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      To all the single ladies with male friends who won’t put out and do you a solid. May you all find a Chad who is willing to dick you down and put up with your crazy.
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            A NOTE FROM THE AUTHORS

          

        

      

    

    
      Hello!

      Thank you for choosing to read Chad and his not Harem. Before you start there are a few things we’d like to mention.

      
        
          	
        Are you like Amber and need to read a series in order even if it’s a series of standalones? If yes, you’ll need to go back and read Amber’s Book Chase and the girl who came back, followed by Arden and the girl downstairs. Chad is a standalone, however you first meet him in Chase. Arden’s storyline runs on the same timeline as Chad, however it’s recommended you read Arden first if you are wanting to read in order.
      

      	
        This book is set in a fictional Australian town. It is very much Australian; some things have been embellished for the story. It is fiction after all.
      

      	
        The legal drinking age in Australia is eighteen and it is pretty common for eighteen-year-olds to be at a pub (or bar depending on where you are from).
      

      	
        There are medical conditions and procedures mentioned in the book. These are based on personal experiences and should no way be used to self- diagnose. If you experience any of the symptoms mentioned, please speak with a medical professional.
      

      

      

      We hope you enjoy Chad’s story.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

          CHAD

        

      

    

    
      The buzzer above the door dings, alerting me to someone’s arrival while I’m in the middle of setting up for the day. Kind of odd for 10 a.m. on a Wednesday morning—people generally don’t start showing up until closer to lunchtime. But who am I to judge? A customer is a customer.

      Looking up, I take note of the three men heading straight towards me, chatting amongst themselves. The first guy, who appears older than the rest, leads the group. He is dressed in scrubs and looks like he needs to sleep for a week. His blond hair is messy, like he’s been running his fingers through it for hours. The second guy is tall and has a grin on his face that reminds me of my friend Arden’s; he has the whole pretty boy thing down pat. He’s dressed in slacks and a polo shirt and looks like he’s about to go and play a round of golf. And the third doesn’t seem to fit the group; he’s scruffy looking, dressed in a Star Wars T-shirt and jeans, and it looks like he has just rolled out of bed.

      When they approach the bar, I stop what I’m doing and turn to face them. “Welcome to Grumpy’s. What can I get you guys? The kitchen doesn’t open for another hour.”

      “That’s okay, we’re not here to eat. We’re here to see Chad.” The tall one speaks with authority in his voice.

      “I’m Chad . . . who the hell are you?” I ask cautiously. Now that I live with Arden, you never know who will turn up. Apparently, he had a stalker last year, so he hasn’t messed around; the security at the house is tight. This scene, however, is almost the start of a bad joke: three men walk into a bar . . . My brother works security and I’ve learned a few things over the years, but my spidey senses are telling me to relax—these guys seem harmless.

      “Oh, good, you made it!” Ella says as she steps behind the bar from the office out the back. Eyeing her suspiciously, I suddenly have a bad feeling about all of this. “Oh my god, no freaking way. Caleb?” she blurts out, bouncing up and down on the spot excitedly.

      The sparkly horns on Ella’s unicorn slippers distract me momentarily. She’s only allowed to wear them while we’re setting up and there’s no one here. I tried to tell her no, but she put up one hell of a fight.

      “Ella, what are you doing here?”

      I glance back up, and the guy in the scrubs is staring at her. I take a step closer to her, and he blinks and shakes his head.

      Well, I guess that’s Caleb.

      It doesn’t really tell me who he is, just that apparently he knows Ella. Which, if you ask me, is probably as bad as if he had known Arden.

      “I work here,” she replies, hoisting herself onto the stool I keep behind the bar for her. “What are you doing here?”

      “Uhhh, we’re here to interview Chad as a potential housemate,” he tells her as he looks over at me again. “But by the look on your face, you weren’t expecting us?” He directs that bit at me.

      “About that . . .” Ella bats her eyelashes at me. It might have worked when she was fifteen and demanding a job, but it won’t work now.

      “What did you do?” I deepen my voice and level her with a stare.

      “I found a solution to your problem,” she responds innocently. “It was obvious you were intrigued by the ad, but way too freaking chicken to do anything about it. So, I took matters into my own hands. You’re welcome, by the way.” She sits there smiling and swinging her legs on the stool.

      “I don’t have a problem, and I sure as hell don’t need you to pimp me out for sex.”

      “Sure you do. You can’t move back into your apartment for god knows how long, and you said so yourself, you also can’t live at Arden’s forever. Plus, pimping you out would imply I’m being paid. Which I’m not. So, therefore, definitely not pimping you out.” She pokes her tongue out at me and turns her attention back to the three guys still standing at the bar.

      If I know anything, it’s that Ella is definitely not backing down from this, so I may as well listen to what they have to say. I must admit, I was kind of intrigued by the ad we saw last week, but I don’t know how I feel about sharing a girl with three other men. Especially a girl I’ve never met. How does that even work?

      “Fine, Ella, you win. I’ll hear them out. But I’m going to need a drink for this conversation.” She looks at the clock on the wall and then back at me, in silent question. “Don’t even,” I warn. The look on my face must be serious—Ella doesn’t argue with me.

      “Fine, would you guys like something to drink?” Ella asks them as she slides off her stool and pours me a beer.

      “I’ll have one of them,” Caleb responds, and the guy in the polo shirt sniggers. “Don’t start, Lo. I just worked twelve hours and am in desperate need of a shower and sleep.” Although Caleb’s voice still has the authoritative tone to it, I can hear the exhaustion.

      “I didn’t say a thing. I’ll have coke. I have to go to work after this. I’m Lochlan, by the way,” he says as he holds his hand out to shake mine and throws a wink at Ella. I shake his hand, and he squeezes a little too tight for my liking.

      “Nice to meet you, Lochlan, I’m Ella,” she says handing him a glass of coke. She places a beer in front of Caleb and turns her attention to the third guy who’s been awfully quiet.

      “What can I get you?”

      “Just a water please,” he says as he pulls out a stool and makes himself comfortable.

      “Sure thing.” Ella grabs a bottle of water and passes it to him before climbing back on her chair and making herself comfortable again.

      “Thanks, Ella. I’m Isaac,” the final guy introduces himself. Funny, they are here to interview me, yet Ella gets the formal introductions.

      “Nice to meet you.”

      “You too.”

      An awkward silence falls around us before Lochlan speaks again, this time to Caleb. “Wanna tell us how you know Ella? Please don’t tell me you slept with her—Mady will be pissed.”

      I’m happy someone finally asked the question. I’ve been curious to know.

      “Like you can judge, do you even know the name of the girl you were sneaking out of the house this morning? There is one rule, and you broke it, dude. You think she won’t know?” Caleb retorts.

      “It’s different, and you know it. I’m not sleeping with Mady, and if you have time to be banging some random girl . . . No offence, Ella . . .” He has the decency to look a little guilty. “Then you have time to fulfil our girl’s needs, and we don’t need to be wasting our time interviewing for a housemate and potential dick for Mads.”

      “Seriously, Lo? Get fucked. When do you think I have time to go out and get laid?” Caleb responds, clearly pissed at his friend.

      “Uh, we never slept together. He was one of my doctors,” Ella offers to the room in order to defuse the situation.

      “Oh,” is all Lochlan manages to say. I understand why Caleb couldn’t say anything outright—you know, doctor-patient confidentiality and all that.

      “Does anyone want to explain what is actually going on here? I thought a harem meant you were all sleeping with. . . Mady is it?” I ask the guys.

      “Traditionally, yes, but that’s not the case with us,” Isaac responds. “We all live together, but none of us are sleeping with her. Lochlan is a self-proclaimed sex addict with major commitment issues. He flat out refuses to ruin his and Mady’s fourteen-year friendship. Caleb is finishing up his final rotation at New Hope Private, so is currently working a billion hours a week and doesn’t have as much time for Mady as he did when he first moved in.” Caleb’s face falls at that revelation. It’s obvious he cares for her, but I get it. Your career can definitely get in the way. It isn’t easy to date when you own a bar and work pretty much every night and weekend. “As for me, I have some issues⁠—”

      “So we’re looking for someone to move in and screw our girl six ways to Sunday to keep her happy and satisfied,” Lochlan interrupts, and Isaac glares at him. “It’s been months. She needs to get laid.”

      “She wouldn’t need someone else if you’d pull the stick out of your ass and realise what you have in front of you.” Isaac aims his words at Lochlan. “And you,” he says, facing Caleb. “If you’d let me fix the stupid fucking hospital roster that seems hell-bent on running every doctor into the ground, you’d have more time to spend at home.”

      Isaac picks at the label on his water bottle, a move I’m all too familiar with—most customers do it when they have something to say, or they feel guilty. I’m going with the latter in this case.

      Taking a moment to observe the other two guys, they both seem a little surprised by Isaac’s outburst, and it makes me wonder . . .

      What’s wrong with this girl?

      She lives with three men, and they either don’t have time to have sex with her, or they can’t.

      “Does she know about this?” My voice cuts through the awkward silence. Not sure how they plan on pulling this off if she doesn’t. I wouldn’t feel right being a part of this if she’s unaware her roommates are searching for a guy to move in with them and sleep with the girl they all seem to like.

      “Not yet,” Caleb responds. “But she’ll be on board.” His tone may hold authority, but there is definitely a hint of hesitation in his reply.

      “I honestly don’t think this is for me,” I tell them. I can’t shake the feeling that this isn’t going to work, so I may as well be truthful.

      “You like sex, right? And have a functioning dick?” Lochlan asks me, as if it’s that simple. His last question has Isaac pulling apart the napkin on the bar. I wonder if that was a hit at Isaac after his comment earlier.

      “Of course I like sex and have a functioning dick.” I level him with a stare.

      “Well, you tick nine of the ten boxes, so the room’s yours if you want it,” he tells me, then finishes his coke and gets up from his chair.

      “Sorry for wasting your time, but this really isn’t for me.” I lean over the bar and offer my hand to Caleb.

      “Thanks for meeting with us. I guess we’ll keep looking,” Caleb says, shaking my hand and standing.

      “Could I talk to you for a sec before you leave, Doc?” Ella asks, nodding towards the end of the bar.

      “Sure, I’ll meet you guys in the car,” he says as he makes his way out of earshot, and she follows him.

      I notice her glancing over at me while they talk. I don’t trust her—she’s up to something. I know Ella well enough to recognise when she’s scheming.

      Isaac and Lochlan start to head towards the door, just as I process Lochlan’s parting comment.

      “Wait, you said I tick nine of the ten boxes?” I ask.

      Lochlan turns around to answer me. “Yep, you own a bar, so you are tidy, and I assume you are good at spreadsheets, which ticks the boxes Isaac has. You have a good job, which covers Caleb’s requirements.” Lochlan is holding up fingers to count off each item. “You have man parts, and judging by the size of your shoes, they are big man parts, and you’re tall,” he says, putting up three more fingers. “You may be confused, but I can see your brain ticking and you’re curious about joining a harem. So that’s another tick. You’re willing to put out, and you’re not bad to look at,” he says with a wink and holds up nine fingers.

      Wait, did he just hit on me? I’m more confused now than I was ten minutes ago.

      “What’s the tenth box?” I ask, curiosity getting the better of me.

      “Do you like tacos?”

      “What kind of monster doesn’t like tacos?”

      Lochlan laughs at my response. “Guess you tick all the boxes then,” he says as he finally pushes through the door and disappears outside, leaving me speechless and wondering what the hell just happened.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

          MADY

        

      

    

    
      “Psst.”

      I slap at the hand shaking my shoulder.

      “Let me sleep,” I groan, the haze from the alcohol I drank last night clouding my brain. Why did I drink so much? Oh, shit. . .

      I sit up straight, the memories flashing back. The bar, the hot as fuck bartender, the girl in the slogan shirt refilling my drinks. I open one eye and see him—Chase, Charlie. . . Chad.

      “Hi,” he whispers. His five o’clock shadow makes him even more handsome than I remember, a tingle between my legs reminding me of just how attracted I was to him last night.

      I don’t know why, but the cross between country and city looks good on him and definitely got my attention last night. His unruly dirty blond hair and hazel eyes were what I noticed first, then I looked at what he was wearing and couldn’t help but wonder if this guy could fulfil my lumberjack fantasy. We don’t really have them here, but after reading one too many romance novels featuring guys who wear flannel shirts and blue jeans . . . This girl couldn’t help but fantasise when I first saw him last night.

      I smile back. I’m terrible in awkward situations. One-night stands are very far and few between because Caleb will usually scratch an itch if I have it. Although it has been a while since Caleb has had time to do that.

      “Hi,” I squeak in a weird tone. Way to be sexy, Mady.

      “Um, why is there another guy sleeping next to me? You didn’t tell me you have a boyfriend.”

      My eyes go round as saucers. I peek around Chad’s bare chest and Lochlan is curled up under the covers, lightly snoring. Without thinking, I lean across the hunk of a man, his bare skin against mine awakening a fire between my legs—which I squeeze together to try to relieve some of the sensation—and whack Lo in the stomach. He lets out an oomph and rolls onto the floor. I can’t believe he still ended up in here, when it was clear there was another person in my bed. One that definitely doesn’t live here.

      “What the fuck, babe?” he says, popping his head up from the side of the bed and smiling when he notices Chad.

      Poor Chad looks between Lo and me, confused. I slip out of bed, clearly still naked, and two sets of eyes follow me. I know Lochlan is attracted to me. He just refuses to sleep with me, always with the endgame comments. Like he thinks if he builds me a harem of men that fulfil my needs, I will be here when he is ready. I’ll have to break it to him that now I have the guys, I could never get rid of them unless they wanted to move on. The thought makes my heart hurt, even if it’s selfish of me. So, when Lo finally comes around, he better be prepared to share, because he is the reason I know Caleb and Isaac.

      I slip into my nightgown and turn to face the guys. Lo is standing there in his boxer briefs, bare chest and abs for days. Those things should be illegal, I’ve known him since we were ten and have loved him since before he had abs, however the abs have definitely not helped towards lessening my attraction to him. He has a huge-ass fucking smile on his face. I know the smile; he’s done something I’m not going to like.

      Chad clears his throat. He’s now dressed in last night’s clothes and looks ready to run.

      “I’ll walk you out.” My reply is awkward, but how am I supposed to react when the guy I just had a one-night stand with wakes up to another half-naked guy in my bed? I throw Lo a look, and he just laughs and continues to watch me squirm.

      Putting my big girl panties on, I walk to the door and swing it open. Luckily for me, my room is off the lounge room. It seemed the most appropriate with all my hospital trips that I’m close so the guys can listen out for me. It’s also the biggest room.

      Isaac and Caleb are standing behind the couch, as if they were waiting for us to come out.

      “You owe me fifty bucks, dude,” Isaac says to a smirking Caleb.

      “Mady, I thought you would put up more of a fight,” Caleb teases as he walks into the kitchen and flicks on the kettle. We have one of those fancy coffee machines, but Caleb still drinks the instant stuff—not sure if it’s just to piss Isaac off, or he actually likes the crap.

      A knock at the door startles me, even though I’m expecting it. There is a schedule, after all. Shamus opens the door; he no longer waits for us to let him in. He’s been delivering us food for the better part of two years. When Isaac developed the app to cater to people with allergies, he brought Shamus on board to help with recruitment and training. We may now have to wait a little longer for food, but at least we can be sure there is nothing that will make me sick or that I’m allergic to. Shamus and Isaac have worked with restaurants and cafés in the city to develop the food delivery app for people with allergies and intolerances. Essentially, they created something that would be safe for me, but for some reason Shamus is still the only person to deliver my food, so now he just lets himself in.

      “I have a bone to pick with you,” he says, looking around the room as he addresses us all. He puts the food on the coffee table and holds out a piece of paper. “Why was I not interviewed for this, and how important is the dick part?”

      He turns to me now. “You know I love you, Mady, but you have a vagina.” He shudders as he says it.

      I walk to him and snatch the paper from his hand. It’s a “Roommate Wanted” sign. I look around at my guys. What have they done?

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      “What have you idiots done? Seriously, you don’t think I can find dick myself?” I wave my hand in Chad’s direction.

      “About that . . .” Chad finally speaks up.

      “You’re in on this.” My voice is laced with accusation and my temper is rising. Here I was thinking I finally found someone on my own.

      “Not exactly,” he says.

      Again, we are interrupted by the door. But this time, the person is knocking.

      “Will someone get the fucking door?” I snap.

      Shamus walks to the door and opens it. The girl from the bar walks in, complete with unicorn slippers and a slogan shirt that says: “My girlfriend’s hotter than yours.” I recognise the T-shirt. It’s a custom one I created last year.

      “Nice slippers,” Lochlan says as she enters the room and looks towards Caleb and Isaac, who are both now sitting on the couch.

      I look between her and them. They nod at her.

      “Uhh, Ella, what are you doing here?” Shamus asks her curiously.

      “I’m here to pick up Chad.” Her smile is like the Cheshire Cat as she looks at Chad.

      “Ella,” he warns. “What did you do?”

      “Like I always say, there isn’t much that can’t be achieved with unicorn slippers and cookies.”

      “Mady,” Shamus interrupts. “I’m still an option for this harem, right?”

      “Shut up, dude, you like dick,” Lochlan replies while slapping him on the back of the head. He emerged from the bedroom at some point, wearing considerably more clothing than before, and I now notice he is also wearing pink unicorn slippers.

      “So what? Why can’t I be her not boyfriend?”

      “He has a point,” Isaac says. “She has a not husband who sleeps in her bed every night.” He tips his head in Lochlan’s direction.

      “And we have Daddy over there.” Lo points to Caleb. “And we can’t forget her stalker.” He stares at Isaac, who flips him off. All funny stories, really. Ones I could explain when I have more time.

      “See, it’s perfect, I bring snacks to the table,” Shamus adds.

      The girl—Ella—pipes up. “But then you’re still missing the dick, and Chad here is a fine specimen.” Chad looks at her and narrows his eyes.

      “It’s sorted then. I’m the not boyfriend, and he can be the dick. And since I have my own place, he can have the room.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

          MADY

        

      

    

    
      The front door bangs open, no knock again. What’s with all these people letting themselves into my house? Shamus is forgiven; he brings me food.

      “Hey, the sexy part of LoLo has arrived,” Logan says, entering the room and interrupting my inner tantrum.

      Logan is Lochlan’s best friend—they met in sex addicts anonymous. Really, a friendship made in heaven. Both lasted one day before they were back out there. The only difference is, now they are the ultimate wingmen for each other.

      “Are you guys having a party without me?” he asks, feigning shock.

      “Not a party, Logan. These guys wanted to find me a regular dick and a roommate.”

      “I can help with the regular dick. You know the offer is there, babe,” he says in a smooth tone.

      “And crabs,” Isaac adds under his breath.

      “But roommate? Who’s moving out? You don’t have a spare room.”

      “About that. . .” Caleb says, rubbing his eyes. He has been on long-ass shifts and must be exhausted. “We decided that since Lochlan can’t behave or be trusted to not bring strangers home, he will be bunking with Mady. He sleeps in there every night anyway, so he doesn’t really need a room.” Caleb has his authoritative tone on and it’s making my thighs clench of their own accord. That right there is why Caleb is the daddy of the group. Romance novels really have given me a lot of fantasies.

      “How is that fair?” Logan asks, clearly pissed off. “Mady can screw you guys, and apparently whoever that guy is—yes, I know bed hair when I see it—but Lo can’t?”

      “Mind your damn business, Logan. No one asked you,” Caleb snaps. Not everyone in this house is fond of Logan—I’m pretty sure Caleb just tolerates him for Lochlan’s sake. Isaac, though, he taunts the LoLo duo bad. I don’t know if he actually hates them, but they definitely irritate him.

      “No one ever asks me,” Lochlan grouses, and grabs the now cold food before storming off to the kitchen.

      “I should go,” Chad speaks up, not giving Lochlan time to lose his shit over the room situation, but we will hear about it later. Bloody hell, I almost forgot there were so many people here.

      “I’m sorry about this.” My apology is sincere, and I wouldn’t blame this guy if he ran for the hills after the crazy that just went down in my living room. I wouldn’t be able to even explain it had he not been here to witness it himself.

      “Don’t be. Would you believe me if I told you I have a group of friends just as weird?”

      “Honestly, I would.” I laugh, and nervous butterflies swarm my stomach. What the hell? I think I might actually like this guy.

      “So, I’m going to meet you at the car, Chad,” Ella interjects. “Nice to see you guys again. Shamus, I’ll see you at home, and I’m sure I will be seeing you at the hospital again, Caleb.” She heads towards the door and high fives Shamus as she leaves.

      Suddenly five sets of eyes are watching me, and it has me feeling a little insecure as I glance around the room, choosing not to make eye contact with any of them.

      “I will walk you out,” I say, finally meeting Chad’s stare. He nods and walks towards the door.

      I make a point to slam the door behind me, letting the idiots inside know that I’m pissed at them. I’m sure their intentions were good, but they could have fucking asked me first, before they decided to pimp me out. What if I have my own requirements?

      “I had a good time.” My voice is barely a whisper. I freaking hate this part. Maybe this is why I don’t do one-night stands.

      “Me too.”

      “Ask her on a date, doofus,” Ella shouts out the car window.

      “I’m trying, Ella, but you’re interrupting me,” Chad yells back.

      I don’t know how these two know each other, but it’s obvious they are close, kind of like siblings. Especially since she’s picking him up from some random—or I guess not so random—girl’s house. I have a sneaky suspicion last night was a setup that both Ella and the boys were in on. It’s not often the boys encourage me to go out on my own. I should have known something was up.

      “Sorry, go ahead,” Ella says, winding up the window and pretending she isn’t watching.

      My poor neighbours. I feel bad for them on a regular basis because of LoLo. Those two—who yes do refer to themselves as LoLo when they’re together—with their regular shenanigans. And now this.

      Mrs Greenberg is outside watering her lawn in her nightie, clearly trying to get the gossip for her old lady book club. I swear those ladies get off on talking about what I must be doing with all these men. I think Ella might be the first girl to step foot in the house for a long time.

      Chad clears his throat. “As Ella so eloquently put it, would you like to go on a date with me tonight?”

      I glance up to meet his hopeful expression and my cheeks heat. “Yes, I think I would like that.”

      I had a nice time with Chad last night. It couldn’t hurt to get to know him a little better without the crowded bar scene. Plus, I would be stupid to turn him down—he’s good-looking, good in bed, and didn’t get scared by the shit show in there.

      “Great. I’ll pick you up at seven.” He looks relieved and smiles wide before turning away.

      I watch as Chad gets into the car and says something to Ella. She laughs as they take off. I head back inside, and all the guys are now at the table eating breakfast pastries.

      Walking up behind Caleb, I throw my arms around his neck and hug him from behind, giving him a peck on the cheek. His beard tickles my face, but I love it. There go those tingles again. Damn hormones.

      “Go to bed, you look like a zombie,” I say to Caleb before taking a seat at the table.

      “And you look fucked,” Logan says, and Lochlan laughs at him. “Is he better than the Doc?”

      “We all know that Daddy is good with his hands,” Loch jokes.

      “Bro-gans,” Isaac says, shaking his head and shoving his last bite of croissant into his mouth.

      “I’m off. I have work to do,” Shamus says, standing and dusting off his jeans, pastry crumbs falling to the floor.

      “How do you know that Ella girl?” I ask him before I lose my train of thought.

      “Oh, I, um, ah, I work security at her apartment,” he says sheepishly.

      “How many jobs do you have?”

      “Ummm, a few?” he hedges. “It’s good to be part of your harem. Maybe I should add that to my resumé as well,” he says with a wink.

      “Wait, what?” Logan demands. “The food delivery guy gets to be in your harem and not me?”

      “What can I say? He brings me snacks.” Everyone laughs at that.

      The thing Logan doesn’t realise is these guys have all added themselves to this so-called harem. Lochlan and I have been friends since we were ten, so I guess it started with him. When I got really sick three years ago, Caleb just showed up and never left. I have a feeling Lochlan called in some favours because he and Caleb work at the same hospital.

      Then we have Isaac, though our history is . . . different. It began as a failed one-night stand, then some random messages, which at the time I didn’t know were from him. When I didn’t reply, he showed up here one day and never left. And Shamus has been delivering food ever since then, come to think of it.

      Our dynamic is weird, but it works for us. I can’t be mad at the idea of adding regular sex to the mix; since Caleb works so much, he’s always too tired. Lochlan refuses to sleep with me but will screw his way through New Hope, Isaac can’t figure out why he can’t get it up—which I feel might be linked to a childhood trauma that he isn’t ready to talk about—and, well, Shamus is gay.

      Only time will tell if Chad can handle all this crazy.
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