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The girls were already awake when I came down. The smell of coffee filled the kitchen, dark, rich, a little burnt from the old pot that always hissed near the end of a cycle. Morning light came through the uneven blinds, striping the counter with narrow bands of gold. Leigh was sitting on the counter again, bare legs swinging, oversized hoodie zipped halfway, the bottom high enough that I could see the smooth rise of her thigh.
Nina stood by the sink, hair pulled back tight, a white tank tight to her. She was watching the percolator like she didn’t trust it. Jules had her laptop open on the table, her glasses low on her nose, wearing one of those loose shirts that looked like it belonged to someone else. Until I realized it was one of mine.
“Morning, landlord,” she said without looking up.
“Morning,” I said, moving to the cupboard.
Nina poured coffee into the one I set out. “We thought you might’ve bailed.”
“I don’t bail.”
Leigh hopped off the counter, landing close. “Good. We were talking about a house project.”
I took a slow sip before answering. “What kind of project?”
“The kind that needs someone with tools,” Jules said, closing her laptop.
Leigh leaned in. “And strong arms.”
It wasn’t subtle. None of them were subtle anymore.
“What needs fixing now?” I asked.
“The upstairs shower,” Nina said. “Water goes from hot to freezing every thirty seconds. It’s torture.”
“I’ll check it.”
“You’ll need someone to test it,” Leigh said.
Nina rolled her eyes. “I volunteer.”
Jules laughed, stood, stretched until her shirt lifted. “We can all supervise. Quality control team.”
I looked at each of them in turn, trying to tell who was joking. None of them blinked.
Upstairs, the bathroom was warm and full of steam already. Nina had turned the tap on and was standing by the door when I came up, towel over one shoulder, her tank top damp from the mist. She stepped aside so I could reach the valve.
“It’s the mixer,” I said. “Old cartridge. It’s sticking.”
“Show me.” Her voice was low, playful, too close.
Leigh appeared behind her with a hairbrush in hand. “We’re just observing, relax,” she said.
Jules leaned on the frame. “It’s a science lab observation.”
I knelt to check the fittings, the smell of shampoo heavy in the tight room, the tile slippery under my palm. Nina moved closer until her knee brushed my arm. She didn’t move away. Leigh watched it happen and smiled without saying anything, making eyes at Leigh.
The pipe gave a sharp clank as I twisted the handle. Water sprayed, caught the light, and ran down my forearm. I felt all three of them watching the same drop travel the length of my wrist.
“Looks like that still works,” Jules said softly.
“Sure thing,” I told her.
The water pressure dropped, then surged. I steadied the handle and watched the flow shift, adjusting the temp slowly, my fingers under the spray. It steadied for a moment, lukewarm, then jerked cold again.
“Yeah,” I said. “Definitely the cartridge.”
Nina stepped closer behind me. I could hear her breathing.
“How long to fix?”
“Need to shut off the line. Could be a couple hours if it’s corroded.”
Leigh leaned against the doorframe now, one bare foot tucked behind the other. “We’re home all day.”
I turned the water off and stood. My shirt clung to my back from the damp air. Nina hadn’t backed away. Her shoulder brushed mine as I turned.
She looked up at me like she expected something. I moved past her.
“Need some other tools.”
Jules was sitting on the hall floor now, knees pulled up under her shirt, long legs bare all the way up. “Want company?”
“No.” I hesitated. “Unless you want to help carry stuff.”
Leigh stood straight. “We’ll all help.”
I tried not to read into it. Tried to stay level. But something was shifting. They weren’t flirting the way girls flirt when they want to keep it safe. They weren’t checking glances to each other anymore.
Downstairs, I opened the storage bench by the back door. Jules reached in and grabbed the wrench before I could.
“What’s this one?”
“Pipe wrench.”
She lifted it in one hand like it weighed nothing. “You’re such a guy,” she said.
I didn’t know what that meant.
Back in the bathroom, I shut the valve and opened the wall access. Nina crouched beside me again. Her tank top hung loose now, no bra. Her skin still looked damp.
She peered into the wall like she could see anything. “So you’re gonna take it all apart?”
“I have to.”
“You like doing this?”
“I like being useful.”
That part slipped out. She didn’t laugh or smirk. She just looked at me, like she heard it, noted it.
“I think that’s why we like you,” she said.
Leigh sat on the closed toilet lid, watching. She didn’t say anything, but her eyes tracked every movement.
Jules leaned in from the hallway, chin resting on her crossed arms along the doorframe. “He’s blushing again.”
I kept my head down, unscrewing the plate. Truth was, I was.
I could feel it. All of it. The way Nina’s knee kept brushing mine on purpose. The way Leigh shifted her weight just enough to keep her legs tilted toward me. The way Jules kept talking even when there was nothing to say.
I focused on the fixture. The old brass ring was corroded tight. I braced the wrench and leaned in, careful not to slip.
Nina stayed beside me. Close. Her elbow touched mine when I moved. She didn’t pull away. I could smell her skin, not perfume, just heat, fabric, girl.
She reached up and held the flashlight, angling it into the cavity. I could feel her breath change as she leaned closer, chest brushing the edge of my arm.
“Is this gonna break something?”
“If I do it wrong.”
Her lips parted like she was about to say something else, but she didn’t. She just watched. She held the beam steady while I cracked the ring loose with a hard jerk. Metal gave way with a crunch. I exhaled.
She did too.
She set the flashlight down and pressed both palms to her knees. “You always know what you’re doing?”
“No.” I looked at her. “I just act like I do.”
She gave me a small grin. “We noticed that.”
I wiped my hands on the towel she’d left hanging on the rack.
When I turned, she hadn’t moved. She was sitting on her heels, tank strap slipping lower on one side, skin flushed from the heat. Her eyes were steady.
“Last night . . . ” she said.
I didn’t answer.
“I meant what I said.”
I nodded once. My pulse climbed.
“You don’t have to be scared of it,” she said. “Not here. Now with us.”
I wasn’t sure what scared me more, what she was offering, or the way I already knew I’d say yes if she kept pushing.
The faucet assembly came off. I needed a new gasket, but the pipe threads were clean. I crouched down again, tools back in hand.
Nina watched. When I stood to grab the gasket, she rose with me. Her hand brushed my lower back. Not a grab. Just a pass. like she wanted me to feel it but not stop working.
I walked out to the hallway, past the spot where Jules had been. She was gone.
I didn’t look back to see if Nina followed. I knew she had.
In the laundry room, I dug through the parts bin. The gasket I needed was tucked under a bag of bolts. I pulled it free, checked the sizing. She stood in the doorway watching me, her hand resting on the edge of the frame.
“You don’t lie much,” she said. “Do you.”
“Not if I can help it.”
“But you’re lying about this.”
I met her eyes.
She stepped forward and took the gasket from my hand. Her fingers lingered on mine. Then she turned, took off with it ahead of me.
Back in the bathroom, I found the new gasket waiting for me there, and I tightened it into place, listening for the girls’ voices. Nothing.
I turned the valve slowly. The pressure hissed back to life. Water flowed smooth this time, no surging, no stutter. Hot. Then cold. Then right where it should be.
I let it run awhile to flush the pipes.
I wasn’t thinking about plumbing. I was thinking about my phone upstairs, still lit with unread messages. My cousin Dana’s spreadsheet open on the last screen, timelines, contractor rates, a countdown to eviction like it was a project plan.
Thirty days. Less.
The house was supposed to be flipped. Wiped down, gutted, repainted, staged. Sold. Cash out the last thing Grandpa had, cut it up among the ones who hadn’t touched the place in years or visited him.
The girls lived in this place like it somehow belonged to them in some other way. And the worst part was, it felt like they were right.
I shut the water off. The pipe didn’t rattle this time. No hissing. Just smooth stop.
I heard Jules before I saw her. Her steps were light but not hiding anything.
She leaned in the door just as I turned. Her hair was still damp, tied low, and she wore a cropped hoodie and nothing under it. No attempt to cover the curve of her waist or the way the fabric hung loose from her breasts.
“You fixed it?”
“Yeah.”
She stepped closer and let the door fall mostly shut behind her.
“I like watching you work,” she said. “It’s weird. It’s calming.”
I set the wrench on the tile edge.
“You’re avoiding something,” she said.
I didn’t answer.
She crossed to the sink, turned the tap, tested it with her fingers. “Perfect.”
Then she looked up at me in the mirror. “You’re thinking about the house.”
I blinked.
“Leigh thinks you’re gonna give us notice,” she said, still looking at my reflection, not turning. “Nina says no. She says you’re too soft.”
“I’m not soft.”
“No,” she said, “you’re not.”
She turned and leaned against the sink now, arms folded under her chest, hoodie lifting an inch more, drawing my glance.
“But you are trying to hold two things at once it feels like.”
I stared at her.
She looked me over, top to bottom, slow. “You didn’t expect to care, did you.”
“I wasn’t supposed to, no.”
“And now you don’t know what to do about that..”
I reached for the wrench again just to have something in my hand.
She stepped forward and put her hand over mine.
“Don’t pretend we’re not real,” she said. “Don’t pretend this isn’t happening.”
I didn’t go back to the attic right away.
The girls moved around the kitchen when I came in, half-dressed as usual, but different now. More deliberate. Jules was bent over a drawer near the floor, pulling out a pan, her legs in soft cotton shorts, hoodie barely covering anything. She looked back as she stood, not surprised to see me watching.
Leigh stood at the counter cracking eggs, wearing a black cropped tank and tiny sleep shorts, her bare thigh brushing against the lower cupboard as she reached. The light caught the thin sheen of lotion still settling into her skin.
Nina was on the floor, cross-legged in front of the fridge, pulling out greens and herbs, reading labels, filling a dump box. Her shirt had slipped from one shoulder, and I could see a faint red line from where the towel strap had been earlier. Fresh. All of them were.
“You want eggs?” Leigh asked.
“I’m good.”
“We’re not asking if you’re hungry,” Jules said, opening a cupboard. “We’re asking if you’ll sit with us.”
“I’ve got . . . ” I started.
Nina looked up at me. “You’ve got time.” Her tone didn’t push. But it didn’t leave me any space either.
So I sat.
Leigh dropped two slices of bread into the toaster and poured coffee into a chipped mug, then slid it in front of me like I’d been sitting there every morning for years.
“I used to cook breakfast with my dad,” she said. “Before he bailed.”
The crack was casual. Like it didn’t matter. But it hung in the air between us.
Jules said, “Mine never learned how to make toast without burning it. I got tired of frozen waffles by junior high.”
I didn’t say anything.
Nina stood and set a bowl on the counter. Her hip bumped my shoulder gently as she leaned across to get a knife. It was no accident.
“I like this,” she said. “Waking up to someone who can fix shit. Who isn’t just here to drink our booze and ask for rides.”
I looked at her. “You had a guy like that?”
She smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes. “We all did, one time or another.”
Jules pulled a stool out and perched on it, legs swinging lightly. “You’re the first one who hasn’t asked us for anything.”
Leigh glanced back over her shoulder. “It’s a little fucked up how attractive that is.”
They weren’t teasing now. Not fully.
That’s what made it worse. Or better. I wasn’t sure.
I sipped the coffee. Bitter. Too strong. I didn’t say anything.
Jules reached over and adjusted the collar of my shirt. Her fingers grazed the side of my neck, slow, like she’d been wanting to for days. I took my coffee out to the back porch. Didn’t need more caffeine. Just space. The morning air was crispy, and the sun hadn’t warmed anything up yet. The yard was damp from last night’s rain.
The porch railing leaned slightly where the wood had pulled from the anchor bolts. I should’ve fixed it weeks ago. I should’ve done a lot of things weeks ago.
Inside, I could still hear them moving around. Their voices, light, teasing, half-shouted over music. Sounded like they were pulling out ingredients for something bigger than breakfast.
I stared out across the patchy lawn, chewing the inside of my cheek, wondering how I was going to tell them.
There was no good version. Not unless I wanted to lie. And I’d already stopped being able to do that long ago. Not to faces, anyway.
When I came back in, they were all barefoot, all in motion. Nina was balancing on one foot at the stove, pulling her hair up with a clip. The loose edge of her tank showed the underside of her breast when she stretched. She didn’t adjust it.
Jules was up on the counter, legs swinging while she sorted through a box of teas. Her shirt had slid open again. No effort to fix it.
Leigh had her back to me, hips shifting as she rinsed spinach in the sink, her ass just barely covered by her cotton shorts.
They knew I was there. None of them turned.
They were letting me watch.
That part got me more than anything else had. Not teasing. Not testing. Just letting it happen. Like this was some new normal now. Like they were making sure I would not be able to put them out of the house. Like they knew that was the plan.
“We were talking,” Jules said, not looking away from the tea box.
Leigh added, “And we decided something.”
I set the mug down without speaking.
Nina looked back over her shoulder. “We don’t want to know when you’re leaving.”
Jules looked up at me now. “You are, aren’t you.”
“I didn’t say that.”
“You didn’t have to.”
They didn’t stop moving. Which made it worse. Like they were already building a rhythm around it. Around the loss. Around what they weren’t going to fight.
“We know what this place is to you,” Leigh said. “The job, the obligation. We’ve lived with men who do good things for the wrong reasons.”
“But you’re not one of them,” Nina added. “That’s why we care too.”
They weren’t accusing. They weren’t even asking. Just saying what they had to say.
I walked to the sink. Stood beside Leigh. Reached over her for the towel. Her body leaned into mine just slightly, but not accidentally.
She handed me the towel instead of letting me take it. Her fingers closed around mine.
The knock came right then.
Hard. Three hits, one pause, then again. Sharp, deliberate. I knew immediately what it was..
I opened the front door.
The man standing there looked like he was built from policy and paperwork. Gray windbreaker, clipboard in hand, laminated ID around his neck. Mid-fifties, impatient. His eyes went from my face to the half-exposed flooring visible through the open hall closet.
“You the property contact?” he asked.
I nodded.
“I'm looking for Walter’s grandson. You him?”
I didn’t answer right away. He held up a manila envelope.
“This needs to be delivered in person.”
I took it.
“You’ve got ten days counting from now. That’s generous, by the way. Not they usual window.”
“What is this?”
“Notice to vacate. And formal inspection notice. We’re the middle party, probate asset management. Your family lawyer filed it last week. This place,” he said and he looked up and around and shook his head and snorted, “is condemned.”
“Be ready.”
He turned and left. Didn’t wait for questions.
I didn’t close the door right away.
Behind me, the girls had gone quiet. Leigh was still at the stairwell, one hand pressed flat to the wall like she’d gone cold. Jules leaned into the frame of the hallway, her arms wrapped around her chest, unreadable. Nina stepped forward slowly, reaching for the envelope without asking. I let her take it.
She scanned the top sheet. Her lips pressed together.
“This is real,” she said.
I didn’t respond.
“It’s not your fault,” she added.
I still didn’t respond.
Leigh came forward next, walking barefoot across the wood like the floor might break under her. She looked at the paper in Nina’s hand, then at me.
“How long?”
“They gave ten days.”
“That’s bullshit,” Jules said, voice hard now. “We’ve got a lease.”
“They’re not breaking it,” I said. “They’re letting it expire. The house is changing title. Probate clause supersedes. Condemned, too. Bases covered.”
Jules gave me a sharp look. “You sound like them.”
“I didn’t ask for this,” I said.
“Neither did we,” Nina answered.
Her face was tight, eyes wet, but steady. Not breaking. Just pissed.
“I’ll call the lawyer,” I said.
“And say what?”
“That they can wait.”
I didn’t know if I believed that yet. But I knew I had to say it.
I sat in the attic with the envelope on the floor beside me.
Downstairs, I could hear them. Muffled movements. Quiet voices. No music now. No teasing.
They were waiting for me again. This time not to fix a leak or hang a light. This time to choose.
My phone buzzed with a text. Dana. My sister.
“Need confirmation of tenant notice delivered. Don’t make this a problem.”
Fuck her.
I went down without knowing what I was going to say.
They were all in the living room. Jules sitting on the arm of the couch, one knee bouncing. Leigh curled in the corner of the sofa, legs tucked under her, arms loose in her lap. Nina on the floor, cross-legged, hoodie zipped halfway, knees bare, eyes locked on me from the moment I stepped in.
“I’m not giving you notice,” I said.
Jules blinked. “Then what are you doing?”
“I don’t know yet. But I’m not kicking you out.”
Leigh exhaled. “So what does that mean?”
“It means I’ll deal with the family.”
Nina stood. She crossed the room, slow, quiet, until she was in front of me.
“You said before,” she murmured. “That you weren’t staying. That this wasn’t yours.”
“It still isn’t.”
She reached for my hand. Her palm was dry and small against mine.
“But you didn’t leave.”
“No.”
“Even when you probably should’ve.”
“I know.”
Then her other hand came up to my chest, fingers spread flat over the fabric. She looked at my mouth before she looked into my eyes.
“We talked,” she said. “The three of us. We didn’t want to push you. But we’re done pretending we don’t see it.”
I felt Jules come up behind me. Her hand touched the back of my shoulder, warm through the thin cotton of my shirt.
Leigh stood now too, stepped in on the other side, close enough that her hair brushed my arm.
“I didn’t plan any of this,” I said, voice low.
Jules pressed in closer. “Neither did we.”
Nina slid her hand up the back of my neck, fingers threading into my hair.
“You’ve been giving everything to this place,” she said. “To us.”
Leigh pressed her lips lightly to my shoulder, through the fabric. I felt her breath there.
“So let us give something back,” she whispered.
I didn’t move. Couldn’t.
Jules’ hand slid down my back. Nina kissed the side of my neck. Leigh stepped in front of me now, unzipping her hoodie slowly, letting it fall open. No bra. Her skin flushed, chest rising fast.
Nina stepped behind me and wrapped her arms around my waist.
The silence had a different shape now, not calm, not careful. The kind where everyone already knew what came next but hadn’t said it out loud yet.
Nina turned off the burner. The skillet hissed once. She looked over her shoulder at me without blinking.
Leigh stepped back from the counter and crossed the kitchen. Not rushed. Not slow. She stopped in front of me and placed her hands on my chest. Her eyes searched mine once. Then she leaned up and kissed me.
No hesitation there.
Her lips were warm, parted. She pressed into me fully, her hands climbing to my neck. My arms were frozen for half a second, then wrapped around her waist. Her breath caught when I pulled her closer. What could I do? I was lost at sea.
Behind her, I heard Jules set her mug down hard on the table. She came up behind me, her hands sliding around my sides. Nina stepped in next, her body brushing mine from the front, her cheek against my arm. Her fingers found my belt and hooked into the loop, yanking at me playfully.
Leigh broke the kiss. “No more half-measures,” she said, eyes still closed. “We’re not pretending anymore.”
I looked down at her. Then at Nina, her face flushed, lips parted. Then Jules, whose hands had slid under the hem of my shirt, nails dragging lightly across my stomach.
“I want this,” Jules said. “We all do. We talk.”
“I know you talk.”
“Then stop acting like you’re still expected to hold back,” Nina said, her voice tight, throat thick with something close to anger. “You don’t have to be the one to hold back all the time.”
I kissed her next.
Hard.
She gasped into my mouth and clawed her fingers into my sides. She pressed her hips into mine and I felt how ready she already was, how far she’d come before I ever touched her.
Jules pulled me back, tugging at my shirt. “Upstairs,” she whispered. “Now.”
I couldn’t argue.
They followed me. Leigh first, still in just that thin black tank and shorts that rode higher with every step. Jules stayed behind me, her hands on my back, never letting me walk too fast. Nina grabbed my hand halfway up and pulled it around her waist, guiding it low as we hit the second floor landing.
When we reached the attic door, no one waited. Leigh opened it herself. Walked straight in. Pulled off her top as she crossed the room and dropped it on the floor.
Nina kicked the door shut behind us.
The girls didn’t speak.
Jules peeled off her shorts, slid them down her legs, then stepped out of them and crawled across my bed like she’d been there before.
I stood in the center of the room, three of them circling now, and I finally admitted it, this wasn’t about accidental curiosity anymore.
Leigh pushed me back onto the bed. The mattress creaked under us. She straddled me, legs warm, bare thighs braced outside my hips, tank top still clinging to her ribs. She leaned down and kissed me again, harder this time, her chest pressed to mine.
Jules climbed in beside us, her hand sliding under my shirt, flat palm against my stomach, fingers moving lower.
Nina stood at the foot of the bed, hoodie already gone. Her chest rose and fell fast. She watched the other two, then looked at me.
“You still thinking about them?” she asked.
“Who?” I was already breathless.
“Your family. That fucking envelope.”
Leigh reached behind her, pulled her tank top over her head, threw it to the side. Her nipples were hard, her stomach tight, skin flushed pink.
“They don’t know you,” she said. “Not like we got to.”
Jules kissed the side of my neck, lips open. “They think you’re a tool. Something to finish a job.”
“I am,” I muttered.
“Not anymore though.” Nina’s voice had a shake in it, not fear, want. “They don’t see. Your grandfather did. We do.”
She crawled onto the bed, slow, moving between Jules and Leigh. Her mouth found mine and she kissed me without breaking eye contact. I grabbed her hips. She gasped and shifted forward.
“They will take the house,” I said, half out of breath. “Flip it. Cut it up. Walk away.”
Nina kissed me again. “They can’t.”
Leigh leaned down beside my face, her lips brushing my ear. “If you don’t let them.”
I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. They were too young to know how things go for the creatures in a monster’s world.
Jules tugged at my jeans, unfastening the button, her eyes on my hands. “You keep fixing everything,” she whispered. “So we’re going to fix you.”
The zipper came down.
Nina was already kissing down my chest, her tongue warm, mouth open. Her hand slid under the waistband. I flinched at the contact. Her eyes snapped up. “Tell me if I need to stop.”
I shook my head. “Don’t stop.”
Leigh pushed her hand into my hair, kissed my jaw. “We don’t care about the will. Or the stupid sale.”
“We care about you,” Jules said. “Like you care about us.”
Nina pulled my pants down and I lifted my hips to help her. She took them all the way off, tossed them. Her eyes stayed locked on mine.
“I want you to know this isn’t a distraction,” she said. “We’re not some escape. We’re the reason you’re still here. The reason the house is.”
I was naked now, three of them around me, skin on skin, mouths on my neck, my chest, bare thighs brushing mine, and still the thought clawed at me: I had ten days before someone else walked through this house with a clipboard and measured it like it was already empty.
I grabbed Nina by the waist and pulled her into my lap.
She straddled me, bare skin sliding over mine, her thighs squeezing tight as she settled onto my lap. Her breath caught when she felt me, already hard, pinned between us.
She leaned down and kissed me, open-mouthed, slow and deep. Her hair hung around our faces. I grabbed her hips and pulled her tighter against me, and she rocked forward once, moaning softly into my mouth.
Then she pulled back, looked down at me, breath shaky. “They don’t know what this place is,” she said. “To you. To us.”
I kissed her neck. She gasped. Jules was beside me now, her lips at my shoulder, tongue flicking just behind my ear. Her hand slid between Nina and me, guiding.
“They think it’s just real estate,” Jules murmured. “They think you’re still doing their bidding.”
Nina lowered herself, slow, tight, inch by inch. I groaned, grabbing her harder. Her nails scratched my chest as she bit down on her bottom lip.
“They don’t deserve you,” Leigh said. Her voice came from beside my head, right against my ear. She was kissing the side of my face, hands roaming my chest, my stomach, exploring like it was hers.
Nina started to move, hips rolling in a slow circle. Her breath hitched every time I pushed up against her. She leaned down, her forehead against mine.
“Ten days?” she whispered. “They want to rip it apart in ten days?”
“Yes.”
“Fuck them,” she hissed, grinding harder now. “They don’t see you. We see you.”
Leigh’s mouth moved to my neck, sucking lightly, then harder. “They think you’re weak. But we know what you can become when you stop holding back.”
Jules kissed my chest, trailing lower. “You always fixed everything,” she said. “Even things they break.”
I thrust up into Nina and she moaned, collapsing forward onto me, hands on my shoulders. I held her tightly.
“They sent you here to clear it out,” she panted. “And you filled it up again.”
Leigh kissed me full on the mouth now, stealing my breath. “You made it real again.”
Jules’ mouth closed around me from below, wet and warm, even as Nina kept rocking in shallow, desperate motions, her nails digging into my chest, face buried in my neck.
I was overwhelmed, bodies, mouths, skin, words. Their hands were everywhere.
“You’re ours,” Leigh whispered. “Not theirs.”
Jules came up, kissed Nina’s stomach where it clenched with each movement. Nina whimpered.
I grabbed her ass and lifted her, breaking into her now, and her moans broke open, sharp, raw, involuntary.
“I don’t want you to leave,” she gasped. “None of us do.”
I felt it building, heat, pressure, every emotion knotted in my chest.
Nina still sat in my lap, arms tight around my neck, her bare chest pressed against me. Her thighs were glazed with sweat, trembling, wrapped tight around my waist. She was breathing hard, flushed and half-lost, but she didn’t let go.
Leigh knelt beside us, her lips trailing up my ribs, slow. Her mouth paused just below my nipple, tongue flicking once, then again, soft and wet. Her hand gripped my thigh, sliding up until she reached the base of me.
I was hard.
Jules kissed Nina’s back, then moved lower, her tongue tracing the curve of her hip, then the inside of her thigh. Nina twitched, moaned, and finally pulled herself off me, slow, careful. Her body shook with the aftershock.
She moved aside, collapsed against the pillows, watching through half-lidded eyes. Her lips were red, parted.
Leigh lowered her mouth over me, slow and deliberate. Warm. Wet. She moaned around it, not for effect, she wanted it. She stayed there, tongue flat, lips tight, then pulled off halfway and whispered, “They want to sell this house like it’s nothing.”
Then she went back down again.
Jules kissed my stomach, her lips leaving a trail of heat. “They treat you like labor,” she said. “But we see the way you look at us when you think we’re not watching.”
I clenched the sheets.
Leigh swirled her tongue again. She was so fucking slow. I felt every inch of her mouth, every shift in pressure. Then she pulled off again, looked up, her eyes shiny, mouth open.
“You’ve always done everything for them,” she said. “You fixed every broken thing in this place.”
“And no one ever asked what you wanted,” Jules whispered.
I could barely speak. “I didn’t think it mattered.”
“It does,” Nina said from the pillows. “To us.”
Leigh licked the underside of me, slow, her tongue dragging upward until she reached the tip, then kissed it, soft and wet. I groaned.
“I don’t care about their contract,” she said.
Jules kissed the base of my cock, her lips brushing Leigh’s jaw. “Or the title.” They fought tongue on tongue for rights to go down on me. ”Or the inheritance.”
Leigh’s mouth slid over me again, slower this time. She didn’t rush. She pulled back, kissed again. Then again. Her hand stayed wrapped at the base, her lips working in rhythm.
Nina reached out and stroked my stomach, lazy. “Stay in the house, even if they take it.”
“Let them try to evict all of us,” Jules whispered.
Leigh took me deep now, her moan humming through her throat.
“Just never leave,” Nina said.
Jules climbed over me, kissed me, full and open. “Never fucking leave.”
Leigh kept going, slower now, holding back the edge. Drawing it out. Making it hurt.
I couldn’t answer them. My whole body was clenched.
Jules leaned in closer, forehead to mine. “Let go,” she whispered. “They can’t take this.”
Leigh’s mouth didn’t stop.
Her hand gripped me at the base, firm, guiding every movement of her lips. Her tongue worked in slow circles, then a long pull, then shallow flicks that made my thighs shake. She moaned as she took me deeper again.
Jules sat on my chest now, one knee bent by my ribs. She was bare, flushed, her folds wet and open, and she lowered herself over my face without hesitation. Her taste hit me fast, salt, heat, skin. She gasped and grabbed the headboard when my mouth met her.
I licked slow, flat strokes first, then narrowed in, tongue pressing upward, her whole body tightening as she rocked down against my mouth. She whispered something broken. Then again.
Nina slid up beside me, her breasts brushing my arm, her hand moving gently over my thigh. “There’s still time,” she murmured, voice hushed between her panting. “To change it.”
“Change what?” I managed between strokes of my tongue. Jules cried out and pressed harder.
Nina kissed my neck, licked the sweat from my skin. “The house. The deal. Who owns it.”
“You mean not sell it?” I said, my voice muffled into Jules’s cunt.
“Not like they want to,” she breathed. “Not on their terms.”
Leigh’s mouth slid off me with a pop. She looked up, her lips shiny, chest rising fast.
“There’s ways,” she said. “Keep the house. Buy them out maybe.”
“They’d never go for it,” I said, licking again. Jules groaned loud and clenched my hair.
“They might,” Nina whispered. “If you stop being the help and start being the heir.”
I stopped moving for a second.
Jules whimpered above me. “Don’t stop.”
I didn’t. I pulled her in harder, licked faster. She writhed and ground down against my mouth, her cries getting louder. Her thighs shook beside my head.
Nina leaned in, kissed my ear. “You’re the one living here. You’re the only one who knew him.”
Leigh stroked me slowly now, long, deliberate pulls, her other hand cradling my balls. Her mouth hovered just above, warm breath washing over me.
“They’d take the check,” she said. “If it came from you. Quiet. No fight.”
Jules’s cracked as she gasped, clenched, tried to hold still and couldn’t. She bucked, hands braced, then collapsed forward, her breath hot against my chest.
I licked her one more time, slow, teasing. She twitched.
Nina moved over me next, straddling my waist. “We help you make it happen,” she said. “They want someone to take it off their hands.”
Leigh kissed the inside of my thigh. “Let it be you.”
“You’d stay?” I asked, my voice low.
“All of us,” Jules whispered. “Right here.”
Nina reached between her legs and guided me into her.
She sank down, inch by inch, eyes locked on mine. I gasped as she lowered onto me, her hips circling once, her heat wrapping around me, her breath caught in her throat. My hands gripped her waist, and I started to push up,
But then it hit me.
The journal.
I blinked hard. “Wait, ”
“What?” she whispered, leaning down, her nipples brushing my chest.
I slid out from under her, my body still hard, pulsing. I scrambled to my feet. “Hang on. I need to get something.”
“Now?” Jules mumbled from the pillows, her voice loose and dazed.
“It’s important.” I turned, already heading down the hall, still completely naked, my skin flushed, thighs sticky, pulse hammering in my ears.
The light was soft in my bedroom, early afternoon sun cutting through the blinds. I dug under the flannel shirt I’d tossed on the chair the night before, pulled out the battered brown leather notebook I’d found in the attic crawlspace two weeks ago, the one I hadn’t read all the way through yet.
I held it in my hand for a second, then went back down the hall.
They were still on the bed.
Jules lay on her side, legs tangled in the sheets, her thighs bare and glistening. Her eyes followed me as I came in.
Nina sat upright now, her breasts full and flushed, one hand resting lightly between her legs. Her lips were parted, breathing still uneven.
Leigh had curled beside Jules, knees drawn halfway up, her fingers idly stroking the skin of her own belly, tracing circles as though lost in thought. Her hair was a mess, wild, dark strands all over her shoulders, her face glowing.
They were all looking at me.
I stood there a moment, clutching the journal, my chest still heaving, cock still firm and aching. The heat of their bodies, the sweat in the air, the way their limbs touched and brushed against each other, it felt like something I’d never come back from.
I stepped closer, holding the book low at my side.
“You brought reading material?” Leigh teased, her voice raw.
“This isn’t just anything,” I said. I climbed back onto the bed, knee between Jules’ thighs, careful not to crush her. “I think this matters.”
They shifted slightly, giving me space but staying close, all of them brushing against me as I opened the leather flap. The scent of skin and heat filled the room, faint perfume, salty sweat, the soft trace of arousal still in the air.
I flipped to the folded page I’d marked.
“I didn’t get it before,” I said, voice quieter now. “But I think this was meant for me.”
Nina leaned closer, her breast pressing against my shoulder as she read over it.
“What is it?” she asked.
I looked at the page again. My grandfather’s handwriting was rough, uneven, but clear.
I read the line aloud.
“The house stays with the one who makes it his.”
Leigh let out a long breath. Jules sat up more.
“That's us,” Nina said. “Right now.”
I held the book open with one hand, the other resting on Nina’s thigh. My voice was thick as I read the next part out loud.
“He said: ‘Let the others make their deals. The one who stays, the one who builds something real, he’ll know what to do. The house will tell him when it’s time.’”
Nina inhaled sharply. Her hand slid over my stomach, fingers spreading. Her mouth brushed the side of my jaw. “He meant you.”
Leigh leaned in from my other side, one knee draped across mine. “You found this upstairs?”
“In the crawlspace,” I said, flipping to the next page. “Wrapped in a flannel. I thought it was just rambling. But he was talking about the house. About letting it live again.”
Jules sat up on her knees in front of me, hair wild, lips still puffy. “Read more.”
I looked down.
“‘They’ll want to gut it. To flip and vanish. But they don’t see it anymore. If she’s filled again, if the laughter and noise come back, she won’t let go easy. The house chooses.’”
Leigh moaned, low in her throat, and slid her hand down between my legs. I was already hard again.
“You hear that?” she whispered. “We’re what brings it back.”
Nina moved lower on the bed, kissing my ribs, then trailing her tongue down my side. “We’re the noise. The laughter.”
Jules leaned forward, took the book from my hand, and let it fall to the mattress. Then she lowered her mouth onto me, slow, hot, open.
I groaned.
Leigh kissed my shoulder, then trailed lower, letting her breasts brush my chest. Her tongue flicked out to taste the sweat on my collarbone.
“He knew,” she said. “He knew someone like you would come back and fill this place again.”
Nina kissed the inside of my thigh, open and wet. “He just didn’t know it’d be all of us.”
Jules moaned softly as she moved, her mouth working steadily, deeper now. She held my hips down with both hands, nails digging into my skin.
I tried to speak. Couldn’t.
Nina’s lips joined hers, kissing the base, tongue flicking against Jules’ cheek as they shared me.
Leigh sat back, her fingers trailing down my chest. “Let them come with clipboards. Let them measure windows and walls. We’re making the house un-sellable.”
Jules pulled off me just long enough to whisper, “Because it’s not empty anymore.”
Then her mouth was back.
Nina kissed up my chest, straddling my side now, her breasts dragging across my skin.
“Say it,” she whispered into my ear. “Say it’s yours.”
I clenched my jaw, every nerve sparking.
“I’m not leaving,” I said. “Not now.”
Jules moaned approval, her mouth sealing tight around me.
Leigh leaned over my chest, hair brushing my face.
“You’re the one,” she said. “We choose you.”
Jules’s mouth pulled back again, slow, lips glistening. Her fingers stroked me instead, dew-soaked and deliberate, just enough to keep me throbbing.
Leigh crawled over me, hair dragging across my chest. She kissed along my collarbone, her thighs straddling my ribs, her greasy heat brushing my stomach as she rocked gently in place.
“We… we could go to them,” she said, breath ragged.
Jules’s hand tightened. “Not to beg.”
“No,” Nina said from behind her, fingertips dragging down my leg. “We make them an offer.”
I grabbed Leigh’s hips, pulled her higher. She rose up, one hand braced on the headboard, the other in my hair. Her folds hovered over my mouth, her scent thick and intoxicating. I pulled her down and kissed her deeply. Her cry was sharp, choked off, then melting.
Jules leaned in against my thigh, watching, still stroking me, slow and firm. “We show them the value. Not numbers. Not comps. Real value.”
Nina slid her hands up my arms, then circled behind Leigh, kissing the back of her neck, whispering something into her skin that made Leigh shiver and grind harder against my mouth.
Leigh gasped, “The house isn't just walls. It's got, ” she broke off with a whimper as my tongue pressed harder, circling.
Nina finished it for her. “It’s got tenants. Life. Purpose.”
Jules kissed my shaft, then licked the underside, slow. “We document everything. Pictures. Videos. Stories. Show what this place became when he came back.”
Leigh bucked on my face. “You mean,” she grunted, “turn it into a,” she gasped, “a proposal?” She sighed.
Nina nodded, licking up Leigh’s spine. “Exactly. We pitch it as a legacy project. Preservation. Community space. Residency.”
“A residency,” Jules repeated, her voice husky as she kissed down my length again. “Live-in maintenance. Shared creative housing. Just enough structure to keep it out of the market.”
Leigh came on my mouth, hips shaking violently. She collapsed forward, her breasts pressing to my chest, breath hot in my ear. “He stays. We all stay.”
I wrapped my arms around her waist, held her while she trembled.
Nina kissed my lips, tasting Leigh on me. “We’ll file it clean. Use the probate clause. Argue historic value.”
Jules took me into her mouth again, deeper this time. Her moan vibrated against me. I twitched in her throat, gritting my teeth.
“We’ll say,” Nina whispered, her lips brushing mine, “the house has needs its caretaker.”
Leigh lifted her head, eyes glassy. “Its family. Put their family name on it, Cranston House. A monument.”
Jules bobbed now, faster. Her hands gripped my hips. I couldn’t hold back.
Nina kissed my jaw. “Finish in her mouth.”
I groaned hard.
Jules sucked harder, mouth wet and fast now, her throat taking me deeper than I thought she could. Her eyes stayed locked on mine, her fingers digging into my thighs. I grabbed her hair and twisted it hard in my fist. She moaned around me, like she wanted more of that.
Leigh was still on my chest, panting, flushed, licking sweat from my collarbone. Her hips rocked lazily against my ribs, satiny heat dragging up and down with every movement. She kissed me, hard, mouth open, tongue sliding deep.
Nina climbed across the mattress, her hands gripping my jaw, her thighs straddling my waist. Her mouth pressed against my ear. “We’re writing the story right now,” she whispered. “They’ll read it on your skin.”
I bucked my hips, driving deeper into Jules’s mouth. She gagged, didn’t stop, moaned louder. I pulled her head down harder, holding her there.
Leigh gasped. “Fuck, you’re stronger than you look.”
I grabbed her by the waist and flipped her to the side, then yanked her legs open and dragged her lower on the bed. She squealed, laughing, breathless. “God, yes, take me.”
Nina kissed me again, deeper, slower, then moved to Jules, pulling her up by the hair. Jules came off me with a thick gasp, her chin wet, lips parted. Nina kissed her full on the mouth.
I reached down, grabbed Nina’s ass, pulled her forward hard onto my lap. She slammed down on me, tight and wet. Her cry broke open in the center of the room.
“I’ll make the fucking presentation,” she gasped.
Leigh rolled beside us, her hand in Nina’s hair, pulling her mouth to hers. “We’ll record a statement, our lives here. Proof. Emotion.”
Jules straddled my face again. No hesitation this time. Her cunt flooded my tongue. I gripped her ass, spread her wider, and sucked her clit into my mouth. She screamed, grinding down.
Nina was bouncing on me now, full rhythm, full depth, her hands clawing down my chest. “You… are… staying…”
“Say it,” Leigh begged. “Say it out loud.”
I tore Jules’s mouth from mine and bit her hip. She gasped, clutched the headboard.
“I’m not leaving,” I growled, thrusting up into Nina, watching her eyes roll back. “I’m fucking staying.”
“Because we’re yours,” Nina sobbed, riding me harder.
Leigh grabbed Nina’s hair and kissed her messy, tongues tangling. Jules reached behind her, grabbed me again, stroked as she rode my face, silky and desperate.
“You’ll own the house,” Leigh whispered. “Like you own us.”
Jules’s thighs trembled. She came on my mouth, collapsed forward, twitching.
Nina screamed, and I felt her come hard, clenching around me like a vice, shaking uncontrollably.
I flipped her, took over, driving into her as all three of them moaned and writhed under my hands.
I sat upright, dragging Nina down hard onto my lap again. She gasped, arms locking behind my neck, her body already soaked and twitching. I held her still, grinding up into her slow and deep, so deep she bit my shoulder to muffle the cry.
Leigh was on her back beside us, her fingers between her legs, eyes locked on mine.
Jules crawled up behind Nina, wrapping her arms around her waist from behind, her tongue trailing up her spine.
I gripped Nina’s hips and held her down.
“Here’s what we do,” I said, voice rough. “We form a residency nonprofit. I write the check through it. Buy out the others clean.”
Nina whined, trembling.
“We submit the proposal with full documentation, proof this house is in use. Vibrant. Active.”
Leigh moaned. Her fingers moved faster now, her free hand clawing at the sheets.
“I attach the journal as legal testimony,” I growled. “Intent of the original owner. Binding.”
Jules kissed the side of Nina’s throat. “We add letters. From us. From you.”
I fucked up into Nina harder. She cried out.
“We sign our names,” I said. “We make it official.”
Nina clutched me tighter, teeth on my ear. “Say it again.”
I slammed into her, then pulled out and flipped her onto her back. She yelped, legs spread wide, body already begging. I pushed back in, both hands around her wrists, pinning her to the bed.
“I’m taking this place,” I said. “I’m not asking. I’m claiming it.”
Nina bucked wildly, screaming as she came again, full body locked around me.
Jules lay beside us now, watching, breath shallow, face flushed. “We’re not tenants anymore,” she whispered. “We’re the fucking foundation.”
Leigh climbed up across my back, kissing my shoulder blades, her body sliding sleek against my skin. “We make the house real. We make it permanent.”
I pulled out of Nina, grabbed Jules by the ankle, dragged her toward me. She squealed, then laughed, then moaned when I pulled her hips up and entered her in one hard thrust.
She broke. Her voice cracked, hands fisting the sheets, mouth wide open.
Leigh lay on her side now, kissing Nina, stroking her belly, whispering things I couldn’t hear.
I moved inside Jules slowly, deliberately, each thrust timed to every word.
“We file before the week ends.”
Slap.
“We submit the full packet.”
Thrust.
“We take this place out of the market forever.”
Grip.
She sobbed under me, her legs trembling.
I stayed buried inside Jules, my hips grinding slow, watching her come apart under me. Her arms were stretched above her head, fingers locked around the frame. Her whole body writhed with every inch I gave her.
Nina knelt beside us, her hand moving between Jules’ thighs, fingers rubbing where we joined. “She’s dripping,” she whispered, mouth brushing my ear. “I bet she’s never come this much before.”
Jules moaned like she couldn’t even speak.
Leigh crawled across the mattress, grabbed my face, and kissed me deep, tongue rough, breathless. “You’re not just fucking us,” she said. “You’re anchoring this whole thing.”
I pulled out of Jules and pushed Leigh down onto her back without a word. Her legs opened instantly, desperate, her dew already visible. I dragged my cock across her folds once, teasing.
“You want it?” I asked.
She nodded fast, eyes glassy. “God, yes. Now. I need it inside me while you say it.”
I pushed in hard. She screamed.
“I’m forming the trust this week,” I growled, driving into her again. “Naming myself executor. Head resident. Caretaker.”
She shook under me, nails digging into my arms. “Yes, yes, ”
Nina kissed her mouth, swallowing the sound. Then turned to me. “And we sign it too. The three of us. As co-founders.”
I slammed into Leigh, holding her hips down, her whole body jerking with every thrust. “You’re not co-founders,” I said. “You’re assets. Bound. Tied to the property.”
Jules sat up, still shaking, her fingers sliding over her own breasts as she watched. “So claim us.”
I pulled out of Leigh. She whimpered, reached for me, but I was already grabbing Nina. I lifted her by the waist and shoved her onto her stomach. She gasped as I dragged her ass up into the air.
“You sure?” I asked.
She looked back, her face wild. “Take me like it’s already done.”
I entered her deep in one hard thrust. She cried out, face buried in the mattress. I gripped her hips and fucked her with my full weight behind it.
Leigh kissed Nina’s neck from above, her voice trembling. “We’ll document everything. The bed. The mouths. The bodies. The reason this house can’t be flipped.”
Jules came up beside me, kissing my chest, my neck. “We’ll submit the whole thing as narrative proof.”
Nina started to shake again, her voice breaking with every push. “God, don’t stop, don’t stop, ”
I held her tight, one hand wrapped in her hair, the other gripping her hip hard enough to bruise.
“I’m finishing it,” I growled.
Jules moaned.
“I’m buying it.”
Leigh shuddered.
“I’m keeping you.”
Nina came, bucking hard under me, and I followed, driving in deep, emptying everything into her, while the house seemed to exhale all around us.
I collapsed forward between their bodies, buried in heat and skin and sweat and cum.
The light was soft. Diffused through the attic windows, muted by the old curtains someone, probably Leigh, had pinned up last month. My eyes opened slow. Skin against mine. The room warm with the smell of sex, sweat, and coffee.
Jules was curled against my chest, one thigh thrown across my waist, breathing steady. Her cheek was pressed just under my collarbone. Her hand twitched every so often in sleep.
Nina sat cross-legged at the foot of the bed, my flannel shirt hanging open over her bare chest. Her hair was up in a loose knot, strands falling everywhere. She was scrolling on her phone, biting her thumbnail.
Leigh stepped through the doorway carrying two mugs, her bare feet quiet on the hardwood. My hoodie swallowed her frame, sleeves bunched up around her fists. Her legs bare. One mug came to me first. Her other hand reached down and cupped my jaw before she leaned in and kissed me.
No rush. Just soft lips. A slight breath.
“Hey,” she said.
“Hey.”
She sat beside Nina, tucked her leg under herself, handed her the second mug. Nina sipped without looking up.
“Did you sleep at all?” Leigh asked her.
“An hour,” Nina muttered. “Maybe two.”
“You working?”
Nina nodded. “Nonprofit formation steps. Bylaws template. Local heritage protection policies. Started a Google Drive folder.”
Jules stirred against me, then stretched, a full-body thing that pressed her breasts against my ribs and her hips down into mine. She didn’t open her eyes, just made a soft sound and nuzzled into my chest.
“Is this what mornings are now?” she murmured.
“It is if I stay,” I said.
She finally looked up. Her eyes still puffy, her lips raw. She smiled, small but real. Then climbed over me, kissing the other side of my neck from where Leigh had kissed.
“Then you’re staying,” she said.
I set the coffee on the crate beside the mattress and slid my hand up her thigh. She didn’t flinch when I touched her. Just exhaled and leaned into it.
Nina looked up from her phone. “We have to figure out messaging. Language. Why it matters.”
Leigh’s hand found my ankle under the blanket. “We’ll figure it out.”
Jules kissed me again. Slower this time.
And I realized none of them were asking anymore.
They’d decided.
I pushed the blanket down and let my hand drift between Jules’ legs. She was already warm. Wet. Her breath caught, and she pressed her forehead to mine, eyes closed.
Nina smiled, not shy at all. “Start your morning, landlord. We’ll take care of the rest.”
Leigh leaned in and whispered in my ear. “Just don’t pull out this time.”
Jules shifted her weight, still straddling me under the blanket. Her thighs hugged my sides, skin flushed from sleep and heat. Her eyes opened fully now, steady on mine. Her fingers laced through my hair and held me in place as she kissed me again, this time with a slow hunger.
Her hips rolled forward, just once, a smooth grind that pressed her against the length of me.
“God, you’re already hard,” she whispered against my mouth.
“I woke up with you on top of me.”
“You’re not dreaming.”
She reached between us, slow and warm, and guided me in. Just the tip. Then deeper. She eased down on me inch by inch, her breath catching in her throat. Her mouth stayed close to mine, our foreheads touching.
Behind her, Nina watched, biting her lip. Her fingers traced circles around the rim of her mug.
Leigh reached over and set her own mug aside, then lay down on her side beside us, her head on the pillow just inches from mine. She kissed my jaw and whispered, “Let her have you first this time.”
Jules was all the way down now, her hips resting against mine. Her eyes fluttered shut. She breathed in deep and didn’t move yet. Just stayed there, full, stretched, settled.
“You feel different,” I said, barely above a whisper.
She nodded. “Because it’s not about proving anything anymore.”
She began to move, slow and rhythmic, her muscles flexing around me as she rocked forward and back. Her hands slid down my chest, her body gliding over mine in wet, perfect friction.
I grabbed her hips, but I didn’t guide her. Just held her.
Leigh kissed my neck again. “Let her ride it out.”
Nina stood, setting her mug aside. Her shirt dropped from her shoulders. She climbed onto the bed and curled against my other side, one hand stroking my arm, the other sliding down to cup my balls, rolling them gently in her palm.
Jules moaned softly, moving with more confidence now. “This is what it’s like,” she breathed. “When it’s not just sex.”
Leigh reached between Jules’ legs and rubbed where we were joined. Jules cried out, body jerking, her hands flying to my chest.
“Don’t stop,” she gasped.
“I’m not going anywhere,” I said.
Jules leaned down and kissed me again, open-mouthed, desperate, and never once stopped moving.
Nina’s fingers stroked me from below, adding pressure in rhythm with Jules’ thrusts.
Leigh whispered, “She’s close.”
I nodded. “I feel her.”
Jules trembled above me, breath catching, thighs shaking.
Then she broke.
Body clenched. Mouth wide. No sound.
Jules trembled above me, still catching her breath. Her hands slid down my chest, her eyes glossy, her lips parted like she wanted to speak but didn’t need to.
I held her hips, still inside her, her body pulsing around me, small aftershocks rolling through her thighs.
She leaned forward and collapsed against me, her face in my neck. I kissed her hair and felt the weight of her there, not just her body, but everything else. All of it. She started to laugh, and then everyone started to.
Leigh lay across my left arm now, her hand gently stroking Jules’ back. Her thumb traced circles just below her shoulder blade, slow and careful.
Nina was curled against my other side, propped on one elbow. She watched Jules closely, but not with envy. One hand drifted lazily across my stomach, soft fingers looping through the faint trail of hair there.
I shifted my hips slightly, still buried deep in Jules. She moaned into my skin.
“Too much?” I asked.
She shook her head. “I want to feel this all day.”
I kissed her shoulder.
Nina pressed a kiss just under my jaw. “I don’t think you know what that does to us,” she whispered. “You talk like you own us, and it doesn’t scare us. It calms us.”
“I do own you,” I said quietly.
Leigh let out a slow breath. “Say that again.”
I looked at her. Then at Nina.
“I own this house. I own this bed. And I own the three of you.”
Jules shivered against me. “We’re your harem, aren’t we.”
Nina slid her hand lower, palm wrapping around the base of me. “You’re still hard,” she said, voice low. “Still deep inside her.”
Leigh kissed my bicep, her voice soft and wicked. “And she’s going to melt from it.”
Jules groaned, hips twitching. “I already am.”
She lifted her head, eyes unfocused, cheeks flushed. She kissed me slow, and I stayed still inside her, letting her grind gently, taking control without rushing.
“I want to fall asleep on you again,” she whispered. “And wake up still full.”
Leigh sat up on her knees now, naked again, her breasts swaying as she reached down to stroke Jules’s hair. “Your turn,” she murmured. “To stay on top. To keep him.”
Jules nodded, eyes closed. Her hands gripped my shoulders. She started to move again, but this time with something deeper in it, something slow and sacred. No climax. Not yet. Just stretch and weight and wet, and the rhythm of a girl who already knows he’s not going anywhere.
Jules moved on top of me in slow, steady rolls. Her hands pressed flat to my chest for balance, her hips lifting just enough each time to slide along the length of me before sinking back down.
Her eyes stayed on mine.
I didn’t push her. I didn’t guide her.
I just held her waist and let her use me.
“You feel so thick,” she whispered, jaw tight, body still shaking.
“I’m not pulling out.”
Her breath hitched. “Good.”
Leigh lay beside us, head propped on her hand, one leg draped over mine. She ran her fingers down Jules’ side, slow, her touch tender. Her other hand curled around my wrist, squeezing.
“She’s glowing,” Leigh murmured. “You made her glow.”
Nina was kneeling now, one hand between her own legs, the other stroking my jaw. She leaned in and kissed me, sweet and slow, then kissed Jules just as gently. “You don’t even know what you’ve started.”
“I think I do,” I said.
Jules moaned softly and dropped her forehead to mine. Her hips kept moving, the wet sound of her body on mine filling the room in waves. She was soaked, trembling, biting her lip with every slow grind.
“I can feel it,” she said. “You’re so deep.”
I slid my hands up her back. “I want to stay in you all day.”
Leigh kissed my shoulder. “Do it.”
Nina’s hand gripped the base of me again, working in rhythm with Jules’ movement, adding just enough pressure to make her whimper.
“She’s not going to last,” Nina whispered, kissing Jules’s ear.
“I don’t want to,” Jules breathed. “I want to break again.”
I pulled her down into a kiss, holding her there, my tongue deep in her mouth as her body started to shake. Her hips lost rhythm. She whimpered into me.
“I’m yours,” she gasped. “Fucking yours.”
Nina stroked my throat. “Say it.”
“You’re mine,” I growled.
Jules slammed down onto me one last time and froze, head thrown back, body arched, hands digging into my chest. Her whole body clenched.
She came with a long, broken cry. Nothing held back.
Leigh and Nina held her while she trembled, while I stayed inside her, cock still thick, still pulsing.
I didn’t pull out.
Didn’t even move.
Jules collapsed onto me, body still jerking in aftershocks, and I wrapped my arms around her, holding her tight to my chest.
“Next,” Leigh whispered, eyes dark and hungry. They all laughed again.
Jules rested heavy on my chest, legs splayed wide, breath warm against my throat. She was soft now, pliant, the muscles in her thighs still twitching. I kept my arm tight around her, palm flat on her lower back, holding her there. Still inside her. Still hard.
She murmured something into my neck, half a word, maybe just a sound, and then went quiet again, her cheek pressed flat to my collarbone.
Nina leaned across my stomach, trailing one hand down Jules’ spine, the other running through my hair.
“She’ll sleep again,” she whispered. “Let her.”
“I’m not moving.”
“Good.”
Leigh was already on her knees, stretching, cat-like, beside us. Her body gleamed in the morning light, long legs, full breasts, skin still marked faintly from the night before. She crawled up alongside me, her eyes lazy, but focused. Her hand slid over my ribs, lower, wrapping softly around my cock, still buried in Jules.
“You’re not done,” she said.
I turned my head. “No.”
She leaned down and kissed me, mouth open, deep. Her tongue moved slow. Possessive.
When she pulled back, she looked down at Jules, then back at me.
“Slide out of her,” she said. “Let me have it.”
I hesitated. Not because I didn’t want it, my cock throbbed at just the thought, but because Jules was still holding on. Still clinging in her sleep like she needed the weight of me inside her.
But Leigh wasn’t asking again.
She moved behind Jules, arms sliding under her, lifting gently, and pulled her off me with care. My cock slipped free, wet and swollen, and Leigh lowered Jules onto her side, covering her with the blanket.
Nina reached down and stroked me once. Slow. Her palm slid up my shaft, then down again, coating it in her spit.
“She’s had you all to herself,” Nina whispered, lips at my jaw. “It’s our turn.”
I reached up and grabbed the back of Leigh’s neck, pulled her down and kissed her hard, then spun her onto her back and climbed over her.
Nina knelt beside us, watching.
I didn’t tease.
I didn’t ask.
I slid into Leigh in one long, slow push. She arched her back, mouth falling open. Her fingers gripped my arms, nails dragging lightly.
“That’s it,” she breathed. “God, that’s all of it.”
Nina moved behind me, her hands running down my back. She pressed kisses to my spine, her voice soft.
“Fill her,” she whispered. “Then me.”
Leigh rocked up against me, slow, eyes half-lidded.
“Let’s make this place permanent,” she said.
I didn’t answer.
I just started to fuck her.
Leigh’s legs wrapped around my waist as I moved inside her, slow and grinding, the way she wanted it. Her head was back, mouth open, her hands flat on my chest. Every time I drove deeper, her whole body arched, meeting it. Taking it.
Nina lay beside us, kissing my neck, whispering filth into my ear.
Jules was curled under the blanket now, still bare, one hand between her legs, watching from half-lidded eyes as her fingers worked softly in rhythm with my hips.
Leigh was getting close again, her thighs trembling around me, her eyes wide and wild now. “Harder,” she panted. “Break me.”
I grabbed her wrists and pinned them above her head. Slammed into her once, twice, then held deep, all the way in. Her scream cracked the quiet. She clenched hard, body locking up around me.
“I want every drop,” she gasped. “Fill me. Mark me.”
Nina moved lower and licked my balls, tongue slow and wet.
“You’re close,” she whispered. “I can feel it in your stomach.”
I nodded once, barely breathing.
Jules moaned from under the blanket. “Let him go. Let him come.”
Leigh kissed me through her orgasm, mouth trembling against mine, her moans breaking into hiccupped gasps. I stayed inside her, the pressure building hard in my spine, my thighs, my gut.
Then Nina slid behind me. Her hand wrapped tight around the base, slippery and warm, just below where I was still buried in Leigh.
Her mouth pressed to my ear.
“Now,” she whispered. “Give it to her.”
I gritted my teeth, slammed in deep one final time, and everything broke loose.
I came hard, full body locked, back arched, cock twitching deep inside Leigh. She screamed again, her body clenching around me, milking every pulse. I stayed locked there, every muscle tight, every breath stolen.
Nina kept stroking. Jules moaned, her fingers moving faster now as she watched me lose control.
I wasn’t making noise, I was gone.
Gone into Leigh. Gone into them. Gone into the house.
I stayed deep until I felt the last pulse drain out of me, my whole body soaked and spent.
Leigh collapsed under me, shaking. Nina kissed the sweat off my shoulder. Jules whispered, “You just ruined us for anyone else.”
I pulled out slow, soft, and heavy.
The living room smelled like toast and printer ink. A breeze came through the open window over the sink. Someone had lit the cinnamon candle again.
I stepped inside with the toolbox in one hand, still in yesterday’s jeans, shirt half-buttoned, hair damp from the quick rinse in the upstairs shower. My plan was to patch the drywall by the stairs before it got worse.
What I saw stopped me in the doorway.
All three of them were spread out across the living room floor, laptops open, power cords snaking across the rug, notebooks and half-eaten bowls of cereal in reach. The coffee table was buried in pens, printed articles, sticky notes, and a stack of glossy real estate pamphlets someone had clearly defaced in red marker.
They were working. All of them.
Jules sat cross-legged in a bralette and pajama pants, tapping notes into a doc while glancing back and forth between tabs. Her reading glasses had slid halfway down her nose, her hair still wet. She looked up, saw me, smiled.
Nina was lying on her stomach on the couch, hoodie pulled up just enough to show the small of her back and the faint marks I’d left there. Her laptop balanced on a pillow, one leg swinging slowly as she typed.
Leigh sat at the far corner, facing the light. Her hair was pulled into a messy knot, and she wore nothing but a white button-down I didn’t recognize, probably something from the attic closet. Her laptop sat on her thighs, glowing in the sun, and she was talking softly into her AirPods, lips moving as she recorded a voice memo.
I just stood there.
They were so fucking beautiful it hurt.
Not in the abstract. In the real, practical, skin-and-eyes-and-purpose kind of way. Bare feet. Sleepy eyes. Quick fingers. Mouths still swollen from what we’d done, now talking business like the house was already ours.
Mine.
All of ours.
Jules spoke first. “We’ve mapped the zoning exemptions and cross-referenced comparable heritage designations.”
Nina added, without looking up, “I’m writing the narrative intro. The one you’ll sign.”
Leigh pulled one AirPod out and said, “And we’ve scheduled a walk-through video shoot. I’ll film. Jules will interview you.”
I didn’t answer.
I just set the toolbox down and stared at them. All three looked up now. All three waiting.
Leigh smiled, slow and sure. “What?”
I shook my head. “Nothing.”
But I was thinking:
You three are going to run this place.
Leigh patted the couch again, firmer this time. “Sit.”
I did.
She set her laptop aside and swung one leg over my lap, settling down with a quiet breath. Her bare thighs were warm against my jeans. The loose shirt she wore slipped open at the collar. No bra. Her skin still smelled like sleep and sex.
Nina climbed off the couch and came around behind me, her fingers sliding into my hair immediately, scratching lightly at my scalp, slow, rhythmic. Her breath was on my neck before I even felt her mouth.
Jules closed her laptop with a soft clap, then crawled across the floor toward us. She moved between my knees and sat back on her heels, eyes on mine. She didn’t smile. Just reached up and unfastened the bottom two buttons of my shirt, exposing the strip of skin down the center of my chest.
Leigh kissed my jaw. “We’ve earned a break.”
Nina whispered, “So have you.”
Jules leaned in and kissed just below my sternum, her lips warm, soft. She didn’t move fast. She kissed the same spot again, then lower. Then paused, just staring at my stomach, like it was a map she meant to read slowly.
Leigh rocked her hips against me, slow, grinding. No pressure. Just weight. Her lips brushed my ear. “Let us take care of you.”
My hands moved automatically, one to Jules’s hair, one to Leigh’s waist.
Nina’s mouth was at my neck now, kissing, sucking gently. I felt her fingers slide down the front of my chest, meeting Jules’s as they began to unbutton the rest of my shirt, working around each other, coordinated without speaking.
Jules leaned forward and licked the center of my chest. Then again, slower. Her breath came faster after that.
Leigh’s hands slipped under my shirt and pressed flat against my ribs. “Still so warm,” she murmured. “Still hard.”
I was.
Nina’s hands moved over my shoulders now, sliding the shirt down, exposing me fully. Jules kissed my stomach again, then nuzzled lower. Her fingers were at my belt.
Leigh reached down and unfastened it without a word.
Nina kissed the back of my neck and whispered, “We’ll take on this part of the process.”
Jules looked up from my lap, her voice low and certain. “Because every good plan needs momentum.” She sank her mouth down over the entire length of my cock and she moaned deeply over me.
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