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ABOUT LIVING CONDITIONS


Living Conditions upgrade to paradise—settling into a cliffside manor with shared dreams and delights.

The harem transitions from loft squeezes to Maggie's grand Victorian manor overlooking Rocky Cove cliffs, complete with a hot tub, pool, and expansive loft bedroom. Amid furniture deliveries and pizza feasts, Dominic, Maggie, Candy, Tia, Mindy, Sabby, and Cori navigate new routines—morning baking shifts, laundry loads, and cozy family discussions on boundaries and bliss.

Playful showers and tender pairings deepen their bond, while shop success fuels renovations for their forever home. Challenges like tight schedules build teamwork, proving their poly family thrives on communication and care. Revel in domestic harmony, lighthearted adjustments, and the joy of shared spaces.


HAREMLIT FACEBOOK GROUPS


Check out these Facebook groups that support the Haremlit community to find your next favorite harem tale!

	Harem-Lit - https://harem-lit.com 

	Dukes of Harem - https://www.facebook.com/groups/dukesofharem 

	Haremlit Readers - https://www.facebook.com/groups/HaremLitBooks 

	Harem Gamelit - https://www.facebook.com/groups/HaremGamelit 

	Romance for Men - https://www.facebook.com/groups/1324476308314052 





To the entrepreneurs who make progress an adventure and the diligent planners who make it happen.


Going out into the world, I do feel like a kid in the candy store

PHILIP ROSENTHAL


LIVING CONDITIONS
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CHAPTER ONE

A NEW DAY


The sound of a floorboard creaking wakes me. It’s dark inside my nook with the blackout curtains pulled closed. The three younger girls of my harem surround me as I blink my eyes, holding still to listen and wondering if someone remembered to lock the alley entrance to the store.

“Mmmnh.” Cori shifts back, pushing her firm ass into my morning wood. “What time is it?”

Glancing at my watch, I discover the face is black; I forgot to charge it again. The warm body covering my back twists away, tapping on the bedside table and searching for her phone. Her screen lights up the nook, followed by Sabby's sigh of frustration before it clatters and comes to rest, pointing at the ceiling as a glow illuminates the room.

“It’s just after five—we overslept,” Sabby grumbles as she rolls back, pressing her breasts into my back and kissing behind my ear. “We’d better get up. Can’t use traffic as an excuse when we slept above the shop.”

“Shhhh,” I whisper, grabbing her thigh as she grinds her hips on my ass. “I thought I heard something.”

“Oh shit,” Cori hisses, twisting her head to face me. Her blue eyes widen in the dim light as she turns toward the blackout curtains. “Did we forget to lock the door?”

“Yes,” a new voice whispers from the other side. “I locked it on my way in. Tia and Candy went to the bakery kitchen.”

It takes me a moment to recognize the voice, but I grin when I realize it’s Maggie.

“Is it okay to come in?” she asks. “Tia told me to come up and, I’ll quote her, ‘Wake the bitches up.’”

Cori groans but rolls away from me, slipping onto her feet. Sabby curses in Spanish while twisting in the opposite direction. Mindy moans, shifting closer, taking Sabby’s place, and pressing her warm breasts into my back.

“How do you do it?” she slurs sleepily. “I don’t have to be in till seven-thirty.”

“Complete fear of Tia’s wrath.” Sabby sighs in the dark. “Come on in, Maggie. We’re getting up, and we’re not modest.” The pair pads barefoot, circling the bed and picking up their underwear from the floor of my bedroom nook.

Mindy drapes her arm over my side and runs her fingers down my abdomen until she feels my wood. She giggles against my neck as she wraps her hand around the steely shaft. “I’ve heard stories about morning erections. Mmm, you’re so hard.”

“Dammit.” Cori chuckles. “I was going to take care of that. It was poking me in my ass when I woke up.”

“You snooze, you lose,” Sabby, her girlfriend, teases.

“I’ll take one for the team.” Mindy whips the sheet away and pulls me flat on my back. Her tiny hand strokes up and down as her head dips, licking around my head and down the sides.

“I’m not interrupting?” Maggie asks, drawing the curtain back. I squint into the glow of the streetlights that backlight her silhouette. My young girlfriends walk past her, wearing only bras and panties, and turn toward the living room to find their backpacks.

“Mmmm,” Mindy moans as her warm mouth surrounds my head, swirling her tongue as she nurses on the tip of my crown.

A light flicks on in the main room, and I squint from the sudden brightness, shading my eyes with my hand. Maggie grins at me, then drops her focus to Mindy’s head, bobbing over my groin.

“Fuck,” I moan, dropping my hand to grip the diminutive slut's black hair. My hips flex as she tightens her lips and sucks like she's trying to pull my cum straight from my balls.

“Are mornings always like this?” Maggie asks. She’s dressed in her clothes from yesterday, leaning against the doorway with her arms crossed under her full breasts. She smirks at me, seemingly undisturbed, as she watches Mindy attempting to swallow my entire length.

My face heats up with arousal and embarrassment, but I shrug like it's normal. “Not every morning,” I admit, tightening my grip on Mindy’s head to slow her down. The thing is that she likes it when I pull her hair, so it just encourages her to take me deeper until she gags.

Mindy pulls off of my cock, sweeping her hair back from her face so she can see Maggie. “It’s my first time waking up with Dom.” She grins. “Want to share?”

The shadows of my nook darken her face as she enters and stands by the bed. Sabby and Cori’s murmurs carry in from the living room as they dress. I push back, rising to rest against the headboard, and scratch the back of my head as I blink at my old high school girlfriend. Mindy shifts with me and returns to suck and slurp my head.

“Uhm…” I say, words evaporating in my mind from the pleasure of my talented cocksucking bedmate. Maggie shrugs, pulling off the sundress she wore yesterday and exposing her naked curves. She tweaks one nipple as she slides in next to me on the bed.

“I learned a little about sharing last night.” She smiles as she leans toward me, resting her hand on my chest. Our kiss starts small but deepens as she moans against my mouth. “I didn’t sleep much, so I’d enjoy a cozy snuggle with you.”

“Might be more than—hnngnnhh—snuggles,” I manage to say as Mindy drops her head down, her lips sealing around the root of my shaft.

Maggie grins as her hand strokes my scruffy jaw, blinking her eyes to see me better in the dim light. “Do you need to go help with the morning rush downstairs?”

I shake my head and kiss her again. Twisting at the waist, I reach and cup one of her full breasts, kneading the soft warmth and feeling her nipple harden as I tug lightly. “Not right away.”

I bite my tongue so I don’t ask questions about her night with Tia and Candy. She’s free to share whatever she likes. I’ve been nothing but transparent with her about my harem situation. She kisses me, moaning as I fondle her breast and tease her stiff peak.

I glance at her when she pulls from the kiss. Her eyes flick between mine as she bites her lip, nodding toward Mindy. “Is it okay?”

“Mmmnf,” I emit as the suction around my cock deepens. “You can do anything you’re comfortable with.”

She grins, nibbling and trailing licks down my jaw and neck. Her fingers rake the tips of her nails lightly down my chest as she lowers closer to Mindy, who’s still bobbing her mouth up and down my rigid length. I rock my head against the headboard, glancing into the rafters and closing my eyes as Maggie’s hair brushes down my torso. I open my eyes, watching her turn and kiss the younger girl's cheek.

“Here,” Mindy says, glancing at me as she steers my shaft toward Maggie. “I’ll take care of his balls. They feel extra heavy this morning.”

Widening my thighs, I reach for Maggie’s head, brushing through her lush brown tresses. Combing her hair away from her face, I watch her kiss my tip, licking down my length as Mindy drops lower, sucking my balls as they tighten from arousal.

“I think you’ve grown since high school,” Maggie rasps, wrapping her fingers around my girth. She gasps when my crown flares as she opens her mouth and sucks the pearl of my precum from my slit. I send a silent prayer of thanks to whoever the patron saint of harems is as she licks down one side of my rod, then back up the other.

“Bye, Dom,” Cori’s voice calls out from the main room.

“Have fun, Papi,” Sabby sings along, and they giggle as I hear the door close.

The sounds of the two remaining girls' cock worship fill the small nook as I watch two of my harem shifting their mouths between my thighs. Maggie pulls off the tip, swirling her tongue across the slit as our eyes connect. Mindy shifts to suck in my other sac, moaning. I feel the silk of her black hair as my shaft brushes across her forehead.

“Fuck, if you two don’t stop,” I gasp as Maggie pushes her lips down my shaft, staring at me with a heated gaze, “I’m going to come.”

“I don’t mind,” Maggie says, fisting and stroking my rigid manhood.

Mindy pops up, kneeling, her pert tits wobbling on her diminutive frame. “I want you to come whenever you want,” she encourages me. “Besides, I need to get ready for work.”

My cock throbs as I slide off the bed to stand and stroke my throbbing tool, coated in their spit. The pair shifts, crawling close to the bed's edge. They are yet another contrast: the college-aged, sexy Japanese school girl with messy braids next to the mature, voluptuous woman with full, round breasts.

“Fuck, you are both so beautiful,” I say huskily, stroking my shaft with firm pulls. “You want it on your face or in your mouth?”

“You choose,” Mindy says, opening her lips and sticking out her tongue. Her wide almond-shaped eyes slightly cross as she mimes an ahegao expression from hentai anime.

“Anywhere.” Maggie nods, blinking as she mirrors her companion's pose.

My balls lift as they lean and press their heads cheek to cheek, watching me with lustful expressions. Cupping and squeezing their breasts, they cradle their full cups to catch any stray shots or drips. I hit my peak and moan loudly as my dick throbs, jetting thick, white streams of cum onto their faces.

Mindy moans, feeling the sticky heat splattering her cheeks. She tries to focus on my face but blinks as I pull more and more cum from my balls. Maggie's eyes widen before snapping shut as a rope misses and splatters high on her cheek. They look drunk on lust as they hold still while I paint them with my seed, and it only prolongs my orgasm.

By the time I’m drained, both of their faces are glazed with globs and streaks of pearlescent cum. They wag their tongues over their lips, sucking in the sticky strands as they slide down their cheeks. I milk the last drop and push the tip toward Maggie’s mouth. Her eyes flutter open, staring into my soul as she sucks the pearl from my slit. Her eyes smolder as her tongue flicks up and down my opening before sealing around my head, eagerly slurping any remaining drops.

“Mmmmm, fuck. Good morning,” I rasp huskily, twisting to sit on the edge of the mattress and leaning back against the headboard.


CHAPTER TWO

SHOWER TIME


I can't look away from Maggie and Mindy kissing as they clean my cum off each other’s lips and cheeks. They swap my load between their open mouths, slanting their eyes to watch me. I slowly stroke my flagging erection as I watch, captivated by their actions. When they notice my gaze, their eyes gleam with renewed lust. My cock pulses in response, but Mindy glances at her wrist and then shakes her head.

“Nope, I need to shower for work.” She pushes off the bed and onto her feet, twisting to face Maggie. “Want to join me?”

My newest girlfriend checks with me, and I shrug, grinning. “Only big enough for two people. Go ahead; I’ll jump in when you’re finished.”

“I won’t be long,” she says, shifting to stand. Their faces glisten from my facials in the growing morning light coming through the kitchen windows, courtesy of the facials I gave them. My shaft throbs at the sight as I lazily stroke, calling out, “I still want that snuggle.”

Their giggles erupt as they turn, disappearing toward the back of my loft. When I hear the pipes rattle as water starts spraying, I let go of my cock and shift to relax on my back. The morning’s events have emptied my balls and my mind of any plans. I stare at the ceiling, struggling to remember what day it is.

Yesterday, I found a house for rent, which Maggie serendipitously owns. We met for lunch then walked through town to tour the rental property near the famous Rocky Cove cliffs. I nervously disclosed my polyamorous relationships with the five women in my harem to my old girlfriend. After her initial surprise, she told me that the large Queen Anne-style Victorian manor was left to her by her grandmother, Dolores. She suggested it would be a perfect home for my girls and me. We also discovered that the secret recipe I'd found in my grandfather's journals belonged to someone with her name. She said she knew my Grandpa Bill had dated her grandmother after I started culinary school.

The synchronicity of our past reminded me of our relationship in high school. I felt a magnetic tug toward her when Maggie revealed she was single. I didn't want to pursue anything without talking to my other five girlfriends, so we returned to my loft so I could introduce her to everyone. After getting to know each other over pizza, Maggie surprisingly left to spend the night with Candy and Tia. The three younger girls planned for an intimate interlude with me. The four of us played in my bedroom until we all fell asleep, exhausted from our tryst. We awoke when we heard the noise of her returning.

After recalling the evening, I recollect the plans to move my harem into Maggie's house. First, however, I should wash the bedding. After the wild foursome last night and a quick morning blowjob, followed by a pair of facials, means my sheets need laundering. Still naked, I slide out of bed, strip the bed, and carry the bundle past the bathroom to the utility room to start a load of laundry. The clothes from yesterday are still in the washer, so I shift them into the dryer and fill the machine with my bed linens and towels. Starting both machines, I head back toward my sleeping nook when Mindy enters the hall. Her black hair is a shiny sheet down her back. Her smooth, tawny skin is hidden behind a white towel tucked between her breasts.

“Oh.” The flare of her eyes as she takes in my nudity makes my cock twitch with arousal. She lifts a knowing smile at me. “Maggie said to ask you to join her.”

“Ah, uh, thanks,” I say, flushing from awkward embarrassment as my cock thickens.

“I like her,” Mindy says, walking past me toward the front of my loft to find her overnight bag. “She fits in well. Good job.” Her sweet, cheery voice sounds like a perky cheerleader.

I rub my face, grinning as I enter the bathroom. The shower curtain pulls back, and Maggie sticks her head out, looking at me. Her hair is slicked back, eyes glowing as she lowers her gaze to my manhood, currently rising from half-mast.

“Yeah, Dom. Good job picking your girls. They’re all a delight.” She giggles, stepping back as I slip inside. She presses her breasts into my back, wrapping her arms around me.

“I’m not sure I’ve picked anyone,” I say, twisting and pulling her against me, her breasts compressing into my chest. "Everything just sort of happened." Our innocuous kiss quickly deepens as we press our naked bodies together. Squeezing her ass, I tug her hips tight against my thickening shaft.

“We’ll cuddle later,” Maggie gasps, pulling away from my lips to reach between us and stroke my cock. “I want you to claim me. Make me yours. Right here in your shower.”

“It’s difficult to say no when you put it like that.” Kissing down her jaw and neck, I keep kneading her ass while she strokes me with one hand. Lifting one hand and cupping her large breast, I squeeze, making her moan. The round, soft orb overflows in my hand, and I pull my fingers to the hard point, tightening them to tug at her nipple.

“You have remarkable staying power,” Maggie groans, stroking my rejuvenated rod. Kissing down from her neck, I suck in the stiff bud I’d just pinched, provoking another gasp of passion. “Fuck, how do you manage with all of them?”

Pulling off her with a growl, I kiss her aggressively. “How about we talk after you’ve come all over my cock.”

Her eyes flare with heat. “Don’t have to twist my arm.” Her low chuckle and teasing voice make my dick throb.

I nip at the corner of her lip. “Face the wall.”

“Yes, sir.” She lets go of me and twists around. The water spraying from the faucet hits her from the side as I step behind her, gripping her hips with one hand and my cock with the other. She whimpers as she leans into the cool tile, pressing her ass back toward me.

Taking a moment to enjoy her bare curves glistening in the shower, I trace my crown down between her cheeks and press the tip into her pussy lips.

She whines and rocks her hips. “Just do it,” she pleads “Slam it in me. I need you to fuck me. Now.”

I realize I’ve not touched her like this since we messed around in high school. Back then, we were fumbling teenagers in the backseat of my car. I wonder how long she’s gone without sex, but her wanton behavior tells me she hasn’t been chaste for the past couple of decades. Not that I expected her to be. Fitting my swollen tip against her opening, I edge myself inside. “I don’t want to hurt you.”

“I’m not a virgin, Dom.” She growls, pushing back and forcing me deeper into her. “Last night was fun with toys and dildos, but I want—aiiigh, yes!”

She keens as I punch my hips, driving my cock to the hilt. Her tight, slick walls squeeze around my shaft as I cycle back and thrust into her with firm, steady strokes. I grip her waist, digging my fingers into her skin as I rail into her clenching cunt, pulling her back to meet each thrust. She presses her hands against the tile, arms flexing to keep from smacking her head into the wall. I growl, feeling her sheath tighten as I push her body hard.

“Fuck, yes. Like that! Fuck me. Oh god, you feel perfect,” she grunts, punctuating her words with moans and whines. “Don’t stop!”

“I’m just getting started,” I mutter coarsely, lifting one hand to her soaked, dark-brown hair. Gripping a fistful, I push her head against the wall. Her arms relax as her cheek presses into the cool tile. She cranes her neck and slants her eyes to stare at me.

“Rough? Is that how you like it?” I ask with a growl, smacking her ass.

“Yes! That’s what I need. Rough. Hard.” She gasps, and I feel her pussy ripple along my cock. “Take me, Dom. Make me yours. Oh, please. Fuck!”

Her pussy clamps tightly around me, her thighs shaking as she comes apart, releasing a gush of hot juice. I rut into her with short strokes, forcing myself deeper inside her clenching walls. “Good girl. You come so good for me, Mags.”

She drops her head as I tighten my grip on her hips, slowing my thrusts to cycle into her slower. Her head rolls back, looking at me as I stroke through her orgasm steadily. Reaching around her side, I grasp one heavy breast, squeezing the soft flesh as I pull her body back into my chest.

“God, you’re good at this,” Maggie says, reaching her arm behind my head as our bodies mesh in a relaxed rhythm. Dropping my head, I kiss her, and our tongues battle as my hips start to quicken. “You feel so good.” Her moan vibrates my lips as she gasps in pleasure. “Give it to me hard again, one more time. I want you to come inside me.”

“You’re such a dirty girl,” I mutter into her ear. I should think about birth control. I should pull out and be responsible. But as her words echo in my ears, my mind centers on breeding her—blasting my thick seed into her as she falls apart against my shower wall. My body responds, pushing the pace. I punch my hips firmly and drive my dick through her rippling walls. “Fuck, Maggie. I'm right there. Come with me.”

She nods, biting her lips as she stares at me. Our faces are inches apart as my hips snap, slamming my throbbing cock into her. Her mouth falls open, but she doesn’t look away.

“You want my cum?” I grit out as I push to my peak. “You want to feel me fill you up.”

“Oh, god. Yes! Dom! FUCK!” She cries out as her body stiffens, legs trembling and knees buckling.

I slam in deep as she loses control. Wrapping my arms tightly around her. I keep her on her feet. My balls pulse as I buck, spraying my hot jizz into her depths. Her eyes drift closed as she bites her lip while I jerk into her, my balls pulsing with each bolt of bliss. I lean into her, sheathed to the hilt as I hold her before twisting us until my back is against the wall and sliding to the tiled floor, out of breath.

She twists languidly around to kiss me as my cock slips free. Her breasts feel warm, flattening on my chest. It takes a few moments to realize the water has gone lukewarm as it sprays over our satiated bodies.

“Come on,” I say, helping her to her feet. “We have cuddling to do.”


CHAPTER THREE

DOMESTICATION


Maggie smiles as we watch each other dry off after our extended shower fuck. In our haste to consummate our relationship, I forgot to use soap or shampoo. Pushing the thought out of my mind, my eyes dance over her nude flesh as Maggie preens for me. Her cheeks flush, and her eyes flare, watching me devour the sight of her. I’d slept nude with my younger three, and she left her sundress on the floor by my bed before she climbed into the shower with Mindy, so we're still naked as we walk the five steps to my bedroom. We find only the inner comforter lying in a pile atop the bare mattress.

“This okay for cuddling?” I ask, shaking it over the mattress. “I'll go get another set of sheets if you don’t mind being naked a little bit longer.”

“Go get them.” She grins as she picks up her sundress from the floor and folds it. “I’ll help you make the bed.”

Heading to the utility room, I grab a bundle of sheets I keep inside a matching pillowcase. It includes fitted and flat sheets, a clean duvet cover for the comforter, and a second pillowcase. This system keeps things in one place and makes it easy to change—so long as I don’t get distracted by the young, exotic, naked girl wearing only a towel inviting me to join my new girlfriend in my shower. I blink at the memory of Mindy's diminutive body as I re-enter my nook and set the bundle of linens on the edge of the bed. I wink at Maggie as I pull out the sheets.

“Oh, I do the same thing.” She grins and reaches for the fitted sheet. “It’s a good system.”

While she shakes it out, I stack the other linens on the side table and grab one corner of the sheet. With two of us, it’s easy to fit it snuggly over the mattress. Next, we smooth out the flat sheet, and I shake out the duvet. Maggie nods as I slide my arms inside the reversed pocket, grabbing the far corners. She lifts the two ends of the comforter for me to grasp with the ends of the duvet and then leans, pulling the cover down until the entire comforter is covered.

“We make a good team,” Maggie says as she slides under the covers on her side.

“We do,” I agree, slipping inside and then reaching to pull her against me. She turns to press her round ass into my groin, becoming my little spoon as I wrap my arms around her middle. “So, are we boyfriend-girlfriend again?”

“Hmm?” Her bottom shifts into my stiffening cock. “What do you mean?”

“Well, I was just thinking about it,” I explain, rubbing my scruffy jaw along her shoulder. “If I were to describe you to someone, I think I’d call you my girlfriend.”

“What about the rest of your girls?” she asks, suppressing a giggle.

“Same. I just happen to have six incredible girlfriends.”

“True.” She sighs, lowering her hands and stroking my forearms around her middle. “I’m in great company.” She pauses, twisting to look back at me. Her eyes are wide with vulnerability. “You don’t think this is going too fast?”

I shake my head, and she rolls, facing me. I adjust my arms, holding her loosely against me. She kisses me and nuzzles under my chin. “Being with you seems as natural as the rest. You’re my age, while the other girls are at least a decade or two younger.”

She looks at me, her eyes panning back and forth between my eyes. “I just don’t want to get my hopes up,” she says softly, lowering her eyes as she plays with my chest hair. “Don’t get me wrong; everything feels right with you and your girlfriends. But wow, we’re making changes so fast.”

“I won’t play games.” I kiss her forehead. “I shoot straight and always try to address issues and solve problems. I need you to keep me honest. Maggie, I won’t mess with your heart. When I say I love you, I mean it.”

“I do, too, Dom.” She looks up at me, her eyes glistening as she exhales a sigh. “It feels too good. Like. I love you, but when is it going to… never mind.”

I move my hand to cup her jaw, then lean and kiss her. “I get it,” I say. “It’s been swift. We can try to go slower if you’re too anxious.”

She shakes her head. “I don’t want to slow down. I want you. I want... to be a part of your harem. I want to live with you—with all your girlfriends. We can be harem sisters. It sounds wild and unlike any of my dreams in high school. But it’s what I want.”

“It’s what I want too.” My smile returns, and I kiss her again. “Well, we'd better call someone to unload Dolores’s things so we’ll have some furniture in our house.”

She looks at her watch, then flicks her eyes up and smiles. “Nothing is open until at least eight. We can snuggle for an hour first.”

“Perfect.”

She turns back to the little spoon position, fitting her body into my arms. She feels perfect as I relax into her, warming her back with my body. I close my eyes and drift.

[image: ]


“Awww, they look cute, don’t they?” Candy’s voice stirs me, and I look over my shoulder at the entry to my nook. She has the curtain pulled back with Tia smiling from behind her.

“Nice and cozy.” She giggles, walking to Maggie's side of the bed. “Should we call them Momá and Papi?” Candy laughs so hard she snorts.

“What time is it?” I ask, reaching for my watch on the charger.

“Just after eight,” Candy says, sitting on the bed’s edge and cupping my jaw, her thumb caressing my cheek. “The morning rush is over, but I wanted to check with you about the plan for today.”

Tia settles on the mattress facing Maggie, combing her hair from her face. “She looks like an angel sleeping with you.”

Returning Tia's smile, I nudge my sleeping bedmate, and she stirs. I rub my face, trying to get rid of the cobwebs from the short nap. “We've gotta start moving into the new place,” I say, fastening my freshly charged smartwatch. “We waited for businesses to open to coordinate an available crew to move what's in storage.”

Maggie sits up, pulling the comforter up to cover her breasts as she rests against the headboard, blinking. Tia leans close, and Maggie grins as they share a blushing kiss. I wrap Candy in my arms, kissing her tenderly.

“Let’s not get too distracted,” Tia grumbles.

Candy giggles and nods, pushing back from me before stating, “We'll have to discuss the plan. It seems like we’re missing some pieces. Does anyone know everything we need?”

“I need coffee,” I say, stretching. “Let’s meet downstairs in the café in fifteen minutes. That will give us a chance to get dressed.”

“Okay, but no more funny business,” Candy teases, pecking my cheek. “There will be enough time for that once everyone’s settled in the house.”

“I’ll get Eduardo to make your coffees. We have a few fresh scones that survived the rush.” Tia stands and follows Candy out of my nook. “You can be early, but don’t be late.”

After they leave, Maggie and I take a quick shower—with soap this time—before drying off and dressing for the day.


CHAPTER FOUR

PLANS


Maggie adjusts the collar of my white button-down shirt, smoothing the material as she slides her hands down my chest before leaning against me and wrapping her arms around my waist. She’s wearing the dress from our lunch meeting yesterday since she didn’t bring any clothes. She looks fantastic, and the view I have of her breasts makes me think about more funny business. But we're on a tight timeline, and Maggie wants to stop by her flat to change as soon as possible. After a tender kiss, we exit my loft and walk downstairs holding hands. I’m struck by how normal it feels to be together.

When we reach the bottom of the stairs, the door to the bakery is propped open. Following the voices, we enter the kitchen. They turn and grin as they notice us, and Tia waves toward the café. “Let’s talk out in the front. It’s pretty quiet now that the rush is over.” We trail behind her out the door to the sitting area. Candy follows behind us with a notepad under her arm. Eduardo nods at me as I pass by the espresso machine and gives a little bow to Maggie.

As we settle into a four-top table by the window, Eduardo delivers a plate with warm, freshly baked blueberry scones and two paper cups of coffee. “I make it like Tia tell me: negro con crema.” He turns to smile at Maggie. “For you, señora, a dulce latte de canela, mi especial!”

She smiles, removes the cover, and inhales the steam from the hot drink. “Thank you. It smells divine!”

“I called my cousin Teoscar. He operates a moving and storage company south of town,” Tia begins when we focus on her. “He can have a crew at the warehouse in an hour—two guys and a truck.”

“Will that work?” I glance at Maggie, who nods as she sips her coffee. “Will anyone else need help with their stuff?” I check with my staff and they both shake their heads.

“I have what I need for a few days,” Candy says, looking at Tia. “I don’t require much besides fresh changes of clothes. After moving into the house, it would be best to see our available space. I have until my lease expires to keep things in my apartment.”

“Same for me.” Tia shrugs. “I don’t have much. I can make do with a suitcase of clothes and other personal belongings. I’ll decide what to move and trash before I vacate mine.”

“The furniture that’s in storage filled the main floor and the four bedrooms on the second. We may want to ditch the mattresses; they're pretty old,” Maggie says, glancing at the three of us. “I’m not sure how long they’ve been in storage. The beds are queen-sized, but the rooms are large enough for kings. Should we upgrade?”

“Yeah, I think that’s best. I can manage the cost." I nod at her and my team. "What about the third floor? We'll need something special for that space.”

“I didn’t think that old house was three stories,” Candy says, glancing between me and Maggie.

“Some of the outside elevations disguise it. It’s more like a converted attic,” Maggie explains. “Dolores enjoyed entertaining her guests in the middle of a large central space. I think she just used mattresses for her parties.”

Candy and Tia share a blushing glance, so I reckon Maggie told her about Dolores’s lifestyle and her private swinging parties.

“We could invest in one of the larger custom beds they make nowadays,” I offer. “I may have browsed the internet looking for a large enough bed for all of us. The Alaskan King is a nine-foot square mattress, too huge for my loft, but it should fit in the space. Should we call it the loft?”

“Wait, how big is a king-size?” Tia asks, ignoring my question. Her eyes widen as she imagines the size of the ultra-large mattress.

“A king is roughly six by and eight feet, or two twin beds side by side,” Candy answers, grinning. “I may have done research, too.”

“We should make the outside edges of the loft comfortable for sitting,” Maggie adds. “It would be a great place to hang out, read, and have intimate conversations. The space doesn’t have to be just for… playtime.”

Candy and Tia nod along, blushing as they realize the purpose of the third floor.

“Loft or playroom,” I say, looking around. “I feel like we should agree on a name.”

“That can wait until everyone sees it,” Maggie says, resting her hand on mine. “You need to allow for a slower pace, babe.”

“She’s right, Dom,” Candy says with a caring grin. “Let’s do this a step at a time. The first thing is to get the stuff out of storage?”

“Right.” Tia glances at us. “Can I tag along? Sabby’s ready to run the store with Eduardo and Cori. I want to check the house and see what we’re working with.”

“I gotta get back to help Mindy.” Candy nods and winks, approving our ad hoc plan. “The new flavors are selling fast. We might make a double batch before the end of the day. I hope it slows down. We can make more on Monday when we're closed.”

“The new flavors are doing that well?” I ask, raising one eyebrow.

“It’s crazy, but we’re seeing repeat customers.” Candy giggles, her blue eyes brightening. “Couples usually.”

“Word of mouth?” I ask. “Because we’re not advertising this, right?”

“Just the labels we made for the bags in the store. Mindy added them to the list written in chalk above the taffy bins.” Candy rises from her chair. “I know we’ve used a lot of samples ourselves. But this is the best new flavor we’ve had.” She waves and walks back to the kitchen to the candy shop across the hall.

“Dolores knew her stuff,” Maggie laughs. “That’s wonderful.”

“I'll go check with Sabby and give her some instructions,” Tia stands. “Finish your coffee and scones, and then we’ll go.”

Maggie and I smile as we enjoy what's left of our scones. By the time we finish, Tia is back and clears our table as we stand.

“Let’s stop at my apartment first so I can change.” Maggie grabs my hand as I lead us to the back of the store through the bakery kitchen toward the parking in the alley. “I’ll pack later.”

“Do you need any help dressing?” I wink, holding open the back door.

“I’d usually say yes.” She smirks. “But I think you’ve helped plenty for now.”

We walk to my car, a late-model hybrid hatchback. I rarely drive anywhere, so it's parked in the alley behind my businesses. The car chirps when I click my fob and wave Tia and Maggie toward the flashing tail lights.

“Shotgun!” Tia calls out with a laugh as she hurries ahead of us.

“Fair,” Maggie replies, walking with me to the driver’s side of the car. “As I said in the café, I’ve had plenty and don’t mind sharing.”

“I’m getting withdrawals,” Tia smirks, sliding into the passenger seat. “The last quickie with Dom was yesterday morning against the wall of his office.”

I shake my head with a laugh as I climb in beside her but lean and kiss my Latina lover, murmuring, “I should post a sign-up sheet."

“It might help,” Maggie says, closing her door, then reaching to squeeze my shoulder. “I’m impressed with how all my sisters share. You’re all very unselfish.”

I back out of my spot as Tia glances back and grins. “Compartir es querer, chica. Sharing is caring, babe.”

“Where do you live?” I ask. “I need directions to the hardware store.”

Maggie leans back in her seat, fastens her seatbelt, and then pulls out her phone. Her eyes widen as it unlocks. “Wow, I need a charge badly. I might be a bit longer to top off the battery.”

I peek at Tia as she shifts in her seat and side-eyes me as I drive through town following Maggie's directions to her building.


CHAPTER FIVE

TORRID TANGLE


Maggie notices Tia sliding her hand over the console to cup my package while I drive. I'm already aroused from their discussion of scheduling time with me, and the deft touches of my passenger’s fingers along my growing erection provoke a moan.

“Maybe you both should come up with me?” Maggie suggests. I notice her biting her lip in the rearview reflection.

Tia glances back at her, tightening her grip as I try to focus on driving to Maggie’s apartment, and I sense her wicked grin in my periphery. “We don’t mind if you watch,” she teases. “Do we, Dom?”

I shake my head, blinking my eyes and biting back another moan. My mind cycles through my early morning interludes, and I’m amazed at how easily my body responds to her teasing touches. Tia leans for her purse, pulling it into her lap as she keeps her fingers stroking.

“I need directions,” I manage to grit out while her grip tightens around my bulge. Glancing into the rearview, Maggie's reflection shows her rapt focus on Tia's fondling. I cough to get her attention. “Maggie.”

“Oh, sorry. Turn left at the next light.”

Tia pats my erection, pulling her hand back into her lap. “I’ll behave, Papí. The last thing we need is for you to plow into the barbershop.”

Digging in her purse, she pulls out two wrapped taffies, unwrapping a pink one and handing it to me. She winks when I glance as she unwraps the bright white piece of Rocky Cove Cream and pops it into her mouth, chewing slowly. I feel another pulse of lust, watching her lips and tongue as I take a bite of my taffy. The tart, sweet flavor fills my mouth, but I try to change the topic before I give in to the rising lust.

I glance at Tia again as we pass the exclusive men’s hair salon specializing in beards and shaved heads. “So, speaking of the barbershop. We talked about growing out my beard, but what about shaving my head?”

Tia looks over with a smirk, then over her shoulder at Maggie. “We think it fits the Zaddy look he’s rocking.”

Maggie’s forehead crinkles when I glance at her in the mirror. “Zaddy?”

“De punta en blanco—A sexy older guy with style and class,” Tia says, rubbing my forearm. “Dom always looks hot, but with a beard and a shaved head? ¡Él me pone tan mojado!” She laughs when Maggie looks confused, then hands her a white taffy. "He makes me wet, chica."

Peeking at Maggie's reflection again, I watch her smile as she tilts her head. “Okay, yeah. I can see it.” Then she pops the candy between her lips.

“Remind me to make an appointment at that place,” I say, grinning at my two lovers.

“Turn right at the next block, then left into the alley.” Maggie taps my shoulder. “Parking is on the right. You'll want to lock your car. This isn’t the best neighborhood in Rocky Cove.”

I pull into the alley, noticing the graffiti scattered across the painted concrete walls and dumpsters behind the storefronts. Rocky Cove’s downtown section has wide alleys behind the buildings along Main Street. The adjacent streets also have storefronts but aren’t as popular with the tourists. The hardware store is a few blocks from the main drag, and it's evident how this part of town has declined over the years.

Parking to the side, I glance at my companions. “I’ll bring this neighborhood’s decline to the next Rotary Club meeting. All the Main Street businesses contribute to a fund to maintain the tourism areas. It helps everyone if our town looks sharp, and this graffiti needs to be addressed.”

“It comes right back after the building owner paints over it," Maggie explains. "I think they get tired of playing whack-a-mole with the bored kids who like leaving their mark.”

“There’s got to be a solution,” Tia says, opening her door and getting out. “It shines a poor light on the town. I know I’m not from the right side of the tracks, but the people of Rocky Cove take pride in our neighborhoods.”

Maggie and I exit the car, and I pause to readjust my pants. The growing heat in my core swells my erection. She glances back and chews the white candy with a teasing smile before hurrying to catch up with Tia, who winks, swallowing her piece. My cock throbs with anticipation as I follow the pair.

“It’s through here, then up the stairs.” Maggie opens a weathered, steel door with yet another graffiti tag painted over the thick coat of gray paint.

Tia follows her inside and up the stairway to the right of a central hallway leading to the hardware store’s back entrance. Watching their asses sway back and forth as I climb behind them has my erection stretching in my pants. I reflect on the last time I was with Tia alone in my loft and how passionately we fucked, hard and fast, barely inside the office.

The welling heat in my core expands with the illicit memory while I enjoy the shapely curves of my two companions. When Maggie glances at me as she punches a security code to her apartment, I notice her cheeks flush. Tia glances at me with an expression of lust as she waits behind her and has my dick throbbing. I inhale a deep breath, emitting a growl as Maggie enters and Tia follows.

“I’m going to plug in my phone and change my clothes,” Maggie says, holding the door open as we enter her apartment. She brushes past me into the hallway as the door closes, and her electronic lock whirs.

Another pulse of lust flows through my veins as I reach and grab Tia’s shoulder, pulling her to a stop. The taffy flavor coats my tongue as I twist her around and pull her into my arms. Our kiss is immediately fervent as Tia moans out a hot breath before our tongues tangle. I crowd her, forcing her to retreat into the tiny kitchen near the entrance. Grabbing her ass, I squeeze tightly, grinding my erection into her as she whimpers against my lips.

“¡Joder, Papi!” she cries as I lift her onto the edge of the counter. “¿Por què no lo echámos aquí nomás? Here?"

I nod, growling as I reach under her skirt, grip her panties, and yank them down. The tearing sound as I pull them off her makes Tia’s eyes flare. My cock is like a rock, but, still savoring the taste of Tangy Nectar on my tongue, I drop to my knees and bury my mouth into her folds.

“Oh, dios...” Tia moans out as I drive my tongue through her lips, sucking them into my mouth before lapping at her firm clit. “¡Cómete la choca, Papi!" Her fingers tighten on the counter's edge as I devour her tasty pussy. "I don’t know which I like more, your tongue or your cock.”

I growl, using one hand to unfasten my belt as I continue to lick and lap. Needful lust fills my mind while I drop both my hands to unbutton and unzip my trousers. Tia’s fingers comb through my hair, and I glance up at her as I work my hips to loosen my pants and boxers.

“¡Cómete, Papi.” She pulls my mouth tightly to her flowing pussy. “¡Carjo, me estoy por llegar! I'm going to come then I want you to fuck me with your magic cock.”

I growl, nodding in her tight grip, lashing my tongue across her clit and lapping between her folds. I hear bare footsteps, but Tia’s hands and creamy thighs obscure my sight. When I feel the warmth of naked flesh beside me, I move my hand to the side and up the bare thigh.

“May I join you?” Maggie breathes in my ear.

“Ungh, si, si, chica,” She grinds against my lips. “I have first dibs on his cock, though.”

Moving my hand up Maggie’s thigh, I shift my fingers between her legs as she spreads her knees apart. I growl, sliding two fingers along her cleft and feeling the slickness of her arousal.

“You can have his cock,” Maggie moans, leaning against me. “I want to taste your sweet pussy.”

Tia shivers, stretching her thighs wider as Maggie dips her head and joins me at the nexus of Tia’s thighs. I slip to the side as she releases my head to guide Maggie to her swollen clit. Continuing to finger Maggie, I grip my cock, stroking as I watch her lap between Tia’s thighs.

“Ooo, estás bueno.” She moans, drawing my gaze as she tosses her head back. “Hazlo, pues. ¡Lámeme la cuca, puta!”

My cock is like a spike as I flex my hand up and down my length. Maggie shifts to nibble Tia’s thigh, and I resume licking her pussy, tasting the salty remnants of the Rocky Cove Cream flavor mixed with Tia’s arousal. Letting go of my cock, I curl two fingers inside Tia as I batter her clit with my tongue.

“¡Si si si!” She shouts, her thighs shaking. “¡Joder, me estoy por venirte!”

Tia's hips undulate as her body tightens, squirming while I lap her through the peak. I pull my fingers from both of their slick pussies, licking their tart juices from my fingers as I stand, and grip my cock.

“Comercia conmigo,” she says, slipping off the counter. "Trade places."

Maggie’s eyes are hazy with lust as I help her hop into place. Tia turns, bending at the waist as she moves between her spread thighs and begins lapping hungrily. I step back, grip her ass, and align my flared head with my Tia’s still pulsing opening.

“Such needy girls,” I grumble, notching my cock inside before thrusting into Tia. Maggie stares at me as I cycle my hips, slamming deep and rocking her body forward. “Fuck, you’re both sexy as hell.”

Squeezing Tia’s tawny ass, I tug her back as I drive into her steadily. Even after the crazy past few days of sex with my harem, I’m hard as a rock and feel like I could fuck forever. Maggie stares at me as she cups one breast, pulling at her nipple with one hand. Her other hand grips Tia’s black hair, pinning her against her pussy. I watch her eyes roll back as her mouth opens, moaning. When her eyes reopen, she hazily stares at me, her eyes dark with lust.

“Look at you both?” I say, punctuating my words with firm punches of my hips, hearing the smack of my thighs against Tia’s ass. “You like getting your pussy eaten by your harem sister, Mags?”

“Yessss...” Her head falls back against the backsplash as her mouth hangs open, and I watch her thighs twitch. Maggie’s fingers tighten, gripping a handful of black hair as she nods, whining, “Oh my god, she’s gonna make me come, Dom.”

I spank Tia’s ass hard, and she shrieks into Maggie’s cunt. Smacking her ass again firmly, she rocks back each time I punch my hips, driving my cock deep. “Come together, you sexy sluts.”

Maggie tenses, holding herself from the edge, watching Tia burrow into her pussy while I jerk my hips. Grunting to hold off my peak, I pound into Tia mercilessly. My balls tighten, watching them both hang on to the edge of bliss. When walls flutter around me, I cycle back and then slam into her hard.

“Come!” I growl. “Both of you.”

Maggie’s head tosses back as she cries out, and her thighs clamp against Tia’s head, pulling her tight on her spasming cunt. I hear Tia scream lustfully as her cunt tightens around me. Her body shudders and shakes. I roar as we all peak, our passionate sounds echoing in the small kitchen as I jam my cock deep and jet my load into her clenching sheath.

My hips jerk reflexively as my balls empty their sticky load into Tia. The pair slump in place, spent from their orgasmic release. Tia’s knees shake as I grip her ass and slide to the ground, pulling her into my lap, still embedded inside her. Maggie leans on the backsplash, eyes closed as she pants, trying to catch her breath.


CHAPTER SIX

AFTERMATH


Maggie’s kitchen is silent save for our heavy breaths. Tia leans against my chest, my cock still deep inside her, as she twists her head toward me. We meet in a deep kiss as I pull up her top and grip her breasts through her bra. Maggie rests serenely on the counter with her eyes closed as she lazily rubs soothing strokes over her pussy.

When Tia’s hips rotate, stirring me inside her and eliciting my moan, Maggie’s eyes drift open. Seeing our bodies begin to cycle again, she slides off the counter and sinks to her knees. Tia turns, and Maggie’s eyes flare as she leans and kisses her. The sight of them kissing makes my dick throb inside her, and Tia moans. She and I still have our shirts on, so I grip the bottom of her top and pull it up.

As Tia pulls from their kiss, raising her arms, Maggie hugs her and then unclasps her bra. Tossing her shirt away, I grab Tia’s hips, pulling her back while thrusting and flexing with short strokes. I’m mesmerized by the sight of Maggie pulling the black bra off and then kissing Tia while I rock into her. Their bare breasts press together as they embrace. Tia moves, dragging her pussy along my length before pushing back onto my rigid prick.

Maggie cups her jaw, deepening the kiss as Tia rocks, fucking herself on my stiff rod. I smack her ass, pulling my hips back. She twists her head as I crawl backward, dragging her with me. I nod at Maggie, then down to Tia, who looks at me with confusion as I lower her shoulders to the linoleum floor.

“Maggie needs to do a taste test,” I smirk, nodding to where my cum is seeping out of Tia’s open petals.

Her expression changes to lust as she reaches, guiding Maggie's head down between her spread thighs. "Puta, come su semen de mi coño," she mutters before shifting to English. "Lick his cum from my pussy, you sexy slut."

Maggie glances at her, then at me as I rise, stroking my cock. She nods, shifting up on her knees, raising her ass as she lowers her torso to lap through the sticky cream pooling at Tia's opening.

Dropping to my knees behind Maggie, I spit into my palm and spread my spit over the tip and down my length. My thighs stretch as I spread my knees apart, dropping down and aligning my cock with her pussy. Tia stares at me with dark lust. "¡Que se joda ya esta zorra! Fuck her, Dom!" Maggie moans into her pussy, her head nodding as fingers tighten in her hair. I shift forward, driving into Maggie hard, then rail her with increasingly firm strokes.

I ignore the concern spinning in my mind about the taffies and their untested concoction of herbs and supplements. It feels too good fucking Maggie while watching her drive Tia wild with her tongue. I dismiss the outrageous amount of sex I’ve had lately as just burning off the energetic arousal that comes with new relationship energy. Besides, who would complain about too much sex?

“Harder!” Maggie cries, pulling her head from Tia’s cunt, to call over her shoulder. I tighten my jaw and smack her ass with the palm of my hand sharply. The resounding crack echoes in the small kitchen. I recall from our shower this morning that she likes it rough. I continue to spank her with each stroke, and she moans, pressing back to meet each blow.

“¡Joder, Magggggi—!” Tia cries, her body shaking as she shatters. I keep rutting into Maggie as Tia twists, rolling to the side, curling into a ball as her body shudders in bliss.

With a growl, I smack Maggie's ass, tightening my fingers into her round curves and flexing into her hard. I lean forward, reaching to grab a hank of hair and hauling her head back. Her back arches as I pull her up from the floor and fuck her wildly, making her breasts sway and bounce from my heavy pounding.

“Oh god, yes!” she cries as I feel her pussy tighten around me, clenching as she nears her peak. “Fuck! Fuck! Come with me, Dom!”

Already on edge, her plea triggers my end. With a roar, I flex my hips and plunge deep. My cock pulses, jetting my hot cream into my newest girlfriend. Letting go of her hair to grab her hips, I jerk into her, emptying my balls with one last, breathless stroke.

I slump back onto my knees as Maggie slides onto her belly, her body twitching in passionate bliss. Tia rolls over, sitting with her hands behind her, staring at me as I catch my breath.

“Dios,” she mutters in Spanish. “Nunca me habían follado así.”

“You know I don’t speak Spanish, right?” I laugh, crawling towards her.

We kiss lightly, her fingers comb through my messy hair. She blinks her brown eyes with a shy smile. “Papi, I’ve never been fucked like that. I’ve never come so hard.”

“I think that candy supercharges us,” I say, glancing at my cock as it twitches, slowly softening. “I’ve never felt anything like this. It's hard to stop once we get going. I could fuck for hours.” My chest heaves as I try to catch my breath, grinning at my two lovers, their different skin tones glistening from our ardent exertions.

Maggie crawls over to us, then slides to her side, her eyes glassy but with a dreamy smile. “It does taste like cum.”

It takes me a moment to remember that she began the second round by cleaning up my release from Tia’s pussy, and I laugh.

“Dom’s semen me pone cachondo,” Tia grins with mischief before repeating it in English. “Dom’s cum makes me horny.”

She leans down between my legs and sucks my flagging cock, while looking up at me. I inhale, controlling my arousal while she cleans me with her tongue, then pulls off with a slurp and licks her lips.

“Just dessert, Papi.” She grins. “We got stuff to do!”

“I’m going to get dressed for real this time.” Maggie stands, walking shakily down the hall. “My watch better have a decent charge by now.”

My body should be sore, but I’m not feeling any pain. Energized from the intense interlude, I turn and collect our clothes, handing Tia her top, bra, and skirt. I lift the remains of her panties and tilt my head. “I guess I owe you a pair.”

“I’m sure you’ll pay me back somehow,” Tis teases as she dresses.

“How much time did we…” My brow wrinkles before I shrug and grin. “That’s never a waste of time.”

“We burned a little over a half hour.” Tia laughs. "We still have time to meet my cousins at the storage place.”

As we help each other adjust our clothes, Maggie returns in a light-pink dress that hugs her curves to mid-thigh. The deep V exposes a fantastic view of her full cleavage.

“So that you know, I’m not wearing a bra or panties.” She shrugs, smiling. “I’m a bit behind on my laundry. I also didn’t want Tia to feel like she's the only slut.”

Tia laughs with a sparkle in her eyes. “Puta, we’re all sluts. Even Dom.”

“I mean…” I laugh. “I can’t refute that. Let’s go. We still have a lot of things to do.”

We’re all smiles leaving Maggie’s apartment, but she goes quiet as we walk down the stairs, looking down at the man standing at the bottom with his arms crossed. I glance at him and then back to her.

“Who’s that?”

“The landlord, Mr. Jenkins,” she whispers. “He runs the hardware store.”

When we reach the bottom of the steps, he takes a deep breath, glancing at me. “You know I don’t like to interfere with my tenants, Maggie,” he begins. “What you do in your apartment is your own business. But you need to keep it down during business hours.”

“Of course, Mr. Jenkins,” Maggie says with a blush. “We got carried away. It won’t happen again.”

He glares at me, then glances at Tia with an odd smile before returning to me. His eyes light up with recognition. “You’re Butterworth, right? I’ve seen you at the Rotary.”

“Dominic,” I say, offering my hand. “I own Rocky Cove Cream, and this is Tia Brewer. She runs Perky Cups Coffee and Tarts next door.”

“Henry. Henry Jenkins,” he says as we shake hands. “I knew your grandfather for a short time before he passed. You took over his candy store?”

“That’s right.”

“The missus brought home some of the new flavors last night.” Henry grins. “I like that tangy pink one. But she likes the white one.” He makes a face. “Ugh, way too salty for me.”

“I feel the same way.” I smile, turning to my companions. “For some reason, Tia and Maggie are big fans of the white taffy—Rocky Cove Cream.”

“Takes all kinds,” he says, winking at the girls. “I'd better get back to business.”

“Sorry for the disturbance, Henry,” I say, watching him wave like it’s no big deal.

We turn toward the exit and leave. “He’s a nice man,” Maggie says as we enter the sunlight. “I’ll give him notice once we’re settled. I don’t need to pay for an apartment if we all live at Fallstead House.”

“It’s going to be our home,” I say, sliding into the driver’s seat. “We never really discussed the rent or anything. Do we need to do that?”

“I own the estate outright,” Maggie replies, reaching for my hand. “Help me with the property taxes, and we’ll be square.”

“The girls need to pitch in, too,” Tia reminds me from the backseat. “We should help them grow into adulthood and be financially responsible. It’s important.”

“Oh, of course.” Maggie looks back at her. “Property taxes split seven ways will be a manageable amount. Much lower than rental rates in town. This is a good deal for all of us.”

Maggie directs me to the storage place, and our conversation lightens. Knowing that our housing dilemma has a solution lessens the tension I feel over renovating my loft. A sense of positivity fills me as we drive through Rocky Cove, heading towards the warehouse south of town along the highway.


CHAPTER SEVEN

CANDY CRUSH


After meeting Tia’s cousin, Teoscar, and his two-man crew, we spend a little time at the warehouse. Maggie unlocks the storage locker so the workers can start loading the furniture and boxes onto their truck.

“I’ll lock back up after we’ve loaded everything,” Teoscar tells us before pocketing Maggie’s keys and joining his crew.

We stay for a few minutes as Tia examines the furniture while Maggie explains which room it was from. When the truck is half full, Tia is ready to visit the house to get an idea of the size and space.

“That’s a lot of stuff,” Tia says, surrendering the passenger seat to Maggie and climbing into the back.

“Well, it fills up the lower two stories,” Maggie explains. “You’ll see what the third floor looks like when we get to the house. None of the things in storage came from there.”

“We need a big bed for the space,” Tia responds. “Let me search the internet for where we can get one of those… what did you call them?”

“Alaskan King,” I say, glancing in the rearview. “I only saw them on custom furniture websites, but I didn’t do much further investigation.”

“Mmmhm,” Tia murmurs and stares at her phone, tapping away as I drive through town toward the cliffs of the cove and Fallstead House.

Maggie and I hold hands, entwining our fingers as I drive one-handed down Main Street. As we pass the candy shop, I notice a line forming along the building outside the front door. Slowing down, I make a turn to drive by my shops again.

“What is going on?” I ask, trying to see through the windows. Tia glances up from her phone and twists as I pass.

“Oh wow,” she says, tapping my headrest. “Park in the back, Dom. I’ve never seen that many people lining up for candy.”

I slow, turning down the next street and into the alley behind the shops. When I pull into my spot, Tia opens her door before I come to a complete stop. Maggie and I hurry to unbuckle and follow her through the back door and into the hallway between the two kitchens.

Tia vanishes into the bakery's kitchen as we rush up the hall. By the time we hit the doorway, she reappears. “The bakery is closed. They must be helping with the candy rush.”

I pull open the door to the candy kitchen, and Tia rushes past me inside. Candy pours a batch of pink taffy on one cooling table while Cori and Sabby cut rounds from a roll of white taffy on the other.

“What do you need?” I ask, seeing Candy’s face crease with concern as she glances at me.

“I don’t know. I’m just trying to keep up. It’s crazy.”

I squeeze her shoulders and walk into the front of the store through the swinging doors. Eduardo is madly packing candy pieces into bags while Mindy rings up impatient-looking customers. The shop is a madhouse. The taffies that usually overflow their barrels have mostly vanished. The shelves, which were full of packaged candy a few hours ago, are sparse. The line is disorganized, with people milling about impatiently in the aisles.

Holding two fingers against my lips, I blow a hard whistle. It takes two before everyone hears and stops. I raise my hands above my head and speak in an even tone.

“Thank you for stopping in today,” I begin with a confident smile. “We’re facing a delay in our supplies. Unfortunately, we have to close so we can reconfigure.”

Groans erupt around the store. They look to be on the edge of revolt, with faces full of frustration and anger. “As compensation, we can give gift certificates to each of you for a free bag of candy of your choice. We need a tally of what to prepare when the store reopens.”

The crowd murmurs, and a hand goes up. “When will that be?” a middle-aged housewife asks, her cheeks rosy with irritation. “My George loves that new pink flavor; he’ll be pissed if I come back empty-handed.”

A disgruntled man a little older than me lifts his hand. “Myrtle won’t be happy with me if I don’t come home with a bag of the white Cove Cream stuff, Butterworth.”

“Clyde. Tell Myrtle you’ll get her a free bag as soon as we reopen,” I reply with feigned confidence.

He looks at me with a stern look. “Toss in a bag of the pink?”

“C’mon. I can’t give you two free bags, Clyde.”

“Make one fifty-fifty then.” He crosses his arms, adjusting his stance like he's getting ready to fight.

I glance over at Tia, who shrugs and nods. The crowd murmurs as I stay quiet and observe. Seeing many bobbing their heads like that’s a good idea, I raise my hand for quiet. “Okay, when we reopen, the first fifty people will get a free bag that’s half Rocky Cove Cream and half Tangy Nectar.”

The crowd buzzes, and then a voice I recognize as Angus Torgensen, the rector of the Episcopalian church, speaks in a low even tone. “We’re holding you to that, Butterworth, but only because tomorrow is the Lord’s day.”

“I appreciate it, pastor. Thank you, everyone.” I give them my best smile. “If you could exit the store so we can close and deal with our supply shortage, we’ll see you first thing when we re-open. We’ll post it on the website and send out messages to subscribers.”

The crowd slowly starts filtering out the doors into the Saturday morning sun. Eduardo and I gently guide the strays toward the door until the store is empty. Eduardo pulls the shades closed across the front of the store while I lock the door. Mindy sags against the cash register, looking frazzled. She shakes her head before dutifully going through the closeout for the day. While she does that, I return to the kitchen, where Candy kneads the pink batch on the cooling table. She sees me and blows a stray, blonde curl out of her eyes to look at me.

“It’s never been like this.”

“It’s nuts,” I agree.

Maggie starts helping Cori and Sabby roll the white disks into wrappers and push them into a pile. When Mindy returns, she hands me the daily closing report and joins them, counting out candies into even piles. The totals surprise me, but I’ll check the numbers later. I fold up the report and walk between the two tables, standing with my hands on my hips.

“You guys did great trying to keep up,” I start and nod my appreciation. “I’ve closed both stores through Monday. That gives us two and a half days to catch up. I promised bags of half Rocky Cove Cream and half Tangy Nectar to the first fifty customers to placate the crowd. How close are we to having that much stock?”

“When we finish this batch of pink and get it rolled, pieced out, and wrapped, we should have about fifty bags of each,” Candy says, wiping her brow with her forearm. “But we should probably do two more batches each today, if possible.”

“Okay, do we have enough ingredients for that? From the looks of the front, we’re down in every other flavor, too.”

“It’ll be close. I’ll need to order supplies to arrive on Monday.” Candy steps back from the table, and Mindy takes over, rolling the pink taffy into a ball and carrying it to the pulling machine.

“Okay, if we need Monday to restock and resupply, we’ll reopen on Tuesday. If we need to push back to Wednesday, we will.” I glance at Tia. “Keep the bakery closed for the rest of the day. We might want to keep both shops closed until we can handle this.”

I take a deep breath and rub my forehead, exhaling slowly to relieve the tension. I think about everything happening and form a plan to accomplish our goals, then look up at my staff.

“Eduardo, can you supervise Mindy, Sabby, and Cori and help finish these next batches?”

“Si.” Eduardo nods. “Las chicas y yo lo lograremos. No problema.”

I glance at Tia, who dips her chin. “He says he can.”

“Gracias,” I say, then glance at the team. “Get the batches finished. We need to get to the Fallstead House to meet the movers so they can start unpacking. The goal is to get a hundred bags of fifty-fifty today. Once we finish unloading the furniture, we’ll return and help with whatever is left.”

Cori raises her hand, and I nod. “Will we be able to stay over tonight?”

“That’s my hope. We have a bunch of things to do before then. The candy needs to take precedence. But if it motivates you to finish this, we’d love your help when you’re done.”

“Yeah? Awesome! I’ll work as long as I need to if it means I can tell my parents I’m moving out.” Cori goes back to wrapping white taffies.

Everyone nods, and I enter the hall with Maggie, Candy, and Tia. “What supplies do we need?”

“I’ll go up to your office and look at the inventory, then put in an order. I’ll drive over after I’m finished.” Candy shakes her head tiredly. “This is madness. I didn’t expect the flavors to be so popular.”

“Me neither.” I shrug. “But again, we've eaten the sample batches for the last two days. There is a lot to reconsider between now and reopening. The proceeds from this morning’s rush are encouraging, but we have to be able to keep up with demand. We'll have to think outside the box.”

“We gotta go,” Tia says. “Teoscar just texted; they’re pulling up with the first load. He thinks they’ll need to make one more trip at least.”

“Okay.” I hug and kiss Candy before she heads up to my office, then leave out the back with Tia and Maggie.


CHAPTER EIGHT

LOFT REVEAL


When we get to Fallstead House, Teoscar’s truck is in the drive with his crew already unloading some items onto the lawn. I slowly stop along the road, parking in front of the house.

“Glad, it’s a nice day,” Maggie says with a note of concern. “We should get those inside quickly.”

“Madre Dias,” Tia curses under her breath, shaking her head as she exits. “I’ll take care of it. They know better than this.”

Tia stalks across the lawn, waving her arms and yelling in Spanish. The workers stop to look at her. The tallest of them walks over to her with his arms out wide, not giving an inch to my fiery girlfriend.

“I’ll get the house opened up,” Maggie says as she shuts the door, then turns and hurries across the lawn toward the wrap-around porch.

I get out and walk over to Tia, who’s looking up with a scowl at her cousin as he looks down at her darkly. When she senses my presence, she side-eyes me, blowing out a breath.

“Dom, meet Teoscar, my idiot cousin.”

“Dominic Butterworth,” I say, offering my hand.

“My friends call me Teo,” he says with a tight grin before glaring at Tia. “We’ll get this stuff inside before we pull anything else out, Mr. Butterworth.”

“Call me Dom, please. Maggie’s got the door unlocked.” I wave to the front porch, where she’s using a door stopper to prop open the double doors. “We should be fine. I appreciate you taking this job on such short notice.”

Tia opens her mouth, and I glance at her and furrow my brow. She closes her lips, gnawing on the bottom one. Her cheeks are colored from anger, but she exhales before nodding at Teo. He turns back toward the truck and his helpers, and I take Tia’s hand and squeeze steadily.

“Sorry,” she says. “I’m frustrated with him. This is a chance to show this side of town that we can do quality work, and he’s got all this furniture scattered across the la⁠—“

“Shhh,” I interrupt with a soothing tone. “I hear your concern, and I’ll leave an excellent rating on the socials raving about your cousin’s company. But we gotta stay calm with so many things happening, and I need your help to figure everything out.”

I hold her hand as she opens her mouth to reply, then shuts it with a scowl before softening her expression. When her shoulders relax, I wrap my arms around her and hug her. “I love your passion, babe. I also love your organizational skills and insights.”

“Fuck,” she says, kissing under my jaw. “You make it hard to stay angry for no reason.” She laughs, leaning back to find my eyes. “Okay, reasonable Tia is back in charge. Take me to see the new digs.”

“There’s my good girl.” I smirk and take her hand as we walk across the lawn toward the entrance. Maggie has disappeared inside, but once we climb onto the porch, I see her directing the movers to different rooms, carrying pieces of furniture as they enter.

Tia and I wait while Teo’s crew carries a loveseat past us, then follow them inside.

“To the parlor.” Maggie points to the room to the side of the main entry, and the workers turn, following her directions. “I’ll direct them to get the furniture back where it was,” Maggie says. “We can decide if we need to rearrange after everything is back in the house.”

“Perfect idea.” I nod, then look to the stairs. “I’ll give Tia the tour of the second and third floors. Maybe it will be less hectic by the time we return.”

“Sounds like a plan.” Maggie starts directing the next pair.

Tia looks around with wide eyes. “This is impressive. The exterior is rough, but the inside seems almost new.”

“Maggie remodeled the ground floor, plumbing, and electrical. The second floor still needs some work, but it’s livable. The kitchen and utilities are all updated.” I list off what I remember from when Maggie showed me the house. “I want to show you the living spaces, bedrooms, and the third-floor loft. That’s where I need help making new furniture decisions.”

We quickly walk through the second-floor bedrooms on each side of the hall that runs down the center of the floor. Each side of the floor has a large shared bathroom accessible from the hall and two bedrooms. Tia whistles in appreciation as we look through one of the attached bathrooms.

“She did a good job focusing on the bathrooms and plumbing on this floor. The electrical is all updated to code, too,” Tia says, running her hand along the marble surround enclosing the two sinks. “The bedrooms are on the smallish side but large enough for a bed and some furniture. Four bedrooms with seven people is going to be cozy.”

“Let me show you the loft.” I grin knowingly and take her hand, guiding her to the stairway that leads to the top floor.

“This is exciting,” she says as I point her to the top and follow behind, enjoying the view of her bottom swaying in front of me. “It’s close to the shops and has more than enough room for everyone⁠—”

She pauses when she hits the last step, turning toward the center. When I step up behind her, she’s holding the fingers of both hands over her mouth. I wrap my arms around her waist and pull her against my chest.

“What do you think?”

“This is amazing.” She glances around the open floor plan. The only obstructions are four sturdy columns set in a square around the center supporting four substantial beams. “This is our bedroom, right?” She twists to look over her shoulder at me.

“That's the idea.” I point along the outside of the central space at the stained glass windows, the width of the surround, and then the turret itself off to the side. “I want to hear what you’re thinking.”

“That giant bed in the center,” she laughs. “I mean, that’s obvious. Some seating along the sides under the stained-glass windows, for relaxing, reading, or chatting.” She takes my hand, walks to the turret, and spins in a circle. “This needs to be a bathroom on one side and a dressing room on the other. I have a cousin that can fashion shelves for a custom closet.”

She fades off, holding her hands over her mouth and watching me with wide eyes. I hug her close, rubbing my hands up and down her back. When she raises her chin, I kiss her. She presses against my chest when we hear a soft cough.

“It’s a nice space, isn’t it?” Maggie smiles from the opening to the turret. “It’s perfect for us; I saw Dom’s expression when I showed him yesterday.”

“What does it need?” I ask. “I'd like everyone to move in tonight. Cori sounds like she’s about to go ballistic on her parents.”

“Mattresses. Two kings would be enough for now. We’d have to see if they make a foundation, but we can just put them on the floor,” Tia lists immediately. “Bed sheets, pillows, comforters, towels…” She fades off and then pans around the space. "We could use some rolling clothing racks and shelves to start, but I’m picturing armoires for each of us between the windows.”

“We're in sync.” Maggie steps close, and I surround both of them with my arms. “The trucks will return in a few minutes to unload the rest of the things in storage.”

“Hello?” Candy’s voice echoes up from the bottom of the stairs.

“We’re up here!” I call back. We move to the stairway and look down to see Candy smiling back at us.

“Wow,” she says, looking up at us. “I’ve never seen this. It’s larger on the inside.”

She stops with her mouth agape when she gets to the top of the stairs. “Oh my god, this is perfect!”


CHAPTER NINE

NEXT STEP


We walk down to the main floor, surveying the entry, parlor, and den, all within view of the bottom of the stairs. The furniture is dated but matches the feel of the architecture and will be a good start in filling the airy spaces of the period home. Glancing back along the side of the modernized kitchen and panning past the dining room with its long table and eight chairs, I’m pleased with how everything fits together. Along the back wall is a spread of windows looking out over a deck that faces the cliffs overlooking the Pacific Ocean.

We gather near the front door to plan the rest of the day and prioritize what needs to happen to make the house habitable. We’ve all been going since we woke up, but we’re all motivated to make this house our home before the sun sets.

“How much candy is left to make? The girls gotta stay on task; the business is still our priority.” I remind everyone, but I focus on my lovely assistant manager.

“When I left, they were working on cutting and wrapping the last batch of taffy. Then, they’ll need to finish the two base batches to proof overnight,” Candy says. “I think they should finish in about an hour.”

“Okay, so we can go back in the morning to roll, cut, wrap, and bag for reopening.” I glance at Tia. “Should we keep the café closed on Sunday and Monday until we fix this supply issue?”

“Absolutely.” Tia nods. “We should also cross-train all the girls to work both sides of the house. We might consider hiring more help.”

“It’s feeling like that’s the next direction. But we don’t have to make that decision now.” Adding more heads makes sense, but I wonder how new staff will work with the current staff all living together. That’s something I can worry about another day. “Let's focus on what we need to open back up.”

“We’ll make up small batches of several of our standard flavors on Sunday and Monday, but we’re already in better shape with those,” Candy reminds me.

“We can help with that.” Tia nods at Candy. “The bakery will reopen whenever the supply is replenished. We only need time to prep the daily baking; we can do that on Monday afternoon. Don’t forget our scheduled supply truck comes on Monday morning, per usual.”

“Okay, work is on track.” I nod at my two managers. “For moving in here, what are the next steps? Should we wait for the girls to finish?”

“You and Tia should go get what furniture you can now,” Candy says before glancing at Maggie. “We'll wait for the girls, then get the bedding and pillows. I’ll call Mindy and get an update.”

“Meet back here when you’re done.” I escort Tia out of the open front door and down the walk back to my car.

“Do you only know how to go fast, Dom?” Tia laughs as she slides into the passenger seat. “It’s frantic, but once we’re settled, this will be nice. I didn’t even get to see the pool.”

“I haven’t seen it either.” I laugh and head toward the south of town and the industrial area that extends past the city limits.
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It took another call to Teoscar and a promise of a bag of fifty-fifty taffy for himself and each of his helpers before they agreed to pick up four king-sized mattresses. Two more were on order and would be delivered to the house. We also added two flat platform foundations we’d push together for the loft and four standard foundations with box springs for the bedrooms on the second floor.

With sleeping furniture resolved, we found an unfinished furniture shop along the same strip of highway south of town. Tia picked out seven two-door armoires, providing hanging space, shelves, and two drawers within each. She convinced me it would give each of us a place to store our clothes in the loft. The only real challenge would be converting the turret area into a bathroom. Until then, we’d have to use the second-floor bathrooms.

Tia and I leave the industrial area together as she talks in rapid Spanish on the phone with Teo to give him the addresses of the two warehouses where his team will pick up everything we bought. My wallet takes a big hit, but I rationalize that the remodel cost for my loft would’ve eclipsed what I’ve paid for the furniture.

“What are we missing?” I ask as Tia hangs up and puts her phone in her purse. “We’re good for sleeping, showering, and dressing.”

“We need to see what the kitchen situation is,” Tia says, reaching and taking my hand. “I didn’t see any appliances in the house. Do you know if Maggie has some in storage?”

“That’s a good question,” I say, making a note to talk with Maggie, Candy, and Tia together. The younger girls will have their ideas, too, but I need to keep the discussion to a minimum while we settle into Fallstead House. “We can survive on take-out until we manage to get the kitchen up and running.”

“With seven people, that will be like a catering order every night.” Tia looks over at me. “How will that impact our funding? It’s nice that you’re taking care of us, but we need a way to contribute to the budget, the chores, and so many things. I’m getting a little overwhelmed.”

“It’s gotten crazy,” I agree, squeezing her hand, then interlocking our fingers as I rest my forearm on the console. “I’m not worried because we all work well as a team. We’ll manage the added stress as it comes.”

Tia nods, looking out the window as we turn down the street to our new home. Candy and Sabby’s cars are in the driveway; only Mindy’s is missing.

“Oh, what’s this shit?” Tia growls and starts in on another Spanish cursing spree. She nods at an unfamiliar car parked along the front of the house. Cori is talking with an older couple, and it takes me a moment to recognize her parents. Candy and Maggie are behind her, comforting Sabby.

“Great, Cori’s fucking parents,” Tia seethes, and I squeeze her hand. “They need to let go and let her live her life, Dom.”

“Let me talk with them,” I say, parking behind their car and climbing out. Tia follows, and we split, with me walking toward Cori while Tia angles to join Candy, Maggie, and Sabby. I plaster on a pleasant smile as the Samuels turn and notice me.

“Chet, Vicky, it’s been a while since I’ve seen you at the bakery. How are you?” I try to keep a cheerful tone and suppress my irritation with the busybody parents.

“Butterworth.” Chet tips his chin. He works up the road for a tech company and has always been even-tempered.

“I’m not happy with this, Dominic,” Vicky says, facing me with a scowl. “Cori tells me she’s moving in with you. That's not okay. She's⁠—"

“With us,” I interrupt. Her eyes flare, and I hold up my hand. “Let me explain. All of us work together.” I wave for everyone to step closer. “You know Tia, who manages Cori in the bakery café, and Candy runs Rocky Cove Candy. This is Maggie, an old friend of mine, and this is her house.”

I pause while everyone greets each other. Cori catches my eye, her expression a mix of irritation and worry. I wink at her and nod.

“You know how early the bakery opens,” I continue. “I worry about them driving in the dark, which is often foggy, too. Maggie and I went to high school together and recently reconnected. She had this house on the market, and I saw it as an opportunity to provide nearby housing to my staff. This location is much closer and has plenty of room for everyone. It has four bedrooms, while my bedroom is on the top floor, separated from the rest.”

“I count seven people and four bedrooms,” Vicky sneers, crossing her arms and tapping one foot impatiently. “How’s that going to work?”

“The second floor will be like a dormitory, two beds apiece in two rooms, while the other rooms are for Tia and Candy.” I glance at Maggie and take her hand. “Maggie and I will share the third-floor loft. You know how hard Cori works. This will allow her to get a little more sleep and a safe place within walking distance of downtown for her time off.”

Vicky chews on her lip, glances at Cori, and then back to me. Chet steps beside her and pulls her against his side.

“It’s time, babe,” Chet says to his wife before reaching out a hand for me to shake. “That’s a unique way to solve the problem, Butterworth. These girls will have to find their way. Living at home isn’t going to help them grow.” He nods at Sabby.

“Thanks, Chet,” I say, slipping my arm around Maggie’s waist.

Vicky looks at her husband, then turns to look at Cori.

“I love you, Mom, but Dad’s right.” Cori steps close and hugs her mother tightly before leaning back. “I need to take the next step. I don’t like how much we argue all the time. I’m still your daughter, and I’m not moving out of town. I’m still going to finish school. I promise, but I have to do it my way.”

Vicky’s expression softens before she pulls Cori into a hug. They rock together momentarily before Vicky releases her and wipes her eyes, glancing back at her daughter. “It’s going to take some getting used to, honey.”

“Same for me, Mom.”

“I don’t like how we fight either.” She glances at Sabby as the tension in her body relaxes. “I’m sorry. I want to invite you and Sabrina to dinner soon. Would that be okay?”

Sabby brightens and steps beside Cori, taking her hand and nodding. “We’d love to, Mrs. Samuels.”

“Vicky, dear.”

She surprises me by closing the distance and hugging Sabby before returning to her husband. Chet hugs her and kisses her forehead as he rubs her back. He nods at me, and I return the gesture. Then, the two of them walk to their car, and the tension leaves as we relax, waving as they pull away.

“You have a knack for bullshitting,” Tia says, stepping beside me as they drive out of sight.

I grin and wave everyone back to the house. “I’ll do anything for any of you. But we still should be careful. I don’t want to hide our relationship, but I know how this looks to people who might not understand our dynamic.


CHAPTER TEN

APPRECIATION


Mindy pulls up behind my car along the front of the house as we walk across the lawn, and she honks her horn.

“I need help with the groceries,” she calls, waving at us.

Cori and Sabby turn and hurry, helping her unload, and I glance at Candy who grins back, tipping her chin at Maggie.

“We discussed what else we needed,” she says as we turn to join the girls, picking out bags from the back of Mindy’s car. “Unless we want to live off pizza and takeout, we need some groceries.”

“Snacks and things, too,” Maggie points out. “I’ll take on organizing the kitchen and planning meals. Teo’s crew installed the new appliances I’d kept in storage during the renovation.”

I chuckle and nod toward Tia. “We were just thinking the same thing after we bought all the furniture for the top floor.”

“Oh wow,” Candy says, grinning. “So your shopping adventure was a success? We got bed linens and towels after the crew left.”

“I hope you don’t mind,” Maggie joins the conversation. “I texted Trent about the turret remodel to recreate it as a shared bathroom. He’s going to come by tomorrow to take measurements.”

“I don’t mind at all.” I smile and wink. “It’s your house.”

“Our house,” she reminds me with a grin.

The seven of us spread shopping bags across the kitchen counters. Candy and Tia take over, opening cupboards and directing us to put things away. They share an intuition for arranging the pantry and refrigerator, and Mindy joins in to help, along with Maggie. With four people moving around the space, there isn't enough room for Cori, Sabby, and me.

I tilt my head to the parlor, and they grin and follow me out of the busy kitchen. I settle into an armchair and wave the couple to the loveseat angled beside it. They smile at me as they sit close together, holding hands. I don't miss Sabby staring at my crotch while biting her lip.

“After talking to your folks, I wanted to check in with you, Cori,” I say, leaning forward with my elbows on my knees. “I spun a story because your parents should know where you live, but they don’t need to know the details about how you live. It’s up to you to share anything with them.”

“Thank you.” Cori blushes, glancing at Sabby, who relaxes and leans her head on her girlfriend’s shoulder. “Sabby and I have gotten creative in what we reveal to both of our parents.”

“They’re coming around and getting used to the fact that we’re a couple,” Sabby joins in, wrapping her arm around the blushing blonde. “We understand the need to be discreet, but Cori and I have been out publicly for a while, so continuing the illusion is easy.”

“It’s not an illusion,” I say. “You both have strong feelings for each other. I don’t think you should have to hide those.”

They look at each other before Cori turns back at me. “Dom, we’re committed to you first. And the harem. Sabby will always be special to me, but we both look to you as the head of our family. We don’t want to be treated like a couple within the larger group.”

“It wouldn’t work.” Sabby shakes her head. “We don’t feel any jealousy towards our sisters, even Maggie. It’s you that we’re attracted to. You’re sexy and mature, and you’ve always taken care of us. You’re a great boss and an even better lover.”

They look at each other and twist to look behind them across the entry to the den. Cori rises and takes my hand. “Let’s go somewhere private.” Sabby stands and leads us to the den to the side of the entry. She escorts her girlfriend and me into the den and shuts the door behind her.

“Girls.” The lust in their eyes makes what they want clear. But when they gently push me into the chair behind the desk and kneel at my feet, all thoughts of slowing them down evaporate. My cock has been thickening from the moment I saw Sabby’s dark eyes drop down to my crotch.

“You are what we want, Dom.” Cori unfastens my belt while Sabby works at the button and zipper. “We love being together, but we love being yours more.”

My cock springs free as Sabby tugs my jeans down. I lift my hips to make it easier. The rising lust in the room overwhelms any resistance. Cori wraps her hand around my cock, stroking as I stare into her blue eyes. After tossing my jeans and boxers aside, Sabby pushes my knees open and turns her head, licking circles around one of my testicles.

“Fuck.” I close my eyes and inhale at the heady feeling of the two girls determined to pleasure me by worshipping my cock. “Eager little sluts, aren’t you?” My words come out rough and harsh, but Cori nods at me, her eyes dark with lust.

“We’re your sluts.” She drops down and engulfs me, swirling her tongue around the crown.

“We’ve wanted to do this with you since we woke up this morning,” Sabby says, popping one of my balls from between her lips. “But you wore us out last night.” She lowers and sucks in my other testicle, one hand wrapping around both my cock and Cori’s fingers, and they stroke me in tangent. Cori sucks on my crown, swirling her tongue and moaning, as Sabby continues to suck and lick my heavy balls.

They’re both still in their work outfits, the low-cut blouses giving me a glorious view of their young tits. I lean and reach, pushing my hand inside each of their tops to cup their full breasts, squeezing and kneading the supple flesh.

“Mmnfff” Sabby moans as she pulls her mouth from my sac. “I guess we’re overdressed, huh?”

She rocks back, crosses her arms, and sweeps her shirt off. Looking at me, she cups her pert, tawny breasts capped with dark, stiff nipples. “Is this better?”

I nod as she shimmies out of her skirt, leaving only her black thong before she moves forward on her knees. Cori pulls off my cock and glances at Sabby, rocking back as her girlfriend takes over, licking along the side of my rigid shaft.

“You're so fucking sexy. We got too eager,” Cori explains, slinging her top toward Sabby’s pile of clothes. “Sometimes we get off over the phone telling each other what we want to do to you.”

Cori rises to her feet, kicking off her skirt before straddling my thigh. She cups one of her pert breasts, lowering the full orb to mouth level as her fingers comb through my messy hair. I take the hint, sucking her stiff nipple into my mouth and swirling my tongue around it.

“Now we can just do it,” Sabby says, watching as Cori arches, pushing her soft, supple breast into my face before twisting to feed me her other firm nipple.

Sabby drops back and deep throats my cock. Cori lowers bare pussy to my thigh, grinding her hips, smearing her slick arousal. All I want to do is sink my cock into her tight young pussy.

Knock knock knock

“Sorry to interrupt,” Tia calls from the other side of the door. “Teo’s on his way back, and he and his crew probably won’t want to hear the noises the three of you are about to make.”

I pull my mouth from Cori’s nipple as she sighs and slides back, standing and giving me a look of longing mixed with frustration. Sabby pushes her mouth down as far as she can, and I groan, feeling my head tip into the opening of her throat. She pulls back with a gasp, thick ropes of drool hanging between her lips and my cock.

She gathers up her spit, shifting back to stand beside Cori. They kiss, swapping the mixture of spit and precum between them. For a moment, I consider throwing caution into the wind, bending the pair over the antique desk, and fucking them till they scream. Instead, I shake my head and stand. “We’ll have all night,” I say to the blushing girls as they kiss for me. “Hand me my boxers and jeans.”

They giggle, collect the clothes they tossed, and hand mine to me. I grin as they look at their stretchy nylon polos, then trade with each other for the correct top.

“Okay, I get what you mean when you said you’re committed to me first, then the harem,” I say, tucking in my shirt and buckling my belt. “You're both mine and don’t want to be treated like a couple within the harem. I’m your focus, and I should’ve recognized that sooner.”

They wrap me in a hug as they nod and take turns kissing me. “Good. That’s the way it is with all of us. You’re our center,” Cori says as Sabby opens the door and leads us back into the entryway.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

HOME


Teo’s team quickly unloads and sets up the beds on the second floor. As the movers begin hauling the armoires and the flat platforms to the third floor, Tia’s expression changes from anticipation to dread.

“Teoscar,” she hisses as he tops the stairs on the second floor. “You and your guys can’t tell anyone about the top floor.”

“Why’s that,” Teoscar grins, giving her a wink. “You think we don’t already know what’s going on here? One guy and all you ladies?”

I sigh and step forward. “All we’re asking for is some discretion. We’re not hiding anything. We don’t want to create a public outcry that would disrupt our work and lives.”

“I get it,” he says, grinning at his cousin. “We won’t talk about it. This isn’t our first rodeo. There are a lot of kinky people around here.”

As his crew carries the final pieces of our new, expansive bedroom to the top floor, Maggie joins them to point out where things should go. I take Tia’s hand and walk downstairs to the kitchen, finding Candy leaning against the counter and tapping her phone. When she notices us, she grins.

“I’m ordering pizza for everyone.” she waggles her screen at us. “I’m getting enough for everyone, including Teoscar’s crew.”

“That’s a good idea,” I say, relaxing against the sink’s edge. “But what about all the food you bought?”

“It’s part of the menu for next week. Today has been difficult, but we’re past the disruptions.” Candy shrugs with a tired grin. “No one is in the mindset right now to cook.”

“Fair. Will you two coordinate with Maggie to plan something to keep everyone involved, including me?”

“Duh,” Tia says, leaning into my side. “Everyone needs to pull their weight and cooperate. The girls are all on board.”

“Speaking of, where are all the girls?”

“I sent them all to change out of their uniforms and shower.” Candy replies. “They’ll wear something comfortable for dinner.”

Maggie rounds the corner and joins us. “The guys will be done moving and setting up the furniture in about an hour.”

“That’ll be about right.” Candy nods, checking her phone. “It takes a bit for the pizza place to get such a large order baked and delivered.”

Maggie leans on the sink’s edge beside me, pressing into my side as I wrap my arm around her waist. The four of us all relax as the kitchen grows silent.

“We’ll have to pair up for our showers.” Tia grins. “Candy, you and Dom can go first. Maggie, is it cool with you if we share the other?

“I’m glad to,” she says, glancing at me, then my two assistants. “Don’t worry about running out of hot water; I installed a tankless system during the renovation.”

“Someday, you’ll need to give us all a tour of the entire estate.” I laugh, shaking my head in amazement. “We still haven’t seen the pool or jacuzzi.”

“C’mon, I’ll show you while the girls finish showering.” She waves for us to follow her as she walks past the dining room to a door with a clear window. She pulls it open and waves us out onto the wrap-around deck along the side of the house.

“The side entrance to the deck is weird,” Maggie says, walking west along the house until we get to the back. “We can think about making it easier to access sometime in the future.”

The deck widens, and a small pool with a hot tub is just around the corner. The pools are built into the deck and face west on one side of the expansive deck. The rocky cliffs fall to the ocean about twenty feet past the end of the deck. The spectacular view of the Pacific Ocean expands without anything to obstruct it. The sun is low, with pink and orange clouds stretching to the horizon.

“This is incredible,” I say as my three loves step beside me. “Heated?”

“I flipped on the heater this morning,” Maggie says, winking. “The hot tub is at ninety-nine degrees, and the pool just under eighty. It’ll be perfect if we want to swim when we’re done with pizza.”

My mind wanders; heating a pool isn’t inexpensive, and my face must have shown my concern because Maggie takes my hand and squeezes.

“This isn’t a big deal, babe.” She waves around the house, the deck, and the view of the ocean cliffs. “I didn’t want to live here alone. I didn’t put the house up for rent because I needed the money. It just felt wrong for it to be empty after I'd completed much of the remodel. Now, it won’t be.” She pauses, glancing at Tia and Candy. “It’s ours. All of ours.”

The four of us look at each other, and I’m dizzy with how quickly we’ve all become a circle of selfless lovers. We return to the side entrance to the deck and walk back inside. The three younger girls come down, wearing shorts and t-shirts, and we all gather in the dining room.

“When’s the pizza get here?” Cori asks. “I’m starving.”

“Should be in a half hour,” Candy says. “We need to go get cleaned up. Can you three prepare the table for the pizzas? Be sure to invite the crew when they come back down.”

The three of them nod. Maggie and Tia are already walking up the stairs. Taking Candy’s hand, we follow them up to the second floor. The four of us split up in the hallway, turning into the separate bathrooms. I close the door behind us as Candy walks into the center and turns around. She looks up at me and bites her lip.

“It’s been a while since we’ve been alone, just the two of us.” She pulls her top off, tossing it into a hamper. I grin, unbuttoning and pulling my shirt off my shoulders as she reaches back and undoes her bra. “I love everyone in our circle, but I need time with just you.”

“You’ll have time,” I say, pushing my shorts down, and my cock slowly stiffens as I watch her shimmy her skirt past her hips.

“Not just for fucking, Dom,” she says, stepping close and resting her hand on my chest. Her eyes are wide and vulnerable. “I’m speaking for myself, but I think it’s true for all of us. You should date us all. Separately.”

Pulling her tightly into my arms, I nod as I lower my mouth and kiss her tenderly. “That’s what I intend to do.” I brush my lips across hers, drifting back to stare into her eyes. “Each of you is precious to me, and intimacy alone with each of you is important. Dating individually is one way to do that.”

“There's six of us now, with Maggie,” Candy says, dropping her hand and taking mine, walking to the shower. “It’s going to be a lot. We love to share, but we want to be treated like your only girlfriend sometimes.”

She flips on the faucet, and the water is already steaming as we step inside. We silently start washing each other, taking the time to touch and caress. Our eyes drift to watch our hands, then lift to find each other gaze. Focusing only on her sky-blue eyes and cheerful face feels intimate and unique.

“I love you, Candy,” I say, smiling. “I know you’ll keep me honest. I love how you include everyone. But being selfish and expecting time with just me is okay.”

“I love you, too, Dom.” She leans her head on my chest, and I hold her close as the hot water washes the day’s stress away. She traces her fingertips along the length of my cock as it presses against her before looking up at me. “Tonight is for all of us, though. I’ll be greedy for you tomorrow.”

I laugh and kiss her forehead. “It’s a date.”

We dry off and head downstairs for our first family pizza night in Fallstead House. Even after a long, arduous day, the mood is festive. My girls are all smiles, and the room is filled with giggles and happy chatter as we enjoy the pizza. When Teoscar’s crew departs and heads to their homes, the sexual tension in the room rises as we start cleaning up the pizza boxes, paper plates, and soda cans.


CHAPTER TWELVE

FUSION


The sun disappeared as we ate. The windows are dark as we lock up the first floor and climb the stairs. The cheerful discussions shift to silence, and no words need to be spoken as the seven of us continue past the second-floor landing to the privacy of our loft.

“Each of you can pick an armoire,” Tia breaks the silence, waving around the room at the furniture arrayed along the low-ceilinged outside walls. “Tomorrow, we’ll start unpacking our things. Tonight, no clothes are needed.”

Everyone spreads out, and I select the armoire opposite the turret. Candy takes the one next to me, and Maggie claims hers on the opposite side. Tia grins, taking the space beside Maggie as Mindy, Sabby, and Cori select the ones nearest the turret. The room grows quiet as we each strip off our clothes, folding and placing them on shelves in our chosen armoires. When I turn around, the six of them are standing with arms behind them, looking at me with desire.

I scan across the room, focusing on each of them in turn, as my cock stiffens and rises, pointing to the center of the loft and the platform bed. Each girl is uniquely beautiful. The younger girls may have perkier breasts, but the heavier, round cups of my older companions are just as alluring. The only sound is the intermittent ocean breeze blowing outside as I step toward the center of the room.

The large platform is topped by two king-sized mattresses pressed together atop the platform. The expanse is covered in piles of white comforters and pillows arranged along the sides. The middle is open, surrounded by the linens. There is no headboard, so I climb onto the mattress and move to the center, lying on my back. I close my eyes when I sense the six girls moving from their spots around the room. I don’t want to play favorites, so I’ll start with my eyes closed. I grip my throbbing cock, stroking slowly as I feel the platform shift as six sexy women join me.

Three pairs of hands rest on my chest, rubbing in circles, while three more linger along my hips and thighs. I release a moan of arousal as I inhale their unique scents and warmth. Unable to keep my eyes shut as they touch me, I open them and meet Candy’s blue eyes.

I tip my head back, reaching my arms up as she leans forward, spreading her thighs alongside my head. I lick my lips before stretching my tongue and tracing along her glistening folds. Her moans guide me as I slowly kiss and lick her pussy, savoring her taste.

With her riding my face, I’m robbed of my sight as the rest of the girls shift beside me. A hand strokes my shaft as a tongue laps at my crown. Lips open and suck one of my testicles between them. I distract myself from the sensations by lapping Candy and flicking my tongue across her clit. Her quiet moans encourage my exploration. Letting go of her, I spread my arms, touching two different thighs kneeling by my head, caressing each of them with gentle circles. Hands run over my chest, and nails rake down my thighs.

I recognize the distinctive skill of Mindy’s cock-sucking expertise as she engulfs my cock. I moan into Candy’s pussy as her diminutive assistant deep throats my shaft. My hands run up the thighs settled on either side of me, feeling them rock as I cup two pussies. One lush tuft of hair indicates Maggie is on one side of me while hushed Spanish curses reveal I’ve slid two fingers deep inside my bakery manager. Finger fucking the pair, I enjoy the slight difference in the way my attention to their slick tight pussies elicits lustful moans.

I groan as one mouth pulls off my cock to be replaced by another. My mind fills in the blanks, lighting my imagination with images of my three college-aged girls having a deep-throat competition. My hips twitch as they all exhibit a hunger to take as much of me as they can.

My thumbs brush and circle Tia and Maggie’s clits while Candy leans and rests her hands on my chest. Her hips grind against my mouth as my tongue lashes through her folds. Her moans and cries tell me how close she is to the edge. She pauses, shifting back as the threesome around my cock pulls away.

She shifts forward, and I watch her breasts sway as she crawls down my body. When she twists around to face me, straddling my hips, I see Mindy’s hand gripping my cock. She presses the shiny tip against Candy’s opening as her bright blue eyes stare into mine. She slides herself down, and we groan in unison as her pussy envelops my length.

Our eye contact breaks when a bronze thigh shifts past my eyes. I refocus on Tia’s succulent dark folds as she lowers her pussy over my mouth. Reaching my free hand back to grip her ass, I stretch my tongue, burying it inside her. Maggie moans as she watches from the side, rocking her hips on my fingers as my thumb brushes over her clit.

Candy’s hips rock faster as I sense Tia angling her body forward. Both of their pussies clench as they kiss, rocking their bodies as they ride toward their bliss. I feel a warm body lying near me as another one reverses over the first. Cori’s sweet moans are louder than Sabby’s groans as the pair rock their warm bodies against me.

Another hand joins mine at Maggie’s opening, and I slide my fingers back, allowing who I presume is Mindy to flex her fingers inside her tight walls. I trace my hand up Maggie's torso until I grasp one of her breasts, squeezing firmly and tightening my slick fingers around her hard nipples.

Tia and Candi crest together, their pussies clenching as they cry out. Their bodies stiffen before falling to the side opposite of the younger pair of lovers. I sit up, then swing around, focusing on Maggie with her eyes closed as Mindy sucks her breast. I twist and grip Mindy’s ass, pulling her back. Maggie watches me with a confused look as I push her back until she’s lying flat. With a growl, I grab Mindy’s head and steer it toward Maggie’s akimbo legs. My Asian slut doesn’t hesitate, lowering to hungrily lick as Maggie’s hands comb through her black hair.

Mindy lifts her ass, wagging it at me, and I grab her hip and align my cock with her glistening slit. With a thrust, I fill her in one full stroke as Maggie’s thighs quiet her moan. I smack Mindy's ass, grabbing her hips as I rut into her tight pussy. When I hear Cori and Sabby cry out, I swivel my head, watching as they push each other into bliss with mouths and fingers.

Swiveling back to focus on fucking Mindy, two warm bodies are at my side. Candy and Tia kiss my jaw and under my neck as their hands rub over my chest and back. Rutting into my youngest girlfriend while taking turns to kiss the first two of my pledged harem. The three of us moan as we enjoy the feeling of moving together.

Mindy tosses her head back as Maggie arches and cries out. I can see her inner thighs shaking as she comes, squirting her release over Mindy’s lust-filled face. The diminutive Asian shakes as I plunge deep inside her, roaring as I shoot my load into her tight sheath. My hips buck and jerk as my balls empty before I slump to the side.

The seven of us are breathless as we recover. But our passion for each other bubbles under the surface as our tender kisses of affection deepen. Our bodies shift into new pairings, and I find myself behind Maggie, rutting into her as I stare into Tia’s eyes. She’s spread out, her fingers holding Maggie to her cycling hips.

To the side, the other four tangle together, Candy’s blonde curls nestled between Mindy’s thighs. Her nose is pressed between Cori’s round cheeks as she laps Sabby’s pussy. Completing the circle as the young Latina relishes Candy’s juices, her dark hands gripping her paler ass. The four of them undulate, legs, arms, and hands moving as they pleasure each other. Watching the chain of female flesh undulate while moaning encouragement to each other fires my lust. I rut into Maggie, spanking her ass roughly, knowing she craves the impact.

Tia arches back, crying out as her hips grind against Maggie's mouth. I slam deep into Maggie as her pussy clamps around my cock as I pump her full of cum. Her body shakes as she twists, shouting as she shatters into bliss. The four sapphic sluts beside us hit a crescendo as they hear us come apart. I slump over Maggie’s back, straining forward as she turns to me. We kiss passionately as I slip to the side, my cock pulling free. I sprawl on my back, pulling Maggie to my side. I feel a mouth around my cock and glance down, finding Mindy cleaning the creamy mess. She stares at me, her dark eyes bright with lust. I close my eyes, turning to kiss Tia as she shifts beside me, pressing her breasts into my side.

The seven of us curl into a snug mass of sweaty flesh in the middle of the massive bed. Mindy rests her head on my thigh after cleaning my cock; her eyes lidded over her blissful face. A calm settles over us in our new nest, and the space fills with even breathing as my lovers fall asleep individually. Then, I succumb to the darkness nestled between Maggie and Tia.
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SWEET TEMPTATIONS

Chapter 1 - A New Morning

The first rays of sunlight seep into the loft through the stained-glass windows around the top cornice. I sense the bodies around me shift and twist to avoid the light before resuming their rest. With the bakery closed, we don’t need to start before sunrise, but it’s still very early.

Lying on my back in the middle of my six beautiful girls, I stretch my arms behind my head and stare into the rafters. This is my first morning outside of my darkened sleeping nook in my loft above the stores. The reflections of the beams passing through the stained-glass windows catch my attention, and I follow the floating motes of dust shifting through the rays of sunlight. The breathing of my bedmates comforts me as I enjoy the peace of the moment. My mind rewinds through the pleasurable chaos of the past week.

Before attempting to recreate Grandpa Bill’s taffy recipes, managing my two businesses was my focus. The candy business remained steady due to the legacy of my grandfather’s patronage, while the café and bakery presented new challenges. Candy and Tia became excellent partners, and I wouldn't want anyone else to run my stores. I’ve always been drawn to their beauty and personalities, but I managed to hide those feelings behind a veil of professionalism. The effects of my failed marriage added another reason to keep them at arm’s length.

When I made the first batch of Rocky Cove Cream, none of us understood that the novel ingredients would lower our inhibitions and amplify our desires. It was only after the first torrid threesome in my loft above the businesses that we began to suspect the taffy as the catalyst. Our unrestrained passion increased as we unraveled the mysteries within Grandpa Bill’s recipes.

Discovering a second recipe and the complementary new flavor only enhanced the effect. And taking both amplified the potency, giving me more stamina to please my growing harem. The libidinous impact only multiplied as my younger employees tasted the taffies. I was drawn to all of their comely bodies, flirtatious personalities, and charm. In a few short days, all three joined my harem with no regrets. I was happily entangled and only wanted to protect each of my amorous partners.

Looking back, I don’t regret that the walls of professional propriety shattered in the kitchens of my businesses. I’ve enjoyed the wild sexual romps with my polyamorous lovers since then, and I anticipate many more sensuous sessions with the sexy women in my circle. Our mutual desire to live together under one roof made it clear that my tiny loft above the shops would be inadequate for five grown women and me.

Searching for a larger space to rent brought another surprise when I came face-to-face with my old high school flame, Maggie. Coincidentally, she’d inherited the cliffside manor overlooking the rocky coves for which the town is named. It was the perfect place for my growing harem. Fallstead House, as it was called, was passed down to her by her grandmother, Dolores.

Her affair with my grandfather years ago sparked their imagination, and they crafted the tempting flavors we enjoy. As Maggie retold Dolores's stories, we unraveled the mystery surrounding the unique properties of the tangy taffy. Dolores added herbal ingredients to the recipes, using the treats to fuel her regular sex parties with swingers while I was away at culinary school.

Awake and aware now after recalling the series of events and surprises of the past week, I glance toward the first hint of motion in our adopted home. The six naked females cuddle in pairs, arrayed across our Alaskan king bed in the loft of Maggie’s manor. Tia stretches her hands above her head, yawning before she glances at me as she twists on her side, and we share a private smile. I drop my eyes to her bare breasts, sensing her gaze shifting below my waist.

Our eyes snap back to each other, and I tilt my head as she bites her lip, inching closer. With no one between us, I move toward her. We kiss with building passion as we caress our bed-warm flesh. Her fingers wrap around my stiffening shaft as I squeeze her tawny boobs. Our mouths press together, tongues tangling.

“You know what they say, Papi?” Tia whispers as she pulls away from my mouth, stroking up and down my dick.

“What’s that?” I ask.

“The early bird gets the…” Her voice cuts off as she drops down and sucks my head between her plump lips. I stare at her as she rolls her neck, bobbing her head up and down before lapping along my shaft, spreading her slick saliva over my prick.

As she drops to slather my balls with her spit and drool, I roll onto my back and exhale a quiet groan of encouragement. The body behind me shifts, and Maggie gasps when she twists around to peek over my shoulder at what Tia is doing. Her eyes cut to mine as I recall her question from yesterday morning.

“I’m thinking my mornings are going to be more like this,” I say as we share a grin. She shifts closer, lifting her fingers to brush behind my head as she kisses me. We moan into each other’s mouths, enjoying how our lips and tongues tangle in our passionate embrace. She combs through the thinning hair at the base of my scalp as I cup her breast, squeezing and stroking my thumb over her stiff nipple.

Tia sucks on my crown and pushes her mouth further down my shaft. When my tip slides into the tightness of her throat, I moan into my heated kiss with Maggie. When Tia pulls off, she flexes her hand up and down my stiffness. “How about I ride his cock while you ride his face?” she offers, looking at her counterpart with a husky laugh.

“Deal,” Maggie whispers as I shift to the side in the limited space between the other four sleeping beauties.

Tia straddles my hips, her hot, slick sex pressing my shaft flat against my abdomen, before grinding herself along my length. She stares as Maggie tosses her thigh over my head, redirecting my focus to her glistening lips. As she moves, I grip her ass and guide her lower until she grinds her sex against my lips. The sweet tang of her unique flavor coats my tongue as I lap at her dripping opening. My groan of pleasure morphs as Tia guides my crown into her opening. I lap through Maggie's folds, flicking her clit with the tip and enjoying how their muffled moans grow louder. The pair angle their upper bodies together, and I can’t help but picture both of their full breasts compressing as they kiss.

Despite trying to stay quiet, our amorous activities in the middle of the expansive loft don’t go unnoticed. While between Maggie’s thighs, I can’t see my other four bedmates, but the mattress wobbles as our companions shift closer. Tia grinds on my cock, leaning back and gripping above my knees as she rides my rigid rod. Her muttered Spanish curses have me picturing one of our lovers sucking on her stiff nipples. Maggie’s hips continue to rock over my lips and tongue while her body shifts, arching her back and making her hands rise from my chest.

It’s not long before her thighs tighten and quiver against my cheeks as her pussy bathes my mouth and cheeks with her fresh, tart juices. She slides off to the side, catching her breath as I push up onto my elbows to stare at Tia. Her eyes flare as she keeps riding me, cowgirl style, arching back while Mindy’s black hair brushes over my torso. I shiver as the younger girl’s tongue flicks between Tia’s clit and my girthy shaft. I scan down her tawny body, rewarded by the sight of her round ass and the hint of her pussy. But Candy’s bright smile fills my vision as her lips press into mine, and we sink into a lusty lip lock.

Tia curses loudly in Spanish as she trembles, baptizing my cock with her copious spending. After she slides off to cuddle with Maggie, Candy and Mindy turn, crawling towards my feet and facing away from me. Their asses sway together, and their heads twist to watch me as they kiss. The two contrasting beauties wave their distinctive asses at me as they lower their heads to the mess of covers on our bed.

Eager for more, I twist around onto my knees, moving behind Candy and gripping her waist. She lifts her head to nod at me as I notch my cock and drive into her. Mindy stares at me while I fuck her boss, then her eyes slant to the side of me. Following her gaze, I see Sabby and Cori tangled, scissoring and mashing their pink pussies in time with my fucking of my blonde partner. The sight pushes me closer, but I want to prolong this. Pulling out, I shift over and trace my tip along Mindy’s vertical slit, then push into her tight, young pussy.

The chorus of moans from the two younger women grows louder as Mindy arches her back, clapping her ass into my thighs as she meets my thrusts. If this is what mornings will be like in our new house, I’m going to need to make a hell of a lot more taffies. Returning my attention to the two beauties on their knees in front of me, I focus on railing each of them in turn, alternating when they begin to peak. Their share hungry kisses while I continue to plow into them, smacking their asses and sparking louder, lust-filled moans.

I glance over at Sabby and Cori as they mirror my flexing hips and stare at me as I fuck their friends. The four women manage to find synchronization as they writhe and shift, and I know I’m close to my end. Feeling new hands run along my sides, then up and down my back, I lean to kiss Tia, then Maggie, welcoming them back. The attic's octagonal walls and high ceilings echo the lusty shouts of the girls as they come apart in unison. Grunting to keep myself from the edge, I pull back and fist my cock as all six of them twist around, lying face up up, alternating head to toe. Their lust-lidded eyes lock onto me as they hold their mouths open.

Unable to hold back, I keep stroking from root to tip until I ejaculate thick ropes of cum across their beautiful faces. The taffies seem to affect semen production as I can’t stop erupting, shooting hot jets of my pearlescent cream over their trembling flesh, coating their breasts and throats. When I’m spent, I sit back on my haunches, watching my beguiling beauties as they enjoy cleaning my mess from each other’s warm, shiny skin.
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MACK LANDRY COLLECTION
DIVE INTO MORE POLY HEAT, HAREMS, AND HARD-WON LOVE BELOW


Chef’s Kiss Barbecue—A smoky slice-of-life men’s romance about a burned-out tech guy, three fierce heroines, and the Texas BBQ circuit, blending polyamorous heat with cartel danger and a hard-won found family.

Home Office Harem—My life was perfect—until my wife Naomi left, stripping everything and leaving me an overwhelmed single dad. In the wreckage, four devoted young women offered unexpected love and support, forging a devoted harem to heal my soul. Then Naomi returned, forcing us to redefine family... or lose it all.

Cascade Mountain Harem - Second-chance harem romance in the Cascades: wounded hearts reunite at a remote mountain resort, where a mystical spring forges a slow-burn harem as one guy claims a whole new life with the women who insist on sharing it. Six-book series with a spine-tingling ending.

The Candy Man’s Harem (Rocky Cove Candy Company) — Sweet, sticky, and a tad strange: divorced candy man Dominic leads his devoted young team in a quirky age-gap harem at Rocky Cove's coastal shop. They twist taffy—and taboos—into spicy-sweet bliss, unearthing echoes from his grandfather's past.

Belinda and the Beast—Standalone paranormal harem romance: Young Belinda chooses her dream-monster lover, only to lose everything. Amid grief and bisexual awakening, the beast under her bed isn't her only savior—her three devoted friends join the heat. Explicit magic forges an HEA from desire and found family.

Our Ethereal Legacy - A super spicy urban fantasy harem origin: ordinary friends awaken wild powers through trial, error, and tangled desire—binding as lovers against demons, succubi, and ethereal forces in an epic adventure of devotion.

Our Ethereal Legacy - California - The JACKL Family is older, wiser, and ready for anything as they mentor the next generation. They're excited to explore their new surroundings and make friends in the larger fae community. But how do you keep a big family with several fae just starting to figure out their powers under wraps?

Basics: Neural Control Node—Work-from-home retail therapy buys Josh a dead-on-arrival gadget—until his gamer-girl neighbor activates its seductive AI. She morphs into his perfect assistant for cooking, cleaning, and more, sparking a slice-of-life men's fantasy harem romance.

Explore Mack Landry’s Amazon Author page or find all his stories at his website:

https://books.macklandry.com/mack-landry-collection
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CHEF’S KISS BARBECUE
AGE GAP HAREM FANTASY ROMANCE


When tech burnout meets Texas BBQ, sparks fly hotter than hickory smoke.

Ryan Mitchell cashed out of the startup world and hit the road in his RV, seeking something real. He found it in the smoky art of barbecue—and incredible women who'd change everything.

Full of witty banter, explicit heat, and mouth-watering BBQ, this contemporary harem romance serves up age-gap attraction, polyamorous passion, and the ultimate found family. Each book is a complete 2-hour read of Ryan's adventures as he learns that the best things in life are worth the wait—and the heat.

The Chef's Kiss Barbecue series is a slow-burning, slice-of-life, age-gap contemporary romance that melds Texas barbecue culture, RV/van life coastal adventure, and digital nomad lifestyle. Sharp humor, witty banter, and nerd culture combine in this midlife renewal harem romance series.

Chef’s Kiss Barbecue

https://books.macklandry.com/chefs-kiss-barbecue


HOME OFFICE HAREM
AGE GAP HAREM FANTASY ROMANCE


Dive into the complex world of Matt Lewis—a flawed workaholic wrestling with his demons and the intoxicating pull of taboo desire. Grasping at straws after his wife leaves him, he hires the tempting babysitter next door as his nanny while he figures out the next steps.

Home Office Harem

https://books.macklandry.com/home-office-harem


THE CANDY MAN’S HAREM
A SUGARY SWEET MFF+ HAREM FANTASY ROMANCE


Dominic Butterworth inherited the Rocky Cove Candy Company after his grandfather's death. Dom has focused on preserving his grandfather's legacy and has started trying his secret recipes. Things shift when his co-workers start looking at him differently. Can love be mixed in without destroying what he's built?

The Candy Man’s Harem

books.macklandry.com/rocky-cove-candy


BELINDA AND THE BEAST


“Okay, Bee, truth or dare?” Shelley asked me with a mischievous grin.

My best friend since before I understood what a friend was, Shelley knew all of my secrets. Choosing a dare was not an option.

Uh uh, no way.

“Truth.”

Continue reading Belinda and the Beast

books.macklandry.com/belinda


OUR ETHEREAL LEGACY


Our Ethereal Legacy contains all four novels about Jeremiah’s harem family and legacy in one volume and the correct series order. All of the individual books and expanded universe stories are available here:

Singles: https://books.macklandry.com/OEL

	Molding Minds 

	Awakening Angels 

	Dueling Demons 

	Familiar Fairytales 




Omnibus

https://books.macklandry.com/ourethereallegacy


OUR ETHEREAL LEGACY - CALIFORNIA


The Jackson Family is moving to Serra Bay, and what they find is more magical than expected. Alyssa and Jeremiah are pulled in to help clean up the aftermath of an out-of-control feeder and link up with the resident fae in the area, bringing their powers to benefit humans and fae alike.

Explore the magic and mysteries of Our Ethereal Legacy as they relocate to Serra Bay, California.

Series includes:

	JACKL Inc. 

	Once Bitten 

	Twice Shy 

	Thrice Charmed 




Our Ethereal Legacy—California

https://books.macklandry.com/oel-california


BASICS: NEURAL CONTROL NODE
NEURAL CONTROL NODE


Josh is bored with working from home and buys a gadget online, expecting a fun toy. When the gamer girl neighbor next door grabs it, everything changes instantly.

Will Josh be able to fix the damage? Will an upgrade change everything back to normal? Will he lose his soul mate?

Read this slice-of-life contemporary men's fantasy harem romance.

Basics: Neural Control Node

http://books.macklandry.com/basics


CASCADE MOUNTAIN HAREM
SECOND CHANCE HAREM ROMANCE


Kurt Darby's impromptu vacation in the Cascade Mountains takes him back to growing up nearby and some old friends from high school. The years have passed, but Kurt and Amy's connection as teenagers sparked a fire between the old flames. Kurt's challenges grow when Amy's friends join them to spend a wild weekend in Amy's mountain cabin resort.

Cascade Mountain Harem

books.macklandry.com/cascade-harem


JACKL PUBLISHING AUTHORS


[image: Mack Landry logo]


Mack Landry ignites passionate tales of lust, love, slice-of-life adventures, male-led harems, and irresistible romance.

Mack Landry’s Author Page

[image: Hank Dolworth Logo]


Hank Dolworth pens scorching hotwife and freeuse tales brimming with sizzling sex, mind-melting orgasms, and feel-good romance.

Hank Dolworth’s Author Page

[image: Drake Storm Logo]


Drake Storm crafts spicy romances packed with slow-burn tension, on-page heat, delicious angst, swoony grand gestures, and guaranteed HEAs

.Drake Storm’s Author Page
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