
        
            
                
            
        

    
THE CANDY MAN’S HAREM
ROCKY COVE CANDY COMPANY - COMPLETE SERIES


MACK LANDRY


[image: JACKL Publishing]



Copyright © 2025, 2026 Mack Landry / JACKL Publishing

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. For permissions, contact the publisher.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author's imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

This book contains adult themes, including explicit sexual content, harem relationships, and power dynamics. Intended for mature readers 18+. Reader discretion advised.

No portion of this work may be used to train artificial intelligence models without express written permission from the author.

Cover art created with OpenArt AI (openart.ai) under a commercial-use license. OpenArt retains no ownership of the resulting image.

Published 2026 by JACKL Publishing

https://jacklpublishing.com | https://books.macklandry.com

ASIN: B0FH7FJ6CQ


CONTENTS

HaremLit Facebook Groups
About The Candy Man’s Harem
Rocky Cove Cream
Mack Landry

About Rocky Cove Cream

Rocky Cove Cream
1. A New Flavor

2. Rocky Coast Cream

3. Mysterious Flavorings

4. Investigation

5. Caring Sharing

6. Blurred Lines

7. Streching Limits

8. No Longer Normal

9. No Jealousy

10. First Submission

11. Why Choose?

Tangy Nectar
Mack Landry

About Tangy Nectar

Tangy Nectar
1. The End of the Day

2. Table Talk

3. Dessert

4. Tangled Sheets

5. Morning Strokes

6. Changing Plans

7. Claiming Mindy

8. Zaddy Time

9. Concerns

10. New Additions

11. Drawing Together

12. Tango for Two

13. Taming Tia

Melding Flavors
Mack Landry

About Melding Flavors

Melding Flavors
1. A New Normal

2. Changes

3. Sudden Intensity

4. Discovery

5. Secret Ingredient

6. Meeting Maggie

7. History Echoes

8. Fallstead House

9. Party of Six

10. Foursome

11. Passion

Living Conditions
Mack Landry

About Living Conditions

Living Conditions
1. A New Day

2. Shower Time

3. Domestication

4. Plans

5. Torrid Tangle

6. Aftermath

7. Candy Crush

8. Loft Reveal

9. Next Step

10. Appreciation

11. Home

12. Fusion

Sweet Temptations
Mack Landry

About Sweet Temptations

Sweet Temptations
1. A New Morning

2. Unusual Business

3. Coffee Anyone?

4. Get In Line

5. Adjustments

6. Civic Connections

7. Opportunity

8. Insatiable

9. Realignment

10. Brunch Together

11. Clean Shave

12. Sunset

13. Epilogue: Candy Man's Legacy

Thank You For Reading
Free Preview Book - Do You Like What You See?
Subscribe and Follow JACKL Publishing
About Mack Landry
Mack Landry Collection
Home Office Harem
Chef’s Kiss Barbecue
The Candy Man’s Harem
Belinda and the Beast
Basics: Neural Control Node
Cascade Mountain Harem
JACKL Publishing Authors



HAREMLIT FACEBOOK GROUPS


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

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

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

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

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

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





ABOUT THE CANDY MAN’S HAREM


Taste the addiction: From secret recipes to seaside forever—your ultimate poly harem escape awaits!

Dive into the full Rocky Cove Candy Company saga, where widower Dominic Butterworth inherits his grandfather's cliffside shop and uncovers aphrodisiac taffy recipes that transform his life. What begins with a "salty-sweet" spark between bubbly Candy, fiery Tia, and playful Mindy explodes into a devoted harem embracing baristas Sabby & Cori, plus long-lost flame Maggie.

From loft squeezes to luxurious manor bliss, savor escalating intimacies, business triumphs, and unbreakable bonds—no jealousy, just joyful polyamory amid ocean sunsets and buttery pulls. Five addictive books packed with heartfelt connections, lighthearted flirtations, empowering sisterhood, and feel-good romance.

Perfect for harem lovers craving mature heroes, curvaceous teams, and sweet happily-ever-afters. Over 350 pages of coastal temptation—don't miss this must-read bundle!
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ABOUT ROCKY COVE CREAM


One taste of Rocky Cove Cream, and professional boundaries melt away...

In the coastal haven of Rocky Cove, Dominic Butterworth revives his grandfather's mysterious "salty-sweet" taffy recipe at the family candy shop. What starts as a simple taste test with bubbly manager Candy and fiery café lead Tia unleashes a wave of electric attraction, drawing them into intimate loft encounters that blur professional lines. As the creamy treat flies off shelves, front-counter sweetheart Mindy joins the spark, her playful energy adding to the growing harmony.

No rivalries here—these confident women embrace their connection to Dominic, building steamy bonds amid buttery taffy pulls and ocean sunsets. This opener delivers heartfelt polyamory with lighthearted flirtation, cozy group dynamics, and the thrill of forbidden workplace romance. Fans of feel-good harems with mature heroes and curvaceous heroines will devour Dominic's awakening.


To sweet treats.


…he mixes it with love and makes the world taste good.

FROM “THE CANDY MAN” BY NEWLEY AND BRICUSSE


ROCKY COVE CREAM


CHAPTER ONE

A NEW FLAVOR


My fingers are buttery as I pull a fresh ball of taffy. The familiar routine always brings back memories of taffy pulls I’d enjoyed with my grandfather as a kid. One year, on my birthday, I invited all my friends for an old-fashioned taffy pull. My grandfather made the taffy, and my mother helped with the rest of the preparations. I was nervous because my crush, Margret, was attending, and I hoped we could be taffy-pulling partners.

When we were paired by a random pulling of numbers out of a hat, I took it as a sign of fate. Margret smiled at me shyly as we buttered our fingers so the candy wouldn’t stick. Then, we each took hold of a gob of the firm candy base and started pulling. When the candy stretched enough to fold in half, we stepped closer and pressed our ends together. Then, alternating, one of us would reach down to grab the loose end before we’d pull again.

I remember the sounds of laughter as my paired-off friends pulled their candy. My mother would circle the couples with an assortment of flavorings to add the base candy, which was always a pale, almost-white color. As the pulling continued, the candies would change color from the dyes in the flavoring, and the room became festive with many bright and cheery taffies.

Near the end, when I stepped close to Margret to double our now soft and stretchy orange-colored candy, Margret shocked me when she leaned closer with our fingers nearly stuck together and tentatively kissed me. I remember the feeling of her soft, warm lips and how my eyes opened wide in shock. She pulled back quickly with a giggle I still hear in my imagination. It was my first kiss and one of many firsts with Margret. We dated in high school, and she called me Dom, and I called Maggie. We grew apart after graduation, but I still wonder what happened to Maggie.

I hear the door chime to the kitchen and shake my head to clear the memories. Seeing the cheery face of my business partner and the Rocky Cove Candy Company manager, I wave my hands, which are currently filled with soft, sticky taffy. “Morning, Candy.”

“Good morning, Dominic,” Candy says, grinning as she heads to the break room to store her things.

My grandfather, William Butterworth, founded my candy store, Rocky Cove Candy Company. Grandpa Bill bought the store in the 1980s, adopting the name of the small ocean town of Rocky Cove I call my hometown. It’s been a popular tourist stop through the years, and I have many fond memories of the store. I proudly kept the name when I inherited the business, even as I renovated and updated the antiquated shop into something more modern.

Candace Lane is my business partner, and she fully embraces the pun of Candy Lane as the manager of Rocky Cove Candy Company. Her honey-blonde locks and crystal-blue eyes have always attracted me, along with her luscious curves. I can tell from how she looks at me sometimes that the attraction is mutual. We both keep it friendly and professional, focusing on the success of our business.

“How’d you sleep?” I reply, pulling on the taffy, getting close to the right consistency to taste.

“Alone.” She winks at me as she continues. “What’s cooking, boss?” she asks as she steps beside me, looking at the slightly brighter white of the new flavor I’m experimenting with.

“I found a binder with some of Grandpa’s old recipes,” I say, pressing the two ends together, holding it in one hand, and adding a few drops of the experimental flavoring to the stretchy candy rope. I grab the bottom and pull my arms apart, continuing my taffy-pulling motions without much thought. “It’ll be ready to taste here in a bit.”

“Oh, that sounds interesting.” Candy smiles and tilts her head. “Why aren’t you using the pulling machine?”

“Nostalgia,” I say. “Have you ever gone to an old-fashioned taffy pull?”

“No,” she says, scrunching her nose and giggling. “I usually pull on things a bit firmer, if you know what I mean.”

I snort, my smile growing. “You’ve popped my innocent nostalgia bubble now.” I laugh.

Her eyes gleam with mischief as she leans against the counter, watching me work the candy until the color becomes a consistently brighter white. When it’s ready, I drop the candy onto the cooling table. Candy starts working on her morning routine. I wash my buttery, sticky hands in the sink as the candy cools. I check the temperature, then work the candy to clear any trapped air bubbles. I fold the candy and smooth it out with a rolling pin. Finally, I form the candy into a long rope and roll it with my hands until it’s about an inch in diameter.

I notice Candy watching the final stages of the process and nod at her. “Grab that knife,” I tell Candy, nodding toward the other side of the table. “You can try a piece.”

She grins and nods, grabbing the knife and moving beside me. Her hip presses against mine as she leans over the table, reaching with the buttered knife to cut half an inch off the end. She pops the candy circle into her mouth and starts to chew. I pick up the knife and finish cutting the rest of the roll into half-inch thick, round pieces, glancing at her as she chews, a look of concentration on her face.

“Mmmm, that’s pretty good.”

I pop in one of the pieces and chew, working the candy slowly and feeling the flavor fill my mouth. Candy and I have done confection tasting many times before. Creating new flavors combines art and science and an experienced palate to evaluate the flavor and texture.

As I work through my mental tasting checklist for this batch, Candy pulls some wrappers close and starts wrapping up the samples I cut. I wrinkle my brow, evaluating the taste while watching Candy place the taffy in a square, fold the wrapper over the candy, then twist both ends. Her nimble fingers handle the candy with practiced ease, and her finished rolls look ready for the candy bins.

While I finish tasting the candy, I nod over at Candy; The texture is perfect, matching what I expected at the end of the pull. The taste is odd, however—more salty than sweet. It has a softer texture than our typical saltwater taffy. The flavor turns sweeter as I chew the sticky ball, and the candy melts over my tongue like cream. It’s not entirely horrible by the time I swallow the candy.

“It’s kinda salty?” I say, sipping from my cup of water and waiting for her to respond.

“Yeah, and kinda sweet,” Candy says, grabbing the leftover, oddly shaped end piece, popping it on her tongue, and chewing slowly. “I swear I’ve tasted something like this before. I like it.”

I raise one brow and shake my head. “It doesn’t taste familiar to me at all.”

I gather the pieces of candy she’s wrapped, watching her chew slowly. She looks at me thoughtfully as she goes through the tasting protocol. I can’t take my eyes off her lips as she stares into space, the way they move as her tongue swirls the candy in her mouth. I can tell she’s pushing the candy around to expose different taste buds to the flavor. My mind drifts to what she would look like with something else in her mouth, staring into my eyes. I blink and shake off the intrusive thought to focus on business.

She finishes chewing and then focuses on me. “It does have a saltier initial flavor,” Candy says, nodding. “I like the texture change through the chew. It’s very creamy. The finish is sweet and leaves a good aftertaste.”

“Should we get second opinions?” I ask as I arrange the candy on a small plate. “We can take it over to the café. They’re usually quiet after the morning rush for coffee.”

“Worth a shot,” Candy says, pulling another piece from the plate with a smirk. She unwraps the candy from the waxed paper square and slides it between her lips. “Mmmm, this was Grandpa Bill’s recipe?”

“Yeah.” I laugh. “Do you really like it? I found the taste off. Let’s see what the girls say.”

I gesture toward the door that opens to a hall between my two shops but notice Candy is evaluating the bite of taffy with a blank look. Her cheeks have turned rosy as she chews, and I watch her full lips as she moves the taffy over her tongue. I realize I’m fixating on how her mouth moves, and I drop my eyes to look away. But I can’t help noticing the outline of her hardened nipples under her top.

“Is it too cold in here?” I blurt out, and Candy snaps out of her daze and looks at me quizzically.

“What?” she asks, then follows my gaze to her ample bosom. She smirks and slaps me, pushing me toward the door.

“You must really like that candy.” I laugh as I swing the door open and hold it open for her.

“You can be a pervert sometimes.” Candy giggles, winking at me. “I like that about you.”


CHAPTER TWO

ROCKY COAST CREAM


I follow Candy down the hallway to the door leading to the kitchen of Perky Cups Coffee & Tarts. I purchased the adjoining shop from the previous owners, who had almost gone bankrupt. Using my culinary school experience, I started by changing the menu, adding a lunch menu of sandwiches and homemade soups. I also hired Tia Brewer to manage the shop.

Tia comes from Hispanic roots with lush black hair, rich sepia skin, deep-brown eyes, and a figure that often makes me dizzy with arousal. Like Candy, Tia and I maintain a professional relationship despite our mutual attraction. The café’s name was Tia’s idea, and she changed it to the risqué, euphemistic name with my approval. Tia’s team of young, busty, college-aged female baristas enjoy being flirtatious while wearing Tia’s chosen low-cut scoop-neck polo shirts that cling to their lithe frames and accentuate their curves. Eduardo, the sole male on Tia’s staff, looks after the girls protectively while manning the espresso machine.

Entering the kitchen while Candy holds the door open for me, I wave at Tia and lift the plate of taffy. “I’m trying a new flavor,” I say, walking towards her with Candy behind me. “We want to get more opinions.

“I think it’s great,” Candy says quickly, smiling at Tia.

“I’m still not sure,” I add. “But we don’t want to influence your impression. Are you and the gals busy?”

Tia shrugs and waves us toward the pair of swinging doors leading to the café in the front of the kitchen. “One way to find out. Come on, boss.”

People at tables are scattered around the front of the shop, working on their laptops or enjoying baked goods and beverages with friends. Eduardo mans the espresso machine, shining the brass, which is the focal point of the coffee counter. To one side is a bakery case displaying the different baked goods that Tia and her staff prepare fresh daily. I slide the candy plate onto the glass top of the bakery case and smile at the two young faces of Tia’s baristas.

Sabrina, or Sabby, a second cousin of Tia, had similar luscious, dark features with dark-brown curls, light-green eyes, and a generous bust. Cori is a fresh-faced nineteen-year-old with curly strawberry-blonde hair, blue eyes, and a lighter complexion. Her breasts aren’t as large as Sabby’s, but they’re still above average and fit the look of Tia’s vision for her Perky Cups staff. Aside from their tempting, tantalizing bodies, Sabby and Cori’s laughs and flirtatious personalities add to Perky Cups’ welcoming atmosphere.

“Good morning, girls,” I say as Tia and Candy stand beside me. Eduardo wanders over from the espresso machine, curious about the plate of bright-white candy. “Would you like to try a new flavor I’m testing? You too, Eduardo, if you’d like.”

“Gracias.” Eduardo grins, taking one of the candies and unwrapping it. Sabby bounces on her toes as she reaches for a piece, taking two and handing one to Cori. The two girls unwrap their candies while Tia takes a piece. I watch the candy disappear behind her burgundy lips. I school myself to avoid fixating on all of their lips while they chew the sticky candy.

“You need to taste it slowly,” Candy instructs the ad hoc tasters. “Let it warm on your tongue before chewing, then chew slowly and move the candy around to expose it to different parts of your tongue.”

The young girls’ faces focus as their lips move, shifting the candy around their mouths with their tongues. I look at Tia and Eduardo and see the same seriousness on their faces. Eduardo’s brow raises slightly as his grin widens.

“Bueno,” Eduardo says, winking at me.

My brow knits at the wink before I look at Tia, who nods as a smile expands across her striking features. “It’s good! Salty, sweet, and I like the creaminess of it.”

“Mmm, I like it too.” Cori nods, licking her lips as she finishes chewing the sticky candy.

“Same,” Sabby grins, her eyes glinting in the light. “It’s familiar, but I can’t quite place it. The saltiness enhances the sweet aftertaste.”

The front door rings, and everyone turns and waves at Paul, the mailman. “Hey, everyone,” Paul calls cheerfully. “What are y’all doing?”

“Tasting a new flavor of saltwater taffy,” I answer. “Would you like to try a piece?”

“Sure, I love saltwater taffy. Don’t mind if I do.” Paul grins, handing the bundle of mail to Candy and taking a piece of bright white candy off the plate.

“Chew it slowly,” Candy says with a bright grin at Paul. “We want you to experience the flavors, not just wolf it down like you would a dime-store candy.”

Candy winks at me and starts flipping through the mail. “Junk, junk, junk, and…. Junk.” She tosses the stack in the trash and looks back at Paul.

Paul looks thoughtful, and he purses his lips as he chews. His brow furrows before he swallows quickly. “That’s extremely salty,” he starts, accepting a cup of water from Sabby and taking a long drink. “Is it supposed to be salty?”

I shrug and look around at the girls and Eduardo, who didn’t find the saltiness objectional. “I agree with you. I thought it was salty at first. But then, by the end, it was creamy and sweet.”

“Yeah, I get it.” Paul shrugs. “It’s not terrible. I’d rather have chocolate, though. I have to get back to my route. I’ll talk to you guys later.”

While Paul leaves, we gather around and look at each other. Eduardo looks at Tia, speaking in Spanish. “La leche, no?”

Tia’s eyes get wide as she listens to Eduardo continue in Spanish. She grabs another piece of candy, unwrapping it quickly and pushing it into her mouth. Her eyes brighten as she chews, then starts to laugh.

“Fuck! Eduardo’s right.”

“About what?” Candy asks.

“You’ve made cum-flavored candy,” Tia says brightly before erupting into laughter. Sabby’s eyes grow wide as she looks at Cori. They each grab another piece, along with Candy, and they all start giggling as they chew the bright-white, sticky taffy.

“It does taste like cum,” Candy says, leaning against me. “Did your Grandpa Bill have any notes to accompany this recipe?”

“I’ll have to look.” I shrug. My cheeks feel hot, and I know I’m blushing. “I doubt Grandpa purposely made semen-flavored candy. I must have messed up something in making the flavoring. We can’t sell this, so it’s back to the drawing board.”

“Why not?” Tia asks. “We don’t have to call it cum candy. We can call it something else. If a bar can sell shots like ‘Sex on the Beach’ or ‘Screaming Orgasm’ then we can do something creative. I like the flavor, and it seems all of us ladies do, too.”

“Yo tambien!” Eduardo says, nodding excitedly.

“Of course, you too.” Tia cackles, practically crossing her legs as she bursts into laughter.

I look at her oddly before I put two and two together, recalling that Eduardo is homosexual.

“Oh, I know! Rocky Cove Cream.” Candy says, “That’s as marketable as the bar shots. It’s good branding to include the name of the shop. Sure, it’s slightly edgy, but so is the name of this café. We should go for it. Try it for a limited run. What could it hurt?”

I look around to see the rest of my staff nodding in agreement and throw up my hands. “Fine. What the hell? Let’s do it. But don’t let me hear any of you call it cum candy in front of paying customers.” I finish in a hissed whisper, Then louder. “This is Rocky Cove Cream taffy. Period. Got it?”

“Yes, sir.” They all agree at once.

Tia grabs the last piece of taffy, her eyes gleaming as she stuffs it in her mouth, and hustles the girls and Eduardo back to work. Candy hooks her arm through mine and steers me toward the candy shop’s kitchen. “Come on, boss. Let’s go make a large batch of cum candy.”


CHAPTER THREE

MYSTERIOUS FLAVORINGS


When we’re back in the kitchen, I head for my Grandpa Bill’s notebooks while Candy starts on another batch of taffy base. Most saltwater taffy has the same ingredients—sugar, cornstarch, butter, salt, corn syrup, and water. The only difference is the flavorings and the dyes used to differentiate the candy by color. The key with this new flavor is in the proportions of the oils I use to make a flavor concentrate to apply to the taffy while pulling the candy into a soft, uniform consistency without air bubbles. I flip to the page with my grandfather’s recipe and repeat the steps from the first test batch.

“I’m going to try to replicate it,” I say absently, loud enough for Candy to hear. “I can’t believe grandpa would make semen-flavored taffy on purpose; I must have fucked something up.”

“That’s a good idea,” Candy replies. “Once I placed the taste, it is strikingly similar.”

I pause and smirk at Candy, and she looks back at me with a shrug. “I’ve sucked a few dicks in my day, boss. I happen to be the type of girl that savors and swallows. Don’t kink shame me!”

We both laugh, and I’m glad to have Candy as my manager and partner. We have a great relationship. Though we’ve never crossed the line of professional boundaries, I must confess I’ve ogled her curves more than once while working in the kitchen together. Her bubbly personality only makes her more tempting. The only thing holding me back is the fear of souring our working relationship with sex. Hearing her talk about how she likes the taste of cum, and enjoys sucking cock, I find myself wondering what other kinks she enjoys. I shake the intrusive thoughts out of my mind to focus on the task at hand.

Candy finishes cooking the base and pours the hot mass into a container to cool on the warmer. The candy base mustn’t cool past a certain point, or it will be impossible to pull. She washes her hands and joins me, crossing her arms and leaning them on the stainless-steel counter to examine the recipe. I look over at her as she leans closer to read through my grandfather’s handwritten notes. Her blonde hair is pulled back into a low ponytail, and my eyes drift down her spine to the heart-shaped curve of her ass.

I’m not sure why I’m suddenly checking her out, but I also know it’s been a while since I’ve had any sexual thoughts at all about anyone. I recognize she’s attractive, but I’ve never ogled her like this. The bawdy conversation over the new flavor must have awakened my dormant libido.

I’ve been divorced for over five years. When my wife left me, I returned to my hometown on the coast. I’ve been celibate since then, with no desire to attempt another relationship. I watch my share of porn, but it’s never been a focus of my free time. I’m usually busy enough with business plans without taking time for my personal life.

My grandfather, William Butterworth—Grandpa Bill—started Rocky Coast Candy Company in the sixties, and I grew up around the store through high school. I’d worked for Grandpa Bill in high school. After my grandmother died, I practically ran the store while he grieved. I enjoyed working in the kitchen so much that when I graduated from high school, I knew I wanted to become a chef. I enrolled in a prestigious culinary school in the Bay Area and moved north from Rocky Cove, only returning for holidays.

I love working with flavors and textures, and when I worked my way up to head chef at a five-star restaurant, I thought I’d reached the pinnacle of my career. My ambition soured when my wife, Yvonne, left me for a successful tech executive in Silicon Valley. I returned to my hometown and joined my grandfather in the family business. When he died from lung cancer a year later, he left the business and everything else to me, his only heir.

“I think this is the key,” Candy says, snapping me from my woolgathering. “This ingredient has a very salty presentation, and the ratio compared to the sweet components seems higher than other recipes.”

I lean and look where she is pointing, then scan the rest of the list of oils and extracts. I nod, remembering combining the ingredients earlier this morning.

“Yeah,” I reply. “Now that I think about it, that ratio is slightly higher than normal recipes. I was going on autopilot this morning, but I know I followed his instructions to the letter.”

“He called it Salty-Sweet,” Candy says, tapping the title. “Do you remember stocking it when you worked in high school?”

“No.” I shake my head. “Couldn’t have, look at the date. I was in culinary school when he made this. We never carried this flavor when I came back home after my divorce. ”

“Hmm,” Candy hums, reading my grandfather’s notes.

Grandpa Bill was meticulous, tracking many different varieties over the years. When he passed away, I struggled with organizing his notes and papers. I sorted through everything, arranged his recipe binders by date, and stored them neatly on a shelf in the kitchen. I keep another binder of the active flavors on the candy-making tables to reference if we need to make more stock.

Candy flips to the next page and runs her finger along the list of ingredients for the following recipe. “This is dated the same date as Salty-Sweet, but the handwriting differs.” I look closely at the neat, flowing handwriting, noting that it appears feminine.

“Your grandmother died when you were in high school, right?” Candy asks, and I know she’s picking up the exact details I am.

“Yeah,” I say with a nod. “That can’t be Grandma’s handwriting. Grandpa must have had a girlfriend while I was learning to be a chef at culinary school. I don’t remember him mentioning it, but I was self-absorbed then.”

“This one is labeled Tangy Cream,” Candy says, reading the title at the top of the page. She looks up at me, lifts a brow, and grins wickedly. “The ingredients shift slightly but are similar… You don’t think….”

“No.” I shake my head. “It couldn’t be.”

“Shenanigans between your grandfather and his hot girlfriend.” Candy laughs. “You have to admit, given the taste of the first batch, it looks like they were trying to make flavors that matched their… um… releases.”

“That’s a fair way to describe it.” I laugh. “I guess I can make this recipe too, and we can compare.” I shrug, and Candy nods.

Candy starts cooking another batch of taffy base, and I carefully combine the ingredients of Grandpa Bill’s recipe, setting it aside on the warming table. Then, following the female handwritten ingredients, I mix up another flavor. I add a drop of pink food coloring to the feminine version to distinguish it from the bright white of Grandpa Bill’s flavor.

“What should we do while we wait for the base to set?” Candy asks, leaning back against the counter and resting her hands on the edge.

“I’m curious about this woman,” I admit. “Want to come upstairs and look through Grandpa’s journals with me?”

“Sure. Let me check the front of the store. I’m sure Mindy has it handled. She can run this place for a couple more hours,” Candy says with a grin. “Meet you up in your loft?”

“Yeah, are you hungry?” I ask, and Candy nods and smiles back. “I’ll grab a couple of sandwiches from Perky Cups and meet you up there.”

Mindy runs the front of the candy store and is self-sufficient. Of Asian descent, she moved away from San Francisco to gain distance from her traditional parents. Her long black hair is often styled in two pigtails, and she enjoys a school-girl look when she’s not wearing our branded polo shirts and aprons. I blink away a sudden image of her bending over the counter in one of her shorter miniskirts.

We split up, and I return to the coffee shop’s kitchen, happy to see the shop bustling with people coming in for lunch through the café doors. I tap Tia on the shoulder as she prepares sandwiches to order for the crowd.

Tia turns and smiles at me, her dark eyes glowing with mischief. “What’s up, boss?” she asks cheerfully.

Something about how both Candy and Tia are looking at me has my mind tumbling with taboo thoughts of stripping each of them naked and slowly tasting every inch of their naked flesh. I shake my head to clear those tantalizing thoughts, but the way Tia drags the bottom of her lip along her white teeth as she looks at me makes it difficult to ignore completely.

“Can I get two sandwiches for lunch, please?” I ask with a grin. “Candy and I are tracking down a mystery. My grandfather had a girlfriend when he developed the flavor we tasted this morning. We found another recipe written in a woman’s handwriting.”

“Oh, that’s interesting,” Tia says, continuing to make the order she is working on. “I need to finish up a large order from the front, then I’ll make your lunch. Can I join you guys? I’ll bring up the sandwiches when they’re ready.”

“That’d be great,” I reply. “You have enough help for the lunch rush? Can one of the girls handle the candy counter? Mindy can handle the candy store herself.”

“Yeah, I’ll bring Eduardo back to finish the sandwich-making. Sabby can handle the café. The three of them know what to do. I’m due to take my break. Helping you two solve a mystery sounds interesting.”

“I’ll see you up there.” I grin and push out the door into the hall which separates my two shops. I walk to the end of the hall and open the door to the stairway leading to my loft apartment above the two shops, whistling a tune as I climb the stairs.


CHAPTER FOUR

INVESTIGATION


I unlock the door to the stairs leading to my apartment. Leaving it unlocked for the girls, I walk up the stairs, open the door at the landing, and toss my keys into the bowl on the table by the entrance. My loft stretches across the top of my shops on the second story of the downtown building. It’s part of Rocky Cove’s rustic downtown, which extends along a narrow cut between a steep hill and craggy cliffs rising out of the Pacific Ocean.

The highway is a small, two-lane road that branches off the main freeway and winds along the coast through the small hamlets along this stretch of the rocky Central California coast. Rocky Cove’s northside entrance is a few miles away from one of many historic bridges that line this section of the coastal highway. The picturesque landscape mixes with the historic feel of the downtown section of the road. My building is part of a line of three-story buildings along the highway. The rest of the town is an array of mostly restored Victorian homes along the cliffs that look out into the ocean’s vastness.

My loft is on the second floor, and the stairs continue to the third floor, which is storage for the restaurant and decorations we use for the storefront during different town celebrations. I expanded and modernized the loft with some of my inheritance, never wanting to move away from the comfort of my hometown. It has a modern kitchen, raised ceilings, and an open floor plan. I didn’t want permanent walls and used portable partitions to create spaces. I prefer the fantastic view from the front windows overlooking the ocean from any part of my residence. The sunsets are incredible, and I feel blessed to call this place my home.

My office space is immediately past the door and set apart from the rest of the loft by a partition of bookshelves. My living space is on the opposite side of the bookshelves, with comfortable sofas, leather chairs, and low tables that face the spectacular view my loft affords. I have a small kitchen to the far side, with an open space for a dining room table and chairs if I ever decide to have a dinner party. In my five years living here, I’ve never entertained.

I let those memories fade as I look along the bookcases inside my office and browse through the section of Grandpa Bill’s journals. Like his meticulous confection-making notes, he had a habit of writing and keeping a personal journal throughout his life. Growing up, I remember him sitting at his desk in the loft, a reading lamp on as he wrote long hand in his leather-bound journals, the room filled with the aroma of his pipe he puffed when he leaned back in thought.

I trail my fingers along the bindings of the books, find the year I graduated, and pull out a collection of journals for the succeeding years. They span when I lived in the Bay Area, learned to cook, got married, became a chef, and then the heartbreak of my divorce.

Collecting the books, I carry them into the living space and stack them on the coffee table that faces the long sofa. Sitting in the middle of the couch, I hear a light knock. I return to the door, and Candy’s cheerful smile greets me when I open it.

“Come in.” I grin, stepping back. “You don’t need to knock.”

My loft has been my private sanctuary, and other people rarely visit. Candy has been up a few times but only stayed a short time to review some business in my study. I realize that I’ve become a hermit after my marriage ended. I have no social life, and I’m disinterested in the complexities of relationships other than business.

Candy grins and walks past my office and around the table. Together, we sit on the couch. I hand her a journal, and she takes it. Placing it on her lap, she turns slightly to look at me.

“I don’t think I’ve seen your apartment outside your study.” She says, looking around at the big windows and the ocean view. “This is incredible, and I love what you did with the open plan. It’s spacious and cozy at the same time.”

I grin with pride. “Thank you. I love living here. I was realizing that I don’t have many people up to visit. It’s a large enough space to entertain or have special dinners. I just....”

“You don’t have to explain, boss,” Candy says, smiling. “I’m not trying to pry.”

“I think you can call me by name when we’re not in the kitchen,” I tease.

We look at each other for a long moment, and Candy bites her lip before speaking. “Okay, Dom. Thank you.”

Feeling a pull, I act impulsively, putting my book on the table and leaning toward her. She looks up at me, her blue eyes open and searching mine. I drop my eyes to her lips before looking back into her eyes. She barely nods at my questioning eyes before I lift my hand behind her head and press my lips against hers. She emits a soft moan as she kisses back. Our tongues meet as I wrap my other arm around her and pull her closer.

Why haven’t I kissed her before?

I pull back, slowly parting the kiss. Her eyes flutter, and she searches my eyes while hers are alight with passion. I shift my eyes between hers, keeping her close to me, feeling her breasts compress against my chest, the warmth of her body relaxing against mine.

“I… Was that okay?” I stammer, feeling my cheeks warm.

“More than,” Candy answers with a nod.

Hearing footsteps on the stairs, we start to pull apart to look toward the door. We’re still moving apart as Tia steps inside carrying a tray loaded with sandwiches, chips, and bottled sodas. Tia’s eyes open wide, and she grins at us. I can tell she senses that she’s interrupted something.

“I can come back?” Tia says, her question hanging in the air.

I push myself to my feet and approach her. “Come in, Tia. We were saying we were hungry.” I try to recover from being caught making out with one of my employees.

“Mmhmm,” Tia grins, a sparkle in her eyes. “I brought sandwiches, although you two might be hungry for something else?”

The innuendo in her tone is cheerful, not accusing. I look at Candy, then back at Tia as the silence extends into awkwardness.

“Yum.” Candy quickly grabs the tray from Tia. Her cheeks are flush as she looks at me, desire still flashing in her eyes. “I love sandwiches.”

Tia and Candy share a laugh at my rosy cheeks before splitting up to sit on either side of me on the sofa. Candy twists off the tops of the soda bottles—Rocky Cove Cream Soda from the small-batch brewery in town. Tia passes over plastic baskets with sandwiches and chips while I pass out napkins.

“Chicken salad,” Tia says, settling back into the sofa and placing her soda on the table behind the couch. “Made it fresh today before we all got distracted by cum candy.”

Candy giggles, sipping the soda before pressing the cold bottle against her cheek. “Is it warm in here?”

I laugh. “I thought we agreed not to call it cum candy.”

“Only going to call it Rocky Cove Cream in front of customers. Between us, it’s cum candy,” Tia says with a sparkle in her eyes. She looks at the bottle in her hand and asks. “Can we even call it that? Seems the name is taken.“

“There is a difference between ‘cream soda’ and ‘cream,’” I state confidently.

“I’ll say.” Candy cracks up at the sexual undertone.

I shake my head as we all let the laughter settle and start eating lunch. My mind is spinning remembering the kiss with Candy. It felt so right to have her in my arms. My mind fills with questions I’ve never considered about my co-worker. Did she feel the same way? Is there chemistry between us? Why do I want to kiss Tia and see if that feels different? Am I just sex-starved after being celibate for so long?

The silence between us grows until Tia interrupts with a question. “What did you find out about Grandpa Bill’s cum candy recipe?”

I feel a sense of relief as we relax and focus on the mystery, taking a swallow of soda before answering. “We looked through his recipes and found another one behind it,”

“It was handwritten by a woman,” Candy continues.

“Grandma?” Tia asks with an arched brow.

“No, this was written after she passed,” I say. “While I was away for culinary school, by the date on the paper.”

“We think Grandpa Bill had a lover,” Candy says, her eyes gleeful.

“Oh, I love this!” Tia says, then puts her sandwich down. “Grandpa Bill’s story sounds like the start of a telenovela!”

I nod towards Grandpa Bill’s journals on the coffee table. “If there is an answer, it could be in his journals. Let’s look through and see if we find any mention of a lady friend.”

“Awesome.” Candy puts her basket and soda on the table and wipes her hands on her napkin before passing out the first three journals, so we all have one.

I check the dates on the spine and nod at them. “These start the month after I left Rocky Cove for culinary school. Grandpa was alone. My grandmother had died a few years prior.”

“What about your folks?” Tia asks curiously, and I sense Candy shaking her head rapidly.

“My parents died in a crash just down the road a few months earlier,” I say and shrugged, trying to show I’ve moved past the tragedy.

“I’m sorry, Dominic,” Tia says, reaching out and rubbing my arm. “We don’t need to do this if it will bring back old memories.”

“No, I’m fine,” I smile softly. “I’ve done my grieving. It’s still a process. I need to do this and solve the mystery. Grandpa never mentioned a girlfriend, not even when I moved back home after my divorce.”

Candy reaches over, squeezing my thigh near my knee. “Dom, you’ve been through a lot. Tia’s right. We don’t have to do this right now.”

Her touch soothes me, as does the care in her voice. My eyes well with unbidden tears, and my throat tightens. Exhaling to dispel the sudden emotion, I shake my head. “No, let’s do it now. I would feel better looking through this with friends nearby. I’m okay.”

The girls nod, open their journals, and the three of us start scanning down the pages filled with my grandfather’s handwriting.


CHAPTER FIVE

CARING SHARING


“Dolores!” Candy says aloud after we read silently for fifteen minutes.

“Dolores.” I smirk, “Wasn’t that a punchline from Seinfeld?”

“Sein-what?” Tia asks, confusion in her eyes.

“A TV show from the nineties,” I shrug. “Dolores supposedly rhymes with a female body part.”

Tia’s look of confusion grows, and Candy cracks up. “Clitoris, Dolores.”

Tia smiles politely, shaking her head. I laugh and lean to pull Tia into a side hug. “I think you had to be there.”

“Mulva!” Candy blurts, then disintegrates into peals of laughter.

Tia stares at her and flicks her eyes at me. “Is she going to be okay?”

“I think so. Let’s give her a second.” I laugh and reach for Candy to pull her against me, too, unable to resist kissing her cheek. “Hey, you found something?”

Realizing I have both arms around my female employees, I cough lightly, relaxing my arms. I look at them one at a time, and they smile at me with blushing cheeks. I reach for Candy’s journal which is open to the page she was reading.

“Right,” Candy says, leaning against me to examine the journal. Tia presses into my other side. The warmth of their bodies feels good, and I can’t help the zing of arousal, feeling their soft breasts pushing against my side. Candy pauses to look over at Tia, then up at me, before returning to the journal. “This part right here, Grandpa Bill writes about meeting Dolores at a church social.”

“Grandpa was a regular churchgoer.” I nod and watch as Candy turns the page.

“From here on, Dolores is mentioned on every page through the end of this book,” she says, flipping pages and pointing to the name. “Here, he starts referring to her as just ‘D.’” Candy runs her finger along the sentence.

D spent the night wrapped in my arms. I’ve never felt so at peace since Agnes.

“Agnes?” Tia asks, turning to look at me.

“My grandmother,” I reply. “Grandpa never remarried. I thought he remained a bachelor, but I guess not!”

“How old was he at the time?” Candy asks, looking at me.

I look up at the ceiling, trying to remember. “I’ve never been great at dates, but he must have been in his late sixties or early seventies when I started culinary school.”

“That’s so sweet,” Tia says, dabbing at her eyes. “Just goes to show you it’s never too late for romance.”

“Truth!” Candy says with a laugh. I feel both girls look at me, so I smile at both of them.

“I guess that’s true,” I say quietly, wrapping my arms around them to pull them close.

They giggle, snuggling into me, their bodies warm against my side. I realize that I’ve wasted too much time grieving my marriage, turning into a hermit, and retreating into empty solitude. If Grandpa Bill could find love in his seventies, why was I comfortable being alone in my early forties? The two don’t rush to pull away but lean closer as the room quietens.

The image of kissing Candy pops into my mind, and I turn toward her. When our eyes meet, she presses closer, tilting her head, I meet her halfway. Candy emits a soft moan as I kiss her with passion. She presses her hand against me, tracing her fingers over my cheek, and I feel a rush of heat filling my body. Another hand runs along my opposite thigh, and I part from the kiss, turning to look at Tia. She boldly cups my groin, her brown eyes full of heat before she looks across my body at Candy.

“Do you mind sharing?” Tia asks. Her voice is husky with desire and an undercurrent of vulnerability. When Candy shakes her head, I feel a jolt of electricity as my cock pulses under Tia’s fingers.

“I think sharing is caring,” Candy says, and I see her nod and look up at me. I nod at her, then lick my lips absently, tasting Candy’s strawberry lip gloss before returning to Tia.

Our kiss instantly heats up as Tia boldly presses her tongue between my lips with a purr of desire. She tastes like cinnamon gum—sweet and spicy. My hands rub along both women’s sides as our kiss deepens. It doesn’t feel wrong to have these two sexy women pressing against me. Candy grips my shirt, pulling it out of my pants, slipping her hand under it, and caressing my abdomen. I turn to look at her, and she leans to kiss me again, her tongue sliding between my lips with a whimper.

Tia runs her hand along the waist of my trousers. I inhale slowly as I kiss Candy while my cock throbs inside my pants. I lean back, parting from Candy’s lips, my senses filling with her familiar perfume of strawberries. I look at both of them, their eyes staring up at me, wide and full of passion. Tia slides her fingers under the waist of my pants, pressing inside and sliding under the waist of my boxers. My low moan of arousal grows as her fingers run along the side of my swelling cock.

My hips rock, seeking more of Tia’s touch. I reach for their breasts, squeezing and pulling my fingers to their stiff nipples through their uniform tops. I look down at them as their bodies press against me. I lean down and enjoy the taste of Tia’s lips as her fingers squeeze my thickening shaft. Feeling Candy’s lips on my neck, I shift my head to give her more room. She licks, nibbles, and sucks on the sensitive spot under my ear, her breath hot against my skin. My hands move from their sides to their backs, pressing lower and sliding down to squeeze their round asses. I moan into Tia’s mouth breathlessly.

Tia moves her hand out from inside my jeans and starts unbuttoning my shirt. I turn, kissing Candy again, feeling breathless as the arousal we’re caught up in continues to grow without limit. I moan into Candy’s mouth, my tongue tangling with hers as her hands drop down and work at my zipper. I grip their shirts and pull up, stretching their tops until they slide out of their pants.

“Fuck,” Tia curses as she spreads my shirt open, her warm palm pressing against my chest, curling her fingers and pulling at the greying hair. “Me pones tan cachonda, papi. You’re so fucking hot.”

I pull away from kissing Candy to look down at Tia, feeling nothing but passion for her. “Me?” I ask breathlessly. “The two of you are way out of my league when it comes to being sexy.”

Candy drops her mouth to kiss my chest, sucking on my nipple before looking up. “We’re all fucking sexy as hell,” she says.

“Hell, yes. Estoy muy cachonda.” Tia echoes, leaning and kissing her co-worker. I savor the view of the two sexy women tangling their tongues above my chest, running their hands over my skin. I pull up Tia’s shirt until her bra strap is exposed, then try to work the catch with one hand. Running my hand along the strap, I growl in frustration, not finding anything to unlatch.

Tia pulls back from kissing Candy and leans back, looking at me with her dark, sultry eyes. She crosses her arms in front of her, grips the sides of her polo shirt, and then pulls the top over her head, exposing her black lace bra full of her bountiful breasts.

“Cierres en el frente. It’s in the front, boss,” Tia says, tossing her shirt aside.

Moving my hand between her round tits, I find the clasp and undo it with a flick of my thumb. Candy leans and pulls Tia’s cups away, exposing her full breasts with dark, stiff nipples.

I look at Candy and raise my brow, and shrug. Tia and I are both bare-chested, so Candy smirks confidently and reaches to pull her top off. I move my hand from behind Candy’s back to focus on Tia, cupping her warm breasts in my hand. The contrast between her dusky flesh and mine is stark as I squeeze Tia’s round breasts. Candy’s face is flushed with excitement as she tosses her shirt aside. Reaching behind her with both hands, she unclasps her bra. Her heavy breasts bounce as she shimmies her chest with her nipples still hidden behind her bra’s cups.

I shift my hand from Tia’s breast, grip the front of Candy’s bra, and pull down, enjoying how it slowly exposes Candy’s creamy smooth breasts topped with firm ruby red nipples. Pulling her bra free from her arms, I toss it aside and lean back between my two topless employees. I stare at them one at a time, noticing both their similarities and differences. They take my breath away, and I shake my head in amazement.

Candy leans towards me, and we kiss as I knead her heavy breasts. Tia presses her lips to my chest, licking around my nipple. I feel her warm breasts press against my abdomen. My cock is stiff and uncomfortable in my jeans as Tia starts to kiss down lower, teasing her lips over my belly. My fingers pull on Candy’s hard nipples, and she moans into my mouth, her tongue pressing deep. Tia nibbles just above my belt, then moves back, pressing her hands into my chest.

“We still have too many clothes on,” Tia says, her eyes flashing.

“This couch is tiny,” Candy replies, arching a brow.

“I agree. Let’s get into my bed.” My voice is husky and low.

“You’re the boss,” they say simultaneously, then giggle as they climb off the sofa and stand side by side. I reach out, and they take my hands, pulling me up. I nod toward the partition to the side where my king-size bed is hidden from the main parts of my studio.

“You’d both better be naked before you get on my bed.” I watch them hurry away, then follow, pulling off my shirt and tossing it into the pile of discarded clothes.


CHAPTER SIX

BLURRED LINES


My mind buzzes with arousal, but part of me worries about the two shops downstairs still open and doing business as I’m about to engage in carnal relations with my two managers. I remind myself that this is consensual, and I’m not forcing them into my bed.

I walk into the curtained alcove of my bedroom. There are no walls, just heavy curtains I can pull shut to block out the light if I need to nap while the sun is up. The light in this nook is dimmer, but the bright daylight outside casts slight shadows over the two naked females reclining in the middle of my bed.

Looking at them, I decide I’m in no rush and remind myself that the stores are in good hands. Closing isn’t for a couple more hours; we can take an extended break together without guilt. I push the curtains open, allowing more light from the windows along the front of my apartment. Tia and Candy naked, side by side, has my cock throbbing in my pants. The lust I feel for these two alluring women threatens to overwhelm me, and I coach myself to go slow.

“It’s been a long time for me,” I say as I finish unzipping my pants and push them down, leaving me in my boxers with my cock tenting the white cotton.

My cock aches, wanting to be free of the confines of clothing. I reach down and squeeze the base of my cock through my underwear, gauging my sensitivity. Tia pushes up on her elbows, and Candy rises beside her. They’ve both pulled their hair ties free so their tresses cascade over their shoulders in waves. They are a study of opposites—Tia’s darker skin tone and black hair contrasts with Candy’s paler complexion and light hair. Candy’s bright-blue eyes dance excitedly while Tia’s dark-brown orbs darken lustfully.

“That’s okay, Dom.” Candy smiles, then looks at Tia. “We aren’t going anywhere. You are so much more than just your cock.”

I chuckle, and Tia giggles. “Make no mistake, boss man, we want your cock too. Quiero chuparte la polla, et dame tu leche en las tetas—I want to suck your dick until you come all over my tits. I don’t think we’ll have trouble ensuring you rise to a second occasion if you spill too soon.”

I don’t understand her Spanish, but her translation clarifies her meaning. I chuckle, watching the two sexy women in my bed and enjoying how comfortable we are with each other. I push my boxers off my hips and down my thighs. The head of my cock catches on the waistband, so it bends as I push my shorts down. When my cock pulls free, it bounces, jutting out from my groin stiffly. They both take in a short breath as their eyes widen. Then they look at each other, then back at me.

“Damn, Dom,” Candy says, shifting to crawl to the end of the bed, her eyes fixating on my rigid cock.

“Madre Dios, tu polla es enorme! So fucking big.” Tia says teasingly, swaying her body to crawl beside Candy.

I stand with my feet apart, my balls swinging between my thighs. I know I’m well endowed, but it’s always a thrill to hear it from a lover. As they crawl closer, I grip the base of my shaft and slowly stroke to the tip, then pull back my foreskin to expose the shiny glans and the stream of precum oozing from the tip.

They look at my cock and then up at me, their movement almost feline as they crawl to the edge of the bed. Candy looks over at Tia, who nods as if giving her permission. Candy leans over the edge of the bed, extending her tongue to swipe over the tip of my cock. She curls it back between her lips and hums at the taste.

“You taste like candy.” She winks at me, then sucks my head into her mouth, swirling her tongue around it. My fingers comb her hair back so I can look into her eyes as she savors the feel and taste of me before she pulls back, turning to look at Tia.

I feel like I fell onto the set of a porn film as Candy grips my cock, and points it toward Tia. Looking at my swollen crown, Tia licks her lips, peering up from under her thick black lashes, and laps her tongue along my slit. She moans at my taste before sucking my head between her lips. The eroticism of these two hot females sucking on my cock has me close to the edge already, and I grip a handful of Tia’s rich locks as she swirls her tongue around my head.

“Fuck,” I curse, “I’m not going to last long,” I huff out as the two girls start taking turns sucking my cock deeply into their mouths. They look up at me and smile, licking their lips provocatively. They lean and kiss each other over the top of my cock, inching lower, pressing kisses along the sides of my shaft while looking at each other. My knees weaken at the feeling of their lips and tongues.

Tossing my head back and clenching my jaw, I will myself to hold back from my peak, riding the edge of this surprising menage. I moan as I feel one mouth and then another sucking hungrily before pulling off. They take turns while I look at the ceiling. The absence of the visual helps me keep back from the edge, but only barely.

“I’m close,” I moan, with need. “I’m going to come so fucking hard.”

“Do it,” Candy coaches.

I sense movement, and I look down to find them twisted onto their backs with their faces under my throbbing shaft. Their breasts heave as they breathe shallowly, their contrasting skin flushed with arousal. They open their mouths as they cup their breasts and pinch their nipples. Their eyes fill with hunger as I drop my hand and grip my cock. It’s slick from their spit and drool, and I tighten my fist, stroking my cock with firm rapid strokes.

“Si, si, Dios, si… Yes, Dom,” Tia moans. “Dame tu leche en las tetas—Milk that baby batter all over my tits.”

That triggers my end, and my balls tighten and then pulse. I feel my cock throb at the base, then watch as white ropes of thick cum jet out over the prone bodies of my lovely companions. I’m groaning and grunting as I keep stroking, pulling more and more cum from my balls and spraying it over their bare flesh. Their eyes sparkle, staying wide open as they watch me release my pent-up load. When I’m done, I drop my hand from my cock.

Candy shifts, lifting her hand to guide my cock to her open mouth. My eyes roll back as she sucks at my sensitive tip. She pulls off my cock as Tia presses beside her, mouth open and eyes staring into mine. Candy guides the tip of my cock into Tia’s open mouth, and her eyes close as she sucks the last of my cum from my flagging cock.

I stand stunned, looking down at their cum-splattered flesh, amazed at the quantity of cum. Tia moves to her hands and knees and starts licking drops of my cum off Candy’s breasts. Candy turns, leaning toward Tia, and moves to lick and suck my cum from her bedmate’s darker breasts. They moan softly as they lick and suck my cum off each other while I stand frozen, watching the erotic show. As they continue to enjoy my cum and the feel of each other’s mouths on their skin. I grab a towel from a stack on my shelf and then climb onto the bed.

I sit against my headboard, watching my two beautiful friends shift their bodies against each other. Their hands stroke each other softly as Tia shifts over Candy and lifts her knee over her head. Candy glances at me with a smile before tipping her head back between Tia’s thighs and then lifting to kiss her dark lips. Tia moans, her eyes lifting and seeking mine, a feline grin on her lips as she pushes Candy’s thighs apart, then lowers her mouth to Candy’s glistening blond curls.

I watch them as they pleasure each other with sensual, slow movements, their hands running along each other’s sides. My cock springs back to life, so I stroke slowly, my eyes staring at the provocative dance of the two familiar bodies. I’ve imagined them without clothes plenty of times, but my imagination failed to live up to the allure of their naked bodies. They enjoy their provocative dance until Tia shifts off of Candy, and they both twist to sit up and look at me.

“Are you ready for more, boss?” They ask in unison.


CHAPTER SEVEN

STRECHING LIMITS


My mind is brimming with passion for my two employees as I sit against my headboard, stroking my cock while they look at me with lust. I inhale a shaky breath, feeling my cock throb under my fingers as I nod at them, words forming slowly in my lust-addled mind.

“Fuck yes, I’m ready for more,” I manage to utter in a low growl.

I shift down, lying on my back, shifting to push myself away from the headboard. Candy crawls toward me, glancing at Tia, who looks back with a nod toward the stiff rod in my grip. Candy grins and crawls beside me before swinging her thigh over my legs, straddling my hips.

“I get the first ride,” Candy says, dropping her hands to my cock to grip and stroke it slowly. “Fuck, I want your cock inside me. It’s been too long since I’ve had sex.”

I lift my hands to her breasts, my fingers curling into her warm, soft skin, pulling slowly till I can tug her stiff nipples. “You don’t know how long I’ve fantasized about you,” I confess to Candy, looking into her blue eyes. “Both of you,” I say, shifting to stare at Tia, who kneels beside me. She’s on her knees, watching Candy slide her hand up and down my cock.

“I’m plenty wet for you, boss,” Candy says, but she lowers her head and dribbles some spit over my shaft, spreading it along my length. “I loved feeling you in my mouth, too. The fantasies are mutual.”

With my stiff shaft suitably slick, Candy rises and tips my cock back as she shifts herself into position. I grip her hips as she looks at me with lust, pushing my crown between her slick lips. My body shudders at the feeling as I watch Candy shift. We share a low sigh as my cock slides into her opening. She bites her lip as she watches me, her hips dropping until my cock slides deep inside her.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” I say, my hands returning to her heavy breasts as she rocks her hips, rising and dropping back down. “That’s a good girl. Ride my cock.”

She shudders and then leans over, her lips pressing against mine. Her tongue presses between my lips as her breasts press into me, dragging up and down my chest. “Dom, you’re so sexy, and now that I know how you feel stretching me…” Candy trails off and then pushes her hands against my chest, shifting back to slowly bounce up and down on my cock. “It’s going to be hard to go back to normal.”

I shake my head. “I don’t want normal.” I stare at Candy as she cycles her hips. I bridge my hips, driving up to meet her drops, pushing deeper into her tight, wet channel. I look over at Tia and raise a brow.

“I’m excellent at sharing,” Tia says, crawling closer and leaning and kissing me. She twists her head to look at Candy. “If you’re okay with sharing this hunk?”

Tia turns to face Candy and then lifts her thigh over my head. I tilt my head to look at Candy as Tia’s thighs obscure my vision. Candy rides me slowly, her teeth working her bottom lip, shivering as she stares at Tia, then nods. “I’ve already said sharing is caring. You’re so sexy, Tia. I don’t mind sharing you too.”

My hands reach up and grip Tia’s thighs, pulling her toward my mouth. My eyes get a close-up of her dark lips and rich, pink insides. My senses are overloaded with Tia’s scent and the feel of Candy riding her tight cunt up and down my cock. I extend my tongue and lick along Tia’s lips, savoring her tangy flavor as she settles her hips down and her pussy and ass press into my face.

I hear the two girls talking but can’t make out the words with Tia’s warm thighs pressed against my ears. Their muffled moans grow louder as we all move together. My hips are cycling up and down, and I feel Candy’s body shift forward while Tia leans down toward her. The shift in position allows me to press my tongue deeply between Tia’s lips before curling and flicking over her clit. Candy’s new angle is perfect, and I thrust my hips, matching her rhythm and punching my rigid shaft deeper.

Their moans go quiet, and I picture them kissing each other, their breasts pressing together as they meet over my body. Moving to suck on Tia’s dark lips, I manage to move my hands to grip her ass and spread her cheeks. I see her tight, puckered ring and run my tongue along the sides of her ass. She squeals and wriggles, so I use my hands, spitting onto my fingers and spreading my spit around her anus. My mouth returns to her pussy, and I suck at her slick folds, humming at her flavor.

Tia pushes her hips back as my finger teases her tight rose, encouraging me to push my finger into the center of her ring. Her deep moan as my fingertip sinks into her anus makes my cock throb inside Candy.

“Fuck, Dom,” Tia cries loud enough for me to hear, then mumbles in Spanish with her thighs tight against my ears. “Si. Si. Méteme el dedo en el culo, hijo de puta pervertido.” She rides her ass back as she repeats, “Yes, Yes. Finger my ass, you kinky mother fucker.”

I hear Candy gasp, and then her hips drive down hard, rocking faster. Tia leans deeper, and I hear Candy moan, “Fuck, Tia, suck my tits. You sexy bitch.”

I press my pointer finger in deep, sliding in and out of Tia’s ass. I curl my middle and ring fingers, tipping them inside her slick, dark lips. Moving under her, I focus my tongue on her clitoris as my fingers wedge deeper inside both openings. I’m treated to another moan, followed by a whine as Tia rocks back into my fingers.

“Él está follándose los dedos en mis dos agujeros.” Tia moans breathlessly. “Fuck, Candy, I’m going to come all over his face.”

“Do it,” Candy huffs, her hips grinding into the base of my shaft as she rocks wildly on my cock. “Do it now! I’m about to come all over his huge cock.”

My hips rock automatically, and I feel Candy’s pussy tighten around my rod. My fingers flex into Tia’s ass and pussy as she starts to moan breathlessly, her body shuddering as I push her to her peak. Our bodies move in sync, but my moans are muffled as I suck and nibble Tia’s clit.

She screams out, her thighs clamping against the side of my head, vibrating as her body stiffens. I move my mouth down and open my lips, drinking her gushing juices as she falls apart on my fingers and mouth.

“Oh, god!” Candy screams out, and I feel her thighs clamp against my waist, a hot flood of her release flowing down my shaft.

I tip my head back, my hips cycling hard as my orgasm explodes. My cock throbs and pulses my cream into Candy’s clenching pussy. The three of us shudder in waves as our bodies tremble through our collective orgasms. I slump down into the mattress as Tia slides off my face, her pussy glistening from her intense orgasm. Candy slumps beside me as I look at her. She kisses me breathlessly, her breasts flattening against my chest. Tia shifts around and then presses against my side. I turn towards her, and we exchange a deep, soulful kiss while Candy rubs her hands along my chest, pressing kisses to my hot skin.

I break from the kiss, breathing heavily, blinking up toward the high ceiling of my loft. I blink my eyes, and they slowly close as I feel Candy’s body relax against my chest. Tia’s breath is hot and steady on my neck as we recover. I trace my hands slowly over their skin, and the light in my loft fades as sleep overcomes us.


CHAPTER EIGHT

NO LONGER NORMAL


“Joder, ¿qué hora es?” Tia says and continues to curse in rapid Spanish as she shifts away from my side and off the bed. “What time is it?

My eyes snap open as Candy lifts her head, squinting as she looks out the large windows of my loft. I lift my arm and turn my wrist to look at my watch, then mutter, “It’s after two. We dozed too long.”

“And fucked too long,” Tia grunts as she pulls her panties up her thighs.

Candy kisses my chest, then presses up, crawling off the bed and pacing to her pile of clothes. I shift behind her, standing and stretching muscles I’ve not used in years. I pluck my boxers and pants off the floor, pulling them up one leg at a time.

“Look,” Tia says, her brown eyes meeting mine. “I loved that we all connected, and the sex was amazing. But we all have jobs to do. Being absent too long isn’t setting a good example.”

“I know, and I agree,” I say, walking into the main room and picking up my shirt from the floor. I pass Tia her bra, and she snatches it from my hand.

“We got carried away,” Candy says, shrugging her bra straps over her shoulders and pulling the cups over her bare tits. “We’ll do better next time.”

My mind races at the thought of a next time, my face brightening as Candy grins at me. Tia rolls her eyes, but she’s smiling too. We help each other straighten our clothes, and I wrap them both in a warm hug.

“Consider this a warning,” I tease. “Get back to work.” I slap them firmly on their asses, and they squeal then laugh as they hurry to the stairs. “I’ll be down in a minute.”

Alone in my loft, I sit on my sofa and look through Grandpa Bill’s open journals. I read a bit, curious about the mysterious Dolores, or D, per Grandpa’s shorthand. Tia and Candy are probably getting a lot of looks and are busy, so I loiter a bit, flipping through the journal without reading before deciding to return downstairs to the kitchen.

I can’t believe what happened, but when I check the mirror and grab my keys I see a happy expression in my reflection. In the back of my mind, I hope I haven’t started a chain reaction that will blow up the business I treasure. I care for both Candy and Tia as friends as much as I value their professional skills. This store is my legacy, attached to my family name, and I don’t want any scandal to detract from what my grandfather built.

My thoughts go back and forth as I hit the bottom of the stairs and walk down the hall between the two stores. Choosing to check on Tia first, I walk past the candy kitchen and enter the bakery. The kitchen is empty, so I continue into the storefront. It’s during the afternoon lull still, so I mentally breathe a sigh of relief that Tia’s absence wasn’t missed too horribly.

Seeing Cori and Sabby huddled around Tia by the register, a warm blush crawls up my neck. They can’t be gossiping about me. If they did, would it matter? I trust Tia to be discreet, but I also think Sabby and Cori are trustworthy. I smile at the three of them as I approach and notice that the two young women turn to look at me, blush, and then look down at my waist.

Fuck, Tia must have told them.

Looking down, I realize my fly is open. Great, Dom. Smooth. I chastise myself as I reach down and pull up the zipper. I swallow a lump of nervousness and continue until I step between Sabby and Cori into the middle of the huddle.

“How’s business?” I ask. My voice doesn’t crack or squeak, but I’m still nervous.

“Pretty normal,” Sabby says, looking at me with a shrug, then over to Cori.

“Yeah, nothing out of the ordinary,” Cori says, nodding. “We got this wired. We can handle things whenever you need Tia for special projects.”

I look at Tia and cock my head. “Hmm, special projects?”

“The company history,” Tia says, staring at me. “How it all started, making a little booklet for the counter. Tourists love that kind of thing.”

“Oh, right,” I say, scratching my head. “That’s a good idea, I think you’re perfect to lead that project. You’ll need access to Grandpa Bill’s journals, right?”

Tia’s grin is bright, but her eyes smolder as she nods at me. “Yeah, I’ll probably need a quiet space to spread out and get everything lined up.” The sultry minx looks down at my crotch as she says it. My eyebrows shoot up slightly, and I force myself to relax my expression. My mind already rewinds to the torrid threesome with my employees. I can’t suppress an image of Tia laid out in my bed while I line myself up between her thighs.

“Well.” I cough into my fist. “Let’s keep planning for it before the tourist season hits. We’ll probably need to create some artwork and find some old pictures if we want it to be professionally done. Maybe I need to hire a marketing professional or a graphic artist.”

“I did graphic arts in school,” Cori adds with excitement. She bounces on her toes while looking up at me with a huge smile. The bouncing almost pulls my attention to her breasts swaying in her low-cut top, but I concentrate on her blue eyes. “Let me do the layout and graphics. Sabby is great at selfies. Maybe she can take photos of us, like a ‘Meet Our Staff’ thing? ”

I twist my head and sigh, then shrug. It’s a good idea, but the idea of the two nubile young women working with Tia and me and taking pictures was probably not at all what I should have been thinking about. I nodded slowly, already feeling my cock pulsing and thickening at my illicit, taboo thoughts.

“Right, we’ll have to see.” I step back and clap my hands like breaking a huddle, and all three of them look at me strangely. “I’m going to go check on Candy and the candy shop. Let me know if you all need anything.”

I turn and walk away. Tia is a temptation. I didn’t expect the torrid threesome we had, and now all I can think about is the next time. After breaking from my three employees, my imagination fills with Tia and her two young baristas naked in my bed. I need to get a grip on my hormones. It’s been five years since my wife left me, and now it’s hard to turn off my engine.

Walking back through the hallway, I enter the candy shop’s kitchen. Candy is kneading the taffy base, and I let the door close quietly. She looks up at the sound of the latch click, smiling brightly at me. I walk towards her, returning her grin. Noticing it’s just us in the kitchen, I wrap my arms around her. She leans into me, keeping her greasy hands behind her. She purses her lips as our eyes meet, and we kiss each other. It feels natural, and I wonder why it took so long to explore our always-simmering chemistry.

“Store doing okay?” I ask, parting from the kiss. “I didn’t expect our lunch to take so long.”

“Best. Lunch. Ever.” Candy laughs, then nudges me beside her as she pulls the taffy base from the container and continues folding. “I checked with Mindy, and we’re good. We’ll probably need to meet after closing to check the inventories and maybe order supplies.”

The way her cheeks blush when she mentions meeting after closing makes me think she and I are on the same wavelength. Candy is single, and I know she’s been in a string of casual relationships, but I don’t know the details about her dating life. Maybe we could make it work, but what if Tia becomes jealous? I think back to the surprising threesome in my loft over lunch and realize how hard it would be on the team if I started dating only one of them.

“Okay.” I nod, smiling my agreement. “If you don’t mind working late.”

Her flirty grin as she dips her eyes down my body sends a thrill through me.

“I won’t be the only one working late.”


CHAPTER NINE

NO JEALOUSY


I tilt my head at Candy, wondering what she meant. Is she referring to the two of us? The way she said it, though, I can’t rule out that she was including Tia in the overtime project. The memory of Tia and Candy on their backs in my bed flicks through my mind.

“Do you think that’ll be okay?” I ask, not completely dismissing a renewal of the shenanigans from lunchtime. “I’ve been out of the dating scene. I don’t want to cause any hurt feelings.”

Candy’s eyebrows rise and she looks confused, then cracks one of her bright grins.

“Well, look at you, getting cocky,” Candy teases with a glance at my crotch. “I only meant a little after-work business, but I can work in a little fun too. I have no plans tonight. You already know I enjoy Tia’s company.”

Damn, now the vision of the pair naked on my bed again is pinging in time with my throbbing cock just imagining the scene. Our eyes meet, and I feel my cheeks heat up. Something has shifted between us since this morning. She’s always been flirty and enjoys harmless innuendo but never acted on the below-the-surface chemistry. After the threesome over lunch, our flirtation has shifted from harmless fun to simmering arousal.

“Oh.” I chew my lip. “I didn’t mean to imply. I mean. Fuck, sorry.”

Candy looks over at me and cocks an eyebrow. “What are you sorry about?”

“I got confused between the candy business and business with Candy,” I cringe inside at my horrible pun. Candy tosses her head back, laughing, so I grin.

“We’ll have to work on a code,” Candy begins, wiping her hands off with a towel. “You know I like flirting. I’ve always had a bit of a crush on you, and I’d like to see where this goes. I don’t want it to affect our business, either. So we won’t let it.”

I swallow slowly as my mind works over how a relationship with my business partner would work. Of course, it’s full of red flags, but Candy and I have grown gradually closer. Maybe taking it to the next level will work for us.

“Would Tia get upset,” I ask, leaning back against a counter.

“Upset about what?” Candy asks another look of confusion on her face.

“If we started dating.”

“Oh, Dom.” Candy sighs with a smile. “Times have changed. No one dates anymore. It’s more hookups and casual sex nowadays. I guess you’ve been out of the scene for a while.”

I blink and then nod back. “Yeah, I haven’t dated since I met my wife. It was different back then. I don’t want to hurt you or Tia. I enjoyed our lunch, but I’m worried that if we keep that up, it will fuck up our working relationship.”

“Don’t worry about hurting me. I’m down for casual. I have no desire to be in a monogamous relationship. I like how I am now, and I go both ways. Meeting new people sucks, and the dating apps are crap. Count me in if we can burn off extra energy together without that mess.”

“And Tia?” I ask again, her dark eyes flickering in my memory. “I wouldn’t want to piss her off. She scares me when she gets angry.”

The door opens as Candy laughs, and Tia walks in, looking at both of us. “If who gets angry?”

I sink back against the counter and sigh. I might as well get it out there; now is the time with the two of them both here.

“We were talking about working late, then going to my loft to have fun like we did at lunch.”

“Hell yeah.” Tia interrupts. “That was only a warm-up for me.”

“Wait a second,” I say, holding out my hands. “I don’t want any of us to get mad and ruin our excellent working relationship with jealousy.”

“I’m not jealous,” Tia says, looking at Candy. “Are you?”

“Not at all.” Candy grins and walks up to me, wrapping her arms around me. “I love sharing.”

Tia steps closer, and all three of us hug. I lean down, kiss their foreheads, and smile as they blush at the intimacy. I glance at each of them, and we all share looks and nods.

“Don’t overthink it, Dom,” Candy says. “We’re all adults, and we all know what is happening. I’d like to see where this goes.” She glances at the both of us.

“Okay,” I say, relaxing a bit more. “Either of you have a boyfriend? Girlfriend?”

They shake their heads and giggle.

“You’re so old-fashioned,” Tia says, grinning. “Candy and I have talked about how fed up we are with dating. Being bisexual doesn’t make it easier, either. We need sexual release like everyone else. We’re adults and can deal with everything else if we communicate with each other.”

“We like sharing,” Candy adds. “If you want to add more to your harem, we’re down with that too.”

“My harem?” I ask incredulously. “Is that what this is?”

My mind spins with the idea of Tia and Candy on my bed and more nameless bodies looking up at me.

“Look, Dom,” Tia says with a wink. “I’ll spell it out. I don’t want to deal with another guy. I know you and trust you. And your dick, madre dios. I don’t need any other man if I have a part of you.”

“Same.” Candy grins. “Boys are the worst, present company excluded. Even talking with us, you’re not thinking of yourself. You’re thinking about all of us. That’s what we need, not monogamy: hot sex, a caring attitude, and a desire to keep your girls happy. We see it every day working with you.”

“You have no idea how sexy you are, do you?” Tia teases. “Cori and Sabby can’t stop talking about their boss, the hot zaddy.”

“I don’t know what that means,” I say, confusion and arousal competing in my mind.

“Hot older guys,” Candy says. “Who take care of their younger girls.

“Silver foxes,” Tia adds, teasing her fingers along the edge of my greying hair.

“Fuck yeah, you’re our zaddy,” Candys says, giggling.

I’m speechless. My mind cycles through our lunchtime menage, then shifts to the revealing outfits that Cori and Sabby wear. When I visit the café, I keep my eyes moving to not gawk at them like an old pervert. I feel Candy and Tia’s hands drop down, and they take turns rubbing me through my pants. I’m already aroused, but their caresses only make me harder.

“I think he likes the idea,” Candy says, leaning close to Tia.

“He fucking loves the idea,” Tia agrees, squeezing my cock.

They kiss lightly, then look up at me with dark expressions.

“Work first,” I manage to growl out. “We have a new product to perfect and our everyday routines to prepare for tomorrow.”

“Yes, zaddy,” Candy teases, stepping back and returning to work.

Tia rises on her toes and kisses my cheek, combing her fingers behind my neck. “Relax. It’s going to be okay.”

I take a deep breath and return to work, determined to finish the day. Things have shifted. For the first time in a long time, I’m excited about the future. I want my grandfather’s business to grow, but now I have ideas for impacting my legacy. But for now, I need to concentrate on business.


CHAPTER TEN

FIRST SUBMISSION


Tia walks out of the kitchen, heading to the café, and my mind trips over the idea of the pair of young women who work for her. Tia hinted that they may want to join my harem, but I’m not sure I have one. Sure, the torrid tryst with Tia and Candy is still fresh in my mind, and they are giving me every sign that they only want me and don’t mind sharing. I’m still processing the implication my younger employees find me attractive.

I’m in my forties and getting closer to fifty every day. Tia and Candy are in their late twenties, while Sabby and Cori are college-aged and working to pay for tuition. I’m old enough to be their father. Tia and Candy are still young enough to find options closer to their age.

“Zaddy,” I scoff under my breath while shaking my head.

“Hey, have you talked to Mindy today?” Candy asks, breaking me out of my cycling thoughts. “I gave her a few samples of the Rocky Cove Cream for her to try and give away to customers. Might be good to check in with her since you’re the boss.”

“Thanks for reminding me,” I reply. “Yeah, today has gotten me out of my routine. I’ll wash up and go check with her.”

Candy nods, her hands shiny with butter as she kneads the candy, preparing to put it on the taffy-pulling machine. She wants to finish a run of Rocky Cove Cream and test the new yet-unnamed flavor we think was created by Dolores, my grandfather’s enigmatic girlfriend. I wash up in the sink, dry my hands, and then walk to the door that leads to the storefront.

Stepping into the store, I inhale the sugary scent of my legacy. Candies of all types are stocked in bins. We make all our taffy but stock other confections in bulk and have a wall of more mainstream candy bars. Tourism is significant in Rocky Cove, so our original taffy serves the tourism crowd. Locals often frequent the store to grab the other sweets we stock.

It’s usually quiet in the afternoons when the after-school rush is over. Most of our patrons head to their homes for supper while the tourists thin out as they drive along the scenic highway to where they’re staying. Mindy is in the front, looking out the window and viewing the ocean cliffs. When Mindy hears the door close, she turns around and smiles.

“Hi, Mr. Butterworth,” she says as she returns to the counter. “Candy gave me the samples of the new flavor. It has an interesting aftertaste—sweet.”

“Mindy, you can call me Dominic. Mr. Butterworth was my grandfather.” I’ve had this conversation before, but Mindy’s parents have conditioned her to be polite. “Did you give any away to customers?”

“Yes, Mr—sir. There is only one piece left. Can I have it? The piece Ms. Lane gave me only made me want more.”

“You mean Candy,” I say, then grimace before grinning, “Candace. Her name is a bit tricky in a candy store. Yes, you can have the last piece of taffy. We’re making more to trial with the public tomorrow.”

“Oh, thank you!” Mindy says, clapping her hands and bouncing on her toes.

For all her formality, she has a girlish demeanor that matches the schoolgirl attire she favors. She turns to the opposite end of the counter, and I watch her trim ass as the hem of her dress sways across her upper thighs. She has on knee-high, white socks and wears black Mary-Jane flats. She’s an anime fan, and her everyday clothes come from her favorite manga.

At the end of the counter, she bends over at the waist to grab a basket without bending her knees. My eyes roam over her taut ass, then snap to the rising hem of her mini-skirt. I see a flash of pink before she stands up and turns back toward me. Did she catch me ogling her?

She grins as she untwists the wrapper while approaching. Our eyes meet and hold before she looks at the bright-white candy. I watch her lips open, glimpsing a peek of her tongue before the candy disappears behind her lips. I swallow as I watch her chew, thinking her lips seem soft and supple. My cock starts to get ideas and grows with excitement.

Today has been so weird. I’ve never seen my employees as sex objects, and I try to treat them in a fatherly way. But as Mindy smiles at me, working the taffy inside her mouth, I imagine what her tongue is doing as her cheeks puff out. Her eyes flare as her head bows, still chewing the cum-flavored candy as she focuses on my crotch.

It’s too much, and I try to adjust my stiffness nonchalantly. She watches, finishing the candy with a swipe of her tongue across her lips, and swallows. Her eyes are darker when she looks at me, and she bites her tender lip for a moment. It’s silent when she steps closer, then boldly cups the bulge in my trousers.

“Rocky Cove Cream is a good name for it.” Her voice is soft as her fingers trace the shape of my cock. “It reminds me of something. I can’t quite put my finger on it.”

I’m speechless, but I can’t look away as she moves her other hand to unbutton my trousers and pull down my zipper. I’m like a steel rod as her tiny hand moves inside my pants and squeezes me through my underwear.

“Mindy,” I say, trying to make it sound like a warning, but she emits a low moan instead. Her eyes widen as she measures my size, moving her hand up and down.

“You have a nice cock, Mr. Butterworth.” Her tone is light and teasing, and I want to grab her pigtails and pull her head down. She nods toward the windows where cars pass, cruising down the highway. “Keep an eye out.”

It’s my turn to moan as she sinks to her knees behind the counter. I grip the edge, looking toward the highway. She frees my cock as I look around and see the sidewalk running along our storefront is empty. When I look down, she’s staring at my cock. When she glances up at me, her black irises are impossibly big.

“I just want to taste your cum,” Mindy says, pushing her lips to my tip and sucking the drop of precum leaking from my slit. “For comparison purposes.”

When she opens her mouth, pushing it over my cock, her eyes watch mine. I pull my eyes away, looking around at the public street where cars pass by. Not seeing any pedestrians, I drop my hand to her black pigtails and pull lightly. She moans as her mouth sinks deeper down my cock. Her tongue wags along the base, and one hand rubs my balls.

“Fuck, your mouth feels good,” I whisper, my voice raw with lust.

My hips cycle, watching her lips stretch as she bobs on my dick. When she pulls away, her free hand grips my shaft, spreading her slick spit over my stiff rod.

“Your balls are huge. They must need relief,” Mindy says and keeps stroking. “I can relieve the pressure. Do you want me to be your cum dump, Mr. Butterworth?”

I nod speechlessly like it’s impossible to stop the lust shooting through my mind. She smiles and licks my tip, then winks. “Good. You can be rough. I want you to face fuck your cock-sucking slut.”

Who is the girl? She always seems shy and unassuming. When she pushes her mouth over my cock, taking me as deep as she can, my mind misfires. She wants this as much as I do, so I take her at her word and grip her head, thrusting my cock deep into her throat until she gags. She pulls back, her hands flexing, not missing a beat, as she stares at me.

“Yes, like that. Fuck my slutty mouth, Mr. Butterworth.”

When I plunge in deep again, she’s ready. My cock hits the back of her throat, and she swallows eagerly. My cock slips into her throat, and I hold her head. My hips slam down into her willing mouth. Gripping my balls, she kneads them, pulling lightly and making my eyes cross with need. Completely forgetting the public sidewalk outside the window, I go feral and fuck Mindy Yamamoto’s mouth with only one goal.

“Fuck, Mindy. Do you want to be my cum dump? Want my load blasting into your mouth? Are you going to swallow it all down like a good girl?”

She nods slightly but never breaks eye contact as tears streak down her cheeks. I go to town, thrilled at the sounds she makes while I’m fucking her throat. My mind spins, recalling Tia, Candy, and our intense menagé at lunchtime. Candy could walk in at any moment while my cock plows into Mindy’s tight throat. The thought pushes me over the edge.

“Fuck,” I groan and pull her mouth tight against my root. My shaft throbs and pulses my hot load down her throat. I slide back, but her lips tighten, keeping my cock in her mouth as I empty my balls in her mouth. “Oh fuck, Mindy. Good girl, swallow my cum.”

She hums as my hips relax, gripping the edge of the counter to steady myself. I look wildly around my candy shop and out the windows. Mindy licks and suck my cock, cleaning up the mess she’s made. Her big, brown eyes never leave mine until she pulls her lips from my crown.

“Mmm, Rocky Cove Cream, straight from the source,” she teases, then rises and wraps her hands around my neck.

I lean and kiss her, my hands dropping to squeeze her ass as my mind stitches back together.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

WHY CHOOSE?


Mindy parts from the kiss, dropping from her toes and swaying back onto her heels. She smiles at me like I’ve given her the best present. I can’t help but grin back at her.

I’m at a loss for words as I come down from my orgasm. We stare at each other for a few more moments, then step apart as the door to the kitchen opens, and Candy’s face peeks around the side.

“Are you two finished?” she asks, winking. “Sounds like you had fun.”

“C-candy,” I say, a well of panic spinning in my mind. “I can. I… It just happened.”

“Hey, boss, no sweat from me,” Candy says, her face flushed. Was she listening the whole time? “We may want to pull the blinds and hang the closed sign next time.”

“N-next time?” I stammer.

“Yes, ma’am.” Mindy nods politely. “I’ll be sure to do that in the future.”

Mindy walks past me and starts walking around the store, cleaning and tidying. Candy waves me into the kitchen, and I follow, blinking my eyes, my mind dizzy. I pass by her, and she turns and leans against the door until it clicks.

“Let Mindy finish with closing without any distractions,” Candy says like it’s normal for her boss to face-fuck her employee.

“I don’t know what happened,” I confess, searching Candy’s face for the anger that isn’t there. “One moment, she was tasting the new taffy; the next, she was kneeling in front of me.”

“You don’t have to explain,” Candy says. “You’re a man, and you have needs. You haven’t been tending to them since your divorce. You need to start caring for yourself. So use us whenever the mood hits you.”

“Y-you can’t be s-serious,” I stammer. “I…”

Candy puts her finger to my lips. “Kiss me.” Her eyes lock on me. “I want you to kiss me, Dominic.”

My head sways side to side, but I bow down. When our lips meet, Candy’s tongue traces my lips. I growl and kiss her deeper, my tongue tangling with hers. I drop my hands to her ass, and she wraps her arms around my neck as we kiss hungrily.

My head still swims when we part the kiss, and I blink into her eyes. She looks back, her cheeks reddened, and the top of her chest flushed. She steps back, fanning her face as she leans against one of the stainless-steel counters.

“Phew, you make it hard to concentrate.” She chuckles. When I’m silent, my eyes darting back and forth between her blue eyes, she continues. “You didn’t do anything wrong. We want to be your harem. It seems sudden, I know, but all your girls have gossiped about your wonderfulness for months. You’ve always been handsome, and you treat us all so well. We only want what is best for you. We want to fulfill your needs—whatever you crave.”

I nod, then remember the conversation with Tia earlier. She’d mentioned that Cori and Sabby were attracted to me. I’ve been careful with the two sexy co-eds working in my café. Do they want to have sex with me? I struggle with what to say.

“So,” I say, then shake my head. “Who are my girls?”

“Who do you think?” Candy asks.

I love the way we can talk about anything. She watches me calmly, with loving tenderness. I start putting the puzzle together, chewing on my lip.

“You and Tia, obviously,” I start, and she giggles and nods. “Mindy now, and I guess Sabby and Cori?”

“Got it in one, boss,” Candy says, grinning. “You need to trust yourself. If you think about it, you know we all fit. We can make it work.”

“Okay. It’s weird, but it doesn’t feel off or wrong to say it aloud. It will take me a little to get used to what it means.” I shrug. She looks at me for a moment, then smiles.

Together, we start moving around the kitchen, cleaning up from the day’s activities. We need to talk about inventory and other mundane things, and I try to concentrate, but it’s difficult with everything that’s happened today.

“It’ll work out, boss,” Candy says and starts washing her hands. “Don’t think too hard about it. Just let things happen and have fun. I know who you are deep inside. I know you’ll do right by us. I like that you’re showing a different side of yourself. It only makes you more attractive.”

“I’m glad one of us trusts me,” I mutter, then shake my head. “Thanks, Candy. I want to see what happens. You all mean so much to me. I don’t think I could choose between any of you.”

“Why choose?” She smiles, then rises to kiss my cheek. “I’m going to take inventory, then ensure Mindy closes up. After that, I’ll meet you upstairs to review and make any needed orders.”

“Okay,” I say, recalling our casual agreement to work late before Tia joins us. “I’ll order something for dinner.”

“Let Tia do that. She knows the best takeout places.”

I finish my clean-up, then go to the café kitchen where Tia is cleaning up from her day.

“All done?” she asks.

“Yeah, mostly,” I say. “Candy and I need to make a supply order. Do you mind getting something for the three of us for dinner?”

“I’d love to,” Tia says. “I’ll pick it up, then come up when I return. Leave the door open?”

“Right.” I pause, thinking. “Are you staying over?”

“Do you want me to?”

I nod, and she grins. “I might not always, but tonight I’d love to. I’ll bring over a change of clothes.”

We hug quickly, and then I return to the candy shop kitchen.

“Bring a change of clothes,” I say to Candy without asking.

“Will do.” Candy grins brightly. “I’ll grab some things from my place, then meet you upstairs in your office.”

“Perfect,” I say, pausing to realize how good that sounds. “See you then.”

Walking into the hallways, I feel at ease as I climb the stairs to my loft. Tonight will be different, but I’m looking forward to exploring what it all means.

“Harem. Zaddy.” I chuckle, start my shower, and prepare for the girls to arrive.


[image: The Candy Man’s Harem]


ABOUT TANGY NECTAR


Tangy Nectar tempts the team deeper—turning sparks into an unbreakable harem bond.

Dominic delves deeper into Grandpa's journals, uncovering "Tangy Cream"—a pink-hued delight hinting at a hidden romance from the past. Shared with Candy and Tia over candlelit dinners, it fans the flames of their trio's playful explorations, leading to tender nights spent together overlooking the Pacific. The magic ripples to eager baristas Sabby and Cori, whose youthful enthusiasm weaves them into the fold during lively after-hours gatherings. Mindy's sweet submission rounds out the circle, as the team savors deepening affections and mutual devotion.

Amid recipe hunts and shop expansions, Dominic's harem thrives on open communication and joyful intimacy—no drama, just blissful togetherness. Savor the escalating heat of poly romance, with sensual group moments and empowering female bonds in a candy-scented paradise


To my fellow harem dreamers, may your stories keep spinning.


Ants are good citizens, they place the group interests first

CLARENCE DAY


TANGY NECTAR


CHAPTER ONE

THE END OF THE DAY


I’m nervously pacing in my second-floor loft above my two shops along Rocky Cove’s Main Street. Yes, it is named Main Street, and it’s the center of the touristy part of the town that draws crowds to this part of the Central California coast. I inherited Rocky Cove Candy Company from my grandfather, and I bought the failing bakery next door as a way to expand. Renaming it Perky Cups Tarts & Treats, I recreated it as a bakery and coffee shop. They are perfect complements to the snack-hungry tourists at any time of year.

After my divorce, I moved back to Rocky Cove and focused on building my business. I was nearly burnt out from working as an executive chef when my wife left me. It was a wake-up call; I could focus on business or a relationship. I chose business and was completely comfortable with that choice until yesterday.

Shaking my head, I tidy up the kitchen area in my open-concept loft. I’ve already stripped the bed and made it with fresh linens, and I tidied up stacks of my grandfather’s journals we’d left on the coffee table by the large sofa. Both of those messes were the result of an impulsive threesome with my two store managers over an extended lunch. I didn’t plan on it; we were investigating the background of a salt-water taffy flavor that tasted peculiar.

You’ve made cum-flavored candy.

Tia’s voice rings in my ears from her declaration this morning. Tasting the sweet, creamy taffy might have been the catalyst for our carnal cravings that led to the irresistible lunch-hour tryst. Candy Lane, the buxom blonde manager of my candy business, and Tia Brewer, her counterpart managing the cafe, are both playful and flirty during our regular business day. I depend on their professionalism and experience in running my two stores. I’d never given in to temptation until I kissed Candy while sitting beside Tia on my sofa. The sparks between us grew into a wildfire of lust until all three of us were lying exhausted on my bed, dozing through the lunch hour.

That was about four hours ago, and now I’m waiting for both of them to join me again, this time for a sleepover, but I don’t think we’ll focus on the sleep. Brushing my fingers through my hair, I exhale a sigh to relieve some tension. Candy is detouring to pick up some clothes, and Tia is doing the same before grabbing takeout for us. I need to concentrate on ordering supplies and need Candy’s input, which she was compiling at the end of the day. My phone buzzes in my pocket.

Candy:


Dom, here’s my list so you can start on the order.




I’m about to tap out my reply when it buzzes again in my hand.

Don’t get distracted. We need this sent. Jumping into the shower [image: kiss mark][image: kiss mark][image: kiss mark]




Her list is a notes file, which I open on my phone as I walk toward my office space. I’ve lived alone in this loft since I finished redesigning it years ago. I know the steps between each area by heart, so it’s a shock when I bump into the bookshelf that sections off my office as thoughts of Candy getting wet in the shower play in my imagination. Shaking my head and chuckling, I slump into my desk chair. “Get it together, Dom.”

My computer screen illuminates as I prop up my phone in a charger beside my monitor. I bring up the order form and get to work. It’s mostly a rote, mindless process that I do regularly, but my concentration is gone. I’ve mistyped the quantity more than once; I don’t need five hundred pounds of sugar. Clearing images of Candy and Tia spread out naked on my bed from my mind, I continue.

“Fuck! No. I don’t need that many wrappers!” I mutter as I backspace to type in the right amount.

“You seem a little flustered, boss.” Candy’s voice makes me jump as I snap my head toward her. She grins and leans against the bookshelf, wearing a pink tank top and fuzzy, fleece pajama bottoms. She drops her overnight bag beside the door, then holds out two plastic bags with wrapped taffies: one is the bright white of Rocky Cove Cream, and the other is light pink. “I made a batch of Dolores’s flavor and wanted to wait so we could all taste it together.”

I blink as my sluggish brain tries to make sense of her sentence while staring at her breasts straining against her top. “I’m sorry. Say that again?”

“Taffy. Taste. You, me, and Tia.” She shifts her shoulders slowly as she draws out her words, drawing my attention to her round orbs bobbing before me.

“Oh, yeah. Good idea,” I say and stand up, then offer her my chair. “You’d better double-check the order. I kept getting distracted.”

“Oh, thinking of me?” She grins and blushes as she sits down and turns to the screen. “I understand; I had to relieve some pressure in the shower because I kept thinking about … Well, you know.” She grins at me over her shoulder, her golden blonde hair framing her sparkling blue eyes.

“I was preoccupied by the events of the day, yes,” I say, moving behind her and resting my hands on the chair to watch as she types. “We should wait for Tia before trying the new flavor, right?”

She cranes her neck back and grins. “Yes, Dom. I already said that.” She shakes her head, her honey-blonde locks dancing across her shoulders. When I glance at her, I can’t help looking down at her low-cut tank and into the deep valley of her succulent, round breasts.

My eyes bounce away from her soft, squishy globes that tempt me to wrap my arms around her and scoop her mouthwatering orbs into my hands. I sigh, step back, and turn towards the stairway when I hear someone’s steps climbing up.

“Hey, can you help me with the food?” Tia’s voice echoes in the stairwell adjacent to my loft. I lean out of the open entryway and look down at her, holding a box of paper bags at the foot of the stairs. “I still need to get my clothes and the sodas from my car.”

“Sure thing,” I say, hustling down the stairs. “Did you park in the back lot?”

“Duh,” Tia says as I take the box from her. She leans close and puckers her lips, and I exhale happily as our lips meet for a greeting kiss. “I didn’t want any questions about why I parked out front all night.”

“Makes sense,” I say, turning to carry the box of delicious-smelling food up to my loft. “What did you get?”

“Uncle Beto’s dinner for three from my abuelo’s cafe off El Dorado. I’ll be right back. I’ll lock this behind me,” she says before I hear the exterior door open as she leaves. I tromp up the steps, wondering what Uncle Beto’s dinner is and inhaling the succulent aroma of the Mexican food.

“The order looks good, boss.” Candy grins, peeking out of my office nook.

“Send it,” I say. “One less thing to worry about.”

“Already did,” Candy says, reaching and taking the box from me. “Take the taffy samples and go wait on the couch. I’ll get this sorted. Relax.”

I nod and turn toward the living space in my loft, exhaling to help calm my nerves. I drop the bag of taffies next to the stack of my grandfather’s journals we were reading before plopping into the center seat of the sofa. I bridge off the cushion to pull my button-down tail out of my pants, unbuckle my belt, and set it on the table beside the bags of taffy.

Candy and Tia seem comfortable with the sudden shift in our relationships. It’s only me who is skittish like a cat in a room full of rocking chairs. I exhale to calm myself and feel my nervousness dissipate as I see how easy they make things—by not asking questions, taking care of details, and always being cheerful. I close my eyes and relax for a moment in peace.


CHAPTER TWO

TABLE TALK


“Hey.” I feel a push on my shoulder and blink myself awake to find Candy’s blue eyes and smile. “You were dozing.”

“Sorry, long day. I’m good.” I stretch as Candy settles beside me, leaning close. We tenderly kiss as I loop my arm over her shoulder while her hand runs over my chest.

“Come and get it!” I hear Tia’s voice and look back toward my kitchen area, where she’s set out foil trays of steaming food along the countertop. “Make yourselves a plate, grab a soda, and then we can eat back on the sofa.”

“It smells incredible,” I say, rising and helping Candy to her feet.

We cross the apartment, and share hugs and kisses with Tia, and everything feels cozy with the three of us sharing what has always been my space. Tia hands us sturdy paper plates and waves across the counter. “Three different types of enchiladas: chicken, beef, or plain cheese. Help yourself.”

I wave for the girls to fill their plates before taking my turn. I scoop up one of each type and add a spoonful of Mexican rice and a handful of chips. Grabbing a small container of salsa and a can of cola, I follow the two women back to the sofa.

“Before we dig in, we should test the new flavor,” Candy suggests, grabbing the two bags of taffy from the table next to the journals. “Best to do that with a fresh palate.”

“Is this the new one? Dolores’s recipe?” Tia asks, reaching into the baggie with the pink taffies and pulling one out.

“Yes,” Candy says, grabbing two more and passing one to me.

We unwrap the candies and plop them in our mouths before chewing slowly. The first taste is tart and sweet before the candy softens as I chew, morphing into a tangier flavor. Not fruity, but sweeter. The candy dissolves as I chew, breaking down a bit faster than the cum candy, as Tia keeps calling it. The finish is a slightly tart note just under the sweetness.

The girls watch me and each other chew, and then Tia smirks as she swallows. “Dolores and your grandpa were freaky. This tastes like you, Candy.” She winks and reaches for another wrapper.

I laugh but have to nod along as Candy blushes. “I think it tastes more like you,” I say, looking at Tia. “I’ll have to reserve judgment on it tasting like Candy until later.” I swivel and wink at her as her face turns more scarlet.

“I may have tasted these while finishing the sample run.” She shrugs. “I agree; your grandpa and his girlfriend wanted candy to remind them of each other. That’s romantic, right?”

I shake my head in amusement, then grab my fork to fiddle with the food on my plate. “I never knew Dolores. Grandpa never really let on what his adult preferences were. I guess I wouldn’t have thought to ask. I was too caught up in rebuilding my life when I returned home after my divorce.”

We start eating, but the tangy flavor sits in the back of my mind as we eat, and my cock swells at the memory of tonguing Tia on my bed at lunch. As we eat, the conversation shifts to work, my loft, and the coming days.

“I love your loft,“ Candy says, smiling. “I’m looking forward to sleeping over, but I have to say, it’s small and a bit limiting on individual space if we all decide to stay over often. There isn’t a table for eating meals. You have no extra chairs. I know you don’t spend a lot of time entertaining.”

“If I can be so bold,” Tia says with a grin, nudging me, “I agree with Candy. I don’t want to rush, but I think you will have more guests. Not just the two of us.”

My mind spins, trying to catch up with what they’re implying. “You two need to be more blunt.” I laugh. “I’m not the best at picking up cues.”

“We talked earlier about your harem,” Candy says, lifting a brow. “I was serious. The girls want to be with you, too.”

“All together?” I ask incredulously.

“Maybe not at first,” Tia replies. “You should probably take it slow with them—one at a time. But we should also consider whether your loft should be a shared living space or keep it your domain. What do you think?”

I ponder as I chew the delicious food. “You guys know I only finished half the upstairs, right?” I wave my hand at the space we’re sharing, then back toward the kitchen. “I never expanded it over the bakery space.” I nod toward my office and the wall along the stairs that bisect the building. “I thought I’d only needed this much space.”

“Oh, you’re right,” Candy says, looking behind her and panning around. “It’s so spacious without walls. But if it’s this same size on the other side of that wall, it wouldn’t take much to create more rooms. I mean, if you’d want that.”

“Oooh, that might be fun!” Tia says, leaning against me. “The idea of sleeping with you tonight is exciting. My little one-room apartment seems so tiny after spending time with you.”

“I’m not saying no,” I explain as I swallow. “This is happening so fast, and I’m still nervous about inviting the other girls to my loft. Aren’t you worried about the age gap between us? Or that Sabby is your cousin?”

“Dom, my family uses cousin in the broadest sense.” Tia laughs and shrugs. “She’s my brother’s ex-wife’s sister’s daughter. We’re not related at all. Besides, you’re better for her than the younger guys who don’t know how to treat women.”

I push my one hand through my hair and exhale. I can’t help but feel my arousal soar at the thought of Sabby on her knees in front of me. Then I think about Mindy from earlier in the candy store. The spark of lust grows in me as I start envisioning Cori kneeling beside the other two.

“Well, by all appearances, you’re in favor.” Candy grins, rubbing her hand along the ridge of my erection as she places her empty plate on the coffee table. I stare at her as she takes my plate from me while groping my stiffness. “And you know how I feel about sharing.”

Tia smirks as she leans to place her plate on the table and moves closer. “I’m a big fan of sharing, too,” she says, kissing behind my ear.

Candy’s fingers play with my buckle as I turn and meet Tia’s lips, kissing her as our tongues tangle together. All the talk of the young girls in their low-cut blouses has already aroused me, but having these two beside me, kissing and groping me, has my cock throbbing inside my jeans.

“We were tasting the taffy,” I say breathlessly when Tia parts from the kiss. I don’t finish the rest of my thought because Candy pulls my unzipped jeans down to my knees, reaches in, and grabs my thick member. Remembering the tangy new flavor, I grip her head to hold her back before she starts her patented, soul-sucking blow job. “This time, it’s ladies first.”

I shift forward and stand, kicking out of my jeans and underwear. “Strip and sit side by side,” I command while nudging the coffee table back with one foot. I grab the bag of pink taffy and unwrap a piece, savoring the tangy, sweet taste. “I want to taste test and determine the degree of difference between this and you two.”


CHAPTER THREE

DESSERT


I adjusted the thermostat earlier, knowing the cool coastal air could make my loft chilly as the night wore on. But standing in front of the two sexy women, I feel toasty. The pair stare at my cock before they get my cue and start undressing.

I unbutton my shirt and pull it off along with my t-shirt as Tia tosses off her blouse and pulls off her bra. She shifts closer to Candy, her dark brown eyes locking with mine before she looks down at my straining cock and bites her lower lip. Candy tosses off her pink tank top, then pushes her fuzzy pink bottoms down as she lifts her ass off my sofa.

With all of us naked, I shiver with desire. I’m not cold, but my blood is flooded with adrenaline as I chew the sticky taffy, which dissolves to a sweet, tangy finish flowing over my tongue. I slide down to my knees, watching my two sexy girls spread and expose their pink pussies. Candy lifts her thigh over Tia’s as her fingers slide over her slick folds while staring at me.

I’m struck again by the contrast between their two bodies: Tia’s darker skin next to Candy’s paler complexion; Candy’s round, pale breasts capped with pink raspberry-sized nipples next to Tia’s mocha mounds with dark brown tips. Tia pulls on one as I watch her, then slides her hand down Candy’s thigh to circle her swollen clitoris. Candy huffs a moan of desire as she arches her back, making her full breasts bob.

My mouth waters, but not from the candy I’m swallowing, as I settle between Candy’s spread thighs. Her free hand lightly combs my messy hair as I blink up at her, extending my tongue across her busy fingers and along her glistening slit. When her eyes close with a moan of lust, I shift to the side and lap around Tia’s fingertips at Candy’s clit. I nuzzle my mouth down between Candy’s fingers and taste her sweet nectar straight from the source.

I moan as I savor her tart juice. “Mmm, sweet and tangy, just like candy,” I mutter before devouring her tender petals, lapping and sucking with growing desire before moving back to rim her dripping opening and continuing my feast.

Peeking up to look into her eyes, I find her staring back at me. She’s squeezing her breast as her light touch of my hair steers me easily. A flash of Tia’s dark hand crosses my vision as she squeezes her neighbor’s free breast. I glance over at Tia, who smirks at me, her other hand sliding between her lips in time with my tongue easing between Candy’s nether lips.

With Candy’s taste still filling my senses, I pull back and shift to the side. Candy moans as she shifts her hand from my head to her slick pussy lips and continues what I started. Inhaling the exotic musk of Tia’s scent, I lean in as she spreads her fingers, opening her dark brown lips and exposing the sweet pink inside. Diving my tongue into her core, I lap hungrily as my mouth fills with her taste. I moan at how the two match the taffy flavor I’ve chewed.

They have different notes; Tia has a bit of a spicier undertone, while Candy’s scent reflects her preferred fragrance of strawberries. I blink up at Tia as she kneads her breast, pulling at the dark, hard tips with her mouth open, panting from my ministrations. My cock throbs as I kneel between them, and I drop one hand to grip and stroke my length as I shift between the two girls, savoring their unique, musky flavors.

After a few tugs on my prick, I let go, running my hands along their inner thighs, pressing my fingers into their slick openings, and teasing the tip around their rims. They shift their hips in tandem as I move back and forth, their moans growing louder and louder. When I tip two fingers inside, they arch back and moan loudly while I circle my fingertips inside their tight channels.

“God, where did you learn to lick pussy?” Candy huffs as I focus on her clit.

“Madre dios,” Tia says, squirming her pussy against my lips. “You’re good at this.”

“Natural talent,” I say, pulling away and grinning at the pair—they gaze at me hazily as I pump my fingers in and out. I’d always enjoyed the taste of my wife, but she wasn’t always comfortable with my mouth on her vagina. These two are eager for my lips and fingers, and as their pussies seep slick nectar over my probing tongue, my hunger grows. I want to push them over the top together.

Dipping back to devour Candy’s dripping slit, I lick and drive my tongue in, trying to curl my tip hit her g-spot. I feel her squirm as Tia’s body shifts toward her, and their moans slow. Glancing up to see them kissing as they play with each other’s breasts makes me want to grab my raging hard-on and take turns fucking them.

Instead, I shift my attention back to Tia, nuzzling my nose against her clit as my fingers coil and twist inside her. Her hips are working in time with my thrusting digits, and I hear her whine against Candy’s lips.

“Come for me,” I growl against her pussy. She shifts her head to look at me, her eyes close, and her head falls back. Her thighs tighten and shiver as her hips drive forward. My fingers churn wetly inside as she comes apart, cursing in Spanish.

“Good girl,” I grunt, moving back to Candy with the fresh taste of Tia coating my tongue. “Now you, my needy little slut. Come.”

Candy arches back and screams out as her thighs tighten against my cheeks. My fingers curl inside, coaxing more of her juices onto my awaiting tongue as her whole body tenses, and she goes quiet. I persist until she has to gasp and inhale as I suck and drink her tasty cream. The two of them slump together, eyes shifting to me as I rise to stand.

I grip my cock, tightening my fingers at the base but not pulling. I feel like if I stroked once, I’d cover them with ribbons of my cum, so I watch as they recover, gazing up at me, their flushed cheeks pressing together.

“Get in my bed,” I say, reaching out to help them stand.

Together, they rise to their toes to kiss me once more, then hurry toward my bedroom. I follow behind, mesmerized by the sway of their asses, before they disappear into the darkness of my sleeping nook.


CHAPTER FOUR

TANGLED SHEETS


I take my time strolling back to my bed, pleased to see two bare asses swaying over the end of my bed as I enter my nook. Two sets of eyes, crystal blue and dark brown, stare back at me over their blonde and chocolate tresses. Licking my lips, I can still taste the tart sweetness of their releases as I brush my hands over their warm bottoms.

“Just a little lower,” I instruct in a deep voice, and they spread their knees wider, sinking their hips lower. The pairs of glistening, pink lips shift as they move anxiously. “That’s perfect.”

Cupping my hands, I press my fingers into their hot, slick folds as my cock throbs with jealousy. My swirling thoughts from earlier have fled, leaving my purpose clear: claim these two beauties as mine. Shifting behind Tia while still teasing Candy, I grab the base of my cock and sweep the swollen head through Tia’s dark slit.

“Fuck, don’t tease me,” Tia says, staring at me over her shoulder. “I need that big, thick cock splitting me in two.”

I ease into her, then jerk my hips to drive my shaft deep. Her initial moan changes into a squeal as I feel her inner walls stretching around me. I sway into her, snapping my hips so my thighs smack into her round ass. Candy watches me, and I smirk as I fuck her friend. “You want some, too?”

“Oh, yes.” Candy’s moan makes my cock pulse. “But I don’t want to be selfish.”

I slide out, stroke myself as I slide over, then guide my throbbing dick into Candy’s tightness. She watches me move, eyes closing as I sink inside her to the root. Tia leans over, and Candy senses her and turns. They share a passionate kiss as I move in and out in steady strokes.

Slipping out, I squeeze my cock at the base, taking a breath before plunging back into Tia, who moans into Candy’s mouth. The pair shift and press up on their outside hands while groping each other’s swaying tits as I fuck one and then the other. I keep shifting between them, holding my peak at bay.

Sweat coats my chest as I work my cock into my beautiful assistants. My jaw tightens as I resist hitting the point of no return by sheer effort. The moans and sighs of my two lovers echo in my small nook, and the scent of sex fills the humid air.

“Fuck, I can’t hold back,” I manage between gritted teeth. “Turn around. We have more taste testing to do.”

They twist around in opposite directions until they are facing me with their mouths stretched open and tongues out. Their bodies glisten in the low light streaming in from the open shades. I stroke my cock, feeling my balls tighten, and aim my tip at Candy.

My grunt is the only signal before a thick bolt of cream shoots across her open mouth. I squeeze the base and twist toward Tia before my next stroke billows onto her tongue. My two lusty ladies press their cheeks together while I stroke my meat, spurting my load onto their faces and coating their cheeks, lips, and tongues. Of course, my aim doesn’t always hit the target. When I release my cock, my spunk glistens as it drips down both of their faces.

I turn and slip on my back onto the mattress beside Candy and rub her round ass as she and Tia take turns kissing and licking my cum from each other’s faces. When they break from the kiss, they both twist toward me as I crab back toward my headboard and shift to the center. They ease their warm bodies beside me, stretching against my side.

We kiss and cuddle as we rest from the first round, and I close my eyes, sighing a satisfied moan. I run my fingers along their sides as they layer kisses along my chest and neck. Two hands rub my balls and grip and stroke my shaft as we recover languidly, enjoying the feel of our three bodies tangled on my bed.

“Mmm,” Candy hums against my jaw. “How did that make you feel?”

“Incredible,” I say, turning to kiss her forehead. “Both of you are incredible, and I’m delighted right now.”

“Yeah, no shit, Papi.” Tia laughs, pressing her cheek against my chest while looking at me. “Kind of hard to feel depressed after enjoying hot sex, huh?”

“I’m out of practice,” I say, honestly. “My wife never seemed to enjoy the same things, and I was too obsessed with work to notice her inattention.”

“It’s time to put those thoughts in your past, Dom,” Candy says as her fingers play with my chest hair. “She didn’t stay, and that’s her loss. I’m happy to be with you, in your bed, and with Tia, too.”

“Have you two…?” I ask, dropping my obvious question.

“Not until this afternoon,” Tia says, and Candy nods. “I think we all tried to ignore our chemistry for the sake of your business.”

I smile and squeeze them, then have to continue the thread. “I hope we can keep our priorities aligned. I don’t want the business to fail, and I want to explore our chemistry. I have no idea how to do this without it blowing up.”

“We won’t let our standards go, Dom.” Candy nods. “As for the three of us, we need to communicate. I’m glad you feel safe enough with us to admit you have reservations.”

“That’s how you’ve become so attractive to me,” Tia confesses. “You’re a good boss; you listen to your teams and make decisions with all the information you have. I don’t see you becoming an asshole if you keep being you.”

“And you take charge between the sheets, which I need. I’m submissive, and I look to you to lead.” Candy blushes.

“Same for me.” Tia nods, then closes her eyes and rests her head on my chest. “Let’s enjoy what we have. I love it when you order us around. No lies.”

After we rest and enjoy the nest we’ve made of our warm bodies, I shift and sit up. “I’m thirsty. Can I bring in some water for the two of you?”

“We’ll get it,” Candy says, poking Tia’s shoulder. “We’ll bring more taffy too. We need to check the new Cream sample, and I’d like to double-check the new one. We need to give it a name.”

“Stay right here, bossman.” Tia presses on my chest as she shifts to her knees. She leans to kiss me before sliding off my bed. “Think about us, but relax and let us care for you.”

“Fine.” I laugh as I relax on my pillow.

Watching the pair of naked beauties sway alongside each other as they go back to my main space makes me grin. My mind clears, and I allow myself to enjoy the quietness alone.

They come back carrying three glasses of ice water and two bags of taffy. I sit up against the headboard and take one of the cups offered. We’re still naked, but it feels comfortable when they settle onto their knees and relax on either side facing me. Candy passes out three more pieces of the pink taffy for us to sample.

“Think of a name,” she says, popping one in her mouth and chewing slowly.

I close my eyes to focus on the taste and flavor, enjoying the tart sweetness as it coats my taste buds.

“It’s not fruity,” Tia says, “but it has a tangy note, not sour, but—” her voice fades off while she keeps chewing.

“The finish is where it’s the sweetest,” Candy says. “It’s like having that last drop of orange juice in a cup.”

“So it’s sweet and tangy, with fruit juice notes?” I say, wrinkling my nose, not happy with the word juice.

“Not juice,” Tia says, shaking her head, unwrapping another piece, and placing it on her tongue. “More like nectar. It’s heavy, not light.”

“Okay, like a peach nectar or guava,” I agree, chewing a second piece. “It’s the tart tanginess that is forward on my tongue.”

“Tangy Nectar?” Candy suggests.

“Yeah, that’s good,” Tia says. “I think it matches, and I think it would sell. Pass me one of the cum candies.”

She nudges me, knowing that’s not my favorite name, even if it’s spot on from what our team discussed earlier. Candy passes out one of the white disks to each of us, and we go through another round of tasting.

“I prefer the Tangy Nectar over the Rock Coast Cream.”

“Try them together,” Candy says with a wicked grin. She glances at my growing cock, still glistening with their releases. “I can tell you enjoy the candy, boss.”

“Yeah, it seems to have that effect on me.”

“Us two,” they agree in chorus.

After we each chew through the candy samples, the arousal grows, and we start another round of making out. By the time we’re finished, we’re all breathing hard, lying on our backs across my bed. I realize it’s nearly midnight.

“We need to sleep,” I say, stretching to pull the sheets over the pair of breathless women. “Do you want to wear pajamas?”

“No, just slide back between us,” Candy says.

Tia nods slowly, and they shift against me in the middle. We snuggle into a nest of warm bodies and limbs, and it’s not long before my breathing slows and my eyes close.


CHAPTER FIVE

MORNING STROKES


A finger gently pokes me in the side, and I shift to avoid it and press against a warm body behind me. Snapping my eyes open, I blink to find Tia’s backlit shadow looming over me.

“Turn it off.” Candy’s sleepy voice is rough behind me, and her hand lifts to shade her eyes from the kitchen light streaming in from outside my dark bedroom.

“I need to get downstairs,” Tia says, leaning and kissing me. I’m treated to her warm, soft breasts pressing against my chest, and I wrap one arm around her. “The girls will be in soon to help bake cinnamon rolls for the morning rush.”

“What time is it?” I ask, looking at my dark and unresponsive watch. I never set it on the charger last night because my bedtime was disrupted. Not that I’m complaining.

“Almost five,” Tia says, retreating outside my nook. “Go back to sleep. I’ll see you later, Papi.” She pulls the dark blackout curtain across the opening to my room, enveloping Candy and me in darkness while I hear her rustling in her overnight bag.

I lie on my pillow, my mind spinning with the change in routine, and I feel Candy turn, pressing her breasts against my back as her hand strokes my chest. My cock stiffens beyond a morning woody. I turn and kiss her forehead, but her hand slides lower. When she brushes against my cock, she twists her hand and strokes me slowly.

“I guess it’s not too early,” Candy says, then her mouth presses against mine, kissing me slowly. She pulls on my lower lip, then kisses down my jaw and neck, down to my chest, where she flicks her tongue over my nipple.

“You don’t want more sleep?” I moan as her fingers tighten around my girth, stroking as she shifts one thigh over mine as she lowers and pushes back, disappearing under the covers.

“I know what I want,” she purrs, continuing her quest.

I gasp at the delicious feeling of her tongue swirling around my flared crown. “Fuck, your mouth feels so good.”

“Is she blowing you?” The dark curtain slides back, and I blink my eyes against the sudden brightness. Tia’s dressed and leans against the divider in my room. Candy’s head bobs under the blanket, and Tia smirks at me. “You still have lead in your pencil? Impressive, Dom.”

I smirk back, then pull the covers off Candy and comb my fingers though her hair, tilting my head to watch her. She blinks at the brightness, but her eyes stay open, looking up at me shamelessly, continuing to pleasure my cock.

“Don’t wear him out, Chicka,” Tia says, turning and walking away. “He needs to save some for the girls, don’t you think?”

Candy’s mouth pulls off me with a pop, and she turns to look at Tia as she walks away. “I just need a morning ride,” Candy says over her shoulder, then shifts her body up, straddling my hips.

My cock is hard as a rock as Candy grinds her wet pussy along my length, bending the tip toward my belly. We grin at each other as Tia snaps off the light and robs me of the delicious sight of Candy’s swaying tits. Reaching up, I grab both full orbs and squeeze as she continues to slide along my shaft, coating it with her slick arousal.

“I usually have my other boyfriend beside me to help me wake up.” Candy gasps as she reaches between us, fits my stiff prick inside, and slides down to the base. “But I forgot to charge him.” She smiles at me as her body undulates over me. Her hips rocking and circling and making her tight pussy twist around my rigid shaft. “You’re so much better than him.”

I laugh, dropping my hands from her tits to her hips, pulling her into me in time with her sexy dance. “You’ll have to invite him over,” I say. I know she’s talking about her favorite vibrator. She’s teased me before about how he starts her day off. “An electronic toy does not threaten me.”

“Good.” She leans down and kisses me, continuing to ride me. “I like that about you. Always so flexible.” Her hips lift, shake side to side, then drop down, enveloping my cock to the root. She rolls her hips, grinding her clit against the base of my cock.

I grab her ass and pull her tight against me, then shift my hips and twist, rolling us toward her side of the bed. She gasps as I rise and take her wrists, pull them over her head, and take over, fucking her in full strokes. She stares at me in the dim morning light, and then her eyes close as I rock into her with hard thrusts.

“Fuck, yes. I love it when you lose it and take over. Give it to me.”

“You do make me a bit crazy,” I growl, holding her down, stretching over her, then teasing my lips over hers. “In the best of ways.”

We have time for an indulgent morning romp, but the lust within us provokes us to increase the tempo. It doesn’t take long before she’s whining, her heels pushing into my ass.

“Fuck, don’t stop. Fuck. I’m going to come, Dom!” She snaps her eyes open and stares at me as her hips squeeze mine. I rut hard and fast, watching her round tits bounce in circles. She arches, and my cock is bathed with her release as she screams out her climax. I’m right behind her, snapping my hips, driving in deep, and shooting my thick cum deep. Her clenching walls tighten around me, milking my shaft.

Letting go of her wrists, I cradle her head and soft hair. As I lower to kiss her, she lifts her hands and runs her fingers along the back of my neck. She hums into our kiss, and when we part, her blue eyes dance as we stare at each other.

“I could get used to waking up like this.” She grins, pecking her lips against mine. “Do you want to take a shower with me before we need to get to work?”

“Sounds great,” I say, grinning. “I think it’s time I started changing my routine, and waking up to you in my bed every morning is my first new habit.”

She smiles as her hands drop to my shoulders, then she runs her fingers down my chest before she pushes against my pecs. “I’d love that, Dom.” I shift back to rest on my knees, and she whimpers when my cock slips out. “But you’ll need to keep all your girls happy. Not just me.”

I nod to acknowledge I hear her, but my brain spins as I consider what she’s saying. It’s more than just Tia; she means the three college-aged women who work for us. Their young, tight bodies are a temptation, for sure. But do they want a guy my age as a lover?


CHAPTER SIX

CHANGING PLANS


After enjoying a shower with another person for the first time in a long time, I feel good about my life. Candy is so easy to talk to, and I’m finding it hard to keep my hands off her. She starts dressing by pulling on a new bra and a pair of matching pink panties. I’m only slightly sad as her creamy mounds disappear under the white, lacy cotton.

“You’d be surprised how much these things bounce around in my blouse without a bra.” She teases me with a bit of a shimmy of her constricted breasts. “I promise to take it off again after work.”

“I wasn’t complaining,” I say with a wink. “I won’t complain when you take it off later, either. Do you want to move in?”

She looks at me with an arched brow but nods. “We said it was just a sleepover, but I already think of this as home now. Are we moving too quickly?”

I shake my head without giving it another thought. I always move through changes by thinking of the next step. When my wife said it was over, I didn’t fight it. Somehow, I accepted that my relationship was crumbling, moved on, and started chasing new challenges.

“No, it’s not too fast. I want you here with me. You and Tia, if she’s open to it.” My words flow in a stream of thought. “I’m still processing the others, to be honest.”

“Oh, Tia’s open to it. She wants to move away from her family,” Candy says, then covers her mouth. “It’s not my story to tell. Sorry. But I know she’s interested.”

I scratch the back of my head and look around the little nook I use for sleeping. There isn’t room for more furniture or a closet. I live out of a wardrobe near the opening. It’s small, but it fits all my clothes. I don’t keep a lot since my life has been working in the candy store and wearing the same outfits daily.

“I guess I need to think about expansion,” I say, then glance at her.

“We can figure it out,” Candy says, stepping close, wrapping her arms around me, and holding my shoulders. “One day at a time, we can make it work.”

“I’m just thinking ahead.” I bend to kiss her. “What is your plan for the day?”

“I want to help Mindy restock the shelves, then prepare two regular batches of Cream and Nectar to start a trial with our customers.” She steps back and pulls on her standard polo shirt uniform with our logo. “What about you?”

“If you don’t need me, I’ll try to consolidate stuff here and make more room. It’s an open loft, so there’s nothing structural to do until I break into the open spaces across the hall,” I explain, looking around. “I can rearrange the partitions quickly after moving some books into boxes. It’s all relatively simple.”

“Once we settle things in the store, I’ll send Mindy to help,” Candy says with a wink. I’m about to object when Candy shakes her head. “Don’t resist this, Dom. You already know Mindy wants this, too. Let’s see how it goes.”

“I just need help with the books,” I say with a shrug.

“You can be stubborn sometimes.” She leans over and kisses me. “Go ahead and start with the rearranging. I hear the delivery truck. I need to unlock the back so they can unload our supplies.”

“Need me to help?” I ask, pulling on my jeans.

“Nope, I’ve got this.” Candy winks, then leaves, shaking her ass because she knows I can’t stop watching.

I finish dressing and then head to the third floor, which has been the storage room as long as Grandpa owned the store. The second story used to be storage, too, but I wanted to enjoy the view of downtown, and the top floor didn’t have full bay windows. When I designed my loft, I expanded it over the candy shop and moved all the other supplies upstairs.

Opening the door to the top floor, I flip on the lights. I know where I keep several boxes of different sizes, so I head down the aisles of industrial shelves to where I’ve stored them. At the back of the space, on the far side above the bakery, I see the boxes lined up on their sides on one shelf. I grab five book-sized boxes and take them back down the steps to my floor.

As I pass the various holiday decorations along one side and surplus boxes of supplies for both shops, I notice the old elevator that runs along the wall by the stairs, bisecting the two spaces. We hardly use it except for moving bulky holiday decorations and larger boxes of supplies from the top floor. It reminds me to factor it in when knocking out the wall and expanding the second floor.

I can’t help but think about how to make my loft larger and have enough room for five people. I’ll need more furniture, shelving, and other things. I should also add another bathroom and maybe a whole kitchen space. I used to cook meals in the bakery or candy kitchen, but now I eat at one of the restaurants along the main road or order takeout.

My mind starts chewing on the details, and I think about calling Derek, my old high school friend, to help with the design. He’s a local craftsman and contractor who can handle new house additions. He knows the building since he helped me design the loft. I’m getting excited about changing things, and it feels good.

Placing the boxes on the sofa, I go to my office to grab some tape from my shelves. Exiting my small office, I bump into a short female just entering from the stairs.

“Mindy!” I cry out, recognizing her black, braided pigtails tied with pink ribbons. I wrap my arm around her to keep her from falling back into the stairwell. The tape tumbles to the floor, rolling deeper into my loft, but I ignore it as I feel Mindy’s warmth against me. My mind rewinds to our surprising tryst in the candy store as I look down into her dark eyes.

“Sorry, Mr. Butterworth—Sir,” Mindy says with a breathy exhale.

“You can call me Dominic or Dom, as Candy does,” I say, letting go of her hips when I feel she’s standing steady on her feet again. “I should have been looking where I was going. Are you okay?”

She nods up at me with a smile, biting her lip. “Right. Uhm. Ms. Lane—Candy said you needed my help?”


CHAPTER SEVEN

CLAIMING MINDY


Mindy swallows nervously as she bows her head after asking me if I need help. I’m still cycling through the memory of her on her knees with my cock in her mouth behind the counter of my candy store. My body responds to the erotic image, and my shaft shamelessly swells in my jeans. Mindy gasps at the growing bulge.

Looking back up, she swipes her tongue across her lower lip and grins. “I can help you with this,” she says, cupping my package with her tiny hand. “Ms. Lane brought in more of Rocky Cove Cream. When I tried it again, I .. Uhm… Well, it reminded me of you. I can’t stop thinking about what we did behind the counter. ”

“Uhm,” I say as my intelligence drops precipitously, as blood shifts from my brain to my groin. “Yeah, I was just thinking about that too.”

Why am I admitting that? Mindy is barely out of college, and she must think I’m a dirty pervert. But her fingers slide up, tracing the outline of my shaft before gripping it lightly. It’s my turn to bite my lip as she lifts her fingers to undo my belt.

“Uh, come inside,” I say, pushing her hands away. “I need help packing some books.” I lean and snag the tape off the floor, then turn and walk toward the couch full of folded boxes.

“So, you need help… packing?” Mindy asks, smirking. She’s wearing another black miniskirt with knee-high socks and shiny flats. Her ample breasts stretch her pink Rocky Cove Candy Polo, with two rigid points poking into her shirt at the apex of their round, full shape.

Her innuendo isn’t lost on me or my cock, which pulses inside my jeans, reminding me of its presence. I swallow as I stand next to the sofa, holding the tape and staring at the folded boxes, as I lose interest in moving books. I glance at her, smirk, then lick my lips.

“Yeah,” I say in a low voice. “I need to stuff my junk in some boxes.”

Her giggle is infectious as she winks back at my clumsy banter. “I’d like to help you with that, sir.” She kneels at my feet and undoes my belt before I can think about slowing this down.

What is it about this Asian schoolgirl look that makes me lose control of my senses? My cock throbs as she pulls open my fly, plopping out and pointing right at her innocent-looking face. She blinks rapidly, her tongue poking between her lips as she tilts her head, smiling wickedly.

“Commando?” she asks, then slurps her tongue around my flared head. “That’s kind of hot, Dom.”

My fingers tighten around her pigtails as she sucks me into her willing mouth, and I moan at her delightful suction. She looks up with her almond eyes, holding my stare as she moves her mouth down until her nose presses against my trimmed hair.

“Fuck, you’re a good cocksucker,” I grit out as she rubs my balls.

She pulls off, stroking my thick rod with her tiny hands. “I’m your cock-sucking slut, right?” she asks, repeating what she said in the candy store. She bites her lip. “At least I’m one of them.”

She pushes her mouth back down my length as my mind parses her sentence. The thought of her, Cori, and Sabby on their knees for me spins through my mind again. The younger girls tempt me with their youthful spirit, and I can’t help tugging on Mindy’s pigtails.

“Candy told you?” I grunt, pulling her off my cock.

“That I’m one of your harem girls? Yes. I have to say, the thought excites me.” She leans, trying to get my cock back in her mouth.

“I can have you whenever I want? How ever I want?” I’m coming around to the reality of the situation. She wants this as much as I do, and that makes my cock throb and bounce between us.

“Anytime. Anywhere. Anything,” Mindy says with a slight nod. “I want to be used like a fuck toy. It makes me hot when you put me in my place and use me like a slut. I want an older man to use me, show me how he wants me. I want him to lose control.”

I’m struck dumb as her words spin in my mind. I’m still holding onto her pigtails as she stares at me.

“Not any older man, either. I trust you, Dom. I want you.”

I inhale and tighten my jaw. “Bend over the end of the sofa and flip your skirt up,” I instruct with a low, even tone, letting go of her hair.

“Yes, sir.” She scrambles to her feet and then hurries in short steps to my sofa. She bends at the waist over the armrest, using one hand to flip up her skirt and the other to hold herself over the cushions. Her tight, round ass stretches her panties tight. When I walk behind her, a dark circle of arousal spreads out over her sheer panties.

I let my jeans drop and step out of them before walking behind her. Grabbing the waist of her panties, I pull them tighter, seeing the outline of her pussy press into the thin, silky material. I pull them down, peeling the material from her aroused flesh, and lick my lips. Recalling the taste of the pink taffy, I drop to my knees.

“Mine,” I mutter as her panties drop down her thighs and end up stretched between her spread knees. I press my mouth against her young, hairless cunt and inhale her intoxicating scent. She tastes tart and sweet, much like our newest flavor. Her ripe, round orbs fill my hands, and I grip her ass firmly as I slurp her juices, sucking the dew from her tender petals.

“Oh fuck, sir.” She moans, pressing her hips back and twerking her tiny hips against my face. I feel her fluids spread over my nose and cheeks as I grip her thighs while I eat her out. “God, you’re so good. I can’t believe you’re making me come, so faaihhhh…” She screams as her pussy tightens and then floods my mouth with her gushing juices.

“I’m not done with your needy cunt,” I grit out, trying out some dirty talk, as I rise and fist my cock. “Birth control?” I manage a moment of sanity before I slip my cock into her throbbing center. “Yes, sir.” She nods into the cushions. “I’m clean. You’ll be my first.”

My cock jolts hearing her confess that she’s a virgin. I momentarily consider stopping, waiting, and finding a better time than this lust-filled moment.

“I want it. I want you to take my cherry. Please, Mr. Butterworth.” Her dark eyes stare at me, pleading. “I’ll beg if I need to.

I nod silently, then press slowly into her opening. I go slow, tensing as I slip in carefully. She moans as I stretch inside her, stopping to let her adjust to my thickness and then pushing a little more. I thrust in and out with short strokes until I hit firm resistance.

“Are you sure?” I grit out, unsure if I can pull out if she changes her mind.

“Yes! Fuck me, Dom. Make me yours! Make me your fuck toy!”

I thrust firmly, and her head cranes back as she screams out when I plow through her hymen. My cock slides deeper as she cries out in pain. I stop momentarily, hesitating, and she twists her head around.

“Don’t stop,” she says, her hand reaching to feel where my cock is lodged inside her. Her hips flex, and her fingers swirl over her clit, brushing the underside of my shaft as she moans. “Fuck me! I want it! I want to feel your hot cum fill my tiny cunt.”

My fingers tighten, digging into her warm hips, and I start pounding into her. She yips and whines, pushing back to meet my strokes as I plunge into her tight sheath. I cycle through her filthy words, but I can’t stop. Lustful possession consumes me as I fuck Mindy Yamamoto like a beast until I jam my hips against her ass and fill her tight, clenching pussy with shots of my cream.

I’m deep inside her as my eyes focus on the young woman bent over my sofa, her body twitching in time with the tight grip of her snug pussy milking my cock. I pull out, twist to sit on the couch, and pull her over the arm and into my lap. Combing a braid from her tear-streaked face, I look into her eyes, then kiss her. She puts her hands around my neck as our kiss deepens.


CHAPTER EIGHT

ZADDY TIME


Mindy smiles at me as she rests on my lap. I feel the slickness of her pussy leaking my cream onto my thigh, but it doesn’t keep me from holding her. She nuzzles into my neck, then kisses along my jaw as her fingers comb through my hair. After being caught up in the sudden lust together, holding the young woman feels natural.

“Are you okay?” I ask after we share a sweet kiss.

“Totally,” She smiles. “I like it when you lose control; it doesn’t frighten me.”

“Any pain?” I ask, holding my hand flat against her heated mound. Her panties are still around her knees; otherwise, we’re both naked below the waist. She shakes her head.

“No, just the ache from a good orgasm.” Mindy smiles, then leans and kisses me. “Do you have a shower, though? I should take a quick one before returning to work.”

I point back toward my bedroom. “It’s past my bed. There are towels on the shelf.”

She grins at me, and I return the smile. She twists and then slips to her knees, her hands spreading open my thighs to examine the mess in my groin. “I’ll bring back a washcloth,” she says, looking up at me. “Wait here.”

I drop my head against the back of the couch and stare at the ceiling. My thighs are spread open, and I can feel sticky fluid pooling around the base of my cock and the smear along my thigh from where Mindy cuddled with me. My mind is still spinning from the all-consuming lust I felt for my diminutive employee. Fuck me. If I hurt her, if she reported me, my life would be over.

“What the fuck is happening?” I mutter to myself.

“I’m cleaning up my mess.” Mindy giggles as she kneels and washes me with a warm, damp cloth. “There was only a little blood—nothing to worry about.”

I shake my head, but when I see her smile, I return it with a sigh. “Mindy, I should have made sure you were ready. It was your first time and should’ve been special.”

“I was ready, and it was special,” she assures me. “You didn’t force me. I asked for it. I wanted it. I….” She bites her lip as she frowns, her voice lowering tenderly. “I don’t regret a moment, Dom.”

I lean down, and she meets me as we hug. “Let me shower with you,” I say, not wanting the moment to end.

“I’d love that,” she says, standing and helping me from my couch.

I strip off my shirt as she removes her polo and releases her bra. She has puffy dark nipples, and her round breasts are perfect for her small frame. I don’t try to hide the way my cock twitches as we stare at each other’s nakedness.

She takes my outstretched hand, and I lead her back to my small bathroom. It’s a tight fit, but we get comfortable under the spray. I soap up her chest and weigh her full breasts as she drops her hand and washes my crotch, stroking my shaft slowly as it hardens.

“You have a beautiful cock, Dom,” Mindy says, blinking up at me in the steamy mist.

I grin, enjoying her comfortable use of my name instead of ‘Mr. Butterworth’ or ‘sir.’ ‘Sir’ is hot when I’m dominating her in the heat of the moment. I can tell that she’s submissive and likes that type of power exchange. But using each other’s names feels right when I’m not pounding into her.

“Thanks. You get off on the rough sex and dirty talk, don’t you?” I ask, finally voicing the question in the back of my mind.

“So much.” She nods, then bites her lip. “I was raised to be polite and pretty. I’m trying to distance myself from my parents’ traditional morals and find my way. I love watching filthy anime where an innocent girl gets used hard and finds out she loves being a slut to the man she has a crush on.”

She stares at me as she admits her surprising confession. It clicks in my mind as I make sense of what she said. At first, dominating her felt strange, and her filthy mouth was a shock. Hearing her admission fills in some blanks in the mind of Mindy Yamamoto. “You have a crush on me? Not a boy your age?“

“Of course. Boys my age don’t do it for me. I need a Zaddy.” Mindy says like it’s obvious. “You’re just what I need, Dom.”

“I’ll remember that,” I say with a grin, remembering Candy using that strange word yesterday.

She smiles back, then turns and shuts off the water. “Well, I’d better get back to work,” she says in the sing-song voice I’ve heard when she’s with customers.

Her cheeks darken as she blushes, reaching for a towel to cover herself before she exits the shower. As she leaves my tiny bathroom, I dry myself off. By the time I’ve pulled my jeans back on, Mindy is gone. I hear footsteps and peek outside my door to find Candy climbing up.

“So?” she asks with a knowing grin. “Mindy seems happy.”

I step onto the landing to hug her and then lean and kiss her. “I am, too,” I say, looking into her wide blue eyes. “I wouldn’t have guessed I’d want to have a harem.”

“But you do, don’t you? Good.” She pats my chest, then looks into my loft. “You at least got boxes and tape before you were interrupted.”

“Yeah,” I walk back inside and pick up the tape before sitting on my couch. “Help me tape up the boxes before you go back down?”

“Sure,” She sits beside me and starts unfolding a box. “What’s on your mind?”

“I’m ready to take charge of this,” I say, looking at her.

“This?” she asks innocently, but her bright eyes and smirk tell me she knows what I’m talking about.

“This, my harem, of which you are a part,” I say, then start on taping up the box.

“You don’t want me sending girls up to ‘help’?” she asks, looking at me carefully.

“So you admit that you did that on purpose?” I ask, and she nods. “Yeah, I thought it was a bit of a setup. But I’m not mad about it.”

“I apologize,” she says, relaxing. “I just thought you’d need a little push. I should have discussed it with you.”

“We’ll both do better,” I say, then grab the other box, unfold it, and tape one side. “I need your support, and I think either you or Tia should be… I don’t know what to call it.”

“Prime?” she offers, and I nod.

“Yeah. I feel closest to you and think we make a good couple. I think we should both talk with Tia about it. I don’t think she’s comfortable leading this arrangement.”

“Relationship,” Candy corrects me. “We’re in a relationship, the three of us. We all have a say in how this works, but you’ve gotta want this. You need to take charge. We all want a man to lead us. We want you, Dom.”

“Okay, I get it. I agree, we’re in a relationship.” I nod, finishing my second box and grabbing a third as Candy works on her second. “I need to bring Cori and Sabby into the circle myself. I don’t want you or Tia to arrange anything. I need to accept that role for myself.”

“You’re right, of course.” Candy smoothes the final run of tape on her box. “Can I offer a suggestion?”

“I’d like that.” I put the last box aside.

“Take Cori out to dinner tonight,” Candy says, her blue eyes shining. “She wants to move out of her mom’s house. Honestly, her mom sounds toxic. She doesn’t accept her bisexuality. Cori wants to support herself but in this economy? It will be years before she can afford rent.”

“Same with Sabby?” I ask, understanding the concern. “I know they both have classes. When do they graduate?”

“Next year,” Candy says. “I can’t look that far into the future. I don’t know if this will last, even if I hope it does.” Her teeth dent her bottom lip, and her eyes brim with tears as she looks at me.

“I know I will still be here, Dom,” Candy says, wiping under her eyes. “I don’t see us ending, you and I.”

“Which is why I need you,” I say, leaning and kissing her. “I want you beside me.”

She smiles and then gets up. “Back to work. Mindy will get the wrong idea if I’m away too long.”

“I need to come downstairs for a bit. I’ll go with you.”

We join hands and climb down the stairs side by side.


CHAPTER NINE

CONCERNS


Candy and I walk into the candy kitchen, and I’m not surprised to see Tia resting against one of the stainless steel counters. She grins and walks over, and we share a warm embrace.

“Mindy is with customers,” Tia says. “Cori and Sabby can handle the bakery. Eduardo is there too.”

I nod, then look at them as we keep our arms around each other. “Thank you for being flexible. I trust you two with everything, and I’ll listen if you think we need to change things.”

“How was it with Mindy?” Tia winks with her wicked grin, then slaps my chest lightly. “I’m teasing. I don’t need the play-by-play every time you enjoy one of your harem girls.”

“I should say I’m ready to take the lead.” I shrug. “Mindy made it clear she understands what is happening and what she wants. I need to talk with Cori and Sabby together, but I don’t want peer pressure to influence their agreement.”

“That’s why you’re perfect as the harem master.” Tia grins, then kisses my cheek. “You don’t see it as a fun sex game. You want to take care of each of your girls. That’s why this is going to work.”

“I think we need to be cautious,” I counsel, looking at the door to the candy store. “This is a small town. While I don’t want to hide our relationship, we need to be considerate of the community. We should limit public displays of affection.”

“So no more throat fucking in the candy store. Got it.” Tia laughs, and Candy punches her shoulder lightly.

“That was supposed to be a secret.” Candy grins, unable to be angry at Tia for her jest.

I wait for their laughter to die and keep a straight face. “It’s fine to laugh about it, but I messed up there,” I say, looking carefully at them. “I need to keep my poise. If anyone caught us, it could’ve ruined what we’re building. I could have lost everything. I don’t want to do that; I want what you both want. I want this harem to work for all of us.”

“You’re right, Dominic. I’m sorry,” Tia says, and I nod, leaning to kiss her cheek.

“We’ll figure this out together,” I say, trying to sound more confident than I feel. “I’m putting my family’s legacy at risk, along with my professional future. I’ve gained a good reputation as a candy maker, continuing in my grandfather’s footprints. The town sees this business as an essential part of our tourism industry. Everything we’ve built is on the line.”

“I understand,” Tia says, her eyes dropping. I glance at Candy, and she nods.

“Are you getting cold feet?” she asks, tilting her head.

“Not at all,” I answer without reservation. “I want this—deep down. I never thought it was possible. No matter what happens—” I pause before I continue. “I love both of you. I’m willing to see what happens with the rest. We need to keep this safe for all of us.”

Their eyes widen as I say the words, but I meant what I said. “I love you. I’m not shying away from my feelings. Not with you two.”

Tia bows her head, then nods, looking up at me. “I love you too, Dom. It’s crazy but true.”

Candy grins and nods. “I’ve loved you for a while. Not just because you’re a great boss. I love you in so many ways. I’m not shying away from it anymore. This is it.”

I wrap my arms around both of them, my heart beating rapidly. I know that I usually keep my emotions locked up, even more so since my marriage crashed and burned. As I processed what happened when she left me, I learned that I never really talked with my ex-wife about what I felt for her. I know that to grow as a human, as a man, I need to start admitting and accepting my feelings.

I kiss Tia’s temple, then turn to kiss Candy’s too. “I guess we need to keep moving to the next thing. Are you two okay with me talking with Cori and Sabby? Asking them to join us?”

“Of course,” Tia says. “It was my idea.”

“Well, yes, it was. But when you mentioned it to me, I realized that it’s what I want too,” Candy says.

“How long have you two been discussing my love life?” I grin and chuckle. “Have I been that disengaged?”

“It’s been a couple of months,” Candy says with a soft smile before glancing at Tia.

“Yeah, that’s about right,” Tia agrees. “I overheard Cori and Sabby one day as I was in the kitchen making sandwiches. They were gossiping about their hot boss. It made me understand I had some feelings about you because I was jealous.”

“Man, I completely missed it.” I shake my head. “I’d never would’ve let something happen between them and me. You know what I mean.”

“Yeah,” Candy says and looks at me with a caring look. “It’s because of the way you think that I’m confident this will work out. It seems right, believe it or not. You just said you wanted to care for all of us. Do you know how unique that is?”

“None of the boys their age want to take responsibility for their future, let alone a girlfriend’s,” Tia adds. “They want to fuck them however they can. They don’t use birth control. They don’t talk to her parents. Even dudes your age are reckless with women.”

I nod, not able to form a coherent defense. “That’s another reason why I’m interested,” I admit. “I care about the girls. I want what’s best for them. I don’t trust the guys their age either.”

“They’re going to have sex, anyway.” Tia’s grin is wicked, but I know it comes from her concern for the girls. “Why shouldn’t they find out how a real man fucks and cares for his women the way he should? Why shouldn’t they have other women with them to help them figure out life?”

“So we’re all committed to this?” I ask, looking back and forth at them. “If we go forward, we take responsibility for their lives. Can they commit to us the same way? It won’t work unless everyone is on the same page. They have to understand it’s not a fun sex game, too.” I pause, then grin. “Not that we won’t have a lot of fun sex.”

“Yeah,” Tia says, her voice lowering in a serious tone. “I think they’re ready for this. You need to explain it to them.”

“Okay, have them meet me in the Bakery kitchen in ten minutes—just the two of them,” I say, then turn to walk back upstairs.


CHAPTER TEN

NEW ADDITIONS


There isn’t anything I need from upstairs. I want a moment alone to think through what to say to the girls. I know that Tia and Candy have thought about what’s happening; they don’t have any doubts or reservations. I’m growing more confident that I would enjoy a harem family. The five women are all sexy, sure. But, as their boss, I know them personally and care about their futures.

Does that future include me? I don’t want this to be a fling—something fun at first, but then they seek something else as the novelty wears off. I have to ensure I’m doing this for the right reasons. I have to be ready to work for what I want.

Tia’s concerns are at the root of it. I don’t trust my girls, including her and Candy, with other men. I take a moment to picture each of them in an intimate situation with another man. The well of jealousy in my core is evidence of my feelings. Am I being selfish? I can’t do this selfishly. I must ensure they join our circle for unselfish reasons—including my own.

The more I consider all the angles in my thoughts, the more firmly I believe in this wild idea. I want to be their harem master. I want them to trust me and look to me for security. I want to mentor and guide them into their futures. It’s not just because I’m physically attracted to them. When I realize the truth, I exhale, at peace with myself, and walk back down the steps and into the bakery kitchen.

Cori and Sabby sit atop one of the stainless-steel countertops, their feet swinging as they talk. When they hear the door click behind me, they turn and break into smiles.

Cori’s long, blonde hair pulled up in a messy bun behind her head, her blue eyes wide and curious. She’s wearing jeans under the uniform apron that covers the polo shirt tightly clinging to her young bust. Sabby’s ebony hair cascades past her shoulders and down her back. Her darker skin tone contrasts Cori’s light-tan complexion. She’s also wearing jeans under her top and apron, but her dark eyes meet mine with simmering heat behind them.

I walk around, lean against the stainless-steel counter across from them, and cross my arms over my chest. Settling my bottom against the edge, I cross my ankles and relax. “Why do you think I wanted to meet with you?” I ask, then watch as they turn to look at each other.

“The special projects you talked about yesterday? The history of the store and marketing and stuff?” Cori asks, her eyes wide and innocent.

“That’s not it, Cori,” Sabby says, elbowing her friend as she hops off the counter and crosses over to me. “He wants us to be in his harem.” She looks over her shoulder at Cori, whose mouth opens in surprise before she grins shyly. “I’m in,” Sabby says, looking up at me, her dark eyes alight with interest.

“Yes, that’s why I wanted to talk to you both,” I say to her, then look back at Cori. “I don’t think it’s a surprise to either of you. Tell me I’m wrong.”

Cori hops off the counter and stares at me until she’s beside Sabby. They pull their hands behind their back, which only makes their young breasts seem perkier. “You’re not wrong,” Cori says, “we’ve discussed it, but it’s mostly been a shared fantasy.”

“So you don’t want to pursue this idea?” I direct my question to Cori since Sabby has already stated her interest. I glance at her, and she shakes her head as Cori’s lips press together.

“I didn’t say that,” she says, glancing at Sabby from the corner of her eye.

“You both need to be sure of what you want,” I state, relaxing my arms and holding on to the counter’s edge. “I think there would be hurt feelings if you both didn’t agree.”

Sabby turns to face Cori, whose cheeks flush a dark pink. She looks over her shoulder at me, then leans in and kisses Cori. The kitchen is silent as they deepen their kiss, their hands cupping each other’s heads. Pulling back from the passionate kiss, they wrap their arms around each other’s waists, turning to face me.

“We’re in this together,” Cori says, her grin shifting into something subtly erotic. “Do you want us in your harem, sir?”

God help me, I do. But I don’t want to give them an easy choice. I hop up on the counter and sit. “Let’s talk about what a harem is about.”

They blink at me, both still breathless from their bold display of affection. They drop their arms one by one, then step back to hop on the opposite counter.

“I want your commitment. To the harem,” I say plainly. “To me as the head and your sisters in the family.” They look at me and each other, then tilt their heads as I continue. “Loyalty to me. No other men are allowed to touch you, kiss you… fuck you.”

The coarse word rumbles between us, and the girls react to it with a gasp. I stare at their faces but want to drop to their busts. I can tell they are breathing rapidly as they digest my requirements. “Do either of you have a boy you’re interested in?”

“No,” Cori says first. “But what about other girls?”

That’s interesting, but I swing my look to Sabby.

“No other boys, sir,” she says. “We’re together,” She nudges Cori. “But just her and I. We’re not interested in any other girls either.”

I nod, and Cori blushes. “That’s what I meant,” she clarifies.

“If you both join my harem, you can continue to explore what’s between you,” I say, shifting my gaze between them.

“Is Mindy in?” Sabby asks, then grins when I nod.

“This is more than just fun and fucking,” I continue. “I’m madly attracted to both of you, or I wouldn’t be having this conversation. Tell me about your living situations.”

They look at each other, then shrug and look back at me. Sabby speaks first. “We both live with our parents.”

“For now,” Cori says. “My mom wants me out because of my orientation. She doesn’t believe in bisexuality. And Sabby’s parents won’t allow me to live with her under their roof.”

I nod, then stroke my chin; my day’s worth of stubble reminds me I should shave. “Will either of your folks object to you living in this building?”

“Not with you?” Sabby’s eyes widen like I’m turning them away.

“With me. With all of us. I want Candy, Tia, Mindy, and both of you. But you don’t have to tell your parents. You can give them the building address and say I’m letting you stay rent-free in one of my apartments.”

I’m ad-libbing because I don’t want to deal with angry parents. The girls are all adults and can make their own choices. I don’t want to hide what’s happening and make it seem dirty. I want to allow them time to get comfortable with me in their lives.

“How soon?” Cori asks, her cheeks darkening.

“I have the same question.” Sabby nods.

“Soon,” I say and allow myself to smile. “I need to redesign my loft; there isn’t enough space for everyone yet.”

“Can we see it?” they ask in unison.

“I can handle the store!” Tia shouts from the other side of the door. Her obvious eavesdropping doesn’t bother me; I don’t want any secrets between us.

“Give us an hour?” I call back to Tia, then hop off the table and hold out my hands. “I’ll give you the tour.”


CHAPTER ELEVEN

DRAWING TOGETHER


I lead the two young women up the narrow stairway, feeling their eyes on me as I reach the top. I step back and turn, then wave them into my loft. I don’t have a front door, so it’s open as they walk past me and stop beside my office.

“Keep going.” I nudge them into the loft and toward my comfortable sofa and the rows of books on shelves. They look around and out the bay windows overlooking downtown and the coastline on the opposite side of the highway.

“Have a seat.” I wave toward the sofa, pull my padded leather reading chair closer from its place by the windows, and sit down. “Make yourselves comfortable.

“This is an incredible view,” Cori says, looking out the windows at the Pacific Ocean.

“Those windows are tinted?” Sabby asks, reaching behind her and untying her apron before pulling it over her head and laying it on the coffee table. “Double-paned for insulation, both heat and sound?”

I cock my head. “Yes, but how did you guess?”

“My uncles are in construction and have conversations about building things. It’s also quiet here, yet I know a semi-busy road is outside your window.” Sabby pulls her polo shirt off and unclips her bra in the front. Her breasts bounce as she shrugs out of the straps, then starts unbuttoning her jeans. She grins at my gawking, then unzips and starts working the tight denim over her ass. “You said to get comfortable.”

Cori turns around after being distracted by the view outside my loft windows. “Hold up, Sab.” She hurriedly starts pulling her apron over her head, eager to match her friend in getting comfortable. My cock swells in my jeans as I enjoy Cori wriggling out of her bra, then pushing her jeans down.

“You need to be comfortable, too,” Sabby says, settling on her knees and reaching for my waist. She makes quick work of my belt and is working on my fly when Cori kneels beside her, completely naked.

I lift my hips, leaning back into the leather chair as each girl takes a leg of my jeans and pulls them down. My cock flops heavily on my belly as I pull my shirt off without any delay.

“Oh god, it’s better than I imagined,” Sabby says, wrapping her dark fingers around my cock.

“I have to say the same thing.” I stare at the pair kneeling at my feet, echoing my recurrent fantasies of them. Cori reaches between my thighs, cupping and squeezing my balls, and I let out a sigh of pleasure as my knees spread wide.

“He has heavy balls,” Cori says to Sabby as she slowly strokes her fingers along the base of my thickening shaft.

“His cock is heavy too—feel,” Sabby says, glancing at her harem sister and sliding her hand away.

Cori curls her fingers around my shaft, her bright pink fingernails contrasting with her tanned skin. I shift my ass closer to the chair’s edge. I was only going to give them a tour of my simple space, but the chemistry between us thickens in the air as the two nubile women take turns stroking my cock.

I’m in heaven at the feel of them taking turns stroking. They grin at each other, leaning close, their pert breasts pressing together as they kiss. Then they turn and lower their faces to my cock, their eyes staring at mine as Sabby offers my cock to Cori.

“Fuck, this is happening,” Cori says, then pushes her pink lips over my crown, her tongue lapping at the drop of precum on my tip.

“Fuck yeah, it is,” Sabby says, watching Cori bob on my cock before pulling off.

“He tastes like the cum candy,” Cori says with a giggle as she steers my cock toward Sabby.

The darker skin of Sabby’s features distracts me as she opens her mouth and drags her tongue along the sides of my shaft. She grins up at me as she squeezes my cock, milking another bead of my sticky precum from my tip before she licks it off and sucks my head.

“Fuck, you two are driving me crazy.” I sigh, threading my fingers through Sabby’s ebony locks. She bobs on my cock, moaning from my taste as she stares at me, then pulls off.

“Yeah, just like it. Maybe a little of the pink flavor, too.” She turns and grins at Cori. “I want more cum candy straight from the source.”

“Me too,” Cori says, leaning and kissing the side of my cock. Sabby bends and kisses and licks the opposite side of my cock. The eager girls lap at my cock, kissing and sucking on my rigid shaft trapped between their mouths.

I comb my fingers through Cori’s hair as she takes me to the back of her throat. Then Sabby lowers under my balls and sucks one heavy egg into her mouth, swirling her tongue around and shifting to suck on the other.

Cori’s fingers tighten around my shaft as she sucks me. Her eyes gleam as she pulls off with a filthy grin. “You’re so hard. I want to feel you slide inside my pussy.”

“Same,” Sabby says, rising and licking along my dick, staring at me. “I want to ride your fuck stick, Dom.”

“Birth control?” I grit out.

“Pill. Both of us,” Sabby says.

“We haven’t had sex with a boy in six months.” Cori grins and nods.

I push myself to my feet, my cock bobbing over the two kneeling girls. “Let me show you where the bed is.” I offer my hands and then help each of them stand.

I turn and kiss Cori, sliding my tongue between her open lips. Like Candy, she tastes like strawberries. I’m sure it’s from her glistening lip gloss. I reach behind her head and unclip her hair, letting the golden tresses fall in curls down until the ends brush the tops of her breasts.

Turning toward Sabby, I kiss her. She opens her mouth, slowly running her tongue along my lips before pressing and dancing with my tongue. She tastes minty and fresh, and I love how they are unique. Her dark eyes flutter closed as I drop my hands to her round ass cheeks and squeeze.

“Take us to bed, Dom,” Sabby says in a breathy moan.

I grab Cori’s hand, then continue to my sleeping nook.


CHAPTER TWELVE

TANGO FOR TWO


“It’s a small room,” Cori says, walking past me and sitting on the bed’s edge.

“Large bed,” Sabby says, joining her and leaving space between them. “Big enough for three?”

“It is,” I say, then crawl between them and roll onto my back, my cock sticking up stiffly from my groin. “There were three of us in it last night.”

“Mmm, sounds like you had fun,” Cori says, twisting to crawl toward me, her pale breasts swaying.

“Tia and Candy,” Sabby says matter-of-factly. “Tia told us about your lunch yesterday. Makes sense they’d want a sleepover.”

“You’re not jealous?” I ask, combing her hair over her shoulder as she lowers to kiss me.

“Never jealous of my harem sisters.” She presses her lips against mine, and we sink into a deep kiss. My moan deepens as I feel Cori’s mouth slide over my cock, sucking as she bobs up and down.

“I want to taste your pussy,” I say against Sabby’s lips, and they curl into a grin.

“Yes, please,” she says, shifting until she can lift her tawny thigh over my head.

I glance down at Cori, who slips her lips from my cock, then rises and straddles my hips, her tiny hands rubbing along the top of my dick. She looks at Sabby and lifts one of her eyebrows. “Mind if I take the first ride?”

“All yours,” Sabby says, looking down at me between her full breasts. “I want him to make me come with his sexy mouth.”

I manage to lick my lips once as Sabby lowers down. Her pussy has a dark patch of hair trimmed into a triangle and pointing to her slit. I lift my head and kiss her dusky lips, licking and savoring her spicy taste. It’s sweet and tangy with just a hint of heat. I reach up and pull her thighs down until my mouth seals against her cunt, licking, sucking, and devouring her juicy lips.

With her thighs squeezing the sides of my head, her words are muffled, but I know she’s moaning with pleasure. Cori’s slowly riding my cock, then says something before leaning forward, angling my cock in the process.

Sabby’s body shifts, and, in my mind’s eye, I picture the two girls kissing as they ride me to their bliss. I slide my hand up her thighs, then along her torso until I cup her young breasts, pulling and twisting her rigid nubs.

“Fuck,” Cori squeaks, rocking her hips faster. “He’s stretching me. It feels so good. Oh god, yes!” I feel her thighs squeeze my hips as her pussy clamps tight around me, then she slumps forward, her hands pushing against my chest.

“Oh fuck, are you coming already?” Sabby moans as her hips circle, grinding on my tongue. “Damn. Fuck. I’m close, too.”

Cori goes still and then slides off to one side of me. I move my hand to squeeze Sabby’s cheeks, pushing her up so I can attack her clit with flicks of my tongue. She arches back, then shudders as her pussy gushes her sweet, tangy nectar into my mouth and coats my cheeks.

“Oh fuck,” she sighs as she slumps to the other side. I shift up on my knees, turning to look at the two of them, twitching in the throes of their orgasms.

“Get on your knees, asses up,” I growl as I grip my cock, spreading Cori’s slick juices over my throbbing shaft. The girls blink their eyes until they can focus, then scramble to turn over. They shift, pressing their hips against each other, and then look over opposite shoulders to watch me. The pair of contrasting round young asses makes my cock throb as I crawl closer.

“I’m going to make you both mine,” I say as I run the tip of my cock over Sabby’s dark slit. When I slide inside her, I groan at how tight she feels, her walls still rippling from her orgasm. I reach and cup Cori’s slick, smooth lips, fitting two fingers inside her and pushing in deep. Thrusting my hips in steady strokes, my cock punches into Sabby, making her moan. Her eyes flare as she watches me over her shoulder.

“Yes. Fuck my needy pussy. I love this.”

Cori pushes her hips back as I curl my fingers, strumming over her g-spot with my fingers. “Oh god, so good. Fuck, you’re making me come again!” Her body shakes, but I don’t stop, wanting to push her a bit more.

I slide back, my cock bouncing as I slip from Sabby’s pussy, and shift to slide my thick cock into Cori’s clenching tunnel. My hand smacks Sabby’s ass, and she shrieks in surprise, then presses her hips back for more. I twist my hand and slide three fingers inside her, and she moans as I flex my fingers inside.

The two girls are breathless as they moan and twist. I push Sabby over her peak, then slide out of Cori and back into Sabby’s tight cunt, swapping hands to keep thrusting my digits into the wild blonde. I fuck them both, alternating when I feel the pressure of my peak build, trying to hold off as long as I can to prolong this wild ride. When the inevitable hits me, I grit my teeth.

“I’m going to cum. Flip over.”

They slide their knees down until they lie flat and roll onto their backs. Their lust-filled eyes stare at me as I shift on my knees between them. My knees press against each of their sensitive pussies as I stroke my cock, leaning over them. When my peak hits, I groan, arching my back as my cum shoots in white bolts, arcing over their nude bodies. They watch with awe as I keep pulling more of my cum from my heavy balls, decorating their skin until they glisten from my opalescent seed.

When I’m empty, I rest on my knees, spent. The pair turns toward each other, licking the mess I’ve made over their slick bodies. It’s an arousing sight as I watch them shift and turn, their young bodies gleaming from sweat and my cum.

I shift to the side, lying on my back beside them as they indulge in the pleasure and clean my seed from their mate. I rest, staring at the ceiling until they turn to me, then nestle against me, one on each side.

“That was incredible,” Cori says, kissing my cheek lightly.

“Fucking awesome,” Sabby says, mirroring her harem sister.

I grin as my eyes closed. “It’s just the beginning, I say,” trying to catch my breath. I barely realize I’m nodding off until I’m shaken awake.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

TAMING TIA


“Dom, wake up,” the voice says as I shake my head and open my eyes. Candy’s brilliant blue eyes meet mine, and she smiles at me before kissing my lips. “Mmmmm, Sabby?” she asks, running her tongue over her lips.

I blink at her question, then nod, chuckling, remembering Sabby coming all over my face earlier. “How long was I out? How are the girls?”

“Happy and busy,” Candy says, stretching beside me. “Tia is making them deep clean the bakery counter, including the pastry case. They didn’t even complain once. They were so hopped up on sex hormones, they started whistling as they worked.”

“So it was good for morale?” I grin, then kiss her tenderly, and we immediately sink into a passionate embrace.

“It was,” Candy says when we come up for air. “Though Tia is grumpy that they missed the lunch rush. Eduardo and I pitched in to help her. It wasn’t horrible.”

I hum to myself, then brush my fingers through her hair, enjoying our closeness as her blue eyes watch mine. She reaches out and presses her hand against my chest before looking at me as her gaze turns serious. “‘We need to be careful,’ Those were your words, Dom. Then you fucked them both during working hours. It was only supposed to be a discussion. You wanted to date them first.” Her eyes flick between mine, etched with concern.

“It was a discussion until they stripped naked seconds after I brought them up to show them my loft. Before I knew it, they were naked on their knees, sucking my cock. I kinda lost my ability to think.” I shrug, but my cheeks are hot from blushing.

“I can understand that,” Candy says, softly kissing my cheek. “It’s new, and you wanted to show them you were serious. It was just a surprise. We shouldn’t have surprises.”

“I agree,” I say, letting out a breath. “I think we all need to have a family discussion. If it’s just me alone with any of you, I’m having trouble controlling my impulses, knowing that you’re mine.”

“Yeah, Tia was saying the same thing between strings of swearing in Spanish.” Candy grins, then looks at me. “You need to talk to her, tell her what happened.”

I nod, then move to get up.

“Quick shower, first. You smell like Tangy Nectar.” Candy laughs as I get up to take a shower.

“Are you staying tonight?” I ask as she walks to the entrance.

“Yeah, but sort things with Tia first.” She waves and disappears down the stairs.

I take a quick shower, focusing on my groin and my face, then brush my teeth before pulling on my jeans and a fresh shirt. I look at myself in the mirror and see a smile I’ve not seen often in the past few years. I know I must have a difficult conversation, but I’m not ducking away from it. I climb down the stairs, feeling like whistling, only to chuckle when I think of Sabby and Cori deep cleaning the pastry case.

It’s good that I’m not laughing when I see Tia’s dark gaze as I push through the door. She is talking to Eduardo, but when she locks her eye on me, she waves him out.

“Adios, vete a casa, te veo por la mañana,” She bites out, then stalks toward me.

Eduardo looks at me with wide eyes, then vanishes out the front of the store.

“Look, I can explain,” I say as Tia grabs my collar and yanks me toward her. She doesn’t let me talk, only kisses me with lust, her hands pushing inside my waist.

“I need your cock,” she growls, biting my lower lip before cursing in Spanish, then switching to English. “Fuck, you did it, didn’t you? You fucked them both. Admit it.”

She pushes my jeans down until they’re around my knees, her hand fisting my cock, stroking, and I can’t help but get hard as she kisses me again, this time even more passionately.

“Yeah, I did,” I confess without any shame.

She smirks, her eyes darkening. “My turn. I need you, Papi.“

She drops to her knees and pulls my thickening cock into her mouth, moaning at my taste. I’m glad I washed off the girls’ juices in the shower. I grip her head, then fist my fingers in her hair. She bobs on my cock, not caring that I’m pulling her hair hard. I try to step back and cool things down. I thought she was pissed at me.

“We’re fucking,” she says, standing and pushing down her pants. “I need that cock inside me. Now, Dom.” She leans over the edge of the stainless steel counter where I’d just talked with Sabby and Cori a few hours ago. Her pussy is slick, glistening with need. My cock is drenched from her hasty blow job.

“Fine,” I grunt, stepping behind her, then teasing my cock along her slit, feeling her drenched juices coat my crown. “But one thing. Are you mad or just horny?”

“I’m fucking horny, pendejo,” she growls, looking over her shoulder. “You’ve fucked all your girls, I know. I’m happy for you—for us. But now I need your dick inside me, Papi. Don’t tease me.”

I fit my tip against her opening, then punch my hips, groaning at the feel of her slick walls stretching around me.

“Oh fuck, yeah!” She moans, rolling her hips. “Make me your slut.”

We go at it hard. I power my cock in deep, jackhammering my hips into her clenching cunt. She swears a string of Spanish as she moans in lust. I reach around her, grip the sides of her top, and tear it from her body. Her bra meets a similar fate while I’m fucking her like a crazed animal.

I pull her off the counter, lowering her to the tiled floor and rolling her onto her back. She spreads her thighs and reaches for my dick. I grab both of her hands and push them over her head. We glare at each other lustfully as I grip her wrists.

“Keep them there, or I’ll get my belt, whip you, and then bind them,” I growl, letting go.

“Don’t threaten me with a good time.” She laughs but keeps her hands over her head.

I kneel between her spread thighs, use one hand to align my cock, and then slide back inside her molten core. Moving my hands to her heavy, brown tits, I grip them tight, pushing her down into the unyielding tile. I rut into her as I squeeze full breasts. Her dark eyes hold mine, wrapping her warm thighs around me as I fuck her with feral intensity. Her hands grab my wrists, keeping them firmly against her soft mounds.

She starts rolling her hips, meeting my thrusts beat for beat. We can’t look away from each other; her dark eyes drill into my soul as I drink in her need and feed her the hard pounding she craves. Her orgasm rushes through, and she arches back as her thighs clamp against mine. The intensity of her passionate scream triggers my end, and I slam in deep, feeling my cock throb and pulse, jetting my creamy cum inside her.

Speechless, we stare at each other, our minds swimming in the heady bliss. When I lower and kiss her, she moans in pleasure. We both soften as our orgasms fade, and her arms wrap behind my neck as I lift mine to hold her head in my hands.

“Fuck. I love you,” I say, pressing my forehead to hers. “You’re always in my thoughts. I didn’t forget you.”

“I know, Papi,” she says, kissing me again. “I’m just a needy slut sometimes.”

“Come to bed?” I ask, combing her hair from her eyes.

“Yeah.” She nods.

By the time we put ourselves together, it’s well past closing. I don’t think anyone else was present, as we enjoyed our fuck fest. But I need to stop fucking my girls in our places of work. Tia ensures the bakery is locked, then meets me at the stairs. Candy waves at us from the top, blushing.

“I might have heard you two.” She reaches out and pulls us into my loft. “Did you kiss and make up?”

“Kinda.” I shrug, watching Tia’s ass sway on her way to the bedroom. “We’re good. We’re all good.”

“I’m hungry,” Tia says, walking to the kitchen.

“I made spaghetti and meatballs with my family’s meat sauce,” Candy says. “Dig in. We can eat on the sofa together.”

We fill our plates, and Candy pulls a six-pack of beer from the fridge. “I grabbed some things from the corner market,” she explains, twisting off the top. “We need to get organized.”

“Yeah.” I sigh, taking a long draw of the cold brew. “It’s been wild, but we need to figure this out. I want the other three to move in soon. Maybe this weekend.”

“Tomorrow’s Friday, boss,” Candy says, “We’re also open Saturday and Sunday. Monday is our day off.”

My mind starts clicking as I dig into the delicious spaghetti. I missed lunch and don’t remember breakfast. The schedule has gone crazy, and I need to get into a rhythm.

“We’ll figure it out. We’re all patient.” Candy rubs my shoulder.

I chuckle and nod at Tia, “I think some are more patient than others.”

“Well, you need to remind me that you still lust after me.” Tia winks. “Just communicate. And stop fucking all of us in the stores! Slow it down a bit. Sometimes we sluts need to be edged.”

We all laugh and enjoy teasing each other. When we fall into my bed, we make out together, enjoying cozy intimacy without intercourse until we curl into a snuggle pile and fall asleep.
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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 ONE

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 TWO

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 THREE

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 FOUR

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 FIVE

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 SIX

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 SEVEN

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 EIGHT

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 NINE

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 TEN

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 ELEVEN

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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ABOUT LIVING CONDITIONS


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

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

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


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


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

PHILIP ROSENTHAL


LIVING CONDITIONS
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CHAPTER ONE

A NEW DAY


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER TWO

SHOWER TIME


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER THREE

DOMESTICATION


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Perfect.”

She turns back to the little spoon position, fitting her body into my arms. She feels perfect as I relax into her, warming her back with my body. I close my eyes and drift.
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“Awww, they look cute, don’t they?” Candy’s voice stirs me, and I look over my shoulder at the entry to my nook. She has the curtain pulled back with Tia smiling from behind her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER FOUR

PLANS


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER FIVE

TORRID TANGLE


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Come!” I growl. “Both of you.”

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

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


CHAPTER SIX

AFTERMATH


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Who’s that?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s right.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER SEVEN

CANDY CRUSH


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s never been like this.”

“It’s nuts,” I agree.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER EIGHT

LOFT REVEAL


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

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

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

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

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

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

“Dom, meet Teoscar, my idiot cousin.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What do you think?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER NINE

NEXT STEP


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Same for me, Mom.”

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

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

“Vicky, dear.”

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

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

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


CHAPTER TEN

APPRECIATION


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Knock knock knock

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER ELEVEN

HOME


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Speaking of, where are all the girls?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER TWELVE

FUSION


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Sweet Temptations crown the saga—legacy flavors, eternal vows, and endless harem harmony.

In their cliffside haven, the full harem—Maggie, Candy, Tia, Mindy, Sabby, and Cori—unveils perfected taffy lines, skyrocketing Rocky Cove Candy to fame. Sunrise rituals, candlelit fusions, and seaside ceremonies celebrate unbreakable commitments amid business triumphs.

From early-morning passions to triumphant expansions, Dominic's devoted circle savors every temptation, blending sweet confections with sweeter devotions. Grandpa's legacy endures through their joyful union—no regrets, only amplified affections and a prosperous future. The finale wraps with emotional peaks, festive intimacies, and uplifting closure for harem hearts.


To the problem solvers who continue to do the math and find success and acceptance as they provide for their loved ones.


I love candy!

RACHEL BILSON


SWEET TEMPTATIONS


CHAPTER ONE

A NEW MORNING


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s that?” I ask.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER TWO

UNUSUAL BUSINESS


As we all come down from the high of our impromptu orgy, my mind returns to the responsibilities we have back at the store. We have a requirement to fulfill backorders for the two tangy flavors because the demand for the new candies has created a rush that we couldn’t meet with our regular stock. We should also replenish our typical varieties, as the influx of customers has depleted our supply. I glance at Candy and lift a brow, and she nods at me, twisting onto her knees. Tia notices, and we exchange knowing glances. With subtle gestures, they take charge.

“Shower and change into your uniforms, chicas,” Tia instructs the younger girls as she pushes up to stand.

“We need to start the next batch as soon as we can,” Candy adds, rising beside her. She scans back to Maggie and me. “We’ll have to cycle through for all seven of us, so be quick.”

The three nubile women nod and stop by their armoires to grab fresh uniform tops and bottoms, while I help Maggie to her feet. Tia and Candy step close, and the four of us exchange smiles.

“Coffee,” I say, and we all laugh. “That was a wonderful way to wake up, but I've gotta focus, and for that, I need caffeine.”

“Trent said he’d be by this morning to check out at the turret,” Maggie reminds me. “The sooner it's transformed into a shared shower and dressing room, the better.”

“Right.” I nod and glance at Candy. “Did you place a new order for supplies?”

It’s only a little bit odd that we’re talking business while still naked. I notice drips and drabs of my cum sparkling on their skin, and my cock swells. My excitement from watching the three buxom beauties draws Candy's attention, who winks as she answers my question.

“It should be at the store per usual.” She checks her watch. “In about half an hour. I’ll go clean up with the girls so we can start. Meet you guys there after?”

“That’s a good plan,” Tia adds, crossing her arms over her breasts, hiding her still-hard nipples. “I want to hang back and speak to Trent to give him some ideas for the bathroom modifications.”

“I’ll go with Candy so I can help with the taffy batches,” I say, looking at the other two. “You two seem to have the best design sense. We have the budget for a full remodel, but I trust your instincts, and Maggie knows this house’s bones better than anyone.”

Maggie and Tia break away, continuing to talk as they wander toward the turret, pointing out various parts of the octagonal space as they discuss it. I follow Candy to her armoire, which is next to mine, and we collect clothes from our overnight bags. She pauses, then turns to me, holding out her arms. I wrap her in a secure hug, and she rests her head on my shoulder. Rubbing her back, I kiss the top of her head.

“Everything okay?” I ask as she lingers with her cheek pressed to my chest.

“I’m just a little dizzy.” Her voice is soft as I nod against her head. She leans back as I look down, and our eyes meet. “We need more time to adjust after an intense morning. You know?”

“I agree. I don’t want things to be awkward, but I see that a quick shift to the business of the day is weird.”

“We’ll figure it out.” Candy smiles and rises on her tiptoes to kiss me.

As she turns, I follow her down the stairs. When we hit the second floor, we hear the cheerful voices of our younger lovers on one side of the two bathrooms, so we move to the opposite bathroom, hanging our change of clothes on the towel hooks. Candy checks the mirror, combing her fingers through her hair as I go to the stall and open the taps. The temperature is perfect, so I step in and begin rinsing.

“Maggie’s upgrades to this old house are so well thought out,” I say to Candy as she joins me, twisting her back to the spray and soaking her blonde locks. “Tankless heaters are much more efficient, and she added one for each floor.”

“That is good, the pressure is better than in my apartment.”

We go silent as we attend to the ritual of a morning shower. We both enjoyed the wake-up tryst, and while the natural arousal we share is present, we stay on task. I finish and reach outside the stall for a towel.

“Will you get me two, Dom?” Candy asks, shaking her head after turning off the faucet.

“Sure,” I say, pausing to enjoy the image of her breasts swaying to a stop. I blink at her sly smile, shrugging as I recall her words. “Right. Two towels.”

“I like your constant awareness of me,” she says as I turn back, handing her a pair. “It’s good to know you’re attracted to me.”

“Why wouldn’t I be?” I say, using the third to dry my head before dropping the towel behind my back. As I shift my hips, my tumescent cock bounces, drawing her eye. “You’re beautiful. I’ve always found you attractive. I love your hair and your eyes. And also your boobs.” I wink as I finish talking.

“But you have so many options,” Candy murmurs. “And I’m not getting any younger.” She turns her back on me, scrubbing her head with a towel. The other is wrapped around her torso, hiding her cute bottom. I move closer, securing mine at my waist.

“Hey,” I say with care, resting a hand on her shoulder. “You’re incredible. I don’t compare you with the others. Each of you is unique.”

She sighs and lets go of the towel as she steps toward me. It slips over her shoulders as I pull her into my arms. She rests her cheek against me, like she’s listening to my heartbeat.

“I know,” Candy says, turning to kiss my chest before looking up at me. I lock into her bright-blue eyes and wipe a tear away with my thumb. “I’m the one who wanted this—to share you. With Tia, with all of them. But then I feel like I’m getting lost in the shuffle. It sounds ridiculous, I know. But I’m trying to cope with it.”

“I get it. I’m still amazed that all of you want me. I’m just a balding proprietor of a candy company and bakery café.”

“With an incredible cock.” Candy smirks, dropping her hand to the bulge under my towel. I grin into her sparkling eyes, glad that her attitude is back to normal. “How about having lunch together? Let’s round up the girls and start on the batches, then you and I can find a place to eat. I’ve been thinking about going to that barbershop, too.” I stroke my fingers along my jaw, feeling the four days of stubble that darken my cheeks.

She grins and traces her fingertips over my slight beard. “I like it—this scruff, keep growing it out. And lunch sounds wonderful, I’m curious about that men’s salon too.” She nods. “It’s a date.”

“Good,” I say, leaning to share a kiss. “Yesterday was crazy, and what time we had was not alone with just each other. Today I want to focus on you more.”

“That makes it seem like I’m hoarding you,” Candy admits as she walks out to the bathroom, brushing her hair with her fingers.

“It’s okay to demand your own time with me. I’m not taking notes or keeping score. I remember you mentioned wanting to come and watch my head shaving, and I want you to be there.”

“What about the others?” Candy says, glancing at me in the mirror as she drops the towel and starts putting on her bra.

“What about them?” I ask. “I spent the last night in my loft with the younger girls. Yesterday morning, I was with Tia and Maggie, then things got crazy at the shop. After that, we went furniture shopping. You kept everything on track at the store and here. Today is your day.”

Candy fixes her straps and turns to smile up at me. “Thanks, Dom,” she says with affection, then pulls on her uniform top. “It’s good that you're aware of our efforts. I think I wouldn’t be able to do that if I were in the middle of this.”

“I don’t deserve you—any of you. I want to show you how special you are to me. I’m going to make mistakes, so please don’t hesitate to let me know if I miss something you need. Okay?”

“I will, Dom.” Candy smiles, her eyes back to their usual brightness.

We finish dressing as Tia and Maggie come in, and we share kisses and embraces in the small bathroom. The voices from the other girls grow louder as they pass us and head downstairs. Mindy peeks her head in, grinning at the four of us.

“I’m going to figure out the coffee machine. Cori and Sabby are leaving to grab some donuts for breakfast.” Her smile and slight nod are infectious. “Take your time, and thank you for doing everything to bring us together!”

She flashes out of the doorway, and the door closes. Maggie and Tia hang up their clothes and then enter the shower. Candy goes to find a hairbrush and a scrunchie, while I pull on my faded Star Wars t-shirt before going downstairs to retrieve my shoes from last night.


CHAPTER THREE

COFFEE ANYONE?


My shoes are lined up with everyone else’s in the entry. One of the girls must have arranged them, and I smile because they always seem to work as a team. I pick up my pair and carry them into the kitchen, where I see Mindy in front of the mini espresso machine, examining it. She turns and smiles at me, shrugging her shoulders.

“I’ve never seen one like this,” Mindy says, leaning with her hands on the counter’s edge as she bends at the waist, pushing her cute ass back as she lowers her eye level to the machine's controls. She grins when she notices my attention and wags her hips. I just fucked her before everyone showered, but her allure still stiffens my cock. Seeing my response, she lightens her coy voice and asks, “Can you show me how the machine works?”

“I think there are pods,” I say, dropping my shoes on the floor and stepping behind her. She doesn’t move except to tilt her head up, looking at me as I lean over her shoulder. She bites her lip and presses her ass into my bulge. I reach past her body and pull out the drawer full of the espresso pods. She examines the collection and nods but doesn’t stop grinding in tight circles along my thickening shaft. Her eagerness flusters me, but I manage to talk in a normal tone. “You just need to open it up, then slide it in.”

“Mmmm, I like when you slide it in,” she says before twisting and dropping to her knees. There's no time for me to object. She’s already undone my jeans and pushed them down, releasing my cock. Her sly grin as I arch a brow at her makes my crown pulse with anticipation. “Would you like me to work on getting your cream?”

She laps along the sides of my shaft as I pull one of the pods out of the drawer. “You’re feisty this morning,” I moan as she pushes her lips over my tip, swirling her talented tongue around the spongy head.

“I’m your cumdump slut, remember?” Mindy pulls off but continues stroking. “You fucked my pussy, but I missed getting a full shot of your cum. This is okay, isn’t it?”

I struggle to focus on opening the machine and fitting one of the pods into the top. Mindy’s enthusiasm for sucking my cock dissolves any of my objections as I manage to start the espresso cycle before gripping the counter’s edge. “You’re insatiable,” I mutter, pushing the fingers of one hand through her black tresses.

“Fix me a cup too,” Candy says as she turns into the kitchen. She comes to an abrupt stop as she notices Mindy on her knees between me and the counter, bobbing on my rod. “Now, that’s an interesting way to begin the day.”

She smirks and slides against me, rubbing her hand over my chest. I blink, feeling a blush rise on my cheek at getting caught after our shower conversation. Candy hums, then lifts her fingers to comb behind my neck. She rises on her toes as she pulls my head down, kissing me with a little growl.

I sink into the kiss while Mindy cups my nuts, tugging and milking the heavy eggs as she deepthroats my cock. I gasp into Candy’s mouth as she pulls away, focuses on my eyes, and lowers to her knees beside her employee. Mindy’s eyes drift to glance at Candy as she pulls off and offers my slick dick to her boss.

“I love to share,” Mindy says as Candy stares at her before pulling my crown between her lips. “I’ll get his balls.”

Candy keeps eye contact as she pushes her head down while Mindy twists around and bends, craning her neck under my wide stance. Candy pulls off my shiny tip and moans a reminder. “Today is my day, right, Dom?” She runs her mouth down the length of my shaft. We lock eyes as she licks up the other side and sucks my knob back into her mouth. I moan at the dual sensation of Candy and Mindy sucking my cock and balls.

Candy’s face reflects her lust as she shows off her deepthroat skills and takes my length down to the root. I tuck one hand behind her head and grab a handful of her blonde ponytail. She sways her head from side to side and takes me deeper into her throat, suppressing a gag. How am I this lucky to have two devoted cocksuckers intent on draining my testicles before I’ve had my cup of coffee?

Mindy sucks one heavy testicle into her maw, and I start flexing my hips, holding the back of Candy’s head as I push deep until her lips press against my root. Then I hold her head there while she tightens her lips around my base, making my shaft throb with impending need. Dropping both hands to her head as she relaxes her jaw, I fuck her face in steady strokes. Mindy swivels around, watching, then kneels beside her boss and props her jaw open, staring up at me until her eyes cross in the ahegao expression she loves to mimic.

I pull my cock from Candy's lips, swivel to the side, and smack my crown on Mindy’s outstretched tongue before pushing into her eager mouth. I move my hands behind each of their heads, looking down as one sucks while the other licks along my length. Switching between their mouths, I try to hold off from the peak that rages under the surface.

“Oh fuck,” I groan, tightening my core and knowing that my end won’t wait. The two girls pull away, leaning cheek to cheek and staring up with lust-filled eyes, open lips, and hungry expressions as I jerk my throbbing tool. “Such good cocksuckers. You want some cream?”

They barely nod before my first jet spurts across Mindy’s cheek. I re-aim, and the second pulse shoots between Candy’s open lips. Then I arch back, closing my eyes and groaning as I pull on my cock, emptying my balls across their two beautiful faces. When I’m done, Candy leans and sucks on the spongy tip, then pulls off for Mindy to get the last drop. I enjoy their cum-streaked faces, their eyes shiny with lust and passion as they grin up at me.

I step back as they turn to begin kissing, licking, and sharing my cum. Dragging my fingers through my hair, I stare while they lick and suck, cleaning my cream off each other’s cheeks. They glance at me, loving my attention and giving me a show. A part of me wonders if the pair’s working relationship will change, but I shake it off. If anything, since the harem was born, our work focus has been top-notch.

The front door opens as I’m still captivated by Candy and Mindy snowballing my load. When I notice Cori and Sabby come to a stop at the kitchen entrance, they smile at me with my cock sticking out and my jeans at my feet. They pause to watch Candy and Mindy kissing, their cheeks still glazed with my cum and their drool.

“We got a dozen glazed and various other types,” Cori says, shifting her focus to me as she licks her lips and walks toward me.

“I was just making coffee,” I try to explain, waving at the coffee maker with one cup steaming in the tray.

“Got distracted?” Cori asks, sinking to her knees, then gripping my shaft and licking a drop of cum before sucking on my tip.

“Yeah, kinda,” I say with a moan as she cleans the juices from my cock.

Sabby plops the two donut boxes on the counter beside me and grins. “Morning, papi” she murmurs before pressing her lips to mine. “Cori and I didn’t get any dick yet. You’re going to save some for us later, right?”

I nod in a daze, and Candy smirks, rising and fixing her top and adjusting her breasts. “Gotta ask for what you want, right, Dom?”

“You know I’ll try my best,” I answer as Cori pulls up my boxers and tucks my cock away. “We’d better make sure the taffy is well-stocked. I’ll need a hefty supply living with all of you horny sluts.”

“Your sluts,” Cori giggles. “We’re only sluts for you.”


CHAPTER FOUR

GET IN LINE


I should be drained from the active morning as we set out in a group to walk to the candy store, but my steps are light as the cool marine layer keeps the temperature comfortable. The three younger girls walk ahead of us, and the store is only a few blocks away. I hold Candy’s hand while admiring the pert young asses swaying ahead of us. Candy squeezes my hand, and I break my stare to glance at her.

“You need to be cool about staring at them in public,” she says, reaching to take my hand in both of hers. “You know I don’t mind. I enjoy your responses to their sexy bodies and mine, but people won’t understand our harem. We don’t want that kind of attention.”

“You’re right.” I nod and squeeze her fingers as I think about her concern. “Sooner or later, we're going to be noticed,” I counter. “When that happens, I’m not going to deny it. Hiding my feelings only makes what we have seem all the more taboo and forbidden.”

“Fair,” she replies, chewing her lip as she lets go with one hand, but sways her arms as we approach Main Street. “I’m not saying we should hide our feelings. Maybe we shouldn’t be so blatant, I guess.”

“I understand you, and I agree. I don’t want to flaunt what we have, but I’m not going to hide my affection for any of you. Working in a public space like the candy shop and cafe, we should remain professional.” I crease my brow as I nod toward the threesome ahead of us. “Do you think they understand that?”

“Of course they do.” She grins. “Cori and Sabby have been a couple while working. They refrain from public displays of affection. We all understand. My question is, will you have problems controlling yourself?”

Her laughter makes me smile, and I shrug. “Well, since I’ve moved out of the loft, I guess if the urge is overwhelming, I can pull one of you up there to burn off my insatiable lust.”

Candy laughs, and I give her a wink. We walk silently for a block, then turn onto Main Street. Up ahead, the three girls slow, and I focus beyond them at a line of people forming outside the storefront. I increase my pace, and she joins me as we pass the three younger girls.

“What the hell…?” Cori starts to say, then closes her mouth, as the three girls hurry to catch up.

“It’s still an hour before we open, right?” Mindy asks.

“Yeah. Follow me,”

I turn a block early, then continue down the alley behind my building. Mindy is correct; we still have an hour before we open on a weekday. The thing is, we’re closed on Sunday mornings, and it’s listed on the sign on the shop window. This non-stop week has scrambled our schedules, and everything feels out of whack. We cross the side street and hurry down to the back entrance. Candy grabs her keys from her purse and opens the door, holding it as the girls file in front of me.

“Meet in the kitchen,” she calls as the door closes behind me. “We'll prep for the batches, and our regular supply delivery should be here soon.”

“I’ll go to the front and talk to the crowd,” I call back to Candy as she follows the girls into the kitchen. “I’m sticking with our plan and not opening today. The people lining up outside must be aware of that. This is fucking weird.”

The lights flicker as they turn on, and she gives instructions, bringing the kitchen to life. I push through the door to the front of the store and notice the blinds are pulled, blocking the view of the interior. Back in Grandpa Bill’s early days, there was a window where passersby could watch the confectionery create taffy, hard candy, and lollipops. It’s been years since we replaced that curiosity with modern machines that took the novelty out of the old handmade method.

I’m tempted to peek through the side of the blinds to discover what the crowd is doing, but instead, I decide to be straightforward with our eager patrons. When I raise the blind behind the glass window, it exposes the scene on the street. Some of the crowd have folding chairs and sit relaxed in a line extending down the sidewalk in front of the cafe.

Unlocking the door, I open it a crack and ease my way out onto the street, letting it close behind me. The crowd looks up from their morning papers as I stand and survey the odd sight of people lined up for saltwater taffy so early on a Sunday morning.

“We won't be open today,” I begin. “We are experiencing some supply issues, and we need to sort that out today. We hope to resume first thing tomorrow morning.”

“We got the memo, Butterworth,” Clyde says from the third seat in line. “We don’t want to miss the free candy you’re giving out.”

“George told me he’d take care of the grocery shopping, so long as I kept a place in the queue,” a kind lady, who I recall from the rush in the store yesterday, says. She sits between Clyde and Angus, the first three people in line.

“I have the deacon running the service today,” Angus, the rector of the local Episcopalian church, says, stroking his beard. “Katherine is looking forward to the next batch of the Rocky Cove Cream. We want to subscribe to bi-weekly orders. Do you offer that?”

“Uh. You want a subscription for taffy?” I ask, trying to keep my tone neutral instead of showing how flabbergasted I feel over the situation. There are ten people seated, and more people continue to line up behind them. I scratch the back of my head, trying to come up with an answer.

“I know you haven’t in the past,” Angus says kindly. “But my wife makes a good point. Neither one of us wants to run out of those tasty treats.”

I scan the line of friendly faces who wait patiently in the brisk morning breeze. More cars park at the curb and pass folding chairs to people standing in line. The line continues to grow as people line up against the side of the building, reserving their spot.

“How much have you eaten?” I ask the line of people. “If you don't mind me asking.”

“Well, let’s see. Katherine and I have enjoyed three after dinner each night,” Angus confesses with a wink, “Not all at once, you know. We spread it out and make it last.”

“Same for George and me.” The lady next to Angus nods as she knits something in her lap. “We tried to do four that first night, but…” She drifts off, smiling, her eyes losing focus for a moment. “Well, we realize we still need to take care of business, so three seems to give us time to recover.”

“I do okay with two a day,” Clyde says with a shrug. “But Myrtle spreads it out and ends up eating five or six each day. You see, she bought this new gizmo online that takes care of her needs.” He lets out a whistle and shakes his head. “Ever since menopause, she… Well, that’s probably too much information for a public space.”

I want to ask them why that many but thinking back over the past week, the three-a-day mark seems consistent with all of my harem. I count down the line of people to take a tally and realize that a bag of twenty taffies would only last one person less than a week.

“Okay, thank you.” I nod to the people in the line, who seem perfectly happy to wait through the day and night to get their fix. “We’ll open at nine tomorrow morning.”

As I’m about to go back inside, I see a police cruiser coming up with its lights on. It slows to a stop outside my storefront, and the two deputies exit and walk around the car.

“What’s going on here, Butterworth?” Jerry asks. He’s one of the deputies in town, and he’s joined by a younger man I haven’t met before.

“It’s a long story,” I say to Jerry. We know each other from civic events I go to as part of being a businessman in a small town. “Do you want to come inside, and I’ll tell you? I can offer you some coffee, but we’re out of candy and baked goods.”

“Yeah, sure,” Jerry says, nodding to me. “Coffee’ll be fine.” He turns to his partner. “Trevor, keep it orderly out here and clear the sidewalk, okay? I’ll keep my walkie on in case things go south.”

Trevor nods and straightens his spine, standing tall like Barney Fife would when Andy Griffith gave him an assignment. “Yes, sir. You can count on me!”


CHAPTER FIVE

ADJUSTMENTS


As I guide Jerry through the storefront, I note the nearly empty shelves and candy bins. The new flavors might be more popular, but yesterday’s added foot traffic resulted in more customers buying the random vintage and modern candies we stock. I push into the kitchen and hold the door open for the deputy.

The girls remain focused on mixing and pulling the first batches of the day, but Candy glances up as I enter. Upon seeing I have company, she lifts her hands and waves at both of us.

“Hey, Jerry.” She grins, nudging a stray lock of hair from her eyes with her forearm. “I’m sticky, so you just get the hand wave. What’s up?”

Her eyes bounce between us as Jerry surveys the busy kitchen, his gaze lingering on the three young women making taffy before glancing at me. “Just checking out the public disturbance forming outside.”

Candy’s eyes widen as she grabs a hand cloth off the table and starts cleaning her hands. “We had no clue people would be lining up,” she explains, walking around the table. She taps Mindy on the shoulder. “Keep on with this batch. I’ll be right back.”

“It’s true, Jerry. We had no idea,” I say, waving toward the door to the hallway. “Let’s go next door, and I’ll make some coffee.”

As the three of us leave the kitchen, we almost run into Eduardo in the back hallway.

“Buenos dias.” When he sees the deputy, his eyes widen before asking, “¿Café?”

“Tres espressos, Eduardo. Gracias,” I say in my awkward Spanish.

He nods and follows us through the hall and into the bakery, then starts working with the espresso machine as we enter the café. I glance around, seeing shadows through the blinds of people leaning against the windows as they wait in the growing line. The bright morning sun shining through the closed slats provides enough illumination, so I don’t turn on the lights and draw attention to us.

I pull out a chair for Jerry, then sit opposite him as Candy moves between the windows and me. Jerry attempts to give a comforting smile, but I can tell he’s a bit out of his element as he lays his palms flat on the table.

“We can’t have them impeding pedestrian traffic, Dom.” He shrugs like he has no choice. “It’s still early, but you know the tourist buses will be arriving soon, even if half the shops are closed for Sunday services.”

Our small coastal town is supported by tourism, but we also have a shrinking population of conservative religious people. The merchants along Main Street adjusted to the tourism economy by opening after church services to cater to the wave of people who visit as they head back north, where they live closer to the Bay.

“You know we’re closed on Sunday mornings,” I remind my guest with an apologetic gesture. “We had to shut down early yesterday. The crowd nearly emptied my shelves, and we were close to maximum capacity for the fire code.”

“There’s that too.” Jerry nods, leaning back. “It’s not safe for them to wait outside.”

“I get it.” I sigh. “It was getting a bit unruly, so I promised a rain check of a free bag of the new flavors to the first hundred customers.” I wave outside before continuing, “They took it upon themselves to start an orderly line for tomorrow morning.”

Candy raises her hand. “We can print out numbered tickets to pass out,” she explains. “I’m pretty sure we have some old raffle rolls up in the supply room. Anyone in line can take one ticket per person, and we’ll honor their candy order on Monday.”

Eduardo arrives with three coffees in takeout cups with lids, then hitches his thumb to tell us he’s going to help the girls in the other store. Jerry leans back and lifts the cup to his lips as he watches us. He’s a friendly guy, but I know he has a job to do. If we don’t figure out a way to disperse the crowd, the next person to swing by will be Bertha Sorenson, the Fire Chief, wearing her reluctant frown of disappointment.

We all sip our coffees as we think, and I nod back to Candy. “That’s a good idea, but what’s to keep more people from starting a new line after we run out of tickets?”

“I’ll call Bertha,” Jerry suggests. “She has the crowd control signs and barriers at the firehouse for the parades. Perhaps along with some flyers reminding customers that they can’t loiter and cause trouble with traffic. Do you think the tourists got wind of your new taffy flavors?”

“I have no idea.” I shrug and glance at Candy for her input.

“We had two buses early yesterday, before the rush hit in full force.” Candy shakes her head. “Rumors are probably spreading among the bus drivers. According to Mindy, both of them took a sample and then immediately bought a bag each.”

“We’re going to need a bigger kitchen.” I sigh, rubbing my face.

“Good problem to have,” Jerry says. “Mary would be upset if I stopped by and didn’t grab her favorite flavor.”

“Rocky Cove Cream?” Candy asks, grinning when he nods. “I’ll grab you a bag. Tell Mary it’s my favorite, too.”

Candy excuses herself as Jerry and I continue to sip our coffee. My mind works through the problem of increasing supply without having to invest in more infrastructure in my limited space. I’ll have to go upstairs and work through my contacts or see if there are any suppliers nearby. I glance up at Jerry, and he’s grinning, looking outside the windows.

“You seem happy,” I offer, taking another sip of my coffee.

“Well,” Jerry says with a blush, “Mary told me that the candy tastes like me, and that’s why she loves it so much.” He chuckles and shakes his head. “I’m not complaining, but she’s starting to wear me out, if you know what I mean.”

“I’ve got something that might help with that,” I say before draining my cup and standing up. “Come on, I’ll give you a mixed bag of white Rocky Cove Cream and pink Tangy Nectar. You may like the taste of the pink ones.”

“I’m happy with a lemon burst, or maybe the sarsaparilla,” Jerry says, following me back out through the hallway. “But I’ll give it a try.”

“Maybe wait to try until after your shift, when you're with Mary,” I advise, taking the bag Candy hands me.

“One of our first half-and-half mixed bags.” Candy smiles. “Enjoy, Deputy, and send Mary my best.” She glances at me as she moves past me and toward the stairs. “I’ll go find those tickets. Eduardo knows what to do to keep the girls on track.”

With a nod to Candy, I escort Jerry back through the front of the store. “We’ll take care of the line and put up signs,” I assure him with a handshake.”

He gives me a little salute and hangs around with Trevor as I explain the new plan to the waiting customers. Trevor goes back to the patrol car and says something garbled on the radio. Before he’s finished, the city's big red firetruck pulls up behind his cruiser with Bertha Sorenson behind the wheel.


CHAPTER SIX

CIVIC CONNECTIONS


I hang by the front of the line as Bertha gets out of the fire truck. Her two male companions climb out and start pulling portable stands out of the back of the huge ladder truck. Trevor joins them as Bertha fixes her disappointed gaze on me. But she breaks into a smile before I can explain.

“New candy’s a hit, Dom?” she says, glancing at the bag in Jerry’s hand. “I almost rolled out yesterday when I heard you had a rush, but you guys handled it before I had to interject myself.”

“Yeah, it’s been crazy.” I shrug, putting on a brave face. Bertha is more bark than bite, and no one wants to disappoint her. She’s married to Charlene, a past Miss Rocky Cove winner, who works in marketing for the county tourism board. The two of them make an interesting couple. “We’re trying to stay ahead of it, but it’s flying off the shelf faster than I can make it.”

“Charlene might be able to help,” Bertha says, scanning the line with her patented frown, making the people shift under her intense gaze. “Her cousin works for a food manufacturer up in Dilroy. I think they can make candies.”

“I’ll give her a call,” I say, grateful for the contact.

“No need, she’s on her way down.” Bertha turns away from the crowd to grin at me. “Would have been down earlier, but we got amorous before coffee.”

I nod and grin. “Rocky Cove Cream?” I ask, and she sucks her teeth, frowns, and shakes her head.

“Too salty,” she complains. “We both like the Tangy Nectar.”

“That’s what I like too,” I agree with a chuckle, making the connection. “I’ll grab you a bag.”

“That’s appreciated, Dom,” Bertha says, nodding to Candy as she slips out and starts handing out the raffle tickets, keeping one half for our records. “Just give it to Charlene. We need to go help out in the industrial district. The mayor is launching her anti-graffiti campaign with a cleanup day. We're going to be the safety observers.”

“I’ll give it to Charlene then.” I nod and shake her hand as the first people start to dissipate from the line after accepting tickets from my partner. “Have a great day.”

I pace down the sidewalk, watching Candy work the crowd with her lovely smile. I can’t help my nonchalant admiration of her backside as she bends and twists. I'm about to enter the store when I notice Charlene striding past the dispersing crowd toward me. She’s a tall, willowy strawberry-blonde and impossible to ignore. I recall that she was the second runner-up for Miss Central California back in the day. She’s older now, a few years younger than me, more Candy's age, but still rocks the beauty queen vibe in a tasteful sundress with a plunging neckline that hugs her curves. She tilts her head, smiling at my tour of her beautiful body.

“You always flatter me, Dom,” she says as I blush, caught off guard. “I hear that you’re no longer a bachelor.” She grins past me as Candy comes up, standing beside me.

I reach for Candy’s hand and smile at her before focusing back on Charlene.

Her eyes shift as she greets Candy with a wave, flicking back and forth between us before cocking her head. “I heard you reconnected with Maggie…” She trails off, her brow pinched with confusion.

I grip Candy’s hand more tightly but nod at Charlene. “Yes, that’s right.”

Her eyes shift from me to Candy, reaching for the door. She holds it open, and I let go of her hand and wave for Charlene to pass between us. “We’ll grab that bag of candy for you and Bert.” I use Charlene’s nickname for her wife, and she grins at me as she steps inside.

“Bert’s going to have to start exercising more,” Charlene says, rubbing her flat belly. “Me too, I just love the new pink candy. What is it called? Tangy Juice?”

“Nectar,” I say as Candy hurries ahead of us into the back and then the kitchen. “Tia, Candy, and I agreed on the name of both flavors.”

“I tried the creamy one too,” Charlene admits, with a blush. “I can see the appeal, but I find it’s a bit salty; the juicy one is perfect. Well, it riles us both up after a piece or two.” She reaches out her hand and pulls me to a stop. “What’s going on with you? Maggie and Candy?”

“And Tia, and the rest of the girls too,” I admit as her mouth falls open in surprise. “We all moved into Maggie’s house on the cliffs.”

“All of you?” Charlene’s face flushes as she gawks at me, then glances at my shoulder as Candy steps up beside me, handing her a white bag of candy.

“That’s all the pinks,” Candy says with a wink. “I figured you and Bert would favor those.”

“Oh, bless you. Yes, that’s perfect. Thank you.” Charlene peeks inside the bag and licks her lips before glancing back at us. “Which one is your favorite?” she asks, glancing between us.

“I like the pink ones too,” I confess with a grin.

“I like them both,” Candy says, entwining her fingers through mine, her eyes twinkling.

“Oh,” Charlene says, looking back and forth at us as the door to the kitchen swings open. Tia and Maggie walk in, pausing when they see our guest.

“Charlene, it’s been a while,” Maggie says, closing the distance and giving her a familiar hug. She pulls back and waves toward the rest of us. “You know Dom and Candy, but have you met Tia?”

Tia glances at me, then back at the stunning wife of the fire chief. “I’ve seen you around. I’m Christina, but everyone calls me Tia. You’re Bertha’s wife?”

“Bert is what I call her.” Charlene nods, then glances around the circle. “You’re all…?”

“Together? Yes,” Maggie says without pause. “It’s still new, but Dom doesn’t want to sneak around, so… surprise!”

Charlene takes a moment before her grin widens. “That’s incredible. Congratulations. Dom is a huge step up from your ex-husband, Maggie. Did I tell you about the time he tried to pick me up at some party ages ago? The man had a malfunctioning gaydar.”

“I’d rather just focus on what’s ahead of us.” Maggie frowns for a second but then smiles at me. “Dom was my first kiss back in high school. My first everything. I’m so glad we reconnected.”

“Amazing.” Charlene pauses and smiles at all of us. “Rumor is you may have a supply problem. I overheard about your huge rush while I was working at the county offices yesterday.”

“The demand for the new flavors is beyond our capacity.” I shrug. “We’re working hard to meet it, but I don’t have enough people or machines.”

“My cousin works in operations at FoodCo in Dilroy. They make all types of treats. I’m sure they have what it takes to mass-produce your taffies. Do you have a place we can discuss over the phone? I’ll be glad to call and introduce you.”

“Let’s go up to my loft. My office is up there. It might be helpful if they need specifics for the recipes,” I offer, and Maggie moves to the door, waving for Charlene to follow.

“We’re going to check on things and help pack more bags,” Candy says, taking Tia’s hand. “I trust you to figure this out.” She glances at Charlene for a moment, then back at me with a nod.

I nod in return, wondering what she means by the gesture, but follow behind Charlene and Maggie as they climb the narrow stairs up to my loft. I try not to stare at their asses, but both of their curves are impossible to ignore.


CHAPTER SEVEN

OPPORTUNITY


Maggie opens the door to my loft at the top of the stairs, stepping inside and holding it for Charlene. I wave them ahead of me into the loft’s open space. “Let’s sit on the sofa. I don’t have any other places to sit except for one chair in my office.”

“This is cozy,” Charlene says, looking around at the small space. She turns and glances toward the kitchen and hallway off to the right, then at the stacks of my boxes from the aborted attempt to increase the living space to the left. “You live here?”

“Lived.” I grin and wave them toward the sofa where Tia, Candy, and I started our circle of lovers. “After my divorce, I just wanted to focus on business. Living above the shops made it easy.”

“Close to downtown,” Charlene observes, glancing at me as she lowers onto the sofa. Maggie sits on the opposite side, leaving a space between them. “Do you enjoy the nightlife?”

“Not really. I’m a devoted introvert.” I duck into my office and grab my binder of taffy recipes before walking toward the pair.

“Says the guy starting a harem,” she teases with a bright smile as her eyes rake up my legs and torso before meeting my eyes. “Just the three of you and… who else? I didn’t connect with who they are.” She glances over at Maggie as I lower into my armchair to the side.

“Three more,” Maggie adds, checking with me before saying more. The cat’s already out of the bag, so I nod for her to continue as I flip through the binder to find the two recipes. Maggie grins at me before continuing, “The three younger girls all work for Dominic, but they keep things professional in the stores.”

“Hey, no judgment from me. I’m sure they’re all adults, right?” Charlene says, eyeing me again as I glance up with the binder open on my lap.

“Mindy is out of school, and Sabby and Cori are, what? Finishing their degrees next year?” Maggie says, glancing at me and chewing her lower lip. “It’s new to all of us, and we’re still figuring things out.”

“I think I’ve seen them around the town, or at least in the bakery. I enjoy stopping by for the daily special. That’s how I tasted the new flavors.” Charlene smiles at me again, her eyes seeming to darken as she checks inside her bag. “We only got the pink ones, but I think I’d like to give the Rocky Cove Cream another go.”

I swallow at her blatant focus on my crotch. “Uhm, we might have some in the kitchen?” I answer abruptly, but I'm wary in light of her relationship with Bertha. “We'll give you another bag of the whites to take home and share with Bert.”

“Oh, they'd be just for me,” Charlene says, reaching in and taking out a pink candy. “Bert just loves the nectar ones, though. Let me call my contact in Dilroy, see if we can find you some help for your supply problem.”

She pops the pink candy in her mouth and offers the bag to Maggie and me, setting it on the table next to the two stacks of Grandpa Bill’s journals. Maggie glances at me as she reaches inside, and I nod, feeling like this might be like playing with fire. I still take one of the pieces she offers me, and we both unwrap and start chewing the tart, juicy candy.

“Kat, it’s Charlene. How have you been?” she asks, grinning at me as she plays with a button on her sundress. The candy melts over my tongue, and heat rises in my core. Maggie rubs her thigh as she chews and then pats the seat between her and Charlene.

“I wanted to introduce you to a friend of mine.” Charlene nods, waving me over and making room. “He runs the candy shop in town and needs a more capable supplier.” I close my binder and set it on the table as I sit between the two beautiful women. “I remember you saying you had some excess capacity at one of the functions last month. This might work out for both of you.”

My arousal is already rising, and feeling Maggie’s affectionate caress along my thigh doesn’t help my control. I glance over at her, and she smiles, leaning in to kiss my cheek, murmuring, “I know Charlene is bisexual. We’re old friends.”

I swallow, losing track of the phone conversation. My erection is visible, bulging in my jeans, as I lean to whisper back. “What about the others? I don’t want to do anything to mess up what we all have.”

“Trust me,” Maggie coos in reply. “Tia, Candy, and I discussed this at our sleepover. We think it’s hot when you have fun on the side. It’s clear you’re devoted to all of us as a core.”

“He happens to be sitting right here. Can I put him on?” Charlene’s hand on my shoulder breaks my concentration, and I focus on her, watching her eyes dip to my evident arousal as her eyes blaze. “His name’s Dominick Butterworth.” She nods for a short beat. “That’s right, Rocky Cove Candy Company. Okay, here he is.” She hands me her cell phone, then drops her hand to my thigh. “Her name is Katrina.”

I take her phone, bringing it to my ear as Maggie stares at Charlene with heat in her eyes. “Uh. Hello Katrina. Please, call me Dom,” I manage to blurt out, then try to listen as the two women beside me regard each other, unspoken communication passes between them, and they lean closer to me.

“I… Uh…” I try to focus on Katrina's voice, but I can’t do anything to slow down where this train is heading. With the flavor of the taffy still on my tongue, I’m not sure I want to. “I need to increase the supply of saltwater taffy in a variety of flavors, including a few custom recipes that have taken off. I can’t keep up with the demand.”

Maggie squeezes my cock while Charlene nuzzles under my ear as I hold the phone on the opposite side. She nibbles at my earlobe, her breath soft against my skin. “Bert and I are open. She knows I need a good hard cock from time to time. She lets me play so long as I tell her all about it.”

“This won’t get me in trouble?” I say, weighing her lustful stare.

“Trouble?” Katrina says on the phone, and I close my eyes to concentrate. “No, not at all, it would help me out. I can crank up the capacity starting tomorrow. I’ll need the recipes. I can start some runs of the standard flavors while we test the new ones on our machines.”

Maggie’s hands have gone to my belt, joined by Charlene’s as she unbuttons my jeans. I swallow, blinking to glimpse at the pair of beauties as they pull my jeans open. I close my eyes but still feel them moving as I try to form a coherent sentence. “Um, that would be incredible. What do I need to do to make this happen quickly?”

Maggie’s fingers pull at my t-shirt, and I lift my arms, taking the phone away from my ear as she pulls my top off. My eyes reopen as Charlene drops to her knees, reaching for my jeans. Her sundress is draped behind her on the sofa, and her bare breasts swell out of her bra. In a daze, I bring the phone back to my ear but lift my hips as Charlene drags my pants off.

“I’ll start the gears in motion. Let’s talk details on Monday morning,” Katrina continues on the phone. “Any friend of Charlene is a friend to me. I’ve got you covered, Dom.”

“This is just what I need.” I stifle a moan as Charlene licks along the bottom of my cock. “Let me give you my number.” I rattle off my phone number, and Katrina repeats it back.

“Awesome,” she says in a cheerful tone. “Sounds like you’re busy. I’ll text you back. Call me anytime.”

The phone goes dead, and I drop it on the sofa, looking down at both women. They’ve pushed the table back and are side by side in front of me, completely naked. My jeans and boxers are in a tangled heap to the side. My cock strains between my thighs as two hands reach and grasp it.

“Fuck,” I manage as Maggie drops down and envelops my crown. “What about Candy?”

My mind is blanking, and I know something important was supposed to happen with my blonde girlfriend. Maggie pops up, steering my cock towards the supple lips of the strawberry-blonde beauty queen.

“Candy is all for this, lover,” Candy says as the door closes and the lock clicks. “I’ll catch up.”


CHAPTER EIGHT

INSATIABLE


I stare at Candy as she strips her clothes off at the door. Her blonde hair shimmers in the morning light streaming through the windows. The noise of the busy street outside fades away as she smirks at me and pulls off her bra.

“Don’t be shocked, Dom,” Candy continues, cupping her breasts and playing with her nipples before she starts working her pants down her round ass. “I’ve played with Bert and Charlene before. I don’t mind Bert watching us; it’s kind of hot.”

I swallow, glancing down at Charlene as she pulls her mouth from my cock, fisting the shaft and stroking. “My god, he has a beautiful cock.”

Maggie shifts to take her turn, and Charlene lowers to lick around my balls and the base of my shaft. I comb my fingers through their hair as they take turns sucking and stroking while I stare at Candy.

“I didn’t expect this,” I try to explain.

Candy smirks, popping an unwrapped pink taffy between her lips and chewing as she settles on her knees, facing me on the sofa. “You should know by now what these taffies do.” Her kiss is deep and needy, as is my moan when our tongues tangle. Dropping my hand between her thighs, I cup and stroke her bare pussy. She’s slick and wet and when I find her clit, she moans against my lips.

“Bed,” I manage to grunt out, needing room to spread out with these wanton women who crave my cock. The three of them break away, looking at me with dark, lustful expressions as they stand and strut naked down the hall. I rise and follow, fisting my rock-hard cock along the way. When I enter my dim nook and pull the curtain back to let in light from the kitchen windows, the morning sun illuminates the trio of lovely ladies lined up on the opposite side of my king-sized mattress.

I crawl up and into the middle, rolling onto my back and reaching for Candy. “I want you to watch them ride me,” I mutter as she takes my hand. “I’m going to focus on eating your sweet pussy until you can’t see straight.”

She grins as she crawls behind my head, turning to face Maggie and Charlene as they climb up along my sides. Gripping behind her tanned thighs, I pull her over me, craning my neck and extending my tongue to lap at her seeping juices. I moan as my mouth fills with her tangy flavor. The others trail kisses along my abs and waist, taking turns stroking my cock.

“You first, Charlene,” Maggie offers. “You’re our guest, after all.”

“My pleasure,” Charlene replies, her husky tone a novel sound as she shifts and straddles my hips. Maggie strokes me as Charlene adjusts, spreading her thighs while leaning forward, pressing her palms into my chest. Her hips rise as Maggie's grip steers my cock toward her pussy. I can’t help but moan when my crown compresses into her tight opening. Her echoed, deep groan only makes my cock throb as she slides down my pole.

“Mmm fuck, lover,” Candy gasps, grinding her hips over my lips and chin. “You’re fucking Miss Rocky Cove. She’s so damn sexy.”

“She loves your man’s cock too.” Charlene sighs as she works her hips up and down, taking me deeper with each stroke. “How does he manage all six of you?”

Candy rocks back enough so I can glance between her thighs and watch Charlene swaying on my cock. Maggie straddles my lower legs behind Charlene, cupping our guest’s full breasts, squeezing and pinching her thick nipples. Maggie spies me over the beauty queen's shoulder, watching me as she kisses along our guest's neck. She bites her lip, dropping one hand to play with her friend's clit as she sways forward and back on my rod.

“He’s a very generous lover,” Maggie brags as she keeps hold of Charlene’s round breasts, squeezing them. I picture Maggie’s breasts compressing against Charlene’s back and make a mental note to buy some cameras for the manor and this loft—assuming everyone’s on board with the idea.

Candy drops and grinds her pussy on my mouth with a huffed moan. “Fuck, Dom. I need to come. They’re so fucking hot to watch.”

I redouble my licking and sucking, moving my hand around behind her ass and between her thighs to slide two fingers inside her. Flexing the tips inside Candy, I focus my lips and tongue on her clit. She leans forward, and the bed shifts as wet, sloppy sounds cue the image of her and Charlene kissing. Their moans grow louder as they make out, both of them writhing and grinding on my cock and tongue.

Flexing my hips to meet Charlene as she rises and drops down my cock, I tighten my core to drive deeper inside as she moans into the kiss. She mutters, “Oh fuck. Fuck. He’s going to make me come.” The sound of her nearing her edge fires my lust, and I rock my hips as she slams back into my railing cock. Her pussy walls flutter, then clench just before she floods my shaft, screaming out in bliss.

I refocus on licking Candy’s clit while fluttering my fingertips inside her, close to where I’m licking. I’m barely aware of Charlene rolling off to the side until the heat of Maggie’s tight pussy envelops my rigid dick. I’m in heaven as I work my hips, resuming the bliss of fucking my harem. Now that I’m eating out and fucking my lovers, I lose my nervous inhibitions and push myself harder.

Candy and Maggie lean towards each other, their keening moans betraying how close they are to the edge. I smack Candy’s ass with my free hand, setting her off and bathing my cheeks with her tangy juices. Maggie grinds her clit desperately against the ridge of my cock, shuddering as she hits her peak.

The pair slumps to the side, emitting gasps of pleasure as they bask in the bliss of their climaxes. Rolling to the side, I come face to face with Charlene. I’m still hard as a rock and when she shifts up on hands and knees, I take the hint and line up behind her. I watch as Candy rolls toward our guest, spreading her legs for Charlene to dip down and lap at her clit. I drive into Charlene with one firm thrust, gripping her ass to hold her still as I start rutting like an animal.

“Oh fuck,” she moans, tossing her head back and looking over her shoulder at me. “Rail me. Jesus, I need it hard. Fuck that dreamy cock into me.”

She keeps her eyes locked on mine until I hit a spot deep inside her that forces her eyes closed. Her head slumps back down against Candy’s pussy, who grips her hair with both hands and grinds herself on the ex-beauty queen’s tongue. I sense Maggie beside me as I keep hammering into her friend. When I turn, she kisses me deeply, her hand slapping my ass in time with my fervent thrusts.

Charlene shudders as her walls tighten around me, her head whipping back as she comes again. When she falls to the side, I crawl past her, notching my cock into Candy and driving home as my lust-filled gaze locks onto her bright-blue eyes. Her eyes glaze over after a few strokes as her cunt flutters in waves, clenching tighter around my shaft.

My cock feels like a stone pillar, and I realize I'm not close to a peak. When Maggie drops to her knees, turning and offering me her round bottom, I close the distance, scooting on my knees over the messy bed. She lays her head on the tangle of covers, reaches back, and pulls her cheeks apart. “My ass, Dom. Fuck my ass.”

I nod, wiping my brow as I crawl closer, rubbing my cock through her slick pussy lips before lining up with her tight, puckered rose. “Tell me if I need to find lube?” I growl, but I’m too far gone to not push into her clenched hole and work my spongy tip into her. There’s a smack on my chest, and I manage to catch the tube that Candy tossed at me from the edge of the bed.

I pull back and squeeze a dollop of gel onto my fingers, then prep Maggie’s tight entrance before slicking the lube down my shaft. I glance down, mesmerized by a pair of long fingers curling into Maggie’s pussy. Both of her hands keep her ass cheeks spread open. Following the angle, I realize Charlene’s arm is twisted under Maggie. The beauty queen keeps finger-fucking her as she watches me line up.

“Fuck her ass, Dom.” Charlene groans as I work my cock into Maggie's tight channel feeling her tight ring strain open as I drive deeper. “Oh, fuck! Is that your cock? Goddamn, this is so fucking hot.”

I groan as Maggie’s channel tightens from Charlene's fingers pressing against my invading cock. I flex deeper inside Maggie’s ass, grip her hips, and start driving my cock deeper. The lube holds up, and I’m soon rutting into her gaped ass, enjoying her moans as I fuck her hard. Reaching forward, I grab a handful of my girlfriend's brown hair, tugging her head and making her arch as she wails in bliss at my hard use.

“Oh, fuck!” Maggie manages before shrieking as she comes, slumping forward and rolling onto her back as her body shakes.

I wrap my hand around my cock, jerking up and down my rod as Candy and Charlene press their flush cheeks against hers. My balls tighten as my cock pulses, jetting the first bolt of cum across Charlene’s cheek and along her nose. Maggie and Candy lean closer as I continue to shoot my cream over their faces in thick, white ropes. The three lovely ladies close their eyes as I coat their cheeks. When I finish, I press my tip between Candy’s lips as she cleans the final drops.

Dropping and rolling to my back, I sprawl out on my old bed, panting as I recover from the intense lust-filled romp. Bliss ripples through my nerves as three warm bodies shift, pressing against me and kissing each other as they lick up the mess I left on their faces. “You three are insatiable sluts,” I mutter, entranced by their sultry cleanup of my gobs of cum.

“What the fuck is going on up here?” I hear Tia’s voice as a shadow falls over our tangled limbs. “Oh…”

She scans the three feminine bodies pressed against me and pauses when she recognizes Charlene. She shakes her head, grinning at me, before she continues. “Bert wants you to call her,” she says to our guest as she sits on the bed, leaning down to kiss me. “I think you’re the insatiable one, babe.”


CHAPTER NINE

REALIGNMENT


As the four of us untangle, Candy rises and walks with Tia to the living room to find her clothes. Maggie pulls Charlene off the bed with her, then pushes her toward the shower to rinse the cum from their hair. I rise and stretch, reflecting on the effects of the libidinous ingredients in the taffy. It continues to amaze me; not only my stamina or the buckets of cum I release, but how energized I feel after the unexpected, torrid tryst. Since all my clothes are scattered around the sofa, I wander back into the sitting area where Candy and Tia are talking. Candy glances at me with a smile as she pulls her top down over her bra.

“I’m not even complaining!” Tia says with a smirk. “I’m not sure why I love that you’re such a fucking stud. It turns me on seeing you perform, more than I can express.”

“Charlene mentioned that she’s open with Bert, so long as she tells her everything,” I say, trying to explain and shaking my head. “It didn’t hurt that she shared her taffies with Maggie and me.”

“Well, that explains it.” Tia nods as she comes and wraps me in a hug. “I’m cool, Papi. We’re open about our relationship, too. I’m not going to fuck around, but it excites me when other women have a taste of you, knowing you belong to us.”

“Yeah, it's the same with me,” Candy agrees, fastening her jeans. “We’re capped out in our inner circle, but it turns me on, taffy or not, seeing you go wild with other ladies. Charlene is sexy as hell.”

“You’re all fucking gorgeous,” Charlene says, stepping into the room with a towel wrapped over her hair. She finds her clothes and starts to dress. Maggie follows behind, her hair hanging damp around her shoulders. “I wouldn’t mind repeating this. Are you going to restart Dolores’s house parties?”

“You know about those?” I ask, pulling up my underwear and tucking away my cock. All of them express a sigh as I start to pull up my jeans, and I roll my eyes at their theatrics. “I had no clue until Maggie told me about Dolores and Bill’s affair while I was off at culinary school.”

“It wasn’t common knowledge,” Charlene answers. “Bert read back through some old records in the fire house, and it was a well-kept, open secret that the Fallstead House hosted orgies back some twenty years ago.”

“Dolores tried to keep them hidden from me when she was alive,” Maggie adds, pulling her top over her damp hair. “But once she passed away and I began looking through her stuff, I put it all together.”

“Did they use the taffies back then?” I ask with a curious tone.

“I think it’s possible that Dolores knew the effects and used them to her advantage.” Maggie shrugs, fastening her jeans. “But they weren’t distributed to the public until you started selling them.”

“From the stories along the line of people waiting for the freebies tomorrow,” Candy says, picking up the thread, “I think it’s safe to say that people understand what’s happening at some level, though possibly subconsciously.”

“I don’t know.” I shake my head. “I feel like we should add a warning label. Or at least list the ingredients. We don’t market it as a supplement or make any allusions to higher sexual performance.”

“The side effects in Dolores’s herbal ingredients, like Ginseng, maca, and the like, are well known. They’re available in products sold in gas stations and online, promising enhanced potency. They’re not mandated to list ingredients,” Candy shrugs. “I’ve even tried the over-the-counter feminine libido enhancers a time or two, but they never had this extreme of an effect on me.”

“Must be the combination of the ratios between ingredients,” Charlene offers, buttoning up her sundress. “I’m not complaining. A couple of those pink ones and Bert will go wild with me for a few hours. It’s enhanced our sexual relationship, for sure.”

“Bert’s not going to be pissed about this?” I ask.

Charlene shakes her head with a grin. She picks up her phone from the couch and taps away at the screen. “Let’s see what she thinks.”

It’s not long before her phone rings, and she grins as she answers. “Hey, baby. Can I put you on speaker?” After a pause, she continues. “Just Dom, Candy, and Maggie. Also, Tia, who runs the bakery…” She trails off, listening, before tapping a button on the phone and tilting it flat as she speaks. “Can you hear me?”

“Yeah, honey.” Bertha’s gruff tone echoes in my living room. “Did you have fun?”

“You know it. Dom’s an awesome fuck, but you don’t like dick. It’s okay for me to play now and then, right?”

“Are you coming home to tell me all about it while I eat you out?” Bert rumbles in a husky growl, and I cringe a little, thinking about how wild it is listening to the fire chief's crude expression.

“Of course, babe.” Charlene winks at me.

“Dom, if you're there, you have carte blanche to fuck my wife whenever she’d like.” Bert pauses. “If your girls are okay with that?”

“Yes,” the three of them chime in before I can speak

I shake my head. “I guess they are.” I scratch at my beard. “Sorry, Bert. I didn’t ask before it happened.”

“Nothing to be sorry for. Charlene knows what she’s doing. I love her and trust her with everything.”

“Bye, babe. I’ll see you at home,” Charlene says, picking up her phone and ending the call. “I need to attend a couple of committee meetings up the road. You’ve given me some wonderful memories to distract me from boredom.”

We take turns hugging the beautiful woman, then she removes the towel from her head, grabs a scrunchie from her purse, and pulls her hair back into a high ponytail. With a wave, she disappears down the stairs.

“She gave me the name of a candy distributor up in Dilroy that says they can help us increase our supply,” I inform Tia now that the frenzy of fucking has tapered off. “I’ll call them on Monday to settle the conditions and pass along our formulas. What’s the status of the batches?”

“We’re making good progress. Since Candy told me about the tickets, we know how many to make. We’re about sixty percent done, and it’s barely noon,” Tia reports. “We should start mixing in the standard flavors with the sex candy after we take a break to eat.”

“Is that what we’re calling it now?” I chuckle, looking at my two business partners.

“It's unofficial, but it fits, right?” Tia smirks. “Now that we know it’s like an aphrodisiac on steroids, we can use it with a bit more wisdom.”

“Speaking of,” I say. “I’m taking Candy to lunch, then I’m getting my head shaved at that barber shop that opened down the street.”

“Sounds good,” Tia and Maggie say in unison. “We’ll keep the girls and Eduardo on track here. But later tonight they’ll want some candy and cream from you, Candy Man.”

The thought of showing my appreciation to my younger staff entices me, and my cock pulses with the image of the three of them sprawled naked on the gigantic mattress at our new home.

“Save some for me, Papi.” Tia grins, leaning to kiss me, and I sink my tongue between her lips, kissing her with passion.

“I always do, Tia.”

Maggie kisses my cheek as she takes Tia’s arm, and they head back downstairs. I smile at Candy. “I want to honor that this is your day,” I say, taking her hand. “Where would you like to eat?”

“Eddie’s diner.” Candy squeezes my hand.

“Sounds wonderful.” It’s walking distance and close to the new barbershop. Somehow, the day is lining up perfectly.


CHAPTER TEN

BRUNCH TOGETHER


After stopping in to thank the younger girls for their hard work and receiving indulgent kisses and hugs in the process, Candy and I leave through the front door. The sun has burned off the remaining marine layer, and the temperature is warm, but a cool ocean breeze keeps our short walk to the diner comfortable. The impromptu interlude with Charlene has us both still flushed from the amorous romp, but we didn’t take time to freshen up. Candy’s golden-blonde locks are pulled back into a ponytail except for two curls bracketing her cheerful face.

We pause outside the store, which still has a crowd control barrier tucked against the building with a large sign that reads: No Loitering. I nod at one of the younger deputies pacing along the opposite side of the road, understanding that they won’t allow another line to form and disrupt the afternoon traffic as the weekend tourists return home.

“Why did you pick Eddie’s?” I ask her, squeezing her fingers that are interlaced between mine.

“Maggie said that’s where you met.” Candy smiles, swinging our hands. “She told us all about it at her sleepover, and I remembered how much I enjoy their Veggie Benedict.”

“I was going to tell you that, but I’m glad you heard straight from her,” I say, smiling at her as we pause for a light to change. “That was another happy coincidence. I didn’t even know she’d moved back into town.”

“She fits you,” Candy says as we step off the curb, crossing Main Street and heading west toward the cliffs. “She fits us, too. I felt how well we meshed that first night with her and Tia. She’s gorgeous, but also down to earth, even if she is from the Rocky Cove elite.”

“I’ll say that growing up with her in high school, she never put on airs that her family founded the Fallstead legacy. Her mother was kind and courteous, and she grew up in a modest, middle-class house, never letting on that her grandmother owned the landmark.” I shrug. “She never brought it up, and I never thought to ask.”

“Twenty years ago was a different time, for sure,” Candy says as we turn right down the next road. The diner’s classic sign is visible only a few blocks down. “I was raised inland in a rural farming community and had no clue about the adult things happening. I discovered how acceptable alternative lifestyles have become since I started working for you here in town.”

“I was lost in my cocoon after my divorce,” I confess. “When Grandpa Bill died and left everything to me, I only wanted to continue his legacy with the candy store. I had no idea he’d had an affair with Maggie’s grandmother.”

“I think even ten years ago, the lifestyle was more secretive and cautious,” Candy says, pausing while I open the door to the diner for her. “These established ocean communities can either be caught up in traditional ethics or shed the customs of a problematic past.”

She pauses, waiting for a waitress to point to a table. With my hand in the small of her back, I guide her down the narrow walkway between the booths along the windows and the stools at the lunch counter. Candy slides into the booth, and I slide in on the opposite side. By her expression, I think we’d both have trouble keeping our hands to ourselves if we sat together.

She passes me a menu, but I know what I want already, so I hold up my hand. She tucks them away as our waitress stands at the head of the table, pulling a pencil from her faded auburn curls.

“What can I get you?” she asks with a practiced smile and professional tone.

“Two coffees,” I start, checking with Candy as I order. “She’ll have the Veggie Benedict, and I’ll take the Joe’s Special.” Candy grins with a nod, and the waitress writes on her pad.

“I’ll bring you some ice water, too.” She nods at us. “Just call for Trudy if you need anything.”

I reach across the table and take Candy’s hands in mine. We share a comfortable silence as I try to pick up the threads of our conversation. She tilts her head as our eyes lock, then bites her lip as I feel her bare foot slide along my calf.

“Apart from Maggie, you’ve had to adapt to the five of us,” Candy says. “The girls grew up in a very different culture from yours. Tia and I discussed how you’ve had to shed some of your prejudices to accept our family. I’m always willing to listen to help you work things out.”

“The morning with Charlene was as shocking as it was amazing,” I start, glancing around the small diner and keeping my voice down. “I remember seeing her on TV during the pageants the year she competed. I never thought I’d have a chance with a beauty queen. Even aside from her marriage to Bertha, which I thought made her a lesbian.”

“Bertha makes her happy,” Candy says. “We’ve been friends for some time. She’s told me that Bert is her beard in some ways. Their public relationship helps her appear off-limits to some degree. She’s also very particular about who she chooses to share her bisexuality with.”

“Have you been with her before?” I ask, rubbing my thumb across the back of her hand. “You just never seem surprised by what’s happening around us.”

“Dom, I never dated men in any serious way. The few I considered trying to find a connection with always disappointed me. Until you,” she says, running her tongue along her bottom lip. “I participated in many polyamorous parties without any strings and met Charlene at one a while back. Like you, I was intimidated by her glamor, but she seemed drawn to me.”

“I don’t need details,” I say, feeling my cheeks warm as I recall the ex-beauty queen’s willing attitude towards the impromptu tryst. “I was just curious. I’m still skittish about playing outside of our circle. It feels like cheating, but you and Maggie didn’t make me uncomfortable. Tia’s teasing surprised me. I can’t help but wonder what the other three will think when they discover what happened. I’m sure Tia has already told them, and I’m glad we have no secrets between the seven of us.”

“Those three adore you, and they love that they have a mature, responsible male who takes care of them and their needs,” Candy says with sincerity. “While we’re open with our sexuality, the dudes their age seem to think they are owed attention from women. The young men and some older individuals have a creepy aura of entitlement. They aren’t caring or willing to take on the responsibilities that you assumed for all of us. We love you and want to show you how much you mean to us. It's more than just in the bedroom—though that’s a perk.”

Talking about my younger lovers never fails to excite me, and I moan as Candy’s toes press into my growing bulge. She grins, retracting her foot as our food arrives. I shake my head, then smile at her as I pick up my fork. The waitress refills our coffee and water, then retreats to the counter.

“Watching and feeling how excited you become thinking about your harem girls is another turn-on for me. You don't hide your appreciation, and you show that same enthusiasm toward me,” Candy admits, slicing through the veggies, poached egg, and muffin covered in Hollandaise sauce.

“Why?” I ask, scooping up a forkful of ground beef, scrambled eggs, and spinach. “It seems that’s true of all of you.”

“Knowing that you’re mine, even as you’re…” She pauses, looking around before continuing, “Driving other women crazy is a turn on. I’m half voyeur and half exhibitionist. Not only do I adore our time together, I also enjoy a front-row seat to watch you. I love it.”

We settle into a comfortable silence, sharing fond glances while we eat our brunch. I’m starting to understand better, and knowing that all of my girls feel the same way keeps my arousal simmering as we finish. I never expected to have a fantastic circle of lovers around me, but I’m excited to continue learning about them as our relationship grows.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

CLEAN SHAVE


After lunch, Candy and I walk hand in hand to the barbershop. Like everything downtown, it’s a short stroll, and the early Sunday afternoon crowd is starting to thin as we approach the new shop. I pull open the door for Candy, allowing her to enter before stepping in behind her. We pause as our eyes adjust to the dim interior. Scents of oak, whiskey, and leather fit the masculine vibe of the establishment.

“Appointment?” the young, Asian receptionist asks as she scrolls through her phone. “We don’t take walk-ins.”

Her eyes lift from the device, and she gives us a bored, professional smile. Then she sweeps her gaze between both of us, taking us in. “Wait, you guys run the Rocky Cove Candy Company down the street, right?”

“That’s correct. I’m Dominic Butterworth, and this is Candace Lane, my partner,” I say, stepping forward as Candy moves behind me. “I wanted my head shaved and some advice on my beard. When is your first available appointment?”

“That’s so cool.” The girl grins and opens the book on the desk in front of her. “I’m friends with Mindy. We met at the college. She says she loves working for you. Give me a second. I think we had a cancellation.”

I glance at Candy, who shrugs at the random connection, then return my attention to the receptionist.

“Oh, sorry.” She blushes, smiling. Her dark eyes rake down my chest before bouncing to meet my eyes. “I’m Tina. Welcome to The Boardroom. Jessica’s next appointment was cancelled so if you don’t mind a short wait, she can see you in a minute.”

“Thank you. This is our first time,” I admit, watching as she writes down my name under a lined-out entry.

“Just take a seat, and I’ll set up your room and be right back.” She waves to a pair of overstuffed leather chairs accompanied by a loveseat. There’s a coffee table with magazines on top between them.

I notice Tina’s eyes flare as she moves from behind the counter. I tilt my head, wondering what that was all about, as Candy hooks her hand through my arm and guides me to the love seat.

“You seem to be getting a reputation,” Candy teases, running her fingers along my thigh.

“Yeah.” I shrug. “I wonder if the taffy ingredients induce some weird pheromones.”

“It’s your confidence,” Candy replies. “I’ve seen your attitude shift as you accept how exceptional you are. That's as much of a turn-on to females as the taffies. We were all attracted to you before the candy. It just made it easier to ease past the walls you’ve built up.”

“I guess.” I focus on her as she takes my hand. “I was so caught up in my head, though. I wanted to ask you out so many times. Would you have said yes to a date with your boss?”

“I was smitten with you, but I doubt I would've gone out if you'd asked. I respect the boundaries needed in the workplace, and I’d have been flattered but turned you down.” She shrugs. “Now that we’re together, I don’t want to be apart. So I’m glad that your walls have come down. You’re not going to change into an asshole for the girls you love.”

“I don’t want to be,” I admit, then, sensing motion, I lift my head to watch Tina walk behind the counter. She bends to grab something, and my eyes are drawn to the curve of her ass and the tight miniskirt she’s wearing. When she rises holding a basket, her eyes flare when she catches me ogling.

“Fuck that’s hot,” Candy whispers. I turn to her with a lopsided smile as Tina approaches.

“Are you going to join him?” she asks Candy from across the coffee table. “It’s fine, I’ll just need to bring in another chair.”

“I’d like to watch,” Candy says, biting her lip. “We don’t quite know what to expect.”

I rise and help Candy to her feet, then follow the trim, dark-haired girl back through a set of swinging doors. Tina is shorter than Mindy, and her hair is tied in a pair of braids. Her white blouse seems like a uniform, but her skin-tight miniskirt hugs her ass and upper thighs. She has on white knee socks and black Mary Janes. Her style mimics Mindy’s, and I try not to think about how her almond-shaped, brown eyes would look when she’s naked on her knees beside my girlfriend. It isn’t easy. I cough, and Candy squeezes my hand.

Candy reaches into her purse as she tugs on my arm, showing me the small bag of taffies. I take a deep breath, then shake my head. I need to do something about my wild, thinning hair, and, as enticing as it feels, I still want to focus on Candy. While my mind enjoys the thought of seducing Tina, I’m still sated from the impromptu orgy in my loft.

The room is cozy with rich, dark walnut cabinets covered by a marble countertop. A small sink is in the middle, with an empty counter to one side and a clutter of barbershop essentials opposite. “Just make yourself comfortable right here.” Tina waves to the old-fashioned, reclining salon stool. “I’ll bring a chair for your friend.”

“Thank you,” I say, stepping past her and sitting on the barber stool.

Candy examines the barber shop items, picking up some bottles and sniffing the spray tips. Her eyes close as she emits a moan. “Mmmm, I like that. We should find some masculine scents for you. This is like whiskey and leather.” She picks up another and exhales another pleasant sound. “Oh, this is like a pine forest. So good.”

Tina returns, pushing a rolling office chair, and puts it in the corner by the empty counter. “If you need anything, just call for me.” She smiles at me and then Candy. Her eyes wander up and down my body again before she leaves, waving over her shoulder.

“Wow, she’s not trying to hide it, is she?” Candy giggles, lowering herself into the chair and sitting with her legs crossed. “You know…” Candy bites her lip and flutters her lashes.

“You’re fucking with me.” I laugh, and she joins in. “It’s your day, babe,” I remind her. “I’m going to focus on you and let the rest of the noise fade away.”

“I thought you liked it when we were noisy,” she says as the door opens and my stylist walks in.

“I don’t mind noisy,” the woman says with a chuckle, then extends her hand. “Jessica.”

“Dominic, but please call me Dom,” I say, captivated by her deep-green eyes. She has scarlet-red hair, cut in a bob with one side shaved close to her skull. She’s wearing a black leather corset that complements tattoos across her shoulders and upper arm. I can’t ignore her skin-tight jeans torn in several places as she walks behind me.

“So what are you looking for?” She turns my chair to face the expansive mirror, and her warm fingers push through my thinning hair as she examines my scalp. When she lifts her eyes, watching me in the reflection, she cocks a brow waiting for my answer.

“I want to shave my head,” I say, touching the light wisps of grey. “I could use some advice on my beard as well.”

Jessica smirks, then rubs her palms along my scalp and down to my cheeks. I enjoy the brush of her fingertips through the scruff along my jaw. “Sure, we can do that, but it will need to be maintained.” She grins at me in the reflection. “Your hair will still grow. If I shave this with a straight blade, you’ll have stubble in a few days, just like your beard here. No bullshit—I think this will be an improvement to your current cut, but a shaved head isn’t zero maintenance.”

“I understand,” I say, looking at her in the mirror. “Will I need to come back for a trim weekly?”

“Most of my customers buy one of those scalp razors,” she answers, still combing through my hair. The way she massages my scalp is pleasant, and I relax into the chair. “I see them about quarterly for a fresh, straight blade. Sometimes I use just an electric razor for my cost-conscious customers.”

I glance at Candy, who’s watching this play out. The weird glances I got from Tina are absent from Jessica’s professional demeanor, and that eases the tension.

“The straight blade is like the old barbers?” I ask, and she nods.

“Yep, I’ll use the leather strap to hone the edge and everything.” She waves to a four-inch band hanging on the edge of the counter. “I’ll trim your scruff a bit, but you need to keep growing it out. Come back in a couple of weeks, and we can review different styles with you. A shaved head and beard will jazz up the Zaddy vibe you’re rocking.”

“Until a few days ago, I’d never heard that word,” I say, glancing at Candy.

She smirks and winks at Jessica in the reflection. “I told you, we all like your Zaddy vibe, babe.”

“All?” Jessica asks.

“He lives with five other girls and me in the old Fallstead house on the cliffs. Three of them are younger, still in college.” My face flushes at Jessica's intense gaze in the reflection.

“That’s pretty cool.” She glances at me again, then her eyes shift to Candy behind me in the mirror. “So you guys run the candy shop, if I’m to believe the rumors?”

“That’s right.” I nod, not trying to hide anything anymore.

“I need to stop by. There is a lot of buzz about your business around town.” Jessica swings a barber cape over my shoulders, then turns and opens a drawer, pulling out a straight razor, a shaving brush, and a bar of soap.

“Please do. We’ll pack you a free assortment of the new flavors,” Candy says with a grin.

“I’d like that. You guys seem chill.”

The banter drops as Jessica concentrates on her task, and I relax again, letting my stress drift off as Jessica uses an electric trimmer to cut my thinning hair down to just stubble. By the time she starts lathering my scalp, she and Candy are talking like old friends, and she begins scraping the old-school razor, leaving behind smooth skin.

When she finishes, the appearance of my bald pate isn’t as shocking as the first swipe with the sharp blade. Jessica wastes no time in trimming my beard into a more precise shape and instructs me to use a good electric trimmer to keep it at a nice length, also recommending a few brands of skull shavers. I tip her well and take one of her business cards since I enjoyed the old-school barber treatment.

We wave at Tina at the front desk, and she waves back with a friendly smile. I make a mental note to ask Mindy if she knows her. Candy hooks her arm through mine as we walk at a leisurely pace back to the familiar buildings of downtown, toward the Rocky Cove Candy Company.


CHAPTER TWELVE

SUNSET


Holding hands, we stroll casually down Main Street back to the candy store and the rest of our family.

“How about we try out the pool and hot tub this evening?” Candy says. “Maggie was going to fix dinner. She said something about burgers with all the fixings on the deck.

“Sounds like fun,” I say, feeling my pulse stay steady as we approach my two shops. “I’d like to keep it low-key tonight. I want to talk to all of you and make sure I know the rules.”

“Rules?” Candy's eyebrows rise with confusion.

“Or guidelines, maybe?” I continue. “As much as I enjoyed playing with Charlene, Maggie, and you, I want to ensure the rest of them are on board.”

“What is a guideline that would ease your conscience?” Candy asks. “We don’t want to push you into situations you may regret.”

“If I’m with someone outside of our circle, one of you should always be with me.” I drop my hand to take hers as we step onto the sidewalk, turning to walk down the back alley. “Hookups alone and separate from you guys aren’t appealing to me.”

“I want you to know my boundary,” Candy says with a sober expression. “I’ve said it before, but you’re it for me as far as men go. But I also enjoy women. I'd want you with me if I find anyone outside our circle irresistible.”

“Completely reasonable.” I hold the back door open for her, and she waits for me to close and lock it, then retakes my hand as we walk toward the kitchen.

Eduardo and Tia are packing up pink and white taffy on the back counter, while Cori, Sabby, Mindy, and Maggie are rolling and cutting two batches on the cooling tables. They smile at us and keep working as we roll up our sleeves to help.

“This is it for today,” Tia says, wiping her brow. She nods at our wheeled racks full of branded bags of candies. “The first hundred are numbered on the top shelf, then we have baskets for the bins to replenish up front. Double batches of the new flavors, and smaller batches of our five bestsellers.”

“Amazing work,” I say, grabbing wrappers to wrap some taffies at Mindy and Maggie’s table while Candy helps Cori and Sabby. “I was telling Candy we should keep it low-key tonight.”

“Absolutely,” Maggie agrees. “I have burger patties in the fridge, a fresh watermelon to chop up, and we can have potato salad and baked beans as well.”

“We all agreed on the menu,” Tia adds, grinning up at me. “We want to break in the pool and hot tub, relax, and go to bed early.”

“That sounds amazing, no cap,” Cori says. “It'll be nice to chill with everyone. You take such good care of us, Dom.”

“I’m calling a friend in Dilroy tomorrow who promises to set up a line for our taffy flavors,” I inform the group, grateful to see their tired smiles. “This has been a hard couple of days, but you’ve all come through the pressure with ease. I’m going to fix this as best I can, even if we need to hire more help.”

“We believe in you,” Mindy says with her cute grin. “Love your shaved head. Did you visit that new place? The Boardroom? My friend, Tina, from college works there.”

“We met her,” I reply. “The stylist, Jessica, was awesome. I made an appointment in two weeks for a beard styling.”

“How you manage to become hotter with each passing day is impressive, Papi,” Tia smirks, giving me one of her teasing glances. “Please tell me low-key doesn’t mean keeping our hands to ourselves.”

“Like I would ever want to stop you,” I smile.

The banter in the small room quiets as we concentrate on finishing. Maggie leaves to return to our manor, taking Sabby with her to grill the hamburgers and rustle up dinner. We finish wrapping the last of the taffy while Mindy and Candy start moving the racks to the storefront to refill the empty bins and restock the shelves. I stay behind, cleaning the cooling tables and wrapping stations for the next day. Cori, Eduardo, and Tia retreat to the bakery to prepare for their new week, which starts tomorrow morning.

It’s been a crazy week, but I’m proud of my team rallying to meet the challenges we faced both professionally and relationally. That we’ll all be together, enjoying Maggie’s deck and pool, is a fantastic reward after the chaos of the last few days. We say goodbye to Eduardo, then lock up the stores and the back alley. We walk back to the house as a group, Candy and Tia beside me while Mindy and Cori chat, walking ahead of us.

The sun sinks closer to the vast horizon of the Pacific Ocean as we climb the steps to the front porch. The girls all head upstairs to change, and Candy promises to bring my swimsuit back with her. I go out the side door to get to the pool and find Maggie and Sabby setting out dinner on a wooden picnic table.

The coastal breeze is cool as the heat of the day starts to fade. I assist with the final preparations, then enjoy a moment of peace as everyone starts filling their plates. Bikinis and gym shorts are the uniform of the night for my girls. To fit in with them, I excuse myself to go inside and change into my swim trunks but keep my shirt on. I return to settle into my place across from Maggie and beside Candy at the picnic table.

As the seven of us eat, I bring up my idea for guidelines to apply to myself and any other women. The three had heard from Tia of my shenanigans with Charlene and Maggie, and, to my surprise, no one was put off by the impromptu soiree.

“I just want to be clear,” I explain as they watch me with interest. “I’m committed to this family we’ve formed, and I’m not looking to keep adding to my… what do you call it?”

“Body count?” Sabby laughs. “That’s not a worry for us.” I glance around the table as the others nod in agreement. “We love that you’re a hot guy who attracts female attention. It makes us feel special to be a part of your life. I agree, though, it’s best if one of us were with you while you entertain.”

“She means fuck another hottie.” Tia busts up laughing, and all of us join in.

“I appreciate that,” I say as the laughter dies down. “I don’t take what we have for granted. If any of you have issues with me, or anyone in our circle, we should have a serious discussion so we don’t end up with any misunderstandings or regrets.”

“I have a question,” Mindy says, raising a hand. “What if we want to play with another girl and you? We are all devoted to you as our only male partner. But we all enjoy other females.”

I glance around at the others, and the idea doesn’t elicit any weird expressions or disappointed faces. “I think we take it one step at a time.”

“So,” Mindy says, blushing. “If I invited Tina, my friend at the barbershop, over to swim sometime… You’d be open to playing with us both?”

I bite my lip as the image of Tina’s ass bent over the reception counter at The Boardroom flashes in my mind. Glancing at Candy and seeing her knowing smile, I give a slight nod. “No promises, but we can see how that goes.”

Candy stands up and starts collecting the paper plates as Maggie and Mindy start gathering the serving dishes and leftovers. I stand and try to help, but Tia grabs my hand.

“Let’s cool off, Papi.” She smiles. “I want a turn with you before you chill with the youngers upstairs.”

“Difficult to refuse,” I say, then moan as she cups my cock, already hardening with thoughts of Mindy and Tina together.

“I love how you get hard for us so easily.”

After stripping to just our bathing suits, we splash into the pool and then swim to the far edge, overlooking the cliffs. The water isn’t deep here, so I rest my elbows on the ledge and watch as the sun sets to the west. Tia presses against my side, and I raise my arm so she can slip in front of me to stare into the multicolored clouds of near dusk. She pushes her ass back into my swim trunks, shifting side to side until my shaft eases between her cheeks.

She glances over her shoulder at me as I lower and capture her mouth, our tongues swirling together as her hands reach back and stroke my thighs. I cup her bikini top, feeling her hard points through the thin material. I glance around, knowing that everyone else is behind us, and pull the stretchy fabric to the sides of her breasts, scoop up the heavy orbs, and pinch her nipples with my fingers and thumbs.

She moans into my lips as her hands grip the waist of my trunks and push them down until my cock springs free. “Right here,” Tia moans, breaking our prolonged kiss. “I want you to fuck me right here, looking out at the endless horizon.”

“You’re reading my mind,” I say, tugging the strings at the waist of her bikini.

We take it slow, as the water of the pool thins her slick juices, but the initial friction evaporates as I sink deeper inside her. With my hands full of her warm breasts, we continue kissing as we make love at a relaxed pace. When she grows breathless, whining Spanish oaths, I step back and grip her hips. My firm thrusts push her close to her peak as mine swells in my core. When she cries out as her pussy clenches my throbbing cock, I release my load into her with a muffled roar. Our mouths meet again with passion as our bodies slow in the lessening waves of the pool.

When we break apart, staring into each other’s eyes, we glance back toward the horizon. The sun has set, but the gloaming still illuminates Tia’s gorgeous face. We share a smile as I hold her body tightly against mine, then turn away from the sunset to face the rest of our family, who are playing in the water on the steps or in the jacuzzi.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

EPILOGUE: CANDY MAN'S LEGACY


When I contact Katrina on Monday, she asks if I could drive up to Dilroy. She wants to give us a tour of her facility along with the opportunity to discuss our taffy recipes with her food scientists who manage the processing. After ensuring that everything is going smoothly, Maggie and I slide into my car and start the hour-long commute to Dilroy.

The early rush was busy; but with the raffle tickets and pre-made bags of taffy, it went off without a hitch. Mindy and Candy enjoyed taking care of the familiar faces of our regular customers. We had a break from the usual crowd of tourists, thanks to an overcast and rainy morning. After checking on Tia and the cafe before we left, I was pleased that everything seemed to be back to normal.

Maggie naps, leaning against the window as I drive toward the south bay and the growing sprawl of buildings, warehouses, and traffic. The coastal road winds through the foothills before expanding to more lanes as we approach the industrious town of Dilroy. I shake Maggie awake when we are close to our turn off, and she stretches as she picks up her phone to help me with the unfamiliar route.

FoodCo owns several processing plants along the coast and provides services to the harvesters of the rich farmlands just inland from the ragged cliffs bordering the twisting highway. The warehouse in Dilroy is newer and focuses more on snack foods and confections rather than agricultural products. I’ve followed the enterprise for years, but I never thought I’d see the demand to mass-produce my taffy. However, the new flavors seem to show promise for expansion, and FoodCo would be a good partner for Rocky Cove Candy Company to grow from a small-town niche to a broader market.

When Katrina meets us in the compact lobby of the building, I recognize that her reddish-blonde hair matches Charlene’s, and her figure also evokes memories of the dynamic beauty queen. Like her cousin, Katrina is all smiles and handles our questions with easy confidence. Hearing her voice brings to mind the encounter of the day before, so I’m guarded when I offer her a sample of the new flavors.

She was a little surprised when I disclosed that some of the ingredients are used in over-the-counter herbal libido supplements. It's just the three of us in a small conference room, and her skeptical look evaporates as she savors the intense flavors she chews.

“I can’t quite place the flavor,” Katrina says, her eyes darkening and her breath quickening. I can’t help noticing her nipples stiffening, beginning to tent her polo shirt.

“Which one?” Maggie asks as she takes one of the white taffies from the bag we brought. “This one is nice and creamy.”

“Yeah, but it’s salty and sweet, like a salted caramel?” Katrina notes, helping herself to another piece, concentrating on the creaminess of the melting taffy as she continues chewing. Then her hips shift in her chair, and her stiff nipples become more prominent as her cheeks flush with arousal.

When in Rome.

I glance at Maggie, who stares back at me, biting her lip with a knowing nod. I take a pink candy from the pile scattered on the table as I stand, walking over and locking the door. As I pull down the slatted shade, Katrina glances at me, her eyes dropping to the tent rising in my slacks. Her eyes widen as she puts together the tantalizing flavor and the way the taffy ingredients are raising her arousal.

“We’ll need to be quiet,” she declares, unbuttoning the neck of her polo shirt while looking at Maggie and me.

“Are you with someone?” I ask to ensure no complications.

“I’m single,” she answers, glancing at the two of us. “You two?”

“Part of his harem,” Maggie replies with an inviting grin. “We encourage him to play with willing third parties. Are you interested?”

“That’s wild,” Katrina says, her eyes scanning my body as she pulls her top off and unsnaps her bra. “This candy is incredible, and I’m ready to end a long dry streak. No strings?”

“No strings,” I assure her as I unbuckle my belt and push down my slacks.

Maggie strips off her sundress and moves, only wearing her bra, to help Katrina remove her skirt. By the time I’m finished undressing, the pair is naked on their knees, kissing. I step closer, stroking my cock without hesitancy. Accepting my strengths has increased my confidence and initiative. They take turns, trying to prove who can take me the deepest. Maggie does, of course, but Katrina's eager effort only makes the dual blowjob more enjoyable.

When I can't bear it anymore, I pull her to her feet and sit her on the conference room table. I drop between her thighs as she reclines on her back. Maggie crawls over her body, and our new friend tastes her tangy nectar. Maggie sways forward and starts nibbling on Katrina's patch of hair above her glistening pussy as I rise, stroking my cock. Grabbing the young woman's hips, I drag her ass to the edge and lift her heels to my shoulders. Maggie moves with me, rocking and grinding into Katrina's face as I fit my broad head against her tight opening. As I push inside, Maggie's fingers rub small circles over her clit.

The effects of the taffy don’t fail, and we spend the rest of our time changing positions to screw the remnants of the potent aphrodisiac out of our systems. Watching both of them enjoy multiple orgasms before releasing my load into their hungry mouths is a highlight of my day. After putting ourselves back together, we agree that I should visit quarterly to discuss the growth opportunities for my enterprise. Katrina is eager to introduce me to the team of food scientists, and I assure her that I’ll invite each of my harem to meet her in turn.

THE CANDY MAN’S LEGACY

Rocky Cove Candy Company thrived under the growing demand for our particular confection, and Perky Cups Tarts & Treats grew alongside it. I couldn’t bear the thought of selling Grandpa Bill’s store, but we continued to grow steadily for the next ten years. I opened more shops along the coastal highway, all the way to South Bay. FoodCo was a great business partner, and Tia impressed their food science team enough to start mass producing some of her baked goods for distribution in convenience stores and gas stations. I won’t deny that our new flavors wound up in the cinnamon rolls and scones, which were popular along the California coast.

My loft was remodeled and transformed into the corporate headquarters of my enterprise. My administrative staff handled the logistics and operations guided by me and my devoted circle of lovers. Candy and Tia passed along the management of the stores to Mindy and Cori, while Sabby and Maggie left the business to manage my household at Fallstead House. Sabby bore my first child, followed by Candy, then Tia. Mindy and Cori's children came later. Maggie loved to dote on our growing brood, despite not having any of her own; she was still a mother.

Behind the scenes, the lore of the Candy Man’s Harem continued to stir up rumors over the years. I lost track of all of my random interludes with willing women, but I’ve kept my six companions close to me. There are pockets of regular girlfriends who’ve cropped up around my businesses. It was probably the worst-kept secret of the Central Coast, but I never had a scandalous exposé in the coastal papers.

The Fallstead Manor’s invitation-only Halloween, Christmas, and New Year’s parties were frequented by many within the less secretive, kinky, sex-positive organizations. We reserved our loft for just the inner circle with a few exceptions. Charlene and Katrina were always welcome. Sometimes with Bertha, if she wanted to watch. Tina and my stylist, Jessica, became a couple and enjoyed being part of my wider circle of intimate partners.

That’s the story of the Candy Man’s Harem, and how we started as a small business and grew into a close-knit, polyamorous family, prolonging Rocky Cove Candy Company’s legacy along the sleepy coastal roads of Central California.


THANK YOU FOR READING
THE CANDY MAN’S HAREM


If you loved reading this book, we’d be delighted if you’d leave a quick review—more reviews encourage us to write more books!

Review on Amazon – The Candy Man’s Harem!


FREE PREVIEW BOOK - DO YOU LIKE WHAT YOU SEE?
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“I’d like Gina to have blue hair. She can pick hue and the style,” I continued, “Rhi black hair, but keep the style. Rhi has light blue eyes, and Gina has deep green eyes.”

A few blinks and changes were incorporated. Gina’s blue bobbed hairstyle reminded me of the tropical ocean. Rhi’s cropped black pixie cut was a dramatic difference from her natural blonde hue,

“Do you like what you see?” Rhi smiled, shifting her pose.

Grab “Do You Like What You See?” for free and sign up for Mack’s newsletter.


SUBSCRIBE AND FOLLOW JACKL PUBLISHING
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Are you a fan of these guys? Complete these steps.

	Follow JACKL Publishing’s Facebook Page 

	Join The Straight JACKL Facebook Group 

	Subscribe to The Straight JACKL newsletter 




Find all JACKL heat at jacklpublishing.com
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ABOUT MACK LANDRY
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Mack Landry crafts scorching, male-led harems where polyamory meets slice-of-life bliss and every story ends in heart-pounding happily ever afters. A former tech instructor turned romance rebel, he fuels your fantasies with ethical heat.

Explore all his titles at books.macklandry.com.

Follow on Amazon or Goodreads.
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MACK LANDRY COLLECTION
DIVE INTO MORE POLY HEAT, HAREMS, AND HARD-WON LOVE BELOW


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

https://books.macklandry.com/mack-landry-collection
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HOME OFFICE HAREM
AGE GAP HAREM FANTASY ROMANCE


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

Home Office Harem

https://books.macklandry.com/home-office-harem
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CHEF’S KISS BARBECUE
AGE GAP HAREM FANTASY ROMANCE


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

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

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

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

Chef’s Kiss Barbecue

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


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


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

The Candy Man’s Harem

books.macklandry.com/rocky-cove-candy


BELINDA AND THE BEAST


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

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

Uh uh, no way.

“Truth.”

Continue reading Belinda and the Beast

books.macklandry.com/belinda


BASICS: NEURAL CONTROL NODE
NEURAL CONTROL NODE


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

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

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

Basics: Neural Control Node

http://books.macklandry.com/basics


CASCADE MOUNTAIN HAREM
SECOND CHANCE HAREM ROMANCE


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

Cascade Mountain Harem

books.macklandry.com/cascade-harem


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

Mack Landry’s Author Page
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Hank Dolworth pens scorching hotwife and freeuse tales brimming with sizzling sex, mind-melting orgasms, and feel-good romance.

Hank Dolworth’s Author Page
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Drake Storm crafts spicy romances packed with slow-burn tension, on-page heat, delicious angst, swoony grand gestures, and guaranteed HEAs

.Drake Storm’s Author Page
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