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HAREMLIT FACEBOOK GROUPS



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

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

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

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

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

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





ABOUT TANGY NECTAR



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

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

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


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


Ants are good citizens, they place the group interests first

CLARENCE DAY


TANGY NECTAR


CHAPTER 1
THE END OF THE DAY



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

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

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

You’ve made cum-flavored candy.



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

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

Candy:


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




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

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




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 2
TABLE TALK



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“All together?” I ask incredulously.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 3
DESSERT



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 4
TANGLED SHEETS



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Tangy Nectar?” Candy suggests.

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

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

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

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

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

“Us two,” they agree in chorus.

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 5
MORNING STROKES



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 6
CHANGING PLANS



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 7
CLAIMING MINDY



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 8
ZADDY TIME



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Prime?” she offers, and I nod.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 9
CONCERNS



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 10
NEW ADDITIONS



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I have the same question.” Sabby nods.

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

“Can we see it?” they ask in unison.

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

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


CHAPTER 11
DRAWING TOGETHER



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Birth control?” I grit out.

“Pill. Both of us,” Sabby says.

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

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

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

Turning toward Sabby, I kiss her. She opens her mouth, slowly running her tongue along my lips before pressing and dancing with my tongue. She tastes minty and fresh, and I love how they are unique. Her dark eyes flutter closed as I drop my hands to her round ass cheeks and squeeze.

“Take us to bed, Dom,” Sabby says in a breathy moan.

I grab Cori’s hand, then continue to my sleeping nook.


CHAPTER 12
TANGO FOR TWO



“It’s a small room,” Cori says, walking past me and sitting on the bed’s edge.

“Large bed,” Sabby says, joining her and leaving space between them. “Big enough for three?”

“It is,” I say, then crawl between them and roll onto my back, my cock sticking up stiffly from my groin. “There were three of us in it last night.”

“Mmm, sounds like you had fun,” Cori says, twisting to crawl toward me, her pale breasts swaying.

“Tia and Candy,” Sabby says matter-of-factly. “Tia told us about your lunch yesterday. Makes sense they’d want a sleepover.”

“You’re not jealous?” I ask, combing her hair over her shoulder as she lowers to kiss me.

“Never jealous of my harem sisters.” She presses her lips against mine, and we sink into a deep kiss. My moan deepens as I feel Cori’s mouth slide over my cock, sucking as she bobs up and down.

“I want to taste your pussy,” I say against Sabby’s lips, and they curl into a grin.

“Yes, please,” she says, shifting until she can lift her tawny thigh over my head.

I glance down at Cori, who slips her lips from my cock, then rises and straddles my hips, her tiny hands rubbing along the top of my dick. She looks at Sabby and lifts one of her eyebrows. “Mind if I take the first ride?”

“All yours,” Sabby says, looking down at me between her full breasts. “I want him to make me come with his sexy mouth.”

I manage to lick my lips once as Sabby lowers down. Her pussy has a dark patch of hair trimmed into a triangle and pointing to her slit. I lift my head and kiss her dusky lips, licking and savoring her spicy taste. It’s sweet and tangy with just a hint of heat. I reach up and pull her thighs down until my mouth seals against her cunt, licking, sucking, and devouring her juicy lips.

With her thighs squeezing the sides of my head, her words are muffled, but I know she’s moaning with pleasure. Cori’s slowly riding my cock, then says something before leaning forward, angling my cock in the process.

Sabby’s body shifts, and, in my mind’s eye, I picture the two girls kissing as they ride me to their bliss. I slide my hand up her thighs, then along her torso until I cup her young breasts, pulling and twisting her rigid nubs.

“Fuck,” Cori squeaks, rocking her hips faster. “He’s stretching me. It feels so good. Oh god, yes!” I feel her thighs squeeze my hips as her pussy clamps tight around me, then she slumps forward, her hands pushing against my chest.

“Oh fuck, are you coming already?” Sabby moans as her hips circle, grinding on my tongue. “Damn. Fuck. I’m close, too.”

Cori goes still and then slides off to one side of me. I move my hand to squeeze Sabby’s cheeks, pushing her up so I can attack her clit with flicks of my tongue. She arches back, then shudders as her pussy gushes her sweet, tangy nectar into my mouth and coats my cheeks.

“Oh fuck,” she sighs as she slumps to the other side. I shift up on my knees, turning to look at the two of them, twitching in the throes of their orgasms.

“Get on your knees, asses up,” I growl as I grip my cock, spreading Cori’s slick juices over my throbbing shaft. The girls blink their eyes until they can focus, then scramble to turn over. They shift, pressing their hips against each other, and then look over opposite shoulders to watch me. The pair of contrasting round young asses makes my cock throb as I crawl closer.

“I’m going to make you both mine,” I say as I run the tip of my cock over Sabby’s dark slit. When I slide inside her, I groan at how tight she feels, her walls still rippling from her orgasm. I reach and cup Cori’s slick, smooth lips, fitting two fingers inside her and pushing in deep. Thrusting my hips in steady strokes, my cock punches into Sabby, making her moan. Her eyes flare as she watches me over her shoulder.

“Yes. Fuck my needy pussy. I love this.”

Cori pushes her hips back as I curl my fingers, strumming over her g-spot with my fingers. “Oh god, so good. Fuck, you’re making me come again!” Her body shakes, but I don’t stop, wanting to push her a bit more.

I slide back, my cock bouncing as I slip from Sabby’s pussy, and shift to slide my thick cock into Cori’s clenching tunnel. My hand smacks Sabby’s ass, and she shrieks in surprise, then presses her hips back for more. I twist my hand and slide three fingers inside her, and she moans as I flex my fingers inside.

The two girls are breathless as they moan and twist. I push Sabby over her peak, then slide out of Cori and back into Sabby’s tight cunt, swapping hands to keep thrusting my digits into the wild blonde. I fuck them both, alternating when I feel the pressure of my peak build, trying to hold off as long as I can to prolong this wild ride. When the inevitable hits me, I grit my teeth.

“I’m going to cum. Flip over.”

They slide their knees down until they lie flat and roll onto their backs. Their lust-filled eyes stare at me as I shift on my knees between them. My knees press against each of their sensitive pussies as I stroke my cock, leaning over them. When my peak hits, I groan, arching my back as my cum shoots in white bolts, arcing over their nude bodies. They watch with awe as I keep pulling more of my cum from my heavy balls, decorating their skin until they glisten from my opalescent seed.

When I’m empty, I rest on my knees, spent. The pair turns toward each other, licking the mess I’ve made over their slick bodies. It’s an arousing sight as I watch them shift and turn, their young bodies gleaming from sweat and my cum.

I shift to the side, lying on my back beside them as they indulge in the pleasure and clean my seed from their mate. I rest, staring at the ceiling until they turn to me, then nestle against me, one on each side.

“That was incredible,” Cori says, kissing my cheek lightly.

“Fucking awesome,” Sabby says, mirroring her harem sister.

I grin as my eyes closed. “It’s just the beginning, I say,” trying to catch my breath. I barely realize I’m nodding off until I’m shaken awake.


CHAPTER 13
TAMING TIA



“Dom, wake up,” the voice says as I shake my head and open my eyes. Candy’s brilliant blue eyes meet mine, and she smiles at me before kissing my lips. “Mmmmm, Sabby?” she asks, running her tongue over her lips.

I blink at her question, then nod, chuckling, remembering Sabby coming all over my face earlier. “How long was I out? How are the girls?”

“Happy and busy,” Candy says, stretching beside me. “Tia is making them deep clean the bakery counter, including the pastry case. They didn’t even complain once. They were so hopped up on sex hormones, they started whistling as they worked.”

“So it was good for morale?” I grin, then kiss her tenderly, and we immediately sink into a passionate embrace.

“It was,” Candy says when we come up for air. “Though Tia is grumpy that they missed the lunch rush. Eduardo and I pitched in to help her. It wasn’t horrible.”

I hum to myself, then brush my fingers through her hair, enjoying our closeness as her blue eyes watch mine. She reaches out and presses her hand against my chest before looking at me as her gaze turns serious. “‘We need to be careful,’ Those were your words, Dom. Then you fucked them both during working hours. It was only supposed to be a discussion. You wanted to date them first.” Her eyes flick between mine, etched with concern.

“It was a discussion until they stripped naked seconds after I brought them up to show them my loft. Before I knew it, they were naked on their knees, sucking my cock. I kinda lost my ability to think.” I shrug, but my cheeks are hot from blushing.

“I can understand that,” Candy says, softly kissing my cheek. “It’s new, and you wanted to show them you were serious. It was just a surprise. We shouldn’t have surprises.”

“I agree,” I say, letting out a breath. “I think we all need to have a family discussion. If it’s just me alone with any of you, I’m having trouble controlling my impulses, knowing that you’re mine.”

“Yeah, Tia was saying the same thing between strings of swearing in Spanish.” Candy grins, then looks at me. “You need to talk to her, tell her what happened.”

I nod, then move to get up.

“Quick shower, first. You smell like Tangy Nectar.” Candy laughs as I get up to take a shower.

“Are you staying tonight?” I ask as she walks to the entrance.

“Yeah, but sort things with Tia first.” She waves and disappears down the stairs.

I take a quick shower, focusing on my groin and my face, then brush my teeth before pulling on my jeans and a fresh shirt. I look at myself in the mirror and see a smile I’ve not seen often in the past few years. I know I must have a difficult conversation, but I’m not ducking away from it. I climb down the stairs, feeling like whistling, only to chuckle when I think of Sabby and Cori deep cleaning the pastry case.

It’s good that I’m not laughing when I see Tia’s dark gaze as I push through the door. She is talking to Eduardo, but when she locks her eye on me, she waves him out.

“Adios, vete a casa, te veo por la mañana,” She bites out, then stalks toward me.

Eduardo looks at me with wide eyes, then vanishes out the front of the store.

“Look, I can explain,” I say as Tia grabs my collar and yanks me toward her. She doesn’t let me talk, only kisses me with lust, her hands pushing inside my waist.

“I need your cock,” she growls, biting my lower lip before cursing in Spanish, then switching to English. “Fuck, you did it, didn’t you? You fucked them both. Admit it.”

She pushes my jeans down until they’re around my knees, her hand fisting my cock, stroking, and I can’t help but get hard as she kisses me again, this time even more passionately.

“Yeah, I did,” I confess without any shame.

She smirks, her eyes darkening. “My turn. I need you, Papi.“

She drops to her knees and pulls my thickening cock into her mouth, moaning at my taste. I’m glad I washed off the girls’ juices in the shower. I grip her head, then fist my fingers in her hair. She bobs on my cock, not caring that I’m pulling her hair hard. I try to step back and cool things down. I thought she was pissed at me.

“We’re fucking,” she says, standing and pushing down her pants. “I need that cock inside me. Now, Dom.” She leans over the edge of the stainless steel counter where I’d just talked with Sabby and Cori a few hours ago. Her pussy is slick, glistening with need. My cock is drenched from her hasty blow job.

“Fine,” I grunt, stepping behind her, then teasing my cock along her slit, feeling her drenched juices coat my crown. “But one thing. Are you mad or just horny?”

“I’m fucking horny, pendejo,” she growls, looking over her shoulder. “You’ve fucked all your girls, I know. I’m happy for you—for us. But now I need your dick inside me, Papi. Don’t tease me.”

I fit my tip against her opening, then punch my hips, groaning at the feel of her slick walls stretching around me.

“Oh fuck, yeah!” She moans, rolling her hips. “Make me your slut.”

We go at it hard. I power my cock in deep, jackhammering my hips into her clenching cunt. She swears a string of Spanish as she moans in lust. I reach around her, grip the sides of her top, and tear it from her body. Her bra meets a similar fate while I’m fucking her like a crazed animal.

I pull her off the counter, lowering her to the tiled floor and rolling her onto her back. She spreads her thighs and reaches for my dick. I grab both of her hands and push them over her head. We glare at each other lustfully as I grip her wrists.

“Keep them there, or I’ll get my belt, whip you, and then bind them,” I growl, letting go.

“Don’t threaten me with a good time.” She laughs but keeps her hands over her head.

I kneel between her spread thighs, use one hand to align my cock, and then slide back inside her molten core. Moving my hands to her heavy, brown tits, I grip them tight, pushing her down into the unyielding tile. I rut into her as I squeeze full breasts. Her dark eyes hold mine, wrapping her warm thighs around me as I fuck her with feral intensity. Her hands grab my wrists, keeping them firmly against her soft mounds.

She starts rolling her hips, meeting my thrusts beat for beat. We can’t look away from each other; her dark eyes drill into my soul as I drink in her need and feed her the hard pounding she craves. Her orgasm rushes through, and she arches back as her thighs clamp against mine. The intensity of her passionate scream triggers my end, and I slam in deep, feeling my cock throb and pulse, jetting my creamy cum inside her.

Speechless, we stare at each other, our minds swimming in the heady bliss. When I lower and kiss her, she moans in pleasure. We both soften as our orgasms fade, and her arms wrap behind my neck as I lift mine to hold her head in my hands.

“Fuck. I love you,” I say, pressing my forehead to hers. “You’re always in my thoughts. I didn’t forget you.”

“I know, Papi,” she says, kissing me again. “I’m just a needy slut sometimes.”

“Come to bed?” I ask, combing her hair from her eyes.

“Yeah.” She nods.

By the time we put ourselves together, it’s well past closing. I don’t think anyone else was present, as we enjoyed our fuck fest. But I need to stop fucking my girls in our places of work. Tia ensures the bakery is locked, then meets me at the stairs. Candy waves at us from the top, blushing.

“I might have heard you two.” She reaches out and pulls us into my loft. “Did you kiss and make up?”

“Kinda.” I shrug, watching Tia’s ass sway on her way to the bedroom. “We’re good. We’re all good.”

“I’m hungry,” Tia says, walking to the kitchen.

“I made spaghetti and meatballs with my family’s meat sauce,” Candy says. “Dig in. We can eat on the sofa together.”

We fill our plates, and Candy pulls a six-pack of beer from the fridge. “I grabbed some things from the corner market,” she explains, twisting off the top. “We need to get organized.”

“Yeah.” I sigh, taking a long draw of the cold brew. “It’s been wild, but we need to figure this out. I want the other three to move in soon. Maybe this weekend.”

“Tomorrow’s Friday, boss,” Candy says, “We’re also open Saturday and Sunday. Monday is our day off.”

My mind starts clicking as I dig into the delicious spaghetti. I missed lunch and don’t remember breakfast. The schedule has gone crazy, and I need to get into a rhythm.

“We’ll figure it out. We’re all patient.” Candy rubs my shoulder.

I chuckle and nod at Tia, “I think some are more patient than others.”

“Well, you need to remind me that you still lust after me.” Tia winks. “Just communicate. And stop fucking all of us in the stores! Slow it down a bit. Sometimes we sluts need to be edged.”

We all laugh and enjoy teasing each other. When we fall into my bed, we make out together, enjoying cozy intimacy without intercourse until we curl into a snuggle pile and fall asleep.
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SNEAK PEEK - MELDING FLAVORS

Chapter 1 - A New Normal

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

Chef’s Kiss Barbecue

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


HOME OFFICE HAREM
AGE GAP HAREM FANTASY ROMANCE



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

Home Office Harem

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


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



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

The Candy Man’s Harem

books.macklandry.com/rocky-cove-candy


BELINDA AND THE BEAST



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

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

Uh uh, no way.



“Truth.”

Continue reading Belinda and the Beast

books.macklandry.com/belinda


BASICS: NEURAL CONTROL NODE
NEURAL CONTROL NODE



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

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

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

Basics: Neural Control Node

http://books.macklandry.com/basics


CASCADE MOUNTAIN HAREM
SECOND CHANCE HAREM ROMANCE



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

Cascade Mountain Harem

books.macklandry.com/cascade-harem


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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Mack Landry crafts scorching, male-led harems where polyamory meets slice-of-life bliss and every story ends in heart-pounding happily ever afters. A former tech instructor turned romance rebel, he fuels your fantasies with ethical heat.

Explore all his titles at books.macklandry.com.

Follow on Amazon or Goodreads.
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