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HAREMLIT FACEBOOK GROUPS


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

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

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

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

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





ABOUT HOME OFFICE HAREM


I thought I had the classic life: husband, mortgage, steady job. When my wife Naomi left, she took everything, leaving me a single father overwhelmed by daily challenges. With help from my enticing younger neighbors, Ashley and Liz, and their friends Nidhi and Kate, I found unexpected love and support to heal my soul. Together we created a loving, unconventional family, only for Naomi to return and threaten what we'd built. To truly move forward and heal, we must adapt, face change, and redefine family on our own terms.

Home Office Harem is an age-gap, slice-of-life, harem romance with explicit scenes and emotional stakes.


To those who have experienced love and loss, and still take the steps to live life to its fullest.


This world is full of conflicts and full of things that cannot be reconciled. But there are moments when we can... reconcile and embrace the whole mess, and that's what I mean by 'Hallelujah.'

LEONARD COHEN


PART ONE
HOME WRECKER



CHAPTER 1
THIS ISN'T GOING TO WORK FOR ME


Columns of numbers stretch across my display. The middle of tax season is overwhelming, and every day is full of immediate priorities. My regular clients take precedence, but new accounts still sign up this season.

They all keep me busy with emails and phone calls demanding my services. I've been in my office above the garage for over two weeks, so my home life seems distant. I've only left my office to eat and sleep; I know I’m battling burnout.

The door to my office opens, and I nod my head at my wife, Naomi. Locking her down in college was like winning the lottery. Naomi has a voluptuous figure, thick ass, and long legs that she loves to show off. Her breasts always strain the material tailored tops of her flight attendant uniform. Her dark amber hair perfectly offset her emerald green eyes.

I don't get jealous of the attention she gets when we go out, but rather proud that she's mine. Naomi is sexier than any porn star, even after five years of marriage and one baby. Seeing her pretty face enter my domain, my cock comes to life.

I spin toward her and rise out of my office chair. I pause to arch back to stretch my sore muscles from slouching at my desk. Naomi walks toward me, her brow creased with worry, and wearing a rare frown. I tilt my head and close the distance, reaching to pull her close. Instead of enjoying a hug, her hand presses against my chest, keeping me at arm's length.

“Matt, this isn’t going to work for me,” Naomi says in a measured tone.

“What’s not working, babe?” She’s caught me off guard with being sequestered in my office, drowning in spreadsheets and tax documents. “Do you need help with Jack?”

Jack is our one-year-old boy. He is pretty tame most of the time, but can get cranky without a grown-up’s attention. We take turns with Jack to balance our time. We also augment Jack's care with a collection of babysitters when we get busy with our jobs.

Working from home, I’m always close if there is an emergency. Naomi is a flight attendant and is often away from home for a few days when she’s on a hop. I asked her to take the first week of February off so I could get a head start on tax season. Before the week ended, I pleaded to extend her break another week.

“This,” Naomi says, waving her arms. “Us. You and me. None of it is working. I want out. I want a divorce.”

My eyes widen in shock, and my mouth drops open. “This is coming from left field, babe. We can work it out if we talk about it. Do you want to see a counselor?”

“No,” Naomi says, resting her fists on her hips. “Aren’t you listening? It’s not working anymore. I want a divorce.”

“Naomi,” I drop my voice and stare at her. “You know it’s not as easy as that. We have to get lawyers, and it takes time. I still don’t understand, though. Why do you want a divorce?”

“I don’t love you anymore. There, I said it.” Naomi pushes her fingers through her hair and shakes her head. “I haven’t had feelings for you in months. I could stay and be a mother to Jack. As long as I was on the flight schedule, I would get a break. I was wrong.”

“What does that mean?” My voice grows louder as anger wells up inside me. “What the fuck does your flight schedule have to do with you and me?”

“It has everything to do with me, don’t you get it?” Her head shakes, then she bites her lip, tapping her finger on her chin. Her calm determination while she stares at me makes my mouth dry. “Fine. I've been cheating on you with Trent.”

“Trent? The captain of your flight crew? He’s married. I met his wife at the Christmas party.”

“Ex-wife,” Naomi says with a sigh, staring at me with a cold expression. “They got divorced after the new year. He left her, and the divorce is final. We love each other, and I want to be with him.”

“What the hell!” I shout at her. “What about your son? I can’t believe you. What the hell happened between us? I’ve done nothing but support you.” I wave my hands around at our custom-built home, with a pool and a jacuzzi, a custom kitchen, and the best home electronics. “I’ve given you everything you’ve asked for and more.”

“You haven’t given me your time,” Naomi says. “When I’m home, you’re working, morning, noon, and night.”

“Someone has to pay the mortgage and the credit cards.” Fuming now, I stare at a woman I no longer recognize as my loving wife. She's become an utter stranger.

“It’s over, Matt,” Naomi says again, her voice calm and steady. “I’m leaving. I’ve already packed my clothes. I’ll arrange for movers to collect the rest of my things. Get a lawyer. Here’s my lawyer’s card.” She pushes a business card against my chest. I grab it, and she pulls her hand away.

“What about Jack?”

“I don't have time for this right now. I need to catch my flight. Call your lawyer.” Naomi glances over her shoulder, cold eyes devoid of any warmth fixed on me. When she turns, she tosses her head and strides out of my home office without looking back. Standing dumbstruck as her heels click down the stairs, the garage door opens, and her car starts.

The truth hits me, it’s over between us. I'm going to be a divorced single dad. How the fuck is that going to work?

Dropping into my chair, I hold my head in my hands. Jack starts to cry, and I hear the sweet sounds of our neighbor, Ashley, trying to quiet him. Remembering when we found out we were pregnant, I know Naomi struggled with motherhood because it was unplanned. All it took was one slip-up—she missed her pill, and I didn’t use a condom. My memory of her crestfallen expression when she saw the test result is still vivid.

Returning to my computer, I pull up my phone list and search for the lawyer I have on retainer. Being a CPA, there is always a chance of being sued. He picks up on the first ring.

“Naomi wants a divorce,” I say without emotion. “She cheated on me, and I don’t want to give her a dime. I want full custody of Jack. Can you make that happen quickly, Frank?” Rubbing my head as he replies, I answer his question. “She’s already gone. Here is her lawyer’s number," I say before reading the numbers on the card aloud for Frank to copy. “She's already confessed to infidelity. I need to prioritize Jack; he needs a father. I want custody, I don’t care about our division of assets.”

Frank tells me he'll take care of it, and I toss her lawyer’s card into my trash bin. Staring into space, my life shifts as I realize the responsibilities of a single dad. How do I fucking prioritize all of the duties that just fell into my lap?

Even with the massive pile of work in my inbox, my priority is caring for Jack. I'll need to find a nanny. I’ll have to figure out the other puzzle parts as a go-along. Hearing my business line ring, I lean under my desk and yank the phone cable from the wall. Next priority, no new customers until I figure this shit out.

Finishing the project I'm working on, I tidy my desk, exit my office, and walk downstairs. I hear Jack still sniffling, and guilt tugs at my gut because I didn’t run to him when he was bawling when his mother left. Naomi didn't even tell him goodbye.

At the bottom of the stairs, I turn toward the living room. Ashley is cradling Jack to her chest, rocking him while he sniffles. His eyes droop as I stand beside Ashley, lean down, and pull Jack into my arms. I wrap my arms around my son and kiss his cheek.

“Dada,” he leans back, watching me. “Momma, go bye-bye?”

“Yeah, buddy,” I say, the lump in my throat growing as he frowns at the news. “It’s just us, kiddo.”

He wraps his arms around my neck and rests his head against my shoulder. His breath warms my neck as I rub his back. I rock back and forth while watching Ashley. She’s lived next door for as long as I can remember. She turned nineteen after she graduated from high school last spring. She decided to stay home and skip the first year of college. Ashley gazes up at me, her eyes smeared with black mascara rings from crying.

I attempt a smile as I pat Jack’s back, but all I can manage is a straight face. Ashley rises and wraps her arms around both of us. We stand together for a long moment. My thoughts are a mess, and I don’t know what to say.

“She’s just such a bitch.” Ashley breaks the silence, and I snort before giving her a look.

“I’m going to put Jack down, but don't leave. I need to talk to you.”

“Okay. He’s been fed. He had a busy day. He’ll sleep through the night, as late as it is.” Ashley says, pressing her fingertip against her lip, and taps as she thinks. “Can I make you dinner?”

“What about your folks?” I ask, feeling Jack’s breathing slow into a steady cadence.

“They’re gone,” Ashley shrugs. “They’ve embraced retirement, and now that ‘I’m an adult,’ they started traveling as often as possible. It’s just me, so I can make us both something if that’s okay.”

“Yeah, okay.” I nod at her and sway as I turn to take Jack to his room down the hall. “Thank you, I appreciate you.”

“I’ll be here,” Ashley says as I walk away.


CHAPTER 2
CALL ME MATT


The baby monitor on the counter crackles with Jack’s deep breathing. Ashley is putting the finishing touches on a pasta dish as I return to the kitchen. Ashley sets two plates on the small breakfast table in the kitchen. I sit in the chair with a cold beer next to the plate. I hold it without drinking as I consider how to start a conversation.

“Thank you for making dinner,” I say, then take a small sip. I shouldn't drink too much, but one beer is okay.

“You’re welcome,” Ashley says, picking up the skillet while stirring with her other hand and walking to the table. “I enjoy cooking and taking care of Jack. I’m better at this than I was at school.”

She spoons out my portion of fettuccine Alfredo with grilled chicken. The savory aroma is divine, and I pick up my fork. I’d skipped lunch again, so I'm hungry. Ashley smiles as she gives me an extra spoonful before sliding the rest onto her plate.

“I thought you did well in school?” I say, spooling some of the buttery noodles around my fork. "Your parents always brag about you being on the honor roll."

“I did well, but I didn’t enjoy it. College doesn’t interest me. That’s why I’ve taken a year to think about my next steps.”

Ashley brings her fork to her mouth, extending her tongue. I force myself to focus on my plate. Ashley is too young, and I don't need to be tempted. I eat another forkful, chewing and thinking before taking another swig of beer. Putting it down, I nod back at Ashley.

“That’s pretty wise, I think.” I shrug my shoulders. “I’m not sure I’d choose to be an accountant, knowing what other things I can do. I work for the money and the security, not because I enjoy it.”

“You must like it a little with the hours you keep.” She takes another bite, and her lips seal against the metal of the fork. I can’t turn away as she pulls the fork between her lips and smiles. “What did you want to talk about?”

“Huh?” I mutter and shake my head. “Right. I wanted to know if you wanted to have more hours. With … “ I had to pause as my throat tightened with emotion. Blowing out a breath, I start again. “With Naomi gone, I’ll need help earlier in the morning and later at night through tax season. I’ll start looking for a nanny, but the search might take a while.”

“I’m not doing anything,” Ashley shrugs and smiles. “Like I said, I love caring for Jack and enjoy making things easy on you. You work hard, and I can tell you’re a good father. Jack adores you.”

“So, does that mean you'll do it?” I smile at her, stab a piece of chicken, and spin the fork around some noodles. “I’m offering you a full-time job. Maybe on weekends, too. I need to figure out how to take care of the everyday things, like grocery shopping.”

“Yes, I’d love to do it,” Ashley says, taking a small bite of her food. “I should call and ask my parents, but they want me to make my own decisions. They keep telling me that I'm an adult now. I think they want to sell the house and downsize so they can travel more. But I don't have anywhere else to live.” She grins up at me. “I’m sorry, I'm rambling. Yes, I'd love to. I’ll figure out the details.”

“Can you start in the morning, say seven?” I ask, scraping the plate for the last forkful of chicken and noodles. “I’ll get Jack up and feed him breakfast before then.”

“That sounds perfect.” Ashley smiles at me as I pick up my beer and take a large sip. “I’ll take care of the dishes tonight. You have a lot of things on your mind. I’ll make sure Jack has everything he needs. I’ll make you dinner each night, too. I’ll let myself out. You should get some rest.”

“You’re coming through for me,” I say, and stretch out my arms above my head before I stand up. “You know the codes to all the locks. Do you need a set of car keys to take Jack anywhere?”

"Not right away.” Ashley picks up my plate and turns to grab hers, and puts them in the sink. “I think tomorrow, Jack will just enjoy his shows and play downstairs. I’ll make sure he’s entertained.”

“Tell me if you need anything,” I say before returning to my bedroom. “I need to get my mind right, and we’ll figure things out together. How’s that sound?”

“Anything you need, just ask, Mr. Lewis,” Ashley says, smiling. She stands, turns, and focuses on cleaning up from dinner and filling the dishwasher.

“Call me Matt, Ashley. If you’ll be here every day, we can drop the formalities.”

“Okay, boss!” Ashley says and giggles, turning and giving me a playful smile. “I’ll try, but I can’t promise to remember. I’ve called you Mr. Lewis since I met you.”

I turn and head down the hall, shaking my head at how time flies. Ashley and her parents have lived next door since Naomi and I moved in years ago. Ashley was in middle school and always hung around her best friend, Liz. I’ve watched them grow from awkward schoolgirls into beautiful young women.

They always had similar appearances and bubbly personalities, which made them a fun distraction when Naomi was on her trips. At some point, they asked if they could use my pool. Without much thought, I told them to swim whenever they wanted.

Naomi was often away on assignments, leaving me alone. It was nice to have them enjoy the pool that Naomi never used. Besides, watching them lounging in the sun was always... I shook my head. I had no time for the temptation of two young women in bikinis. I turned on the television in my room, flipping through streaming apps.

I don't like any of the options, so I turn off the TV and pick up my phone. I thought about what to do. I tap out some things on my Notes app, creating a few to-do lists for all the sundry things I must complete to keep the house running. It wasn’t that difficult once I realized I was alone in making decisions. I no longer need to negotiate every detail with Naomi.

I hear the front door open and close, and the whirr of our electronic lock. I look at my list, tap the Share button, and add Ashley to the saved Note. I then text her so she’ll know what to do.

No problem, Mr. Lewis.

The dots continue to whirl as she types another text immediately.

Matt. Sorry.

Thank you, Ash.

Matt? Would it be okay if Liz helped every once in a while?

I thought for a moment. They were still close friends. They were respectful and courteous. Liz could be more outgoing than Ashley, but she wasn’t wild. She cared for Jack a few times when Ashley was busy doing something else.

Yes. So long as your attention stays on Jack. Both of you.

Of course!

She sends back a stream of emojis, smiley faces, and things I have trouble understanding. Turning off my phone, I slide it onto the charging pad on my bedside table. I click off the lights and turn onto my side, waiting for sleep to overtake me. I am exhausted from work, and my emotions are a complete mess. I’m sure I’ll slip into dreamland without any trouble.

My eyes close, and my breathing slows. An image of Naomi looking over her shoulder with cold eyes pops into my head. As that apparition fades, two young girls wearing bikinis and smiling come into focus—Ashley and Liz. How do their nubile bodies appear under their swimsuits?

My mind keeps cycling through images of the two of them. I try to rid my imagination of the allure of their youthful bodies. But I can't stop thinking of their glowing smiles, blue eyes, and young curves. When my cock gets hard, I know I won’t be able to sleep with an erection.

I slip from under the sheets and push my boxers down. Wrapping my fist around my cock I start a slow stroke. I give in to my lust and focus on their youthful bodies and bright blue eyes. I imagine their laughter and giggles as I stroke to the tip and back. I whisper their names aloud as my arousal grows. Soon, I'm murmuring their names as my hips lift from the bed. I hit my peak, jerking my hand and shooting hot ribbons of cum all over my stomach.

“Jesus, Matt,” I say aloud, walking nude to my bathroom to clean up. “You need to get a grip.”

When I’m back between the sheets, my head hits the pillow, and I fade into a deep sleep.


PART TWO

DOUBLE TROUBLE


CHAPTER 1
I NEED TO GET MY SHIT TOGETHER


It’s not even noon, and I’m exhausted. My eyes are sore, and my lower back aches. Standing up, I stretch my arms above my head, looking up at the ceiling and exhaling slowly. Thinking I’m near the finish line, I survey my desk and side tables. Since tax season is ending, the amount of work I've accomplished is staggering, and I know I'm close to burning out. Leaning down, I collect a single mother’s neatly stacked tax documents. When I slide them into an envelope, I realize my final client project is complete. I scan my desk, double-checking for any remaining packages I may have misplaced.

Scanning my office, my mind drifts to the dumpster fire of my recently dissolved marriage. My ex-wife, Naomi, left our son, Jack, and me two months ago, and the divorce was finalized last week. I’m still in a little bit of shock.

I have my share of the blame. I worked alone in my home office for countless hours while she dealt with Jack, our eighteen-month-old son. Her sudden departure required me to find someone to care for our son during the weeks she traveled for her flight attendant job. Luckily, my next-door neighbor, Ashley, was our regular babysitter. When I asked if she was available, she assumed the role of Jack’s nanny on the days I had custody. It was one less thing to worry about during my busy tax season.

When the last bit of stacking and filing the tax packages is complete, I survey my space. It's an utter disaster—stacks of papers and folders heaped over furniture, personal electronics, and devices in disarray on the shelves. There’s no one to blame for the chaos besides myself; this is my workspace. I bend at the waist to touch my toes and stretch my lower back, deciding to tidy up later. I'm antsy to leave the room and check on Jack. I have custody this week until Naomi returns tonight. Then I won’t see him for another week.

I feel guilty over how busy I’ve been with work, starting early and working late to finish the returns on time. However, Ashley is great with Jack and is happy to care for and entertain him. I’ve settled into a regrettable routine of handing him off to her in the morning. Ashley takes over, keeping him occupied, feeding him breakfast, lunch, and dinner, and putting him to bed. While I continue to work, Ashley prepares me a dinner plate and keeps it in the microwave until I am ready to eat dinner alone.

We communicate primarily by text because I’ve been overwhelmed with client tax returns, divorce issues, and shopping for our sundries. I try to force myself to quit early and eat with Jack or enjoy one of the cartoon movies he enjoys with him. My mind is focused on work, though. Before I know it, Ashley puts him to bed, cleans the kitchen, texts me, and walks next door to sleep for the night.

I feel shame for my detachment from my fatherly responsibilities. With tax season over, I resolve to take the rest of the week off. When Jack returns next week, I’ll clean up, reorganize my office, and prepare to be a fully attentive father.

I need to get my shit together.

I close the door to my office and head downstairs. It's quiet on this side of the house, so I can concentrate and be productive without distractions. Now that tax season is over, I’m considering changing my routines and adjusting my schedule to work fewer hours. I want to balance my life better, including spending more time with Jack while he’s awake.

I reach the bottom of the stairs and shake my head to clear my mind. The house is still—too calm. Where are they?

The days have gotten warmer, so my daily uniform is gym shorts and t-shirts. There’s no reason to dress up to commute to an office when I'm working from home. I'm about to text her when I hear a splash from outside. They must be swimming in the pool.

Last week, the pool service cleaned the pool and started the heater to make it warm enough to enjoy. Ashley is probably dying to do anything other than be inside with a toddler. I remember her smile when I told her she and Jack could start swimming.

I pause for a second to picture Ashley in her bikini. Sure, I've known her since she wore braces, but now she's a grown woman. She has wavy brunette hair, blue eyes, full breasts, a taut abdomen, and a round bottom. Her nubile figure appears in my dreams, but I keep those thoughts to myself. Ashley never realizes how hot she is; she does everything with a youthful innocence. I don't recall ever seeing her with a boyfriend.

Thinking about my babysitter, soaking wet in a skimpy bathing suit, stiffens my cock. I've often fantasized about her and Liz, her best friend. They are both nineteen, with long brown hair, perky racks, and dazzling blue eyes. I have to admit I enjoy taking breaks to fantasize about the two nubile girls and what I’d like to do to them. I need to keep these daydreams on lockdown. Nothing is going to happen. I’m way too old for those two.

So I exhale and shake my head, clearing invasive thoughts about my almost live-in babysitter and her mirror-image bestie. I adjust my growing hard-on in my gym shorts. I go commando when it's as hot as it’s been, which makes abrupt erections challenging to hide. I breathe until I’m not pitching a tent, then walk towards the sliding glass door to see what made that splash.


CHAPTER 2
OLD ENOUGH TO DO ADULT STUFF


As I reach the door, it slides open, and a dark-haired woman crashes into me as she rushes in. I catch her in my arms to stop her from falling. I'm initially confused by who the woman hurrying inside my house could be, but I soon recognize the shapely body I'm holding.

"Sorry, Liz."

Liz and Ashley are so similar in appearance that they're often mistaken for sisters. The only difference is Liz has darker brown hair, while Ashley's brunette has a hint of golden highlights. They both have round boobs and firm asses. Their abdomens are well-defined and tanned from spending time in the sun around my pool.

"Oh, hey, Mr. Lewis." Liz smiles up at me.

I break from my reverie, realizing her bikini-clad breasts are pressing against my chest. My cock comes back to life, thickening in my shorts. I'm sure it's poking her because her hips are at the right height. She glances down and then back up, giving me a knowing smirk. I let her go and step back, turning away and putting distance between us.

"Call me ‘Matt,’" I remind her for the millionth time. "You're not in high school anymore; you can use my name."

Liz shifts her gaze down to my crotch and back up with a sultry grin, noticing my erection.

“Sorry, Matt.” She laughs, her eyes full of sass. “I forget that we're peers now. Old enough to do adult stuff.”

She bites her lip, and I swallow hard, looking at her. It's difficult to ignore her pert breasts.

"What was that splash?" I ask, changing the topic. I take in her soaking wet state, slicked-back hair, and the water streaming off her body onto the tile. I reach for a towel from a stack we keep near the sliding door to the pool. She does the same and gathers her brown locks into a tail over one shoulder. With the innocent movement, her boobs bounce inside the skimpy bikini top. My eyes wander to her rigid nipples, which are on prominent display under the thin triangles of fabric.

“Jack loves watching me cannonball," Liz says as she sways using the towel, and my eyes drop to her ass. She continues to squeeze the excess water from her hair in the towel, which only causes her breasts to bob in my periphery.

Without thinking, I kneel to mop up the puddle under her. It seeps back towards the open door, and I lean forward to stop the flow. When my forehead presses against her thigh, I raise my eyes to apologize. But my gaze focuses on her baby-blue, cheeky bikini. I dent my lip, looking at her slick, tan skin along the edge of her suit.

My mouth is inches away from her soaked bottoms. I can't help but imagine the honey pot just behind the material. I'm wondering if her mound is bare under the thin Lycra. If I inhale through my nose, will I smell her arousal? Liz doesn't move an inch, and when I finish ogling and peek up at her, her deep blue eyes connect with mine.

"Sorry," I say, scooting back and away from the temptation.

My cock juts out, tenting my shorts. If I dare stand, she’ll notice and know my lustful thoughts. Mopping the water, I gather the towel into a ball and cover my boner before rising to my feet.

Liz's gaze stays locked on my groin until she pans back up to my eyes. We stare at each other as she bites her lip. She has to know how hard I am for her.

It's been months since Naomi abandoned Jack and me. I’ve been too busy to have a social life or dive back into the dating scene. I take care of my sexual needs manually late at night, often imagining Ashley, Liz, or both of them while stroking my cock. They’re the only two people I’m around with any regularity. I rationalize that it’s just an innocent fantasy I use to fill up my spank bank. Masturbation is an essential part of men's health.

The number of ribald stories of these young women my mind conjures up keeps climbing because Ashley has been in my house almost every waking hour since Naomi left. Incredibly, neither of the girls has tempted me until now. I keep my relationship with her professional. But Liz isn't our neighbor and doesn’t work for me. Both of them are adults now and, for all I know, sexually active. Yet their nubile innocence is alluring. A fact I've dwelled on with my late-night fantasies and daydreams.

I've seen them both in bikinis many times, but never this close. The thin material can't hide her stiff nipples. My eyes drop to her crotch. Am I imagining the outline of her pussy? Her effect on me is noticeable as my cock throbs under the barrier of towels.

Our eyes meet again, and a blush rises on her cheeks as she lowers her stare at my erection. It's tenting my shorts, barely covered by the damp cotton clump I'm holding over my bulge. I’m unsure how to handle the lust building inside me. I need to back away from this alluring young woman now. I'll take the edge off my lustful desires the way I should: with my hand, in the privacy of my bedroom.

Liz must know what's going on in my mind. Her eyes flick from my face to my crotch, taking in all the signs of my arousal. Our eyes meet, and it's like we're measuring the temperature between us when Ashley strolls into the kitchen with Jack on her hip and smiles at me.

"Oh! Hi Mr. Lewis… I mean Matt." Her girlish, self-conscious giggle only worsens my situation.

We snap out of our reverie when Ashley coughs in the silence. We turn away momentarily, and then our focus drifts back to stare at each other's bodies. I can't force my eyes away from Liz’s wet bikini top. But I need to try to purge the vision of how it clings to the curves of her perky breasts. I shouldn't think about her stiff nipples or what's underneath her drenched, cheeky shorts. But her eyes keep focusing on the bulge I can't seem to hide. We keep forgetting Ashley stands beside us with my son in her arms.

“So…” She adjusts Jack on her hip.

Jack reaches out to steady himself and grips the side of Ashley’s light-blue bikini top. He tugs the triangle of nylon to the side, exposing her round breast almost to the nipple. She grabs his fingers and pulls them free, but my memory cycles over the glimpse of her bare breast. Her cheeks flush with embarrassment as my mind races, comparing the two sets of bikini-covered breasts.

My concentration on Ashley’s breast empties my thoughts, and I try to clear my head when Ashley stammers, “I… I should get Jack a snack before I put him down for a nap.”

We measure each other as I hold the bundle of towels against my hard-on. I swallow with discomfort, then nod and attempt to smile. Ashley’s gaze drops to my crotch in slow motion. My Adam's apple bobs as I focus on her pink tongue sweeping across her lips as she raises her eyes and smiles.

I move back so she can walk past me into the kitchen. Suddenly, it's just Liz, me, and my erection in a staring match. It's like an old western showdown, and we’re waiting for the strike of noon to pull the trigger. I glance at Liz and see the pool deck door is open. I press the crumpled towel into Liz’s taut stomach and step outside.

“Gonna take a swim and cool off,” I mumble.

I don't look back but hear the door slide closed, and I think I'm safe. I try to calm down and empty all these wild fantasies while I walk away. It’s no use, and the two tempting young women continue to evolve into sexpots in my mind. With my state of arousal, it’s hard to shake the intrusive thoughts of both of them naked. Seeing them as the innocent young girls from our suburban neighborhood is impossible now.

I must stop the idea of my cock slipping between their lips before I take it too far and do something reckless. I stumble when I glance over my shoulder and see Liz behind me, biting her lip.

“I want to come, too." She giggles. “Besides, I need a better look."


CHAPTER 3
LET’S HAVE SOME FUN!


I freeze, unable to turn around and face her. I know she wants an unobstructed view of the tentpole in my pants.

"At what?" I ask anyway, closing my eyes and taking a deep breath, trying to calm myself.

"Your cock, Matt," Liz replies without any embarrassment.

Liz steps beside me, and my head turns to peer at her. She glances over her shoulder to check if Ashley is watching from inside the house. Turning back to stare at me, she grabs my stiff rod through my shorts.

"Liz..." I try to make it sound like a warning, but it sounds like an encouraging moan.

“Damn. You sure are packing." She grips my shaft and pulls. Her grip slides the smooth satin of my athletic shorts up and down my length.

I arch my hips, pushing my length through her fingers and egging her on because the sensation is so incredible. The naughty thoughts whirling around my imagination are like an out-of-control train with no brakes. Part of me knows I need to push her hand away. My reasoning is so fogged with lust I can only stand rooted to that spot. A few more strokes, and I'm flexing my ass, fucking my throbbing cock through her fist.

Liz tightens her grip and tugs on my manhood. "C'mon, let's get in the jacuzzi. Ashley can't see us from the kitchen."

The thought of Ashley catching Liz fondling me sends a signal of lust from my brain to my shaft, and she chuckles when I stiffen against her fingers. "Mmm, do you want her to catch us, Matt? Should we wait until Jack goes down for his nap?"

I'm at a loss and impulsively nod before shaking my head rapidly. “Get in the water,” I whisper gruffly as Liz squeezes me.

“Alright, cool. Let’s have some fun!” She turns to smile over her shoulder and winks, pulling me along by her grip on my phallus. “You know, now that we're adults." Her sassy wink pulls my lips into a smirk.

When we get to the edge of the hot tub, Liz lets go of my shaft. She steps down into the jacuzzi, onto the cement seat, and pivots back. Before I can step away, she yanks my shorts past my knees. My dick eagerly pops out as I'm rooted to the spot. Her blue eyes lock on my bobbing shaft, then slowly angle up to meet my eyes. I twist back toward the house, desperate to slow things down. But our retaining wall blocks the kitchen window. I'm out of objections and excuses, and I start to accept that this is happening.

Her azure eyes glint as she grips me again and tugs until I stagger forward. My resistance to this blue-eyed nymph drops to zero as she leans close. Time slows as she swirls her tongue around my tip, staring at me. Her eyes widen with desire and a touch of innocence. Liz kisses the tip of my cock and winks. A raw moan spills from my open mouth as she pushes her lips and surrounds my head. She sucks hard and pulls me deep into her mouth.

“Fuck, Liz,” I breathe out in warning. The words slip like sin over my teeth and tongue, but I don't want her to stop—I'm already too far gone. My cock moves in and out of her lips, and I force myself to forget she graduated high school only eight months ago. She hums around my crown, lapping at the stream of precum oozing from my tip. My pulse quickens as she bobs her head, cheeks hollowing out as she sucks. With each motion, she takes more of me into her mouth.

“Mmm, you taste good,” Liz purrs as she pulls off me. I wake from my reverie and realize I'm standing exposed on the deck with my shorts around my ankles and my cock almost poking Liz's eye.

"I should go," I start to say. My voice is a whisper, but I don't turn away from the temptress. Instead, I do the opposite, and I slide down onto the edge of the jacuzzi and spread my thighs, encouraging her sinful desires.

“Yeah. You should stay, Matt.” Liz nods at me wickedly. She pushes my legs open and kneels on the seat, her ass dipping under the water. She grabs the base of my cock and slides her mouth up and down both sides, spreading her warm spit over my shaft.

Using both hands, I comb her damp hair and form a tail. Keeping our eyes locked, I tighten my grip and give a soft tug to pull her closer. She moans, and her tongue wags across the bottom of my shaft. I ease my grasp, and she pulls her mouth back off me and stares into my eyes.

“I want to try deep-throating you,” Liz says, spitting on my tip. She uses her fingers to spread the slick spit along my throbbing rod. “You're so thick, Matt. I've only seen cocks in porn, and you're almost as long as them. Don't worry, I've been practicing with my dildo.”

My mind stutters at the thought of this nubile nineteen-year-old choking herself on a fake dong. How many boys has Liz had sex with? I growl from my throat and tighten my fingers in her hair. Her eyes flare as she pushes her mouth lower, and I hear her gag. I tug to pull her further down until she gags, pressing her hands against my thighs. I loosen my grip, and she slides back. Damn, she's fantastic for never having sucked a real dick. Liz suckles the tip of my cock, her eyes watching mine, calculating.

“Fuck,” she says and spits another wad of thick saliva on my tip. She stares at me as she spreads the slick goo over my shaft. “I think I've got it now. Tug when I gurgle.”

I shake my head at the audacity of her words but grin in encouragement. My hold tightens in her hair as she sinks her mouth back over my cock. When her throat makes a loud noise, I pull again. My eyes roll back as my crown squeezes into her opening and slides deep into her throat. Her lips surround the base of my pole, and our eyes meet as I glance down at her.

Tears drip from the corner of her eyes as she focuses on me. She forces a swallow as I hold her head tight against me, prolonging the sensation. Liz taps my thighs, and I loosen my grasp. She pulls back with a gasp, but her hands keep stroking my dick. My hips shift, wanting to angle my cock back into her mouth. She grins up at me and licks her lips.

“Face fuck me.” Her words goad me as her lips envelop my crown, pushing lower. Without a second thought, I grip her hair again, holding her head. Rising from the edge, I stand in the shallow water of the jacuzzi, flexing my hips to push deeper inside her as Liz relaxes her throat. Thrusting into her eager mouth, I stare into the blue eyes of a girl I've known since she had braces. Filled with lust, I plunge my cock deep into her maw as she gags and gurgles like a porn star. I'm close to my peak and know I won't be able to hold back. I tug her hair, and she blinks. I loosen my grip as she pulls back.

“On my tits,” Liz says, noticing I'm on edge.

I'm speechless as she strokes me, and I bite off a moan. With a saucy smirk, she tugs down her bikini top, and her large breasts bounce free. Her perfect, pink-tinged aureolas form circles around the stiff, darker nipples sitting atop her creamy tits. I lick my lips, wanting to suck each one into my mouth. Liz keeps stroking my cock, and my core tightens, electricity dancing across the tip.

“C'mon, Matt. I want you to shoot your cum on my tits,” she urges, opening her mouth and sticking out her tongue.

That does it for me. I groan as my balls tense and my root pulses in her tight fist. The first rope shoots out and hits her cheek. The next bolt of semen spurts dead center between her open lips. Her eyes flash as she pulls my cock down, aiming at her breasts. Her small hand jerks rope after rope, milking my seed into her round, juicy melons.

When my cock stops pulsing, I settle my ass back on the edge of the jacuzzi. Liz uses her other hand to scoop off the first shot of my cum from the side of her face. She fixes her eyes on me as she sucks the pearl off her finger. Hearing her hum as she enjoys my flavor, I stare at her. She winks, then starts licking my shaft along both sides. Slurping the stray globs she's spread over my shaft has me stiffening again.

I'm in a daze as she cleans me. With a firm squeeze, she pulls the final drop from my slit. Grinning in victory, she eases back into the jacuzzi, floating on her back with glimmering droplets of my cum decorating her chest. The opalescence in the sunlight is like scattered pearls below her neck.

“You're sexy as hell, Liz,” I growl before reaching and pulling her out of the jacuzzi.

I bend down and pull one of Liz's hard nipples between my lips, sucking hard to draw it deep. She moans in approval, arching to push more of her tit into my mouth. I glance up and watch her scooping my cum off her tits and licking it off her fingers. My hands drop to her bottom, squeezing those ripe young cheeks. Having her in my arms, gripping her perfect ass, keeps my cock rock-hard. In my haze of lust, all I can think of is wrapping her tight pussy around me.

"What the hell are you two doing?" I hear Ashley sing out with a giggle just before she turns the corner. I slant my eyes at her, still sucking on Liz's tit. Ashley's lips curl into a round shape as she gasps. "Oh, fuck, Liz," Ashley says with a giggle. "You did it. Dammit, I wanted to be first."


CHAPTER 4
DO YOU WANT TO TRY?


My jaw relaxes, and Liz's breast pulls out of my mouth when she slides off my lap. Sitting on the pool's edge, wearing only a t-shirt, I focus on Ashley and ignore my rigid cock jutting up from my groin. Ashley’s gaze drops in slow motion to my shaft, and I lean back on my hands. It's too late to hide it, so I give my babysitter an unobstructed view.

I’m going to Hell for this.



Liz pushes herself out of the water and walks towards Ashley, nodding and smiling. “Fuck yeah, I did,” she says, hugging her best friend, her bare breasts pressing into her friend's bikini-clad chest. “I took him all the way down to the root. My god, Ash, his whole cock was in my throat. Do you want to try?”

My brain must be malfunctioning; there can be no other explanation. These two young women have been hanging around my house since middle school. How can they be talking about sucking my cock so casually? Liz leads her to the jacuzzi and lowers herself back into the water. Ashley settles next to me, her hand on my shoulder as she sits beside me. She slides her feet and calves into the pool, and her warm thigh presses against mine. Liz's top is floating on the pool’s surface behind her, but her bikini bottoms are still in place.

“So you liked getting your cock sucked by a sexy teenager and coming on her tits, Matt?” Ashley asks, curling a wisp of hair behind her ear with a shy, naive smile. She glances down at my dick, and it throbs as if saying hello.

“Yeah.” I laugh. “It was fun.” I groan at my uncool words as I stare into Ashley’s innocent eyes.

She focuses on me, then angles down to stare at my manhood and back up into my eyes. “I've never touched a real one before,” she says and reaches for my semi-rigid cock.

Holy shit! She’s a virgin?



I inhale a gasp as her small hand wraps around my cock and squeezes.

“It's hot,” she whispers in awe as her fingers tighten and stroke up and down. Her grip is firm, pulling the skin of my cock over the hard steel of my shaft. I emit a soft moan and tense my hips. I shift my gaze to Liz as she watches the smooth pulls of Ashley's hand. Both girls stare with rapt attention as Ashley works my rigid rod. Liz flicks her gaze to mine, and then a mercurial grin spreads across her face. Her lips are swollen, reminding me of her mouth wrapped around my cock and how her mouth slid over my crown. She sucked me deep, then asked me to face fuck her.

I need to slow this down.



But Ashley's steady strokes chase any thoughts of stopping away. I push away any guilt that creeps into my mind. Both of the girls are willing, over eighteen, and adults. I didn’t coerce them. My consent was hesitant at first, but they have an exuberant enthusiasm to learn about sex. I convince myself with a twisted thought that I will treat them better than some horny teenage boy.

Fuck it. I’m all in on whatever happens.



“He has such a nice cock. I love the musky flavor. It's so good,” Liz encourages her friend. She pushes her bottoms off, tossing them next to her floating bikini top. Naked, she moves behind Ashley and unties her bikini. While Ashley continues to stroke me, I pull off my t-shirt. Liz whistles with appreciation. “Ooh, he works out too, Ash.”

She drops Ashley's top to the pool deck and leans to run her hand across my abdomen. I reach for Ashley's bare breast and cup it, squeezing her warm, soft flesh. She moans and tightens her grip on my dick, pushing her chest into my hand.

“You can squeeze harder. I like it rough," Ashley admits with a blush.

Her confession reminds me that I'm naked, sitting on the edge of my Jacuzzi, cupping my babysitter's tit while she strokes my rigid manhood. If any neighbors look over our fence, they'll see me completely nude, groping my teenage babysitters. Even with the thought of getting caught, I can't stop touching them. The back of my brain buzzes for me to go inside. But my hand tightens, pulling to tug Ashley's hard nipple.

The brunette goddess nods and moans, eyes staring into mine. “Mmhmm yeah, just like that. Twist it, too.”

I wring the trapped nipple hard as I stare at Liz. She's back in the water, kneeling between my thighs. Her eyes move with the motion of her bestie's hand gripping and stroking my cock. She glances at me with a wicked glint and lowers her head. Her head twists to suck one of my balls into her mouth. I grip a handful of Liz's hair while shifting to grope Ashley's other breast. I pinch her rigid point again, eliciting another moan from her.

“We should go inside,” I blurt out, looking at both girls. "I don't want to stop, but we could get into trouble if a neighbor catches us.”

“It's okay, Matt,” Ashley says with a sigh and then moans with arousal. “My parents won’t return until next month, and the Simpsons are on vacation.”

With a sigh of pleasure, I surrender and lean back on my hands, giving in to the pleasure of the two young women. Liz grips the base of my cock and strokes it a few times. When she points my tip at her friend, Ashley stares at it in a trance-like state. She licks her lips and lowers her head, focusing on a bead of precum. I gasp when Ashley kisses my crown and laps at the pearl. Liz sucks my other ball into her mouth, her moaning vibrating the sensitive sac.

I'm hard as steel, watching Ashley push her lips further down my shaft. She pushes her head down, trying to take me deeper. Ignoring the anxiety of being caught, I grip Ashley's nipple and pinch it. She pulls off my cock with a moan. "Mmm, yeah! Fuck, like that, twist it."

I do what she says as Liz kneels between my thighs, half-submerged in the water. She watches Ashley stroke me before lowering her head and sucking both my balls into her mouth. My free hand grips Liz's hair while I tweak her friend's other nipple, bringing another whine from her.

“I've been practicing for you, Matt," Ashley admits breathily, her eyes swiveling to stare into mine. "I want you to be my first. I'm still a virgin. Will you be my first? Will you fuck me?"

My mind nearly explodes at the confession of her purity. Did she offer me her virginity? I don't think I can resist her innocent face and eager eyes. Her question hangs in the air as she drops her mouth down and bobs on my length. She's lost in the sensation of my cock pushing between her lips. I can tell she's afraid I'll say no. I move one hand and comb a lock from her face to see her expressive blue eyes. When Ashley focuses on me, I nod and smile.

"This once," I say as she pulls away from my dick. "Today, I'm not saying no to anything you two want to explore."

I'm crossing a blurry, thin line. I know I'll crave more with just a nibble of this forbidden fruit. I won't be able to resist fucking them both. But I don't care anymore for the pious norms of our society. I'm fed up with my workaholic lifestyle, living alone while someone else cares for my kid. My cheating ex-wife is screwing around with her pilot. I've seen social media photos of Naomi partying at happy hour, and by the heat in her eyes, she may have fucked all of the flight crew.

I didn’t sign up to live the cloistered life of a monk, working like a bondservant for corporate profit. I want to explore and experience new things. I want to teach these young girls the truth about sex, not make it feel dirty and forbidden. I have a primal hunger to be passionate about something for once. My intense feelings for them run through my veins, encouraging me to seize this opportunity. I refuse to miss my chance with these two sexy girls who've fallen into my lap. I'm doing this and will accept whatever consequences arise.

I fucking need this.



Ashley rises and wraps her arms around my neck as we lock lips. Her pert breasts compress against me, and her nipples are like pebbles as she presses her body to mine. I capture her mouth and push my tongue inside, tasting myself on her tongue. I hold her head, fingers tightening in her hair, positioning her where I want. We're panting—clinging to each other when Liz’s mouth slips over my crown and resumes deep-throating me. Ashley and I deepen our passionate embrace, tongues entwining and hands wandering over each other’s bodies.

Her fingers explore my chest, finding a nipple and pinching it. I raise my other hand, squeezing her breast in response and twisting her hard, pink points. She groans but doesn't stop the searing kiss. My hand slides down her lean abdomen to her waist. My fingers trace along the side of her bikini and untie both sides. The blue triangles fall away and into the pool as my palm cups her smooth, waxed pussy. She whines into my mouth as my digits spread her lips apart.

Breaking from her lips, I move my hand to grip Liz's hair and pull her off my cock.

"Time to change locations," I announce. "I want a soft mattress under us when I fuck you both.”


CHAPTER 5
YOU TWO ARE INSATIABLE


My commanding tone surprises me, but their obedient nods make my cock throb. Both sets of their eyes are foggy with lust and desire as they step out of the Jacuzzi. Standing side-by-side, completely nude, I survey their nubile bodies. Liz has a dark strip of pubic hair above her pussy, while Ashley's sex is smooth and bare. Their pussies are ripe, pink, and glistening with their arousal. My mouth waters at the thought of tasting them both. I climb out, take their hands, and, together, we walk naked into my house. I turn toward the stairs to my bedroom, but Liz pushes me toward the living room and onto the large sectional. We're going to fuck right here, a few feet from the open glass door to my patio.

She settles down beside me, leaning and kissing me with hunger, and our moans of desire fill the room. Ashley slides next to me, pressing her tits against my chest. Liz grips my hair with both hands as she deepens our fervent kiss. So it must be Ashley’s hand wrapping around my dick, gripping and stroking. I drop my hand down to cup Liz's breast as we continue to kiss. My gruff moans meld with her soft whines as our lips slide together. Ashley's hair sweeps down my abdomen as she kisses my thigh. When her tongue licks along my shaft, I moan at the sensation. Hearing me, Liz breaks our kiss and turns to watch her friend lick my dick and suck my swollen crown between her lips.

"Fuck, you two are insatiable," I moan. Liz grins at me as she kisses down my chest, pressing her breasts against me. I can't believe these two vixens are nineteen, but they know what they want. I’m intoxicated by their young, luscious bodies and their eager curiosity about sex. I can't keep my hands off them as lust continues to build inside me,

I spread my thighs for Liz as she cups my heavy balls. Ashley pushes her mouth deeper onto my dick while her best friend gently squeezes. I comb through their hair, pulling and getting their attention. Their deep blue eyes stare at me as they tag-team my cock. "Yes, I like when you stare at me when my cock is in your mouth."

Their eyes shift, and they glance at each other, sharing a smile. Returning their gazes to me, they continue to worship my rigid manhood. I move lower on the couch, caressing their backs. When I spank each of their asses with a firm smack, they squeal and moan. Their bodies shift with feline grace and return to pleasuring my cock and balls. I slide my hands along their thighs, and they stretch their knees apart, granting me access to their glistening mounds.

They take turns sucking my cock while I cup their bare pussies. Sliding my fingers between their soaked folds, I spread their slick arousal along their ripe petals. Teasing their openings, I love how they keep their lust-filled eyes locked on me. In concert, the long-time friends take turns licking my cock and sucking my balls. I slide my fingertip to Liz's clit, hearing her moan around my balls. My thumb teases Ashley's opening, and she moans around my dick. I slide and spread their slick juices, pressing one finger into each of their tight slits.

They pull away from my cock, gazes locked on me as their hips remain pressed against my probing fingers. Their eyes close, and their backs arch in pleasure as I press inside each tight, pink pussy. As I add a second digit, their faces glaze with lust. I stretch deeper into their snug openings, and their mouths gape with passion. On pure instinct, they grind themselves onto my fingers, building the growing desire deep in their pristine pussies. I growl and pull my fingers out, then spank their firm asses both at once.

"Get up," I direct. "I'm going to lie down. Ashley, I'm going to lick your pussy while Liz rides my dick."

Their eyes widen and darken as they process my command, and they scramble to their feet. I twist and lie down, shifting along the sofa’s edge, allowing Ashley to straddle my head. They swap places, moving alongside me. Liz tugs on my cock before lowering her mouth around it. She takes me deep, gurgling around my shaft as she inhales. Her drool oozes down my shaft. Ashley shifts back and forth between us, nervous uncertainty in her eyes.

“I'm gonna face her,” she says, watching Liz suck and deep-throat my cock. Then she swings her tanned thigh above me. Ashley’s moment of hesitation evaporates as her eyes fill with determination. “Fuck, I can't believe this is finally happening." She shifts her gaze down to my face under her spread thighs. Cupping her breasts, she pulls at her hard nipples and lowers her pussy to my mouth. She nods toward Liz just before her toned thigh blocks my vision. “We’re gonna be such good sluts for you, Matt."

Her words fizzle within my lustful thoughts like a lit fuse. My vision fills with the sweet pink of Ashley's pussy. Emitting a low growl, I guide her glistening seam to my lips. Kissing the edge of her inner lips, I nibble and lick along her slick folds. I explore her with gentle kisses and soft suction. Extending my tongue, I lap along her seam and circle her clit. Her juices are sweet, a mixture of fresh arousal and tangy musk. Ashley moans and lowers herself onto my mouth as my tongue teases her lips open. I moan at the sweetness of her virgin sex as she grinds her sex against my face.

"Your cock feels so fucking good." Liz's mute voice is barely audible with Ashley’s thighs against my ear. Liz pulls her mouth off me, and I can only imagine her young face, cheeks red with desire. Ashley’s pungent scent nearly overwhelms me as I concentrate on licking the sweet juices flowing from her sex. Reaching for Liz, I grip her thigh to help her straddle me, guiding her into position. The heat and wetness of her outer lips drag along my stiff shaft as she rocks her slick slit along my thick length. She rides my stiff shaft, pressing it against my abdomen. It's like she's torturing herself, prolonging her pleasure rather than stretching her inner walls with my stiff rod.

Why is she hesitating when she's been practically begging for me to fuck her? Does she know she's torturing me with her deliberate grinding? I growl against Ashley's velvety lips, wanting Liz's hot, slick pussy around my throbbing cock.

Wait, is Liz a virgin, too?



I loosen my grip on Ashley's hips and tap her ass. She sighs in frustration as my tongue pulls from her sensitive folds, and she lifts and swivels away from my mouth. I tilt my head between her thighs and shift my eyes to examine Liz while she gazes back at me, her eyes half-lidded, grinding up and down my cock.

"This feels so damn good," she pants as she moves, flashing Ashley a heated grin. "I can't wait for you to ride Matt's cock, Ash."

"Are you a virgin too?" I ask on a hunch as a deep shudder of lust colors my voice.

Liz bites her lips and nods, cheeks flushing red at the confession. "We both are. We both want to give our virginities to you, Matt."

I blink in shock, and my chin drops. "What? Why?"

I'm equal parts confused and aroused that these two hot, young women are saving themselves for me. This is so wrong, yet it’s so fucking hot. I tap Ashley's thigh, and she lifts her leg. I slide under, never breaking eye contact with Liz. The intensity of a moment ago fades quickly as I scramble to my feet beside the couch.

The two nubile nineteen-year-olds flush with embarrassment as they turn and slump back against the sofa's back cushions. They avoid my eyes, pressing their thighs together, and their young faces redden with guilty expressions.

Trying to restrain my wild emotions, I stand with my feet apart. I realize I'm looming over them, my cock still hard as a rock, with my hands on my hips. I must look angry or upset to these innocent young women. I relax—arms hanging at my sides—and give them a caring smile.

"Please don't be mad," Ashley says with a tremor in her voice.

"I'm not mad." I shake my head and try to show them a comforting grin. "Scoot over. Make room for me. I have some questions." The two girls slide over to make room for me between them. They hang their heads, looking uncomfortable and remorseful.


CHAPTER 6
WE THINK YOU DESERVE US


“Dammit, I shouldn't have said anything.” Liz groans and squirms with unease, but I sense she's still highly aroused.

I place my hand on her thigh, and she glances at me as I pull hers over mine. I glide my hand up her smooth skin until I cup her pussy, teasing her lips with my fingers. She sighs and relaxes when she realizes I’m not ending this. I glance at Ashley and run a finger along the top of her leg before tapping mine.

Ashley leans, sees Liz's legs are open, smiles, and mirrors her best friend by hooking her thigh over my leg. Moving my free hand up Ashley's leg, I cup her pussy, wriggling my fingers into her bare folds. Both girls shift their hips, seeking more pressure from my touch. I inhale a sharp breath when they both reach for my rigid cock. Their delicate hands grasp my rigid shaft and take turns stroking it. I shift my position to get comfortable, then swivel my head to ensure they watch me.

"I'm curious," I start, forcing myself not to tease them too much. "When did you agree to wait for me? You know I used to be married, and I’m old enough to be your father. Why me?”

Ashley blushes and moans, her hand covering mine as I rub her clit. "We got tired of the immature boys at school. They're horrible."

"We're much more attracted to mature men," Liz pipes up, one hand playing with her stiff, rubbery nipples. "Men like you, Matt." She moans for a moment, then continues. “We thought we'd wait until college. Find one guy that was into both of us." Her words dry up as she moans, grinding her hips into my fingers.

"We've done all our growing up milestones together," Ashley picks up the thread as Liz’s mouth hinges open. “We want to enter womanhood together, with the same man.” She glances at me with dark eyes, squeezing one of her nipples before closing her eyes in pleasure.

"When Ash decided to take a year off, I postponed college too." Liz tightens her grip around my cock as she resumes the tale. “I didn't want to go to college without Ash. I started hanging out with her while she babysat for you. I’ve practically moved in with her while her parents are away after you hired her as your nanny." Liz stops talking, watching Ashley lean, grip my shaft, and hold it steady. Liz lowers and swirls her tongue around the crown.

Shifting to look into Ashley's blue eyes, I listen as she continues their explanation. "The more I work for you, the more I know you're a good man. I see how lonely you are after Naomi left you." Her eyes narrow when she mentions my ex-wife's name. "We may not have experience with actual sex, but we've been watching porn and practicing for you. We think you deserve something special. We think you deserve us."

My fingers continue tracing along their slick folds as Ashley dips her head towards my cock. Liz pulls off and stares at me sincerely while Ashley takes over, sucking my dick. "Nobody needs to know, Matt," Liz says with a bold expression. “Not your ex-wife, not our parents. We can keep this a secret. We think you're awesome and want to show you how much we care for you. Please? I can feel you throbbing. I know you want this."

I close my eyes for a beat, knowing my control is slipping as this fog of lust builds. I can't deny their logic in the state I'm in. I growl as Ashley sinks her mouth around me and gags when I press against the back of her throat.

"You're damn right, I want this," I confess, then pull my fingers from their slippery pussies. They lift their heads as I continue. "I don't want to rush this. Since I'm your first, I'm going to do it right. I want to show you how it's supposed to be, what great sex is like.”

I switch my gaze back and forth between them. My thoughts swim with lust and the weight of being their first lover. The two girls smile, their youthful exuberance returning as their grips on my cock tighten. They nod and giggle, and I realize there's no going back now.

"Get in my bedroom, both of you," I instruct with a grin. "I want you naked and on your backs. I'll be up soon."

The two girls slide off me and onto their feet. I can’t help but admire their alluring curves. Their smiles and eyes light up with happiness. They're flirty, wicked nymphs and exhibit an intoxicating mix of youthful innocence and wanton lust. My desire to have them both spikes as I rise and turn. There are wet spots on the sofa, and I stroke my stiff cock at the memory of their slick pussies. I can't disappoint them. They deserve my best— I want their first time to be uniquely amazing.


CHAPTER 7
LIZ SHOULD GO FIRST


I mentally prepare myself for the next phase and remind myself to treat them lovingly after we finish. I follow them up the stairs and enter my bedroom. I find Liz and Ashley lying on my king-sized bed, their legs splayed apart, looking at each other. Their mouths are open as they play with each other's sex. Full breasts rise and fall as their breaths mix with the soft moans of their arousal.

I step into my bedroom and grin as I witness their faces light up as they turn, focusing on me. Liz and Ashley swivel to peek at each other before turning back and locking their eyes on me. I stare into their captivating eyes, and their gazes drop, taking in my nude body and erect cock. They glance back up at me and lick their lips.

"Shit, you two are gonna make me come." I chuckle as I sense their eagerness mixed with innocent trepidation. I climb onto the bed, facing them and kneeling with my ass on my heels just past their spread legs. My cock juts out from my groin, capturing their gazes. "Who wants to go first?"

"Me," Liz says eagerly. "I've been waiting forever for this."

Ashley glances at her friend and nods. "Liz should go first. She came up with the idea."

"I wouldn't have said anything if you hadn't been crushing on him so hard!" Liz laughs. "You should start us off, Ash.”

"I'm so nervous," Ashley confesses, biting her bottom lip. "Maybe you should go first."

"That's up to you, Ash." Liz shrugs, trying to mask her eagerness. Seeing the lust in her eyes, I pick Liz and hope that Ashley will be less anxious after watching.

"Don't worry. I’ll treat you both like princesses," I say as I crawl between Liz's spread legs. I run one hand up and down her thigh, turning to focus on her eyes. Stroking myself with my free hand, I watch Liz’s eyes widen. She spreads her thighs, and my knees slide under her warm skin. She shudders when I press the thick tip of my cock against her virgin opening. Liz stares at me, tucks her bottom lip under her teeth, lifts her hips, and grinds herself against my crown. I glance down, watching her arousal coat the head of my cock, and pause right as our two sexes meet.

Flicking my gaze back to her mesmerizing eyes, I dip my head and kiss her. Liz moans as I savor the sweet flavor of her mouth mixed with the bitter tang of my cum and deepen our torrid kiss. When I pull from the kiss and rise and grasp the base of my dick, I focus my eyes back down on her pussy. Lining my blunt tip up with her entrance, I rub it along her cleft. She rises on her elbows and tilts her head, watching where our bodies merge. My tip stretches into her, and she gasps as I penetrate her virgin pussy and slide deeper inside her.

"Fuck," Liz exhales, her eyes darkening as my cock stills against the thin membrane guarding her womb.

"You're so huge, Matt," Ashley whispers, leaning against my shoulder and watching my cock enter her best friend’s drooling opening.

"He's stretching me out, Ash. It’s so damn good," Liz says, reaching out to take her friend’s hand. "Be part of this with us."

Ashley nods, tightens her grip on Liz’s hand, and then locks eyes with me with a look of determination. Her low voice is full of lust as she prods me to continue. "Fuck her, Matt. Give it to her. Fuck her with your thick cock."

I grin at her raunchy encouragement. Her words echo their confessions of watching porn to practice and prepare for me. I glance back and wink as I pull back slightly before thrusting deeper. Liz cries out, her face contorting in pleasure as she gazes at me and squeezes Ashley's hand. Her breathing speeds up even though I'm not yet halfway inside her. I ease back and then power forward with an insistent thrust. This time, her barrier gives way, and her pussy clamps around me.

"Ahh, fuck! That hurts," Liz squeaks as her hips grind into mine.

I sink into her to the root and hold myself inside. Leaning in to kiss her lips, my fingers push through her hair, staring at her closed eyes. When her eyes flutter open, I nod, then glance at Ashley. "It'll pass soon. I'm going slow."

"Mmhmm. Fuck, I love how you fill me up, Matt," Liz moans as her pain fades. Her eyes are half-closed as her channel adjusts to my thick cock, stretching her for the first time.

"Jesus, Liz. He's completely inside you. It’s so fucking hot," Ashley whispers. Her fingers slip between her thighs while watching as I retract, and my cock starts to slide back.

"Mmhmm,” I smirk at Liz. “This is your first time, babe. I'm going to make it incredible. Trust me." I push my cock into her again, and she angles up and wraps both arms around my neck, her nipples pressing into my chest. Her mouth opens, our tongues tangle, and our lips collide with hunger for each other. I lean forward, lowering her onto her back again, and she wraps her legs around my hips. As I stroke into her steadily, she arches her hips, thrusting her pussy and taking me deeper.

"Matt, I want you to fuck me hard. Don't hold back. Give me everything," Liz whispers against my lips.

"Oh, baby, I'll fuck you until you see stars. We're just getting started, sweet girl,” I assure her, punching into her tight, wet hole.

"I can't wait until it's my turn," Ashley murmurs, the rhythmic motion of our bodies entrancing her as she fingers herself and holds Liz's hand.

"I'm ready, Ash," Liz moans as she arches her hips further. I reach down and grip her ass with both hands, pulling her hips to meet me thrust for thrust. "He's so deep, Ash. Oh, fuck! I'm so full."

"Fuck her, Matt!" Ashley snarls with lust, her lips at my ear. "Make her scream."

Liz clamps her thighs around my sides but keeps her eyes locked on mine as she breathes in short gasps. She's close, I can tell, so I slow down, and she groans with frustration. "What are you doing? Fuck me, Matt!"

I lean down and capture a hard, thick nipple between my lips, pulling the firm bud into my mouth. She moans a loud groan, and her hips cycle and grind. She's still too eager, so I slow even more, gripping her waist to hold her still. Her eyes snap open, and she glares at me.

"Stop teasing me,” Liz moans, glancing at Ashley. "He's driving me crazy. God, I need to come."

"Just relax. Let him take care of you," Ashley urges, and I glance over at her, watching her fingers match my slower pace inside her pink pussy.

"I've been waiting so long. I'm not a virgin anymore. Your cock stretches me so fucking good." Liz's voice rises, her staccato exclamations punctuating her grinding hips. Her voice whines in frustration at my slow strokes. “Jesus, Matt, fuck me!”

"Don't stop, Matt," Ashley goads me. "Give her your thick cock. Show her how a real man fucks."

I groan, and Liz moans in response, undulating her hips, trying to fit more of my dick inside her tight channel. "Fuck, yes. You're so fucking huge. God, your cock is amazing."

I lean forward and kiss her hard before drawing back and plunging into her. The bed shakes as I punch into her, cycling faster as she screams to my quickening beat. Liz's tight, young pussy flutters around my shaft, an incredible sensation that foreshadows her rising peak. I start pounding her hard, snapping into her as she wraps her heels behind my ass, pulling me deeper inside her.

"Fuck yeah," Ashley encourages, gripping one breast. "Fuck her hard, Matt! This is so hot!"

I lift Liz off the bed, gripping her ass as I drive into her. She wraps her arms around my neck, grinding her hips into my strokes with wild abandon. Her tits shift in circles as we bounce in tandem before my chest compresses against her. Our mouths merge, and her body quivers beneath mine.

Finally, a long wail escapes her lips as her pussy clamps down hard around my shaft. I hit my peak at the same time, feeling her walls ripple along my throbbing shaft. I ejaculate into her spasming cunt, groaning at the feeling of my hot cum shooting deep inside her young, tight pussy. I thrust in short jerks until the last of our pleasure ebbs away.

Liz collapses back against the mattress, her arms still tight around my neck. She pulls me down against her full breasts while her thighs grip me tight. "So fucking good," she sighs.

"Fuck, Liz. You were awesome." Her pussy clenches even tighter before relaxing. I smile into her eyes, and she appears high on the bliss coursing through her young body.

"You can let me go now," she whispers into my ear, nodding at Ashley before slurring. “It’s her turn."

Gently rising from Liz's splayed body, I slide back and crawl over her thighs. I settle myself between the two girls, catching my breath. Ashley rolls to her side, watching while I grip the base of my cock to keep myself hard. We both turn as Liz lowers her hand to her pussy. We moan together, watching my cream seep from her opening. Her fingers dip into my gooey mess and spread it along her slit.

"He's so fucking huge," Ashley murmurs beside me, and I turn to see her staring at my cock. It's still thick, glistening with her best friend's juices and streaks of my cum. She swivels toward me with her wide, innocent eyes. Her voice softens as she speaks. "Be gentle with me, Matt. Please.”


CHAPTER 8
ARE YOU READY FOR ME?


Ashley rolls onto her back beside her best friend, watching me with her electric-blue eyes. Liz turns to her with concern in her eyes and voice.

“Are you ready, Ash?” Liz asks in a husky whisper.

Ashley bites her lip as she nods at her friend, then me. “I’m ready. I want this. I want you, Matt. Please fuck me. Take my virginity. It’s yours.”

The room has a sacred quietness as I look down at the two sexy girls, their nipples rigid atop their full breasts. I shift over between Ashley’s thighs. I stare at her, leaning close and kissing her with tenderness. She moans into my mouth as my tongue pushes past her lips. I kiss her slowly, savoring her lips against mine, her tongue exploring my lips and mouth.

Ashley grew up to become a beautiful woman, and her sweet, caring personality is just as lovely. Watching her youthful innocence morph into raw sexuality, her eyes dark with passion, she's even more stunning. The sexy, desirable woman she’s becoming has my gut tightening. I want so much more than taking her virginity. I know I won't be able to walk away from her.

Those emotions fade with the realization I just nutted in Liz's pussy. I'm still hard as a rock when I break from our kiss. I rise and look down at my babysitter’s nude body, grip my cock, and press my tip against her pristine cleft. My free hand lifts, cupping her breast and squeezing. I want to possess her. But when Ashley moans, drops her hand to grip my cock, and measures its length, her eyes widen, and she bites her lip when she understands how big I am. I pull back and smile into her blue eyes.

Before I can say anything, another hand touches my cock, and I see Liz slipping under me, guiding the head of my cock to her mouth. "I'll keep you hard, Matt. I want Ash to get all of you, like I did." Liz opens her mouth and engulfs my cock, and her suction around my head makes me moan.

Ashley smiles, then reclines back, taking both of her hands and pushing against her pert breasts. She nibbles her bottom lip as she spreads her legs, showing me her pink slit. “I want you inside me, but I’m scared. Will you lick my pussy again, Matt? Please?"

I nod and lower myself, drawn to her like a compass finding north. I twist my body between her thighs as she moves to align herself. The three of us are at varying angles when I look into Ashley’s eyes. I lower my gaze until it’s level with her sweet, shaved pussy, and I inhale the sweet scent of her arousal. She's dripping wet, and I lean forward and kiss her swollen clit.

Ashley's body shudders, and her hips lift, seeking my mouth, lips, and tongue. I smile and press her thighs apart with my large hands. She moans as her delicate fingers grip my head. Her hips lift, pressing into my mouth as I envelop her pink slit.

"Oh, fuck, Matt," Ashley moans as her grip tightens in my hair. She guides my lips and tongue, cycling her drenched pussy over my hungry mouth. I moan around her slick, sensitive folds, and she shudders at the vibrations flowing over her open lips. Her back arches, grinding her slick cunt into my face. I lap from her virgin entrance to her clit and back, savoring the musky aroma radiating from her.

Liz sucks my cock nice and slow, keeping me hard so I can fuck her best friend—my willing babysitter. I want to make Ashley come first with my mouth before sliding my manhood into her sweet pussy. I shift my hands, sliding along Ashley's blossomed petals, fingertips coaxing them apart as I lap inside her glistening opening.

Moving my mouth lower, I tease the tip of my tongue into her opening. Her desire flows over my eager licks as sweet as honey, her flavor filling my mouth. Ashley tangles her delicate fingers in my hair, pulling me down and grinding her needy pussy against my hungry mouth. I press one finger into her tight opening and curl it along the top of her cave, lapping and flicking over her clit with light circles as my fingertip taps against the walls inside her.

"Fuck, Matt," Ashley pants, her voice breathless with need. "Right there, keep doing that. Don't stop."

I do as she instructs, licking and sucking on her bud. I’ve learned I don’t need to freelance or be creative when a woman says those words. Fingering inside the rim of her pristine pussy, my lips envelop her swollen bud, sucking and tickling the bundle of nerves. Ashley moans and gasps with lust as I push her passion higher. Her young hips writhe under my mouth, riding herself on my thick fingertip.

My second finger slides inside her slick channel, and I twist my wrist to curl the paired digits along the magical spot along the top of her walls. My tongue dances against her sensitive nub, and Ashley tenses up, her entire body shuddering. She cries out as she comes, gushing fresh juice and soaking my fingers. Her release coats my tongue with her hot fluids. I lap and suck at her quivering lips like I'm dying of thirst, savoring everything.

Her sex clenches around my finger. With dark eyes, she breathes in gasps, her body shuddering from her orgasm. I push deeper within, curling my tips up inside, just below where my tongue taps at her pulsing button. She shudders under me as I hook my fingers into the spot, extending her peak and driving her wild.

“Are you ready for me to stretch this sweet pussy of yours, Ashley?" I ask as she shudders to another peak.

"Oh, fuck yeah!" my babysitter screams, her hips jerking as her back arches. Her body writhes as I thrust my fingers into her with steady, short strokes. She huffs, aching from the intensity, and pushes my head away from her pussy before flopping back, limbs akimbo, gasping for breath.

Ashley is panting wildly, trying to catch her breath. I grin and kiss along her inner thighs. I stay away from her pulsing sex, still leaking the remnants of her intense orgasm. I look down at my groin, seeing Liz’s head bobbing up and down my cock. She stops sucking to stare at me with lust in her eyes.

“I need another turn after you finish fucking Ash," Liz says without a bit of shame. “I want to know what it’s like to scream like that.

I raise an eyebrow at her. “Don’t be greedy. I’m a little busy here." I grin with a wink.

When I look back at Ashley, her eyes are dark with lust. Her hands grip her breasts, pulling her fingers to her taut nipples. Her mouth opens, and her pink tongue sweeps over her lips.

“Fuck. Me. I … I want your cock. I need it, Matt,” she says with a husky voice. “I can’t wait any longer.”

Nodding my answer, I grin darkly. I grip Ashley’s thighs, pushing them open as I position myself between them. Glancing down at her pussy, I notice her lips pulse from the remnants of the string of orgasms I gave her. My cock is like iron as my fingers slide up and down, spreading Liz’s slick saliva. My desire for her feels feral when I look up at Ashley, then shift my gaze down to her glistening pussy.

"This is happening, Ash,” Liz smirks, sliding beside her friend's spread body and pressing her ripe breasts into her friend’s side. “Matt’s going to make you a woman. Just like he did me.”

I’m struck by how natural it is with the three of us together. I feel no shame in making love to my young bedmates, introducing them to the pleasures of the flesh. I start to wonder if I can ever stop what we’ve started. Exhaling slowly, I focus on Ashley. She needs me to be tender.


CHAPTER 9
YOU'RE SO FUCKING PERFECT


The friends stare at each other as Liz takes her hand and kisses her cheek. Ashley’s fingers squeeze her friend’s tight. I remember how they held hands when my cock slid into Liz’s virgin pussy. Liz glances at me and nods towards her bestie's shiny, pink slit.

"Let me see you make her scream,” Liz says, and the moment's intensity fades. They giggle at each other and then look at me.

"Jesus, you two are insatiable." I chuckle as I grip my cock, sliding my tip along Ashley’s glistening lips and teasing her entrance. Her eyes gaze at me momentarily before dropping to where we’re about to merge. She gasps, staring as I press my tip against her pristine opening.

"Matt," Ashley whispers in wonder, peeping at me. I look into her blue eyes, peering up from her demure, youthful features. She is still blushing from the bliss of her orgasm. With her mouth open, she breathes in short whimpers.

I lower my head, holding her cheeks to kiss her. Her lips are soft, and our tongues meet and slide along each other. I break the kiss but keep cupping her jaw. “I’ll go slow. Only take what you can handle, okay?"

Ashley nods and then glances at Liz, who smiles and squeezes her friend's hand. "I've never felt like this, Matt," Ashley murmurs, shifting her eyes to mine. “I need this so badly. I need you.”

"Never had a man inside you?" I ask, moving to get comfortable.

She shakes her head, then blushes bright red, "Just toys and a small dildo; they’re cold and feel weird. You're so much bigger, and your cock's so hot; you're so fucking perfect."

I smirk at her confession and glance at Liz before looking into Ashley’s eyes. "You're both perfect."

I lean down and kiss her again. Her arms lift to encircle my neck, pulling me into her. I settle between her spread legs, and she shifts beneath me, spreading wider, inviting me in. Her fingers wrap around my shaft and guide my cock towards her entrance. Her eyes close as she presses the tip into her slit.

"Do it, Matt," Ashley says huskily, with brave determination. “I don't want to wait any longer. Fuck me!"

Her hand guides my crown into her, and I rock my hips forward. I push into her slick slit, and her walls tighten, resisting my thrust as she moans out in pain. I ease back, giving her time to relax before going further. Her virginity won't give way easily, but that doesn't stop my hungry kisses as I thrust deeper. She screams as the thin membrane stretches, then tears open around the blunt tip of my cock.

"Keep going. Fuck her, Matt," Liz growls from beside us.

Ashley's fingers dig into my back, her nails marking me as she thrusts her tongue between my lips, seeking pleasure as a balm for her pain. Holding myself balls deep inside my babysitter, my cock throbs as she clenches around me. Ashley pants in short breaths as her tight, young cunt pulses and squeezes around my cock. Lying against her, I feel her heart hammering as our bodies press together.

I cycle my hips back before starting another long, slow stroke. Ashley winces for a moment before her mouth falls open, moaning with delight. Her nipples are like two rocks grazing across my chest. I slide back, and she lifts her knees, her legs wrapping around my ass tightly. She rises to kiss me as I rock faster, building a steady rhythm.

"Oh, fuck," Ashley cries out with her mouth pressed to my ear. "Fuck me harder, Matt. Give it all to me."

"Fuck yeah. You're so tight," I growl, feeling her cunt grip me while I punch my hips into her. I glance at Liz, who’s curling two fingers into her pussy, matching my pace. It's like I'm fucking them both as their moans of lust harmonize.

"I love your cock, Matt. It's so fucking deep inside me," Ashley breathes, her whisper full of desire.

"Fuck, I need that dick," Liz cries out, fingering herself quickly now, seeking her peak.

I thrust deeper, slamming into Ashley's pussy. The room reverberates with skin slapping together, mixing with their screams of passionate delight. They moan and whimper in concert, echoing the sounds of the porn stars they watched to prepare themselves for me. Ashley’s mouth is agape as she jerks her hips to meet my driving cock. Her heels dig into my ass, pulling me deeper into her tight pussy.

"You're fucking me so good," Ashley moans. “So fucking deep. God, I am so full… Oh god, oh... GOD! I'm going to come."

"Do it, Ash!" Liz encourages her friend. “Come for Matt!”

"Come for me, angel," I growl at Ashley. My hips buck into my nineteen-year-old babysitter with firm strokes, plunging deeper into her. Ashley's blue eyes flutter open, staring at me as if looking into my soul. "C'mon princess. Come for me."

Her azure eyes flare wide, and snap closed as her body shakes. Her pussy clamps around my cock. I have to punch my hips to push through the tight grip of her orgasm. Her hips jerk in erratic pulses, and her fingernails sink into my back while her mouth opens in an inaudible scream, then closes with a twisted grin. I keep thrusting until she's past her peak, and she eases, relaxing under me.

"Fuck yeah, princess," I groan. Her hips still gyrate, her eyes half-open, and her lips curl with a lust-drunk smile of bliss.

"That was incredible." Ashley sighs, and I smirk.

"I'm not done yet, princess," I growl, slamming back into her, rutting into her hard and fast as she asked me to at the start.

"Oh, shit," Liz gasps, and her hips jerk, her pussy clenching around her fingers as she comes in waves. "God, Matt, you're so hot. So fucking sexy. Don't stop. Give Ashley everything!"

"I want you to come inside me," Ashley pleads, her petite body bucking beneath my relentless thrusting.

"Fuck yeah, Matt," Liz agrees, shoving her fingers deeper into her cunt. Her other hand squeezes her pert breast, tugging at the hard nipple. "Fill Ashley up with your cum. Breed her.”

Ashley’s eyes lock on mine, whispering something. I have to lean close to hear her as she whimpers, “Put your cum in me. All of it. Give me a baby. Give me your baby, Matt. Please, fill me with your cum.” My brain short-circuits hearing her pleading whispers.

Hearing Ashley beg for something so forbidden trips something inside me. Her eyes are open and round, staring at me as I hammer her pussy with relentless strokes. Unable to stop this freight train of lust, I growl and fuck her harder. Ashley's back arches as her hips can't match my feral fucking. Swearing to myself, I rail my cock deep into her tight, clenching cunt.

"Fuck yeah," I groan, rutting and seeking my release. Part of my brain knows this is wrong, but some primitive urge in me bats those thoughts away. I’m not pulling out—I’m going to flood my babysitter's fertile womb with my potent seed. “I'm gonna fill you up."

"Do it, Matt. Pump her full of your hot cum," Liz moans. She writhes beside us, her eyes dark with lust.

With a final thrust, my hips slam into her as my orgasm erupts. I ejaculate deep into Ashley's pussy, and her body shudders through another wave of bliss. We both cry out in pleasure as my body jerks against her, shooting streams of cum inside my babysitter. Ashley's pussy clenches around my shaft, milking every drop from my tight balls.

Groaning gutturally, I pump my hips as my head drops to Ashley’s shoulder. She kisses my cheek and neck as I pant, catching my breath. With my cock still inside Ashley, I twist over to watch her friend’s breasts rise and fall. We’re all breathless as I lean, pull one of Liz’s succulent nipples between my lips, and suck hard.

"Mmm, Matt," Liz coos in a husky moan. “Oh god, that's so good."

"You made me a woman," Ashley whispers into my ear, her body coiled around mine.

"Fuck yeah, Ash," I growl and capture her lips with my mouth.

“This is just the beginning, Matt.” Ashley grins at me, and I know she's right. There is no way I can stop what we've started, and I am at peace with that notion.

"Mmhmm, absolutely,” Liz agrees, leaning to kiss her friend before turning to me. “We want to make you happy, Matt.

I’m too far gone in a fog of bliss to worry about what that means. I realize I want them with me, but I push aside the worry of the impossibility of the two of them living in my home. I ignore that I’m nearly old enough to be their father. I push every objection from my mind and close my eyes, enjoying the afterglow with my two young lovers.

We relax in a tangle of naked limbs. Our hands and fingers drift over our hot flesh, slick with the sweat of our exertions. I indulge myself by kissing Ashley first before turning to Liz. My sweet young nymphs squeeze their warm bodies against me, pressing their young breasts into my chest and sides. I cycle between my two young lovers, kissing them with a passion I haven’t felt in years. It feels perfect, and I keep pushing the worries further into the recesses of my mind.

When I turn back to Ashley, she licks her tongue along my lips, pressing it inside my mouth. My cock responds with eagerness to the two youthful babysitters and our growing arousal. My hips grind my stiffening manhood against Ashley's thigh when a noise from downstairs freezes our movements.

Jack’s cries echo up the stairs, and everything shifts to high speed as Ashley pushes against my chest and scrambles out from under me in a flash. She frantically searches the room for clothes that never made it upstairs. Liz slides back off my bed, reaches into my closet, grabs one of my button-down shirts, and throws it at Ashley. Ashley tucks her arm into one sleeve before flying out of my room and down the stairs.

Liz gives me a satisfied smirk and steps toward me with outstretched arms. We hug tight, our nude bodies pressing together, and we kiss briefly. With a wicked smile, Liz pulls away. "We'd better get dressed and act like adults for a bit, huh? Don't worry, Matt. We can fuck all night after Jack has gone back home to your ex’s.”


CHAPTER 10
CAN’T GET ENOUGH OF ME?


Liz reaches into my closet and grabs another dress shirt. I stand still, watching her pull it on, bending her head as she pulls the tails together. She looks almost innocent as her fingers work the buttons of my shirt. Her tan skin is dark against the stark white of my button-down. Her hair is damp from the pool and our vigorous sexual exploration.

My cock has softened since we heard Jack’s cries, but watching my shirt closing together and hiding her nubile body has it coming back to life. She leaves a few buttons undone and looks up at me as I admire how my shirt frames her bare breasts, her taught nipples tenting into the starched cotton. She looks at me as she adjusts the oversized shirt, and I see a flash of the landing strip above her smooth pussy.

“You like?” Liz asks, fluttering her eyes. Then her eyes drop, and notice my rising cock. “Can’t get enough of me, Matt? Ash can handle Jack for a few minutes alone, don’t you think?”

I close the distance between us with a single step, and my hands cup her jaw and tilt her mouth. The feral growl from my throat betrays a passion I haven’t felt in years as my lips possess hers. Liz whimpers against me, her hands dropping to stroke my cock. We lose ourselves to the sudden flood of lust between us.

I pull from the kiss, breathless, and twist her around to face the bedroom wall. Pressing her against the wall, I drop my hand and smack her firm ass. She gasps in surprise but pushes her ass back and spreads her feet apart.

My hand drops between her legs, cupping her sticky sex and pushing my fingers inside her. She is slick inside from my cum oozing out, and her thighs are getting sticky. She turns her head to look at me over her shoulder, eyes fogged with lust.

“God, Matt,” she moans as I finger her tight pussy. “Just fuck me, I’m more than ready for you.”

I growl and line myself up behind her, gripping my cock and pressing my flared head against her glistening bare lips. “You want my dick, don’t you, Liz? You’re such a slut for my cock. Say it.”

I hardly recognize my voice as I taunt her. I want to just drive my cock inside her and fuck her until we both fall apart. My dark inner voice wants to hear her beg for it and answer my questions.

“Yes!” Liz moans, her hips rocking her cunt back onto my fingers. “I’m a slut for you. For you and your big, fat cock. I can’t get enough. Fuck me.”

“Good girl,” I growl into her ear, then slam into her.

“Ah fuck!” she cries out as her pussy stretches around me. “Your cock is so fucking big.”

Gripping a handful of her damp hair, I tug her head back while my other hand grabs her hips and pulls them back into my strokes. This is feral and raw, and I fuck her like a beast. Her eyes look at me with a wild, dark expression, her mouth open wide as she moans out with every punch of my cock.

“You’re my fucktoy now, Liz,” I growl, hauling her head back and staring into her eyes. “Whenever I want.”

“Yes! Matt,” she whines, her hips pressing back to meet my strokes. “Oh, god, I’m going to come!”

Her exclamation only encourages my rough fucking. Letting go of my grip on her hair, I drop my hand down and around her hip until my fingers find her landing strip and trail down the tuft of hair. Following the fuzzy line of hair until my fingers run across her clit, I strum my fingers across it as her pussy clamps around my cock. I feel a flood of her juices sluice around my cock as I keep fucking her.

Liz presses her forehead against my bedroom wall, her hands pressing against the surface. She pushes her body back, flexing her hips to meet me stroke for stroke. I pull her back as I slam my hips into her, driving my cock into her depths. I’m aware I’m close to my peak as my arms wrap around her, one at her waist and the other under her breasts. My shirt is still pulled taut over her torso, so I grip it and tear it open, scattering buttons across my room.

“Fuck! Matt!” Liz moans as my hands grip her breasts and tug her nipples until she whines in pain and passion.

My hands drop to her waist as I twist around, my cock pulling out as I turn. Gripping her ass, I lift her feet off the floor and step towards my bed. With a growl, I toss her onto the bed, and she twists onto her back, her breasts bouncing as she scrambles back, eyes wide with passion and a tinge of fear.

“Do you want me to stop?” I ask in a low voice, trying to find a way to pause my primal urges. I stare at her, and her blue eyes widen as she shakes her head at me.

“I never want you to stop,” she says, pulling my torn shirt off her tan body.

Crawling onto the bed, my cock throbs between my legs. Her legs are spread, and I grab her ankle and pull her toward me. Without hesitation, I straddle one of her thighs, crawling along it until I notch my crown into her dripping opening. Her leg lifts, her heel at my shoulder as I wrap my arm around her knee and slam my cock back into her.

“Yes! More!” she whines, twisting to look up at me. I lean forward, stretching her leg as my hands grip her breasts and hold her down as I rut like an animal.

I feel her cunt clamp around my cock, but I punch my hips, slamming into her hard, her juices flowing around my cock. I bite my lip, growling as I feel the point of no return approach. I’ve already filled her pussy with my cum once, but recalling when she told me to breed her best friend overcomes any reason I have to pull out. So I slam into her and release jet after jet of my cum.

My hips jerk as I watch her eyes roll back with pleasure. I shift and let go of her leg, then lower my lips to kiss her. My arms wrap around her and pull her naked body against mine, and I hold her tight as our lips and tongue battle against each other. Eventually, we slow and part from the kiss, looking into each other’s eyes.

Her eyes are bright, tears brimming along the bottom of the lashes. I soften my hug and cup her jaw, running my thumb under her eye, collecting her tears. I suck the saltiness off my thumb as my eyes search hers.

“Are you okay?” I ask, feeling guilt and a bit of shame rising because of my rough treatment of this precious girl. Her lips pull into a smile.

“Fuck, yes, I’m okay.”

“I kind of lost control,” I admit, twisting onto my back and lying beside her on my bed with my hand on my pillow, the other behind my head. Liz shifts over on her belly, lying crossways with her breasts pressing into my ribs. She smiles at me, resting her head on my abdomen.

“That was wild,” she says. “But I felt safe with you. You were rough, but I like it rough.” She kisses my chest just above my heart and then looks at me. “I know you’d never hurt Ashley or me. Not on purpose.”

I run my fingers along her spine, then play with her hair. It feels natural to lie with Liz, both naked and relaxed in bed. For all the surprises of the day, her lying against me brings me to a state of peace, and I forget all my troubles, getting lost in her eyes.

Hearing a light knock on the open door, we turn and see Ashley holding Jake on her hip. She smiles bashfully but looks beautiful, dressed in only my button-down.

“I … uh, didn’t want to interrupt,” Ashley says, blushing and turning slightly to keep Jack from looking at me and Liz spread out naked on my bed. “I need to ask—what time is Naomi picking Jack up?”


CHAPTER 11
IT’S IN OUR AGREEMENT


“Oh, shit.” I shake my head, trying to regain my thoughts. “She’ll be here at five to pick him up. What time is it?”

“It’s 4:15,” Ashley says, adjusting Jack on her hip. “We have time, but you should shower fast while I get Jack’s things together.”

“I’ll be quick,” I say, sliding off the bed and heading to my bathroom.

“Where are my clothes?” Liz asks from the other side of the bed, looking around on the floor.

“All of our suits are tossed around the pool deck,” Ashley reminds her with a giggle. “Come help me gather them up, Liz. Then Matt won’t get tempted again.”

I return Ashley’s grin and enjoy looking at her ass. She turns to go down to the kitchen. Liz pulls on the torn button-down and grins at me as she pulls the tails into a knot just below her pert breasts. She winks at me and starts stripping the bed without wearing any bottoms. The curve of her ass draws my eye.

“Go shower,” Liz says, gathering the sheets into an armful. “I’m just going to tidy a bit. Wash the sex off you. You don’t want your bitch of an ex-wife to know you’ve been fucking the help.”

We both laugh as I turn toward the bathroom. I know she’s teasing me, but she’s right—Naomi is waiting for me to slip up so she can take something to the judge and adjust the custody arrangement. I'll gladly care for Jack if Naomi is working or needs time for herself. I want what's best for my son. But with split custody, I'm not required to pay as much child support. I hate that I think my ex-wife is just greedy or wants more money. It doesn’t matter. I don’t want to give her anything to complain about.

Stepping into the shower, I shampoo my hair first, then use a bar of soap to wash my chest and underarms. When my hands reach my waist and start scrubbing the suds into my groin, the stickiness from an afternoon of sex sluices away and washes down the drain.

If only my thoughts could be cleaned so easily. Twisting around to rinse the shampoo out of my hair, I put the soap back in the dish and used my hands to remove the excess suds. I turn off the water and exit the shower, stepping on the bathmat as water drips down my body.

Grabbing my towel off the hook, I look at myself in the mirror as I dry my hair. Toweling my hair first, I dry my chest and back with haste. After I hang up the towel, I walk to my closet, pull a short-sleeved, tropical button-down from a hanger, and take a pair of Bermuda shorts off the shelf. Grabbing a pair of underwear, I pull up the briefs, then the shorts, before shrugging on the shirt and walking out of my room.

I notice the bed’s been made with fresh sheets, and the pile of clothes I left by the closet is gone. In its place is an empty hamper with the lid on. I turn slowly, examining my room, surprised to see it tidier than I usually leave it.

As I reach the bottom of the stairs, I start looking for my sandals. The girls are outside, and they’ve already changed into gym shorts over the bikini bottoms they fished from the jacuzzi. I take a moment to admire their full breasts held up by their skimpy bikini tops. Liz is carrying Jack on one of her hips, one of his hands gripping the blue triangle covering her breast. They grin at me as they come inside and close the sliding door.

“Should we stay until Naomi gets here?” Ashley asks. “We let the house go today. We can tidy it up while we wait for her.”

“That’s a good idea,” I say, taking Jack from Liz. He looks at me and grins as I hold him on my hip. “Where’s all his stuff?”

“I’ll get it from his room,” Ashley says, splitting away from Liz and heading down the hall. “I’ll put it by the door, then help Liz in the kitchen.”

“I guess I’ll clean the kitchen.” Liz laughs and winks at me. “We’ll get this all taken care of, Matt. Just relax and spend some time with Jack.”

Moving to the couch, I settle into the middle and grab the remote off the coffee table. Turning on a cartoon, I hold Jack and gently bounce him on my knee. He leans against me, relaxes, and starts sucking his thumb while he watches television.

I take some slow breaths to clear the anxiety of Naomi’s near arrival from my thoughts. We’ve hardly spoken since signing the divorce papers, barely acknowledging each other when she drops off Jack before her trips.

“Spend time with your son, Matt.” Those were her last words before returning to me and walking to the black truck she’d come in this last time.

She didn’t introduce me to the man driving, but I recognized him from photos on her Facebook page. He was a pilot at the airline she worked for, and I knew they’d been having an affair for a while. Any jealousy I may have felt over losing her had faded with her attitude toward me since she left. I realized that our relationship had been over for a long time.

I know I am a workaholic, and I need to stop, or I’ll lose split custody of Jack. I kiss the top of his head, inhaling the scent of his shampoo. Holding him in my lap, his weight on my chest is soothing. My priorities have been backward; I just got caught in a rut. I know I will have to reconsider everything in the coming weeks.

Ashley returns from Jack’s room down the hall. She’s carrying his day bag and his suitcase of clothes. She sets them by the end of the couch, then sits beside me momentarily.

“I washed all his clothes yesterday, so he only has a small bag of his dirty clothes from this morning. He has a full bag of diapers, and it’s all in his day bag.” She smiles and takes Jack’s hand. He looks up at her with a smile as she squeezes his fingers. “I’ll see you in a few days, Jack.”

She rises and turns to help Liz in the kitchen. I think about the schedule and know I’ve communicated everything to Ashley via our ongoing text conversation. But I can’t remember any details, so I’m unsure how long Jack will be away. A wave of sadness wells up in me, more familiar than the pleasant feelings of being with Ashley and Liz all afternoon.

I realize, once again, that I need to get my shit together. I’ve been coasting on autopilot since Naomi left me. She took Jack away from me, and until my lawyer argued for split custody, I didn’t see him for three weeks. I remember putting my head down and getting lost in work while Jack was gone. Working, arguing with my lawyer, and trying to figure out what happened to what I thought was a happy life. If it wasn’t for Ashley checking up on me from next door, I’m unsure if I would’ve eaten.

Ashley was vital in getting me through the divorce. She visited daily, bringing me lunch and reminding me to call my lawyer. She knew Jack was important to me and refused to accept that Naomi could take him out of my life. My lawyer agreed, even though Naomi tried to paint me as an absentee father. Her profession and frequent absences had the judge ruling for split custody.

The doorbell rings, and I hear the two girls go out the sliding door into the backyard, closing it behind them. I know they are walking to Ashley’s house through the side gate so as not to be seen by Naomi. I stand, hold Jack on my hip, pick up his two bags, and go to the front door.

“Hi, Naomi,” I say when I see her flat expression, “Thank you for being on time.”

“It’s in our agreement, Matt,” she says, reaching for Jack. “Without a court order, you wouldn’t see him at all.”

It’s a common refrain with Naomi, and I know it isn’t worth continuing the argument. I’m determined to stay positive while she continues to be a bitch.

“I’ll come get him on Monday morning.” I walk out with Jack’s bags as she turns towards the driveway. I’m surprised to see her minivan, not her boyfriend’s truck. “Where’s…” I never remember his name.

“He took another hop. He’ll be back tomorrow,” Naomi says shortly. I walk with her, carrying the bags, and she sighs as she clicks her key fob, and the side door of her minivan slides open. “Thanks for your help. I’m sorry I’m so short. I’m irritated with him.”

“Why’s that?” I ask conversationally. This is the most we’ve said to each other in weeks.

“He’s starting to do what you did.” Naomi leans in and puts Jack in his car seat. “He never wants to be at home when I have Jack. He’s been taking extra flights, which might be a coincidence, but I can tell he doesn’t like having a kid in his home.”

I could use that as ammunition, but I’ve stopped fighting the war between us. I hand her one bag at a time, and she puts one under Jack’s feet and the other in the empty front passenger seat. Jack waves at me as the sliding door starts to close automatically.

“I’m sorry,” I say, giving her a look I hope is genuine. “That’s not a great situation.”

“It’s fine,” Naomi says, walking around the front of her van and opening the door. “Oh. Can you come a little early on Monday? My flight is earlier than normal.”

“Sure.” I nod. “Just text me the time, and I’ll be there.”

She slides into the car without another word and pulls away while I wave at Jack. I watch her van until it turns the corner and is out of sight, and then I turn to go back inside my empty house.


CHAPTER 12
DON’T WORRY ABOUT US


Walking inside after watching Naomi take Jack with her, I recognize the deafening silence of my empty home. The girls have cleaned the kitchen and put everything away, so I continue to the living room and turn off the TV I’d left streaming from watching a movie with Jack.

Seeing Naomi quiet and somber hasn’t stirred any feelings within me. I realize that for much of our marriage, we were both lonely. I was a workaholic, and Naomi escaped from the life of a housewife and mother through her career as a flight attendant. As shocked as I was at her sudden departure, now I feel it was inevitable.

Turning around, I return to my bedroom, noticing it’s been cleaned. The bed Liz and I made a mess of less than an hour ago is made with fresh linens. The bathroom where I took my shower has fresh towels hanging. I’m amazed at Liz and Ashley’s efficiency in keeping things tidy.

I push off my shorts and underwear, pull a pair of swim trunks from my dresser, and tug them on.

I should have something to eat, but I’m not hungry. I walk back downstairs, grab a pool towel from the stack by the sliding door, and then walk out to the Jacuzzi. After draping my towel on a deck chair, I unbutton my shirt, take it off, and lay it over my towel. As I’m sliding into the hot water, I hear my back gate open and the soft voices of Liz and Ashley.

“We got some pizza,” Ashley says, holding up a box from a local restaurant. “I didn’t think you’d be cooking. Do you want to eat with us?”

“Sure.” I smile as Liz pushes a table near the edge of the Jacuzzi and Ashley slides the box on top. “I think there is a six-pack of beer in the fridge.”

“I’ll get it,” Liz says, jogging towards the house.

Ashley pushes her shorts down, steps out of them, and then slides into the water beside me in her bikini. I lift my arm as she leans against my side, pulling her close as we kiss without saying anything.

“You seem quiet,” Ashley says as she parts from the kiss, running her fingers along my chest.

“It’s hard when Jack has to leave,” I admit with a slight grin. “I tend to think back on all my mistakes with Naomi. How much I prioritized work over my family. I need to change things before I lose Jack completely.”

Ashley rests her head on my shoulder and turns to watch Liz approach with the six-pack. Liz grins at me and sets the beer beside the unopened pizza on the table. Liz pushes off her shorts, grabs three bottles, and slides into the water beside me.

“I’m assuming you know you’re contributing to the delinquency of minors serving us alcohol,” Liz says, passing Ashley and me each a beer.

I laugh as I take my beer, twist off the cap, and place it on the table’s edge. “I’ve encouraged a lot of depravity today. I don’t think a few beers will affect my karma too much.”

“How do you know we’re not already degenerates?” Ashley asks as she drinks from the beer bottle.

“Touché.” I tip my bottle out, and the two girls click their longnecks against mine and we all drink, settling under the foamy water.

They each press their bodies against me. I take a long pull of the cold beer, place my bottle on the deck, and wrap an arm around each of their shoulders. They put their half-empty bottles beside mine, lean closer, and kiss my cheek. Their hands rub along my chest, fingers combing through the hair. We settle into a comfortable silence, enjoying the closeness.

“Where are your parents?” I break the silence with a question that has been nagging me since we made out in this jacuzzi earlier. “You said they’d be gone for a while.”

Ashley nods, then reaches to grab her beer and mine, handing it to me, then taking a drink. I look over at Liz, who’s sipping from her bottle as she tilts her head, looking at Ashley.

“Might as well tell him everything, Ash,” Liz says.

“They’ve retired,” Ashley says, meeting my eyes. “They are moving to Mexico and selling the house. I’m going to be homeless at the end of the month.”

My mouth opens in shock at the news, and I’m about to ask another question when Liz interrupts.

“I’m already homeless.” She shrugs as if it’s nothing. “My parents bailed on me about the time your ex abandoned you. That’s why I’ve been around so much. I’m living with Ashley until we figure out what to do.”

“Why didn’t you say anything?” I ask, then drain the rest of my beer. “I could’ve helped.”

“You were so busy with work and stressed over the divorce. I didn’t want my problems to stress you out more,” Ashley says quietly. “I should have said something sooner. I’m sorry.”

“We’re thinking of getting a cheap apartment, but everything we can afford is across town,” Liz says, picking up the story. “We knew you needed Ashley to help with Jack, so we stayed at her place until you were less stressed about everything.”

“What are you doing for money?” I ask, looking back and forth. I realize I don’t want them moving across town, but I need to know their situation. “Tell me everything. I need to know what’s up.”

“We’re using my trust fund from my grandfather. My mom’s father passed away last year. You remember the funeral?”

I do, vaguely. Janice, Ashley’s mom, had invited me with eyes full of tears, and I didn’t have the heart to refuse. Naomi had just given birth and was still in the hospital. I managed to slip out to attend the funeral. I didn’t pay much attention to what was going on with Ashley.

“Only a little bit.” I nod. “Jack had just been born.”

“Yes, that was it.” Ashley nods, then rests her head on my shoulder, breaking eye contact to tell the rest of her story. “Papa was rich. He came from money and ran a corporation. He had no sons, so when he retired, he sold his shares and started a trust fund for me, his only grandchild. The rest of his fortune went to my mother when he died.”

“Wow, I had no idea.” I squeeze her shoulder and kiss the top of her head.

“He left me a third of his fortune, but it’s all in my trust fund until I turn twenty-one,” Ashley continues. “The payouts are monthly, and it’s enough to live off of. I wasn’t in a rush to move out of my home until I had to. We can take care of ourselves.” She looks at Liz, who nods, reaching out to hold her hand.

“I’m living off my school savings,” Liz admits, looking up at me. “Staying with Ashley has helped, and I have enough saved to continue what we’re doing for another year or two. I was never going to get admitted into college. We’re going to figure this out, Matt. Don’t worry about us.”

“You’re right,” I say, looking at both of them. “I don’t have to worry because you’ll move in with me. I have a ton of room. You don’t need an apartment, even if Ashley can afford it.”

They both look at me, their eyes getting big, and they shake their heads. “Matt, that’s… We’re not…” Ashley is blushing, and I can tell she feels uncomfortable. “We didn’t do any of this to make you take care of us.”

“What’s happened between us has nothing to do with it,” I state firmly. “Had I known yesterday, I would’ve done the same thing. You two girls are precious to me, even before what happened today. I’ve always thought of both of you as extended family. I’ve watched you grow up and will always help you.”

Liz looks at me, her mouth open like she wants to say something. Then she closes her eyes, presses her face to my chest, and starts crying, wrapping her arms around me. Ashley leans and kisses my cheek.

“Matt.” Ashley looks at me with her big blue eyes. “I don’t know what to say. It’s too much. We never expected what happened between us to happen. Other than lustful fantasies we’ve confessed to each other, we never want to put you in a position to feel responsible for us. We’re hot for you like we said, but we don’t play games like that.”

I squeeze the girls against me and kiss the tops of their heads. “I don’t think you’re playing games,” I say, then let the quiet overcome us for a moment before continuing. “Let’s just take things one step at a time. You need a place to stay—stay with me.” They lift their heads to look at me, then nod through their tears.


CHAPTER 13
IT’S MORE OF A HAREM


It’s getting dark; the girls are still in their bikini tops. While I enjoy the eye candy, I worry they’ll get cold if we stay outside. “Let’s get out and dry off, then eat the pizza and discuss things.”

Returning inside, we gather around the kitchen table, the pizza box in the center. I pass out some paper plates, and Ashley passes out the remaining three beers. We make quick work of the rest of the pizza and beer. We’re hungry, and I’m not in a hurry to restart the conversation. I’m still mulling things over. Was it a good idea to invite them both to live under my roof? Having them around is calming. But sooner or later, word will get around that I’m shacking up with two girls half my age. Still, we need to talk about what their plans are.

“Why don’t you two go get some clothes from next door,” I suggest, finally breaking the silence. “You’re staying overnight.” They look at me and then at each other, and I realize I sound like an asshole. “If you want,” I add, cringing at how awkward that sounds.

“We want,” Liz grins. “We totally want.”

“We’ll be right back,” Ashley says, kissing my cheek.

They go out the back and through the gate. If they keep using the side yard to move between Ashley’s house and mine, no one will know they’re living with me. That’s only a short-term solution since Ashley’s parents are selling the home. It’s also unfair to them and sends the message that what we’re doing is wrong.

I need to clear that thought out of my mind. It’s just a remnant of our societal norms. Both of them are adults; they both decided to have sex with me, and I chose to be with them. Now, I want more; I want them to live with me. What do I mean by that? Is this a relationship? Should I pick one of them? Would the other get jealous or mad?

Cleaning up the remains of the pizza, I toss the beer bottles in the recycling, walk out to the poolside, and sit in a deck chair. It would be nice to have an outside fire ring, a table with an umbrella, and other things to make the pool area more pleasant to use regularly. I realize that the girls’ presence has me thinking about changing things. It’s a nice feeling, like waking up from a deep sleep, to reconsider how I want to live.

I hear them before they come through the gate, smile, walk to meet them, and help them with their stuff. They are still in their bikinis, each with a duffle bag, a pillow, and a backpack. I take their duffles back inside and set them next to the couch. Ashley closes the sliding door as Liz hugs me and lifts her hand to pull me down for a kiss. I respond to her kiss and the feel of her warm body pressing against me. When I break the kiss, Ashley’s hands press against my chest, and we kiss too.

I break the kiss and smile at them both. “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves,” I say. “There will be time for that in a bit. We need to discuss how you want to live under my roof. I don’t want to assume anything. I want us all to communicate our desires and feelings.”

“You’re right.” Ashley nods and sits on the sofa. “My parents want to put the house on the market soon. I need to move out. Liz is already living with me, so she needs to move out too.”

I sit beside her, and Liz plops down on my other side. I look at both of them and start with the first question on my mind. “Are the two of you together?” The girls share a look, then shrug and look back at me, nodding.

“Yeah, Jack,” Liz speaks first and smiles at Ashley. “We’ve been playing around since we were in high school. It’s led to something more since I’ve moved in.”

“We are both bisexual,” Ashley says with a blush. “We’ve always been attracted to boys and girls. But what we have is more than just attraction.” She reaches and takes Liz’s hand and squeezes it. “We don’t label our relationship, but it’s real.”

Liz leans across my lap, cups Ashley’s jaw, and draws her in for a sensual kiss. My cock pulses at the way they kiss, and I understand their deep feelings for each other.

“I love Ashley,” Liz admits. “I think I have for a long time.”

“Same.” Ashley nods and looks at me. “We’re together but want you to be part of us.”

“How is that going to work?” I look at both of them. My cock has hardened noticeably as the two girls look at me. “I don’t want to break up your relationship.”

“We appreciate that, Matt.” Liz smiles and takes my hand with her other hand. “Ashley and I are also ethically non-monogamous. We have an open relationship. You’ll fit right in.”

“So what does that make us? A t-throuple?” I pause. Hearing the word I’ve only read sounds weird.

“Sure, for now.” Liz smiles. “We don’t mind if you fuck other girls. We know we want to be yours because we’ve discussed it. We aren’t interested in any other guys. Just be honest with us. Open communication is key.”

“Polyamory, then?” I ask, still feeling my way into how they are talking.

“It’s more of a harem,” Ashley says, taking my hand. “Liz and I are exclusive to you—you alone.”

“That doesn’t sound fair, though.” I manage, though my cock’s throbbing at the discussion is sending me a signal about how right it feels. “You’re mine, exclusively. But I’m allowed to have other women?”

“We’d discuss it, of course,” Liz says, her hand dropping to squeeze the bulge in my shorts. “It seems as if it’s something you’d like.”

I smirk at her and her enthusiasm, knowing she will try my stamina. Her hand slowly tracing the length of my cock has my brain short-circuiting. I look back and forth at them. Their cheeks are flush with arousal, but their eyes stare at me, which gives their words confidence.

“I don’t know what to say,” I finally admit. “It seems too good to be true. I want you both in my life and my bed. I guess we can figure out the details as we go.”

Liz kisses me first while Ashley presses against my side, then pulls me to her lips while Liz drops her head to kiss my chest. I break from the kiss and then stand. The two girls lean back and look up at me.

“Let’s get your things up to your new room.”

They grin at me as they stand and start grabbing their bags. When I try to pick one up, Liz holds my wrist.

“No, let us get a head start,” Liz says with a wink.

“We won’t take long,” Ashley assures me. “Just relax. We’ll tell you when we’re ready.”

I nod and sit back down while they grab their things and hurry up the stairs. I watch their round asses as they mount the stairs, my hand moving to my cock, and pulling it to straighten it in my shorts. I think about the fantastic day I’ve had with the two sexy girls and slowly stroke along my rigid shaft.

I’m all in. If they want to be my harem, who am I to refuse? I don’t know any other girl I’d like to add, but having the option is more arousing than I thought. They’re committing to only me while I have an open field—that’s fucking crazy hot.

I won’t second-guess them. This is how it will be, and I won’t let the old rules interfere with our happiness. If people don’t like a guy my age being with young girls, that’s their problem, not mine.


CHAPTER 14
I’M NOT LETTING THEM GO


“Okay, Matt!” I hear their voices call out from my bedroom, and I push up from the sofa. I listen to their soft moans in the house’s silence. I shove my shorts down and off, unbuttoning my shirt as I walk up the steps. My cock is stiffly bouncing as I mount the stairs, and I drop my clothes in the hamper inside the door to my room.

Walking into the bedroom, I see the pair lying on my bed. Ashley’s on her back, and Liz is on her hands and knees, stretched over her best friend’s nude body. They’re kissing deeply with Ashley’s legs stretched wide, and Liz is grinding her sex into her with slow thrusts. As one, they turn to look at me as I stroke my cock and knee up onto the bed to join them.

“Have you ever imagined two women in your bed, Jack?” Liz asks, arching her back to grind her pussy harder into Ashley. Ashley nods at me invitingly as she sits up and sucks Liz’s rigid nipple into her mouth. They both moan as they watch me crawl closer, my fingers spreading my precum over my shaft.

“Since Naomi left me, I’ve dreamed of both of you,” I admit. “But the reality is much better than any of my fantasies.”

I pause beside them, and Ashley pulls her mouth from Liz’s breast and turns to suck my crown into her hot mouth. I reach and squeeze Liz’s tit, feeling the wetness from Ashley’s mouth as I tug at her hard nipple. Liz grips a handful of Ashley’s hair and presses her friend’s mouth further down my cock. I look down, watching Ash spread her lips open and then swallow when my head hits the back of her throat.

“That’s a good slut, Ash baby,” Liz encourages. “Take that fat dick all the way.”

I flex my hips, holding my cock deep in my nanny’s mouth. When she presses her tongue between her lower lip and my cock, sliding along the root of my cock, my eyes close as I groan at the sensation.

Liz moves from between Ashley’s spread legs and presses her bare breasts to my side. I turn and kiss her, and our tongues tangle as Ashley pumps her mouth up and down my cock.

“She’s a good cocksucker, isn’t she?” Liz growls against my lip, and we look down to see Ashley looking up at both of us as she worships my cock.

“Fuck, yes. You both are such cock-sucking sluts,” I encourage them both.

Liz kisses me quickly, then lowers beside Ashley. Ashley pulls off my cock and offers Liz a turn, and she doesn’t waste a second, spreading open wide to take my cock into her mouth, gagging at first, then pulling back to stroke her slick spit over the sides. Then, with a quick wink up at me, she pulls my dick between her lips. She sucks in, then inches her lips down until they are pressed against my root, swallowing my cock like a pro. I practically go cross-eyed, trying to hold her stare as she sucks my cock into her throat.

I know I won’t last long if they keep gobbling my cock like this, and I desperately want to fuck them both before we sleep. Gripping a handful of Liz’s hair, I tug her back, watching my cock slide from the depths of her throat and between her lips. She pouts up at me, but I tilt my head.

“I want your pussies stacked on top of each other, so I can take turns fucking each of you.”

They both smile at my command, then scamper to arrange themselves, making my already rigid cock pulse. Ashley rolls onto her back, her legs spread out, while Liz climbs over her, straddling her waist. I stalk around the bed and grab two pillows. Ashley arches her back when she understands, and I stuff the pillows under her ass. Liz looks at me and wriggles her tight ass.

“You can start with me.” She grins, and I smack her ass sharply.

“You’ll take what I give you. I’m in control, right?” I knee up onto the bed behind the entangled girls and grip my cock in one hand.

“You’re in charge, Matt,” Liz moans, and Ashley nods in agreement.

They squirm against each other until their pussies align, and I drag my cock up, sliding the head through Ashley’s drenched lips and then up along Liz’s parted petals. They both moan and move their hips, trying to capture my dick as I tease their openings. It’s Ashley’s big, blue eyes that capture me, and I press my cock inside her, making her groan from the initial stretch.

“Fuck, Matt. I love how it feels when you stretch me like this.” Ashley locks her eyes on mine as I pump my hips, pushing deeper inside her.

Liz drops her hips down, and I feel the slickness of her pussy as I fuck her best friend. I grip her ass cheeks and pull them apart, then spit between her two cheeks and work my thumb in a circle around her tight ring. The way she moans as I press my thumb inside almost pushes me to the brink.

Pulling my cock from Ashley’s tight cunt, I line up and drive my cock into Liz. She arches back as my thighs smack into her hips, and my thumb works deeper into her ass.

“Oh fuck,” she mutters, her hips cycling. “Fuck, your thumb is in my ass. Ohhhh shit, that hurts a bit.”

I keep stroking my dick in and out of her pussy with my thumb stuffed into her sphincter, looking past her at Ashley, who is still staring at me. Liz wiggles under me, and I feel Ashley’s finger brush along my shaft as I fuck her friend. When her fingers slide up, and I hear Liz’s moan, I know she’s found her clit. I slowly push my thumb deeper, and Liz’s moan tells me she’s past the pain.

“Your asshole is so tight, Lizzie,” I growl. “I can’t wait to fuck that tight hole. Would you like that?”

She nods her head without any words, and I pull my cock out of her pussy and slide down to thrust into Ashley’s slick channel. She moans out, her hips pressing up as I drive inside. The motion lifts Liz’s hips, and my thumb sinks in deeper.

“Fuck, Matt. You can have any of my holes. They’re yours,” Liz mutters, rolling her hips as my thumb glides in and out.

I dribble more spit down, pressing the slick fluid into her ass and fucking her slowly as I pump my cock steadily into Ashley. I flick my eyes up and then lock them on the angelic face of my babysitter. Her eyes lock onto mine, and her mouth opens as she moans with each of my strokes. Liz moves her hand under her body, and I know from the way Ashley jerks that her fingers have found her friend’s clit.

“Oh fuck! Don’t stop,” Ashley whimpers. “I’m so close.”

I pull out with a smirk and slide my cock along Liz’s pussy, then thrust into her opening. I can feel my cock drive under my probing thumb, and the sound she makes as she shudders has me approaching my limit. Gritting my teeth, I fuck Liz hard for five strokes, then pull out and slam back inside Ashley.

Their moans fill my bedroom—our bedroom—as I drive them both to the edge, alternating between their two pussies and thumbing Liz’s tight asshole. Their bodies tremble as I keep fucking one, then the other. They both have their hands between their bodies, and I can sense they’re teasing each other’s clits. Ashley’s pussy starts to flutter, and I pull out and drive into Liz and know she’s right on the same edge.

“Fuck! Come for me,” I manage between thrusts. “Fucking come hard!”

Liz tips over the edge, and I feel her cunt clamp down around my cock. I flex my hips to keep driving as her body shudders. When I can, I pull my cock out and drop my hips, thrusting into Ashley. Her eyes widen, and I feel her body tighten as her leg shakes. When she screams out her release, I drive deep inside her and paint her walls with my cum.

My hips jerk until my balls empty inside my live-in babysitter. Pulling my thumb out of Liz’s asshole, I lie against her back without crushing her. We rest briefly before I slide down and off the bed. Liz rolls onto her back and then turns to kiss Ashley. I walk to the bathroom, wash my hands, and warm two washcloths before returning to the pair.

They part from their kiss and shift apart, making room for me between them. I wash them each, cleansing them of all our juices, and then toss the rags in the hamper. I slide down between them and roll onto my back. They curl against my chest. As I kiss the tops of their heads, I notice their eyes closing sleepily.

I reach and pull the covers over the three of us as they fade into sleep, and then, with my arms around both of them, I slip into dreamland. Tomorrow will be a new day, but I want to spend my days with these two amazing women. They say they’re committed to me, and I feel the same way. I’m not letting them go.


PART THREE

TRIPLE THREAT


CHAPTER 1
MOVING ON


“Hey, Matt,” Liz calls out as she enters my office. “I want you to look at something.”

Since the girls moved in, I’ve cleaned up my files, consolidated, and simplified my business. They’ve been doing the same task, pushing their things out of Ashley’s parents’ house and into mine, and clearing my spare rooms of my ex-wife’s junk. It’s been slow and steady, but we’re near the end and should focus on what’s next for us.

“What’s that?” I ask, putting down the stack of files in my hands and twisting in my office chair to face her. She grins and slides into my lap, snuggling close and kissing my cheek.

“You’ve been saying I should do something to contribute to the family.”

She hides her phone’s screen by pressing it into her chest. The motion only draws my eyes to the valley of delectable cleavage showcased by her bikini. I blink to clear the image of her naked on my bed. Both she and Ashley live in bathing suits and shorts as the summer heat has kicked in. It no longer flusters me living with the two beautiful young women who love to tease me, but the teasing still works its magic.

“I just don’t want you to drain your school savings,” I say, ensuring I look in her eyes as we talk. She likes it when my eyes wander, but this seems more of an opportunity for a discussion than indulging in our desires. With her still in my lap, and her breasts barely contained by her skimpy top, my body responds, and she shifts in my lap, grinning. “I know Ashley’s got her trust fund allowance, and you’re not paying rent since you’ve moved in with me. It’s not about money, but doing something productive is good for all of us.”

“Agree. Now that we’re moved in and have made your house our home, I want your thoughts on me trying something new.” Liz wriggles in my lap, and my cock responds to her closeness. “I’ve been talking to my friend, Nidhi, from high school. She’s taking a year off before college to raise tuition money for med school. She was an honors graduate, but didn’t get a full scholarship, even though she aced all the AP exams.”

“Interesting. That’s smart. Most young people don’t know what they want to study. It makes sense to take a breather and build a nest egg. Nidhi, that’s South Asian? She sounds like an intelligent young woman.”

“Yeah, her grandparents immigrated from India when her parents were children. She’s sweet and smart as shit.” Liz stops talking, tilts her head down, and looks up through her eyelashes before twisting so we can both look at her phone screen. “She’s a camgirl.”

Her phone displays Nidhi’s website with thumbnails of her in various skimpy costumes and lingerie along the bottom of the page. She has a fair complexion reminiscent of café au lait and all the typical attributes one would expect of a young Indian woman. She has captivating, deep brown eyes and copious tresses of dark hair falling past her shoulders. It’s styled differently in her photos, where she wears bikinis and cosplay outfits. She has a smaller bust than Liz, but about the same as Ashley. It takes a moment for my brain to catch up with what’s in front of my eyes.

“Wait, you want to start camming?” I force myself not to freak out about this, maintaining a neutral tone.

“Yeah,” Liz says with a mischievous grin. “Nidhi was telling me how much she makes. She’s been doing it since she turned eighteen, without telling her parents. She’s making good money but needs to leave her parents’ house to level up. She needs her own space, like a studio.”

Liz glances at me, then pans around my office. The space I built over the garage is much larger than where I’d set up my office. It extends past my desk into a larger, mostly empty room. It’s well-lit from windows along the back with a pool deck view when the blinds are open.

“Here?” I ask, my mouth gaping open. “You want her to use my office as her studio?”

“Yeah, and live here too.” Liz shrugs, trying to appear innocent, but I see the glint in her eye. “She can pay rent. She’s not looking for charity.”

As mad as the idea sounds, I consider her request. We have two extra bedrooms besides Jack’s downstairs. The pool would be a lovely setting for still shots in her purple bikini and other outfits. “Here?” I say again, letting the idea roll around in my mind. “And you want to learn about being a camgirl from her?”

Liz nods, her blue eyes wide. “I know I’m not nearly as smart as Nidhi, but I have the assets.” She drops her eyes to her body and shimmies, causing my cock to twitch. “You know I’d be good at it, right?”

I laugh, I can’t help it. “You’re not going to be a camgirl.” I try to soften it with a hug, but Liz squirms from my lap and stands. Her eyes drop to my firm bulge and then flash to meet mine.

“You like the idea. And you know I’d be good at it. If I had a website, you’d already be a subscriber.”

“Yeah. Probably.” I shrug with a lopsided grin. “But it’s not a good play, Liz.”

“I’m in favor,” Ashley’s voice snaps my head to look at her as she walks into the room. “Liz and I discussed this while we lived next door. I’m curious about it too. You can’t keep your eyes off us most of the time. And you know, we get looks when we go out shopping.”

“Your beauty isn’t in question,” I counter. “You’re both hot, sexy, and know how to flirt. You can do the work, but have you thought through everything you’d have to do?”

“Nidhi told me it’s mostly marketing, maintaining a social media presence, creating a web portal, etc. The internet things are easy for her,” Liz replies, her voice rising in excitement. “We can learn from her and each other. You can help us with the financial side. It’s something Nidhi needs some advice on.”

“Have you considered that Jack lives here on some weekends? Have you thought about what Naomi would do if she learned I was running a camgirl studio in my home office?” My ex-wife would sue for custody in a heartbeat.

“We’d shut it down when Jack is home,” Ashley says, crossing her arms. “We can’t always be in character; we’d need breaks. Three of us can help with the housework, cooking, and looking out for Jack.”

“Think of how the three of us could help in your bedroom.” Liz grins, waggling her eyebrows. “C’mon, Matt. Let her come over and give you her pitch. She’s a fucking smoke show, but she’s also smart and savvy about the business. Her dad is the CEO of a MedTech company.”

They know they have me on the ropes, and I struggle to find objections. My office is separate from the living areas. Jack’s room is downstairs, and my spare rooms are upstairs, down the hall from my bedroom. We could make it work and keep Jack safe when Naomi was away on one of her flights.

“Please…” Ashley says, then slips to her knees. Liz smirks and mirrors her, widening her eyes and pouting. It’s cheating to kneel at my feet in their skimpy bikini tops. The thought of them posing for the camera has my imagination tumbling into wicked ideas.

“Is it porn?” I ask, unsure if I’m trying to object or tip the scales in favor.

“No, just live cosplays and flirting,” Liz says, looking up at me. “Most of her subscribers just want a GFE.”

“A GFE?”

“A girlfriend experience,” Ashley adds. “They are just lonely men; some are married, some are single. She messages them or snaps a custom cosplay pose. She told us about some weirdos getting horny and creepy, so she has set boundaries and will cut off anyone who misbehaves.”

They stay on their knees, occasionally glancing up, and my unyielding stiffness grows in my swim trunks. I take a deep breath before shrugging helplessly. As far as I know, this isn’t the best idea. But my curiosity is piqued. The thought of a third woman sharing my bed tips the scales in favor of exploring the ridiculous notion.

“What the fuck.” I nod, and they spring to their feet and hug me tight, kissing my cheeks.

“We’ll call Nids and invite her over,” Liz says as she leaves my office. “You’ll love her, I promise.”

I watch my two sexy housemates leave, then look down at my stiff shaft still tenting my board shorts. “You’re no help,” I say, reaching down and adjusting it to a more comfortable position. I can’t help thinking this is going to be nothing but trouble. But I also know that having Liz and Ashley with me is worth the trouble the pair gets into.


CHAPTER 2
MEET NIDHI


After Liz confirms that Nidhi will come over later, the three of us quickly clean out the scattered junk in my office loft and adjust my desk and cabinets to one side near the entry from the stairs. I pull a fabric divider into place to hide the distractions if Nidhi wanted to use the space as her studio. Naomi bought the rolling partition to separate the office into two spaces for a home business she never started. Even though I haven’t met Nidhi yet, I’ve accepted the possibility of her joining my two girlfriends.

The doorbell rings as we make more room in my bedroom’s walk-in closet. Liz claps her hands. “She’s here. C’mon, let’s go let her in.”

I’m just as excited, and Ashley takes a moment to hug and kiss me.

“You’re sure you’re okay with expanding what we have?” I ask her as my gut flutters with arousal. “We can just let her use the office for her studio if you’re unsure.”

“Matt, I’m the one who brought up adding a new harem girl.” Ashley pats my chest. “You know Liz wants it too. We need to convince Nids, which won’t take long when she sees you.” She drops her hand to my crotch and squeezes. “Oooh! I can tell you’re in favor of having three harem girls.”

Liz and Ashley have described themselves as my harem girls since they moved in. It’s more than a fantasy of being sexual playthings for an older man; they want a polyamorous family with me as the head. I was initially reluctant, but I have become accustomed to my role as the male leader of my two energetic girlfriends. The allure of adding a third has been a recurring dream while I sleep warmly between my lovers.

“I just don’t want to endanger what we have,” I offer as a weak explanation for my reluctance. Truth be told, I’m eager to explore the idea, but I feel like it will upset them if I admit that or show too much eagerness.

“Don’t be silly,” Ashley says, kissing my cheek. “We’re yours; nothing will change that.”

Together, we hurry down the stairs, where Liz waits by the door, hopping on her toes. She notices my expression and grins, waiting for me to close the distance before leaping up, hugging her arms around my neck, and kissing me deeply. She drops back to her feet, and our eyes meet. Her expression of care helps my reluctance.

“You’ll love her,” Liz says. “Ash and I aren’t going anywhere. Nids is an addition. Trust me.”

She turns to the door as Ashley holds onto my elbow, and I adjust my stiffening cock with my other hand. Liz pulls it open and launches herself through the door to hug her friend tight. Ashley leaves my side to welcome their friend with another familiar hug.

I take the opportunity to survey Nidhi. She’s a touch shorter than Liz and dressed in a typical college girl outfit of deep-purple yoga pants, a faded, cropped t-shirt, and a bag slung over one shoulder. Her breasts stretch the snug top, and her nipples poke into the worn cotton. A navel piercing glitters in the sunlight along the thin line of bare skin above the waist of her pants. Her long, dark hair hangs loosely behind her shoulders, and I notice an elastic tie around her wrist.

As I scan back up her lithe shape, she slides her feet out of her sandals, leaving them by the door. My two girlfriends move to either side of her, and she blushes, noticing my survey of her body. She grins, dropping her eyes to appraise my physique in return. Her lips part as she notices the ridge of my growing erection, and she traces her tongue across her lower lip before meeting my eyes. She extends her hand palm down. “I’m Nidhi Sharma, but my friends call me Nids.”

“Matthew Lewis. Please, call me Matt. Any friend of Liz and Ashley is welcome.”

“Not ‘Daddy’?” she says with a smirk. My eyes widen momentarily as I step back to welcome her inside. I’m speechless at her bold reply, and she giggles at my silence as she steps inside the door. “Sorry. I slip into fantasy roleplay too often. It’s great to meet you, Matt.”

“You’re already fantasizing about me?” I say, opening my arms as she steps into my hug. She giggles, lifting her arms around my neck.

Our eyes meet momentarily before we’re both drawn into a tentative kiss. Her tongue presses against my lower lip. Taking the invitation, I sweep my tongue along her plump lips, pushing between them as she moans. The front door clicks closed and snaps us into the present. She tilts her head as her hands press lightly against my chest. "We should talk business.”

“Yeah, Matt,” Liz says, winking at her friend. “I'll show you Matt’s office, then we can swim or do something fun.”

Nidhi holds my gaze before following her toward the stairs to my loft. Ashley reaches up and combs her fingers across the back of my head, grinning when I turn to her. She tilts her head and bites her lip before trailing behind the other two and leaving me alone in the entry. I watch their three pert asses turn down the hallway as the girls laugh cheerfully.

The sounds of footsteps change as they climb up the stairs toward the loft before I break from my spinning thoughts and adjust my stiff erection. It throbs under my grip, and I close my eyes. Pushing away the intrusive fantasy of Nidhi lowering to her knees in front of me, I follow behind the group.

“Our bedroom is on the other side,” Liz says, waving toward the other staircase. “This hall has Jack’s bedroom and two more spare rooms.”

“There are three full bathrooms and another half bath between the living and dining rooms.” Ashley continues explaining the layout. “The kitchen is near the sliding glass door to the pool deck, and the utility room is past Jack’s bedroom.”

Their mention of my son tightens my gut. I’m glad they’re including him in their tour of our house, but part of me still worries that Naomi won’t be happy about my potential new housemate. She hasn’t asked about Ash and Liz moving in because they’ve been babysitting since she left me. But a third woman in the rotation might arouse her suspicions. She’s been distracted at our exchanges, going through the motions of passing Jack’s things between our cars before setting up the next meeting.

Jack adores the two young women in my life, and I think he’ll like Nidhi, too. He’s usually good with strangers, and I take a moment to be thankful that my son remains happy despite the disruption of our divorce and the confusion of shared custody. I’d end everything in a heartbeat if I thought my lifestyle change was affecting my son. Still, he’s gotten used to Naomi’s lover, so I don’t see how she could object to me carrying on with my life. I don’t want to slow the roll of what seems inevitable with a new occupant of my home and bed.


CHAPTER 3
EXPLORING OPTIONS


When I reach the top of the stairs, the door to my office is open, and the trio walks around, touring the open space. The divider is collapsed to the side, and I nod to myself that the soon-to-be boudoir studio will be hidden from view. Not many people visit my house, but I usually work remotely with clients or meet them at their offices. Using the divider is more for appearances’ sake and my peace of mind, so no one suspects I’m building a camgirl studio behind my desk.

“This is more than enough room,” Nidhi says, twisting around with her arms out. “There’s room for a bed and a backdrop; we can store props and toys on shelves on the far wall. The light from the window is perfect.”

“Check out the pool view,” Ashley says, sweeping the curtain from the wide window that spans the back wall. The curtain is translucent and closed, muting the sunlight from the northern exposure. “We could even use a camera up here to film scenes on the pool deck.”

“Is that where…” Nidhi waves toward the jacuzzi and trails off, turning when she notices me.

“I sucked his dick,” Liz continues, nodding shamelessly. “We could recreate it for the camera.”

I feel heat rise on my cheeks when Nidhi glances down at my bulge. The memory of Liz, thigh deep in the hot tub, bobbing on my cock brings up the memory of Ashley catching us moments later. My cock throbs as I recall every detail of the afternoon in the pool, in the living room, and in my bed. The other half of my mind, however, still has questions.

“I thought this wasn’t going to be porn,” I say.

“It’s not,” Nidhi says, glancing down again, then shrugging. “Not at first. We have so much to figure out before we shoot such a scene, especially outside. But it’s a great location. We could do some isolated still photos of us to tease any clients.”

“I can’t be in a porno,” I say, snorting, even as my mind swirls with the idea of fucking Liz on the edge of the pool and capturing it on film.

“We don’t have to stream every bit of content,” Liz says, winking at me. “I know you couldn’t show your face on screen. But you’d make a wonderful stunt dick.”

“You’re getting ahead of yourself, Lizzie,” Nidhi chides. “It needs to be done in stages to build up the anticipation. We need to create a story, like a screenplay, then film the scenes, using outtakes to tease the audience.”

“You’ve given this some serious thought,” I remark, pushing my hands into the pockets of my trunks, trying to hide my obvious arousal at the thought. The idea is preposterous, but my mind keeps inventing ways to overcome the obstacles.

Nidhi nods. “The idea of moving into adult content has been running around in my mind. I obviously can’t do that content in my parents’ house. But living and working here? There is much more creative liberty we can take.”

“I thought you only did GFE? Cosplay shoots?” I glance at Liz, who bites her lip and looks down.

“That’s the most I can do from home.” Nidhi shrugs and walks closer. “I keep the illusion for my parents that I’m just chatting with friends. I’m not always on my phone. I can shut the door to my room for privacy when I do the cosplay stuff.” I nod, so she continues. “I shoot mostly while my parents are at work. I don’t do anything live when they’re home. Only GFE text chats and ad hoc selfies for my clients, or my public social media.”

“Okay, thanks for explaining,” I say, glancing at Ashley. Her mouth is partly open, and she seems breathless as her nipples tent the cropped t-shirt she’s wearing over her bikini. Liz is also aroused by what Nidhi is explaining. “Those rules would apply when my son is home.”

“Of course,” Nidhi says, lifting her hands to my chest. My body shivers at the contact, and she smirks. “Your son is the priority, Matt. But when he’s gone, you can have fun with us while making tons of money.”

“How would that work?” I ask, considering logistics for the first time. “How do you host your content? Who is your payment processor? How does your business operate?”

“I run a private subscription platform, like any other.” She turns around the room and then waves back downstairs. “Let’s find a place to sit and talk about it comfortably. I’ll answer all of your questions.” She glances at my bulge again and smirks. “If you can be patient?”

It’s no secret that we’re attracted to each other, and she’s not backing away from the magnetic draw between us. She raises one of her groomed eyebrows, and I notice a pale mark on her forehead. I don’t know much about Indian culture, but I’ve seen bindis before. I drop my eyes as I nod before speaking.

“Yes. I want to know the whole story,” I tell her, waving toward the stairs. “So far, I’ve only gotten bits and dribbles of your plan. I have some clients who work in streaming content for their business. I’m aware of the challenges.”

“Adult content?” Nidhi asks as we turn to the stairs. I glance over my shoulder at Liz and Ashley, who grin and hold hands as they follow us.

“Not entirely,” I explain. “YouTubers, hobbyists, and educational content mostly. But I have some that make their living, or at least augment their profits, with adult content. I can’t give details for client confidentiality reasons.”

“I wouldn’t expect you to,” Nidhi says as her hand curls under my arm while she walks with me. “It might be good to network at some point. I got into this by being in the right online space at the right time. A friend of mine invited me to join a private Discord community. All the members run similar content creation platforms and are very open about how they market their business.”

“It’s common to network with other businesses,” I admit, and my mind whirls with the possibility of running an adult content business. The few clients I have are successful and invest their profits for the long term. I consider that Nidhi may know them through the anonymous online community. “Making the right investments will certainly fund your education.” I glance over my shoulder at Liz. “The girls need to know how online businesses work, too.”

“I know, that’s another reason I’m here. Liz’s situation with her parents left her in a bad spot. I’m glad she had Ashley to help her stay on her feet. I want to help her as well. I’m not looking to score a short-term financial gain. I want to build a platform anonymously and learn the tricks of the trade. I grew up wanting to be a doctor like my parents, but I’m open to alternatives.”

“Going to medical school is an ambitious goal. Educational costs are astronomical.”

“I refuse to take out a student loan,” Nidhi says with a crease in her brow. “I’ll either make enough at this to earn my tuition or adapt to a different occupation. I won’t trap myself in debt I’ll never repay. I’d rather invest in myself than make money to pay interest to bankers.”

I nod because I know from my clients that student loan debt is a significant factor for everyone, both parents and students. I consider Jack, even though he’s only a child, and I already know I want to ensure his future won’t be limited by debt. His trust fund is steadily earning interest, but I’d like to increase the amount of my deposits, which have decreased due to paying alimony and child support.

“I’d like to help with that,” I say, and she turns and raises an eyebrow. “Besides tax preparation, I do financial and estate planning for my clients. I’m thinking about outsourcing the tax prep side of my business to focus on financial planning. I’m committed to seeing Liz and Ashley have a secure financial future. I offer that to you, as well.”

“I’ll compensate you accordingly,” she bites out.

“It’s not necessary.”

“I’m not a freeloader, Mr. Lewis.”

“It’s Matt,” I interrupt. “I don’t think you’re a freeloader. I want to provide what I can for my girls’ future.”

She stops at the foot of the stairs and turns to look at me. Her stern expression softens as she notices my calm but confused expression.

“Am I one of your girls?”

“If you want to join us,” I say, then glance at Liz. “I thought Liz told you about our arrangement?”

“We need to have that talk,” Nidhi says, dropping her eyes. “We should get everyone on the same page.”

“The living room is right this way.”


CHAPTER 4
SOMETHING REAL


“I’ll get some sodas,” Ashley says.

“I’d like a beer, please,” I tell her.

Ashley nods with a grin as she detours to the kitchen.

I wave at the sofa, and Liz sits to one side and pats the middle cushion for Nidhi. I settle into my leather armchair opposite the couch, exhaling as I collect my thoughts. Ashley returns, passes me an uncapped beer bottle, and passes soda cans to her friends. I take a sip of the cold summer brew, then put it on the coffee table between us as Ashley sits beside Nidhi.

“Liz, did you tell her about our relationship?” I ask, turning to my spunky lover.

“I told her we fucked and we’re living in your house.”

“I assumed she was paying rent,” Nidhi says, worrying her lip. “Knowing she’s broke, I assumed it was a payment-in-kind situation.” I nod, understanding the miscommunication.

“I’m in a relationship with Liz and Ashley,” I state clearly. “They live here as members of my household and, as such, they don’t pay rent. It’s unnecessary even if Ashley can afford it with the stipend from her trust fund.”

“I see.” Nidhi bites her lip, but her eyes remain skeptical. “So, you’re saying it’s not transactional? Would they still be here if you weren’t fucking them?”

My expression hardens as I try not to bark back at the implication. It’s clear she’s ignorant of all the facts between us. It’s time to set things straight. I release a slow breath to control my emotions before continuing.

“Let’s wind back the clock,” I begin, softening my expression. “My wife, Naomi, left me earlier this year. She left us, actually— my son Jack and me. She’s a flight attendant and had an affair with the pilot she flies with. Before I was aware of her infidelity, she filed for divorce and child custody. We’d been growing apart, but it was still a shock. After all the dust had settled, we shared custody of Jack. She keeps him when her flight schedule permits. We take care of him while she’s away.”

“I was already babysitting Jack,” Ashley adds, glancing at me before returning to Nidhi. “Matt didn’t know about my parents moving out, my trust fund, or my inheritance. I just offered to continue caring for him because I love Jack and had a huge crush on Matt.”

“When my parents forced me to leave,” Liz picks up the story, “I moved in with Ashley and helped her with Jack.”

“So that’s how it started?” Nidhi asks, glancing at all of us.

“It is. The day it all started was on impulse. I realized how lonely I was. Not just since Naomi left me, but for years as we grew apart.” I pause and smile at my two lovers. “They were always around, and once we… got together⁠—”

“We fucked,” Liz pitched in. “Let’s not hide anything. Ashley and I were crushing on Matt for months before his wife left. We didn’t plan what happened. It was an impulse, and I ended up blowing him in the jacuzzi. Ashley caught us after she put Jack down for a nap. He led us to his bedroom and fucked us on his bed. It was our first time.”

My jaw relaxes at her bold but factual assertions. I shrug at Nidhi before replying.

“That’s what happened. Only after we were intimate⁠—”

“Fucked,” Liz interrupts with a mirthful expression. I grin and shake my head before continuing.

“After that happened, I learned about their family and financial challenges. I’d already invited them to live with me because of the challenges of working and being a single parent. The three of us had an instant connection. As an older, well-established adult, I want to provide for and protect them.” Nidhi watches me as I finish the story. “I take care of them because I love them. I would have done the same if they didn’t share my bed.”

“I offered to pay him room and board,” Ashley adds before waving at me. “He refused.”

“I own this home outright,” I clarify. “My only expense is property taxes, since I paid off the mortgage when I bought Naomi’s half of the house. It hurt my long-term investments, but I have time to make that up. It’s ridiculous for my girls to pay rent.”

“Your girls?” Nidhi asks, then looks at her friends. “Is that what you are?”

“Matt already said we’re in a relationship,” Ashley complains. “I like that he takes care of and protects me. He makes me feel safe and loved.”

“Just sounds a little chauvinistic in this day and age.” Nidhi looks at me with a cryptic smile, and I’m curious why.

“We’re calling it a harem,” Liz explains, waving a hand in a circle around us. “Ash and I came up with the label. Matt’s even uncomfortable saying it. He’s not some Neanderthal lughead treating us like property.”

“Although I do like it when he pulls my hair,” Ashley says, blushing.

Nidhi giggles, and the tension breaks. The girls start laughing, and I pick up my beer and take a long draw. She’s the first person we’ve been honest with about our relationship. We keep our affection for each other low-key in public, and the neighbors haven’t mentioned anything about their cars in my driveway. I won’t deny what we are anymore, and I’m relieved that Nidhi is taking my words seriously.

“So this wasn’t just a one-time hook-up?” she asks, looking at her friends.

“No,” Liz says with a hint of exasperation. “We’re an us. Ashley and I are his girlfriends. We began referring to ourselves as a harem. I guess I wasn’t clear about it; I was just dropping hints, bragging about banging Ashley’s hot older neighbor.”

Nidhi giggles again but smiles before turning to me. “My turn to clarify what I’m doing as a camgirl.”

“The floor is yours.” I hold my beer and lean forward with my elbows on my knees. “We’re listening.”

“I graduated second in my class, but I didn’t get any scholarships. I didn’t apply to many because I was wary of the financial aid packages that are usually attached. Despite my grades, most jobs I qualify for pay little more than I’d earn flipping burgers,” Nidhi explains in a rush. “I started playing around in online chat rooms while in school and enjoyed the interactions. I didn’t mind showing off my body in pictures, but I never showed my face. When I turned eighteen, I started a fan site and have built my audience since then.”

“How well do you do financially?” I ask.

“I broke five figures last month.” She shrugs. “I do high four figures on average.”

“That’s impressive,” I say, raising my eyebrows. “You’re earning more than I did when I started my business.”

“Maybe you should try taking off your clothes?” Nidhi grins, and her flirtatious demeanor returns. “But you should know that men don’t earn as much as women in my business.”

I can’t help but laugh. Despite the rough start, I enjoy her personality as much as I enjoy touring her nubile curves. “So do you?”

“Do I what?”

“Take off your clothes? For your fan site.” I tilt my head in curiosity. “I was under the impression that you just did cosplay sets.”

“Naked cosplay. But only for paying regular subscribers whom I trust,” Nidhi says without any shame. “I have clients who enjoy buying my packaged images and content. Removing my clothes is how I grow my business. It’s transactional only.”

“Is that what you want? A transactional agreement for living here?”

“No.” She shakes her head. “That would feel like some kind of sugar baby arrangement.”

“How do you handle the girlfriend experience? That seems like it could be a sugar baby relationship.”

“It could be if I accepted gifts or tips. I have a strict policy that GFE is a subscription only. It’s purely through the encrypted messaging in the platform I use. It’s daily check-ins, flirty discussions. If I build a rapport, I’ll share a nude, but that’s extremely rare.” Nidhhi shrugs. “It’s not my favorite part of the gig. It builds the illusion of a relationship that doesn’t exist. If my clients begin to believe it’s real, it makes me uncomfortable. I’ve lost clients when I enforce that boundary.”

“Why do you do it, then?”

“Because I’m hustling all day every day,” Nidhi admits. “I do the GFE when my parents are home because I can do it from home without raising undue attention from them.”

“You make enough to drop that revenue stream, don’t you?”

“I do, but I enjoy the break from reality.” She blushes but meets my eye. “I’m human and want that type of connection. Even if I know it’s not real.”

“You’re looking for something real?”

“Yes.” Nidhi stares at me. “I want something real and don’t mind sharing with these two.”


CHAPTER 5
SPARKS


“So you’d join my harem?” I ask, managing not to choke on the word. I know the girls enjoy using it, but I still feel like it harkens back to the abusive relationships of history, and even in modern times, with older men preying on young women. My discomfort with the word also stems from my fear of being seen as an old pervert.

“Do you know anything about the harem of the Mughal Empire in India?” Nidhi asks, and the cryptic smile from before returns.

“I don’t know much about harems in general,” I admit.

“You think they were abusive and subjugating for women?”

“I do, but I’m ignorant of the historical precedent. I think Esther in the bible was in the King’s harem. That’s about all I recall.”

“That was Persian, not Indian, but close enough. The Mughal Empire was a powerful dynasty in India in the sixteenth century. When the Red Fortress in Delhi was built, it housed the emperor’s harem.”

“I’m listening,” I say, enjoying the explanation of her Indian heritage. “I don’t want to make any assumptions.”

“Mughals were powerful and believed in the separation of men and women, not for subjugation, but for protection.” Nidhi smiles, lifting her chin. “It was a different world, but the rulers wanted a place to keep their women safe and protected without the interference of unscrupulous men.”

“Their women?” I ask with a smirk.

“Yes. Largely, the harem comprised female relatives and family. Similar to the royal courts in Europe at the time. Eunuch guards protected them to keep them safe,” Nidhi explains. “Aside from family, the Mughal harem also included concubines, female servants, and attendants who specifically served the emperor and needed protection.”

“That’s much different than what we think of now.” I tip back my beer, thinking about what she’s saying.

“It sounds like what we’re doing,” Ashley adds. “You’re protecting us, keeping us safe and separate. I think it’s romantic.”

I glance at Nidhi as she slightly nods at Ashley’s assertion. “If it’s as you described. Matt’s treatment of you seems very harem-like in the historical sense. In both protection and pleasure, if Liz’s gossip is true.”

“Don’t take my word.” Liz grins. “Now’s your chance, Nids.”

“Is it okay to table the business talk?” Nidhi asks, holding my gaze before her eyes lower, and the shy smile returns. “Let’s stipulate that you’ll live up to your word and treat my business as promised.”

I nod and take the last swig of my beer. “I agree, let’s table business.”

Her eyes darken as the conversation shifts from business to pleasure. Arousal tightens my groin, and my cock stiffens. Standing, I place my empty bottle on the coffee table and extend an open hand. “I believe we’ve made it a custom to use the pool deck.”

Nidhi stares at the ridge growing in my swim trunks, wets her lips, then takes my hand. She rises and looks at her two friends as they stand too. “Do you mind if I get acquainted with Matt alone?”

“Can we watch from the office upstairs?” Ashley asks, her excitement evident by her stiff nipples.

“We can scope out the camera angles,” Liz smirks. “You won’t know we’re there.”

“I want you to watch,” Nidhi says, glancing over at me. “I just don’t want to be disturbed for now.”

“We get it,” Liz says over her shoulder, pushing Ashley toward the stairs. “Have fun!”

I tighten my grip on Nidhi’s fingers and pull her close. She peeks up at me through her dark bangs, and I close the distance as she rises on her toes. Our lips meet in an echo of our first kiss, but it instantly deepens as I drop my hand to pull her against me. Curling my fingers into her firm ass, I squeeze as her body flattens against my erection.

“Outside,” she manages when we break for air. Her hand reaches between us to squeeze my cock. “I want to repeat what Liz told me she did to you.”

A growl pulls from my throat as I relax my grip on her ass. “I want you, Nidhi. Not an echo of Liz.”

She blinks at me, stepping back and sliding the elastic band off her wrist. “I only know how to be me,” she says, pulling her dark hair into a loose tail. She wraps and tightens the elastic, pulling it into a high ponytail at the top of her head.

I want to grab her and kiss her again, already missing her taste on my tongue, but I wave toward the dining room and kitchen. “This way,” I say as she reaches for my hand again. Together we walk toward the bright light spilling through the sliding glass door. I open it for her, and she walks out into the sunshine, squinting. I close the door behind her, then lead her to the jacuzzi. It’s partially shaded by the house and the ring of lush planters surrounding it.

She looks up at me when I stop and begins to lower herself to her knees.

“Strip,” I say in a husky voice, and she freezes with widening eyes. “Then strip me.”

I’ve gotten used to taking a dominant role in my interactions with my younger lovers, and by Nidhi’s darkening stare, she enjoys my instant control. Wordlessly, she crosses her arms and grabs the bottom of her cropped top. Her rigid nipples tent the soft, faded cotton as she pulls the hem up her taut abdomen. Our stare breaks when my gaze drops to where she pulls the bottom of the shirt out from under the curves at the base of her braless breasts. They lift slowly, trapped by the thin cotton before she pulls it past the point of no return, and her breasts drop and bounce.

Her top flutters off to the side as she turns slowly. The glitter of her navel ring catches my attention before disappearing from view. My focus shifts to her thumbs hooking into the waist of her yoga pants. As she rotates gracefully, I savor the view of her full, young tits, her slender, fit profile, and her round, firm ass. When I lose sight of her face, I focus on her round bottom as she pulls the elastic waistband over her ripe, firm curves.

She knows how to tease an attentive audience, and my cock throbs as she exposes her honey-toned ass. Her left cheek has a darker birthmark, but the remaining expanse of skin is unblemished. I catch the scent of her perfume along with arousal in the light breeze as she shimmies her hips, pushing the waist down her legs until she’s bent in two. Her leg muscles stretch as she steps out of her pants, tossing them to the side before placing her hands flat on the concrete deck in front of her toes. She has a collection of anklets above her right foot that chime as she stretches and lifts one heel, then the other. The slow movement shows off her firm, slender legs, the definition of her muscles, and her impressive flexibility. I wet my lips, watching as her ripe ass tenses while she remains bent in half, looking back at me through her legs.

She’s completely naked as I appreciate her bare backside, smooth, round ass, and luscious legs. While Ashley and Liz are bronze from their daily tanning, Nidhi’s natural tone is a contrast, slightly darker and unblemished. Her legs are smooth, as is her pussy, peeking between her cheeks as she shifts under my attentive stare. After a beat, Nidhi rolls her upper body up and stretches her arms over her head before extending them horizontally from her shoulders, then turns to face me.

Our eyes lock again, and the lust radiating between us takes on a physical component. We both shiver in the hot air as she closes the distance between us. She lifts her hands to my t-shirt and pulls it up my body, teasing herself by slowly revealing my defined abs and muscular chest. I’ve increased my workouts since Naomi left me. It’s paid off with the compliments from my two girls. From the glint in Nidhi’s eyes as she watches her slow reveal of my torso, she’s also impressed.

As she pushes my shirt up my shoulders, her hands flatten on my chest as she pauses. Her touch induces another tremor through my nerves as our eyes meet. I focus on her mouth as her tongue sweeps along her plump lips.

“Bow your head,” she breathes quietly. “You’re too tall.”


CHAPTER 6
IGNITION


Our eyes lock, and I get lost in the darkness of her irises. The deep-brown rings glimmer with copper and bronze as they darken to black around her pupils. Her mouth moves, chewing her bottom lip as I pause. When her eyebrow lifts, I remember I’m supposed to help her remove my shirt. I bow my neck, and her hand pulls away from my chest, pulling my shirt over my head as I lift my arms. My shirt flutters toward her discarded clothes as she lowers to her knees on the pool’s deck.

Her fingers run along the waist of my trunks, pushing her manicured fingertips inside. The slow tease of her touch is intense, and my head falls back when she pulls my trunks out, brushing over my stiff end. I glance toward the house and spy Liz and Ashley through the window upstairs. They are watching intently, still dressed but kneading their breasts through the cups of their bikinis as Nidhi pulls my trunks down my thighs. When she taps my ankles, I glance down as I step out.

She stays on her knees while tossing my shorts away as I spread my legs comfortably with my cock jutting out from my groin. She watches it bounce for a beat, then glances up at me. The day’s quiet only adds to the silence between us, but she hums when I nod at her. Her hands lift, one encircling my girth while the other cups and lifts my balls. I add a pleasant moan at her touch. Her fingers are slim and warm as they tighten around my shaft and weigh my balls.

She glances up at me as she angles my shaft down; her eyebrow rises with an unspoken question. When I nod, she wets her lips with her tongue before kissing my tip. The soft press of her lips makes my tip swell, and she flicks out her tongue to lap at the oozing precum. I tighten my hands into fists at my waist as she turns her head and slathers my shaft with her saliva, lapping the sides of my shaft. Our eyes lock as she pulls my shaft to the side, lowering her mouth to my full sacs, sucking on one oblong egg, then the other.

She winces and moves her knees, and I realize she’s kneeling on the hot concrete as she slowly teases me. I step back and she lets go, looking up at me with that distracting brow cocked. I tip my chin up, toward the pool and hot tub. “Let’s move to the jacuzzi,” I say in a low voice.

She blinks, and the hypnotic spell between us breaks as she nods and rises. “That’s probably a good idea.” She rubs her knees as she squats before rising gracefully. I take her hand, guiding her around a concrete planter between the house and the pool.

I don’t mention how Liz stood on the submerged step as she sucked me that first time. But by some synchronicity, Nidhi lowers into the tub and stands at the edge, looking up at me. Another nod from me, and her focus shifts to my cock pointing at her forehead. She rises on her toes and opens her mouth, pulling her hands behind her. I groan as she wordlessly drops her mouth over my crown, sucking softly and taking some of my length.

My hand reflexively reaches for her head, fingers combing along her hair to the ponytail and wrapping around it. She bobs lower, and I pull her deeper. She gags slightly, and I pull her off my cock as she blinks up at me. She notches her brow again, lowering into the water. I get the clue and shift to squat, then sit on the tiled edge, my legs spreading to the sides.

“This will be better, I think.” Nidhi grips my cock and strokes, spreading her spit along the stiff shaft. Then she pulls her hands behind her again, opening her mouth and dropping it over my cock.

“Mmm, fuck,” I moan as she sinks lower down my shaft on her own, then struggles a bit. She looks up at me, then glances at my hand resting on the pool’s edge.

“I need a little help,” she says. “I haven’t done this very often.”

“You don’t practice with a dildo?” I ask, recalling Ashley’s surprising confession.

“You’re much bigger than my dildo.” She slurps around my head, bobbing her head to coat my cock with her spit. Her hands remain at her back, submitting herself to my control. I grasp her ponytail at the base as she sucks in the tip, swirling her tongue as she bobs. I pull her head down when she goes deeper, and she makes a gluck sound, but doesn’t gag. I groan, feeling my head compress as it pushes into her throat. Past the entrance, Nidhi drops her mouth lower. Her lips curl as she swallows my length. When she stalls near the base of my cock, I pull her back up slowly until my tip pulls from her lips.

“More,” she gasps, her eyes hazy with lust. “I want you to fuck my whore throat.”

She pushes her mouth over my crown, her dark eyes holding mine as my cock sinks deeper into her mouth. Tightening my grip on her hair, I drag her past the point where she almost gags. Her eyes roll back as her lips tighten around my shaft before she eases her tongue out to lap along the root. Holding her there, I press my feet against the underwater step and rock my hips, pushing my cock deeper. She moans as she blinks, giving a nod.

I grip her head with both hands and rock my hips, cycling my dick in and out of her throat. Our eyes lock as I cycle my rigid shaft between her lips, and I feel our connection deepen. She wants to be possessed—dominated—and a darkness inside me grows as my thrusts push deeper. Her hands stay gripped behind her back as I fuck her face.

“You take my dick so well. Such an eager cocksucker,” I growl as a coil of my arousal tightens in my core. Her eyes fill with tears as I watch my cock plunge between her lips and down her throat. She holds my dark gaze as wet drops spill down her cheeks, mixing with the drool oozing around my cycling shaft. Our stares deepen, lost in the lust and darkness of my possession. She shudders as I approach my peak, and I pull out. Her eyes widen as I slowly jerk my cock, and then she licks her lips and opens her mouth wide.

“I want you to come on me,” she moans. “Mark me with your cum, make me yours. Your filthy, cocksucking whore.”

I grunt, feeling my balls tighten as the root of my cock throbs. The first pulse of cum jets out onto her face, leaving a creamy line arcing up from her lip to her cheek. The next rope flies up to her forehead as she stares hotly at me. I keep jerking, my cum pulsing out in spurts, covering her warm, honey-toned cheeks with creamy, pearlescent globs.

Her eyes close when I push my crown between her lips, and she sucks on the tip as I milk the last of my cum into her mouth. Her tongue swirls around, then laps at the base of my crown and along my tight frenulum. Her lips seal around the ridge, sucking my seed hungrily. When her eyes open, she stares at me with lust-drunk eyes as my creamy cum oozes down her cheeks.

“Fuck me,” she breathes, rising to stand. “Make me yours. Be my first.”


CHAPTER 7
POSSESSION


My cock throbs at Nidhi’s confession. While I’ve just had a mind-bending orgasm, I know I’m not going to soften. I slide into the jacuzzi to the side of her. She rises and bends over the edge of the concrete side, lifting her hips as she spreads her thighs. Her pussy glistens as the pool water sheets down her bare back and bottom. She has a trimmed triangle of black hair at the apex of her pussy, but she’s bare and smooth along her prominent lips to the pucker of her ass.

I lower down in the hot water and press my mouth into her slick folds. She moans as I lick her pussy from behind, my nose nestling between her firm ass, tickling her anus. I lose myself in her scent and taste, lapping at her lips and circling her tight ring. She presses back as I lick her, feasting on the arousal that seeps from her sodden pussy. Her unique flavor pulls a groan from my throat, and I lift my hand to cup her pussy.

While still lapping at her opening and teasing her sphincter, my fingers press into her. Her moan as my digits breach and press inside her makes my cock throb. I’m still rigid even after coating her face with my seed. Hooking my fingertips inside her, I explore her tight walls. She quivers as I circle my digits, pressing into the rougher ridges above her pink inner lips.

“Oh fuck,” she cries out. “There. Fuck, keep doing that. Finger my virgin pussy. It’s yours.”

My free hand smacks her ass, and she keens as I stroke my fingers in and out. I lower and tilt my head up, pressing my chin between her spread thighs as I attack her clit with my tongue. Her legs tremble, and I want to push her to orgasm before I fuck her. She cries out, moaning as my fingers curl and flutter against the ridge of her G-spot. Her pussy tightens, fluttering around my fingers as her thighs stiffen.

“Oh fuck, I’m coming!” she cries as her pussy clenches and gushes a warm stream of juice over my lips and chin. While I continue tapping on her spot and flicking her clit, her body shudders into another wave. I savor the fresh release and want to ruin her with continuous orgasms. But my cock throbs, reminding me that she wants me to deflower her.

We haven’t discussed it, but I’m past the point of caring. She may never have had a cock inside her, but her maidenhead is gone. Pulling my mouth away from her fragrant pussy, I grip her ass and stand behind her, spanking one firm cheek, then the other. She cries out from the impact as her thighs shudder, barely able to remain standing.

“Roll over,” I growl, gripping her waist and twisting. She allows me to manhandle her onto the pool deck. She looks up at me from her supine position with a dazed expression as I spread her thighs open and press my hands behind her knees. Her unfocused eyes drift to mine as scattered streaks of my cum glisten on her cheeks. Her pussy pulses against my crown, still shuddering from the series of peaks I pushed her through. I tease her entrance, coating my crown with her slick juice.

“Are you sure?” I ask, even though I’m positive she won’t refuse. I’m not going to fuck her until she tells me to.

“I’m on the pill. I’m clean.” She nods. “I want you to be my first.”

“I want more than that,” I growl, locking into her gaze. “When I fuck you, you’re mine. Do you understand? No one else but me.”

Her eyes close as her body shudders, then they snap open to look at me as she nods. “Just you. Only you.”

I press the tip of my cock against her opening, then punch my hips, jamming into her. She cries out as her pussy stretches around my cock. I pull back and drive into her again, going deeper with each stroke. Her ankles wrap around my thighs as I work my length into her, pulling me deeper until I’m fully sheathed inside her. She blinks back tears as we stare at each other, but she smiles and nods.

“Now fuck your slut.” Her hips cycle around my stiff rod. “Ruin your whore.”

I set my jaw, railing her pussy hard. Her filthy words are a match for Liz when she’s in a mood, and it only encourages my rough treatment. She’s babbling encouragement as I fuck her hard, gripping her hips to pull her deeper. Her tits are bouncing in circles, her body bucking with each stroke. Her back arches as I feel her pussy tighten. She bathes my cock with a gush of fluid as she screams. Her eyes close, but I don’t stop.

“You’re mine,” I growl, meeting her enchanting eyes as they flutter open. “I’m going to fill you with so much of my cum, it’ll drip out for days. My harem girl slut.”

Her body stiffens again, and I feel her pussy clench in waves. When my end hits, I jam my cock in deep. My balls tighten, pulsing cum into my newest conquest. I lean over her as my hips cycle instinctively, and her cunt clenches in waves, milking the cum from my cock. Our lips meet, our tongues tangle as I cradle her head in my hands, and her arms wrap around my neck. Her warm breasts compress against my chest as our bodies still. I rest my weight against her while we’re locked in our embrace.

As our kiss slows, we continue working our tongues and lips together, languid motions that I don’t want to end. Her arms feel perfect around my neck, and her heels run up and down my thighs, accompanied by the jingle of her anklets. Her thighs squeeze against my hips when we finally part. I smile into her eyes, then lower and kiss her jaw and neck. Running my fingers along her sides as she arches, stretching in my arms, I cup her breasts, running my thumbs over her dark nipples.

“Matt,” she whispers, her fingers combing through my hair. “Kiss me again.” Tilting my head up, I rise and kiss her again. Our lips compress, and we both tease the tips of our tongues across each other. “You’re amazing,” she breathes as one finger plays with my chest hair. “My fantasies of my first time don’t live up to your reality.”

She stops herself from saying anything else, shaking her head with a secretive smile. I grin, also keeping what I’m feeling to myself for now. Aside from an intense first fuck, something has blossomed between us. Much like my feelings for Liz and Ashley, I know Nidhi belongs to me. The way her eyes focus on mine, free of the haze of lust and need, I know she feels something too.

I hear a window slide open, and Liz calls out. “Jesus, fuck, that was hot. Can we come down and join you now?”


CHAPTER 8
SECOND HELPING


By the time Liz and Ashley come downstairs and outside, Nidhi and I are floating naked in the cooler water of the pool. I’m on my back, and she’s between my thighs, resting her head on my chest as my hands cup her breasts. It’s a struggle to stay afloat, which makes it more fun since I need to keep grabbing different parts of her. I surrender and lower my feet to the bottom of the pool, standing and backing against one wall with Nidhi in my arms.

Liz cannonballs into the pool, which brings to mind our first time. I’d been working and came down to investigate the loud splash, only to run into Liz in her bikini—literally. Ashley pushes down her gym shorts and tosses them in the pile of abandoned clothes, then uses the steps to wade into the pool. They both swim towards Nidhi and me, and I can’t believe my luck to have three sexy girls in my little harem.

Liz struggles to remove her waterlogged shorts, then pulls off her bikini piece by piece. Ashley notices that everyone is skinny dipping and strips off her bathing suit. Then I have three naked women in my arms as they take turns kissing me.

“I loved your strip tease, Nids,” Liz says as the three girls hang off my body.

Liz is on my back, arms around my chest, Nidhi is on my right side, and Ashley is on the other. It’s only five feet deep, but I’m tall enough to stand and still have my shoulders above the water. I start wading towards the shallow end with the three wet, naked girls giggling as I drag them with me.

“It was so intense,” Ashley continues. “The way the two of you looked at each other. It was such a turn-on to watch. Thank you for letting us.”

Even if I knew they were upstairs, I was so locked into Nidhi’s presence it was only a passing thought that we had an audience. Recalling the series of positions we enjoyed has my cock thickening in the cool water. Liz kisses behind my ear as she reaches around my side to fondle me and giggles.

“Feels like the harem master is ready for more.”

“I’m out for a round,” Nidhi sighs with a broad grin. “I could use a nap.”

“Let’s go inside,” Ashley suggests. “You and I can watch them go at each other while we rest in bed.”

“I can’t carry all three of you upstairs,” I admit as I start up the pool steps. The three sag and release their arms, lowering themselves onto the submerged steps as I step onto the deck.

“Just me then,” Liz smirks and hops on my back, wrapping her arms and thighs around me.

She grinds her bare pussy against my ass as I reach back with both hands and hoist her a little higher before continuing into the house. We’re dripping some pool water into the kitchen, but I’ll clean up later. I hear the other two splash out of the pool, then fade into the distance as I climb the stairs with Liz plastered to my back.

“I want to deepthroat you,” Liz says when I stop outside our bedroom and lower her to her feet on the soft carpet. “Watching you two reminded me of the first time I blew you.”

“I need to lie down.”

My thighs ache from the intensity of the afternoon fuck and then carrying Liz up the stairs. When I reach the bed, I twist onto my back, dropping my hand to my cock. Liz prowls toward me, crawling onto the bed like a tigress. Her breasts sway as she moves between my legs. She grins at me before focusing on my cock. As she laps at the stream of precum leaking from my tip, she grabs my wrists, pulling them up to the top of her head. My fingers tighten in her wet hair, but I let her keep control of the depth as she slathers my cock with her spit and drool.

After closing my eyes to enjoy her cock worship, I hear footsteps on the stairs. Blinking my eyes, I focus on Nidhi and Ashley’s shadows as they enter the room. They climb onto the bed on either side of me as Liz keeps moving her mouth up and down my shaft, struggling to take me in her throat. Nidhi kisses me and rubs her fingers across my chest. When I pull back from her and turn, Ashley meets me for another kiss.

“Fuck,” Liz grumbles in frustration. “I can’t deepthroat you without a little help.”

Nidhi surprises me by rising to her knees and brushing my hands away from Liz’s hair. She grips her head and then, when Liz drops down my shaft, she pushes. With a gluck noise, Liz’s eyes flare as my crown squeezes into her throat. Nidhi’s forearms flex as her fingers tighten in her friend’s hair.

“That’s a good slut,” she says. “Take all of his dick.”

Ashley giggles in my ear, content to rest her head on my shoulder and watch as Nidhi coaches Liz’s enthusiastic cock sucking. My focus shifts from Liz’s steady stare and Nidhi’s kneeling posture, watching her breasts bounce. Her nipples are upturned and rigid, and I reach out to cup one heavy breast and tug at her dark-brown nipple. She gasps but arches to push her tit into my hand as she focuses on me. Her eyes flutter closed as I pinch and twist her nipple, emitting moans while Liz starts bobbing deeper, her head pulling almost off, then pressing her lips and mouth down my throbbing cock.

“Fuck, Liz,” I manage to say before I moan, feeling my peak racing near. “I’m going to come.”

Ashley rises to her knees opposite Nidhi, and I rise on my elbows to focus on Liz’s actions. My insistent groans grow louder as she works her mouth up and down my cock. Her eyes lift, staring at me before I close my eyes, grunting as my peak hits me. My hips jerk reflexively as she pulls off, taking the first shot of cum to her face. I force my eyes open as Liz keeps stroking my cock, my core tightening in waves. Ashley and Nidhi’s eyes widen as my release shoots up between the three of them, then falls in gooey, white blobs on my belly and groin.

“Oooh,” Ashley squeals as she lowers and begins licking the gleaming streaks on my abdomen.

Liz focuses on sucking the last drop from my throbbing tip while Ashley angles her mouth and cleans the cum clinging to the base of my shaft. The threesome crowd around my flagging cock, kneeling together and lapping up the messy glops around my waist. It doesn’t shock me when the girls trade kisses, their tongues swirling in each other’s mouths, sharing my cum like it’s a delicious treat. When Liz pulls her mouth from my twitching cock, she presses against my side as I fall back onto the bed. We share a languid kiss as I feel the others shift to my other side and press against me.

My eyes are heavy as Liz pulls away from my lips, resting her head on my chest. The three girls shift slightly, sharing kisses as they get comfortable. With sighs of happiness, they cuddle against me as we rest.


CHAPTER 9
HOUSEKEEPING


The bed shifts while I snooze, waking me intermittently, but I return to sleep. When my bladder finally forces me to get out of bed, I find myself alone in the bedroom. I rise and stretch, then walk naked to the bathroom to piss. My sticky groin gets my attention as I wash my hands, so I hop in for a quick shower. The girls bought me a body wash in a fragrance they enjoy, so I pour some into my palm, then rub the gel into my chest, spreading the foam over my skin. Pouring another handful into my palm, I soap up my crotch to wash away any of the remnants of our trysts. I cup my balls and spread the suds, feeling the odd smoothness of my shaved scrotum.

The girls enjoy a proper manscaping when giving head, so they’ve taken turns trimming my patch of hair and shaving my balls when we shower together. As I stroke the suds along my shaft, it feels good enough to repeat before I let go and grab the sprayer to rinse my body of the remaining suds. Stepping out onto the bath mat, I grab a towel and dry off, checking the mirror.

I admire the shape of my body, recognizing my trimmer waist, visible abs, and a slight, V-shaped ridge from my waist to my flaccid cock. The girls keep the trail of hair from my chest to my junk neatly trimmed. Since my divorce, I’ve gained some muscle definition and lost some of the softness. My jaw seems sharper and has a bit of scuff, and the girls enjoy playing with it as they kiss me.

As I hang up my towel and head back into the bedroom, I notice the empty laundry basket. The girls never complain about the unending process of laundry and other mundane housework. It still piles up with three adults, mainly swimwear, t-shirts, and shorts. The girls have taken over the housekeeping; they only ask that I don’t drop my things on the floor, which I don’t, mostly. Sometimes, we’re too eager to get naked, so the clothes get tossed haphazardly, but the girls don’t mind tidying up.

I forgo swim trunks and underwear, pulling on taupe-colored, knee-length cargo shorts and a button-down Hawaiian shirt. I smooth the shirt after buttoning, realizing it hangs loosely past my waist without any gaped buttons, but the arms are tighter around my biceps. I grin, recognizing my more active lifestyle has trimmed my body. I’m glad the girls encourage me to stay fit enough to keep up with them.

We keep our shoes and sandals by the sliding glass door, so I exit the bedroom and head downstairs, hearing voices in the kitchen. I turn the corner to find all three milling about, preparing dinner. Liz and Ash have their bikini tops back on with their gym shorts over the bottoms. Nidhi’s yoga pants and t-shirt have returned, but they look amazing on her lithe body. I find my sandals on the low shoe shelf by the back door, noting that the stone tiles are dry. They must have cleaned up the puddles from my carrying Liz in from the pool.

“Hey, Matt,” Ashley says, noticing me first. “We cleaned up and washed the towels, and did some laundry. I like the outfit you picked out.” Her eyes run up and down my body while I take a tour of hers.

“Thanks for cleaning up the mess,” I say, scratching the back of my head.

“It’s our pleasure,” Liz calls, stirring something on the stove next to Nidhi, who’s poking at something in a frying pan. “Nidhi is showing us how to make butter chicken with rice.”

“It’s a recipe from my mother.” Nidhi turns and gives me a shy smile. “She’s a vegetarian, but my father isn’t, so she makes this dish for him. I used to help her make dinner.”

“Do you eat a lot of Indian cuisine?”

“I’m third generation.” Nidhi smiles, blushing. “I eat junk food like McDonald’s or Taco Bell. My grandparents enjoy our people’s cuisine, but mostly eat out nowadays. This dish is easy: butter, chicken, tomato, onions, and spices. Your spices are too stale; they need to be thrown out. If you enjoy this, I’ll pick up some authentic Masala spices and Chai.”

“I love the naan,” Liz says as she stirs a thick reddish broth. “It’s just flat bread, but I love my carbs.”

“We’re using Minute Rice too.” Nidhi shrugs. “I’ll pick up some basmati rice when I go grocery shopping. Your pantry is almost empty.”

“So, you’re moving in?” I ask with a grin.

“I’m thoroughly initiated into your harem, aren’t I?” Nidhi grins. “I’ll need to tell my parents I found a place and start moving my gear tomorrow.”

“You’re staying over tonight?” My grin widens. The speed of our changes isn’t worrying; I want her with us.

“This is where I live now, right?” Her head tilts to the side, then bobs side to side, making her ponytail shake. “Yes, I’m staying over, if you’ll have me.”

“This is your home,” I state definitively. “You’re family now.”

“I love our family! I’m glad you’re part of it, Nids.” Ashley grins, then scurries over to hug Nidhi.

Ashley also turns to me after sharing a quick hug with Liz. “You and I need to talk to my financial advisor. She wants to review some things now that my parents have a signed contract with a buyer for the house.”

“They sold their house?” I ask, scratching my head. “Did you tell me about this?”

“My folks just emailed me this afternoon, and Kate was copied. She emailed me back. I guess I get some of the proceeds.” She shrugs over the details of her inheritance. She’s avoiding the complications about money between her parents and grandparents. “I know we’ll figure it out. Besides, you should meet Kate. She’s hot!”

“I’ll visit with her and discuss the sale and how we want to handle your trust fund and estate.” We’d discussed things before, but Ashley’s financial advisor, Kate, had been at a conference, and the timing was never right. “Is she going to be around this week? The sooner we look into the details, the better.”

“I’ll text her after we eat.” Ashley hands me four plates, then points to the table. “Can you set the table for me? Please?”

“Of course,” I say, taking the pile of dishes. I set out four places, returning for glasses and silverware. We usually eat casually, but tonight is a good time for a sit-down meal and discussion. I’m committed to helping Nidhi with her business and organizing Ashley’s finances. As I place the last fork on the table, the girls sweep in with three platters. The meal looks incredible. Butter chicken and a savory red sauce still simmers in my cast-iron Dutch oven, a bowl is overflowing with Minute Rice, and a platter of tortillas in place of the more traditional naan completes the spread.

They take their seats, and then we pass around our plates for Nidhi to serve the aromatic butter chicken and rice. Ashley brought in a pitcher of ice water, and Liz opened a beer bottle for me. The girls don’t pressure me about alcohol and don’t seem to enjoy adult beverages. The table goes quiet as we focus on eating the delicious meal.


CHAPTER 10
UNWINDING


After dinner, I turn on the ballgame on the television, take another beer out, and watch the game while scrolling through social media. The girls finish cleaning up from dinner, then file upstairs to get the bedroom ready for Nidhi to move in. I hear their footsteps as they come downstairs, then climb back up to the office, moving things around as needed.

The game is more background noise as I take time to think. Social media is also a blur as I doom scroll through the usual outrage of the day. Adding another body to my household should be easy, but another person always brings out new facets as we adapt. Nidhi seems like a calm presence, but she had moments of testiness that we worked through. I remind myself to be the calm, collected leader they need while also enjoying their company.

It’s not just sex with Ashley and Liz; they’ve become part of my daily routine. I expect that Nidhi will find her place, too. The three are open about their sexuality, and I’m happy to be in the center and explore each connection I have with them. The evening is still warm, and the summer heat evaporates slowly in the slight breezes of dusk. I decide to cool off in the pool, but realize I’m not wearing swim trunks.

The benefit of having my pool is that I can skinny dip anytime. I rise and strip as the girls move small boxes from my office to the spare rooms. I fold my shorts and shirt and leave them on the arm of the sofa as I turn in my birthday suit toward the back. I hear a chorus of giggles as I slide open the glass door, exit the house, and then slide the screen door shut behind me.

They’re welcome to join me anytime, and I smile at the thought as I step off the edge and splash into the deeper end of the pool. The cool water is only a slight shock, and my body soon acclimates to the temperature as I begin to swim laps. It’s not a big pool, so my laps aren’t an intense exercise, but I enjoy the feeling of moving through the water nude. When I slow and coast to the edge of the deeper end, I turn and face the house. With my arms resting on the edge, I survey the pool area and consider using the pool deck as a set.

The screen door opens, and Nidhi steps out, smiling as she strips on the warm concrete. “Skinny dipping? Mind if I join you?”

“Please do, princess.” I smile and wave her over.

I enjoy the view as Nidhi walks to the steps, then climbs into the water. Her mouth opens in shock as she descends into the cool water. Her nipples tighten as she wades in deeper before diving forward and swimming toward me.

When she surfaces near me, I reach for her hand and pull her against me. We kiss tenderly as her lithe legs lift around my hips, and I feel the heat of her pussy against my stiffening cock. She parts the kiss and smiles, gazing at me.

“They’re coming in too, but told me to go ahead and join you.”

“You’re always welcome. This is your house too.”

“Is this a routine, an after-dinner swim in the nude?”

“We do wear bathing suits most of the time.” I chuckle. “I just didn’t want to climb the stairs to get my trunks.”

“I enjoy swimming in the nude,” Nidhi says, looking around the pool deck. “This is such a nice pool, too. You have a nice high fence, and your tall palms and lush landscaping make it seem very private.”

“Except from the office.” I nod toward the loft window where Liz and Ashley watched us earlier.

“Yes, but that’s in our favor.” Nids smiles and bites her lip as her fingers comb the short hair behind my neck. “All three of us enjoy watching and being watched.”

“I’m a fan of both, too.” I lean and kiss her, emitting a growl before our lips meet. Our tongues clash as we start French kissing. I’m about to drag her out of the pool when she parts and tilts her head down.

“Are you still hesitant for us to shoot porn?” she asks, reaching between us and gripping my cock. My eyes drift closed as she gently pulls and slowly strokes along my length. “It can be your private stash if you’re in the shot.”

“This isn’t fair, discussing this while jerking me off,” I manage to say before my mouth falls open and I moan.

“What if I were riding you while you lay on one of the chaises?” Her eyes slant to the pool deck and the old aluminum lounges. They’re old, and I doubt they’d hold up to a hard fucking. The mental image of Nidhi riding my cock in the bright sunshine sends a ripple of arousal through my cock.

“Unfair, too,” I manage to gasp.

“What about if you were eating Liz while I rode you?”

I groan as the mental image forms, but I manage to shake my head. “We should discuss when we’re not fucking.”

“You’re right.” She pulls her hand off my dick and bites her lip. “We shouldn’t fuck while we discuss business. Even if our business includes fucking.”

“That’s right,” I say, grinding my cock against her in the absence of her delicate fingers.

“We’d need to update the patio furniture,” she says, tapping her lip and panning over the deck.

“I’ve been meaning to modernize.” I tilt my head and kiss along her neck and under her jaw. “I just have no clue what to do.”

“Let me take care of the details,” Nidhi says, tipping her neck back as I nibble along her jaw. “Just give me a budget, and the girls and I will take care of it.”

I push off the wall, and Nidhi wraps her arms around my neck as I sink into the water up to my shoulders. I move on my toes and wade toward the shallow end while she brushes her tits across my chest. “I’m tabling any business decisions for the night.”

Stepping out of the pool, water sluices down our entwined bodies as I stand on the deck, holding her against me. A towel floats over Nidhi’s shoulders, and I peek past her and enjoy the flash of Ashley’s breasts as she dries off Nidhi’s back. Another towel presses against my back as Liz joins in.

“No more puddles in the kitchen, Matt.” Liz smirks, biting off her giggle as her tits compress against my back.

“Is it time for bed?” Ashley grins, bouncing on her toes as she reaches and takes both towels.

“Yes, lots to do tomorrow,” I say, though I know we won’t sleep for a few hours. And I can’t even remember if we had plans.

Ashley cradles the towels, turning to go back inside with Liz beside her. I set Nidhi on her feet, swatting her ass. She hums, turning to give me an incendiary stare before following her harem sisters inside. I glance around, ensuring we haven’t left anything outside before walking inside and closing the sliding glass door. The game is still playing on the television, and I turn it off, tug my stiff cock, and climb the stairs to my bedroom and my waiting harem.


CHAPTER 11
THREEWAY CLAIM


I hear giggles as I breach the top of the stairs. My bedroom is dark, but they lit candles on the two bedside tables and the small, wall-mounted shelf above the headboard. We’d turned my bed ninety degrees so the headboard wasn’t blocking the window and the view of the pool. When I walk inside, the fading sunset backlights the trio on the bed. Ashley is on her back, her hand stretched to hold Nidhi’s as the newest member of my harem lies beside her. Liz is lying on top, kissing her friend. Nidhi’s calves wrap around Liz’s tanned thighs, her cafe au lait skin a slight contrast as their bodies flex together.

Sensing me by the side of the bed, Ashley turns, letting go of Nidhi’s fingers as she reaches for me. “I claimed first dibs,” she says in a low whisper, as if talking would break up the couple making out beside her. Her bikini tan lines are a clear demarcation between her full, creamy breasts and the darker tone of her trim abdomen. Her free hand cups and squeezes one, pulling her fingertips to the tight, firm bud, and she releases a moan as she watches my fingers stroke along my erection.

“You didn’t want to swim with me?” I tease her as she spreads her legs.

She stares at me as her hand trails down the plane of her abdomen, circling her fingertips over her clit. “I wanted to fuck you.” Her voice is low, and the way she emphasizes the word makes my cock pulse. “I’ve wanted you to fuck me since I watched you and Nids from your office.”

I shift forward, flattening my hand on her pussy while she continues to circle her clit. Her pussy is soaked, and her juices coat my fingers. I watch her as I turn my wrist and fit two fingers inside her. “Keep playing with your needy clit.” My voice is gruff as my fingers slide easily inside. Her eyes drift closed as I stroke my fingers slowly inside her.

“That feels amazing,” Ashley says, fluttering her eyes open as she finds my eyes. “But it’s not your dick, Matt. I want your dick inside me.”

Curling my fingers into her pleasure point, I smirk and circle that engorged, rippled patch, watching her eyes drift closed at the feeling. “What if I want to watch you come first?”

She bites her lip, and her eyes snap open again. “I want to come all over your cock, babe. Don’t tease me anymore.”

Sliding my fingers out, I use her fluids to coat my shaft, stroking as I move forward. She lifts her thighs, spreading herself for me and hooking her hands behind her knees. We stare at each other as I circle the tip of my cock around her opening and glance down to watch my tip disappear between her slick lips. When I glance back, she moans as her eyes drift closed, arching her back as I slide inside her.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” I moan as I slowly drive my cock into her.

“You’re stretching my little pussy,” Ashley whimpers, opening her eyes to stare at me. “You’re so fucking big.”

Grinding against her mound, feeling my balls compress against her ass, I draw back, feeling her pussy clench around me. When I snap my hips and drive my cock in deep, her eyes flare as her mouth opens. Her moans grow louder as I fuck her hard and deep, each stroke punctuated by a high-pitched, “Ooooh.”

“Fuck, like that, don’t stop,” she manages as I grip the backs of her knees. She moves her hand between her thighs, fingers tracing her stretched opening and feeling where my cock pistons in and out. Her other hand grips her breast, squeezing her fingers until she pinches a nipple between her thumb and fingers.

She’s pinned on her back as I hold her open, ramming my cock into her. I’m so focused on her that I’m surprised by a hand on my back and twist toward our bedmates. Liz watches my dick disappear inside her friend, then looks lustfully at me. “Make her come, then fuck me just like that.”

Nidhi curls to her side, stretching toward us while I keep pounding into Ashley. Her long fingers play with Ash’s tits and pinch her tight, pink nipples. All the sensations rushing through Ashley have her thighs tightening as small tremors move up her legs. Nidhi leans over her, kissing her deeply before pulling away and turning to me. Three sets of eyes stare at me as I snap my hips, fucking her faster. When Ashley tightens, her legs quivering as I plow into her, she screams out. Her pussy clamps around my shaft and pushes it out as she releases a stream of her juices. Letting go of her knees, I grip my cock and slap the head against her pulsing pussy. Her hips twist as she keeps coming from my taps to her engorged clit.

Nidhi and Liz giggle as they caress their friend in the throes of orgasm. Then, as Ashley calms, Liz lowers her head and takes me into her mouth. Nidhi smirks at me as she lowers her mouth to Ash’s glistening sex, licking up the drops and streaks from her hard orgasm.

“Fuck,” I moan as Liz drops her head down, easily taking me into her throat. “You suck my cock so good.”

Her eyes brighten as I lean back, giving her access to my cock and balls. Her hands cup my balls, squeezing them and tugging lightly as they start to tighten. I moan, resting back on my elbows, watching her deepthroat my dick. Nidhi has swung around, her dark thighs around Ashley’s head as she continues to lick her pussy.

Liz pulls off my cock, then twists around, sliding back beside the pair enjoying their soixante-neuf. She lies on her back, spreading and lifting her knees and holding herself open. “Fuck me like this, Matt.”

I crawl across the bed but instead of rising to my knees, I drop my mouth to her spread-open pussy and drive my tongue inside her. Reaching under me to wrap my fist around my cock at the base, I squeeze tight to keep my rising peak at bay. Liz only moans as I devour her slick pussy. I recognize her familiar taste, but it’s mixed with Nidhi’s essence, which makes my cock throb.

When her legs drop suddenly, I feel her hands grip my hair and push me away from her pussy. “Cock,” she gasps, looking at me as she grips behind her knees again. “Your cock, Matt. Fuck me with your beautiful cock.”

I rise and crawl forward, slipping my knees under her lifted thighs. Her pussy glows in the fluttering candlelight, and I rub the tip of my cock along her cleft. We lock eyes as I press the tip into her center, then we both moan as I sink inside her tight cunt. Leaning forward with my hands on either side of her chest, her legs brush along my sides as I draw my hips back. I drive into her, and she moans as her eyes roll back.

She’s crying and whimpering as I fuck her tight, young cunt. Her eyes flutter open, staring at me in awe as I hammer her juicy pussy. Her chin drops, her mouth open in a silent scream as she strains, trying to keep herself from coming.

“Come for me, slut,” I growl when I sense her trying to ride the edge. “Come so hard on my cock. You know you want to.”

She shakes her head, her face reddening as I continue to plow deep inside her. I feel a warm hand slide between us and glance to the side. Nidhi shifts close to Liz, whispering in her ear as she frigs her friend’s clit. “Come for him, Liz. You’re taking his cock so well, now come for him. Don’t be greedy.”

That pushes her over the edge, and I feel her pussy clamp around my cock. She moans and sucks in a breath, then her whole body seizes as her thighs vibrate and tighten. I force them open and drive into her until she explodes. Her hips lift and twist, ejecting my stiff shaft as she gushes her release. I’m treated to another round of my young lover coming hard, losing control as her hips uncontrollably rock and flex. Her eyes roll back as she rides her orgasm, then shut as her body begins to relax.

Pulling back, I stroke my cock, squeezing to keep myself from releasing as I glance over at Nidhi. Ashley slides to the side, and Nidhi rolls onto her back on the soaked sheets. She mirrors her friends, hooking her hands behind her knees and stretching her thighs wide. She rolls her hips, angling her pussy up, and then spreads wider.

“Fuck my ass.”

Ashley tosses a tube of lube at me that I barely catch as I process Nidhi’s request.

“You’ve had my mouth and my cunt,” Nidhi explains, staring at me. “Take my ass. It’s yours.”

I quickly slather my cock with the lube, then squeeze a dollop into the star below her spread pussy lips. I spread the lube around her tight ring, pressing slowly, watching her ass stretch open at my gentle invasion. My thumb brushes over her pussy, trying to tease her clit, as I get her ready.

“Now. Gods, please,” Nidhi says as I line up my swollen crown. Our eyes meet as I push my tip in, then slowly grind as her ass opens up under the pressure. “Oh fuck. Yes. Claim my ass. I’m yours.”

Gritting my teeth as her tight ring stretches around my cock, I rock back and then forward slowly, edging deeper into her channel. She goes quiet as I plunge into her, finally pressing my hips against her thighs. I stop for a moment, fully sheathed in her ass, before drawing back and snapping my hips to drive my cock deep. She screams, but her eyes are wide with amazement as I fuck her ass.

I close my eyes, focusing on holding myself back. My mind cycles to meeting her only a few hours ago, thinking we’d become friends as she explained her business to my girlfriends. But it wasn’t more than an hour later that I was claiming her mouth in the jacuzzi like I had Liz, then fucking her on the pool deck as Liz and Ashley watched from the balcony.

When I blink my eyes back open, the sound turns back on, and Nidhi’s breathless moaning echoes in my ears. She yelps in breathless delight as I claim her third hole. I glance to her sides, and my two girlfriends are pressed against her, whispering in her ear and caressing her breasts. Liz’s fingers are sweeping across Nidhi’s pussy as I feel her body tighten, and her ring clenches around my throbbing shaft.

“Oh, fuck. May I come, may I come, may I come?” Nidhi chants in a stream, her body taut like a bowstring. “Please, please, pleeeezzzse.”

“Come.” I thrust balls deep as she lets go. I can feel her thighs squeezing in ripples, her pussy clenching around emptiness as her ass tightens around my base. Like Ashley and Liz, her orgasm is explosive as her pussy spews her release, spraying my chest. I drop down as she lets go of her legs, kissing her deeply as I wrap my arms around her. My cock pulses as I release, pouring jet after jet of cum into her bowels. Her arms wrap around my shoulders as we continue to kiss. Our bodies slowly relax and when I shift my hips, my cock pulls out.

“That was hot as fuck.” Liz kneels beside us with some warm washcloths. When I roll to the side, Ashley shifts against Nidhi, and they share a kiss while Liz cleans us up one at a time. “We should change the sheets before we sleep.”

“Fuck it,” I say and pull the three of them into an embrace. We pull the comforter over our sweaty bodies but curl together, kissing and caressing each other until each of us is asleep.


CHAPTER 12
ACCOUNTING


The next few days passed quickly. Nidhi moved in, and I drove to help her with her things and meet her parents. We didn’t expose our relationship, but I explained that I owned a house with an empty office space and some spare rooms. Nidhi told them that Liz and Ashley were already living in my home. I didn’t correct them when they mentioned they knew several of their friends were renting out spare rooms because of the economy.

“See?” Nidhi said as she took my hand in the small van I’d rented to move her stuff. “They’re oblivious to what their princess is actually up to.”

“What will happen when they find out?” I asked, squeezing her fingers. “They will, you know. Secrets never last for long.”

“We’ll deal with it. I’m a legal adult, and I’m consenting. We’re not doing anything wrong.” Her eyes were wide open when I looked at her in the passenger seat.

“I know that,” I replied. “There isn’t anything that’s happened that I regret. I only want what’s best for you. I think keeping your parents in your life is a good thing.”

“I love them. Of course you’re right. And I’m glad we didn’t outright lie,” Nidhi said before biting her lip and looking out the windshield. “I just needed to get out of the nest; it was suffocating me.”

We didn’t bring it up the rest of the way home. When we arrived, the girls helped Nidhi unload and unpack. The four of us focused on getting everything in the right place. Nidhi and Liz set up her studio while Ashley and I rearranged the bedroom closet to add more space for Nidhi’s things. The studio also helps with clothes storage, and the girls set up a small dressing room to change outfits.

I made an appointment with Kate, Ashley’s financial advisor, and she’s coming over to meet with Ashley and me. While we discuss the details of her estate, Liz and Nidhi are shopping for the new outdoor furniture for the pool. I approved a budget, and Nidhi covered half and had a plan for what she wanted to do. I looked it over, but let her have free rein in her enterprise. I had some concerns about using my backyard for a set that would be broadcast on the internet. But with the new design she wants, it wouldn’t be instantly recognizable at the camera angles she’d included in her plans.

I’m relaxing on the couch with Ashley when the doorbell rings.

“I’ll get it,” Ashley says, pushing on my chest as she rises and hurries to the door.

I turn off my phone and slide it into my pocket as I join her at the front door. In my few phone calls with Kate, she sounded pleasant and good-natured, but I wasn’t prepared for how young she appears to be. She’s a little shorter than Ashley, but in her professional heels, they’re a match. Her dirty blonde hair is down around her shoulders, and her dark blue eyes shine as she smiles at me. Her pair of gold hoop earrings reminds me of Nidhi’s preference for dangling jewelry.

“Matt, right?”

“Yep, and you’re Kate.”

“That’s me.” She grins at Ashley as she enters my house, carrying a leather portfolio tucked under the arm of her crisp, burgundy blazer. Her black, leather skirt is cut just above her knee, and she wears a tailored, white blouse. She’s a knockout and has an air of confidence, demonstrating she’s aware of her beauty. I wave her to our dining room table, where my laptop is open next to my stack of files.

“Kate, do you want something to drink? We have tea, lemonade, or water,” Ashley asks as she turns toward the kitchen.

“Lemonade would be awesome. Thanks.” She pulls at the neck of her blouse, fanning herself while staring at me as she dips her gaze down my broad chest to my waist. “Summer is getting hot.” She lifts her eyes to meet mine before settling into the chair I’m holding for her. I return her smile and am bold enough to glance at her full breasts cupped in yellow Lycra.

“We’re pretty casual here,” I mention, looking down at my faded t-shirt and comfortable cargo shorts. “I work from home, and we usually swim in the afternoon. Did you bring a suit?”

“Ashley said we might; I’m wearing it under my blouse.” That draws my eyes back to her chest, and I blink and focus on the faint yellow outline of of bikini top. “I wanted to make a good first impression,” she continues when my focus returns to her face. Besides the slight blush rising on her cheeks, she doesn’t seem put off by my short examination of her bust. “This is my last appointment for the day, and a dip in your pool on this hot summer day sounds wonderful.”

She draws out the word hot, and her eyes dip back to my chest. My gut tightens from arousal at the way we look at each other. Ashley returns, carrying three glasses of lemonade, and passes them out before sitting across from me and smiling at Kate.

Kate takes a sip, and my eyes drop to her lips, then linger as she swipes her tongue across her mouth. “That’s perfect. Sweet and a little tart.” She grins, then unzips her portfolio and lays it open between us. “Ashley says she is living here rent-free,” Kate begins, shuffling through the papers. “She can afford it, you know.”

I press my lips together, wondering how much to disclose when Ashley pipes up. “Well, I was already practically living here after Matt’s divorce. I watch his son while he works on the weeks he has custody.”

“You’re divorced?” Kate says with a slight grin, her eyes glinting.

“Yeah,” I admit and glance at Ashley, wondering how much we should tell her financial advisor.

“Maybe we’ll circle back to that,” she says as she taps a stack of papers, then hands out smaller stacks to Ashley and me. “I understand you’re acting as Ashley’s accountant?”

“That’s correct.”

“Are you a fiduciary?”

Ashley’s nose wrinkles when she hears the word.

“I’m a CPA.” I glance at Ashley. “A certified public accountant. I’ve mostly been doing taxes for my clients. Some have grown, and I’m considering getting my CFP. A lot of my customers would benefit from the services of a certified financial planner.”

Ashley nods, grinning shyly and acknowledging my expanded explanation. Kate glances back and forth and makes a curt little nod before continuing.

“Sorry, Ashley.” She smiles at her. “I’m a chartered financial analyst—CFA. As a fiduciary, I’m bound to handle your financial concerns ethically and for your benefit. I will follow your directions but offer my expertise on how markets and mutual funds can benefit your portfolio and long-term investments.”

I grin at Ashley as her eyes go wide. “It’s a lot to take in, but think of me handling your short-term accounts and preparing your taxes while Kate is focused on putting your money to work, making a profit over the long term, and protecting your inheritance.” I cock a brow at Kate, and she nods.

“That’s a good summary.” She smiles at me, then turns back to Kate. “I work closely with my client’s accountants, usually checking in quarterly, then making sure they have what they need for taxes.”

She nods, and Kate addresses the stack of papers before us. She walks through all of Ashley’s accounts for the next fifteen minutes. I can tell Ashley’s getting overwhelmed, and I smile at her and nod so she knows I’m tracking. Kate’s investments make sense for someone of Ashley’s age—plenty of securities in long-term investment, with a small portfolio of mutual funds to grow her wealth. Overall, I’m impressed with Kate’s knowledge and plan.

After finishing her presentation, Kate stacks the papers and slides her copy into her portfolio. “Be sure to file your copies. I’ll send one out quarterly as I mentioned before.”

“Thank you, Kate. I appreciate your diligence.” I stack my pile of papers and set them aside. “As her financial planner, are you involved with any businesses she may want to start?”

“Yes, but I can’t give qualified advice. That’s more in your domain.” She pauses, then relaxes as she looks at both of us for a moment, tapping her lip as she thinks. “My job is simply to grow your investments. I have no say in how you spend or invest your money. My responsibility ends with the numbers I’ve reviewed with you.”

I glance at Ashley as she straightens up and taps her pile of paper. “My friends and I want to start streaming internet content and build a business for us and our future.”

“What type of content?” Kate asks, keeping her expression stoic.

“Adult,” Ashley says, glancing at me before continuing. “Nidhi is already in the business. But with all of us living with Matt, we think we can make a profitable business with our content.”

Kate glances at me, bites her lip, and closes her eyes. She takes a deep breath, then blows it out before continuing. “I can’t advise what type of businesses you start, operate, or close. That’s entirely up to you. Knowing you’re investing in a high-risk enterprise, I’ll structure your investments to provide more security as a hedge against your public business.” She looks at me and taps her lip. “Is this business an LLC?”

“Not yet.” I nod. “I’m planning the business structure, electing a board, and handling all the other details. I can handle it for them, but I’m open to any advice.”

Kate thinks for a moment, then opens her portfolio and shuffles through the stack of paper. “Ashley’s grandfather has a few LLCs that never really got off the ground.” She looks at me before continuing. “I’ll need to look at restructuring, but I can probably set one up as a shell company if you want. It would own the business and keep the girls’ names off the paper trail.”

“Yeah, that’s what I was thinking.” I nod and grin at her. “We should talk and set up the details. I need to work with the girls to form the business plan, but having a shell company makes a lot of sense.”

“Let’s talk again next week,” Kate says and glances out of the patio door to the pool. “That pool is sounding better and better. How about we put this aside, relax, and you two can tell me what’s happening between all of you.”


CHAPTER 13
INSTANT CHEMISTRY


“I’m not sure what you mean?” I reply to Kate’s question.

She shuts her portfolio and sets it aside before slipping her blazer off her shoulders. “No more business. I was only coming to report on the sale of Ashley’s parents’ home. You’ll need to know the tax details, but it’s a net positive on her accounts. Is it okay to set this aside?”

I nod as my belly tightens, not sure what to anticipate. I glance at Ashley, who’s biting her lip and avoiding my eyes. It’s a tell that she knows more than she’s letting on. When I raise an eyebrow, she frowns and sighs.

“Fine,” she says, with an exasperated sigh. “I told Kate we were in a relationship.”

Glancing at Kate, I watch her unbuckle the strap to her stiletto shoe, and she grins knowingly.

“Told her who was in a relationship?”

“You and me,” Ashley begins, then sighs at my raised eyebrow and continues. “I told her about Liz and Nidhi too.”

I’m stunned, and I want to bark at her about not telling every person she knows that she’s in a harem with a man twice her age. At the same time, I’m not ashamed of our closeness and don’t want to try to hide it. Getting a handle on my fear and anxiety, I glance back at Kate.

“For the record, I wasn’t going to hide our relationship,” I say as she stands up and unbuttons her blouse. “But it’s not the best opener with someone I just met.”

“I think it’s wild.” Kate grins. “I wish I had the guts to go after a guy like you when I was in college. But I wanted this career, and I’m good at it. Even when I want to stab my eyes out after a day of hyper focusing on spreadsheets.”

“I know the feeling.” I grin, still cautious and waiting for another shoe to drop.

Ashley gets up and pulls off her t-shirt, exposing the blue bikini top she wore underneath it. “You want to get in the pool, Kate?”

I stand up since the two beautiful women are on their feet. Kate glances at my cargo shorts as she pushes her leather skirt off her hips.

“You’re swimming in those?” Her eyebrow arches as she grins, standing in only her yellow string bikini.

“My swimsuit is upstairs.” I force my mouth closed and hitch my thumb toward the stairs. “You two go ahead. I’ll be out after I change.”

“Don’t be long,” Ashley says, kissing my cheek.

I turn, take the stairs two at a time, and burst into my bedroom, pushing my cargo shorts off my hips. I’ve gotten used to going commando, but my thickening cock still catches on the waistband. When I finally get them off, I grab a faded pair of blue board shorts and pull them on, adjusting my cock into a comfortable position. The bulge isn’t horrible in the baggy shorts, and I check my look in the mirror. I pull off my t-shirt and toss it in the hamper.

What is happening? Is Kate coming on to me? Or am I projecting my growing libido on the young woman? She’s got to be at least five years older than the girls. Her business persona reveals a confidence that the younger girls lack. Nidhi is slightly more mature than Liz or Ashley, but I still recognize she’s hesitant to voice her thoughts. Kate doesn’t seem to have an issue with me and my girls, although she’s only met Ashley. Liz doesn’t take the lead except when she’s horny.

I shake my head, push aside the spiraling thoughts, and head downstairs. The pool’s cool water is just what I need to stem my growing arousal at the sight of Kate in that yellow string bikini.

When I go outside, they splash each other near the steps and laugh during their water fight. I give them a wide berth, walking along the long edge of the pool before hopping into the deep end. The cool water braces me as I sink to the bottom, and I flex my thighs and break the surface. Glancing back, I watch them swim toward me as if in a race.

Treading water, I catch Ashley as she wraps her arms around me. “I won!”

Kate smirks as she pulls up short and sweeps her arms out. Her eyes glint with amusement as Ashley wraps her thighs around me, settling her body against my side. Her added weight makes me struggle to keep above the water, so I drop deeper into the cool water, leaving her to tread above me. Twisting, I kick off the far side and swim underwater towards the steps leading to the deck.

When I surface, I twist around and enjoy the pair swimming toward me. They use a relaxed breaststroke, drawing my eyes to the bright triangles under the surface. I push myself onto the side, spreading my thighs open as I lean back on my hands, enjoying the heat of the sun. Ashley reaches me first and stands between my legs to hug me, pressing her lips to mine. We kiss slowly, and I feel like she’s staking a claim before she draws back and hops up beside me on the deck, swinging her hair over one shoulder and squeezing the water out of her tresses.

I glance at Kate as she emerges from the water before me. I can’t help but watch the water slide in sheets down her bikini and svelte torso, her nipples tight from the cold water. Our eyes meet as she boldly steps between my thighs, resting her hands on my hips. She leans closer as we stare at each other, her lips parting slightly.

I can’t resist meeting her halfway, kissing her as my arms wrap around her lower back. Her tongue sweeps along my lips, coaxing mine to meet hers. Our spark of arousal blooms as we deepen the kiss, my fingers curling into the curve of her bare ass. The high cut of her bikini gives me ample room to squeeze her bottom and tug her against me. Her breasts compress against my chest as I hear the landline ring inside the kitchen.

Ashley gets out, saying something I don’t hear, as Kate and I get lost in our first contact. My mouth twists, catching her lips as we moan and make out like teenagers. I shift my hips to get my ass to the edge of the pool, pulling Kate against my thickening shaft. Her body molds to mine, whimpering as she grinds against me.

Her movements are bold, more sure than my younger girlfriends. She knows what she wants and isn’t afraid to seek out contact. The freedom I feel as I continue to kiss her emboldens me as I lift my hands to her round breasts. She moans, breaking the kiss and arching back as I knead her firm, pert cups, brushing my fingers over her hard points.

“Matt!”

I blink, shaking my head as I hear the urgent tone of Ashley’s voice.

“Matt, it’s Naomi!”


CHAPTER 14
STORMFRONT


Kate shifts away from me, sinking back into the pool. I twist, climbing onto the deck and walking toward Ash as she holds the phone to her breast.

“Is everything okay?”

“I don’t know. She sounds disturbed. Here.” She shoves the receiver into my hand and passes me, splashing down the steps to join Kate.

“Hey,” I say into the phone, my mind still knitting together after getting blown away by the intensity of the kiss with Kate. “What happened? Is Jack okay?”

“Jack’s fine.” Naomi huffs, then sighs. “Work is calling me in for a flight.”

“Oh, so I need to take him?”

“Yes.” Naomi huffs again. “You weren’t answering your phone, and I need to get to the airport. I’m almost at your house. Sorry, I know our agreement says twenty-four hours’ notice.”

“Screw the agreement,” I say, adjusting my softening erection. “I was swimming. I’ll dry off and meet you outside.”

“I don’t have much time. Hurry, okay?”

“Yeah, sure.”

I reach inside, hang up the phone, and grab a towel from the stack we keep by the door. I’m mostly dry but quickly rub the towel over my trunks. I don’t have time to find a t-shirt, so I hang the towel on the back of a chair.

“What’s happening?” Ashley asks as she steps close, soaked from the pool. Kate is a few steps behind her, cheeks flushed from making out with me.

“Naomi’s dropping off Jack,” I say, giving Kate an apologetic smile. “I need to meet her out front.”

“Oh, awesome. We can introduce him to Nidhi and Kate,” Ashley says, squeezing past me to grab two towels, then passing one back.

The way she says her name is like she’s become part of us, and my mind swims with another round of rapid change. Wiping off my chest, I go inside just as the front door opens, and Naomi spins inside carrying Jack on one hip and his bag on the other shoulder. She stutters to a stop, looking past me at Ashley and Kate as they enter the kitchen, still drying off. Her eyes narrow as she turns and glares at me. As her mouth opens, I hear the front door open and Liz’s laugh as she enters with Nidhi.

Naomi twists, looking back at the pair of young girls, one an utter stranger, then snaps back to me, panning and focusing on the pair behind me. Her lips press together in a frown, and she drops Jack’s bag on the linoleum. Grabbing him with both hands, she pulls him away from her side and thrusts him at me. I catch him and bounce him as he emits a whine of confusion.

“I don’t have time for this, Matt,” Naomi says with her hands on her hips.

“I’ll take Jack,” Ashley says, taking him from my arms.

“I can explain,” I start, but Naomi shakes her head and twists toward the door.

“I don’t want to hear it. Not now,” Naomi growls, swinging the front door open as she storms past Nidhi and Liz.

I rush past them, following her into the front yard, shirtless. The van I’d rented blocks Naomi’s SUV, and she shrieks in frustration. “Move that fucking thing. I need to get to work!”

Liz scrambles out the door holding the keys and hops inside the truck as I approach Naomi. She twists her head at me as the rental’s engine roars, raising a finger to point at me.

“Don’t,” Naomi growls. “Not a fucking word. Not now.”

“Just...”

“I—SAID—DON’T!” Naomi screams, and I hold my hands up at my shoulders in surrender.

She twists and climbs in her SUV, giving me one last scalding look as she starts her car and backs out of the driveway, chirping the tires as she shifts and accelerates.

I stand with my hands on my hips, watching my ex-wife speed out of the neighborhood. I jerk when a hand touches me, but I exhale, seeing Liz’s worried eyes.

“I’m sorry,” she says, wrapping her arms around me. “I should have parked in the street.”

“It’s not that,” I say, squeezing her tight. “It’s… I’m going to let her cool down, then hope she’ll listen to reason.”

Releasing her, I take her hand and walk back inside. Ashley is playing with Jack in front of the television, making him laugh. Nidhi and Kate are talking, all smiles as Liz and I join them. I look up at the rafters, expressing a sigh.

“I need to put a shirt on,” I say, turning to the stairs. “We need to talk.” I glance at Kate, who meets my eyes. I feel a snap of connection in her expression. “Stay, please. Stay, and I’ll explain everything. “

“I’m not going anywhere.”

I nod and turn to the stairs, climbing them slowly as my mind races through what’s happened and the consequences. As I find a tropical, button-up shirt, I look at myself in the mirror and frown slightly. Smoothing the front over my damp trunks, I leave them on and turn to go back downstairs.

Naomi looked pissed, but what did she discover? She knew Ashley and Liz were often around, though I never formally disclosed they lived with me. Kate was swimming with Ashley, so that’s just friends enjoying a pool. Same with Nidhi appearing with Liz as she was leaving. I’m sure her mind was knitting wild stories, but she has zero proof I’ve done anything wrong.

When I return downstairs, Kate is wearing her leather skirt and bikini top and sitting on the sofa, talking with Nidhi. Liz is on her knees, entertaining Jack as Ashley sits beside Kate and starts folding a hamper of dry clothes. She’s found a pair of gym shorts, so she’s back in her usual attire. They all turn to look at me as I settle into my armchair. Jack notices me and grins, crawling toward me and babbling happily.

I pick him up from the floor, hug him for a moment, then settle him in my lap with a toy Liz pushes into his hand.

“So, this is Jack,” I start with a soft grin, looking at Nidhi and then Kate. “He is an essential part of my life. In everything we do, we must keep his needs at the forefront of our plans.”

“Is that bitch going to sue for custody?” Liz hisses, anger coloring her face.

“Liz, I love your passion, but don’t call my son’s mother a bitch while he’s sitting in my lap.” I press my lips together and regard her calmly as she wilts.

“I’m sorry. You’re right. I’ll work on it.”

“It’s important, Liz. You know that.”

She nods at me, then looks at her fingertips. I take a beat as the room quiets.

“Naomi could decide to sue, but I don’t think she can prove anything beyond hosting a pool party for Ashley and her friends. Jack wasn’t even here when she dropped by unannounced. She won’t sue.”

The tension in the room breaks as I scan the faces of the four young women. Kate raises her hand, and I nod.

“That was your ex?” she asks, pausing so I can explain more.

“Yes. Her name is Naomi, and we’re divorced. She was unfaithful, and it ended our marriage. She suddenly sued for divorce, child custody, and half of everything. I gave in on the money things, but I fought for split custody. She got half of my savings, and another quarter went to buying her half of this house and paying off the mortgage. I don’t pay alimony, just child support, and I’ve never missed a payment.” Kate nods as I lay it all out, then crosses her arms across her chest with a frown.

“So she cheated and took half of everything. How is that fair to you?”

I comb my fingers through my hair, exhaling before continuing. “It’s not about fairness. It’s about getting a clean break and starting a new life. One where she has no control, which is why we need to be careful with Jack. He’s the only thing I’m not willing to lose.”

I pause and pan across the four young faces before continuing. “That’s not true. I’m not willing to lose what we have together.” I glance from my girlfriends to Kate. “Or what we might become. We’ll have to figure it out.”

Kate regards me with a careful expression before sighing and standing up. “I should go,” she says as she approaches. “I’m not running away from this, Matt. I have plans with my folks for dinner. We’ll talk and sort this out, okay?”

“Okay,” I say as she leans and kisses my cheek. She waves to the others, collects her things, and walks out the front door.

Ashley walks toward me. “We gotta haul in the things we bought from the garden store. Let me watch Jack? They need your muscles.” She takes him, carrying him on her hip. “He’s settling now that the excitement is over; he’s ready for a nap.”

“Yeah, good plan,” I reply, rising and looking at Nidhi and Liz. “I’m ready for the next step.”
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The tension in the room breaks as I scan the faces of the four young women. Kate raises her hand, and I nod.

“That was your ex?” she asks, pausing so I can explain more.

“Yes. Her name is Naomi, and we’re divorced. She was unfaithful, and it ended our marriage. She suddenly sued for divorce, custody, and half of everything. I gave in on the money things, but I fought for split custody. She got half of my/ savings, and another quarter went to buying her share of this house and paying off the mortgage. I don’t pay alimony, just child support, and I’ve never missed a payment.” Kate nods as I lay it all out, then crosses her arms across her chest with a frown.

“So she cheated and took half?. How is that fair to you?”

I comb my fingers through my hair, exhaling. “It wasn't about fairness. I wanted a clean break to start a new life. One where she has no control, which is why we need to be careful with Jack. He’s the only thing I’m not willing to lose.”

I pause and pan across the four young faces before continuing. “That’s not true. I’m not willing to lose what we have together.” I glance from my girlfriends to Kate. “Or what we might become. We’ll have to figure it out.”

Kate regards me with a careful expression before sighing and standing up. “I should go,” she says as she approaches. “I’m not running away from this, Matt. I have plans with my folks for dinner. We’ll talk soon and sort this out, okay?”

“Okay,” I say as she leans and kisses my cheek. She waves to the others, collects her things, and walks out the front door.

Ashley moves toward me. “We gotta haul in the things we bought from the garden store. Let me watch Jack? They need your muscles.” She takes him, carrying him on her hip. “He’s settling now that the excitement is over; he needs a nap.”

“Yeah, good plan,” I reply, rising and looking at Nidhi and Liz. “I’m ready for the next step.”


CHAPTER 2
INVENTORY


The next step is unloading a van full of furniture boxes, large planters, and various bags from an adult bookstore. Since Jack is underfoot, we plan on unpacking and assembling the outdoor furniture tomorrow. After all the drama from my ex, Naomi, arriving unannounced and leaving in a huff when she saw all three housemates and Kate. It’s a struggle to snap out of my grumpy attitude. My live-in girlfriends try to lighten the mood with jokes and smiles. But I can’t shake my thoughts of Kate, Ashley’s gorgeous financial advisor, and our two brief, but intense, kisses. Even with all of the good vibes, the scorn on my ex’s face as she stormed out haunts me. She’ll no doubt give me an earful once her plane lands.

Naomi’s appearance threw me into a loop of recrimination, and it still hangs over me like a black cloud. But there’s no time to dwell on things I can’t change. It’s time to move on to the next thing: clearing out the junk in the backyard around the pool and jacuzzi.

Years of picking up various cheap outdoor furniture, futile attempts at landscaping, and other half-finished home improvement projects have made the pool and backyard a messy eyesore. I’m exhausted from ignoring the accumulated cruft. It reminds me of my unhappy marriage, which pushed me into a solitary work-first mentality.

Ashley put Jack down for a nap and is working on dinner. Liz and Nidhi help me load the junk into the back of our rented van. When we finish, the pair leaves to haul it to the dump while I sweep the concrete deck and spray it down. When I’m done, I go inside to check on him. Leaning against his door frame, I watch silently as he sleeps on his belly and starts to cycle through happier thoughts.

Being intimate with the three young women who live with me has brought me back to life. At least that’s how it feels. Each of them is different in personality and outlook. Liz is headstrong and adventurous, while Ashley’s quiet calm hides an active mind that thrives on planning and structure. Nidhi seems to be a mix of both, but her focus on growing her business constantly teams behind her expressive eyes.

She wants to use my over-garage loft, the space behind my home office desk, as a camgirl studio. Liz and Ashley are excited to learn how to perform for the camera. They are unashamed about the alluring nubile bodies, with a confidence that excites when they focus on me.

The window stretches across the back and overlooks the pool and patio from the loft’s back window. Nidhi thinks it’ll be perfect for filming a wide, framing shot of the backyard deck. It's part of her plan with all the new outdoor furniture stacked on the concrete patio. They'll be positioned as sets and props for adult content—porn, by any other name.

What will Naomi do when she discovers we're creating an adult content studio?

Naomi’s scorn when she threw Jack at me and left in a melodramatic huff flares in my mind. Even before this afternoon, our exchanges with Jack have been uncomfortable. Her expression is closed off, a mix of sadness and anger. Jack is always irritable when he arrives and anxious when he leaves. She spills bits and pieces of her turbulent life after she left and moved in with Trent, her new pilot boyfriend. And I’ve concluded that their relationship is getting rocky.

Naomi called out of the blue earlier, asking me to take him while she took off on a last-minute rotation as a flight attendant. She never explains the sudden changes in her schedule, but I take Jack gladly. Since the girls moved in with me, Jack seems happier than just sitting with me as I sulk about the shambles of the divorce. He absolutely adores Ashley and loves to play with Liz.

Still, Naomi seemed extraordinarily grumpy on the call before she burst into our house and almost caught me making out with Kate.

Oh god, Kate.

Her beautiful blue eyes and stunning figure flash in my mind. She’s Ashley’s financial advisor, handling the details of her inheritance from her wealthy grandfather. As Ashley’s accountant, she’d dropped by to review the pending sale of her parents’ house next door and inform me of the impact on her taxes and inheritance. She strode into our house, radiantly confident, and I was immediately drawn to the combination of her sexy appearance, vivacious personality, and business acumen.

It was a hot afternoon when the meeting finished, and Ashley invited her to cool off in our pool. Her swimsuit-model physique is beyond hot, but that’s only one facet of my instant attraction to her.

I push away the distracting thoughts, remembering that Naomi said she’d called several times before calling the land line. I’d left my phone in my cargo shorts when I changed into swim trunks and joined Ashley and Kate in the pool.

Pulling it from my pocket, I tap the recent calls screen, revealing a list of repeated calls I’d missed. Naomi’s five consecutive calls taunt me. Her sixth call is missing because it went to the landline in the kitchen by the back door. The loud ring got Ashley’s attention, as she hadn’t answered, she could have barged in and caught me necking with Kate in the pool.

It’s not that there’s anything wrong with two grown adults making out. Naomi has no say over who I see romantically. Kate knows about my relationship with my three girls since Ashley revealed we all live together. It’s the optics that would and most likely did enrage my ex-wife. Yet she’s the hypocrite since she cheated on me, left me for Trent, and took my son to live with them. Thank god I stood firm on a shared custody arrangement. Jack’s visits are the highlight of my week. She would happily rob me of his presence out of spite.

Taking a deep breath, I close my eyes and count to ten. I shouldn't get angry about everything in the past. Naomi blew up our marriage, and now it’s clear she’s projecting her adulterous actions on me. Fuck her. I’m not going to let her ruin my relationship with Jack. Life isn’t ever fair, and the things I should focus on are pretty simple, beginning with Jack, resting quietly in his crib.

My phone buzzes, and I check the screen.

Liz: Done at the dump. Meet us at the rental place?

Tapping back a thumbs-up emoji, I push away from the wall. He stirs but doesn’t wake as I turn toward the kitchen. Ashley dances slowly to a tune in her head as she prepares dinner. I walk behind her and rest my hands on her hips. She twists, smiling, then meets me for a kiss.

“I need to pick Liz and Nids up; they’re returning the truck,” I say, pressing my forehead to hers.

She faces me and slips her arms around my neck. Her kiss and tender embrace soothe me, and the tension in my shoulders lessens.

“Everything will be fine.” She smiles into my eyes. “I’ll listen for Jack.” She points to the baby monitor on the counter, where the lights pulse in time with his breathing.

“Yeah,” I nod, though my mind is still roiling with the make-believe argument my subconscious is having with my absent ex-wife. “What’s cooking?”

“Taco night!” Ashley exclaims, waving at her phone with an image of a Mexican feast. “I downloaded a guacamole recipe and fell into a rabbit hole of delicious-sounding recipes. So we’ll have nachos, dips, tacos, and rice…” She waves at the stove filled with simmering meat, boiling water, and other delicious-smelling items.

“You’re amazing.” I kiss her forehead. “I’ll be back soon.”

I grab my car keys and head to the garage through the utility-slash-mudroom. I look over my shoulder, noticing Jack’s door is still open. But he still sleeps in a crib, so I don’t think he’ll escape with Ashley only steps away and listening to the monitor. It won’t be long before he’ll want a bed, and I make a mental note to check prices for a gate and other child-proofing things we need for a growing toddler.

Tapping the switch just outside the mudroom, the garage door rattles as it opens. I slide into the seat of my four-year-old convertible and press my foot on the brake while pressing the start button. As my car idles, I pull on my seatbelt and adjust the mirrors. Ashley’s ride is outside on the driveway, with Liz’s old beater tucked behind it on the slope. Nidhi’s is parked along the grass strip past the sidewalk.

I coast forward, since I habitually back into my tight spot just outside the mudroom door. The other half is still littered with piles of junk we’ve hauled out of the house when the girls moved in. We are slowing sorting through it and purging, chipping away at it. I remind myself to keep up the progress. With Nidhi joining us, all four parking spots are taken.

As I drive through the neighborhood toward the rental company owned by one of my clients, I question whether we need four automobiles. I work from home and rarely use my convertible. Liz’s ride needs new tires, and her brakes squeak badly. Ashley’s is in better shape—she bought it used after graduating—but it’s still dated. From the look of Nidhi’s sedan, it’s in the best shape, probably a graduation gift from her parents. We should have a family meeting about the situation—having the cars parked indefinitely is messy.

Our Southern California neighborhood is nice—a mix of older homes and newer construction. We can easily get to the beach from Orange County, but I’d rather swim in our pool. A bike route runs along a concrete riverbed to the ocean. One of the pieces of junk in the garage is my old touring 15-speed, which I haven’t ridden in years, leaning against Naomi’s, which she never rode. Our matching sets of golf clubs sit in the corner, virtually untouched. Monuments to good intentions, but abandoned by my obsessive work schedule and her frequent flights.

I need to get my shit together.


CHAPTER 3
PAPA BEAR


My phone rings, lighting up the display and announcing Ashley as the caller. I tap the green button on the CarPlay display before I realize I should answer from the steering wheel to keep both hands on the wheel. I always forget to and instead stab at the glowing buttons. I laugh at myself as the call connects.

“Matt?”

“Yeah, babe.”

“Is it okay if I give Kate your number?” I can hear Ashley stirring and tapping as she cooks, so I figure I’m on speaker.

“Sure. Text me hers, too. So I’ll know she’s calling. You know⁠—”

“Right, you screen your calls.” She puffs like she’s blowing hair off her forehead. “I’ll text both of you, kill two birds with a rock, or whatever.”

I chuckle because, since I’ve been around her more, I realize that she often mixes up old sayings and idioms.

“Thanks. I’m pulling into the lot.”

“Okay, bye.”

The line goes dead as I flick on my blinker and wait in the middle lane to turn left across traffic into the busy rental lot. I can see into the lobby where Liz leans over the counter, arguing with the clerk. Nidhi sees me and waves for me to come to them, so I find a parking spot.

“Why are you charging me a cleaning fee?” Liz asks loudly as I walk up behind her. “We cleaned and swept it out at the dump. Jesus”

Nidhi meets me as my lips tighten, listening to Liz continue her rants, tossing her arms.

“You already charged a deposit on the card when we picked it up!”

“Whose card is this?” I ask Liz, who snaps her head around at the sound before she relaxes, noticing it's me.

“Mine,” she shrugs. “I had enough balance available and wanted to pay for something. But I guess another charge came through. I got declined.” She glances back at the guy she’s shouting at. “This is all fucked up. You’re trying to rip me off and keep our deposit.”

I step beside her and glance at the attendant. He’s a chubby guy with a beard, a tattoo sleeve, and a greasy swipe across his coveralls. He looks at me with a blank expression. I cross my arms and level my gaze at him. “Can I see the truck?”

“Is your name on the rental agreement?” He asks, glaring at me, then at Liz. “She dented the fender, we get to charge for that.”

“I did not! Wait, I thought it was a cleaning fee.” Liz is furious.

“Whatever.” He rolls his eyes, then glances at me. “She owes $149.93.”

“Bullshit,” she seethes. “That bumper was already dented to shit, and we left the cab and the trailer cleaner than when we got it. It was filled with fucking leaves, man.”

“Can I see the paperwork?” I ask in a calm voice.

“What are you, her father?”

“No. She lives with me. I want to know all the facts here.” Maybe if I’m stoic, both of them will calm down.

The guy glances at Liz, back at me before twisting to ogle Nidhi, who’s holding my elbow.

“Yeah, right.” He snorts. “That one lives with you, too?”

“That’s none of your business. Can I see the paperwork?” I swallow my irritation at his rude question.

“I need to call my manager.”

“Glenn?" I raise an eyebrow. The guy has no idea his boss is one of my clients—the reason we picked this rental place.

“You know him?”

“Yeah. Get him on the line, I’m sure he’d love to hear this story.” I level my gaze at the clerk as his eyes widen comically. He takes a beat, but soon realizes I’m not bluffing.

“Look, man.“ He addresses me directly. “I don’t want any trouble. Just sign this, and I’ll remove the charges.”

“Remove them first. We’re not signing anything until we see nothing owed.”

He grumbles as he taps on the keyboard and stares at his monitor. His act is starting to piss me off, so I pull out my phone.

“Maybe I’ll call Glenn.”

“No!” Since I’ve called his bluff, he taps faster, then hits a button and turns the screen toward us. “See zero dollars, man. Just wait for the receipt.”

“Man?” I bristle, but only stare at him.

“Sir.” He swallows as I stare at him.

Liz slides the keys across and snatches the paper off the counter, grumbling under her breath. I follow her, pocketing my phone to wrap my arm around her. She leans against me as I lead her out to my car. Nidhi follows behind, and I reckon she leveled the guy with one of her scathing glares.

“I wouldn’t let him con me,” Liz growls. “Such a fucking misogynistic, chauvinistic pig.”

“You did well standing up for yourself,” I say as I stop by the side of my convertible. I glance back at the guy whose face is red with anger and embarrassment. “Take a deep breath and blow it out.”

She stands with her back to my door, then rolls her eyes before she looks up at me. I cross my arms, and she wilts, inhaling slowly before blowing it out.

“Again,” I coach softly. "Count to three."

We go through a few cycles, and the rosy color of her cheeks fades.

“Good girl,” I smirk, then lean and kiss her forehead. “Now get in the car.”

She twists around and opens her door after I click the fob twice, unlocking all four doors. I open the back door for Nidhi as Liz slides into her seat, looking up at me.

“Seatbelt,” I chide, and she laughs and gives me the finger as I walk around to the driver’s side. As I get in, she leans over the console to hug me, and I kiss her brown hair. The scent of her shampoo soothes me.

She presses her head into my chest before pulling away and putting her seatbelt on.

“That was kinda hot,” Nidhi says with a giggle from behind Liz.. “Major daddy vibes, papa bear.”

I look over my shoulder, winking at my newest girlfriend as I back out. “I try to stay calm; it works better than yelling. But I was about to go postal on him. After the bullshit with Naomi, I’m about done.”

“Are you going to call, Glenn?” Liz asks.

I shrug, noncommittal. Glenn’s an old friend, and I know he has to put up with shitty employees from time to time. But replacing someone costs time and money, and his budget is tight.

“I’ll consider it,” I finally reply. “We got our desired outcome for now.”

“Yeah,” Liz says, leaning against my shoulder, draped over the console between us. “I just …” She stops herself, inhales deep, and lets it out slowly.

“Good girl,” I say, giving her a side eye.

I focus on driving, but notice both shifting in their seats as we cruise through the light traffic.

“Ashley’s making tacos,” I say to change the topic and break the silence. “She’s gone all mamacita after bingeing online Mexican food recipes.”

That gets the quiet pair talking again, and I ask them about the dump and anything else that happened. The tension from the incident at the rental place evaporates, and we arrive home in better moods. Spending time with them always brightens my day. The worries about Naomi dissipate as I hope she and I can discuss her issues like adults.


CHAPTER 4
COORDINATION


When I pull up beside my mailbox, Liz and Nidhi exit and walk to the front door as the garage door opens. The excessive junk piled near my parking spot doesn't allow the passenger-side door to open fully. I back the car in, watching the rear camera on the dash and referencing the little guidelines to ensure they align correctly. I park and turn it off, but stay in my seat. Checking my phone, Ashley demands that I not check my phone while driving. I notice five texts and one missed call.

The first text is from Ash with a contact card for Kate. I add it to my phone and list updates, showing three messages from the stunning blonde and the last from Naomi. I exhale a slow breath and tap on my ex-wife’s name, expecting a wall of expletives. I’m surprised it’s only a few lines.

Naomi:




I’m taking an international hop. They were down a person. I want to talk when I’m back.




Her flight itinerary is attached, so I tap to check, noting she’ll be gone for three days. It’s typical for her to avoid difficult conversations, so it’s oddly convenient that she’s out of the country. Whatever, it’s fine. We will enjoy the week with Jack. It will give him time to get used to Nidhi being around.

If my ex-wife had an issue with us, she’d have made it a priority to get back from this hop quickly and take him away. I exhale slowly, not wanting to rehash all my issues with her attitude toward motherhood. I think the only reason she sued for custody was out of spite.

Shaking my head, I swipe back to the list of messages and open the new conversation.

Kate:




Hey. I left a message.




Are you around?




NP, call me when you can. [image: kiss mark]




I smile to myself and tap on her recorded voicemail.

“Hey, Matt. Ash gave me your number. Call me back.”

It’s everything she said in the texts, but listening to her voice puts it in a better context. She sounds warm and caring, and hearing her again reminds me of our interrupted kiss. I close my eyes and recall how she looked in her yellow bikini, and I have to adjust myself as I pocket my phone and climb out of the car.

Shutting the door, I walk into the house, closing the garage door as I enter. Past the mudroom, the kitchen is a flurry of activity. Ashley finishes dinner with Nidhi’s help while Liz plays on the living room carpet with Jack. I guess he's up from his nap. I smile at him as I turn to check with Ashley.

“Dinner’s almost finished,” She says as she pauses, turning toward me. We share a quick kiss. “Jack woke up, and I got a little behind. Do you want a beer?”

“Nah, I’m going to go outside and call Kate, if that’s okay.”

“Sure,” Ashley grins. “We’re all excited to see what’s up between you. That first kiss…” she whistles and fans her face.

I grin and slide open the glass door to the pool deck, pulling my phone out of my pocket. I tap Kate’s number, holding it to my ear as it rings. The concrete deck is empty save for the stack of outdoor furniture boxes we need to unpack and assemble, leaving no place to sit. I walk to the pool's stairs, kick off my shoes, and step into the cool water, lowering myself onto the edge.

“Hello, Matt?”

“Hi Kate, “ My lips curl as I recall her blue eyes and engaging smile. “Sorry about all the drama. My life has its challenges.”

“Don’t worry. It hasn’t scared me off.” Kate’s laugh is joyous. “You make me feel like I’m back in high school, waiting for the hot guy to call me back. You really did a number on me.”

“Likewise,” I say, realizing that while I still have three gorgeous young girlfriends, she’s the focus of many stray thoughts.

Silence hangs grows us for a moment before Kate laughs nervously. “Would you like to meet for drinks or coffee? Let’s clear ourselves from distractions to…”

“To see what is between us?” I finish.

“Yeah, that.”

“I’m sitting down to eat soon,” I say, wishing I could just go now. “Ash made tacos and went a bit wild. It’s quite the spread. You’re welcome to eat with us. Then you and I can go find a place to talk.”

“I just got done eating with my folks, so I’m fine. I don’t want to intrude on your family dinner.”

The silence grows again as I take a slow breath. “If I’m inviting you, it’s not an intrusion. You know my situation; I’m not hiding or backing away. I want to learn more about you and see if we fit. I guess it’s as the girls say, I want to date you. But they are part of my life, and you should be comfortable with that.”

Another beat of silence.

“I can be there in fifteen, will that be too late for tacos?”

“I think that will be perfect.” I grin at her eagerness. “I’ll let them know you’re coming. I’ll see you soon.”

I listen to her breathing, then hang up. I want to daydream and pretend we’re in the same space, but I should stay connected with what’s happening around me, not my rising euphoria when I think of her. I snort a laugh because it does feel like a teenage crush. Pushing up to get out of the pool, grab my shoes, and walk inside barefoot. After I put my shoes away, I turn to the kitchen.

“Kate is coming by to have dinner,” I say, scanning the counter, which is filled with different dishes, like a Mexican buffet. “Do we have enough for one more?”

“More than. Oh my god. This is lunch for the next few days,” Ashley says, blowing a stray hair that dangles over her forehead. “I think I overdid it.”

I grin and hug her close, and she relaxes into my chest for a beat. “You did awesome. This looks and smells delicious.”

“It’ll be ready soon. Go play with Jack while Nidhi and I finish up.”

I kiss the top of her head and give her another squeeze before she twists away. As I walk away, she and Nidhi meet and gesturing with their hands as they discuss the next part of their ad hoc feast. I settle into my armchair, smiling at Liz and my son.

Jack notices me and smiles happily. He pulls up on the coffee table to stand and then waddles toward me. He’s still a little unstable, but he’s starting to prefer walking to crawling. Everything I’ve read about late walkers says this is normal. He hurries his chubby feet in my direction when he starts to sway. I reach for him, pulling him into my lap and tickling his sides.

“He’s been in a good mood.” Liz crawls to kneel beside me. I smirk at the juxtaposition of my walking toddler and my crawling girlfriend. “He’ll be easy to put down later.”

“Kate is coming for dinner, then we might go out for a drink.”

She grins at me, then at Jack. “Awesome. Think she’ll fit in with us?”

“We have a little way to go before we get there,” I shrug, but the thought feels right. Despite the slightly awkward phone call, I feel like there is something worth exploring between us. I can be patient, though; there is no need to rush.

She looks over her shoulder at Nidhi and Ashley, still discussing what is left for dinner, then meets my eyes. “I think we’d appreciate an older, feminine presence. We’re still figuring things out, you know?”

“I think you’re doing just fine, babe.”

Her eyes sparkle as she grins, rising to her knees for a kiss, before standing. “C’mon, I’ll help make Jack’s plate while you get him settled in his chair.” She tickles his bare soles before turning, and he giggles, kicking his feet.

My life with three young lovers seems more peaceful than when it was just Naomi and me. After Jack was born, we never got along well. I was hyper-focused on work, and she was flying every week. We never talked about things, so I don’t know what happened between us. Her absence isn’t something I dwell on anymore.


CHAPTER 5
TACO NIGHT


Kate arrives as we’re eating. Nidhi is laughing at Jack happily fisting food into his maw. Liz sits beside him and makes little islands of things on his tray. He uses his fingers more than the spoon she keeps giving him, even getting some of it in his mouth instead of his chubby cheeks or bib. When the doorbell rings, I shout for her to come in, and the door opens slowly.

Kate grins as she enters and sets a duffel bag down in the entry. I get up and wipe my hands on a napkin as I close the distance.

“I just brought my swimsuit and a change of clothes, “ she says after a pleasant kiss.

“A swim might be nice.” I escort her to a chair between Ashley. She’s dressed casually, and even with the pleasant tension between us, she relaxes once she’s inside our house.

We haven’t defined any plans, just a promise to talk and maybe share drinks. Things are happening so fast that the best plan is to go with the flow. But the chemistry between us is palpable as Ashley welcomes her with a short hug before leading her back to the buffet-style food line on the kitchen counter.

When Kate returns with a plate only half-filled with food, she sits and rests her hand on my thigh. I grin, taking her hand in mine. “Not hungry?”

“Like I said, I already ate,” she blushes. “I just… I wanted to experience this.” She waves her hand around the three smiling girls and a happy toddler. See how the four of your work. Well, five.” She grins at Jack as he pushes a handful of rice into his mouth.

“I’m glad you came,” I say, and go back to eating. Our new connection buzzes under the surface with every brush of her thigh against mine or when our fingers touch. The way her eyes drift back to me when I shift my focus to her as she continues to have a light conversation with my girlfriends is a constant reminder of our first kiss. Nidhi asks questions about how to start long-term investing, and Kate answers them easily. But when Ashley talks about the sale of her parents’ house, she pauses and chews her lip.

“Actually. That’s another reason I wanted to stop by,” Kate looks at me for a second while squeezing my hand before turning back to Ash. “There is an issue with the buyer’s escrow funds. They might back out.”

Ash’s eyes widen, and she looks at me, and I shrug. “It’s not uncommon. It will sell eventually. Your parents will want the best deal, to maximize the equity they pull out of the property.” I pause, realizing I’ve shifted into professional mode. “They need to think about the capital gains tax, too.” Jesus, I can’t help myself.

“All true,” Kate picks up the thread. “Your parents are anxious to sell. It seems they need money; they’d probably accept a lower bid if it’s a cash offer. None of this is impacting your trust fund or inheritance. It’s moot until the sale closes.” She looks back at me. “Matt’s right, it will sell, and they should get the best price possible.

“When’s the last time you talked with them?” I ask, knowing their relationship is complicated.

“We don’t.” Ashley frowns. “Because of their issues with Grandpa’s will. They think they should get all of his assets, then pass whatever’s left to me when they die. But in his will, he split things down the middle, giving me half and them the other. He changed it after Granny died, and I guess they didn’t know. Anyway. They want my share, but he divided it for a reason. My mother’s never been great with money.” She waves her hand, shaking her head. “They went off on this European cruise and are selling the house. They’ll have to figure it out. I’m keeping what Grandpa gave me.”

“Good,” Kate says, glancing at me before giving her full attention to Ashley. “That’s the responsible thing to do. You’re an adult by law and shouldn’t feel guilty about your parents’ choices. Keeping the bulk in a trust until you’re twenty-one keeps your inheritance secure.”

Ashley nods, then grins at me. “Moving in with Matt makes staying on budget easy.”

I laugh, because other than not paying rent, she does what she wants with her stipend. Since I’ve become her accountant, I can tell she’s frugal with her money and doesn’t spend frivolously. She’s so different than my ex-wife.

“Where are you two going for drinks?” Liz asks as she hands Jack a small cookie.

I glance at Kate, and she shrugs before speaking. “I know a cozy place near the beach that’s pretty chill.”

“Sounds perfect,” I grin, squeezing her hand.

Liz rises to clean Jack’s tray, looking over her shoulder. “Don’t let us keep you two.” She glances at Nidhi and coughs. Nidhi jolts, then quickly stands and helps clear the table.

“We’ve got this,” she says, grinning at us as she collects Liz’s plate. “We’ll bathe Jack and get him down to sleep.”

Liz plucks him up as a rain of rice falls to the floor. “Do you want a bath?” He grins at her, laughing and grabbing her cheek, leaving a messy smear. I can tell he’s happy but tired at the end of the day. I stand and pull out Kate’s chair, waving at the back door. “Let me grab my shoes.”

She walks behind me, and when I turn, she steps close. Our eyes meet, and I give in to the magnetism between us and wrap her in my arms. She tilts her head, and I lean down and kiss her. Our burgeoning connection blooms, and we both hungrily deepen the kiss.

She presses her hands against me, and I ease back, licking my lips.

“Yeah,” she says and pats my chest. “Still there.”

I grin at her. “Did you think it would go away?” I shift my shoes on the floor and slide my feet into the leather loafers.

“No, but…” she shakes her head, staring at me. “I’ve never felt this way before,” Her eyes widen as she shrugs.

“Come on,” I say, taking her hand and walking to the garage. I wave at Ash in the kitchen, and she flutters her fingers while grinning.

“We’ll take care of Jack. So don’t worry. No curfew tonight. Make good decisions!” She laughs and continues busing the dinner table as we leave.

“It’s too tight to get in,” I say, waving at the junk as the garage door retracts. “I’ll pull out, just wait out front.”

She trails me as I unlock the car with my fob before opening the door. The top is down, and she waits behind me as I slip into the driver’s seat.

“I’ll just climb over,” she mutters, straddling me with a smirk. My hands drop to her hips as she pauses, leaning and kissing me hungrily. We’re both breathless as we kiss. I pull the door closed, and the sound breaks the spell, and she laughs, climbing over the console into the passenger's side.

I blink and glance at her, momentarily flustered, and when I press the start button, my brain restarts. “Right. Drinks.”

“I’ll navigate,” Kate says, grabbing my hand after I shift into drive. “It’s not far.”


CHAPTER 6
SMOKE


Kate navigates using her phone, and I focus on the light evening traffic and make the turns as she calls them out with plenty of time for me to react. In the past, Naomi scrolled through her social media and ignored me when we went on date nights. We’d leave Jack with a babysitter, usually Ashley, for date nights. I’d navigate silently using the CarPlay GPS. While at dinner, we’d both avoid conversations. The date nights were meant to bring us closer, but any attempts at intimacy evaporated as our emotional distance increased.

I recognize my part in our troubles. I was in denial about being a workaholic. The times when I wasn’t actively interacting with my son or ex-wife, I’d disappear into my loft and work on projects in comfortable solitude. I knew something was off, but I hadn’t learned how to communicate when frustrated. Any attempts to address the growing wall between us were met with either glacial silence or volcanic barbs.

It was easier to accept the status quo and work on my business. It wasn’t always accounting clients; as an independent CPA, it was my responsibility to market, find new clients, or answer the same questions over and over, but marketing and selling my practice was a never-ending stream of things to keep me busy.

It was a complete surprise when Naomi abruptly came into my office and told me it wasn’t working. Out of the blue, without any warning or conversation, she’d filed for divorce. She left me alone to care for Jack. Ashley was there and heard part of the ruckus, focusing on comforting Jack. It was a wake-up call. In the middle of tax season, Ashley became a full-time nanny. I kept my head down, working through my client’s tax returns.

When the workload dropped after April 15th, I started re-evaluating my addiction to work. Having Ashley and Liz around to distract me has helped me from retreating into stony silence. Maybe it was the increase in sex and happy brain hormones, but I’m more engaged with things outside of work now.

“Turn left,” Kate says, snapping me out of my woolgathering as she points at the intersection. “Then the next right.”

“I think I know where we are,” I say, maneuvering through the intersections. “Up near Huntington Beach.”

“Yep, right here at this outdoor mall by the Hilton.” She squeezes my hand. “Turn in here and park, it’s a short walk.”

I follow her instructions, letting my preoccupation evaporate. Naomi’s sudden appearance threw me off, reminding me of the dumpster fire of a marriage. But I shouldn’t dwell on that, or my ex-wife. I want to explore this connection with Kate. It’s odd to seek a new relationship with three vibrant women at home, but it also feels natural. I park and leave, walking around the car to open her door.

“See, it has two sets of doors.” I wink at her as she twists and stands on the concrete.

She’s still wearing comfortable jeans, a light yellow blouse, and white sandals. I’m still in my cargo shorts and tropical shirt, which I changed into after the interruption and chaos of my ex caused..

I take her hand and close the door behind her. The doors lock automatically, but I hit the button to close the top, listening to it whir as the mechanism closes. It’s an upscale mall, and I could leave the top down, but it’s my habit to shut it while out and about.

Kate’s hand fits inside mine perfectly, and we interlace our fingers as we walk to the mall entrance. The place is ritzy, full of luxury shops and fine dining, mixed with smaller shops and restaurants. It’s right by the broad sandy expanse of Huntington Beach, and the roar of the ocean waves is a steady heartbeat.

“Here,” Kate says, pointing with her free hand. “I like this place, it’s got this island vibe. Seems tranquil.” It’s rare to find a quiet atmosphere in the beach lifestyle we live in, more often filled with college-age or younger adults drinking and partying.

The hostess nods at us before waving toward the cozy tables scattered around trees and foliage. “We’re pretty quiet tonight, just sit anywhere and someone will be with you.”

Kate pauses, then points to a table with two large square rattan chairs with a larger love seat bench big enough for two, facing the sandy stretch of beach. “We can watch the last of the sunset.”

“That looks perfect.” I wave her ahead, and she slides into one side, patting the space beside her. As I settle into the seat, we shift closer until we meet in the middle. She leans against my side, and I put my arm around her shoulders like we’ve been doing this for years.

The low table has lit candles which flicker in the gloaming of dusk. The sound of surf crashes into the sand as we enjoy an unobstructed sunset view. The sky is a mix of colors, from blue to orange, then pink to purple as the bright sun slips below the horizon.

“Wow,” Kate grins, looking at me. “Great timing, it’s so beautiful.”

“It sure is,” I say, staring at her. She blushes at my corny line, but lifts her chin, and I meet her for a tender kiss. The spark from our previous kisses returns, and I have to pull myself back so I don’t just spend the evening making out in public. “Drinks?”

“Cocktails?” Kate says, watching my eyes. “I don’t want to drink too much.”

“A round of cocktails sounds good,” I suppress a laugh. ”It’s been a while since I’ve gone out with someone of drinking age.”

That earns me a wry smirk as she opens the cocktail menu. She opts for a sangria, and I select their house old-fashioned. After the waitress takes our order, we settle into the comfortable cushions and turn toward each other.

“That’s got to be a challenge sometimes.” Kate grins, raising a brow. “They’re all just out of high school. Right?”

“Yeah, they graduated last spring. So it’s been about a year,” I shrug. “It just feels peaceful with them around. I know it’s not conventional, especially with the three of them. But we get along well. They all contribute to the chores and mundane things. They keep me on my toes, reminding me to do chores and pitch in.”

“Can I ask how it started?”

“You can.” My grin is dopey as I pause. She slowly grins and shakes her head at my dad joke. “Naomi left just as tax season was heating up. Her flight schedule is heavy, so caring for Jack fell on me. With work, I needed a full-time nanny. Ashley had already babysat since she lived next door. She’d taken an off year from school, so I hired her and she practically moved in.”

“That must have been interesting?”

“I was working a lot—too much, really. She just cared for Jack, meals, laundry, and everything. She was spending morning, noon, and night at my house. Liz's parents kicked her out, so she moved in with Ash next door, tagged alongside, and pitched in with watching Jack.” I pan out to the darkening horizon as I think about it. “We each kept to ourselves until I ran into Liz one day. Literally. Then things just… accelerated.”

We’re interrupted by the waitress serving our drinks, and the conversation pauses as we taste the cocktails. The whiskey burn warms my throat, and Kate hums with approval at her sangria. “What about you?” I ask when we recline back into the love seat.

“I just got passed over for a promotion. I was up for a junior partnership, but didn’t make it.” Kate chews her lip. “Made me start looking at my life, priorities, and if I wanted to keep chasing the golden ring.”

“Yeah, I didn’t like working for a big accounting firm,” I reply. “I like having a personal relationship with my clients and small businesses.”

“I’m at a crossroads,” Kate says, glancing at me before she plays with the rim of her glass. “Hearing about Ashley’s plans gave me an idea.”

“Oh?” I’m not tracking as the silence extends between us. She sits up, then swivels toward me, eyes lighting up.

“I want to help her and Nidhi with their dreams.”

I blink, then reach for my drink. “You want to go from a CFP to being a camgirl?”

She laughs, her eyes twinkling in the candlelight. “Yeah, no. I thought more of running the business, handling the planning, financials, and managing Ash’s estate. Setting up an LLC or an S-Corp, and taking a small stipend.”

“There’s no way we could match your salary and bonus structure.” I take another swig and put my glass down.

“Financially, I’m set. I don’t need the job I have. Like Ash, I come from money and have a trust fund. But don’t touch it. I've earned my living and then some, and made good investments. ” Kate pauses and chews on her lip. “I gotta get clear of the corporate world. This position ended up being a dead end, thanks to he embedded misogyny and fraternity mentality of the fintech bros.” She takes a beat, letting that settle as she turns to me and gazes into my eyes. “I want to explore this connection we have. I can’t explain why you’re suddenly all I can think about.”

Her gaze drifts from my chest to my eyes, and I don’t resist the pull between us. I kiss her, meaning to start slow, but her tongue eagerly slides along my lips, dipping inside. My cock hardens as I wrap her in my arms, and her fingers slide along the outline of my bulge. I fight to remember we’re in a public spot, albeit in a semi-private booth. When we part, she runs her hand up my torso and presses lightly against my chest, feeling my heart pounding under her palm.

“I’ve been preoccupied with you, too,” I say.

She reaches for her glass, while staring at me, then tips it up and drains the rest of her sangria. I follow suit and set the empty tumbler on the table.

“I can’t think straight like this…” She waves her hand back and forth between us, then reaches for my hand. I grasp and squeeze it as she rises, as I stand up, but don’t move. She glances back with a questioning eyebrow.

“You know my situation,” I say. “It’s not going away.”

“I don’t want it to.” Her lip bite speaks volumes, as her eyes flash suggestively. “But tonight, just you and me?”

I nod, “Okay, where?”

“My place isn’t far.”

Another nod, and I toss a bill on the table—double what we’d owe. She leads, and I follow, keeping my pace slow as we walk through the bar and into the mall. By the time we’re in the parking lot, we’re both half-jogging as I unlock the doors with my fob.

“You drive, I need to text the girls.”


CHAPTER 7
SPARKS


After I get in the passenger side, I latch the convertible top securely. Kate adjusts the driver's seat and mirrors to suit her before she presses the button to start the car. While she backs out, I check for messages. None. I open our group text.

Home Office Harem:




Matt: I’m not coming home tonight. I’ll be back in the morning.




Ash: Where are you sleeping?




Nids: Kate’s duh.




Liz: Hell yeah, have fun!




Ash: Okay, Jack’s sleeping, and I have the monitor. Enjoy, babe.




No cycling dots appear, and after a moment, I pocket my phone. Their acceptance of me spending the night with someone else is reassuring, but my core tightens with an uneasy feeling. Kate takes my hand, and our fingers interlace naturally.

“Everything good?” She glances at me as she stops at a turn lane.

“Yeah.” I shake my head and nod. “They’re all on board. I’m still getting used to this. It’s new to me, you know? Polyamory. Harem. They all seem to accept it so easily.”

She squeezes my hand, letting go to turn the wheel, then immediately grabs my hand again as she straightens.

“You’re pretty good at it.” She grins, and her eyes flash. “You don’t seem to play favorites. You look out for them, keep them in the loop. That’s more difficult than you realize.”

“So you’ve done something like this before?”

“Yeah.” She tightens her fingers. “I’ve been single since the new year. But I was in a casual polycule for about a year before it fell apart.”

“Want to talk about it?”

Her lips curl as she turns. “See, that’s why you’re good at it. You ask questions, you listen. You don’t just snap into Mr. Fixit mode.” She tilts her head, focusing on the road and setting her jaw. “They were a married couple. She’s bisexual, like me. We clicked one night after a work function.”

“She was in the firm?”

“No. Married to one of the partners.”

Everything clicks in my mind. “They didn’t promote you because you broke it off?”

“Yeah, not overtly. It had to factor in, though.” She sighs, tightening her hand on the wheel. “It was fun, but it was clear that I wasn’t a priority to him emotionally. She was into me, but he felt jealous if she and I spent time alone. So she told me it wasn’t working anymore.”

“I’m sorry.” I don’t know what to say, so I squeeze her hand.

“It came down to shitty communication,” Kate shakes her head. “I spent time with each of them alone, but those became more hidden. He treated me like I was his booty call, and she started doing the same.”

I nod my head, but don’t say a word. I play back my growing web of new relationships, and I reassure myself that I’m in love with each of my girls individually. Playing favorites doesn’t feel right, but as Kate pulls into an apartment complex, I decide to say what’s on my mind.

“Is this?” I pause, then continue. “Isn’t us hooking up at your place like that?”

She turns into a parking place and stops. Pressing the button to stop the engine, then looks at me. “No. You’re first instinct was to tell your harem, she points at my phone.” She grins, knowingly, and leans over the console. “None of them feels threatened by me. My exes played with secrets rather than being open with me and each other.” Her lips graze mine, and we kiss. “Honesty and consent, that’s where you’re different. I know exactly what I’m getting into, and your other lovers know and agree with this.”

She opens her door, and I do the same, locking the car with the button on the door armrest. She walks to the back of the car and holds out her hand. “I’m on the fifth floor.” She glances toward the elevators. “I want you, and I want into your circle.”

“This isn’t a one-nighter. I’m not comfortable with that.”

“Neither am I." She pauses, and I examine her sober look, understanding how purposeful she is about everything. I take a beat to explore my attraction for her. Do I only want to fuck her? No, that's not it. I want to make her mine.

She breaks the silence. "Shall we?”

I take her hand, and we walk together to the elevators. After she pushes the button, she turns toward me. I press her against the wall, gripping her hips as we collide into a hungry kiss. Her hand returns to my stiffness, and I slide one thigh between her legs. She grinds her hips as I make contact with her core. I’m ready to strip her bare and take her. But the bell rings and the door opens, and we part, panting.

An older couple strides out, glancing at us before turning and grinning at each other. Kate blushes as she tugs me into the elevator and mashes the button for floor five. I push her into the cool steel of the side, and we resume our make-out session.

“Top floor.” She gasps, breaking from the kiss while still grinding against my ridge. “Matt, I want you to fuck me on my balcony. I don’t care who sees or hears. I just…”

Instead of answering, I kiss her. Her arms wrap around my neck, and we stay like that until the car stops and the doors glide open. She twists away, grabbing my hand and tugging me into the hall. Her apartment is three doors away. She stops, letting go of my hand to pull out her phone.

“Electric lock.” She explains, and I grin as she swipes, flips through screens, taps an app, then waits before waving the phone across the pad in the door.

“Keys would have been faster,” I chuckle, and she grins at me.

I follow her inside, then shove her against the entry wall. We kiss frantically, finally surrendering to the lust we feel. Between kisses, we fumble with each other’s clothes. She struggles with the buttons of my shirt, as I unbutton her jeans. She impatiently tugs my shirt up, and I duck so she can pull it off my head, half unbuttoned.

“Too many,” she gasps, reaching for my shorts.

When I go for her yellow blouse, my big fingers struggle to angle the tiny buttons out of the holes. Frustrated, I grip the light cotton and tug hard, ripping the buttons off the shirt. “I’ll buy you a new one.”

Her top flutters to the ground near mine, and she looks at me with wild eyes, nodding. “It’s old anyway.”

She goes back to unbuttoning my shorts, pushing them down without unzipping, as I grab her breasts through her bra. Her nipples are stiff points against my palm, and I pull the cups of her bra down until her tits bloom out, and I capture them. She arches into my hands while reaching behind her to unsnap her bra. After removing it from her arms, she goes inside my half-open fly and wraps her fingers around my cock.

“Commando?” she breathes as she starts stroking my rigid shaft and pulling lightly on my foreskin. “Fucking hot.”

I slide my hand inside the waist of her half-undone jeans and cup her bare pussy, feeling how drenched she is. “So fucking hot.”

She keeps stroking me as she lifts her head. My lips crash into hers as we grope each other. My fingers slide through her smooth, bare cleft as she circles her palm over the tip of my crown, spreading my slick precum. She whines when she can’t spread her thighs apart, and breaks the kiss to shove her jeans to her feet. I do the same with my shorts, and then we are both buck naked, barely two steps inside her apartment.

We’re both panting, breathless as we take a beat to admire each other. Kate has a patch of trimmed blonde hair above her waxed pussy. A small script tattoo along her ribs draws my eye before I focus on her perfect tits. Her nipples are rigid, jutting up from her teardrop-shaped cups. When my gaze reaches her face, she’s staring at my stiff cock straining from my groin, her mouth half open.

“Wow,” she glances at me, then back down, reaching for it. “Balcony?”

“Show me the way.” I groan as she grips me in her small hand, leading me past her kitchen to the sliding glass door.


CHAPTER 8
J'AMIE ME VIE


We only pause to unlatch and slide the door and slip onto the concrete stoop. The cool night air feels good on my overheated skin. Her balcony faces an open courtyard. The building across from us has the same balconies and glass doors. The lights are on through the slats of the vertical blinds, but I don’t see anyone moving—shadows from the obstructions between us and a streetlight pattern our bare skin.

She steps close and I pull her into my arms. We’re breathless as we kiss, tongue, suck, and nibble. Her free hand lifts behind my neck as she continues to stroke my length. I run my hand from her hip to her breast, brushing my fingers along the scrawled tattoo a few times.

She parts, glances down at my hand, and grins at me. “J’aime ma vie—I love my life.”

I return her smile while I reach from her side to her ass, squeezing as I bow to kiss her. “Words to live by.”

“I try,” she breathes against my lips as our hands roam over our naked flesh. “I need… Matt... just… fuck me.”

She twists from me, her eyes wide as she turns and faces the empty courtyard. She grips the railing and bends over the sturdy metal rod. The thin steel cables underneath extend from each side. She looks over her shoulder at me, and I glance across the way. Anyone could look out and see everything, but Kate’s eyes flash with fire as she sways her hips. Her ass is perfect—two round globes perched above her toned thighs. Her pussy peaks from between, glistening as she spreads her feet wider.

Grabbing my dick at the base, I step closer and grip her hip. My fingers curl into her warm flesh, denting where a light tan line crosses her waist. She closes her eyes when I tease my tip through her folds.

“No. Show me your eyes.” I scold in a low growl while dredging through her soaked cleft. “I want to watch you as I make you mine.”

Her eyes flutter open, her blue irises are a narrow ring around her blown pupils. Before she can reply, I push into her, grab her other hip, and then make a sharp thrust.

“Oh god. Fuck!” She gasps as her forehead creases in a mix of pain and pleasure. A short pause while her pussy molds around my thickness. “Yes. God, just like that. Stretch out my little pussy.”

“I’m going to ruin you,” I mutter, thrusting hard from the start. She braces against the steel guardrail as I pound into her. When she starts pushing back into my strokes, I smack her ass. “You want this dick?”

“Yes!” she cries, her voice rising past a whisper. “Fuck me, give me all of it.”

“Greedy girl,” I chide as I cycle into her, slowing down and pulling almost out, then sliding in slow and deep.

“I’ll be your good, greedy slut.” Kate whines as her pussy squeezes my cock. Rocking slowly, I feel every ridge of her tight sheath. Her ass tightens in my grip as she squeezes herself around me like a velvet vice. “Don’t tease me. Fuck me.” Kate growls, pushing back. “Pound me.”

I resume a punishing pace as I lean over her and slide my hand along her hip til I can reach the furry tuft above her mound. When I flick across her clit, she moans loudly while I wrap my other arm under hers and around her chest. I pull her away from the rail, and her hands release, one going up and behind my neck, then the other reaching back, gripping my ass and pulling me into her with each thrust.

“Oh fuck,” she groans, her head tipping against my shoulder, fixing her gaze back on mine.

We stare at each other as I grip her breast, mauling it with my hand. Her body arches back against me as I continue to fuck her. My feet spread to support us as I punch my hips, with my knees bent. She arches back into me. As we stare at each other, I glance at her bare tits, rigid nipples protrude, tempting me. I feel my balls tighten as I pluck at her rigid nipple. Her cries grow louder, and so do my grunts. My approaching orgasm pings like an alarm.

“I’m going to come.”

“Don’t pull out.” She's clenching around me in waves as her body tenses. “I’m on the pill. Fill me with your cum.”

“I’m not coming until you shatter, kitten.” I grit out.

Those words hit her, and she stiffens, her pussy clamping around me and bathes my cock with her slick heat. I drop my mouth to hers, muting her scream as I rut and lose control. My hips buck, lifting her off her toes as I arch back and release inside her. We’re both moaning into the kiss as I flex forward, setting her feet on the cement patio. I bend her over the rail, and she grips the steel rod as my hips jerk, jetting cum into her until I'm empty.

Our breathing echoes in the sudden silence, and our bodies go limp, hanging over the rail. I glance up and look around. The other balconies are empty, but all the slats are closed across the courtyard. Yep, too loud.

I pull back and my cock slips out, and I picture my cum dribbling down her thigh. I twist down, bend, lifting her slack body into my arms. She pulls her arms around my neck as I carry her back into her apartment. She points and I go in that direction, until I see her open bedroom door.

After laying her in the center of the bed, I return to her living area. I close the glass door to the balcony, flip the latch, and then survey her kitchen. Her fridge has a line of rectangular Fiji water bottles, and I grab two, along with a container of cut-up fruit. When I return to her bedroom, Kate is still bare naked on her back, eyes closed, breathing steadily. Her head twists toward me when she hears my footsteps.

“Matt…” she smiles and shakes her head in amazement.

“Drink some water,” I say with a knowing grin, holding out a bottle.

She takes it and untwists the cap as I do the same. I gulp down thirsty mouthfuls as she sips steadily, eyes fixed on me. I put my water and the fruit on her side table, next to a stack of romance novels. She passes me hers and shifts back, patting the empty bedspread beside her.

I get the hint and climb onto the bed, turning on my side, gripping her hip, and pulling her into me. We kiss slowly, like we’ve been doing this for years. A peace settles inside me, while our tender kisses arouse me.

“Want to get under the covers?” I ask, pushing her blonde curls behind her ear.

“No.” She shakes her head and looks down at my stiff dick. “I want to ride you.”

My cock pulses at her words, and we kiss her again as I squeeze her breasts before rolling onto my back. I stroke my shaft. It’s ready for a good, hard ride.

“Your stallion awaits.”

She laughs as she rises on her knees, bending to kiss me as she lifts one thigh and straddles my hips. She straightens her back, lifting herself enough to reach down and fit my tip against her opening. We lock eyes as she bites her lips and drops down my shaft. Moaning as her tight pussy rides down my cock, I lift my hands to her breasts, capture her rigid nipples, and roll them between my fingers and thumbs. She rides me slowly, and I match her intensity, enjoying the languid, unhurried pace.

“You’re mine, kitten,” I whisper, wanting to put words to what’s happening.

“Yours.” She grins at my nickname and nods, emitting a breathy groan. “Completely.”


CHAPTER 9
CHEESY EGGS


The bed is empty when my eyes flutter open in the morning sunlight. I stretch out, feeling the slightly warm sheets, and wonder where Kate went. Stretching and arching my back, I recall our night together. We didn’t stay long at the bar, getting there right as the sunset, so it was still early when we arrived at her building. After the first rough round on the balcony, she took her time riding me, and we shifted positions to draw out the sensual intercourse until we both climaxed. Recovering with more water and sharing the cut-up fruit, we laughed and teased each other.

We cuddled, with me spooning her, and fell asleep. We woke up twice more in the night, eager to find more delight as we explored the passion between us. First, I fucked her while spooning her on our sides, then she curled up and lifted her ass for me to take her from behind. When we finished, I remember her resting her head on my chest just before blackness took me—the warm fan of her blonde hair across my shoulders.

My curiosity finally chases me from the warmth of her sheets, and I climb out, find her bathroom, relieve myself, and sigh as the pressure from my full bladder releases, splashing into the center of the bowl.

“That must feel good,” Kate says from the doorway.

“Not as good as last night.”

She steps closer, wearing only my floral Hawaiian shirt with one button closed. In the mirror’s reflection, her full curves strain the point where that wooden disk keeps breasts hidden behind palm trees and flowers. She presses herself against my back and wraps her arms around me. I lean back into the softness of her chest.

As I finish, she kisses behind my ear. “I made coffee. Do you want some?”

“Yeah,” I smile as she turns to walk out. “I’m going to take a quick shower.”

“Okay, I already did, so come out when you’re ready. I’ll make us something to eat with our java.”

I nod as she disappears into her apartment. Before I hop in, I figure out how her faucet works and ensure I have a towel. The water is near scalding, so I adjust the knob until it’s the right temperature and let the spray pound into my shoulders and back. Washing quickly with soap makes me realize how natural it feels with her. When I’ve rinsed, my thoughts spin to my harem girls and son waiting at home. Turning off the water, I dry and wrap the towel around my waist.

Walking from her bedroom into her apartment, I notice the pile of our clothes scattered around her entryway. I take a beat and decide to forgo pulling on my shorts and find her in the kitchen. I glance out her balcony before I turn back as she stirs gooey eggs in a skillet.

“Cheesy eggs and toast?” She asks, smiling at me. “I don’t have much else. I rarely cook.”

“Perfect,” I say, glancing at the table across from the small nook. “What can I help with?”

She points to the cupboard. “Cups and plates are there. Silverware is in the drawer.” I collect what we need, and she carries the skillet ahead of me to the table, placing it on a cork pad and sitting down. I sit opposite her as she closes her laptop and places it beside her. Then she serves the eggs, putting a halved slice of toast on each plate.

“Dig in,” she grins, and I scoop a fork full of her eggs into my mouth. “We ate all the fruit last night.”

“Worth it,” I say between bites. “God, this tastes great.”

“You’re just hungry,” Kate grins.

“Kate, when I compliment you, just say thank you.” I put my fork down, grab a napkin to wipe my lips, and grin at her. “I am hungry, that’s true. But your cheesy eggs are delicious. Don’t belittle your effort.”

She opens her mouth to reply, and I narrow my eyes. “Thank you.” She pauses to look at me, tilting her head. “That’s a habit I should break. I appreciate your appreciation.”

“It’s not just manners,” I take another bite and chew slowly, thinking. “I’m trying to work on being more comfortable communicating. It’s weird. I hid so much with Naomi, hiding my feelings from her. She never could take a compliment, and that grew to her negating almost everything I said or did. I don’t want to hide things from you. From any of you. If you’re eggs suck, I’ll tell you.” I point my fork at her eggs. “These eggs don’t suck.”

Her eyes get wide, then she laughs, her head falling back. My brow creases at the sudden laughter, wondering why she found it funny. “That’s wonderful.” She says after quieting. “I’m not laughing at you, promise. You have such a unique perspective, and you’re right. Honesty is essential. Getting used to you will take some time.”

“We can take as much time as you need,” I say, taking the final bite of eggs, then adding the final bit of toast with a crunch. “I meant what I said last night, though.”

She raises an eyebrow, holding her toast in one hand and smiling.

“You’re mine,” I say slowly. “I know it sounds weird given my situation, but I don’t share.”

“I don’t want you to.” Kate turns and gets to her feet, then walks and slides into my lap, wrapping her arms around my neck. She stares into my eyes momentarily, then leans and kisses me softly. “I’m yours. I don’t mind sharing you with your harem. And it might take some time for me to move in under your roof, if that’s where you want me.” I nod, and her smile grows. “I need to figure out some things first.”

I respond to her scent and closeness. She smells like fresh peaches as I comb my fingers through her damp hair and pull her into another kiss. She wriggles her ass against my thickening cock as our kissing deepens. Then pulls away, grinning as she rises and returns to her chair. Her bare bottom teases my under the hem of my tropical shirt before she turns to face me.

“Put your shorts on,” she grins, not at all bothered that she’s only wearing my shirt. We need to talk, and I don’t want to be distracted by that.” She glances at the tent springing up from my lap.

I bow my head and chuckle as I stand up, drop my towel, and walk back to her entry naked. I lean down and collect my shorts from the ground, pulling them on and buttoning them. When I turn back to her, she’s standing near her sofa with her laptop.

“Let’s get comfortable,” she says, waving me toward the far corner.

I nod and laugh lightly as I sit down, and she sits beside me, curling her long legs under her bare bottom.

“What’s funny?” She quirks her brow.

“We’re both wearing my outfit from last night.”

She laughs with me and settles against my side. “Well, you tore my shirt. I had to improvise.” She pulls the collar to her face and inhales, her eyes glowing. “It smells like you.”

I nuzzle the back of her neck, inhaling more of the scent of her lotion and shampoo. “I like how you smell, but I don’t think your shirts will fit me.”

“That’s why I’m wearing yours,” she turns and pecks me on the lips. “It’ll smell like me when I give it back.”

We relax as she flips open her laptop, and I watch as she walks me through her plans. It could work; we’d have to adjust as we go, but it’s a good start. I’m antsy to get home to lay it out for the girls, and I miss holding Jack.


CHAPTER 10
SUNNING


It’s after noon when Kate and I pull into my driveway. Liz and Nidhi’s cars are gone, so I’m wondering where they are as I back into the garage like I usually do. Kate doesn’t say anything; she’s been quiet after we talked. If it feels overwhelming to me sometimes, I’m sure she’s spinning through all the sudden changes we discussed in her life.

I turn off the car, and she automatically opens the door, only for it to stop before opening enough to let her out. She blinks, looks out the window, and then smiles and closes the door.

“Guess I’ll have to climb over.”

I open my door, but stay in my seat as she climbs over the console and straddles me. We’d behaved ourselves after breakfast, and our discussion. She returned my shirt, wearing her bikini under a faded rock band t-shirt and a pair of jean shorts. We kiss as I wrap my arms around her waist, and she deepens it, grinding her hips into me.

“My stars,” Ashley says, laughing. “Must have been a good sleepover, if you’re still making out like teenagers the next day.

Kate laughs, pressing her forehead to mine and kissing my nose as she finishes climbing over me. I shake my head as I follow her out.

“You’re the teenager,” I tease back. “Besides, should I remind you what you and Liz did to me the next day?” I ask, enjoying how Ashley’s cheeks redden. Kate steps close and hugs her before pulling back and watching her expression. Turning to get Kate’s backpack and laptop out of the back seat, when I glance back, Ashley’s brow rises with an unspoken question, and Kate grins and nods. Ashley squeals as they tighten their embrace and kiss like lovers..

“I’m not moving in right away,” Kate says, after they break apart. “I need to discuss things with everyone before I blow up my life.”

“Blow up your life?” Ashley's eyes widen. “We don’t want that. Do we?”

“Where’s Jack? Why are Liz and Nids’ cars gone?” I ask curiously, as they turn to head inside.

“Jack’s down for his nap. I just finished feeding him before I put him down.” Ashley taps the button to close the garage door and enters the mudroom near the kitchen. “Liz wanted to sell her car, and Nids went along as moral support and for a ride back.”

I chew on my lip, wishing Liz had discussed her plans. But I’m also proud she’s comfortable enough to make decisions on her own. Ashley notices my expression and crosses her arms to explain.

“We have three cars between us; we don’t need that many. Besides, Liz’s car doesn’t start sometimes, and she’s afraid it’ll just quit when she’s on an errand. Nidhi said she could donate it for a tax break, or get cash for it as a junker.”

Raising my eyebrows, I glance at Kate. She nods her understanding. “Which did she decide?”

“Donation was easier.” Ashley walks into the living room and plops on the sofa. “So they took it to the place Nidhi found right after we finished lunch. They said they’ll be about an hour.”

I sit in my armchair as Kate gets comfortable on the sofa beside Ashley. “We should wait until we’re together to discuss Kate’s proposal. Her plans involve all of us and Nidhi’s business, too.”

“Sounds exciting," Ashley smiles at her. "You're brilliant, so I’m already on board,” Ashley says with a little bounce. “I guess we could swim until they get back, or lie out and get some sun while Jack’s napping.” She nods to the baby monitor where the lights blink in time with his breathing.

“Yeah, a cool down in the pool sounds wonderful,” Kate says, standing up and pulling off her t-shirt. “I’ve already got my bikini on.”

“Me too,” Ashley laughs, because she wears a bikini most days. Today, she’s wearing a green one and stands to remove her gym shorts. “I’ll get the sunscreen.”

I take a beat to enjoy watching them undress, then stand and wave to the stairs. “I need to change into my trunks. I’ll meet you out there.”

I pad past Jack’s room near the stairway, then step lightly up the stairs to my bedroom. He’s usually a hard sleeper, but I listen for a cry. Hearing nothing but quiet, I peel off my Hawaiian shirt, getting a whiff of Kate's peach body lotion, and I grin, remembering why she wore it. My cock thickens in my shorts at the recollection. Pushing them down, I grab a pair of trunks and pull them up. I make a minor adjustment to my crotch, grab a t-shirt for later, then head back downstairs.

I leave my top on the counter near the back door. The glass door is open wide, so slide open the screen door and close it behind me. I find Ashley topless with Kate working sunscreen into her tanned skin. Kate’s also lost her top, and my crotch tightens as I take in their bare torsos.

“Are we swimming or sunning?” I ask when I’m close enough, and they turn toward me. Both of their grins are seductive, and I glance back and forth, noticing them glancing down at my bulge. Hairs prickle at the back of my neck as I suspect an ambush.

“First, you need sunscreen too,” Kate says, stepping closer. Her skin glistens from the coat of lotion, her pink nipples tight and erect. “We might be more active than just lying in the sun.”

She spreads a cool line of lotion across my chest, handing the bottle to Ashley as she walks behind me. Kate’s smile is sinful, and I glance back at Ashley as she squirts lotion in a line over my shoulders. The four hands massaging the sunblock into my skin encourage my growing bulge. That might be the response they desire. Ambushes aren’t always bad.

“So, we’re all cool?” I say, looking back and forth. “We’re doing this?” We've not discussed where Kate fits in our existing circle, but Ashley doesn’t seem shy about her feelings towards her.

“I’m in,” Kate says, grabbing my hand and pulling it to her bare breast. “Ashley’s is too, right?”

“One hundred percent,” Ashley says, pushing my shorts off my hips and reaching for my cock.

As she starts stroking me to full strength, I survey the pool deck, stacked outdoor furniture boxes, empty concrete, and the pool’s blue water, leaving no place to sit or lie comfortably. The sun is blazing, but the area around the jacuzzi is partially shaded, so maybe the concrete deck won’t be scorching hot. “Where?”

Ashley nudges me toward the jacuzzi, and when I turn past the large planter, I see a line of folded towels along one side.

“You had this all worked out, didn’t you?” I ask, and all I get are giggles from the topless beauties

“Lie down on your back,” Kate says, guiding me to the towels.

“Oh, wait.” Ashley tugs my shorts down to my ankles, my stiffness bobs pointing toward Kate. “Okay, now lie down.”

I pull my feet from the tangle of shorts, then squat and swivel to sit in the center of one towel. As I lean to lie on my back, Ashley drops into the jacuzzi while Kate kneels beside me on the deck, resting her knees on a towel. They get right to work, taking turns licking and sucking my stiff pole. Leaning up on my elbows to watch, I reach out to caress Kate’s ass with one hand, then move it to squeeze Ashley’s breasts. They peer at me as they pull off my tool, before taking turns trying to deep throat my cock. By the time I’m buried in Kate’s throat, my cock strains at full strength.

Pulling off, coughing, and catching her breath, she grins at Ashley.

“Can I ride him first?”


CHAPTER 11
CRASHING TOGETHER


I pinch Ashley’s stiff nipple, eliciting a moan as she nods at Kate. Their eyes both smolder as they turn to me, and I enjoy a moment of their lustful stares. My gaze drops to Kate’s chest; her skin is slightly less tan than Ashley’s, but I still trace her pale bikini lines to her breasts. Her nipples are rock hard, extending out a half an inch as she turns away from me. Her scripted tattoo teases me as her breasts slip out of sight, dropping my gaze to her round ass as she fits herself between my thighs. She shifts her heels under my thighs as she stretches my legs apart, one foot dangling in the pool. She creeps backward until her ass presses against my cock.

I throb as I reach forward and grip her ass. She pushes back into me, dropping her hands to the bikini strings at her waist, tugging slowly until both bows unravel. She turns her head as she rises, tossing her bottoms to the side with one hand, and reaching between her thighs to grip my rod with the other.

“Deep throating your cock has me so wet.” Kate coos as she teases herself with my engorged tip.

Our eyes meet as she lowers, and we moan in concert as she sinks. “Fuck, you stretch my cunt so perfectly.”

Lifting my hips to drive deeper inside her, I feel her pussy ripple as she takes my length. She starts to grind her hips, riding me reverse cowgirl style, and I squeeze her round globes, feeling her muscles tighten as she rises and drops on my cock. My hands support her as she moves up and down, cycling my cock in her tight sheath. Ashley leans from the side of the pool, her head masked by Kate, whose moans telegraph that my babysitter is playing with her sensitive nipples.

“Oh yeah,” I growl, smacking one of her cheeks. “You like that? Riding my dick as Ash sucks on your slutty nipples.”

“Fuck, Matt,” Kate moans, arching and tossing her head back from the stimulation. She takes a beat, then leans forward, her hands and elbows flat on the concrete edging of the pool. Her ass rocks back, taking all my length before shifting forward. Her body rocks in a steady beat as she fucks herself on my throbbing cock.

A splash from beside me breaks my concentration, and I turn, watching Ashley toss her bottoms to the side as she kneels between the pool’s edge and my shoulder. With a quick lift of her knee, she swivels over me, giving me a close-up view of her glistening pink pussy. Letting go of Kate’s ass while she bucks into me, I use my hands to guide Ashley into position, craning my neck and stretching my tongue to trace her blossoming lips.

Her hips drop, and she presses her cunt firmly against my mouth, and I moan into her drenched folds. The flavor of the pool water evaporates as I eat her out. Her tangy juices coat my tongue as she sinks into position, rocking her hips and grinding her dripping pussy on my lips and tongue. I moan into her as Kate picks up her pace, leaning forward, then driving her hips back to take my full length. I sense Ashley’s weight shift as she leans toward Kate, then I hear a sharp smack.

“I love your ass,” She says, and I picture her gripping the firm, round orbs of the blonde riding my cock. “Fucking hot as fuck watching him split you open.”

The two girls rock in concert, riding my dick and mouth to the same rhythm. I moan into Ashley’s pink slit, as bliss rolls through my body. Kate moves forward until I slip out. Ashley drops her head, grips my cock, and slurps Kate’s juices off my rod. She continues, moving her hand to grip me as she leans forward, taking me deep in her throat. Gripping the back of her head, I hold her down as my hips flex, fucking her mouth. Her hands fly to the sides, pressing into the deck as I trap her in place, and she submits to my ardor with a moan around my meaty shaft.

When I let go, Ashley pulls off with a soft gagging sound, shifting herself off my mouth. I feel her thick saliva ooze down my shaft as she grips and strokes, spreading her spit and drool down my rigid rod, as I sense movement as Kate rocks back.

“Put me inside her cunt.” I say from between Ashley’s thighs.

“Please, Ash,” Kate whines as her ass rides along my shaft.

Ash slips off me, back into the pool as she grips my slick rod and guides me back inside Kate’s dripping pussy.

“Yeah, good girl. I want to fuck her until she shatters.” I look at Ashley, and she grins as she holds me as Kate pushes her ass back into me.

Kate moans as I drill into her, and my hand sinks into her ass to steady her as she rides, flexing her hips and fucking my cock at a quicker pace. Ashley moves down the step beside Kate and plays with her tits. Looking at her friend, Ashley grins. “You like fucking Matt’s cock, don't you? You’re such an eager slut, Kate. You're gonna love doing this whenever you want?”

Kate’s body tenses as she rocks and arches her back, reaching her arms back to my hips to support her body. Moving my hands from her ass, I grip her wrists, pulling slightly and restraining her body. I start flexing my hips, thrusting into her as I hold her in a stretched arch. Her blonde hair falls down her back as she tosses her head back, moaning and grunting.

Ashley shifts on the side and faces Kate, and I watch the pair kiss hungrily. Tightening my grip while I rut into Kate, I take over as she cries out. They break the kiss, and Ash lifts her hand to Kate's throat, as she moans while I fuck her. Her body shakes at the intensity.

Ashley pushes against her shoulder, forcing her forward into her palm while Kate’s arms strain in my grip. Kate gurgles, trying to moan, but the sound is muted. Between my babysitter and me, my new blonde girlfriend is trapped while I fuck her tight, clenching cunt.

“Come, Kate,” Ashley says while restricting her airflow. “Shatter on Matt’s cock.”

Kate stiffens and trembles as her pussy flutters around my cock in waves as I hold her in place. Ashley grins devilishly into her eyes as the blonde nods, straining forward into Ashley’s grip. I feel her pussy tighten around my flexing rod as Ashley’s hand squeezes, then abruptly pulls back. Kate's mouth widens as she gasps. Her body seizes, shaking as I rail her through her climax.

Ashley drops her hand down to play with Kate's clit as I loosen my grip on her arms. She's silent for a beat, then cries out loudly, her blonde hair sweeping back as she arches, her entire body shuddering as she comes again hard. I slow, but don’t stop as she rides through bliss, and when her body relaxes, she sighs, and I watch the pair kiss deeply.

“Jesus,” Kate gasps, looking at Ashley's knowing smile. “I’ve never come like that.

“Nidhi taught me that, squeeze from the sides.

Kate shifts forward, then twists into the pool. “Your turn, Ash. I want to watch you fuck him.”

“Love to,” Ashley says, winking at me. She straddles my hips, facing me, and I grip her young breasts as she fits me inside herself.

As she slowly rolls her body up and down, Kate leans over and kisses me. I return it hungrily, letting go of Ashley long enough to hold Kate’s head. She moans as our tongues dance, then she breaks away when Ash rides my cock in earnest.

“It feels so good,” Ashley cries, bouncing from a crouch, “Fuck I love your dick,”

Kate slips into the jacuzzi, then stands and wraps her arms around Ashley from behind. Her eyes flash as she looks at me over Ashley’s shoulder, while she stares at me, moaning. Kate begins playing with her tight pink nipples, as I enjoy two sets of eyes focusing on me. I reach and grip Ash's hips, guiding her as she bounces on my cock in wild abandon.

“You fuck him so well, babygirl,” Kate says, and she nibbles on her ear. “Do you want to come, sweet girl?”

Ashley nods, twisting to look at Kate. “Please, please, may I come? Please, Kate.”

“Come,” Kate growls and pinches Ashley’s nipple hard, then twists.

Ashley freezes, her body stiffening as she shakes uncontrollably. Kate wraps her arms around her, squeezing her tight as I keep jutting my hips, stroking my length inside my orgasming babysitter. Watching her lose control has me on edge, and I groan.

“Fuck, I’m going to come.”

Ashley seizes again, her cunt contracting as I start blasting into her young pussy.

“Fuck. That was hot,” Kate says as Ashley and I slow, then go still.

I shake my head to clear my thoughts as Ashley leans and kisses me. I wrap my arms around her. When we break to breathe, I say, “Let’s cool off in the pool.”

Sweat streams down our bodies as we take a beat to catch our breath. Ashley gets up, collects her top and bottom, and pulls her bikini bottoms back into place. She glances at me, and bites her lip, and I realize she’s catching my final load in her bikini. Kate sinks into the jacuzzi before standing, water streaming down her fit body. Ash grabs the baby monitor, watching the lights as she listens as Kate climbs out of the pool naked. I twist onto my knees and stand, glancing at Ashley when she looks at me with a happy grin.

“He’s still snoring,” she giggles.

She places the monitor on one of the furniture boxes away from the splash zone, and then all three of us step down the stairs and sink into the cool water. I push off the bottom and twist onto my back, as Kate and Ashley mirror me on either side. My cock is semi-hard, but my muscle mass keeps my hips under the surface. The same physics don’t apply to Kate and Ashley’s soft breasts, floating above the surface as we all relax.

There is still much to consider and plan, starting with building the furniture we bought. Our future together is complex, and it will take all of us working as one to make it happen.


CHAPTER 12
ASSEMBLY REQUIRED


Liz curses as a box slips from her grip and crashes onto her bare foot. She hops backward, clutching her toes while Nidhi snickers beside the pile of materials we’re breaking down and distributing into piles near the location planned for each piece.

"Smooth, Liz. Really graceful," Nidhi teases, passing her a box marked 'Teak Dining Set - Part 3 of 4.'

I grab the fallen box before it tips into the pool. "You okay?"

"My pride hurts more than my foot," Liz mutters, flexing her toes. "But these things are heavier than they look."

The stack of boxes in the side yard is nearly as tall as Liz, made up of various sizes of flat and square cardboard containers containing our new outdoor furniture. It’s controlled chaos, since Nidhi has a plan in her head, and Liz does something different than expected. Good-natured arguing ensues, but soon quiets. Nidhi manages her frustration, and Liz maintains her cool. They move and stack the next set of materials.

Kate emerges from the house with Jack on her hip. They both wear matching cheerful expressions as they survey the chaotic scene.

"Dada!" Jack reaches for me, and Kate passes him over with a smile.

"I audited our inventory against the invoice," Kate says, pulling a folded paper from her bikini top. "Everything's here. The dining set, fire ring, poolside furniture, portable awning, and that futon thing Ash insisted on."

"It's not just an ottoman," Ashley calls from near the jacuzzi, where she’s organizing boxes for the fire pit. “It converts to a ginormous bed. For... outdoor relaxation."

The way she says it makes my cock twitch. Everything with these girls carries a double meaning now.

"Right. Relaxation." I shift Jack to my other arm, trying to adjust myself discreetly.

Nidhi slinks over, watching me, her small breasts bouncing in her purple bikini top. "Should I film this? 'Hot Babes Build Furniture' could be good content."

"Everything's content with you," Liz says, but she's smiling.

"That's because I think like a businesswoman. Hustle every day, that’s my motto.” Nidhi pulls her phone out. "Besides, Matt in swim trunks wielding power tools? Our future subscribers will eat that up."

Kate nods approvingly. "She's not wrong. We should document the process—and Matt using power tools."

I love how Kate's mind works—always finding angles and thinking ahead. She's wearing a different yellow bikini that makes her tan skin glow, and I can't stop staring at how the bottoms hug her hips and stretch over the round globes of her ass.

Each of the girls seems to favor specific colors. Ashley like baby blue, while Liz opts for a more royal blue hue, Nidhi has a section of purple sets, and Kate enjoys yellow with the occasional orange or pink. I keep cycling through my various swim trunks.

"Okay, but let's build something," Ashley says, walking to our circle with an armload of instruction booklets. "Some of this stuff looks complicated. We don’t want to document a petty argument.”

She's right. The portable awning alone has a manual thicker than Jack's favorite board book. But as I look at my four beautiful girlfriends in their bikinis, ready to tackle a project together, I feel something settle in my chest.

This is what family looks like.

"Jack can be our supervisor," I say, setting him in his pack-and-play in the shade. "Everyone else, let's get to work."

Kate immediately takes charge, organizing hardware and instruction manuals, spreading everything across our existing patio in neat piles near their final positions according to Nidhi’s plan taped to the sliding glass door. Her project management training shows in how methodically she approaches the chaos.

“Okay, I like the position of the fire pit, Ashley. But let’s set up the dining set first,” she decides. "Then the Adirondack chairs around the firepit, chaises along the pool's edge, futon in the open area by the house, and the awning we’ll do last. We'll work assembly-line style."

Ashley nods, deferring to Kate's organizational skills while keeping one eye on Jack. Their dynamic fascinates me—Ashley’s natural authority in domestic situations and Kate's business leadership. They're finding their rhythm.

Liz and Nidhi start unpacking teak planks while I gather tools from the garage. When I return with my drill and socket set, Nidhi has her phone propped against a box, filming the girls as they bend over reading instructions spread out on the concrete deck.

"This angle's perfect," she murmurs, adjusting the camera. "You can see down Ashley's top when she leans forward."

"Nids!" Ashley protests, but she's blushing rather than truly objecting.

"What? You have gorgeous tits. Why hide them?"

Kate looks up from her hardware sorting. "She has a point. If we're going to be in this business, we need to get comfortable with our bodies being appreciated."

The casual way she says it makes my cock harden. Six months ago, I was a stressed-out divorced dad. Now I'm watching four incredible women discuss their tits while building furniture in my backyard.

"Besides," Liz adds, holding up a teak plank, "it's not like Matt hasn't seen everything already."

They all look at me, and I feel heat rise in my cheeks. "I'm just here for the manual labor."

"Sure you are," Nidhi grins. "Kate, watch how he blushes when we talk about our bodies. It's adorable."

Kate studies me with those intelligent, dark blue eyes. "He does get flustered easily for someone who had four women naked in his bed last night."

"Can we please focus on furniture?" I ask, smiling and trying not to laugh.

The following two hours pass in a blur of assembly, laughter, and increasingly suggestive commentary from Nidhi's ongoing commentary for the camera. The dining set comes together smoothly—six chairs and a table that'll seat everyone comfortably. The fire ring requires more coordination, with Kate and Ashley holding the circular frame while Liz and I attach the legs.

Jack provides entertainment by babbling at us from his play area and occasionally throwing toys at whoever gets too close to his fence.

“He’s very helpful," Kate observes when a plastic block bounces off her shoulder.

"He's got good aim," Ashley says proudly before smirking. "Takes after his daddy."

The portable awning proves most challenging. It's a beautiful piece—an aluminum frame with cream-colored canvas that'll provide shade over part of the patio. It’s movable so that we can shift it around for different sets. But the instructions might be in Sanskrit.

"This pole connects to... here?" Liz holds up a piece uncertainly.

Kate frowns at the manual. "I think that's the stabilizer arm. Try the other end."

"Here, let me..." I reach for the pole just as Liz turns, and suddenly we're pressed together, her small breasts against my chest.

"Sorry," she breathes, looking up, but doesn't step back immediately.

"No problem." My voice comes out rougher than intended.

Nidhi's camera captures the moment. "Perfect. The sexual tension is palpable."

"Everything's sexual tension to you," Ash laughs.

"Because it is! Look at them." Nids waves her arms at us.

She's right. Even while assembling furniture, we can't keep our hands off each other. Kate brushes against me when passing hardware. Ashley's fingers linger when she hands me tools. Liz finds excuses to bend over near me. And I'm hard as a rock in my swim trunks.

"Focus, people," Kate says, but she's smiling. "We still have the futon to build."

The outdoor futon is the most interesting piece. It's larger than I expected - easily big enough for four people - with thick, weather-resistant cushions and an adjustable back that converts it from seating to a flat bed.

"Oh, this is nice," Ashley says, testing the mechanism. "Really sturdy."

"Good for outdoor... relaxation," Liz adds with a grin.

"Among other things," Nidhi murmurs, still filming.

By the time we finish, the sun sets, and our patio completely transforms. The dining set sits perfectly positioned for meals, the fire ring creates a cozy gathering spot with the Adirondack chairs arranged around it, and the portable awning provides an intimate covered area over the new futon. The new poolside furniture is clean and made of sturdy, synthetic wood that won’t fade from the sun.

"It's beautiful," Ashley says, surveying our work. "Like a real outdoor living room."

Kate nods approvingly. “It’s of professional quality that looks stylish, if not elegant. This'll photograph well for content."

"Can we test the fire ring?" Liz asks. "I want to see how it looks with actual flames."

“Pizza will be here soon,” Kate reminds us we’d planned to have dinner outside.

While Ashley prepares Jack for his evening routine, I build a fire with kindling and some small chunks of split oak. Liz and Nidhi carry the pizza boxes outside, lining them along the new picnic table. Kate sorts out paper plates and napkins with cold soda and water bottles. Soon we're all gathered around the dancing flames with Jack on Ashley's lap, babbling at the pretty lights.

"This feels so right," Kate says softly. "All of us together like this."

She's sitting next to me, her hand resting on my thigh. Liz and Nidhi share a chair across from us, Nidhi's head on Liz's shoulder. Ashley rocks my son gently, humming under her breath.

"It does," I agree. "Like we're building something real here."

"Speaking of building something real," Kate says, reaching for her bag. “Come here, I have something for everyone to look at."

She walks to the table we assembled, pulls out a folder thick with documents, and spreads them across the surface. "Business incorporation papers," she says. "If we're going to do this, we should do it right."

Ashley looks up from settling a drowsy Jack in his play area. "You want to discuss business now?"

"Perfect timing, actually." Kate's eyes are bright with excitement. "We just built our first physical assets together. Seems appropriate to discuss the legal structure, too."

Nidhi sits up straighter. "I'm listening."

"Me too," Liz says. "What are you thinking?"

Kate spreads the papers out, and even in the flickering firelight, I can see how thoroughly she's planned this.

"Sunshine Content LLC," she says. "Ashley as owner, me as CEO, Matt as CFO. With Liz and Nidhi as creative directors and primary talent.”

The fire crackles as we all absorb this. Ashley looks nervous but intrigued. Liz and Nidhi exchange excited glances.

"Tell us more," I say.

Kate's smile is brilliant in the flickering light. "Tomorrow. I think you’ll all like what I’ve put together when we can see the fine print properly.”

Jack lets out a contented sigh from his play area as if on cue, and we all look over at him. He's fallen asleep surrounded by his toys, completely comfortable with all of us here.

"He approves," Ashley says softly.

"Then it's settled," Kate says. "Tomorrow we make it official."

I look around at my four incredible women, our beautiful new outdoor space, and my sleeping son, and feel something I haven't experienced in years.

Complete contentment.

In the morning, we'll talk business. Tonight, we're just a family enjoying our first evening in our new outdoor living room.

And that's exactly perfect.


CHAPTER 13
INCORPORATION


In the morning, after a breakfast of French toast, fresh fruit, and cheesy eggs, we’re all seated at the teak table as Kate passes our individual stacks of business documents. Ashley bounces Jack on her lap. While Nidhi and Liz lean toward each other, flipping through the sacks. Everyone studies the papers with similar intensity.

"Sunshine Content LLC," Kate begins, pointing to the top document. "Ashley, you're listed as the official owner. Liz and Nidhi as the creative directors and primary performers. Matt, as CFO, handles books and finances. And I'm CEO, managing overall operations."

Jack reaches for the papers, and Ashley gently redirects him to a plastic ring toy. "Why am I the owner? You're the one with business experience."

"Several reasons." Kate pulls out a yellow legal pad covered with notes. "First, it’s your inheritance funding initial equipment purchases. Second, liability protection—if anything goes sideways legally, the corporation's assets are separate from yours and Matt's personal finances and Jack's interests."

Smart. I nod approvingly. "What about profit sharing?"

"Equal splits after expenses and reinvestment," Kate says. "We're all contributing different skills, but everyone benefits equally."

Nidhi leans forward, studying the incorporation documents. "What about creative control? I've got ideas about content direction."

"That's where it gets interesting." Kate flips to another page. "You and Liz have creative authority over content planning, scripts, and performance decisions. Ashley has veto power over anything involving her participation. Same for any of us, consent is required before participation in the scenes. I handle business development, marketing strategy, and revenue optimization."

"And me?" I ask.

"Books, taxes, financial planning, and technical support during shoots." Kate's smile is wicked. "Plus, whatever on-camera appearances the creative directors request, if you consent."

The way she says it makes my cock stir. Everything with these girls carries sexual undertones now. I’m still getting used to the idea. Nidhi assures me her plans won’t expose my facial features, or I could use a mask. I nod my head to acknowledge her before stating. “Everything we do, we do consensually. If it’s too much, we stop. That’s important. We’re not expecting performances beyond your limits and boundaries. Ensure you read and understand the release statement Kate included; it's vitally important that we follow that release to the letter.”

Ashley shifts Jack to her other knee. "This feels huge. Like we're really doing this."

"We are really doing this," Liz says. "Nidhi's been planning content calendars for days."

"I've got three months of scenarios mapped out," Nidhi confirms. "Solo work, partner scenes, group content. Plus, my existing fanbase gives us a built-in test audience to start. They’ve been without new content while we got our shit together. Their excitement is all over the chat rooms, as I’ve been teasing the site with some short snippets and stills. But we need new explicit content soon.

Kate nods approvingly. "Which brings me to the next point. I'm taking a leave of absence from my corporate job. Unpaid, but it keeps my options open if this doesn't work out."

"You're quitting your job?" Ashley looks worried. "Kate, that's a big risk."

"Calculated risk," she corrects. "Based on Nidhi's current earnings and market research, we should be profitable within six weeks. My corporate salary was good, but this could be much better. Plus I’ll have to time to write some scripts, direct the scenes, maybe even be in front of the camera.”

“Oh hell yeah,” Liz says, grinning at Kate.

“Kate, are you sure?”

She shrugs, smiling as she looks at her body. “If you got it, flaunt it.” She laughs as she pulls out her laptop and opens a spreadsheet that makes my CPA heart sing with detailed projections.

"Conservative estimates put us at fifteen thousand monthly revenue by month three. Optimistic projections suggest thirty thousand or more."

I whistle low. “A month? Are those numbers real?"

"Adult content is a massive market," Nidhi says. "Especially authentic girlfriend experience content, POV shots that immerse the viewer in the scene. Alongside what we're offering - a close look at real relationships, genuine chemistry–that's premium territory."

Jack starts fussing, and Ashley stands to walk him around the patio. "I'm nervous about being the boss of everyone. Especially you, Kate. You're older and more experienced."

"Age doesn't matter here," She says, firmly shifting her focus between Ashley and me. "This is your house. Your family.” She turns to Nidhi. “It’s your vision we're building around. I'm just providing business structure and strategy.”

"Besides," Liz adds, "you've been managing all of us just fine. You run this household better than most CEOs run their companies."

Ashley blushes but looks pleased. "It doesn't feel like work when it's people you care about."

"Exactly." Kate gathers the documents into neat piles, and passes them back with pens. "Which is why this will succeed. We're not just business partners. We're family."

The word hangs in the air. Family. Six months ago, it was just Jack and me. Now...

"So we're really doing this?" I ask. "Making it official?"

"Unless anyone has objections," Kate says.

I look around the table. Nidhi is practically vibrating with excitement. Liz keeps grinning and nodding. Ashley looks nervous but determined. Kate radiates confident energy.

"No objections," I say. "Let's sign some papers."

We pick up the pens and spend twenty minutes working through signature pages. Ashley signs as owner, her hand shaking slightly on the first document but growing steadier with each page.

When we finish, Kate pulls a bottle of sparkling cider from her bag. "Non-alcoholic, since we've got Jack here, but we should celebrate."

She pops the cork, and Jack claps excitedly at the sound. We pour glasses and raise them in a toast.

"To Sunshine Content," Kate says.

“And taking control of our lives," Ashley adds.

“And making bank doing what we love," Nidhi grins.

“And to family." Liz pans around the circle.

"To our new beginning," I finish.

We drink, and Jack babbles approvingly from Ashley's arms. The sparkling cider is sweet and festive, perfect for the moment.

"Okay." Kate settles back into business mode. "First order of business—studio setup. Nidhi, what are your immediate requirements?"

"Ring lights, camera mounts, audio equipment, and backdrop options," Nidhi rattles off. "We should upgrade my laptop for editing—maybe a high-end MacBook Pro with an expansion dock. The loft space is perfect, but we gotta make it properly functional with a control booth, editing bay, and costume storage.”

"Budget for all that?" I ask.

Kate consults her notes. "Initial investment of ten thousand covers everything required for professional-quality content. Our stakes plus Ashley's inheritance as collateral for small business loans handle that comfortably. The budget I used includes reinvestment for capital expenditures ongoing.”

Ashley nods with an impish grin. "Grandpa would've gotten a kick from his money funding something this scandalous."

“It’s not just Ashley’s money,” I correct for the record. “Kate and I provided seed money for the LLC and funded the business account for the corporation. We all have skin in the game.”

“What about scheduling?" Liz asks. "How often are we shooting?"

"That's up to you two as creative directors," Kate says. "But I'd suggest starting with three shoots per week. Builds content library quickly without overwhelming anyone."

Nidhi pulls out her phone and opens a calendar app. "I'm thinking Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays for scheduled shoots. Tuesdays and Thursdays for editing and social media. Weekends for whatever feels natural. Plus, we’ll want to add some candid scenes using our phones. Social media level content to build our following, non-explicit.

"Sounds reasonable," Ashley says. "As long as it doesn't interfere with Jack's routine."

"Everything works around Jack,” I say firmly. "That's non-negotiable. Any content creation needs to be out of his sight or hearing. We should rotate watching him if it gets busy."

"Absolutely," Kate agrees. "Family first, business second."

Jack chooses that moment to reach for her, and she takes him naturally, settling him on her hip. He immediately grabs for her hair, fascinated by the blonde strands.

"He likes you," Ashley observes.

"I like him too." Kate bounces my son gently. "Smart kid. Knows quality when he sees it."

Jack babbles something that sounds like “kai-tuh,” and everyone melts.

"He's trying to say Kate." Liz grins. "That's so sweet."

“That works,” Kate smiles at Jack and messes his hair. “We'll work on pronunciation later. But that brings up another point. You all need to develop personas and stage names. We don’t want this linked to us directly."

Watching her with my son does something to my chest. This woman, who walked into our lives as Ashley's financial advisor, whom I took to bed just days ago, is already becoming part of our family structure.

"So what's next?" Ashley asks.

"Equipment shopping tomorrow," Kate replies. "Studio setup this weekend. First official shoot by Monday."

"That fast?" Liz looks nervous.

"Market timing matters," Nidhi explains. "Plus, I'm excited to get started with proper equipment. The content we can create with a professional setup..."

She trails off, but her meaning is clear. Everyone shifts slightly, sexual energy threading through our business discussion.

"Should we do a test run first?" Ashley suggests. "Make sure everything works before we commit to regular scheduling?"

"Good idea," Kate says. "Dress rehearsal with full equipment setup. Work out any technical issues."

"I volunteer to help with technical issues," I say, and everyone laughs.

"I bet you do," Nidhi grins. "Such a dedicated CFO."

Jack starts getting fussy, rubbing his eyes with his chubby fists.

"Someone's ready for bed," Ashley says, standing. "I should get him settled."

"Need help?" Kate asks.

"I've got it. But thank you." Ashley takes Jack back, and he immediately calms against her shoulder. "You guys keep planning. I'll be back in twenty minutes."

She heads inside, and I watch her go. Despite everything we've shared, seeing her maternal instincts in action still gets to me.

"She's amazing with him," Kate observes.

"She's amazing, period," Liz says. "We're all lucky to be here."

"Damn right," Nidhi agrees. "This whole arrangement... It's like we found something none of us knew we were looking for."

Kate nods thoughtfully. "I spent years focused on career advancement, thinking that was what mattered. But this—building something together, being part of a real family—it's so much more fulfilling."

"Even though you're technically giving up a high-paying corporate job?" I ask.

"Especially because of that." Kate's smile is radiant. "I was miserable in that office. Successful, but miserable. This feels like living."

I scan around the pool area, and everything looks perfect, like we've been doing this for years instead of days. The cruft of things I accumulated over the years, trying to make Naomi happy, is gone. In its place is an array of tasteful outdoor furniture that is dual-purpose. We’ll practically live outside, around this pool that Naomi wanted but rarely used. I glance at the firepit, and recall sitting around it last night, discussing everything over pizza.

"I should move my essential business things over tomorrow," Kate continues, breaking me out of my distraction. "Laptop, files, anything I'll need for managing operations."

"And personal stuff?" Liz asks with a knowing look.

Kate blushes slightly. "If that's okay with everyone. I know the bedroom situation is already crowded..."

"We'll make it work," I say, committed to making it happen. “We might need a bigger bed eventually."

"Or rotation schedules," Nidhi suggests. "Though I vote for group activities as much as possible."

The screen door slides open, and Ashley reappears, looking relaxed. "Jack's down for his nap. What did I miss?"

"Just discussing logistics," Kate explains. "Equipment shopping tomorrow, studio setup this weekend."

"And Kate’s moving in officially," Liz adds.

Ashley's face lights up. "Really? That's wonderful!"

"If it's okay with you," Kate replies, looking at me. "It's your house..."

“Our house," I correct. "And of course it's okay. We're family now, right?"

Kate nods, looking around the circle, seeing nothing but support and excitement on the faces of my lovers. "Family," she agrees.

As if summoned by the word, we all move closer together. Ashley sits next to me, Kate on my other side. Liz and Nidhi pull their chairs in until we're a tight circle around the fire ring. We’ll have another fire tonight, the night after, and so on.

"I can't believe how much has changed." Ashley’s voice is hushed. "Six months ago, I was just the babysitter next door."

"Six months ago, I was drowning in work and divorce stress," I add.

"I was making content alone in my bedroom," Nidhi says. "This is so much better."

"I didn't even know what I was missing," Liz echoes.

“Six months ago, we were missing,” Kate pauses to focus on each of us, before quirking an eyebrow at me.

“Now we’re found.”


CHAPTER 14
DRESS REHERSAL


As the girls work in the loft studio, my phone chimes and the display lights up.

Naomi: “I’m taking another hop.”




It’s getting ridiculous. This is the third extension, and I’m beginning to worry. Not about Jack, he’s happy as a clam with my four girls entertaining him. I’m worried about Naomi; something is up, and she’s not telling me anything. Not like that’s a new development, but I’ve put her past infidelity behind me. She’s still Jack’s mother, and I care about her.

Everything okay? This is the third time.




It’s fine.




The dot’s cycle as she continues to type the following message.

Last one. Promise. I can’t keep avoiding this.




Avoiding what? Jack’s fine, but he still needs his mother.




A long pause, then cycling dots.

And I need my son, but… I can’t explain it all here; we’ll talk face-to-face at the end of this hop.




Jack’s our son. Send me the flight details.




Will do.




I return my attention to the set as Nidhi adjusts the ring light for the third time, her purple bikini riding up as she stretches to reach the mount. "The shadows are still wrong on this side."

"Try angling it down fifteen degrees," Kate calls from behind the camera setup, consulting notes on her tablet. "We need even lighting across the entire bed area."

I'm seated beside Kate at a table with a tangle of cables underneath, connecting mic leads, power cables, chargers, and the audio interface connected to Kate's new MacBook Pro. The loft looks completely transformed—what used to be storage space is now a professional studio with white backdrop screens, multiple camera angles, and enough lighting equipment to film a movie. The sheer number of high-end audio and lighting equipment for this surprised me, but Nidhi knew what she needed. My role is to support her, and I can start by cleaning up the cable runs once this test shoot is over.

"Testing, testing," Liz speaks into the tiny wireless mic clipped to her green bikini top. Her voice comes through the monitors crisp and clear.

"Perfect levels," I confirm, making final adjustments to the mixing board. "Audio's dialed in."

I used to do audio work in high school for school plays and performances. While this equipment is modern, the steps and protocols come back to me. We all have a skill that plays a role in our endeavor, and our skills and background fit together is serendipitous. Kate has film production knowledge from a college course she took as an elective. Nidhi’s adolescent photography hobby is essential to creating quality content. We didn’t plan this, so it feels like fate.

Ashley sits cross-legged on our old couch, watching everything with nervous energy while Jack plays with blocks at her feet. "This feels so official now."

"Because it is official," Kate says, checking camera angles on the wide-screen display connected to her laptop. "Sunshine Content LLC is about to produce its first professional scene."

The business name still makes me smile. Kate registered the documents for Sunshine Content yesterday—LLC paperwork, business banking, and even a P.O. box for fan mail. We're legitimate now, at least on paper.

Nidhi strikes an alluring yoga pose under the lights, testing how the setup captures her curves. "How's this look?"

"Gorgeous," Kate says, studying the monitor. "The café au lait skin tone is perfect against the white backdrop."

"And you can see her piercing clearly," Liz adds from behind her, pointing at Nidhi’s navel jewelry, which is catching the light.

I try to focus on technical settings, but watching my girlfriends prepare for their first professional scene together has my cock hardening in my shorts. The clinical setup somehow makes everything more erotic, not less.

"Okay, final equipment check," Kate announces. "Matt, are all three cameras recording?"

I verify each feed on the wide-screen monitor. "Camera one on Nidhi, camera two on Liz, camera three for wide shots. All recording at 4K."

"Audio levels and lighting good?"

"Crystal clear, and even coverage. We’re forgetting something.” I say, glancing over at Ashley. “We need to move Jack downstairs. Sorry, Ashley.”

“Right,” Kate says, scribbling on her clipboard. “I’ll add that to the pre-recording checklist.”

“I think he’s ready for a nap. I’ll feed him a snack and put him down.” Ashley grins as she lifts and carries him on her hip. Jack laughs and leans against her, reaching for her hair. She easily moves his hand so he grabs her finger instead. “I’ll bring the monitor with me once he’s down.”

“Sorry, Matt.” Kate leans against me, and I wrap my arm around her. “I should’ve remembered. We’re not ready until Jack is safe and taken care of.”

“Yeah,” I kiss her forehead. “It will smooth out. This is a recorded dress rehearsal to test everything. But who knows if it becomes more than going through the motions. We need to treat it like it’s a real explicit scene.”

She nods, and once Ashley closes the door to the stairway, sexual tension builds as Kate does another visual check and nods at the two girls sitting side by side on the daybed we have set up as a prop. “Got your lines ready?”

They nod, and Kate goes through her script again, then holds up her hand, fingers spread wide, “In five… four…” She goes quiet but counts down with her fingers before finally pointing at the pair in the bikinis.

“Have you seen, Mr Johanson?” Liz says, making her eyes big.

“Oh my god,” Nidhi replies. “His shirtless workouts in his garage… Did you⁠—”

“See the size of his package?” Liz picks up a life-size dildo off the bed. “Makes this seem like a cheap toy.” She tosses it at her partner, who catches it with a shriek of laughter.

“Hey, my boyfriend here always pleases me.”

“Show me!” Liz asks in a daring voice.

I twist the nob to increase the volume of the rhythmic atmospheric music track, as the girls continue to act. It feels like more than a dress rehearsal as Nidhi licks around the tip of the silicone dong. Liz watches, spreading her knees apart and dropping her hand to the front of her bikini bottom. Nidhi exaggerates her eye movement to show her attention focuses on Liz’s fingers as she starts fellating the fake cock slowly.

Kate watches the monitors, but her hand slides over to my thigh, rubbing it in time to Nidhi’s actions. My hard-on stiffens as she moves her hand to my crotch and grips my cock through my shorts. I stifle a moan and side-eye her as she grins seductively.

The scene plays out, each girl seductively removes their swimsuit while they kiss and make out. They alternate, and take turns displaying their nubile bodies to the camera, one flimsy piece of Lycra at a time. Trading the fake cock back and forth after they’re naked, they grow bolder, trying to impress each other.

One holds the thick shaft by the fake balls, while the other tries to swallow the entire length. It's like I'm getting a front row seat to how Liz learned how to give a blow job. Their free hands cup and squeeze each other's breasts, pinching and playing with hard nipples.

Kate shifts closer, fitting her hand inside my shorts as I lean back to give her access. Her hand wraps around my rigid rod, then slowly strokes me in time to the action we’re watching live and on the monitors before us.

These are set shots, so there is no way to zoom in on how wet their pussies are, or the look of lust on their face as they gulp the fake dick down. I’m throbbing in Kate’s hand when she pulls away, pointing at the pair—her chin tips, as she gestures silently for me to join in. I pull off my headset and gently put it on the control table without making a sound.

The pair notices as I stand and walk around Kate to get to the set. I push my trunks down, freeing my cock. It sways as I close the distance. Liz’s eyes flare as she pulls the fake dick from her lips.

“Mr. Johanson,” She says in a sultry voice. “Done with your workout?”

“No,” I drawl, disguising my voice. “I need a hand with this tool.”

It’s a corny ad lib, but I fist my length, stroking it. I’m aware of the camera, so when the girls slide off the bed to their knees, I turn so my erection is in profile. They move naturally into the perfect position and best angle to capture them, taking turns deep throating my cock. While one works on my straining rod, the other drops and sucks on my balls, swirling and sucking. The knowledge that I’m being recorded fades as my lustful need increases. Gripping Liz’s head, I hold her still as I fuck her mouth, her hands pulling behind her back as Nidhi rises and stares at me.

It’s all an adlib, but it’s hot as hell as she kisses me deeply. When we break apart, she’s breathless as she says loud enough for the mic. “Come all over her slut face. Mr. Johanson. I want to lick your cream off her cheeks.”

My growing orgasm builds in an instant, as my balls lift in anticipation. I look down into Liz’s wide blue eyes. She blinks, giving me the signal, and I pull my cock from her mouth, gripping her hair and angling her head back. She opens wide, her eyes dark with need. That pushes me past my peak, and my first jet of cum flies into her face, jetting a rope of cum from her cheek to her nose. I adjust and start shooting my load in pulses of thick creamy ropes into her mouth and outstretched tongue.

When I’m spent, I push the tip back between her lips, and she looks up at me as she sucks whatever remains from my thick crown. Nidhi moves close, pressing against me, and I step back, opening up the camera angle as Nidhi kneels and starts licking my cream from Liz’s cheeks, using her fingers to scoop up a dollop and feeding it to Liz. I glance at Kate, who gives me two thumbs up while the pair continues to kiss, snowballing my load for the camera.

“And cut!” Kate says, tapping buttons on the console before she stands and claps. “Perfect. Good improvization, clean lines, just… great job.”

Ashley opens the door and notices me in just my t-shirt, my cock at half-mast, while the pair enjoys the last bits of my cum.

“Oh shoot, I missed it.”

“You need to watch it,” Kate says, disconnecting her laptop from the dock. Let’s go downstairs; I’ll cast the video to the big screen.”

Liz and Nidhi rise and hug Ashley. The pair takes turns kissing their friend, and she moans at the taste of me on their tongues.

“It was so hot, babe. He came all over my face.” Liz grins, leaning back and twisting to show off the dripping remnants of my cum. As she does, a spattering of drops catches the studio lighting and glimmers across her cheeks, neck, and breasts.

“Oh, I’ve got to see that,” Ashley laughs before indulging in another messy kiss, which lingers, making my cock throb. The three start toward the door, grabbing their discarded bathing suits as they go downstairs.

Kate hands me my shorts and rises on her toes. “Fuck, Matt. You’re a natural.”

Our kiss is deep and hungry, and my dick twitches. She takes my hand to pull me out of the loft and down the stairs. My dick sways as I follow, knowing that watching the recording will be awkward. The thought makes my erection throb as I join my happy harem in front of my wide-screen digital TV.


CHAPTER 15
NEW FOUNDATION


Soft, warm bodies press against me from all sides. Kate's blonde hair tickles my shoulder where her head rests, while Liz's small form is curled against my other side. Ashley lies across my chest, breathing deep and even, and Nidhi has somehow wedged herself between my legs, using my thigh as a pillow with my semi-hard cock resting on her forehead.

The king-size bed that seemed spacious for two now feels delightfully cramped with five adults.

My phone buzzes on the nightstand, a new message lights up the face, but fades before I can read it. I notice the time on the display: Sunday morning, 8:47 AM. Jack will be awake soon, probably already babbling in his crib.

"Mmm," Kate murmurs, stirring against my. "Is that your phone or are you just happy to see me?"

"Both," I admit as my cock grows, stretching along Nidhi’s cheek.

Liz opens one eye. "Morning already?"

"Unfortunately,” I murmur, extracting my arm from under Kate. "I should check on Jack."

"I'll get him," Ashley says, rolling off my chest with practiced ease. "You stay put. Enjoy being a pillow for everyone else."

She pads naked to the door, completely comfortable with her body now. The transformation from shy babysitter to confident woman still amazes me.

Nidhi stretches like a cat, her small breasts rising as she arches her back. "Best sleep I've had in months. There's something about the people you love surrounding you with no masks, the intimacy flowing without limits." She turns toward me, noticing my morning wood, eyes flashing as she licks the tip.

"People you love," Kate repeats softly, staring at the ceiling, testing the words.

The L-word hangs in the air. We've danced around it for days, but hearing it said casually makes something tighten in my chest.

"Yeah," I say quietly. "Love."

Nids kisses the tip of my cock, then moves to lie on my torso and play with the trail of hair down my abdomen. “Love has many meanings, all seem appropriate.

Liz props herself up on her elbow, studying my face. "You okay with that? The love part?"

"More than okay." I reach out to stroke her cheek. "I love all of you. Differently, but completely."

Kate sits up, the sheet falling away from her full breasts. "I've never been in love with multiple people before. Lust, maybe. But this is deeper, and it's terrifying and wonderful."

"Terrifying how?" Nidhi asks.

"Because the stakes are so much higher now. This family we're building—it’s fragile. But it just makes me want to work harder, communicate more. Maintaining a healthy poly family is tough, but I think we can do it.”

“It feels right to talk about love with you guys,” I say quietly. Lying on my bed is like a holy place—sacred. “I never talked about my feelings with her. She’d turn it around and use my emotions as a weapon.” Time and distance allow me to see what Naomi did to us, my family.

The girls all shift as I take a deep breath before continuing. “I used to think my love for Naomi was the maximum limit for loving someone. Then Jack came, and my heart expanded. Then I forgot to nurture that love with Naomi. I didn’t do the work, and she left and tore off a piece of my heart.”

I close my eyes, unready to face their eyes until I finish what I need to say. It’s a risk to be so open, but in my bed with my chosen lovers, I feel safe. A tear runs down my cheek, and I stubbornly refuse to wipe it away.

“Then, when everything happened with Ash and Liz. I thought at first it was just raw lust, a release of my frustration, but it shifted into something else, something real. By the time Nidhi joined us, I loved both of them.”

I open my eyes to focus on them individually, focusing on Liz first. “I love you, Liz,” I say, feeling emotion well in my core at their caring expressions. “Nidhi, I love you too. It’s new and different, but no more real. Kate, I love you. The flavors of love with each of you are different but authentic.” I stop talking and close my eyes. “Sometimes I think I don’t deserve to be this happy.”

My phone lights up, and this time I catch the message.

Naomi: Flight lands at 7 pm.




That’s all. There is no other explanation. A thunderhead builds in my mind, a shadow that threatens to overwhelm the sunshine I feel. Naomi’s update starkly contrasts how the five of us communicate. We check in constantly. I am attuned to what they’re saying and pause what they’re doing to focus on me. When something feels off, we talk about it. We hold each other accountable. New habits are forming that are different from my previous life with her.

“She’s coming back?” Kate says.

“Yeah,” I shrug, trying to be calm, and play it cool, even as a storm of anger builds in my psyche. “ She says she wants to talk. I’m not sure what about. Like I told you, something is going on with her.”

Silence descends as the girls consider the news.

“Health?” Kate asks, her face serene, but with calm concern.

“I don’t think so,” I kiss her forehead. I think something bad happened with her and Trent. She is living with a cheater. Cheaters don’t change their spots.”

“She cheated too,” Liz says, her eyes dark with anger. “Don’t forget that when she tries to get under your skin.”

“Do you still love her?” Nidhi asks as she caresses my abdomen, staying north of my waist.

“I think I’ll always love her,” I sigh, accepting a truth about myself.. “Not romantically, but you can’t make a child and attempt a life together without feeling something. Plus, she’s Jack’s mother. I think that means something.”

Liz grumbles, leaning and kissing my shoulder, biting softly. “She just … she’s horrible, Matt.”

“Doesn’t change his genetics, or his right to know his birth mother.”

“Pft,” Liz interjects, “we’ve been better mothers to Jack than that b…”

“Her name is Naomi, Liz.” I interrupt, calmly.. "It’s okay to dislike her, but you gotta get past the anger, for Jack’s sake. I know it’s hard. You remember how angry I was when you moved in with Ash next door?”

“Yeah, you were a grump.” She grins up at me. “You’re right. Jack doesn’t need a grumpy harem mom.”

My stomach grumbles, and the three of them laugh.

“Come on, sisters,” Kate says after kissing my chin. “Let’s go help Ashley with breakfast. Matt’s hungry.

After they leave, I roll out of bed, go to the bathroom, and empty my bladder. After washing my hands, I pull on shorts and a shirt. When I hit the bottom step, I glance toward the kitchen, finding Ashley cutting a melon into chunks. I step behind her, wrap my arms around her waist, and kiss behind her ear. “I love you, Ash.” I cycle through the memory of telling each of my lovers the same in my bed.

She stops cutting and leans back, turning to smile at me. “I love you, too.” She notices my somber expression and strokes a finger along my cheek. “I mean it, Matt. I love you.”

I squeeze her tight, and she turns in my arms, resting her hands on my chest, searching my eyes. “Are you okay?”

I nod and press my forehead against hers. “Just counting my blessings this morning. I gotta remind each of you how precious you are to me.” Jack claps his hand and makes a raspberry sound from his high chair. “You’re precious to him, too, Ash..”

Ashley smiles at me for a beat, her eyes glisten as she presses her lips to mine. When she pushes against my chest, she points to the table. “Go eat. I made cheesy eggs. Kate says they’re your favorite.”

I laugh at the inside joke and kiss her cheek. “Everything you cook is my favorite. Thank you.”

Joining the rest at the table, I pause to kiss Jack on the top of his head and smile as he looks up at me with a messy grin from the yogurt Liz shares with him. “Love you, bud.”

Together, we enjoy breakfast, sharing and laughing. Plans for the day include a shoot by the pool, and I take a beat to remember that my life isn’t just spreadsheets and stress. It’s full of fun and pleasure, too.
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Ashley grinds herself on my cock, as she rides me. I’m lying on the futon ottoman set close, using the blue surface of the pool as a background. I can’t enjoy the view of Ashley’s tits bouncing as she works her pussy up and down my cock because my face is pressed against Kate’s ass, while I devour her juicy cunt.

It’s the golden hour, or so Nidhi said as she explained the scene we’re playing out. The setup for the shot is more elaborate than the simple scenes we record in the loft studio. Our new backyard furniture is set up aesthetically, and the light from the late afternoon sun casts long shadows with warm highlights. A camera on a tripod in the loft is filming a wide shot of the action controlled by Nidhi’s phone app.

My sole focus is to make the pair riding me to hit their peak simultaneously per the script. I can tell from Ashley’s expressive moans that she’s close, so I press a finger into the valley of Kate’s cheeks and press against her anus to push her over the edge.

“Jesus, fuck,” she cries out, as her thighs vibrate. Then, with shouts of bliss, they both go off, bathing my cheeks and groin with their release before falling against each other. I keep rocking my hips, fucking Ashley’s clenching cunt. I tap Kate’s thigh, a planned signal that I’m close, and after a beat, they shift off me and kneel side by side between the futon and the pool, facing the camera. I glance over at them as I jerk my cock, and then groan as my end hits and I shoot white ribbons that shoot up like a fountain, then fall back and splat on my chest and abdomen. In the back of my mind, I hope my cum shot looks impressive for the camera.

They continue the scene, licking and sucking the sticky cream with their lips and tongues. I catch my breath as they enjoy my mess, watching them kiss each other, sharing my bounty for the camera. The sight makes my cock twitch, and I wonder if the camera recorded it.

The doorbell rings, breaking the extended silence.

“Cut!” Nidhi calls out, frustrated. “Who the fuck is at the door?”

I roll to my side and look at the sky when it hits me. “Naomi. What time is it?”

“Just after 7:30,” Liz says from beside Nidhi at the control table.

“Yeah, her flight landed thirty minutes ago.” I rise, find my shorts that got tossed onto the patio in the buildup to the action, and pull them up, stuffing my flagging cock inside. That thunderstorm in the back of my mind builds, angry black clouds fueled by the intensity and passion of the scene playing out for the camera before the sudden interruption.

“Everyone stay here,” I growl, sounding angry. I am, but not at them—not even Naomi—but at the timing. I take a beat to breathe before addressing the four of them and soften my tone. “Just. Let me handle her.”

I shake my head as I walk inside, pulling the glass door closed and shutting the curtain to the patio that is part movie studio and part erotic set with two of my naked girl friends sprawled on the futon, sipping water.


CHAPTER 16
BOUNDARIES


I stalk through the house barefoot and whip open the door, narrowing my eyes at my ex-wife. Before I can greet her, her eyes widen, taking in my bare chest, glistening with sweat and other fluids, including my own ejaculate. She presses her lips together and cuts to the chase.

“It’s finished with Trent.” She looks at her feet, her bottom lip quivering. I’ve seen this act before. “He kicked me out. I have to go back and get the rest of my things. He’s fucking someone else, and just moved them into his house. I have nowhere else to go.”

I cross my arms across my chest, before I relax and lower them. Her tears are a common tactic I remember from old fights, back when we cared for each other. They used to soften me, even if I knew it was manipulation. Now they piss me off, but I hold my temper.

“You need somewhere to stay?” I bite out.

“Yeah, until I can find a place.” She says, taking a step forward like it’s a foregone conclusion that I’ll open my door. I shift to the side, cutting her off.

“I’ll get you set up in a hotel. You can’t stay here.” It’s a statement. Firm, confident. I can tell she didn’t expect me to stand up to her.

“Jack is here,” she says, anger flaring to a smolder in her eyes. “I want to be with my son.”

I stare at her in silence, my eyes steady, accepting her challenge. Not long before she drops her eyes, the fight inside her evaporates.

“What do you want me to say? I was wrong. I fucked up.”

Everything about her is an act, I realize. She’s always played with my emotions, knowing I’d cave.

“We’re not going to solve this tonight.” My voice is raspy and rough

“I know. But don’t make me sleep alone. I need my son.”

Oh, fucking hell. I’m not falling for her bullshit.

“My situation has changed,” I admit. “My girlfriends live here with me and Jack.” I’m tired of hiding the best thing in my life. I’m not afraid of her or her tricks.

“Girlfriends? Plural?” Her eyes narrow in shocked anger.

I snap, step out on the porch, and slam the door. Leaning over her, I roar as thunder rolls from black clouds in my mind. “You left. You practically ripped Jack out of my arms when you did. You cheated. You lied. You filed for divorce, all of that with barely a word. We didn’t talk about it. You just quit. You quit us. You. Left.”

“I-I wasn’t happy.” Her eyes are wide, and her breathy voice sounds intimidated.

“Neither was I,” I agree. Still angry, but not shouting. God, I hope I didn’t wake up Jack. I lower my tone again. “We both quit on us. I see that now. But you don’t get to dictate my life anymore. I’ve moved on. You should, too.”

She looks up at me, her eyes flaring in frustration. “I fucked up, okay! But I’m ready to own it. I’ll do anything.”

I stare at her coldly. Her expression of defiance evaporates as my black cloud of rage wells in response. Anger tightens my jaw as I grind my teeth. Naomi wilts at my angry visage, my visible emotion a surprise. She expects me to fold, to go soft. Softness is done. I’m not letting her into my home or my life. She’s nothing but an agent of destruction, and my family deserves their peace.

I watch her stone-faced and silent as she realizes she can’t manipulate me. And she falls to her knees, hands over her face. For the first time I've witnessed, Naomi crumbles into body-wracking sobs.

I didn’t expect this, but I don’t trust her. Melodrama is her middle name, and I’m not falling for it. Not anymore. I cross my arms over my chest, spread my bare feet and legs, providing a sturdy foundation as I let her cry. Her loud weeping grows louder and then softer. She wilts again, lying on her side, and another round of recriminating cries flows through her. Unintelligible sentences stream from her quivering lips, and her mascara blackens her eyes and cheeks.

I don’t feel anything for her. She sowed this mess; let the whirlwind take her. When she’s all cried out, I remain stoic and silent, looming over her.

“Matt, please. I messed up. I lost myself, then I lost you. I love you, I never stopped.”

“Time will tell,” I bite out, not falling for her over-the-top melodramatic plea. Naomi nods, finishing by staring at the ground. I shift my arms, they’re sticky and pull at my skin as I put my hands on my hips and glare at her. Silence grows between us, before she fidgets.

“What do I do? What can I do? Where can I go?” Her voice is soft and sounds confused. Is she hitting bottom, or trying another angle to manipulate me?

“Go get a room—one of those week-long suites,” I suggest, in a flash of inspiration.

She’s not staying here. She needs time to figure it out—I need time to decide if rescuing her from herself is a good idea. Her situation might be bleak, but it’s not impossible. She’s not walking into my house and finding my four younger lovers lounging naked by the pool. She’ll freak out and spin up into a hypocritical, angry tirade that is sure to wake up Jack, if she hasn’t already, with her desperate breakdown.

“Look, It’s Friday.” I soften, just my tone. My resolve remains. “You need some time to process everything that’s happened. But I can’t help you. We can discuss some options after a week.”

A week seems like enough time. A month is too long, and nothing changes in a few days.

“A week?” Naomi rolls her eyes. “Jesus. Come on, Matt, I can’t stay in a hotel for a fucking week!”

Goddamn it, her voice is getting louder. I gotta stand firm and get her away from Jack, if he’s not already terrified. I picture him waking up from her screaming and crying. Scared of my angry shouting at his mother.

What’s her issue with staying in a hotel? She loves being pampered, and company-paid stays are one of the reasons she became a flight attendant. She took half of everything when she left, so why can’t she pay for a room?

“You make good money with your salary. I pay full child support, even if I care for Jack most of the time.” I keep my voice even, steady. Calm and collected. Confident. I’m not going to surrender to her again.

“I-I know.” She chews her lip. “It’s gone, all of it.” She glances up, wide-eyed. “Trent got me fired. This is my last hope. You’re my only hope. I’m jobless, homeless, and it’s all my fault. I should have stood up to Trent. He has problems.”

Holy shit, I knew Trent was an asshole the moment I met him, but this is another level. He’s siphoned off my child support payments, spent Naomi’s share of our divorce settlement. And now he kicks her out? I knew it. Fucking asshole.

“No. Fucking. Shit.” I hiss out, furious.

She goddamn right it’s her fault. But she left, she’s not my responsibility.

“A week, if you can’t pay for seven nights at a hotel, I’ll loan you the money. You won’t like my repayment terms.”

“A-a loan? Jesus Christ, Matt, I’m Jack’s mother.” At least she didn’t scream.

“No,” I growl.

My gut tightens. Is she for real? Now she thinks of Jack. Mother fuck.

“Don’t use our son as a bargaining chip. That’s beneath even you.”

Silence drops between us like a fire blanket, snuffing out the rest of her defiance.

I flinch when the door opens, and Kate slips out, closing the door behind her. Her hair is still messy from the scene by the pool, but she’s dressed in a band t-shirt and cutoffs. I glance at her as she rubs my back, feeling relief ripple through me from her touch. She steps between me and Naomi.

“Here.” She hands out a folded sheet of paper, and Naomi looks up as her eyes narrow, but before she can respond, Kate continues. “That’s an address and a reservation for a room at an inn. It’s not the Huntington Hilton, but in a nice part of town with weekly rates.”

Kate speaks slowly, watching Naomi closely, then turns to me. Naomi’s face is a picture of unexpected confusion. She didn’t expect anyone to stand beside me to confront her.

“I paid for it,” Kate explains to me with a tilt of her head and a shrug. Then she turns back to Naomi and calmly says, “It’s a gift. One week.”

“Who the fuck are you?” Naomi’s voice is hushed, not angry, more surprised.

“I’m Kate.” She holds out her hand like she is introducing herself at a conference. Confidence radiates off her as she offers my ex-wife an olive branch.

“Naomi,” she whispers and lifts her hand.

Kate grabs it, pulls, and helps her to her feet. She levels her eyes and gives Naomi two firm shakes of her hand.

“Nice to meet you. Now, get in your car, go to the hotel. Stay away from our home. Get your mind right, Naomi. We’ll talk again in seven days.”

“I’m—“ she looks at me, sighing as if I’d stand up for her. “Matt...”

Kate’s calm presence soothes me, and I wrap my arm around her shoulders and pull her to my side.

“You left.” I bite out, with less fury than she deserves. “You lost your right to use my name to ask for anything.” Pointing at the folded paper she’s holding, I continue. “That is your only option. It’s that, or walk away, and I’ll seek sole custody of Jack. You can start a new life without us.”

I have no idea what Kate’s plan is, but I trust her. And that’s all that matters.

Naomi looks shocked, but seeing my resolve, she starts to sob, breaking down again. I set my jaw, turn my back on my ex-wife, open the front door for Kate, and close it behind us, snapping the lock loudly. She takes my hand, and we walk back outside, where my chosen family awaits. Kate stops in the entryway, and I turn to face her.

“We'll figure this out. But, you need to step up and lead us,” Kate says. “It’s your decision because she’s your ex and Jack’s mother. We can give her a fair opportunity, and then she can take our deal… or leave it.” Her expression is a blend of care and determination. “It’s up to you to protect our family.

“You’re right. I need to step up for us,” I say, setting my jaw. “You stood with me, and that means a lot.”

“We all did,” she says, pulling herself into my chest. “Liz, Nidhi, and Ashley all support you, Matt. I am just the messenger.”

The icy cold anger in my gut evaporates as it’s replaced by warm comfort. Inhaling her scent, I press my lips to her forehead. “We’ll figure this out, together. As a family.”
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The story continues in Red’s Reckoning.


PART FIVE

NAOMI'S RECKONING


CHAPTER 1
AFTERSHOCK


After shutting the door on Naomi, my mind buzzes with the weight of my decision. Did I cut off any chance of Jack having a relationship with his birth mother?

Kate walks alongside me as I try to halt my emotional spiral. Her joining me outside was perfect timing. Listening to Naomi’s strident sobs was weakening my resolve. As I take her hand, relief washes over me when we find Ashley, Nidhi, and Liz wearing somber expressions and sitting in a line on the couch. I nervously smile as I guide Kate to the loveseat beside them. “Clearly, things have changed drastically. Jack will stay with us until I confront Naomi.”

They all nod, but Kate pushes back.

“We’re with you. For Jack. We confront her together.”

I glance at her, then close my eyes. I hope my outburst didn’t wake him. Kate’s words distill everything to a single purpose: Jack.

“Thank you.” I squeeze her hand and focus on the girls. “To clarify Naomi’s situation, she’s no longer in a relationship with Trent. He kicked her out. She has no place to live and can’t provide a home for Jack. So it’s up to us.”

Ashley raises her hand, and I nod.

“Caring for Jack isn’t a problem. We do it gladly.” She pans across the faces of my lovers, and they nod. “But Matt. I’m concerned about him. He isn’t talking as much and has lost interest in walking. It’s been six months since she left. He cries when Naomi drops him off and again as you pack his bag to take him back.” She shrugs. “You’ve said he’s our primary purpose, and his behavior worries me.”

“I agree, he seems thrown off with the custody changes. He doesn’t understand why Mommy isn’t here. It’s gotta be hard on him. Can you do your online thing and see if anything tracks?”

She nods, and I take a beat. Taking charge feels natural. Since the girls moved in, my distracted stupor, hyperfocus on work, and inattention to my family have evaporated. I have to lead this new family. I need to decide the right path for all of us.

“Keeping Naomi away for a week is a start, but I have no idea what’s next. She’s gotta make changes in her life. She has nowhere else to go, and I gotta step up and help her. I’d like the four of you to help me.”

Kate rubs my thigh, getting my attention before she replies. “As I see it, we should focus on three things. First, Naomi needs to find a place to live outside a hotel. Second, she needs a clear direction or goal. Third, as you’ve said, she’s Jack’s mother. If we have the opportunity to help her…” She shrugs. ”We should.”

“That’s a great start.” I glance at the others for input, and Liz raises her hand.

“It’s hard for me, because she’s been horrible to you and Jack. I hate how he cries when she leaves.” Liz says, frowning slightly. “If I’m honest, I think the best thing would be for her to go away for good.” She sighs with frustration. “I need to accept what’s best for Jack. Like Ash said, he’s our priority. I hate what she did, but maybe we can help her and Jack.”

“Thank you.” I nod at Nidhi. “Anything?”

“Not right now. I need time to think,” she says with a quiet shrug. “I’m new to this, and don’t have Kate’s experience. I’m only 19. This is… a lot. My mother has a lot of wisdom. I want to talk to her and come clean about us, so she understands. Would that be okay?”

I tilt my head and notch an eyebrow. “You’re going to tell her about running Sunshine Content?”

“Fuck, no,” she says with a laugh. “I’m not ready for that level of honesty with her. But I want to tell her about us, this family. We came together to support you, like families should. I’m proud of us, so I no longer want to hide our relationship from her.”

“I’m proud of you. All of you.” I glance around the circle. “Honesty is brutal sometimes. I admit I wasn’t honest with myself or Naomi after Jack was born. My actions and inactions contributed to the end of our marriage and led to this moment. I need to find peace about that, because I can’t go back in time to undo it.”

The room goes quiet as I focus on each of them. “Whether we like it or not, Naomi is family. But family means accountability. If she wants to be back in Jack's life, she has to earn it."

They all nod, and we break from the living room. Ashley goes to check on Jack and start dinner. Nids and Liz return outside to break down the sets and technical equipment. Kate stands and reaches for my hand.

“That was good, Matt.” She smiles, caressing my chest above the mess from earlier. She wrinkles her nose. “Take a deep breath, go up and take a shower, give yourself some time to let your emotions settle. I’ll oversee the girls and ensure Jack’s fed.”

“You’re right,” I say and stand. “You’re sure I can’t help with anything?”

“We’ve got it. Go rest.”

I nod, gather my phone from the control table outside, and then return, seeing Ashley in the kitchen. “I’m going upstairs to rest.”

“Want me to bring you dinner?”

Her motherly concern sharply contrasts with Naomi’s behavior, and my jaw tightens. “I’ve lost my appetite. I’m gonna call it a night.”

Ashley looks at me, her head tilting with concern. “Alone?”

“Yeah, just for tonight. I’m sorry. Can you tell the others?” I inhale a deep breath. “I just need time alone.”

“Of course.” She comes over and hugs me. “I love you, Matt. We’re going to get through this as a family.”

Physical exhaustion washes over me when I reach the top of the stairs. Passing into our bedroom, I realize I’m still wearing the shorts I pulled on to meet Naomi at the front door. I’m sticky and sweaty and stink like sex.

Starting the shower, I let the water run, warming up while I undress and toss my shorts in the hamper in the bedroom. As I return to the bathroom, Kate enters and closes the bedroom door behind her, joining me in the bathroom.

“You got room for one more?” She sheds her bikini and places it on the counter by the sink.

I take a beat to ogle her perfect breasts before replying. “Always.”

The shower is a large, tiled enclosure with a glass wall and glass door. After checking the water temperature, I hold the door for Kate. She brushes by me, and as our bodies touch, mine responds. My arousal is on a hair trigger with my four younger lovers living so close.

A quiet distraction hangs between Kate and me while we wash each other, keeping our thoughts to ourselves. But her attentive caresses stir my arousal. When she notices my swelling erection, she looks up with a grin.

“Well, that still works.” She laughs, gripping and lightly stroking.

Words disappear as I kiss her with a growl of arousal as my passion rises ferociously. She responds, matching my energy as our kiss deepens. She strokes me until I’m stiff, then she breaks the kiss to face the glass door. I slip behind her and press my tip against her opening, desperate to be inside her.

“Fuck me,” she says quietly. “I want to feel you come inside me.”

“After I make you scream my name,” I growl, reaching around her to grab her breast.

“No.” She shakes her head. “You need this. Be selfish, and fuck me hard.”

I tighten my jaw, dropping my hands to grip her hips. Her words trigger something inside me, activating an anger I’ve locked away. I slam into her, bucking her body against the glass.

A dark fury rises inside me that she unlocked but didn’t cause. Dark emotions swirl in my mind as I rut into her with rough, punishing strokes. The crack of my palm against her ass echoes through our steamy cell. The glass partition shakes as she tries to keep herself away from it.

“Yes!” she says when I grip her hair, haul her neck back, and nip under her jaw. “Fuck me. Take me. I’m yours. Use me. Harder, Matt.”

Her hands flatten against the glass as it bends under my furious thrusts. My hands roam over her flesh, marking her with sharp smacks to her ass and rakes of my fingernails. O growl as I bend lower to bite and suck her neck and shoulders.

Lust rides a tide of anger—at myself, Naomi, and a life I let unravel. Resentment that we never had a chance. Kate takes it all, crying out with a mix of lust and pain. We’re caught up in the swirling darkness of the emotions we’re both processing. When my shaft pulses, she cries out, then bites her arm to silence her scream.

My release triggers hers, and we shiver as our climaxes flood our nerves, shouting as we ride the hot passion until it morphs into fleeting bliss.

My feet slip, and I slide to the bottom of the shower. I pull Kate down, gripping her like she’s my last lifeline. My roiling emotions fuel a hot-blooded anguish that tears me open. I sob, clutching her tight. Kate holds my head to her chest, combing her fingers through my hair.

“Let it out, Matt,” she whispers as I fall apart. “I’m here. You’re safe. I love you.”

As my anguish pours out of me in tears and snot, I wrap her in a tight hug, discharging my agony in waves, quieting only for a beat before a stray thought triggers another jag.

Kate handles it all as I cling to her. She holds me, whispering words I don’t hear in my misery. Finally, when my mind clears, I shift to a foggy sorrow that slowly evaporates. I lift my hot face into the cooling rain of the shower.

“I love you, Kate,” I say, then kiss her tenderly.

We’re quiet as we dry off, change into bedclothes, and climb into the bed. She presses her body against my back and soothes me as my big spoon.

“Sleep, Matt.” She kisses my cheek before slipping out of bed. “The girls and I need to brainstorm.”

My eyes stay shut as I let the receding darkness pull me into empty dreams.


CHAPTER 2
WAR COUNCIL


When I wake up alone, the emotional storm from yesterday has passed from my thoughts. A cloudless blue sky is visible out the window, promising a new day. I’m split between missing the presence of my harem and appreciating that they’ve given me space to process the shitshow we’re in. Well, except for Kate. But in her own way, she helped me uncork and unload my trapped emotions—along with the other load. Heh.

I roll out of bed and do my morning bathroom routine. Liz enters, holding Jack, as I finish brushing my teeth. She smiles and kisses me.

“You look better. Rested.” She grins as she passes me, Jack. “Jack needs him some Daddy time. I’m gonna help Ash and Nidhi with the huge breakfast for the war council.”

I hug Jack as he presses his face into my neck. I close my eyes and kiss the top of his head, chuckling. “It’s not a war council, Liz.”

“Okay, fair. But it’s a cool name, right?”

“Right.”

She grins impishly before disappearing downstairs, leaving me alone with Jack. I pause to enjoy a moment with him. He cranes his neck up as I look down and says “dada dada”. His trust is sobering because part of me believes this is all my fault. I inhale, pushing the thought away. I can’t beat myself up about the past or worry about the future. I can only focus on doing the right thing today—for myself, for Jack, and for my four lovers downstairs.

I set Jack down on the bed, watching him as I dress so he doesn’t make a reckless tumble off the bed. Donning a short-sleeve Hawaiian shirt and chinos, I pull them on and check the mirror. We’re not planning a war, but it doesn’t seem right to discuss the situation in swimwear.

I need to get my shit together.

Carrying Jack down the stairs on my hip, I search until I find the girls outside around the table. We join them around the teak table stacked with various breakfast foods—more than we could eat. There are stacks of pancakes, waffles, and French toast, a steaming tray of scrambled eggs, bacon, sausage patties and links, bowls of cut fruit, and a pitcher of orange juice.

Ashley rises from the table, greeting me with a warm hug.

“I guess I deal with stress by cooking.” She laughs as she waves at the table. “Let me get Jack in his chair. Kate’s bringing your coffee.” She smiles at Jack, and he bounces on my hip before she takes him to his chair near my seat at the end of the table.

Kate intercepts me with two cups of coffee, handing me one. “You look much better,” she says, stifling a yawn.

“Did you sleep at all?” I ask, unsure if I want to know.

“I napped.” She shrugs with a tired grin. “I’ll catch another nap later. All of us were wired as we brainstormed a plan.” She lifts her cup. “Last cup of coffee. Promise.”

After last night’s drama, the atmosphere at the patio table is calm, if not gentle. A sober undercurrent swirls over what’s next as we take a moment to enjoy a family meal. Jack fists his soggy waffle into his mouth while I enjoy a short stack of pancakes, sausage links, and a pile of cheesy eggs. We should enjoy more meals together. Jack’s cherubic grins at his caregivers remind me of what Naomi walked away from and what the five of us have built without her.

When everyone’s done eating, the girls rise to clear the breakfast dishes while I bounce Jack on my knee. They slowly filter back out—Kate first with her laptop, journal, and sober expression. Then Ashley and Nidhi follow with their laptops and spiral notebooks, like they’re heading into a classroom. Liz brings a carafe of coffee and trades it for Jack.

“I’ll follow your lead,” Liz affirms with a shrug. “I know I don’t have the best attitude toward Naomi. I’ll work on it. I can entertain Jack while the rest of you discuss everything.”

“Thank you, that helps.” I pull her into a hug and kiss her cheek.

“I’m happy to.” She grins, carrying Jack back inside. “We’ll just be inside watching a movie and playing with his toys.”

Everyone focuses on our mission, and I appreciate their taking this seriously. Refilling my coffee cup from the carafe, I inhale the steam, thinking about how to begin. It’s up to me to lead us—for everyone’s sake, including Jack’s.

“Thank you again for helping me figure out how to handle this situation with Naomi. Last night, you took time to think, discuss, and plan. My head is much clearer, and I am ready to listen. Who’d like to go first?”

Ashley raises her hand, and I nod. “I’ve been looking at stuff online—like about what happens to kids Jack’s age when parents split up. What I read says these kids are…” She looks down at her notes. “Prone to regressing. That sounds scary to me. Maybe you can ask his doctor?”

As she talks, my gut tightens. Jack is hurting because I wasn’t looking out for him. But what’s done is done. What’s best for him is my priority. “I’ll request a video call with Dr. Martinez. His office is usually prompt. Can you sit in on the call with me?”

“Of course.” Ashley nods with her eyes full of compassion. “I know you think you’re to blame. It seems many parents miss this stuff, especially when they break up when their kid is an infant. You’re a great dad. I know you’ll help him.”

“Thank you. I should have paid attention sooner. If I had seen this happening, maybe things would be different. But we’ll focus on what’s next. We can’t change the past.”

Kate clears her throat lightly, and I nod at her.

“I focused on Naomi’s housing situation and how she can get a fresh start after Trent kicked her out. We don’t know the details, but that’s a really shitty thing to do. Unfortunately, that situation is common, and these women have nowhere to go. I volunteer at a women’s homeless shelter called Haven House⁠—”

“You think she should go to a shelter?” I interrupt, looking around. “That seems extreme, but I’m at a loss.”

“Oh, hell no.” Kate laughs. “The last place she needs to be is in a homeless shelter, even one well-run like Haven House. But that led me to something we should consider. The house next door.” She tilts her head at the fence between the houses. “Ash’s parents’ contract fell through, and it’s back on the market. I’ve looked over their listing and what they’re asking. I propose we use the shell corporation to offer them a quick sale in cash.”

“Cash?” I raise my eyebrows in surprise. “How’s that possible?”

“I’d have to move some money around, but it’s within reach.”

“Your money? Kate, that’s asking too much.”

“I’ve been saving for a house for a while, Matt. I won’t need to buy one with what’s happening with us. I want to use my money to help our family. Like you’ve said, that includes Naomi.

Her face is calm, and I relax some. “Okay, go on.”

“As I was saying,” she says, grinning, “Ash’s parents are eager to sell and get on with their lives. I’m sorry, Ash, if I’m being too blunt.”

“No, it’s fine,” Ashley says as she chews her lip. “I’m tired of waiting for them to be… I dunno, like, good parents?”

Kate reaches out and squeezes her hand. “I’m sorry they’re like that. You deserve better from them.” Ash’s sad smile reminds me that she’s been abandoned like Jack. Kate turns back to me. “The point I’m making is that we acquire the house and rent it to Naomi. We can do everything via the shell corporation to give us separation. She’ll also need a job, so I want to work my connections to see what I can find.”

“You’re going above and beyond.” We lock eyes as I rub the stubble on my chin.

“It’s in Jack’s best interest. She’s gotta stop flying off whenever she’s had a bad day. This is important to our family, right?”

“Right.” Glancing at my four younger lovers, I sigh and explain the truth. “In bed the other day, I said I still love Naomi. She’s never made that easy, but I think it’s important to help her find a way to grow up.” Focusing on my fingers, I get back on track as the thought cycles in my mind. “Okay, I approve the quick sale, even if Naomi ends up… not cooperating. We are quickly running out of space here, and expanding our living space to the house next door might be an option.”

Kate nods and scribbles in her journal. Nidhi sits up straighter, and we all turn to her.

“I spoke with my mother. She’s now aware I’m living in a polyamorous relationship, and it didn’t surprise her.”

“So she’s not upset?”

“No, she’s happy for me.” Nidhi blinks and wipes her eyes. We pause for a moment, letting her compose herself. “I’m sorry, I was just thinking about how different my mother is from Naomi. I don’t know her, but I want Jack to have a mother who loves him as much as my mother loves me.”

Ashley reaches over to rub Nidhi’s back until she can continue. When Nidhi raises her eyes, I sense focused determination as her jaw tightens. “In Hindu culture, according to Mom, people must be accountable for the hurt they cause and make things right, not just say they’re sorry.”

“Go on?”

“My mother told me something her friend told her about when her son was spiraling and using drugs and stuff. Mom called it Prayaschitta, a Hindu concept of making things right. Like. I read some stuff I found on the net, but it isn’t very clear. But basically, like, Naomi needs to feel the pain she’s caused before she can work on changing.”

“I’m partially to blame for the pain,” I say, feeling a lump in my throat. “Our relationship was going downhill, and I did nothing to stop it. I retreated to my work, while she did the same, only her work had other men…” I take a deep breath and shake my head.

“That’s the thing, Matt,” Kate says. “You’re aware of your faults. Nothing I’ve seen or heard from what you’ve told me about Naomi says she’s aware of the pain she caused. To you. To Jack. Even to herself. It’s all denial and blaming others. It’s toxic. If she can’t see it, then we’ve gotta protect Jack. Legally, if that’s what it takes.”

“I agree with Kate,” Nidhi offers. “Naomi’s still shifting blame, while you keep admitting you messed up. You’re trying to change for the better. Is Naomi?”

The table goes quiet, and I bow my head in thought. When I look up, Liz has joined us.

“Jack’s sleeping.” She shrugs, then frowns. “I’ve been eavesdropping; I know what’s going on. When my parents left, I was alone. It sucked. If we can help her, I think we should. I was wrong to want her to go away.”

I take a beat and scan the faces of my lovers, my chosen family, nodding at each of them to thank them for their thoughts. “If we’re going to do this, we gotta do it right. I feel unprepared and need to figure out how to explain this without her screaming or getting angry at me. I don’t know anything about religion, let alone Hinduism, but something about it resonates.”

Taking slow breaths, I scan their faces, seeing them differently. Liz’s shift from anger and dismissal to acceptance that helping Naomi is best for Jack shows she is maturing. Ashley isn’t just worried; she’s taking action to help Jack. Kate’s plan to help Naomi is extraordinary. Nidhi’s bravery in telling her mom about us amazes me.

“Nidhi, who can we talk with about pra-prayas-c…”

“Prayaschitta.” She grins.

“Yes, that thing. I need someone with the background to walk me through it. I’ll do my research, but if we could meet with someone, it might be better than just winging it.”

She nods. “I’ll ask my mother.”

“Okay, we’ve got a busy week with all of this and creating content for Sunshine. I appreciate your help last night. All of you need to rest today.” I glance around, then stand. “I’ll do the dishes; it helps me think. Take a nap, you all deserve it.”

We break up, and I follow them inside. Ashley follows me into the kitchen, and I glance at her.

“Oh, please.” She smirks. “You don’t know where anything goes. You’re not messing up my kitchen.”

We laugh and head to the sink, where dishes await us. As we stand at the sink, I rinse the breakfast dishes and hand them to her to put in the dishwasher. Our fingers touch, and we glance at each other. Her presence is reassuring. We finish by cleaning the counters, and I see up close how well she keeps the kitchen tidy. 

“You’ve done an incredible job with everything. Liz is right, you are a leader.”

She blushes as I wrap her in a hug, and she leans against my chest. “It seems like the thing I’m supposed to do,” she whispers. “I dreamt of being the perfect wife for you when I was younger and witnessed Naomi being, well, Naomi. It’s like living my dream with everyone. It’s easy to care for people I love.”

We share a tender kiss. “Get some rest,” I tell her as we part. “I’ll take care of Jack today.”

She relaxes and allows her weariness to show. “Thank you. I’m beat. Being an adult is really tiring.”

I grin and leave to track down Liz and Jack as a smile of satisfaction creeps up my lips.


CHAPTER 3
MOMENTUM


Sunday passes quietly after Saturday's intensive meeting—or war council, as Liz still calls it. Our usual routines return—pool time, family meals, and other things happen around Jack's naps. There’s a current of purpose humming through everything. The girls discuss things in pairs or in a group. We’re relaxing, but we know we’ll be making calls, plans, and decisions starting Monday.

Ashley watches Jack and updates her notes when he avoids speaking, pulling up, or walking. Kate lounges by the pool, reviewing documents on her laptop. Nidhi is reading about Hindu spiritual practices via the web on her phone from the chaise beside her, and they chat as she shares an interesting tidbit. Liz keeps everyone's energy light, initiating splash fights and tickle sessions with Jack, reminding us that, despite the seriousness of our mission, we're still a family that knows how to have fun.

By Sunday evening, everyone is ready to move from planning to action. We share quiet intimacy in bed, enjoying and sharing unselfishly. I sleep restlessly and feel them shifting as my mind spins, wrestling with the web of things I don’t fully understand.

Monday morning starts in my bedroom with all five of us; it’s tight. I wake up sandwiched between Kate and Ashley on my narrow California King, while Liz and Nidhi cuddle on a queen-sized air mattress we set up beside the bed. The bedroom is crowded but even though there are beds in other rooms, no one wants to sleep apart from the group. I need to figure out a better solution.

Jack starts babbling through the monitor. The ripple of giggles tells me others are waking up, too. Liz and Nidhi crawl onto my crowded mattress to cuddle for a bit.

"Big day," Kate murmurs against my shoulder, kissing my neck softly.

"We've got this," Ashley adds, stretching as she sits up. “We have work to do, but we’re going to rock this."

I love seeing them full of confidence and purpose. Friday night’s emotional storm feels like a distant memory as we transition into a week of work and planning.

After breakfast, Kate sets up her laptop at the dining room table, surrounded by real estate documents and financial spreadsheets. "I'm handling the short sale logistics with Ashley's parents today," she announces. "Should have preliminary numbers by this afternoon."

“We’re calling Jack’s doctor at ten, right?” Ashley asks, checking her phone. “I’ll be sitting in with you?”

"Yep, you’ve been his primary caregiver since the divorce, and you have the best sense of his progress.”

“I just want him to grow up healthy and loved.” Ash leans against my chest as we share a moment.

Nidhi looks up from her laptop. "My mother connected me with Pandit Sharma. He’s like a Hindu priest or something. He's available for a video consultation at two o'clock. He knows about Prayaschitta practices both in India and Orange County.”

"Perfect.” I nod, appreciating how each woman has moved seamlessly from planning to action. "Liz, you're on Jack duty during the calls?"

"Obviously.” She grins, making airplane noises as she feeds Jack his breakfast. "We have a crucial meeting about trucks and blocks. Don’t we, buddy?"

Jack claps his hands and babbles enthusiastically, which makes everyone smile. Liz has a gift for keeping the atmosphere light even when discussing heavy subjects.

At ten o'clock, Ashley and I sit in my office loft, my laptop in front of us, waiting for Dr. Martinez to join our video call. Should we need it for reference, a folder with Jack’s medical records sits beside me. Liz put him down for a nap after their intense meeting about trucks and blocks. Liz and Nidhi are on the other side of the partition, working on the next shoot for Sunshine. When the monitor flashes on the edge of my desk, I remind them to keep it down.

Dr. Martinez appears, his familiar, gentle demeanor immediately putting us at ease. "Mr. Lewis, Ashley. I reviewed your concerns about Jack's development. Let's discuss what you've observed."

Ashley leans forward. “Jack’s not talking enough, based on what I’ve read online and in the What to Expect book. He says 'dada' and 'mama' but not much else consistently. And his walking is still wobbly—more so in the past few weeks."

"I've noticed he's more clingy than usual," I add. "Especially when anyone mentions going somewhere or when there are changes to routine."

Dr. Martinez nods thoughtfully. "Given what you’ve told me about the family disruption from your divorce and the repeated custody transitions, what you're describing is quite common. Jack is experiencing what we call 'environmental regression'—temporary delays caused by emotional stress rather than developmental issues."

The knot in my stomach loosens slightly. "So this isn't permanent?"

"Not at all. Children Jack's age are remarkably resilient, but they need stability and consistent caregiving to feel secure enough to continue their development.” He pauses, reviewing his notes. "The fact that you're both observing these patterns shows excellent parental awareness. Many families miss these subtle signs."

Ashley reaches for my hand. "What can we do to help him?"

"Maintain consistent routines, limit caregiver transitions, and provide extra emotional support during changes. Has his mother been… available for regular contact?"

I feel my jaw tighten. "That’s… complicated right now. She's dealing with some personal issues."

"I see." Dr. Martinez's expression remains neutral but understanding. "In that case, I'd recommend focusing on what stability you can provide. Jack clearly has strong attachment bonds with both of you. You’re his foundation for healing and growth."

“Shouldn’t he be talking more?” Ashley asks, leaning forward. “He babbles and knows a few words, but that’s about it.”

"Let's give the environmental stability approach six weeks. I suspect his speech will improve naturally once his emotional security is restored. We can discuss speech therapy if we don’t see progress by then." Dr. Martinez leans forward slightly. "The key is consistency. The more stable his daily environment becomes, the more confident he'll feel to explore and communicate."

After the call ends, Ashley and I sit quietly, processing his advice.

"Environmental regression," Ashley repeats thoughtfully. “So it's not Jack's fault. It's not really our fault either. He's dealing with our chaos the only way he knows how."

I squeeze her hand. "Dr. Martinez seemed encouraged by how aware we are of his needs."

"Because we actually give a shit about him,” Ashley growls with a slight edge to her voice. "Because we put him first."

Her unspoken comparison to Naomi hangs in the air, but I don't pursue it. We have information now, and a plan. That's what matters.

Liz and Nidhi look around the partition now that the call is over. "How'd it go with the doctor?" Liz asks as she wraps a silky robe around her shoulders. My eyes are drawn to her breasts as she covers them up, smirking at me.

"Good news," Ashley replies as she elbows me with a knowing grin. “Jack’s regression is normal for kids dealing with what he’s going through. Doc says stability and consistency will help.”

"Well, stability is our middle name," Liz grins. “We're the most boring, predictable family ever."

Nidhi snorts and laughs. “Predictably sexy and wild.” She adjusts Liz’s robe and looks over her shoulder. “Want to take a quick break, papa bear?” She glances down at my crotch. “If you’re up for it, I want to capture some short scenes with you and Liz.”

My dick stiffens in my trousers as Ashley giggles, standing and rubbing my shoulders. “Have some fun with Liz, babe. I’ll catch up with Kate downstairs.”

As I stand up, Liz watches me with a knowing grin as I adjust my growing hard-on. "I’m ready for my closeup, Ms. Director. Where’s my mark?”

Nidhi laughs, pulls me to the other side of the partition, unbuttons my shirt, and undoes my belt. “Just a quick oral scene, but I want you like this. Just half dressed like you’re impatient, and Liz is too.”

She guides me down to sit on the daybed’s edge while Liz settles on her knees between my legs. The studio lights up Liz’s face as she looks up at me and runs her hands along my thighs.

“Wait,” Nidhi smacks Liz’s shoulder. “I gotta get the camera, needy slut.” She walks past me to the control table and picks up a handheld digital camera to record video. “I’ll handhold it, I want it to be rough, like a live shot.”

She points the camera at Liz and directs us closer until we’re both in frame.  “Okay, I’m rolling. Action.”

Liz leans forward, pulls my trousers open, and reaches in, wrapping her fingers around my rigid cock and speaking for the camera. “Mmm, you're hard already. Been thinking about my slutty mouth?”

There’s no script for this, but we’ve established some guidelines for ad-libbing. Nidhi wants us to stay aware of the camera angle, so I comb my fingers through Liz’s hair, brushing her long brown locks to the opposite side to give the camera a clear line of sight. “You always make me hard. I love your mouth. Show me how much you can take.”

Being in front of the camera feels natural as the impromptu scene unfolds seamlessly. Liz gives me one of her enthusiastic blow jobs while Nidhi slowly paces around to get different angles. Liz’s technique has improved with more practice. She cups my balls, tugging them firmly, and it’s not long before I toss my head back with a moan.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come.”

Liz pulls back, stroking me. “Do it, paint my face with your virile seed.”

I tighten my jaw to keep from laughing at the corny line, but Nidhi says the viewers like our campy antics. Liz takes me deep one more time, then pulls off as she tightens her grip and strokes. When I erupt, shooting white creamy streams over her cheeks, Liz pulls a few more spurts then covers my head as my cock throbs, pulsing the rest of my load into her mouth.

Liz finishes and shows me the load on her tongue before swallowing. We stare at each other, and it doesn’t feel like acting as I praise her. “Good girl.”

“Cut,” Nidhi calls, lowering her camera. “Perfect. I got some incredible footage I can use for short clips or as b-roll for other scenes.”

I lean back on my hands as Liz cleans up my mess and junk. “Living the porn star life,” I quip, and the girls laugh.

I get myself put together and head downstairs to check in with Kate as Ashley finishes making sandwiches.

“Have fun?” Kate grins, arching her brow.

“Yeah.” I return her smile, leaning and kissing her. “I relieved some pressure. Or rather, Liz did for me.”

“She’s good at that.” Kate laughs as Ashley slides some deli meat roll-ups with chips on paper plates in front of us and sits beside Kate with her own plate. “Can I update you both while we eat?”

We switch modes and listen to her ideas for buying Ash’s house in a quick sale. We continue to discuss the fine points for the financing, and Kate points at her screen. “Matt, I want you to look at this website. It’s Haven House, the shelter I told you about. I’ll text you the link. I think it might be an option for employment. Working with abandoned and abused women might help her.”

I nod and try to talk with my mouth full, and she holds up her hands to protect her face, laughing,

“Just nod your head, silly.” 

I finish chewing with a smile. It’s wonderful to be so in sync with her and Ash, and I take a beat to enjoy their smiles before my mind returns to our goals.


CHAPTER 4
MAKING PLANS


At two o’clock, the family gathers around the kitchen table for Nidhi’s consultation call with Pandit Sharma. While we wait, Nidhi teaches us a little about Hinduism. A pandit is a Hindu scholar or priest. Their traditional garments include a kurta, a white collarless tunic, and a dhoti, a seamless white cloth wrapped around their waist and legs, worn like pants. She enjoys learning more about her Indian background, and everything she shares with us is fascinating.

The video call connects, and an elderly man wearing a white robe and a yellow scarf appears on screen. His kind eyes immediately convey wisdom and compassion.

"Namaste, Nidhi," he says warmly. "Your mother explained your family's situation. I understand you seek guidance about Prayaschitta practices for someone who has caused harm through abandonment."

Nidhi bows her head respectfully. "Yes, Pandit. We want to understand how it would work with a woman who abandoned her family.”

Pandit Sharma nods thoughtfully with a glimmer of a grin. “First, remember Prayaschitta is not punishment, child. It is spiritual purification through acknowledgment, visible penance, and devoted service. The soul must recognize the weight of its actions before healing begins."

I lean forward, drawn in by his calm authority. "What would that look like practically?"

“Usually, if they’re serious about balancing karma through effort, they’ll adopt visible marking for the journey. In ancient times, they would shave their heads or wear saffron robes. The visible external change reflects and reinforces their internal commitment." His eyes grow more serious. "Second, service to those similarly wounded. For instance, those who abandon their child might serve other abandoned mothers and children. By witnessing their pain, they will understand their own impact."

Ashley shifts beside me. "How long does this process take?"

"As long as the soul requires, child. Some find genuine remorse quickly. Others resist the truth for years." Pandit Sharma pauses, studying our faces through the screen. "But you must understand—Prayaschitta only works if the person freely accepts this path. It cannot be controlled from outside."

"What if she refuses?" Kate asks from beside Nidhi.

"Then she is not ready. Her pain has not yet taught her what she needs to learn."

Nidhi leans closer to the camera. "How can we tell if she really means it or is just acting?"

The old man smiles slightly. "Genuine penance brings humility, not self-pity. Real atonement focuses on serving others, not on personal suffering. Watch her eyes when she speaks of those she has harmed—does she see their pain, or only her own?"

After the call, we sit in contemplative silence. As usual, Liz is the first to speak.

"So basically, she needs to feel like crap about what she did, look different so everyone, including herself, knows she's working on herself, then help other people who got screwed over like Jack did?"

I smile wryly at her translation. "That’s… actually a pretty accurate summary."

"But we can't force her to do it," Ashley adds thoughtfully. "She has to choose it herself, or it won't mean anything."

Kate nods, her business mind already working. "Our job is to create circumstances where that choice becomes clear to her. We can present our plan in mediation to restore split custody, but she has to accept the process herself."

"And if she refuses?" I ask, though I already know the answer.

"Then she's telling us she’s not ready to accept her wrongs," Nidhi says quietly.

“We’ll have to go back to court and sue for sole custody,” Kate adds while I frown.

“Little help that will do. The court already mandated split custody, knowing Naomi often travels and doesn’t have a consistent schedule, while I work from home with in-house help. The scales are tipped in favor of the mother.” I shake my head, not wanting to the stress of a court battle, which will only bring more discord.

“Right now,” Kate says. “We don’t know if Naomi will return to her job as a flight attendant. She may decide to change jobs.”

The weight of that truth settles over us. The stakes are high, so it is critical to create a plan that Naomi will accept while still being firm enough to make a difference.

Kate closes her laptop with a soft snap and switches gears. "I've got updates on the house situation. Ashley's parents accepted our cash offer. We can close by Wednesday."

"That fast?" Ashley blinks.

"Cash talks. Your folks are eager to start their new life." Kate's expression softens in compassion before it grows more businesslike. "I've also taken the initiative to call Haven House, that women's shelter I told you about over lunch. Roberta, the house manager, said that she could use volunteer help. That would be a good place to serve if Naomi chooses our plan.”

“Okay, but part of our plan was for her to pay rent,” I say, my mind switching to the money issue. “I trust you, but the short sell and our startup costs are substantial. Also, she won’t learn anything if she doesn’t have skin in the game. If she volunteers, how can she earn her rent?”

“I’ll run you through the finances later, but I agree. I asked her, and Roberta said volunteers who show progress often move to a paid position.” Kate leans back and crosses her arms over her t-shirt. “Think of this as an internship. If Naomi shows progress, she can continue there; otherwise, we’ll have to pivot to Plan M.”

“Okay, what’s Plan M, and what happened to plans B through L?”

“Plan M. Make shit up.” Kate’s smirks. “Look, we need to be flexible, this is a plan, and plans never go… well, as planned.”

I nod. “Like Mike Tyson said, ‘Everyone has a plan until they get punched in the mouth.’” Even with uncertainty, I appreciate how each piece is falling into place. “So we have the start of our plan: housing next door and service at the shelter. What about visible markers of commitment? We need to think about that.”

"First, don't forget the most important part," Liz adds, bouncing Jack on her knee. "She actually has to want it. No faking, no performing, no 'more of her ‘I’ll do what I want’ nonsense.”

Her blunt assessment makes everyone nod. That's Liz's gift—cutting through the bullshit and finding out what is underneath.

"What's our timeline?" Ashley asks.

“She’s supposed to return here on Friday. We need to push it, send an official invite to her hotel on Friday,” I decide. “That gives us three full days to prepare. Hopefully, the house next door can be ready, and Haven House expects a potential volunteer. We gotta be ready to put our plan into action.”

As if sensing the gravity of adult conversation, Jack starts fussing. Liz immediately shifts into entertainment mode, making silly faces until he giggles.

"Someone needs his nap," Ashley observes, reaching for him. "I'll get him settled."

The others begin dispersing to their afternoon activities. Kate returns to her real estate documents, still managing details of the house purchase. Nidhi sits across from me, researching more about Hindu spiritual practices. Liz follows Ashley upstairs, probably to help with Jack's nap routine.

I stay at the table, processing everything we've learned today

Dr. Martinez's words echo in my head: environmental regression. It's not Jack's fault that his world keeps changing. He needs stability, and, until now, I've been part of the chaos instead of the solution.

Nidhi rises, walks around the table, and settles into the chair beside me. "Heavy thoughts?"

"Just processing." I reach for her hand, grateful for her calming presence. "Pandit Sharma gave me a lot to think about."

"About Naomi?"

"About myself, actually." I turn to face her, struck again by the glimmer of wisdom in her dark eyes. "When he talked about genuine remorse versus performance. I wondered if I've been performing forgiveness without actually working through my anger."

Nidhi nods slowly, sitting down beside me. “Anger can be useful if it motivates proper action. But holding onto it after its purpose is served becomes poisonous.” She smiles wistfully. “At least, that's how my mother explained it after I was bullied my first year of high school. I was so angry, but she taught me to focus on what I can control rather than be angry about things I cannot.”

“You’re an old soul,” I smirk, reaching for her hand. “For being nineteen, you share a lot of wisdom.”

She smiles and takes my hand in both of hers. "My grandmother used to say that wisdom isn't knowing all the answers—it's knowing which questions to ask."

The house grows quiet around us. Kate's typing softly at her laptop, managing the financial details that will make our plan possible. Upstairs, I hear Ashley's gentle voice reading to Jack, settling him for his nap.

"I love how everyone has fit into their role in this," I tell Nidhi. “Ashley takes care of Jack and keeps us fed, Kate manages the details, and Liz keeps us all sane."

"And you're leading,” she adds. "Learning to trust instead of trying to control everything.”

"What about you? What's your role?"

Nidhi considers this, her thumb tracing circles on my palm. “I don’t know… I want to believe we can do good—even when it seems impossible. My culture teaches that no soul is beyond healing if they choose that path.”

I lean back in my chair, feeling some tension release from my shoulders. "Friday feels simultaneously too soon and not soon enough."

"You’ll be ready," she says with quiet confidence. "We’ll all be ready.”

Kate looks up from her laptop. "The house closing is confirmed for Wednesday at 2 p.m. I'll handle all the paperwork remotely—Ashley's parents don't need to know who's buying it."

"Perfect," I say, appreciating how smoothly she's managed everything. "What about furnishing it?"

"Basic rental furniture arrives Thursday morning. Nothing fancy, but it’s functional: a bed, table, chairs, and couch—enough for someone to live simply while they figure out their next steps. We’re not filling up every room. One bedroom, a table and chairs for the kitchen, a couch and a lamp for the living room. We’ll install locks and use the rooms she doesn’t occupy for storage. Visible locks will serve as a reminder that it’s not her house. I think that aligns with our objectives.”

Nidhi squeezes my hand. "Simple living is part of the process anyway."

The pieces are falling into place, and I again consider that what we’re doing may be by fate. “By Friday, we'll have everything ready—the house, the service opportunity, and the process we expect Naomi to follow. Whether she chooses to walk through the door we're opening is entirely up to her.”

"I should check on Ashley and Jack," I say, standing but reluctant to break the peaceful moment with Nidhi.

"Go.” She smiles. “I want to tell my mother about talking to Pandit Sharma."

I head upstairs, following Ashley's voice to Jack's room. I find her sitting in the rocking chair beside his crib, reading quietly from a picture book while he sleeps. She looks up when I appear in the doorway, putting a finger to her lips.

I approach quietly, leaning down to kiss the top of her head. She tilts her face for a proper kiss, which I gladly provide. She carefully rises and transfers him into his crib, and he settles easily on the mattress as she covers him with his blanket.

"He went down easy," she whispers, waving toward the door. "I think the routine we’ve kept since Naomi left in a huff is helping, just like Dr. Martinez says.”

Glancing back at my sleeping son as we leave his room, I feel a surge of protective determination. Whatever happens with Naomi, Jack will have stability. He'll have people who put him first, notice when he needs help, and create the consistency he requires to heal and grow.

"You're amazing with him," I tell Ashley, meaning every word.

She blushes slightly. "I just pay attention. It's not that complicated."

But it is that simple, and that's what makes it profound. Ashley pays attention, is present, and puts his needs first. Everything Naomi struggled to do, Ashley does naturally.

We slip out of his room together, closing the door softly behind us. In the hallway, Ashley turns to face me, her expression thoughtful.

"Matt, can I ask you something?"

"Always."

She chews her lip momentarily, the way she does when working through something complex. "When we present this—” she wrinkles her nose, “plan to Naomi on Friday… What if she says yes but doesn't mean it? What if she says what we want to hear?”

It's a question that's been nagging at me, too. "Pandit Sharma said genuine penance shows in the eyes—whether someone sees others' pain or only their own. We'll have to trust our instincts to tell the difference."

"Liz will know," Ashley says with surprising confidence. "She sees through people's bullshit better than anyone. If Naomi's faking it, Liz will call her out."

I smile, realizing she's right. For all of Liz's playfulness, she has an uncanny ability to see what’s really going on. "Good point. Between your maternal instincts, Kate's strategic thinking, Nidhi's spiritual wisdom, and Liz's bullshit detector, we've got all the bases covered."

Ashley steps closer, sliding her arms around my waist. "And you've got the hardest job of all—making the final decisions that affect Jack's future."

"We make decisions together," I correct, pulling her close. "That's what family does."

She rests her head against my chest, and I feel some of the day's tension drain away. Monday's momentum has been productive but also emotionally heavy. The pediatrician's insights about Jack's regression, Pandit Sharma's words about choosing to change being the most important, and Kate's practical arrangements all add to real progress and responsibility.

"Three more days," Ashley murmurs against my shirt.

"Three more days," I agree, kissing her crown and inhaling her scent. I hear Liz's laughter mixing with Kate's more measured voice downstairs as they share updates about their respective tasks. The sounds fill me with gratitude for this new family we've built together. Whatever Friday brings, we'll face it united.

And that makes all the difference.


CHAPTER 5
FLOWING


Tuesday through Thursday blur together in a flurry of activity. Kate spends hours on phone calls with contractors, furniture suppliers, and Haven House staff, orchestrating details professionally. Ashley takes Jack to a playground consultation with a child development specialist, who confirms Dr. Martinez's assessment—environmental stability will help Jack's regression. Nidhi meets with other family members to ask salient questions about Prayaschitta practices. Liz alternates between keeping Jack entertained and serving as everyone's emotional barometer, ensuring no one gets too wound up in the intensity of preparation.

Wednesday's house closing went smoothly. Kate handled everything remotely, and I signed the documents as the CFO of Sunshine Content, making the company the owner of Ashley’s childhood home. We shared a bottle of sparkling cider to celebrate another milestone.

Thursday morning brings the furniture delivery—simple pieces that transform the empty house into a functional living space. A small dining table and two chairs sit under a hanging bare lightbulb beside the functional kitchen. The living room has a worn but clean sofa and a lamp. A locksmith moves through the house, adding one to each door in the single-story home, leaving the smallest room near the kitchen without a lock. Its simple furniture feels more like a dorm room than an inn, fitting its purpose according to our plan—nothing luxurious, but adequate for someone starting over.

"It is pretty stark," Liz observes as we walk through the nearly empty house. "Which, I guess, means no distractions."

Ashley runs her fingers along the kitchen counter where she may have done homework as a child. "Strange being back here. But it feels right—like the house is getting a chance at redemption too."

By Thursday evening, everything is in place. The house is ready. Haven House expects a potential volunteer on Monday, and our family reviewed and perfected the plan. We gather around the dining table for a final review session.

"Let’s do a quick round robin," I begin, looking around at each of my women. "Kate?"

"The house is fully functional. Basic utilities like water and electricity are billed to our shell. I've prepared lease documents for the shell company—month-to-month terms, reasonable rent that she can afford if she gets the Haven House position." Kate consults her notes. "Roberta at Haven House confirmed they can offer unpaid volunteer work starting Monday. There is potential for a paid position if she shows commitment and competence."

"Ashley, Jack's situation?"

“I think Dr. M. is right. Stability seems to be working. Jack is talking a little more and trying to walk first instead of sitting, then crawling.” Ashley's maternal confidence grew stronger as the week went on. "I've scheduled a follow-up appointment for six weeks.”

"Nidhi?"

"So, I talked to some of my family who know about Hindu things like Prayaschitta. They all said the same things." She counts on her fingers. "First, she’s gotta change something about herself to remind her of a new direction. Second, she needs to help other people who got screwed over the same way. And third, she’s gotta feel bad about what she did, not just pretend."

She pauses, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. "All of them agree, like, you can't fake your way through this stuff. It will be clear if she truly wants to change.”

"And Liz?"

"I've been watching you guys while you did all this research." She bounces Jack on her knee, making him giggle, then hands him off to Ashley when she reaches for him. "But mostly I've been thinking about Naomi and how she's gonna try to bullshit us. It’s who she is; she can’t help it. She's been manipulating Matt forever, so we gotta watch out for that."

I nod, appreciating how each woman has prepared for tomorrow in her own way. "So we're ready. I’ll confront Naomi when she arrives. Then we’ll run her through the circumstances, narrowing her options until she agrees. I don’t expect it to be easy. If she agrees, it’s got to be genuine and voluntary. Finally, Kate will run her through the plan and get her to sign off.”

“Oh, wait, there's something else." Nidhi fiddles with her phone. “When I told my mom and those other people about us—this harem.” She winds her hand around our circle. “They asked if we were having sex. Which was super awkward, but…”

Kate raises an eyebrow. "In what context?"

"They kept asking if we're really becoming a family or if we're just horny all the time." Nidhi blushes but continues. "I know it sounds weird, but it matters for tomorrow with Naomi."

I feel a slight tension in my shoulders. "How so?"

"Well, they said Hinduism has this thing called kama, which is tied up in love and sex and desire, and it's actually supposed to be one of the good things in life. Not shameful like some religions make it." Nidhi looks around the table. "The point is, they said what we have builds our family up, makes us stronger. But what Naomi did—cheating and abandoning Jack—was selfish."

Ashley shifts Jack in her arms. "So what does this mean when we talk to Naomi tomorrow?"

"It means we're not doing anything wrong," Nidhi says, gaining confidence. "Like, the people I talked to said that sex and love can actually be spiritual if it's helping your family. But what Naomi did—just hooking up because it felt good and leaving Jack—was fucked up. I mean, they were horrified she’d just up and leave.”

Liz nods approvingly. "So basically, what we do is about love, and what she did with her pilot boy-toy was just being a selfish bitch."

"Yeah, exactly!" Nidhi grins. "My mom's friend said that's the difference—does it make your family stronger or tear everything apart?"

Ashley looks thoughtful. "So if she tries to say we're doing something wrong by all being together…”

"We can tell her she's full of shit," Liz finishes. "We take care of Jack. We take care of each other. She just ran off with some Chad.”

"Right.” Nidhi nods. "This one guy I talked to said it's not about stopping sex or whatever. It’s about whether you're doing it because you love people or just because you're horny and selfish."

Kate leans forward, her business mind engaging. "So this gives us solid ground to stand on if she tries to turn this around on us or attack our family."

"Yeah, exactly," Nidhi says, getting excited. "And it means she can't just say sorry and expect everything to be fine.” She glances at Jack, who's fallen asleep against Ashley's shoulder. "The people I talked to were impressed that we care for Jack together. They said that's what real families do—everyone helps everyone else grow."

I feel something settle in my chest—validation. "So tomorrow, we're not just giving her an ultimatum. We're offering her a real chance to understand what family means."

"If she wants it," Ashley adds quietly, adjusting Jack as he sleeps. "If she can think about anybody other than herself for once."

Liz stretches and yawns. "Well, I don't know about all this mystical stuff, but I can smell bullshit from a mile away. Tomorrow we'll find out if Naomi's for real or trying to get what she wants."

Nidhi puts her fingers to her lips, bowing her head in thought. “One more thing. After you put Jack down, let’s meet out on the patio. I want to lead us through a yoga flow to help settle our minds before Friday. Liz, I need your help setting this up.

The three girls leave, and Kate shuts down her laptop and organizes her papers into a neat pile.

"Penny for your thoughts," she whispers, noticing my quiet contemplation.

"Just thinking about how much has changed since Naomi showed up a week ago," I say quietly. "How much we've all grown."

We move to the living room hand in hand, and I settle into my chair as she slips into my lap.

"Are you nervous about tomorrow?"

"Honestly? No." The realization surprises me. "A week ago, I would have been worried and stressed. But now? We've done the work. We know what we're offering and why. The outcome is entirely up to her."

"That's very zen of you.” Ashley smiles as she joins us, kneeling beside my chair.

"I think Nidhi's been rubbing off on me."

“Or rubbing you off.” Kate laughs, and I grin.

As if summoned, Nidhi slides open the glass door and smiles at the three of us. “Okay, can you guys come outside?”

Kate shifts off my lap to stand. "Everything okay?"

"Perfect, actually. I want to try something my mom taught me when I was stressed about graduation," Nidhi says softly, moving to the center of the futon. "It's like yoga breathing, but for when you need to feel connected to people you love." Nidhi leads us through the sliding glass door onto the pool deck to the flat outdoor futon under the star-filled sky. Liz is kneeling at one corner of the futon, breathing slowly with her head bowed.

Nidhi settles cross-legged, patting the large futon around her. "Just sit however feels comfortable and breathe with me. I learned this online to relax while figuring out the cam stuff. It’s supposed to help you feel… I don't know, more centered or whatever."

We arrange ourselves around her, and she begins counting our breaths. "In for five… hold… out for five. Just focus on breathing together."

As we settle into the rhythm, she continues softly. "My mom always said touch can be healing in all facets of love. Not like, sexual necessarily, just... connected." Her voice carries uncertainty mixed with conviction. "I've been reading about this stuff, and it's supposed to help families bond."

The transition from breathing to gentle touching happens naturally—hands on shoulders, fingers tracing arms. Nidhi's guidance becomes more tentative as we move beyond her experience.

"I don't know everything about this,” she admits shyly, "but this feels right. Like we're all here together before everything changes tomorrow."

The intense feeling of closeness grows as we touch and caress each other. My cock swells more from the sensual touching and synchronous breathing than from lust. As if it’s filling with blood pumped directly from my heart. Everyone sways in similar patterns, shifting closer toward each other more. Nidhi hums, and I open my eyes, watching the serenity of her face as she continues.

“I’ve read that in tantric practice, breath connects body and spirit," Nidhi explains as she guides us into gentle stretches. "Touch becomes prayer. Pleasure becomes devotion."

The transition from her informal yoga to intimacy happens naturally, guided by breath and our connection rather than urgent need. She pairs me with Ash and Kate with Liz as we stretch and flow between the poses. The stretches become more intimate as she crawls between us, her hands guiding posture, supporting balance, and sharing weight.

Soft touches and synchronized breathing draw me toward the center of the futon, fully erect. I continue to practice emptying my mind as we shed our clothes, exposing more skin to touch and be touched by. We flow from one position to another, our bodies coiling into a shifting tangle of naked flesh. I lose track of whose hands are touching me, whose breast I’m squeezing, whose fingers trace my stiff cock.

The flow shifts as my four women breathe as one, touching me and each other, heartbeats increasing. Touches become more carnal and sensual. I lick through Kate’s drenched pussy lips, only realizing it’s her by the blonde tuft above her clit. Lips encompass the tip of my cock, then move slowly down my rigid shaft. Through it all, we moan in concert as our breathing meshes and our hearts quicken. Wild unrestrained desire wells up from within our connected bodies as we move from touching to fondling, from petting to easy intercourse in a natural flow to the beat of our hearts.

When I erupt deep inside Liz’s pussy, she cries out as she climaxes, and a ripple of release flows through all of us. Then, relaxing under the stars, our synchronized breathing drifts apart. I’m lax; my empty mind fills as I drift to sleep under the stars.


CHAPTER 6
RECKONING


The doorbell doesn't ring. Instead, the door vibrates with three sharp, aggressive raps that echo through the house like gunshots. I glance at the clock. It’s 4:47 p.m. Thirteen minutes early, but that’s Naomi, always needing to control the timing, the setting, and the narrative.

I look through the peephole, watching her pace up and down on the porch, a crumpled paper clutched in her fist. It must be the legal summons Kate delivered through her attorney—a formal request for this meeting with specific language about "discussing Jack's developmental needs and family structure”—professional, neutral, giving nothing away about what awaits her inside our doors.

"She's here," I call softly to the girls arranged in the living room exactly as we planned. Ashley sits in the chair closest to Jack's play area, her research files in a neat stack beside her. Kate occupies the far end of the couch with her laptop open, legal documents within easy reach. Nidhi has positioned herself between the living room and the kitchen, relaxing against the wall.

Liz sits cross-legged on the floor near Jack as he plays with building blocks while keeping one eye on the front door. Jack babbles happily, oblivious to the storm about to break over our family. His innocence strengthens my resolve. This is for him and Naomi.

I take a deep breath, feeling my shoulders relax. The emotional chaos from a week ago is replaced by calm certainty, and I repeat the words I said to Kate yesterday. We've done the work. We know what we're offering and why. Whatever happens next is entirely Naomi's choice.

Another round of pounding, more insistent this time.

"Matt!" Her voice is sharp with all-too-familiar anger. "I know you're in there. We need to talk about this bullshit legal notice."

I walk to the door, my bare feet silent on the hardwood, wearing a buttoned, untucked short-sleeve shirt and faded jeans. Behind me, the girls are dressed sensibly in long skirts and blouses; their quiet support isn’t anxious or tense but unified. My hand rests on the doorknob as I center myself. I can see Naomi's silhouette through the frosted side glass, shifting restlessly, her free hand gesturing as she mutters to herself, waving the crumpled summons.

I open the door.

She's dressed for battle—sharp business suit, hair pulled back into a messy chignon, dark eyeliner with a cat’s eye, cheeks dark with rouge and colored by anger. But underneath it, I catch glimpses of the woman sleeping alone in a hotel room for a week: dark circles under her eyes, a tic in her jaw, an edginess of someone uncertain what’s happening.

"What the hell is this?" She thrusts the legal document toward my face. "Developmental assessments? Family structure evaluation? Are you trying to take Jack away from me completely?"

"Come inside, Naomi." My voice is steady, calm. "We have a lot to discuss."

"I'm not going anywhere until you explain—" She stops mid-sentence, her gaze shifting past me to the living room. Her eyes widen as she takes in the scene: my four women arranged purposefully, Jack playing contentedly in the center, research materials and legal documents visible on every surface. "This is an ambush." Her voice drops to a dangerous whisper, eyes sharpening into a glare. "You set me up."

“No.” I step back, gesturing for her to enter. "This is accountability. There's a difference."

She hesitates on the threshold, her fight-or-flight instincts warring for control. I can see her calculating—storm off and maintain her righteous anger, or step inside and face whatever we've prepared—as the crumpled summons crinkles in her tightening fist.

"Jack," I call softly without taking my eyes off her. "Look who's here."

I glance back to see our son glance up from his blocks, see Naomi, and immediately look away. His toys are more important and safer than his angry mother. The dismissal is devastating in its innocence. Naomi’s armor cracks—faintly, but I see it.

"He doesn't even…” she whispers, then catches herself, straightening her spine. "You've turned him against me. Poisoned him."

"We've protected him.” Ashley steps between Naomi and Jack, holding her hands neutrally in front of her. She’s not aggressive, but she’s clearly acting as a shield. "We've given him stability while you figured out what you wanted."

Naomi's eyes flash between Ashley and me, her jaw tightening. "Don't you dare lecture me about my son. You're just the babysitter who⁠—"

"Stayed. Ashley was here." Kate's voice cuts through Naomi's building tirade as she shuts her laptop and sets it aside. "Every day. Every night. Every fever, every milestone, every moment you chose to be somewhere else. Ashley stayed.”

The room goes quiet except for Jack's soft babbling as he stacks blocks with Liz. Naomi's gaze sweeps across each woman, taking in their unified stance and calm confidence. The desperate edge in her expression sharpens.

"So this is how it's going to be? All of you against me?" She steps fully into the house, letting the door close behind her with a soft click. "Jack’s mother against the four whores who seduced his father. Fine. Let's get this over with."

I gesture toward the couch, without raising my voice. Her hysterics have lost their power. "Sit down, Naomi. Please."

She remains standing, the crumpled summons still clutched in her fist. "I'll stand, thanks. Makes it easier to leave when you're done with whatever this bullshit is."

Liz gets up from where she's playing with Jack and stands between Naomi and my son, her voice gentle. "You know, running away is kind of your thing. Maybe try staying for once?"

Naomi's head snaps toward Liz, anger flaring. "Excuse me?"

"You heard me." Liz doesn't flinch, doesn't raise her voice. "When things get hard, you bail. Marriage gets tough? You cheat. Motherhood gets overwhelming? You dump Jack on Matt. Boyfriend gets tired of your drama? You show up here, expecting us to fix it."

"You don't know anything about⁠—"

"I know Jack calls Ashley 'Mama' now," Liz continues, her tone matter-of-fact rather than cruel. "I know he stopped asking where you are. I know he sleeps through the night now that he's not waiting for you to disappear again."

The words hit Naomi like physical blows. Her face goes pale, then flushes red. "That's not... I never meant…”

"Sit down, Naomi,” I say again, my voice still gentle but firm.

Before she moves, Nidhi pushes off the wall and walks toward Naomi. “Did you know he’s walking now? He did it this morning—pulled up on the table, saw Ashley, let go, and walked right at her. He was babbling ‘mamamama’ all the way.”

Before the boxing match bell rings, my four lovers land devastating body blows, and Naomi's mask of anger falls apart. 

“You’re making that up,” she whispers, eyes widening and wondering if it’s true.

Blowing out a slow breath of frustration, I turn and pick up Jack, holding him at my hip. “Let’s test it,” I say, changing places with Ashley so she stands beside Naomi on either side of the entryway. Naomi's face pales at my confidence. I lower him to stand. “Jack, walk to Mama.”

He looks up at me, leaning above him, and grins, his baby teeth flashing in the light. Without pointing, I slowly repeat myself. “Walk to Mama, Jack.”

He looks down, then up, noticing Naomi for the first time. He pauses, pans to smile at Ashley, and wobbles toward Ashley, babbling “Mamamama.”

“Hey, baby,” Ashley crouches and opens her arms, and Jack leans into her, hugging her tight. He turns to Naomi, then points one chubby finger at her, turning to Ashley. “Ooo iz?”

Naomi stares at Jack, pointing at her like she's a stranger in his own home, which, I realize, is precisely what she is.

"Ooo iz?" Jack repeats, his innocent question hanging in the air like an indictment.

Ashley smooths his hair gently. "That's Naomi, sweetheart. Remember?”

Jack studies Naomi for a long moment, then shakes his head and buries his face against Ashley's shoulder. The rejection is complete, devastating, and entirely earned.

Naomi's composure finally cracks. She leaves the entry, walks into the living room, and sinks on the couch. The crumpled legal summons falls to the floor as her hands shake. “H-he doesn't know me?”

I move closer and crouch to Naomi’s eye level; the brutal truth in her reaction moves me, but my resolve holds.

"No," I say simply. "He doesn't." Her eyes well up and tears line her lower lashes, about to fall as I continue. “And that’s a blessing. He won’t remember that his mother abandoned him.”

The dam breaks, and she weeps, wrapping her arms around herself, because no one here will embrace her.

I move to my chair, sitting as the five of us look at each other. This isn’t a victory; it’s devastating. I have to swallow the lump in my throat as my ex-wife sobs uncontrollably, sitting between Kate and Nidhi, whom she barely knows. Everyone is bravely holding back their tears as we let her fall apart.

Watching her cry. Jack picks up a toy truck and toddles toward her, holding it out. “Fruck. Nahmi. Fruck.”

She manages to stop sobbing, then looks at me, bewildered. “What did he say?”

“He wants you to have his truck,” Liz says, and reaches for him. “Come sit with me, buddy. You’re safe.”

Naomi looks up, panning around the house like she’s never been here. She focuses on me. “What have I done?” Her face crumbles, and she looks at me aghast as she realizes the truth.

“You left,” I repeat the two-word sentence from a week ago. “I’m sorry, that’s hard to hear. But it’s true. The good news is, we want to help. But it’s not going to be easy. You gotta earn back his trust if he is ever going to know you.”

“What, Matt? What can I do?” Naomi’s eyes stare at mine, tears streaming down her cheek. Her expression is a mix. There’s defeat, but perhaps with a glimmer of hope.

“That’s why we’re here. We have a plan.” I wave to Kate, and she stands up, brushes down her leather skirt, and faces Naomi. “We’re giving you a chance, Naomi.” She points to the stack of documents. “You mess this up, we have every legal reason to sue for sole custody. You’ve seen the truth; your son doesn’t know you. But we want him to. We believe you belong in his life. Do you?”

Naomi’s look of defeat is utter ruin. “I-I don’t know…” she says through a gasp.

She looks at me, then the other three, all sitting calmly. Silence echoes in the room before she look up at Kate, struggling to find her resolve. “Yes, I do. I want to. What do I need to do?”

Kate offers her hand, and Naomi reaches for it. Helping her stand, she nods at Nidhi, who collects Kate’s laptop and papers. “I have some papers for you to read. You’ll need to sign a legally binding contract before we take the next step. We don’t trust you.”


CHAPTER 7
THE PLAN


Kate leads Naomi to the kitchen table, her poise and attitude pure girlboss power, a sharp contrast to Naomi’s slumped posture and confused expression. Nidhi places her laptop and the stack of legal documents between my chair at the head of the table and Kate’s seat to my right. ThenNidhi waves Naomi over, pulling out her chair.  “Naomi, sit here beside Kate. She’s going to walk you through everything, step by step.”

Naomi wipes her eyes with the back of her hand, mascara smearing across her cheek. She looks fragile and small as she moves to the table; the armor she wore when she arrived is gone. Her hands shake as Ashley and Nidhi sit across from her, poised and calm. Liz leans against the wall of the kitchen, observing Jack play. I lower into my seat and cross one leg over my knee.

Our calm confidence is a sharp contrast to Naomi’s bedraggled appearance. Her face is a splotchy mess of mascara, foundation, tears, and snot. Her once classy chignon is askew. She pulls it apart, and her dark brunette tresses tumble over her shoulders. Her shirt is crumpled, and she tries to smooth it and her wild hair simultaneously.

Kate is driving the show. My role is to be present, so I can tune into each of my lovers as she settles beside me.  She takes two folders off the top of the stack, hands one to Naomi, and sets the other in front of her.

“If you open the folder, the table of contents is at the top. It’s for reference after you’ve signed. Turn to page two.”

Kate’s composed tone and professional facade sharply contrast Naomi’s disheveled appearance. I almost feel sorry for her. I’m glad we spent a week building our plan. Otherwise, I may have surrendered in the face of her raw emotion. But I know I’ve got to stay firm. Nothing good will happen if I become a doormat.

Armed with facts, truth, and experience, I see through Naomi’s manipulations for what they are: armor. Her entire life, she’s hidden behind her ability to twist things into something that she thought would benefit her. But underneath, she’s just a fearful, immature girl.

The five of us have worked to frame the concept of Prayaschitta into a plan Naomi will understand. Kate secured Ahshley’s childhood home, not only with real estate and funding but also by cleaning it and acquiring simple furniture to shelter the woman sitting defeated beside her.

For the last few days, Liz focused her attention on Jack while the rest of us huddled around this table, hashing out the finer points of our plan. It’s paid off. Jack is engaged and interested in learning from my little spitfire girlfriend, and her joy in caring for him has produced a beneficial cycle. He’s vocalizing more, moving more, and genuinely happy.

I tune back into the conversation as Kate gets into the details.

“We’ve contracted with a company to lease Ashley’s parents’ house next door. They recently sold it, and I contracted the property management company.”

“Next door?” Naomi asks, glancing at Ashley. “In her old home?”

“My old bedroom, actually.” Ashley’s impassive stare locks onto Naomi, but she says nothing else.

“Sign the lease at the bottom of page twelve. Next to the tape arrows.”

Naomi flips through the pages, points at the arrow, initials by the boxes, and signs at the bottom. “It’s not like I have a choice. Trent spent all my money, then threw me out like yesterday’s garbage. At least I have a place to stay. And I’ll be close to Jack.”

“And we can also monitor your progress,” Liz adds, stepping toward her. “I don’t trust you, Naomi. I’ll be watching.”

Naomi wilts under Liz’s challenge and nods wordlessly.

“We want to hold you accountable to the plan. The goal is to break you out of this cycle of self-destruction,” Kate explains. “Please, turn to the next page.”

Liz walks back, glancing at me and nodding, acknowledging that she thinks Naomi’s being honest.

“It’s important that you continue to work. We’ve secured an unpaid position at a women’s shelter. You will work under the house manager, Roberta.” Kate recites from our plan in an even tone. “She will be your supervisor. You’re to do your job to the best of your ability.”

“No slacking,” Liz chirps, and I shake my head, waving my hand for her to tone it down.

“I won’t be bored, I guess,” Naomi says on a sigh, scanning the page and signing at the bottom. “It’ll be a break from serving drunken passengers always groping under my skirt.”

“I didn’t know that.” I break my silence and tilt my head. “I’m sorry.” It’s a genuine response, and I take a moment to accept how distant we were from each other. If I’d known… I stop myself. I can’t change the past.

“Wasn’t much you could’ve done.” Naomi sighs, glancing at me. “My supervisors didn’t do shit if we reported the passengers. We just learned to be agile.”

“That’s so wrong,” Liz says, her expression changing to something akin to sympathy.

“The next page is our Supervised Visitation Protocol,” Kate says, pointing to the next page. “You can read it, but here are the high points: No contact with Jack for the next seven days. Limited supervised contact is scheduled in advance if you maintain compliance and meet the goals stated.” Naomi scans the page, her jaw tightening at the restrictions to her visitation, but she signs the bottom of the page. “This is to protect Jack and keep him safe so he continues his development.”

“What?” Naomi asks. “Is there something wrong with Jack?”

“It’s enough to be concerned,” I say, finding my voice. “He was regressing, not advancing. He wasn’t talking and gave up trying to walk. Dr. Martinez said it was ’environmental regression’ and advised we stick to a routine and a stable environment. It’s helped.”

“I-I didn’t know.”

“I didn’t either, but the irregular exchanges may have had an impact.” I study her as her eyes drop, then steady on mine. “It’s why we’ve done all of this, the work we’ve done.” I wave at the folders, then the four women who support me.

“Let’s get back on track,” Kate says, pointing to a paragraph. “Matt may revise the schedule if you meet certain guidelines on the next page, including zero tolerance for drugs and alcohol. Visitors to your house must be approved by one of us, and we reserve the right to monitor their visit either personally or electronically.”

“You bugged my house?” Naomi asks incredulously.

“Our house,” Kate corrects. “You’re leasing it through a third party. This is to hold you accountable. Our goal is to restore your relationship with your son. This is what we think will be best for him and you.” Kate speaks in a soft tone but taps a thick, unopened folder in front of her. “But it’s your choice. If you want out, don’t want to try, we can start the formal custody suit.”

“Whatever,” Naomi says, with a resigned sigh, her face crumpling. “How many more pages? Let’s get on with it.”

“Next page lists your Visible Requirements,” Kate says, glancing at me as she skims the page.

“Wait. What is this? I gotta change my hair color? Surrender all my clothes and belongings?” Her face darkens in anger or maybe embarrassment.

“Your vanity was your identity,” Nidhi states dispassionately. “This will help you see what vanity is—a mask people hide behind. This plan is not punishment; it’s a penance. It’s your apology to Jack and yourself.”

“Brutal honesty,” Liz says, without hostility. “We’re going to hold you to your word. No more lies.”

Naomi stiffens, slowly tracing her manicured fingernail down the page as she reads. “This is worse than prison.”

I shake my head when Liz steps forward. This isn’t the time to argue with her; that would give her power she hasn’t earned. Liz nods at my expression and turns, returning to the living room with Jack. She kneels beside him, pulls her phone out of her back pocket, and types something before putting it away. A few seconds later, my phone buzzes. I check it under the table’s edge.

Liz: Sorry. I had to walk away. She gets to me.




Matt: Breathe, babe.[image: face blowing a kiss]




Kate continues to cover the following sections, outlining Financial Accountability, Psychological Evaluation, and Progress Milestones, all of which Naomi signs in silence.

“The next page is Consequences,” Kate recites, and Naomi tenses as she reads along. “Any breach of the terms of this agreement will lead to immediate termination of the agreement, loss of supervised visits, and Matt will begin legal proceedings for sole custody.”

She pauses as Naomi stares at the page, a tear glistening on her lower lash. When she talks, her voice cracks. “I don’t want to lose my baby!” Her head falls into her hands, and she weeps. “Please. I’ll do it, I promise. Just don’t take away my son!”

My jaw tenses because the melodramatic tears and promises feel forced and manipulative. It’s like she’s trying to play her last card, but our preparation gives me the answer we need.

“It’s in your hands, Naomi,” I say, speaking clearly. “Your undisciplined, willful behavior led us here. You chose to leave. You chose to cheat. You could have made different choices at any point, but you didn’t. We’re protecting Jack. We hope we’re helping you, too. That’s why we’re here.”

Nidhi hands her a tissue box, and Naomi blows her nose. Grabbing another, she wipes the tears from her eyes, which only smears her mascara more.

Kate waits for her to calm before pointing to the signature box. “Sign there.”

Naomi does, all resistance gone. She stares at the final paper as Kate reads.

“This protocol will be followed for thirty days, after the initial seven-day period. Continued progress and extensions are based on demonstrated genuine transformation; there is no guaranteed timeline for complete reconciliation, though that is the ultimate goal.”

Kate pauses and stops reading, looking at Naomi. She recites the section she spent last night memorizing.

“The initial seven-day period with no contact with Jack, followed by supervised visitations contingent on demonstrated progress during your service at Haven House, starts now.” She points to the line. “Last signature. These pages with your signatures are your bridge to restoration with your son and our family. You will earn your way back, and we will hold you accountable. Because Jack deserves to know his birth mother.”

Nidhi rises and leaves for the kitchen as Kate collects the signed papers. Naomi stares at the table and then looks at me. Her tentative smile resembles the twinkle of her old self, and I hope she’ll walk the road ahead of her. I realize I miss her, what she was before it all fell apart.

Nidhi returns with a bowl, setting it down in front of Naomi. “It’s time to start. The first step starts now. You’ll color your hair red.”


CHAPTER 8
JOURNEY BEGINS


Naomi stares at the box of hair color as Kate replaces the pile of signed documents with the copy she read from. “These are your copies. I’ll keep the signed copies in Matt’s safe. This is all official now; the only way is forward. You understand that, right?”

Naomi nods and looks down at her feet. “I have some things at the inn. Can I go get them?”

“No, we’ll move it next door for you. Anything else?” Kate asks, her voice softer after the steady delivery of all the steps of our plan. “Do you have things still at Trent’s?”

She shakes her head. “No, I put them in a storage unit.” She rubs her forehead and sighs. “He stacked all my stuff on the lawn, and I had nowhere to put it. I had just enough on a credit card to pay for a month.”

“Okay, give me your keys to the car, storage unit, and inn. We’ll gather up your things and put them somewhere safe. Okay?”

“Do I have a choice?”

“You always have a choice, Naomi,” I interrupt. “We’ve only drawn a suggested path. You can try and make your own path if you choose. We won’t be angry. But we can’t help you if you choose a different path.”

“Right,” She grumbles. “My choice is really no choice. Got it.”

Old Matt would have tried to negotiate, fix it, and make her happy. New Matt knows her tricks won’t work on me anymore. After a beat of silence, Nidhi returns with a small duffel with a Haven House logo. 

“Naomi, when you’re in the bathroom,” Kate continues in a softer tone but still with her confident authority, “I want you to look at yourself in the mirror, scrub all the makeup off your face, strip off all your clothes and jewelry, and put them in this bag.” Kate hands her a plastic bag with a discount store logo. Then she points to Nidhi. “Inside her bag is a robe you can wear to dye your hair, and a change of clothes to put on when the dying process is finished. Once ready, we’ll take you to Haven House for a tour and to meet Roberta.

Naomi looks shellshocked, her eyes downcast as she listens. She sticks out her lip then inhales before speaking. “Y-you’re taking my clothes?”

“Yes, this is for your benefit. Remember, vanity led you into making poor decisions.”

Naomi sighs, defeated, then nods. “I signed everything. I’m committed to this. I want to be in my son’s life. I’ll do what you say.”

Nidhi takes her by her shoulders and guides her down the hall past Jack’s room. I watch her go and then turn to Kate. She tilts her head to the living room. I take her hand and we walk into the living room. Liz and Ashley are kneeling on the floor, playing with Jack. I settle into my chair, and Kate sits on the sofa's edge.

“Liz, I need you to do something.” They both look up at me. “Or both of you. I can stay with Jack. I need you to take Naomi’s car, get her things from a storage unit, and clear out the room she stayed at.”

“Are we going to burn it?” Liz asks with a glint in her eyes. I snort and shake my head. Kate rolls her eyes at me. Ashley looks confused. 

“Why? Can’t Naomi take care of her own things?”

Kate shakes her head. “No, she will have a hectic and emotional night. This will be a small act of mercy.” Kate nods in the direction of Ash’s old house. “We can move her things into one of the locked rooms. She’ll have to earn access to that as part of her process.”

“Wow, harsh,” Liz says.

“You wanted to burn it all a second ago,” I snap, my nerves on edge from the tension of the intervention.

“Well, that was obviously a joke.” Liz grins. “I’m the funny one, the mood lightener, the fun harem mom.”

It works, and I shake my head and laugh. letting the tension lift from my shoulders.

“Okay,” Ashley says, standing.  “We’ll do it.”

Kate hands her the keys and picks up her phone. “I’ll text you both the address. Use GPS for the directions.”

Liz picks up Jack, handing him to me as she kisses his head. “I’m going to refrain from calling you a boomer, Kate. It’s been a long day, and you’ve forgotten that Ash and I used GPS for directions to walk to middle school.”

Kate snorts. “Be careful. Both of you.”

Jack twists and watches them leave, then faces me and says, “Dadada,” and I smile. He laughs and points at Kate. “Kateeh?”

“That’s me, buddy.” Kate smiles.

I turn on the TV and put on a streaming cartoon that Jack enjoys—a blue dog from down under. Kate turns and puts her feet up, tilting her head back and closing her eyes. I recline and watch the show as Jack plays with my fingers until he stares at the TV and curls into my chest.

After his breathing steadies, I carefully pick him up and take him to his room. When I return, I swing by the kitchen and make two sandwiches, which I bring back as I sit beside Kate. “Hey,” I say softly. “I made you a sandwich.”

Her eyes snap open, and she sits up, snatching the PB&J off a plate and taking a huge bite. “Gah uhm sooh hunnry”

I chuckle and start eating my sandwich. It’s going to have to pass for dinner. The protocol says that Naomi needs to stay the night at the Haven House, and they will deliver her by bus back to her house next door after her first day of work. It’s a roundabout journey, but more symbolic. She’s no longer in the family and is working her way back. 

We hear footsteps and finish our sandwiches, standing up as Nidhi leads Naomi back to the living room. Her hair is a bright, vibrant red that’s impossible to miss. Her thick hair is wet and sticking out, and she sighs. “I feel like a troll.”

She’s wearing a set of gray uniform coveralls with the Haven House logo, ankle socks, and red Crocs on her feet. Her hair matches her shoes, which I think Kate planned.

“Okay, Red,” Kate says, impassively. “Ready to go to Haven House?”

“My name is Naomi,” she says, but nods to answer the question.

“Nope, I’m calling you Red from now on,” Kate says in a voice that isn’t taunting but compassionate. “It will help you remember why you're doing this. Like your new hair color. It’s a symbol that you're changing.”

“Red’s a color, not a name.” She tries to muster her reserves to argue, but deflates when Kate crosses her arms. “Fine. Whatever. Can we go?”

"Actually, Red works perfectly," Nidhi says, stepping beside Kate. "In Hindu tradition, red symbolizes purity and new beginnings. It's the color of transformation."

Red—I find myself already thinking of her by that name—looks between them with exhausted resignation. "Whatever. Let's get this over with."

Kate stands and smooths her skirt. "I'll drive. Matt, you should stay here with Jack."

I nod, appreciating how she's managing every detail. "Text me when you're heading back."

Red pauses and looks back at me as they move toward the door. Her new red hair catches the light momentarily, and I see something I haven't seen in years—vulnerability without manipulation.

"Matt," she says. "I know I fucked up. I know I deserve… all of this. But thank you. For not just writing me off completely."

The words hit me unexpectedly. Not because they're particularly profound, but because they sound genuine—the first sincere thing she's said since walking through that door. Since she said it wasn’t working anymore and left.

"Don't thank me yet," I tell her. "Thank me in thirty days if you've actually changed."

She nods, understanding the weight of what lies ahead. “Thirty days."

Kate opens the front door, and the three women walk out the door and into the evening air. I watch through the window as they climb into Kate's car—Red in the back seat like a passenger being transported rather than a family member going for a ride.


CHAPTER 9
TURN THE PAGE


After Kate’s car drives off, the house falls quiet except for the distant sound of Jack's white noise machine. I sink back into my chair, suddenly exhausted. The adrenaline that carried me through the confrontation drains away, leaving me empty.

My phone buzzes.

Ash:




Got everything from storage. Holy shit, she has a lot of expensive clothes. Liz wants to know if we can have a fashion show later.




Despite everything, I smile. Trust Liz to find levity in the situation.

Matt:




Focus. Be safe. Love you both.




The response comes immediately.

Love you too. Almost done.




I close my eyes and lean back, processing what just happened. Three hours ago, I was nervous about this confrontation. Now it's over, and Naomi—Red—has signed up to follow our plan that might not even work. But that's not my responsibility anymore. I've given her a path. Whether she walks it or not is entirely up to her.

God, I hope we did the right thing.

For the first time in weeks, I feel something I haven't experienced since before Jack was born: peace. Not the temporary calm of avoiding problems, but a more profound peace that comes from taking the right action regardless of outcome.

My phone rings. Kate.

"How's it going?" I answer.

"Better than expected, actually." Kate's voice carries a note of surprise. "Red's being cooperative. Asking questions about the women at the shelter and their duties. Roberta seems pleased with her attitude."

"And you? How are you holding up?"

"Tired, but good. This was the right thing to do, Matt. Whatever happens next, we’ve given her a real chance."

Through the phone, I hear Red's voice in the background, though I can't make out the words. She sounds smaller somehow; less defensive.

"How long will you be?"

"Another hour, maybe two. Roberta wants to give her the full orientation tonight so she can start fresh tomorrow morning. We'll grab dinner somewhere and head back."

"Okay. Ashley and Liz should be home soon. Jack seems like he’s down for the count. I’ll wait up for everyone."

"Matt?" Kate's voice grows softer. "You did so well today. Leading us through this… I'm proud of you."

The words warm something in my chest. "We did it together. All of us."

"Yeah," she agrees. "We did."

After we hang up, I check on Jack, but he’s sleeping peacefully in his crib. His face is relaxed, innocent, completely unaware that his world just shifted on its axis again. But this time, the shift is toward stability rather than chaos.

I hear car doors slam outside—Ashley and Liz returning. The front door opens, and their voices carry into the living room.

"—can't believe she had seventeen pairs of designer shoes," Liz says. "Who needs that many shoes?"

"Someone who was trying to fill a void with material things," Ashley replies.

I think of all the expensive junk Naomi and I bought but never used, how it was piled in the garage and spare rooms, and nod to myself. We both were.

They appear in the doorway, both looking tired but accomplished. Ashley carries a small overnight bag—probably Red's personal items that didn't fit in storage—while Liz has a mischievous grin that tells me she found something entertaining in their mission.

"How'd it go?" I ask, rising to greet them.

"Efficiently," Ashley says, setting the bag down and walking into my arms for a much-needed hug. "The storage unit was mostly clothes and shoes. Expensive stuff, but…” She shrugs against my chest. "Empty. Like she was trying to buy an identity instead of building one."

I sigh as as kiss the crown of her head, as her words hit me like a sharp shiv between my ribs. How many times did I buy an expensive gift for her to make up for my emotional absence? I squeeze Ashley, then release her, lowering back into my chair.

Liz flops onto the couch dramatically. "I counted fourteen handbags that cost more than my car. Well, before I donated it. Matt, this woman spent more on accessories than most people spend on rent."

"What about the hotel room?" I ask, weary from the day and the pings of guilt at my inaction over the years.

"Just a suitcase of clothes and toiletries," Ashley says, sitting beside Liz and looking back at me. "She's been living out of that one bag for a week. Everything else was in storage." Her expression grows thoughtful. "It's like she's been homeless longer than we realized."

Liz sits up straighter. "Oh, and we found something interesting." She reaches into her back pocket and pulls out a small leather journal. "This was hidden in her suitcase. I wasn't snooping—it fell out when I was packing."

I take the journal, feeling its weight. It's worn but well-used, and half the pages are filled with Naomi’s handwriting. "Did you read it?"

"Just the first page," Ashley admits. "It’s… complicated. Angry, but also sad. Like she knew she was screwing up, but didn't know how to fix it."

I flip to a random page and scan a few lines:

Jack looked right through me today. Like I'm already dead to him. Maybe I am. Maybe I killed the mother he needed when I chose Trent over my family. Matt won't even fight with me anymore—he just looks disappointed. I don't know which is worse.

The raw honesty surprises me. This isn't the manipulative Naomi who showed up at our door, or even the defeated Red who just signed away her autonomy. This is someone genuinely wrestling with consequences.

"She's been journaling about us," I tell them, closing the book. "About Jack. About her choices."

"Good or bad?" Liz asks.

"Honest," I say, “which might be more important than either.”

My phone buzzes with another text.

Kate:




Orientation is over. Red asked if she could call Jack tomorrow to say goodnight. I reminded her that no contact for seven days means no contact. She didn't argue.




I show the text to Ashley and Liz. They exchange glances.

"She's actually following the rules," Ashley observes. "That’s… unexpected."

"Day one," Liz reminds us. "Let's see how she does when the novelty wears off and she realizes this isn't a game."

I pocket the journal. "We'll give it back to her. If she's genuine about changing, she'll want to keep documenting the process."

"And if she's not?" Ashley asks.

"Then we'll know that too."

The front door opens again, and Kate's voice calls out, "We're back!"

Nidhi appears first, looking emotionally drained but satisfied. Kate follows, her professional composure intact but with tired eyes.

"How did it go?" I ask as they settle into the living room.

"Roberta likes her," Kate reports. "Red asked good questions and seemed genuinely interested in the work. She'll start at five tomorrow morning—breakfast prep, orientation with the day manager, kitchen duty.”

Nidhi curls up in the corner of the couch. "She cried when we left. Not manipulative crying—just… grief. Like she's finally understanding what she lost."

"The hair color helps," Kate adds. "Sounds shallow, but seeing herself in the mirror with that bright red hair seems to be driving home that this is real. She's not the same person who stormed in here this afternoon."

I look around at my four women—tired and emotionally wrung out but united in purpose. "You all did incredible work today. I'm proud of how we handled this."

"So what happens now?" Ashley asks.

"Now we wait," I say simply. "Seven days with no contact. Red proves herself at Haven House, or she doesn't. Jack continues his normal routine with us. And we see if the woman who emerges from this process is someone worthy of being his mother.” I pause for a moment. “Tomorrow, we turn the page. We’ve ignored Sunshine Content this past week. We need to get back on track."

They nod, stretching and yawning. “Maybe after we sleep in?” Kate asks with a gleam in her eye.

“The office opens at 9 a.m.,” I say with mock seriousness. “I expect to see you all ready to work.”

They give me that laugh sound they use when I tell a dad joke, and I shake my head and follow them upstairs to our bed.

ROBERTA'S CASE NOTES

Roberta's Journal

Day One - New Arrival

I've been running Haven House for twenty-three years and can spot the entitled ones from the parking lot. This new girl—Red. That’s what she wants to be called, like that scarlet hair color is some badge of honor—she stepped out of that expensive sedan like she was doing us a favor by showing up.

The red Crocs on her feet match her hair. She looked like she dunked her head in a paint bucket. Manicured nails that have never seen real work. She surveyed our facilities like she was touring a resort that didn't meet her standards. I've seen this type before—the ones who think they're different, special, that their story is somehow worse than everyone else's.

But here's what I know that she doesn't yet: that scarlet hair tells me someone cares enough about her to hold her accountable. Most women who end up here? Nobody's fighting for them anymore. Red's still got people who haven't given up on her, even if she's given up on herself.

Her man—Matt, decent enough fellow with tired eyes—he came by yesterday to meet me. He’s got that look of someone who's been burned but still has hope flickering underneath. The blonde with him, Kate, she's all business. Sharp suit, sharper tongue, and a way of laying out expectations that brooks no argument. They're not here to rescue Red but to hold her feet to the fire.

Good. Rescue doesn't work. Earning your way back does.

I watched Red flinch when she saw our communal bathroom, watched her nose wrinkle at the industrial kitchen where she'll be scrubbing pots at 5 a.m. starting tomorrow. She kept touching that red hair like it was armor, but it's a target. Every woman in here knows she's marked herself as someone seeking redemption—or at least someone who got caught and is trying to perform her way out of consequences.

"You think this is beneath you," I told her during orientation, watching her survey the room full of women folding donated clothes and preparing dinner for thirty people. "Every woman in here thought the same thing on their first day. Pride's what got most of them here in the first place."

She didn't argue, which surprised me. Most of them have excuses—why their situation is different, why they don't belong here, why the rules shouldn't apply to them. Red just stood there taking it in, and, for a moment, I saw something crack in that polished facade. Fear, maybe. Or the first hint of understanding about how far she's fallen.

Tomorrow, she starts kitchen duty—five sharp, no exceptions. Industrial dishwashing, meal prep for thirty women and children, floor mopping, trash hauling—the kind of work that strips away everything fake and leaves you with who you really are underneath.

Some women find themselves in that exhaustion. Others find more excuses.

We'll see which one Red turns out to be.


CHAPTER 10
THRIVING


The journal sits on my kitchen counter like an accusation. Red leather binding, her initials embossed in gold—a gift from me when I thought expensive gestures could fix what was breaking between us. Liz found it in Red’s suitcase last night. I read a page, before closing it and wrapping a rubber band from a kitchen drawer around it. 

"You're returning it?" Kate asks, watching me slide the journal into a manila envelope.

"It's hers. Private thoughts should stay private." I seal the envelope and write Red across the front. "If she's changing, it’s gotta be genuine, not performed for an audience."

Ashley looks up from feeding Jack his breakfast, a small smile playing at her lips. "That's very mature of you."

"I'm learning." I kiss the top of her head, breathing in the scent of her shampoo. "Growth, right?"

The drive to Haven House takes fifteen minutes through morning traffic. I find Red in the industrial kitchen, her scarlet hair hidden under a hairnet, hands deep in the soapy dishwasher. The transformation from yesterday's polished appearance to this morning's exhausted reality is stark.

"You forgot this," I say simply, holding out the envelope.

She turns, her hands dripping dishwater as she stares at the sealed envelope. She takes it, pauses like she fears what might be inside, then tears it open. Surprise flickers across her face as she recognizes her journal.

"You didn’t…” she starts.

"No. I didn't read it. Whatever you're working through, it's yours to work through. Private thoughts should stay private."

Something shifts in her expression—gratitude mixed with confusion, as if she's forgotten what respect looks like.

"Thank you," she whispers.

I nod and turn to leave, but her voice stops me.

"Matt? How is he? Jack?"

"Thriving," I say without turning around. "He's absolutely thriving.”
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The family meeting starts organically, the way our best decisions always do. We're lounging in the pool after lunch, bobbing on inflatable toys. Jack is napping safely in his room when I float the idea that's been building in my mind for a while, before the ordeal with Red.

"What if we went live?" I ask, adjusting my position on my floating lounger. "Not just scheduled content, but actual life streaming."

Kate slides her sunglasses up her forehead as she drifts closer on her pink flamingo ring. "Define 'life streaming.'"

"Twenty-four-seven access. Kitchen cam, living room, pool area, the loft studio. Subscribers can watch us live our lives, not just perform scenes." I gesture around our space. "What we have is real. What if we showed the world what authentic polyamorous love actually looks like?"

Liz nearly chokes on her iced tea, putting her bottle in the cup holder of her racecar raft. "You want cameras watching us all the time?"

"With privacy controls," I clarify quickly. "Bedroom cameras go dark when we want them to. Family meetings can be private. But the day-to-day stuff—cooking together, playing with Jack, business discussions, even some of our intimate moments—what if people could see that this isn't just fantasy, it's a real family?"

Kate drops her hand into the pool and paddles closer, tilting her head. “If I recall, the market research supports it. Authentic content is better received than scripted material. Our subscriber engagement is highest during the behind-the-scenes glimpses."

"Plus," Nidhi adds thoughtfully from her floating monkey ring, "we're already living this way. We're not performing our relationships—we’re sharing them."

Kate looks thoughtful. “If we do this, we’d need multiple camera angles, streaming servers, content moderation systems…” She pauses, eyes lighting up. "But the revenue potential might be a gold mine: premium subscriptions, live interaction features, exclusive content tiers."

"What about Jack?" Ashley asks while floating in her pink donut ring, her maternal instincts focusing on protection. “We can't compromise his privacy or safety."

“You’re right,” I agree firmly. "His areas stay completely private. He’d never be alone on camera. Never be near explicit scenes. Like we already do. But imagine subscribers watching him move, hearing him say new words, seeing how a loving polyamorous family actually raises a child. Not sexualized—just real family life."

Liz sits up straighter. "Holy shit, we'd be pioneers. Has anyone done authentic poly family streaming before?"

"Not at this level," Nidhi says, then pauses. “I mean. There's role-play content, but nothing about real poly family dynamics."

“Huh, it’s sort of a cool idea,” Ashley adds, shifting her focus from protecting Jack to business. “We're already creating stories based on our relationships. This expands the scope, is more genuine, and doesn’t require script writing or storyboards.”

Nidhi leans into the huddle, her monkey bumping against Ash’s donut, her expression thoughtful. “Also, there's something powerful about living without shame, showing the world that love multiplies rather than divides. We could help normalize healthy non-monogamy."

"But are we ready for that level of scrutiny?" I ask, playing devil's advocate with my own idea. "Comments, criticism, people judging every decision we make?"

Kate smiles confidently. "Let them judge. Our subscriber base is already invested in our success. And controversy drives engagement, which drives revenue."

"Plus," Liz adds with a grin, "I love the idea of trolls watching us be genuinely happy and not being able to do anything about it except pay us for the privilege."

Ashley laughs. "That's surprisingly philosophical of you."

"I contain multitudes," Liz replies, striking a dramatic pose that almost capsizes her race car.

I float in the center of our circle, looking at each of my women. "So we're really considering this? Full transparency, twenty-four-seven access to our family life?"

"With appropriate boundaries," Ashley emphasizes. "Jack's privacy is non-negotiable."

"And we maintain editorial control," Kate adds. "Premium subscribers get more access, but we decide what that looks like."

“We gotta stay authentic," Nidhi insists. "The moment this becomes performance instead of sharing, we lose what makes it special."

"So what would be our first live stream?" I ask, the excitement building in my chest.

Liz's eyes light up with mischief. "Well, we've got all this new outdoor furniture that hasn't been properly christened yet…”

"Liz!" Ashley protests, but she's laughing.

"What? I'm just saying, if we're going to show the world what authentic poly intimacy looks like, we might as well start with something memorable."

Kate laughs, pulling her sunglasses back over her eyes. "I love it. But first, we need infrastructure. Give Nidhi and me forty-eight hours to work through what we need.”

“I can help with the marketing,” Ashley volunteers. “Drop into the chatroom to see what our subscribers think.”

“I want to go back over what we learned,” Nidhi offers. “We should ensure we're approaching this mindfully, not just capitalizing on our relationships or the money. I think we can do well if we focus.”

"And I'll handle quality control.” Liz grins. "Making sure we look good while being authentic."

I feel a surge of pride watching them take ownership of different aspects of our shared vision. "This feels right. Scary as hell, but right."

"The best decisions usually do," Kate observes.

A soft cry from the baby monitor draws Ashley's attention. "Jack's up from his nap. Perfect timing, my fingers are getting pruney.”

As she heads inside to get him, I float back and survey our space with new eyes. In forty-eight hours, this could all be live, streaming to thousands of subscribers who want to see what authentic polyamorous love looks like.

"No pressure," I mutter to myself.

"Hey.” Nidhi paddles closer on her unicorn. "We've got this. We're not performing anything—we're just sharing what we've already built."

She's right. We're not creating something artificial for the cameras. We're simply opening our real life to people who want to see that this kind of love is possible.

The thought should terrify me. Instead, it fills me with something I haven't felt in years: pride. Pride in what we've built together, the family we've become, and the love we share without shame or apology.

Let the world watch. We have nothing to hide.

RED'S DIARY

Red's Diary

My hands are shaking as I write this. Twelve hours. Twelve hours of work the first day. I kept my head down and worked in their kitchen, scrubbing pots, mopping floors, and whatever else Roberta threw at me. I got to the end of the day. There’s nothing to do in the house, so maybe dumping my experience into this… Matt returned it today—my diary.

He said he didn’t read it. I believe him, which surprises me. He was so disconnected before I left that I didn’t think he cared. He was a different man yesterday. Calmer, patient, didn’t let frustration pull him into a shouting match. This new Matt just returned this book like my privacy mattered to him. Said that Jack was thriving.

I’m not thriving, that’s for damn sure. But work isn’t the hardest part; it’s overhearing women telling stories to each other as they fold clothes on the tables where they eat breakfast, lunch, and dinner. It’s the only place they have. On the far side of the tables, the children play, overseen by some of the mothers or a volunteer.

The things I overhear make my problems sound like vacation complaints.

I thought being a flight attendant would be like a series of vacations, flying to different cities. That got old quick. I’d be alone in a hotel, missing Jack and Matt, not that he was present when I was home. It seemed like Trent saw me. But he didn’t. He conned me. But I am the one who chose that bastard over my husband. Over my child.

Why am I like this?

After the bus dropped me off at my new home—her home, the babysitter who pretends to be Jack’s mother, said this was her room—it struck me that I live next door to our house. Well, Matt’s house, since I gave it away. Now he has four… what do I call them?

I’ve called them whores, true. I was hurting, and it felt like his life was a party. But when my son, my lovely boy, looked at me like he didn’t know me, didn’t want to know me—something snapped. I saw her and the others differently. They’re protecting my son… from me. It’s good that I was blind to the consequences, but to shield Jack from his mother? That… It broke me, seeing them put him first.

They care for Jack and Matt, but I still don’t know what to call them.

Hearing them in the backyard near the pool: Jack’s laughter, Ashley’s voice reading my baby a story, and the sound of them enjoying dinner on the pool deck. They're happy—really happy—without me.

Earlier, in the kitchen, Maria, one of the women at Haven House, asked why I was crying over the sink. I told her it was the steam, but we both knew better. How do you explain that you're mourning something you threw away yourself?

They sound like a real family over there. The kind I thought we had but never actually built. I was always waiting for Matt to notice me, for Jack to need me less, for something outside myself to make me feel worthy. They just... love each other, I guess. Maybe I don’t know what love is?

Tomorrow starts at 5 a.m. again. Roberta assigned me to the childcare department, which terrifies me. What if I'm as bad with other people's children as I was with my own? What if they see right through me like Jack did?

Brushing my teeth while looking in the mirror, the scarlet hair vividly reminds me why I’m here—Jack. I need to earn my way to Jack. This isn’t punishment—it’s my choice. My hair is a daily reminder that I'm becoming someone different. This is my path, and I have no idea where it leads. It’s terrifying, but what else can I do? It’s keep going or walk away from my baby.

I guess I went down that path when I picked fucking Trent over my workaholic husband.

God, I'm tired. But it's different from the exhaustion I felt when Jack was a baby. That was resentment wearing me down. This is… honest work… whatever. My body hurts, but my mind feels clearer than it has in months.

Maybe that’s what penance means—not suffering, but clearing away everything fake until you can see what's left underneath. What if there’s nothing? She called penance an apology…

Their house just went dark—time for me to sleep too. Tomorrow I'll try to be useful instead of just taking up space. Baby steps.

Good night, Jack. I love you.

- Red

ROBERTA'S CASE NOTE

Roberta’s journal

Red made it through seven days. The first day broke her down. I could tell when she was talking to Maria as she washed dishes. She rallied and kept at it all the way through. As she left, she clutched that journal Mr. Lewis gave her like it were precious. Maybe I should have kept it, but I didn’t. Let’s see what happens.

Red cycled through all the departments this week—kitchen, laundry, house cleaning, yard work, and childcare. Childcare was her second day, and that’s where she saw it. What she’s missing, what she walked away from. She saw the innocence of children in a strange place, their mothers trying to climb out of the pit they’d dug for themselves. The kids arrive here already at risk, but we try to love them where they are, both mothers and their children.

Red’s face changed when she realized it. Peggy, that sweet redhead with the braids, asked her where her kid was. Red’s fake smile crumpled—just for a moment—I saw it. Something hit the mark. Good, she needed to have the scales fall off.

She worked hard in all the departments—not well, not efficiently, barely productive, but hard. Kitchen duty, laundry, and house cleaning probably matched her skillset. I heard her tell Veronica, the dishwater blonde with the vacant eyes, that she was a flight attendant. Not like she was proud of it. I think Red’s pride is cracking. Good. It needs to. She needs to hit bottom before we can help her rebuild.

The day Peggy asked Red about her kid walloped her. Red’s a mother, but she has no clue how to connect with a child. She looks around at the kids, from the one in diapers to the kindergartners, like they’re aliens. How did she care for Jack during her week of custody? Poor kid. Matt was right to step in. She needs to learn so much—about herself, mostly—before she can begin to work with others.

Her first week was a start, a small step down a rocky path.

Later that same day, with little Maria, only three months old, I saw how Red flinched when that baby reached for her face. Most of our women melt when these kids show them unconditional love, but Red? She looked terrified, like she'd forgotten to be gentle with something innocent.

I let her deal with it. Her partner, Monique, has the childcare department wired. Red didn’t need to help, but I think her rotation helped her by hurting her.

One morning, Red came in, head down, and walked straight to the bathroom. It’s the only place truly private. Twenty minutes later, red-eyed, her face and cheeks rubbed almost as rosy as her hair, she came out. It wasn’t a performance or manipulation; those are easy to spot. This was a mourning cry, like she’d seen what she’d lost and understood it was gone. Like she realized that she wasn’t Jack’s mother anymore.

Progress. Real progress. We can work with that.

She came back this morning. Her red hair has grown enough to know it’s fake, like she was, or is? It’s still too soon. I saw her looking at herself in the mirror, running her finger along the line from scarlet to natural brown. She noticed me and dropped her hand, but I could tell, even after a short time, she’s not the entitled brunette who walked in here. I don’t know if she’s anything yet.

She walked straight to me. “I want to volunteer for childcare. Can I be assigned that?”

About knocked me over, but I didn’t show the shock. I nodded and said, “I’ll see what I can do.”

“It’s just. I liked working with Monique,” she said, as if her preferences mattered to me.

“I’ll let you know. Thanks for volunteering, Red.”

She’s doing housekeeping this week. I’ll let her finish this week, then slot her in with Monique. It’s the last place I thought she’d want to be, but it may be the best spot for her.

Time will tell.


CHAPTER 11
WITNESS


We’ve been busy in the last week. We spent a day scoping out where to put the cameras. We needed to know where we would be on screen and where we weren’t visible.

“It’s a good idea,” Kate said, “After a few days, we’ll forget about them.”

She went on to say that in places where people are watched and know they are being recorded, they start with the awareness of the cameras and behave differently. Over time, though, they forget. Casinos catch dealers putting chips to the side. Department stores spot workers taking things. Even in prison, the inmates slowly relax their awareness and talk about things they shouldn’t.

“Even reality shows, where the cast is aware, the cameras fade away,” she said. “The beginning of the season, everything captured is performative; they know they’re on camera, and over time, they relax and forget. For us, it works differently; we’re aware and want to be seen. We position, install, and perform for the camera. We’re exhibitionists and our audience are voyeurs.” She paused and shrugged. “But considering which places are offscreen is still a good idea. For Jack’s safety and our accountability to him.”

Ultimately, we bought an off-the-shelf surveillance system, which we installed around the house, using six cameras. We placed two inside, one between the kitchen and the dining room, and one in the living room. Then there are three weatherproof cameras, one mounted on the side of the house, covering the pool and pool deck, and another is focused on the jacuzzi and firepit area. The last we installed at the front entry was more for security than for capturing content. The final one we mounted in the bedroom, with a kill switch for privacy.

We started the feeds a week before we went public. Nidhi wanted to test the coverage—record our current content like usual, while the feeds captured everything. “It’ll end up being promotional,” she predicted. Our feeds are live only, so if viewers see us filming, they may want the scene in 4K and edited professionally.”

None of us knew if it would work, but we were willing to experiment. So we set them up, turned them on, and went about our days. I know the cameras are there, but it’s more like being in a casino on the betting floor. It’s always on, but not distracting from gambling. I’ve discovered I enjoy being on screen; it boosts confidence and turns me on. I guess it’s like Kate said; even I’m an exhibitionist.

The last thing we did was install a closed-circuit feed—all six cameras on screen—and run it via an underground table to Red’s home. She has no television or radio. No luxuries, only necessities. “She’s watching us through her window and through the slats in the fence,” Liz observes. “If she wants to spy on us, we’ll show everything. We’ve got nothing to hide. We protect Jack, we have fun, we support each other.”

“We’re a real family,” Ashley agreed. “Maybe she’ll turn it off, but she may need to see what family looks like.”

We live by our rhythms and patterns every day. Streaming is working; subscribers are growing. It makes it easier that we don’t have to be creative. We just live.

After dinner, Liz takes Jack upstairs to play in his room before bedtime. Ashley and Nidhi laugh as they clean up the kitchen.

“Want to soak in the jacuzzi?” Kate smiles at me, tilting her head.

“Yes.” I laugh, stand, and help her up. Like I’d ever turn down time alone with her. With any of them, really.

We’ve returned to wearing swimwear most of the time. The summer heat is ending, but we live in the land of endless summer. Kate shifts out of her shorts, adjusting one of the yellow bikinis, and I pull off my shirt and set the towels I brought out on a nearby table.

We sink into the hot water, and the bubbles begin to roll. Kate must have pushed the button before she climbed in. We slide against each other, and she smiles as we kiss. Our familiar passion swells as our tongues tangle, and Kate moans when she wraps her hand around my erection.

We part and stare at each other, then I shuck my trunks off under the water, and they float behind her. She straddles me, her arms around my neck as she plays with the short hair behind my neck. We kiss again, deeper. It’s not frantic, but sensual. We’re not performing; we’re making love.

The back of my mind pings as she shifts, untying her bottoms. We’re streaming live. I take a beat to remember that Liz has Jack. By the time Kate grabs me under the surface, straddles me, and slides down my length, those thoughts evaporate. We moan together, staring, as she lifts and drops, cycling her hips until I fill her.

We kiss again, deeper, as she starts rocking. Pushing up the cups of her bikini, I grasp her breasts as we kiss. Our tongues tangle as she grinds her clit against the base of my cock. My hips lift, pushing deeper as I play with her nipples, pulling and twisting as she moans against my mouth.

The languid pace reminds me of our tantric yoga with the family, and we both focus on breathing as one. Breaking from the kiss, we stare at each other as she rises slightly, only to drop back down. The bubbling surface of the water barely makes waves. Our peaks rise with surprising urgency as Kate tosses her head back, arching away. Dipping down, I suck one of her nipples between my lips as my hands drop to her ass and pull her against my throbbing cock.

She shouts into the night, and I moan into her breast as her pussy contracts around me. That sets me off, my hips jerking as I shoot my hot seed into her. We kiss again as we slide back down from the peak, arms holding each other.

“I love you,” we say simultaneously, the words echoing in the lush garden grotto around the tub. We embrace each other, kissing until my cock softens and slips from inside her. Then we part, getting out and grabbing towels. I fish out our swimsuits, then we hold hands and walk naked back inside, heading upstairs to bed.

Later, after the other girls join us, we have another round of delight upstairs in our bed without any cameras. We focus on giving each other pleasure. After we’re wrung out, I’m lying on my back between Nidhi and Liz. Kate and Ash whisper to each other on the inflatable beside my California King. I bought this bed when Naomi was pregnant; she wanted more room than our queen-size bed. Red’s face appears in my mind. Not Naomi of the past, but Red. I hope she’s healing. For the first time, I think about her returning to this bed, not to replace but to complete our family. I chuckle to myself.

“Good night, lovers,” I say aloud, and they echo in sleepy voices. “Good night, Red.” It is barely a whisper.

RED'S DIARY

Exhaustion is my life. The first week was hard: twelve-hour days, meal breaks, observing the women in the home, seeing them with their kids. Every one of them is broken in some way, just like me. But every day, they show up for their kids. I watch them feed, bathe, comfort, and sometimes laugh with them.

Before this, I’d drive by these shelters and shake my head. I imagined drug addicts, whores, or beaten women. That they lived horribly with no hope. I was so wrong. They have all been damaged and affected by what life threw at them. But every day they make different choices, try new habits. They live, grow, cry, and comfort each other.

Yesterday, a new girl arrived—the first since I started working. I watched them, so fragile and broken. Roberta was… well, Roberta—no nonsense, gave them the hard truth they needed to hear but might not accept. And I wondered if I’m ready to handle my hard truth. Do I even know what it is?

At home, it’s quiet. There is nothing to do. No television, computer, or radio—just the walls. I spend time outside, along the fence between me and the family I deserted and walked away from. I realize it wasn’t after I signed the agreement; I’d abandoned Jack months before that. Before I even walked out on Matt, thinking fucking Trent would give me a better life.

Regrets. So many regrets.

Roberta assigned me to childcare under Monique. She sees me, I think, the person under the red hair. She told me I can’t get lost in regret; there is too much work to be done. I don’t think she meant physical work. So I try not to linger on the ever-present sadness, though sometimes it feels like I’m drowning in it.

Working with the kids helps. I’m taking this as my chance to be a mother, at least for a day, a week, or months. It’s not real motherhood; I’m not in denial about that. I walked away from being a real mother because she thought it was too hard. She. Pft. Me. Before I became Red.

And she was right—it’s hard. But glimmers of hope recharge me: a smile, a laugh, a tight, sloppy hug. The new girl has a girl a little older than Jack. “What’s your name?” she asked. I told her it was Red without a thought. “Like your hair?”

Her innocent honesty nearly broke me. It was exactly like me. My hair is my badge, my failure, which I pinned on myself. In the bathroom mirror, my brown is getting darker. I need a touch-up. I won’t fail again.

I’m Red now. Naomi… I don’t know what happened to her.

Something new showed up in my house today. A giant television screen is mounted on the wall where I can see it from the kitchen, living room, or where I eat. I flipped it on, and it was six smaller screens, all showing me how they live. It showed them living outside, on the patio, the pool, and the jacuzzi. It showed me how they eat meals, relax, and… and how they love.

Jack was playing with the sassy one, Liz. He looked so happy. On another screen, Kate and Matt were kissing in the jacuzzi. Her top was off, and he fondled her tits. I had to look away and turn it off.

“How could they do that with Jack around?” I asked myself.

But I realized Liz was watching, protecting, and loving my boy, Jack.

I made dinner while thinking about it, then ate with the television on. They must have a sensor that knows when I’m watching because Liz came to a camera.

“Hello, Red. We see you watch us through the fence and out your window. It’s like I told you, ‘I’m watching you.’ We don’t mind you watching, we think you should. Not to rub it in, or make you feel bad. We want you to see what a real family looks like.” She stopped talking, and her eyes gleamed like she was about to cry. “We want you to heal, Red. We hope this can help. If it’s not, turn it off.”

She turned and walked away, not looking back. I stayed up watching them until my eyes burned. When I caught myself dozing, I turned the TV off and went to bed.

I have something to earn. I saw it, only a glimpse, but I want it.

I have work to do.

Good night, Jack.

Red

***

Continue to the finale—Red’s Reunion


PART SIX

RED'S REUNION


CHAPTER 1
DAY IN THE LIFE


We’ve settled into a routine—not to a clock or a schedule, but a rhythm through our days. Awareness of the cameras comes and goes. Since we all enjoy being exhibitionists, knowing they’re on adds a bit of excitement to our daily lives. Ash, Liz, and Nids are taking some community college classes due to the extra time we have without writing scripts and filming scenes. Ashley is taking marketing classes, and Nids has started a series in media studies, while Liz signed up for a psychology course and is showing interest in social work.

Kate and I work on the business, and she’s helped me shift my accounting clients to a colleague looking to expand. I’m hoping the tax return I finished before I bumped into Liz is the last one as a CPA. I’m co-running a successful web media company, and that’s much more exciting than keeping up with the latest tax law. Between Kate and me, we’ll manage the financials of Sunshine Content and grow the business.

Thanks to the social media presence of Nidhi, Ashley, and Liz, our subscriber base keeps growing. The three of them aren’t full-on influencers, but they have growing followings thanks to our streaming content and the occasional special feature we publish to Sunshine Content’s portal. We’re starting to hear some buzz around other adult content creators wanting to partner with us, but that would have to be a side project. We’re just too small to be noticed or become a good partner to larger production companies. Kate’s building a network of other small content creation studios, so who knows?

Kate and I work upstairs in the office while everyone else is downstairs. Nidhi is cleaning up from breakfast, and Ashley is playing with Jack in his room. We upgraded his room to have a small television, agreeing that someone will always be with him, engaging, playing, or reading. We don’t want to make television a babysitter, but Jack does enjoy some shows. We hear footsteps climbing up the stairs.

“When’s the last time we recorded a feature?” Liz asks as she walks in and sits in one of the office chairs on this side of the loft. We still keep the studio intact, but with fewer scripted scenes and steady streaming traffic, there’s no urgency to film features.

“I think it was the one when Naomi interrupted us,” I say, realizing that I see Red as someone different than the woman I closed the door on. “Why?”

“Just curious.” Liz hums momentarily, while Kate and I glance at each other with a grin.

“You’re scheming,” I say, knowing the mischievous look on her face.

“Well, it’s just, we’ve got this studio up here, gathering dust, when we could put it to work.”

“Put it to work how?” Kate asks as we both focus on our brunette lover.

“What if we invited over guest stars?” Liz asks, leaning forward in her chair. “We could make it a simple setup, a friend coming over for a hook up or something—no script, just straight to the fun stuff.”

“Not on the streams?” Kate asks.

“Nope.” Liz shakes her head. “The guest would show up and be on the streams as we greet them, before we lead them up here.”

“I think I see where this is going,” I say, but something doesn’t sit right with me. I need to hear her out.

“Yeah, the subscribers get curious easily, right?” Liz grins. “They’ll start a buzz in the chatrooms and again after our guest leaves.”

“Okay,” Kate says, tapping her finger on her lips. “Continue.”

“We could start with local talent, girls interested in more visibility, other cam girls, or strippers. People who are already in the adult industry.”

“Make an exclusive Sunshine Content video.” Kate nods as she thinks past the technical details to the effect on our platform. “We could do a revenue split with the talent, including a license to let them publish it to their portal.”

“What does Nidhi think?” I ask because Liz and Nidhi work together on content creation.

“I’m in favor,” Nidhi says as she joins us. “I still have contacts from local camgirls, workers in the breastaurants around town, and some other girls that do shifts in the classier strip joints. Depending on their contracts, we may have to pay a small appearance fee.”

“They could waive the fee if we co-license the video,” Kate muses, and Nidhi nods. Liz’s mercurial look suggests she already has someone in mind.

“What is the play, Liz, and how soon?” I ask, still feeling an uncomfortable tightening in my gut.

Liz glances at Nids, who gives her a quick nod. “I have a friend, Jasmine, who graduated with us. She’s working as a waitress at one of those booby places that cater to men. She wants to break into camgirling. We can help, at least give her a studio to film some exclusives.”

“We’re not adding another person under this roof.” My voice is firm and steady as I shake my head. My discomfort clicks into place, and I continue to explain my terse statement. “We need to put Jack first. I think it’s a good idea for the business, but Jack doesn’t need a stream of strange women flowing in and out of our house.”

Liz leans back, crossing her arms before she looks at the floor. When I glance at Nids, she chews her lip, but nods. “You’re right,” Nidhi says, patting Liz’s shoulder. “We didn’t factor in Jack. Sorry.”

“It’s a good idea,” Kate says, reaching out to Liz and holding her hand. “But I agree with Matt. Sometimes, we need to put family ahead of our ambition. We’ll have other options to help your friends. Technical help, promotions on our pages, sponsorship, and other things. We’re growing in popularity with the live stream. Let’s see what happens, okay?”

“I get it,” Liz says, frowning. “I should have put Jack first. Maybe Ashley can work on helping them with their social media marketing.”

“Yeah,” I say. As Liz stands, I rise and hug her and Nidhi. “I love the creativity and willingness to help your friends. I’m sure the three of you can find a way to help them build their business without interfering with Jack’s schedule.”

As the two leave to head downstairs to talk with Ashley, Kate stands up and we hug. She raises her hands and wraps her arms around my neck as we kiss tenderly.

“You’re right,” Kate agrees as we part. “You made the right choice in putting a kibosh on the project.”

“I think we’re finally getting things steady, and I like what we’ve built so far.”

“Me too,” Kate agrees, takes my hand as we go downstairs and out to the pool deck.

ROBERTA'S CASE NOTES

It’s been sixty-seven days since Red walked through our doors. She’s meticulous about touching up that vibrant red hair. She wears it like she’s proud of it.

She should be, I’ve seen evidence of her work.

Something flipped in her weeks ago. Maybe six weeks after she’d been here. She stopped looking in the mirror on breaks, touching that hair, full of regret.

Now, if she checks the mirror when she washes her hands, she only pauses, then sharply nods as she looks herself in the eye. Then she rolls up her sleeves and gets to work.

I can’t count the number of diapers she’s changed. But she does it with a smile, cooing at infants and tickling toddlers. She laughs. Red actually laughs. That started about a month ago.

She was chatting with some staff and volunteers in the breakroom. Now, she listens more than she talks. At first, it was all about her—what she did and said, back in the day. She was quiet that day I watched her, listening. Jazmine told a joke, and it caught Red’s funny bone, and she burst into a grin so real it sparkled, then she laughed hard. I mean a real belly laugh. The rest of the girls laughed with her, not at her.

Jazmine came up after the break was over and wrapped her in a hug. “God, Red, I love it when you laugh. You should do it more.”

Bit by bit, Red observes life, separates the joy, and smiles. She sees the humor, sometimes dark, sometimes ribald, and laughs. It’s not that she’s perfect; she’s not. She still has times of regret and sadness. That’s just life.

She knows she’s not done. She’s beginning to understand that this race don’t got no finish line—but she ain’t giving up.

She has her first supervised visit this week. She gets to visit Jack in his home for an hour, maybe more. Matt and his family decide.

It’s hard the first time. And she may stumble. But she’ll have a taste of redemption. Let’s see if she can stomach it.


CHAPTER 2
GLIMPSE


“What the fuck!” Liz yells out from the living room.

“Are you okay?” I race down the stairs, hearing other people converging.

“No!” she says, kneeling on the floor with Jack. “I’m not okay!” She hands me her phone. “Is this for real?”

I have no idea what she’s talking about, but my jaw slowly unhinges as I examine her screen.

“What?” Kate leans into my chest and reads the screen.

I read it three times before I speak.

“The XMA Awards?”

“What?” Nidhi says as she enters and leans over my shoulder, scanning Liz’s phone.

Checking the email and the domain it was sent from, my eyes narrow. “It’s got to be a spoof or a prank, right?”

Nidhi’s eyes widen as she reads, and her mouth opens and shuts, but no words come out.

“What’s all the commotion?” Ash asks, coming in from the kitchen.

“We’re nominated for an XMA award.” Liz stands and hugs her tight.

“What’s that?” Ashley asks, narrowing her eyes and tilting her head from behind Nidhi to see the phone.

“It’s…” Nidhi starts, then stops and swallows. “It’s like the adult industry Golden Globes. Oh my god.”

“Did we even enter?” Ash asks, looking confused.

“No,” Kate says with a shocked smile. “We got noticed. It’s a new category this year, a viewer submission award.”

It finally hits us all, and we hug, jump, and dance. Nidhi raises her arms over her head and belly dances. She’s been working on it since she learned it originated in India. Liz and Ash hug and sway, heads back and laughing. Kate hugs me tight, then rises, lips pursed. I don’t hesitate and kiss her hard and deep.

The girls all slump into the sofa or the floor with crazy grins on their faces. Jack is bewildered but with a smile on his face. I slump into my chair as Kate grabs her laptop, then slips into my lap.

“Okay,” she says, looking at her screen. The girls all sit up, legs crossed in a lotus style, to listen. “We’re nominated for two audience submission awards.” She covers her mouth with one hand as she scrolls. “Jesus, Web Show of the Year and Industry Pioneer Award—Web and Technology. This is crazy.”

Nidhi looks at her phone, leaning against the couch where Ash and Liz are cuddling. “It says, and I quote, ‘The Lewis family has bravely shown that polyamory, sex, and family can all co-exist under one roof. They are living their life unfiltered and raw. They are responsible for raising Jack, who has a growing fandom that melts when he talks, cheers when he hits a milestone, and empathizes when he has a bad day.’ That’s… I’m speechless.”

Liz continues, “Listen to this part. ‘While they lead with intimate insights into an actual polyamorous harem, Matt Lewis doesn’t make it about him. He is quiet in the background, but proud of his family. They are multi-ethnic and multi-generational, with an age gap that stretches almost twenty years. But Matt isn’t the engine behind this engaging concept. He supports the ideas of the younger generation.”

The phone rings—not anyone’s cell, but the kitchen phone. Kate gets up and hurries to answer it. “Hello, you’ve reached the Lewis household.”

I move into the kitchen as she gapes, then waves me to come closer. The girls file in behind me.

“You want a statement from me?” Kate grins. I lean to listen, since this line doesn’t have a speaker phone. “That’s correct. I’m Kate Williams, CEO of Sunshine Content, and we are thrilled to be nominated for an XMA Award.”

She shrugs her shoulders and covers the mouthpiece. “I’m just winging it.”

“You got this,” I say, and the girls nod as we form a tight huddle around Kate.

“It happened organically,” Kate said. “Our family came together under Nidhi’s idea….” She spells Nidhi’s name. “Nidhi Sharma. Yes. You got it. Sunshine Content is her brainchild—authentic sensual content and engaging stories, about a modern true-life poly harem.”

“The live streaming?” Her eyes widen for a moment, then she shrugs her shoulders, and I give her a thumbs up. “Matt had the idea… Matt Lewis. Yes. Matt had an idea, and we just went for it. We want to live authentically, and we’re proud of the love our family shares. We rally around Jack, protect him; he’s our greatest priority. We love our viewers and fans and enjoy creating sensual content at the highest quality for them. Our live streams, day-in-the-life, and behind-the-scenes content are just as important. Under it all, we’re proud of ourselves, we’ve come together and created something new, and, like the love between us, we love to show it off loud and proud.”

She listens for the next question.

“I’m sorry?” she laughs. “No, this wasn’t a prepared statement. We found out about the nomination just before you called. Our heads are still spinning.”

I squeeze her as she says goodbye and ends the call. The moment she hangs up, the phone rings again. She picks it up, and I reach out to end the connection and pull the cord out of the socket.

“We need to absorb this, or you’ll be on the phone all day, making shit up.” I grin.

Kate laughs. “That’s what we do best!”

The rest of the morning is a blur of activities: answering emails, talking on our phones. It’s beyond any of our expectations, and I’m worried about how overwhelming all of it is for us and for Jack.

Jack toddles between us, talking to each girl using different words and enjoying their undivided attention. His second birthday is in a couple of months. At his last checkup, Dr. Martinez said he’s on track with both mobility and speech and that we should treat him like a typical two-year-old.

An alert pops up on my laptop, “Red—First Visitation—6 PM,” and I stand and clap my hands. I wait for everyone to stop, put down their phones, and close their laptops. “Red’s first visitation is in an hour. Wrap it up, clean up, and be ready. This is for everyone.”

“Are we live-streaming?” Liz asks, shrugging her shoulders.

I glance at Kate as I shake my head. “Let’s take the feed down. We’ll put up a message that we’re celebrating in private. We don’t have to tell anyone what we’re celebrating.”

Kate grins, nods, and types up the website message, then flips off the external feeds one at a time. The feed that goes to Red’s house stays on, but she won’t be watching. Roberta’s progress reports are encouraging, but she warns that first visitations are stressful and to keep it low-key. “Don’t expect a miracle, Mr. Lewis. Miracles happen from hard work. Red’s doing hard work, but the journey isn’t ending.”

“Yes, but maybe it’s a new beginning.”

“We all hope so, Mr. Lewis. For Red, Jack, and all your family.”


CHAPTER 3
VISITATION


As six o’clock arrives, we’re all in the living room together. The tone is different from sixty-seven days ago. We are nervous and tense and don’t know what to expect when Naomi knocks on the door. We’ve been watching her. Well, mostly Liz. She’s been Red’s silent cheerleader and the most nervous about the visit. Well, next to Red, I guess.

Liz has taken it upon herself to keep up with Roberta and ask questions. When Roberta heard about the surveillance feed, she was silent for over a minute. “I have concerns. But I’ll allow it. If Red regresses, we might reconsider if it is a good thing.”

Liz took that as a green light and has dutifully stood near the kitchen camera when Red gets home. She watches for when the light illuminates, telling us Red’s television is on, then she speaks to the camera as if Red were standing in front of her. She talks about Jack’s day, shares a funny story, and signs off each night. “Jack doesn’t know if he misses you, but he’ll see you soon. Keep up the good work.”

At six, there is a light rapping on the door, and I stand, walk to the entry, and open the door. Red stands there, a changed woman, no longer defiant or rude. She looks up at me and gives a half smile. “Come in,” I say, standing behind the open door. “Jack’s waiting for you.”

“Thank you.” She stands on the porch and looks down before her shoulders start shaking as she cries. Not the anguished cry like when I shut the door on her, or the remorseful cry when Jack didn’t recognize her. She lifts her eyes and grins; these tears are happy, but a wariness lurks behind them. “What if he doesn’t remember me?”

For the first time, she touches her hair. It’s the same bright red as when she left. Roberta says she keeps up with the hair maintenance weekly, saying, “It’s who I am, right? I gotta have my calling card.”

“He will,” I say. For the first time since she walked out on me, I see a smile I recognize in her eyes. “It might take time, but we’ll have to be patient.”

She nods as she steps inside the house. “I’m learning patience. Someday I might get good at it.”

I escort her to the living room, where Jack plays with his favorite truck. Red walks in slowly, as if she makes a noise, it will break the spell. I wave her to the middle seat of the sofa, between Ash and Liz. Nidhi and Kate are on the love seat as I sit in my chair.

Jack is playing with a yellow car and a red truck, making engine noises as he drives them around a mat with roads drawn on in a pattern. His concentration is entirely on the toys, so it takes him a minute to notice we have company. Seeing Red’s sneakers near the edge of the mat, he stops and looks up at her. He blinks as he sits up, with both cars in his hands.

“Who is?” he asks Ashley, pointing to Red.

“This is Red, Jack. She’s our friend.”

“Fren?” he tilts his head and points to himself. “Jack fren?”

Red shivers and pushes a brave smile onto her face. “Hi, Jack. Can I be your friend?”

“Yah,” Jack says with a nod, and I hear Nidhi whimper. She shakes her head, and Kate hugs her and kisses her cheek. “You Fren.” He stands up, still holding his truck, and takes two steps towards his birth mother, grinning. “For youuu. Red fruck.”

Red takes it with both hands open. Jack smiles and turns around, sitting down and running the yellow car over the mat. He looks up at Red and scrunches his nose. “‘Mon, Red, pway fruck.”

Liz has tears running down her cheeks. “Go play trucks with Jack. The red one is his favorite.”

Red looks at me, and I nod. She slides to the carpet and kneels by the mat. Jack smiles and pats the mat. “Heer… vroooom,” he says, and runs his car along the road. Red puts her truck down, makes a vroom sound, and pushes it along the stitched road.

“YA!” Jack claps, and, together, they play truck.

Red’s focus is on Jack, and she watches him in awe. She sits beside the mat, one leg crossed under her, the other stretched at an angle. She looks at me with tears and mouths, “Thank you.”

The rest of the hour passes quickly. Shortly after the truck playing, Nidhi excuses herself and returns with boxes of tissues. Jack finds a book and crawls into Red’s lap, twisting toward her. “You reeed? Red?”

I watch Ashley, sitting on the sofa and facing Red. She is the one who reads to Jack every night, but she’s smiling while Red reads the story, focusing on making new voices for the elephant and the monkey. She looks up at me with a teary smile and shakes her head. “Miracle,” she mouths.

When Red’s time is up, I stand. “Thank you for visiting, Red,” I say and offer my hand. “Time for Jack’s bath.”

She takes my hand and stands, face wet with tears, but smiling. “May I?” she asks.

I press my lips together and shake my head. “Sorry, not tonight.”

Ashley picks him up and grins at him. “Bath time!”

He sometimes goes happily, but he scrunches his nose. “No.” And points to himself. “Say bye. Red.”

“Okay, baby.” Ashley nods. “You can say goodbye to Red.”

He stands and walks to her, wrapping his arms around her knees. “Bye, Red!” He looks up at her and grins. Her teary smile has Nidhi diving for another tissue, handing one to Kate. We’ve all been rooted to our seats watching my son play with his birth mother.

“Mama,” Jack says to Ash, holding out a hand. “Now baff.”

She smiles and crouches to lift him. He turns and waves to everyone, including Red, as Ash turns and walks to the bathroom next to his bedroom.

As they leave, Liz stands, and Red turns to her. I see a second miracle: Liz embraces Red, her cheeks streaked with tears. Liz is speechless, a third miracle, but Red smiles. “I really enjoy it when you greet me after work, Liz. Thank you.”

Liz nods and wipes her tears. “I’ll be there tomorrow, same time.”

“It’s a date,” Red says, then walks with me to the door.

When we reach the door, she hugs me before I can open it. “Thank you, Matt. I’m so grateful. I will keep working, but this visit gives me hope.”

“We’re all in your corner, Red,” I say, surprised at how deeply I mean it. “We have faith in you, you’re doing so well.”

“It’s a long road.” She shrugs and looks at the ground before lifting her eyes and walking out the door. “Worth walking it though.”

I close the door behind her, walk into the living room, and embrace three of my lovers. We’re quiet as we walk down the hall, then stop at the door to watch Ash bathe Jack as he babbles, playing with the soapy bubbles.

ROBERTA'S CASE NOTES

I haven’t written about Red much lately because she’s accepted her new life. It wasn’t easy; she fought for it through tears. She’s earned it, and that makes her recovery journey beautiful. Recovery doesn’t have a graduation date. She’s gotta wake up every day, accept that Naomi is dead, and awaken as Red—the quiet redheaded warrior who fights for troubled women and their children. She won’t take that as truth, so her recovery continues, as it should. She’s showing she can accept progress without inflating her pride.

She’s ready for the next step, servant leadership. For the last few weeks, she’s shadowed me, watching and learning the house manager role. I submitted a recommendation to promote her to assistant house manager, and the approval hit my inbox today.

Red. She came here like any other broken woman and has grown from the ashes like a phoenix. Red is truly her totem. It’s time to see how she does serving in leadership.

She can do it. She’s a fighter.


CHAPTER 4
SIX MONTHS


The phone rings, but it’s not the voice line, just a signal—a request from Red. “I’ll come with you,” Kate says as I get up from my chair.

We’ve devised a system for our protection. No one visits Red alone; we are always in pairs, holding each other accountable.

We were impressed after her first supervised visit, but I held back. “We stick to the plan. This is good; she’s working on herself. She accepts that Jack sees Ash as his mother. She still needs to finish the six months. No shortcuts.”

My girls all accepted that, but I sensed some impatience. I was impatient too. But following our plan with something as important as Red’s redemption is crucial. Favoritism won’t do her any favors.

I take Kate’s hand, and we exit our house through the front door, walk to the sidewalk, and then move up the path to Red’s front door. We discussed how to visit her, and Nids recommended walking from house to house via sidewalks rather than cutting through the lawn. “It will remind us that we can’t take shortcuts, for Red’s sake,” she said when she explained.

Her wisdom continues to grow, and we all enjoy how she sees life through a spiritual lens. We do morning yoga as a family with cameras on, and her leading. All four of my younger girlfriends wear tight yoga clothes, and the positions they take would make any red-blooded male hard. I’m no exception, but while we flow through her program, sex is the last thing on my mind. She walks us through breathing as a symbol of spirit, how hearts beating together is help families thrive. The peaceful overcast of the Southern California marine layer complements this daily ritual, and when we shift to our day, we start refreshed.

Business has boomed while Red’s done the work she needs to do. The XMA announcement boosted our subscriptions, and the initial media contacts were intense. Kate couldn’t be our only spokesperson, so she developed talking points—not fake cheerleading or marketing, but focused on our truth, growth, and family.

Everyone adopted it in phone calls, emails, and blog posts. Chat room conversations aligned with our purpose. Without any chinks in our armor or weak links, as we closed ranks, the controversy over a live-streaming sex-positive harem family quieted. Though there are still pockets of hate around the net, we focus on maintaining boundaries, not being baited, and leading with love.

Kate steps onto Red’s porch with me right behind her. God, she has a great ass. Red appears after Kate’s first knock and invites us inside. Her home is unchanged since the day she moved in. She waves us to sit on the sofa, pulls a chair from the kitchen table, and sits across from us. Her face is glowing, but her eyes lower to the floor before they lift to address us.

“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t interrupt your day like that, but I-I need your advice.”

“We’d love to help,” Kate says, and her voice is soft—not the sharp beats from when she read the points of our plan—with care present in every word. Kate’s grown, too. She leads the other girls, but they’re like her little sisters—family, not employees. She’s learned to speak less in business terms and more in the language of care and concern.

“Roberta wants to promote me to Assistant House Manager,” Red states, then she frowns. “I don’t know if I’m ready. I want to… But pride is a temptation.”

I lean forward, pressing my fingertips together. “First, congratulations. Roberta doesn’t make decisions like that impulsively. If she thinks you’re ready to lead through service, you probably are.”

Kate crosses her leg over one knee, resting her elbow on it. “If you accept the position, what would you do first?”

Red glances at the floor momentarily, then leans back in her chair and lifts her focus to the ceiling. Still in her Haven House uniform, a tunic and pants that are not too different from those of a prison inmate, her body isn’t exposed. But watching her move triggers an echo of her shapely curves moving under the shapeless clothes. My response surprises me so much that I almost miss her reply.

“Oh God,” Red sighs. “I think I’d want to visit each leader in the spaces. Ask them what they need or what they’d do differently.” She shrugs and grins. “I don’t have any grand plans, like y’all did with me.” Her speech is soft and courteous. It’s more a beat of humor than a challenge.

“Then what would you do next?” Kate asks with a curt nod. Poker face. It’s a great answer, but Kate wants more.

“I’d try to make it happen. I know there is money to consider, and other stuff I don’t know much about.” Red rests her elbows on her knee and supports her chin with one hand. “I’ve watched Roberta enough to know that fixes don’t always need money; they need compassion and love. I’d show them that I’m behind them and work with them. Make their jobs easier.”

“Do you think you’re capable of that, Red?” Kate asks, deadpan. Not a challenge, not talking down to her, just a question.

Red takes a beat, then nods curtly. It’s a new gesture I’ve seen in her visits with Jack. Confident, but also like it’s a challenge to herself. “I do. I’ve worked hard. I listen before I answer. I think before I talk. I don’t demand, I offer.”

Kate nods and turns to me, and I take the hint, responding calmly. “You think you’d be tempted by pride. But the first thing you’d do is seek counsel from your staff. That’s not pride, Red. That’s service.”

She blinks and tilts her head. “It’s the right thing to do. That’s all.”

Kate rises and approaches her. “Accept the promotion. Ask for a thirty-day interim period, with an evaluation at the end. It’s the next step you should take, Red.” She looks over at me, and I stand and follow her to the door.

Red hurries to the door and opens it. Her cheeks blush red, and her eyes are glassy with emotion. Her smile is genuine. “Thank you, Kate. Your advice means so much to me. I’ll talk to Roberta tomorrow after I sleep on it.”

Kate nods again and takes my hand. We leave without another word. We’re quiet until we turn on the sidewalk and walk up our driveway. “She’s completely changed. She had a moment when she talked about what she’d done. It was pride, but it wasn’t misplaced pride. She’s earned it. I’m proud of her.”

“But you’re not going to tell her?” I smile and glance at my blue-eyed lover.

“Nope. I don’t need to tell her. She knows I’m proud.”

“I am too.”

“I want to hire her when she’s done with Haven House. She can help us with administration and organization. I never have time for the endless repetition.”

“You want her to work with us? In our house?” I didn’t expect that.

“Yes. She could help us with Jack, too. Don’t you think?”

“I think we’d better talk to Ashley. Are you sure?”

Kate stops by the garage just before we turn to walk to the front door. She presses her hands to my chest and looks in my eyes. “I’m sure, babe. I see it, I see how she can work with us, with me. She’s been through hell, but it’s tempered her, prepared her. And that’s kinda sexy.”

“Sexy?” I laugh, but my mind brings up images of Red, with her new hair and her new, clear eyes. The rest of her was the body I first fell in love with, even with her rich curves and everything hidden under her shapeless uniform. The flash is short, but it’s enough to feel a welling in my core.

“Service can be sexy, Matt. She supports our family and our message. We know she watches the feed when she gets home. We’ve been transparent with her. Think about it.”

“I’m not tracking.” I shake my head, still dizzy from the erotic image of her that sprang from nothing.

“Her transformation—it’s a validation of everything we’ve done. Family. Redemption through love.” Kate drops her hands to my crotch, cupping me, and she smirks, feeling my arousal. “You saw her, didn’t you?”

“Saw her?”

Kate strokes me, pressing her breasts against me. “Her body under that horrid tunic. She’s hot, isn’t she?”

“Uhh, is this a trap?”

“Nope.” Kate leans and kisses under my neck as she works her hand along my stiffening cock. “Don’t feel guilty. That body was in your bed; she just killed off the Naomi parts, and the Red parts have grown from the ashes. She’s fucking sexy, don’t deny it.”

I shake my head and dip down as my hand combs through her hair, pulling her head back so my kiss captures her mouth. She also saw the curves of my ex, now Red. She knows our neighbor’s body excites me. Red. Fuck, I’m turned on by the thought of fucking Red. Literally.

“I need you,” Kate moans, breaking the kiss. She taps the buttons to open the garage door, and the motor whirs inside. “I want to ride you while you sit in the convertible. I want to relive our first date, but this time for real, not heavy petting in a parking lot.”

I blink my eyes, nod, and move to the side of my convertible, where I open the door, pull down my shorts, and sit down. Kate climbs into my lap, straddling me. She’s bare under her skirt, and her arousal coats my rigid shaft as she grinds against me.

I look at her as she twists to close the garage door from the remote clipped to the sun visor. Lifting her rock band t-shirt and exposing her bare tits, I suck one of her perfect nipples as she moans.

“I need you inside me, Matt.”

She rises as she reaches down and grips my cock. She strokes it twice, spreading her desire along my throbbing member. I pull off her nipple and stare at her as she pushes me inside her opening. Our eyes lock as she slides down, completing our connection. Any lingering images of Red vanish in flames from the sheer hotness of my blonde lover.

“You feel so good,” she moans, kissing me.

“Your pussy is fucking perfect. Tight. Wet. Fuck.”

We stop talking and fuck. Raw, hot, needy. Our bodies flexing in the confines of the driver’s seat. I reach down, pushing the button to recline back slowly, while Kate undulates, grinding her clit on my rock-hard cock. I stare up at her as the seat stops, my hands running up her side, cupping her breasts, and pinching her pink nipples.

“Fuck, Matt, I’m going to come.”

“Right behind you.” I grit out, tightening my core to hold off until she shatters.

She cries out, and I watch her body shudder as she tightens around me like a vise. That pushes me over the edge, and my hips jerk reflexively as I pump my load into her clenching cunt. Breathless, she kisses me, a deep, soulful kiss, full of our love and ardor.

As we relax from our climax, we hear clapping. Liz and Ashley are at the mudroom door.

“Maybe we need cameras here,” Ashley says, fanning her face.

“Hot as fuck, you two,” Liz says without any jealousy, happy that Kate and I had a moment to ourselves.

The image of Red rises again, and I kiss Kate to try to clear it from my memory.

“I couldn’t help it,” I confess. “I did see Red and think of her naked.”

“Good.” Kate kisses me. “She needs to know that you find her desirable. It’s part of her path to return to you—to us. I can see it.”

“You’re not jealous?”

“Am I of my sisters?”

“But…” My head spins.

“Matt, don’t overthink it. Do you want to fuck Red?”

“I do!” Liz says, then laughs. “She’s hot as shit now that she’s not a mouthy bitch.”

“Yeah,” I admit honestly. “I’d fuck Red.” But it’s only because she’s no longer Naomi.

RED'S JOURNAL

Oh my god! They did it! They won both categories of the XMA Awards. And guess what? They invited me to watch the ceremony on Matt’s new big screen TV in their living room.

I mean, they invited me, the gal that nearly destroyed the beautiful family they built. Who does that? This year’s winners of XMA’s Web Show of the Year and Industry Pioneer Award, that’s who.

I’m so proud of them. They invited me over and told me their live feeds were turned off during the XMA Awards. They’re not hiding; they want to celebrate privately. Plus, it’s after Jack’s bedtime. I didn’t even come over until he was sleeping. I asked for that; he needs his sleep, and Ashley says he gets so excited when I visit that it’s hard for him to settle down.

I have no words. I love that boy, but it’s not about me anymore. It’s about him, and I’ll do everything to support him and his family.

When Matt knocked on my door this afternoon and said, "Red, would you like to join us for the ceremony tonight?" I thought I was hearing things.

"You mean… watch with the family?"

"You're part of this story too," he said with his cute shrug. "You should be there when they announce the winners."

I cried in the bathroom for ten minutes after he left. Not the desperate, self-pitying tears like when I started working at Haven House, but something else entirely. Gratitude. Maybe? I think it’s the overwhelming realization that I'm not invisible to them anymore. They see me, perhaps they always have, and Naomi was blind. Fuck her. This is better than I dreamed.

I wore my nicest dress: a simple black thing from the Haven House donation pile. Kate took one look at me and said, "Perfect. Understated elegance." Then she handed me her phone. "Would you mind being our camera operator? We want to record this."

Me. They trusted me to capture their moment.

The ceremony was everything I expected—glitzy, overproduced, and full of people performing success rather than living it. Sure, they got all dressed up. Nidhi had passed out silk embroidered sarees in their distinctive colors. Liz wore a brilliant royal with black embroidery. Ashley’s soft, pale grey was sophisticated and regal. Nidhi wore an incredible purple silk, and Kate’s was a bright yellow—her color. There were no cameras to capture their glamor, sexiness, and just… God, Matt’s family is sexy. I mean. I’ve had eyes for other women before and shared a kiss while on a hop as a stewardess. But these four women are the real thing, bona fide beauties, inside and out.

I held my breath when they listed the “Web Show of the Year” nominees. When they announced, “And the winner is Our Harem Family—Sunshine Content,” they all jumped up and whooped, and my hands trembled as I held Kate's phone.

They won.

Of course they won. How could they not? Everything about them is genuine—their love, business, and family. While others only perform authenticity, they live it.

Matt's media speech made me cry again. He thanked their "chosen family" and looked directly at me. Well. I held the phone so they could be in the shot, but it felt like he was talking to me. He spoke of love multiplying rather than dividing. “We’re honored that our authentic journey resonates with so many people. To everyone watching, love boldly and live truthfully.”

Ashley had to leave as Matt began because Jack woke up from the loud celebration when their name was announced. She brought him down as Matt was finishing, his eyes red with tears, but they brightened when he saw me.

I took him from Ashley, still filming the family while comforting my little man. Is this for real? He settled in my arms, watching everyone celebrate, drinking sparkling cider. I guess the girls aren’t old enough to drink, which is… wow.

Matt lives authentically, boldly, truthfully, just like he said in his speech.

I want it too. God, I want to… live like they do.

And I mean, everything they do. Not to be the center of attention, but to serve them, give them the devotion they deserve. They could have kept that door closed and turned their back on me. But instead, they opened the door and pointed me down this path. They deserve everything they’ve earned. I hope to be a small piece of their family. Just for a day. For a moment.

I need to get to sleep. Tomorrow is a big day—my first day as assistant Haven House manager—crazy. I want to talk to Monique and ensure she has everything she needs for childcare. I want to chat with all of the ladies leading their departments. Tell them I’m there to serve them because they change lives for the better, every day. They certainly helped change mine.

They’re still awake. I see them sprawled across the living room, comfortable and happy from the celebration. I’ll just keep the monitor on until I fall asleep on the couch in the living room. It will be like I’m still with them.

Goodnight, Jack.

Red.


CHAPTER 5
VICTORY LAP


After Red leaves, the residual energy of our XMA victory celebration is still present. Jack went down easily after all the excitement, and now it's just the five of us sprawled across the living room, still processing what happened tonight.

"I can't believe we actually won," Nidhi says for the third time, curled up on the loveseat with her phone, scrolling through congratulatory messages. "Like, both categories."

"Believe it.” Kate grins from my lap, her yellow saree still draped around her torso despite hours of celebration. "We earned this."

Resting against my recliner, I tip my head back and notice the active streaming camera’s soft green indicator pulsing—Red’s closed-circuit feed is still on. The thought sends an unexpected surge of heat through me.

"She's still watching," I murmur, nodding toward the camera.

Ashley looks up from where she's lying on the carpet, her grey silk pooled around her. "Red?"

“Yeah, the feed to her house is on.” I stroke Kate’s back, who rests beside me, leaning into my side. I feel the others’ attention shift to the same awareness that’s building in my chest. “It wasn’t on while she was here.”

Liz stretches dramatically on the couch, her royal blue fabric riding up her thighs. “She’s lonely sometimes. Does watching us help her feel connected?”

“It’s on often when she’s home. She gets all six streams whenever the monitor is active.” Nidhi agrees softly, setting her phone aside. “I think she wants to watch us celebrate."

Kate shifts, turning and straddling my thighs as she settles into my lap. Our bodies respond to the charged atmosphere, my cock thickening as her eyes turn dark. "It feels right, having her watch us celebrate. Like she's family, right?”

We all glance at each other as we nod, affirming the new tendril of our evolving relationship with Red. Not my ex-wife, not anymore, but our neighbor who sometimes lives vicariously by watching us through the feed.

My girls are arrayed about the room—Ashley's graceful sprawl on the carpet, Liz's languid stretch across the couch, Nidhi's lounging on the love seat with her head hanging off the edge, and Kate's warm weight in my lap. We're not performing for the streaming subscribers; those feeds are still off. If anyone is watching, it’s only Red. The thought of her still watching us makes my dick throb, and Kate’s answering grind tells me I’m not alone in thinking about Red.

I wonder how often she watches, hoping to catch our intimate play late at night.

"The awards feel like validation," I say, still drifting between the celebration and the shifting definition of family. “Of what we've built together and who we've become. As a family.”

Kate's fingers trace patterns on my chest through my shirt. "And Red's journey is part of that, Matt. Proof that love can actually heal, that families can rebuild themselves."

"She looked so proud tonight," Ashley murmurs, her eyes soft with memory. “When Jack fell asleep in her arms during your speech, she seemed to understand her place was with us.”

The green light continues its steady glow, and I imagine Red in her stark little house, watching us process this milestone, not with the desperate hunger of the woman who used to spy through our fence, but with the patient love of someone waiting to join us when the time is right.

“I’m glad she watches,” Liz says quietly, surprising us all with her gentleness. "She deserves to see us happy and be happy for us."

Nidhi rises from the loveseat with fluid grace, her purple silk whispering as she moves. "In my culture, witnessing joy multiplies it. If Red is watching our celebration, she's sharing in our victory."

The moment hangs suspended as Kate shifts in my lap, her movement deliberately sensual as she stretches, arching back as she grinds against my erection. "Tonight begins a new path together. Something even better."

My body responds immediately to her proximity, the charged atmosphere, and the knowledge that Red might be watching us move from celebration into something more. The thought of her witnessing our physical intimacy rages heat through my veins.

Ashley rises from the carpet, her grey silk slipping from her shoulders as she pushes down her petticoat. "We're not performing tonight," she says, stepping toward me. "This is just us. But she should see it."

Nidhi unties her purple drape, letting it fall as she pulls off her choli. She shifts her petticoats to puddle at her feet before stretching her lithe body like a sun salutation. Her tawny flesh contrasts with her dark nipples, which rigidly cap her breasts under the soft light of our living room.

Kate shifts in my lap, grinding against my hardening cock as the energy in the room shifts. Across from us, Liz pulls her blue silk off her body, shedding her clothes till she stands naked and pulls Nidhi into her arms. As the pair starts to kiss and caress, I unravel the knot in Kate’s yellow saree and pull slowly as the fabric unravels.

Kate crawls out of her bundle of yellow silk, and Ashley meets her as they kiss. She looks over Kate’s shoulder, watching me unbuckle my belt before shoving my trousers down my thighs. Tearing the buttons off my shirt, I bare myself for my harem, looming over the four women as my cock strains, jutting from my crotch.

I drop slowly to my knees, gripping Kate’s swaying ass while she kisses Ashley. Nidhi and Liz drop beside me, kneeling together with their hands in each other pussies as they kiss breathlessly. My fingers dig into Kate’s warm ass, pulling her round cheeks apart, revealing her slick folds at the apex of her thighs.

Notching my crown against her opening, I surrender to my lust and drive into Kate with a low growl. Her moan drowns in Ashley’s passionate kiss. As I stroke into Kate, setting a slow beat to our dance, Liz and Nidhi lean back on their hands as their thighs tangle. Matching my pace, their young bodies flex in concert, grinding against each other.

Our moans rise together as we push ourselves to our peaks. As Kate lowers her chest to the floor, Ashley shifts down and runs her hand along Kate’s hip. Meeting Ashley for a passionate kiss, I feel the pressure of her fingertips circling Kate’s clit. Ashley’s lips curl against mine as she grins, and Kate moans from the pressure. Feeling her walls tighten, I snap my hips and drive into Kate.

“Yes! Fuck me hard, Matt!” Kate turns her head to look over her shoulder, glancing up as I smack her hip. “Show her what a fucking stud you are.” Her words punch through the charged air, raw and unfiltered, meant as much for Red's ears as for mine.

Ashley runs her hands down Kate’s side, leaning against her back as she grips Kate’s ass. Pulling her cheeks apart, she lowers and flicks her tongue around the tight rose. When she spits a gob of saliva, she presses her finger into the tight muscle, and Kate’s moan of lust reverberates through the room. Ash stares at my cock driving underneath her probing fingers, adding a second as Kate’s pitch increases.

“Oh, god. Fuck…. Don’t stop!” she sings, pushing her ass back toward us.

To the side, Nidhi looms over Liz, their pussies still grinding to the beat of our combined passion. Her fingers crush into Liz’s breast, as she holds her body down and uses the leverage to attack her cunt with firm thrusts of her core. Liz screams, her head tipping back as she falls apart. A moment later, Nidhi mirrors the sigh and sound. She lowers to kiss her friend, and Liz wraps her arms around her neck as their bodies tremble through their orgasms.

Kate screams into the carpet as her walls clench in waves, her release gushing around my shaft as I plow her through her peak. When she pushes herself away, Ashley moves forward, bending to suck Kate’s juices from my cock. I comb my fingers through her rich brown hair, holding her head down when she swallows my length. Kate stares up at the ceiling for a moment, then twists around and starts kissing Liz, drawing her hand down to play with her clit.

Nidhi shifts toward me, then pulls at my shoulders. “Lie back, lover. Let Ash ride that beautiful cock.”

I relax back against Nidhi’s back, then as Ashley pulls her mouth from my dick, I slip down until I’m supine, staring at the ceiling. Ashley straddles my hips, staring at me as Nidhi holds my rigid length. Ashley’s tightness stretches around my cock, as she rests her hands on my chest and then shifts to squat when I’m buried inside her. As she rises and falls slowly, Nidhi straddles my head, facing Ashley.

Craning my neck, I extend my tongue, lapping at the dark, distended lips hovering over me. I moan at the combined taste of my two lovers, and I hold her thighs as I swirl my tongue into her depths. The pair lean toward the center, and I can picture them kissing. In my mind, the view shifts to a view from above, and I imagine Red watching as I fuck and lick the two younger women. The image of her naked with a hand between her thighs staring at the monitor streams through my thoughts as I focus on licking Nidhi and driving my cock deeper into Ash.

“Oh fuck!” Nidhi’s thighs clench as she bathes my tongue with her release, grinding her hips on my eager lips and tongue.

As she shifts off, Ashley moves to kiss me, and I wrap my arms around her back. Holding her hips against me, I cycle my cock insistently into her tight pussy. She moans into my mouth, her nails digging into my shoulders as I push her over the edge. I keep rutting into her until she rolls off.

A hand grips my cock, and I tilt my head to watch Liz stroke me. The other three shift to position their open mouths in a ring around my throbbing cock.

“Come for her,” Liz says. “Let her see you explode and spray your white cream.”

It’s too much. I arch my back with a grunt as the first spurt jets into the air. The three others lean with open mouths and extended tongues as Liz strokes steadily, milking my balls dry. Ropes of thick, pearlescent cream cover my belly. Catching my breath, my vision locks on the tiny lens as my girls clean me up, sharing my load and peeking at our silent watcher.

RED'S JOURNAL

Oh my god, I still can’t quite believe it.

Kate dropped by unannounced, knocking on the door. They usually send a signal as a courtesy. When I opened the door, she had a grave look on her face.

“May I come in? I need to talk with you about something serious.”

Oh, my tummy tightened into a knot.

“Um, sure.” I held the door open, and she walked to the sofa, sat on one side, and patted the cushion beside her before I could get a chair from the kitchen table. “This is scaring me. What did I do?”

“What haven’t you done?” Kate asked, straight-faced, and I lost my breath. This was it. I didn’t make it. “I wasn’t good enough” was spinning in my mind. Then she broke her stone face and smiled. “You’ve done everything. You finished and exceeded all of the steps of the plan! I’m proud of you.”

Slowly, it dawned on me that I hadn’t fucked up, and I smiled slightly. “I thought I messed up.” She shook her head and leaned to embrace me. When she wrapped her arms around me, I lost it and started to cry. “Your face, Red. I’m sorry. I thought it would be … I shouldn’t have made light of your amazing work. Will you forgive me?”

I wiped my cheeks as we sat back up. “Of course. But there is more to do. I have to keep up with the program. Recovery doesn’t have an off-ramp.”

“No, that’s true,” Kate said. “But it does have forks.”

“I’m not following.”

“Red, we want to invite you into our circle. We need your help and want to welcome you into the family. What do you think?”

“I-I don’t know what to think.” My mind spun as she sat and smiled at me.

“You’d work for me as a production assistant at Sunshine Content.”

“Production assistant? I don’t know what that is.”

“Nobody does.” Kate laughed. “Look, you’ll follow my direction, ask for help when needed, and use your intuition and initiative. Help Ash with the meals, do housework, and maybe watch Jack if we go out.”

“Kate!” I was speechless. “You want me to… move in?”

“Well, we don’t have space right now. We gotta move things around and definitely get a bigger bed.”

“Wait, what?”

“We need a bigger bed. Matt’s bed is too small for five of us, so we swap who sleeps on the air mattress.”

I looked around, checking the cameras. “This has to be a prank. You want me in your bed?”

“Yep.” She patted my knee and stood up. “And from how often you watch our private feed, I think you want that too.” Her knowing smile isn’t shaming, but inviting.

“But this is also a job offer, so think it over. It comes with a salary, even if you don’t want to move in immediately. About the same as a permanent assistant manager at Haven House.” Her eyes sparkled like she knew something I didn’t, and she left, leaving the door open.

I was too stunned to move.

That was last night. When I got to Haven House this morning, Roberta offered me the permanent position. “I need time—just a day. I need to think about it.”

“Of course,” Roberta said. “That’s the right thing to do. You’re not a prisoner; you can go anywhere you want. But I want you to hear—straight from me—you’ve done exceptionally well. Your service here has been a blessing, not only to me, but to all the residents. Red, they all love you. They respect you. Your service here matters.”

“I just did what needed to be done,” I replied. “I listen, comfort, and encourage. I’m no one special.”

Roberta looks back at me, sips her coffee with a gleam in her eyes, and leans back in her chair. “That’s it. That’s what you’ve done. And that you don’t think it’s special is precisely why I want you here permanently.”

The day passed by without me noticing. If someone stopped and talked, I listened. Jodi, the new girl, was breaking down, and I comforted and encouraged her to keep going.

Now I’m home, reading my journal. I bought another one at the store; this one is about full. I have to decide whether to work at a job that matters and makes a difference or rejoin the family I didn’t think I had.

I need to sleep on it.

Goodnight, Jack.

Red


CHAPTER 6
REUNION


“So we agree?” I ask, looking around the table. Jack is eating dry Honey Nut Cheerios with a spoon. Okay, maybe he's making more crumbs than getting the little o’s in his mouth, but it’s progress. 

“Yes,” the four of them say in unison.

“Matt, go over there. Let her see your face and hear what you have to say.” Kate says, shaking her head. “I think she’s a little shell-shocked, but she listened when I offered her the production assistant role, and for her to rejoin the family. I’m not sure she believed me, though. She asked if this was a prank.”

“Okay, I’ll do it.” I smile and rise, feeling my stomach tighten. “How do I look?”

“Like a daddy-type cruisin’ for a new hottie to date,” Liz wisecracks.

“Looking good, papa bear,” Nidhi says, grinning.

Ashley stands up, smiling, and steps in front of me. She smooths my Hawaiian shirt and rests her hand on my chest. “Like the man I love. We support you because you support us. Seal the deal; it’s time Red comes home. Right, Jack?”

“Right,” Jack answers with a toothy grin. “Red, home.”

We kiss, and I step back, turning to leave through the front door. “This is surreal,” I say as I open and close the door I shut on her, which kicked off this new chapter in our lives.

My gut tightens, fluttering with nervousness, as I walk across the lawn and up to Red’s door. When I knock, I wait, and I’m about to knock again when Red opens the door. This is the first time I’ve seen her new shaggy bob up close. It fits her wild, red hair. Her green eyes sparkle as she smiles nervously.

“Matt, it’s good to see you,” Red says, looking up and down my body. “You look good. Are the girls treating you right?

“Yeah,” I reply, feeling my cheeks heat up. “Do you want to take a walk with me? A loop around the park?”

Red peers out at the sky. “Do I need to take an umbrella?”

I lean back and look up. The sky is mottled gray from the morning marine layer, like a fog bank—not a storm cloud, just a haze. The forecast is for yet another clear day with plenty of sunshine.

“Nah, this will burn off.” I hold out my hand.

Red takes it, and I feel her tremble. I wrap my hand around her palm like we used to, but she moves and pushes her fingers to interlace between mine. I glance at her, and she shrugs, like it’s no big deal.

“Creating new habits,” she explains, and I nod.

“I like it better this way.” My smile is natural, and, glancing over, I see hers is the same.

“We’ll walk to the park at the end of the block.”

“Gosh, that’s right. I forgot about that park. Do you go there often now?”

“I find it a pleasant walk with the perfect amount of quiet to let my thoughts drift,” I say, looking toward the park with Red’s warm fingers laced with mine. They aren’t soft, but a little rough, calloused, sturdy. “I’ve learned that my brain won’t let a thought go if something is bugging me. I’ll talk to one of the girls if it’s still there after I return. They listen and help me work through it.” I glance up into the sky and see the first patch of blue through a hazy layer of dissipating clouds.

“Sounds like meditation,” Red replies, and I nod. She continues, “At home, one of the girls wanted to lead meditation, but she was new and hadn’t hit bottom yet. Roberta told her, ‘Not right now, you’re not ready,’ then turned to me. ‘Red, could you lead a thirty-minute meditation period?’”

I raise my eyebrows. “How did that work out?”

“I accepted the challenge, but I was scared as shit.” I glance at her, and she smiles back. The smile I used to get when I paid attention. The smile my wife wore when we left on our honeymoon. Before Jack. Before the troubles. Red lets a beat pass before she looks ahead and continues. “I studied meditation, different types, what it’s best for, things like that.”

“There are plenty of things on the internet,” I say, nodding. “Nidhi leads our morning yoga; some days we just breathe together.” I glance at her again, and our eyes meet as she nods for me to continue. “When deep breathing became a reflex, I started working on sorting through the thoughts that came up. I’d listened to a meditation from one of those mental health sites, and they said to address each thought, and like, thank it, then let it go.”

“Is that effective?” she asks, and I realize as we step into the park that we’re listening to each other, not merely talking aloud.

“Let’s sit at that bench.” I point it out, and she nods. Then I answer her question. “At first, I didn’t know how to let go. Then, with practice, I started ticking off what each thought brought. Sometimes a memory, other times something to remember, a lot of it was just noise, and I started to let those go.”

“That sounds fascinating.”

“It takes time and repetition,” I say with a shrug as I sit down with her. After a moment, I lift my arm to the back of the bench, and Red slides beside me, until our thighs touch. “Like anything else.” I turn to her; she tilts her chin, and our eyes meet. “I wish I’d have practiced more earlier. But I didn’t, and I’m sorry.”

“I’m sorry, too,” Red says, resting her head on my shoulder and looking at the thinning gray clouds. “As part of my work, I’ve discovered that I didn’t listen well. I was too impatient and anxious. Fuck, always so anxious. I was so selfish, too. I wanted to tell you what I wanted, but didn’t give you a chance to listen.”

She looks at her sneakers, old Chucks made with black canvas and white rubber soles. “I see that I was difficult to live with, but I can’t go back to change that. You know? I have to start with today, not relive yesterday or hope for tomorrow. I gotta stay in the present.”

“The present is a gift.” I smile. “That’s where my mind drifts, thinking about what I’d do differently.”

“Same,” Red says, and we breathe. Silence grows between us, and our breathing synchronizes like we’re following a drumbeat only we can hear.

I turn to face her, moving my hand to her jaw and stroking her cheek with my thumb. My mind flashes, the pictures of past hurts bubble up and disappear. “I can’t recall Naomi’s face anymore. When I look at you…” I pause and swallow the lump in my throat. “When I look at you, I see Red. And Red’s beautiful, outside and in.”

“Matt,” Red says, her lower lashes brimming with tears as she takes a breath in concert with mine. “That bitch is dead. She died sometime between when you shut the door on her and when I walked into Haven House. But I’m here, Matt. Red’s right here. I’m not going anywhere. I want to be with you. Our—Ashley’s son, Your family.”

“Our family,” I reply and lower myself tentatively toward her. She tilts her chin, her eyes wide, and I see her clearly when our lips meet.

We melt slowly into the kiss, searching, exploring, trying to find something that isn’t there. It’s been replaced by something intense and powerful. The park around us fades, and it’s just us, Red and me, like we’ve just found each other. I slide my tongue between her lips, meeting hers, tangling. She moans, and I growl. This kiss is new, and I’m already addicted.

I part, breathless. “I’m not the same anymore, Red. I’ve changed, grown, matured. I have four lovers now, and I want one more. Only one—I want you. I love you. I never stopped.”

She doesn’t say a word, just melds her lips to mine, her warm fingers sliding behind my neck, pulling at the short hairs. As we kiss, I thread my fingers through her scarlet strands, holding her head lightly. My body responds, her body reacts. I want to rip her clothes off, and then mine. I want to stand before Red, naked and completely unafraid.

I pull away and examine her face, and her lips stay pursed. Familiar but completely different.

“Patience,” I whisper, taking her hand.

“Patience,” she echoes, threading our fingers. “Some day I hope to be good at it.”

“Someday we will be. Together.”


CHAPTER 7
SEEING RED


We leave the park, anxious but together. I want her, but the public park isn’t the best place to fuck. We don’t talk, but our hands are linked. We find a rhythm between my longer stride and her quick steps. We arrive at her house, and I lead her to the door.

She stops and looks at our house across the strip of lawn between our houses. She looks up at me, her mouth open, struggling with words.

“Us. Together. Alone first.”

“But…”

“It’s how we work,” I say, but I don’t tell her the details.

She looks at me, narrows her eyes, and her lips form a perfect O shape as they widen. I nod.

”I have to claim you first, or reclaim… whatever. I focus on you, you focus on me. We test what we’ve always known. You’ve always been mine.”

That earns me that one quick nod of hers, and then we’re moving up her walkway. She opens the door, and I push in behind her and twist her around, pushing her against it until it slams shut. Our kiss is pure heat, mixed with longing and aching pain—pain from being apart, even though it brought us back together. We needed to heal before fusing without any defects to weaken the bond.

Her hand drops to my crotch, fingers running along my rigid length. Her tunic comes off first as I pull it up, and she raises her arms. When I toss it away, she reaches behind her back. As her bra’s clasp opens, I’m tugging at the cups. I don’t even take it all the way off before I cup her heavy breasts as she wriggles the bra the rest of the way off.

My mouth surrounds her wide aureole, barely shades darker than her ivory skin. She moans, her fingers threading through my hair. Someday, I’ll be patient; I’m making up for lost time right now.

“Matt,” she breathes, as I suck on her hardening nipples. “Matt. Matt, hold on…”

I pull back and glance up, and she cups my face. She kisses me gently and pulls away. “We can take our time; we’re not teenagers. I want it. I want to be greedy, but that’s what got us here. Come to my bedroom, let me show you how much you mean to me. Let me serve you, my forever love.”

I shake my head, clearing the lust enough to stand up. She’s right, I want to make this perfect. Or at least not over in a minute and a half, or forty-five seconds… The way my balls are throbbing, it might have been under thirty.

Taking her hand, I rise, and she leads me to her bedroom. The stark furniture reminds me of her life since she signed off on the plan, but it also symbolizes a fresh start. Red points to the bed.

“Stand there, please.” Her voice trembles like I might reject her. I smile and stand where she points.

Finding more courage, she unbuttons her uniform pants—the same ones she’s worn since she started working at Haven House. I glance and see three sets hanging in her closet. There is no door. We took it down because it had a mirror. She opens the fly and pushes the cotton-blend trousers down slowly, over her ass, then down her thighs. Her softness is gone. Now, her body is taut, but still curvy. Her muscles shift under her skin as she kicks out of them, then goes back to her hips to pull her full cotton panties down.

Granny panties have never been sexier as she pulls them off and tosses them away. The only things left are the socks on her feet; she must have kicked off her Chucks at the front door. She takes a beat to stand, fully naked before me, her eyes guarded—the last bit of armor. A tuft of fiery red hair above her mound is trimmed short. She’s dyed her bush to match her hair.

“You’re beautiful, Red.” I breathe in a low rumble. “God, so fucking sexy.”

“But… They’re—” she glances in the direction of my house.

“Not you,” I interject. “They’re not you. First lesson: don’t compare. I love you uniquely, just as I love them. No need to compete with them. I’m choosing you.”

Her eyes widen as her new curt nod of acceptance starts a new pathway in her mind. She takes a breath, closes the last distance between us, and unbuttons my buttons one at a time, feeling her way with her fingers because her eyes are locked on mine. Pushing the shirt off my shoulders, I shrug out of it, tossing it away.

One dark brow ticks up as she lowers to her knees. The only sounds are our breath and my heartbeat pounding in my ears. She stares at me as she undoes my trousers, unzips them, then tips her fingers inside. She searches and lifts that fucking eyebrow. It hits me—her question.

“Commando. I don’t wear boxers. It’s easier.”

That curt nod again, then she pushes my jeans down. I don’t remember kicking off my shoes, but I step out of my pants barefoot. My cock juts out from my groin like an accusation, and she focuses on it.

“God, you have a beautiful penis.”

I grin, and before I can respond, she’s sucking on my crown. Her tongue laps at the tip, sweeping up the precum before she pushes her mouth over my head and down my shaft. She reaches for my hand as she cups my balls and pulls my fingers to her crimson tresses, her eyes pleading as she moves her mouth up and down my cock. I grip her hair, and she drops her hands behind her back, submitting to me completely.

I push my cock in deeper, rocking my hips as I slowly fuck her mouth. Her green eyes seem brighter as we stare at each other. Her tongue waggles under my shaft, savoring the taste with a muted hum. She leans into it, and I get the hint and pull her head toward me. Her gag reflex triggers, but she overcomes it, and my cock slides into her throat. I see her nose pressed into my patch of trimmed hair.

The life of a porn star is wild.

I hold myself there, buried in her throat for a beat before I fuck her face—steady, deep, full strokes, watching her eyes tear up. Her mouth eagerly accepts my girth and length. When I pull out, her thick saliva spills out of her mouth and dribbles down her chest and into the cleavage between her full, heavy breasts. I go back to fucking her throat as my core tightens and my balls lift.

I pull out, grip my shaft as she keeps her mouth open. I tap my crown on her tongue. “My mouth. My tongue.”

She nods, with her tongue out and her eyes ablaze with lust.

“On the bed,” I grit out. And she scurries on her knees to climb onto the narrow twin mattress. Ass up, chest down, offering herself to me. “Red. On your back. I’m gonna watch you, as I make you mine again.”

Liz’s voice echoes in a fleeting thought. She does watch Red, and may even be watching now. Red fascinates her, since she’s been saying hello every morning. When I check back in to the present, Red’s on her back, her hands under her ass, her legs bent, and her knees spread wide. Crawling between them, I cup her breasts, caressing the heavy orbs, feeling her rigid nipple against my palm.

Notching my tip at her entrance and dredging it through her cleft, her arousal coats my crown. I can only sense it as my gaze stays with Red. I enter her slowly, and her moan is one of relief combined with passionate longing.

“Matt…”

“Touch me,” I say as I cycle my hips, lowering to brush my lips across hers. Her tongue flicks out and tangles with mine, but she pulls her arms out from under her, reaches for my ass, grips it tight, and pulls me deep. We’re joined again, connected, and the sensation burns through my nerves, like it’s blowing out the cruft of years of neglect.

“Fuck me, Matt. Fuck me hard. Everything, anything you want. Take it. It’s yours again. It always was.”

That’s precisely what I do, kissing her, caressing her. Repossessing her body, reclaiming what is mine. My hips cycle in and out, full strokes, and she whines as I almost slip out, then groans into my mouth as I snap my hips and punch into her. It’s not making love, but maybe it is. I fuck her hard, exactly how I want to, and she takes everything and begs for more. I rise, my hands gripping her breasts. I squeeze and knead till I pinch her nipples.

“Oh fuck,” she gasps. “Matt. Matt. May I come, please?”

My balls clench as she begs, and I nod, that curt nod she does reflects in her wide-open eyes. “Come for me. Shatter.” I grunt as I rut into her. “Give me all of you. I’ll put you back together. You’re mine, Red.”

“Oh god.” She arches her body and seizes as she screams. “Yours!” Her cunt clenches as I keep pounding her, and I feel squirts of her release bathe my cock and balls. I can’t hold back, and I drive inside her—bare, no barrier. I empty myself into the mother of my son, filling her with seed as we stare at each other.

When I collapse, my weight falls onto her. Her sturdy body supports my weight as her fingers curl behind my neck, playing with the short hairs.

“Don’t move,” she whispers in my ear. “Stay right there.”

Her ankles stroke up and down my thighs, and I turn until I can kiss her. “I’m not going anywhere, Red. I see you. I’m keeping you. Safe, always.” We kiss. A tender, toe-curling kiss. Slow, easy, and whole.


CHAPTER 8
TRUE COLORS


I could stay here all day, but my head starts to spin with new thoughts. This bed isn’t Red’s home. She’s been gone long enough. It’s time to rejoin the family.

It thrills me and scares me to death, but it’s the next step—the next move in this game of life with all the twists and turns. We’ve come full circle, gotten lost, and now found each other again. I’m not willing to wait any longer.

I’ve finally got my shit together.

“C’mon,” I say, kissing her as she rests curled up as my little spoon. “Let’s get you home. I’ll help you pack.”

“Home? I like the sound of that. I don’t have much to pack.” She nods toward her closet, the three hangers with her uniforms.”

“Good point. You can wear my shirt.” I grin, feeling giddy.

“Just your shirt?” She glances down at her huge tits and then at my chest, arching a brow. “Will it fit me?”

“Only one way to find out.”

I scramble over her to get to my jeans and pull them on, stuffing my cock inside and buttoning them up. When I grab my shirt, she’s still sitting on the bed, looking vulnerable. I tick my brow up.

“No comparing.”

“Right,” she says on a sigh, standing up.

I hold out my shirt for her, and she slips one arm through, twisting to get her other arm. My Hawaiian shirt hangs low on her, the hem dancing past her wide, delectable ass almost to her knees. I can’t wait to worship her ass and claim it for the first time. I pull the ends around her chest; as she predicted, it’s a tight fit.

“That’s okay. I’ll just put on my clothes,” she says with a bit of a frown.

“Hold on.” I pull it tight and fasten one button. Her breasts compress, and the deep cleavage makes my mouth water.

“I dunno if I can breathe,” she gasps as I button down the rest of the top.

I grin as she inhales and exhales. The hem rode up as I squeezed my shirt around her, and it’s barely decent. My eyes drift down her thighs, to the edge of the hem, then I walk behind her to see the tail covers the crack of her ass. “It’ll do.”

I’m anxious, eager to reintroduce her to my lovers again. This time for good. No more quitting; I’m ready for the next step.

I guide her outside, shirtless, with my hand in the small of her back.

“Matt, what if someone sees? I feel like I’m flashing the whole neighborhood.”

“They’ll live; we may even gain subscribers.” My quip earns me a shocked laugh and a half-hearted swat to my shoulder. She looks at me wide-eyed and stops at the divider between the two lots.

“You… you want me to be on camera?”

“You’re family, Red. The live stream is called ‘Our Harem Family.’ We don’t hide anything; we’re living life and want to live it with you.

“My stars.” she blushes. “This might take some getting used to.”

“You’re ready. You’ve shed all the false bits; only Red is left. And she’s just perfect for our family.”

We resume our walk across the adjoining grass strip, past the driveway, and up to the porch. The door looms in front of us. Red hesitates again. She brings her hand to her mouth and glances at me, her eyes growing with emotion. She’s been through the door dozens of times, for her allotted visitation time, then walked back home via the sidewalk.

“What?”

“I don’t have to leave again?” she asks, her fingers trembling against her lips.

“You won’t have to leave again,” I confirm. “And if you do, it’s with us, and you’ll return. This is home.”

She covers her mouth with her hand and stares at the mat. The mat where Noami was slain, the door that I closed on her. She looks at me and whispers, “It was like I died here.” She looks up at me. “You shut the door. I never thought you’d open it for me again. I left you, Matt. I’m so sorry I left.” She points. “I don’t deserve to cross this threshold.

I listen to her and pause for a beat. “I was on the other side of that door, Red, listening to you cry and sob until you got up and left. I was angry at what happened between us, that you left, and that Jack was hurting. I walked inside with Kate and found the three of them: Liz, Ashley, and Nidhi.”

Wrapping my arms around her as she trembles, fresh tears fall down her cheeks.

“I didn’t know what to do,” I continue. “So I put it straight. Naomi is Jack’s mother. She’s family. And they figured out a way to bring you home. But not Naomi. It’s like you say, she died on this stoop. We brought home someone better—someone who fights, works, and earns her way. We brought you home.” I step forward and open the door wide. “You’re home, Red. Welcome home.”

As she takes a step, noise comes from behind me. Footsteps I’ve memorized in the past year.

“Red’s home!” I say, looking back at the four excited faces.

“About fucking time,” Liz says, throwing herself at Red, who catches her, and then her arms wrap around my spunky lover and tighten.

Liz pulls back, grinning, “Must’ve been a good walk.”

“Welcome home, Red.” Kate steps out and hugs her tight. Red returns the hug, her eyes wide but happy. Kate steps back, watching Red as she leans in. “May I kiss you?”

Kate waits patiently, a soft smile on her lips, as Red processes her words, then she gives that curt nod. Their lips meet tentatively, then Kate takes over, deepening the kiss. Red moans, her hands dropping to Kate’s ass. When they break apart, Kate’s breathless. “God, I’ve wanted to do that for months.”

“Y-you have?” Red’s eyes widen. “You’ve wanted to kiss me?”

“This, you coming home, was always the end of this path, Red.” Kate smiles and makes way for Nidhi. “I’ve seen this reunion in my mind, but you were … more clothed.” She grins at me, shaking her head at my shirt tight around Red’s bust, and I shrug.

“This will help,” Nidhi says, stepping forward with a clothing box. “I got it before the awards show but completely forgot in the excitement. We thought this day might be more significant.”

She opens it up, revealing a bright crimson saree with elegant embroidery. Red’s hand goes back to her lips. “No, I can’t. It’s too much. Too soon. I…”

“Red signifies courage and passion,” Nidhi interrupts, grinning. “Like Kate said, this was always your fate. Come inside, I’ll show you how to wear it.”

They enter the house, and Red halts when she sees Jack and Ashley standing inside. I pause. This is the same place where Jack ignored her six months ago.

Jack looks at Ashley and points to Red, “Red, come home?”

“Yes, baby, Red’s home.”

Jack throws his arms up and runs to her, wrapping his arms around her thigh from the side. Red’s face returns to the shocked expression before she lowers and picks him up, glancing at Ash. Ashley nods as Red transfers him to her hip, embracing and kissing him. “Hi, Jack. I’m so glad to be home.”

“Welcome home, Red.” Ashley hugs her, then glances down at my barely modest Hawaiian top. “Let’s get you into the bathroom so Nidhi can help you with your saree.”

It takes some negotiation because Jack doesn’t want to let go, but, eventually, Ashley tempts him with a snack. She takes him into the kitchen for goldfish and apple slices. The rest, including me, crowd around the bathroom entry as Red strips completely.

“This family will take some getting used to.” Her cheeks are almost as red as her hair. I catch a glimpse of a plump nipple and look up to focus on her face. She’s nervous, but the calm energy of Kate, Liz, and Nids soothes her. Nidhi helps Red into white harem pants and a cropped, long-sleeved blouse, exposing Red’s taut abdomen. Kate leans against the bathroom sink.

“Ash, you can bring Jack back; you both should witness this,” Kate says, hopping up on the counter to allow room for Ash. She returns, holding Jack and a bowl of sliced apples, while he has his sippy cup.

“Nidhi was teaching us about the traditional Indian saree in the run-up to the XMAs,” Ash says, grinning. “We knew we wouldn’t be at the live show. It wouldn’t be right for someone to stay with Jack while everyone else was on stage.”

Kate picks up the thread while Red stares into the mirror, watching Nidhi begin wrapping the decorative pallu, an extended length of continuous cloth five feet wide.

“I’m not going to remember how to do this,” Red says to her reflection.

“We’ll help teach you.” Nidhi grins at Red. “We had to practice, too. My mother was near her wits’ end trying to get us in line.”

“I’m getting pretty good at it,” Liz boasts. “It’s way too elegant for me, but I loved wearing it for the awards. I never went to prom in high school. Can I tell her about the colors, Kate?”

“How about we all tell about our colors?” Kate smiles at Liz. I lean against the wall outside as the now-familiar story is retold. I never tire of hearing it.

Kate rests her hands under her thighs, watching Red stare at her reflection. “There are a lot of traditions and symbolism wrapped up in a saree,” Kate explains, then snorts. “Pardon the pun.” She laughs and continues. “Each color has a unique cultural meaning. For instance, yellow, the color I wear, signifies joy and prosperity.

“Gray, my color,” Ash continues with a smile, “It goes with my name, I guess. It signifies balance and strength.”

“Mine is blue,” Liz picks up the thread. “Royal blue, I guess, symbolizes prosperity and calmness. Pretty wild, right? I’m like the calmest person ever.” She laughs, but she misses that her steadfast observations helped.

“Your calmness leaks out, and you don’t notice it,” I interrupt to get us back on track. “When you started talking to Red daily, you didn’t miss a day. And that was so important. Prosperity doesn’t always mean wealth; our family is more prosperous with you in it.”

Liz rolls her eyes. “Sure, okay, papa bear.” But her bright smile tells me she took it to heart.

“Purple has always been my favorite color,” Nidhi says, wrapping the drape around Red’s waist. “My mother says purple is royalty and luxury, which I’ll take. I’m a bit of a queen, after all.”

Kate laughs and then takes the final color. “Finally, your color—red—is for passion and love and is worn for weddings.”

Red looks down at the deep red silk, then back at Kate, “Wow. I’m… That’s fascinating.”

“We didn’t even know what they represented until after the awards. Someone in the chatroom brought up what the colors mean, and another fan answered them.”

Nidhi releases as she places the final pin. She looks at Red in the mirror and smiles. “It gets easier. You look incredible in red. It suits you.”

RED'S JOURNAL

It’s been nothing but tears today. But tears of JOY. Absolute joy.

Not only because my first date with Matt ended with us in my bed, reconnecting—literally. The man always performed well in bed.

It’s odd looking back. Because we drifted apart so slowly, I didn’t notice I’d slipped out of reach. Matt accepts that I’m not alone; he contributed to why I left. But I’m, or rather, Naomi was the one to embrace that asshole Trent with that stupid affair. I’m the one who quit and walked out, leaving Jack behind. I’m the one… It wasn’t me, but it was me. On this side, I accept my errors. I have to; they’re part of me, but they didn’t break me. They came goddam close though.

Okay, more tears. Great. But I’m shedding them in my home. Not the house next door, not in the bathroom of Haven House. Home. With my family around. Liz is beside me as I write, leaning against me, showing me she’s here. She’s not asking questions, or she’s trying not to. She’s just here. Present. Sitting with me in… God, I love her.

I do. I don’t think I deserve to love and be loved. That is probably my next journey, learning to love myself again. This family, Matt, Kate, Ash, Nids, and Liz. They loved me from behind that closed door. They loved me when I was furious at the indignity of the confrontation. They loved me when I broke apart, then held me until I’d signed every damn paper. I’m so fucking glad. That was my bridge back, just as Kate said. I wasn’t ready to hear it. I had to learn it. Work for it. Earn it.

I changed from the inside out. Roberta says that’s the only way change happens. We fix ourselves, but we have witnesses to hold us… fuck.

More tears.

Nidhi brought a new tissue box.

They’re all still here, while I leak tears. Liz made a joke when she brought me some water. “Don’t want you to get dehydrated, there are way more fun ways to do that than sobbing.” I laughed, and she smirked. “Don’t get me wrong, I love a weeping with Matt’s cock down my throat.”

Ashley stood up and hit her with a pillow. I just laughed. Kate bit her lip, sitting on Matt’s lap, watching whatever baseball game was on the television. Nidhi just shook her head at her.

Fuck, where was I? Okay, I’m home. We’re all going to bed later, and I don’t know how I feel about that, but I want to. I want to show them how much I love them. My… reward is their pleasure. That’s weird, but true.

I called Roberta after Nidhi helped me with my bright red saree. …

Liz seems impatient. She keeps distracting me, nuzzling my neck and “accidentally” pressing against my boob. It’s not my fault, I have sensitive nipples that pop up like an at-temp turkey. I’m getting punchy, and Liz’s little nuzzles are turning me on.

I have to say this: Roberta said she was sad but understood when I turned down her offer. “Family always comes first, Red.” She said I was always welcome to come back and volunteer. Maybe we all can at Thanksgiving.

Okay, bye. Goodnight, family.

Red.


CHAPTER 9
CIRCLE COMPLETE


We managed to get the new Alaskan King upstairs and into our bedroom. It’s tight, and we’ll have to devise a different plan over time, but it’s perfect for tonight.

While I was on my “walk” with Red, my four lovers made arrangements for our night. They bought some new clothes for Red to wear until she’s ready to get a new wardrobe: a red bikini, of course, and different sets of yoga pants, shorts, and tops to lounge in. They also bought oversized white nightshirts, one for each of them. Kate rejected the idea of lingerie as it would add too much pressure for an already stressful first night.

After Red tried on her color-matched saree, she changed into some of her new comfortable clothes, a pair of black yoga pants, and her oversized nightshirt. She and Liz went next door to bring some of her things over. The evening is quiet as I watch the ballgame while Red sits quietly on the love seat, writing in her journal with Liz tucked against her side.

Ashley and Nidhi put Jack to bed, but they ensured he told Red goodnight and shared a quick hug. Liz and Kate went up after a while, and now the four of them have returned, all wearing only their white nightshirts. It’s fitting that my five lovers are all with me, wearing the same shirt. My four younger lovers are doing what they can to help Red feel comfortable within their circle.

She’s still writing in her journal, a new habit I might adopt. She said it helps process her day and quiets her mind. Liz is snuggling a bit more aggressively against her side, and Red’s nipples are tenting her T-shirt, which means I’ve lost track of the baseball game. Kate grins, then helps me stand, and I follow her lead and walk upstairs with Nidhi and Ashley trailing behind.

“What’s the plan?” I ask, shedding my clothes and donning a pair of black silk boxers.

“I want you to relax on the bed and let us welcome her,” Kate says with a soft smile.

“I can do that. I’ll just follow your lead tonight.” It’s been established that Kate is the queen of my harem, and she’s perfect for the job. The girls all look up to her, and Red respects her, despite Kate being a decade younger.

I climb onto the huge bed and crawl to the center, leaning against the padded headboard. Ash and Nids join me, curling their feet under themselves as they lean against me. Kate sits lightly on the end of the bed as we hear Liz and Red’s footsteps climbing the stairway.

The room’s lights cast a warm hue, and candles line the shelves along the side walls. I take a moment to observe each woman waiting to welcome Red into our bed. They’re relaxed, but a hint of excitement simmers around each of them. Liz leads her into the room, then closes the door behind them. Red stands nervously at the foot of the bed, watching me as Liz climbs up and sits next to Nids.

A hush settles over the room. After a moment, Kate rises and turns slightly toward me. “You’ve made her yours earlier, but she’s not yet ours.” Her voice is warm, but steady, with an undercurrent of confidence. She smiles at Red and holds out her hand. “We’re ready to make you ours now. Will you join us?”

The words hang in the air as I watch Red’s reaction. Her eyes widen, and her body shivers slightly as if a cold wind is rushing over her. Her breasts stretch the new sleepshirt that hangs to mid-thigh, her nipples tenting the soft material. Her thighs are bare, like the rest of the circle. She must have shed the new leggings before coming upstairs. Red trembles, looking at Kate, then me, and then her gaze follows Liz as she slides off the bed.

“Don’t be nervous,” Liz says, smiling as she takes her hand. “This is just another step in the journey, the last one to bring you back home. Then we’ll walk with you, as a family.”

Red closes her eyes and inhales a slow breath through her nose. Then she blinks her eyes open and stares at me before turning back to Liz and giving her a curt nod. Ashley slips from my side and approaches Red, trailing her fingers along her shoulder as she walks behind her.

Red’s eyes follow her, then flick back to Kate as Ashley pulls her short bob to the side and kisses under her ear. “We’re going to make you feel like you’ve never felt before.” Her voice is low, and Red’s eyes close again at her touch as Ash lightly rubs Red’s stiff shoulders. “Relax, you’re safe.”

Nidhi slips from the bed, padding toward the others, graceful and silent. She stands, then looks back at me. “Let’s breathe together,” she says, turning to Kate, then Red. “Inhale for a count of five, hold for five, then exhale for five.”

We’ve been practicing this quiet meditation as a prelude to intimacy for months, but this is new to Red. She initially has trouble meeting our instinctive rhythm, but as Liz smiles and coaches her, her body releases the tension, and we all breathe in concert.

“Good,” Nidhi says, continuing to lead us in the exercise. “This is more than just a physical connection. We’re inviting your spirit to join with us, too.”

Sitting cross-legged, I straighten my back, finding a better posture as we find our rhythm. I project my sense of peace to all the women around me. Nids and Liz take Red’s hands, lead her to the bed, and help her crawl up. They join her, and together they crawl over the expansive mattress toward me as Kate and Ash follow behind them.

Kate moves between the four other girls and me, then turns and smiles at Red as the younger three shift into a circle, leaving Red in the middle. Kate shifts closer, then lifts her hand and brushes Red’s hair back as she lightly kisses her. Red’s eyes close at the contact, then her head tilts as they deepen their kiss. I’m hard as a rock watching the slow movements of my lovers, but a tranquility flows through the room as we match breaths.

Kate parts the kiss, and Ash leans in. Red turns and kisses her, the same pattern flowing as they kiss and slowly tangle tongues. Red’s breathless as she turns to Nids, and after a beat, she slows her breathing and matches our pace. The two of them kiss, and I sweep my eyes over the five women who sway to a shared beat.

After Nids parts the kiss, Liz smirks as Red faces her. My youngest lover pulls her top off, baring breasts and the rest of her nubile body. She leans and grips the hem of Red’s shirt and pulls it up, exposing her lush curves to her sisters. As Red tosses the sweater, her heavy breasts bounce and sway as the others strip bare. Pausing for a beat of breathing, Liz wraps her arms around Red and pulls her into a hungry kiss.

Their bodies press together, Liz’s lithe limbs contrasting with Red’s lush curves. Their breasts compress as their kiss turns hungry, and their hands drop to each other’s asses to stroke and caress. Breaking from the kiss, Liz sways back, then guides Red to her back in the middle of my four lovers.

“Will you be ours, Red?” Kate asks, hovering over her with twinkling eyes. “Do you want to serve us, your sisters, in love?”

Red gasps, and I see a tear trickle down her cheek. “Please.” She struggles, then calmly meets the pattern of our breaths. “Please! I want to show you my love. My gratitude. Oh god, I’m yours…”

The four of them converge on my redheaded lover, and she gasps in passion as their bodies merge, touching her with fingers and hands, kissing her with lips and tongues. They shift her legs apart and take turns kissing and sucking her breasts. Liz moves to kneel between her spread thighs, nuzzling Red’s tuft of dyed hair and then kissing and licking at her core. Kate watches as she and Nidhi cup and squeeze Red’s breasts, plucking at her plump, hard nipples. Ash leans over and kisses her as eight hands stroke Red’s skin in concert.

“Oh,” Red cries out, as my lovers make her theirs. “Oh, you feel so good!”

The five feminine bodies writhe as their moans grow louder. Still, the beat and pace of our breathing lead them through their passion. Stroking myself through my silk shorts, I wait, watching as the four of them push Red to the brink.

“Kate!” Red calls, her eyes wide. “Oh, fuck. Kate, may I come? Please?”

“Are you ours, sweet Red?” Kate asks, her voice thick with need.

“Yes, I’m yours. Kate, Liz,… Oh, God!… Ashley, Nidhi. I’m all of yours.”

“And Matt’s.” Kate grins and then leans to hover over her, staring into her eyes. “Come, Red. Come for all of us. Give us everything.” She kisses her hungrily as Red’s body stiffens, back arching, hips writhing and twisting as she shudders through her peak, curling into a breathless ball as she stills, catching her breath.

When she recovers, my young lovers rest on their knees around Red, who shifts and matches their pose in the center. Kate meets my eyes and gives that curt nod, a mirror of Red’s acceptance of something new. “Red’s part of our circle,” Kate says reverently. “We offer her to you, Matt. Claim her for us.”

The four girls shift back, ceding the space around my redheaded lover to me. Staring at her as she kneels, her head bowed in service to us all, I remove my shorts slowly, stroking my stiff cock as I move toward her on my knees. Her breath catches when she sees my hand sliding up and down my cock. She looks up, and I cock a brow. A smile curves on her lips as she gives me that nod and opens her mouth, extending her tongue.

My fingers comb through her short, messy locks as I pull her head down to my straining cock. Her tongue lavishes my sensitive crown as she coats my length with her spit and drool. Then she bobs her head, taking me deeper each time as I grip her hair, thrusting my hips to the continuous beat of our passion.

The buildup has me on edge, and it’s not long before I’m at my edge. Red lifts her gaze, worshipping me with her wide eyes as she swallows my length. “I’m going to come,” I warn her, and she blinks a moment before I let go, my hips jerking as I unload my pent-up cum into her mouth.

She sucks on the tip as I shoot onto her tongue, not allowing a drop to leak as I pump into her mouth until I’m empty. With a final slurp, she pulls back and rests, kneeling as she opens her mouth to show me she took it all. Then she moves to the ring of my other lovers, and they converge on her. The five of them kiss as Red shares my creamy offering.

By the time they finish, I’m stiff as a rail again. Red’s glance is pure heat as I nod toward the bed. She twists onto her back, and the other four circle her, holding her legs open and pinning her arms to the mattress. I kneel forward and notch my tip into her slick opening, then thrust into her. She cries in passion as my penetration stretches her tight walls. After a beat, her hips cycle as I fuck her with long strokes. As our eyes meet, she nods curtly as she stares at our family of loving partners, and then we all lose ourselves in the passion swirling in our room and through our naked bodies.

We shift as the orgy continues, and who I’m kissing fades in a blur of lust. My cock is sucked, stroked, and fucked as I revel in the flesh of my circle of lovers. It’s not rushed, just a flow of touches that feel more like breathing than urgent lust. But as the passion grows, our moans get louder, cries more insistent, until we reach a peak together, writhing in the middle of the expansive bed before collapsing in a tangled heap of hot, slick flesh.

“Welcome home, Red,” Liz says, grinning at her tired eyes.

“The circle is complete,” I say with one last kiss before I close my eyes.


CHAPTER 10
WHOLE


“Getting that Alaskan King bed up the stairs was a bitch, but totally worth it,” Liz says as she walks into the kitchen in a long t-shirt. Not the new one, but one of my old ones that she repossessed. There comes a point when I accept that anything of mine is community property.

“Absolutely worth it,” Kate says from my lap as we sip our morning coffee. “Why did we wait so long?”

“My California King can fit five,“ I grumble, but I’m only acting defensive; we should’ve upgraded months ago.

Nidhi and Ashley are finishing up breakfast, and Jack is in his chair, fisting Kix cereal into his mouth and sucking slices of bananas. Red? Red has a hall pass. She can start helping Ash with breakfast tomorrow.

“Think she’ll be up before noon?” Nidhi asks, sitting across from me after setting down a platter of French toast and bacon.

“She was moving when I stripped the bed,” Ashley says. “It took two full loads to wash all the new linens. Did someone make her drink water?”

“Yes,’ I say, feeling my smile broaden. “I didn’t know she was a squirter. Tells you about how good I was at sex before… this.”

“You’re welcome, papa bear.” Nidhi smiles, forking two slices of French toast onto her plate. “You’ve gotten much better with female anatomy and erogenous zones. Also, I think Red’s fitness plays a part. Her pelvic floor is…” She whistles.

The conversation continues as I recall the high points of last night. Red was in the center of the five of us, each playing with her, then backing off. We edged her until she was begging to come. Then when she did, it was terrific. Her body twitched, and her legs shook. She was on a hair trigger after that as she made her rounds, eager to show us her love through sexual pleasure.

Liz will have to work to keep her blowjob crown, because Red just about sucked the cum straight from my balls. Her green eyes stared at me with devotion as she pushed me to my peak, held my load in her mouth, and then crawled around to snowball with my other four lovers.

Needless to say, I was ready for another round after watching that. After fucking Red in the middle of the girls, we collapsed into a writhing pile of eager lovers. At one point, as I was fucking Ashley, Red slipped beside her. They kissed and caressed each other, then Red dropped her mouth to her breast, sucking Ash’s nipple deeply as she fingered our babysitter’s clit. Ashley blasted off, taking me with her as I emptied into her clasping pussy.

“So, um, Matt,” Ashley interrupts my reflection. “I don’t know how to say this. But… fuck it. I think I’m pregnant.”

“You’re what?” Kate cries in joy, standing up and hurrying around to hug her. “It was bound to happen sometime. But this is awesome.”

“I need to take a test and see a doctor, so don’t start knitting mittens yet.”

“She means booties,” Liz drawls with a beautiful smile. “I suppose I can be the fun aunt for your offspring.”

We’d decided as a family that if any of the girls wanted to go off birth control, they could. They decided to keep it a secret, to surprise me. And it worked.

“Come here.” I smile at her, and she hurries over and slips into my lap. “I love you, babe.” We kiss, and she hugs me tight.

“I’m … feeling a little—” She twists off my lap and bolts out of the dining room toward the bathroom in the hall.

“Yep,” Kate says as she follows her. “Start the countdown, nine months start now.”

“What’s in nine months?” Red asks, yawning. She’s in another one of my t-shirts, her hair sticking out in fourteen directions. “Did I miss breakfast? Oh, orange juice!” She fills a cup, gulps half of it, refills it, and shakes her head. “I’m so damn thirsty. Oh! French toast. I’m famished, my stars!”

I watch her until she sits back and stops forking down mouthfuls of fried, battered bread and mainlining OJ. My stomach tightens, wondering how she’ll respond. “Ashley may be pregnant. She needs to take a test.

Red’s mouth drops open. “Really?”

I nod and tell her that the girls make their own decisions on birth control. I’m not surprised that Ash opted not to take it. She’s wanted to have my baby since… Well, since I took her virginity.

“That’s amazing!” She looks around and stares back. “Where is she?”

“She had a bout of morning sickness. I think. Or food poisoning, but I’m hoping for the first.”

“Matt, you’re going to be a father again. I’m over the moon, honey.”

“Are you?” I ask, sounding surprised, because I am. I expected Red’s reaction to be slightly muted.

“Yes! Why wouldn’t I be?”

“Well… I thought you’d…”

“What, get angry, upset, sad?”She shakes her head. “Honey, I love you. I love you so much. I think we should fill the world with little Matts and Maddies.”

“Well, within reason.” I smile as my mind thinks of my four younger lovers with swollen bellies. Then, a beat later, Red joins them with her hand on her belly. It’s so vivid an image that I have to pause and think. Wouldn’t that be something?

“Red! Red! Joooose!” Jack interrupts, pounding his cup on his tray. “I out joose.”

“Oh, baby, you need more juice?” she asks with a bright smile. “Red’s on it, honey.”

I watch and sip my coffee, smiling so broadly it makes my cheeks hurt, as Kate returns and slips into my lap. “Everything okay?” I ask her.

“I’m going to take her to a minute clinic. She’s kinda freaking out.” She glances at Red, who’s putting more sliced bananas on Jack’s tray. She levels her gaze at me like she’s asking if I revealed the surprise.

I grin and lean to whisper in her ear. “She knows, and she’s thrilled.”

Kate grins. “Hey, Red. You want to come with me to take Ash to the minute clinic?”

“Why?”

“Because you’re the only one of us who knows anything about having a baby.”

“Let me get dressed.” Red kisses Jack’s head and races up the stairs. A beat later, she hurries back down. “I don’t have any clothes.”

“C’mon, you can wear something of mine,” Kate says, following her. Ashley comes out of the hallway, and Red notices. She hurries back down the stairs for a hug and to look in her eyes. “I’m so thrilled for you, Ashley!” She kisses her cheek. “Jack is gonna have a little sister.”

“Or brother,” Liz says, sliding next to Jack as he continues to eat, unbothered by the energy in the room.

“Maybe twins,” Nidhi adds. She burps, then holds her hand over her mouth and bolts toward the bathroom. Kate watches her race past, along with Red and Ash.

“Irish twins,” I smirk and get up to fill my coffee cup. “Might want to take the van to the minute clinic for the four of you.”

“Yes!” Ashley puts her fist up in the air, the color back in her cheeks. “Thanks for the minivan, Matt. We might get a lot of use from it.”

“Might need a bus,” Liz snarks, then her eyes bulge. She starts toward the bathroom, then spins and rushes toward the pool.

I follow. “On the deck, Liz!”

“Papa bear,” Kate says, then she burps. “Uh.” She shakes her head. “Uh-huh, I’m the fun aunt.”

I cock an eyebrow, and she looks confused, then dry heaves before twisting toward the open sliding glass door. “Make room, Liz! One more!”

“Four?” Red asks as she stands waiting for Kate before changing into a new outfit. “Maybe I’ll just go put on an old uniform.”

“I’ve got Jack.” I grin as she hurries out the front door and cuts across the lawn. I sit next to Jack, grab a slice of toast, and take a bite. “You’re going to be the best big brother, buddy.”


CHAPTER 11
IT'S BEEN ONE WEEK


The past week has flown by, but new patterns have begun. With four of my lovers struggling through morning sickness, communal breakfast has shifted to sharing coffee with Red. She’s usually the only one up when I come downstairs. Often she’s baking something for brunch as we enjoy coffee while we chat in the kitchen.

Red’s presence in our house hasn’t gone unnoticed by the Our Harem Family subscribers and fans. The chat rooms are abuzz with her comings and goings. She’s still an early riser, encouraging me to roll out of bed earlier to join her. Sometimes we enjoy a shower together, and other times we need coffee to wake up. I think we both prefer the shower method more.

Surprisingly, Red’s grown closest to Ash, though Liz is a close second. Red’s an early riser and has adopted Ash’s mindset of providing for the family. They make breakfast together in the morning, then spend time discussing the plan for the day before Jack wakes up. Red listens to the plan and the work Ashley needs help with—usually housework or laundry. While they put their heads together, I typically take my coffee outside and enjoy the morning haze and quiet. Today is no different.

Opening the glass door to come in for a refill, I find Ash arched against the refrigerator with her eyes closed. Her moans automatically have blood rushing to my cock, as I quietly step closer to watch. Ash’s thighs are spread as she fists Red’s amber locks, grinding her bare pussy against her mouth.

“Fuck, Red. Just like that, you’re getting to be such a good pussy pleaser.” Ash’s voice is low and deep as she guides Red’s head to the right spot.

Red’s eyes are wide open, and she gazes up at the younger girl with eyes full of devotion. My cock is stiff in my swim trunks, and I grip my shaft as I watch the lurid display.

“You like licking my pussy, Red?” Ash’s taunt has an edge, and Red’s response is a moan and a short nod.

I don’t want to interrupt, but as I stroke myself through my shorts, I can’t hold back a low moan. Ash’s head turns while Red continues her pussy licking. She grins at me and tips her chin. Ash pulls Red’s head back, then growls a soft command. “Knees, slut. Matt needs to fill that needy pussy of yours.”

Red glances over for a beat before she lowers to her hands and knees, reaching back to flip her skirt up and offer me her slick, shiny pussy. Ash grins at me as she slumps to the kitchen floor with her knees spread wide, reaching for Red’s hair as she pulls her back to her pussy.

“She’s so needy in the morning, Matt.” Ash moans as I walk into the kitchen with my trunks around my ankles, stroking my cock.

I step in front of her and grip her brown locks, and she opens her mouth, looking up at me. “Looks like you both are.” My words turn into a moan as my dick sinks into Ashley’s mouth.

Her tongue swirls around as I tease the tip in, and then give a good, firm push into the back of her throat. Ash stares at me as I slowly fuck her mouth. When I glance at Red, she’s staring back at me as she keeps lapping. I pull out of Ashley and offer my cock to Red, who turns and slurps my crown between her lips, bobbing deep until she gags.

Glancing back at Ash, I notice her fingers rubbing her clit as she watches Red swallow my length. Her hips lift and thrust, sliding two fingers inside her slick opening. I pull Red off my cock and push her head back down. Ash lifts her hand and grips Red’s hair as she resumes licking her clit, slipping two fingers inside the younger woman.

I step behind her and lower to my knees, gripping her round ass, guiding her back until my spit-slicked crown pushes into her dripping opening. I don’t know or care if the cameras in the kitchen are streaming as I drive my cock deep into Red. She moans into Ash’s pussy, and I feel her fingers as she reaches back under her and runs along my cock where I’m splitting her open. Ash’s mouth is open as she rocks her lips up, flicking her clit as Red laps and sucks her flowing juices. The lust in the kitchen is like a wave, and the three of us lose ourselves in the passion of the moment.

When Ashley cries out, she covers her mouth as her thighs shake, squirting her release into Red’s eager mouth. That sets off my newest harem lover, her tight walls clenching around me as she gushes her juices around my cock. I jam my hips forward and let go, shooting hot cum deep into Red as we all shiver in bliss and ride out our peaks.

I slide back, kneeling and resting my ass on my heels. Red twists around, glancing up at me, and when I nod, she lowers her mouth to suck my cock, licking and cleaning me. Ashley crawls over and kisses me, which I return passionately. Red’s attention has its effect, but she pulls off my cock and shifts to her knees.

“Your turn,” Red says to Ash as she moves to the side.

Ashley turns and crawls over to Red, pushing her onto her back. “I want to clean his cum from your pussy.”

Faced with Ashley’s dripping pussy at eye level as she lowers her mouth to Red’s pussy, I scramble to my knees. Red and I lock eyes as I drive into the younger woman. My thrusts push Ash’s face into her as she keeps licking my cum out of Red’s pussy. I stare at my lover as I grip Ash’s ass. My thrusts into tight young pussy rock Red’s body to the rhythm I set, making her rock-hard nipples strain against the cotton as her breasts bounce under her t-shirt.

Seeing my focus shift down, Red pulls her top off, giving me an unobstructed view of her luscious tits. As I lean forward, Red meets me, and we kiss hungrily as I keep fucking Ash. Reaching to cup Red’s breast, I break the kiss and lower to suck one of her thick nipples between my lips. Her low groan as I feast on her nipple increases in tone until she screams out and comes hard.

When I pull back, gripping Ashley’s hips as she rises and moves to resume sucking on Red’s tits. The sight pushes me over the edge, and I slam into the younger woman and release my second load of the day. Red’s breasts muffle Ashley’s scream, but I feel her pussy clench and ripple as her release coats my cock.

We all collapse on our backs, twisting to kiss and caress each other until a kitchen timer beeps. Red reaches to turn off the buzzing before the two women grin and blush as we rise, find our clothes, and dress. After another round of kisses, I fill up my coffee cup and go back outside, grinning.

Later, Kate joins me, bringing me a third cup as she sits with me at the teak table. She’s got her laptop with her, as usual, and is wearing a yellow bikini top and a pair of black gym shorts. I’m still in my trunks, bare-chested, as I scroll through social media.

“Nice spike in traffic this morning,” Kate muses, glancing at me with a smirk. “Looks like the chatrooms are buzzing about early morning kitchen action.”

“That answers my question about whether the cameras are turned on early in the morning.”

Kate grins and taps around the backend of our portal. “Looks like Ash turned them on as usual when she starts cooking.”

“I’ll file that away,” I grin. “Red seems to be enjoying cooking with Ash in the morning.”

“Is that what we’re calling it? Really? Cooking?” Kate turns on her laptop, showing me the feed from earlier. “We can workshop a better hook for the early risers.”

“Hot coffee?” I chuckle.

Kate watches the feed and scoots closer to me. Soon her hand is inside my shorts, stroking me back to full hardness. I glance at her, and she rises, shoves her shorts down to the ankles, and puts her elbows on the table edge. While she continues to watch, I stand, drop my shorts to my knees, and grip her hip while dredging my tip through her already slick lips.

“I love it when you watch porn with me.” Kate moans as I sink into her, causing her to moan. Fucking Kate while watching Ash, Red, and me on the feed is a bit surreal, but that’s the life of a porn star.


CHAPTER 12
EPILOGUE: GRADUATION


We’ve stopped getting weird looks when the eleven of us go out. Liz was right about getting a van. When our Irish quadruplets were born, Jack was nearing three years old. Red and I had our hands full taking care of the mothers and ourselves. Our love for each other never stopped, even when she left. We were both responsible for our separation. But once we grew, matured, and made amends, our passion resumed with more fire than before. Now, she fits perfectly into my harem. We’re a family— a growing family.

The Lewis family brood is well-known thanks to our continued streaming and news reports on gossip sites about my four pregnant lovers. Then, there was another round of chaos when they were all born within the same month.

I wish hospitals had frequent flyer miles.

We’re doing great; the extra free publicity has driven our subscriptions to a level where we don’t have many financial concerns. Still, the hospital should christen the nursery “The Lewis Wing” or “Our Harem Babies.” My suggestion did not amuse the hospital administrator.

The quads are all three now, and Jack is five. After their births, Ash and Liz’s parents attempted to return, wanting the publicity as Irish Grandparents. We were calm and asked them to return to the rock they crawled out from under, but, you know, with class and aplomb. Nidhi’s folks, Priya and Sarvesh, have been the opposite. They’ve basically adopted Nidhi’s harem sisters and are the honorary grandparents of all five of my children.

The Sharmas invite us to dinner for Indian festivals and holidays like Holi and Diwali, while they join us for Thanksgiving and Memorial Day. Two holidays we picked because they’re the closest to the start of my harem family. Kate’s father was killed in action, and we didn’t think Christmas aligned with our values. For the record, we don’t think most Christians do either, though there are exceptions.

After Red moved in, we merged the two lots, built a fence around our harem compound, and joined the two houses with an expansion. We finally have a bedroom big enough for our two huge beds. The zoning board was a blast, and another round of trolls and haters tried to block everything. Orange County is weird, but we got approval, and construction was finished before they were born.

Forgive me, sometimes even I have trouble with their names, but never their faces. Thomas is Ashley’s boy and takes on her gentle nature to soothe his brother and sisters. Yes, sisters. Somehow, we split down the middle with two boys and two girls. Nidhi’s daughter, Gita, who means song, has her mother’s brown eyes and calm presence. Liz picked Sinéad because she’s Irish. I tried to explain that Irish Twins aren’t Irish, but Liz was adamant, and she’s the mama. Kate named her son, Kevin, after her father. Names that begin with K are a family tradition.

So, we have Jack, Thomas, and Kevin, who protect their sisters, Gita and Sinéad. While Our Harem Family continues to stream, but with less explicit content. We focus on polyamory and fitting together as a loving circle. The girls have hobbies they share without viewers, and the online community continues to grow. We keep the kids off any the our streams, and we shut them off completely on family holidays or whenever we damn well please. Our Harem Family’s true fans understand, and the rest don’t matter. They aren’t subscribers.

Today is a big family day. Jack is graduating from kindergarten. We’re so proud of him. He’s caring and tender with his sisters, playful, and a little rougher with his brothers now that they’re almost three. He adores all of them, and the tykes think he’s Superman. He might be; he’s resilient and strong and all the other traits that red-caped wonder from Krypton exhibits.

Sarvesh and I arrived early to stake out a row for all of us. The math gets me sometimes.

Jack keeps waving from his row with his red cap and gown. “Look, Red, we’re the same now!” he proudly says. My lovers are wearing their multicolored sarees, and their offspring are wearing colors that match their mothers. Thank God—color matching is so much easier. So in the little auditorium of Jack’s school, we’re spread across two rows. Sarvesh and I are on either end of the boys’ row, and Red and Priyaa bracket the girls’ row.

So, with Nidhi and Liz keeping an eye on their girls lined up purple, purple, blue, and blue on either end of the first row. Then, in the second, Ashley and Kate watch over the boys with grey, grey, yellow, yellow pairings. Jack adopted red as his color, and Ashley thinks he made a wise choice. Red does too. She keeps photos of “all her kids” on her phone and shows them to anyone who shows the slightest interest.

One last thing: after Thomas was born (not Tommy or Tom), Ashley told Red it was okay if Jack called her Mama. Red smiled but gracefully refused. “I’ve confused that boy enough. We’ll go with what he wants. You’re his mother, too.”

My miracle family.

Oh! Jack’s name is called. He looks so proud of himself walking across the stage. His four siblings, calling out, “Jack, Jack, Jack,” get a few parents to turn and grin at the little tricksters. They can be a handful, but we have many hands, hearts, and room in our home.

Oh, wow. It’s only eight years until Jack’s a teenager.

It’ll be fine. We live by love, and that’s all that matters.
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The End
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SNEAK PEEK - BASICS: NEURAL CONTROL NODE

Chapter 1 - One Touch Activation

Living in a pandemic was far from normal. I was fortunate to have a job where I could work remotely. Other than missing office life, my daily routine was much the same. My travel time was gone entirely, with no commute, no plane trips, and no hotels. Which meant I ended up having a lot more free time.

After burning through all the free porn, I started watching seasons of television shows I’d missed. Nothing seemed to last very long, and I was beginning to think I’d reach the end of the internet soon.

I turned to online shopping. The number one portal had a variety of things on sale. I had taken to browsing their Basics section. I was looking for inexpensive tech to augment my home office. One new product caught my eye:

Basics: Neural Control Node - $49.99

Enjoy the benefits of expansive artificial intelligence in a natural mode of communication. Abilities are limitless with our pre-developed application modules. Adding new features couldn’t be easier. Natural language communication with the Neural Control Node and its features makes this an excellent device to add to any connected home.

The accompanying picture was just a featureless black box. Besides being made of composite metal, the size of a puzzle cube, it was entirely unremarkable. I figured it would be something like the omnipresent voice-controlled home automation assistants that all the big tech companies were churning out.

I decided to press the “Buy Now” button. I’d wasted fifty bucks on worse things in the past. My mailbox soon had the confirmation and shipping information. It would be delivered by contactless drone in about four hours. I didn’t realize how easy this would be, and I didn’t have to pay extra for the drone delivery.

I pushed away from my laptop and decided to take a nap. I had to double-check to ensure it was a Saturday. The endless routine of work, eating, and sleep made the days feel the same. I didn’t want to nap while supposedly working, so a Saturday nooner felt like the right thing to do. I was soon asleep in my bed.

My phone chirped, and I woke to check the status. The vendor sent a new email informing me that my package was on my porch. I missed the drone delivery, which was a bit downer.

I went out of my room, opened the front door, and saw a small brown box on my stoop. I reached down and plucked it up and took it into the kitchen, and placed it on the cluttered table.

I needed to get a maid. The table was a mishmash of take-out bags, boxes, and disposable plates. Groceries that never got put away were scattered around the surface. I looked into the kitchen and saw the sink was filled with dishes again. I had no one to blame but myself, as I lived alone. I could put it off one more day, but Sunday, I’d have to get my shit together.

I cleared off a space for the new box, careful not to have the pile shift and spill detritus to the floor on the far side. I pulled out my pocket knife and neatly slit the tape on either side of the box, then carefully slit through the top strip of tape. I pulled the slats apart, and beneath the pillow of plastic air was another square box.

The box was slightly larger than I expected and was starkly branded with the Basics name. A simple black box with plain white lettering proclaiming what was inside:

Basics: Neural Control Node



I pulled on the top, shaking it gently as the box was engineered to a snug fit. Soon the bottom slid free, and I checked inside the top of the box for any papers or keys — it was empty. The base held a matte black cube. I gripped it to pull it free of the packaging, and one side lit up with a simple text interface.

The main account is activated, mapping the neural node to the master account.

I watched with a grin as the text pulsed, and a small white line slid evenly along the bottom of the text. Then, the text disappeared, and another message display appeared.

Calibration complete.

The light slowly faded, leaving me with a small matte black cube in my hand. I turned it over, and all six sides were identical. No ports and nothing to plug in. It was a black cube with a text interface.

“Hello, Basics?” I said aloud.

Nothing happened.

I shook the box carefully, but no other lights appeared. It was just a blank cube.

I looked back into the well-engineered box that the cube shipped in, and along the bottom, there was a single square of paper with a simple truncated URL and a square QR code image.

I pulled open my phone and noticed a new email notification from the vendor.

Your account has been established - Congratulations! Enjoy your Neural Control Node

I smirked.

So far, the Neural Control Node was a paperweight. An online help or documentation page made sense, and I hoped I’d soon get some answers. I switched to the camera app and focused on the QR code, then tapped the icon to open the associated web page:

Product discontinued

Our apologies. We have discontinued this product. We have refunded your money. There is no need to return the device. Please dispose of it safely and recycle the electronics.

Well, that was disappointing.

I rechecked my email and was notified that my order had been canceled and my funds would be refunded or applied to a gift card for a future purchase. I left the blank cube on the table, then collected the box and began clearing some of the garbage from the top of the table.

That took me on a journey around the house, cleaning, and tidying. I started a load of laundry. I cleaned the toilet. Soon I’d even forgotten about the cube as I tidied up my apartment. I was about to sit down to watch an episode of the latest cop series I was churning through when there was a knock on my door.

It was my next-door neighbor’s daughter, Gina. Gina was a typical college sophomore who had become trapped at home amidst social distancing and remote classroom instruction the pandemic had brought. She was bored out of her mind most days and had visited often to play video games with me. I appreciated the distraction from the mundane, and she was a pretty good second in command for most games I played.

Gina was of average height and average weight. She had taken to wearing her brunette hair in a ponytail. Her outfits were mainly casual, with leggings, gym shorts, t-shirts, and the like. She wore a bra most of the time but wasn’t bursting out of it. All said, Gina was average. She was a fun girl and a good conversationalist, but I wasn’t going to risk anything having a physical relationship with her.

“What do you want to play today?” Gina smiled, sliding into the room as I opened the door wide.

“I don’t care,” I said, “I was just tidying up.”

“Well, don’t forget the table,” she grinned, then saw the matte black cube, picked it up, and turned to me. Gina’s body froze—tilted oddly like a mannequin and stayed locked in that position.

What the fuck just happened?
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If that whetted your appetite, grab the complete first chapter for free when you sign up for JACKL Publishing’s newsletter. Or find BASICS: Neural Control Node in the Kindle Store and Kindle Unlimited for an uninterrupted reading experience.
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Are you a fan of these guys? Complete these steps.

	Follow JACKL Publishing’s Facebook Page 

	Join The Straight JACKL Facebook Group 

	Subscribe to The Straight JACKL newsletter 




Find all JACKL heat at jacklpublishing.com
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HOME OFFICE HAREM
AGE GAP HAREM FANTASY ROMANCE


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

Home Office Harem

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


CHEF’S KISS BARBECUE
AGE GAP HAREM FANTASY ROMANCE
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When tech burnout meets Texas BBQ, sparks fly hotter than hickory smoke.

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

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

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

Chef’s Kiss Barbecue

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


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


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

The Candy Man’s Harem

books.macklandry.com/rocky-cove-candy


CASCADE MOUNTAIN HAREM
SECOND CHANCE HAREM ROMANCE


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

Cascade Mountain Harem

books.macklandry.com/cascade-harem


BASICS: NEURAL CONTROL NODE
NEURAL CONTROL NODE


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

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

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

Basics: Neural Control Node

http://books.macklandry.com/basics


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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

https://books.macklandry.com/mack-landry-collection
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Mack Landry ignites passionate tales of lust, love, slice-of-life adventures, male-led harems, and irresistible romance.

Mack Landry’s Author Page
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Hank Dolworth pens scorching hotwife and freeuse tales brimming with sizzling sex, mind-melting orgasms, and feel-good romance.

Hank Dolworth’s Author Page
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Drake Storm crafts spicy romances packed with slow-burn tension, on-page heat, delicious angst, swoony grand gestures, and guaranteed HEAs

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

Explore all his titles at books.macklandry.com.

Follow on Amazon or Goodreads.
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