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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 





ABOUT MELDING FLAVORS



Melding Flavors fuses hearts and desires—welcoming Maggie into the ultimate candy-fueled union.

High school sweetheart Maggie returns to Rocky Cove, drawn by whispers of Dominic's thriving shops and the tantalizing new flavors captivating his team. As they reconnect over shared memories and experimental confections, the aphrodisiac magic blends past and present passions, inviting her into the warm embrace of Candy, Tia, Mindy, Sabby, and Cori. Late-night tastings evolve into profound intimacies, strengthening their poly family amid shop expansions and coastal adventures.

With Grandpa's journals revealing final secrets, Dominic's circle solidifies in joyful harmony—no secrets, just endless affection and mutual delight. This pivotal installment heightens the romance with emotional reunions, group celebrations, and the sweet reward of true belonging. Ideal for harem lovers craving heartfelt growth and feel-good connections.


Dedicated to the beneficial surprises that happen daily, whether by coincidence or fate. They keep us guessing on this ride of life.


I don’t think human beings are monogamous by nature

SCARLETT JOHANSSON


MELDING FLAVORS


CHAPTER 1
A NEW NORMAL



“Mierda,” Tia swears as she twists out of bed. “Shit. I needed to be downstairs fifteen minutes ago.”

Blinking my eyes, I roll toward the warm dip in my covers where she slept and inhale her scent before pushing up and twisting out of bed. Candy rolls into the space I left before pulling the covers over her head.

“Need help,” I ask, running my fingers through my hair and looking for a fresh shirt. “Crap, I need to do some laundry.”

“We can’t keep staying up so late,” Tia moans, finding her duffel bag and sorting through it before pulling out a black bra and matching panties. “Not when I need to be ready for morning rushes in the bakery.”

The sight of Tia pulling her bra around her torso and snapping the clasp in the front is like a jolt of caffeine. She smirks at my heated gaze as she pulls the straps up, molds her dark, creamy orbs into the cups, then shimmies herself, adjusting her breasts in the black bra until she’s happy with how she looks.

“Keep it in your pants, Papi,” she grins. “Can't be distracted by…” she waves at my stiffening member, “that wonderful thing.”

Stepping into a pair of jeans, I pull them up, zip them, and button them closed before I get too rigid. “Are you sure?” I tease her as I reach for a white undershirt. “We didn’t even have a wild night of sex last night. Only fun cuddling with you two while we talked.”

We whisper as I leave my bedroom nook and slide the curtain closed to keep the lights from waking Candy.

“Later. If you can help me catch up with baking, I'd appreciate it,” Tia says as she continues dressing. “Just no funny business. We need to be professionals.”

She pulls up her black, stretch yoga pants, which do little to lessen my lustful thoughts. She’s made the tight-fitting leggings an optional uniform item for the bakery crew. They may also wear a knee-length mini-skirt or slacks. The black bottoms go well with the variety of tops the girls have to choose from. All of the tops are low-cut and accentuate the girls’ busts. The uniforms are Tia designs meant to complement the name of the bakery/café Perky Cups Coffee and Tarts.

While she pulls her top over her head and down her curvy body, I reach for a white cotton button-up with a Rocky Cove Candy Company logo over the left pocket. She winks at me as she pulls her luxurious black tresses from the back of her shirt, then bends at the waist to grab a hair scrunchie out of her bag.

“We gotta figure out the living conditions,” Tia grins as she stands and pulls her hair back, wrapping the tie around the messy tail. “I can’t live out of a duffel bag, Dom.”

“It’s on my list for today,” I assure her. “I'll pack my books away to move the partitions. Then, I can make a dressing area for us and shelves for each of you.”

“Think about planning for a bigger bathroom, too,” Candy calls from inside the dark curtain. “Especially if your in-house harem includes the three youngers. They’ll have clothes, toiletries, makeup, hair brushes, all the girly stuff. They'll need a place to store all of that stuff.”

The curtain waves then pulls back, revealing Candy’s voluptuous curves. She’s wearing only her panties while holding her pink bra in one hand. “I know we’re all working this weekend, but maybe we can get started during the slow times.” Candy winks at me while I appreciate her sexy body as she tucks her breasts into her pink push-up bra.

I nod, and my mind starts ticking off everything we’ll need to expand the loft across the entire building floor. Starting with tearing down the partition that separates my living room over the candy shop from the larger vacant space area over the bakery and cafe. “I'll to call my contractor friend, especially if we to redesign a larger bathroom. I never expected to have anyone else share this loft.”

The two girls share the bathroom and help each other as they perform their morning routine. Meanwhile I collect the clothes we’ve left scattered across my bedroom and living room from last night and make a pile of clothes on the top of my bed.

“What if we just looked for a house to rent?” Candy asks. “It’s nice to be right above the shop, but it’s going to be a while before the loft is big enough for six of us.”

“We may want to reserve space for guests and expansion,” Tia laughs and nudges me with her elbow as I step behind the pair to look in the mirror. “You’ve gone from bachelorhood to a harem of five. Are you sure that will be enough?”

“I don’t see us growing past the six of us. We’ll decide on our living situation by Monday,” I say, looking at my face in the mirror with two days’ worth of scruff growing. “I need to shave.”

“Grow it out,” Candy shrugs. “A beard would complete the Zaddy look you’ve got going.”

Twisting my head, I check my reflection, trying to imagine my face with a short beard. “You think?” I ask, looking at the pair’s reflection in the mirror.

Tia’s eyes widen as she bites her lip and nods. “Oh yeah, Papi. Let it grow out a bit. I like beards.”

I comb my fingers through my thinning hair, letting out a sigh. “I should just shave my head. I hate how messy my hair gets, and the comb-over look is tired.”

Candy’s eyes narrow as she inspects me in the reflection before her face brightens as she nods. “Yeah, that look might work.” The three of us turn to exit the loft and head downstairs. “We’ll have to ask what Mindy, Sabby, and Cori think.”

“I’m a grown-ass man; I can decide on my own,” I say, chuckling. But Candy’s right. I’d want their approval before I change my look too drastically. “I think the new men’s barbershop that opened a few blocks down will do head shaving with an old-fashioned straight blade.”

“Ohh, I want to come along!” Candy says. “That place looks so masculine. I enjoy the scents of leather and whiskey when I walk past the storefront.”

As we head downstairs together, I’m struck by how comfortable I am with the new normal I have. Sharing a bed with two women is something I should have done ages ago. I smirk at the thought as Candy and I follow Tia into her bakery downstairs.

“What can we do to help?” Candy and I say almost simultaneously, then laugh as we naturally fall into a hug, her hands wrapping around my waist. It's perfect to hold her in my arms as I squeeze her curvy body tight against me.

“Less of that, more of making baked goods.” Tia teases before joining the hug for a moment. “Maybe we need to hire an early shift worker.”

“That’s a decision that can wait,” I say as we part the huddle. “What’s on the menu?”

“Cinnamon rolls, the dough is proofing in the cooler. It just needs to be stretched flat, buttered, and sprinkled with cinnamon and sugar. After that roll-up the dough, cut into rings, and place on the baking sheet,” Tia says, heading to the walk-in cooler.

Candy and I roll our sleeves up and don aprons, ready to start baking. Tia grins as she comes out carrying the chilled pastry dough, and I love how easy it is to work as a team. It's been my habit to drift back and forth between the shops, keeping things on track, but by living together, the three of us can work more efficiently. At least, I hope it will benefit our business in the long run.


CHAPTER 2
CHANGES



Sabby and Cori enter the kitchen from the back hall together as we slide the baking pans into the oven. They smile when they see me, hurrying to hug me and take turns kissing me.

“I could get used to this,” Sabby says, parting from our short kiss.

“Same,” Cori laughs.

“Did you two carpool?” I ask while enjoying the short snuggle.

“Yep,” Sabby says, moving from me to Tia and giving her a morning hug. “Just easier if we come together.”

“I love it when that happens,” Candy laughs, hugging Cori.

I smirk as all four girls giggle at the innuendo. The image of the two young women hitting their peaks simultaneously replays in my mind, and I have to pause to adjust myself in my trousers. “What’s the plan today,” I say, turning to Tia and Candy.

“We want to set out full bags of Rocky Cove Cream and Tangy Nectar taffies in the candy store as a public test,” Candy says as she raises her eyes from my crotch, then bites her lip and winks.

“We could have a free trial basket on the café counter,” Tia nods. “The morning rush loves their caffeine and sugar fix.”

“What is the supply?” I ask, rubbing my stubbled chin, as I twist toward Candy. “Enough for how many days?”

“I made normal batches of each yesterday. Those are usually good for a few days with our usual flavors,” She says. “I’ll start another batch for tomorrow in case these go fast. We have a good supply of everything else.”

“What are your plans for the loft?” Tia asks, looking at me and then glancing at the younger girls.

“I need to call my contractor about modifying the loft and expanding it over the bakery,” I say so everyone knows the plan. "The present state would be crowded with all of us, but it already is with just three.”

Sabby and Cori’s smiles fade before Cori raises her hand. I nod at her as I cross my arms, feeling like I’m already letting them down. “Go ahead, Cori.”

“Do you have a timetable for when space will be available?” She asks, chewing her bottom lip. “My mom is being bitchy again, She doesn’t want me out at nights, and keeps treating me like a teenager. I think she has issues with me spending too much time with Sabby. I need to a move-out date, you know?”

“If she moves in here, I can stay at home,” Sabby says with a touch of a frown. “My folks don’t care what I do with my days and nights. I don’t have to move in right away.”

I glance at Candy and Tia, who return my look of concern. I weigh the options and consider what it would take to make the loft work for five people. With the limited bathroom space, is it even possible?

“First, I need to move the partitions in the main loft. If I rearrange it right might open up enough room for another bed or storage for your things,” I say candidly. “The issue is my bathroom, it’s way too small for five women. Moving in soon also means we’’ll live in a construction zone for a while. Dust and debris everywhere, workers going in and out. I’m beginning to like Candy’s idead to find a short-term rental.”

“Oh, that would be cool!” Cori says. “I know there is a house down near the cliffs with a for rent sign. I drive by it every day.”

“Text me the address. I’ll call my realtor before I call the contractor.” I uncross my arms and sweep my eyes across the four sexy women who call themselves my harem. “I want us all together, but I want it to last too. A little patience might be best, but I understand, Cori. That doesn’t sound like a fun situation at home.”

“It is what it is,” she shrugs, chewing her lip again. “It’s been this way for a while. I’m just over it.”

The timer dings for the cinnamon rolls, and Tia waves Sabby and Cori toward the oven. “We need to get ready for the rush, girls,” she says, as the two of them grab aprons and start their day.

“Let’s go prep the candy store before Mindy gets here,” Candy says, taking my arm. “We’ll check in with you ladies later.”

Eduardo enters from the hallway and waves. “Buenos dias.”

We pass him as he starts working with the bakery crew like any other day. In the hall, Candy pauses and looks at me as she leans against the wall. “This is a lot,” she sighs. “The reality is hitting me, and I realize this might not be affordable. A new apartment, construction—it’s crazy when I think about it.”

I lean on the wall across from her, crossing my arms and rubbing my scruffy chin. Something about the motion soothes me as I think about what we’ve planned. “The stores are making a good profit,” I reply, starting with the money situation. “I have an annual budget for building improvements, so part of the expenses are covered with those funds.”

Candy nods, watching my fingers comb through the rough, short hairs. “Okay, that helps. And I’ll contribute what I’m paying in rent once I’m out of my apartment. I pay month-to-month, so I don’t have a lease to break.” She pushes off the wall and then moves, leaning against me, her fingers rising to my jaw and smiling. “Yeah, keep growing this out. I like it.”

She lifts as I lower naturally for a soft kiss. We both enjoy the affection but part after a bit of indulgence. “I still have money from my inheritance, short-term savings, and retirement accounts from when I worked as a chef. I’ve lived relatively frugally since moving back. I can afford the start-up costs.”

“I think you should expect the girls to chip in,” Candy says. “They need to learn how to budget for living expenses. It’ll be good for them. No one should get a free ride on your back.”

“I agree,” I smile and hug her close, enjoying how her breasts compress against my chest. My arms around the stunning blonde is perfection. I can’t help gazing into her sparkling blue eyes. “We’ll take it day by day. I’m glad we had a short meeting already.”

“And it’s been like twelve hours since you fucked one of us,” Candy smirks. “Are you feeling okay?” Her hand drops to the front of my jeans, and her fingers curl around my length. I moan at her soft touch. Her eyes flare when my dick thickens under her fingers. “Mmmm, I’m glad you can still get it up after yesterday.”

“I need to learn to pace myself.” My voice sounds rough as I lower to kiss her and squeeze her ass, pulling her tighter against me. “But all of you make it hard.”

“Yeah, I can feel that,” Candy giggles, kissing me before withdrawing. “Go make your calls. Don’t get too distracted.”

The back door opens, and Mindy walks in, smiling at the two of us an arm’s length apart.

“Morning, Dom, Ms. Lane.”

“Candy is fine, Mindy,” Candy says, turning to the younger Asian girl and hugging her. I’m surprised when she kisses Mindy, whose face blushes at the affection. “We’re harem sisters now.”

Mindy smiles at me as she parts from the kiss. Her hair is in long braids with bows tied at the end, draping past her shoulders and over her ample chest. I force myself not to think about gripping her braids in my fists and steering her head while she’s on her knees with my cock in her mouth. She steps in front of me, looking up with her dark eyes. She tilts her head and grins while I lean down and kiss her, wrapping her in my arms.

“A girl could get used to this,” Mindy giggles as she parts and turns to the candy kitchen. “Busy day today. We need to see how our customers like our new flavors.”

She walks away and my focus shifts to her pert ass swaying under her short skirt. When I glance at Candy, she smirks and pats the tent in my trousers before turning and following Mindy. “Have a good morning, Dom.”


CHAPTER 3
SUDDEN INTENSITY



I return to the bakery kitchen and walk to the front of the store. Eduardo has already made my morning coffee, and it’s waiting alongside the espresso machine. I grab it and turn to head back upstairs. While passing through the kitchen my focus snaps to the two younger girls bent at the waist, loading cinnamon rolls on trays for the display case. The way their ripe breasts test the limits of their low cut polos makes my mouth water.

I lean against one of the stainless steel counters, and Tia stops what she’s doing to join me. I wink at her, sipping my java while enjoying the scent of the freshly baked cinnamon rolls. She grins back and turns toward me, her hand rubbing along my chest.

“What’s up, boss?” she asks, glancing down before meeting my eyes.

“The cinnamon rolls smell wonderful,” I say, not wanting to draw attention to the bulge in my jeans. “Can I grab one to have with my coffee? I want to start looking for places online. It’s too early to call my contractor friend.”

“Of course,” Tia replies. “We still need to ice them. After that I’ll bring one up.”

My bulge grows from the heat in her eyes, but I nod nonchalantly. I don’t need to take every opportunity to sink my dick into any of my willing girls. I take a sip of the dark creamy brew to distract myself.

“Candy is concerned about costs,” I say to change the conversation before the arousal welling inside gets the best of me. “She wants to pay rent if she moves in.”

“That’s fair,” Tia nods. “I’ll do the same. My lease expires at the end of the month, so I’d need to move anyway. We may as well use my rent budget to support our family.”

“I think I can fund the housing costs on my own,” I take another sip, mulling it over. “It doesn’t hurt if you all contribute to living costs. I don’t know how much expanding the loft will take or how long—an extra apartment to live in while under construction will speed that up. I need to look at the numbers”

“Need help looking?” Tia asks, her hand trailing down my chest. “Eduardo and the girls can handle the start prep. I’ll be back for the rush.”

I glance at her while her fingers lower to brush over my flared head. She leans up and whispers. “I want a morning fuck, Dom. A quickie is fine.”

I glance at her hand, then back at her dark eyes, before I nod. “Might clear my head of distractions. Come up with my cinnamon roll.”

My mind has been spinning with changes I need to make, but seeing all my girls working is already making it hard to concentrate. Maybe a quickie in the morning would help me get back on track.

“Be right up.” Tia walks away, speaking to the girls as I turn and exit the kitchen and walk upstairs.

I'm throbbing in my jeans by the time I’m at the top of the stairs. Entering my loft, I leave the door open and turn into my office. After setting my coffee cup on my desk, I stroke myself through my jeans. I should try to control my impulses, but Tia’s confession evaporates my restraint.

Hearing her footsteps coming up the stairs, I undo my belt. I know morning rush is just a few minutes away, we have to be quick. The way she said she needed my dick and I growl in impatience. I’ve never felt this way, but five girls have pledged themselves to me, dedicated to my pleasure. I can’t let them down.

Holding the cinnamon roll on a paper plate, Tia turns in to the loft. I grab the plate from her fingers, and her eyes widen in surprise. I twist to slide it on my desk next to the cup before pulling her into my office. She grips my collar and presses her mouth to mine, and I growl into her lips.

“Fuck, you make me crazy,” Tia moans, pulling from the kiss, using both hands to undo my pants and grab my prick. “I was dreaming of fucking you when I woke up late. Didn’t have time. Now. Fuck…”

I twist her body around and press her against the wall. My shaft bounces as my jeans fall halfway down my thighs. Gripping the back of her yoga pants, I push them down, exposing the round curves of her immaculate ass.

“Yes!” she hisses as reach between her thighs and tease her slick folds.

“You’re soaked. You need it bad, don’t you?” I growl, sliding two fingers inside her quickly. I hold out my other hand next to her head. “Spit.”

She gasps an affirmation, then hawks a gob of her hot spit into my palm. I drop my hand and coat my shaft with her slick saliva with one hand, grip her hair, and hold her against the wall with the other. She presses her ass back as I drag my slickened shaft through her folds. She cries out as I notch into her and thrust hard.

“Oh fuck!”

I rut into her hard and fast, pressing her head against the wall. Her cheek flattens as her dark eyes twist to find mine. We stare at each other as I flex my hips, drawing back and punching forward, smacking my hips smack against her ass.

Words are lost as we fuck. My harsh growls punctuate her sweet moans as her breath quickens into short whines. I reach around and slide my hand under her polo, gripping her breast through her bra.

“Yes, yes.” She chants, trying to stay quiet. “Fuck me. Mi dios, me voy a venir.”

Her pussy clamps tight, and her walls ripple around my shaft, and she releases a hot gush of fluid around my base. I keep rutting as she peaks, tossing her head back, unable to hold back a scream.

“Más Papi, cógeme. Más.” she cries, her hips pushing back and meeting my thrusts.

Hauling her head back and arching her body as I rail my throbbing cock into her like a beast. Growling as I buck my hips, wanting to drive deeper into her clenching depths.

“Papi!” she screams, and her walls tighten again.

Grunting as I fuck her against the wall, barely a foot inside my office. I'm near my limit, out of control with lust and need. When my balls tighten, I let go of her tit and grip her hip—pulling her back as I punch my hips forward, arching my back as I release into her. The base of my rod pulses as I pump my load into her clenching pussy.

Breathless, both of our bodies jerk in waves until we go still. I step back, pull her with me, and drop into my office chair. She twists her body, and we kiss hungrily as I slide out of her and my cock smears our juices along her thigh. Staring into her eyes, I comb her hair as we part. She smiles like the cat that got the cream and kisses under my jaw.

“Yeah, keep growing your beard, Papi.” Her smile is infectious. “It fits the new you, such a hungry beast.”

She curls against me, lifting her chin and kisses me. “I’d better get back down. I need to grab a skirt from my bag. We soaked my leggings.” She smirks as she shifts from my lap, pulling her tights off and leaving them on the corner of my desk. “You need new jeans too. Fuck, Dom! Try to control yourself.”

Her wink tells me she doesn’t mean it as I sprawl on my chair, watching her naked ass sway going back into my loft. I grab her tights and use them to clean my cock. Tia glances back as she passes the office to go downstairs, blowing me a kiss.


CHAPTER 4
DISCOVERY



I get myself put back together. Tia is right; my jeans are as soaked as her yoga pants. I kick off my shoes and pull off my jeans before standing and taking our soiled clothes into the back of the loft. I stop by my sleeping nook, open the heavy curtains, and grab my laundry bag and the girls’ clothes from last night.

On the other side of the kitchen is a small utility room with an over-under washer and dryer. It is just right for one person; the poor machine may get a workout with three people. I start a load of laundry, then turn back into my nook to find a fresh pair of jeans.

I’m energized after our quickie, but my stomach’s growl reminds me of the coffee and a cinnamon roll waiting at my desk. I glance around the loft as I walk back to my office, noting the boxes Candy and I prepared remain empty after everything that happened yesterday. Sitting in my chair, I roll up to my desk and grab my coffee.

As I sip from the cup I pull over the plate with the fresh cinnamon roll. The plastic fork beside the roll is all I need to slice into the still-warm, soft dough dripping with white icing. The buttery sweetness coats my tongue as I chew, and I watch my screen light up when I tap on my keyboard.

As I chew the pastry and sip my coffee, my mind starts working on the problem of suitable living space for me and my five harem girls. Finding a website that lists local rental properties, I start scrolling. A quiet tap on my door gets my attention and I turn to find Cori leaning against it with a smile. I lean back and invite her in with a wave of my hand.

“I… uh.” I stop talking as she leans over and hands me a strip of paper. “What’s this?”

“Just the address for that rental I mentioned,” Cori says with a cute smile. “I understand you’re too… well. You need time to recover.”

“You heard?” My cheeks warm as she blushes and nods. “It’s cool. We’re all harem sisters, but you may want to make sure you close the door or not just fuck so loudly beside an open door.”

“Yeah,” I’m at a loss for words as I nod at the cute blonde. She twirls a length of hair as she looks at me. I reach and pull her into my lap. She gasps before I kiss her, my hands running up and down her sides.

She smiles and pulls from the kiss as her fingers play with my scruff. “It’s still morning rush. I should get back.”

“I know, but I wanted to assure you I’ll find a solution. You need a place to live without the constant stress of unsupportive parents.”

“I trust you, Dom,” she says, stroking my jaw and watching my eyes as she smiles. “God, you’re sexy. Maybe later?”

I nod as she slips off my lap, and I miss the warmth of her body. She waves as she leaves, and I look at the paper she left me. I know the town fairly well, and by the address, it’s only a few blocks away. I put the address into my phone, then toss the paper in the trash.

I type the address into the search bar for the real estate site I’m browsing, and the property details pop up. The rent is reasonable, and the four bedrooms are large enough for the five of us. It has all the standard amenities: a kitchen with updated appliances, two bathrooms upstairs with a half bath on the first floor, with a living room, and a study. But that’s all to be expected; what is surprising is the small pool and hot tub listed. Double checking the price, I’m surprised that the rent is so low. I find the number to call and dial.

“Fallstead Property Management, this is Maggie. How can I help you?”

“This is Dominic Butterworth. I’m calling about the property on Cedar Street just off the highway.”

“Dom?”

The voice is an echo from my past, but I can’t quite place it. When her face flashes in my memory, her name hits me. “Maggie? Wow, how long has it been?”

“I just moved back to town last year. My grandmother passed away and left me her estate. How long have you been back in town? Are you moving back home?”

“First, I’m sorry to about your loss. I moved back about five years ago to take care of my grandfather. He was… you don’t need to hear about my life. I had questions about the property on Cedar Street.”

“It would be wonderful to catch up,” She says, pausing. “Maybe we can meet for lunch, I’ll bring the details for the property and we can talk some. How does that sound?”

“I’d like that,” I say, recalling when we were in high school. She initiated our first kiss on my birthday while pulling taffy. I smile at the fond memory. “I’m interested in leasing the property, possibly long term.” I try and get the conversation back on track. “It seems a bit too good to be true.”

“Well, it needs work,” Maggie says, and I can picture her face from the tone of her voice. Her eyes were always open and caring, drawing me in like a magnet. “It was my grandmother’s house. She left it to me, and I can’t bring myself to sell it.”

“I can relate,” I say with a slight chuckle. “My grandfather left me his candy company and the building itself. I made a loft above the candy store and expanded the failing bakery next door into a bakery-café which serves coffee and pastries. I get what you’re saying, though, it’s hard to let go of the past.”

“It is, that’s true.” She pauses, and I hear her sigh before she says. “It’s difficult for many reasons. Look Dom, the house is in decent shape. I can show it to you this afternoon if you’d like. But I’m busy until lunch.”

“I don’t have any plans today. I’d love to meet for lunch.” I offer before continuing. “We can play it by ear from there.”

“Eddie’s? Do you know where that is?”

“Yeah. That little diner off El Dorado that serves breakfast all day?”

“That’s the one. Meet there at, say, one?”

“I’ll be there,” I say, excited to catch up with my old friend.

“See you then,” Maggie says before another long pause. “Okay. I’d better go. Busy day.”

I disconnect, find my contractor friend’s number, and dial him. He’s available to look at the loft and can come by tomorrow. I note it on my notepad, then leave my office.

I spend the rest of the morning boxing up my books and stacking them in the back of my office. It’s getting close to noon when I’m done, so I dust off my hands and head downstairs to check in with Candy and Tia. When I open the door to go downstairs, I nearly run into Candy, whose hand is up like she’s about to knock.

“I'm on my way down town,” I say, smiling.

“Mindy’s watching the store,” Candy says, pushing past me and walking towards the couch. "Stay, for a second. There's something I want to check."

I close the door to the stairs and follow her inside. She bends and picks up one of the journals we’d left while reviewing the old taffy recipes. She checks the spine, then flips it open and starts paging through.

“What’s up?” I ask as she sinks into the cushion, and I sit beside her.

“I thought of something as we were selling out of the new flavors.”

“Selling out?” I ask, surprised. “I thought you said we had a few days of supply.”

“We did,” she shrugs. “But they both flavors have been extremely popular. Mindy and I have been clobbered all morning. Two tour buses came. It’s been crazy.”

“You should have called,” I say with a frown. “I could have helped. I got some boxes pack, but that can wait if you need me. Oh, I may have a lead on the place Cori was talking about.”

Candy nods, runs her finger down a page, then flips to the next and does the same thing. “It wasn’t horrible, just steady. I think we got caught up in word of mouth from the tourists on the bus.” She holds up a finger, reaches behind her for her phone, and pulls it out of her back pocket. “I need to look this up.” She's always been able to hyperfocus on a topic and multitask when needed. She types on her phone, reads something then smirks at me. “I think I know why the new taffy is so popular.”


CHAPTER 5
SECRET INGREDIENT



“Ginseng, L-arginine, DHEA, maca and a few other herbal potency supplements are in these ingredients.” Candy grins, reaching into her apron pocket and pulling out a handful of the new taffy flavors. Holding out her palm, she offers me some. I grab two of each, pink and white, nodding in appreciation. While she pops in the white taffy and starts chewing, I unwrap a pink and put the rest in my pocket as I suck the bright morsel into my mouth.

“The herbals hardly have any flavor components,” she continues as she chews. “But they’re used as ingredients in potency supplements. They’ve been popular in Eastern medicine for decades.”

“Okay?” I say, chewing the candy and enjoying the melting flavor of the tangy taffy. “What does that mean?”

“Your grandfather made an aphrodisiac candy,” Candy grins. “It’s not Spanish fly, which is toxic, but the ingredients are often used to enhance libido and sexual efficacy. You know, those supplements you can buy over-the-counter at the drug store or gas stations.”

“Interesting.” As we talk, I’m sensitive to a feeling of warmth growing in my core, and Candy’s eyes widen as she smirks. “They act similar to the effects of Viagra increasing blood flow.”

As she explains, she cups one of her breasts, kneading it, and pulling on her nipple until it pokes through her top. Her presence is already stirring my arousal before she explained the effects, but the look in her eye as she fondles herself makes me rigid in record time. I rise and stand, adjusting my stiffening length.

“So it’s a love potion candy and not just the flavor of sexual emissions?” I lean over her, my hands resting on the back of the couch on either side of her head.

She bites her lip and nods, then tilts her chin. I kiss her, then slide my tongue between her lips. She sucks on my tongue, her fingers working at my belt as we kiss passionately.

“I heard, you know? I heard when you fucked Tia. I’m not jealous, just needy.” She pulls from the kiss, pulling my pants down and gripping my cock. She sucks my head between her lips as I start stepping out of my jeans. “We can be quick, okay?”

I nod as she lowers her mouth and swallows me deep, her head rocking up and down. Staring at the dark lust in her eyes, I comb her hair out of her eyes. Flexing my fingers and tightening my grip I take control of her head as I work my hips, pushing deeper into her mouth. My eyes close as I enjoy her expert technique.

While skeptical of the effects of the ingredients, I can’t discount the lustful need building in my core as Candy sucks my cock with vigor. We only had one taffy piece each, but each test of the new flavors has always ended up the same–a fuck fest.

“Fuck. You’re good at that, but I want to be inside you.” My eyes snap open to look down at her. She’s spread her thighs wide with her hand is under her skirt, fingering herself as she sucks me. “On your knees, baby.”

She pulls off my dick, standing and kissing me lustfully. “I needed you all morning, Dom. Fuck me hard, don’t hold back.”

She twists and kneels on the sofa, holding onto the back. She reaches back and flips up her skirt, showing me she’s not wearing any panties. I lower, lapping at her slick glistening folds and moaning as the sweet tang of her juice hits something in my mind, making me throb.

“Fuck, you taste so fucking good.” I keep licking as I push two fingers inside and stroke, lapping at her crease as I pull more of her juice onto my tongue.

“Your cock, Dom. I need that beautiful dick inside me. Oh fuck, I need you so bad.”

I stand up, stroking myself and spreading her slick juices down my shaft. I grip her hip, holding her as I drag my swollen head between her folds. She nods as she twists to look at me as I guide myself inside her. I press in fully until my thighs compress her soft round ass. As I roll my hips and punch my cock into her depths she shrieks. I pound into her slick tunnel mercilessly, and she has to brace herself with her arms against the sofa back.

“Oh fuck! Just like that. Just like that.” Her head falls as she pushes her body back to meet each of my strokes. Reaching with one hand, I grip her blonde curls and tug her hair, arching her back as she moans loudly. Her tits bounce wildly as she holds her body away from the couch while I fuck her in a frenzy.

“Oh god, yes! Rail me. Fuck!” Her words come out in bursts between high-pitched whines and moans. Twisting my arm around her arched body, I grab one of her bouncing breasts, squeeze it, and pull myself against her.

I pinch her nipple, and she squeals out, her pussy tightening as she gasps and moans. I let go of her hair, and she whips her head around, her blue eyes staring at me as I rail into her. I smack her ass, and she emits a high-pitched moan. Before I can spank her again, her pussy clenches and a hot flood of her release gushes down my shaft.

“More. Fuck. Don’t stop!”

I keep railing her through her peak, eagerly pushing her into a second wave of bliss. I slide through her tight slick channel with hard rapid thrusts. I bite my lip and growling, I feel my peak closing in.

“I’m going to come. Fuck, I’m gonna fill you up,” I say, looking into her blazing blue eyes. She nods, and I arch my back, slamming in deep as I release my pent-up load. My orgasm triggers her third, and her thighs shake uncontrollably as I jerk my hips. spraying more of my cum inside her clenching walls. When I slow and lean over her, and she slumps forward over the back of the sofa.

I twist, pulling my cock free as I lower to the sofa beside her. She twists and kisses me, her arms wrapping around my neck. She looks at me, speechless, then drops down and sucks the juices from my length, lapping up the globs of my cum as she cleans my flagging erection. I moan from the hyper-sensitivity of my glans and comb my fingers through her hair, tightening and pulling her slowly away from me.

She rises, and I pull her, twisting her body until her bottom rests between my thighs. I hug her tight until our breathing slows. Loosening my grip of her blonde hair, I kiss her passionately. We lose ourselves in the amorous kiss until we both pull back. Her shocked look matches what I feel. The overwhelming lust and passion still streaming through my nerves is well beyond a mild aphrodisiac.

‘Damn.” Candy’s lips curl into a sinful smile. “I like it when you lose yourself a little.”

“A little?” I laugh and shake my head, kiss the tip of her nose. “I can’t explain how badly I needed to fuck you in the moment. But I don’t know if it’s because of an ancient Chinese secret.”

“Don’t discount it,” Candy giggles, pushing her sweaty hair out of her eyes. “I need to freshen up before I return to help Mindy.”

“I’m meeting an old friend for lunch,” I say as I pull my jeans back on. “Turns out the address Cori had for a rental is owned by someone I knew in high school. Well, her grandmother owned it, and she inherited it.”

“That’s interesting,” She says, smoothing her skirt before approaching me. She lifts her hands to my jaws and looks me in the eye. “I love you, Dom. The idea of doctored candy is fun, but it hasn’t made me love you. I already did but was afraid to show it.”

I nod, then kiss her, tightening my arms around her. “I feel the same way,” I nod and smile into her eyes. “Maybe the taffy worked as a social lubricant, but my feelings for you and the rest don’t spring from some weird old recipe.”

She smiles, turning walk toward my bathroom. “Have fun at lunch. I’d love to meet your old friend. I won’t hold you back if you want to reignite an old flame.”

“Long road ahead of us for that,” I say. “I just want to look at the rental and see if it will fit us all.”

“Mmmhmmm, okay.” Candy says, looking over her shoulder and winking before disappearing into the bathroom.


CHAPTER 6
MEETING MAGGIE



While Candy freshens up, I put on a fresh button-down from my closet, tucking in the tails into my jeans, then tightening my belt. I roll up my sleeves with sharp folds, until they fall mid-forearm. As I pass by the bathroom she wolf-whistles.

“Love the nerdy proprietor look,” she says, grinning.

I raise an eyebrow, “This is what I wear every day. It’s nothing new.”

“I know.” Her laugh makes me smile. “You're rocking that Zaddy look dressing like that. I always found you handsome and sexy, babe.”

“Thanks.” My cheeks heat, and I shake my head, shrugging. “I’m not going out on a date. I’m looking into a possible new rental, and it’s just a coincidence that the owner is a friend from high school. I think I have more than enough girlfriends.”

Candy checks her reflection in the mirror, then steps out and places her hands on my chest. Her touch relaxes me, and her smile assures me she’s not getting jealous. Her eyes bounce between mine as she stares at me.

“I know all that,” She begins and rubs my chest. “It’s hot that you’re handsome. I get a little thrill from sharing you, knowing I’m yours. Call it a harem kink, or just that I trust you with all of me. My heart is yours, Dom. It doesn’t matter if you find an old friend attractive.”

“But that’s not what I’m doing?” I sigh. “I haven’t seen her in thirty years; it’s a business meeting.”

She leans, kissing and meeting my eyes until she pulls away. She winks as she turns toward the stairs. “That’s precisely why I trust you and why it doesn’t bother me if you meet with other mysterious women. You’re honest and a genuinely good man, Dom. Have a great time.”

I sigh as she walks away, her cute ass swaying in her skirt. A flash of gripping her and I fucking her over the bathroom sink rises in my mind, but I push the stray thought away. I need to concentrate on this meeting and whether it will be a good fit for us economically. I glance around my loft, for the first time I realize how small it is. It would take a lot to add more space above the bakery. The disruption to my living space, as well as the two stores, is something I should consider.

I turn into the bakery kitchen and see Tia leaning back on her elbows against one of the counters resting. She smirks when she sees me, pushing off the table to embrace and kiss me. I enjoy the tiny bit of intimacy and can’t help squeezing her ass while I hold her.

“You need to talk to your guy about soundproofing, Papi.” Her smoldering smirk tells me she knows about my quick tryst with Candy.

“I closed the door. I know I did.” I frown slightly and shrug.

“Oh, I don’t mind hearing it,” Tia says, rubbing her fingers on my scruff. “Just it might leak out into the storefronts. Aren’t we supposed to refrain from fucking around during business hours?”

She’s teasing, but I feel a little guilty that I set a rule and then went and broke it many times. “Candy thinks the taffy’s ingredients are aphrodisiacs.”

“Certainly explains our heightened libido.” Tia smiles and pats my chest. “I guess we might all be caught up in the NRE, but I can’t remember feeling this horny for a while.”

“NRE?” I ask.

“New relationship energy. That first snap of arousal and sense of belonging when you start a new intense relationship with someone.” Tia shrugs with a wicked grin. “You’ve got a quintuple dose of it with all of us. Taking an herbal supplement is probably a good idea for you.”

I shake my head and grin. “I’m going out to look at a rental opportunity. I think it might be easier to move somewhere else. My loft seems too small, even if we remodel it. This place isn’t far away, and the price seems reasonable.”

“I trust you to find something, Papi,” Tia says, pushing the door to the store, and I follow her to the bakery counter. “We can be flexible. Don’t forget.” She tips her head toward Sabby and Cori.

I nod and almost keep myself from rolling my eyes. The fact is that I enjoy that she and Candy keep reminding me to stay connected with my younger lovers. It’s unselfish that they want everything fair among their harem sisterhood. I turn and walk toward the pair as they chat near the register.

My friendly hugs are short because I am still the owner and their boss. Even if the bakery is nearly empty, I don’t need to show excessive affection for the young ladies who work for me in front of customers. They giggle, smiling up at me.

“I’ll be out for a couple of hours,” I say. We hold eye contact naturally, and their smiles are genuine. I’m still amazed that we are all together, but I can’t argue that our relationships seem to mesh perfectly.

“Have fun,” Cori says with her cheerful grin.

“Don’t be too long,” Sabby says, her dark eyes flashing wickedly. She lowers her voice. “We have something planned for you after work.”

Another wave of arousal wells up as I consider what that might mean, but I wink and nod at them as I walk out of the store.

The pungent ocean air blows over the rocky cliffs the town is named for. It is refreshing on a calm day like today. The temperature is 75 degrees, as it is most of the year. The diner is within walking distance, and I know the property I’m interested in is also close. Walking should be fine.

Main Street in Rocky Cove can be hustle and bustle if there are tour buses stopped. Typically, it keeps a quiet, small-town atmosphere. That’s how it is as I walk down the street now that most of the tour buses have left. I wave at Mindy through the front window as I walk past the front of the candy store, then look both ways to cross the street.

I’m good friends with most other shop owners along the highway. I nod and wave when I recognize them, and they return the friendly greeting. That’s what I like about living here rather than in the Bar Area. Rocky Cove is a cozy hometown without the stress of traffic, crowds, and…. Well, the fresh scent of the ocean is better than the stench of downtown in the city.

My thoughts wander, recalling how it was in high school when Maggie and I were close. She was my first real kiss, and we were each other’s first lover. The teenage fling felt significant at the time. Buy as it usually with young love, by the time we graduated, we had split up as friends. I lost track of her as I started training to be a chef. I met my now ex-wife who captured my heart before she ultimately broke it.

Maggie’s soft green eyes are my most vivid memory. Her friendly and honest personality drew me in like a magnet. Different than the other girls in school, she took her studies seriously, and never entertained gossip or played games like the more popular girls.

My first memory of Maggie is at my birthday party when my grandfather helped throw an old-fashioned taffy pull. She was my partner and we laughed as we pulled the sticky candy, our bodies swaying apart, then pulling back closer together. Her unexpected kiss at the end shocked me, but it kicked off our young relationship. Her blush and smile are etched in my memories.

I turn down a side street and continue walking toward Eddie’s Diner. It’s a converted railroad passenger coach with a kitchen area attached at the back. Walking into the entryway, I see rows of booths along the windows, which sparks memories of sipping milkshakes with Maggie. The counter has a few single people arrayed down the length of it, but there isn’t anyone who looks like her.

“Hello, stranger.”

Her voice is fresh from my memories, and I turn and smile at her. She steps close, and we wrap our arms around each other in a friendly hug. The warmth of her body is comforting. I pull back and smile into her enchanting eyes.

“I waved,” she grins, “but you looked caught up in a memory.”

“Busted,” I admit, and then wave her down the aisle toward an empty booth. “It’s been a long time, Maggie. Gosh, it’s good to see you, though.”


CHAPTER 7
HISTORY ECHOES



Sitting across from Maggie is like stepping back in time. Her presence is comforting, and her warm smile and striking eyes bring back memories. However, her smile lines at the corner of her eyes are deeper, and her cheeks don’t seem as cheerful as I recall. Her curves are more evident than her coltish figure of our youth, but it fits her. I admire her full cleavage but life my eyes to focus on her lovely face.

“This is just a business meeting,” I remind myself.

“So, you came back when your grandfather passed away?” Maggie asks with a slight frown. “The memory of your birthday taffy pull always makes me remember his smile. My grandmother enjoyed herself that day making taffy with him.”

“She was at my birthday?” My forehead creases as I try to recall, then shrug. “Frankly, I only remember when you kissed me.”

She blushes, looks at her hands, and then rises to meet my smile. “Yeah, that was a special memory for me too.”

“I’m sorry to about your grandmother. I’m sorry, I don’t even remember her name.”

“Dolores,” Maddie replies with a sigh. “Dolores Taylor, my mother’s mother.”

I’m stuck speechless hearing the name. Dolores was the name on the pink taffy recipe—Tangy Nectar. I tilt and blink, trying to pull up a memory of her from my birthday, but it’s blank.

“She went to the same church as your grandfather,” she continues. “Dolores even attended your grandmother’s funeral. I was going through a hard stretch and lived with her for a while. She took me with her to the service. I remember seeing Bill's sadness when she passed.”

“Agnes,” I say. “My grandmother’s name. Cancer took her quickly. Grandpa never remarried…” I drift off, unsure of what to say.

“Oh, I know.” Maggie laughs. She notices my confused expression at her confession. “Wait, you didn’t know?”

“Know about what?” I ask, and a chill runs up my spine.

“They started a steamy affair a few months later. Dolores was smitten with Bill. They were a thing for a couple of years.” Maggie smiles softly. “They were cute together.”

“I’d left for culinary school,” I say, tracing my memories. “I had to get back to the city after her funeral because of school, starting my career as a chef, and… my wife.”

“You’re married?”

“Was,” I say with a sigh. “She cheated on me, and we divorced. I moved back here to help Grandpa with his store when the doctors diagnosed him with cancer.”

“Oh,” Maggie says and leans to take my hand. “That must have been hard. When Bill got sick, he and Dolores split up. I moved back to Salinas a few months later.”

“What about you? Did you marry?”

She shakes her head and picks up the menu. The sudden silence draws me to focus on mine. I’d already decided on their BAM—bacon, avocado, and Monterey Jack cheese—omelet. But survey the side options to focus on something and give her some space.

“I’m sorry,” Maggie says, lowering her menu. “That’s a raw subject. I wasn’t happily married to Jerry. I left him, and moved back here before your grandmother passed away to live with Dolores. It was a difficult time, but I finally feel like I’m free of his bullshit. But I still respond poorly to the bad memories.”

“I’m sorry,” I nod and reach for her hand. She takes mine, and I squeeze hers. I don’t need to say anything else. She doesn’t want to hear about my messy divorce.

The waitress arrives to take our order, and by the time we go through the routine, Maggie’s smile is back. I want to ask her many questions about Dolores, but I don’t. She pulls out a notebook and opens it to some photographs of a familiar house.

“You wanted to see about renting Dolores’s house?”

“That’s hers?” I say, pointing at a picture. “The house on the cliffside over the inlets? That’s practically a landmark.”

“Yeah, which is why I’m stuck with it,” Maggie says. “It’s a protected historical landmark. Don’t ask me why; no one cares about it, but once it’s on the register, it is difficult to remove that status.”

“That is weird, but being a landmark fits. That house on the cliffside is in many old photos and postcards of Rocky Cove.”

“Yeah, I remember. I lived here,” she snips out, then sighs. “I’m sorry. There are many things tangled in my mind about Dolores’s house. But listen, it’s got a solid foundation, built on bedrock, so the cliffside isn’t eroding or in danger of falling into the sea.”

“I’m interested in looking at it,” I say. “I need more room. I’ve been living above the candy shop. I bought the bakery next door, made it into a cafe, and rebuilt both businesses. Residing over the two of them is convenient but also isolating.”

“Just you?” Maggie asks as our food arrives.

“I have some…” I pause, unsure how to explain my sudden harem. I decide to play the cards I’ve been dealt. “I’m living with my girlfriends, and my flat is too small.”

“Girlfriends? Plural?” Maggie asks, her eyes growing wide.

I nod and shrug, tucking into the omelet and taking a bite. “Yeah.” I pause, and she tilts her head, the edge of her mouth curling into a smile. “Five girlfriends. They call themselves my harem.”

She puts her fork down and leans back into the booth, looking at me with an odd tilt. Her smile doesn’t fade. Instead, it becomes a smirk as she leans forward and scoops up some of her Joe’s Special.

“You and Dolores would’ve gotten along like thieves.” Her words are punctuated with a giggle. It’s my turn to tilt my head at her as I chew my cheesy omelet. “California is wild, isn’t it?”

“Sorry?”Putting down my fork, I wipe my lips. “I’m confused.”

“My grandmother was polyamorous,” Maggie says matter-of-factly. “Bill was one of a few of her boyfriends. She wasn’t in a polycule or a family. She just enjoyed more than one gentleman caller in her life. She never wanted to settle for just one man after her husband died in the Korean War.”

I lean back and look at her, my eyebrows knitting together. “That’s wild. I grew up in town and never heard of polyamory or harems until. Well, until now.”

“They used to be discreet and hidden,” Maggie says. “But the lifestyle expanded along the coast since we were in high school. Oakland even passed a law recognizing polyamory. Several religions alow plural marriages. It’s not as taboo as it used to be.”

“So you’re not offended?” I ask cautiously.

“Not at all.” Maggie smiles as she takes a sip of her drink. “I’m a little curious, I can’t lie. The thought of sharing one man? Kinda hot.” Her smile is brighter than when we met, and her eyes look into mine with a sparkle that was dimmed earlier. I tilt my head, caught up in the wild synchronicity of our conversation and past. That well of arousal in my core grows as she winks at me. “You’ll have to tell me how it works with you and your girlfriends.”

“It’s all at once exciting and exhausting,” I smile as I throw caution into the wind and embrace the deepening relationship with the girls as fate. “They are all fun to be with. They all help me and want to make my life easier. They are all younger than me, and with so much energy it can be tiring,”

“Dolores used to give her suitors an herbal supplement to help with endurance,” Maggie laughs. “Bill even made it into a candy!”

My jaw drops at her statement. I put down my fork, reaching into my pocket to grab the taffy pieces I’d snagged from Candy in my loft. I put them on the table and glance up at Maggie. “Like these?”


CHAPTER 8
FALLSTEAD HOUSE



Maggie’s jaw drops, and she reaches for the pink one. “Hers weren’t pink, but different shades of white.”

“That’s just food coloring,” I explain. “I found an old cookbook of my grandfather’s and made a batch of the white taffy based on one of two recipes. The pink batch was from one written in a woman’s handwriting. We looked in Bill’s journals, and he mentioned a Dolores.” I hold out one of the white ones. “Want to try one? All the girls like this flavor. I prefer the pink.”

After finishing our lunches we chat while waiting for the check. Maggie trades the pink in her hand for the white one I offer, turning it over in her hands. She then leans over and sniffs the paper wrappings, her eyes glinting with mischief.

“She never allowed me to try the candy,” she explains. “She said they were only for her special men.”

“I want to see the house,” I say, signing the ticket the waitress left. “Do we still have time?”

“I don’t have any plans for the rest of the day.” Maggie smiles.

“Did you drive?” I ask, sliding out of the booth.

“No, I live close.” She slides out, and when I offer my hand, she takes it as we walk past the booths to leave. “My apartment is over the hardware store. It was inexpensive and secure since the owner didn’t like people stealing his equipment and materials. It felt weird living in Dolores’s house alone.”

I hold the door for her, and she steps out and waits on the sidewalk. We join hands again, fingers entwining like we did in high school. I know the route back, and we walk together comfortably. Holding hands is instinctive our finger interlocking as she grins happily at me, and I smile back.

Since I love Candy and Tia, the growing affection for Maggie is pleasantly weird, like we're restarting again after being apart for too long. My feelings for Mindy, Sabby, and Cori are growing deeper, too. I try to remind myself that Maggie and I are just old friends. But it's difficult to ignore the connection between us. Still, there is more at stake than my desires. I'm part of a collective whole, and my girls should have a say in who I date.

Is this a date, though? I’m checking out a potential new home for my family. It’s the only reason I called and spoke to Maggie. Was that fate more than luck that connected the call to someone special from my past? Someone who unlocked the mystery of the source of the strange taffy flavors. The more I think about it I realize that if it’s just coincidence, it’s the wildest, most improbable coincidence ever.

“Here it is,” Maggie says and tugs my hand. “Where did you go? You just looked vacant?”

We stop in front of the old Queen Anne-style Victorian era house on the cliff. It needs a fresh coat of paint, but structurally, it seems sound. The roof is sturdy, and the decks and stairs don’t have any sag. I glance over at Maggie, who looks at me with concern.

“Sorry. I was thinking about everything we discussed, and it all ties together with the other questions I’ve had about the new taffy flavors.” I reply. “I’ll pay better attention now that we’re here.”

Maggie concern fades as she smiles and nods. “It sounds like a wild coincidence, even if I knew Bill and Dolores were friends.” She unlocks the door with her key and holds it open for me to enter. “Let me give you a tour. You might find this odd house is perfect for your… family.”

I glance at her and raise an eyebrow as I pass her in the doorway. I look around the entryway; the style is dated, and the room seems small. But, because of it’s age it’s not out of character. The floor plans of a hundred years ago differ significantly from today's modern standard. The entry and parlor are unfurnished, so I have to imagine how they would look with tables, chairs, couches, and sofas.

I glance around and walk to the room to the side of the entry space. It’s small, practically the size of my office in my loft. I reckon that this would have been the study or den. Maybe a library.

“The downstairs is typical for the architecture,” Maggie explains, joining me in the smaller room. “I rewired everything and updated the old plumbing to meet today’s building codes. Rewired the utilities and update the kitchen and utility room. That’s why most walls downstairs are drywall instead of the typical shiplap.”

“Wait, what?” I say. “You did this yourself?”

“Mostly.” She shrugs. “I’d just gotten divorced and didn’t know what to do. Dolores left me a considerable sum as an inheritance and some other lots she’d acquired downtown. I also own and operate her property management company. This house was called Fallstead House back in the day, named after Dolores’s grandfather’s family.”

I take another look around the house, impressed with the quality of the build, even if the floorplan is dated. “This is incredible, Maggie. You did a great job with the details.”

“I binged so many seasons of Fixer Upper,” the says, laughing. “I had great help from Trent, too. Remember him from high school?”

“He helped me with my loft construction,” I say, chuckling and shaking my head. “He was my next call if this didn’t pan out.”

“This is crazy,” Maggie says. “How did we not bump into each other the last few years?”

“It’s a mystery.” We draw closer as if by magnetism before she turns abruptly and walks toward the curved staircase, waving a hand toward the deck out the back.

“There is a small pool and a hot tub along the deck. They face the cliffs and have a beautiful view. But I need to show you the upper stories.” She starts climbing the stairs. “I think you’ll find this interesting.”

I climb behind her, watching her ass sway as she climbs up in front of me. The curved stairway is more expansive than I expected for a hundred-year-old house. She turns at the top of the landing, and I catch up, jogging the last few steps.

“There are four bedrooms on this floor, one for each corner of the house.” She waves along the banister that borders the stairwell. “Two face the ocean, while the other two look over the front of the house.” Maggie recites her schpiel and waves to the different rooms. “Each pair of bedrooms share an adjoined bathroom. If you share a few beds, you’ll find more than enough room for six people.”

She grins at me, biting her lip. I know she’s poking fun at me, but her eyes brighten as she nods to the next set of stairs. “What you need to see is the third floor.”

“The attic?” I ask because, from the outside the Victorian-era house appears to have only two stories. They were also known for creative architecture and expanded spaces.

“Originally, the space was meant for storage, but it’s no longer an attic. Dolores had it finished,” Maggie explains and starts climbing. “You’ll see why when you get to the top.”

She walks into the middle of an expansive space as I top the landing. There are four columns to support the roof structure, but the area is all open space, and the ceiling is much lower than the first two floors. The square space between the columns is the size of a large bedroom, and the side wings are roomy enough to be used as sitting areas or bookshelves. The ceilings slope toward the outsides of the gables. To one side is a small alcove.

“That’s the turret.” Maggie waves. “It’s too small to be a room, but the windows provide natural lighting. Dolores used it as her painting studio.”

I nod as I peer around the corner. The window tops have stained-glass trim, and the square panes look over the majestic cliffs along the property’s edge.

“This is where she entertained her guests,” Maggie explains, waving back to the main room and the square within the columns. “I didn’t know about her parties until after she passed away. It was a little shocking to discover, but learning about her life from reading her journals—it’s completely Dolores. She held swinging parties up here. Sometimes, with four or five couples at a time. At least that’s what the invitations I found seem to indicate.”

I walk to the center of the room. Because of the roof’s pitch, the windows along the edges of the expansive space are only half-sized. Made of stained glass, they display erotic scenes of lovers entangled in passion. This helps me imagine the people-filled space for an adult-themed party.

“So, what you’re saying is?” I ask.

“Dolores enjoyed her orgies.” She laughs and grins at me. “But don’t you think this is the perfect space for your girlfriends and you? It’s like it was designed with a harem in mind!”

Turning to scan the open space, I easily picture a large bed in the center. Some sofas or benches would fit between the windows around the outside. I turn and grin at Maggie, and she nods. She bites her lip and begins to unwrap the white taffy piece she holds. I grab her hand before she can pop the candy in her mouth.

“I need to tell my girls about this.” I look into her eyes, seeing desire behind her green irises. I know mine are darkening, too, but I hold myself back. “I need to introduce you to them. I don’t keep secrets, and I won’t cheat on them. If we eat the taffy right now…” My silence has her eyes widen, and she nods.

“Okay,” she grins, rewrapping the piece and putting it in her pocket. “I won’t try to lie and say we wouldn’t do that because I’m drawn to you. I think we still fit, but I understand. You’re right. I think it shows your character that you want to be open and honest with me and your harem.” She giggles and her eyes sparkle.

“Would you like to walk back to my store with me?” I check my watch, and it’s getting near closing time. “The girls should all be off soon, probably by the time it takes to walk there.”

“I think that is where fate is steering me,” Maggie smiles, nodding.

I pull out my phone and tap a message to our group text.

Dom:


Family meeting in the loft. I need to introduce Maggie.




Candy:


Ooh, exciting.




Sabby:


Who’s Maggie?




Cori:


Is she the landlord?




I let the conversation continue as I slide the buzzing phone into my pocket, take Maggie’s hand, and walk down the sweeping staircase.


CHAPTER 9
PARTY OF SIX



Maggie and I walk hand in hand back from the cliffs to downtown. It isn’t far, and the day is still warm, with the sun setting behind us. After the tourists leave, Main Street is quiet, and we enjoy a stroll, talking about old times. After a long pause from the chat notifications, my phone buzzes again.

Candy:


No hints? Boo. :) We closed up the stores and are hanging out in your loft. I’ve ordered pizza for seven.




Dom:


Perfect, thank you. We’re only a few minutes away.




I pocket my phone and guide Maggie down the alley behind the building. Seeing four cars parked at this time of night is unusual, but I recognize the cars belong to my girls. I wonder if I’m adding another girl to my harem as I open the door for Maggie.

“They all work for you?” Maggie asks with a cryptic grin. “That seems like a bad idea if you had an HR department.”

“I’m the HR department,” I wink and take her hand, guiding her to the stairs. “Up to the second-floor landing, and wait, I want to introduce you.”

She climbs up with one hand on the rail, and I follow a few steps behind. I can’t help but admire her ass swaying as she climbs the stairs, and she looks over her shoulder as she hits the landing and smirks.

“Like what you see?”

“Yeah, I do,” I reply, then open the door and take her hand, leading her past my office into the main room.

As we enter, Candy and Tia stand up from the sofa while the other three younger girls remain sitting cross-legged in front of them. They all smile, but I can see their eyes narrow with curiosity.

“This is Maggie,” I tell them, and they nod at her. “Her grandmother was Dolores, my grandfather’s lover.”

Tia and Candy’s eyes widen and then break into grins while the younger girls look more confused. They hadn’t heard the whole story of the candy recipes, so it’s unsurprising.

“Get out!” Candy says, stepping forward and hugging a surprised Maggie.

“That’s crazy, Papi,” Tia says, lifting to her toes to kiss me before turning and welcoming Maggie with another hug.

“She is also the owner of the big Queen Anne house on the cliffside,” I say.

“It’s the one I told you about. It’s for rent, right?” Cori grins.

“Yes,” Maggie says, smiling at the younger girls. “When Dom told me about your unique group, I knew it would be a good fit. It used to be Dolores’s house, and she passed it to me along with the rest of her properties.”

“Can we see it?” Sabby asks. “I’ve only seen it from the highway. It’s like a landmark or something, isn’t it?”

“That’s right, it’s protected for its historical significance.” Maggie glances at me. “My great-grandfather Fallstead built it in the 1920s. He was one of the founders of Rocky Cove.”

“Wow, that’s, like, so cool,” Mindy says and stands up to hug Maggie.

Cori and Sabby join her, and Maggie smiles and looks pleased at their attention. I realize I hadn’t asked Maggie about same-sex attraction, but by the look on her face, she’s okay with the touches.

“I need also to tell you all that Maggie and I dated in high school.” I pause, looking around at their surprised faces. “I want to see if we still fit, but only if it’s okay with everyone.”

This time, Maggie looks at me with surprise, but the blush on her cheek and her glance down before she lifts her eyes to me and smiles tell me she’s okay with my revelation.

“Let’s all sit and talk it out.”

Candy takes Maggie’s hand and sits with her on the sofa. Tia joins them, sitting beside Maggie. Candy’s smile transmits that she’s in favor, but Tia seems more cautious. I walk to my leather lounger and push it closer to the sofa. Mindy kneels and unties my shoes, taking them off and placing them beside my chair as I sit down, before making herself comfortable at my feet. Sabby and Cori settle on their knees, flanking Mindy, looking up at me with desire. Their attentiveness and willing devotion to me and our new dynamic is tangible.

Tia raises her hand, and I nod at her. “So, it’s good just to put it out plainly. You're asking for Maggie to join our harem, right?”

I nod, then look at Maggie who is blushing a deep red. “We hadn’t discussed more than just seeing each other,” I explain, scanning their attentive faces. “I didn’t hide that all of us are together. I wanted to discuss Maggie and I dating. But in the end, if she’s in favor, I’d like her to be a part of us.”

Maggie blushes and looks down. When Candy squeezes her hand she looks up at her and smiles, and they look comfortable with each other. Tia takes a moment to examine Maggie carefully before turning her focus on me and tilts her head. “I’m in favor, but I worry about you, Papi. You are already a bit overwhelmed with the changes.”

Mindy raises her hand, and I grin and look at her. “I’m young and new but happy to be in the circle. I’ll do my best to welcome Maggie as well.”

“Us too,” Cori and Sabby chime in together. “We’re a couple, but open especially to our harem sisters,” Sabby continues. “Are you bisexual, like the rest of us?”

Maggie’s eyes widen, and she bites her lip but nods. “I’ve always been curious, never dared to take the next step, if I’m being honest. I’ve been married and divorced, and my dating life has stagnated ever since. I can’t seem to find someone I trust.”

“So, I’ll be honest with you. You can trust Dom. We’ve worked together for years, and he always plays it straight.” Candy winks at me. “As for adding you, Maggie. I’m in favor, and I think you are beautiful. We’re very open and loving. So long as everyone looks to Dom to lead us, honors the harem, and supports the sisterhood, we should get along fine.”

Candy leans and kisses Maggie’s cheek, and Maggie turns to her and kisses her lips. When their kiss deepens, my cock thickens in my pants. When Tia shifts closer, Maggie turns to her and shares a short kiss, which only raises my already high arousal.

“That answers a lot of my concerns,” I smile at all of them. “I met with Maggie to look at renting the house. I toured it with her this afternoon, and there's enough room for everyone to move in as soon as you’d like. Do any of you have any concerns about sharing a house?”

I look down at the younger girls, who look at each other and then back at me before shaking their heads. “It’s what we all want,” Sabby, their spokesperson, says. “How soon?”

“Our stores are closed on Monday, the day after tomorrow,” Candy picks up the thread. “We can start the process then.”

“I’ll need to get some furniture,” I chuckle. “Right now, it’s bare; we need a bunch of furniture and other things. Since we don’t have to pay for remodeling, I have the budget to procure what we need. I’m not sure of how long it will take for delivery.”

“I have a lot of furniture in storage that we can use in the meantime,” Maggie says, “Dolores’s old things. I’ve never had the heart to have an estate sale. Maybe this is the reason?”

“Everything is fitting together,” Candy chirps. “It’s easy to think it’s fate.”

“If we had a magic 8-ball, I think it would say, ‘all signs point to yes.” Tia laughs. Then she quiets, looks at me, and nods toward the three girls at my feet. “With that settled, back to our plans. The girls want time alone with you tonight.”

“What about you and Candy?”

“If Maggie would like, she can stay with Tia and me at my place tonight.” Candy suggests, glancing at Maggie. “No pressure. We can have some wine, chill, and talk.”

“That sounds like a great idea,” Maggie says. “I don’t want to interfere with plans; I didn’t expect any of this. But this feels right to me. You all have made me feel comfortable to explore how this works. Also, I want to try some of Dolores’s taffy sometime.”

“We’ll bring some with us,” Tia says, glancing at me. “We should do some flavor testing for quality control, don’t you think, Papi?”

“Two control groups,” I counter, circling the two sets of three girls. “We can compare notes in the morning.”

The girls all stand and start talking, making some preliminary plans. Maggie steps up to me and loops her arms around my neck. She opens her mouth to speak, then shakes her head and presses her lips to mine. I kiss her, lifting my hand behind her head, which transports my mind back to high school. When we part, she blinks at me as she grins. “I’m excited and nervous. I’ll see you again tomorrow, right?”

“Absolutely,” I nod and curl a lock of her amber, brown hair behind her ear. “You’re family now.”


CHAPTER 10
FOURSOME



When the pizza Candy ordered arrives, we eat together, spread around my tiny living room. Tia brings up some cans of soda from the cold storage in the bakery kitchen. The mood is light, and everyone smiles.

Maggie answers questions and asks some of her own. They are more general, like what movies they like and what books they read. We all participate, and I learn more about the younger girls.

Maggie’s my age, so there is an age gap between her, Candy, and Tia. But from how they interact, they get along like old friends. My nervousness at the sudden, unexpected shift in our direction disappears, replaced by anticipation for the future. What will it be like to live in the same house with all of them?

As Tia cleans up the paper plates and soda cans, Candy stacks up the empty pizza boxes. Maggie looks at me, walking toward my chair. I stand up and smile.

“Everything okay?” I ask because she’s looking at me with an odd expression.

“It’s all great,” she nods, biting her lip. “You’re sure it’s okay if I stay with Candy tonight? I’ve never done anything like this. I don’t want to mess up with you from the start.”

I pull her against me, running my hands up and down her back as she lifts her arms around my neck. I kiss her any smile into her enchanting eyes.

“I’m new to this too,” I admit. “What I think is best is that we are all loyal and committed to the harem. Which means, I’m good with everything that goes on between all of you. I don’t want you seeing other men. I know that sounds weird.”

“No, it makes sense.” Maggie nods. “You waited and explained things to the rest of them before we we went on a real date. I see that loyalty and only want to return it. I’m not impressed with other men.” She takes a deep breath, then lifts her gaze to look at me. “Honestly, you’ve been on my mind for a few years. Thinking about when we were in high school, you still have part of my heart.”

My mind spins when I think about our history. Since my divorce, I’ve been focused on my business, but the few times I thought about women, I also thought about Maggie.

“It's the same for me, Maggie.” I smile and press my forehead against hers. “I know things have changed, and I’m asking a lot from you so soon after we reconnected. You can be honest and tell me if you think it’s too much too soon.”

“It’s not,” she grins and bites her lip. “I want to be with you—all of you. Oddly, I want to be a part of your family and be loyal to you. I’m looking forward to what it’s like with the others. I’m nervous, but it’s excitement, not worry.”

“We need to keep our communication open,” I say, wrapping her in my arms. “Candy and Tia hold me accountable, and I expect you will too.”

“Count on it,” Maggie grins, then shrugs. “Maybe I have Dolores’s genes in me after all. I never really thought about polyamory, but this… it's right, Dom.”

“Yeah,” I grin and kiss her forehead. “It’s all new, but I can’t argue about how you fit in with us naturally.”

“Mags, the bus is leaving,” Candy says brightly.

“Let’s leave Papi alone, chica,” Tia says, holding her hand out for Maggie. “He’s spoken for tonight.”

I notice the younger girls have disappeared as Maggie takes Tia’s hand. She looks back at me, blushing as she blows me a kiss. I wave and smile as the door closes.

Giggles are coming from my bedroom. I guess that’s where the three have gone. My core pulses at the thought of the three young girls with such different features waiting for me. I start unbuttoning my shirt as I walk to my room.

The separating curtain is drawn closed, so I pull it back, letting more light into the shadowy nook. They’ve lit candles and arrayed them around the small space, making an intimate atmosphere. When my eyes adapt to the darker space, I see Cori’s blonde hair cascading down her back as she works her body along Sabby’s bare flesh. They’re kissing, and Mindy is lying on her side beside them, sucking on Sabby’s breast.

I stay silent as I continue to strip, pulling off my t-shirt and pushing down my trousers. My prick springs free as I toss my clothes into the corner, with the pile of their uniforms and underthings. I stroke myself quietly, listening to their sweet moans as they play as a threesome.

Sabby catches sight me first, and her eyes grow wide as she looks down at my fingers flexing along my stiff erection. Captivated by my hand moving up and down my length, her breath hitches. Hearing her harem sister, Mindy twists away from her, smiling as she shifts her focus me. Cori glances over her shoulder, blushing as she keeps grinding against Sabby with her mouth open as she gasps and whines.

“I don’t want to interrupt,” I say in a low whisper, which is odd since we’re alone and the shops below us are closed. The alcove is silent, and the candles make it seem sacred. Mindy twists and crawls over to me, leaning to reach for me.

“You’re not interrupting,” she says, bending her head to lick a bead of precum from my swollen head. “We’re here for you.”

I step closer, and she lowers her mouth, taking me between her swollen lips. Her mouth is warm and wet, and her suction is intense, dragging a ragged sigh as my mouth opens. Her other hand cups my balls, lightly pulling on the heavy sacs as she takes me deeper.

Cori suddenly cries out, her body shaking as she looks over her shoulder at me. Her hand grips Sabby’s dark brown breast, squeezing as she moans through her peak. Sabby curls up and sucks on Cori’s breast, who tosses her head back, moaning as she continues to shake.

Mindy pulls off my crown, then tugs on my shaft. “Come lie down with us.” She lets go and moves back, turning to kiss Cori as she comes down from her orgasm. I twist onto the bed, lying beside Sabby, my hip pressed against Mindy. She pulls away from Cori, turning completely around, fits between my legs and resumes her cock worship.

Sabby leans in my direction, and I twist toward her, reaching for her dark hair. I pull her closer, and she whines against my lips as we kiss. I glance at Cori, who’s slid down on her knees, backing up to lower her mouth to Sabby’s glistening slit. Sabby moans into my mouth when her girlfriend flicks her tongue over her clit. I moan back, feeling Mindy sucking on my balls, her tiny fist stroking my stiff shaft.

“I want your pussy on my mouth,” I growl against Sabby’s lips.

She nods and slides back while Cori turns and runs her hands down Mindy’s back, dropping to squeeze her ass. Sabby swings her thigh over my head, centering herself over my open mouth. I glance at Mindy as she pulls her lips off me, rising to crawl on her knees and straddle my hips. I lift my chin, take a swipe across Sabby’s dripping slit, as Mindy slides her smooth pussy along my rigid shaft.

I wrap my arms around the outside of Sabby’s thighs and pull her down, focusing my attention on her tangy juices, lapping at her clit, then sucking her swollen pussy lips into my mouth. My tongue cleaves between her labia as I moan at her sweet honey. Mindy grinds her pussy along my shaft, coating my spit-slicked rod with her juices. When she rises, I feel Cori’s arm reach over my thigh. When she fits my tip inside Mindy, I moan at the delicious sensation of sliding into my Asian girl’s tight sheath.

“Fuck,” I moan against Sabby’s nether lips, feathering the tip of my tongue on her clit. She leans forward, her hands gripping my pecs as she rocks her hips, grinding her young pussy over my hungry mouth. Sabby lifts slightly, enough for me to witness Mindy twist her torso to the side and tangle tongues with Cori kneeling beside me.

Cori’s moan of passion moves my focus down her trim body, noticing Mindy’s arm shifting steadily between her thighs. The young blonde closes her eyes and bites her lips as she works her hips against Mindy’s fingers. The pair part their lusty kiss, and Mindy glances at me as I stare at her between Sabby’s thighs. Her eyes shift to the girl riding my face, and when she leans, Sabby does too, and they meet in a torrid kiss.

I refocus on Sabby’s clit, moving a hand between her thighs while my other hand grips her firm buttocks. I slide two fingers inside her slick channel as I batter her clit with the tip of my tongue. Her thighs tremble, but her moan is muffled by her deep kiss with Mindy.

“Oh fuck,” Cori cries out.

I picture Mindy pushing her fingers into Cori's slit, finger fucking her as she rides my cock. Her pace is steady, her hips rocking as she moves up and down. When the pitch of Cori’s moans change, Sabby gasps quickening her tempo and grinding her leaking gash against my mouth and nose.

“Oh fuck, Cori!” she moans. “Come on that slut’s fingers.”

Mindy’s free hand drops to my chest, and she rocks and grinds her cunt up and down my rigid rod. I lift my hips, punching up as she drops her slim body down. Moaning in high-pitched whines. as I rail into her while fingering Sabby and savoring her flowing juices.

Cori’s high-pitched moans go quiet, and the bed shakes on the side where she’s kneeling. She slumps down, shuddering and twisting her spasming body as she rides out another peak. Mindy leans back, her small hands gripping my shins as she arches back, slamming her tight young pussy down my shaft. Sabby leans forward, stretching her body toward Mindy. I lift my head, flicking my tongue over Sabby’s tight ring as I continue to fuck her with two fingers.

“Fuck! Sabs! Lick my clit, fuck I’m going to come.” Mindy’s distinctive higher voice trembles as her core spasms as she drops down, her pussy clenching tight around my shaft, gushing her release around my root. Sabby’s body stiffens before she shudders, and a gush of her tart cum bathes my face.

The three girls slump down over me as I throb, still deeply embedded in Mindy’s twitching walls. I kiss Sabby’s thighs, and she moans, rolling off to the side toward Cori’s supine form. Mindy rolls toward the pair, and I’m treated to the three tired girls kissing and writhing against each other.

“He’s still hard,” Cori gasps as she reaches from inside the cuddle pile and grips my rigid shaft. “Sabby, your turn.”


CHAPTER 11
PASSION



The three of them part as Cori strokes me steadily. Sabby glances at me with a wicked grin. She twists around and straddles my waist, raising her glistening slit, her juice dripping down her dusky thighs. Cori angles my dick upright, her free hand guiding her girlfriend’s ass down until the slick heat of her throbbing lips engulfs my shaft.

“Fuck,” Sabby says, looking at me with wide eyes. “You’re so fucking big.” A flash of worry crosses her face, and I take her hand.

“Go slow, baby,” I say, encouraging her to keep going. “You’re right where you’re supposed to be.”

We focus on each other and the other girls fade into the background. She slowly drops, and her face tightens for a moment before her mouth opens in a low moan. “Fuck, you fill me up. So good.” Her thighs tighten as she rises, then lowers down, each stroke pushing me deeper inside her.

“That’s it, baby,” I moan, running my hands along her side and cupping her pendulous breasts and squeezing. Our eyes lock as she develops an easy rhythm, riding my entire length.

Cori’s moan draws my attention to her, slumped against my headboard, legs spread wide with Mindy on her knees between them. Cori grips Mindy’s head, holding her mouth against her pussy. Mindy bobs her head, and I can imagine her talented tongue slashing through Cori’s folds. The bed shifts as Mindy moves her hand under her and tips her fingers inside Cori’s pussy.

I watch Cori’s eyes close, her mouth open like she’s screaming silently. Her body is tense, her hips cycling to the tune Mindy is playing with her tongue. My vision goes dark, obscured by a curtain of dark black hair. I turn, meeting Sabby’s lust-darkened eyes. She shifts forward, her breasts brushing over my chest. I move my mouth to her hard nipple, sucking it between my lips. Her hand cups the back of my head as she keeps riding me.

Cori screams out in passion, her face contorted with lust, her entire body shaking as her thighs tighten around Mindy’s head. Sabby pushes up, then starts griding down my cock, quickening her strokes as she begins to moan. Cori slumps back against the headboard, brushing her sweaty hair out of her eyes. Mindy moves slowly between her spread thighs, soothing the blonde’s tender folds.

Sabby’s moans increase in pitch and tempo as her young body flexes as she rides toward her peak. I reach and grip her swaying breasts, squeezing and pulling my fingers to her rigid nipples. She nods at me. “Yes… Fuck… Please! May I come. I’m going to come.

I tip my chin, tightening my abs to curl up and holding myself with my arms behind me. I punch my hip into her throbbing, rippling walls, and she forces herself to stare at me as she starts to shake. Biting her lip to hold herself from her edge.

“Come for me, Sabby,”

She falls apart, her taut body straining back as her hips grind and rock. She squeezes my shaft, her pussy clamping down. She screams, then slumps against me, and I wrap my arms around her, holding her against my chest. She kisses me passionately, her hips stirring in cycles up and down my still-rigid rod.

I hear Cori’s telltale screams, shifting my focus to find out what Mindy’s doing to her. But she’s with Sabby along my side, rubbing her back. I pan my gaze toward Cori. She strums her pussy with rapid strokes, spreading her thighs wide. When she pushes herself to another peak, her thighs snap close, knees lifting to her chest as she falls to her side

Sabby slides off, and Mindy crawls to the side between my thighs. Wrapping her tiny hand around my shaft, she starts cleaning Sabby’s juices from my shaft, base, and balls. Sabby moves behind me, on her knees, with her arms around my chest. I can feel her heavy breasts sway against the back of my head, and I twist to smile at her.

We kiss deeply as Mindy starts deep-throating me. I pull from the kiss when Cori cycles to another peak, her fingers thrusting between her glistening lips. “I can’t stop; this is so hot!” she cries out as she comes again before slumping back, exhausted.

I glance down at Mindy, who’s stroking me with one fist while holding herself over me with one arm and both her knees. Her dark eyes lock onto mine, and I know she wants me to come as she jerks and squeezes my throbbing cock.

Sabby presses her breasts against my back, and I turn toward her. We kiss over my shoulder as my core tightens into a coil. I moan into her mouth as Mindy jerks me off with quickening strokes. Cori shifts her tired body against me, and I turn and kiss her as Sabby caresses my chest and my shoulders. I moan into Cori’s mouth as my abs flex, tightening as I near my peak. My hips jerk instinctively, fucking my dick through Mindy's slim fingers.

I look down into Mindy’s dark eyes; she’s grinning as her fist strokes me in a blur, licking her lips. I glance at Sabby, who is watching my straining prick. I can tell by Cori’s gasp she’s locked in, too. My moans quicken as my abs tighten—my core coils, rippling as my balls tighten and lift. I stare into Mindy’s eyes as I erupt, spurting sticky ropes of come over my belly.

I slump against Sabby, who shifts back so I can lay flat. Mindy milks the last of my load onto my stomach as Sabby and Cori take turns sucking and licking my offering. Mindy pulls my messy cock between her lips, sucking down to the root, her tongue wagging along the base before she pulls off with a gasp.

When the three girls are satisfied, we curl into a ball of warm, sweaty flesh, completely spent. I reach and cover us with the light top sheet, then close my eyes to the blackness. The warmth of my three young lovers escorts me to my dreams.
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I wake to the soft buzzing of my cell phone. Then Sabby twists off the bed, finds my phone, and comes back, pressing it against my chest.

“Make it stop, Papi.” She softly whines, turning and pressing her ass into my hip. “I need to sleep before we have to work.”

I look around, and Mindy and Cori are tangled on my opposite side. I look at my phone; it’s just past midnight, and I have a message from a number I don’t recognize.

It’s Maggie.

Candy gave me your number. I just wanted to say good night, Dom.




I blink and tap a few times to save her phone number, then start typing my reply.

Maggie:


I love you.




Her text interrupts me, and I smile at her message before slightly changing mine.

Dom:


I love you, too. Are you okay?




Maggie:


Wonderful.




Dom:


Get some sleep, baby. I’ll see you in the morning.




Maggie:


Just a few hours. I’m riding in with the girls for the opening.




Dom:


I’ll see you soon, then. Sweet dreams.




I drop my phone onto the side table, then shift and curl around Sabby. Making her my little spoon. She emits a moan as her ass presses back into me, then her breathing steadies as she returns to slumber. I close my eyes draping my arm over her hip, keeping her warmth against me as I fall asleep.
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SNEAK PEEK - LIVING CONDITIONS

Chapter 1 - A New Days

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.
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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.
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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.
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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.
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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?
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“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.”
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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
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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.
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	JACKL Inc. 
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	Twice Shy 
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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.
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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.
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