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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 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 1
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 2
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 3
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 4
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 5
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 6
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 7
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 8
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 9
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 10
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 11
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.


THANK YOU FOR READING
ROCKY COVE CREAM



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 – Rocky Cove Cream!

Ready for more?

Keep turning pages to read the first chapter of Tangy Nectar

[image: ]


SNEAK PEEK - TANGY NECTAR

Chapter 1 - 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.
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MACK LANDRY COLLECTION
DIVE INTO MORE POLY HEAT, HAREMS, AND HARD-WON LOVE BELOW


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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



Dominic Butterworth inherited the Rocky Cove Candy Company after his grandfather's death. Dom has focused on preserving his grandfather's legacy and has started trying his secret recipes. Things shift when his co-workers start looking at him differently. Can love be mixed in without destroying what he's built?
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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.”
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Josh is bored with working from home and buys a gadget online, expecting a fun toy. When the gamer girl neighbor next door grabs it, everything changes instantly.

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

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