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I woke up to the sound of someone banging pots in the kitchen. For a second I thought it was the inspector again, back for some kind of surprise second round. But then I heard Nina’s voice, singing. Off-key, high-pitched, loud as hell.
I rubbed my eyes and sat up. The sheets were tangled around my legs. My boxers were on the floor. The whole bed still smelled like us, like all of us.
I stood, stepped into my jeans, and grabbed a shirt from the floor. Leigh’s hoodie was folded on the nightstand, her bra hanging from the doorknob. I pulled the door open and slouched down the hall.
The house was warm, sun slanting through the dusty glass. I turned the corner and stopped.
Nina was barefoot in one of my old t-shirts, sleeves rolled up, no bra. The hem barely covered the curve of her ass. She was bent over the oven, peeking in, muttering something about timing. Her hair was up in a messy twist, but half of it was falling loose down her back. Her legs were long and tan and slightly red around the knees from how we’d used each other the night before.
Jesus, I thought.
Jules sat at the kitchen table, laptop open, fork in her mouth. She wore nothing but a blazer over black panties, collar popped, large and thick black rim glasses on. Her clear eyes flicked up at me, then back to the screen.
Jesus on a cedar cross.
Leigh had the paint out again. She was crouched on a step stool near the entryway, carefully stenciling some kind of vine pattern along the trim. She wore short denim cutoffs and a white tank top without straps. Her shoulder blades moved with each stroke. Her thighs were bare, pink with leftover fingerprints.
Jesus raised from the dead, praise be and fuck me.
I stepped into the kitchen. “So what’s going on?”
Nina glanced over her shoulder and grinned. “I’m cooking. Obviously.”
Jules didn’t look up. “She’s been singing for an hour.”
“I’m practicing for the open house.”
I blinked. “What open house?”
Nina stood and stretched. Her shirt rode up, exposing her lower back and most of her ass. “The fake one. Saturday. We’re staging it. You’ll love it.”
Leigh turned her head and said, “We’re gonna scare buyers away.”
Jules added, “Legally. Charmingly.”
I poured coffee. The pot was already made, strong and dark. “How is this charming?”
Jules pushed her glasses up. “If they want a tenant nightmare, we’ll give them the warmest, friendliest, most inescapable one.”
Nina stepped around me, bumped her hip into mine, and reached for the fridge. Her shirt swayed and I saw everything. She opened the door, grabbed a bottle of syrup, then turned and poured it straight into her mouth.
I looked at her. “You’re not actually going to pretend to be high during the walkthrough.”
“Only if they’re uptight.”
Leigh laughed from the hallway. “She’s doing the sex-positive influencer role. Jules is the serious political one.”
“And you?” I asked.
Leigh stepped into view, brush in hand, cheeks flushed. “I’m the art student with nowhere else to go.”
Nina licked syrup from her finger and looked at me. “And you’re the man we all share.” They all made eye contact with each other and snickered.
I sipped my coffee. “So I’m the warning sign.”
She leaned in and kissed my cheek. “You’re the prize.”
Nina licked syrup off her wrist and walked past me again, slower this time. Her shirt clung to one side of her hip, barely covering anything. She bent down to check the oven again and looked back under her arm.
“You’re staring.”
“I’m trying not to.”
“You’re bad at that.”
Jules closed her laptop and stretched, arms high. Her blazer parted in the front. No shirt, no bra. She saw me looking and let her arms linger there an extra beat and closed her eyes and smiled to herself.
“You should get dressed,” I said.
“I am dressed.” She dropped her arms. The blazer slipped back into place, just enough. “What’s the plan for the rest of the day?”
“Figuring out how not to get kicked out, apparently.”
Leigh stepped into the room with her brush still in her hand. There was a streak of green paint on her knee. “We’ve got two days to make this place look both unlivable and incredibly hard to evict.”
“Is that even possible?”
She gave me a shy smile and pulled the tank top up just a little, wiping her forehead with the edge. The fabric barely covered her chest to begin with, and when she dropped it, I could still see the outline of her nipples through the thin cotton. She didn’t seem to notice, or she very much did.
Nina pulled a pan out of the oven and set it down on the stovetop. Pancakes, uneven but golden. She grabbed a plate and flipped one onto it, then held it up. “Want one?”
“Sure.”
She walked it over, but instead of handing it to me, she took a bite first. “Still want it?”
I didn’t answer. She held the plate in front of me and stepped closer, her stomach brushing my shirt. “Say please.”
I took the plate out of her hand and bit the side she hadn’t touched. “Thanks.”
She narrowed her eyes. “You’re no fun.”
Jules stood and walked over, barefoot, blazer swaying around her hips. She looked at the plate. “We all sharing one?”
Leigh leaned against the counter. “I’m hungry too.”
I held the pancake between them. “Go ahead.”
Jules took a bite, slow. Syrup hit her lip and she licked it off with the tip of her tongue. Leigh leaned in next and took a piece right from the edge, her mouth brushing my fingers. She didn’t pull back.
I looked at her. Her eyes were wide, cheeks flushed.
“I missed breakfast,” she said.
Nina came up behind me and slid her arms around my waist. “This is going to be the best fake open house ever.”
Jules stepped closer on my left. “I hope they bring a clipboard.”
Leigh leaned her hip into me and smiled. “We’ll give them something to write about.”
I looked around at the three of them, all half-dressed, all pressed close, all acting like this was completely normal.
And it wasn’t even noon.
Jules pulled open the fridge, bent at the waist, and stayed there too long. The blazer rode high in the back, barely hiding anything. Nina watched me watching her and smirked.
“I think he’s distracted.”
“I think he’s overwhelmed,” Leigh said, her voice softer. She stepped behind me and rested her cheek between my shoulder blades for a second. “It’s okay if you are.” She reached around me and scrunched her fist into my groin.
Jules straightened and closed the fridge with her hip. She held up a jar of pickles and a stick of butter. “This is what we have.”
“That’s not food.”
“Good thing we’re not actually trying to cook for strangers,” Nina said.
Jules turned to me. “You’re free today, right?”
I nodded. “Why?”
“We need to rehearse.”
Leigh tilted her head. “Rehearse what?”
“Our roles,” Jules said. “You’re the confused but loyal boyfriend-slash-maintenance guy. Nina’s the aggressively sex-positive influencer. I’m the public relations face of a doomed resistance campaign.”
“And me?” Leigh asked.
“You’re the heart,” Nina said. “Sweet, sensitive, the one they’ll hesitate to evict because she looks like she might cry.”
“I won’t need to fake that,” Leigh muttered.
Jules walked over and looped an arm around her waist. “That’s why it’ll work.”
Nina reached over and tugged Jules’s blazer open. Jules didn’t stop her. “This isn’t really your look,” Nina said. “You need something skimpier.”
“Professional slut?” Jules said. “Or idealistic nudist?”
“Surprise me,” Nina grinned.
Leigh leaned into me and whispered, “They’re doing this all day, aren’t they?”
I nodded. “Probably.”
Nina was already pulling clothes out of the hall closet. “We should each have an outfit for when they show up. Like, signature looks.”
She tossed a tiny crop top onto the table. Then a pair of torn boyshorts. Then a black mesh tank.
Jules picked one up, turned it in her hands, and raised an eyebrow. “You think I’d wear this?”
“I think you’re going to,” Nina said.
She stepped into the middle of the kitchen, hands on her hips, bare legs straight and tan and glistening where the oven had heated the room. Her shirt hung loose now, almost falling off one shoulder. Her hair was still messy but looked intentional.
“Try and stop me,” she said.
Leigh’s hand slipped into mine without a word. I looked down and she was already smiling up at me, eyes soft, the faintest blush on her cheeks.
“I like this version of us,” she said.
Jules gave her a look. “You mean unhinged?”
“I mean fearless,” Leigh said. “Like we’ve already decided this is ours.”
I looked at all three of them. The energy in the room was different now. Flirty, yes. Scantily dressed, absolutely. But also certain.
This wasn’t a defense anymore. It was a declaration.
Nina held up a see-through bra and said, “Who wants to make a real impression?”
Nina dropped the sheer bra on the table and stepped closer to Jules. “Try it on.”
Jules didn’t move. “Not in the kitchen.”
“Why not?” Nina asked. “We’re home.”
She reached up and brushed Jules’s blazer off one shoulder. Jules caught it before it fell, but not before the swell of her breast came into view. No one said anything. Nina’s fingers brushed the edge of the fabric again.
“You’re hesitating,” Nina said.
“I’m calculating,” Jules replied.
I watched as Jules turned, slowly, unbuttoned the blazer, and let it hang open. She didn’t shrug it off completely, just let both sides fall open to show her chest. Her nipples were already hard. Her eyes didn’t leave Nina’s.
“There,” she said. “That bold enough for you?”
Leigh’s hand tightened in mine. I looked at her, and she was staring too, lips slightly parted. I squeezed her hand back, and her eyes flicked to mine, embarrassed but excited.
Jules finally slipped the blazer off and laid it on the chair. “You get one peek. Then I want something back.”
Nina stepped closer and ran her hand down Jules’s side, all the way to her hip, fingers pressing into skin. “What do you want?”
“You, topless.”
Nina grinned and lifted her shirt straight over her head. No bra. She tossed it onto the counter and stuck her tongue out.
“Happy?”
Jules stepped in and cupped one of Nina’s breasts, thumb brushing lightly across the nipple. “Ecstatic.”
Leigh’s breath hitched beside me.
Jules looked at her. “Don’t pretend you don’t want in.”
Leigh flushed deeper. “I didn’t say I didn’t.”
She let go of my hand and crossed the room. Her walk was slower, like she was thinking through each step. Her fingers went to the hem of her tank top, then paused. Nina took a step toward her, eyes playful but focused.
“Can I?” Nina asked.
Leigh nodded.
Nina reached out and gripped the bottom of Leigh’s tank, pulling it up inch by inch. Her stomach came into view first, flat and pale with a few faded freckles. Then the undersides of her breasts. Then everything. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath.
Nina let the tank drop to the floor and leaned in to kiss Leigh’s cheek. “Beautiful.”
Leigh shivered. “You always say that when I’m nervous.”
“Because it’s true,” Jules said.
I stepped closer, unable not to. Three girls stood topless in the kitchen, their bodies flush, eyes bright. They weren’t trying to seduce. They were daring each other. Daring me.
Nina turned. “You gonna just stand there?”
I took off my shirt.
Jules bit her lip. “Now we’re getting somewhere.”
She stepped over and ran her hand down my chest, nails dragging lightly across the skin, then lower. She stopped at my waistband.
“Next move’s yours,” she said.
I didn’t hesitate. I pulled her in by the waist and kissed her hard.
Jules laughed against my mouth, caught off guard by the kiss. She leaned into it anyway, but her hands fumbled at my belt like she wasn’t sure if she was playing or serious. Nina bumped her shoulder.
“Hey,” she said, mock jealous. “You’re hogging him.”
“I was here first,” Jules shot back.
“By like ten seconds.”
Leigh hovered beside them, arms crossed, bare chest rising with each breath. Her eyes bounced between them and me. “Should I be doing something?”
“Definitely,” Nina said.
“Like what?”
Nina stepped behind her and cupped her waist, pulling her backward until Leigh let out a surprised little squeak. “Just follow.”
Leigh twisted in her grip and looked at me over her shoulder. “Is this part of the plan?”
“Not even close,” I said. “We were going to clean the porch and hide the busted outlet box.”
“Right,” Jules said, breathless. “We’re preparing for the open house.”
“We are,” I said. “And you’re all naked.”
“We’re multitasking,” Nina grinned.
Leigh stepped forward suddenly and picked up her tank top, hugging it to her chest. “I don’t want to be the only one with sunburned nipples when strangers show up.”
“Then we limit sun exposure to fifteen minutes,” Jules said. “Tops optional.”
I grabbed my shirt and pulled it back on. “Come on. Porch first. Then whatever this is.”
Nina made a pouty face, but followed. Jules slipped back into the blazer and nothing else. Leigh put the tank back on but didn’t bother adjusting it when it rode high on one side.
Outside, the porch steps were scattered with boxes from the crawlspace. I grabbed the toolbox and started unwinding the old cable I’d pulled last week. Jules sat cross-legged on the top step, knees bare, one hand propping up her chin. She watched me work.
Leigh crouched beside me and pointed at a cracked tile. “Should we glue this down?”
“No. Loose is better. It’s a tripping hazard.”
Nina sat on the railing and kicked her feet. “So now we’re trying to get the house failed on purpose?”
“No,” I said. “We’re just not fixing things they don’t ask about.”
“Got it,” she said. “Passive sabotage.”
“Polite sabotage,” Jules said. “There’s a difference.”
Leigh stood and wiped her hands on her thighs. “What if they ask about all of us living here?”
“They will,” I said. “You’ll say we’re non-rent-paying friends helping me renovate. Nobody claims tenancy. No leases. No rights.”
“But we do live here,” she said.
“Not legally.”
She nodded slowly. “And we want to stay.”
I looked at her. “Do you?”
Her face went pink. She bit her lip, then smiled. “Yeah. I really do.”
Nina slid off the railing and tugged her shirt back down, only it wasn’t her shirt, it was mine, and it barely covered her. She leaned against the doorframe and said, “Then we better give them something to remember.”
The mail came late. Jules grabbed the envelope off the step while I was reattaching the railing.
She opened it before I could stop her. Her brow tightened. “It’s from City Housing.”
I wiped my hands on my jeans and took it from her. Nina and Leigh came over, still barefoot, still flushed from their fake chore routine inside. I unfolded the letter and scanned it.
“They’re doing a formal occupancy review,” I said. “Probate flagged the property.”
Jules crossed her arms under the blazer. “What does that mean?”
“Someone’s trying to fast-track the sale. My sister. They want to establish we’re violating zoning.”
Leigh looked nervous. “We are violating zoning.”
“They can’t prove that unless one of you says too much.”
Nina leaned over my shoulder to read, her chest brushing my arm. “Are we going to have to talk to someone?”
“Yeah,” I said. “An agent. Next week. Might be a visit or just interviews.”
Jules stepped back inside without saying anything.
I followed. “You okay?”
She didn’t answer right away. She walked to the kitchen, yanked the fridge open, grabbed a can of whipped cream, and sprayed some directly into her mouth. Then she held it out.
“I’m fine,” she said. “Just thinking.”
Nina took the can and did the same. Then turned to Leigh. “Your turn.”
Leigh giggled and bent forward, but Nina sprayed a dollop straight onto her nipple. Leigh squealed and slapped her arm. “You did not just!”
“Oh, I did,” Nina said, licking her thumb.
Leigh reached for a towel, but Jules intercepted her. She took one look, leaned down, and licked it clean.
Leigh gasped. “That was, ”
“Clean-up duty,” Jules said.
Nina looked at me, eyes sharp, then held the can out again. “Wanna see what else she’ll do?”
“Not in the kitchen,” I said, but my voice came out lower than I meant.
Jules turned to me slowly. Her cheeks were flushed now, and her breathing was quick. “You think they’ll care if they find underwear in the freezer?”
I stared at her. “What?”
“Shock value,” she said. “Make them second-guess how normal we are.”
Leigh took the can, sprayed another line of cream onto her finger, and slid it across my jaw. “If we’re going to get evicted,” she said, “we might as well enjoy the build-up.”
Nina moved behind me, her fingers slipping under the hem of my shirt. “You’re tense.”
“Because we’re about to be inspected by people who can shut this all down.”
“Then relax,” she whispered. “We’re good at distractions.”
Leigh kissed the spot she’d smeared. Jules watched, hands still holding the blazer shut across her chest. Then she dropped it open again.
“If we’re going down,” she said, “we might as well go down in flames.”
Nina pulled at my waistband. “Start with this.”
I backed against the counter as Nina dropped to her knees. Her hands worked my jeans open like she didn’t care who was watching. Leigh stood inches away, cheeks pink, breathing fast, but not stopping her. Jules pulled the blazer off completely and folded it slowly, setting it on the kitchen table like she was about to perform surgery.
Outside, the house looked the same. Inside, it was unhinged.
“This is stress relief,” Nina said, fingers already under my waistband. “Doctor’s orders.”
“You’re not a doctor,” I said, even as I lifted my hips.
“No, but I’m willing to experiment.”
She yanked my jeans down to my thighs, then leaned in and kissed just above the band of my boxers. Her lips were warm, her breath hotter. She looked up at me like she was waiting for an order.
Jules stepped around behind me and wrapped her arms around my chest. Her breasts pressed into my back, bare and soft. Her voice in my ear was low. “If someone knocks on that door, we’re not answering.”
Leigh knelt beside Nina, biting her lip. She rested her palm on my thigh, hesitant for a second, then slid it higher.
“I’ve never done this with anyone watching,” she said.
“We’re not watching,” Nina said. “We’re helping.”
Jules tugged my shirt up and off over my head. Her hands skimmed my chest, fingertips dragging slowly across skin. Nina pulled my boxers down, finally. I was already hard. Leigh’s eyes widened. She looked at me, then at Nina, then back. Her hand didn’t move.
A car door slammed outside.
Everyone froze.
I stepped back from them fast, pulling my clothes into place. Nina wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, still crouched. Jules grabbed the blazer and held it up over her chest. Leigh scrambled for her tank top.
I crossed the room and peeked through the blinds.
White sedan. City seal on the door. Not a full inspection van, just someone doing recon.
I watched a woman get out. Clipboard. Sunglasses. She looked straight at the house.
“They’re sending someone early,” I said.
“Now?” Jules asked. “They can’t, ”
“They are.”
Nina stood and pulled her shirt down. “She sees us?”
“Not yet.”
“Then let’s give her something to think about,” she said, already walking toward the front room.
“Nina!”
She didn’t wait. She stood in the middle of the living room, backlit by the front window, one leg bare where the shirt didn’t cover, her hair wild, no bra. She stretched like it was morning, arms high, chest out.
Leigh followed her, slower, wearing just the tank, nothing underneath. She opened the door and stepped onto the porch, barefoot, smiling like it was just another day.
“She’s walking up the path,” I said.
“Let her,” Jules whispered, pulling me to the couch. “Let her see exactly what’s in her way.”
The knock came sharp and fast, three raps. Nina grinned like she’d been waiting for it.
Jules tossed the blazer back on but didn’t button it. “Do we answer like this?”
“You’re not wearing pants,” I said.
“I’m not apologizing.”
Leigh peeked through the curtain. “She’s holding papers.”
“Probably a compliance form,” I muttered. “Let me do the talking.”
I opened the door.
The woman on the step wore a tight gray pencil skirt, heels too sharp for the cracked walkway, and a white blouse with the top two buttons open. Her ponytail looked like it had been re-done in the car. She didn’t smile.
“Mr. Linton?”
“Yeah.”
“Rebecca Palmer, City Housing Compliance Office. Just a walk-by review today. Nothing formal.”
“Sure,” I said, blocking the door with my body. “Place is a little chaotic.”
Behind me, Nina wandered by in her shirt, humming, holding a peeled banana, still barefoot. She stopped just within view, gave a polite nod, and bit into it slowly.
Rebecca clocked her, didn’t react.
Jules stepped in next, blazer hanging open enough to flash skin. She leaned on the doorframe beside me, her breast grazing my arm. “Everything okay?”
“Routine inspection,” I said.
Leigh followed, holding a mug with both hands like it was hot even though it wasn’t. Her tank top had shifted to one side again, nipple just barely shadowed in the fabric. She caught me looking and adjusted it, too slowly.
Rebecca cleared her throat. “You have three other residents?”
“Guests,” I said. “No formal leases. Helping with light renos.”
“Is there a current occupancy permit on file?”
“There’s a temporary one. For single occupancy.”
“And they’re?”
“Temporary,” I said again.
Behind me, Jules let out a soft laugh and disappeared into the kitchen.
Rebecca scribbled something on her clipboard.
I added, “We’ve been doing everything by the book. Wiring updates, minor floor repairs. Still in progress.”
Nina leaned into the doorway beside me, banana in one hand, the other brushing lightly against my waistband. “He’s very hands-on.”
I didn’t move.
Rebecca didn’t blink. “Do you have a project timeline?”
“We’re consolidating it now.”
“I’ll need a copy,” she said. “And photos. Exterior only for today, unless you’d like to invite me in.”
Jules returned with a tool belt, nothing else. It hung low on her hips, bouncing as she walked.
“Let me guess,” Rebecca said, raising an eyebrow.
“I install art,” Jules said, not missing a beat. “We’re going gallery-style.”
Rebecca took a slow breath. “Expect a full compliance visit by next week.”
She turned and walked back down the path. Nina stepped outside behind her and bent to pick up the newspaper. Her shirt lifted in back. A lot.
Rebecca didn’t look back.
Once her car pulled away, the girls turned to me in silence, all eyes on my face.
“We’re fucked,” I said.
Leigh stepped into me and pressed her lips to my neck. “Then let’s make it worth it.”
The door clicked shut behind me. Jules locked it.
Nina dropped the banana on the counter without looking. “She saw everything.”
“She didn’t flinch,” Jules said. “That’s worse.”
“She’ll write us up,” I said. “She’ll recommend a full review, occupancy violations, housing code breaches.”
“Let her,” Nina said.
Leigh stood by the window, arms crossed under her chest. Her nipples pushed against the thin fabric of her tank, her legs bare, her posture tighter than usual. “What happens if we fail?”
“They kick me out. Or sell the house outright. Probate won’t fight it.”
Jules stepped in front of me, took both my hands, and pulled them to her waist. Her skin was still warm, still slightly damp under the tool belt. “Then we don’t fail.”
Nina moved in behind me again. Her hands found the hem of my shirt. “Or we do it on our terms.”
Leigh turned around and looked at me, biting the corner of her lip. “I don’t want to stop.”
“You won’t have to,” I said, but my voice was quieter now.
Jules tugged my hands up under the tool belt, pressed them to her bare hips. She didn’t break eye contact. “You want to take something back?”
I nodded.
“Then do it.”
She stepped backward, slow, pulling me with her toward the living room. Nina’s hands slid under my shirt, across my chest, up to my shoulders. Leigh followed, already slipping the tank top over her head as she walked, letting it fall behind her.
The light was soft in the living room, dimmed by the front curtains. Afternoon haze. The room smelled like skin and something sweet, maybe candle wax, maybe leftover syrup from earlier.
Jules dropped the tool belt on the coffee table. Her hips rolled slightly as she let it go. Then she turned, naked now, standing in front of the couch.
“Come here,” she said.
Nina peeled my shirt off and kissed my spine, slow. Her hands pushed down my jeans, dragging the waistband over my hips, past my thighs, until they hit the floor. I stepped out and turned to her. She stayed crouched, lips just above my hip, kissing once, then again, then holding there.
Leigh moved in close, fully bare now, her hair half tucked behind one ear. She looked up at me, waiting.
I ran a hand through her hair and pulled her into my chest. Her skin was warm and soft, her breath shaky. Her hands touched my stomach, slid lower.
Jules climbed onto the couch and knelt, one leg bent beneath her, the other stretched toward me, foot brushing my thigh. Her fingers skimmed her own stomach, down between her legs, slow, steady, shameless.
“You’re not going to work on the house today,” she said. “We are.”
I reached for Jules, but before I could touch her, Nina tackled me from behind.
She jumped up onto my back, arms around my shoulders, bare chest pressed to my spine. “You’re not going anywhere without a fight.”
I staggered forward, laughing, hands out for balance. Jules grinned from the couch, legs spread casually, fingers still grazing between them.
Leigh squealed and darted in front of me. “Get him on the floor!”
Nina bit my ear. “Down, or we make you!”
“You think I’m not stronger than all three of you?”
“We’re counting on that,” Jules said, and slipped off the couch to circle around.
Leigh lunged at my legs and I lost my balance. Nina shrieked, laughing, as we all collapsed onto the rug in a heap. My shoulder hit the cushions, and then Jules was on top of me, straddling my hips, pinning my wrists.
“Who’s in charge now?” she asked.
I rolled hard to the side, breaking her grip, grabbing her waist. Nina crawled over my back and tried to pull my arms away, but I caught her wrist and twisted gently until she tumbled beside me, giggling.
Leigh climbed onto my legs, straddling them, her breath short, her hands pressed to my chest. Her body rocked slightly as she tried to keep me down. Her hair hung in her face. Her bare thighs squeezed tight around mine.
“I can’t hold him!” she gasped, grinning.
Jules leaned in again and kissed me, quick, hungry, then pulled back just as I went to deepen it. “Not unless you say please.”
I twisted, fast, catching her off balance, and rolled her under me. She gasped as her back hit the rug and I pinned her wrists over her head. Her breasts rose hard against my chest, her back arching deeply. Her thighs locked around my hips.
“Please,” I said, and kissed her deep.
Leigh tried to drag me back off her, arms around my chest, her naked body pressed into my side. “No fair, she got him first.”
“We have to fight for him,” Jules gasped.
Nina crawled between my legs, shoved me backwards, and landed half across my stomach, her legs tangling with mine. “Mine!” she said, grinding down with her hips, her lips brushing my jaw.
Jules wrapped her arms around my shoulders and pulled. Leigh climbed higher up my chest and tried to straddle me again.
I couldn’t move. Skin everywhere. Arms, legs, breath, soft lips, gasps and giggles. My cock twitched and all of them felt it. They paused for half a beat.
Then Nina said, “Whoever makes him beg wins.”
Jules leaned in. “That’s not a game.”
“It is now.”
They pounced at once. Three bodies, flushed and laughing, wrestling for control, for heat, for the upper hand. I stopped fighting. I let them have me.
Nina’s thigh slid across my chest as she twisted sideways, trying to pin my arm. Her breath was hot against my cheek. Jules had my other arm, but she wasn’t pulling, she was kissing the inside of my elbow, slow and teasing, her hair falling across my shoulder.
Leigh straddled my waist again and leaned forward, breasts pressing into my stomach, her hands braced on either side of my ribs. Her face hovered over mine for a second, eyes wide, mouth parted, like she didn’t know what came next. She didn’t move. Just looked at me.
“I like this,” she whispered.
Nina rolled off and flopped onto her back beside me, breathless. “We’re terrible at wrestling.”
Jules kissed my shoulder and didn’t stop. Her mouth moved down, lips brushing my chest, then lower. She didn’t say anything.
I let my head rest on the floor, surrounded by limbs and skin and heat, the low rustle of breath and movement. None of it felt real.
Leigh’s hair brushed my face. She kissed the corner of my mouth, soft, then again, more sure.
They didn’t know what they were doing. They were new at this. Curious, brave, a little reckless, but they weren’t trying to control me.
And I was in the middle of it, pretending I wasn’t older, pretending this wasn’t already on borrowed time.
Jules pulled my jeans down again, slower this time. Nina crawled up on her knees, licking her lips. Leigh sat up, legs on either side of me, her hands trailing lightly down my chest.
“Okay,” Jules said quietly. “No more fighting.”
“We just share him.” Nina asked.
“Take care of him,” Leigh corrected.
Jules pulled my boxers down and tossed them aside. Nina’s hand came next, fingers wrapping around me, light but certain. She watched my face as she stroked, slow, just enough to feel it build. Jules kissed my thigh. Leigh leaned in and brushed her cheek against mine.
I exhaled. I wasn’t ready to let this go. Not the house. Not the girls. Not the feeling of being wanted without explanation.
“Touch him al together,” Jules said, and so they did.
Nina’s hand kept moving. Leigh’s fingers traced along my hip, my stomach. Jules kissed the base, soft, deliberate.
I closed my eyes.
Whatever happened next, they were mine right now.
Jules kissed up the length of me once, then let her breath hang there. She didn’t take me into her mouth. She just looked up, smirking. “Still think you’re in a dream?”
I opened my eyes. Leigh was sliding further down my chest now, knees pressed to either side of my ribs. Her hands moved behind my head, fingers threading into my hair. She looked flushed and out of breath, but focused.
“I think,” I said, “that I’m doomed.”
“Correct,” Nina said, grinning. She dropped forward across my legs and wrapped both arms around my thighs like she was trying to pin me down. Her breasts pressed tight into my skin. “You’ve been officially overpowered.”
Jules moved up my side and sat on my hip, swinging one leg over until she straddled me again. “You’re not getting away.”
“Was I trying?”
Leigh leaned forward and kissed me, soft at first, then firmer, her body lowering until her chest pressed against mine. I tried to shift under her, but Jules gripped my wrists and pinned them to the rug over my head.
“No,” she said. “So stay.”
I tested her grip. She squeezed tighter, and I felt her thighs clench around my waist.
“You’re stronger than any of us,” she said. “But we have numbers.”
“And motivation,” Nina added, her fingers sliding up the inside of my thigh again. “And no mercy.”
Leigh kissed me once more and then sat up, still straddling my stomach, her hands running down my arms, warm and shaky.
Nina’s hand was wrapped around me again, moving slower now, but steady. “You’re doing great.”
I wasn’t moving. Couldn’t. My wrists were locked in Jules’s grip. Leigh’s weight held my chest down. Nina had everything else under control.
“Maybe we don’t let him come yet,” Jules said, her eyes on mine.
“Oh god,” I muttered.
“Cruel,” Leigh whispered, smiling. “We know.”
“But necessary,” Jules said, leaning in close. Her lips brushed my ear. “You’re not just here to get off, remember? You’re here to be our shared man.”
Nina slid her mouth over the head of my cock and sucked, once, hard, then let go, grinning. “And right now, you’re very, very ours.”
I groaned and tried to move, and all three of them tightened their grip on me.
Jules kissed my jaw. “Say it.”
“I’m yours.”
“All of us,” Leigh whispered. “Not one. Not two.”
“All three.”
Jules released my wrists, but I didn’t move.
Nina licked up the length of me again, her eyes dark. “Good.”
Jules wiggled her hips over my chest like she was trying to get comfortable. Her thighs slid warm against my ribs, and her hair spilled down as she leaned over, her hands planted on either side of my head.
“He’s still trying to get up,” she said.
“I think it’s cute,” Leigh giggled, still straddling my stomach. “Like he’s scared we’ll stop if he does anything.”
“I won’t,” Nina said. She licked her palm and stroked me again, slow and firm, keeping me right on the edge.
Jules lowered her hips until her warmth hovered just above my face. “Want to be useful?”
I opened my mouth without answering.
She laughed. “God, you’re good at this.”
Leigh leaned down, her lips brushing my collarbone. “I want to try something.”
“Take a number,” Jules said, her voice breathy now.
Leigh grinned and slid down my side, kneeling next to my face as Jules shifted forward and settled in. Her skin was smooth and hot, the scent of her sharp, already dew-coated. She didn’t ease down all the way. She just hovered, letting me lift my head to meet her, letting me work for it.
The first lick made her shiver. The second made her gasp. I kept going, slow at first, teasing her with my tongue, feeling her twitch every time I hit the right spot. Her thighs tensed against my face, and she rocked gently, chasing it.
“Oh my god,” she whispered.
Leigh watched, wide-eyed, one hand on Jules’s hip, the other on my chest. “Does that feel?”
“Yes,” Jules breathed, and then again, louder. “Yes, right there.”
Nina stopped stroking for a second. “I love this view.”
I slid my hands up Jules’s thighs, gripping her ass, guiding her movements. She let herself go lower now, grinding down slowly, riding my mouth without shame.
“I didn’t know it could feel like that,” she said, her voice cracking into a laugh. “It’s so stupid good.”
Leigh leaned over, flushed. “I want to try too.”
Jules didn’t move.
“You’re hogging him,” Leigh said.
“I’m using him.”
I groaned against her and she twitched, then climbed off, legs shaky. “Fine. Take a turn.”
Leigh looked nervous but excited as she straddled my face. Her breath hitched as soon as I touched her. She was already wet, already open. She rocked forward a little, unsure, and let out a soft “oh, ” as my tongue found her.
She laughed, half-disbelieving. “Oh my god, that’s good.”
“Yeah,” Jules said, still catching her breath. “Let him do it.”
Nina stroked me again, slower. “He likes it.”
I did. Every sound, every shift of their bodies, every hand on me, it was chaos I never wanted to escape.
“Okay,” Leigh gasped. “Now I want it.”
Leigh’s thighs trembled around my face as I dragged my tongue against her again, flatter now, slower. She let out a sound somewhere between a moan and a gasp, her hips starting to move without thought, pushing down harder, then pulling back, then down again. She was trying to find the rhythm she wanted, still new to the feeling of being fully in control.
Her skin was hot and smooth and flushed. I could feel her heartbeat through her thighs. I kept one hand on her ass, the other gently pressed to her lower back, helping guide her without taking the lead. Her breath started coming faster.
“Shit,” she whispered, head tilted back, her spine arching.
Jules was beside us now, holding Leigh steady, one hand on her friend’s waist, her eyes wide. “You look so fucking good like this.”
Leigh laughed once, then whimpered. “I can’t believe this is happening.”
“It is,” Jules said, brushing her hair back, her voice lower. “Let him.”
I pressed my mouth up harder. My tongue circled, then flicked, then held still just where she needed. Her whole body locked for a second, and she made a sound I’d never heard from her before. Half a sob, half a helpless groan. She was gone.
Nina’s hand moved slower on me now, her palm sticky and warm. I could feel the pulse of my own blood through every inch of myself. Her breath tickled my thigh as she leaned down again and licked me, her tongue slow, broad, confident. She moaned into it.
I was surrounded.
Skin. Weight. Heat. The scent of them was everywhere now, clean and sharp and sweet and something else underneath it, something raw. My hands were wet, my chest damp from sweat or their mouths or both. Every part of me was pinned or touched or taken.
Leigh ground herself forward again, her pace breaking, her breath ragged. She was falling apart.
“Wait, ” she gasped. “I think I, fuck, ”
“Do it,” Jules said, her voice sharp now. “Let go.”
Leigh cried out once, hard and short, and froze above me. Her thighs clamped around my head, her body shaking.
I didn’t stop. I just stayed with her, gentle now, slower, until her legs softened and she sagged forward, catching herself with both hands on my shoulders. Her whole body shook.
“Holy shit,” she whispered.
I kept breathing through my nose, my face soaked, her thighs still trembling. She wasn’t moving. She just stayed there, stunned.
Nina’s mouth wrapped around me again. Wet, slow, unrelenting. She made a sound deep in her throat as she took me fully, then came back up just to the tip.
Jules was already pulling Leigh off me, grinning. “One down.”
I barely heard her. I wasn’t in my body anymore. I was floating in the center of them.
Jules climbed over me next, her knees braced beside my ribs, her body glazed and flushed and hungry. Her eyes were darker now, not playful. She held my face with both hands and stared down, breathing through her mouth like she couldn’t get enough air. Her lips looked swollen. Her thighs were shaking.
Nina didn’t stop. Her mouth worked me slowly, carefully, but deeper now, more serious. One hand at the base, the other on my stomach. She didn’t speak. She wasn’t teasing anymore. She was getting deeply into it.
Jules leaned forward and kissed me, deep and messy and wet. Her tongue was in my mouth before I opened it. Her hips shifted lower, and I felt her skin slide across my chest, then down further.
“Let me,” she whispered. “Please.”
I didn’t answer. I just kissed her again.
Leigh sat back against the far wall, still breathless, knees pulled to her chest, watching. Her face was dazed. Her cheeks were pink. She looked like she didn’t know if she wanted to run or jump back in.
Jules rocked her hips, not letting me in but dragging herself across me, slow, grinding, her glaze hot against my skin. Her pussy never left my lips.
Then she gasped, and pulled back just enough to breathe.
“I can’t, fuck, but I want to.”
Nina came up for air, lips shiny, eyes wet. “Do it,” she said, low and hoarse. “You’ll be the second.”
Jules laughed, but it cracked halfway through, and she bit her lip it was hard to stop it. Her whole body twitched like she was holding off something violent. Her forehead touched mine. Her voice was shaking.
“This is so fucking good,” she whispered. “I didn’t know it could feel this good.”
I slid my hand up her back, slow, steady, and felt her spine arch under it.
Her hips rocked again, faster now, smaller movements. Her breath caught.
“Don’t stop touching me,” she said.
Nina’s fingers gripped my leg. She was panting. Her mouth hovered just above me, lips parted, eyes locked on the way Jules moved.
“I’m gonna” Jules started, but then she couldn’t finish. Her thighs clenched. Her mouth opened but nothing came out.
I watched it happen.
She pressed down hard against me, trembling. Her hands curled into fists on my chest. Her breath hitched, then broke.
“Oh God, ”
She didn’t come. But she was right there, broken open and shaking, her whole body humming like a wire about to snap. She kissed me again like she was drowning.
Leigh crawled closer, eyes on Jules. “Let’s all do it together. The same time.”
Nina swallowed. “Yeah.” She was nearly crying.
Jules buried her face in my neck and let go. Her hips jolted against me once, twice, then froze. Her mouth opened against my skin and she made a low, shuddering sound, deep from her chest, more like a sob than a moan. Her whole body trembled. I held her tight.
Nina’s hands didn’t stop. She reached for Jules, pulling her close while still stroking me, her fingertips slipping between both of us. Her mouth was right at my side, panting, open, damp. I felt her breath in every movement.
Leigh leaned over us, one hand on Jules’s back, the other sliding between my legs. Her fingers found mine and closed around them, guiding me between her thighs. She was already soaked. I didn’t have to move much. Just touch. She whimpered the second I made contact.
“I’m so close,” she said, her voice barely there. “Just keep going”
I moved my fingers slowly, curling them until she gasped, then flattening them and rubbing just where she needed. Her hips started to roll. She clenched my wrist without meaning to.
Jules didn’t move off me. She was shaking, small aftershocks running through her legs and stomach. “I’m still . . . ” she mumbled. “Don’t stop. It’s still happening.”
Nina pressed in under my arm, lifting my other hand and guiding it to her chest. She moaned as I touched her, pressing herself hard into my palm.
Everything was heat and skin and moans now. I couldn’t tell whose hands were where. They were all over me, grabbing, holding, sliding. My cock was wet from all of them, aching, twitching, smothered in pressure and warmth. My mouth was dry. My head was light.
Then Leigh gasped loud, almost a scream. Her thighs clamped down on my hand. “Oh fuck!”
She came fast, her whole body locking up as she bent forward and cried out again, her hips jerking hard before going limp. She collapsed half on top of Jules and me, shaking, her cheek pressed to my chest, sweat cooling on her back.
“Holy shit,” she whispered.
Nina was right behind her, grinding into my thigh, kissing my ribs, her fingers buried between her legs. She moved faster now, breath catching.
“Come with me,” she whispered. “Please, come with me.”
I wasn’t going to last. My whole body was seizing up, every muscle locking hard. I grabbed her hip and pulled her up, pressing her against me. Her mouth found mine just as she moaned, breaking apart, bucking hard into me, and letting out a sound I felt in my chest.
I came at the same time.
It hit all at once. Hot, shaking, long. My eyes rolled back. I felt them all on top of me, all three of them, coming in turns, breathing my name, holding me down, soaking my skin with their mouths, their thighs, their sweat.
The sound hit like a gunshot. A hard knock, three times fast, against the front door.
All of us froze.
Leigh jerked upright, her hair falling across her face. Jules sat back fast, one hand going to her mouth, the other grabbing for whatever sheet or shirt was nearby. Nina’s eyes went wide as she scrambled up off me, slipping on the edge of the bed before catching herself.
The knock came again. Louder.
I reached for my jeans, heart hammering. “Nobody was supposed to come. ”
“I thought you said the house was ours for at least the week,” Jules hissed, yanking a hoodie over her bare chest.
“I did. It is.” I shoved my legs into my pants and stumbled barefoot toward the hallway. “There’s no way this is that. The sheriff.”
Then the door opened. Not a knock this time. The latch clicked. The actual front door opened.
“What the fuck?” Leigh whispered, frozen halfway into her shorts.
Voices. Not one, several. Male. Confident. Businesslike.
I ran into the hall, still shirtless. “Hey! Hello? You can’t just come in here.”
A man stepped inside, clipboard in hand, followed by two more. All older. All in work gear. One had a camera. Another had a tool belt.
“Afternoon,” the lead one said, glancing up and down at me without blinking. “Building inspection. We rang. Door was open.”
“It was not open,” I snapped, chest bare, fly still undone. “You can’t, this isn’t . . . ”
“Scheduled today. City file 316-B,” he said, holding up the clipboard. “Official review of multi-dwelling safety compliance. Looks like you’ve got four tenants on record. Is that accurate?”
I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. Behind me, I heard the girls scrambling, doors creaking, feet slapping the floors, whispers, swearing.
He looked past me. Saw the hallway, the open bedroom door.
“Are they all present? We’ll need to do a walkthrough of the living quarters and shared spaces.”
“No, you won’t,” I said, stepping forward. “You didn’t schedule anything. You can’t just show up like this.”
He didn’t back off. “We have standing authority under Section 8 of the occupancy code. If there’s more than four bedrooms in use, and the residence isn’t zoned as a boarding house.”
“This is a private residence. We’re not tenants like that.”
“Then we’ll need to see proof. Or your landlord’s presence.”
I looked at him, then over his shoulder at the guy with the camera already raising it.
“Turn that off. You don’t have permission to photograph anything.”
“Public safety trumps consent when fire code’s at issue,” he said. “You can get your paperwork ready. We’ll start with the kitchen.”
“No you won’t.”
Behind me, the girls stood frozen at the hallway end, half-dressed, tangled hair, flushed faces still bright from what we’d just done. The camera guy noticed.
His eyebrows lifted.
“Actually,” he said, smirking. “Maybe we’ll start right here.”
“We’ve got a mismatch here between declared use and actual occupancy,” the guy with the clipboard said, flipping a page. “Zoning shows R1-S, single family use with student exception, but only for up to three unrelated parties.”
“What the hell does that mean?” Jules asked from behind me, arms crossed over her bare chest, sweatshirt barely zipped.
“It means,” the man said, eyeing her, “that you can’t legally live like this.”
“Like what?” Nina stepped forward, eyes narrowing. “We’re not doing anything wrong.”
“That depends how you define wrong,” the man muttered, then raised his voice again. “Multiple beds in non-designated sleeping quarters. No leaseholder present. Unapproved modifications to shared-use space.”
I looked around. Kitchen in plain sight. Blankets on the couch. Folded futon in the corner. Our whole life laid out like an exhibit.
“I’m the leaseholder,” I said. “This is my house.”
“Not according to the record.” He tapped the clipboard. “Title’s held by a management company registered under an LLC. You’re not the legal occupant, just another unregistered tenant. That makes this a violation.”
“Jesus,” I muttered.
Leigh came out last, dressed in her shorts and a too-small tee, her face drawn tight. She looked at the three men, then at me.
“Are we being evicted?”
The man with the camera kept filming. He didn’t say anything. The lead guy didn’t either, just circled something on his sheet.
“Administrative review will decide that,” he said finally. “But I wouldn’t make long-term plans.”
“I just, what does that even mean?” Nina asked. “Are we in trouble?”
“There’s a whole section of the student conduct code about this,” he replied. “Unauthorized cohabitation, non-academic use of student housing, morality clauses.”
“Oh, fuck off with morality clauses,” Jules snapped.
He didn’t flinch. “There are also fire codes, safety codes, and building standards. Four unrelated adults living in a house not up to spec? You could be cited individually.”
“For what?” Leigh asked, stepping closer. “For living here? For, what, sleeping with someone we care about?”
“Don’t answer that,” I said quickly.
“Maybe don’t live like a liability,” the man shot back.
That one hit them all hard. You could see it in the way Leigh blinked. In how Nina shifted away from the open view of the hallway. In how Jules suddenly pulled her sweatshirt down like she hadn’t realized before how exposed she was.
I turned back to the man. “Are you finished?”
“Inspection’s just starting.”
“I mean here. This room.”
He didn’t answer. He just turned and walked down the hallway, toward the kitchen. The other two followed.
The four of us stood there, the air still thick with the heat of what we’d just done, now cut through by sharp cold panic.
None of us spoke for a few seconds. The echo of their boots on the floor was all there was. Then Jules whispered, “They’re really gonna take this away from us, aren’t they?”
Jules leaned her forehead to my shoulder. Not affectionate. Just stunned. “They walked in on us,” she whispered. “Not literally, but they saw everything they needed to.”
Nina crossed her arms tight over her chest, swallowing hard. “We weren’t doing anything illegal.”
“No,” I said. “But that doesn’t matter.”
Leigh looked between us, confused, scared, still red in the cheeks. “What do you mean? Why doesn’t it?”
“Because this,” I motioned between all of us, the messy clothes, the flushed faces, the way they were huddled close to me like instinct, “is exactly the kind of thing they use to justify shutting a place down.”
Jules stiffened. “Because we’re together?”
“Because they think it means we’re living here permanently,” I said. “Like a shared household. Four adults. One house. No leases. No zoning approval.”
Leigh blinked fast. “But we didn’t sign anything. We’re just here.”
“That’s enough,” I said. “If they want it to be.”
Nina looked toward the kitchen where the inspector’s boots clicked across the lino. “So us getting carried away, us doing what we just did, that’s the problem?”
“It’s proof,” I said. “Not of sex. Of cohabitation. Of permanence. Of being a household.”
Jules whispered, “Fuck,” under her breath.
Leigh grabbed my hand without thinking. “So if we weren’t like this would it be okay?”
I didn’t answer right away.
Nina answered for me. “He’d still be screwed, Leigh. But we just made it worse without even realizing.”
Jules took a shaky breath. “We made it obvious we’re not temporary. We’re not guests. We’re living here. All four beds, all four toothbrushes, all our clothes everywhere and us climbing all over him like we’re . . . ”
“A god damned harem,” I said quietly.
The word for it hit them harder than I expected. All three froze. Like the word itself was dangerous.
Leigh’s voice broke first. “We didn’t think we were doing anything wrong.”
“You weren’t,” I said. “But the city doesn’t care about right or wrong. They care about rules. Codes. Definitions.”
Nina’s jaw clenched. “And we fit every definition of a prohibited household.”
Jules laughed once, short, bitter. “We jumped all over each other on the damn floor. Of course they’re going to think we live here.”
Leigh’s fingers tightened around mine. “Are we the reason you might lose the house?”
I didn’t lie. “Yeah. We all might be.”
Her eyes filled fast. She blinked hard, forcing it back. “We didn’t mean it, we weren’t trying . . . “
“I know,” I said.
Nina stepped in close, pressing her forehead to my chest. “We thought we were helping. We thought the more we were with you, the more we cared” She swallowed. “I didn’t think it would get used against you.”
Jules rubbed her eyes with the heel of her hand. “We can’t let them win. Not after everything we’ve built in here.”
“We didn’t build anything,” I said quietly. “We just got carried away.”
Leigh looked up at me, desperate. “So what do we do?”
I glanced toward the kitchen where the inspectors were murmuring to each other, taking photos, writing notes.
Then I looked back at the three of them, bare legs, messy hair, oversized shirts, the scent of them all over me, and the truth of what we were still hanging in the air between us.
“We fix it,” I said. “Right now. Together.”
Jules was the first to straighten up. You could almost see the moment she remembered something, the way her shoulders set, the way her breath steadied, the way she looked past me instead of at me.
“Wait,” she said. “We already solved this.”
Nina looked at her. “Solved what?”
“Our status,” Jules said. “Earlier. Before all the chaos.” She gestured vaguely at the rug we’d practically destroyed. “We drafted it as a joke. But it wasn’t a joke.”
Leigh’s eyes widened. “The housing society.”
“Yes,” Jules said, snapping her fingers. “Our little ‘Non-Profit Collective for Community Stewardship and Heritage Preservation.’”
Nina laughed once. “We made that up while drunk on pancake syrup, Jules.”
“It doesn’t matter if we were drunk,” Jules said. “It matters that it works.”
I stared at her. “You’re not serious.”
“Remember? Non-profit housing societies can claim multi-residency under community stewardship exemptions if the building qualifies as historical or in review!”
“That was a meme,” I said.
“No,” Nina corrected, stepping forward. “The meme was the name we gave it. The rules we found were real.”
Leigh dug into her pocket and pulled out her phone. She swiped fast, then held it up to me, a page bookmarked, highlighted. Her hand shook but her face was bright with adrenaline.
“See? Section 4C. Community-Based Housing Preservation Associations can apply for provisional occupancy under emergency reassessment review. It’s literally what they’re doing to you right now.”
Jules tapped the screen. “Meaning: while they’re reviewing whether you should be kicked out, we can freeze the whole process.”
“And claim the house under our umbrella,” Nina added. “Temporarily.”
I blinked. “You’re kidding, right?”
“No.” Jules walked closer, eyes fierce now. “We don’t need to be tenants. And we don’t need a lease. We just need student status. And the law lets groups like ours claim temporary permit rights during active review. They started an active review just now!”
Leigh’s voice brightened. “It’s for places in danger of being sold out from under people. Or rezoned.”
Nina grinned. “Which is exactly what’s happening.”
I looked at the three of them, flushed, hair messy, shirts sliding off shoulders, legs bare, faces still warm. And now burning with something else: stubborn, bold, ridiculous hope.
“You think three twenty-two-year-olds can stand in front of city inspectors and say we’re a legally recognized housing preservation society?”
“Four,” Jules corrected. “You’re part of it.”
“I never signed on to it. ”
“We drafted documents,” Nina said, stepping even closer. “And you clicked ‘approve.’”
“That was a joke.”
“It isn’t one now,” Jules said. “We’re doing this.”
Leigh tugged at my hand, her voice soft but steady. “We can’t lose the house. It’s ours now.”
Nina circled behind me and rested her chin on my shoulder. “And we’re resourceful as hell.”
Jules cracked her knuckles. “We’re going to walk back into that kitchen, fully clothed, fully in control, and hand them a printed list of rights and procedures they’re obligated to follow.”
“We don’t have a printer,” I said.
“We’ll write it by hand,” Nina said. “It’ll look even more official.”
Jules smirked. “Or more cult-like. Which also scares bureaucrats.”
Leigh took a deep breath. “Okay. Clothes on. Hair up. No sex faces.”
Nina gave her a look. “Too late.”
Jules grabbed the nearest shirt and threw it over her head. “We are a registered, not-yet-registered but they won’t know, Non-Profit Community Housing Initiative.”
“We don’t have a name,” I said.
“We need one,” Leigh whispered.
All three looked at me.
I sighed.
And said, “Fine. Let’s fight.”
Jules paced the living room in her oversized sweatshirt, tugging it down over her bare thighs like she could magically turn it into a blazer. “We can’t go to the board looking like this.”
Nina glanced down at her outfit, my old t-shirt, stretched thin, barely covering anything, and snorted. “You mean ‘dressed like we just ruined a rug with each other’? Yeah. I see the problem.”
Leigh stood by the window, hair finger-combed but still wild, tank top askew, shorts too tight. “We need to look serious. Respectable. Like adults.”
“You are adults,” I said.
Jules shot me a look. “We don’t look like it.”
Nina pointed at her own chest. “I look like someone who’d get kicked out of an emergency board meeting within four seconds.”
Leigh nodded, biting her lip. “We can’t just show up in stuff we wore painting the trim.”
Jules snapped her fingers. “We need business clothes.”
Nina made a face. “Ugh.”
“Not ugh,” Jules corrected. “Powerful. Coordinated. Strategic. We walk in like a unified non-profit housing authority.”
“We aren’t one yet,” I said.
“They don’t know that,” Jules replied.
Leigh crossed her arms. “Okay, but where do we get clothes like that? None of us owns anything even close.”
All three of them turned to me.
I put my hands up. “Don’t look at me.”
Nina stepped in close, poking my chest. “We’re going shopping.”
“For suits?” I asked.
“For identity,” Jules said dramatically.
“For the future of the house,” Leigh added, surprisingly firm.
Nina grinned wide. “And for skirts that make us look like we read bylaws for fun.”
Jules pointed at the door. “Everyone showers. Everyone dresses in something that can be worn in public. Then we’re hitting downtown.”
“Together,” Leigh said. Her smile was small but sure. “All of us. We do it as a team.”
I exhaled. “Girls presenting to the city is not just about clothes.”
“No,” Jules said, “but clothes will keep them from dismissing us.”
Nina clapped her hands. “We need blazers. And heels. And maybe glasses.”
“I don’t wear glasses,” Leigh said.
“You will today,” Jules told her. “Board members trust glasses.”
Nina nodded. “Also ponytails. Sharp ones. Not messy ones that say ‘we just . . . ”
“Do not finish that sentence,” I said.
Leigh giggled, cheeks going pink. “He’s right.”
Jules spun toward the hall. “Alright! Step one, de-sex ourselves.”
“That’s going to take a minute,” Nina mumbled, looking at her legs.
“Step two,” Jules continued, “transform into a professional, non-profit-board-ready, community-stewardship task force.”
“Which looks like what?” Leigh asked.
“Imagine three very hot librarians,” Nina said.
“Professional,” Jules corrected.
“Hot and professional,” Nina insisted.
Leigh bounced once on her toes. “Okay. I actually kind of love this.”
They all started moving at once, collecting shoes, digging through drawers that didn’t have what they needed, pulling their hair back, rummaging in my closet for anything remotely structured.
Jules paused halfway down the hall and turned back to me.
“You’re coming too,” she said. “We’re picking something for you.”
“Why me?”
“Because you’re the ‘lead resident representative,’” she said, using air quotes. “And you need to look like someone the city can’t bulldoze.”
Nina pointed at my jeans. “And not like some guy who got jumped by three girls five minutes before an inspection.”
Leigh smiled up at me. “We’re going to fix this. But we need to look the part.”
Then all three of them, flushed, determined, still wearing almost nothing, said the same thing at once:
“Get dressed. We’re going shopping.”
We ended up in vintage store a few blocks away, the kind with mirrors everywhere and lighting that made everything look more expensive than it was. The girls scattered immediately, grabbing armfuls of blazers, skirts, button-ups, belts, glasses, shoes. I followed behind like a pack mule, carrying half their picks.
Jules grabbed my wrist. “Sit. You’re the decision-maker.”
“I shouldn’t be deciding anything,” I said.
“You’re the only one who knows what the board expects,” she said, pushing me into a seat outside the changing rooms. “Also, you’re the only one whose face shows when something works.”
Nina winked. “We’ll read you.”
Leigh gave me a shy look before disappearing into a changing stall.
I sat there, heart still beating too fast, remembering all the ways their bodies had been against mine an hour ago. I tried to shake it off. Tried to think about occupancy codes. Tried, and failed.
The curtain swished.
Nina stepped out first.
She wore a high-waist pencil skirt, black, hugging her hips tight. A silk white blouse tucked in, buttons done high, except the fabric was thin enough that I could see the outline of everything underneath. She wore glasses she’d grabbed from the accessory bin, hair in a sharp low ponytail.
She spun once. “Too much?”
“Too something,” I said.
She grinned. “Good something?”
Before I could answer, Jules shoved her back inside. “My turn.”
Jules stepped out in a fitted charcoal blazer over a scoop-neck top that wasn’t designed with modesty in mind. The skirt matched the blazer but had a slit up the side that reached mid-thigh. Her hair was pinned up, but half of it fell immediately back down the second she moved.
She planted a hand on her hip. “Board-meeting boss bitch?”
“Board-meeting lawsuit,” I muttered under my breath.
She laughed. “Noted.”
Then Leigh came out.
She wore a soft blue blouse tucked into a navy skirt that hit just above the knee. Not tight. Not loose. Just right. Her hair was down, falling around her shoulders, and she held the blazer in her hands like she wasn’t sure she should wear it. Her cheeks were pink.
She looked at me. “Is this too plain?”
I shook my head. “It’s perfect.”
Her smile flickered, small, grateful, intimate.
Nina and Jules exchanged a look behind her, then immediately dragged her back inside with them.
I exhaled hard. My brain was not built for this level of stimulus. Every time a curtain shifted I braced for something else I wasn’t ready to see, and every time they stepped out it hit me harder than the last.
Second round.
Nina again, this time in a tight burgundy sheath dress that clung everywhere, with a fitted blazer she didn’t bother buttoning. Her legs looked endless in heels. She cocked her hip. “Too sexy?”
“Yes,” I said.
“Perfect,” she replied, and turned.
Jules followed in a full black suit, fitted blazer, fitted pants, nothing under the blazer except skin. She stood in front of me, parted the jacket half an inch, then raised her eyebrow. “Appropriate?”
“No,” I said.
“Good,” she said.
Then Leigh.
This time she wore a cream blouse, sheer sleeves, a soft gray skirt that floated when she walked. She looked grown. Confident. Professional. But still her.
She tugged at the collar nervously. “I don’t know if it’s enough.”
“It is,” I said instantly.
She held my gaze longer than the others had.
Then Jules grabbed the pile of rejects. “One more round. Final picks. We’re escalating.”
“Oh God,” I muttered.
The curtain swished again.
All three stepped out at once.
Professional. Hot. Coordinated.
Black pencil skirts. White fitted blouses. Matching blazers. Heels. Hair pulled back. Glasses. They looked like a board of their own.
And I sat there, trying not to show the way my body reacted instantly.
Jules crossed her arms. “Well?”
Nina leaned on the wall. “Do we own the room yet?”
Leigh took a tiny step closer. “Do we look like we can save the house?”
I swallowed hard. “Yeah. Yeah, you do.”
I got out my credit card. Surely it had room enough left on it.
The next stop at the board felt unreal. The house was too bright, too quiet, too full of things I couldn’t afford to lose. I’d ironed the one decent shirt I owned and laid the paperwork out on the table. My notes were in a folder. The bylaws were highlighted. Everything should have felt prepared.
It didn’t.
The girls had taken over the hallway and bathroom like a backstage dressing room. Music played low from somebody’s phone. Makeup bags were everywhere. Hair ties, brushes, bobby pins, mascara tubes, compacts, half-zipped clothing scattered on the floor.
I stood in the doorway watching them move around each other with that strange, instinctive coordination they had, bumping hips, sharing mirrors, stealing products, laughing under their breath, nervous but pretending not to be.
Nina was in her bra and the black pencil skirt, leaning toward the hallway mirror, putting on eyeliner with absolute concentration, one eye half-closed. Every time she blinked, her ponytail swayed. Her stomach tightened when she steadied her hand. The skirt hugged her hips so tightly it looked painted on.
“Does this look crooked?” she asked without looking at me.
“Yes,” Jules said, passing behind her in just panties and her white blouse unbuttoned, hair half curled on one side and a mess on the other. “But so is the city, so it matches.”
Nina snorted and kept going.
Leigh was kneeling on the floor, curling her hair section by section, wearing only her bra and the gray skirt from earlier. Her bare back arched slightly each time she reached forward, the muscles shifting under her skin. She blew gently on the curling iron before touching a strand. Her cheeks were already a little pink from nerves.
She looked up at me from her knees. “You look stressed.”
“I am,” I said.
She smiled. “Then sit down before you fall over.”
Jules was now buttoning her blouse, slowly, carefully, watching the line of buttons like her life depended on it. Her fingers shook a little. “We did the work,” she said quietly. “We learned the procedure, we have the bylaws printed, we have the temporary exemption language ready. They can’t bulldoze us if we look like we know what we’re doing.”
Nina said, “We do know what we’re doing.”
“No, we don’t,” Leigh said. “But we’re trying, and sometimes that’s enough.”
Jules paused, adjusting her collar, then met my eyes. “We’re doing this for you, you know.”
I swallowed. “For us.”
Her expression softened for half a second.
Then Nina stepped back from the mirror and turned toward me. “Okay. How’s my hair? Professional? Dangerous? Professional-dangerous?”
“It works,” I said.
Leigh stood and smoothed her skirt. “Do we look like a housing society that cannot be pushed around?”
Jules grabbed the stack of paperwork from the table, tapping it into alignment. “We look like three women who will sue the city into dust if they mess with us.”
Nina grinned, sliding on her heels. “And like we could seduce our way out of a parking ticket.”
Leigh linked her arm with mine, her voice suddenly steady. “We’re ready.”
I looked at the three of them, polished, sharp, half-dressed just minutes ago, now transformed into something almost formidable.
And I knew one thing:
If we lost the house today, it wouldn’t be because we weren’t fighting.
The city building looked more imposing than I remembered. Gray concrete, tinted glass, planters with trees. My old pickup wheezed up the ramp like it was climbing a mountain. The muffler rattled. Something scraped the curb. When I turned the engine off, it coughed twice before quitting completely.
And then I saw them. My sister. Arms crossed. Mouth tight. Hair sprayed into a helmet. Standing next to her husband, who was already shaking his head at my truck like it personally offended him. Two lawyers. All of them wearing that look, disappointment, irritation, judgment rolled into one.
My sister’s eyes hit on me first. Then the truck. Then on me again. She sighed, loud enough I heard it through the windshield.
Before I could open the door, Jules leaned forward from the back seat and touched my arm. “Ignore them.”
“I can’t.”
“Yes,” Nina said, “you can.”
Leigh added softly, “We’ve got you.”
I stepped out of the truck. My sister muttered something to her husband. He nodded, smirking.
But then the girls filed out, and the entire group facing us went silent.
Nina slid down first, heels hitting pavement with a clean snap, black pencil skirt hugging her perfectly, white blouse crisp, hair pulled back in a severe ponytail that made her cheekbones sharper. She put on her glasses and checked the clasp of her blazer like she was about to walk into a courtroom.
Jules followed, tailored charcoal blazer, slit skirt, hair pinned up tight, eyeliner perfect. She stepped out like the sidewalk belonged to her. Her heel clicked once and she looked directly at my sister with a calm, professional expression that said she didn’t care who was watching.
Leigh came last. Soft blue blouse tucked cleanly into her skirt, hair curled just enough, glasses she didn’t need but wore perfectly. She smoothed her blazer, adjusted her bag, and stood straight, chin up, eyes steady.
All three stood beside me like we were a team. A real one, too. No hesitation. No nerves showing.
My sister blinked at them like she couldn’t compute what she was seeing.
“Who are these?” she asked, voice thin.
Jules stepped forward before I could answer.
“We’re the board of the Westline Community Housing Stewardship Association,” she said calmly.
My sister frowned. “You’re the what?”
Nina smiled politely. “We’re here to protect the property.”
Leigh added, “And to ensure the city follows proper procedure.”
My cousin’s jaw actually dropped.
Jules held out her hand to my sister. “You must be family. How wonderful! I’m Julia. This is Nina, and this is Leigh.”
My sister didn’t shake her hand. She just stared between them and me, her mouth tightening. “You brought this?”
“They’re my team,” I said.
Nina stepped closer to me, placing a steadying hand on my arm. Her voice was crisp, controlled. “We need to get inside. We’re on a tight schedule.”
Leigh gave me a small, encouraging smile. “We’re ready if you are.”
I swallowed, squared my shoulders, and nodded.
My sister started to say something, but Jules beat her to it.
“If you’ll excuse us,” she said, stepping past her, heels clicking like gunshots up the pavement.
Nina and Leigh flanked me as we walked toward the door.
And for the first time all year, I didn’t feel outnumbered. I felt backed. We went inside.
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