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ABOUT SWEET TEMPTATIONS


Sweet Temptations crown the saga—legacy flavors, eternal vows, and endless harem harmony.

In their cliffside haven, the full harem—Maggie, Candy, Tia, Mindy, Sabby, and Cori—unveils perfected taffy lines, skyrocketing Rocky Cove Candy to fame. Sunrise rituals, candlelit fusions, and seaside ceremonies celebrate unbreakable commitments amid business triumphs.

From early-morning passions to triumphant expansions, Dominic's devoted circle savors every temptation, blending sweet confections with sweeter devotions. Grandpa's legacy endures through their joyful union—no regrets, only amplified affections and a prosperous future. The finale wraps with emotional peaks, festive intimacies, and uplifting closure for harem hearts.


To the problem solvers who continue to do the math and find success and acceptance as they provide for their loved ones.


I love candy!

RACHEL BILSON


SWEET TEMPTATIONS


CHAPTER ONE

A NEW MORNING


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s that?” I ask.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER TWO

UNUSUAL BUSINESS


As we all come down from the high of our impromptu orgy, my mind returns to the responsibilities we have back at the store. We have a requirement to fulfill backorders for the two tangy flavors because the demand for the new candies has created a rush that we couldn’t meet with our regular stock. We should also replenish our typical varieties, as the influx of customers has depleted our supply. I glance at Candy and lift a brow, and she nods at me, twisting onto her knees. Tia notices, and we exchange knowing glances. With subtle gestures, they take charge.

“Shower and change into your uniforms, chicas,” Tia instructs the younger girls as she pushes up to stand.

“We need to start the next batch as soon as we can,” Candy adds, rising beside her. She scans back to Maggie and me. “We’ll have to cycle through for all seven of us, so be quick.”

The three nubile women nod and stop by their armoires to grab fresh uniform tops and bottoms, while I help Maggie to her feet. Tia and Candy step close, and the four of us exchange smiles.

“Coffee,” I say, and we all laugh. “That was a wonderful way to wake up, but I've gotta focus, and for that, I need caffeine.”

“Trent said he’d be by this morning to check out at the turret,” Maggie reminds me. “The sooner it's transformed into a shared shower and dressing room, the better.”

“Right.” I nod and glance at Candy. “Did you place a new order for supplies?”

It’s only a little bit odd that we’re talking business while still naked. I notice drips and drabs of my cum sparkling on their skin, and my cock swells. My excitement from watching the three buxom beauties draws Candy's attention, who winks as she answers my question.

“It should be at the store per usual.” She checks her watch. “In about half an hour. I’ll go clean up with the girls so we can start. Meet you guys there after?”

“That’s a good plan,” Tia adds, crossing her arms over her breasts, hiding her still-hard nipples. “I want to hang back and speak to Trent to give him some ideas for the bathroom modifications.”

“I’ll go with Candy so I can help with the taffy batches,” I say, looking at the other two. “You two seem to have the best design sense. We have the budget for a full remodel, but I trust your instincts, and Maggie knows this house’s bones better than anyone.”

Maggie and Tia break away, continuing to talk as they wander toward the turret, pointing out various parts of the octagonal space as they discuss it. I follow Candy to her armoire, which is next to mine, and we collect clothes from our overnight bags. She pauses, then turns to me, holding out her arms. I wrap her in a secure hug, and she rests her head on my shoulder. Rubbing her back, I kiss the top of her head.

“Everything okay?” I ask as she lingers with her cheek pressed to my chest.

“I’m just a little dizzy.” Her voice is soft as I nod against her head. She leans back as I look down, and our eyes meet. “We need more time to adjust after an intense morning. You know?”

“I agree. I don’t want things to be awkward, but I see that a quick shift to the business of the day is weird.”

“We’ll figure it out.” Candy smiles and rises on her tiptoes to kiss me.

As she turns, I follow her down the stairs. When we hit the second floor, we hear the cheerful voices of our younger lovers on one side of the two bathrooms, so we move to the opposite bathroom, hanging our change of clothes on the towel hooks. Candy checks the mirror, combing her fingers through her hair as I go to the stall and open the taps. The temperature is perfect, so I step in and begin rinsing.

“Maggie’s upgrades to this old house are so well thought out,” I say to Candy as she joins me, twisting her back to the spray and soaking her blonde locks. “Tankless heaters are much more efficient, and she added one for each floor.”

“That is good, the pressure is better than in my apartment.”

We go silent as we attend to the ritual of a morning shower. We both enjoyed the wake-up tryst, and while the natural arousal we share is present, we stay on task. I finish and reach outside the stall for a towel.

“Will you get me two, Dom?” Candy asks, shaking her head after turning off the faucet.

“Sure,” I say, pausing to enjoy the image of her breasts swaying to a stop. I blink at her sly smile, shrugging as I recall her words. “Right. Two towels.”

“I like your constant awareness of me,” she says as I turn back, handing her a pair. “It’s good to know you’re attracted to me.”

“Why wouldn’t I be?” I say, using the third to dry my head before dropping the towel behind my back. As I shift my hips, my tumescent cock bounces, drawing her eye. “You’re beautiful. I’ve always found you attractive. I love your hair and your eyes. And also your boobs.” I wink as I finish talking.

“But you have so many options,” Candy murmurs. “And I’m not getting any younger.” She turns her back on me, scrubbing her head with a towel. The other is wrapped around her torso, hiding her cute bottom. I move closer, securing mine at my waist.

“Hey,” I say with care, resting a hand on her shoulder. “You’re incredible. I don’t compare you with the others. Each of you is unique.”

She sighs and lets go of the towel as she steps toward me. It slips over her shoulders as I pull her into my arms. She rests her cheek against me, like she’s listening to my heartbeat.

“I know,” Candy says, turning to kiss my chest before looking up at me. I lock into her bright-blue eyes and wipe a tear away with my thumb. “I’m the one who wanted this—to share you. With Tia, with all of them. But then I feel like I’m getting lost in the shuffle. It sounds ridiculous, I know. But I’m trying to cope with it.”

“I get it. I’m still amazed that all of you want me. I’m just a balding proprietor of a candy company and bakery café.”

“With an incredible cock.” Candy smirks, dropping her hand to the bulge under my towel. I grin into her sparkling eyes, glad that her attitude is back to normal. “How about having lunch together? Let’s round up the girls and start on the batches, then you and I can find a place to eat. I’ve been thinking about going to that barbershop, too.” I stroke my fingers along my jaw, feeling the four days of stubble that darken my cheeks.

She grins and traces her fingertips over my slight beard. “I like it—this scruff, keep growing it out. And lunch sounds wonderful, I’m curious about that men’s salon too.” She nods. “It’s a date.”

“Good,” I say, leaning to share a kiss. “Yesterday was crazy, and what time we had was not alone with just each other. Today I want to focus on you more.”

“That makes it seem like I’m hoarding you,” Candy admits as she walks out to the bathroom, brushing her hair with her fingers.

“It’s okay to demand your own time with me. I’m not taking notes or keeping score. I remember you mentioned wanting to come and watch my head shaving, and I want you to be there.”

“What about the others?” Candy says, glancing at me in the mirror as she drops the towel and starts putting on her bra.

“What about them?” I ask. “I spent the last night in my loft with the younger girls. Yesterday morning, I was with Tia and Maggie, then things got crazy at the shop. After that, we went furniture shopping. You kept everything on track at the store and here. Today is your day.”

Candy fixes her straps and turns to smile up at me. “Thanks, Dom,” she says with affection, then pulls on her uniform top. “It’s good that you're aware of our efforts. I think I wouldn’t be able to do that if I were in the middle of this.”

“I don’t deserve you—any of you. I want to show you how special you are to me. I’m going to make mistakes, so please don’t hesitate to let me know if I miss something you need. Okay?”

“I will, Dom.” Candy smiles, her eyes back to their usual brightness.

We finish dressing as Tia and Maggie come in, and we share kisses and embraces in the small bathroom. The voices from the other girls grow louder as they pass us and head downstairs. Mindy peeks her head in, grinning at the four of us.

“I’m going to figure out the coffee machine. Cori and Sabby are leaving to grab some donuts for breakfast.” Her smile and slight nod are infectious. “Take your time, and thank you for doing everything to bring us together!”

She flashes out of the doorway, and the door closes. Maggie and Tia hang up their clothes and then enter the shower. Candy goes to find a hairbrush and a scrunchie, while I pull on my faded Star Wars t-shirt before going downstairs to retrieve my shoes from last night.


CHAPTER THREE

COFFEE ANYONE?


My shoes are lined up with everyone else’s in the entry. One of the girls must have arranged them, and I smile because they always seem to work as a team. I pick up my pair and carry them into the kitchen, where I see Mindy in front of the mini espresso machine, examining it. She turns and smiles at me, shrugging her shoulders.

“I’ve never seen one like this,” Mindy says, leaning with her hands on the counter’s edge as she bends at the waist, pushing her cute ass back as she lowers her eye level to the machine's controls. She grins when she notices my attention and wags her hips. I just fucked her before everyone showered, but her allure still stiffens my cock. Seeing my response, she lightens her coy voice and asks, “Can you show me how the machine works?”

“I think there are pods,” I say, dropping my shoes on the floor and stepping behind her. She doesn’t move except to tilt her head up, looking at me as I lean over her shoulder. She bites her lip and presses her ass into my bulge. I reach past her body and pull out the drawer full of the espresso pods. She examines the collection and nods but doesn’t stop grinding in tight circles along my thickening shaft. Her eagerness flusters me, but I manage to talk in a normal tone. “You just need to open it up, then slide it in.”

“Mmmm, I like when you slide it in,” she says before twisting and dropping to her knees. There's no time for me to object. She’s already undone my jeans and pushed them down, releasing my cock. Her sly grin as I arch a brow at her makes my crown pulse with anticipation. “Would you like me to work on getting your cream?”

She laps along the sides of my shaft as I pull one of the pods out of the drawer. “You’re feisty this morning,” I moan as she pushes her lips over my tip, swirling her talented tongue around the spongy head.

“I’m your cumdump slut, remember?” Mindy pulls off but continues stroking. “You fucked my pussy, but I missed getting a full shot of your cum. This is okay, isn’t it?”

I struggle to focus on opening the machine and fitting one of the pods into the top. Mindy’s enthusiasm for sucking my cock dissolves any of my objections as I manage to start the espresso cycle before gripping the counter’s edge. “You’re insatiable,” I mutter, pushing the fingers of one hand through her black tresses.

“Fix me a cup too,” Candy says as she turns into the kitchen. She comes to an abrupt stop as she notices Mindy on her knees between me and the counter, bobbing on my rod. “Now, that’s an interesting way to begin the day.”

She smirks and slides against me, rubbing her hand over my chest. I blink, feeling a blush rise on my cheek at getting caught after our shower conversation. Candy hums, then lifts her fingers to comb behind my neck. She rises on her toes as she pulls my head down, kissing me with a little growl.

I sink into the kiss while Mindy cups my nuts, tugging and milking the heavy eggs as she deepthroats my cock. I gasp into Candy’s mouth as she pulls away, focuses on my eyes, and lowers to her knees beside her employee. Mindy’s eyes drift to glance at Candy as she pulls off and offers my slick dick to her boss.

“I love to share,” Mindy says as Candy stares at her before pulling my crown between her lips. “I’ll get his balls.”

Candy keeps eye contact as she pushes her head down while Mindy twists around and bends, craning her neck under my wide stance. Candy pulls off my shiny tip and moans a reminder. “Today is my day, right, Dom?” She runs her mouth down the length of my shaft. We lock eyes as she licks up the other side and sucks my knob back into her mouth. I moan at the dual sensation of Candy and Mindy sucking my cock and balls.

Candy’s face reflects her lust as she shows off her deepthroat skills and takes my length down to the root. I tuck one hand behind her head and grab a handful of her blonde ponytail. She sways her head from side to side and takes me deeper into her throat, suppressing a gag. How am I this lucky to have two devoted cocksuckers intent on draining my testicles before I’ve had my cup of coffee?

Mindy sucks one heavy testicle into her maw, and I start flexing my hips, holding the back of Candy’s head as I push deep until her lips press against my root. Then I hold her head there while she tightens her lips around my base, making my shaft throb with impending need. Dropping both hands to her head as she relaxes her jaw, I fuck her face in steady strokes. Mindy swivels around, watching, then kneels beside her boss and props her jaw open, staring up at me until her eyes cross in the ahegao expression she loves to mimic.

I pull my cock from Candy's lips, swivel to the side, and smack my crown on Mindy’s outstretched tongue before pushing into her eager mouth. I move my hands behind each of their heads, looking down as one sucks while the other licks along my length. Switching between their mouths, I try to hold off from the peak that rages under the surface.

“Oh fuck,” I groan, tightening my core and knowing that my end won’t wait. The two girls pull away, leaning cheek to cheek and staring up with lust-filled eyes, open lips, and hungry expressions as I jerk my throbbing tool. “Such good cocksuckers. You want some cream?”

They barely nod before my first jet spurts across Mindy’s cheek. I re-aim, and the second pulse shoots between Candy’s open lips. Then I arch back, closing my eyes and groaning as I pull on my cock, emptying my balls across their two beautiful faces. When I’m done, Candy leans and sucks on the spongy tip, then pulls off for Mindy to get the last drop. I enjoy their cum-streaked faces, their eyes shiny with lust and passion as they grin up at me.

I step back as they turn to begin kissing, licking, and sharing my cum. Dragging my fingers through my hair, I stare while they lick and suck, cleaning my cream off each other’s cheeks. They glance at me, loving my attention and giving me a show. A part of me wonders if the pair’s working relationship will change, but I shake it off. If anything, since the harem was born, our work focus has been top-notch.

The front door opens as I’m still captivated by Candy and Mindy snowballing my load. When I notice Cori and Sabby come to a stop at the kitchen entrance, they smile at me with my cock sticking out and my jeans at my feet. They pause to watch Candy and Mindy kissing, their cheeks still glazed with my cum and their drool.

“We got a dozen glazed and various other types,” Cori says, shifting her focus to me as she licks her lips and walks toward me.

“I was just making coffee,” I try to explain, waving at the coffee maker with one cup steaming in the tray.

“Got distracted?” Cori asks, sinking to her knees, then gripping my shaft and licking a drop of cum before sucking on my tip.

“Yeah, kinda,” I say with a moan as she cleans the juices from my cock.

Sabby plops the two donut boxes on the counter beside me and grins. “Morning, papi” she murmurs before pressing her lips to mine. “Cori and I didn’t get any dick yet. You’re going to save some for us later, right?”

I nod in a daze, and Candy smirks, rising and fixing her top and adjusting her breasts. “Gotta ask for what you want, right, Dom?”

“You know I’ll try my best,” I answer as Cori pulls up my boxers and tucks my cock away. “We’d better make sure the taffy is well-stocked. I’ll need a hefty supply living with all of you horny sluts.”

“Your sluts,” Cori giggles. “We’re only sluts for you.”


CHAPTER FOUR

GET IN LINE


I should be drained from the active morning as we set out in a group to walk to the candy store, but my steps are light as the cool marine layer keeps the temperature comfortable. The three younger girls walk ahead of us, and the store is only a few blocks away. I hold Candy’s hand while admiring the pert young asses swaying ahead of us. Candy squeezes my hand, and I break my stare to glance at her.

“You need to be cool about staring at them in public,” she says, reaching to take my hand in both of hers. “You know I don’t mind. I enjoy your responses to their sexy bodies and mine, but people won’t understand our harem. We don’t want that kind of attention.”

“You’re right.” I nod and squeeze her fingers as I think about her concern. “Sooner or later, we're going to be noticed,” I counter. “When that happens, I’m not going to deny it. Hiding my feelings only makes what we have seem all the more taboo and forbidden.”

“Fair,” she replies, chewing her lip as she lets go with one hand, but sways her arms as we approach Main Street. “I’m not saying we should hide our feelings. Maybe we shouldn’t be so blatant, I guess.”

“I understand you, and I agree. I don’t want to flaunt what we have, but I’m not going to hide my affection for any of you. Working in a public space like the candy shop and cafe, we should remain professional.” I crease my brow as I nod toward the threesome ahead of us. “Do you think they understand that?”

“Of course they do.” She grins. “Cori and Sabby have been a couple while working. They refrain from public displays of affection. We all understand. My question is, will you have problems controlling yourself?”

Her laughter makes me smile, and I shrug. “Well, since I’ve moved out of the loft, I guess if the urge is overwhelming, I can pull one of you up there to burn off my insatiable lust.”

Candy laughs, and I give her a wink. We walk silently for a block, then turn onto Main Street. Up ahead, the three girls slow, and I focus beyond them at a line of people forming outside the storefront. I increase my pace, and she joins me as we pass the three younger girls.

“What the hell…?” Cori starts to say, then closes her mouth, as the three girls hurry to catch up.

“It’s still an hour before we open, right?” Mindy asks.

“Yeah. Follow me,”

I turn a block early, then continue down the alley behind my building. Mindy is correct; we still have an hour before we open on a weekday. The thing is, we’re closed on Sunday mornings, and it’s listed on the sign on the shop window. This non-stop week has scrambled our schedules, and everything feels out of whack. We cross the side street and hurry down to the back entrance. Candy grabs her keys from her purse and opens the door, holding it as the girls file in front of me.

“Meet in the kitchen,” she calls as the door closes behind me. “We'll prep for the batches, and our regular supply delivery should be here soon.”

“I’ll go to the front and talk to the crowd,” I call back to Candy as she follows the girls into the kitchen. “I’m sticking with our plan and not opening today. The people lining up outside must be aware of that. This is fucking weird.”

The lights flicker as they turn on, and she gives instructions, bringing the kitchen to life. I push through the door to the front of the store and notice the blinds are pulled, blocking the view of the interior. Back in Grandpa Bill’s early days, there was a window where passersby could watch the confectionery create taffy, hard candy, and lollipops. It’s been years since we replaced that curiosity with modern machines that took the novelty out of the old handmade method.

I’m tempted to peek through the side of the blinds to discover what the crowd is doing, but instead, I decide to be straightforward with our eager patrons. When I raise the blind behind the glass window, it exposes the scene on the street. Some of the crowd have folding chairs and sit relaxed in a line extending down the sidewalk in front of the cafe.

Unlocking the door, I open it a crack and ease my way out onto the street, letting it close behind me. The crowd looks up from their morning papers as I stand and survey the odd sight of people lined up for saltwater taffy so early on a Sunday morning.

“We won't be open today,” I begin. “We are experiencing some supply issues, and we need to sort that out today. We hope to resume first thing tomorrow morning.”

“We got the memo, Butterworth,” Clyde says from the third seat in line. “We don’t want to miss the free candy you’re giving out.”

“George told me he’d take care of the grocery shopping, so long as I kept a place in the queue,” a kind lady, who I recall from the rush in the store yesterday, says. She sits between Clyde and Angus, the first three people in line.

“I have the deacon running the service today,” Angus, the rector of the local Episcopalian church, says, stroking his beard. “Katherine is looking forward to the next batch of the Rocky Cove Cream. We want to subscribe to bi-weekly orders. Do you offer that?”

“Uh. You want a subscription for taffy?” I ask, trying to keep my tone neutral instead of showing how flabbergasted I feel over the situation. There are ten people seated, and more people continue to line up behind them. I scratch the back of my head, trying to come up with an answer.

“I know you haven’t in the past,” Angus says kindly. “But my wife makes a good point. Neither one of us wants to run out of those tasty treats.”

I scan the line of friendly faces who wait patiently in the brisk morning breeze. More cars park at the curb and pass folding chairs to people standing in line. The line continues to grow as people line up against the side of the building, reserving their spot.

“How much have you eaten?” I ask the line of people. “If you don't mind me asking.”

“Well, let’s see. Katherine and I have enjoyed three after dinner each night,” Angus confesses with a wink, “Not all at once, you know. We spread it out and make it last.”

“Same for George and me.” The lady next to Angus nods as she knits something in her lap. “We tried to do four that first night, but…” She drifts off, smiling, her eyes losing focus for a moment. “Well, we realize we still need to take care of business, so three seems to give us time to recover.”

“I do okay with two a day,” Clyde says with a shrug. “But Myrtle spreads it out and ends up eating five or six each day. You see, she bought this new gizmo online that takes care of her needs.” He lets out a whistle and shakes his head. “Ever since menopause, she… Well, that’s probably too much information for a public space.”

I want to ask them why that many but thinking back over the past week, the three-a-day mark seems consistent with all of my harem. I count down the line of people to take a tally and realize that a bag of twenty taffies would only last one person less than a week.

“Okay, thank you.” I nod to the people in the line, who seem perfectly happy to wait through the day and night to get their fix. “We’ll open at nine tomorrow morning.”

As I’m about to go back inside, I see a police cruiser coming up with its lights on. It slows to a stop outside my storefront, and the two deputies exit and walk around the car.

“What’s going on here, Butterworth?” Jerry asks. He’s one of the deputies in town, and he’s joined by a younger man I haven’t met before.

“It’s a long story,” I say to Jerry. We know each other from civic events I go to as part of being a businessman in a small town. “Do you want to come inside, and I’ll tell you? I can offer you some coffee, but we’re out of candy and baked goods.”

“Yeah, sure,” Jerry says, nodding to me. “Coffee’ll be fine.” He turns to his partner. “Trevor, keep it orderly out here and clear the sidewalk, okay? I’ll keep my walkie on in case things go south.”

Trevor nods and straightens his spine, standing tall like Barney Fife would when Andy Griffith gave him an assignment. “Yes, sir. You can count on me!”


CHAPTER FIVE

ADJUSTMENTS


As I guide Jerry through the storefront, I note the nearly empty shelves and candy bins. The new flavors might be more popular, but yesterday’s added foot traffic resulted in more customers buying the random vintage and modern candies we stock. I push into the kitchen and hold the door open for the deputy.

The girls remain focused on mixing and pulling the first batches of the day, but Candy glances up as I enter. Upon seeing I have company, she lifts her hands and waves at both of us.

“Hey, Jerry.” She grins, nudging a stray lock of hair from her eyes with her forearm. “I’m sticky, so you just get the hand wave. What’s up?”

Her eyes bounce between us as Jerry surveys the busy kitchen, his gaze lingering on the three young women making taffy before glancing at me. “Just checking out the public disturbance forming outside.”

Candy’s eyes widen as she grabs a hand cloth off the table and starts cleaning her hands. “We had no clue people would be lining up,” she explains, walking around the table. She taps Mindy on the shoulder. “Keep on with this batch. I’ll be right back.”

“It’s true, Jerry. We had no idea,” I say, waving toward the door to the hallway. “Let’s go next door, and I’ll make some coffee.”

As the three of us leave the kitchen, we almost run into Eduardo in the back hallway.

“Buenos dias.” When he sees the deputy, his eyes widen before asking, “¿Café?”

“Tres espressos, Eduardo. Gracias,” I say in my awkward Spanish.

He nods and follows us through the hall and into the bakery, then starts working with the espresso machine as we enter the café. I glance around, seeing shadows through the blinds of people leaning against the windows as they wait in the growing line. The bright morning sun shining through the closed slats provides enough illumination, so I don’t turn on the lights and draw attention to us.

I pull out a chair for Jerry, then sit opposite him as Candy moves between the windows and me. Jerry attempts to give a comforting smile, but I can tell he’s a bit out of his element as he lays his palms flat on the table.

“We can’t have them impeding pedestrian traffic, Dom.” He shrugs like he has no choice. “It’s still early, but you know the tourist buses will be arriving soon, even if half the shops are closed for Sunday services.”

Our small coastal town is supported by tourism, but we also have a shrinking population of conservative religious people. The merchants along Main Street adjusted to the tourism economy by opening after church services to cater to the wave of people who visit as they head back north, where they live closer to the Bay.

“You know we’re closed on Sunday mornings,” I remind my guest with an apologetic gesture. “We had to shut down early yesterday. The crowd nearly emptied my shelves, and we were close to maximum capacity for the fire code.”

“There’s that too.” Jerry nods, leaning back. “It’s not safe for them to wait outside.”

“I get it.” I sigh. “It was getting a bit unruly, so I promised a rain check of a free bag of the new flavors to the first hundred customers.” I wave outside before continuing, “They took it upon themselves to start an orderly line for tomorrow morning.”

Candy raises her hand. “We can print out numbered tickets to pass out,” she explains. “I’m pretty sure we have some old raffle rolls up in the supply room. Anyone in line can take one ticket per person, and we’ll honor their candy order on Monday.”

Eduardo arrives with three coffees in takeout cups with lids, then hitches his thumb to tell us he’s going to help the girls in the other store. Jerry leans back and lifts the cup to his lips as he watches us. He’s a friendly guy, but I know he has a job to do. If we don’t figure out a way to disperse the crowd, the next person to swing by will be Bertha Sorenson, the Fire Chief, wearing her reluctant frown of disappointment.

We all sip our coffees as we think, and I nod back to Candy. “That’s a good idea, but what’s to keep more people from starting a new line after we run out of tickets?”

“I’ll call Bertha,” Jerry suggests. “She has the crowd control signs and barriers at the firehouse for the parades. Perhaps along with some flyers reminding customers that they can’t loiter and cause trouble with traffic. Do you think the tourists got wind of your new taffy flavors?”

“I have no idea.” I shrug and glance at Candy for her input.

“We had two buses early yesterday, before the rush hit in full force.” Candy shakes her head. “Rumors are probably spreading among the bus drivers. According to Mindy, both of them took a sample and then immediately bought a bag each.”

“We’re going to need a bigger kitchen.” I sigh, rubbing my face.

“Good problem to have,” Jerry says. “Mary would be upset if I stopped by and didn’t grab her favorite flavor.”

“Rocky Cove Cream?” Candy asks, grinning when he nods. “I’ll grab you a bag. Tell Mary it’s my favorite, too.”

Candy excuses herself as Jerry and I continue to sip our coffee. My mind works through the problem of increasing supply without having to invest in more infrastructure in my limited space. I’ll have to go upstairs and work through my contacts or see if there are any suppliers nearby. I glance up at Jerry, and he’s grinning, looking outside the windows.

“You seem happy,” I offer, taking another sip of my coffee.

“Well,” Jerry says with a blush, “Mary told me that the candy tastes like me, and that’s why she loves it so much.” He chuckles and shakes his head. “I’m not complaining, but she’s starting to wear me out, if you know what I mean.”

“I’ve got something that might help with that,” I say before draining my cup and standing up. “Come on, I’ll give you a mixed bag of white Rocky Cove Cream and pink Tangy Nectar. You may like the taste of the pink ones.”

“I’m happy with a lemon burst, or maybe the sarsaparilla,” Jerry says, following me back out through the hallway. “But I’ll give it a try.”

“Maybe wait to try until after your shift, when you're with Mary,” I advise, taking the bag Candy hands me.

“One of our first half-and-half mixed bags.” Candy smiles. “Enjoy, Deputy, and send Mary my best.” She glances at me as she moves past me and toward the stairs. “I’ll go find those tickets. Eduardo knows what to do to keep the girls on track.”

With a nod to Candy, I escort Jerry back through the front of the store. “We’ll take care of the line and put up signs,” I assure him with a handshake.”

He gives me a little salute and hangs around with Trevor as I explain the new plan to the waiting customers. Trevor goes back to the patrol car and says something garbled on the radio. Before he’s finished, the city's big red firetruck pulls up behind his cruiser with Bertha Sorenson behind the wheel.


CHAPTER SIX

CIVIC CONNECTIONS


I hang by the front of the line as Bertha gets out of the fire truck. Her two male companions climb out and start pulling portable stands out of the back of the huge ladder truck. Trevor joins them as Bertha fixes her disappointed gaze on me. But she breaks into a smile before I can explain.

“New candy’s a hit, Dom?” she says, glancing at the bag in Jerry’s hand. “I almost rolled out yesterday when I heard you had a rush, but you guys handled it before I had to interject myself.”

“Yeah, it’s been crazy.” I shrug, putting on a brave face. Bertha is more bark than bite, and no one wants to disappoint her. She’s married to Charlene, a past Miss Rocky Cove winner, who works in marketing for the county tourism board. The two of them make an interesting couple. “We’re trying to stay ahead of it, but it’s flying off the shelf faster than I can make it.”

“Charlene might be able to help,” Bertha says, scanning the line with her patented frown, making the people shift under her intense gaze. “Her cousin works for a food manufacturer up in Dilroy. I think they can make candies.”

“I’ll give her a call,” I say, grateful for the contact.

“No need, she’s on her way down.” Bertha turns away from the crowd to grin at me. “Would have been down earlier, but we got amorous before coffee.”

I nod and grin. “Rocky Cove Cream?” I ask, and she sucks her teeth, frowns, and shakes her head.

“Too salty,” she complains. “We both like the Tangy Nectar.”

“That’s what I like too,” I agree with a chuckle, making the connection. “I’ll grab you a bag.”

“That’s appreciated, Dom,” Bertha says, nodding to Candy as she slips out and starts handing out the raffle tickets, keeping one half for our records. “Just give it to Charlene. We need to go help out in the industrial district. The mayor is launching her anti-graffiti campaign with a cleanup day. We're going to be the safety observers.”

“I’ll give it to Charlene then.” I nod and shake her hand as the first people start to dissipate from the line after accepting tickets from my partner. “Have a great day.”

I pace down the sidewalk, watching Candy work the crowd with her lovely smile. I can’t help my nonchalant admiration of her backside as she bends and twists. I'm about to enter the store when I notice Charlene striding past the dispersing crowd toward me. She’s a tall, willowy strawberry-blonde and impossible to ignore. I recall that she was the second runner-up for Miss Central California back in the day. She’s older now, a few years younger than me, more Candy's age, but still rocks the beauty queen vibe in a tasteful sundress with a plunging neckline that hugs her curves. She tilts her head, smiling at my tour of her beautiful body.

“You always flatter me, Dom,” she says as I blush, caught off guard. “I hear that you’re no longer a bachelor.” She grins past me as Candy comes up, standing beside me.

I reach for Candy’s hand and smile at her before focusing back on Charlene.

Her eyes shift as she greets Candy with a wave, flicking back and forth between us before cocking her head. “I heard you reconnected with Maggie…” She trails off, her brow pinched with confusion.

I grip Candy’s hand more tightly but nod at Charlene. “Yes, that’s right.”

Her eyes shift from me to Candy, reaching for the door. She holds it open, and I let go of her hand and wave for Charlene to pass between us. “We’ll grab that bag of candy for you and Bert.” I use Charlene’s nickname for her wife, and she grins at me as she steps inside.

“Bert’s going to have to start exercising more,” Charlene says, rubbing her flat belly. “Me too, I just love the new pink candy. What is it called? Tangy Juice?”

“Nectar,” I say as Candy hurries ahead of us into the back and then the kitchen. “Tia, Candy, and I agreed on the name of both flavors.”

“I tried the creamy one too,” Charlene admits, with a blush. “I can see the appeal, but I find it’s a bit salty; the juicy one is perfect. Well, it riles us both up after a piece or two.” She reaches out her hand and pulls me to a stop. “What’s going on with you? Maggie and Candy?”

“And Tia, and the rest of the girls too,” I admit as her mouth falls open in surprise. “We all moved into Maggie’s house on the cliffs.”

“All of you?” Charlene’s face flushes as she gawks at me, then glances at my shoulder as Candy steps up beside me, handing her a white bag of candy.

“That’s all the pinks,” Candy says with a wink. “I figured you and Bert would favor those.”

“Oh, bless you. Yes, that’s perfect. Thank you.” Charlene peeks inside the bag and licks her lips before glancing back at us. “Which one is your favorite?” she asks, glancing between us.

“I like the pink ones too,” I confess with a grin.

“I like them both,” Candy says, entwining her fingers through mine, her eyes twinkling.

“Oh,” Charlene says, looking back and forth at us as the door to the kitchen swings open. Tia and Maggie walk in, pausing when they see our guest.

“Charlene, it’s been a while,” Maggie says, closing the distance and giving her a familiar hug. She pulls back and waves toward the rest of us. “You know Dom and Candy, but have you met Tia?”

Tia glances at me, then back at the stunning wife of the fire chief. “I’ve seen you around. I’m Christina, but everyone calls me Tia. You’re Bertha’s wife?”

“Bert is what I call her.” Charlene nods, then glances around the circle. “You’re all…?”

“Together? Yes,” Maggie says without pause. “It’s still new, but Dom doesn’t want to sneak around, so… surprise!”

Charlene takes a moment before her grin widens. “That’s incredible. Congratulations. Dom is a huge step up from your ex-husband, Maggie. Did I tell you about the time he tried to pick me up at some party ages ago? The man had a malfunctioning gaydar.”

“I’d rather just focus on what’s ahead of us.” Maggie frowns for a second but then smiles at me. “Dom was my first kiss back in high school. My first everything. I’m so glad we reconnected.”

“Amazing.” Charlene pauses and smiles at all of us. “Rumor is you may have a supply problem. I overheard about your huge rush while I was working at the county offices yesterday.”

“The demand for the new flavors is beyond our capacity.” I shrug. “We’re working hard to meet it, but I don’t have enough people or machines.”

“My cousin works in operations at FoodCo in Dilroy. They make all types of treats. I’m sure they have what it takes to mass-produce your taffies. Do you have a place we can discuss over the phone? I’ll be glad to call and introduce you.”

“Let’s go up to my loft. My office is up there. It might be helpful if they need specifics for the recipes,” I offer, and Maggie moves to the door, waving for Charlene to follow.

“We’re going to check on things and help pack more bags,” Candy says, taking Tia’s hand. “I trust you to figure this out.” She glances at Charlene for a moment, then back at me with a nod.

I nod in return, wondering what she means by the gesture, but follow behind Charlene and Maggie as they climb the narrow stairs up to my loft. I try not to stare at their asses, but both of their curves are impossible to ignore.


CHAPTER SEVEN

OPPORTUNITY


Maggie opens the door to my loft at the top of the stairs, stepping inside and holding it for Charlene. I wave them ahead of me into the loft’s open space. “Let’s sit on the sofa. I don’t have any other places to sit except for one chair in my office.”

“This is cozy,” Charlene says, looking around at the small space. She turns and glances toward the kitchen and hallway off to the right, then at the stacks of my boxes from the aborted attempt to increase the living space to the left. “You live here?”

“Lived.” I grin and wave them toward the sofa where Tia, Candy, and I started our circle of lovers. “After my divorce, I just wanted to focus on business. Living above the shops made it easy.”

“Close to downtown,” Charlene observes, glancing at me as she lowers onto the sofa. Maggie sits on the opposite side, leaving a space between them. “Do you enjoy the nightlife?”

“Not really. I’m a devoted introvert.” I duck into my office and grab my binder of taffy recipes before walking toward the pair.

“Says the guy starting a harem,” she teases with a bright smile as her eyes rake up my legs and torso before meeting my eyes. “Just the three of you and… who else? I didn’t connect with who they are.” She glances over at Maggie as I lower into my armchair to the side.

“Three more,” Maggie adds, checking with me before saying more. The cat’s already out of the bag, so I nod for her to continue as I flip through the binder to find the two recipes. Maggie grins at me before continuing, “The three younger girls all work for Dominic, but they keep things professional in the stores.”

“Hey, no judgment from me. I’m sure they’re all adults, right?” Charlene says, eyeing me again as I glance up with the binder open on my lap.

“Mindy is out of school, and Sabby and Cori are, what? Finishing their degrees next year?” Maggie says, glancing at me and chewing her lower lip. “It’s new to all of us, and we’re still figuring things out.”

“I think I’ve seen them around the town, or at least in the bakery. I enjoy stopping by for the daily special. That’s how I tasted the new flavors.” Charlene smiles at me again, her eyes seeming to darken as she checks inside her bag. “We only got the pink ones, but I think I’d like to give the Rocky Cove Cream another go.”

I swallow at her blatant focus on my crotch. “Uhm, we might have some in the kitchen?” I answer abruptly, but I'm wary in light of her relationship with Bertha. “We'll give you another bag of the whites to take home and share with Bert.”

“Oh, they'd be just for me,” Charlene says, reaching in and taking out a pink candy. “Bert just loves the nectar ones, though. Let me call my contact in Dilroy, see if we can find you some help for your supply problem.”

She pops the pink candy in her mouth and offers the bag to Maggie and me, setting it on the table next to the two stacks of Grandpa Bill’s journals. Maggie glances at me as she reaches inside, and I nod, feeling like this might be like playing with fire. I still take one of the pieces she offers me, and we both unwrap and start chewing the tart, juicy candy.

“Kat, it’s Charlene. How have you been?” she asks, grinning at me as she plays with a button on her sundress. The candy melts over my tongue, and heat rises in my core. Maggie rubs her thigh as she chews and then pats the seat between her and Charlene.

“I wanted to introduce you to a friend of mine.” Charlene nods, waving me over and making room. “He runs the candy shop in town and needs a more capable supplier.” I close my binder and set it on the table as I sit between the two beautiful women. “I remember you saying you had some excess capacity at one of the functions last month. This might work out for both of you.”

My arousal is already rising, and feeling Maggie’s affectionate caress along my thigh doesn’t help my control. I glance over at her, and she smiles, leaning in to kiss my cheek, murmuring, “I know Charlene is bisexual. We’re old friends.”

I swallow, losing track of the phone conversation. My erection is visible, bulging in my jeans, as I lean to whisper back. “What about the others? I don’t want to do anything to mess up what we all have.”

“Trust me,” Maggie coos in reply. “Tia, Candy, and I discussed this at our sleepover. We think it’s hot when you have fun on the side. It’s clear you’re devoted to all of us as a core.”

“He happens to be sitting right here. Can I put him on?” Charlene’s hand on my shoulder breaks my concentration, and I focus on her, watching her eyes dip to my evident arousal as her eyes blaze. “His name’s Dominick Butterworth.” She nods for a short beat. “That’s right, Rocky Cove Candy Company. Okay, here he is.” She hands me her cell phone, then drops her hand to my thigh. “Her name is Katrina.”

I take her phone, bringing it to my ear as Maggie stares at Charlene with heat in her eyes. “Uh. Hello Katrina. Please, call me Dom,” I manage to blurt out, then try to listen as the two women beside me regard each other, unspoken communication passes between them, and they lean closer to me.

“I… Uh…” I try to focus on Katrina's voice, but I can’t do anything to slow down where this train is heading. With the flavor of the taffy still on my tongue, I’m not sure I want to. “I need to increase the supply of saltwater taffy in a variety of flavors, including a few custom recipes that have taken off. I can’t keep up with the demand.”

Maggie squeezes my cock while Charlene nuzzles under my ear as I hold the phone on the opposite side. She nibbles at my earlobe, her breath soft against my skin. “Bert and I are open. She knows I need a good hard cock from time to time. She lets me play so long as I tell her all about it.”

“This won’t get me in trouble?” I say, weighing her lustful stare.

“Trouble?” Katrina says on the phone, and I close my eyes to concentrate. “No, not at all, it would help me out. I can crank up the capacity starting tomorrow. I’ll need the recipes. I can start some runs of the standard flavors while we test the new ones on our machines.”

Maggie’s hands have gone to my belt, joined by Charlene’s as she unbuttons my jeans. I swallow, blinking to glimpse at the pair of beauties as they pull my jeans open. I close my eyes but still feel them moving as I try to form a coherent sentence. “Um, that would be incredible. What do I need to do to make this happen quickly?”

Maggie’s fingers pull at my t-shirt, and I lift my arms, taking the phone away from my ear as she pulls my top off. My eyes reopen as Charlene drops to her knees, reaching for my jeans. Her sundress is draped behind her on the sofa, and her bare breasts swell out of her bra. In a daze, I bring the phone back to my ear but lift my hips as Charlene drags my pants off.

“I’ll start the gears in motion. Let’s talk details on Monday morning,” Katrina continues on the phone. “Any friend of Charlene is a friend to me. I’ve got you covered, Dom.”

“This is just what I need.” I stifle a moan as Charlene licks along the bottom of my cock. “Let me give you my number.” I rattle off my phone number, and Katrina repeats it back.

“Awesome,” she says in a cheerful tone. “Sounds like you’re busy. I’ll text you back. Call me anytime.”

The phone goes dead, and I drop it on the sofa, looking down at both women. They’ve pushed the table back and are side by side in front of me, completely naked. My jeans and boxers are in a tangled heap to the side. My cock strains between my thighs as two hands reach and grasp it.

“Fuck,” I manage as Maggie drops down and envelops my crown. “What about Candy?”

My mind is blanking, and I know something important was supposed to happen with my blonde girlfriend. Maggie pops up, steering my cock towards the supple lips of the strawberry-blonde beauty queen.

“Candy is all for this, lover,” Candy says as the door closes and the lock clicks. “I’ll catch up.”


CHAPTER EIGHT

INSATIABLE


I stare at Candy as she strips her clothes off at the door. Her blonde hair shimmers in the morning light streaming through the windows. The noise of the busy street outside fades away as she smirks at me and pulls off her bra.

“Don’t be shocked, Dom,” Candy continues, cupping her breasts and playing with her nipples before she starts working her pants down her round ass. “I’ve played with Bert and Charlene before. I don’t mind Bert watching us; it’s kind of hot.”

I swallow, glancing down at Charlene as she pulls her mouth from my cock, fisting the shaft and stroking. “My god, he has a beautiful cock.”

Maggie shifts to take her turn, and Charlene lowers to lick around my balls and the base of my shaft. I comb my fingers through their hair as they take turns sucking and stroking while I stare at Candy.

“I didn’t expect this,” I try to explain.

Candy smirks, popping an unwrapped pink taffy between her lips and chewing as she settles on her knees, facing me on the sofa. “You should know by now what these taffies do.” Her kiss is deep and needy, as is my moan when our tongues tangle. Dropping my hand between her thighs, I cup and stroke her bare pussy. She’s slick and wet and when I find her clit, she moans against my lips.

“Bed,” I manage to grunt out, needing room to spread out with these wanton women who crave my cock. The three of them break away, looking at me with dark, lustful expressions as they stand and strut naked down the hall. I rise and follow, fisting my rock-hard cock along the way. When I enter my dim nook and pull the curtain back to let in light from the kitchen windows, the morning sun illuminates the trio of lovely ladies lined up on the opposite side of my king-sized mattress.

I crawl up and into the middle, rolling onto my back and reaching for Candy. “I want you to watch them ride me,” I mutter as she takes my hand. “I’m going to focus on eating your sweet pussy until you can’t see straight.”

She grins as she crawls behind my head, turning to face Maggie and Charlene as they climb up along my sides. Gripping behind her tanned thighs, I pull her over me, craning my neck and extending my tongue to lap at her seeping juices. I moan as my mouth fills with her tangy flavor. The others trail kisses along my abs and waist, taking turns stroking my cock.

“You first, Charlene,” Maggie offers. “You’re our guest, after all.”

“My pleasure,” Charlene replies, her husky tone a novel sound as she shifts and straddles my hips. Maggie strokes me as Charlene adjusts, spreading her thighs while leaning forward, pressing her palms into my chest. Her hips rise as Maggie's grip steers my cock toward her pussy. I can’t help but moan when my crown compresses into her tight opening. Her echoed, deep groan only makes my cock throb as she slides down my pole.

“Mmm fuck, lover,” Candy gasps, grinding her hips over my lips and chin. “You’re fucking Miss Rocky Cove. She’s so damn sexy.”

“She loves your man’s cock too.” Charlene sighs as she works her hips up and down, taking me deeper with each stroke. “How does he manage all six of you?”

Candy rocks back enough so I can glance between her thighs and watch Charlene swaying on my cock. Maggie straddles my lower legs behind Charlene, cupping our guest’s full breasts, squeezing and pinching her thick nipples. Maggie spies me over the beauty queen's shoulder, watching me as she kisses along our guest's neck. She bites her lip, dropping one hand to play with her friend's clit as she sways forward and back on my rod.

“He’s a very generous lover,” Maggie brags as she keeps hold of Charlene’s round breasts, squeezing them. I picture Maggie’s breasts compressing against Charlene’s back and make a mental note to buy some cameras for the manor and this loft—assuming everyone’s on board with the idea.

Candy drops and grinds her pussy on my mouth with a huffed moan. “Fuck, Dom. I need to come. They’re so fucking hot to watch.”

I redouble my licking and sucking, moving my hand around behind her ass and between her thighs to slide two fingers inside her. Flexing the tips inside Candy, I focus my lips and tongue on her clit. She leans forward, and the bed shifts as wet, sloppy sounds cue the image of her and Charlene kissing. Their moans grow louder as they make out, both of them writhing and grinding on my cock and tongue.

Flexing my hips to meet Charlene as she rises and drops down my cock, I tighten my core to drive deeper inside as she moans into the kiss. She mutters, “Oh fuck. Fuck. He’s going to make me come.” The sound of her nearing her edge fires my lust, and I rock my hips as she slams back into my railing cock. Her pussy walls flutter, then clench just before she floods my shaft, screaming out in bliss.

I refocus on licking Candy’s clit while fluttering my fingertips inside her, close to where I’m licking. I’m barely aware of Charlene rolling off to the side until the heat of Maggie’s tight pussy envelops my rigid dick. I’m in heaven as I work my hips, resuming the bliss of fucking my harem. Now that I’m eating out and fucking my lovers, I lose my nervous inhibitions and push myself harder.

Candy and Maggie lean towards each other, their keening moans betraying how close they are to the edge. I smack Candy’s ass with my free hand, setting her off and bathing my cheeks with her tangy juices. Maggie grinds her clit desperately against the ridge of my cock, shuddering as she hits her peak.

The pair slumps to the side, emitting gasps of pleasure as they bask in the bliss of their climaxes. Rolling to the side, I come face to face with Charlene. I’m still hard as a rock and when she shifts up on hands and knees, I take the hint and line up behind her. I watch as Candy rolls toward our guest, spreading her legs for Charlene to dip down and lap at her clit. I drive into Charlene with one firm thrust, gripping her ass to hold her still as I start rutting like an animal.

“Oh fuck,” she moans, tossing her head back and looking over her shoulder at me. “Rail me. Jesus, I need it hard. Fuck that dreamy cock into me.”

She keeps her eyes locked on mine until I hit a spot deep inside her that forces her eyes closed. Her head slumps back down against Candy’s pussy, who grips her hair with both hands and grinds herself on the ex-beauty queen’s tongue. I sense Maggie beside me as I keep hammering into her friend. When I turn, she kisses me deeply, her hand slapping my ass in time with my fervent thrusts.

Charlene shudders as her walls tighten around me, her head whipping back as she comes again. When she falls to the side, I crawl past her, notching my cock into Candy and driving home as my lust-filled gaze locks onto her bright-blue eyes. Her eyes glaze over after a few strokes as her cunt flutters in waves, clenching tighter around my shaft.

My cock feels like a stone pillar, and I realize I'm not close to a peak. When Maggie drops to her knees, turning and offering me her round bottom, I close the distance, scooting on my knees over the messy bed. She lays her head on the tangle of covers, reaches back, and pulls her cheeks apart. “My ass, Dom. Fuck my ass.”

I nod, wiping my brow as I crawl closer, rubbing my cock through her slick pussy lips before lining up with her tight, puckered rose. “Tell me if I need to find lube?” I growl, but I’m too far gone to not push into her clenched hole and work my spongy tip into her. There’s a smack on my chest, and I manage to catch the tube that Candy tossed at me from the edge of the bed.

I pull back and squeeze a dollop of gel onto my fingers, then prep Maggie’s tight entrance before slicking the lube down my shaft. I glance down, mesmerized by a pair of long fingers curling into Maggie’s pussy. Both of her hands keep her ass cheeks spread open. Following the angle, I realize Charlene’s arm is twisted under Maggie. The beauty queen keeps finger-fucking her as she watches me line up.

“Fuck her ass, Dom.” Charlene groans as I work my cock into Maggie's tight channel feeling her tight ring strain open as I drive deeper. “Oh, fuck! Is that your cock? Goddamn, this is so fucking hot.”

I groan as Maggie’s channel tightens from Charlene's fingers pressing against my invading cock. I flex deeper inside Maggie’s ass, grip her hips, and start driving my cock deeper. The lube holds up, and I’m soon rutting into her gaped ass, enjoying her moans as I fuck her hard. Reaching forward, I grab a handful of my girlfriend's brown hair, tugging her head and making her arch as she wails in bliss at my hard use.

“Oh, fuck!” Maggie manages before shrieking as she comes, slumping forward and rolling onto her back as her body shakes.

I wrap my hand around my cock, jerking up and down my rod as Candy and Charlene press their flush cheeks against hers. My balls tighten as my cock pulses, jetting the first bolt of cum across Charlene’s cheek and along her nose. Maggie and Candy lean closer as I continue to shoot my cream over their faces in thick, white ropes. The three lovely ladies close their eyes as I coat their cheeks. When I finish, I press my tip between Candy’s lips as she cleans the final drops.

Dropping and rolling to my back, I sprawl out on my old bed, panting as I recover from the intense lust-filled romp. Bliss ripples through my nerves as three warm bodies shift, pressing against me and kissing each other as they lick up the mess I left on their faces. “You three are insatiable sluts,” I mutter, entranced by their sultry cleanup of my gobs of cum.

“What the fuck is going on up here?” I hear Tia’s voice as a shadow falls over our tangled limbs. “Oh…”

She scans the three feminine bodies pressed against me and pauses when she recognizes Charlene. She shakes her head, grinning at me, before she continues. “Bert wants you to call her,” she says to our guest as she sits on the bed, leaning down to kiss me. “I think you’re the insatiable one, babe.”


CHAPTER NINE

REALIGNMENT


As the four of us untangle, Candy rises and walks with Tia to the living room to find her clothes. Maggie pulls Charlene off the bed with her, then pushes her toward the shower to rinse the cum from their hair. I rise and stretch, reflecting on the effects of the libidinous ingredients in the taffy. It continues to amaze me; not only my stamina or the buckets of cum I release, but how energized I feel after the unexpected, torrid tryst. Since all my clothes are scattered around the sofa, I wander back into the sitting area where Candy and Tia are talking. Candy glances at me with a smile as she pulls her top down over her bra.

“I’m not even complaining!” Tia says with a smirk. “I’m not sure why I love that you’re such a fucking stud. It turns me on seeing you perform, more than I can express.”

“Charlene mentioned that she’s open with Bert, so long as she tells her everything,” I say, trying to explain and shaking my head. “It didn’t hurt that she shared her taffies with Maggie and me.”

“Well, that explains it.” Tia nods as she comes and wraps me in a hug. “I’m cool, Papi. We’re open about our relationship, too. I’m not going to fuck around, but it excites me when other women have a taste of you, knowing you belong to us.”

“Yeah, it's the same with me,” Candy agrees, fastening her jeans. “We’re capped out in our inner circle, but it turns me on, taffy or not, seeing you go wild with other ladies. Charlene is sexy as hell.”

“You’re all fucking gorgeous,” Charlene says, stepping into the room with a towel wrapped over her hair. She finds her clothes and starts to dress. Maggie follows behind, her hair hanging damp around her shoulders. “I wouldn’t mind repeating this. Are you going to restart Dolores’s house parties?”

“You know about those?” I ask, pulling up my underwear and tucking away my cock. All of them express a sigh as I start to pull up my jeans, and I roll my eyes at their theatrics. “I had no clue until Maggie told me about Dolores and Bill’s affair while I was off at culinary school.”

“It wasn’t common knowledge,” Charlene answers. “Bert read back through some old records in the fire house, and it was a well-kept, open secret that the Fallstead House hosted orgies back some twenty years ago.”

“Dolores tried to keep them hidden from me when she was alive,” Maggie adds, pulling her top over her damp hair. “But once she passed away and I began looking through her stuff, I put it all together.”

“Did they use the taffies back then?” I ask with a curious tone.

“I think it’s possible that Dolores knew the effects and used them to her advantage.” Maggie shrugs, fastening her jeans. “But they weren’t distributed to the public until you started selling them.”

“From the stories along the line of people waiting for the freebies tomorrow,” Candy says, picking up the thread, “I think it’s safe to say that people understand what’s happening at some level, though possibly subconsciously.”

“I don’t know.” I shake my head. “I feel like we should add a warning label. Or at least list the ingredients. We don’t market it as a supplement or make any allusions to higher sexual performance.”

“The side effects in Dolores’s herbal ingredients, like Ginseng, maca, and the like, are well known. They’re available in products sold in gas stations and online, promising enhanced potency. They’re not mandated to list ingredients,” Candy shrugs. “I’ve even tried the over-the-counter feminine libido enhancers a time or two, but they never had this extreme of an effect on me.”

“Must be the combination of the ratios between ingredients,” Charlene offers, buttoning up her sundress. “I’m not complaining. A couple of those pink ones and Bert will go wild with me for a few hours. It’s enhanced our sexual relationship, for sure.”

“Bert’s not going to be pissed about this?” I ask.

Charlene shakes her head with a grin. She picks up her phone from the couch and taps away at the screen. “Let’s see what she thinks.”

It’s not long before her phone rings, and she grins as she answers. “Hey, baby. Can I put you on speaker?” After a pause, she continues. “Just Dom, Candy, and Maggie. Also, Tia, who runs the bakery…” She trails off, listening, before tapping a button on the phone and tilting it flat as she speaks. “Can you hear me?”

“Yeah, honey.” Bertha’s gruff tone echoes in my living room. “Did you have fun?”

“You know it. Dom’s an awesome fuck, but you don’t like dick. It’s okay for me to play now and then, right?”

“Are you coming home to tell me all about it while I eat you out?” Bert rumbles in a husky growl, and I cringe a little, thinking about how wild it is listening to the fire chief's crude expression.

“Of course, babe.” Charlene winks at me.

“Dom, if you're there, you have carte blanche to fuck my wife whenever she’d like.” Bert pauses. “If your girls are okay with that?”

“Yes,” the three of them chime in before I can speak

I shake my head. “I guess they are.” I scratch at my beard. “Sorry, Bert. I didn’t ask before it happened.”

“Nothing to be sorry for. Charlene knows what she’s doing. I love her and trust her with everything.”

“Bye, babe. I’ll see you at home,” Charlene says, picking up her phone and ending the call. “I need to attend a couple of committee meetings up the road. You’ve given me some wonderful memories to distract me from boredom.”

We take turns hugging the beautiful woman, then she removes the towel from her head, grabs a scrunchie from her purse, and pulls her hair back into a high ponytail. With a wave, she disappears down the stairs.

“She gave me the name of a candy distributor up in Dilroy that says they can help us increase our supply,” I inform Tia now that the frenzy of fucking has tapered off. “I’ll call them on Monday to settle the conditions and pass along our formulas. What’s the status of the batches?”

“We’re making good progress. Since Candy told me about the tickets, we know how many to make. We’re about sixty percent done, and it’s barely noon,” Tia reports. “We should start mixing in the standard flavors with the sex candy after we take a break to eat.”

“Is that what we’re calling it now?” I chuckle, looking at my two business partners.

“It's unofficial, but it fits, right?” Tia smirks. “Now that we know it’s like an aphrodisiac on steroids, we can use it with a bit more wisdom.”

“Speaking of,” I say. “I’m taking Candy to lunch, then I’m getting my head shaved at that barber shop that opened down the street.”

“Sounds good,” Tia and Maggie say in unison. “We’ll keep the girls and Eduardo on track here. But later tonight they’ll want some candy and cream from you, Candy Man.”

The thought of showing my appreciation to my younger staff entices me, and my cock pulses with the image of the three of them sprawled naked on the gigantic mattress at our new home.

“Save some for me, Papi.” Tia grins, leaning to kiss me, and I sink my tongue between her lips, kissing her with passion.

“I always do, Tia.”

Maggie kisses my cheek as she takes Tia’s arm, and they head back downstairs. I smile at Candy. “I want to honor that this is your day,” I say, taking her hand. “Where would you like to eat?”

“Eddie’s diner.” Candy squeezes my hand.

“Sounds wonderful.” It’s walking distance and close to the new barbershop. Somehow, the day is lining up perfectly.


CHAPTER TEN

BRUNCH TOGETHER


After stopping in to thank the younger girls for their hard work and receiving indulgent kisses and hugs in the process, Candy and I leave through the front door. The sun has burned off the remaining marine layer, and the temperature is warm, but a cool ocean breeze keeps our short walk to the diner comfortable. The impromptu interlude with Charlene has us both still flushed from the amorous romp, but we didn’t take time to freshen up. Candy’s golden-blonde locks are pulled back into a ponytail except for two curls bracketing her cheerful face.

We pause outside the store, which still has a crowd control barrier tucked against the building with a large sign that reads: No Loitering. I nod at one of the younger deputies pacing along the opposite side of the road, understanding that they won’t allow another line to form and disrupt the afternoon traffic as the weekend tourists return home.

“Why did you pick Eddie’s?” I ask her, squeezing her fingers that are interlaced between mine.

“Maggie said that’s where you met.” Candy smiles, swinging our hands. “She told us all about it at her sleepover, and I remembered how much I enjoy their Veggie Benedict.”

“I was going to tell you that, but I’m glad you heard straight from her,” I say, smiling at her as we pause for a light to change. “That was another happy coincidence. I didn’t even know she’d moved back into town.”

“She fits you,” Candy says as we step off the curb, crossing Main Street and heading west toward the cliffs. “She fits us, too. I felt how well we meshed that first night with her and Tia. She’s gorgeous, but also down to earth, even if she is from the Rocky Cove elite.”

“I’ll say that growing up with her in high school, she never put on airs that her family founded the Fallstead legacy. Her mother was kind and courteous, and she grew up in a modest, middle-class house, never letting on that her grandmother owned the landmark.” I shrug. “She never brought it up, and I never thought to ask.”

“Twenty years ago was a different time, for sure,” Candy says as we turn right down the next road. The diner’s classic sign is visible only a few blocks down. “I was raised inland in a rural farming community and had no clue about the adult things happening. I discovered how acceptable alternative lifestyles have become since I started working for you here in town.”

“I was lost in my cocoon after my divorce,” I confess. “When Grandpa Bill died and left everything to me, I only wanted to continue his legacy with the candy store. I had no idea he’d had an affair with Maggie’s grandmother.”

“I think even ten years ago, the lifestyle was more secretive and cautious,” Candy says, pausing while I open the door to the diner for her. “These established ocean communities can either be caught up in traditional ethics or shed the customs of a problematic past.”

She pauses, waiting for a waitress to point to a table. With my hand in the small of her back, I guide her down the narrow walkway between the booths along the windows and the stools at the lunch counter. Candy slides into the booth, and I slide in on the opposite side. By her expression, I think we’d both have trouble keeping our hands to ourselves if we sat together.

She passes me a menu, but I know what I want already, so I hold up my hand. She tucks them away as our waitress stands at the head of the table, pulling a pencil from her faded auburn curls.

“What can I get you?” she asks with a practiced smile and professional tone.

“Two coffees,” I start, checking with Candy as I order. “She’ll have the Veggie Benedict, and I’ll take the Joe’s Special.” Candy grins with a nod, and the waitress writes on her pad.

“I’ll bring you some ice water, too.” She nods at us. “Just call for Trudy if you need anything.”

I reach across the table and take Candy’s hands in mine. We share a comfortable silence as I try to pick up the threads of our conversation. She tilts her head as our eyes lock, then bites her lip as I feel her bare foot slide along my calf.

“Apart from Maggie, you’ve had to adapt to the five of us,” Candy says. “The girls grew up in a very different culture from yours. Tia and I discussed how you’ve had to shed some of your prejudices to accept our family. I’m always willing to listen to help you work things out.”

“The morning with Charlene was as shocking as it was amazing,” I start, glancing around the small diner and keeping my voice down. “I remember seeing her on TV during the pageants the year she competed. I never thought I’d have a chance with a beauty queen. Even aside from her marriage to Bertha, which I thought made her a lesbian.”

“Bertha makes her happy,” Candy says. “We’ve been friends for some time. She’s told me that Bert is her beard in some ways. Their public relationship helps her appear off-limits to some degree. She’s also very particular about who she chooses to share her bisexuality with.”

“Have you been with her before?” I ask, rubbing my thumb across the back of her hand. “You just never seem surprised by what’s happening around us.”

“Dom, I never dated men in any serious way. The few I considered trying to find a connection with always disappointed me. Until you,” she says, running her tongue along her bottom lip. “I participated in many polyamorous parties without any strings and met Charlene at one a while back. Like you, I was intimidated by her glamor, but she seemed drawn to me.”

“I don’t need details,” I say, feeling my cheeks warm as I recall the ex-beauty queen’s willing attitude towards the impromptu tryst. “I was just curious. I’m still skittish about playing outside of our circle. It feels like cheating, but you and Maggie didn’t make me uncomfortable. Tia’s teasing surprised me. I can’t help but wonder what the other three will think when they discover what happened. I’m sure Tia has already told them, and I’m glad we have no secrets between the seven of us.”

“Those three adore you, and they love that they have a mature, responsible male who takes care of them and their needs,” Candy says with sincerity. “While we’re open with our sexuality, the dudes their age seem to think they are owed attention from women. The young men and some older individuals have a creepy aura of entitlement. They aren’t caring or willing to take on the responsibilities that you assumed for all of us. We love you and want to show you how much you mean to us. It's more than just in the bedroom—though that’s a perk.”

Talking about my younger lovers never fails to excite me, and I moan as Candy’s toes press into my growing bulge. She grins, retracting her foot as our food arrives. I shake my head, then smile at her as I pick up my fork. The waitress refills our coffee and water, then retreats to the counter.

“Watching and feeling how excited you become thinking about your harem girls is another turn-on for me. You don't hide your appreciation, and you show that same enthusiasm toward me,” Candy admits, slicing through the veggies, poached egg, and muffin covered in Hollandaise sauce.

“Why?” I ask, scooping up a forkful of ground beef, scrambled eggs, and spinach. “It seems that’s true of all of you.”

“Knowing that you’re mine, even as you’re…” She pauses, looking around before continuing, “Driving other women crazy is a turn on. I’m half voyeur and half exhibitionist. Not only do I adore our time together, I also enjoy a front-row seat to watch you. I love it.”

We settle into a comfortable silence, sharing fond glances while we eat our brunch. I’m starting to understand better, and knowing that all of my girls feel the same way keeps my arousal simmering as we finish. I never expected to have a fantastic circle of lovers around me, but I’m excited to continue learning about them as our relationship grows.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

CLEAN SHAVE


After lunch, Candy and I walk hand in hand to the barbershop. Like everything downtown, it’s a short stroll, and the early Sunday afternoon crowd is starting to thin as we approach the new shop. I pull open the door for Candy, allowing her to enter before stepping in behind her. We pause as our eyes adjust to the dim interior. Scents of oak, whiskey, and leather fit the masculine vibe of the establishment.

“Appointment?” the young, Asian receptionist asks as she scrolls through her phone. “We don’t take walk-ins.”

Her eyes lift from the device, and she gives us a bored, professional smile. Then she sweeps her gaze between both of us, taking us in. “Wait, you guys run the Rocky Cove Candy Company down the street, right?”

“That’s correct. I’m Dominic Butterworth, and this is Candace Lane, my partner,” I say, stepping forward as Candy moves behind me. “I wanted my head shaved and some advice on my beard. When is your first available appointment?”

“That’s so cool.” The girl grins and opens the book on the desk in front of her. “I’m friends with Mindy. We met at the college. She says she loves working for you. Give me a second. I think we had a cancellation.”

I glance at Candy, who shrugs at the random connection, then return my attention to the receptionist.

“Oh, sorry.” She blushes, smiling. Her dark eyes rake down my chest before bouncing to meet my eyes. “I’m Tina. Welcome to The Boardroom. Jessica’s next appointment was cancelled so if you don’t mind a short wait, she can see you in a minute.”

“Thank you. This is our first time,” I admit, watching as she writes down my name under a lined-out entry.

“Just take a seat, and I’ll set up your room and be right back.” She waves to a pair of overstuffed leather chairs accompanied by a loveseat. There’s a coffee table with magazines on top between them.

I notice Tina’s eyes flare as she moves from behind the counter. I tilt my head, wondering what that was all about, as Candy hooks her hand through my arm and guides me to the love seat.

“You seem to be getting a reputation,” Candy teases, running her fingers along my thigh.

“Yeah.” I shrug. “I wonder if the taffy ingredients induce some weird pheromones.”

“It’s your confidence,” Candy replies. “I’ve seen your attitude shift as you accept how exceptional you are. That's as much of a turn-on to females as the taffies. We were all attracted to you before the candy. It just made it easier to ease past the walls you’ve built up.”

“I guess.” I focus on her as she takes my hand. “I was so caught up in my head, though. I wanted to ask you out so many times. Would you have said yes to a date with your boss?”

“I was smitten with you, but I doubt I would've gone out if you'd asked. I respect the boundaries needed in the workplace, and I’d have been flattered but turned you down.” She shrugs. “Now that we’re together, I don’t want to be apart. So I’m glad that your walls have come down. You’re not going to change into an asshole for the girls you love.”

“I don’t want to be,” I admit, then, sensing motion, I lift my head to watch Tina walk behind the counter. She bends to grab something, and my eyes are drawn to the curve of her ass and the tight miniskirt she’s wearing. When she rises holding a basket, her eyes flare when she catches me ogling.

“Fuck that’s hot,” Candy whispers. I turn to her with a lopsided smile as Tina approaches.

“Are you going to join him?” she asks Candy from across the coffee table. “It’s fine, I’ll just need to bring in another chair.”

“I’d like to watch,” Candy says, biting her lip. “We don’t quite know what to expect.”

I rise and help Candy to her feet, then follow the trim, dark-haired girl back through a set of swinging doors. Tina is shorter than Mindy, and her hair is tied in a pair of braids. Her white blouse seems like a uniform, but her skin-tight miniskirt hugs her ass and upper thighs. She has on white knee socks and black Mary Janes. Her style mimics Mindy’s, and I try not to think about how her almond-shaped, brown eyes would look when she’s naked on her knees beside my girlfriend. It isn’t easy. I cough, and Candy squeezes my hand.

Candy reaches into her purse as she tugs on my arm, showing me the small bag of taffies. I take a deep breath, then shake my head. I need to do something about my wild, thinning hair, and, as enticing as it feels, I still want to focus on Candy. While my mind enjoys the thought of seducing Tina, I’m still sated from the impromptu orgy in my loft.

The room is cozy with rich, dark walnut cabinets covered by a marble countertop. A small sink is in the middle, with an empty counter to one side and a clutter of barbershop essentials opposite. “Just make yourself comfortable right here.” Tina waves to the old-fashioned, reclining salon stool. “I’ll bring a chair for your friend.”

“Thank you,” I say, stepping past her and sitting on the barber stool.

Candy examines the barber shop items, picking up some bottles and sniffing the spray tips. Her eyes close as she emits a moan. “Mmmm, I like that. We should find some masculine scents for you. This is like whiskey and leather.” She picks up another and exhales another pleasant sound. “Oh, this is like a pine forest. So good.”

Tina returns, pushing a rolling office chair, and puts it in the corner by the empty counter. “If you need anything, just call for me.” She smiles at me and then Candy. Her eyes wander up and down my body again before she leaves, waving over her shoulder.

“Wow, she’s not trying to hide it, is she?” Candy giggles, lowering herself into the chair and sitting with her legs crossed. “You know…” Candy bites her lip and flutters her lashes.

“You’re fucking with me.” I laugh, and she joins in. “It’s your day, babe,” I remind her. “I’m going to focus on you and let the rest of the noise fade away.”

“I thought you liked it when we were noisy,” she says as the door opens and my stylist walks in.

“I don’t mind noisy,” the woman says with a chuckle, then extends her hand. “Jessica.”

“Dominic, but please call me Dom,” I say, captivated by her deep-green eyes. She has scarlet-red hair, cut in a bob with one side shaved close to her skull. She’s wearing a black leather corset that complements tattoos across her shoulders and upper arm. I can’t ignore her skin-tight jeans torn in several places as she walks behind me.

“So what are you looking for?” She turns my chair to face the expansive mirror, and her warm fingers push through my thinning hair as she examines my scalp. When she lifts her eyes, watching me in the reflection, she cocks a brow waiting for my answer.

“I want to shave my head,” I say, touching the light wisps of grey. “I could use some advice on my beard as well.”

Jessica smirks, then rubs her palms along my scalp and down to my cheeks. I enjoy the brush of her fingertips through the scruff along my jaw. “Sure, we can do that, but it will need to be maintained.” She grins at me in the reflection. “Your hair will still grow. If I shave this with a straight blade, you’ll have stubble in a few days, just like your beard here. No bullshit—I think this will be an improvement to your current cut, but a shaved head isn’t zero maintenance.”

“I understand,” I say, looking at her in the mirror. “Will I need to come back for a trim weekly?”

“Most of my customers buy one of those scalp razors,” she answers, still combing through my hair. The way she massages my scalp is pleasant, and I relax into the chair. “I see them about quarterly for a fresh, straight blade. Sometimes I use just an electric razor for my cost-conscious customers.”

I glance at Candy, who’s watching this play out. The weird glances I got from Tina are absent from Jessica’s professional demeanor, and that eases the tension.

“The straight blade is like the old barbers?” I ask, and she nods.

“Yep, I’ll use the leather strap to hone the edge and everything.” She waves to a four-inch band hanging on the edge of the counter. “I’ll trim your scruff a bit, but you need to keep growing it out. Come back in a couple of weeks, and we can review different styles with you. A shaved head and beard will jazz up the Zaddy vibe you’re rocking.”

“Until a few days ago, I’d never heard that word,” I say, glancing at Candy.

She smirks and winks at Jessica in the reflection. “I told you, we all like your Zaddy vibe, babe.”

“All?” Jessica asks.

“He lives with five other girls and me in the old Fallstead house on the cliffs. Three of them are younger, still in college.” My face flushes at Jessica's intense gaze in the reflection.

“That’s pretty cool.” She glances at me again, then her eyes shift to Candy behind me in the mirror. “So you guys run the candy shop, if I’m to believe the rumors?”

“That’s right.” I nod, not trying to hide anything anymore.

“I need to stop by. There is a lot of buzz about your business around town.” Jessica swings a barber cape over my shoulders, then turns and opens a drawer, pulling out a straight razor, a shaving brush, and a bar of soap.

“Please do. We’ll pack you a free assortment of the new flavors,” Candy says with a grin.

“I’d like that. You guys seem chill.”

The banter drops as Jessica concentrates on her task, and I relax again, letting my stress drift off as Jessica uses an electric trimmer to cut my thinning hair down to just stubble. By the time she starts lathering my scalp, she and Candy are talking like old friends, and she begins scraping the old-school razor, leaving behind smooth skin.

When she finishes, the appearance of my bald pate isn’t as shocking as the first swipe with the sharp blade. Jessica wastes no time in trimming my beard into a more precise shape and instructs me to use a good electric trimmer to keep it at a nice length, also recommending a few brands of skull shavers. I tip her well and take one of her business cards since I enjoyed the old-school barber treatment.

We wave at Tina at the front desk, and she waves back with a friendly smile. I make a mental note to ask Mindy if she knows her. Candy hooks her arm through mine as we walk at a leisurely pace back to the familiar buildings of downtown, toward the Rocky Cove Candy Company.


CHAPTER TWELVE

SUNSET


Holding hands, we stroll casually down Main Street back to the candy store and the rest of our family.

“How about we try out the pool and hot tub this evening?” Candy says. “Maggie was going to fix dinner. She said something about burgers with all the fixings on the deck.

“Sounds like fun,” I say, feeling my pulse stay steady as we approach my two shops. “I’d like to keep it low-key tonight. I want to talk to all of you and make sure I know the rules.”

“Rules?” Candy's eyebrows rise with confusion.

“Or guidelines, maybe?” I continue. “As much as I enjoyed playing with Charlene, Maggie, and you, I want to ensure the rest of them are on board.”

“What is a guideline that would ease your conscience?” Candy asks. “We don’t want to push you into situations you may regret.”

“If I’m with someone outside of our circle, one of you should always be with me.” I drop my hand to take hers as we step onto the sidewalk, turning to walk down the back alley. “Hookups alone and separate from you guys aren’t appealing to me.”

“I want you to know my boundary,” Candy says with a sober expression. “I’ve said it before, but you’re it for me as far as men go. But I also enjoy women. I'd want you with me if I find anyone outside our circle irresistible.”

“Completely reasonable.” I hold the back door open for her, and she waits for me to close and lock it, then retakes my hand as we walk toward the kitchen.

Eduardo and Tia are packing up pink and white taffy on the back counter, while Cori, Sabby, Mindy, and Maggie are rolling and cutting two batches on the cooling tables. They smile at us and keep working as we roll up our sleeves to help.

“This is it for today,” Tia says, wiping her brow. She nods at our wheeled racks full of branded bags of candies. “The first hundred are numbered on the top shelf, then we have baskets for the bins to replenish up front. Double batches of the new flavors, and smaller batches of our five bestsellers.”

“Amazing work,” I say, grabbing wrappers to wrap some taffies at Mindy and Maggie’s table while Candy helps Cori and Sabby. “I was telling Candy we should keep it low-key tonight.”

“Absolutely,” Maggie agrees. “I have burger patties in the fridge, a fresh watermelon to chop up, and we can have potato salad and baked beans as well.”

“We all agreed on the menu,” Tia adds, grinning up at me. “We want to break in the pool and hot tub, relax, and go to bed early.”

“That sounds amazing, no cap,” Cori says. “It'll be nice to chill with everyone. You take such good care of us, Dom.”

“I’m calling a friend in Dilroy tomorrow who promises to set up a line for our taffy flavors,” I inform the group, grateful to see their tired smiles. “This has been a hard couple of days, but you’ve all come through the pressure with ease. I’m going to fix this as best I can, even if we need to hire more help.”

“We believe in you,” Mindy says with her cute grin. “Love your shaved head. Did you visit that new place? The Boardroom? My friend, Tina, from college works there.”

“We met her,” I reply. “The stylist, Jessica, was awesome. I made an appointment in two weeks for a beard styling.”

“How you manage to become hotter with each passing day is impressive, Papi,” Tia smirks, giving me one of her teasing glances. “Please tell me low-key doesn’t mean keeping our hands to ourselves.”

“Like I would ever want to stop you,” I smile.

The banter in the small room quiets as we concentrate on finishing. Maggie leaves to return to our manor, taking Sabby with her to grill the hamburgers and rustle up dinner. We finish wrapping the last of the taffy while Mindy and Candy start moving the racks to the storefront to refill the empty bins and restock the shelves. I stay behind, cleaning the cooling tables and wrapping stations for the next day. Cori, Eduardo, and Tia retreat to the bakery to prepare for their new week, which starts tomorrow morning.

It’s been a crazy week, but I’m proud of my team rallying to meet the challenges we faced both professionally and relationally. That we’ll all be together, enjoying Maggie’s deck and pool, is a fantastic reward after the chaos of the last few days. We say goodbye to Eduardo, then lock up the stores and the back alley. We walk back to the house as a group, Candy and Tia beside me while Mindy and Cori chat, walking ahead of us.

The sun sinks closer to the vast horizon of the Pacific Ocean as we climb the steps to the front porch. The girls all head upstairs to change, and Candy promises to bring my swimsuit back with her. I go out the side door to get to the pool and find Maggie and Sabby setting out dinner on a wooden picnic table.

The coastal breeze is cool as the heat of the day starts to fade. I assist with the final preparations, then enjoy a moment of peace as everyone starts filling their plates. Bikinis and gym shorts are the uniform of the night for my girls. To fit in with them, I excuse myself to go inside and change into my swim trunks but keep my shirt on. I return to settle into my place across from Maggie and beside Candy at the picnic table.

As the seven of us eat, I bring up my idea for guidelines to apply to myself and any other women. The three had heard from Tia of my shenanigans with Charlene and Maggie, and, to my surprise, no one was put off by the impromptu soiree.

“I just want to be clear,” I explain as they watch me with interest. “I’m committed to this family we’ve formed, and I’m not looking to keep adding to my… what do you call it?”

“Body count?” Sabby laughs. “That’s not a worry for us.” I glance around the table as the others nod in agreement. “We love that you’re a hot guy who attracts female attention. It makes us feel special to be a part of your life. I agree, though, it’s best if one of us were with you while you entertain.”

“She means fuck another hottie.” Tia busts up laughing, and all of us join in.

“I appreciate that,” I say as the laughter dies down. “I don’t take what we have for granted. If any of you have issues with me, or anyone in our circle, we should have a serious discussion so we don’t end up with any misunderstandings or regrets.”

“I have a question,” Mindy says, raising a hand. “What if we want to play with another girl and you? We are all devoted to you as our only male partner. But we all enjoy other females.”

I glance around at the others, and the idea doesn’t elicit any weird expressions or disappointed faces. “I think we take it one step at a time.”

“So,” Mindy says, blushing. “If I invited Tina, my friend at the barbershop, over to swim sometime… You’d be open to playing with us both?”

I bite my lip as the image of Tina’s ass bent over the reception counter at The Boardroom flashes in my mind. Glancing at Candy and seeing her knowing smile, I give a slight nod. “No promises, but we can see how that goes.”

Candy stands up and starts collecting the paper plates as Maggie and Mindy start gathering the serving dishes and leftovers. I stand and try to help, but Tia grabs my hand.

“Let’s cool off, Papi.” She smiles. “I want a turn with you before you chill with the youngers upstairs.”

“Difficult to refuse,” I say, then moan as she cups my cock, already hardening with thoughts of Mindy and Tina together.

“I love how you get hard for us so easily.”

After stripping to just our bathing suits, we splash into the pool and then swim to the far edge, overlooking the cliffs. The water isn’t deep here, so I rest my elbows on the ledge and watch as the sun sets to the west. Tia presses against my side, and I raise my arm so she can slip in front of me to stare into the multicolored clouds of near dusk. She pushes her ass back into my swim trunks, shifting side to side until my shaft eases between her cheeks.

She glances over her shoulder at me as I lower and capture her mouth, our tongues swirling together as her hands reach back and stroke my thighs. I cup her bikini top, feeling her hard points through the thin material. I glance around, knowing that everyone else is behind us, and pull the stretchy fabric to the sides of her breasts, scoop up the heavy orbs, and pinch her nipples with my fingers and thumbs.

She moans into my lips as her hands grip the waist of my trunks and push them down until my cock springs free. “Right here,” Tia moans, breaking our prolonged kiss. “I want you to fuck me right here, looking out at the endless horizon.”

“You’re reading my mind,” I say, tugging the strings at the waist of her bikini.

We take it slow, as the water of the pool thins her slick juices, but the initial friction evaporates as I sink deeper inside her. With my hands full of her warm breasts, we continue kissing as we make love at a relaxed pace. When she grows breathless, whining Spanish oaths, I step back and grip her hips. My firm thrusts push her close to her peak as mine swells in my core. When she cries out as her pussy clenches my throbbing cock, I release my load into her with a muffled roar. Our mouths meet again with passion as our bodies slow in the lessening waves of the pool.

When we break apart, staring into each other’s eyes, we glance back toward the horizon. The sun has set, but the gloaming still illuminates Tia’s gorgeous face. We share a smile as I hold her body tightly against mine, then turn away from the sunset to face the rest of our family, who are playing in the water on the steps or in the jacuzzi.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

EPILOGUE: CANDY MAN'S LEGACY


When I contact Katrina on Monday, she asks if I could drive up to Dilroy. She wants to give us a tour of her facility along with the opportunity to discuss our taffy recipes with her food scientists who manage the processing. After ensuring that everything is going smoothly, Maggie and I slide into my car and start the hour-long commute to Dilroy.

The early rush was busy; but with the raffle tickets and pre-made bags of taffy, it went off without a hitch. Mindy and Candy enjoyed taking care of the familiar faces of our regular customers. We had a break from the usual crowd of tourists, thanks to an overcast and rainy morning. After checking on Tia and the cafe before we left, I was pleased that everything seemed to be back to normal.

Maggie naps, leaning against the window as I drive toward the south bay and the growing sprawl of buildings, warehouses, and traffic. The coastal road winds through the foothills before expanding to more lanes as we approach the industrious town of Dilroy. I shake Maggie awake when we are close to our turn off, and she stretches as she picks up her phone to help me with the unfamiliar route.

FoodCo owns several processing plants along the coast and provides services to the harvesters of the rich farmlands just inland from the ragged cliffs bordering the twisting highway. The warehouse in Dilroy is newer and focuses more on snack foods and confections rather than agricultural products. I’ve followed the enterprise for years, but I never thought I’d see the demand to mass-produce my taffy. However, the new flavors seem to show promise for expansion, and FoodCo would be a good partner for Rocky Cove Candy Company to grow from a small-town niche to a broader market.

When Katrina meets us in the compact lobby of the building, I recognize that her reddish-blonde hair matches Charlene’s, and her figure also evokes memories of the dynamic beauty queen. Like her cousin, Katrina is all smiles and handles our questions with easy confidence. Hearing her voice brings to mind the encounter of the day before, so I’m guarded when I offer her a sample of the new flavors.

She was a little surprised when I disclosed that some of the ingredients are used in over-the-counter herbal libido supplements. It's just the three of us in a small conference room, and her skeptical look evaporates as she savors the intense flavors she chews.

“I can’t quite place the flavor,” Katrina says, her eyes darkening and her breath quickening. I can’t help noticing her nipples stiffening, beginning to tent her polo shirt.

“Which one?” Maggie asks as she takes one of the white taffies from the bag we brought. “This one is nice and creamy.”

“Yeah, but it’s salty and sweet, like a salted caramel?” Katrina notes, helping herself to another piece, concentrating on the creaminess of the melting taffy as she continues chewing. Then her hips shift in her chair, and her stiff nipples become more prominent as her cheeks flush with arousal.

When in Rome.

I glance at Maggie, who stares back at me, biting her lip with a knowing nod. I take a pink candy from the pile scattered on the table as I stand, walking over and locking the door. As I pull down the slatted shade, Katrina glances at me, her eyes dropping to the tent rising in my slacks. Her eyes widen as she puts together the tantalizing flavor and the way the taffy ingredients are raising her arousal.

“We’ll need to be quiet,” she declares, unbuttoning the neck of her polo shirt while looking at Maggie and me.

“Are you with someone?” I ask to ensure no complications.

“I’m single,” she answers, glancing at the two of us. “You two?”

“Part of his harem,” Maggie replies with an inviting grin. “We encourage him to play with willing third parties. Are you interested?”

“That’s wild,” Katrina says, her eyes scanning my body as she pulls her top off and unsnaps her bra. “This candy is incredible, and I’m ready to end a long dry streak. No strings?”

“No strings,” I assure her as I unbuckle my belt and push down my slacks.

Maggie strips off her sundress and moves, only wearing her bra, to help Katrina remove her skirt. By the time I’m finished undressing, the pair is naked on their knees, kissing. I step closer, stroking my cock without hesitancy. Accepting my strengths has increased my confidence and initiative. They take turns, trying to prove who can take me the deepest. Maggie does, of course, but Katrina's eager effort only makes the dual blowjob more enjoyable.

When I can't bear it anymore, I pull her to her feet and sit her on the conference room table. I drop between her thighs as she reclines on her back. Maggie crawls over her body, and our new friend tastes her tangy nectar. Maggie sways forward and starts nibbling on Katrina's patch of hair above her glistening pussy as I rise, stroking my cock. Grabbing the young woman's hips, I drag her ass to the edge and lift her heels to my shoulders. Maggie moves with me, rocking and grinding into Katrina's face as I fit my broad head against her tight opening. As I push inside, Maggie's fingers rub small circles over her clit.

The effects of the taffy don’t fail, and we spend the rest of our time changing positions to screw the remnants of the potent aphrodisiac out of our systems. Watching both of them enjoy multiple orgasms before releasing my load into their hungry mouths is a highlight of my day. After putting ourselves back together, we agree that I should visit quarterly to discuss the growth opportunities for my enterprise. Katrina is eager to introduce me to the team of food scientists, and I assure her that I’ll invite each of my harem to meet her in turn.

THE CANDY MAN’S LEGACY

Rocky Cove Candy Company thrived under the growing demand for our particular confection, and Perky Cups Tarts & Treats grew alongside it. I couldn’t bear the thought of selling Grandpa Bill’s store, but we continued to grow steadily for the next ten years. I opened more shops along the coastal highway, all the way to South Bay. FoodCo was a great business partner, and Tia impressed their food science team enough to start mass producing some of her baked goods for distribution in convenience stores and gas stations. I won’t deny that our new flavors wound up in the cinnamon rolls and scones, which were popular along the California coast.

My loft was remodeled and transformed into the corporate headquarters of my enterprise. My administrative staff handled the logistics and operations guided by me and my devoted circle of lovers. Candy and Tia passed along the management of the stores to Mindy and Cori, while Sabby and Maggie left the business to manage my household at Fallstead House. Sabby bore my first child, followed by Candy, then Tia. Mindy and Cori's children came later. Maggie loved to dote on our growing brood, despite not having any of her own; she was still a mother.

Behind the scenes, the lore of the Candy Man’s Harem continued to stir up rumors over the years. I lost track of all of my random interludes with willing women, but I’ve kept my six companions close to me. There are pockets of regular girlfriends who’ve cropped up around my businesses. It was probably the worst-kept secret of the Central Coast, but I never had a scandalous exposé in the coastal papers.

The Fallstead Manor’s invitation-only Halloween, Christmas, and New Year’s parties were frequented by many within the less secretive, kinky, sex-positive organizations. We reserved our loft for just the inner circle with a few exceptions. Charlene and Katrina were always welcome. Sometimes with Bertha, if she wanted to watch. Tina and my stylist, Jessica, became a couple and enjoyed being part of my wider circle of intimate partners.

That’s the story of the Candy Man’s Harem, and how we started as a small business and grew into a close-knit, polyamorous family, prolonging Rocky Cove Candy Company’s legacy along the sleepy coastal roads of Central California.
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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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Mack Landry crafts scorching, male-led harems where polyamory meets slice-of-life bliss and every story ends in heart-pounding happily ever afters. A former tech instructor turned romance rebel, he fuels your fantasies with ethical heat.

Explore all his titles at books.macklandry.com.
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MACK LANDRY COLLECTION
DIVE INTO MORE POLY HEAT, HAREMS, AND HARD-WON LOVE BELOW


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

https://books.macklandry.com/mack-landry-collection
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HOME OFFICE HAREM
AGE GAP HAREM FANTASY ROMANCE


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

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


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

The Candy Man’s Harem
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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.”

Continue reading Belinda and the Beast

books.macklandry.com/belinda


BASICS: NEURAL CONTROL NODE
NEURAL CONTROL NODE


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

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

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

Basics: Neural Control Node

http://books.macklandry.com/basics


CASCADE MOUNTAIN HAREM
SECOND CHANCE HAREM ROMANCE


Kurt Darby's impromptu vacation in the Cascade Mountains takes him back to growing up nearby and some old friends from high school. The years have passed, but Kurt and Amy's connection as teenagers sparked a fire between the old flames. Kurt's challenges grow when Amy's friends join them to spend a wild weekend in Amy's mountain cabin resort.
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Hank Dolworth pens scorching hotwife and freeuse tales brimming with sizzling sex, mind-melting orgasms, and feel-good romance.
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Drake Storm crafts spicy romances packed with slow-burn tension, on-page heat, delicious angst, swoony grand gestures, and guaranteed HEAs
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