the center entrance bulging out and the arms of the building sweeping backward. We navigated the tree-lined walkway and went inside.
The water feature was right there in the foyer.
"Jesus," I said. "What is this, Caesar's Palace?"
"Decadent," Lucia mused.
"It's not real marble," Grace said. "But it looks really good."
The faux marble fountain was white and had gold veins crisscrossing through it. Twenty feet wide, water poured from the stacked bowls in the center, giving ambient noise to the lobby.
"Come with me," Kayla said. She led us to the side, holding what I figured was her student ID up to a card reader, which unlocked a door that let us into the hallways of rooms.
"This carpet is so soft," Kayla sighed. "And look at all this glass."
Practically the whole wall was windows, filling the hallway with sunlight.
"The stairs are right down here," Kayla said, waving us along.
"We're going up?" I asked.
Just to the second floor, Kayla said. She opened the door to the stairwell and up we went, Kayla taking us to the right once we emerged into the upper hall. 
This one was very much like the first floor, so I wasn't sure what she was showing us. Was there another fountain up here?
One student walked by us as we came through, giving us a passing glance and then looking back at his phone. Kayla turned the corner at the end of the hall.
"So this friend of mine here, Jenna," Kayla said. "She has a dorm, but she moved into an apartment like a month ago with her dorm-mate, so she doesn't need the room anymore. It's on scholarship, so it's not like she's paying for it."
Kayla stopped outside one of the doors. "I've crashed here a few times if I needed a nap during a crazy day, or something. So I thought..."
"A tour," I said, watching Kayla squirm slightly where she stood. "Of the room."
"The bed is particularly nice," Kayla told us.
"I could go for a good bed," Grace purred. 
"Sounds more comfortable than a car." Lucy bit her lip, then laughed when Grace smacked her on the butt.
"This is the door?" I said, brushing forward and pushing it open. "Oh, yeah. Best room of all time."
The girls slipped in behind me, stifling some giggles. I may have been playing the room up a little bit. It was bigger than I had expected, with a small living area splitting the two bedrooms apart, with doors to each on either side. What looked like the entrance to the kitchen was in the back. Not too bad. I guess they sprung for it in the newest, nicest building.
"Wow. I thought the scholarship students would get crappier rooms." I turned toward the girls.
"Some do," Kayla said, "but the real smart cookies get the good stuff."
"And now we get to enjoy it," Grace pointed out. "That must count for something."
Lucia moved over to Kayla, putting a hand on her arm. "Yeah. You're our smart cookie."
Grace closed the door, dragging her fingers across my stomach as she walked by me. "You two and all that car talk. You really got me going. And look at Kayla! You can see it in her face."
Kayla stuck her tongue between her teeth. "Is it that obvious?"
"I know your little horny dance, babe." Grace tittered. "Jenna would kill you if she knew we had sex in her room."
"Then we'll have to keep it a secret," Kayla said, walking us into to the bedroom on the right. It was cleaned out, austere, with a crisply-made bed.
"If you think you two are riled up, you can't imagine how I'm feeling." Lucia slid her hands up Kayla's arms. "I need to get under that cute little skirt, Kay. So why don't you bend over and put your hands on the bed?"
Kayla grinned. "I thought you'd like it," she said, and then she turned, looking over her shoulder at us once before bending down and planting her hands on the covers, making her back flat and sticking her ass out for Lucia. The purple skirt draped over her rear, reaching halfway down her thighs.
Lucia fell to her knees on the carpet and put her hands on Kayla's ass, squeezing her through the skirt. She tossed her head back, getting her hair out of her face. Fucking hell, did that look hot. I was getting hard after just two seconds of watching them.
"Not a lot of room to stand around in here," Grace said, grabbing my arm. "Why don't you grab a seat next to Kayla?"
Not waiting for a response, Grace gave me a shove in the side, pushing me forward and turning me. I gave in to it and took two steps over to the bed, dropping down next to Kayla. I looked down at her, putting my hand on top of hers, and then up at Grace, who loomed over me like a sex goddess, in defiance of the fact that she normally stood six inches shorter than me.
"Lose the pants," she told me, her hands on her hips.
"It's much easier with a skirt," Lucia said. She slid her hands up the backs of Kayla's legs, lifting up the purple article and revealing the powder-blue panties beneath.
"That's what I was hoping," Kayla said. She gripped my hand as Lucia trailed two fingers up the crotch of her panties, lightly teasing her lips through the soft cotton. "Ah..."
Grace cleared her throat. "Pants."
"Oops." I pulled my hand from Kayla's and worked my pants off, dropping them down to my ankles while I sat in the bed. Grace got down right next to Lucia, on her knees, but scooted up further to get to me. Her knees pinned my pants to the ground, making them pull on my ankles. She rested her hands on my thighs and glued her eyes to my hard length.
"I think you're just as horny as us three, Ethan," Grace said, sliding a hand along my shaft. "Didn't you just fuck Lucia?"
"I give you all the credit," I said. "You all are the ones corrupting me so thoroughly."
Grace gave a cheeky smile, then she bent low and took me into her mouth. I leaned back on my hands as she engulfed me and her hair brushed across my thighs, finding Kayla's hand again. The brunette met my eyes, her lips parted as Lucia slid her underwear down her legs. Then she squeezed my hand. Lucia got her head beneath Kayla's skirt, letting the purple garment cover her as she started to eat Kayla's pussy from behind.
My cock nudged into Grace's throat. She took me deeper with each pass down my length, and she dug her nails into my legs, scratching down my thighs before bringing her hand down to cup my balls. She scooped her fingers between my nuts and the bed, fondling me and going so deep on my pole that it was like she was trying to kiss the back of her wrist.
Our moans mixed and match as Lucia and Grace went down on the two of us. With me in her mouth, Grace brought her other hand down to her own crotch, popping the button on her jeans. I heard the zipper slide down as she shoved her hand down her pants and started rubbing herself. Her tongue flicked around the head of my cock, making me groan. My dick jumped in her lips, bouncing from bottom to top before she clamped back down on it and shoved me into her throat.
"Jesus," I said through gritted teeth, my cock throbbing, and Grace gave a pleased hum in response as she rubbed at her clit.
Kayla had dropped her head low, her legs going wobbly as Lucia dug into her. I could see the skirt moving atop Lucia's head, her knees spread wide to get her low and in the perfect position. She devoured Kayla, digging her nose into the folds of her pussy while she went down to suck and lick at her clit, then coming back up to drive her long tongue deep into Kayla's tunnel. Kayla put her face into the bed, moaning into the blanket. Lucia went high then, sliding her tongue up past her pussy to start rimming her, bringing her hands up underneath the skirt to squeeze and pull at Kayla's cheeks.
Grace went wild on both me and herself. She had shoved her pants down further, shifting her hips so she could easily slide her fingers into her wet lips and rub furiously at her clit. Her hair stuck to her cheeks where they were wet with her spit, her eyes closed, her lips humming across me with her sounds of pleasure. I still held Kayla's hand, but I brought the other up to Grace, settling it on her head, pushing my fingers into her hair.
"I'm...ah...Lucia, right there!" Kayla squealed, shoving her ass back into Lucia's face. Lucia pushed two fingers inside of Kayla's pussy while she sucked on her clit. Kayla was trembling.
Grace slowed down on me, wiggling out of her pants down below. But she couldn't quite pull it off. Frustrated, she popped my cock out of her mouth with an "Ah!" and stood, yanking down her pants. Her underwear, white with pink polka dots, didn't go down with them. The crotch was soaked; she pulled them down with a grunt, biting at her lip. I saw that wildness in her eyes, the burning need that took over Grace at a certain point. And we were well past that point.
Grace climbed onto the bed, hands shoving my shoulders back, making room for herself.
"Grace," I said, panting, my cock still dripping with her spit. "You need my cock in you, don't you?"
"God fucking yes I do." Grace dug her fingers into my shoulders and straddled me, her breasts pushing into my face before she got on her knees properly. Then she shoved them in my face again, my nose rubbing into her shirt she lifted herself over me and found my cock with her slick lips. "Hey! Help me out here!"
I had been teasing her a little, moving around beneath her. If I hadn't fucked Lucia just a few hours ago, I probably would've needed it just as bad as her. But I listened, and I held her tight and still with one arm while I nestled against her entrance and then thrust myself up inside her.
"Fuck! Yes!" Grace screamed, bowing her head into my shoulder. I didn't let her ride me, though. I thrust myself up into her, holding her up above my crotch while I pumped my hips from the bed. She made a tight, muffled sound against my ear as the pleasure locked her up inside.
Kayla was on the opposite end, loud and lost in the pleasure, telling Lucia to keep going, to suck on her clit harder. Lucia wiggled her fingers inside Kayla's pussy, her lips and her tongue working overtime on her clit. Kayla still had my hand in her grip, and she clamped down on me like a vice when she came, spreading my fingers open. She buried her face in the bedspread, her glasses going askew, and she screamed. The thick blanket absorbed most of the sound, but I swore I felt it shake the bed as Kayla's orgasm swept through her, Lucia not letting up a single inch on her between her fingers and the suction of her mouth. Kayla locked her knees to stay upright, putting her weight on the bed, her quivering ass in Lucia's face until the Latina pulled her head out of Kayla's skirt, a glistening smile on her features.
Kayla collapsed down, sliding back on the bed until her knees hit the floor. Lucia hugged her from behind, wrapping her arms around Kayla's chest.
"Give me a second," Kayla panted, reaching back to touch Lucia's leg. "And then put your pussy right where my face is."






  
  Chapter 5


I slammed up into Grace, wetness squelching between us. She made high and tiny panting sounds in my ear, her ass bouncing against my legs. She squeezed her arm down between us and got on her clit again, and her arm bumped against my stomach as she rubbed herself.  
"Oh, Ethan," she moaned into my ear. "Don't stop...don't slow down."
Kayla had released my hand, so I grabbed Grace with both arms and held her tight against me while I thrust up into her over and over. I deeply enjoyed the sounds she made, a new one brushing against my ear every time I bottomed out.
Beside me, Lucia came up onto the bed, doing as Kayla wished and planting her pussy right in front of Kayla's face. Her shoulder bumped up against me, and Lucia stroked down my back and then back up to Grace's hair.
Kayla instantly grabbed Lucia around her thighs and pulled her in toward herself, burying her face in Lucia's lips and drinking her down. Lucia tossed her head back, her dark hair flying in an arc as she grinded her pussy up against Kayla's eager mouth.
Pinned against me, mashing her clit while I fucked her, Grace sucked in a gasp of air and came, burying her face against my neck. She slammed herself down onto my cock, meeting my thrusts, her fingers savage and strong, and her body shook against me while her lips opened and sucked on my neck, her sounds tingling into my skin and sending goosebumps down my body.
I could have kept going and finished inside of her, but there was another girl who I hadn't been in today, and I wanted to rectify that.
I let Grace recover against me for a moment, whispering in her ear. She nodded against me, then I helped her slide up and off of me. She let out a small sigh as I left her, my cock shiny with her juices and my lap damp with the same. Grace and I swapped places, the big-breasted blonde falling back onto the bed, while I stood and pulled my feet free of my bunched pants.
I went around behind Kayla, to where she knelt on the floor while eating Lucia's pussy up on the bed. I bent down over her, sliding my hands along her sides. 
"Get back up," I said to her, my voice turning into a low growl thanks to the surging need these women had built inside me. "I'm going to fuck you while you make Lucia cum."
I grabbed Kayla around her hips and pulled her up, and she shuffled her feet forward to get her ass in the air for me. I hovered back carefully so as not to smear my wet dick across her nice skirt, grabbing it with a clean hand and throwing it over her back to get it out of my way. At the sight of her perfect ass, my cock screamed at me to bury myself inside her. Kayla's underwear were still around her ankles. 
Taking her by the hips again, I met Lucia's eyes over Kayla's back. Lucia was breathing hard, her lips parted, watching me raptly and waiting for me to slide into Kayla. Keeping eye contact with Lucia, I used one hand to help my dick search out Kayla's hole, then I pushed forward into her pussy, sliding all the way in.
"Mmmmph!" Kayla moaned between Lucia's legs, while Lucia gasped at the renewed attention.
I closed my eyes, letting the pleasure wash over me. Grace had turned over, watching me fuck Kayla as well, while putting her hand on Kayla's head and murmuring words of encouragement to her as she ate Lucia's pussy. 
I banged into Kayla, giving her long strokes while her pussy grabbed and gripped me. I pushed her skirt back when it threatened to fall over us, slapping her ass for good measure. 
Lucia shot her hand down to Kayla's head, and she and Grace held her down there as Lucia's moans grew higher in pitch. She shook her hips, pressing her muff up hard into Kayla's face, and Kayla pulled on her clit with her lips until Lucia let go. Her orgasm made her body tremble as she bent down over Kayla, holding her head. Grace had her head on Lucia's thigh, a dreamy smile on her face as she watched her girlfriend cum.
And after what I consider an impressive restraint, it was my turn. I held Kayla by the hips like she belonged to me and I slammed my cock into her, deep, over and over, until the pressure in my balls was too much and came inside her with a hitching moan, pulling her into me even as I thrust forward. I pumped my load out, my cock throbbing inside of her while Lucia's tense muscles gave out and she sank backward on the bed.
"Fuck," I gasped, pulling out of Kayla. Thinking quickly, I snatched my underwear from the floor and stopped my load dripping out of her before it could get onto the carpet. I didn't want to make a mess.
Technically, we were guests.






  
  Chapter 6


Grace bundled up the bedspread once everyone's pants were back on.  
"I'll get it in the laundry down the hall, and either me or Kayla will swing by to put the clean one back on," she said, squeezing the ball of blankets against herself. "Jenna will never know either way."
"You really saved the carpet from that drip," Kayla complimented me, winking.
"But the covers were no match for me and you." Lucia blew a kiss at Kayla.
We left the dorm room mostly as we found it—just missing one bedspread, soon to be returned. It was a set of college sheets. I was sure that it had seen much worse in its lifetime.
We were done not a moment too soon, apparently, as the concert had finished up and we noticed a lot more students around as we descended down to the first floor again, sans the laundry.
"I guess our time's up," Grace sighed.
We left the dorm building somewhat like we were fleeing a crime scene, getting out into the sun and squinting before we shifted to the shade of one of the short trees lining the walkway.
"This was awesome," Kayla said, then she laughed. "Not just the sex. Though it was. But the concert, lunch, even just walking around campus together. I hate being so busy all the time. I really needed this."
"It really was." Grace kissed me on the cheek, then did the same to Lucia.
"I'm sure I can manage to make more appearances here," I told them. "Whether we have a free dorm room or not. Trust me, I've driven much farther for lunches that I had no desire to go to, back in the city. This is like a dream."
"I don't do a lot of laundry in my dreams," Kayla said.
"I do a lot of cleaning in my dreams," Grace volunteered. "It sucks. I wish my dreams were more like today."
"I wish I dreamed about baking," Lucia said. "Instead I dream about getting stalked through the woods by tigers or something. I think I need to eat less sodium before bed."
"I don't know," I said, rubbing my chin. "That sounds kind of cool."
"Pfff. Until you're caught!" Lucia bared her teeth.
We watched the flood of students continue to come from the direction of the concern, getting back to their activities.
"Evening classes are still on," Kayla said, twisting her mouth. "Well, at least graduating a semester early will save me a bunch of money. Future Kayla will thank me, after she sleeps for thirty-six hours straight."
"I'll walk you to class, babe," Grace said, grabbing her hand. "Maybe buy you an energy drink."
"Grapefruit?" Kayla said hopefully.
"Always." Grace batted her eyelashes.
"Bye, loves," Lucia said, hugging them, and I did the same. "We'll do it again soon! In different positions, too."
Giggling, Grace and Kayla departed, still holding hands. 
"Don't get any funny ideas," I told Lucia as we walked back to the car. "My dick is in emergency medical coma mode. For his health."
Lucia bent down, peering studiously at my crotch. She nodded and straightened back up. "Seems to be in order. So if I'm driving us down any dark alleys or back roads, it would be best if my plan is actually to murder you?"
"Mm-hm," I affirmed. "It's the only way I'll survive."
We got into her car and she took us back to town, the vast campus growing smaller behind us until the descent of the road made it disappear.
"Only one more month of Kayla's internship," Lucia said. "It'll be nice to have her back. No offense to Austin. But...Kayla does it better."
"Yeah," I sighed, leaning back in the seat. "He might be too run-down by his sports schedule. I may have jumped the gun with the extra hours for him. I think he'd be relieved if I scaled him back, honestly."
"I'm sure you can make it work." Lucia looked over at me as we stopped at a light. "You've done a great job so far."
"I have excellent contemporaries," I responded, squeezing her leg. "You know, I'm pretty hungry now. You want to get some dinner?"
Lucia nodded. "That sounds good. Are you in a...fifteen-dollar wine mood?"
I watched her try not to laugh, which just made me snicker. "Lunch was free," I said. "Now some glasses of wine are more justified than ever."
"That's some good gymnastics." Lucia pulled through the green light. "I'll allow it. Oh and you know, Grace was talking to me about some changes she wants to make to Bright Sunshine Cleaning."
That was Grace's cleaning business. "Yeah?"
"Mm. Some expansion, I guess? I bet you'd be able to help her with that. Executive background and all."
"I'd love to," I said. "I'll talk with her next time we get a chance."
I drummed my fingers on my leg. "Expansion. Wow. I feel like we're all waiting for things to slow down, and they never do, you know?"
"I know what you mean," Lucia said. "It's a busy time of life. You with the new business, Grace and Kay finishing school, me looking for my own place after living at home way too long to help mamá. If we wait for life to slow down, it will just shoot on past us."
"So we grab what we can, and we fit in sleep somewhere," I said thoughtfully.
"Pretty much."
"That makes me feel better," I said. "Like I'm not doing something wrong."
"You're doing many things right, if you ask me," Lucia said. 
"Thanks." I slapped my hands on my legs. "All right, enough heavy talk! Let's decide on dinner."
That chat took us into town, and we finished out a long day with a leisurely dinner. I told them in the group text that Grace and Kayla were due for a nice relaxing dinner, too, and I was treating them the next time they got a free night.
Life was fast, and you had to find spots to slow down. I told Grace we'd talk soon about Bright Sunshine Cleaning, and I spent some more time with the beautiful woman across the table.

To be continued in Book 9…
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It's back to Quill's End for the Bookshop Harem, and love is in the air. 

Mixing business with pleasure was new for Ethan, but he's adapted to it well in his time in the small town of Timber Creek. With Grace looking to expand her cleaning company, Ethan offers her his advice...and a little extra.

It's time for the Bookshop Harem to take their polyamorous relationship to the next level, and the magic words are on Ethan's lips. Are they all ready for that next step?






  
  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 and completed in Book 10…
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It's the final book for the Bookshop Harem series. And things are getting real. 

With life unfolding faster and faster, it's easy for the days to slip by. Ethan is making time for Grace, Lucia, and Kayla while running Quill's End. But sometimes making time isn't enough.

In a flurry of running around town and hooking up in unexpected places, the harem are going to find themselves taking the next step together in a wonderful way, in this conclusion to the Bookshop Harem series.






  
  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








  
  Author's Note


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
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Mark is coming off a bad breakup, and he's just moved across the country. Dating is the last thing on his mind...at least, for a while.

But it's lonely in a new city, and Mark starts thinking about finding someone. He finds a flyer for a strange matchmaking service calling themselves Bird and Stone. Making his way through a grueling screening process, Mark finds himself set up on a date with two women, Emily and Sandra.

A mistake, surely, he thinks. But no. Bird and Stone arranges harems, and Mark is about to jump into a world he's never even considered.

Is a harem right for Mark? Or will the two beautiful women be too much for him?
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His Writer's Harem


His Writer's Harem

A writer's retreat becomes a harem fantasy turned real.

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.

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.
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