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I was drying off in the upstairs bathroom when Jules called up the stairs. “Um, babe? There’s a woman at the front door with a clipboard!”
I paused with the towel around my waist, water still dripping from my chest. “Who?”
“She said something about an appraisal. She’s wearing heels. Like, actual vampire heels.”
Nina popped her head into the bathroom. Her shirt was unbuttoned and inside-out. “Tell me you didn’t schedule this.”
“I didn’t.” I stepped over to the window and peeked through the cracked blind. I had a suspicion I knew who did schedule it, though.
A woman in a navy pantsuit stood on the porch, checking her watch. Late thirties, sharp hair, sharp shoes. Professional in a way that screamed “family sent her.” Vampire shoes for real, like Nina said.
“She’s gonna walk through?” Nina asked, pushing in front of me with her body half dressed to get to the sink. She pushed her ass back against my groin on purpose, just to tease.
Leigh appeared behind her, still tugging her shorts into place too. “We need a few minutes like!.”
“You’ve got two,” I said, pulling on my jeans.
Downstairs, Jules cracked the door open and smiled her reception office smile. “Hi there. Can I help you?”
The woman smiled politely. “Hi. Amelia Carson, Carson & Finch Appraisals. I was asked to assess the property for potential sale. Are you the tenants?”
“Something like that.” Jules glanced back at me as I came down the stairs, buttoning my shirt. “This is the owner’s grandson.”
Amelia held out a firm hand. “You must be . . .  ?”
I gave her my name and forced a smile. “Sorry for the mess. We weren’t expecting company.”
“I only need a general walk-through. Square footage confirmation, condition notes, a few photos.”
Jules, still barefoot, shifted behind me and whispered, “There’s underwear all over the living room.”
I nodded. “Let’s start upstairs.”
She followed me up. I heard Nina and Leigh thumping around above us, rushing, and when I pushed open the first bedroom, it looked staged already, bed made, window open, sun falling across the desk. Jules must’ve done it.
“This room’s used?” Amelia asked.
“Yeah. One of the girls studies here.”
She glanced around, nodded, scribbled. We moved through the hallway, pausing as Leigh stepped out of the bathroom in a long t-shirt, wet hair sticking to her neck. She froze when she saw the woman.
“Oh,” she said. “Sorry.”
“She’s just finishing up,” I said quickly. Leigh ducked into the next room.
The master bedroom had two mugs on the nightstand. One still had lipstick on the rim.
Amelia raised an eyebrow. “You’re living here?”
“Temporarily.”
She took a photo of the room, then of the hallway. “It’s a unique setup.”
“Student housing.”
I held the railing to steady myself as we moved back down the stairs. Nina met us at the bottom, fresh-faced  in one of my t-shirts, holding a banana and clearly trying not to grin.
“Want coffee?” she asked brightly.
Amelia blinked. “No thank you.”
I watched her take in the living room: three mugs on the table, a blanket bunched on the couch, and the faint smell of breakfast and perfume hanging in the air.
She made one last note. “We’ll need to bring in a specialist inspector.”
“Go crazy,” I said.
As the door closed behind her, Jules exhaled. Nina bit the banana. Leigh came to lean on me.
“That,” Nina said, “was not subtle.”
“She had clipboard energy,” Nina said, hopping up to sit on the counter. “Like, she was measuring our lives or something.”
Jules opened a laptop at the kitchen table. “Carson & Finch is legit. My old roommate interned with them.”
Leigh leaned into the fridge. “Do appraisers normally come without notice?”
“No,” I said. “Not unless someone’s pushing it. My sister’s probably pissed I haven’t called in weeks.”
“Pissed you haven’t evicted us, you mean,” Nina said, kicking her bare foot against a drawer. “Sorry we keep distracting you from that.”
Jules didn’t look up. “Technically we seduced him.”
Now they all chuckled and glanced at me.
Leigh handed me a juice box, straw already poked in. “Do you think she’ll come back with that inspector?”
I drank half of it. “Not if I call them and pretend I’m making progress. But that was an appraiser. Which means they’re making moves sooner than later to sell it out from under me.”
“They can do that?” Nina asked.
I nodded. “If they say I didn’t fulfill the agreement. Or if they think I’ve, you know, gone native.”
Leigh crossed her arms. “We’re a tribe now?”
“You’re a cult,” I muttered. “Of very persuasive girls in very little clothing.”
“I’m dressed,” Jules said. “Mostly.”
“Same,” Nina added. “Except for the times when I’m not.”
She slid off the counter and tugged the shirt down over her thighs. It barely made it.
Jules looked up. “If they’re pushing a quick sale, we need to make this place unsellable.”
“I already tried that,” I said. “You still live here, don’t you?”
Leigh laughed once, but her smile dropped quickly. “Seriously though. What would make it fail inspection? We need time to get to the residency non-profit stage.”
Jules tapped her pen on the table. “Wiring. Water damage. Foundation issues.”
“We have all that,” I said. “Which I’ve been fixing.”
“So stop.”
They all looked at me.
Nina moved closer. “You’re still planning for the residency non-profit right?”
“Yes,” I said. “But that’s a longer term thing. What happened this morning moves us more into a one-week window.”
Jules pointed her pen. “That woman saw everything she needed. She’ll file a report.”
Leigh leaned on the back of my chair. “So what do we do?”
Jules closed the laptop. “We give them a reason to delay.”
Nina kissed my shoulder, her mouth warm and slow. “Let’s make this place long term residency. Like, really ours. No fast moves possible.”
“What does that even mean?” I asked.
She grinned. “It means: if they’re gonna try to sell it fast, they’ll have to go through us to do it. And we can’t be moved out.”
Jules stood up, gathering her hair into a knot. “We clean up, we hide some wires, we put our names on the mailbox. We’re living here.”
Leigh added, “We make it obvious you’re living here too.”
I looked at the three of them. No fear.
“Okay,” I said. “Let’s make it a home they wouldn’t be able to touch, not for squatter evictions anyway.”
We started with the front porch. Jules dragged out a box of broken tiles from the side crawlspace, spreading them by the door. “Loose walkway. Trip hazard,” she said.
Nina popped gum as she carried out two milk crates of random parts. “What’s this stuff?”
“Uninstalled electrical. Looks sketchy. Leave it.”
Leigh handled the windows. She sprayed one with water, then pressed tissue paper into the sill until it looked like a fresh leak. “That’s enough to fail inspection,” she said, cheeks pink from the effort. “At least it was when I lived in the co-op.”
I watched her crouch in the tub, one leg folded under, tank top slipping just enough to make me forget what I was supposed to be doing. “You’re terrifying,” I said.
She smiled without looking at me. “I’m practical.”
Nina passed behind me, hips swaying in a borrowed robe. “I’m impractical,” she said, “but motivating.”
“Now what?” I asked.
Nina answered by untying her robe, one slow tug at the sash. “Now we celebrate being homeowners of a dump that couldn’t even pass inspection.”
Short term plan: ensure it can’t pass inspection, to delay the house making it to market. Longer term: get the campus residence non-profit passed. That means nobody can sell it, me included.
Leigh bit her lip, already pulling the curtains closed. “But only if you’re sure.”
I wasn’t. Not about the plan short term or long. But I was sure about them. I closed the door.
Nina climbed onto the bed first, still in nothing but the robe, which slipped off one shoulder as she straddled the sheets we’d half-pulled back. Her thighs pressed to mine as she leaned down, her hair falling across my face. “It might be your bed now,” she said. “But we all sleep in it.”
Jules sat beside us, tugging her tank top off with one smooth motion, folding it like she was in no hurry, but her breathing had changed. She didn’t make a move yet, just watched.
Leigh knelt at the foot of the bed. “There’s time, right?”
I nodded, already reaching for her. “She’s not coming with the inspector right away.”
Nina tugged her robe open all the way and threw it off behind her. Her skin was flushed, her smile loose and open. “Then let’s make it worth locking the door.”
This was how it was now, this was how nearly every day went.
They moved together. Leigh crawled up the bed, still in her sleep shorts, but pulling them down as she came. Jules got on the other side, slipping her bra off without breaking eye contact.
It wasn’t a rush. They had a pace now. They’d found it together.
I sat up against the pillows, and the three came in close, kissing, brushing fingers across my chest, pulling me into their rhythm. Nina kissed my jaw and whispered things I couldn’t let myself think. Jules bit my shoulder softly, licking the spot after. Leigh’s hand slid across my stomach, lower.
The weight of them on the mattress, the scent of their skin, the hush of breathing turning louder, it wasn’t just sex anymore. It was how we lived.
Nina pressed her mouth to mine and smiled mid-kiss. “You live here now,” she whispered.
Leigh climbed up to kiss me too, slower, softer. “Your family is not taking it.”
Jules wrapped her legs around mine. “No one is.”
I grabbed the back of Nina’s head and pulled her in harder. Then Jules. Then Leigh..
Their hands moved over me in sync now, playful, certain, possessive. It wasn’t just a house I was fighting for.
Nina didn’t just climb onto the bed. She lifted one knee first, testing the mattress with a slow press of her toes before swinging her other leg around. The robe parted at her thigh, and for a second, she just crouched over me, grinning. Her skin was still warm from the shower. Damp at the collarbone. A drop slid from her hair and landed on my chest.
She leaned in close, resting her hands on either side of my shoulders. “You’re all ours, right?” she asked, quiet now, but her grin stayed.
I reached up, let my fingers trail from her knees to her hips. Her legs were smooth, slightly cool from the air. I could feel her heart beating through her thighs.
“All of me.”
She lowered herself, inch by inch, not straddling me yet, just brushing against me, grazing where we both knew she’d land. Her breath touched my lips. She kissed me once, just a light press. Then again, slower. Then she sucked my lower lip between hers and didn’t let go until Jules appeared at the edge of the bed.
She sat cross-legged, half-dressed. Her tank top was bunched in her hands, like she’d been twisting it on the way upstairs. Her glasses were off. She placed them carefully on the nightstand before pulling her top off, folding it deliberately, and setting it down on the chair. She didn’t speak. She didn’t need to.
Her body moved in that calm, precise way she always carried herself with, like every gesture was pre-decided. But there was a flush rising along her chest. Her nipples were hard before the tank was even off.
She crawled across the bed with slow, anchored movements, letting her hand skim my ankle, then my shin, then higher. Her fingers traced my waistband like she was checking how much I could take. Then she smiled, and leaned forward to kiss the side of my neck.
Leigh was last. Always a little behind, but never unsure once she started. She came up from the foot of the bed, her eyes wide, her hands already tugging at her sleep shorts. She looked at me as she slipped them down, inching them past her hips. Her cheeks were pink. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath.
She hesitated at the edge of the mattress.
“Come here,” I said.
That was all it took. She climbed in from below, sliding up until she could curl against my side, her hair falling over my arm as she nuzzled in. Her breasts were soft against my ribs. She kissed my side, then my chest, then my jaw, and stayed there, just pressing her mouth to me like she needed to stay connected.
Nina reached back and shrugged off the robe. She let it fall in a heap at the edge of the bed. Her body gleamed, wet at the small of her back where the towel hadn’t dried. She straddled me fully now, bare and warm and impossibly close.
Jules took my hand. “Don’t rush. Let us.”
Nina shifted her weight forward just enough to let me feel the heat of her without letting us touch fully. Her thighs pressed against my hips, her stomach hovering over mine, soft and close. Her nipples grazed my chest as she leaned in, but she didn’t lower herself yet. Her breath was shallow. I felt it move across my cheek as she whispered near my ear.
“I want to take my time,” she said.
She pulled back a little, just enough to look into my face. Her expression wasn’t teasing now, it was focused, almost reverent. Like this meant something to her. Like she needed me to know we weren’t playing anymore.
Jules had moved closer, her arm draped across my middle. Her hand slid up, resting on my sternum. Her thumb stroked slowly, back and forth. I could feel how warm she was, her skin had that slight tacky softness that only came from real heat. Her lips brushed my neck again, lingering longer this time.
Nina lowered herself another inch. Not all the way. Just enough that the tip of me pressed against her, and she froze like that, eyes on mine, her breath caught. The pressure was unbearable. The restraint even worse.
Leigh let out a shaky sound, half gasp, half breath. Her hand moved over my side, under the blanket now, fingertips slipping along the curve of my hip. She was pressed so tightly against me, I could feel her every little motion, her ribs expanding, the soft flutter of her stomach as she breathed faster. Her knee hooked gently over my leg.
Nina remained still, but she was shaking just a little. I reached up, cupped her waist, then her back, then slid my hands higher until I had her shoulders in my grip. Her skin was damp and smooth and hot to the touch.
“Do it,” I said.
She leaned down. Her forehead touched mine. Her lips grazed mine. She kissed me again, deeper this time, slower, her tongue barely tasting me, pulling back with a hum like she was savoring something forbidden.
“I want to make you feel everything,” she whispered.
Jules shifted, brushing her cheek against mine. Her lips touched my jaw, then my ear. Her voice was quiet, but steady.
“You’re not going anywhere. You belong to this house now.”
Leigh’s hand slid lower. Not grasping, not bold, just tracing the shape of me, just resting where her fingers had never rested before. She didn’t say anything, but I could feel her breath against my ribs, and her chest rising as she pressed her face into my side like she was afraid she’d be left out.
“You okay?” I asked her.
She nodded against me. Then she looked up. Her lips parted, and for the first time, she kissed me too. Soft and slow. Her hand didn’t move, but her hips did, pressing against my leg, just once, just enough to say she needed this too.
Nina braced her palms against my chest and leaned forward, her weight shifting until I was pressed into the mattress. She tilted her head, her eyes locked on mine, but before she could lower herself further, I twisted slightly under her and rolled us sideways. Her laugh cracked the tension, light and real, but it didn’t break the moment. It sharpened it.
Jules slid back, her hand dragging down my stomach as I turned. Leigh yelped as she was pulled along in the motion, but she didn’t let go. Her knee dug into the blanket to balance, and her fingers caught my arm as if to say: don’t think you’re leaving me out.
Nina squirmed in my arms, twisting to throw her leg over my waist, her thigh bare and smooth, catching me right under the ribs. Her knee pressed close to something more sensitive. She smirked, then pushed off and tried to flip me again. I resisted, laughing now too, but my breath caught when her chest pressed hard to mine, skin sticking. Her hips ground down just slightly as she shifted for leverage. My hands were on her waist again, trying to keep her up, but she was stronger than she looked, wiry and determined, and suddenly it wasn’t clear who had control.
“You think you’re in charge now?” she said, low.
“I was hoping.”
Leigh slid in behind me, wrapping one leg between mine. Her arm came around my chest, flat against the skin. She giggled into my shoulder and whispered, “Not anymore.”
I reached blindly and grabbed her knee, pulling her tighter, then twisted again and sent all three of us rolling over. Jules had already moved out of the way. She knelt above us, hair messy, chest rising fast, watching like she was deciding when to pounce.
“You’re going to break the bed,” she said.
“No,” Nina said, breathless, “but we’re going to make him beg.”
I didn’t know whose foot hooked behind my knee, but someone yanked and I slid down the bed, twisting sideways with Nina still half on top of me. Her breath hitched, and she tensed. I saw the moment she had the opening and shoved hard at my chest again, trying to flip me fully, and I countered, hands on her hips, arms flexing, until she collapsed onto me, laughing, flushed, straddling me again.
“You’re slippery,” I said.
She leaned down, nose brushing mine. “Cause of you.”
Then Jules was there, beside me now, her palm sliding down my chest to my stomach, her legs tangling with Nina’s. She wasn’t trying to pin me. She was calming the pace. She kissed my shoulder, then said, “I think he needs a breather.”
“Speak for yourself,” Leigh said, climbing over my legs and straddling my thigh now, her hands flat on my chest, her eyes wide and hungry but still soft, still tender.
Three of them. All on me. All fighting, not to win, but to keep me pinned under them. But I wasn’t resisting.
I shifted beneath them, but not to escape. Nina was still straddling me, her thighs firm against my sides, her chest nearly brushing mine. I slid my hand up her back, then down again, slower, dragging my fingers across the bare skin at the base of her spine. She made a noise, half a breath, half a hum, and her hips rocked, just once, barely.
Leigh’s fingers were splayed over my chest, watching me closely, but not pulling back. I turned to her. Brushed her wrist. Let my hand slide up her arm, across her shoulder, then back down to her waist. I tightened my grip a little. She didn’t flinch. She leaned in closer.
I pressed my other hand to Nina’s stomach, just under the hem of her top, feeling the heat of her. My thumb slid higher, slow and deliberate, until I found the edge of her bra. Her breath caught. She stayed still.
Jules moved beside me, easing down to her side. Her arm draped over my chest, her hand resting on Leigh’s.
I slid my hand behind Leigh’s neck and pulled her forward. She came willingly, her hair spilling over my face as she kissed me. Soft at first, then deeper. My hand stayed there, holding her in place, my fingers spreading in her hair. She tasted like cinnamon and something sweet, like she’d been chewing gum earlier and forgot.
When she pulled back, her lips stayed parted. Her cheeks were flushed.
“I’ve wanted to do that all week,” I said.
“You could’ve,” she whispered.
I turned my head. Jules was close now, her eyes on me, mouth twitching in amusement. I kissed her too, less hesitant this time. I pulled her tight. Her body molded against mine, and when I broke the kiss, she didn’t move away. Her hand slid down my side, curling at my hip.
Nina grinned. “My turn?”
She didn’t wait. She leaned down and kissed me hard, messy and hungry, her body pressing tight into mine.
I had all three of them around me. Under me. With me.
Nina didn’t let up, her mouth greedy against mine, her hips rolling in long, confident arcs. I took her waist in both hands and held her steady, then reversed the motion, grinding her down against me. She broke the kiss with a gasp. Her hands braced on my chest. Her shirt had ridden up completely, and her bra was halfway askew.
I dragged one hand up her ribs, slow enough to feel every bump and shift of her breathing, then slid my fingers under the band. I didn’t lift it, didn’t grope, just held her there, palm to warm skin. She looked down at me with wide, stunned eyes.
“You like being watched,” I said.
Nina nodded, biting her lower lip.
Leigh moved to my right side again, watching carefully. Her hand touched my wrist, where I held Nina, then slipped past to my chest, then up to my face. Her palm was cool. Her thumb brushed the corner of my mouth.
“She’s never let anyone do that,” she murmured.
“But I’m not anyone.”
Leigh flushed and looked down, smiling.
Jules leaned over my left shoulder. “Show us how you want it.”
I pushed myself upright, Nina’s legs tightening around me instinctively. She laughed as we rose together. My arms looped under her thighs and I lifted her clean off the bed, turned, and dropped her gently onto the nearest couch cushion. She squealed, then laughed again, rolling to her side as I stood over her.
Jules was already unbuttoning her top. It slid open just enough to reveal the tops of her breasts, snug in black lace. She didn’t look rushed or nervous, just curious. Like she wanted to see what I’d do.
Leigh leaned into my side. “It’s okay.”
I nodded. “I know.”
I tugged Jules forward. She came without hesitation, climbing onto the couch beside Nina. I guided her down gently, then turned to Leigh.
“Come here.”
She hesitated only a second. Then she stepped between my knees and lifted her arms. I pulled her shirt off carefully. She stood there in pale blue, the straps delicate, her skin flushed. I ran my hands over her sides, then down to her hips. My thumbs slid beneath the waistband of her shorts.
“You good?” I asked.
She looked up at me, brown eyes glowing.
“I want it.”
I undid her shorts. Slid them down. Kissed her belly. Felt her fingers in my hair.
Behind us, the other two were already tangled together on the couch, giggling, whispering. Waiting for me to return.
I turned Leigh around, pressing her to me, her back tight to my chest. My hands slid up under her bra, cupping her from behind. She arched against me.
Leigh was still against my chest, breathing hard. Her skin was warm and trembling under my hands, and I didn’t rush her. I let my fingers trace slow lines up her belly, over the band of her bra, then beneath. She let out a soft sound, half gasp, half whimper, as I cupped her again.
Behind us, I heard the rustle of cushions. Jules was on her knees now, one hand flat on the back of the couch, the other tugging her bra straps down her arms. Nina was next to her, leaning back, hair wild, watching me with a grin that begged for trouble. Her legs were folded under her, the hem of her shorts barely covering anything.
“You’re just gonna hold her all night?” Nina teased, voice breathy but cocky.
I didn’t answer. I pulled Leigh’s bra up and off, slow, steady, exposing her inch by inch. Then I turned her gently toward the others.
“She’s beautiful,” Jules said.
Leigh looked like she was about to cry. Instead, she laughed.
I stepped up behind her, guiding her forward by the hips. Her arms reached out, first to Nina, then to Jules. They drew her in like they’d done it a thousand times, not like it was new, uncertain, uncharted. But it was. I could feel it. The hesitation in how their hands moved. The breathless little noises. The shyness, barely hidden under all the heat.
I moved in behind them and dropped to my knees, hands on their thighs, skin against skin. My palms spread wide, sliding up slowly, then back down, feeling each curve, each tremble.
Nina twisted toward me, arched her back. Her shirt was off completely now, and her bare chest pressed against Jules’s side. I reached for her, and she grabbed my wrist, guiding it where she wanted it. I went slow. Pressed my fingers just enough to make her suck in a breath, then pulled back.
“Tease,” she whispered.
Jules reached down and caught my jaw in her hand, tilting my face up. Her eyes were darker now, her lips parted.
I stood, pulling Nina with me. Then Jules. Then Leigh. They stumbled together into me, laughing, clinging, tugging at my clothes. I let them. Shirt first. Then belt. Then jeans, one button at a time.
Their hands never stopped moving. Across my chest. Down my sides. Tugging. Stroking. Testing how far they could go.
I stepped forward, my hands slipping around their waists, one on Nina, the other on Jules. Their skin was flushed and damp with heat, breaths fast. Leigh pressed up behind me, her chest bare against my back, arms around my ribs. I could feel her lips brushing the space between my shoulder blades.
I tilted my head, and Jules leaned in. Her kiss hit the side of my mouth first, soft and angled, then found its place. Nina was right there, too, her hand at my jaw, turning me toward her next. Her lips were warmer, hungrier. I didn’t know who I was kissing more, or if it mattered. My hands roamed automatically, memorizing every detail of their curves.
Leigh’s fingers slid down the front of my torso. She wasn’t hesitant anymore. I felt her grip the waistband of my jeans, then slip lower. Her breath hit my neck. “I want to feel all of you.”
I reached back and found her hip, steadying her, then turned in place, drawing her in. Nina and Jules didn’t step away. They just shifted, letting us pivot as one. Leigh looked up at me, wide-eyed, still uncertain but not resisting. I kissed her forehead, then her cheek, then her mouth. She melted.
They backed me toward the couch again. My knees hit it first, then my back, and I sank down, hands catching the edge. The three of them closed in, lowering slowly, one at a time.
Jules straddled my thighs, knees pressing into the cushions on either side. She leaned forward, undoing the last buttons on my shirt with calm, steady fingers. Nina crouched on my left, hands dragging down my side, nails raking light lines along my skin. Leigh mirrored her on the right, her lips brushing my collarbone.
Jules pushed my shirt open, flattening her palms to my chest, dragging them slowly outward. Nina tugged at the waistband of my jeans. “Let me see.”
I lifted my hips, helped her slide them down. Leigh took over, pulling them past my knees while Jules worked my boxers down with patient focus. My breath hitched. The cool air hit me, then their hands. All three.
I sat up, mouth to Jules’ shoulder, then her throat. She gasped and rocked against me, steadying herself on my chest. Nina leaned in, her lips finding mine again. Leigh kissed my jaw.
My hands moved from thigh to thigh, from hip to waist. I touched them like they were mine.
We shifted, wrestled, tumbled, arms tangled and legs sliding. Skin on skin. Breaths overlapping. Fingers exploring.
They pushed me back down again. Jules held me in place, her hands on my chest, her hair falling forward. “Don’t move,” she whispered.
Leigh’s hair was in my mouth. She was straddling my chest, laughing, brushing it back with the back of her hand while her other hand tried to push down Nina’s knee. Jules had her fingers hooked in the waistband of my boxers, half-pulled down, just letting them rest there, her knuckles warm and still. We were tangled in a heap across the old couch, the cushions all askew, the air thick with heat and sweat and breath. I could feel every inch of them, bare thighs sliding against mine, damp skin sticking and peeling apart, stray strands of hair catching on my lips, my chest, my neck.
Leigh slid off me and pressed her cheek to my stomach, looking up at me with her cheek half-squashed, lips parted. Jules shifted and dropped onto her elbow beside me, pressing her breasts softly into my ribs as she rested her head on her hand. Nina didn’t say anything; she was at my feet, quiet for once, tugging the boxers down and off without flair, then tossing them behind her. I flinched at the sudden exposure, my thighs tight, heart hammering.
I raised my hands and placed them on Jules’s hips, dragging her shirt up her waist slowly, feeling the shallow dip of her lower back under my palms. She lifted her arm and let me pull it over her head. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath, just smooth, taut skin, little freckles scattered over her chest like constellations. I reached for her breasts. Her chest rose and fall under my gaze, she smiled, biting down lightly on her bottom lip.
I sat up, hands still on her hips, and leaned forward until Leigh was nose to nose with me. She giggled and squirmed, but I didn’t let her wriggle away. I held her there, one arm around her lower back, the other sliding slowly up her spine under the loose crop top she still had on. I pressed my lips to her collarbone and she moaned like a secret had slipped out of her. Nina climbed back up behind me, her bare thighs against my back. I could feel her hips tilting into me, her breath just below my ear.
I turned my head toward her, kissed whatever I could reach, her shoulder, her cheek, her temple, and felt her shiver against me.
“I want all of you,” I said, voice low, not trying to sound like anything but what I was. They nodded, almost at once, like it had been waiting to be said.
Jules slid down to her knees, and Nina and Leigh joined her, all three of them kneeling in front of me now. They looked at each other, then at me, smiling. They weren’t asking. They were offering.
And I opened my arms.
Their mouths found me together. Three pairs of lips, three different pressures, three rhythms that barely stayed in sync. Jules took the lead, slow and deliberate, her hand wrapped around me like she’d done it a thousand times in her mind. Leigh followed, giggling between licks, wide-eyed and clumsy but eager, her tongue flicking up the shaft like she was chasing a drop of honey. Nina was last, but her mouth was the most demanding, sealed tight around the head while her eyes stayed on mine.
I braced my hands on their shoulders. Skin and heat and silk strands of hair brushing my thighs. Jules slipped lower, letting her tongue drag across my balls, lifting them in her hand while her breath stuttered against me. Leigh had both hands on my hips now, holding me still like she was trying to keep her place. Nina didn’t move, just bobbed slowly, deeply, her fingers digging into my thighs, nails biting a little harder with each stroke.
I watched them, stunned. I could barely breathe. Everything I thought I’d want to say, to moan, to whisper, it was gone. Just the wet sounds of lips and tongue and breath and the obscene, hypnotic view of three girls worshipping me like it was their idea. Their plan. Their pleasure.
When Leigh pulled off and looked up, her lips glistening, she let out a shaky breath. "I can’t believe we’re doing this."
"We’re not stopping now," Jules murmured, wiping her mouth with the back of her wrist.
Nina didn’t even lift her head. She just moaned and sank deeper.
I tugged Jules up by the wrist. She stood, flushed and breathless, and I leaned forward, pressing my face between her breasts, licking the sweat from her skin. My hands cupped her ass, lifting her a little, and she gasped, bracing herself on my shoulders.
Leigh climbed into my lap next, straddling my thigh, rubbing herself against it shamelessly, rocking and shuddering with every grind. Her shirt was gone, and she was bare, trembling, eyes unfocused.
Nina finally rose and stood. Her lips were swollen, chin wet. She climbed onto the couch, one knee between mine, her body close enough to feel, not touch. Her voice was a whisper. “You ready?”
I nodded. There was no teasing now. No boundary left to cross.
She climbed into my lap, and I held her hips, positioning her, letting her feel me against her. Jules and Leigh both leaned in, kissing my neck, my chest, their hands everywhere. Nina stared at me the whole time.
Then she sank down, slow and shaking.
And I was inside her.
Nina’s breath caught as she took me fully. Her knees dug into the cushion, body trembling in my hands. She looked down at me like she didn’t know whether to laugh or cry, like the weight of it hit her all at once. I held still, not moving, not daring. Just letting her adjust, feel, settle.
Jules reached out and brushed Nina’s hair back, kissed her cheek, whispered something I couldn’t hear. Leigh leaned in too, cupping Nina’s breast, kissing her shoulder. It wasn’t just about me. This was them. All of them.
I moved my hands up Nina’s back, slow, steady, and then down again. Her hips rolled slightly. A test. A start. She bit her lip and looked down between us, watching how we fit. Then she looked back up at me, eyes dark.
“Touch me,” she said.
I did. My hands slid up to her waist, guiding her. She rose just a little, then sank again, slower, deeper. The pressure made me groan, too good, too tight, too much. But I didn’t stop her.
Leigh climbed into the corner beside us, one leg curled under her, watching. She pressed her fingers to her mouth, panting a little, cheeks flushed. Jules moved behind me on the couch, wrapping her arms around my shoulders, kissing my neck while her hands roamed down my chest.
Nina began to move in a rhythm. Gentle. Measured. She wasn’t rushing. She was savoring. My hands slid to her thighs, and her fingers clutched my shoulders, knuckles white.
“You feel… insane,” she whispered. “I can’t even…”
I didn’t answer. Couldn’t.
Jules whispered into my ear, "You can take more. We’re not done."
Leigh crawled forward again, kissing Nina while she moved. The kiss broke into gasps. Their hands touched, trailed over each other’s skin.
I was losing it.
Every breath I took tasted like them. Every sound was layered, Nina’s little moans, Leigh’s panting, Jules’s lips at my neck. Nina’s thighs trembled. Her pace faltered. She dropped her forehead to mine.
“I’m gonna come,” she breathed. “Already. I swear, it’s so good.”
I grabbed her hips harder, lifting her slightly, pulling her back down with more force. She cried out and came, clenching around me, her whole body shaking as she collapsed into my arms.
And still, the other two were watching.
Nina curled against my chest, breathing fast, sweat on her neck, lips still parted. I kissed her hair, then looked up.
Leigh was already crawling across the cushions.
She didn’t say a word, just straddled my lap, over Nina, her bare skin pressing against mine, her eyes locked on mine with that quiet intensity she always had. Jules knelt behind her, helping her guide me back in. My cock throbbed, still silky, still hard, barely softened.
Leigh was smaller, tighter. She gasped the second she felt me, and I gripped her thighs to hold her steady. Jules leaned in, hands on Leigh’s hips, helping her rock down inch by inch.
"Let him in," Jules whispered. "You can do it."
Leigh nodded against my shoulder. Her body shook as she sank fully, and I groaned against her neck.
Nina watched, still naked in my arms, hand trailing down to Leigh’s belly, stroking her. She was still catching her breath, flushed and satisfied, but smiling now, watching the next act begin.
Leigh’s rhythm was different, shy at first, almost trembling. I ran my hands up her spine, coaxing her, whispering encouragement against her skin. Jules reached around her, cupping her breasts, teasing her nipples until she whined and picked up speed.
I kissed her collarbone, her jaw, her cheek. She turned into it like she needed it. Her hands gripped my back, nails digging in a little more each time she moved.
"I’ve wanted this…" she gasped, eyes squeezing shut. "So much."
"You have me," I told her.
She kissed me, deep and urgent. Jules kept her hands moving, guiding her hips, stroking her belly, circling her clit, and Leigh broke against me, body shaking, head back.
She went limp in my arms.
And Jules was already shifting, breath warm against my neck.
Nina slid off my lap and lay across the cushions, her legs draped over the side, watching with glowing eyes. Leigh stayed pressed to my chest, panting, while Jules climbed over both of us.
She didn’t need help.
She reached down, took me in her hand, lined herself up, and sank all the way in one slow motion.
My head dropped back.
"Fuck," I hissed.
"Yeah," Jules murmured. "Your turn to lose control."
She rode me with no hesitation, hips grinding, hands on my chest. Her control was perfect, slow enough to torture, tight enough to make me grip her thighs and try to match her rhythm.
Leigh curled beside us, watching with dreamy eyes, one hand stroking my leg. Nina reached over and kissed Jules’s back, fingers teasing across her spine.
All of them. Around me. On me. With me.
I could barely breathe.
And Jules, still riding, leaned in and said, "We want you to come in all of us.. No holding back."
Nina collapsed into me, skin greased against mine, her arms still trembling. I held her for a moment longer, feeling every shiver, every breath, before Jules tugged gently at my shoulder.
“My turn,” she said, voice low.
Nina slid off me, collapsing beside Leigh, who kissed her cheek and held her close. Jules climbed onto my lap with slow precision, her body firmer, more deliberate. Her eyes locked on mine as she sank down.
It felt completely different. Tighter. Deeper. Jules didn’t gasp or fumble. She exhaled through her nose, adjusted her hips, and moved with perfect control. Her thighs spread wider against mine, and her hands braced on my chest. The first roll of her hips made me curse.
"Don’t hold back," she whispered.
Her rhythm was steady, unrelenting. She kept her eyes on me, testing how much I could take. Leigh reached around, touching Jules’s breasts from behind, biting her lip as she watched them bounce. Nina rubbed her thighs together, still flushed, watching us with a dazed kind of joy.
Jules leaned down, mouth near mine, not quite kissing me.
“I’ve waited weeks for this,” she said. “Every time you walked by without a shirt. Every time you fixed something.”
I thrust up into her, hard. She gasped, eyes fluttering.
Leigh moved between our legs now, her lips trailing across Jules’s inner thigh. Jules moaned, her hands gripping me harder.
“I’m gonna, ”
“Don’t,” Leigh said. “Not yet.”
Jules groaned in frustration but held herself together, slowing her hips, rolling again with restraint. Her body tensed and trembled above me, chasing a peak she was forced to delay.
Leigh kissed her way up my chest. “Save it. We need him for all of us.”
Jules eased off me reluctantly, kneeling beside Nina. Both of them touched each other absently, catching their breath, flushed and grinning.
Leigh stepped between my legs, straddling me without sitting yet. Her hands slid over my shoulders, down my arms. Her voice was almost a whisper.
“Are you ready for me?”
I was beyond ready. My hands went to her waist, pulling her closer, helping her lower onto me. She was so warm, so wet it was almost unbearable.
She gasped aloud, mouth open, eyes shut. Her body curled over mine and for a moment she didn’t move. Just stayed there, shaking.
“I’ve never…” she said. “Never like this.”
The other two pulled close around us. Their hands stroked her back, kissed her neck. Leigh began to move.
Slow, deep, perfect.
Jules was still on top of me when Leigh leaned down, her breath hitting my chest before her lips did. She kissed the center of my sternum, then lower. Her fingers traced the line of muscle along my ribs like she was testing the way I held together. I looked down and saw the way her eyes flicked between me and Jules, gauging how far she could go. My hands slid up Jules’s thighs again, anchoring me in the moment, but I was watching Leigh.
“I want to,” she said softly, and I didn’t need to ask what she meant.
“Come here,” I told her, and she crawled up, skin flushed and glowing. Jules shifted her weight so Leigh could slide in beside her, and the moment Leigh’s lips found mine, the charge between us changed. She was slower, shyer, but no less intense. Her kiss was searching, almost reverent. I cupped the back of her head and held her there, deepening it until I felt her breath hitch.
Then Nina was there, settling in beside me, her hand running up the inside of my thigh. “You better not forget about me,” she whispered, and kissed my neck.
I didn’t answer. I turned, grabbed her by the hip, and pulled her on top of me too.
All three of them were on me now, touching, tasting, claiming whatever they wanted. It didn’t feel like I was being overwhelmed, it felt like I was being known. Every glance they gave each other, every smile or raised eyebrow, wasn’t about jealousy or control. It was permission.
My hands roamed freely, across thighs and hips and ribs and backs. I guided them, shifted them, made space where I needed it. When I pulled Nina’s hair back and kissed her throat, I felt Leigh’s fingers tighten on my arm. When I grabbed Jules’s waist and slid her lower, she moaned.
They were all watching me now, waiting to see who I’d take first.
I looked at each of them in turn, my breathing slow, my hands steady.
“You sure you’re ready for this?” I asked, not teasing. Just making sure.
Leigh nodded, her hand sliding down between us.
Nina grinned. “We’ve been ready. You’re the one who took forever.”
Jules just kissed my chest again and said, “Take us.”
I rolled them beneath me one by one, not as a decision but as a need. Nina first, because she dared me. I kissed her hard, slid down her body, and the way she moved, hips rising, fingers in my hair, was already the answer. She wanted to be claimed, and I did. Slowly, then not slowly. I gripped her thighs, held her open, and took everything she offered. Her body arched, her voice broke apart in my ear, and when she came, it made the other two breathe harder.
I didn’t stop. I turned, reached for Leigh. She lay there, waiting, her fingers tangled in the sheet, chest rising fast. She watched me the whole way down, not blinking. When I got there, I paused, kissed the soft skin just inside her hip, then lower. Her legs shook. I held her open, too. Took my time. Her hands slid into my hair, then grabbed it. She didn’t mean to, but I didn’t stop her. I didn’t stop at all until I felt her tremble, full-body, and heard that helpless, bitten-off sound she made just before she lost it.
Then Jules. I didn’t even have to ask. She reached for me, pulled me to her, straddled my lap and kissed me like it had already happened. When she sank down on me, she didn’t hesitate. She guided us both. Her hands on my shoulders, mine gripping her waist, our eyes locked. She moved with purpose, slow, deep, focused, and every time she took me all the way in, I lost more of myself.
I felt Leigh’s fingers on my back. Nina’s kiss on my neck. I was inside Jules, but I was surrounded by all of them. They were touching each other now too, slow, hungry, learning what they liked, and the sounds they made together burned into me.
Jules came with a quiet gasp, her head dropped against my chest. I didn’t move. I held her there, let her ride it out. Then I lay back, pulling all three into my arms. Nina curled on my right, Leigh on my left, Jules half on top of me, her cheek on my chest.
The window was open. The air was warm. Their skin was everywhere.
I didn’t feel trapped. I didn’t feel guilty. I felt chosen.
And for the first time since moving in, this was home.
There was a knock at the front door.
Not a polite one, sharp, clipped. Two sets of three. Businesslike.
Jules sat up first, hair wild, blinking like she’d surfaced from underwater. Leigh flinched, clutched the sheet to her chest. Nina muttered something under her breath and pulled the comforter higher over all of us.
I didn’t move. Couldn’t. My body was spent in the best possible way. My mind, somewhere behind my eyes, still caught in the heat and the rhythm and the impossible closeness of what had just happened.
Another knock. Harder this time.
“I thought you locked it,” Jules said.
“I did,” I said, even though I wasn’t sure. I wasn’t sure of anything except the scent of their skin still on mine, and the weight of Nina’s thigh draped over my hip.
Then: a man’s voice.
“Mr. Linton?”
The girls froze.
“Mr. Linton, this is Ted Cormack with City Lights. I’m here for the inspection.”
Leigh whispered, “Oh my god.”
Nina sat bolt upright. “Already?”
I peeled myself out from under them, legs shaky, blood still thick behind my eyes. I reached for whatever clothes were closest, shirt, boxers, jeans. Everything smelled like them. Felt like them. Even the hallway, as I stumbled out of the bedroom, carried the heat of what we’d just done.
I got to the front door and found the man crouching to call through the mail slot again.
He was tall, older, wearing a badge on a lanyard and holding a clipboard like a shield. He looked me up and down once, expression unreadable.
“You weren’t answering,” he said.
“We were sleeping.” I opened the door.
He glanced past me, toward the living room. “This is the Linton residence?”
“Yeah.”
“I’m here to assess the structure, safety compliance, electrical, plumbing. Full report for probate.”
I nodded slowly. “Right.”
His eyes narrowed. “Is now a bad time?”
Behind me, I heard the floor creak. Bare feet. Leigh’s, I guessed. Maybe Jules. Maybe all three. I didn’t turn around.
“No,” I said. “Now’s perfect.”
He stepped in.
The moment he crossed the threshold, the entire house felt different. Smaller. Dimmer. Like something private had been cracked open.
And I knew, before he even reached for his measuring tape, he was going to find everything we wanted to keep hidden.
He stepped over the threshold and paused. Just enough to take it all in. The sagging baseboards, the half-sanded banister, the smell of coffee that wasn’t brewed this morning. He looked like the kind of man who took notes before speaking, but he made no move to write yet.
“You’re the owner’s grandson?”
“Yeah,” I said. “Property fell to me after he passed.”
He gave a short nod, like that tracked. “You living here?”
“Temporarily.”
Another nod. He walked slowly into the main hallway. The floor creaked under his weight in ways I’d grown used to. To him, it probably sounded like neglect.
I turned just enough to see behind me.
Leigh stood in the hallway, one of my old flannels buttoned crookedly over her naked body. Her eyes were wide. Jules was behind her, hair up now, wearing nothing but a pair of gym shorts and trying not to smile. Nina hadn’t bothered dressing at all, just wrapped in a blanket, leaning against the wall with her arms folded.
He noticed them, of course.
“You have tenants?”
“Yes.”
He frowned. “This property was zoned for limited student housing. Any current leases?”
I shook my head.
His eyes lingered on Nina’s bare shoulder. She didn’t move.
“Mr. Linton, there’s a significant backlog of estate properties under review. Our report determines sale approval. If there are violations, over-occupancy, subletting, electrical issues, it’ll delay everything.”
“I’ve been renovating,” I said. “Trying to bring it up to code.”
“We’ll see.”
He turned down the hallway toward the kitchen.
Leigh gave me a panicked look.
Jules leaned in. “We should go.”
“No,” Nina whispered. “We stay. Just stay normal.”
They followed him at a distance like ghosts trailing a storm.
I walked after, slowly, heart pounding. Everything about last night had been heat and sweat and closeness. This was cold. Unforgiving.
In the kitchen, he scanned the exposed drywall where I’d torn out the cabinets, scribbled something on his clipboard. Then he crouched to check under the sink. His nose wrinkled. Old wood. Water damage. I hadn’t gotten to it yet.
“You plan to list this?”
I hesitated. “I’m not the one to make that call.”
He looked up at me, sharp. “That’s not your call, no. The estate settlement requires the property be readied for sale within the year unless you assume liability.”
I felt Nina come up beside me, close enough that her hip touched mine through the blanket.
“I’m assuming it,” I said, before I could think better of it.
His eyes narrowed.
“Very well. That comes with tax implications, maintenance bonds, ”
“I understand.”
He stood, glanced again at the girls, then wrote something more.
“This foundation’s from the fifties?” he asked, rapping his knuckles against the entryway trim.
“Forty-nine.”
He crouched, ran a hand down the baseboard, scratched at something with his thumb. “Lot of deferred maintenance here.”
I didn’t answer. My ears were still tuned to the hallway behind me, where I knew the girls were trying to move silently, probably pulling clothes on, hiding signs, pushing open a window to try to air out what we’d just done.
“Got anybody else living here?” he asked suddenly.
My heart kicked. “What?”
“Just you and tenants?”
“For now, yeah.”
He turned. “You’re on title?”
I nodded.
He made a vague noise and kept moving.
Every step he took deeper into the house felt like an intrusion, like he was walking barefoot across the memory of what had just happened. The couch where Jules had kissed my chest. The kitchen counter where Nina had lifted herself up, watching me like a dare. The hallway where Leigh had pulled me by the hand, whispering things I couldn’t forget even if I wanted to.
He stepped into the bathroom.
“I’m going to need to get into the basement. You have a key?”
“Yeah.” I moved to the kitchen drawer, pulled it out, handed it over.
He took it without a word and headed for the back stairs.
The second he was out of sight, Nina appeared beside me. Her hair was damp from shower. She wore a long sweatshirt, mine, and nothing underneath it.
“What the hell is he doing here now?” she whispered.
“Inspection,” I said. “It’s getting serious.”
Jules slipped in next, buttoning a flannel shirt over bare skin.
Leigh came last, already dressed. Her eyes found mine, held them. “He can’t see the bedrooms.”
“He won’t,” I said, though I didn’t know how I’d stop him.
Because Ted Cormack was walking through my life with a checklist. And the deeper he went, the more it felt like everything we’d built here, everything sacred, was about to be measured, judged, and condemned.
He moved through the living room slowly, eyes scanning, tapping things into a tablet. His boots made hard sounds on the worn floorboards. I followed a few steps behind, heart thudding, not from guilt, but from how exposed this place suddenly felt. The couch where Nina straddled me two nights ago. The wall Leigh leaned against while peeling her shirt off, staring at me with those wide, open eyes. Jules’s textbook still face-down on the dining table, spine cracked.
Cormack pointed toward the kitchen. “That ceiling damage, recent?”
“Water seepage from upstairs. I patched it last week.”
He tapped something in. “I’ll still need photos. For records.”
The camera on his phone clicked as he raised it. I stepped between him and the table.
“There’s nothing unsafe about it,” I said. “Just cosmetic.”
He didn’t argue. Just noted something else, then moved on. Through the narrow hall, into the back bathroom. I heard him grunt at the pipes under the sink.
I turned back just in time to see Jules walking down the stairs in one of my shirts. It hung to mid-thigh. No bra. Her hair looked brushed, but her skin still glowed. We locked eyes.
“Stay up there,” I said quietly.
She stopped two steps from the bottom, confused. “What’s going on?”
“Housing inspection.”
“Oh.”
She didn’t move. Just stood there, long legs bare, looking so obviously not a tenant that I nearly cursed out loud. I stepped in front of her as Cormack came back down the hall.
He paused. Took her in.
“Morning,” Jules said, calm as anything.
His eyes flicked to me. “There are three registered tenants. You?”
“I’m family. Executor.”
“But you’re living here now?”
I met his stare. “Yeah. For now.”
His gaze lingered on the stairwell behind me. The scent of skin and shampoo still hung in the air.
“Mm-hmm.”
He turned back toward the front door, sliding the tablet into his bag. “I’ll submit the preliminary report this afternoon. Might be follow-up questions. Someone from Probate will be in touch.”
I nodded once. “Thanks.”
At the door, he paused, then looked back. “You planning to sell quickly?”
I hesitated. Then: “Not sure.”
He looked like he wanted to say more, but didn’t. He stepped outside, let the screen shut behind him.
Only then did I breathe.
Behind me, Jules sat on the step, pulling her knees up under the shirt. “That’s not good.”
“No,” I said. “That’s very not good.”
We both turned as Nina and Leigh appeared behind her. Their faces said the same thing.
They’d seen the way he looked. And they knew, like I did, that he saw too much.
The screen door creaked shut again. His truck backed out slow, then rolled off down the block. No wave, no nod, just gone.
I stayed by the door a long minute.  Jules still sat on the stairs. Leigh stood behind her, arms crossed tight over her chest. Nina had her back to the wall, biting the inside of her cheek, foot bouncing lightly. None of us said it.
“I don’t think he bought a word of it,” I said finally.
Nina shrugged like it didn’t matter. But her voice was tight. “He didn’t have to.”
“He doesn’t make decisions,” Jules said, quiet. “He just reports.”
“And the report’s gonna say the place is lived in by squatters and a man sleeping with them,” I said.
Nobody argued.
I sat down on the arm of the couch. Put my elbows on my knees and looked at the floor. The wood under my bare feet was cool, smooth. The polish I put on it last week already scuffed.
“I should’ve told me sister no from the outside,” I muttered.
“You didn’t,” Leigh said gently.
“Because I didn’t want to fight.” I looked up at her. “Because I liked the fantasy. The house, the way you all looked at me. Like I could still be something.”
“You are,” Jules said. “To us.”
“But not to them. Not to the lawyers. Not to my family. Not to the bank. It’s all the same machine at this point.”
Leigh crossed the room and sank onto the couch beside me. Her shoulder brushed mine. “So what do we do?”
I looked at her, then up at the other two.
Jules’s face was still calm, but there was a wobble in her breath. Nina’s jaw worked, like she was trying not to cry.
“We stop being so nice,” I said.
They were silent.
I stood. “This house isn’t going to become ours. Not legally, not for long. But if this is the end of the dream, we don’t have to go out meekly. We can make it count.”
Nina crossed the room and threw her arms around me, hard. Jules came down the stairs slowly. Leigh leaned into my side. All of them pressing in.
Nina’s voice was right in my ear. “Then let’s burn bright before we burn out.”
We cleaned all afternoon. Real cleaning, not student cleaning. Jules made lists. Nina blasted music. Leigh scrubbed behind the stove with a toothbrush. By sundown, the place looked not new, but respected.
Then Jules told us to get dressed. "Dinner. Proper dinner."
They raided thrift stores. Nina came down in a backless red dress and combat boots. Jules in a blazer with nothing underneath. Leigh in a white sundress with paint on the hem. I wore a button-down and suit. We set the table with real plates and every candle in the house.
Dinner was steak, burnt on the outside and raw in the middle. Instant potatoes. Canned corn. It was perfect. We passed wine. We toasted everything. We let our feet tangle together under the table.
Afterward, Jules brought out a notebook.
"We make a pact," she said. "Not about the house. About us."
She passed it around. Each of us wrote something. What we wanted. What we’d give. No promises. Just truths.
Nina wrote, "I’ll stop running if you hold me back." Leigh: "I want to matter. Every day." Jules: "I want to think for us all, but not be alone." Me: "I want this. However long it lasts."
We signed our names. Nina kissed the page. Leigh folded it and tucked it into the wall behind the fridge.
Tomorrow, the world would come back. But tonight, the house was ours.
It didn’t feel like the end of something. It felt like the beginning. But that scared the hell out of me.
The door creaked open behind me. Bare feet padded across the wood.
“You disappeared,” Nina said.
“I needed a breather.”
She sat down next to me, her knee against mine. "We’re not going to win, are we?"
I didn’t answer right away.
She reached for my hand and traced her fingers along the back of it. "I don’t care."
I looked at her. “You should though. You live here.”
She shook her head. “You’re here. We’re here. I don’t need any more than that.”
The door opened again. Leigh came out to the porch, wrapped in a hoodie that had once belonged to me. She didn’t say anything. Just climbed into my lap like it was hers by right. Jules followed, holding the last two glasses of wine. She handed me one, clinked hers against it, and sat cross-legged on the step below.
None of us spoke.
We just sat there, the four of us, in the warm darkness, listening to the tunes. I realized then, I’d never had anything to fight for in my life. Not until now.
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