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1

I didn’t want the job. I told my mother that, and my uncle, and my cousin Dana who married into the family but apparently had some kind of worthy opinion now too.
It didn’t matter. Grandpa was in hospice, and the house couldn’t be left untended. I was the only one without a “career,” and the only one who even talked with Grandpa anymore. So I got a text with the door code and a key taped to a manila folder with “responsibilities” written across the front in Dana’s handwriting. I didn’t answer. But I did have to drive out there: Someone had to do it, and I was that someone.
The place looked worse than I remembered it. Obviously Grandpa hadn’t been managing as well as he let on to me. Four-bedroom student house, once white, now weathered down to a dull yellow-beige with long black streaks where rain had carried dirt down the siding. Porch sagged on the west corner. Gutters overflowing with pine needles. One of the upstairs windows was cracked, taped with a strip of cardboard and some kind of rainbow sticker. Not exactly a real estate marketing dream.
I parked in the back behind a silver Honda and an electric scooter. Fix it, they said. Make it ready for listing, they said. Empty it. There had always been an impatience with Grandpa and those sharks were circling tighter now he was moved out on a hospice stretcher. I gave it one month. Get in, doll it up, get out. I was the only one who actually needed the money.
I went up the back outside stairs the way Grandpa went, up to the attic apartment he lived in the last millennia or so.
I had to brace my foot into the door at top and lean into it. When it finally gave, the jolt nearly knocked me back.
Grandpa’s place was exactly what I expected: tight, overheated, full of heavy furniture and old man smell. There was a twin bed with flattened pillows, a recliner facing a boxy TV. I opened both small windows right away. The heat blasted from a vent near the floor and kept running even after I turned the knob. I stood hands on hips nodding at it. Good he had his seizure, probably saved him from dying in a house fire.
The fridge worked. The bathroom was clean enough to stand in. I dumped my bag on the bed and sat. I rubbed my hands over my face, breathed in the stale air, and told myself I’d find another place. It was impossible to imagine living there.
Somebody flushed downstairs. Then a door opened. Soft music drifted up, something low and rhythmic, followed by a quick laugh, two voices, both female.
The stairs creaked under my feet as I made my way down, slow and steady, hand grazing the loose rail. I hadn’t eaten since the gas station hours earlier. I’d make my quick intros and let them mull the situation while I got out of there and found some lunch.
The whole house had that off-campus student feel:  too many things tacked to the walls, piles of shoes at random doorways, someone’s coat crumpled on the bottom step.
I was halfway down when a voice floated up, sharp and accusatory.
“Um, hello?”
At the landing, I stepped into view under a hanging bare bulb. A blonde girl in a black tank top and flannel pajama shorts stood frozen by the hallway entrance. Bare legs, a crop-cut hoody, a mug in one hand, and her phone in the other. She blinked twice, clearly not expecting anyone, and definitely not me.
From the kitchen, another voice called out.
“Somebody there?”
“Someone coming down the stairs!”
Footsteps. A second girl appeared. This one brunette, olive skin, shorts even shorter than the blonde’s, oversized hoodie hanging half-off one bare shoulder, no straps beneath. She saw me and stopped mid-step.
“Who are you?” she said, blinking. “Like, inside our house!?”
“I was in the attic,” I said. I kept my hands low, near my pockets, not touching anything. “I’m the one the family sent. I’m staying in Walter’s place for the time being.”
They stared like I’d spoken a language they almost recognized but hadn’t heard in years.
From behind them, a third girl walked into the hallway brushing out her damp hair with her fingers, towel still around her neck, long T-shirt hanging to mid-thigh. She saw me, stopped, and pulled the towel tighter around her chest. “Okay. Um. And who is Walter?”
“I’m, sorry,” I said, slower. “I didn’t mean to intrude or alarm you.”
The brunette said, “It’s just, Mr. Johnson never came inside. He always used the back stairs. Like always.”
“I didn’t know that.”
“Well, we didn’t know you weren’t Mr. Johnson up there.”
The one said to the other, “We didn’t know his name was Walter.” They all snickered but stopped.
I nodded, stepped fully into the hallway. “He’s not doing great. In hospice now. I’m his grandson.”
All three exchanged suspicious looks. The blonde was still clutching her mug like it could be a weapon. The brunette folded her arms but relaxed a little now. The one with the towel looked embarrassed more than afraid.
“He did tell us someone would be coming,” she said after a moment. “We just thought it’d be, like older. Someone else like him.”
“Yeah,” the blonde added, exhaling. “You are definitely not him.”
Now that the tension had cracked, I could feel the room settle. Their eyes kept bouncing back to me, as if re-evaluating everything.
“Did he leave a note or anything?” I asked. “I don’t know anything about the arrangements.”
“Nope,” said the brunette. “Classic Mr. Johnson. Or Walter I guess.”
The one in the towel gave a small laugh, then looked at me directly. “Well, welcome to the house anyways.”
I nodded again. “I’ll use the back stairs from now on.”
“You don’t have to.”
The brunette tilted her head. “Yeah. Maybe just give us a heads-up first, though. For, like reasons.” She flared her eyes and spun around and away. They all left me standing there watching them recede back up the hallway. They had no clue what I was there to do.
By late afternoon, I’d circled the whole place twice. Every room had something critical wrong with it. The kitchen faucet was loose at the base and leaked around the seal. The hallway light switch sparked when I tried it. One of the bathroom outlets was missing its faceplate, just wires and drywall and dust. The bannister on the main stairs wobbled like a loose tooth.
In the front hallway, I bent to pick up a floorboard shim someone had jammed under the radiator to keep it level. The wood was warped from water damage. Not recent. Not fixable with a coat of paint.
I stood up and looked around.
They lived in this like people who thought the world owed them nothing and would probably be okay with that. A stack of notebooks and loose pages covered the dining table, half-stained with wine rings and dried marker. A heavy blanket hung crooked across the front bay window. The walls were full of thumbtacks, old tape, and whatever they'd last posted, calendars, fun photos, a sheet that said “Goals” with nothing written under it.
I remembered the text from my mother:
“Fix it. The sooner we list it the sooner you can get out of there.” Like she knew the shape it was in, not that it made her lift a finger for him.
No discussion. No asking what I thought. Just: fix it, shut up, and don’t screw things up for them.
The house had been in the family for seventy years. To them it was a cash box. To me, it was where I formed my view of the world.
But now Grandpa was in a hospice bed, and I was the guy living in his attic trying not to touch anything fear of breaking more.
I could already feel it: they expected me to gut the place, flip it, and dump the girls with thirty days' notice. They wanted “their” money out of it, and nothing else. I was just the one assigned to make it happen.
But I’d met them, the ones who lived in the house.
Nina, the one with the towel, now in leggings and a ribbed tank, had walked barefoot down the hallway to the kitchen, humming, earbuds in. She barely noticed me standing at the sink. But I caught a smirk on her lips.
Jules, the brunette with the biting eyes, was pacing on the front porch earlier with a joint in one hand, phone in the other, talking fast about some screenplay or something, but she’d paused mid-rant to glance back at me when I came down the stairs again. And smiled. Waved a tiny wave.
And the redhead, Leigh, who I’d overheard, was curled sideways on the couch reading a printed manuscript with her knees pulled up in one of those soft oversized T-shirts that left her whole back exposed. She glared at me, before snorting and covering her face.
They lived in Grandpa’s house like the place was theirs. There were conversations to come that were not going to be easy.
The door to the bathroom was half-open. I was on my way past when Nina leaned out, holding a hair dryer by the cord.
“Do you know anything about outlets?” she asked.
I stopped. “Some.” Of course I knew about them, I was there to replace most of them.
“Because this one?” She held it up. “Sparks like a horror movie every time I plug this in.”
She stepped back to let me see. The outlet by the sink was crooked in the wall, one corner pulled out like someone had yanked too hard. The plate was cracked in half and hanging loose. I could see a twist of wire inside, blackened near the screw.
“I’ll have to kill power to this room to fix it,” I said. “And replace the box.”
She shrugged. “As long as I don’t get electrocuted with wet hair tomorrow morning, I’ll take it.”
“I’ll get my tools,” I said.
She didn’t move, just waited, arms crossed, hip against the frame.
“You need something else too?” she asked.
“I need this room to myself when the power’s off.”
Her smile lifted a little. “Then I guess you better warn me first.”
I nodded and stepped past her to get back upstairs. I could smell her skin when I passed, warm from the shower, faint citrus underneath something like cheap lotion. She didn’t back away.
I found a flathead and a replacement plate and box in the junk in the attic. One of Grandpa’s old bins had a handful of random electrical parts, most older than I was. I brought what I needed back down. It would have to do for now.
The bathroom door was still open when I returned, but Nina was gone. The light was off. I shut the breaker and worked by phone light, pulling the outlet loose, checking the wires. One of them had been twisted in too far, exposed copper burned near the base. I cut it clean, stripped it back, retwisted it. Took my time.
I was replacing the plate when she came back.
No warning. She just stepped in behind me wearing a long sleep shirt and nothing else. Bare feet on tile. Wet hair still.
“Oh,” she said, stopping at the door. “Didn’t think you’d still be in here.”
I didn’t turn. “Still screwing it down.”
She stood there while I finished. The silence thick. My knuckles cut on the wall, tightening the last screw. I stood, turned, hid the wound.
She looked down at the new plate, then up at me.
“Thanks,” she said, softly, half-whisper.
Her eyes didn’t move right away. I saw the flick of her throat when she swallowed.
“You saved me from dying violently mid-make-up,” she added, stepping aside as I brushed past, but not far enough to avoid brushing each other butt to butt. She snorted lightly.
I was in the backyard, clearing out a half-rotted shed leaned against the tree, when the back door creaked open behind me.
“Hey,” Leigh called out.
I turned. She was leaning out with one hand gripping the doorframe, her legs bare, oversized T-shirt barely covering her. She wasn’t trying to be coy, just clearly not expecting to have to step inside.
“My closet door’s off,” she said. “Like, the whole thing’s just leaning. Can you help?”
I wiped my hands on my jeans and followed her back in. Her room was at the end of the hall downstairs, opposite the kitchen. She left the door open as she walked in ahead of me.
Inside, the place was clean, lived-in. A double bed pushed to one side, stacked with throw pillows. A string of photos taped along the top of the wall, Polaroid-sized. She moved to the closet and tapped the top corner of the sliding door where the rail had come loose. The wood tilted outward, catching at the bottom track.
“It just fell like that,” she said. “I didn’t yank it or anything. I swear.”
I crouched to look. The roller on the top right side was cracked clean through, rusted around the bracket.
“Let me get my tools,” I said.
She blinked. “Just like that?”
“There’s tools down here,” she said.  “Wait.” She stepped to the side, closer to me. “They’re in the hall closet, top shelf, I think. You don’t have to go all the way up.”
She moved ahead of me, barefoot again, stepping over the hallway rug, her shirt swaying loose around her. I stayed behind her as she opened the closet, tiptoed slightly, reaching for a basket on the top shelf. The back of her thighs stretched as she reached. The shirt rode higher.
She found a hammer, turned, held it out.
“Success,” she said, grinning.
I took it, nodded. “Ok, thanks.”
Back in the room, she stood near the bed while I set the roller back on track, tapped the bracket flat, and tightened the screws where the wood had started to split. She watched without saying anything, leaning into the bedpost, one hand braced on the mattress.
“That’s really satisfying,” she said after a minute.
“What is?”
“You doing that. Fixing stuff. It’s like, when you move in with someone and they actually know how to do things.”
I didn’t answer.
She pushed her hair behind her ear and looked down.
“Sorry,” she said. “Didn’t mean that to be so eird. I just meant, like, thanks.”
I checked the slide once more, then stepped back.
“Should hold for a while,” I said. “But the rollers are old. Might need new ones. Whole new closet doors throughout.”I stopped myself there.
She nodded, still looking at me. Not flirty. But not retreating either. Looking at me like she was wondering something. I turned away, not sure how much I was showing on my face. They still didn’t know why I was suddenly fixing everything.
“You want coffee?” she asked. “Just made a pot.”
The coffee was burnt. I didn’t say anything. Leigh poured two mugs handed me one as she leaned back against the counter. Her shirt had fallen off one shoulder again, and she made no effort to adjust it this time. The fabric clung to her ribs where the steam rose from her cup, and her legs were bare, clean-shaven, crossed casually at the ankle. She kept talking about her closet like it mattered, like she was genuinely surprised it hadn’t collapsed weeks ago, and I let her talk. The light through the window caught the fine hair on her thighs, the dip where her hip rose just beneath the hem of the shirt, and I couldn’t tell if she noticed me noticing or if she simply didn’t care.
She took a slow sip, holding the mug with both hands, her fingers curled around it like she needed something to anchor herself to. When she looked at me again, it wasn’t coy or suggestive, it was easy. Familiar. Like this was the kind of thing we did now. Fix things. Share coffee. Stand too close. Not mention the important things.
She asked how long I’d been good at doing repairs, what else was wrong with the house, whether I was fixing things for the fun of it, “or did someone ask you to.”
I gave short answers. Enough to sound cooperative, not enough to open the door to anything like the truth.
The truth was already too hard to explain: that every fix brought me closer to ending their lease, that my family had no idea these girls existed as anything other than names on rent checks, that if I did what I was sent to do, none of this would last longer than a couple months.
Leigh didn’t need to know that, and neither did Nina, and whoever else came asking for something next. I wasn’t trying to deceive them, but I wasn’t able to volunteer the truth either. Not when I could stand here like this, mug in hand, heat on my chest, her voice soft and unhurried in that quiet kitchen.
And for whom was I doing all this? For me greedy family.
When she finished her cup, she rinsed it and set it in the drying rack. She didn’t say goodbye. She just brushed past me on her way through to the hallway, her shoulder grazing mine as she moved, skin warm, hair damp at the tips, the faint scent of her still clinging to the air after she disappeared around the corner. They all did that, brushed against me in passing.
I stayed where I was, holding my cup, listening to the creak of her door as it shut, the latch clicking into place.
The house was still falling apart, though. Every time I walked through it, I saw something else that needed work. But they didn’t seem to notice. To them, the heat that never shut off, the light switches that sparked, the cracked molding, they were all just background. Static. Normal.
It was Jules who came to me next, and it wasn’t even a request at first. I was in the front hall pulling up one of the warped boards near the baseboard heater. Water had rotted the subfloor from underneath, probably years ago. She came in from the porch barefoot, hoodie zipped halfway, phone still in her hand. She watched me for a second, leaning on the doorframe like she was waiting to be acknowledged, then crouched beside me without saying anything.
“You know how to fix that too?” she asked finally, nodding toward the gap I’d just uncovered.
“Probably,” I said. “Might need to cut in a patch.”
She scratched the back of her thigh, then dropped her hand into her hoodie pocket and sat on the lowest stair, tucking one foot beneath the other leg. Her knees were bare, one shin smudged faintly with something like dirt or maybe charcoal. She didn’t move away when my elbow brushed hers reaching into the gap.
“Walter never fixed anything,” she said, and there was no edge in it, just fact. “He’d mutter about calling someone, but we knew he wouldn’t. We just lived around it.”
“Not safe,” I said.
“Neither is art school.” She gave a short laugh and looked down at the floorboard. “Nina says you used to do construction.”
“Not exactly. Just grew up around tools.” It wasn’t true, I snuck off to tool stores to dream.
She didn’t answer, just picked at a loose thread on her hoodie, thumb running it flat. Her thigh was warm where it pressed lightly against my arm. I was aware of every place we touched. But she didn’t adjust her position, almost like she wasn’t aware.
After a minute she asked, “You gonna be here long?”
I looked at her and said nothing.
“I mean, Walter said someone was coming, and we figured, okay, whatever. But now that it’s you, and you’re not just sitting in the attic at night watching whatever by yourself.”
“I’m just . . . .” I started but caught myself. I’m just what? The failure of the family? The embarrassment? The only one crazy old coot grandpa ever talked to, or the only one who listened to him?
“No?” she asked again, tilting her head slightly. “Because you’re doing more than just keeping the lights on, aren’t you.”
I pulled the board up completely and set it aside, revealing the damp layer beneath. I didn’t answer right away. I didn’t know what answer wouldn’t turn into another lie.
She leaned a little closer and said, low, “Don’t get me wrong. I like it. You being around. We all do.”
Her voice wasn’t flirtatious. Just quiet and honest.
Then she stood, stretched without hurrying, and tugged her hoodie down as she moved to the stairs.
“I’m going up to work,” she said. “If you end up needing help measuring or something, I’m around.”
I watched her climb, slow steps, bare feet on wood, and didn’t move until I heard her door click shut.
I was supposed to be salvaging this house. That was the job. But what was happening here didn’t feel like demolition so much anymore.
The next morning I came down the back stairs early, thinking I’d beat the noise, maybe get through the hallway patch before anyone was up. The house was quiet except for the low hum of the fridge and the heat rattling through the baseboards. I grabbed a slice of bread from the pantry shelf and ate it dry while looking over the floor damage again. No way to fix it without pulling more boards. I got my tools from the back porch, laid them out, and started working in a slow rhythm, cutting, lifting, checking for mold, slicing back the warped sections along the joist.
The sound must’ve carried. I heard the floorboards creak above me, then a door opening, and then soft, quick steps on the stairs. I didn’t look up.
It was Nina. She walked barefoot into the hallway wearing a tank top and cotton sleep shorts, her hair still pulled into a loose bun from the night before, a book in one hand. She didn’t say anything at first. Just watched me from the doorway, thumb tucked inside the waistband of her shorts, hip resting against the frame.
“You always start this early?” she asked after a minute.
“I didn’t mean to wake you up.”
“I didn’t hear you come down.”
“I used the back stairs.”
She nodded. Then she stepped forward, crouched near the spot where I had the boards open. Her knee touched mine when she leaned in. She smelled like sleep and mint toothpaste, faint and clean.
“What are you fixing now?”
“Floor’s soft. If it spreads, it’ll take out the whole corner.”
She traced the exposed edge with her finger, slow. “This looks disgusting.”
“Yeah.”
Her voice dropped lower. “I like that you care, though.”
I didn’t answer. She wasn’t looking at me. Her eyes were on the cut wood, her knees folded beside mine. The hem of her shorts had ridden higher on one side. She tilted her head toward the light and scratched the back of her neck, the tank top gaping slightly where the strap had twisted. Her skin was pale, soft-looking, the kind that stayed marked when touched.
I slid the new board into place. She helped, bracing the end without being asked, pressing her palm flat against it while I drilled in the screws. Her arm brushed mine, steady and warm.
When I finished, she looked up and smiled like we’d done something together. Like we’d shared something.
“I’ll make coffee,” she said, pushing herself up to standing.
“You don’t have to.”
“I want to.”
She left barefoot, walking softly across the uneven floor. The smell of freshness followed behind her.
I sat back on my heels and listened to the old percolator kick on in the kitchen, her quiet footsteps moving through the cupboards.
They started using the living room more after that, maybe because I fixed the baseboard heater and it was the only place with any sun. The three of them had pulled an old electric blanket from somewhere and stretched it across the couch cushions, plugged into an outlet behind the bookshelf.
Most afternoons, I’d pass by and hear low music, laptop keys, or pages flipping. Once, I brought down the replacement fixture for the ceiling light and found all three of them camped out in sweatpants and socks, wrapped in fleece throws and half-buried in notebooks and red pens.
I climbed up on the step stool and got to work while they kept doing whatever it was they were doing, Leigh had headphones in but was humming along under her breath, Nina had her legs tucked under Jules’s blanket, and Jules was reading something out loud, dry and monotone, probably someone else’s workshop submission.
Eventually Jules looked up and asked, “You ever write anything?”
“Not really,” I said.
“You talk like a guy who wants to.”
“Maybe. I read a lot of stories.”
She grinned, satisfied. “Knew it.”
Nina uncrossed her legs, leaned forward to grab her water bottle, and said, “So what’s your deal, anyway? Like, before this.”
I finished tightening the fixture, flipped the switch. The light came on with a soft click.
“Nothing special,” I said. “Did a bit of everything. Some stuff with my uncle’s company. Temp work. No long-term plans.”
Leigh had taken her headphones out. “You don’t have a girlfriend?”
The room went quiet for half a beat. “Where’d that come from?” I asked.
She shrugged. “You’re just around. You fix things. You’re quiet. You never mention one.”
Jules rolled her eyes but didn’t disagree.
“Like me, I have no time for a boyfriend,” Nina said, stretching her arms overhead. Her shirt lifted with the motion, smooth skin tightening over her ribs. “We’re either working or broke or both.”
Jules pulled the blanket higher over her lap. “Or disappointed.”
“Or emotionally stunted,” Leigh added, sipping from a chipped mug. “Pick your poison.”
The three of them laughed, not bitterly, just used to it. Comfortable in the way people get when they’ve shared too many late nights in the same house.
“You miss it, though,” Nina said, a little softer now. “The touch. Someone who just pays attention.”
The other two didn’t argue it. Jules stared at her notebook. Leigh looked down into her mug.
“Maybe,” Nina added, “it’s why you’re getting to us.”
I gulped.
She looked at me directly now. “I know you’re not trying to. That’s what makes it worse.”
Jules didn’t look up. Leigh reached for the blanket and pulled it tighter across her legs, as if that would cover what had already been said. Clearly they had discussed something about me.
I gathered my tools and went up.
That weekend I replaced the water shutoff valve under the kitchen sink. It had been dripping since I got there, slowly enough that the bowl underneath it needed emptying every couple of days. I didn’t say anything to them about it. I just picked up the part from the hardware store, turned off the main, and got to work while they were in their rooms.
By midmorning, Jules came in barefoot in joggers and a cropped hoodie, rubbing her eyes. She moved around me without hesitation, poured coffee, and sat at the table with her legs tucked under her, one knee brushing the chair across from her. Her hoodie was unzipped lower than usual. No bra, just bare skin and the subtle shift of her chest as she sipped slowly and watched me under her lashes.
“You like fixing things before we show you?,” she said.
“It was leaking.” They still thought it was for them.
She tilted her head. “You ever stop working?”
“I like work.” My family sneered at me when I told them that. That was the big rebel I was for them: I liked work.
Nina wandered in next, still in a sleep shirt, hair a mess, and didn’t even look at me until she opened the fridge. She pulled out half a grapefruit, grabbed a spoon, and leaned against the counter beside me like it was just another morning. She bumped my hip with hers, softly, without comment, and started eating while I tightened the compression nut.
“You dating anyone at least?” she asked after the third bite, casual as anything.
I kept working. “Nope.”
“Because I feel like girls would line up for this.”
I glanced at her.
She smiled, lips wet with juice, and kept eating.
“I’m serious,” she said. “You’re the kind of guy girls only pretend they don’t like. Quiet, capable, kind of sad.”
“I’m not sad.”
“You are so.”
Leigh came in last, her voice trailing ahead of her as she sang something off-key. She stopped short when she saw me on the floor, then padded across in socks and leggings, a soft tee knotted at her waist.
“Oh,” she said, noticing the open cabinet. “That again?”
“Not anymore,” I said, wiping my hands.
She leaned on the island, watching me from above.
“You fixed it?”
“New shutoff valve. It’s dry now.”
Leigh looked at Jules, then at Nina. They didn’t say anything. The silence wasn’t awkward, it was full. Like something unspoken had been confirmed.
“You know,” Jules said finally, stretching her arms up overhead and arching her back, “if this place ever starts to feel like home, we’re blaming you.”
I stood, tools in hand, and looked at the three of them: one curled in a chair with her hoodie slipping off her shoulder, one licking grapefruit juice from her spoon, one tapping her nails softly on a boiled egg, eyes steady on mine.
The dryer stopped mid-cycle that afternoon. I was in the basement trying to patch an old floorboard from below when the hum cut off and a sharp metallic click followed by silence told me something was fried. I unplugged it, opened the back, and found the belt had snapped clean through and wrapped itself around the drum motor. I cursed under my breath and checked the sticker inside the panel, twenty-year-old unit.
I’d stood up when Nina shouted from upstairs.
“Clothes emergency!”
Her voice echoed down the stairwell. I climbed up slowly, wiping the dust from my hands, not sure what I was about to walk into.
She met me at the top in nothing but a towel. It was small, barely secured above her chest, legs bare and damp, hair wet and pulled to one side. She held a bundle of clothes in her arms, underwear on top, loose and without embarrassment.
“I need these,” she said. “Now.”
“The dryer’s busted. Belt’s shredded.”
She blinked. “Okay, well, what am I supposed to do?”
Jules’s voice came from the hallway. “Toss it in my room. I’ve got a rack.”
“No! It’s all damp and clingy. I need heat.”
I cleared my throat. “There’s an old space heater in the attic. You could hang stuff in front of it.”
Nina looked me over like she was trying to decide if I was kidding. Then she nodded once and turned, towel slipping slightly lower with the movement.
“Lead the way.”
I hesitated. She looked back over her shoulder. “You offering or not?”
I took the stairs ahead of her, listening to the sound of her bare feet behind me. In the attic, I cleared a space near the heater and plugged it in. She stepped around me and spread out the damp clothes across the back of a chair, thin cotton panties, fancy bras, a soft tank, a pair of leggings turned inside out. She moved without shame, towel gaping slightly at the sides, never quite losing it, always just close enough to feel like it might fall.
“Thanks,” she said, standing beside me in the heat. “You’re officially my favorite man in the house.”
“I’m the only man in the house.”
“But that’s not what makes you my favorite.”
We stood too close. The heater buzzed behind us. Her arm brushed mine. Neither of us moved.
“I should get back to the floor,” I said.
“Yeah,” she murmured, still not stepping away. “Probably should.”
She reached for the towel’s edge like she might adjust it, then didn’t. I turned and walked out before she could make me decide whether she was bluffing or not, making fun of me or something.
At the bottom of the stairs, I found Jules waiting in the hallway with a laundry basket against her hip.
She raised an eyebrow. “You survive?”
“Barely.”
She smiled. “You’re not gonna, you know. If this keeps up.” She said it quietly like a conspiracy.
Things changed after that. Not all at once, but enough that I felt it.
They started lingering longer when I worked. Coming into the kitchen when I was fixing the drawer sliders, sitting at the table while I measured windows, brushing past me when I crouched to check the heating vents. Always in soft clothes. Always close enough that I could smell skin, lotion. They didn’t stop what they were doing. They just stopped pretending not to watch me.
One night, I was replacing a light fixture in the upstairs hallway when all three of them came up from the living room together. Jules had a glass of wine. Nina had a cheese on crackers. Leigh was barefoot, hoodie unzipped, her ribbed crop top stretched tight underneath.
They didn’t move out of the way. They stood at the bottom of the attic stairs, talking to each other, watching ne, waiting. I finished the last screw and stepped down off the chair.
Nina looked at the toolbelt. “That thing always on you?”
I unbuckled it and set it down.
Leigh grinned. “It kind of works for you though.”
Jules leaned against the banister, swirling her wine.
“Picnic we made for you,” Nina said.
“Because you always get quiet when we come around you like this.”
“I’m working,” I said.
“Right,” Nina said, licking the side of her hand. “All focus.”
They didn’t move. I tried to step past, but they closed in tighter, blocking me, hovering. Nina leaned into Jules, resting her head on her shoulder. Leigh brushed Jules’s arm, slow and casual, eyes on me the whole time.
“You ever wonder,” Jules said, almost to herself, “what it’d be like to live with someone who doesn’t try?”
“Try what?” I asked.
She didn’t answer. Nina giggled and pressed tighter to her side.
They pulled my arms until we all came down in the middle of the hallway on the floor together, sipping and nibbling.
Leigh looked me over, slow and unhurried. “You get flustered so easily.”
“I do not get flustered.”
“You do.” She came a little closer, just enough to make it hard not to notice the way her hips shifted. “It’s kind of sweet tough.”
Jules smirked. “You’re like a stray cat we keep feeding. Skittish, but sticking around.”
Nina leaned down the banister and pushed her bare feet into my leg. “Maybe we have to stop playing nice.”
I didn’t move. I didn’t say anything.
Jules took the wine glass from her lips and whispered, “You could ask us to stop.”
I looked at her. Then at Nina, then Leigh. They weren’t drunk. They were just having fun.
The power went out around nine. Wind had been hammering the side of the house for hours, branches dragging across the siding, the old frame creaking under every gust. I was upstairs working on the attic outlet strip when everything snapped to black with a hard click. Total silence, then Leigh shouting from below, “That was you, right?”
“It wasn’t me,” I called back.
I grabbed my flashlight and headed down. In the front hallway, all three of them were gathered near the stairs, bundled in sweaters and long socks, half-laughing in the dark. Jules had a candle lit in a jam jar. Nina had a throw blanket draped over her shoulders, her legs bare under a T-shirt that barely reached mid-thigh.
“Fuse?” I asked, aiming the beam toward the panel.
“Storm’s killing half the street,” Jules said, nodding toward the window. “I saw the neighbor’s porch go dark too.”
The furnace shut off with the outage, and the house chilled fast. Within an hour, Nina had dragged the blanket off the couch and Leigh had carried the old space heater down from the attic. I told them it wouldn’t help without power, but they brought it anyway and set it in the middle of the living room like some totem of wishful thinking.
“It’s freezing,” Leigh said, rubbing her arms. “We’re gonna die.”
“Group body heat,” Nina said, already dropping onto the floor, pulling the blanket around her.
I stood in the hallway, tools still clipped to my belt, unsure how long the blackout would last, unsure whether I should stay.
“You might as well,” Jules said, reading my silence. “What, you think we’re gonna bite?”
Nina laughed, already scooting over to make room. “It’s not weird if it’s for survival.”
Leigh was next, sliding down beside her and wrapping the edge of the blanket over her lap. “Come on. You’ve been fixing our shit for weeks. Least we can do is keep you from freezing your ass off.”
They made space without hesitation. No hesitation in their voices, their posture, their invitation. It wasn’t a game. That’s what made it harder.
I sat. Slowly. On the couch between them. The blanket came over me last, warm from their skin and heavy with the scent of them, vanilla lotion, body heat, the faint trace of dryer sheets. The candles flickered. Outside, the wind kept pushing against the siding like it was looking for a way in.
Jules shifted closer and let her thigh rest lightly against mine. Nobody said anything about it. Nina tucked her feet underneath her and leaned against Leigh, who was already starting to nod off. No one was talking now. Just the sounds of breathing, blankets rustling, bodies adjusting slowly into one another.
Leigh fell asleep first. Her head slipped onto Nina’s shoulder, mouth barely open, breath warm against Nina’s collarbone. Nina didn’t move. She just adjusted slightly, pulling the blanket higher over both of them, one hand resting across Leigh’s thigh like it belonged there.
Jules leaned into me without warning, her shoulder pressing firm against mine. She was warm, even through her sweater. I didn’t shift away. She didn’t look at me.
“You good?” she asked, voice low, barely above the wind still rattling the windows.
“I’m fine.”
“You’re not cold?”
“No.”
“Too warm, maybe?”
I didn’t answer it. I heard her smirk more than saw it.
She turned her head slowly until her mouth was near my ear, her breath brushing my skin. “You’re trying so hard not to touch us.”
“I’m already touching you.”
“Not the way you want to though.”
That landed deeper than I expected. My pulse kicked up a notch. I kept my hands where they were, knees bent under the blanket, palms flat to the cushion. But I could feel her smile without seeing it.
Nina’s eyes opened briefly. She saw Jules leaning into me. Saw the way I sat stiff, like a man trapped. She smiled, slow, lazy, and leaned her cheek against Leigh’s hair without saying a word.
My back ached, but I didn’t shift. The weight of Jules against my side. Nina’s legs brushing mine under the blanket when she adjusted. Leigh’s bare foot slipping closer as she curled in tighter, unconscious, trusting.
I wasn’t thinking about the house anymore.
Not the floor joists. Not the fuse box. Not the water shutoff I was supposed to check in the morning. Not the spreadsheet my cousin had sent with projected renovation costs and resale estimates.
I was thinking about heat.
Skin.
Contact.
What it meant to be pulled into something soft, slow, not mine to touch but touching anyway.
Jules tilted her head just enough to whisper, “You should’ve left when you had the chance, you know.” I didn’t know if she meant that evening or the whole house.
When I woke, the light was faint through the curtains and the house was humming again. power back, fridge kicking, heat running, quiet and steady like the night hadn’t happened. The blanket was still over me, but the space beside me was empty. I sat up slow, my back stiff from the couch, my neck sore where I’d half-dozed with Jules against me.
The girls were already moving around. I heard the shower running upstairs. Cabinets opened and closed. Mugs clinked. The kitchen smelled like toast and something citrusy.
I folded the blanket and set it back on the couch. For a second I stood there with my hand on it, thinking maybe I’d imagined how close it all got. Then I heard laughter,  Leigh’s voice, light and fast, followed by Nina’s deeper one, teasing.
I stepped into the kitchen and stopped.
They were all there. Nina in a hoodie and underwear, barefoot, standing at the toaster. Leigh on the counter, legs swinging, tank top riding up just enough to show a clean line of hip. Jules at the sink, hair tied up, no bra under her shirt. All three turned as I came in.
“Morning,” Nina said, like nothing was different.
Leigh grinned. “You sleep okay?”
“I didn’t sleep much.”
“That makes four of us.”
Jules handed me a mug without asking. Black coffee, hot, already made. Her fingers lingered on mine for half a beat too long before she stepped away.
No one talked about the night before. But none of them avoided me, either.
They moved around me in close arcs, brushing past, leaning near, resting hands on the counter just beside mine. I was surrounded, and every inch of it felt closer. Not aggressive. Not planned. But tuned to me now. Like they’d seen how far they could go, and now they were wanting more, wanting closer.
“You going to fix anything today?” Leigh asked, reaching up to open a cabinet, her shirt lifting with the stretch right beside my face.
“Depends what’s broken.”
“Not much left,” Nina said, sipping her juice. “You’ve been pretty thorough.”
“Maybe we’ll start breaking things on purpose,” Jules added, not looking at me.
Later that afternoon, I was in the backyard clearing out the last of the gutter debris when I heard the sliding door open behind me. I turned to see all three of them stepping out, barefoot in socks and oversized sweaters, drinks in hand, the kind of half-dressed comfort that made it hard to believe this was still just my family’s rental house.
Leigh flopped down on the edge of the deck first, crossing her legs, sipping from a bottle of kombucha. Nina and Jules took the steps slower, settling beside her, hips pressed, their hair still damp from showers.
“You need help?” Leigh called out, pretending like she might get up.
“I’m good.”
“You’re always good,” Jules said, smirking.
Nina grinned, leaning back on her elbows. “You ever get tired of doing all this for us?”
I looked at her. “I’m not doing it for you.” I realized how it sounded.
It earned a snort from Jules. “Please.”
Leigh looked at the sky. “If I could design the perfect setup, it’d be this. Rent so low it’s basically charity, everything gets magically fixed, and there’s a hot guy who lives upstairs.”
“Hot guy who doesn’t demand attention,” Jules added. “Very important detail.”
“No boyfriend drama,” Nina said. “No explaining your day. No dealing with insecurity.”
“Landlord with benefits,” Leigh said, like she’d just landed the phrase that mattered.
That made all three of them laugh.
“Split evenly between tenants,” Jules added. “Equal rights. Equal access.”
I didn’t say anything. I just stood there with gloves on, debris bag half-filled, unsure where the line had gone, or if it ever existed to begin with.
Leigh looked up at me then, one eyebrow raised. “What? Too honest?”
“No,” I said. But yes, I thought. Except I wasn’t being honest at all with them.
They all looked at me.
Jules tilted her head. “Then what are you thinking?”
I dropped the gloves into the bag, tied it off. “I think you know what that sounds like.”
“We do,” Nina said. “That’s why we said it.”
None of them looked away. Leigh's legs swung slowly. Jules’s fingers traced the lip of her cup. Nina just watched me, like she’d already made peace with the way things were headed.
That night I came down late to grab something from the fridge. The house was quiet, no music, no TV, just the soft hum of the furnace and the occasional creak of settling floors. The hallway lights were off, but the kitchen glowed faint from a single lamp over the sink.
Nina was there, sitting on the counter, legs drawn up, knees apart. Her sleep shirt barely reached mid-thigh, and she didn’t flinch when I walked in. Her eyes tracked me across the room, slow and deliberate.
“Couldn’t sleep?” she asked, voice low.
“No.”
She tilted her head, studying me. “You always get weird after we mess with you.”
“You think it’s just messing?”
“I think you’re scared to answer.”
I opened the fridge, grabbed a bottle of water, closed it again. Her reflection was in the glass, bare legs swinging, hands folded between her thighs, head tilted slightly like she was already waiting for the next thing I wouldn’t say.
“You don’t get it,” I said. “You think this kind of thing is just a game.”
Nina hopped down without warning, landing soft on her feet. She didn’t step back. She stood right in front of me, close enough that I felt her body heat, the warmth of her breath when she spoke again.
“You fix everything except the part we’re actually asking for.”
Her tone wasn’t mocking anymore. No teasing. Just quiet truth. Her eyes didn’t waver.
Then Jules came in behind us.
She froze for a second, saw how close we were, and smirked instead of backing out. She wore nothing but a tank and underwear, her hair up, skin flushed like she’d just come from a hot bath. She walked straight past us and pulled open the cabinet, grabbing a glass.
“Midnight meeting?” she asked.
“Something like that,” Nina murmured, not turning.
Jules filled her glass and leaned against the counter beside us, her shoulder brushing mine. She looked between the two of us like we were part of the same question. I didn’t move. Neither did Nina.
“You know,” Jules said slowly, “it doesn’t have to be complicated.”
Nina looked at her, then looked at me.
“You’re the one making it complicated,” she said.
The fridge hummed again, loud in the silence that followed.
They left first, both of them, Nina and Jules, without saying anything more. Just quiet glances, slow movements, and bare skin disappearing into the dark hallway. I stayed in the kitchen longer, finishing my water, hands still on the bottle after it was empty, forehead pressed once against the fridge door just to feel something cold.
I turned off the light and started back up the stairs.
Leigh’s door was half open.
I didn’t mean to stop, but I did. Just for a second. The glow from her laptop lit the far side of her room, she was curled on her bed in a fitted T-shirt and nothing else, legs bare, propped up on one elbow with a notebook beside her. She didn’t startle. She didn’t pull the blanket over herself. She just looked up when she saw me.
“You okay?” she asked.
I didn’t answer.
She sat up. The hem of the shirt rode higher, pulling at her hip. She didn’t adjust it.
“You can come in. Just sit.”
I didn’t move.
“I’m not playing,” she added.
I stepped in and closed the door behind me.
She didn’t look away. I stood at the edge of the room for a long second, then walked over and sat on the edge of her bed, careful, rigid, barely touching the comforter.
Leigh stayed quiet, watching. Her knee brushed against mine, warm skin on denim. She shifted slightly closer.
“I like you here,” she said. “In the house. I don’t know if that’s okay to say. But I do.”
I turned toward her. She met my eyes.
Her hand found my wrist, slow, gentle. Her fingers curled around it, not pulling, not guiding. Just holding.
Then she leaned in.
Her mouth was close. Not touching. Breath warm. I could feel the moment pressing in, sharp and heavy and real. My hands stayed flat on my thighs, jaw tight, heart loud in my ears.
After a few seconds she leaned her forehead to mine. Stayed there. Breathing.
Then she whispered, “Tell me when to stop.”
I slipped down beside her. We embraced, and she undid my pants, pushed them down my legs first with her hands and then with her feet. She covered her mouth to muffle her laughter when she reached and found my underwear had gone down with my pants.
“It’s okay,” she whispered, tucking my hair behind my ear, her nails scratching my neck.
When I entered her, her back arched high and her fingers pulled my hair. I buried my mouth into her neck and she met my thrusts with her hips snapping up.
I grimaced into her shoulder she was gripping me so tightly.
I wasn’t long for it, especially when she spasmed hard and gripped the sheets stiff enough to pull them free. She silently punched my back and breathlessly held a tortured face. I pulled out just in time, but she squealed and dove down to catch me in her mouth.
She came up licking her lips and swallowing and smiled at me as though it was a coffee we shared. I made my way up to the top of the house unsure what would change now.
I wasn’t left to wonder long. It was only just past midnight when the knock came.
Three quick taps, soft against the attic door. I sat up on the edge of the bed, still dressed, the room lit only by the hallway light bleeding through the bottom crack. I didn’t speak. Just stood, crossed the floor, and opened it.
Nina stood barefoot in a long, baggie hoodie zipped halfway, nothing under it but skin and thin black panties. Her hair was down, no makeup, and no need of it, either. Her eyes held some just-then forming idea less playful and more determined than before.
“I can’t sleep,” she said, then paused half way through pushing past me. “Can I come in?”
I stepped aside. She moved past me without further hesitation, walked to the far end of the room, and looked out the high, small window over the backyard. The moonlight lit the edge of her face. I shut the door.
“I thought you’d come to my room,” she said softly. “After the kitchen.”
“I couldn’t do that, you know that. I’m the landlord.”
She turned to face me. “Not couldn’t. Wouldn’t.”
She crossed the floor toward me, slow, deliberate, until she was square in front of me. She looked up into my face and pressed her hands flat against my chest, sliding them down to my stomach, not playfully, but with determination.
“I know you want it,” she whispered. “I see it every time you’re near me.”
My hands hovered near her hips. I hadn’t touched her yet.
She reached up, grabbed the back of my neck, and pulled me into her mouth.
Her kiss was open, warm, full of heat and hunger she didn’t try to hide. Her body pressed against mine, bare thighs, soft curves, her breath cutting sharp when I grabbed her waist and held harder against me. My mouth moved against hers with no further thinking. My hand slid under her hoodie, found the small of her back, the top of her panties, the curve of her ass. I squeezed her too hard.
She gasped when I lifted her up, pushed her gently back onto my bed. I came down over her, weight balanced, her legs parting slowly under mine.
Then I stopped.
She opened her eyes.
“You don’t want to?”
“I do.” I pulled back, just enough to breathe. “That’s the problem.”
She stared up at me, chest rising and falling rapidly, lips open and wet, eyes searching mine.
I got up and off her, walked to the door, rested my hand on the knob, jaw tight. I couldn’t look at her, couldn’t open my eyes.
In the morning, I came down late deliberately. The kitchen was already busy: Jules at the table with her laptop open, Leigh leaning on the counter with a piece of toast in her hand, Nina leaning against the sink in a clean shirt, hair tied back. They were talking about something, class readings, maybe, but the moment I stepped in, all three of them stopped and looked at me. Not startled. Not surprised. Just turning vague attention to me.
Nina didn’t avoid my eyes. She didn’t smirk, either, didn’t pretend anything. She just watched me, her gaze steady while I opened the fridge and pulled out a half-empty jug of orange juice. I poured a glass and stood there, unsure where to go, unsure if I still belonged in my own house.
Jules closed her laptop slowly.
“You sleep okay?” she asked with over-done cheeriness.
“Eventually.”
Leigh bit into her toast. “You forgot laundry day. The machine stopped again.”
“I’ll look at it later today.”
“Maybe sooner than later,” she said. “We’re kind of depending on you, you know.”
Nina’s mouth twitched like she might say something, but she didn’t. She just pushed away from the counter, walked past me so close I could feel the heat of her skin through her shirt. She didn’t touch me, but she made sure I noticed her.
Jules tilted her head. “Something happen?”
I kept quiet.
Leigh slid off the counter and stood near me, too close for simply casual. She reached past me to grab a spoon from the drawer, too, her hip brushing mine as she moved. Her voice dropped slightly.
“You’re very quiet.”
“I’ve got work to do. Thinking it out.”
Jules nodded. “Yeah. You do.”
She stood now, too, walking toward the hallway, stopping just long enough to let her hand trail across my lower back before disappearing around the corner.
Leigh leaned back against the counter, watching me over the rim of her glass. “You know,” she said, “We’re not really the jealous type.”
She sipped once more, then walked out barefoot, hair swinging behind her, nothing but soft cotton and silent footsteps.
I was upstairs pulling cracked tiles from the attic bathroom wall when my phone buzzed. I let it go at first, kept working, didn’t want to lose my rhythm. Then it buzzed again. And again. I wiped my hands, pulled it from my pocket, and saw the name.
Dana, my sister.
I gave in and answered on the third ring.
“Hey,” I said, already bracing for it.
“I’ve been emailing you. You’re ignoring us now?”
“No,” I said. “I’ve been busy with the house.”
“Well then maybe you should check your email before we assume we have to come down there and do it ourselves.”
“I sent over the contractor list,” she went on, me sure I could see her filing her fingernails with her legs crossed, the phone caught between her cheek and shoulder. “The flooring guy’s available next week. You need to let him in and walk him through. He needs exact square footage. The appraiser’s booked for the end of the month, so we need everything cosmetic finished before then. Light fixtures, trim, all of that shit. The lawyer wants a rough timeline for when the house can hit the market.”
She said it like it was all so obvious, like none of it might be complicated.
“I’m not sure it’ll be ready by then,” I said carefully.
“Well, make it ready. This isn’t one of your art projects. It’s family property. We’re not sinking another year into tax and maintenance while you play house.”
“I’m not playing anything.”
Dana’s voice snapped sharp. “Then stop acting like it. Walter’s not coming back. The tenants will get their legal notice. You do your part and everyone gets paid. Including, I might add, you. That’s how this works.”
The call ended before I could say anything.
I stood in the half-lit bathroom, staring at the phone in my hand, tile dust on my knuckles, jaw clenched. Below me, the house was still humming, faint music from someone’s phone, the smell of tea or coffee drifting up the stairs, bare feet padding over old floors. Laughter.
They had no idea what was coming. They thought I was there to fix things for them, that I was staying there because I wanted to.
Like I had the choice to.
I looked down at the tile in my hand, the sharp edge where it had cracked away from the wall. This wasn’t just a secret anymore. It was a fuse.
The next email came at 10 a.m., just as I was grouting the tile. Dana had cc’d the whole family, my mother, my uncle, the estate lawyer. Subject line: “Next Steps / Hard Timeline.” The message was blunt.
“We’ve been patient, but the market window won’t stay open. The tenants need formal notice by the 15th. We’ll begin staging for listing next month. Please confirm you’re proceeding.”
No warmth. No ask. Just instruction, and a lot of assumption, including those things I was already carrying out.
I stared at it with sawdust on my fingers, heart dragging heavy in my chest.
That afternoon, Jules caught me alone in the living room, reattaching a window trim. She walked in carrying two mugs of coffee, handed me one without asking, and dropped into the couch.
“You’re avoiding us,” she said.
“I’m working.”
I kept the drill in my hand.
She tucked one leg under herself and took a sip. “Something’s changed.”
“Yeah.”
She didn’t flinch. “It’s Nina, right?”
I looked at her. She met my gaze back traight on, blinked twice slowly.
“She told us,” Jules said. “Not everything.”
I still said nothing.
“You kissed her. You touched her. You wanted it.”
I couldn’t deny it.
Jules leaned back, watching me over the rim of her cup.
“Nobody’s mad,” she said. “But if you think you can go about it quietly and pretend none of this is happening, you’re wrong.”
“I never asked for any of it.”
“No,” she said softly. “But you do just let it happen.”
That struck too close to what Dana had said.
Jules stood and crossed over to me, slow, easy, like she wasn’t crossing any lines at all. She set her cup down on the end table, reached out, and brushed sawdust off my shirt. Her fingers trailed too long across my chest.
“We know you’re not staying for good,” she said. “But maybe don’t lie about it while you’re climbing in our beds.”
I couldn’t respond.
She left the room without another word.
That night, I got another message, from the lawyer this time.
“Notice period must be delivered in writing. Two weeks required. AAny delay could risk probate delay and sale complications. Please handle discreetly.”
Discreetly. Like they weren’t people, but just names on paper.
I sat in the dark hallway long after that, not moving. Behind one door, Leigh’s voice, soft music, maybe a laugh. Behind another, the clack of Jules’s keyboard. Upstairs, the sound of Nina walking, her bare feet on the floorboards I still hadn’t fixed.
The next few days blurred. I worked more than necessary, repainting trim that didn’t need it, caulking seams no one would see, cleaning out the basement like someone was already packing boxes. I stayed busy to steer clear.
But the girls didn’t let me. They pulled closer.
Leigh caught me in the laundry room. I was tightening the dryer’s vent clamp when she came in barefoot, fresh from the shower, wet hair dripping onto the thin fabric of her tank top. She didn’t reach for anything, just stood beside me, arms folded, hip against the washing machine, watching me.
“You’ve been very weird lately,” she said.
“I’ve been working.”
“You’re not fooling anyone.”
She stepped closer. The heat off her skin rolled over me.
“You think we don’t notice when someone’s getting ready to leave?” Her voice was low, flat, steady. “You’ve been clearing things out. Replacing everything like it’s not even for us.”
Her arm brushed mine and she didn’t move back.
“I’m not stupid,” she said. “You don’t look at me the way you did before.”
I stood up slowly, wiping my hands on a rag. “That’s not what’s happening.”
“Then tell us what is.”
She looked at me, lips parted like she might say something else, then walked out without waiting for an answer.
The next morning, Jules had taken over the kitchen. I came down to fix the wobbly cabinet doors, and she was already there, stretching on tiptoes to reach the shelf, her top riding up, bare legs long and crossed at the ankle.
She didn’t move when I stepped in behind her. “You ever think about just staying?” she asked, her back still to me.
“Staying where?”
“Here, dummy. With us. Forget whatever you’re being told to do.”
I didn’t answer.
She turned around slowly, her face inches from mine. “We’d make it worth it.”
“That’s not fair.”
“You kissed Nina,” she said. “You almost fucked Leigh.”
She leaned closer, her voice a whisper now. “Don’t act like this is just about plumbing and patching things up.”
She didn’t kiss me, but she came close. And I didn’t step back. I waited just long enough for her to know I wanted it, and then I turned away.
Later that day, Nina walked past me in the hall, brushed her hand down my back. It wasn’t an accident.
It started with another door knock. Light, once, then again. I was lying on my bed, half dressed, half asleep, when I opened my eyes and heard it a third time. No urgency. Just patient waiting.
I opened it and Nina stepped in without saying a word. She wore a long sleep shirt and nothing underneath, bare thighs, bare feet, the cotton clinging to her body like it had been slept in. Her eyes were tired. Not playful. Just her.
“I’m not trying to confuse you anymore,” she said, barely above a whisper. “I just need something that isn’t a lie right now.”
She came closer, stopped just short of touching, and looked up at me like she was checking one last time to be sure. I didn’t stop her.
She leaned in and kissed me, slow, breath hot, no hesitation. Her mouth opened to mine like she’d already dreamed about it. I kissed her back, pulled her tight by the waist, felt her hands in my shirt, under it, fingers dragging over my skin like she wanted to memorize me.
She climbed into my lap without breaking the kiss, legs straddling me, sleep shirt rising over her hips, me falling back down to sit on the edge of the bed. Her bare core pressed down over the front of my pants and she rolled her hips once, slow, deep, her breath catching in her throat when she felt me get hard underneath her.
I gripped her ass with both hands, firm, lifting her, shifting her, guiding her motion. Her head dropped to my shoulder, hair brushing my face, her lips open at my neck as she moved. Her whole body was shaking now, quiet gasps, short exhales, chest against mine.
She reached down between us, pulled at my waistband, her fingers slipping inside.
That’s when I stopped her. I held her wrists. Not rough, but still.
She didn’t pull away. She just stayed there in my lap, body pressed to mine, panting against my collarbone.
“You don’t want this?” she whispered.
“I do.”
“Then what?”
I held her tighter. She rested her forehead against mine, eyes closed. She kissed me once more, softer this time, slower, like it was already goodbye, and slid off my lap. She pulled her shirt down, turned without a word, and left the room barefoot, door clicking shut behind her.
The call came the next morning before sunrise. My phone lit the ceiling in the dark, “Do Not Answer, MOM” on the screen. I almost didn’t answer, but the guilt woke me.
“You’re still there?” she asked, skipping any greeting.
“I am.”
“You were supposed to have the contractor walk-through done already. Dana says you haven’t confirmed a date.”
“I’m working on it.”
“Working on what? You don’t have a job, you don’t have rent, you don’t have a reason to stall. You fix a few pipes and suddenly you’re indispensable?” Her voice sharpened. “We’re not holding this property forever, Daniel.”
“It’s just not ready, ”
“It’ll never be ‘ready’ if you keep getting sentimental about that dump. Your grandfather kept it like a shrine and now you’re doing the same. You’re thirty-five years old, not a student. You finish it, you send notice, you come home. We’ll handle the sale.”
The line went quiet long enough for me to hear her breathing. Then she said, softer, “You’re not a bad person for letting go of it. Stop pretending this is about him.”
The call ended before I could reply.
Downstairs, the house was already awake. The smell of coffee, soft music from a phone speaker, bare feet on the kitchen tile. Leigh was laughing at something Jules said; Nina’s voice drifted through the open doorway, low and easy, like last night hadn’t happened.
I sat on the top stair, phone still in my hand, pulse running hot. My family wanted signatures, square footage, staged photographs. These girls wanted warmth, space, attention. And I was right in the middle, one world calling me a failure, the other thinking I wasn’t.
Leigh looked up when she saw me and smiled. “Morning, landlord.”
Jules added, “Coffee’s still hot.”
Nina didn’t speak. She just held my gaze across the room for a second longer, the same unspoken question in her eyes.
I came back from the hardware store with a new vent cap and fresh tubes of caulk. The sun was out. The wind had finally dropped. It almost felt like any other late morning.
I stepped through the front door and immediately felt it, quiet, but wrong. The kind of stillness that says people are talking in another room and it’s about you.
The hallway smelled like coffee and toast. I heard low voices. A drawer closing. Paper rustling.
Then Jules appeared, holding a folded letter in her hand. Her expression wasn’t angry. It was blank, which was worse.
She handed it to me.
I opened it. Read the first lines.
“:This letter serves as your official 14-day notice of tenancy termination. Property ownership transfer pending. Listing preparations will begin the first week of April.”
It was the lawyer’s letter. Dana must’ve mailed copies directly.
Jules watched me read it. No flinch. No smirk. Just a cold stillness I hadn’t seen from her before.
“I found it on the counter,” she said. “Nina brought the mail in.”
I looked up. Nina stood behind her, arms crossed, face unreadable. Leigh hovered in the doorway near the kitchen, not stepping forward, but not walking away.
“I was going to tell you,” I said.
“When?” Jules asked. “After the sign went up?”
I chewed my cheek.
“You’ve been sleeping in our house. Eating with us. Working right next to us. And the whole time you were prepping it for someone else.”
“It’s not like that.”
“It’s exactly like that.”
I looked to Nina. Her arms were still folded. Her eyes never left mine.
“You kissed me,” she said. “You let me . . . ” Her voice caught. She shook her head. “You didn’t stop because it was wrong. You stopped because it would’ve made your job worse.”
Leigh hadn’t moved. She wasn’t looking at me, just at the floor. Her bare feet pressed tight together.
“I never lied,” I said, quieter now.
“No,” Jules said, stepping back. “You just let us believe something else.”
I stood there with the letter still in my hand while all three of them drifted away, Nina back up the stairs, Leigh into the kitchen, Jules last to go, pausing once at the base of the stairs.
“You should probably finish the trim,” she said, voice flat. “The listing photos are coming soon.”
Then she turned and left me in the hallway, alone.
The house creaked as it settled around me. The same house I’d nearly made something out of. The same house I’d just destroyed.
Sometime after midnight, I found myself in the attic crawlspace, half storage, half dust pit, stacked with cracked bins, old tax folders, yellowed envelopes. I wasn’t looking for anything. I just needed to feel like I still had access to something they hadn’t already decided to sell.
Near the back, I found a heavy folder tied with twine. Not labeled. Just a folder stuffed full of pages.
Inside: letters. Dozens. Some typed, some written longhand in tight, careful script. All addressed from Walter. Most never sent.
They weren’t about the house. They were about me.
“Daniel isn’t cut out for their world. They know it. He knows it. But they’ll gut him clean for scraps if he stays too close.”
“I told them to leave him the house. They nodded. But I could see it already. They’re waiting. Waiting for me to die so they can take it back and bury him in the sale. They have the lawyers ready to lay in the kill shot.”
“He never mattered to them. Not even once.”
My throat tightened. I kept reading. There were years of this, warnings, regrets, thoughts my grandfather never shared out loud. A whole second life in ink and bitterness. All of them addressed to whom? Had he been writing letters to himself?
At the bottom of the last page was one line, barely legible:
“If you find this, know this: they don’t deserve one goddamn bent nail in all this whole place.”
I stared at it for a long time.
Then I heard the girls laughing downstairs, faint, distant, unaware.
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The girls were already awake when I came down. The smell of coffee filled the kitchen, dark, rich, a little burnt from the old pot that always hissed near the end of a cycle. Morning light came through the uneven blinds, striping the counter with narrow bands of gold. Leigh was sitting on the counter again, bare legs swinging, oversized hoodie zipped halfway, the bottom high enough that I could see the smooth rise of her thigh.
Nina stood by the sink, hair pulled back tight, a white tank tight to her. She was watching the percolator like she didn’t trust it. Jules had her laptop open on the table, her glasses low on her nose, wearing one of those loose shirts that looked like it belonged to someone else. Until I realized it was one of mine.
“Morning, landlord,” she said without looking up.
“Morning,” I said, moving to the cupboard.
Nina poured coffee into the one I set out. “We thought you might’ve bailed.”
“I don’t bail.”
Leigh hopped off the counter, landing close. “Good. We were talking about a house project.”
I took a slow sip before answering. “What kind of project?”
“The kind that needs someone with tools,” Jules said, closing her laptop.
Leigh leaned in. “And strong arms.”
It wasn’t subtle. None of them were subtle anymore.
“What needs fixing now?” I asked.
“The upstairs shower,” Nina said. “Water goes from hot to freezing every thirty seconds. It’s torture.”
“I’ll check it.”
“You’ll need someone to test it,” Leigh said.
Nina rolled her eyes. “I volunteer.”
Jules laughed, stood, stretched until her shirt lifted. “We can all supervise. Quality control team.”
I looked at each of them in turn, trying to tell who was joking. None of them blinked.
Upstairs, the bathroom was warm and full of steam already. Nina had turned the tap on and was standing by the door when I came up, towel over one shoulder, her tank top damp from the mist. She stepped aside so I could reach the valve.
“It’s the mixer,” I said. “Old cartridge. It’s sticking.”
“Show me.” Her voice was low, playful, too close.
Leigh appeared behind her with a hairbrush in hand. “We’re just observing, relax,” she said.
Jules leaned on the frame. “It’s a science lab observation.”
I knelt to check the fittings, the smell of shampoo heavy in the tight room, the tile slippery under my palm. Nina moved closer until her knee brushed my arm. She didn’t move away. Leigh watched it happen and smiled without saying anything, making eyes at Leigh.
The pipe gave a sharp clank as I twisted the handle. Water sprayed, caught the light, and ran down my forearm. I felt all three of them watching the same drop travel the length of my wrist.
“Looks like that still works,” Jules said softly.
“Sure thing,” I told her.
The water pressure dropped, then surged. I steadied the handle and watched the flow shift, adjusting the temp slowly, my fingers under the spray. It steadied for a moment, lukewarm, then jerked cold again.
“Yeah,” I said. “Definitely the cartridge.”
Nina stepped closer behind me. I could hear her breathing.
“How long to fix?”
“Need to shut off the line. Could be a couple hours if it’s corroded.”
Leigh leaned against the doorframe now, one bare foot tucked behind the other. “We’re home all day.”
I turned the water off and stood. My shirt clung to my back from the damp air. Nina hadn’t backed away. Her shoulder brushed mine as I turned.
She looked up at me like she expected something. I moved past her.
“Need some other tools.”
Jules was sitting on the hall floor now, knees pulled up under her shirt, long legs bare all the way up. “Want company?”
“No.” I hesitated. “Unless you want to help carry stuff.”
Leigh stood straight. “We’ll all help.”
I tried not to read into it. Tried to stay level. But something was shifting. They weren’t flirting the way girls flirt when they want to keep it safe. They weren’t checking glances to each other anymore.
Downstairs, I opened the storage bench by the back door. Jules reached in and grabbed the wrench before I could.
“What’s this one?”
“Pipe wrench.”
She lifted it in one hand like it weighed nothing. “You’re such a guy,” she said.
I didn’t know what that meant.
Back in the bathroom, I shut the valve and opened the wall access. Nina crouched beside me again. Her tank top hung loose now, no bra. Her skin still looked damp.
She peered into the wall like she could see anything. “So you’re gonna take it all apart?”
“I have to.”
“You like doing this?”
“I like being useful.”
That part slipped out. She didn’t laugh or smirk. She just looked at me, like she heard it, noted it.
“I think that’s why we like you,” she said.
Leigh sat on the closed toilet lid, watching. She didn’t say anything, but her eyes tracked every movement.
Jules leaned in from the hallway, chin resting on her crossed arms along the doorframe. “He’s blushing again.”
I kept my head down, unscrewing the plate. Truth was, I was.
I could feel it. All of it. The way Nina’s knee kept brushing mine on purpose. The way Leigh shifted her weight just enough to keep her legs tilted toward me. The way Jules kept talking even when there was nothing to say.
I focused on the fixture. The old brass ring was corroded tight. I braced the wrench and leaned in, careful not to slip.
Nina stayed beside me. Close. Her elbow touched mine when I moved. She didn’t pull away. I could smell her skin, not perfume, just heat, fabric, girl.
She reached up and held the flashlight, angling it into the cavity. I could feel her breath change as she leaned closer, chest brushing the edge of my arm.
“Is this gonna break something?”
“If I do it wrong.”
Her lips parted like she was about to say something else, but she didn’t. She just watched. She held the beam steady while I cracked the ring loose with a hard jerk. Metal gave way with a crunch. I exhaled.
She did too.
She set the flashlight down and pressed both palms to her knees. “You always know what you’re doing?”
“No.” I looked at her. “I just act like I do.”
She gave me a small grin. “We noticed that.”
I wiped my hands on the towel she’d left hanging on the rack.
When I turned, she hadn’t moved. She was sitting on her heels, tank strap slipping lower on one side, skin flushed from the heat. Her eyes were steady.
“Last night . . . ” she said.
I didn’t answer.
“I meant what I said.”
I nodded once. My pulse climbed.
“You don’t have to be scared of it,” she said. “Not here. Now with us.”
I wasn’t sure what scared me more, what she was offering, or the way I already knew I’d say yes if she kept pushing.
The faucet assembly came off. I needed a new gasket, but the pipe threads were clean. I crouched down again, tools back in hand.
Nina watched. When I stood to grab the gasket, she rose with me. Her hand brushed my lower back. Not a grab. Just a pass. like she wanted me to feel it but not stop working.
I walked out to the hallway, past the spot where Jules had been. She was gone.
I didn’t look back to see if Nina followed. I knew she had.
In the laundry room, I dug through the parts bin. The gasket I needed was tucked under a bag of bolts. I pulled it free, checked the sizing. She stood in the doorway watching me, her hand resting on the edge of the frame.
“You don’t lie much,” she said. “Do you.”
“Not if I can help it.”
“But you’re lying about this.”
I met her eyes.
She stepped forward and took the gasket from my hand. Her fingers lingered on mine. Then she turned, took off with it ahead of me.
Back in the bathroom, I found the new gasket waiting for me there, and I tightened it into place, listening for the girls’ voices. Nothing.
I turned the valve slowly. The pressure hissed back to life. Water flowed smooth this time, no surging, no stutter. Hot. Then cold. Then right where it should be.
I let it run awhile to flush the pipes.
I wasn’t thinking about plumbing. I was thinking about my phone upstairs, still lit with unread messages. My cousin Dana’s spreadsheet open on the last screen, timelines, contractor rates, a countdown to eviction like it was a project plan.
Thirty days. Less.
The house was supposed to be flipped. Wiped down, gutted, repainted, staged. Sold. Cash out the last thing Grandpa had, cut it up among the ones who hadn’t touched the place in years or visited him.
The girls lived in this place like it somehow belonged to them in some other way. And the worst part was, it felt like they were right.
I shut the water off. The pipe didn’t rattle this time. No hissing. Just smooth stop.
I heard Jules before I saw her. Her steps were light but not hiding anything.
She leaned in the door just as I turned. Her hair was still damp, tied low, and she wore a cropped hoodie and nothing under it. No attempt to cover the curve of her waist or the way the fabric hung loose from her breasts.
“You fixed it?”
“Yeah.”
She stepped closer and let the door fall mostly shut behind her.
“I like watching you work,” she said. “It’s weird. It’s calming.”
I set the wrench on the tile edge.
“You’re avoiding something,” she said.
I didn’t answer.
She crossed to the sink, turned the tap, tested it with her fingers. “Perfect.”
Then she looked up at me in the mirror. “You’re thinking about the house.”
I blinked.
“Leigh thinks you’re gonna give us notice,” she said, still looking at my reflection, not turning. “Nina says no. She says you’re too soft.”
“I’m not soft.”
“No,” she said, “you’re not.”
She turned and leaned against the sink now, arms folded under her chest, hoodie lifting an inch more, drawing my glance.
“But you are trying to hold two things at once it feels like.”
I stared at her.
She looked me over, top to bottom, slow. “You didn’t expect to care, did you.”
“I wasn’t supposed to, no.”
“And now you don’t know what to do about that..”
I reached for the wrench again just to have something in my hand.
She stepped forward and put her hand over mine.
“Don’t pretend we’re not real,” she said. “Don’t pretend this isn’t happening.”
I didn’t go back to the attic right away.
The girls moved around the kitchen when I came in, half-dressed as usual, but different now. More deliberate. Jules was bent over a drawer near the floor, pulling out a pan, her legs in soft cotton shorts, hoodie barely covering anything. She looked back as she stood, not surprised to see me watching.
Leigh stood at the counter cracking eggs, wearing a black cropped tank and tiny sleep shorts, her bare thigh brushing against the lower cupboard as she reached. The light caught the thin sheen of lotion still settling into her skin.
Nina was on the floor, cross-legged in front of the fridge, pulling out greens and herbs, reading labels, filling a dump box. Her shirt had slipped from one shoulder, and I could see a faint red line from where the towel strap had been earlier. Fresh. All of them were.
“You want eggs?” Leigh asked.
“I’m good.”
“We’re not asking if you’re hungry,” Jules said, opening a cupboard. “We’re asking if you’ll sit with us.”
“I’ve got . . . ” I started.
Nina looked up at me. “You’ve got time.” Her tone didn’t push. But it didn’t leave me any space either.
So I sat.
Leigh dropped two slices of bread into the toaster and poured coffee into a chipped mug, then slid it in front of me like I’d been sitting there every morning for years.
“I used to cook breakfast with my dad,” she said. “Before he bailed.”
The crack was casual. Like it didn’t matter. But it hung in the air between us.
Jules said, “Mine never learned how to make toast without burning it. I got tired of frozen waffles by junior high.”
I didn’t say anything.
Nina stood and set a bowl on the counter. Her hip bumped my shoulder gently as she leaned across to get a knife. It was no accident.
“I like this,” she said. “Waking up to someone who can fix shit. Who isn’t just here to drink our booze and ask for rides.”
I looked at her. “You had a guy like that?”
She smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes. “We all did, one time or another.”
Jules pulled a stool out and perched on it, legs swinging lightly. “You’re the first one who hasn’t asked us for anything.”
Leigh glanced back over her shoulder. “It’s a little fucked up how attractive that is.”
They weren’t teasing now. Not fully.
That’s what made it worse. Or better. I wasn’t sure.
I sipped the coffee. Bitter. Too strong. I didn’t say anything.
Jules reached over and adjusted the collar of my shirt. Her fingers grazed the side of my neck, slow, like she’d been wanting to for days. I took my coffee out to the back porch. Didn’t need more caffeine. Just space. The morning air was crispy, and the sun hadn’t warmed anything up yet. The yard was damp from last night’s rain.
The porch railing leaned slightly where the wood had pulled from the anchor bolts. I should’ve fixed it weeks ago. I should’ve done a lot of things weeks ago.
Inside, I could still hear them moving around. Their voices, light, teasing, half-shouted over music. Sounded like they were pulling out ingredients for something bigger than breakfast.
I stared out across the patchy lawn, chewing the inside of my cheek, wondering how I was going to tell them.
There was no good version. Not unless I wanted to lie. And I’d already stopped being able to do that long ago. Not to faces, anyway.
When I came back in, they were all barefoot, all in motion. Nina was balancing on one foot at the stove, pulling her hair up with a clip. The loose edge of her tank showed the underside of her breast when she stretched. She didn’t adjust it.
Jules was up on the counter, legs swinging while she sorted through a box of teas. Her shirt had slid open again. No effort to fix it.
Leigh had her back to me, hips shifting as she rinsed spinach in the sink, her ass just barely covered by her cotton shorts.
They knew I was there. None of them turned.
They were letting me watch.
That part got me more than anything else had. Not teasing. Not testing. Just letting it happen. Like this was some new normal now. Like they were making sure I would not be able to put them out of the house. Like they knew that was the plan.
“We were talking,” Jules said, not looking away from the tea box.
Leigh added, “And we decided something.”
I set the mug down without speaking.
Nina looked back over her shoulder. “We don’t want to know when you’re leaving.”
Jules looked up at me now. “You are, aren’t you.”
“I didn’t say that.”
“You didn’t have to.”
They didn’t stop moving. Which made it worse. Like they were already building a rhythm around it. Around the loss. Around what they weren’t going to fight.
“We know what this place is to you,” Leigh said. “The job, the obligation. We’ve lived with men who do good things for the wrong reasons.”
“But you’re not one of them,” Nina added. “That’s why we care too.”
They weren’t accusing. They weren’t even asking. Just saying what they had to say.
I walked to the sink. Stood beside Leigh. Reached over her for the towel. Her body leaned into mine just slightly, but not accidentally.
She handed me the towel instead of letting me take it. Her fingers closed around mine.
The knock came right then.
Hard. Three hits, one pause, then again. Sharp, deliberate. I knew immediately what it was..
I opened the front door.
The man standing there looked like he was built from policy and paperwork. Gray windbreaker, clipboard in hand, laminated ID around his neck. Mid-fifties, impatient. His eyes went from my face to the half-exposed flooring visible through the open hall closet.
“You the property contact?” he asked.
I nodded.
“I'm looking for Walter’s grandson. You him?”
I didn’t answer right away. He held up a manila envelope.
“This needs to be delivered in person.”
I took it.
“You’ve got ten days counting from now. That’s generous, by the way. Not they usual window.”
“What is this?”
“Notice to vacate. And formal inspection notice. We’re the middle party, probate asset management. Your family lawyer filed it last week. This place,” he said and he looked up and around and shook his head and snorted, “is condemned.”
“Be ready.”
He turned and left. Didn’t wait for questions.
I didn’t close the door right away.
Behind me, the girls had gone quiet. Leigh was still at the stairwell, one hand pressed flat to the wall like she’d gone cold. Jules leaned into the frame of the hallway, her arms wrapped around her chest, unreadable. Nina stepped forward slowly, reaching for the envelope without asking. I let her take it.
She scanned the top sheet. Her lips pressed together.
“This is real,” she said.
I didn’t respond.
“It’s not your fault,” she added.
I still didn’t respond.
Leigh came forward next, walking barefoot across the wood like the floor might break under her. She looked at the paper in Nina’s hand, then at me.
“How long?”
“They gave ten days.”
“That’s bullshit,” Jules said, voice hard now. “We’ve got a lease.”
“They’re not breaking it,” I said. “They’re letting it expire. The house is changing title. Probate clause supersedes. Condemned, too. Bases covered.”
Jules gave me a sharp look. “You sound like them.”
“I didn’t ask for this,” I said.
“Neither did we,” Nina answered.
Her face was tight, eyes wet, but steady. Not breaking. Just pissed.
“I’ll call the lawyer,” I said.
“And say what?”
“That they can wait.”
I didn’t know if I believed that yet. But I knew I had to say it.
I sat in the attic with the envelope on the floor beside me.
Downstairs, I could hear them. Muffled movements. Quiet voices. No music now. No teasing.
They were waiting for me again. This time not to fix a leak or hang a light. This time to choose.
My phone buzzed with a text. Dana. My sister.
“Need confirmation of tenant notice delivered. Don’t make this a problem.”
Fuck her.
I went down without knowing what I was going to say.
They were all in the living room. Jules sitting on the arm of the couch, one knee bouncing. Leigh curled in the corner of the sofa, legs tucked under her, arms loose in her lap. Nina on the floor, cross-legged, hoodie zipped halfway, knees bare, eyes locked on me from the moment I stepped in.
“I’m not giving you notice,” I said.
Jules blinked. “Then what are you doing?”
“I don’t know yet. But I’m not kicking you out.”
Leigh exhaled. “So what does that mean?”
“It means I’ll deal with the family.”
Nina stood. She crossed the room, slow, quiet, until she was in front of me.
“You said before,” she murmured. “That you weren’t staying. That this wasn’t yours.”
“It still isn’t.”
She reached for my hand. Her palm was dry and small against mine.
“But you didn’t leave.”
“No.”
“Even when you probably should’ve.”
“I know.”
Then her other hand came up to my chest, fingers spread flat over the fabric. She looked at my mouth before she looked into my eyes.
“We talked,” she said. “The three of us. We didn’t want to push you. But we’re done pretending we don’t see it.”
I felt Jules come up behind me. Her hand touched the back of my shoulder, warm through the thin cotton of my shirt.
Leigh stood now too, stepped in on the other side, close enough that her hair brushed my arm.
“I didn’t plan any of this,” I said, voice low.
Jules pressed in closer. “Neither did we.”
Nina slid her hand up the back of my neck, fingers threading into my hair.
“You’ve been giving everything to this place,” she said. “To us.”
Leigh pressed her lips lightly to my shoulder, through the fabric. I felt her breath there.
“So let us give something back,” she whispered.
I didn’t move. Couldn’t.
Jules’ hand slid down my back. Nina kissed the side of my neck. Leigh stepped in front of me now, unzipping her hoodie slowly, letting it fall open. No bra. Her skin flushed, chest rising fast.
Nina stepped behind me and wrapped her arms around my waist.
The silence had a different shape now, not calm, not careful. The kind where everyone already knew what came next but hadn’t said it out loud yet.
Nina turned off the burner. The skillet hissed once. She looked over her shoulder at me without blinking.
Leigh stepped back from the counter and crossed the kitchen. Not rushed. Not slow. She stopped in front of me and placed her hands on my chest. Her eyes searched mine once. Then she leaned up and kissed me.
No hesitation there.
Her lips were warm, parted. She pressed into me fully, her hands climbing to my neck. My arms were frozen for half a second, then wrapped around her waist. Her breath caught when I pulled her closer. What could I do? I was lost at sea.
Behind her, I heard Jules set her mug down hard on the table. She came up behind me, her hands sliding around my sides. Nina stepped in next, her body brushing mine from the front, her cheek against my arm. Her fingers found my belt and hooked into the loop, yanking at me playfully.
Leigh broke the kiss. “No more half-measures,” she said, eyes still closed. “We’re not pretending anymore.”
I looked down at her. Then at Nina, her face flushed, lips parted. Then Jules, whose hands had slid under the hem of my shirt, nails dragging lightly across my stomach.
“I want this,” Jules said. “We all do. We talk.”
“I know you talk.”
“Then stop acting like you’re still expected to hold back,” Nina said, her voice tight, throat thick with something close to anger. “You don’t have to be the one to hold back all the time.”
I kissed her next.
Hard.
She gasped into my mouth and clawed her fingers into my sides. She pressed her hips into mine and I felt how ready she already was, how far she’d come before I ever touched her.
Jules pulled me back, tugging at my shirt. “Upstairs,” she whispered. “Now.”
I couldn’t argue.
They followed me. Leigh first, still in just that thin black tank and shorts that rode higher with every step. Jules stayed behind me, her hands on my back, never letting me walk too fast. Nina grabbed my hand halfway up and pulled it around her waist, guiding it low as we hit the second floor landing.
When we reached the attic door, no one waited. Leigh opened it herself. Walked straight in. Pulled off her top as she crossed the room and dropped it on the floor.
Nina kicked the door shut behind us.
The girls didn’t speak.
Jules peeled off her shorts, slid them down her legs, then stepped out of them and crawled across my bed like she’d been there before.
I stood in the center of the room, three of them circling now, and I finally admitted it, this wasn’t about accidental curiosity anymore.
Leigh pushed me back onto the bed. The mattress creaked under us. She straddled me, legs warm, bare thighs braced outside my hips, tank top still clinging to her ribs. She leaned down and kissed me again, harder this time, her chest pressed to mine.
Jules climbed in beside us, her hand sliding under my shirt, flat palm against my stomach, fingers moving lower.
Nina stood at the foot of the bed, hoodie already gone. Her chest rose and fell fast. She watched the other two, then looked at me.
“You still thinking about them?” she asked.
“Who?” I was already breathless.
“Your family. That fucking envelope.”
Leigh reached behind her, pulled her tank top over her head, threw it to the side. Her nipples were hard, her stomach tight, skin flushed pink.
“They don’t know you,” she said. “Not like we got to.”
Jules kissed the side of my neck, lips open. “They think you’re a tool. Something to finish a job.”
“I am,” I muttered.
“Not anymore though.” Nina’s voice had a shake in it, not fear, want. “They don’t see. Your grandfather did. We do.”
She crawled onto the bed, slow, moving between Jules and Leigh. Her mouth found mine and she kissed me without breaking eye contact. I grabbed her hips. She gasped and shifted forward.
“They will take the house,” I said, half out of breath. “Flip it. Cut it up. Walk away.”
Nina kissed me again. “They can’t.”
Leigh leaned down beside my face, her lips brushing my ear. “If you don’t let them.”
I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. They were too young to know how things go for the creatures in a monster’s world.
Jules tugged at my jeans, unfastening the button, her eyes on my hands. “You keep fixing everything,” she whispered. “So we’re going to fix you.”
The zipper came down.
Nina was already kissing down my chest, her tongue warm, mouth open. Her hand slid under the waistband. I flinched at the contact. Her eyes snapped up. “Tell me if I need to stop.”
I shook my head. “Don’t stop.”
Leigh pushed her hand into my hair, kissed my jaw. “We don’t care about the will. Or the stupid sale.”
“We care about you,” Jules said. “Like you care about us.”
Nina pulled my pants down and I lifted my hips to help her. She took them all the way off, tossed them. Her eyes stayed locked on mine.
“I want you to know this isn’t a distraction,” she said. “We’re not some escape. We’re the reason you’re still here. The reason the house is.”
I was naked now, three of them around me, skin on skin, mouths on my neck, my chest, bare thighs brushing mine, and still the thought clawed at me: I had ten days before someone else walked through this house with a clipboard and measured it like it was already empty.
I grabbed Nina by the waist and pulled her into my lap.
She straddled me, bare skin sliding over mine, her thighs squeezing tight as she settled onto my lap. Her breath caught when she felt me, already hard, pinned between us.
She leaned down and kissed me, open-mouthed, slow and deep. Her hair hung around our faces. I grabbed her hips and pulled her tighter against me, and she rocked forward once, moaning softly into my mouth.
Then she pulled back, looked down at me, breath shaky. “They don’t know what this place is,” she said. “To you. To us.”
I kissed her neck. She gasped. Jules was beside me now, her lips at my shoulder, tongue flicking just behind my ear. Her hand slid between Nina and me, guiding.
“They think it’s just real estate,” Jules murmured. “They think you’re still doing their bidding.”
Nina lowered herself, slow, tight, inch by inch. I groaned, grabbing her harder. Her nails scratched my chest as she bit down on her bottom lip.
“They don’t deserve you,” Leigh said. Her voice came from beside my head, right against my ear. She was kissing the side of my face, hands roaming my chest, my stomach, exploring like it was hers.
Nina started to move, hips rolling in a slow circle. Her breath hitched every time I pushed up against her. She leaned down, her forehead against mine.
“Ten days?” she whispered. “They want to rip it apart in ten days?”
“Yes.”
“Fuck them,” she hissed, grinding harder now. “They don’t see you. We see you.”
Leigh’s mouth moved to my neck, sucking lightly, then harder. “They think you’re weak. But we know what you can become when you stop holding back.”
Jules kissed my chest, trailing lower. “You always fixed everything,” she said. “Even things they break.”
I thrust up into Nina and she moaned, collapsing forward onto me, hands on my shoulders. I held her tightly.
“They sent you here to clear it out,” she panted. “And you filled it up again.”
Leigh kissed me full on the mouth now, stealing my breath. “You made it real again.”
Jules’ mouth closed around me from below, wet and warm, even as Nina kept rocking in shallow, desperate motions, her nails digging into my chest, face buried in my neck.
I was overwhelmed, bodies, mouths, skin, words. Their hands were everywhere.
“You’re ours,” Leigh whispered. “Not theirs.”
Jules came up, kissed Nina’s stomach where it clenched with each movement. Nina whimpered.
I grabbed her ass and lifted her, breaking into her now, and her moans broke open, sharp, raw, involuntary.
“I don’t want you to leave,” she gasped. “None of us do.”
I felt it building, heat, pressure, every emotion knotted in my chest.
Nina still sat in my lap, arms tight around my neck, her bare chest pressed against me. Her thighs were glazed with sweat, trembling, wrapped tight around my waist. She was breathing hard, flushed and half-lost, but she didn’t let go.
Leigh knelt beside us, her lips trailing up my ribs, slow. Her mouth paused just below my nipple, tongue flicking once, then again, soft and wet. Her hand gripped my thigh, sliding up until she reached the base of me.
I was hard.
Jules kissed Nina’s back, then moved lower, her tongue tracing the curve of her hip, then the inside of her thigh. Nina twitched, moaned, and finally pulled herself off me, slow, careful. Her body shook with the aftershock.
She moved aside, collapsed against the pillows, watching through half-lidded eyes. Her lips were red, parted.
Leigh lowered her mouth over me, slow and deliberate. Warm. Wet. She moaned around it, not for effect, she wanted it. She stayed there, tongue flat, lips tight, then pulled off halfway and whispered, “They want to sell this house like it’s nothing.”
Then she went back down again.
Jules kissed my stomach, her lips leaving a trail of heat. “They treat you like labor,” she said. “But we see the way you look at us when you think we’re not watching.”
I clenched the sheets.
Leigh swirled her tongue again. She was so fucking slow. I felt every inch of her mouth, every shift in pressure. Then she pulled off again, looked up, her eyes shiny, mouth open.
“You’ve always done everything for them,” she said. “You fixed every broken thing in this place.”
“And no one ever asked what you wanted,” Jules whispered.
I could barely speak. “I didn’t think it mattered.”
“It does,” Nina said from the pillows. “To us.”
Leigh licked the underside of me, slow, her tongue dragging upward until she reached the tip, then kissed it, soft and wet. I groaned.
“I don’t care about their contract,” she said.
Jules kissed the base of my cock, her lips brushing Leigh’s jaw. “Or the title.” They fought tongue on tongue for rights to go down on me. ”Or the inheritance.”
Leigh’s mouth slid over me again, slower this time. She didn’t rush. She pulled back, kissed again. Then again. Her hand stayed wrapped at the base, her lips working in rhythm.
Nina reached out and stroked my stomach, lazy. “Stay in the house, even if they take it.”
“Let them try to evict all of us,” Jules whispered.
Leigh took me deep now, her moan humming through her throat.
“Just never leave,” Nina said.
Jules climbed over me, kissed me, full and open. “Never fucking leave.”
Leigh kept going, slower now, holding back the edge. Drawing it out. Making it hurt.
I couldn’t answer them. My whole body was clenched.
Jules leaned in closer, forehead to mine. “Let go,” she whispered. “They can’t take this.”
Leigh’s mouth didn’t stop.
Her hand gripped me at the base, firm, guiding every movement of her lips. Her tongue worked in slow circles, then a long pull, then shallow flicks that made my thighs shake. She moaned as she took me deeper again.
Jules sat on my chest now, one knee bent by my ribs. She was bare, flushed, her folds wet and open, and she lowered herself over my face without hesitation. Her taste hit me fast, salt, heat, skin. She gasped and grabbed the headboard when my mouth met her.
I licked slow, flat strokes first, then narrowed in, tongue pressing upward, her whole body tightening as she rocked down against my mouth. She whispered something broken. Then again.
Nina slid up beside me, her breasts brushing my arm, her hand moving gently over my thigh. “There’s still time,” she murmured, voice hushed between her panting. “To change it.”
“Change what?” I managed between strokes of my tongue. Jules cried out and pressed harder.
Nina kissed my neck, licked the sweat from my skin. “The house. The deal. Who owns it.”
“You mean not sell it?” I said, my voice muffled into Jules’s cunt.
“Not like they want to,” she breathed. “Not on their terms.”
Leigh’s mouth slid off me with a pop. She looked up, her lips shiny, chest rising fast.
“There’s ways,” she said. “Keep the house. Buy them out maybe.”
“They’d never go for it,” I said, licking again. Jules groaned loud and clenched my hair.
“They might,” Nina whispered. “If you stop being the help and start being the heir.”
I stopped moving for a second.
Jules whimpered above me. “Don’t stop.”
I didn’t. I pulled her in harder, licked faster. She writhed and ground down against my mouth, her cries getting louder. Her thighs shook beside my head.
Nina leaned in, kissed my ear. “You’re the one living here. You’re the only one who knew him.”
Leigh stroked me slowly now, long, deliberate pulls, her other hand cradling my balls. Her mouth hovered just above, warm breath washing over me.
“They’d take the check,” she said. “If it came from you. Quiet. No fight.”
Jules’s cracked as she gasped, clenched, tried to hold still and couldn’t. She bucked, hands braced, then collapsed forward, her breath hot against my chest.
I licked her one more time, slow, teasing. She twitched.
Nina moved over me next, straddling my waist. “We help you make it happen,” she said. “They want someone to take it off their hands.”
Leigh kissed the inside of my thigh. “Let it be you.”
“You’d stay?” I asked, my voice low.
“All of us,” Jules whispered. “Right here.”
Nina reached between her legs and guided me into her.
She sank down, inch by inch, eyes locked on mine. I gasped as she lowered onto me, her hips circling once, her heat wrapping around me, her breath caught in her throat. My hands gripped her waist, and I started to push up,
But then it hit me.
The journal.
I blinked hard. “Wait, ”
“What?” she whispered, leaning down, her nipples brushing my chest.
I slid out from under her, my body still hard, pulsing. I scrambled to my feet. “Hang on. I need to get something.”
“Now?” Jules mumbled from the pillows, her voice loose and dazed.
“It’s important.” I turned, already heading down the hall, still completely naked, my skin flushed, thighs sticky, pulse hammering in my ears.
The light was soft in my bedroom, early afternoon sun cutting through the blinds. I dug under the flannel shirt I’d tossed on the chair the night before, pulled out the battered brown leather notebook I’d found in the attic crawlspace two weeks ago, the one I hadn’t read all the way through yet.
I held it in my hand for a second, then went back down the hall.
They were still on the bed.
Jules lay on her side, legs tangled in the sheets, her thighs bare and glistening. Her eyes followed me as I came in.
Nina sat upright now, her breasts full and flushed, one hand resting lightly between her legs. Her lips were parted, breathing still uneven.
Leigh had curled beside Jules, knees drawn halfway up, her fingers idly stroking the skin of her own belly, tracing circles as though lost in thought. Her hair was a mess, wild, dark strands all over her shoulders, her face glowing.
They were all looking at me.
I stood there a moment, clutching the journal, my chest still heaving, cock still firm and aching. The heat of their bodies, the sweat in the air, the way their limbs touched and brushed against each other, it felt like something I’d never come back from.
I stepped closer, holding the book low at my side.
“You brought reading material?” Leigh teased, her voice raw.
“This isn’t just anything,” I said. I climbed back onto the bed, knee between Jules’ thighs, careful not to crush her. “I think this matters.”
They shifted slightly, giving me space but staying close, all of them brushing against me as I opened the leather flap. The scent of skin and heat filled the room, faint perfume, salty sweat, the soft trace of arousal still in the air.
I flipped to the folded page I’d marked.
“I didn’t get it before,” I said, voice quieter now. “But I think this was meant for me.”
Nina leaned closer, her breast pressing against my shoulder as she read over it.
“What is it?” she asked.
I looked at the page again. My grandfather’s handwriting was rough, uneven, but clear.
I read the line aloud.
“The house stays with the one who makes it his.”
Leigh let out a long breath. Jules sat up more.
“That's us,” Nina said. “Right now.”
I held the book open with one hand, the other resting on Nina’s thigh. My voice was thick as I read the next part out loud.
“He said: ‘Let the others make their deals. The one who stays, the one who builds something real, he’ll know what to do. The house will tell him when it’s time.’”
Nina inhaled sharply. Her hand slid over my stomach, fingers spreading. Her mouth brushed the side of my jaw. “He meant you.”
Leigh leaned in from my other side, one knee draped across mine. “You found this upstairs?”
“In the crawlspace,” I said, flipping to the next page. “Wrapped in a flannel. I thought it was just rambling. But he was talking about the house. About letting it live again.”
Jules sat up on her knees in front of me, hair wild, lips still puffy. “Read more.”
I looked down.
“‘They’ll want to gut it. To flip and vanish. But they don’t see it anymore. If she’s filled again, if the laughter and noise come back, she won’t let go easy. The house chooses.’”
Leigh moaned, low in her throat, and slid her hand down between my legs. I was already hard again.
“You hear that?” she whispered. “We’re what brings it back.”
Nina moved lower on the bed, kissing my ribs, then trailing her tongue down my side. “We’re the noise. The laughter.”
Jules leaned forward, took the book from my hand, and let it fall to the mattress. Then she lowered her mouth onto me, slow, hot, open.
I groaned.
Leigh kissed my shoulder, then trailed lower, letting her breasts brush my chest. Her tongue flicked out to taste the sweat on my collarbone.
“He knew,” she said. “He knew someone like you would come back and fill this place again.”
Nina kissed the inside of my thigh, open and wet. “He just didn’t know it’d be all of us.”
Jules moaned softly as she moved, her mouth working steadily, deeper now. She held my hips down with both hands, nails digging into my skin.
I tried to speak. Couldn’t.
Nina’s lips joined hers, kissing the base, tongue flicking against Jules’ cheek as they shared me.
Leigh sat back, her fingers trailing down my chest. “Let them come with clipboards. Let them measure windows and walls. We’re making the house un-sellable.”
Jules pulled off me just long enough to whisper, “Because it’s not empty anymore.”
Then her mouth was back.
Nina kissed up my chest, straddling my side now, her breasts dragging across my skin.
“Say it,” she whispered into my ear. “Say it’s yours.”
I clenched my jaw, every nerve sparking.
“I’m not leaving,” I said. “Not now.”
Jules moaned approval, her mouth sealing tight around me.
Leigh leaned over my chest, hair brushing my face.
“You’re the one,” she said. “We choose you.”
Jules’s mouth pulled back again, slow, lips glistening. Her fingers stroked me instead, dew-soaked and deliberate, just enough to keep me throbbing.
Leigh crawled over me, hair dragging across my chest. She kissed along my collarbone, her thighs straddling my ribs, her greasy heat brushing my stomach as she rocked gently in place.
“We… we could go to them,” she said, breath ragged.
Jules’s hand tightened. “Not to beg.”
“No,” Nina said from behind her, fingertips dragging down my leg. “We make them an offer.”
I grabbed Leigh’s hips, pulled her higher. She rose up, one hand braced on the headboard, the other in my hair. Her folds hovered over my mouth, her scent thick and intoxicating. I pulled her down and kissed her deeply. Her cry was sharp, choked off, then melting.
Jules leaned in against my thigh, watching, still stroking me, slow and firm. “We show them the value. Not numbers. Not comps. Real value.”
Nina slid her hands up my arms, then circled behind Leigh, kissing the back of her neck, whispering something into her skin that made Leigh shiver and grind harder against my mouth.
Leigh gasped, “The house isn't just walls. It's got, ” she broke off with a whimper as my tongue pressed harder, circling.
Nina finished it for her. “It’s got tenants. Life. Purpose.”
Jules kissed my shaft, then licked the underside, slow. “We document everything. Pictures. Videos. Stories. Show what this place became when he came back.”
Leigh bucked on my face. “You mean,” she grunted, “turn it into a,” she gasped, “a proposal?” She sighed.
Nina nodded, licking up Leigh’s spine. “Exactly. We pitch it as a legacy project. Preservation. Community space. Residency.”
“A residency,” Jules repeated, her voice husky as she kissed down my length again. “Live-in maintenance. Shared creative housing. Just enough structure to keep it out of the market.”
Leigh came on my mouth, hips shaking violently. She collapsed forward, her breasts pressing to my chest, breath hot in my ear. “He stays. We all stay.”
I wrapped my arms around her waist, held her while she trembled.
Nina kissed my lips, tasting Leigh on me. “We’ll file it clean. Use the probate clause. Argue historic value.”
Jules took me into her mouth again, deeper this time. Her moan vibrated against me. I twitched in her throat, gritting my teeth.
“We’ll say,” Nina whispered, her lips brushing mine, “the house has needs its caretaker.”
Leigh lifted her head, eyes glassy. “Its family. Put their family name on it, Cranston House. A monument.”
Jules bobbed now, faster. Her hands gripped my hips. I couldn’t hold back.
Nina kissed my jaw. “Finish in her mouth.”
I groaned hard.
Jules sucked harder, mouth wet and fast now, her throat taking me deeper than I thought she could. Her eyes stayed locked on mine, her fingers digging into my thighs. I grabbed her hair and twisted it hard in my fist. She moaned around me, like she wanted more of that.
Leigh was still on my chest, panting, flushed, licking sweat from my collarbone. Her hips rocked lazily against my ribs, satiny heat dragging up and down with every movement. She kissed me, hard, mouth open, tongue sliding deep.
Nina climbed across the mattress, her hands gripping my jaw, her thighs straddling my waist. Her mouth pressed against my ear. “We’re writing the story right now,” she whispered. “They’ll read it on your skin.”
I bucked my hips, driving deeper into Jules’s mouth. She gagged, didn’t stop, moaned louder. I pulled her head down harder, holding her there.
Leigh gasped. “Fuck, you’re stronger than you look.”
I grabbed her by the waist and flipped her to the side, then yanked her legs open and dragged her lower on the bed. She squealed, laughing, breathless. “God, yes, take me.”
Nina kissed me again, deeper, slower, then moved to Jules, pulling her up by the hair. Jules came off me with a thick gasp, her chin wet, lips parted. Nina kissed her full on the mouth.
I reached down, grabbed Nina’s ass, pulled her forward hard onto my lap. She slammed down on me, tight and wet. Her cry broke open in the center of the room.
“I’ll make the fucking presentation,” she gasped.
Leigh rolled beside us, her hand in Nina’s hair, pulling her mouth to hers. “We’ll record a statement, our lives here. Proof. Emotion.”
Jules straddled my face again. No hesitation this time. Her cunt flooded my tongue. I gripped her ass, spread her wider, and sucked her clit into my mouth. She screamed, grinding down.
Nina was bouncing on me now, full rhythm, full depth, her hands clawing down my chest. “You… are… staying…”
“Say it,” Leigh begged. “Say it out loud.”
I tore Jules’s mouth from mine and bit her hip. She gasped, clutched the headboard.
“I’m not leaving,” I growled, thrusting up into Nina, watching her eyes roll back. “I’m fucking staying.”
“Because we’re yours,” Nina sobbed, riding me harder.
Leigh grabbed Nina’s hair and kissed her messy, tongues tangling. Jules reached behind her, grabbed me again, stroked as she rode my face, silky and desperate.
“You’ll own the house,” Leigh whispered. “Like you own us.”
Jules’s thighs trembled. She came on my mouth, collapsed forward, twitching.
Nina screamed, and I felt her come hard, clenching around me like a vice, shaking uncontrollably.
I flipped her, took over, driving into her as all three of them moaned and writhed under my hands.
I sat upright, dragging Nina down hard onto my lap again. She gasped, arms locking behind my neck, her body already soaked and twitching. I held her still, grinding up into her slow and deep, so deep she bit my shoulder to muffle the cry.
Leigh was on her back beside us, her fingers between her legs, eyes locked on mine.
Jules crawled up behind Nina, wrapping her arms around her waist from behind, her tongue trailing up her spine.
I gripped Nina’s hips and held her down.
“Here’s what we do,” I said, voice rough. “We form a residency nonprofit. I write the check through it. Buy out the others clean.”
Nina whined, trembling.
“We submit the proposal with full documentation, proof this house is in use. Vibrant. Active.”
Leigh moaned. Her fingers moved faster now, her free hand clawing at the sheets.
“I attach the journal as legal testimony,” I growled. “Intent of the original owner. Binding.”
Jules kissed the side of Nina’s throat. “We add letters. From us. From you.”
I fucked up into Nina harder. She cried out.
“We sign our names,” I said. “We make it official.”
Nina clutched me tighter, teeth on my ear. “Say it again.”
I slammed into her, then pulled out and flipped her onto her back. She yelped, legs spread wide, body already begging. I pushed back in, both hands around her wrists, pinning her to the bed.
“I’m taking this place,” I said. “I’m not asking. I’m claiming it.”
Nina bucked wildly, screaming as she came again, full body locked around me.
Jules lay beside us now, watching, breath shallow, face flushed. “We’re not tenants anymore,” she whispered. “We’re the fucking foundation.”
Leigh climbed up across my back, kissing my shoulder blades, her body sliding sleek against my skin. “We make the house real. We make it permanent.”
I pulled out of Nina, grabbed Jules by the ankle, dragged her toward me. She squealed, then laughed, then moaned when I pulled her hips up and entered her in one hard thrust.
She broke. Her voice cracked, hands fisting the sheets, mouth wide open.
Leigh lay on her side now, kissing Nina, stroking her belly, whispering things I couldn’t hear.
I moved inside Jules slowly, deliberately, each thrust timed to every word.
“We file before the week ends.”
Slap.
“We submit the full packet.”
Thrust.
“We take this place out of the market forever.”
Grip.
She sobbed under me, her legs trembling.
I stayed buried inside Jules, my hips grinding slow, watching her come apart under me. Her arms were stretched above her head, fingers locked around the frame. Her whole body writhed with every inch I gave her.
Nina knelt beside us, her hand moving between Jules’ thighs, fingers rubbing where we joined. “She’s dripping,” she whispered, mouth brushing my ear. “I bet she’s never come this much before.”
Jules moaned like she couldn’t even speak.
Leigh crawled across the mattress, grabbed my face, and kissed me deep, tongue rough, breathless. “You’re not just fucking us,” she said. “You’re anchoring this whole thing.”
I pulled out of Jules and pushed Leigh down onto her back without a word. Her legs opened instantly, desperate, her dew already visible. I dragged my cock across her folds once, teasing.
“You want it?” I asked.
She nodded fast, eyes glassy. “God, yes. Now. I need it inside me while you say it.”
I pushed in hard. She screamed.
“I’m forming the trust this week,” I growled, driving into her again. “Naming myself executor. Head resident. Caretaker.”
She shook under me, nails digging into my arms. “Yes, yes, ”
Nina kissed her mouth, swallowing the sound. Then turned to me. “And we sign it too. The three of us. As co-founders.”
I slammed into Leigh, holding her hips down, her whole body jerking with every thrust. “You’re not co-founders,” I said. “You’re assets. Bound. Tied to the property.”
Jules sat up, still shaking, her fingers sliding over her own breasts as she watched. “So claim us.”
I pulled out of Leigh. She whimpered, reached for me, but I was already grabbing Nina. I lifted her by the waist and shoved her onto her stomach. She gasped as I dragged her ass up into the air.
“You sure?” I asked.
She looked back, her face wild. “Take me like it’s already done.”
I entered her deep in one hard thrust. She cried out, face buried in the mattress. I gripped her hips and fucked her with my full weight behind it.
Leigh kissed Nina’s neck from above, her voice trembling. “We’ll document everything. The bed. The mouths. The bodies. The reason this house can’t be flipped.”
Jules came up beside me, kissing my chest, my neck. “We’ll submit the whole thing as narrative proof.”
Nina started to shake again, her voice breaking with every push. “God, don’t stop, don’t stop, ”
I held her tight, one hand wrapped in her hair, the other gripping her hip hard enough to bruise.
“I’m finishing it,” I growled.
Jules moaned.
“I’m buying it.”
Leigh shuddered.
“I’m keeping you.”
Nina came, bucking hard under me, and I followed, driving in deep, emptying everything into her, while the house seemed to exhale all around us.
I collapsed forward between their bodies, buried in heat and skin and sweat and cum.
The light was soft. Diffused through the attic windows, muted by the old curtains someone, probably Leigh, had pinned up last month. My eyes opened slow. Skin against mine. The room warm with the smell of sex, sweat, and coffee.
Jules was curled against my chest, one thigh thrown across my waist, breathing steady. Her cheek was pressed just under my collarbone. Her hand twitched every so often in sleep.
Nina sat cross-legged at the foot of the bed, my flannel shirt hanging open over her bare chest. Her hair was up in a loose knot, strands falling everywhere. She was scrolling on her phone, biting her thumbnail.
Leigh stepped through the doorway carrying two mugs, her bare feet quiet on the hardwood. My hoodie swallowed her frame, sleeves bunched up around her fists. Her legs bare. One mug came to me first. Her other hand reached down and cupped my jaw before she leaned in and kissed me.
No rush. Just soft lips. A slight breath.
“Hey,” she said.
“Hey.”
She sat beside Nina, tucked her leg under herself, handed her the second mug. Nina sipped without looking up.
“Did you sleep at all?” Leigh asked her.
“An hour,” Nina muttered. “Maybe two.”
“You working?”
Nina nodded. “Nonprofit formation steps. Bylaws template. Local heritage protection policies. Started a Google Drive folder.”
Jules stirred against me, then stretched, a full-body thing that pressed her breasts against my ribs and her hips down into mine. She didn’t open her eyes, just made a soft sound and nuzzled into my chest.
“Is this what mornings are now?” she murmured.
“It is if I stay,” I said.
She finally looked up. Her eyes still puffy, her lips raw. She smiled, small but real. Then climbed over me, kissing the other side of my neck from where Leigh had kissed.
“Then you’re staying,” she said.
I set the coffee on the crate beside the mattress and slid my hand up her thigh. She didn’t flinch when I touched her. Just exhaled and leaned into it.
Nina looked up from her phone. “We have to figure out messaging. Language. Why it matters.”
Leigh’s hand found my ankle under the blanket. “We’ll figure it out.”
Jules kissed me again. Slower this time.
And I realized none of them were asking anymore.
They’d decided.
I pushed the blanket down and let my hand drift between Jules’ legs. She was already warm. Wet. Her breath caught, and she pressed her forehead to mine, eyes closed.
Nina smiled, not shy at all. “Start your morning, landlord. We’ll take care of the rest.”
Leigh leaned in and whispered in my ear. “Just don’t pull out this time.”
Jules shifted her weight, still straddling me under the blanket. Her thighs hugged my sides, skin flushed from sleep and heat. Her eyes opened fully now, steady on mine. Her fingers laced through my hair and held me in place as she kissed me again, this time with a slow hunger.
Her hips rolled forward, just once, a smooth grind that pressed her against the length of me.
“God, you’re already hard,” she whispered against my mouth.
“I woke up with you on top of me.”
“You’re not dreaming.”
She reached between us, slow and warm, and guided me in. Just the tip. Then deeper. She eased down on me inch by inch, her breath catching in her throat. Her mouth stayed close to mine, our foreheads touching.
Behind her, Nina watched, biting her lip. Her fingers traced circles around the rim of her mug.
Leigh reached over and set her own mug aside, then lay down on her side beside us, her head on the pillow just inches from mine. She kissed my jaw and whispered, “Let her have you first this time.”
Jules was all the way down now, her hips resting against mine. Her eyes fluttered shut. She breathed in deep and didn’t move yet. Just stayed there, full, stretched, settled.
“You feel different,” I said, barely above a whisper.
She nodded. “Because it’s not about proving anything anymore.”
She began to move, slow and rhythmic, her muscles flexing around me as she rocked forward and back. Her hands slid down my chest, her body gliding over mine in wet, perfect friction.
I grabbed her hips, but I didn’t guide her. Just held her.
Leigh kissed my neck again. “Let her ride it out.”
Nina stood, setting her mug aside. Her shirt dropped from her shoulders. She climbed onto the bed and curled against my other side, one hand stroking my arm, the other sliding down to cup my balls, rolling them gently in her palm.
Jules moaned softly, moving with more confidence now. “This is what it’s like,” she breathed. “When it’s not just sex.”
Leigh reached between Jules’ legs and rubbed where we were joined. Jules cried out, body jerking, her hands flying to my chest.
“Don’t stop,” she gasped.
“I’m not going anywhere,” I said.
Jules leaned down and kissed me again, open-mouthed, desperate, and never once stopped moving.
Nina’s fingers stroked me from below, adding pressure in rhythm with Jules’ thrusts.
Leigh whispered, “She’s close.”
I nodded. “I feel her.”
Jules trembled above me, breath catching, thighs shaking.
Then she broke.
Body clenched. Mouth wide. No sound.
Jules trembled above me, still catching her breath. Her hands slid down my chest, her eyes glossy, her lips parted like she wanted to speak but didn’t need to.
I held her hips, still inside her, her body pulsing around me, small aftershocks rolling through her thighs.
She leaned forward and collapsed against me, her face in my neck. I kissed her hair and felt the weight of her there, not just her body, but everything else. All of it. She started to laugh, and then everyone started to.
Leigh lay across my left arm now, her hand gently stroking Jules’ back. Her thumb traced circles just below her shoulder blade, slow and careful.
Nina was curled against my other side, propped on one elbow. She watched Jules closely, but not with envy. One hand drifted lazily across my stomach, soft fingers looping through the faint trail of hair there.
I shifted my hips slightly, still buried deep in Jules. She moaned into my skin.
“Too much?” I asked.
She shook her head. “I want to feel this all day.”
I kissed her shoulder.
Nina pressed a kiss just under my jaw. “I don’t think you know what that does to us,” she whispered. “You talk like you own us, and it doesn’t scare us. It calms us.”
“I do own you,” I said quietly.
Leigh let out a slow breath. “Say that again.”
I looked at her. Then at Nina.
“I own this house. I own this bed. And I own the three of you.”
Jules shivered against me. “We’re your harem, aren’t we.”
Nina slid her hand lower, palm wrapping around the base of me. “You’re still hard,” she said, voice low. “Still deep inside her.”
Leigh kissed my bicep, her voice soft and wicked. “And she’s going to melt from it.”
Jules groaned, hips twitching. “I already am.”
She lifted her head, eyes unfocused, cheeks flushed. She kissed me slow, and I stayed still inside her, letting her grind gently, taking control without rushing.
“I want to fall asleep on you again,” she whispered. “And wake up still full.”
Leigh sat up on her knees now, naked again, her breasts swaying as she reached down to stroke Jules’s hair. “Your turn,” she murmured. “To stay on top. To keep him.”
Jules nodded, eyes closed. Her hands gripped my shoulders. She started to move again, but this time with something deeper in it, something slow and sacred. No climax. Not yet. Just stretch and weight and wet, and the rhythm of a girl who already knows he’s not going anywhere.
Jules moved on top of me in slow, steady rolls. Her hands pressed flat to my chest for balance, her hips lifting just enough each time to slide along the length of me before sinking back down.
Her eyes stayed on mine.
I didn’t push her. I didn’t guide her.
I just held her waist and let her use me.
“You feel so thick,” she whispered, jaw tight, body still shaking.
“I’m not pulling out.”
Her breath hitched. “Good.”
Leigh lay beside us, head propped on her hand, one leg draped over mine. She ran her fingers down Jules’ side, slow, her touch tender. Her other hand curled around my wrist, squeezing.
“She’s glowing,” Leigh murmured. “You made her glow.”
Nina was kneeling now, one hand between her own legs, the other stroking my jaw. She leaned in and kissed me, sweet and slow, then kissed Jules just as gently. “You don’t even know what you’ve started.”
“I think I do,” I said.
Jules moaned softly and dropped her forehead to mine. Her hips kept moving, the wet sound of her body on mine filling the room in waves. She was soaked, trembling, biting her lip with every slow grind.
“I can feel it,” she said. “You’re so deep.”
I slid my hands up her back. “I want to stay in you all day.”
Leigh kissed my shoulder. “Do it.”
Nina’s hand gripped the base of me again, working in rhythm with Jules’ movement, adding just enough pressure to make her whimper.
“She’s not going to last,” Nina whispered, kissing Jules’s ear.
“I don’t want to,” Jules breathed. “I want to break again.”
I pulled her down into a kiss, holding her there, my tongue deep in her mouth as her body started to shake. Her hips lost rhythm. She whimpered into me.
“I’m yours,” she gasped. “Fucking yours.”
Nina stroked my throat. “Say it.”
“You’re mine,” I growled.
Jules slammed down onto me one last time and froze, head thrown back, body arched, hands digging into my chest. Her whole body clenched.
She came with a long, broken cry. Nothing held back.
Leigh and Nina held her while she trembled, while I stayed inside her, cock still thick, still pulsing.
I didn’t pull out.
Didn’t even move.
Jules collapsed onto me, body still jerking in aftershocks, and I wrapped my arms around her, holding her tight to my chest.
“Next,” Leigh whispered, eyes dark and hungry. They all laughed again.
Jules rested heavy on my chest, legs splayed wide, breath warm against my throat. She was soft now, pliant, the muscles in her thighs still twitching. I kept my arm tight around her, palm flat on her lower back, holding her there. Still inside her. Still hard.
She murmured something into my neck, half a word, maybe just a sound, and then went quiet again, her cheek pressed flat to my collarbone.
Nina leaned across my stomach, trailing one hand down Jules’ spine, the other running through my hair.
“She’ll sleep again,” she whispered. “Let her.”
“I’m not moving.”
“Good.”
Leigh was already on her knees, stretching, cat-like, beside us. Her body gleamed in the morning light, long legs, full breasts, skin still marked faintly from the night before. She crawled up alongside me, her eyes lazy, but focused. Her hand slid over my ribs, lower, wrapping softly around my cock, still buried in Jules.
“You’re not done,” she said.
I turned my head. “No.”
She leaned down and kissed me, mouth open, deep. Her tongue moved slow. Possessive.
When she pulled back, she looked down at Jules, then back at me.
“Slide out of her,” she said. “Let me have it.”
I hesitated. Not because I didn’t want it, my cock throbbed at just the thought, but because Jules was still holding on. Still clinging in her sleep like she needed the weight of me inside her.
But Leigh wasn’t asking again.
She moved behind Jules, arms sliding under her, lifting gently, and pulled her off me with care. My cock slipped free, wet and swollen, and Leigh lowered Jules onto her side, covering her with the blanket.
Nina reached down and stroked me once. Slow. Her palm slid up my shaft, then down again, coating it in her spit.
“She’s had you all to herself,” Nina whispered, lips at my jaw. “It’s our turn.”
I reached up and grabbed the back of Leigh’s neck, pulled her down and kissed her hard, then spun her onto her back and climbed over her.
Nina knelt beside us, watching.
I didn’t tease.
I didn’t ask.
I slid into Leigh in one long, slow push. She arched her back, mouth falling open. Her fingers gripped my arms, nails dragging lightly.
“That’s it,” she breathed. “God, that’s all of it.”
Nina moved behind me, her hands running down my back. She pressed kisses to my spine, her voice soft.
“Fill her,” she whispered. “Then me.”
Leigh rocked up against me, slow, eyes half-lidded.
“Let’s make this place permanent,” she said.
I didn’t answer.
I just started to fuck her.
Leigh’s legs wrapped around my waist as I moved inside her, slow and grinding, the way she wanted it. Her head was back, mouth open, her hands flat on my chest. Every time I drove deeper, her whole body arched, meeting it. Taking it.
Nina lay beside us, kissing my neck, whispering filth into my ear.
Jules was curled under the blanket now, still bare, one hand between her legs, watching from half-lidded eyes as her fingers worked softly in rhythm with my hips.
Leigh was getting close again, her thighs trembling around me, her eyes wide and wild now. “Harder,” she panted. “Break me.”
I grabbed her wrists and pinned them above her head. Slammed into her once, twice, then held deep, all the way in. Her scream cracked the quiet. She clenched hard, body locking up around me.
“I want every drop,” she gasped. “Fill me. Mark me.”
Nina moved lower and licked my balls, tongue slow and wet.
“You’re close,” she whispered. “I can feel it in your stomach.”
I nodded once, barely breathing.
Jules moaned from under the blanket. “Let him go. Let him come.”
Leigh kissed me through her orgasm, mouth trembling against mine, her moans breaking into hiccupped gasps. I stayed inside her, the pressure building hard in my spine, my thighs, my gut.
Then Nina slid behind me. Her hand wrapped tight around the base, slippery and warm, just below where I was still buried in Leigh.
Her mouth pressed to my ear.
“Now,” she whispered. “Give it to her.”
I gritted my teeth, slammed in deep one final time, and everything broke loose.
I came hard, full body locked, back arched, cock twitching deep inside Leigh. She screamed again, her body clenching around me, milking every pulse. I stayed locked there, every muscle tight, every breath stolen.
Nina kept stroking. Jules moaned, her fingers moving faster now as she watched me lose control.
I wasn’t making noise, I was gone.
Gone into Leigh. Gone into them. Gone into the house.
I stayed deep until I felt the last pulse drain out of me, my whole body soaked and spent.
Leigh collapsed under me, shaking. Nina kissed the sweat off my shoulder. Jules whispered, “You just ruined us for anyone else.”
I pulled out slow, soft, and heavy.
The living room smelled like toast and printer ink. A breeze came through the open window over the sink. Someone had lit the cinnamon candle again.
I stepped inside with the toolbox in one hand, still in yesterday’s jeans, shirt half-buttoned, hair damp from the quick rinse in the upstairs shower. My plan was to patch the drywall by the stairs before it got worse.
What I saw stopped me in the doorway.
All three of them were spread out across the living room floor, laptops open, power cords snaking across the rug, notebooks and half-eaten bowls of cereal in reach. The coffee table was buried in pens, printed articles, sticky notes, and a stack of glossy real estate pamphlets someone had clearly defaced in red marker.
They were working. All of them.
Jules sat cross-legged in a bralette and pajama pants, tapping notes into a doc while glancing back and forth between tabs. Her reading glasses had slid halfway down her nose, her hair still wet. She looked up, saw me, smiled.
Nina was lying on her stomach on the couch, hoodie pulled up just enough to show the small of her back and the faint marks I’d left there. Her laptop balanced on a pillow, one leg swinging slowly as she typed.
Leigh sat at the far corner, facing the light. Her hair was pulled into a messy knot, and she wore nothing but a white button-down I didn’t recognize, probably something from the attic closet. Her laptop sat on her thighs, glowing in the sun, and she was talking softly into her AirPods, lips moving as she recorded a voice memo.
I just stood there.
They were so fucking beautiful it hurt.
Not in the abstract. In the real, practical, skin-and-eyes-and-purpose kind of way. Bare feet. Sleepy eyes. Quick fingers. Mouths still swollen from what we’d done, now talking business like the house was already ours.
Mine.
All of ours.
Jules spoke first. “We’ve mapped the zoning exemptions and cross-referenced comparable heritage designations.”
Nina added, without looking up, “I’m writing the narrative intro. The one you’ll sign.”
Leigh pulled one AirPod out and said, “And we’ve scheduled a walk-through video shoot. I’ll film. Jules will interview you.”
I didn’t answer.
I just set the toolbox down and stared at them. All three looked up now. All three waiting.
Leigh smiled, slow and sure. “What?”
I shook my head. “Nothing.”
But I was thinking:
You three are going to run this place.
Leigh patted the couch again, firmer this time. “Sit.”
I did.
She set her laptop aside and swung one leg over my lap, settling down with a quiet breath. Her bare thighs were warm against my jeans. The loose shirt she wore slipped open at the collar. No bra. Her skin still smelled like sleep and sex.
Nina climbed off the couch and came around behind me, her fingers sliding into my hair immediately, scratching lightly at my scalp, slow, rhythmic. Her breath was on my neck before I even felt her mouth.
Jules closed her laptop with a soft clap, then crawled across the floor toward us. She moved between my knees and sat back on her heels, eyes on mine. She didn’t smile. Just reached up and unfastened the bottom two buttons of my shirt, exposing the strip of skin down the center of my chest.
Leigh kissed my jaw. “We’ve earned a break.”
Nina whispered, “So have you.”
Jules leaned in and kissed just below my sternum, her lips warm, soft. She didn’t move fast. She kissed the same spot again, then lower. Then paused, just staring at my stomach, like it was a map she meant to read slowly.
Leigh rocked her hips against me, slow, grinding. No pressure. Just weight. Her lips brushed my ear. “Let us take care of you.”
My hands moved automatically, one to Jules’s hair, one to Leigh’s waist.
Nina’s mouth was at my neck now, kissing, sucking gently. I felt her fingers slide down the front of my chest, meeting Jules’s as they began to unbutton the rest of my shirt, working around each other, coordinated without speaking.
Jules leaned forward and licked the center of my chest. Then again, slower. Her breath came faster after that.
Leigh’s hands slipped under my shirt and pressed flat against my ribs. “Still so warm,” she murmured. “Still hard.”
I was.
Nina’s hands moved over my shoulders now, sliding the shirt down, exposing me fully. Jules kissed my stomach again, then nuzzled lower. Her fingers were at my belt.
Leigh reached down and unfastened it without a word.
Nina kissed the back of my neck and whispered, “We’ll take on this part of the process.”
Jules looked up from my lap, her voice low and certain. “Because every good plan needs momentum.” She sank her mouth down over the entire length of my cock and she moaned deeply over me. 
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I was drying off in the upstairs bathroom when Jules called up the stairs. “Um, babe? There’s a woman at the front door with a clipboard!”
I paused with the towel around my waist, water still dripping from my chest. “Who?”
“She said something about an appraisal. She’s wearing heels. Like, actual vampire heels.”
Nina popped her head into the bathroom. Her shirt was unbuttoned and inside-out. “Tell me you didn’t schedule this.”
“I didn’t.” I stepped over to the window and peeked through the cracked blind. I had a suspicion I knew who did schedule it, though.
A woman in a navy pantsuit stood on the porch, checking her watch. Late thirties, sharp hair, sharp shoes. Professional in a way that screamed “family sent her.” Vampire shoes for real, like Nina said.
“She’s gonna walk through?” Nina asked, pushing in front of me with her body half dressed to get to the sink. She pushed her ass back against my groin on purpose, just to tease.
Leigh appeared behind her, still tugging her shorts into place too. “We need a few minutes like!.”
“You’ve got two,” I said, pulling on my jeans.
Downstairs, Jules cracked the door open and smiled her reception office smile. “Hi there. Can I help you?”
The woman smiled politely. “Hi. Amelia Carson, Carson & Finch Appraisals. I was asked to assess the property for potential sale. Are you the tenants?”
“Something like that.” Jules glanced back at me as I came down the stairs, buttoning my shirt. “This is the owner’s grandson.”
Amelia held out a firm hand. “You must be . . .  ?”
I gave her my name and forced a smile. “Sorry for the mess. We weren’t expecting company.”
“I only need a general walk-through. Square footage confirmation, condition notes, a few photos.”
Jules, still barefoot, shifted behind me and whispered, “There’s underwear all over the living room.”
I nodded. “Let’s start upstairs.”
She followed me up. I heard Nina and Leigh thumping around above us, rushing, and when I pushed open the first bedroom, it looked staged already, bed made, window open, sun falling across the desk. Jules must’ve done it.
“This room’s used?” Amelia asked.
“Yeah. One of the girls studies here.”
She glanced around, nodded, scribbled. We moved through the hallway, pausing as Leigh stepped out of the bathroom in a long t-shirt, wet hair sticking to her neck. She froze when she saw the woman.
“Oh,” she said. “Sorry.”
“She’s just finishing up,” I said quickly. Leigh ducked into the next room.
The master bedroom had two mugs on the nightstand. One still had lipstick on the rim.
Amelia raised an eyebrow. “You’re living here?”
“Temporarily.”
She took a photo of the room, then of the hallway. “It’s a unique setup.”
“Student housing.”
I held the railing to steady myself as we moved back down the stairs. Nina met us at the bottom, fresh-faced  in one of my t-shirts, holding a banana and clearly trying not to grin.
“Want coffee?” she asked brightly.
Amelia blinked. “No thank you.”
I watched her take in the living room: three mugs on the table, a blanket bunched on the couch, and the faint smell of breakfast and perfume hanging in the air.
She made one last note. “We’ll need to bring in a specialist inspector.”
“Go crazy,” I said.
As the door closed behind her, Jules exhaled. Nina bit the banana. Leigh came to lean on me.
“That,” Nina said, “was not subtle.”
“She had clipboard energy,” Nina said, hopping up to sit on the counter. “Like, she was measuring our lives or something.”
Jules opened a laptop at the kitchen table. “Carson & Finch is legit. My old roommate interned with them.”
Leigh leaned into the fridge. “Do appraisers normally come without notice?”
“No,” I said. “Not unless someone’s pushing it. My sister’s probably pissed I haven’t called in weeks.”
“Pissed you haven’t evicted us, you mean,” Nina said, kicking her bare foot against a drawer. “Sorry we keep distracting you from that.”
Jules didn’t look up. “Technically we seduced him.”
Now they all chuckled and glanced at me.
Leigh handed me a juice box, straw already poked in. “Do you think she’ll come back with that inspector?”
I drank half of it. “Not if I call them and pretend I’m making progress. But that was an appraiser. Which means they’re making moves sooner than later to sell it out from under me.”
“They can do that?” Nina asked.
I nodded. “If they say I didn’t fulfill the agreement. Or if they think I’ve, you know, gone native.”
Leigh crossed her arms. “We’re a tribe now?”
“You’re a cult,” I muttered. “Of very persuasive girls in very little clothing.”
“I’m dressed,” Jules said. “Mostly.”
“Same,” Nina added. “Except for the times when I’m not.”
She slid off the counter and tugged the shirt down over her thighs. It barely made it.
Jules looked up. “If they’re pushing a quick sale, we need to make this place unsellable.”
“I already tried that,” I said. “You still live here, don’t you?”
Leigh laughed once, but her smile dropped quickly. “Seriously though. What would make it fail inspection? We need time to get to the residency non-profit stage.”
Jules tapped her pen on the table. “Wiring. Water damage. Foundation issues.”
“We have all that,” I said. “Which I’ve been fixing.”
“So stop.”
They all looked at me.
Nina moved closer. “You’re still planning for the residency non-profit right?”
“Yes,” I said. “But that’s a longer term thing. What happened this morning moves us more into a one-week window.”
Jules pointed her pen. “That woman saw everything she needed. She’ll file a report.”
Leigh leaned on the back of my chair. “So what do we do?”
Jules closed the laptop. “We give them a reason to delay.”
Nina kissed my shoulder, her mouth warm and slow. “Let’s make this place long term residency. Like, really ours. No fast moves possible.”
“What does that even mean?” I asked.
She grinned. “It means: if they’re gonna try to sell it fast, they’ll have to go through us to do it. And we can’t be moved out.”
Jules stood up, gathering her hair into a knot. “We clean up, we hide some wires, we put our names on the mailbox. We’re living here.”
Leigh added, “We make it obvious you’re living here too.”
I looked at the three of them. No fear.
“Okay,” I said. “Let’s make it a home they wouldn’t be able to touch, not for squatter evictions anyway.”
We started with the front porch. Jules dragged out a box of broken tiles from the side crawlspace, spreading them by the door. “Loose walkway. Trip hazard,” she said.
Nina popped gum as she carried out two milk crates of random parts. “What’s this stuff?”
“Uninstalled electrical. Looks sketchy. Leave it.”
Leigh handled the windows. She sprayed one with water, then pressed tissue paper into the sill until it looked like a fresh leak. “That’s enough to fail inspection,” she said, cheeks pink from the effort. “At least it was when I lived in the co-op.”
I watched her crouch in the tub, one leg folded under, tank top slipping just enough to make me forget what I was supposed to be doing. “You’re terrifying,” I said.
She smiled without looking at me. “I’m practical.”
Nina passed behind me, hips swaying in a borrowed robe. “I’m impractical,” she said, “but motivating.”
“Now what?” I asked.
Nina answered by untying her robe, one slow tug at the sash. “Now we celebrate being homeowners of a dump that couldn’t even pass inspection.”
Short term plan: ensure it can’t pass inspection, to delay the house making it to market. Longer term: get the campus residence non-profit passed. That means nobody can sell it, me included.
Leigh bit her lip, already pulling the curtains closed. “But only if you’re sure.”
I wasn’t. Not about the plan short term or long. But I was sure about them. I closed the door.
Nina climbed onto the bed first, still in nothing but the robe, which slipped off one shoulder as she straddled the sheets we’d half-pulled back. Her thighs pressed to mine as she leaned down, her hair falling across my face. “It might be your bed now,” she said. “But we all sleep in it.”
Jules sat beside us, tugging her tank top off with one smooth motion, folding it like she was in no hurry, but her breathing had changed. She didn’t make a move yet, just watched.
Leigh knelt at the foot of the bed. “There’s time, right?”
I nodded, already reaching for her. “She’s not coming with the inspector right away.”
Nina tugged her robe open all the way and threw it off behind her. Her skin was flushed, her smile loose and open. “Then let’s make it worth locking the door.”
This was how it was now, this was how nearly every day went.
They moved together. Leigh crawled up the bed, still in her sleep shorts, but pulling them down as she came. Jules got on the other side, slipping her bra off without breaking eye contact.
It wasn’t a rush. They had a pace now. They’d found it together.
I sat up against the pillows, and the three came in close, kissing, brushing fingers across my chest, pulling me into their rhythm. Nina kissed my jaw and whispered things I couldn’t let myself think. Jules bit my shoulder softly, licking the spot after. Leigh’s hand slid across my stomach, lower.
The weight of them on the mattress, the scent of their skin, the hush of breathing turning louder, it wasn’t just sex anymore. It was how we lived.
Nina pressed her mouth to mine and smiled mid-kiss. “You live here now,” she whispered.
Leigh climbed up to kiss me too, slower, softer. “Your family is not taking it.”
Jules wrapped her legs around mine. “No one is.”
I grabbed the back of Nina’s head and pulled her in harder. Then Jules. Then Leigh..
Their hands moved over me in sync now, playful, certain, possessive. It wasn’t just a house I was fighting for.
Nina didn’t just climb onto the bed. She lifted one knee first, testing the mattress with a slow press of her toes before swinging her other leg around. The robe parted at her thigh, and for a second, she just crouched over me, grinning. Her skin was still warm from the shower. Damp at the collarbone. A drop slid from her hair and landed on my chest.
She leaned in close, resting her hands on either side of my shoulders. “You’re all ours, right?” she asked, quiet now, but her grin stayed.
I reached up, let my fingers trail from her knees to her hips. Her legs were smooth, slightly cool from the air. I could feel her heart beating through her thighs.
“All of me.”
She lowered herself, inch by inch, not straddling me yet, just brushing against me, grazing where we both knew she’d land. Her breath touched my lips. She kissed me once, just a light press. Then again, slower. Then she sucked my lower lip between hers and didn’t let go until Jules appeared at the edge of the bed.
She sat cross-legged, half-dressed. Her tank top was bunched in her hands, like she’d been twisting it on the way upstairs. Her glasses were off. She placed them carefully on the nightstand before pulling her top off, folding it deliberately, and setting it down on the chair. She didn’t speak. She didn’t need to.
Her body moved in that calm, precise way she always carried herself with, like every gesture was pre-decided. But there was a flush rising along her chest. Her nipples were hard before the tank was even off.
She crawled across the bed with slow, anchored movements, letting her hand skim my ankle, then my shin, then higher. Her fingers traced my waistband like she was checking how much I could take. Then she smiled, and leaned forward to kiss the side of my neck.
Leigh was last. Always a little behind, but never unsure once she started. She came up from the foot of the bed, her eyes wide, her hands already tugging at her sleep shorts. She looked at me as she slipped them down, inching them past her hips. Her cheeks were pink. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath.
She hesitated at the edge of the mattress.
“Come here,” I said.
That was all it took. She climbed in from below, sliding up until she could curl against my side, her hair falling over my arm as she nuzzled in. Her breasts were soft against my ribs. She kissed my side, then my chest, then my jaw, and stayed there, just pressing her mouth to me like she needed to stay connected.
Nina reached back and shrugged off the robe. She let it fall in a heap at the edge of the bed. Her body gleamed, wet at the small of her back where the towel hadn’t dried. She straddled me fully now, bare and warm and impossibly close.
Jules took my hand. “Don’t rush. Let us.”
Nina shifted her weight forward just enough to let me feel the heat of her without letting us touch fully. Her thighs pressed against my hips, her stomach hovering over mine, soft and close. Her nipples grazed my chest as she leaned in, but she didn’t lower herself yet. Her breath was shallow. I felt it move across my cheek as she whispered near my ear.
“I want to take my time,” she said.
She pulled back a little, just enough to look into my face. Her expression wasn’t teasing now, it was focused, almost reverent. Like this meant something to her. Like she needed me to know we weren’t playing anymore.
Jules had moved closer, her arm draped across my middle. Her hand slid up, resting on my sternum. Her thumb stroked slowly, back and forth. I could feel how warm she was, her skin had that slight tacky softness that only came from real heat. Her lips brushed my neck again, lingering longer this time.
Nina lowered herself another inch. Not all the way. Just enough that the tip of me pressed against her, and she froze like that, eyes on mine, her breath caught. The pressure was unbearable. The restraint even worse.
Leigh let out a shaky sound, half gasp, half breath. Her hand moved over my side, under the blanket now, fingertips slipping along the curve of my hip. She was pressed so tightly against me, I could feel her every little motion, her ribs expanding, the soft flutter of her stomach as she breathed faster. Her knee hooked gently over my leg.
Nina remained still, but she was shaking just a little. I reached up, cupped her waist, then her back, then slid my hands higher until I had her shoulders in my grip. Her skin was damp and smooth and hot to the touch.
“Do it,” I said.
She leaned down. Her forehead touched mine. Her lips grazed mine. She kissed me again, deeper this time, slower, her tongue barely tasting me, pulling back with a hum like she was savoring something forbidden.
“I want to make you feel everything,” she whispered.
Jules shifted, brushing her cheek against mine. Her lips touched my jaw, then my ear. Her voice was quiet, but steady.
“You’re not going anywhere. You belong to this house now.”
Leigh’s hand slid lower. Not grasping, not bold, just tracing the shape of me, just resting where her fingers had never rested before. She didn’t say anything, but I could feel her breath against my ribs, and her chest rising as she pressed her face into my side like she was afraid she’d be left out.
“You okay?” I asked her.
She nodded against me. Then she looked up. Her lips parted, and for the first time, she kissed me too. Soft and slow. Her hand didn’t move, but her hips did, pressing against my leg, just once, just enough to say she needed this too.
Nina braced her palms against my chest and leaned forward, her weight shifting until I was pressed into the mattress. She tilted her head, her eyes locked on mine, but before she could lower herself further, I twisted slightly under her and rolled us sideways. Her laugh cracked the tension, light and real, but it didn’t break the moment. It sharpened it.
Jules slid back, her hand dragging down my stomach as I turned. Leigh yelped as she was pulled along in the motion, but she didn’t let go. Her knee dug into the blanket to balance, and her fingers caught my arm as if to say: don’t think you’re leaving me out.
Nina squirmed in my arms, twisting to throw her leg over my waist, her thigh bare and smooth, catching me right under the ribs. Her knee pressed close to something more sensitive. She smirked, then pushed off and tried to flip me again. I resisted, laughing now too, but my breath caught when her chest pressed hard to mine, skin sticking. Her hips ground down just slightly as she shifted for leverage. My hands were on her waist again, trying to keep her up, but she was stronger than she looked, wiry and determined, and suddenly it wasn’t clear who had control.
“You think you’re in charge now?” she said, low.
“I was hoping.”
Leigh slid in behind me, wrapping one leg between mine. Her arm came around my chest, flat against the skin. She giggled into my shoulder and whispered, “Not anymore.”
I reached blindly and grabbed her knee, pulling her tighter, then twisted again and sent all three of us rolling over. Jules had already moved out of the way. She knelt above us, hair messy, chest rising fast, watching like she was deciding when to pounce.
“You’re going to break the bed,” she said.
“No,” Nina said, breathless, “but we’re going to make him beg.”
I didn’t know whose foot hooked behind my knee, but someone yanked and I slid down the bed, twisting sideways with Nina still half on top of me. Her breath hitched, and she tensed. I saw the moment she had the opening and shoved hard at my chest again, trying to flip me fully, and I countered, hands on her hips, arms flexing, until she collapsed onto me, laughing, flushed, straddling me again.
“You’re slippery,” I said.
She leaned down, nose brushing mine. “Cause of you.”
Then Jules was there, beside me now, her palm sliding down my chest to my stomach, her legs tangling with Nina’s. She wasn’t trying to pin me. She was calming the pace. She kissed my shoulder, then said, “I think he needs a breather.”
“Speak for yourself,” Leigh said, climbing over my legs and straddling my thigh now, her hands flat on my chest, her eyes wide and hungry but still soft, still tender.
Three of them. All on me. All fighting, not to win, but to keep me pinned under them. But I wasn’t resisting.
I shifted beneath them, but not to escape. Nina was still straddling me, her thighs firm against my sides, her chest nearly brushing mine. I slid my hand up her back, then down again, slower, dragging my fingers across the bare skin at the base of her spine. She made a noise, half a breath, half a hum, and her hips rocked, just once, barely.
Leigh’s fingers were splayed over my chest, watching me closely, but not pulling back. I turned to her. Brushed her wrist. Let my hand slide up her arm, across her shoulder, then back down to her waist. I tightened my grip a little. She didn’t flinch. She leaned in closer.
I pressed my other hand to Nina’s stomach, just under the hem of her top, feeling the heat of her. My thumb slid higher, slow and deliberate, until I found the edge of her bra. Her breath caught. She stayed still.
Jules moved beside me, easing down to her side. Her arm draped over my chest, her hand resting on Leigh’s.
I slid my hand behind Leigh’s neck and pulled her forward. She came willingly, her hair spilling over my face as she kissed me. Soft at first, then deeper. My hand stayed there, holding her in place, my fingers spreading in her hair. She tasted like cinnamon and something sweet, like she’d been chewing gum earlier and forgot.
When she pulled back, her lips stayed parted. Her cheeks were flushed.
“I’ve wanted to do that all week,” I said.
“You could’ve,” she whispered.
I turned my head. Jules was close now, her eyes on me, mouth twitching in amusement. I kissed her too, less hesitant this time. I pulled her tight. Her body molded against mine, and when I broke the kiss, she didn’t move away. Her hand slid down my side, curling at my hip.
Nina grinned. “My turn?”
She didn’t wait. She leaned down and kissed me hard, messy and hungry, her body pressing tight into mine.
I had all three of them around me. Under me. With me.
Nina didn’t let up, her mouth greedy against mine, her hips rolling in long, confident arcs. I took her waist in both hands and held her steady, then reversed the motion, grinding her down against me. She broke the kiss with a gasp. Her hands braced on my chest. Her shirt had ridden up completely, and her bra was halfway askew.
I dragged one hand up her ribs, slow enough to feel every bump and shift of her breathing, then slid my fingers under the band. I didn’t lift it, didn’t grope, just held her there, palm to warm skin. She looked down at me with wide, stunned eyes.
“You like being watched,” I said.
Nina nodded, biting her lower lip.
Leigh moved to my right side again, watching carefully. Her hand touched my wrist, where I held Nina, then slipped past to my chest, then up to my face. Her palm was cool. Her thumb brushed the corner of my mouth.
“She’s never let anyone do that,” she murmured.
“But I’m not anyone.”
Leigh flushed and looked down, smiling.
Jules leaned over my left shoulder. “Show us how you want it.”
I pushed myself upright, Nina’s legs tightening around me instinctively. She laughed as we rose together. My arms looped under her thighs and I lifted her clean off the bed, turned, and dropped her gently onto the nearest couch cushion. She squealed, then laughed again, rolling to her side as I stood over her.
Jules was already unbuttoning her top. It slid open just enough to reveal the tops of her breasts, snug in black lace. She didn’t look rushed or nervous, just curious. Like she wanted to see what I’d do.
Leigh leaned into my side. “It’s okay.”
I nodded. “I know.”
I tugged Jules forward. She came without hesitation, climbing onto the couch beside Nina. I guided her down gently, then turned to Leigh.
“Come here.”
She hesitated only a second. Then she stepped between my knees and lifted her arms. I pulled her shirt off carefully. She stood there in pale blue, the straps delicate, her skin flushed. I ran my hands over her sides, then down to her hips. My thumbs slid beneath the waistband of her shorts.
“You good?” I asked.
She looked up at me, brown eyes glowing.
“I want it.”
I undid her shorts. Slid them down. Kissed her belly. Felt her fingers in my hair.
Behind us, the other two were already tangled together on the couch, giggling, whispering. Waiting for me to return.
I turned Leigh around, pressing her to me, her back tight to my chest. My hands slid up under her bra, cupping her from behind. She arched against me.
Leigh was still against my chest, breathing hard. Her skin was warm and trembling under my hands, and I didn’t rush her. I let my fingers trace slow lines up her belly, over the band of her bra, then beneath. She let out a soft sound, half gasp, half whimper, as I cupped her again.
Behind us, I heard the rustle of cushions. Jules was on her knees now, one hand flat on the back of the couch, the other tugging her bra straps down her arms. Nina was next to her, leaning back, hair wild, watching me with a grin that begged for trouble. Her legs were folded under her, the hem of her shorts barely covering anything.
“You’re just gonna hold her all night?” Nina teased, voice breathy but cocky.
I didn’t answer. I pulled Leigh’s bra up and off, slow, steady, exposing her inch by inch. Then I turned her gently toward the others.
“She’s beautiful,” Jules said.
Leigh looked like she was about to cry. Instead, she laughed.
I stepped up behind her, guiding her forward by the hips. Her arms reached out, first to Nina, then to Jules. They drew her in like they’d done it a thousand times, not like it was new, uncertain, uncharted. But it was. I could feel it. The hesitation in how their hands moved. The breathless little noises. The shyness, barely hidden under all the heat.
I moved in behind them and dropped to my knees, hands on their thighs, skin against skin. My palms spread wide, sliding up slowly, then back down, feeling each curve, each tremble.
Nina twisted toward me, arched her back. Her shirt was off completely now, and her bare chest pressed against Jules’s side. I reached for her, and she grabbed my wrist, guiding it where she wanted it. I went slow. Pressed my fingers just enough to make her suck in a breath, then pulled back.
“Tease,” she whispered.
Jules reached down and caught my jaw in her hand, tilting my face up. Her eyes were darker now, her lips parted.
I stood, pulling Nina with me. Then Jules. Then Leigh. They stumbled together into me, laughing, clinging, tugging at my clothes. I let them. Shirt first. Then belt. Then jeans, one button at a time.
Their hands never stopped moving. Across my chest. Down my sides. Tugging. Stroking. Testing how far they could go.
I stepped forward, my hands slipping around their waists, one on Nina, the other on Jules. Their skin was flushed and damp with heat, breaths fast. Leigh pressed up behind me, her chest bare against my back, arms around my ribs. I could feel her lips brushing the space between my shoulder blades.
I tilted my head, and Jules leaned in. Her kiss hit the side of my mouth first, soft and angled, then found its place. Nina was right there, too, her hand at my jaw, turning me toward her next. Her lips were warmer, hungrier. I didn’t know who I was kissing more, or if it mattered. My hands roamed automatically, memorizing every detail of their curves.
Leigh’s fingers slid down the front of my torso. She wasn’t hesitant anymore. I felt her grip the waistband of my jeans, then slip lower. Her breath hit my neck. “I want to feel all of you.”
I reached back and found her hip, steadying her, then turned in place, drawing her in. Nina and Jules didn’t step away. They just shifted, letting us pivot as one. Leigh looked up at me, wide-eyed, still uncertain but not resisting. I kissed her forehead, then her cheek, then her mouth. She melted.
They backed me toward the couch again. My knees hit it first, then my back, and I sank down, hands catching the edge. The three of them closed in, lowering slowly, one at a time.
Jules straddled my thighs, knees pressing into the cushions on either side. She leaned forward, undoing the last buttons on my shirt with calm, steady fingers. Nina crouched on my left, hands dragging down my side, nails raking light lines along my skin. Leigh mirrored her on the right, her lips brushing my collarbone.
Jules pushed my shirt open, flattening her palms to my chest, dragging them slowly outward. Nina tugged at the waistband of my jeans. “Let me see.”
I lifted my hips, helped her slide them down. Leigh took over, pulling them past my knees while Jules worked my boxers down with patient focus. My breath hitched. The cool air hit me, then their hands. All three.
I sat up, mouth to Jules’ shoulder, then her throat. She gasped and rocked against me, steadying herself on my chest. Nina leaned in, her lips finding mine again. Leigh kissed my jaw.
My hands moved from thigh to thigh, from hip to waist. I touched them like they were mine.
We shifted, wrestled, tumbled, arms tangled and legs sliding. Skin on skin. Breaths overlapping. Fingers exploring.
They pushed me back down again. Jules held me in place, her hands on my chest, her hair falling forward. “Don’t move,” she whispered.
Leigh’s hair was in my mouth. She was straddling my chest, laughing, brushing it back with the back of her hand while her other hand tried to push down Nina’s knee. Jules had her fingers hooked in the waistband of my boxers, half-pulled down, just letting them rest there, her knuckles warm and still. We were tangled in a heap across the old couch, the cushions all askew, the air thick with heat and sweat and breath. I could feel every inch of them, bare thighs sliding against mine, damp skin sticking and peeling apart, stray strands of hair catching on my lips, my chest, my neck.
Leigh slid off me and pressed her cheek to my stomach, looking up at me with her cheek half-squashed, lips parted. Jules shifted and dropped onto her elbow beside me, pressing her breasts softly into my ribs as she rested her head on her hand. Nina didn’t say anything; she was at my feet, quiet for once, tugging the boxers down and off without flair, then tossing them behind her. I flinched at the sudden exposure, my thighs tight, heart hammering.
I raised my hands and placed them on Jules’s hips, dragging her shirt up her waist slowly, feeling the shallow dip of her lower back under my palms. She lifted her arm and let me pull it over her head. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath, just smooth, taut skin, little freckles scattered over her chest like constellations. I reached for her breasts. Her chest rose and fall under my gaze, she smiled, biting down lightly on her bottom lip.
I sat up, hands still on her hips, and leaned forward until Leigh was nose to nose with me. She giggled and squirmed, but I didn’t let her wriggle away. I held her there, one arm around her lower back, the other sliding slowly up her spine under the loose crop top she still had on. I pressed my lips to her collarbone and she moaned like a secret had slipped out of her. Nina climbed back up behind me, her bare thighs against my back. I could feel her hips tilting into me, her breath just below my ear.
I turned my head toward her, kissed whatever I could reach, her shoulder, her cheek, her temple, and felt her shiver against me.
“I want all of you,” I said, voice low, not trying to sound like anything but what I was. They nodded, almost at once, like it had been waiting to be said.
Jules slid down to her knees, and Nina and Leigh joined her, all three of them kneeling in front of me now. They looked at each other, then at me, smiling. They weren’t asking. They were offering.
And I opened my arms.
Their mouths found me together. Three pairs of lips, three different pressures, three rhythms that barely stayed in sync. Jules took the lead, slow and deliberate, her hand wrapped around me like she’d done it a thousand times in her mind. Leigh followed, giggling between licks, wide-eyed and clumsy but eager, her tongue flicking up the shaft like she was chasing a drop of honey. Nina was last, but her mouth was the most demanding, sealed tight around the head while her eyes stayed on mine.
I braced my hands on their shoulders. Skin and heat and silk strands of hair brushing my thighs. Jules slipped lower, letting her tongue drag across my balls, lifting them in her hand while her breath stuttered against me. Leigh had both hands on my hips now, holding me still like she was trying to keep her place. Nina didn’t move, just bobbed slowly, deeply, her fingers digging into my thighs, nails biting a little harder with each stroke.
I watched them, stunned. I could barely breathe. Everything I thought I’d want to say, to moan, to whisper, it was gone. Just the wet sounds of lips and tongue and breath and the obscene, hypnotic view of three girls worshipping me like it was their idea. Their plan. Their pleasure.
When Leigh pulled off and looked up, her lips glistening, she let out a shaky breath. "I can’t believe we’re doing this."
"We’re not stopping now," Jules murmured, wiping her mouth with the back of her wrist.
Nina didn’t even lift her head. She just moaned and sank deeper.
I tugged Jules up by the wrist. She stood, flushed and breathless, and I leaned forward, pressing my face between her breasts, licking the sweat from her skin. My hands cupped her ass, lifting her a little, and she gasped, bracing herself on my shoulders.
Leigh climbed into my lap next, straddling my thigh, rubbing herself against it shamelessly, rocking and shuddering with every grind. Her shirt was gone, and she was bare, trembling, eyes unfocused.
Nina finally rose and stood. Her lips were swollen, chin wet. She climbed onto the couch, one knee between mine, her body close enough to feel, not touch. Her voice was a whisper. “You ready?”
I nodded. There was no teasing now. No boundary left to cross.
She climbed into my lap, and I held her hips, positioning her, letting her feel me against her. Jules and Leigh both leaned in, kissing my neck, my chest, their hands everywhere. Nina stared at me the whole time.
Then she sank down, slow and shaking.
And I was inside her.
Nina’s breath caught as she took me fully. Her knees dug into the cushion, body trembling in my hands. She looked down at me like she didn’t know whether to laugh or cry, like the weight of it hit her all at once. I held still, not moving, not daring. Just letting her adjust, feel, settle.
Jules reached out and brushed Nina’s hair back, kissed her cheek, whispered something I couldn’t hear. Leigh leaned in too, cupping Nina’s breast, kissing her shoulder. It wasn’t just about me. This was them. All of them.
I moved my hands up Nina’s back, slow, steady, and then down again. Her hips rolled slightly. A test. A start. She bit her lip and looked down between us, watching how we fit. Then she looked back up at me, eyes dark.
“Touch me,” she said.
I did. My hands slid up to her waist, guiding her. She rose just a little, then sank again, slower, deeper. The pressure made me groan, too good, too tight, too much. But I didn’t stop her.
Leigh climbed into the corner beside us, one leg curled under her, watching. She pressed her fingers to her mouth, panting a little, cheeks flushed. Jules moved behind me on the couch, wrapping her arms around my shoulders, kissing my neck while her hands roamed down my chest.
Nina began to move in a rhythm. Gentle. Measured. She wasn’t rushing. She was savoring. My hands slid to her thighs, and her fingers clutched my shoulders, knuckles white.
“You feel… insane,” she whispered. “I can’t even…”
I didn’t answer. Couldn’t.
Jules whispered into my ear, "You can take more. We’re not done."
Leigh crawled forward again, kissing Nina while she moved. The kiss broke into gasps. Their hands touched, trailed over each other’s skin.
I was losing it.
Every breath I took tasted like them. Every sound was layered, Nina’s little moans, Leigh’s panting, Jules’s lips at my neck. Nina’s thighs trembled. Her pace faltered. She dropped her forehead to mine.
“I’m gonna come,” she breathed. “Already. I swear, it’s so good.”
I grabbed her hips harder, lifting her slightly, pulling her back down with more force. She cried out and came, clenching around me, her whole body shaking as she collapsed into my arms.
And still, the other two were watching.
Nina curled against my chest, breathing fast, sweat on her neck, lips still parted. I kissed her hair, then looked up.
Leigh was already crawling across the cushions.
She didn’t say a word, just straddled my lap, over Nina, her bare skin pressing against mine, her eyes locked on mine with that quiet intensity she always had. Jules knelt behind her, helping her guide me back in. My cock throbbed, still silky, still hard, barely softened.
Leigh was smaller, tighter. She gasped the second she felt me, and I gripped her thighs to hold her steady. Jules leaned in, hands on Leigh’s hips, helping her rock down inch by inch.
"Let him in," Jules whispered. "You can do it."
Leigh nodded against my shoulder. Her body shook as she sank fully, and I groaned against her neck.
Nina watched, still naked in my arms, hand trailing down to Leigh’s belly, stroking her. She was still catching her breath, flushed and satisfied, but smiling now, watching the next act begin.
Leigh’s rhythm was different, shy at first, almost trembling. I ran my hands up her spine, coaxing her, whispering encouragement against her skin. Jules reached around her, cupping her breasts, teasing her nipples until she whined and picked up speed.
I kissed her collarbone, her jaw, her cheek. She turned into it like she needed it. Her hands gripped my back, nails digging in a little more each time she moved.
"I’ve wanted this…" she gasped, eyes squeezing shut. "So much."
"You have me," I told her.
She kissed me, deep and urgent. Jules kept her hands moving, guiding her hips, stroking her belly, circling her clit, and Leigh broke against me, body shaking, head back.
She went limp in my arms.
And Jules was already shifting, breath warm against my neck.
Nina slid off my lap and lay across the cushions, her legs draped over the side, watching with glowing eyes. Leigh stayed pressed to my chest, panting, while Jules climbed over both of us.
She didn’t need help.
She reached down, took me in her hand, lined herself up, and sank all the way in one slow motion.
My head dropped back.
"Fuck," I hissed.
"Yeah," Jules murmured. "Your turn to lose control."
She rode me with no hesitation, hips grinding, hands on my chest. Her control was perfect, slow enough to torture, tight enough to make me grip her thighs and try to match her rhythm.
Leigh curled beside us, watching with dreamy eyes, one hand stroking my leg. Nina reached over and kissed Jules’s back, fingers teasing across her spine.
All of them. Around me. On me. With me.
I could barely breathe.
And Jules, still riding, leaned in and said, "We want you to come in all of us.. No holding back."
Nina collapsed into me, skin greased against mine, her arms still trembling. I held her for a moment longer, feeling every shiver, every breath, before Jules tugged gently at my shoulder.
“My turn,” she said, voice low.
Nina slid off me, collapsing beside Leigh, who kissed her cheek and held her close. Jules climbed onto my lap with slow precision, her body firmer, more deliberate. Her eyes locked on mine as she sank down.
It felt completely different. Tighter. Deeper. Jules didn’t gasp or fumble. She exhaled through her nose, adjusted her hips, and moved with perfect control. Her thighs spread wider against mine, and her hands braced on my chest. The first roll of her hips made me curse.
"Don’t hold back," she whispered.
Her rhythm was steady, unrelenting. She kept her eyes on me, testing how much I could take. Leigh reached around, touching Jules’s breasts from behind, biting her lip as she watched them bounce. Nina rubbed her thighs together, still flushed, watching us with a dazed kind of joy.
Jules leaned down, mouth near mine, not quite kissing me.
“I’ve waited weeks for this,” she said. “Every time you walked by without a shirt. Every time you fixed something.”
I thrust up into her, hard. She gasped, eyes fluttering.
Leigh moved between our legs now, her lips trailing across Jules’s inner thigh. Jules moaned, her hands gripping me harder.
“I’m gonna, ”
“Don’t,” Leigh said. “Not yet.”
Jules groaned in frustration but held herself together, slowing her hips, rolling again with restraint. Her body tensed and trembled above me, chasing a peak she was forced to delay.
Leigh kissed her way up my chest. “Save it. We need him for all of us.”
Jules eased off me reluctantly, kneeling beside Nina. Both of them touched each other absently, catching their breath, flushed and grinning.
Leigh stepped between my legs, straddling me without sitting yet. Her hands slid over my shoulders, down my arms. Her voice was almost a whisper.
“Are you ready for me?”
I was beyond ready. My hands went to her waist, pulling her closer, helping her lower onto me. She was so warm, so wet it was almost unbearable.
She gasped aloud, mouth open, eyes shut. Her body curled over mine and for a moment she didn’t move. Just stayed there, shaking.
“I’ve never…” she said. “Never like this.”
The other two pulled close around us. Their hands stroked her back, kissed her neck. Leigh began to move.
Slow, deep, perfect.
Jules was still on top of me when Leigh leaned down, her breath hitting my chest before her lips did. She kissed the center of my sternum, then lower. Her fingers traced the line of muscle along my ribs like she was testing the way I held together. I looked down and saw the way her eyes flicked between me and Jules, gauging how far she could go. My hands slid up Jules’s thighs again, anchoring me in the moment, but I was watching Leigh.
“I want to,” she said softly, and I didn’t need to ask what she meant.
“Come here,” I told her, and she crawled up, skin flushed and glowing. Jules shifted her weight so Leigh could slide in beside her, and the moment Leigh’s lips found mine, the charge between us changed. She was slower, shyer, but no less intense. Her kiss was searching, almost reverent. I cupped the back of her head and held her there, deepening it until I felt her breath hitch.
Then Nina was there, settling in beside me, her hand running up the inside of my thigh. “You better not forget about me,” she whispered, and kissed my neck.
I didn’t answer. I turned, grabbed her by the hip, and pulled her on top of me too.
All three of them were on me now, touching, tasting, claiming whatever they wanted. It didn’t feel like I was being overwhelmed, it felt like I was being known. Every glance they gave each other, every smile or raised eyebrow, wasn’t about jealousy or control. It was permission.
My hands roamed freely, across thighs and hips and ribs and backs. I guided them, shifted them, made space where I needed it. When I pulled Nina’s hair back and kissed her throat, I felt Leigh’s fingers tighten on my arm. When I grabbed Jules’s waist and slid her lower, she moaned.
They were all watching me now, waiting to see who I’d take first.
I looked at each of them in turn, my breathing slow, my hands steady.
“You sure you’re ready for this?” I asked, not teasing. Just making sure.
Leigh nodded, her hand sliding down between us.
Nina grinned. “We’ve been ready. You’re the one who took forever.”
Jules just kissed my chest again and said, “Take us.”
I rolled them beneath me one by one, not as a decision but as a need. Nina first, because she dared me. I kissed her hard, slid down her body, and the way she moved, hips rising, fingers in my hair, was already the answer. She wanted to be claimed, and I did. Slowly, then not slowly. I gripped her thighs, held her open, and took everything she offered. Her body arched, her voice broke apart in my ear, and when she came, it made the other two breathe harder.
I didn’t stop. I turned, reached for Leigh. She lay there, waiting, her fingers tangled in the sheet, chest rising fast. She watched me the whole way down, not blinking. When I got there, I paused, kissed the soft skin just inside her hip, then lower. Her legs shook. I held her open, too. Took my time. Her hands slid into my hair, then grabbed it. She didn’t mean to, but I didn’t stop her. I didn’t stop at all until I felt her tremble, full-body, and heard that helpless, bitten-off sound she made just before she lost it.
Then Jules. I didn’t even have to ask. She reached for me, pulled me to her, straddled my lap and kissed me like it had already happened. When she sank down on me, she didn’t hesitate. She guided us both. Her hands on my shoulders, mine gripping her waist, our eyes locked. She moved with purpose, slow, deep, focused, and every time she took me all the way in, I lost more of myself.
I felt Leigh’s fingers on my back. Nina’s kiss on my neck. I was inside Jules, but I was surrounded by all of them. They were touching each other now too, slow, hungry, learning what they liked, and the sounds they made together burned into me.
Jules came with a quiet gasp, her head dropped against my chest. I didn’t move. I held her there, let her ride it out. Then I lay back, pulling all three into my arms. Nina curled on my right, Leigh on my left, Jules half on top of me, her cheek on my chest.
The window was open. The air was warm. Their skin was everywhere.
I didn’t feel trapped. I didn’t feel guilty. I felt chosen.
And for the first time since moving in, this was home.
There was a knock at the front door.
Not a polite one, sharp, clipped. Two sets of three. Businesslike.
Jules sat up first, hair wild, blinking like she’d surfaced from underwater. Leigh flinched, clutched the sheet to her chest. Nina muttered something under her breath and pulled the comforter higher over all of us.
I didn’t move. Couldn’t. My body was spent in the best possible way. My mind, somewhere behind my eyes, still caught in the heat and the rhythm and the impossible closeness of what had just happened.
Another knock. Harder this time.
“I thought you locked it,” Jules said.
“I did,” I said, even though I wasn’t sure. I wasn’t sure of anything except the scent of their skin still on mine, and the weight of Nina’s thigh draped over my hip.
Then: a man’s voice.
“Mr. Linton?”
The girls froze.
“Mr. Linton, this is Ted Cormack with City Lights. I’m here for the inspection.”
Leigh whispered, “Oh my god.”
Nina sat bolt upright. “Already?”
I peeled myself out from under them, legs shaky, blood still thick behind my eyes. I reached for whatever clothes were closest, shirt, boxers, jeans. Everything smelled like them. Felt like them. Even the hallway, as I stumbled out of the bedroom, carried the heat of what we’d just done.
I got to the front door and found the man crouching to call through the mail slot again.
He was tall, older, wearing a badge on a lanyard and holding a clipboard like a shield. He looked me up and down once, expression unreadable.
“You weren’t answering,” he said.
“We were sleeping.” I opened the door.
He glanced past me, toward the living room. “This is the Linton residence?”
“Yeah.”
“I’m here to assess the structure, safety compliance, electrical, plumbing. Full report for probate.”
I nodded slowly. “Right.”
His eyes narrowed. “Is now a bad time?”
Behind me, I heard the floor creak. Bare feet. Leigh’s, I guessed. Maybe Jules. Maybe all three. I didn’t turn around.
“No,” I said. “Now’s perfect.”
He stepped in.
The moment he crossed the threshold, the entire house felt different. Smaller. Dimmer. Like something private had been cracked open.
And I knew, before he even reached for his measuring tape, he was going to find everything we wanted to keep hidden.
He stepped over the threshold and paused. Just enough to take it all in. The sagging baseboards, the half-sanded banister, the smell of coffee that wasn’t brewed this morning. He looked like the kind of man who took notes before speaking, but he made no move to write yet.
“You’re the owner’s grandson?”
“Yeah,” I said. “Property fell to me after he passed.”
He gave a short nod, like that tracked. “You living here?”
“Temporarily.”
Another nod. He walked slowly into the main hallway. The floor creaked under his weight in ways I’d grown used to. To him, it probably sounded like neglect.
I turned just enough to see behind me.
Leigh stood in the hallway, one of my old flannels buttoned crookedly over her naked body. Her eyes were wide. Jules was behind her, hair up now, wearing nothing but a pair of gym shorts and trying not to smile. Nina hadn’t bothered dressing at all, just wrapped in a blanket, leaning against the wall with her arms folded.
He noticed them, of course.
“You have tenants?”
“Yes.”
He frowned. “This property was zoned for limited student housing. Any current leases?”
I shook my head.
His eyes lingered on Nina’s bare shoulder. She didn’t move.
“Mr. Linton, there’s a significant backlog of estate properties under review. Our report determines sale approval. If there are violations, over-occupancy, subletting, electrical issues, it’ll delay everything.”
“I’ve been renovating,” I said. “Trying to bring it up to code.”
“We’ll see.”
He turned down the hallway toward the kitchen.
Leigh gave me a panicked look.
Jules leaned in. “We should go.”
“No,” Nina whispered. “We stay. Just stay normal.”
They followed him at a distance like ghosts trailing a storm.
I walked after, slowly, heart pounding. Everything about last night had been heat and sweat and closeness. This was cold. Unforgiving.
In the kitchen, he scanned the exposed drywall where I’d torn out the cabinets, scribbled something on his clipboard. Then he crouched to check under the sink. His nose wrinkled. Old wood. Water damage. I hadn’t gotten to it yet.
“You plan to list this?”
I hesitated. “I’m not the one to make that call.”
He looked up at me, sharp. “That’s not your call, no. The estate settlement requires the property be readied for sale within the year unless you assume liability.”
I felt Nina come up beside me, close enough that her hip touched mine through the blanket.
“I’m assuming it,” I said, before I could think better of it.
His eyes narrowed.
“Very well. That comes with tax implications, maintenance bonds, ”
“I understand.”
He stood, glanced again at the girls, then wrote something more.
“This foundation’s from the fifties?” he asked, rapping his knuckles against the entryway trim.
“Forty-nine.”
He crouched, ran a hand down the baseboard, scratched at something with his thumb. “Lot of deferred maintenance here.”
I didn’t answer. My ears were still tuned to the hallway behind me, where I knew the girls were trying to move silently, probably pulling clothes on, hiding signs, pushing open a window to try to air out what we’d just done.
“Got anybody else living here?” he asked suddenly.
My heart kicked. “What?”
“Just you and tenants?”
“For now, yeah.”
He turned. “You’re on title?”
I nodded.
He made a vague noise and kept moving.
Every step he took deeper into the house felt like an intrusion, like he was walking barefoot across the memory of what had just happened. The couch where Jules had kissed my chest. The kitchen counter where Nina had lifted herself up, watching me like a dare. The hallway where Leigh had pulled me by the hand, whispering things I couldn’t forget even if I wanted to.
He stepped into the bathroom.
“I’m going to need to get into the basement. You have a key?”
“Yeah.” I moved to the kitchen drawer, pulled it out, handed it over.
He took it without a word and headed for the back stairs.
The second he was out of sight, Nina appeared beside me. Her hair was damp from shower. She wore a long sweatshirt, mine, and nothing underneath it.
“What the hell is he doing here now?” she whispered.
“Inspection,” I said. “It’s getting serious.”
Jules slipped in next, buttoning a flannel shirt over bare skin.
Leigh came last, already dressed. Her eyes found mine, held them. “He can’t see the bedrooms.”
“He won’t,” I said, though I didn’t know how I’d stop him.
Because Ted Cormack was walking through my life with a checklist. And the deeper he went, the more it felt like everything we’d built here, everything sacred, was about to be measured, judged, and condemned.
He moved through the living room slowly, eyes scanning, tapping things into a tablet. His boots made hard sounds on the worn floorboards. I followed a few steps behind, heart thudding, not from guilt, but from how exposed this place suddenly felt. The couch where Nina straddled me two nights ago. The wall Leigh leaned against while peeling her shirt off, staring at me with those wide, open eyes. Jules’s textbook still face-down on the dining table, spine cracked.
Cormack pointed toward the kitchen. “That ceiling damage, recent?”
“Water seepage from upstairs. I patched it last week.”
He tapped something in. “I’ll still need photos. For records.”
The camera on his phone clicked as he raised it. I stepped between him and the table.
“There’s nothing unsafe about it,” I said. “Just cosmetic.”
He didn’t argue. Just noted something else, then moved on. Through the narrow hall, into the back bathroom. I heard him grunt at the pipes under the sink.
I turned back just in time to see Jules walking down the stairs in one of my shirts. It hung to mid-thigh. No bra. Her hair looked brushed, but her skin still glowed. We locked eyes.
“Stay up there,” I said quietly.
She stopped two steps from the bottom, confused. “What’s going on?”
“Housing inspection.”
“Oh.”
She didn’t move. Just stood there, long legs bare, looking so obviously not a tenant that I nearly cursed out loud. I stepped in front of her as Cormack came back down the hall.
He paused. Took her in.
“Morning,” Jules said, calm as anything.
His eyes flicked to me. “There are three registered tenants. You?”
“I’m family. Executor.”
“But you’re living here now?”
I met his stare. “Yeah. For now.”
His gaze lingered on the stairwell behind me. The scent of skin and shampoo still hung in the air.
“Mm-hmm.”
He turned back toward the front door, sliding the tablet into his bag. “I’ll submit the preliminary report this afternoon. Might be follow-up questions. Someone from Probate will be in touch.”
I nodded once. “Thanks.”
At the door, he paused, then looked back. “You planning to sell quickly?”
I hesitated. Then: “Not sure.”
He looked like he wanted to say more, but didn’t. He stepped outside, let the screen shut behind him.
Only then did I breathe.
Behind me, Jules sat on the step, pulling her knees up under the shirt. “That’s not good.”
“No,” I said. “That’s very not good.”
We both turned as Nina and Leigh appeared behind her. Their faces said the same thing.
They’d seen the way he looked. And they knew, like I did, that he saw too much.
The screen door creaked shut again. His truck backed out slow, then rolled off down the block. No wave, no nod, just gone.
I stayed by the door a long minute.  Jules still sat on the stairs. Leigh stood behind her, arms crossed tight over her chest. Nina had her back to the wall, biting the inside of her cheek, foot bouncing lightly. None of us said it.
“I don’t think he bought a word of it,” I said finally.
Nina shrugged like it didn’t matter. But her voice was tight. “He didn’t have to.”
“He doesn’t make decisions,” Jules said, quiet. “He just reports.”
“And the report’s gonna say the place is lived in by squatters and a man sleeping with them,” I said.
Nobody argued.
I sat down on the arm of the couch. Put my elbows on my knees and looked at the floor. The wood under my bare feet was cool, smooth. The polish I put on it last week already scuffed.
“I should’ve told me sister no from the outside,” I muttered.
“You didn’t,” Leigh said gently.
“Because I didn’t want to fight.” I looked up at her. “Because I liked the fantasy. The house, the way you all looked at me. Like I could still be something.”
“You are,” Jules said. “To us.”
“But not to them. Not to the lawyers. Not to my family. Not to the bank. It’s all the same machine at this point.”
Leigh crossed the room and sank onto the couch beside me. Her shoulder brushed mine. “So what do we do?”
I looked at her, then up at the other two.
Jules’s face was still calm, but there was a wobble in her breath. Nina’s jaw worked, like she was trying not to cry.
“We stop being so nice,” I said.
They were silent.
I stood. “This house isn’t going to become ours. Not legally, not for long. But if this is the end of the dream, we don’t have to go out meekly. We can make it count.”
Nina crossed the room and threw her arms around me, hard. Jules came down the stairs slowly. Leigh leaned into my side. All of them pressing in.
Nina’s voice was right in my ear. “Then let’s burn bright before we burn out.”
We cleaned all afternoon. Real cleaning, not student cleaning. Jules made lists. Nina blasted music. Leigh scrubbed behind the stove with a toothbrush. By sundown, the place looked not new, but respected.
Then Jules told us to get dressed. "Dinner. Proper dinner."
They raided thrift stores. Nina came down in a backless red dress and combat boots. Jules in a blazer with nothing underneath. Leigh in a white sundress with paint on the hem. I wore a button-down and suit. We set the table with real plates and every candle in the house.
Dinner was steak, burnt on the outside and raw in the middle. Instant potatoes. Canned corn. It was perfect. We passed wine. We toasted everything. We let our feet tangle together under the table.
Afterward, Jules brought out a notebook.
"We make a pact," she said. "Not about the house. About us."
She passed it around. Each of us wrote something. What we wanted. What we’d give. No promises. Just truths.
Nina wrote, "I’ll stop running if you hold me back." Leigh: "I want to matter. Every day." Jules: "I want to think for us all, but not be alone." Me: "I want this. However long it lasts."
We signed our names. Nina kissed the page. Leigh folded it and tucked it into the wall behind the fridge.
Tomorrow, the world would come back. But tonight, the house was ours.
It didn’t feel like the end of something. It felt like the beginning. But that scared the hell out of me.
The door creaked open behind me. Bare feet padded across the wood.
“You disappeared,” Nina said.
“I needed a breather.”
She sat down next to me, her knee against mine. "We’re not going to win, are we?"
I didn’t answer right away.
She reached for my hand and traced her fingers along the back of it. "I don’t care."
I looked at her. “You should though. You live here.”
She shook her head. “You’re here. We’re here. I don’t need any more than that.”
The door opened again. Leigh came out to the porch, wrapped in a hoodie that had once belonged to me. She didn’t say anything. Just climbed into my lap like it was hers by right. Jules followed, holding the last two glasses of wine. She handed me one, clinked hers against it, and sat cross-legged on the step below.
None of us spoke.
We just sat there, the four of us, in the warm darkness, listening to the tunes. I realized then, I’d never had anything to fight for in my life. Not until now. 
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I woke up to the sound of someone banging pots in the kitchen. For a second I thought it was the inspector again, back for some kind of surprise second round. But then I heard Nina’s voice, singing. Off-key, high-pitched, loud as hell.
I rubbed my eyes and sat up. The sheets were tangled around my legs. My boxers were on the floor. The whole bed still smelled like us, like all of us.
I stood, stepped into my jeans, and grabbed a shirt from the floor. Leigh’s hoodie was folded on the nightstand, her bra hanging from the doorknob. I pulled the door open and slouched down the hall.
The house was warm, sun slanting through the dusty glass. I turned the corner and stopped.
Nina was barefoot in one of my old t-shirts, sleeves rolled up, no bra. The hem barely covered the curve of her ass. She was bent over the oven, peeking in, muttering something about timing. Her hair was up in a messy twist, but half of it was falling loose down her back. Her legs were long and tan and slightly red around the knees from how we’d used each other the night before.
Jesus, I thought.
Jules sat at the kitchen table, laptop open, fork in her mouth. She wore nothing but a blazer over black panties, collar popped, large and thick black rim glasses on. Her clear eyes flicked up at me, then back to the screen.
Jesus on a cedar cross.
Leigh had the paint out again. She was crouched on a step stool near the entryway, carefully stenciling some kind of vine pattern along the trim. She wore short denim cutoffs and a white tank top without straps. Her shoulder blades moved with each stroke. Her thighs were bare, pink with leftover fingerprints.
Jesus raised from the dead, praise be and fuck me.
I stepped into the kitchen. “So what’s going on?”
Nina glanced over her shoulder and grinned. “I’m cooking. Obviously.”
Jules didn’t look up. “She’s been singing for an hour.”
“I’m practicing for the open house.”
I blinked. “What open house?”
Nina stood and stretched. Her shirt rode up, exposing her lower back and most of her ass. “The fake one. Saturday. We’re staging it. You’ll love it.”
Leigh turned her head and said, “We’re gonna scare buyers away.”
Jules added, “Legally. Charmingly.”
I poured coffee. The pot was already made, strong and dark. “How is this charming?”
Jules pushed her glasses up. “If they want a tenant nightmare, we’ll give them the warmest, friendliest, most inescapable one.”
Nina stepped around me, bumped her hip into mine, and reached for the fridge. Her shirt swayed and I saw everything. She opened the door, grabbed a bottle of syrup, then turned and poured it straight into her mouth.
I looked at her. “You’re not actually going to pretend to be high during the walkthrough.”
“Only if they’re uptight.”
Leigh laughed from the hallway. “She’s doing the sex-positive influencer role. Jules is the serious political one.”
“And you?” I asked.
Leigh stepped into view, brush in hand, cheeks flushed. “I’m the art student with nowhere else to go.”
Nina licked syrup from her finger and looked at me. “And you’re the man we all share.” They all made eye contact with each other and snickered.
I sipped my coffee. “So I’m the warning sign.”
She leaned in and kissed my cheek. “You’re the prize.”
Nina licked syrup off her wrist and walked past me again, slower this time. Her shirt clung to one side of her hip, barely covering anything. She bent down to check the oven again and looked back under her arm.
“You’re staring.”
“I’m trying not to.”
“You’re bad at that.”
Jules closed her laptop and stretched, arms high. Her blazer parted in the front. No shirt, no bra. She saw me looking and let her arms linger there an extra beat and closed her eyes and smiled to herself.
“You should get dressed,” I said.
“I am dressed.” She dropped her arms. The blazer slipped back into place, just enough. “What’s the plan for the rest of the day?”
“Figuring out how not to get kicked out, apparently.”
Leigh stepped into the room with her brush still in her hand. There was a streak of green paint on her knee. “We’ve got two days to make this place look both unlivable and incredibly hard to evict.”
“Is that even possible?”
She gave me a shy smile and pulled the tank top up just a little, wiping her forehead with the edge. The fabric barely covered her chest to begin with, and when she dropped it, I could still see the outline of her nipples through the thin cotton. She didn’t seem to notice, or she very much did.
Nina pulled a pan out of the oven and set it down on the stovetop. Pancakes, uneven but golden. She grabbed a plate and flipped one onto it, then held it up. “Want one?”
“Sure.”
She walked it over, but instead of handing it to me, she took a bite first. “Still want it?”
I didn’t answer. She held the plate in front of me and stepped closer, her stomach brushing my shirt. “Say please.”
I took the plate out of her hand and bit the side she hadn’t touched. “Thanks.”
She narrowed her eyes. “You’re no fun.”
Jules stood and walked over, barefoot, blazer swaying around her hips. She looked at the plate. “We all sharing one?”
Leigh leaned against the counter. “I’m hungry too.”
I held the pancake between them. “Go ahead.”
Jules took a bite, slow. Syrup hit her lip and she licked it off with the tip of her tongue. Leigh leaned in next and took a piece right from the edge, her mouth brushing my fingers. She didn’t pull back.
I looked at her. Her eyes were wide, cheeks flushed.
“I missed breakfast,” she said.
Nina came up behind me and slid her arms around my waist. “This is going to be the best fake open house ever.”
Jules stepped closer on my left. “I hope they bring a clipboard.”
Leigh leaned her hip into me and smiled. “We’ll give them something to write about.”
I looked around at the three of them, all half-dressed, all pressed close, all acting like this was completely normal.
And it wasn’t even noon.
Jules pulled open the fridge, bent at the waist, and stayed there too long. The blazer rode high in the back, barely hiding anything. Nina watched me watching her and smirked.
“I think he’s distracted.”
“I think he’s overwhelmed,” Leigh said, her voice softer. She stepped behind me and rested her cheek between my shoulder blades for a second. “It’s okay if you are.” She reached around me and scrunched her fist into my groin.
Jules straightened and closed the fridge with her hip. She held up a jar of pickles and a stick of butter. “This is what we have.”
“That’s not food.”
“Good thing we’re not actually trying to cook for strangers,” Nina said.
Jules turned to me. “You’re free today, right?”
I nodded. “Why?”
“We need to rehearse.”
Leigh tilted her head. “Rehearse what?”
“Our roles,” Jules said. “You’re the confused but loyal boyfriend-slash-maintenance guy. Nina’s the aggressively sex-positive influencer. I’m the public relations face of a doomed resistance campaign.”
“And me?” Leigh asked.
“You’re the heart,” Nina said. “Sweet, sensitive, the one they’ll hesitate to evict because she looks like she might cry.”
“I won’t need to fake that,” Leigh muttered.
Jules walked over and looped an arm around her waist. “That’s why it’ll work.”
Nina reached over and tugged Jules’s blazer open. Jules didn’t stop her. “This isn’t really your look,” Nina said. “You need something skimpier.”
“Professional slut?” Jules said. “Or idealistic nudist?”
“Surprise me,” Nina grinned.
Leigh leaned into me and whispered, “They’re doing this all day, aren’t they?”
I nodded. “Probably.”
Nina was already pulling clothes out of the hall closet. “We should each have an outfit for when they show up. Like, signature looks.”
She tossed a tiny crop top onto the table. Then a pair of torn boyshorts. Then a black mesh tank.
Jules picked one up, turned it in her hands, and raised an eyebrow. “You think I’d wear this?”
“I think you’re going to,” Nina said.
She stepped into the middle of the kitchen, hands on her hips, bare legs straight and tan and glistening where the oven had heated the room. Her shirt hung loose now, almost falling off one shoulder. Her hair was still messy but looked intentional.
“Try and stop me,” she said.
Leigh’s hand slipped into mine without a word. I looked down and she was already smiling up at me, eyes soft, the faintest blush on her cheeks.
“I like this version of us,” she said.
Jules gave her a look. “You mean unhinged?”
“I mean fearless,” Leigh said. “Like we’ve already decided this is ours.”
I looked at all three of them. The energy in the room was different now. Flirty, yes. Scantily dressed, absolutely. But also certain.
This wasn’t a defense anymore. It was a declaration.
Nina held up a see-through bra and said, “Who wants to make a real impression?”
Nina dropped the sheer bra on the table and stepped closer to Jules. “Try it on.”
Jules didn’t move. “Not in the kitchen.”
“Why not?” Nina asked. “We’re home.”
She reached up and brushed Jules’s blazer off one shoulder. Jules caught it before it fell, but not before the swell of her breast came into view. No one said anything. Nina’s fingers brushed the edge of the fabric again.
“You’re hesitating,” Nina said.
“I’m calculating,” Jules replied.
I watched as Jules turned, slowly, unbuttoned the blazer, and let it hang open. She didn’t shrug it off completely, just let both sides fall open to show her chest. Her nipples were already hard. Her eyes didn’t leave Nina’s.
“There,” she said. “That bold enough for you?”
Leigh’s hand tightened in mine. I looked at her, and she was staring too, lips slightly parted. I squeezed her hand back, and her eyes flicked to mine, embarrassed but excited.
Jules finally slipped the blazer off and laid it on the chair. “You get one peek. Then I want something back.”
Nina stepped closer and ran her hand down Jules’s side, all the way to her hip, fingers pressing into skin. “What do you want?”
“You, topless.”
Nina grinned and lifted her shirt straight over her head. No bra. She tossed it onto the counter and stuck her tongue out.
“Happy?”
Jules stepped in and cupped one of Nina’s breasts, thumb brushing lightly across the nipple. “Ecstatic.”
Leigh’s breath hitched beside me.
Jules looked at her. “Don’t pretend you don’t want in.”
Leigh flushed deeper. “I didn’t say I didn’t.”
She let go of my hand and crossed the room. Her walk was slower, like she was thinking through each step. Her fingers went to the hem of her tank top, then paused. Nina took a step toward her, eyes playful but focused.
“Can I?” Nina asked.
Leigh nodded.
Nina reached out and gripped the bottom of Leigh’s tank, pulling it up inch by inch. Her stomach came into view first, flat and pale with a few faded freckles. Then the undersides of her breasts. Then everything. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath.
Nina let the tank drop to the floor and leaned in to kiss Leigh’s cheek. “Beautiful.”
Leigh shivered. “You always say that when I’m nervous.”
“Because it’s true,” Jules said.
I stepped closer, unable not to. Three girls stood topless in the kitchen, their bodies flush, eyes bright. They weren’t trying to seduce. They were daring each other. Daring me.
Nina turned. “You gonna just stand there?”
I took off my shirt.
Jules bit her lip. “Now we’re getting somewhere.”
She stepped over and ran her hand down my chest, nails dragging lightly across the skin, then lower. She stopped at my waistband.
“Next move’s yours,” she said.
I didn’t hesitate. I pulled her in by the waist and kissed her hard.
Jules laughed against my mouth, caught off guard by the kiss. She leaned into it anyway, but her hands fumbled at my belt like she wasn’t sure if she was playing or serious. Nina bumped her shoulder.
“Hey,” she said, mock jealous. “You’re hogging him.”
“I was here first,” Jules shot back.
“By like ten seconds.”
Leigh hovered beside them, arms crossed, bare chest rising with each breath. Her eyes bounced between them and me. “Should I be doing something?”
“Definitely,” Nina said.
“Like what?”
Nina stepped behind her and cupped her waist, pulling her backward until Leigh let out a surprised little squeak. “Just follow.”
Leigh twisted in her grip and looked at me over her shoulder. “Is this part of the plan?”
“Not even close,” I said. “We were going to clean the porch and hide the busted outlet box.”
“Right,” Jules said, breathless. “We’re preparing for the open house.”
“We are,” I said. “And you’re all naked.”
“We’re multitasking,” Nina grinned.
Leigh stepped forward suddenly and picked up her tank top, hugging it to her chest. “I don’t want to be the only one with sunburned nipples when strangers show up.”
“Then we limit sun exposure to fifteen minutes,” Jules said. “Tops optional.”
I grabbed my shirt and pulled it back on. “Come on. Porch first. Then whatever this is.”
Nina made a pouty face, but followed. Jules slipped back into the blazer and nothing else. Leigh put the tank back on but didn’t bother adjusting it when it rode high on one side.
Outside, the porch steps were scattered with boxes from the crawlspace. I grabbed the toolbox and started unwinding the old cable I’d pulled last week. Jules sat cross-legged on the top step, knees bare, one hand propping up her chin. She watched me work.
Leigh crouched beside me and pointed at a cracked tile. “Should we glue this down?”
“No. Loose is better. It’s a tripping hazard.”
Nina sat on the railing and kicked her feet. “So now we’re trying to get the house failed on purpose?”
“No,” I said. “We’re just not fixing things they don’t ask about.”
“Got it,” she said. “Passive sabotage.”
“Polite sabotage,” Jules said. “There’s a difference.”
Leigh stood and wiped her hands on her thighs. “What if they ask about all of us living here?”
“They will,” I said. “You’ll say we’re non-rent-paying friends helping me renovate. Nobody claims tenancy. No leases. No rights.”
“But we do live here,” she said.
“Not legally.”
She nodded slowly. “And we want to stay.”
I looked at her. “Do you?”
Her face went pink. She bit her lip, then smiled. “Yeah. I really do.”
Nina slid off the railing and tugged her shirt back down, only it wasn’t her shirt, it was mine, and it barely covered her. She leaned against the doorframe and said, “Then we better give them something to remember.”
The mail came late. Jules grabbed the envelope off the step while I was reattaching the railing.
She opened it before I could stop her. Her brow tightened. “It’s from City Housing.”
I wiped my hands on my jeans and took it from her. Nina and Leigh came over, still barefoot, still flushed from their fake chore routine inside. I unfolded the letter and scanned it.
“They’re doing a formal occupancy review,” I said. “Probate flagged the property.”
Jules crossed her arms under the blazer. “What does that mean?”
“Someone’s trying to fast-track the sale. My sister. They want to establish we’re violating zoning.”
Leigh looked nervous. “We are violating zoning.”
“They can’t prove that unless one of you says too much.”
Nina leaned over my shoulder to read, her chest brushing my arm. “Are we going to have to talk to someone?”
“Yeah,” I said. “An agent. Next week. Might be a visit or just interviews.”
Jules stepped back inside without saying anything.
I followed. “You okay?”
She didn’t answer right away. She walked to the kitchen, yanked the fridge open, grabbed a can of whipped cream, and sprayed some directly into her mouth. Then she held it out.
“I’m fine,” she said. “Just thinking.”
Nina took the can and did the same. Then turned to Leigh. “Your turn.”
Leigh giggled and bent forward, but Nina sprayed a dollop straight onto her nipple. Leigh squealed and slapped her arm. “You did not just!”
“Oh, I did,” Nina said, licking her thumb.
Leigh reached for a towel, but Jules intercepted her. She took one look, leaned down, and licked it clean.
Leigh gasped. “That was, ”
“Clean-up duty,” Jules said.
Nina looked at me, eyes sharp, then held the can out again. “Wanna see what else she’ll do?”
“Not in the kitchen,” I said, but my voice came out lower than I meant.
Jules turned to me slowly. Her cheeks were flushed now, and her breathing was quick. “You think they’ll care if they find underwear in the freezer?”
I stared at her. “What?”
“Shock value,” she said. “Make them second-guess how normal we are.”
Leigh took the can, sprayed another line of cream onto her finger, and slid it across my jaw. “If we’re going to get evicted,” she said, “we might as well enjoy the build-up.”
Nina moved behind me, her fingers slipping under the hem of my shirt. “You’re tense.”
“Because we’re about to be inspected by people who can shut this all down.”
“Then relax,” she whispered. “We’re good at distractions.”
Leigh kissed the spot she’d smeared. Jules watched, hands still holding the blazer shut across her chest. Then she dropped it open again.
“If we’re going down,” she said, “we might as well go down in flames.”
Nina pulled at my waistband. “Start with this.”
I backed against the counter as Nina dropped to her knees. Her hands worked my jeans open like she didn’t care who was watching. Leigh stood inches away, cheeks pink, breathing fast, but not stopping her. Jules pulled the blazer off completely and folded it slowly, setting it on the kitchen table like she was about to perform surgery.
Outside, the house looked the same. Inside, it was unhinged.
“This is stress relief,” Nina said, fingers already under my waistband. “Doctor’s orders.”
“You’re not a doctor,” I said, even as I lifted my hips.
“No, but I’m willing to experiment.”
She yanked my jeans down to my thighs, then leaned in and kissed just above the band of my boxers. Her lips were warm, her breath hotter. She looked up at me like she was waiting for an order.
Jules stepped around behind me and wrapped her arms around my chest. Her breasts pressed into my back, bare and soft. Her voice in my ear was low. “If someone knocks on that door, we’re not answering.”
Leigh knelt beside Nina, biting her lip. She rested her palm on my thigh, hesitant for a second, then slid it higher.
“I’ve never done this with anyone watching,” she said.
“We’re not watching,” Nina said. “We’re helping.”
Jules tugged my shirt up and off over my head. Her hands skimmed my chest, fingertips dragging slowly across skin. Nina pulled my boxers down, finally. I was already hard. Leigh’s eyes widened. She looked at me, then at Nina, then back. Her hand didn’t move.
A car door slammed outside.
Everyone froze.
I stepped back from them fast, pulling my clothes into place. Nina wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, still crouched. Jules grabbed the blazer and held it up over her chest. Leigh scrambled for her tank top.
I crossed the room and peeked through the blinds.
White sedan. City seal on the door. Not a full inspection van, just someone doing recon.
I watched a woman get out. Clipboard. Sunglasses. She looked straight at the house.
“They’re sending someone early,” I said.
“Now?” Jules asked. “They can’t, ”
“They are.”
Nina stood and pulled her shirt down. “She sees us?”
“Not yet.”
“Then let’s give her something to think about,” she said, already walking toward the front room.
“Nina!”
She didn’t wait. She stood in the middle of the living room, backlit by the front window, one leg bare where the shirt didn’t cover, her hair wild, no bra. She stretched like it was morning, arms high, chest out.
Leigh followed her, slower, wearing just the tank, nothing underneath. She opened the door and stepped onto the porch, barefoot, smiling like it was just another day.
“She’s walking up the path,” I said.
“Let her,” Jules whispered, pulling me to the couch. “Let her see exactly what’s in her way.”
The knock came sharp and fast, three raps. Nina grinned like she’d been waiting for it.
Jules tossed the blazer back on but didn’t button it. “Do we answer like this?”
“You’re not wearing pants,” I said.
“I’m not apologizing.”
Leigh peeked through the curtain. “She’s holding papers.”
“Probably a compliance form,” I muttered. “Let me do the talking.”
I opened the door.
The woman on the step wore a tight gray pencil skirt, heels too sharp for the cracked walkway, and a white blouse with the top two buttons open. Her ponytail looked like it had been re-done in the car. She didn’t smile.
“Mr. Linton?”
“Yeah.”
“Rebecca Palmer, City Housing Compliance Office. Just a walk-by review today. Nothing formal.”
“Sure,” I said, blocking the door with my body. “Place is a little chaotic.”
Behind me, Nina wandered by in her shirt, humming, holding a peeled banana, still barefoot. She stopped just within view, gave a polite nod, and bit into it slowly.
Rebecca clocked her, didn’t react.
Jules stepped in next, blazer hanging open enough to flash skin. She leaned on the doorframe beside me, her breast grazing my arm. “Everything okay?”
“Routine inspection,” I said.
Leigh followed, holding a mug with both hands like it was hot even though it wasn’t. Her tank top had shifted to one side again, nipple just barely shadowed in the fabric. She caught me looking and adjusted it, too slowly.
Rebecca cleared her throat. “You have three other residents?”
“Guests,” I said. “No formal leases. Helping with light renos.”
“Is there a current occupancy permit on file?”
“There’s a temporary one. For single occupancy.”
“And they’re?”
“Temporary,” I said again.
Behind me, Jules let out a soft laugh and disappeared into the kitchen.
Rebecca scribbled something on her clipboard.
I added, “We’ve been doing everything by the book. Wiring updates, minor floor repairs. Still in progress.”
Nina leaned into the doorway beside me, banana in one hand, the other brushing lightly against my waistband. “He’s very hands-on.”
I didn’t move.
Rebecca didn’t blink. “Do you have a project timeline?”
“We’re consolidating it now.”
“I’ll need a copy,” she said. “And photos. Exterior only for today, unless you’d like to invite me in.”
Jules returned with a tool belt, nothing else. It hung low on her hips, bouncing as she walked.
“Let me guess,” Rebecca said, raising an eyebrow.
“I install art,” Jules said, not missing a beat. “We’re going gallery-style.”
Rebecca took a slow breath. “Expect a full compliance visit by next week.”
She turned and walked back down the path. Nina stepped outside behind her and bent to pick up the newspaper. Her shirt lifted in back. A lot.
Rebecca didn’t look back.
Once her car pulled away, the girls turned to me in silence, all eyes on my face.
“We’re fucked,” I said.
Leigh stepped into me and pressed her lips to my neck. “Then let’s make it worth it.”
The door clicked shut behind me. Jules locked it.
Nina dropped the banana on the counter without looking. “She saw everything.”
“She didn’t flinch,” Jules said. “That’s worse.”
“She’ll write us up,” I said. “She’ll recommend a full review, occupancy violations, housing code breaches.”
“Let her,” Nina said.
Leigh stood by the window, arms crossed under her chest. Her nipples pushed against the thin fabric of her tank, her legs bare, her posture tighter than usual. “What happens if we fail?”
“They kick me out. Or sell the house outright. Probate won’t fight it.”
Jules stepped in front of me, took both my hands, and pulled them to her waist. Her skin was still warm, still slightly damp under the tool belt. “Then we don’t fail.”
Nina moved in behind me again. Her hands found the hem of my shirt. “Or we do it on our terms.”
Leigh turned around and looked at me, biting the corner of her lip. “I don’t want to stop.”
“You won’t have to,” I said, but my voice was quieter now.
Jules tugged my hands up under the tool belt, pressed them to her bare hips. She didn’t break eye contact. “You want to take something back?”
I nodded.
“Then do it.”
She stepped backward, slow, pulling me with her toward the living room. Nina’s hands slid under my shirt, across my chest, up to my shoulders. Leigh followed, already slipping the tank top over her head as she walked, letting it fall behind her.
The light was soft in the living room, dimmed by the front curtains. Afternoon haze. The room smelled like skin and something sweet, maybe candle wax, maybe leftover syrup from earlier.
Jules dropped the tool belt on the coffee table. Her hips rolled slightly as she let it go. Then she turned, naked now, standing in front of the couch.
“Come here,” she said.
Nina peeled my shirt off and kissed my spine, slow. Her hands pushed down my jeans, dragging the waistband over my hips, past my thighs, until they hit the floor. I stepped out and turned to her. She stayed crouched, lips just above my hip, kissing once, then again, then holding there.
Leigh moved in close, fully bare now, her hair half tucked behind one ear. She looked up at me, waiting.
I ran a hand through her hair and pulled her into my chest. Her skin was warm and soft, her breath shaky. Her hands touched my stomach, slid lower.
Jules climbed onto the couch and knelt, one leg bent beneath her, the other stretched toward me, foot brushing my thigh. Her fingers skimmed her own stomach, down between her legs, slow, steady, shameless.
“You’re not going to work on the house today,” she said. “We are.”
I reached for Jules, but before I could touch her, Nina tackled me from behind.
She jumped up onto my back, arms around my shoulders, bare chest pressed to my spine. “You’re not going anywhere without a fight.”
I staggered forward, laughing, hands out for balance. Jules grinned from the couch, legs spread casually, fingers still grazing between them.
Leigh squealed and darted in front of me. “Get him on the floor!”
Nina bit my ear. “Down, or we make you!”
“You think I’m not stronger than all three of you?”
“We’re counting on that,” Jules said, and slipped off the couch to circle around.
Leigh lunged at my legs and I lost my balance. Nina shrieked, laughing, as we all collapsed onto the rug in a heap. My shoulder hit the cushions, and then Jules was on top of me, straddling my hips, pinning my wrists.
“Who’s in charge now?” she asked.
I rolled hard to the side, breaking her grip, grabbing her waist. Nina crawled over my back and tried to pull my arms away, but I caught her wrist and twisted gently until she tumbled beside me, giggling.
Leigh climbed onto my legs, straddling them, her breath short, her hands pressed to my chest. Her body rocked slightly as she tried to keep me down. Her hair hung in her face. Her bare thighs squeezed tight around mine.
“I can’t hold him!” she gasped, grinning.
Jules leaned in again and kissed me, quick, hungry, then pulled back just as I went to deepen it. “Not unless you say please.”
I twisted, fast, catching her off balance, and rolled her under me. She gasped as her back hit the rug and I pinned her wrists over her head. Her breasts rose hard against my chest, her back arching deeply. Her thighs locked around my hips.
“Please,” I said, and kissed her deep.
Leigh tried to drag me back off her, arms around my chest, her naked body pressed into my side. “No fair, she got him first.”
“We have to fight for him,” Jules gasped.
Nina crawled between my legs, shoved me backwards, and landed half across my stomach, her legs tangling with mine. “Mine!” she said, grinding down with her hips, her lips brushing my jaw.
Jules wrapped her arms around my shoulders and pulled. Leigh climbed higher up my chest and tried to straddle me again.
I couldn’t move. Skin everywhere. Arms, legs, breath, soft lips, gasps and giggles. My cock twitched and all of them felt it. They paused for half a beat.
Then Nina said, “Whoever makes him beg wins.”
Jules leaned in. “That’s not a game.”
“It is now.”
They pounced at once. Three bodies, flushed and laughing, wrestling for control, for heat, for the upper hand. I stopped fighting. I let them have me.
Nina’s thigh slid across my chest as she twisted sideways, trying to pin my arm. Her breath was hot against my cheek. Jules had my other arm, but she wasn’t pulling, she was kissing the inside of my elbow, slow and teasing, her hair falling across my shoulder.
Leigh straddled my waist again and leaned forward, breasts pressing into my stomach, her hands braced on either side of my ribs. Her face hovered over mine for a second, eyes wide, mouth parted, like she didn’t know what came next. She didn’t move. Just looked at me.
“I like this,” she whispered.
Nina rolled off and flopped onto her back beside me, breathless. “We’re terrible at wrestling.”
Jules kissed my shoulder and didn’t stop. Her mouth moved down, lips brushing my chest, then lower. She didn’t say anything.
I let my head rest on the floor, surrounded by limbs and skin and heat, the low rustle of breath and movement. None of it felt real.
Leigh’s hair brushed my face. She kissed the corner of my mouth, soft, then again, more sure.
They didn’t know what they were doing. They were new at this. Curious, brave, a little reckless, but they weren’t trying to control me.
And I was in the middle of it, pretending I wasn’t older, pretending this wasn’t already on borrowed time.
Jules pulled my jeans down again, slower this time. Nina crawled up on her knees, licking her lips. Leigh sat up, legs on either side of me, her hands trailing lightly down my chest.
“Okay,” Jules said quietly. “No more fighting.”
“We just share him.” Nina asked.
“Take care of him,” Leigh corrected.
Jules pulled my boxers down and tossed them aside. Nina’s hand came next, fingers wrapping around me, light but certain. She watched my face as she stroked, slow, just enough to feel it build. Jules kissed my thigh. Leigh leaned in and brushed her cheek against mine.
I exhaled. I wasn’t ready to let this go. Not the house. Not the girls. Not the feeling of being wanted without explanation.
“Touch him al together,” Jules said, and so they did.
Nina’s hand kept moving. Leigh’s fingers traced along my hip, my stomach. Jules kissed the base, soft, deliberate.
I closed my eyes.
Whatever happened next, they were mine right now.
Jules kissed up the length of me once, then let her breath hang there. She didn’t take me into her mouth. She just looked up, smirking. “Still think you’re in a dream?”
I opened my eyes. Leigh was sliding further down my chest now, knees pressed to either side of my ribs. Her hands moved behind my head, fingers threading into my hair. She looked flushed and out of breath, but focused.
“I think,” I said, “that I’m doomed.”
“Correct,” Nina said, grinning. She dropped forward across my legs and wrapped both arms around my thighs like she was trying to pin me down. Her breasts pressed tight into my skin. “You’ve been officially overpowered.”
Jules moved up my side and sat on my hip, swinging one leg over until she straddled me again. “You’re not getting away.”
“Was I trying?”
Leigh leaned forward and kissed me, soft at first, then firmer, her body lowering until her chest pressed against mine. I tried to shift under her, but Jules gripped my wrists and pinned them to the rug over my head.
“No,” she said. “So stay.”
I tested her grip. She squeezed tighter, and I felt her thighs clench around my waist.
“You’re stronger than any of us,” she said. “But we have numbers.”
“And motivation,” Nina added, her fingers sliding up the inside of my thigh again. “And no mercy.”
Leigh kissed me once more and then sat up, still straddling my stomach, her hands running down my arms, warm and shaky.
Nina’s hand was wrapped around me again, moving slower now, but steady. “You’re doing great.”
I wasn’t moving. Couldn’t. My wrists were locked in Jules’s grip. Leigh’s weight held my chest down. Nina had everything else under control.
“Maybe we don’t let him come yet,” Jules said, her eyes on mine.
“Oh god,” I muttered.
“Cruel,” Leigh whispered, smiling. “We know.”
“But necessary,” Jules said, leaning in close. Her lips brushed my ear. “You’re not just here to get off, remember? You’re here to be our shared man.”
Nina slid her mouth over the head of my cock and sucked, once, hard, then let go, grinning. “And right now, you’re very, very ours.”
I groaned and tried to move, and all three of them tightened their grip on me.
Jules kissed my jaw. “Say it.”
“I’m yours.”
“All of us,” Leigh whispered. “Not one. Not two.”
“All three.”
Jules released my wrists, but I didn’t move.
Nina licked up the length of me again, her eyes dark. “Good.”
Jules wiggled her hips over my chest like she was trying to get comfortable. Her thighs slid warm against my ribs, and her hair spilled down as she leaned over, her hands planted on either side of my head.
“He’s still trying to get up,” she said.
“I think it’s cute,” Leigh giggled, still straddling my stomach. “Like he’s scared we’ll stop if he does anything.”
“I won’t,” Nina said. She licked her palm and stroked me again, slow and firm, keeping me right on the edge.
Jules lowered her hips until her warmth hovered just above my face. “Want to be useful?”
I opened my mouth without answering.
She laughed. “God, you’re good at this.”
Leigh leaned down, her lips brushing my collarbone. “I want to try something.”
“Take a number,” Jules said, her voice breathy now.
Leigh grinned and slid down my side, kneeling next to my face as Jules shifted forward and settled in. Her skin was smooth and hot, the scent of her sharp, already dew-coated. She didn’t ease down all the way. She just hovered, letting me lift my head to meet her, letting me work for it.
The first lick made her shiver. The second made her gasp. I kept going, slow at first, teasing her with my tongue, feeling her twitch every time I hit the right spot. Her thighs tensed against my face, and she rocked gently, chasing it.
“Oh my god,” she whispered.
Leigh watched, wide-eyed, one hand on Jules’s hip, the other on my chest. “Does that feel?”
“Yes,” Jules breathed, and then again, louder. “Yes, right there.”
Nina stopped stroking for a second. “I love this view.”
I slid my hands up Jules’s thighs, gripping her ass, guiding her movements. She let herself go lower now, grinding down slowly, riding my mouth without shame.
“I didn’t know it could feel like that,” she said, her voice cracking into a laugh. “It’s so stupid good.”
Leigh leaned over, flushed. “I want to try too.”
Jules didn’t move.
“You’re hogging him,” Leigh said.
“I’m using him.”
I groaned against her and she twitched, then climbed off, legs shaky. “Fine. Take a turn.”
Leigh looked nervous but excited as she straddled my face. Her breath hitched as soon as I touched her. She was already wet, already open. She rocked forward a little, unsure, and let out a soft “oh, ” as my tongue found her.
She laughed, half-disbelieving. “Oh my god, that’s good.”
“Yeah,” Jules said, still catching her breath. “Let him do it.”
Nina stroked me again, slower. “He likes it.”
I did. Every sound, every shift of their bodies, every hand on me, it was chaos I never wanted to escape.
“Okay,” Leigh gasped. “Now I want it.”
Leigh’s thighs trembled around my face as I dragged my tongue against her again, flatter now, slower. She let out a sound somewhere between a moan and a gasp, her hips starting to move without thought, pushing down harder, then pulling back, then down again. She was trying to find the rhythm she wanted, still new to the feeling of being fully in control.
Her skin was hot and smooth and flushed. I could feel her heartbeat through her thighs. I kept one hand on her ass, the other gently pressed to her lower back, helping guide her without taking the lead. Her breath started coming faster.
“Shit,” she whispered, head tilted back, her spine arching.
Jules was beside us now, holding Leigh steady, one hand on her friend’s waist, her eyes wide. “You look so fucking good like this.”
Leigh laughed once, then whimpered. “I can’t believe this is happening.”
“It is,” Jules said, brushing her hair back, her voice lower. “Let him.”
I pressed my mouth up harder. My tongue circled, then flicked, then held still just where she needed. Her whole body locked for a second, and she made a sound I’d never heard from her before. Half a sob, half a helpless groan. She was gone.
Nina’s hand moved slower on me now, her palm sticky and warm. I could feel the pulse of my own blood through every inch of myself. Her breath tickled my thigh as she leaned down again and licked me, her tongue slow, broad, confident. She moaned into it.
I was surrounded.
Skin. Weight. Heat. The scent of them was everywhere now, clean and sharp and sweet and something else underneath it, something raw. My hands were wet, my chest damp from sweat or their mouths or both. Every part of me was pinned or touched or taken.
Leigh ground herself forward again, her pace breaking, her breath ragged. She was falling apart.
“Wait, ” she gasped. “I think I, fuck, ”
“Do it,” Jules said, her voice sharp now. “Let go.”
Leigh cried out once, hard and short, and froze above me. Her thighs clamped around my head, her body shaking.
I didn’t stop. I just stayed with her, gentle now, slower, until her legs softened and she sagged forward, catching herself with both hands on my shoulders. Her whole body shook.
“Holy shit,” she whispered.
I kept breathing through my nose, my face soaked, her thighs still trembling. She wasn’t moving. She just stayed there, stunned.
Nina’s mouth wrapped around me again. Wet, slow, unrelenting. She made a sound deep in her throat as she took me fully, then came back up just to the tip.
Jules was already pulling Leigh off me, grinning. “One down.”
I barely heard her. I wasn’t in my body anymore. I was floating in the center of them.
Jules climbed over me next, her knees braced beside my ribs, her body glazed and flushed and hungry. Her eyes were darker now, not playful. She held my face with both hands and stared down, breathing through her mouth like she couldn’t get enough air. Her lips looked swollen. Her thighs were shaking.
Nina didn’t stop. Her mouth worked me slowly, carefully, but deeper now, more serious. One hand at the base, the other on my stomach. She didn’t speak. She wasn’t teasing anymore. She was getting deeply into it.
Jules leaned forward and kissed me, deep and messy and wet. Her tongue was in my mouth before I opened it. Her hips shifted lower, and I felt her skin slide across my chest, then down further.
“Let me,” she whispered. “Please.”
I didn’t answer. I just kissed her again.
Leigh sat back against the far wall, still breathless, knees pulled to her chest, watching. Her face was dazed. Her cheeks were pink. She looked like she didn’t know if she wanted to run or jump back in.
Jules rocked her hips, not letting me in but dragging herself across me, slow, grinding, her glaze hot against my skin. Her pussy never left my lips.
Then she gasped, and pulled back just enough to breathe.
“I can’t, fuck, but I want to.”
Nina came up for air, lips shiny, eyes wet. “Do it,” she said, low and hoarse. “You’ll be the second.”
Jules laughed, but it cracked halfway through, and she bit her lip it was hard to stop it. Her whole body twitched like she was holding off something violent. Her forehead touched mine. Her voice was shaking.
“This is so fucking good,” she whispered. “I didn’t know it could feel this good.”
I slid my hand up her back, slow, steady, and felt her spine arch under it.
Her hips rocked again, faster now, smaller movements. Her breath caught.
“Don’t stop touching me,” she said.
Nina’s fingers gripped my leg. She was panting. Her mouth hovered just above me, lips parted, eyes locked on the way Jules moved.
“I’m gonna” Jules started, but then she couldn’t finish. Her thighs clenched. Her mouth opened but nothing came out.
I watched it happen.
She pressed down hard against me, trembling. Her hands curled into fists on my chest. Her breath hitched, then broke.
“Oh God, ”
She didn’t come. But she was right there, broken open and shaking, her whole body humming like a wire about to snap. She kissed me again like she was drowning.
Leigh crawled closer, eyes on Jules. “Let’s all do it together. The same time.”
Nina swallowed. “Yeah.” She was nearly crying.
Jules buried her face in my neck and let go. Her hips jolted against me once, twice, then froze. Her mouth opened against my skin and she made a low, shuddering sound, deep from her chest, more like a sob than a moan. Her whole body trembled. I held her tight.
Nina’s hands didn’t stop. She reached for Jules, pulling her close while still stroking me, her fingertips slipping between both of us. Her mouth was right at my side, panting, open, damp. I felt her breath in every movement.
Leigh leaned over us, one hand on Jules’s back, the other sliding between my legs. Her fingers found mine and closed around them, guiding me between her thighs. She was already soaked. I didn’t have to move much. Just touch. She whimpered the second I made contact.
“I’m so close,” she said, her voice barely there. “Just keep going”
I moved my fingers slowly, curling them until she gasped, then flattening them and rubbing just where she needed. Her hips started to roll. She clenched my wrist without meaning to.
Jules didn’t move off me. She was shaking, small aftershocks running through her legs and stomach. “I’m still . . . ” she mumbled. “Don’t stop. It’s still happening.”
Nina pressed in under my arm, lifting my other hand and guiding it to her chest. She moaned as I touched her, pressing herself hard into my palm.
Everything was heat and skin and moans now. I couldn’t tell whose hands were where. They were all over me, grabbing, holding, sliding. My cock was wet from all of them, aching, twitching, smothered in pressure and warmth. My mouth was dry. My head was light.
Then Leigh gasped loud, almost a scream. Her thighs clamped down on my hand. “Oh fuck!”
She came fast, her whole body locking up as she bent forward and cried out again, her hips jerking hard before going limp. She collapsed half on top of Jules and me, shaking, her cheek pressed to my chest, sweat cooling on her back.
“Holy shit,” she whispered.
Nina was right behind her, grinding into my thigh, kissing my ribs, her fingers buried between her legs. She moved faster now, breath catching.
“Come with me,” she whispered. “Please, come with me.”
I wasn’t going to last. My whole body was seizing up, every muscle locking hard. I grabbed her hip and pulled her up, pressing her against me. Her mouth found mine just as she moaned, breaking apart, bucking hard into me, and letting out a sound I felt in my chest.
I came at the same time.
It hit all at once. Hot, shaking, long. My eyes rolled back. I felt them all on top of me, all three of them, coming in turns, breathing my name, holding me down, soaking my skin with their mouths, their thighs, their sweat.
The sound hit like a gunshot. A hard knock, three times fast, against the front door.
All of us froze.
Leigh jerked upright, her hair falling across her face. Jules sat back fast, one hand going to her mouth, the other grabbing for whatever sheet or shirt was nearby. Nina’s eyes went wide as she scrambled up off me, slipping on the edge of the bed before catching herself.
The knock came again. Louder.
I reached for my jeans, heart hammering. “Nobody was supposed to come. ”
“I thought you said the house was ours for at least the week,” Jules hissed, yanking a hoodie over her bare chest.
“I did. It is.” I shoved my legs into my pants and stumbled barefoot toward the hallway. “There’s no way this is that. The sheriff.”
Then the door opened. Not a knock this time. The latch clicked. The actual front door opened.
“What the fuck?” Leigh whispered, frozen halfway into her shorts.
Voices. Not one, several. Male. Confident. Businesslike.
I ran into the hall, still shirtless. “Hey! Hello? You can’t just come in here.”
A man stepped inside, clipboard in hand, followed by two more. All older. All in work gear. One had a camera. Another had a tool belt.
“Afternoon,” the lead one said, glancing up and down at me without blinking. “Building inspection. We rang. Door was open.”
“It was not open,” I snapped, chest bare, fly still undone. “You can’t, this isn’t . . . ”
“Scheduled today. City file 316-B,” he said, holding up the clipboard. “Official review of multi-dwelling safety compliance. Looks like you’ve got four tenants on record. Is that accurate?”
I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. Behind me, I heard the girls scrambling, doors creaking, feet slapping the floors, whispers, swearing.
He looked past me. Saw the hallway, the open bedroom door.
“Are they all present? We’ll need to do a walkthrough of the living quarters and shared spaces.”
“No, you won’t,” I said, stepping forward. “You didn’t schedule anything. You can’t just show up like this.”
He didn’t back off. “We have standing authority under Section 8 of the occupancy code. If there’s more than four bedrooms in use, and the residence isn’t zoned as a boarding house.”
“This is a private residence. We’re not tenants like that.”
“Then we’ll need to see proof. Or your landlord’s presence.”
I looked at him, then over his shoulder at the guy with the camera already raising it.
“Turn that off. You don’t have permission to photograph anything.”
“Public safety trumps consent when fire code’s at issue,” he said. “You can get your paperwork ready. We’ll start with the kitchen.”
“No you won’t.”
Behind me, the girls stood frozen at the hallway end, half-dressed, tangled hair, flushed faces still bright from what we’d just done. The camera guy noticed.
His eyebrows lifted.
“Actually,” he said, smirking. “Maybe we’ll start right here.”
“We’ve got a mismatch here between declared use and actual occupancy,” the guy with the clipboard said, flipping a page. “Zoning shows R1-S, single family use with student exception, but only for up to three unrelated parties.”
“What the hell does that mean?” Jules asked from behind me, arms crossed over her bare chest, sweatshirt barely zipped.
“It means,” the man said, eyeing her, “that you can’t legally live like this.”
“Like what?” Nina stepped forward, eyes narrowing. “We’re not doing anything wrong.”
“That depends how you define wrong,” the man muttered, then raised his voice again. “Multiple beds in non-designated sleeping quarters. No leaseholder present. Unapproved modifications to shared-use space.”
I looked around. Kitchen in plain sight. Blankets on the couch. Folded futon in the corner. Our whole life laid out like an exhibit.
“I’m the leaseholder,” I said. “This is my house.”
“Not according to the record.” He tapped the clipboard. “Title’s held by a management company registered under an LLC. You’re not the legal occupant, just another unregistered tenant. That makes this a violation.”
“Jesus,” I muttered.
Leigh came out last, dressed in her shorts and a too-small tee, her face drawn tight. She looked at the three men, then at me.
“Are we being evicted?”
The man with the camera kept filming. He didn’t say anything. The lead guy didn’t either, just circled something on his sheet.
“Administrative review will decide that,” he said finally. “But I wouldn’t make long-term plans.”
“I just, what does that even mean?” Nina asked. “Are we in trouble?”
“There’s a whole section of the student conduct code about this,” he replied. “Unauthorized cohabitation, non-academic use of student housing, morality clauses.”
“Oh, fuck off with morality clauses,” Jules snapped.
He didn’t flinch. “There are also fire codes, safety codes, and building standards. Four unrelated adults living in a house not up to spec? You could be cited individually.”
“For what?” Leigh asked, stepping closer. “For living here? For, what, sleeping with someone we care about?”
“Don’t answer that,” I said quickly.
“Maybe don’t live like a liability,” the man shot back.
That one hit them all hard. You could see it in the way Leigh blinked. In how Nina shifted away from the open view of the hallway. In how Jules suddenly pulled her sweatshirt down like she hadn’t realized before how exposed she was.
I turned back to the man. “Are you finished?”
“Inspection’s just starting.”
“I mean here. This room.”
He didn’t answer. He just turned and walked down the hallway, toward the kitchen. The other two followed.
The four of us stood there, the air still thick with the heat of what we’d just done, now cut through by sharp cold panic.
None of us spoke for a few seconds. The echo of their boots on the floor was all there was. Then Jules whispered, “They’re really gonna take this away from us, aren’t they?”
Jules leaned her forehead to my shoulder. Not affectionate. Just stunned. “They walked in on us,” she whispered. “Not literally, but they saw everything they needed to.”
Nina crossed her arms tight over her chest, swallowing hard. “We weren’t doing anything illegal.”
“No,” I said. “But that doesn’t matter.”
Leigh looked between us, confused, scared, still red in the cheeks. “What do you mean? Why doesn’t it?”
“Because this,” I motioned between all of us, the messy clothes, the flushed faces, the way they were huddled close to me like instinct, “is exactly the kind of thing they use to justify shutting a place down.”
Jules stiffened. “Because we’re together?”
“Because they think it means we’re living here permanently,” I said. “Like a shared household. Four adults. One house. No leases. No zoning approval.”
Leigh blinked fast. “But we didn’t sign anything. We’re just here.”
“That’s enough,” I said. “If they want it to be.”
Nina looked toward the kitchen where the inspector’s boots clicked across the lino. “So us getting carried away, us doing what we just did, that’s the problem?”
“It’s proof,” I said. “Not of sex. Of cohabitation. Of permanence. Of being a household.”
Jules whispered, “Fuck,” under her breath.
Leigh grabbed my hand without thinking. “So if we weren’t like this would it be okay?”
I didn’t answer right away.
Nina answered for me. “He’d still be screwed, Leigh. But we just made it worse without even realizing.”
Jules took a shaky breath. “We made it obvious we’re not temporary. We’re not guests. We’re living here. All four beds, all four toothbrushes, all our clothes everywhere and us climbing all over him like we’re . . . ”
“A god damned harem,” I said quietly.
The word for it hit them harder than I expected. All three froze. Like the word itself was dangerous.
Leigh’s voice broke first. “We didn’t think we were doing anything wrong.”
“You weren’t,” I said. “But the city doesn’t care about right or wrong. They care about rules. Codes. Definitions.”
Nina’s jaw clenched. “And we fit every definition of a prohibited household.”
Jules laughed once, short, bitter. “We jumped all over each other on the damn floor. Of course they’re going to think we live here.”
Leigh’s fingers tightened around mine. “Are we the reason you might lose the house?”
I didn’t lie. “Yeah. We all might be.”
Her eyes filled fast. She blinked hard, forcing it back. “We didn’t mean it, we weren’t trying . . . “
“I know,” I said.
Nina stepped in close, pressing her forehead to my chest. “We thought we were helping. We thought the more we were with you, the more we cared” She swallowed. “I didn’t think it would get used against you.”
Jules rubbed her eyes with the heel of her hand. “We can’t let them win. Not after everything we’ve built in here.”
“We didn’t build anything,” I said quietly. “We just got carried away.”
Leigh looked up at me, desperate. “So what do we do?”
I glanced toward the kitchen where the inspectors were murmuring to each other, taking photos, writing notes.
Then I looked back at the three of them, bare legs, messy hair, oversized shirts, the scent of them all over me, and the truth of what we were still hanging in the air between us.
“We fix it,” I said. “Right now. Together.”
Jules was the first to straighten up. You could almost see the moment she remembered something, the way her shoulders set, the way her breath steadied, the way she looked past me instead of at me.
“Wait,” she said. “We already solved this.”
Nina looked at her. “Solved what?”
“Our status,” Jules said. “Earlier. Before all the chaos.” She gestured vaguely at the rug we’d practically destroyed. “We drafted it as a joke. But it wasn’t a joke.”
Leigh’s eyes widened. “The housing society.”
“Yes,” Jules said, snapping her fingers. “Our little ‘Non-Profit Collective for Community Stewardship and Heritage Preservation.’”
Nina laughed once. “We made that up while drunk on pancake syrup, Jules.”
“It doesn’t matter if we were drunk,” Jules said. “It matters that it works.”
I stared at her. “You’re not serious.”
“Remember? Non-profit housing societies can claim multi-residency under community stewardship exemptions if the building qualifies as historical or in review!”
“That was a meme,” I said.
“No,” Nina corrected, stepping forward. “The meme was the name we gave it. The rules we found were real.”
Leigh dug into her pocket and pulled out her phone. She swiped fast, then held it up to me, a page bookmarked, highlighted. Her hand shook but her face was bright with adrenaline.
“See? Section 4C. Community-Based Housing Preservation Associations can apply for provisional occupancy under emergency reassessment review. It’s literally what they’re doing to you right now.”
Jules tapped the screen. “Meaning: while they’re reviewing whether you should be kicked out, we can freeze the whole process.”
“And claim the house under our umbrella,” Nina added. “Temporarily.”
I blinked. “You’re kidding, right?”
“No.” Jules walked closer, eyes fierce now. “We don’t need to be tenants. And we don’t need a lease. We just need student status. And the law lets groups like ours claim temporary permit rights during active review. They started an active review just now!”
Leigh’s voice brightened. “It’s for places in danger of being sold out from under people. Or rezoned.”
Nina grinned. “Which is exactly what’s happening.”
I looked at the three of them, flushed, hair messy, shirts sliding off shoulders, legs bare, faces still warm. And now burning with something else: stubborn, bold, ridiculous hope.
“You think three twenty-two-year-olds can stand in front of city inspectors and say we’re a legally recognized housing preservation society?”
“Four,” Jules corrected. “You’re part of it.”
“I never signed on to it. ”
“We drafted documents,” Nina said, stepping even closer. “And you clicked ‘approve.’”
“That was a joke.”
“It isn’t one now,” Jules said. “We’re doing this.”
Leigh tugged at my hand, her voice soft but steady. “We can’t lose the house. It’s ours now.”
Nina circled behind me and rested her chin on my shoulder. “And we’re resourceful as hell.”
Jules cracked her knuckles. “We’re going to walk back into that kitchen, fully clothed, fully in control, and hand them a printed list of rights and procedures they’re obligated to follow.”
“We don’t have a printer,” I said.
“We’ll write it by hand,” Nina said. “It’ll look even more official.”
Jules smirked. “Or more cult-like. Which also scares bureaucrats.”
Leigh took a deep breath. “Okay. Clothes on. Hair up. No sex faces.”
Nina gave her a look. “Too late.”
Jules grabbed the nearest shirt and threw it over her head. “We are a registered, not-yet-registered but they won’t know, Non-Profit Community Housing Initiative.”
“We don’t have a name,” I said.
“We need one,” Leigh whispered.
All three looked at me.
I sighed.
And said, “Fine. Let’s fight.”
Jules paced the living room in her oversized sweatshirt, tugging it down over her bare thighs like she could magically turn it into a blazer. “We can’t go to the board looking like this.”
Nina glanced down at her outfit, my old t-shirt, stretched thin, barely covering anything, and snorted. “You mean ‘dressed like we just ruined a rug with each other’? Yeah. I see the problem.”
Leigh stood by the window, hair finger-combed but still wild, tank top askew, shorts too tight. “We need to look serious. Respectable. Like adults.”
“You are adults,” I said.
Jules shot me a look. “We don’t look like it.”
Nina pointed at her own chest. “I look like someone who’d get kicked out of an emergency board meeting within four seconds.”
Leigh nodded, biting her lip. “We can’t just show up in stuff we wore painting the trim.”
Jules snapped her fingers. “We need business clothes.”
Nina made a face. “Ugh.”
“Not ugh,” Jules corrected. “Powerful. Coordinated. Strategic. We walk in like a unified non-profit housing authority.”
“We aren’t one yet,” I said.
“They don’t know that,” Jules replied.
Leigh crossed her arms. “Okay, but where do we get clothes like that? None of us owns anything even close.”
All three of them turned to me.
I put my hands up. “Don’t look at me.”
Nina stepped in close, poking my chest. “We’re going shopping.”
“For suits?” I asked.
“For identity,” Jules said dramatically.
“For the future of the house,” Leigh added, surprisingly firm.
Nina grinned wide. “And for skirts that make us look like we read bylaws for fun.”
Jules pointed at the door. “Everyone showers. Everyone dresses in something that can be worn in public. Then we’re hitting downtown.”
“Together,” Leigh said. Her smile was small but sure. “All of us. We do it as a team.”
I exhaled. “Girls presenting to the city is not just about clothes.”
“No,” Jules said, “but clothes will keep them from dismissing us.”
Nina clapped her hands. “We need blazers. And heels. And maybe glasses.”
“I don’t wear glasses,” Leigh said.
“You will today,” Jules told her. “Board members trust glasses.”
Nina nodded. “Also ponytails. Sharp ones. Not messy ones that say ‘we just . . . ”
“Do not finish that sentence,” I said.
Leigh giggled, cheeks going pink. “He’s right.”
Jules spun toward the hall. “Alright! Step one, de-sex ourselves.”
“That’s going to take a minute,” Nina mumbled, looking at her legs.
“Step two,” Jules continued, “transform into a professional, non-profit-board-ready, community-stewardship task force.”
“Which looks like what?” Leigh asked.
“Imagine three very hot librarians,” Nina said.
“Professional,” Jules corrected.
“Hot and professional,” Nina insisted.
Leigh bounced once on her toes. “Okay. I actually kind of love this.”
They all started moving at once, collecting shoes, digging through drawers that didn’t have what they needed, pulling their hair back, rummaging in my closet for anything remotely structured.
Jules paused halfway down the hall and turned back to me.
“You’re coming too,” she said. “We’re picking something for you.”
“Why me?”
“Because you’re the ‘lead resident representative,’” she said, using air quotes. “And you need to look like someone the city can’t bulldoze.”
Nina pointed at my jeans. “And not like some guy who got jumped by three girls five minutes before an inspection.”
Leigh smiled up at me. “We’re going to fix this. But we need to look the part.”
Then all three of them, flushed, determined, still wearing almost nothing, said the same thing at once:
“Get dressed. We’re going shopping.”
We ended up in vintage store a few blocks away, the kind with mirrors everywhere and lighting that made everything look more expensive than it was. The girls scattered immediately, grabbing armfuls of blazers, skirts, button-ups, belts, glasses, shoes. I followed behind like a pack mule, carrying half their picks.
Jules grabbed my wrist. “Sit. You’re the decision-maker.”
“I shouldn’t be deciding anything,” I said.
“You’re the only one who knows what the board expects,” she said, pushing me into a seat outside the changing rooms. “Also, you’re the only one whose face shows when something works.”
Nina winked. “We’ll read you.”
Leigh gave me a shy look before disappearing into a changing stall.
I sat there, heart still beating too fast, remembering all the ways their bodies had been against mine an hour ago. I tried to shake it off. Tried to think about occupancy codes. Tried, and failed.
The curtain swished.
Nina stepped out first.
She wore a high-waist pencil skirt, black, hugging her hips tight. A silk white blouse tucked in, buttons done high, except the fabric was thin enough that I could see the outline of everything underneath. She wore glasses she’d grabbed from the accessory bin, hair in a sharp low ponytail.
She spun once. “Too much?”
“Too something,” I said.
She grinned. “Good something?”
Before I could answer, Jules shoved her back inside. “My turn.”
Jules stepped out in a fitted charcoal blazer over a scoop-neck top that wasn’t designed with modesty in mind. The skirt matched the blazer but had a slit up the side that reached mid-thigh. Her hair was pinned up, but half of it fell immediately back down the second she moved.
She planted a hand on her hip. “Board-meeting boss bitch?”
“Board-meeting lawsuit,” I muttered under my breath.
She laughed. “Noted.”
Then Leigh came out.
She wore a soft blue blouse tucked into a navy skirt that hit just above the knee. Not tight. Not loose. Just right. Her hair was down, falling around her shoulders, and she held the blazer in her hands like she wasn’t sure she should wear it. Her cheeks were pink.
She looked at me. “Is this too plain?”
I shook my head. “It’s perfect.”
Her smile flickered, small, grateful, intimate.
Nina and Jules exchanged a look behind her, then immediately dragged her back inside with them.
I exhaled hard. My brain was not built for this level of stimulus. Every time a curtain shifted I braced for something else I wasn’t ready to see, and every time they stepped out it hit me harder than the last.
Second round.
Nina again, this time in a tight burgundy sheath dress that clung everywhere, with a fitted blazer she didn’t bother buttoning. Her legs looked endless in heels. She cocked her hip. “Too sexy?”
“Yes,” I said.
“Perfect,” she replied, and turned.
Jules followed in a full black suit, fitted blazer, fitted pants, nothing under the blazer except skin. She stood in front of me, parted the jacket half an inch, then raised her eyebrow. “Appropriate?”
“No,” I said.
“Good,” she said.
Then Leigh.
This time she wore a cream blouse, sheer sleeves, a soft gray skirt that floated when she walked. She looked grown. Confident. Professional. But still her.
She tugged at the collar nervously. “I don’t know if it’s enough.”
“It is,” I said instantly.
She held my gaze longer than the others had.
Then Jules grabbed the pile of rejects. “One more round. Final picks. We’re escalating.”
“Oh God,” I muttered.
The curtain swished again.
All three stepped out at once.
Professional. Hot. Coordinated.
Black pencil skirts. White fitted blouses. Matching blazers. Heels. Hair pulled back. Glasses. They looked like a board of their own.
And I sat there, trying not to show the way my body reacted instantly.
Jules crossed her arms. “Well?”
Nina leaned on the wall. “Do we own the room yet?”
Leigh took a tiny step closer. “Do we look like we can save the house?”
I swallowed hard. “Yeah. Yeah, you do.”
I got out my credit card. Surely it had room enough left on it.
The next stop at the board felt unreal. The house was too bright, too quiet, too full of things I couldn’t afford to lose. I’d ironed the one decent shirt I owned and laid the paperwork out on the table. My notes were in a folder. The bylaws were highlighted. Everything should have felt prepared.
It didn’t.
The girls had taken over the hallway and bathroom like a backstage dressing room. Music played low from somebody’s phone. Makeup bags were everywhere. Hair ties, brushes, bobby pins, mascara tubes, compacts, half-zipped clothing scattered on the floor.
I stood in the doorway watching them move around each other with that strange, instinctive coordination they had, bumping hips, sharing mirrors, stealing products, laughing under their breath, nervous but pretending not to be.
Nina was in her bra and the black pencil skirt, leaning toward the hallway mirror, putting on eyeliner with absolute concentration, one eye half-closed. Every time she blinked, her ponytail swayed. Her stomach tightened when she steadied her hand. The skirt hugged her hips so tightly it looked painted on.
“Does this look crooked?” she asked without looking at me.
“Yes,” Jules said, passing behind her in just panties and her white blouse unbuttoned, hair half curled on one side and a mess on the other. “But so is the city, so it matches.”
Nina snorted and kept going.
Leigh was kneeling on the floor, curling her hair section by section, wearing only her bra and the gray skirt from earlier. Her bare back arched slightly each time she reached forward, the muscles shifting under her skin. She blew gently on the curling iron before touching a strand. Her cheeks were already a little pink from nerves.
She looked up at me from her knees. “You look stressed.”
“I am,” I said.
She smiled. “Then sit down before you fall over.”
Jules was now buttoning her blouse, slowly, carefully, watching the line of buttons like her life depended on it. Her fingers shook a little. “We did the work,” she said quietly. “We learned the procedure, we have the bylaws printed, we have the temporary exemption language ready. They can’t bulldoze us if we look like we know what we’re doing.”
Nina said, “We do know what we’re doing.”
“No, we don’t,” Leigh said. “But we’re trying, and sometimes that’s enough.”
Jules paused, adjusting her collar, then met my eyes. “We’re doing this for you, you know.”
I swallowed. “For us.”
Her expression softened for half a second.
Then Nina stepped back from the mirror and turned toward me. “Okay. How’s my hair? Professional? Dangerous? Professional-dangerous?”
“It works,” I said.
Leigh stood and smoothed her skirt. “Do we look like a housing society that cannot be pushed around?”
Jules grabbed the stack of paperwork from the table, tapping it into alignment. “We look like three women who will sue the city into dust if they mess with us.”
Nina grinned, sliding on her heels. “And like we could seduce our way out of a parking ticket.”
Leigh linked her arm with mine, her voice suddenly steady. “We’re ready.”
I looked at the three of them, polished, sharp, half-dressed just minutes ago, now transformed into something almost formidable.
And I knew one thing:
If we lost the house today, it wouldn’t be because we weren’t fighting.
The city building looked more imposing than I remembered. Gray concrete, tinted glass, planters with trees. My old pickup wheezed up the ramp like it was climbing a mountain. The muffler rattled. Something scraped the curb. When I turned the engine off, it coughed twice before quitting completely.
And then I saw them. My sister. Arms crossed. Mouth tight. Hair sprayed into a helmet. Standing next to her husband, who was already shaking his head at my truck like it personally offended him. Two lawyers. All of them wearing that look, disappointment, irritation, judgment rolled into one.
My sister’s eyes hit on me first. Then the truck. Then on me again. She sighed, loud enough I heard it through the windshield.
Before I could open the door, Jules leaned forward from the back seat and touched my arm. “Ignore them.”
“I can’t.”
“Yes,” Nina said, “you can.”
Leigh added softly, “We’ve got you.”
I stepped out of the truck. My sister muttered something to her husband. He nodded, smirking.
But then the girls filed out, and the entire group facing us went silent.
Nina slid down first, heels hitting pavement with a clean snap, black pencil skirt hugging her perfectly, white blouse crisp, hair pulled back in a severe ponytail that made her cheekbones sharper. She put on her glasses and checked the clasp of her blazer like she was about to walk into a courtroom.
Jules followed, tailored charcoal blazer, slit skirt, hair pinned up tight, eyeliner perfect. She stepped out like the sidewalk belonged to her. Her heel clicked once and she looked directly at my sister with a calm, professional expression that said she didn’t care who was watching.
Leigh came last. Soft blue blouse tucked cleanly into her skirt, hair curled just enough, glasses she didn’t need but wore perfectly. She smoothed her blazer, adjusted her bag, and stood straight, chin up, eyes steady.
All three stood beside me like we were a team. A real one, too. No hesitation. No nerves showing.
My sister blinked at them like she couldn’t compute what she was seeing.
“Who are these?” she asked, voice thin.
Jules stepped forward before I could answer.
“We’re the board of the Westline Community Housing Stewardship Association,” she said calmly.
My sister frowned. “You’re the what?”
Nina smiled politely. “We’re here to protect the property.”
Leigh added, “And to ensure the city follows proper procedure.”
My cousin’s jaw actually dropped.
Jules held out her hand to my sister. “You must be family. How wonderful! I’m Julia. This is Nina, and this is Leigh.”
My sister didn’t shake her hand. She just stared between them and me, her mouth tightening. “You brought this?”
“They’re my team,” I said.
Nina stepped closer to me, placing a steadying hand on my arm. Her voice was crisp, controlled. “We need to get inside. We’re on a tight schedule.”
Leigh gave me a small, encouraging smile. “We’re ready if you are.”
I swallowed, squared my shoulders, and nodded.
My sister started to say something, but Jules beat her to it.
“If you’ll excuse us,” she said, stepping past her, heels clicking like gunshots up the pavement.
Nina and Leigh flanked me as we walked toward the door.
And for the first time all year, I didn’t feel outnumbered. I felt backed. We went inside.
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