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Chapter One

Marcie’s hand let go of mine.

The moment she saw it was her father standing at the end of the aisle, she took off like a woman possessed. Every hope-filled fantasy she’d had of this moment, every precious dream of reconciliation she’d been clutching to her heart while insisting she was past worrying about that sort of thing—I saw them fill her face as she leapt down from the dais, tears streaming down her cheeks.

She hit the ground and nearly tripped over Yukiko’s train, but she didn’t slow down. She didn’t care about the eyes of the venue on her, the gasps coming from the front row, the cries of surprise from her fellow brides as they found themselves suddenly standing next to me without her.

She ran.

She ran to Daniel like she was afraid he was a mirage—like he might dissipate into smoke if she didn’t get to her father and throw her arms around him in time.

“Daddy!” she cried, the double-syllable raw and wounded and filled with so much relief that a little part of me broke at the realization of just how much she’d really been hurting. “Dad, you’re here, you’re here—!”

Daniel barely had time to brace himself. Marcie crashed into him, throwing herself into his arms like she was a little girl again, like she’d had a nightmare and only he could make it better. She buried her face against his chest, wrapping her arms around his shoulders. Her whole body shook with sobs.

“Daddy, I’m so sorry,” she babbled, clinging to him tight. “I never meant for it to be like this! I didn’t want to hurt you or Mom! I… I really thought I was never going to see either of you again…!”

For just a second, Daniel stood frozen, his arms at his sides. His wife stared up at him, tears filling her eyes, like even she didn’t know what the man she loved was about to do. I could see what she was hoping for, though.

He stood there like a statue, his daughter clinging to him.

And then his expression crumpled.

“Oh, sweetheart,” he choked out, hugging her tight. “Marcie. Oh, angel…”

He wrapped his arms around her, lifting her—wedding dress and all—into his arms. One hand went to the back of her head, cradling it like she was six years old again and had just fallen off of her bike.

I watched the change in him. When he’d first arrived, he’d looked like a man standing at the gallows—like everything inside of him said to turn around and leave.

Now, though?

Now, I was looking at the man who’d run Ramsey Engineering like a ship at sea for the better part of forty years. My boss. My mentor.

Marcie’s father.

“I’m sorry,” Marcie kept babbling, the words muffled against his suit jacket. “Daddy I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean to… I didn’t know this would destroy our family…”

“Shh.” Daniel’s voice was thick with emotion. “Hush now, angel. You… you haven’t destroyed anything. Jesus, you look so beautiful.”

“You really do,” Vanessa murmured. “Darling, I’m so proud of you.”

“I wrecked everything,” Marcie whimpered. “Our family, Jack’s job, everything the two of you built together…”

“No.” Daniel pulled back just enough for Marcie to look into his face. Tears brimmed in his eyes—I’d literally never seen my mentor this emotional before. “No, no, I’ve been an idiot, angel. I don’t… I don’t approve of what you’re doing. But that doesn’t matter—that shouldn’t matter. You’re my little girl. My daughter.” He shook his head, directing his anger inward. “What the hell was I thinking missing this?”

Vanessa’s hand went to the small of Daniel’s back. “We are so sorry we’re late, dear. We… we had some last-minute issues that delayed us.”

Marcie set her feet back down on the ground. “You’re here,” she said, clutching her father’s lapels and smiling through her tears. “I don’t care about the rest of it, Daddy. You came. You came and you’re here and I love you so much…!”

She buried her face in father’s shoulder as he hugged her again. Next to them both, Vanessa was crying openly, her hand over her mouth as one of the Delta Rho girls in the next row handed her some tissues. Around the pavilion, I could see people tearing up and hear them sniffling. A few of the sorority girls—probably thinking of their relationships with their own fathers—were holding each other and shaking with silent, shuddering sobs.

Yui stood up in her seat and did a little fist-pump in Marcie’s direction. Thank God, I saw her mouth, a look of triumph in her eyes. Even Ryuichi looked moved.

Kate pulled out her handkerchief and blew her nose. “Wow,” she said, her voice thick. “Yeah, that’s definitely going to be in my top-five all-time wedding moments.” She glanced over at me. “Go get ‘em, Romeo. Tell Mom and Dad hi and get them to their seats, then escort your girl back on stage.”

I nodded.

Light applause started somewhere in the back rows as I stepped off the dais. By the time I was halfway down the aisle, people were cheering, their faces filled with approval and joy at the reunion between Marcie and her father.

I knew my brides and I were concerned about the Ramseys. But until I saw the relief on the faces of the entire wedding party, I hadn’t realized just how badly the rest of the Delta Rho sorority wanted Marcie’s special day to be perfect.

They’re good people, I thought. Good sisters.

Daniel saw me coming and stiffened slightly. He kept one arm around Marcie’s shoulders, holding her against his side as he extended his other hand to shake. The mix of emotions on his face told me how much he’d dreaded this moment—and how relieved he was that he’d finally decided to face it.

I took his hand, feeling the familiar strength of his grip.

“Thank you so much for coming,” I whispered.

“I almost didn’t,” he said, his voice rough. “I saved your life, huh?”

My jaw dropped. “So you did get the voicemail.”

He nodded. “That was a pretty bit of rhetoric, about everybody getting a seat at the table. I wish you’d been half that convincing in the boardroom when we were fielding those Canadians who wanted us to build them those oil drills in Athabasca.”

“You know I always let you handle that stuff, boss,” I said.

He nodded, his smile freezing. “That stuff about you being the son I never had,” he whispered, so lightly that only Marcie, his wife and I heard it. “That hit me hard. And the stuff about Lauren, and…” he glanced back and forth, looking ashamed of himself for a moment. “I’m sorry I let things go this far, Jack.”

“It’s alright,” I said. “You made the right decision, Dad.”

He blinked at the word, his eyes going watery.

“And for the record, I meant every single word of that voicemail.”

“I know you did,” Daniel chuckled. “You should have heard the one Yukiko’s mother left me. I’d be afraid to face that woman on the other side of a boardroom table, that’s for sure.”

“Her daughter’s just like her,” I said. “Convincing.”

Daniel’s expression darkened a touch. “This doesn’t mean everything’s fixed,” he said, raising his eyes to mine in that husky whisper. “The firm… I couldn’t give it to you even if I wanted to. The board would kill me. Someone who’s doing what you’re doing—”

“We don’t have to talk about it now,” I said. “I’m not asking for my job back. I’m not even asking for your forgiveness. I’m just…” My voice cracked. “I’m just so happy you’re here.”

He nodded slowly. “I am,” he agreed, giving my hand a final squeeze. “Now let’s get you and my little girl married before I change my mind.”

I had to chuckle a little at that. Even now, Daniel couldn’t help but let his stubbornness show that one little bit.

I guess I was more like my surrogate father than I realized.

“Let me show you to your seats,” I said, extending an arm to Vanessa. “You can’t miss them—they’re right up front.”

“Best ones in the house?” Vanessa asked, blinking away her tears.

I did a double-take: did she look excited about all this?

“They are,” I said. “Promise.”

“Lead the way,” she said.

Together, the four of us walked down the aisle. Marcie clung to Daniel, still sobbing with relief to have her father present at her special day, while Vanessa and I walked arm-in-arm right next to them. As we reached the front row we stepped around the other guests, and I grabbed the little placards with their names on them and tore them off to let the couple sit.

“Daniel will kill me for saying this,” Vanessa murmured as I helped her into her seat, “but I always did think you and my Marcie were perfect for each other.”

I blinked. “This can’t be how you imagined our wedding,” I whispered.

“No.” Vanessa admitted with a shrug. “But look at her, Jack. Has my little girl ever looked so happy in her entire life?”

I glanced over. Daniel was sitting in his seat, both hands in Marcie’s, trying desperately to get her to let go of him and take her place back on the dais. The poor girl was still crying, looking at her father like she was a little afraid he might vanish in a puff of smoke if she let go of him.

“I can honestly say I haven’t,” I said, thinking about the front seat of my McLaren and Elizabeth Baines’s driveway. “Or if I have, it’s only been the once.”

Daniel’s wife gave my hand a squeeze. “Things aren’t okay,” she whispered, her voice telling me that things between us were no matter what Daniel might say. “But they will be.”

“I know. Thanks for being here, Mom.”

Vanessa had the temerity to blush at that. “Go marry my daughter already.”

Marcie kissed her father’s cheek one more time and let me help her onto the dais. Her makeup was ruined, her eyes red and puffy from crying, but the sheer joy in her made her look twice as beautiful as before. Her bouquet of white roses lay on the ground; impetuously, she took them and tossed them down to her father.

He looked at them, blinked, then held them to his chest with a nod.

“Okay,” Marcie said, taking her place between Samantha and Yukiko. “Sorry about that. Now we can get married.”

Yukiko reached over and squeezed Marcie’s hand. “I’m so happy for you.”

“I’m going to need to get my makeup retouched,” Samantha said, wiping her eyes. “Again.”

“We’re ready,” I said, turning to Kate.

She nodded, her manic grin resurfacing. “Thank goodness. Alright people! We’ve had the dramatic family reunion. Everybody’s here who’s supposed to be. Now, I think Jackson Avery was about to say a few words.” She turned to me, clicking her tongue with a chuckle. “You have something you want to say to your princess, king?”

I did. I pulled the folded paper from my jacket pocket, my hand faintly shaking.

“Yukiko,” I began, taking her hand and looking at her. For a second, my mouth refused to make words—the sight of her was that incredible. That dress… I was never going to forget the way she looked in that. Smiling, ready to be mine, with our child already growing inside of her.

“Princess…”

I trailed off.

And laughed.

“Princess, do you have the slightest idea how badly I want to kiss you right now?"

A ripple of laughter traveled through the crowd. Yukiko looked at me through her tears like the proudest girl in the world.

"That first night at the casino gala, I was supposed to be your chaperone. And instead, you took me on an adventure—one that hasn't stopped since that night." I shook my head, amazed. "You chose me, Kiki. That very first night, you already had it all planned out. And I will never, ever stop thanking you for it."

My grip on her hand tightened. "You’re the reason I'm standing here with three women. Both of us know that. I'd never have had the guts to go for what I really wanted if you hadn't had the courage to propose it first. You didn't just want me to pursue Samantha—you helped me make it happen. And when Marcie and I fell into each other's arms, you were the first person to celebrate with me—"

Ryuichi's cheeks were scarlet. Poor Daniel's eyes were the size of dinner plates. Yet I couldn't help but notice the way both of their wives were smiling.

"You helped me realize this was what I wanted. And that it was what you wanted, too." I brushed a lock of hair away from her face. "Princess, I love that you're not hiding that part of yourself any longer—not from me, not from anyone. You trusted me with the most intimate parts of your soul, and I'm going to spend the rest of my life making sure you never regret it."

Yukiko was sobbing now. Samantha and Marcie both held her, looking so happy for her they might burst.

"You're my anchor. My strategist. My partner. And you’re having our child. You're building an empire with me. And you..." My voice broke; the words I'd carefully composed blurred on the page. "You have no idea what you do to me, princess. You are the first thing I reach for in the morning. If every single person in the world was against me, I know you'd be the one woman still in my corner, fighting alongside me back to back until the end. You are my heart, Princess. I love you. I will never, ever stop loving you. I cannot wait to meet our child and build a life together. And today, I promise I'm going to spend the rest of our lives showing you how much I mean that.”

Yukiko covered her mouth with her hand. “God damn it,” she whispered, tears spilling down her cheeks. “Five minutes in this bomb-ass dress and I’m already a mess…”

“You’re beautiful,” I told her. “You’re perfect.”

She laughed. “You’re adorable,” she said, reaching for her own piece of folded paper. “You ready?”

I nodded. “Your turn.”

Yukiko had to clear her throat several times, but her hands were steadier than mine. “Jack,” she said, her voice strong and unwavering. “Growing up, I used to think I had a plan for my life. That it would be a series of strategic business decisions: the conventional man, with the conventional career, giving me the conventional house in the suburbs and the requisite two-point-five children.” She glanced up at me through her lashes. “It would have been awful.”

I couldn’t help but laugh at that.

“Then you blew into Stillwell and ruined everything,” she said, making it sound like the greatest thing ever. “You talked about the charity gala, but it was that night at the Delta Rho house—walking through the crowd with you, saving Marcie, seeing the way you not only took control of the situation but let me take control of it—I was done. I went home that night and whispered ‘Yukiko Avery’ in the mirror three times, like I was casting a magic spell.” She wiped away a tear as the guests chuckled. “Sometimes I still think all of this is magic. Like there’s some genie out there who’s going to come demanding payment for all the good things they’ve given me.”

Her hand went to her belly, where the fabric bulged the slightest bit.

“What we have is not a strategic investment,” she said, beaming at me. “It’s not a solid business plan, even though it totally is and I’m so all-in on you, Jackson Avery. You taught me how to gamble—it’s only fair I put all my chips on the man I love. It’s…”

Her voice faltered.

“It’s everything,” she sobbed. “You are everything. The last six months have been the craziest of my life, and in every single moment of it I have never felt anything other than safe because of you. You’re the quiet, calm center of all this insanity. You’re my partner in crime—sometimes literally! You’re my best friend, the father of my child, and…” She glanced over her shoulder at the front row for a second, steeling her courage. “You’re the best sex of my life, I’m just going to say it. It is so good.”

The coeds roared with laughter at that one. Yui smirked and rolled her eyes—having already heard my line about it being ‘no problem at all’ to get her daughter pregnant as many times as she wanted, she’d probably expected that.

“You’re going to be such a good father,” she said, recovering smoothly. “Our baby’s going to be lucky to have you. And he–or she—is going to be so blessed to have two other moms to protect them. Guide them. Love them.”

She reached up and touched my face. “I promise to never stop being your princess. The bisexual, neurodivergent, spreadsheet-fetishizing leader of your harem. I promise to stand beside you every step of the way while we build this family and this empire. I promise to never, ever stop loving you with my whole fucking heart.”

Her smile was fierce and proud.

“I love you, Jack Avery. I choose you. And I will choose you every day for the rest of my life.”

Jesus. Wow.

Kate wiped at her eyes. “Oh man, I didn’t realize how much three of these in a row were going to wreck me,” she stage whispered, causing laughter and some shouts of agreement. “Next up’s Samantha, Jack.”

I already had the paper ready. “Babygirl,” I said, turning to her. She was already a beautiful wreck. “I’ve said this to you so many times, but today I’m saying it in front of the world. You saved my life. Before I met you I could walk, talk—I could go to work in the morning and come back in the evening, but I was a dead man on the inside. I’d been asleep for fifteen years.” I swallowed hard. “And then you walked into the room and I woke the fuck up.”

She laughed, her eyes shining.

“You were everything I didn’t know I wanted. You were the star I followed this entire semester, with about as much idea of where it was going to lead me as a prophet in the desert.” I swallowed hard. “I know where it was leading me, babygirl. It was leading me home.”

“Daddy,” Samantha whispered.

“I thought you were going to break my heart into a million pieces,” I said with a laugh. “I told myself that first night you were trouble with a capital-T, and you are, babygirl. But you’re good trouble. You…”

I faltered. Again, I took the page and slipped it back into my jacket.

“You showed me what real strength is today,” I said, taking her hand. “When I watched you face down your parents and tell them everything they’d done to you without flinching, I’d never been so proud. You were incredible, babygirl.”

“Thank you,” she whispered, diamonds sparkling in her eyes.

“A lot of people here don’t really understand what it means when I call you babygirl,” I said, still speaking from the heart instead of from the page. “Hell, some of the girls we roll with still don’t. They think the ‘Daddy’ thing is… that it’s just some kind of kink.” I shook my head. “It is so, so much more than that.”

Samantha nodded.

“I promise to always be that safe place,” I said, “where you can lay all your problems on the Daddy you needed but never had. I promise to protect you when you need it and to let you be strong and fierce when you need that, too. You’re the proud, powerful leader of this sorority—and you’re my soft, sweet babygirl at the same time. And there is no contradiction between those two things. There never has been.”

I lifted her hand to my lips and kissed her knuckles.

“You will always be my babygirl, Samantha,” I said. “And I’ll always be your Daddy. And both of us know that is all that really needs to be said.”

“Oh, Daddy,” she whispered, her breasts heaving in her top. Samantha threw herself into my arms with a sob, finally letting herself feel the wave of emotion she’d been suppressing ever since that meeting with her parents. I held her while she cried, feeling her shake against me.

When she finally pulled back, she was steady again. She brushed a lock of hair out of her face and beamed up at me.

“Okay,” she whispered. “My turn.”

She didn’t have notes. She didn’t need them.


Chapter Two

“Daddy, I knew the first thing you were going to say to me was that I saved your life,” she said, taking my hand and staring deep into my eyes. “You’ve said it before, and I know it’s true, and I love it. But what you don’t know is that… you saved mine, too.”

I blinked.

“I was… not a happy person when I met you,” she said, clearing her throat. “I was not a particularly good person, either. You saw a little of that, right at the beginning of our relationship. How bratty I could be—how my first instinct when I realized what I had in front of me was to run, to hide, to bat you around like a cat with a mouse instead of throwing myself into your arms and saying what I really wanted to say, which was: I love you, Daddy, please love me back forever. I didn’t live through fifteen years of being dead inside like you did, but I lived through twenty-two years of Warren and Dawn Lowry—and trust me, there was not a lot of me left after they got finished.”

“Babygirl, you have nothing to apologize for—”

Samantha shook her head. “I should have trusted you from the beginning,” she said. “I trust you now. I would walk off a cliff if you told me there was a bridge I couldn’t see leading to the other side, Daddy. I would share you with a thousand women if it meant I got one hour a week to have you hold me in your arms and call me your babygirl.” She laughed. “I used to be obsessed with status and money and now I don’t give a single fuck about any of it! I would rather sleep in a cardboard box with you, Kiki and Marcie than live in a palace with anybody else.”

Oh God. I was trying to hold it together.

“You’re about to be my husband, and that means so, so much to me. But you’re already my Daddy.” She flashed the same smile she’d given me all the way back in my apartment, when I came back from the kitchen to find her wearing nothing but my comforter wrapped around her naked body and a smile. “And both of us know that’s always been what’s really important.”

It was. It really, really was.

“I love you, Daddy,” she said. “And I’m never letting go of this. I’m in it for life.”

I placed a kiss on my babygirl’s forehead. I probably shouldn’t have, with the big kiss so close at hand, but I couldn’t help myself. And from the way she lit up like a firecracker, I could tell Samantha appreciated it, too.

And then I turned to Marcie.

She was still glowing from her parents’ arrival. Still crying. And still smiling so wide it looked like her face might split in two.

“Marcie,” I whispered, pulling the paper from my jacket. “Babygirl. Angel…”

I trailed off.

Fuck it, I thought.

I tore the paper in two.

Marcie gasped. “Jack!?”

I took her hands in mine. “I don’t need it,” I said. “I’ve been thinking about the words I want to say to you for a very, very long time, Marcie. You have to understand—I met Samantha and Yukiko this semester. Delta Rho changed my life this semester. But I have always known you, babygirl. You’ve held that title a hell of a lot longer than Samantha has.”

“No jealousy here,” Samantha whispered. “Just love.”

“Lauren held you when you were two days old,” I said, my voice going thick at the mention of my first wife’s name. “I don’t know if you ever knew that, babygirl. We flew in to visit when Daniel came home from the hospital with you. I watched her pick you up and hold her—watched you take her finger and hold onto it. And you know what she said?”

Tears streamed down Marcie’s face. “What did she say, Uncle Jack?”

I smiled thinking about it. “This girl’s gonna be trouble,” I said. “She’s going to have Daniel wrapped around her little finger. This is his whole world right here. His perfect little girl.” I paused. “And now you’re my whole world.”

Marcie let out a sob, her voice hitching.

“I missed most of your growing up,” I said. “I was too busy—always busy, with your Dad. But you were there every Take Your Daughter To Work Day, every time you needed me to help you with your baking soda volcano or just wanted to swing by with some coffee when Daniel and I were having a late night. I saw you, babygirl.” I put a hand to my forehead. “And somehow I was stupid enough to never see what was standing right in front of me.”

From the front row, I saw Vanessa smirk.

Marcie stiffened. “You’re not stupid—”

“Yeah I was. You’re perfect. You’ve always been perfect. It took me way, way too long to realize the little girl I’d watched grow up had become the woman I needed most in the world.”

Her jaw dropped. “Uncle Jack—”

“You saw me,” I said, my hands shaking. “When everyone else at Ramsey Engineering saw a good employee, or a successful engineer, or that guy who stopped talking very much after his wife died—you never saw anything but Jack. Your friend. A messy, stubborn, bull-headed man who had to be harassed into going back to college for a semester to finish his degree—but someone who was worth caring about. Worth loving.”

Marcie bit her top lip, sobbing harder.

“Samantha woke me up and Yukiko opened the door,” I said, “but you’re the one who made it okay for me to walk through it. When you found out about Yukiko—that I’d fallen for a girl young enough to be my daughter—babygirl, you didn’t flinch. You were so happy for us both. And when you realized Samantha was part of the picture, too…”

Suddenly all three of my brides were giggling.

“There was some friction,” I admitted. “But when I sat down with you and talked it out, you understood. You loved me. You were upset because you saw Samantha as your sister—as someone you needed to protect. And when you found out that this was what all three of us wanted…” I trailed off, remembering. “You were our biggest cheerleader after that, Marcie. Even bigger than the actual cheerleaders.”

“And when Elizabeth Baines tried to break you—when she gaslit you, threatened you, tried to throw what that bastard Trevor tried to do to you in your face—you didn’t let her win. You stood strong and held onto your joy. You fought for us, angel.” I paused, marshalling my courage considering who was in the audience. “And when we got back to the car and you threw yourself into my arms and climbed into the driver’s seat… babygirl, nothing in my life has ever felt as right as that moment.”

I took her by the shoulders and held her close.

“You’re my soul, Marcie,” I said, meaning it with every fiber of my being. “I promise to always be worthy of that. To never let anyone hurt you, the way so many people tried this semester.” I glanced at Daniel in the front row. “And I promise to spend every day earning the trust your father placed in me when he brought me on at Ramsey Engineering in the first place. He taught me everything I know, and not just about engineering, either. I promise to be the kind of husband who you can be proud of. Who takes care of his little girl the way she deserves.”

Almost there.

“I love you, angel. Thank you for seeing me. For loving me when I was too blind to see it. And for being brave enough to keep on loving me, even when it meant risking absolutely everything. I promise that it will always, always be worth it.”

Daniel was crying in the front row. Nailed it, I thought.

Marcie took a moment to compose herself. “I… I don’t have notes, either,” she admitted, gazing up at me. “I’m not polished like Yukiko. And until a few minutes ago, I really had no idea whether my parents were going to be here for this moment or not.”

“You are more than enough,” I told her. “Just speak from the heart.”

Marcie nodded. “You and my Dad… you’re the two men I love most in the world. And for a while, I thought I was going to have to choose between the two of you. That loving you meant losing him.”

She glanced at her father, who stared back. After a second, he nodded encouragingly.

“But you never made me choose,” Marcie said. “Instead, you fought for me. You’ve always been fighting for me, even when you didn’t realize why. With Trevor. With Elizabeth Baines. With my Dad. You called him and fought for him to be here, you left that voicemail…”

Marcie’s voice broke with a sob.

“He’s here because of that voicemail, Jack,” she whimpered. “You brought me my Dad on my special day. You saved my family, like a knight out of a storybook. Because you love me. Because I’m worth it to you.”

Her nostrils flared as a shaky sigh escaped her.

“I promise to always be worth it,” she said. “To cheer for all of your plans, no matter how crazy they get. To love all the people you love. To make room at the table no matter how big it gets.” She grinned, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. “And to remind you to take a break every once in a while—and to not always do everything my Dad tells you to do.”

I couldn’t help but laugh at that. I remembered those words. “I think I learned that lesson, angel.”

“I promise to love you,” she said simply. “For the rest of my life. How could I possibly not? You’re everything I’ve ever wanted. And I’m so glad we finally know that.”

I hugged her tight. “Jesus, Marcie. You really are an angel.”

And just like that, the vows were done.

When I finally stepped back into position, there wasn’t a dry eye in the house. My brides cried, Kate cried—I was pretty sure the hot springs would have been shedding tears if they could have found a way to do so.

It was the most emotional moment of our lives.

And the best was yet to come.

“Well,” Kate said, bringing us all back down to earth. “I have heard some vows, folks. But those… I think we’re all going to need a couple bottles of water after this to replace all the fluids we’ve lost.”

She reached for the bag at her side. First, she took out the little wooden box.

“These are for you,” she said solemnly—or as solemnly as she ever got. “Your husband will explain them to you—except you, Samantha, you already got a sneak peek. Treasure them, cherish them, use them when you need to.”

Yukiko took the box. “Letters?” she asked me, peeling back the lid. “Oh my God, mom wrote this?”

“Later,” Kate promised, grabbing her other surprise—the small drawstring bag she’d teased me with earlier. “This is the fun part. Are you four ready?”

We were as ready as we could be, I supposed.

With the reverence of a shaman performing a sacred ceremony, Kate reached into the bag. “Hold out your hand,” she instructed me.

I did.

She dropped a small item into it.

A… stone?

A river stone. Smooth and polished, the way the ones on the floor of a shallow body of swiftly-moving water often were. Mine had a symbol carved into it: an ornate anchor.

Kate placed one in each bride’s hands. Marcie’s had a heart; Yukiko’s a lotus flower. Samantha’s had a tiny version of the Delta Rho letters carved into the stone—appropriate for the sorority president.

We held them, wondering what the hell we were supposed to do with them.

“These stones,” Kate said, holding the now-empty bag up for the crowd to see, “were pulled from the hot springs this morning by several volunteers from the Delta Rho sorority. These waters have been sacred to this organization ever since the founding of the college, and have witnessed the rituals of the sorority for decades. This is a place of fellowship, of sisterhood. These waters have seen promises made, oaths sworn, bonds formed and strengthened!”

They’ve seen orgies, too, I thought, remembering that one magical night I swam with pretty much the entire sorority. But Kate probably shouldn’t mention that part.

“And today, they’ll witness at least one more ritual,” she said with a knowing smile. “Follow me to the water, you four.”

We did. The crowd craned their necks to see.

“In a moment,” Kate explained, raising her voice so that even the people in the back could hear, “you’re going to toss these into the hot springs together. It’s an offering. A blessing. A way of asking these sacred waters to watch over your union—to give it just a little bit of that Delta Rho magic.”

We each held our stones, feeling the smooth weight of them.

Kate’s brows rose.

“Oh shit, wait!” she said, clapping her forehead. “The handfasting!”

She materialized another bag as if from nowhere, pulling out several lengths of ribbon in the Delta Rho colors. “Silly me,” she said. “Hang on to those rocks for a second, would you? This will only take a bit…”

While the audience tittered, Kate arranged us so that our hands were all together in the center. Then she began wrapping the ribbons around our wrists, weaving them together in an intricate pattern that felt intimate and vaguely sexual all at once.

“What the universe has brought together,” Kate intoned as she worked, “let no one tear asunder. What you have built with love and trust and courage, let no one diminish. The promises you make today, let them be unbreakable…”

The ribbons tightened. Held.

“In the eyes of God and man,” Kate finished with a lopsided smile. “You are bound! Not by law—though Kiki and Jack have that, too, but psssh.” She rolled her eyes at the idea. “But by choice. By love. By the promises you just made.”

Kate tied the ends of the ribbon together.

“Beautiful,” she whispered. “Absolutely perfect.” She turned to me, tears in her eyes. “Now, let’s chuck those freaking rocks, how about it?”

Walking to the edge of the hot springs was a little difficult with our wrists tied together, but we managed it. It was warmer here than anywhere else, the steam billowing from the churning foam like a living thing.

“Alright, kids, get ready to toss,” Kate said, her voice brimming with glee. “On three! One, two…!”

We threw the stones together, as one. They sailed through the air in a wide arc and hit the water at the same time, coming down less than a foot from each other.

A small splash rose around them as they sank beneath the surface.

And then something impossible happened.

The water where the stones entered began to glow. Faintly at first—so faintly I managed to convince myself for a few heartbeats that it was nothing more than a trick of the light. But then steam rose from the spot the rocks had touched, and it was undeniable.

The steam sparkled.

It rose from the hot springs in a gout of shifting colors. Sapphire, then gold, pink, and a deep, royal purple. Within the cloud, a thousand tiny, twinkling points of light flew like sparks.

Like the universe was winking at us.

The crowd gasped as it faded. Then the applause started.

“Holy shit,” Samantha whispered.

Kate threw her fists in the air like she’d just scored a touchdown. “Told you! Covens. Magic. This place is so cool…”

“I have no idea how you did that,” I said, turning to her.

“A magician never reveals her secrets,” Kate said in a serious tone. Then she leaned forward, dropping her voice to a whisper. “But between you and me, Jack? I didn’t do shit. I just sat back and let the magic happen.”

No way. It had to be a trick.

Didn’t it?

We made our way back to the altar, our wrists still bound. Once we arrived, Kate carefully slipped our wrists from the now-tied ribbon, leaving the knot fastened where the four of us had been linked.

She gestured for us to face her.

“By the power vested in me by the Unitarian Universalist Church,” she said, her voice ringing out across the pavilion, “by the sacred waters of the Delta Rho sorority and the witness of all those gathered today, and by the endless story of which all of us are a part of—”

She paused dramatically.

“I now pronounce you husband, wife, wife, and wife. You’re all married. All of you! To each other! For as long as you all shall live!”

She grinned at me.

“Now kiss your wives, Jack. Thoroughly, please.”

Yukiko managed to be in my arms first. I took her face in my hands and kissed her hard and deep, claiming her in a way that was more primal than any marriage ritual someone like Kate could put together. My princess. My wife.

Then Samantha, fierce and perfect, her mouth opening against mine as she kissed me with everything she had. I could have sworn I heard her groan the D-word into my mouth, blissful with it as the word became synonymous with husband in her head now and forevermore.

And then, Marcie. Marcie.

Sweet and shy and crying and laughing all at once. I pulled her into my arms and smothered her with kisses, doting on her until she squealed.

When I glanced over, my heart nearly stopped.

Yukiko was kissing Samantha.

It was quick and joyful, but my princess held her lips to Samantha’s just a touch longer than necessary. At the same time, she glanced over at me with a knowing look, as if to say: she’s mine, too. We’re sharing EVERYTHING from now on.

I was more than happy to do that.

Samantha threw her arms open and kissed Marcie as the crowd cheered. The Delta Rho girls were on their feet in an instant, whooping and shouting their approval. The music swelled, Tasha and Lakshmi at the board with tears in their eyes as they cranked the bass all the way to eleven.

“Ladies and gentlemen!” Kate announced. “I present to you: the Avery family!”

The cheers became deafening.

We walked down the aisle together, all four of us. Hand in hand in hand in hand.

We passed Daniel and Vanessa, the latter giving Marcie’s shoulder a squeeze as we walked by. “Love you,” Daniel said, catching his daughter’s eye.

Then Yui and Ryuichi—the former planting a kiss on her daughter’s cheek, watching proudly as Kiki mouthed the words thank you, Mom about a dozen times. Ryuichi sized me up, grunted—then held out his hand for a quick shake.

“Don’t you dare hurt her,” he muttered.

“I won’t,” I promised. “You can be sure of that.”

Whatever response he might have come up with was swallowed as we made our way down the rest of the aisle: passing Delta Rho sisters, all our friends, all the people who’d come out to celebrate this impossible, beautiful thing we’d built.

We reached the end of the aisle and stepped off of it, and into the future.

All four of us. Married.

Together.

Forever.


Chapter Three

Our reception was everything I dreamed of and more.

It was held on the opposite side of the hot springs, in an area we’d purposely been kept away from until the time was right. While we’d been saying our vows and tossing blessed stones into glowing hot springs, the catering crew had set up a dozen food stations, strung fairy lights through the trees and arranged not one but several makeshift bars, each with their own grinning Delta Rho bartender.

It was enough to feed a small army—or one particularly enthusiastic sorority.

By the time my wives and I arrived (to a wave of applause and cheers), the party was already in full swing. Well, technically it was kind of two parties.

The older folks were eating and chatting in small groups around the many tables that had been set up, like an ordinary wedding reception. While Delta Rho…

Delta Rho had apparently decided the best place to enjoy their drinks was the hot springs themselves. Coeds sat around the perimeter, their heels sitting beside them as they dangled their legs in the water. A few had gone a step further and were actually in the spring: dresses hiked up, champagne flutes held high, laughing and splashing like this was the world’s fanciest pool party instead of a wedding.

I fucking loved it.

“Oh my God that’s the most Delta Rho thing I’ve ever seen,” Samantha chuckled, watching Heather and Eva pour shots into each other’s mouths while standing hip-deep in steaming water. “And I run the place.”

“The sorority has gone feral,” Yukiko agreed with a grin. “I love them so much.”

“I kind of want to jump in with them,” Marcie admitted with a giggle. “But I’d hate to ruin this dress…”

Kate appeared at my elbow, a sway in her step that hadn’t been there before and a bit of rumple in her technicolor suit. Something told me she’d switched from coffee to espresso martinis pretty much as soon as we’d tied the knot. “Look at you kids!” she cried, clapping me on the back. “The Avery family, large and in charge. I’m so happy you weirdos made it through in one piece!”

“We’re weirdos?” Samantha chuckled.

Kate pretended she hadn’t heard that. “Alright, lovebirds! Time for the first dance! That hottie Tasha and I picked something out I think you’re gonna like. Super appropriate.”

My brows shot skyward. “Please tell me it’s not King Gizzard,” I blurted.

“Ha!” Kate put a hand on my chest. “If anyone deserves an eighteen-minute first-dance song, it’s you. No, it’s not The Dripping Tap. That would be sick, though.” She gestured at the dance floor, where the Delta Rho girls playing DJ were already announcing us. “Get out there!”

“There’s four of us,” Marcie protested, laughing. “How are we all going to dance?”

“You’ll figure it out!” Kate said, grinning. “You figured the rest of it out, right?”

She was right. We had.

We made our way to the center of the dance floor as people cheered. A plaintive guitar riff crackled through the speakers as Robert Smith began to croon about ‘being home again’ whenever he’s alone with you. Yukiko smiled in recognition, a gleam in her eye, and took both Marcie and Samantha’s hands.

Then each of them offered me their free hand. Together, we formed a circle, with the two coeds at both my sides and Yukiko’s.

It was a little awkward. A little unconventional.

And it was perfect.

“Don’t trip,” Samantha whispered, wobbling in her heels. “Imagine falling down at a moment like this!”

“Oh sure,” Marcie said, winking. “We wouldn’t want something crazy to happen at our wedding, now would we?”

All four of us laughed at that. Around us, other people started dancing in a loose circle around us, pairing up with tear-stained faces and the kind of grins you make after one too many tequila shots.

Samantha rested her head on my shoulder as we swayed, closing her eyes and mouthing along to the ‘however far away, whatever words I say’ refrain in the chorus. “We did it, Daddy,” she whispered.

“We really did, babygirl.”

Marcie squeezed my hand tighter. “We’re married.”

“Yeah, the three of you are stuck with me,” I chuckled. “If that wasn’t what you were going for, it’s too late to back out now.”

Across from me, Yukiko didn’t say a word. Her gaze met mine, fierce and alive and so perfectly content that I couldn’t help but relax into the moment.

Love you, I mouthed.

For a moment, her expression of triumph made her look like her mom. I fucking love you, she mouthed back, holding both of her fellow brides closer with a happy sob.

We swayed like that until the final guitar chord faded out. As soon as it was gone, the crowd erupted with applause. Several of the Delta Rho girls in the hot springs stood up to cheer, their dresses clinging skintight to their bodies as alcohol sloshed everywhere.

Kate appeared from the DJ’s table with a microphone. “Alright, people! Let’s get these girls a seat and some food—I’m sure they’re all starving after burning so many calories crying during that service!”

Laughter filled the clearing.

We got settled in. Sitting at the head of the table with my women felt amazing—especially after the second or third round of drinks. Yukiko stuck to sparkling water for obvious reasons, but both Samantha and Marcie had no problem throwing back all the shots and cocktails their fellow sorority girls brought around for impromptu ‘celebrations’. By the time we’d all had something to eat, both of my wives were more than a little tipsy—and clinging to me like they wanted to find a quiet corner to show their husband how much they loved him.

Kate, of course, had other ideas. “Everybody pipe down for a second!” she said, clinking a spoon against her glass next to the mic. “That goes double for you girls over there in the water. Jesus, is that a wet t-shirt contest you’ve got going on over there?”

Half the men in the audience turned. The married ones got slaps for their trouble.

“Gotcha,” Kate giggled. “But seriously, it’s time for toasts! Who wants to go first? Who’s got a few words to say to these four beautiful married people?”

She’s more than a little tipsy herself, I thought with a smile.

To my surprise, it was Lakshmi who shot to her feet first and gestured for the mic. “May I?” she asked, a little unsteady on her feet.

Oh wow. I don’t think I’d ever seen her drunk before. From the look on her face—both eager and a little queasy—I wasn’t sure how used she was to the feeling.

“I have known Samantha, Yukiko and Marcie for the last three years,” Lakshmi began. “Ever since I came to Stillwell. I knew they were extraordinary women. But I had no idea they were going to give me front-row seats this semester to the most unconventional, beautiful, absolutely insane soap opera I’ve ever witnessed.”

Laughter greeted her remark. Some of it was mine.

“Jack, you walked into the Delta Rho house six months ago and blew everyone away. Somehow, you managed to convince the most straight-laced woman I’ve ever met—” she nodded at Yukiko, “—to not only give her heart to a guy she’d barely met but agree to share him with multiple other women. I still don’t fully understand how you pulled that off, by the way.”

“It’s ‘cause he’s hot!” someone yelled from the pool.

“It’s definitely way more than that,” Yukiko said, making everyone laugh. “But he is hot. Scorching hot.”

Lakshmi raised her glass higher. “The three of you are the bravest women I know—and the happiest. Thank you for showing all us Delta Rho girls how it’s done. Thank you for letting us share this crazy ride with you.” She paused, sniffling. “I love you girls. I really do.”

“We love you too, Laks!” Samantha cried, pumping her fist and slurring her words a bit.

“To found family,” Lakshmi said. “To sisterhood, service, and sovereignty: all of which you have so, so much of. May you have a lifetime of beautiful, chaotic happiness.” She nodded at Yukiko. “Because you’ve got one hell of an organizer to keep you on track.”

“Hear hear!” someone yelled.

“Delta Rhooooo!” a half-dozen coeds chorused from the hot springs.

We all drank. I was just setting my glass aside when Heather and Eva sprang up out of nowhere, soaking wet. They’d both been swimming and drinking ever since the party began, and they looked like they’d been having a seriously good time.

“Hey hey!” Heather began, more than a little drunk. “We just want to say that we are soooo happy for you guys!”

“You’re, like, totally relationship goals,” Eva added on beat. “I wanna be just like you when I grow up.”

“We’re never going to grow up,” Heather chuckled, rubbing up against her virtual twin. “We’re gonna be Daddy’s good girls forever—”

I cleared my throat. Both cheerleaders paused, their eyes as wide as saucers.

“What I mean is,” Heather said, sounding a little more sober, “that we wish you all the best! Nobody in the world has ever deserved a fucking honeymoon the way you four do.”

“Yeah, we want lots of pictures,” Eva hiccuped. “All that European culture. The fancy hotels.” She grinned, swaying a bit on her feet. “Thick, soundproof walls…”

“Which we’re gonna need!” Samantha agreed, lifting her glass with a grin.

A few of the guests looked scandalized, but most rolled with it. I couldn’t help but notice the way the entire sorority was cackling now.

“Look, you know how we feel about you girls,” Heather giggled. “And Jack.” She put a hand to the side of her mouth and stage-whispered. “He’s soooo hung! Like dude!”

“‘Nothin’ to hide, we both screwed the bridesmaids!’” Eva sang.

“Oh boy,” Yukiko said, smiling. “You two have had a lot to drink. Make sure someone pours some water into their mouths before they pass out, okay?”

They both looked like they wanted me to put something else in their mouths. But I’d meant what I said to Heather earlier. On this day, of all days, my brides got first dibs.

It wouldn’t be long before I discovered just how appropriate that statement was.

Heather hiccuped, waving away the irritated looks of a couple parents whose opinions weren’t all that important. “Fuck it: here’s to great sex,” she said, grinning. “The kind that needs soundproofing!”

We all drank to that—some of us more enthusiastically than others.

Yui rose from her seat, clearing her throat. “Could I have that microphone?”

Heather handed it to Yui and did a cannonball into the pool. Eva followed right on her heels, both of them far more comfortable among the sorority than making a speech in front of everybody. In marked contrast to the previous speaker, Yukiko’s mother looked elegant and composed, both a therapist and the mother of the bride.

“I won’t comment on the expressions of love coming from this sorority, other than to remind everyone that we were all young once,” Yui said. “I’ll keep this brief, because I know everyone wants to get back to celebrating.”

Ryuichi glanced at his soon-to-be ex-wife nervously.

“When my daughter told me she’d found the man she wanted to marry, I was… hesitant,” she admitted. “And when she told me that he was also going to marry two other women…” She paused, her voice thickening as she looked at her daughter, “and that she was going to marry them as well, I… I thought about her old rebellions.” Guilt flickered in Yui’s eyes. “It was never a phase, Yuki-chan. I’m sorry I belittled you.”

Yukiko was crying. “It’s okay, okaasan,” she said, squeezing my hand beneath the table.

“I was wrong about my daughter,” Yui admitted. “And I was wrong about her husband. He’s proven himself over and over again—to me, to Yukiko, to these women he’s surrounded himself with. The way you and my daughter love each other isn’t what I expected from her and her husband. But it is exactly what she deserves.”

Yukiko grinned.

“I have three daughters now,” Yui said, looking at both Samantha and Marcie with pride. “And I have a son. Jackson Avery: the only man crazy enough to fall in love with my daughter, get her pregnant and put rings on three women’s fingers before even asking their parents’ permission.” She paused, smirking. “It’s a good thing you’ve got the world’s greatest therapist to help you.”

“I’ve got the world’s greatest mother-in-law,” I shot back.

Yui looked honestly touched by that. “Some people suggested I should disown my daughter over this,” she said, giving Ryuichi a look that left no doubt who she meant. “But I did not. I had my reservations about this arrangement, but… I can’t lie. I’m happy.” She folded her hands. “My daughter is happy. And she will be giving me many, many beautiful grandbabies to spoil.”

Laughter filled the venue.

“Mom!” Yukiko cackled.

Yui cocked an eyebrow. “I know there’s one on the way. I expect more.” She glanced at me, raising her glass. “Here’s to the Avery family. The dynasty. Long may they reign.”

All of us gladly drank to that.

Even poor Ryuichi, who looked like he’d aged ten years in the last five minutes.

“This has been wonderful,” Kate chimed in, having snatched a second microphone from the table. “I’m sure the Avery family is touched by all these wonderful tributes. Folks, please continue enjoying the food and drink, along with the hot springs. Those invitations did say this event goes on until question mark, question mark, question mark—”

“I’d like to say something.”

Kate froze mid-syllable. Daniel Ramsey had just stood up.

The mood shifted instantly. We’d been joyous a few moments ago, now everyone was staring at Marcie’s father like they were afraid another fistfight was about to break out. Was it the jokes about the soundproof honeymoon suite? The way my harem girls couldn’t help but giggle about how many threesomes we’d all had? Yui’s dismissive remark about some people not approving of her daughter’s lifestyle?

Marcie went very still and very quiet, her fingers lacing through mine.

Kate handed Daniel the microphone. Her eyes seemed to be saying she was ready to practice that tackle she was so proud of if he went off-script.

“I’m… I’m a lot more comfortable in a boardroom than I am speaking publicly,” Daniel began in a gruff tone. He glanced over at Marcie, his expression filling with something like regret. “You’ve always known that, angel. Your Mom’s better at this stuff than me. She always has been.”

Vanessa smiled encouragingly from her seat.

“But I wanted to say something,” he continued. “Because my daughter deserves to hear it. And because my son-in-law ought to know the truth.”

What!?

The whole venue waited.

Daniel took a moment to gather his thoughts. “Most of you probably already know this,” he said, saying it like it was almost a joke, “but Jack Avery and I haven’t been on speaking terms lately. I won’t mince words—I was not happy with this arrangement when I found out about it.”

Ryuichi nodded from his seat.

“I… I tried to change it,” he admitted, rubbing the back of his neck. “I tried to force Jack to alter this wedding. I told him that I’d give him his job back, give him the company, welcome him back with open arms, if he’d just do one thing for me: if he’d change the name at the top of those invitations to my little girl’s. If he’d marry her, legally, instead of that woman sitting beside him at the table right now.”

Yukiko’s brows shot skyward. “Has he been drinking?” she murmured.

“I was totally wrong about that part, by the way,” he said, shaking his head and chuckling. “The first time I got on a Zoom call with Kiki and she pulled out the freaking spreadsheets with the business plan and the PR strategy for managing the whole ‘multiple wives’ thing, I thought to myself, yep. That’s the girl Jack needs to help him run this ship.” He paused. “And if you’d just married her, we wouldn’t have ever had a problem. The age gap thing… that’s whatever. I expected it, sending you to my daughter’s college in the hopes you’d get your head out of your ass and find yourself a bride.”

I wasn’t sure where he was going with this. He almost sounded like he was winding himself up for an apology, but knowing Daniel, he could also be about to start throwing punches.

“I told you if you’d changed this around for my benefit, we could have smoothed all this over,” he said, clearing his throat. “But… I’m really glad you didn’t, Jack. Because honestly? I don’t think it would have worked. I don’t think it would have satisfied me. I have… feelings about what you’re doing with my Marcie. With my little girl. And most of them are not the kind of thing you can say in polite company—much less in a wedding toast.”

Vanessa’s lips formed a tight little line.

“But,” he said, looking right at me. “That doesn’t excuse the way I acted. I should’ve been here from the beginning. I should’ve walked Marcie down the aisle. I should have…”

He turned to the side, holding his hand over his mouth for a moment.

“I should have been a better father,” he said. “I let my pride get in the way of what mattered most. And if the two of you were going to piss me off no matter what, then I’m glad you did it your own way. I can say that, even if I don’t agree with the rest of it.”

“Dad,” Marcie whispered.

“You are the bravest woman I know,” Daniel said. “I don’t understand this, and I probably never will. But I love you, honey. You will always be my daughter. And no matter what happens, I will always be someone you can come to. Someone you can trust.” He sniffed. “I’m sorry I forgot that these last couple of months. I’m so sorry…”

Marcie stood up, walked over and embraced her father. He held her tight, one hand cradling the back of her head the way he had during the ceremony.

It was beautiful, honestly. It wasn’t a burying of the hatchet, and it sure as hell wasn’t forgiveness. But it was something. Daniel and I might not be on good terms—would probably never be on the same terms we used to be before all this happened—but there was one thing we both had in common. We loved Marcie.

With all our hearts.

Daniel looked at me. “Jack, you’re a good man,” he said quietly. “You’ve been such a great employee—and a great son.” He paused, clearly in some kind of internal distress. “If this were a fairy tale, this would be the moment I tell you you’ve got your job back. That I’m retiring tomorrow, and you’re the new head of Ramsey Engineering.”

Yukiko’s back went ramrod-straight.

“But I can’t do that, Jack. I want to, but I can’t. It’s out of my hands.”

Something about that sounded wrong. A discordant note in an otherwise harmonious symphony. Daniel’s business, out of his hands?

How? It was his business!

“I am retiring,” Daniel said, looking a little gray. “Just like I planned. Just like I worked out with the Board ahead of time. But they’ve decided to go in another direction. With the merger, there’s two other firms with their fingers in the pie. They’ve got enough shares of the company to outvote the founder.” He grimaced. “They’re handing it all over to some VC hotshot. Just like I didn’t want. Like you warned me about.”

Gasps filled the venue.

Ice filled the pit of my stomach.

“They… they can’t do that!” Marcie gasped. “Dad, can they?”

“It’s going to be okay, angel,” he said, his lips tightening. “You’re in good hands. And I’m about to toast to that, and your health, and all the happiness the four of you are going to have in your lives.” He looked at me, his expression darkening. “But first… and I know I don’t have the least right to ask this… I’d like to ask my new son-in-law for a favor. For something that really will make things right between us.”

Something told me I already knew.

“Enjoy your honeymoon,” he said. “But after it’s over, come back to Boston with your wives. Open your own firm—I’ll front you whatever you need. Go into business against that zombie firm that stole my name—that stole my little girl’s name. And you take those bastards down.”

My mouth went dry. That sounded…

“Daniel,” Yukiko said.

He gave a little start, like he hadn’t expected her to say anything.

Kiki gave my hand a squeeze. “It would be my pleasure,” she said, sharing a glance with me. “And my husband’s, too.”

And meeting her gaze, I realized it would.

It really, really would.

Daniel nodded. “Good. To Jack and his wives,” he said, lifting his glass and looking at his daughter. “To my little girl. And to the future.”

“To the future,” I said.

All of us drank.

“Now I’m going to shut up and let you people enjoy yourselves,” Daniel said, looking around the room. “Enjoy your wedding.” He hugged Marcie. “Go to your husband, baby. You’ve earned this.”

And as Marcie came to me, throwing herself into my arms, I realized the breach between myself and my mentor hadn’t just been repaired.

It had been transformed.

Because going into business against Daniel was one thing. But standing up to the corporate suits who stole his life’s work—the inheritance meant for me and Marcie—and pummelling them into submission?

Well, that felt almost like going up against Trevor. Or Elizabeth Baines.

It was, in other words, what my women and I did best.

To the future, I thought, holding Marcie tight. Yui’s words echoed in my ears.

Long may we reign.


Chapter Four

After the shock of Daniel’s revelations, the rest of the reception passed in a pleasant blur.

The party slowed down as parties always do. Sorority girls got drunker, while the older members of the wedding party filed out in ones and twos, making excuses and wishing everyone safe travels. The afternoon lengthened into evening, the sun hanging low in the sky, and by the time the stars came out there was basically no one at the event over the age of thirty besides me, Yukiko’s mother, Marcie’s parents and Kate McCleary.

Which really only meant four adults. Kate jumped in the hot springs fully clothed and led a conga line of sorority girls through the shallow end thirty minutes after the toasts. That woman knew how to party.

The music stayed mostly loud and mostly classic, thanks to Tasha and Lakshmi, with an occasional eclectic choice thrown in (I caught Tasha grinning at me over the console when she slipped King Gizz’s “Grow Wings and Fly” into the rotation). I enjoyed the party, even if I wasn’t totally comfortable with being the center of attention. My wives were the main attraction, anyway.

Or at least I thought so. The strange thing was, the longer the party went on, the more the three of them only had eyes for me.

“Daddy?” Samantha purred during a lull between songs. “I’ve never been married before. How much longer are we expected to stay here?”

“You took the words right out of my mouth,” Yukiko murmured.

“I’m ready to hit that hotel and spend a few hours consummating this bitch,” Marcie chuckled. She never would have been so bold normally, only she’d passed the threshold between ‘tipsy’ and ‘hammered’ several sorority girl toasts ago. “We still have a cake to cut, right?”

“And a bouquet to throw,” I added, ticking off the events on mental fingers. “I don’t know, though—a few folks have left already. Maybe we can get away with slipping out…”

Just then, Lakshmi loaded a new song at the DJ booth—a slow, sultry pop song with a pulsing backbeat. Yukiko’s face lit up in recognition. “Oh shit, she put Caroline Polachek in my wedding playlist? Jack, dance with me.” She extended a hand.

It didn’t sound like a request. So I didn’t treat it like one.

I followed her to the dance floor, holding her close. She fit against me perfectly, draping her body against mine with practiced ease as moved in a more graceful dance than the one we’d managed in a circle. I swore I could just feel the swell of her belly against me like that, the slight bulge where something more magical than even this wedding was slowly coming into being.

“Camera one,” Yukiko mouthed along with the woman in the background. “Camera two. Speaking of which, where is that videographer?”

I hadn’t seen them in a while. Hopefully they were getting decent shots.

“No idea,” I said, my hand on the small of her back. “You doing okay, princess? If you’re tired, we can call it a night—”

She was already shaking her head. “I’m not tired,” Yukiko whispered, her eyes sparkling. She leaned forward, dropping her voice. “I’m horny. Do you have any idea how hard it is to watch you walking around in that suit and not tear it off you with my teeth?”

“God damn, princess,” I groaned. “I was thinking the same thing about you.”

She nibbled her bottom lip, glancing over at the pool. Several Delta Rho coeds were pouring champagne into each other’s mouths, and a few of them were laughing and kissing and groping each other like this was a very different sort of party.

“Look at these people,” she murmured. “Every single one of them knows we’re going to fuck like rabbits the second we can get a locked door between us and the rest of the world. They wouldn’t blame me if I threw you in the pool and mounted you right then and there.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “That would be crazy.”

“I’m crazy,” Yukiko agreed. “I’m pregnant and I’m married and the man I love more than anything else in the world is going to fuck me and two other women tonight and I cannot wait. I am going to turn that hotel bed to splinters, Jackson Avery.”

“I’ll enjoy every second of it, Yukiko Avery.”

Her eyelashes fluttered at the mention of her married name. “You want to know what’s really crazy?” she asked, her eyes burning with lust. Before I could respond, she went up on tiptoe, pressing her lips to my ear. “I cannot wait to fuck you. You’re my husband, and I’ve been waiting all semester to fuck my husband for the first time. But I’m every bit as wet thinking of watching you fuck Samantha and Marcie’s brains out.”

Jesus. “That’s why this whole thing works, princess.”

She grinned. “And I’m going to fuck them, too,” she growled, grabbing my ass. “Because I love them, Jack. I really do. Thank you for letting me be that girl.”

“You never needed my permission, princess. I’m just glad you let me come along for the ride.”

Her grin turned fierce. “You are so fucking adorable—”

I put my hands around her waist and kissed her, hard. I heard several Delta Rho girls cheering from the hot springs, along with more than a few whistles. Yukiko was right—these girls really wouldn’t have minded if we jumped in the hot springs.

But Mrs. Avery had something else in mind.

She broke the kiss and gestured back at the table where Samantha and Marcie sat. “Go dance with Sam,” she said, the corner of her mouth curling in a knowing smile. “There’s something she wants to talk to you about. And she’s looking at you right now the way a starving woman looks at a four-course meal.”

I met Samantha’s gaze. Kiki wasn’t wrong.

Samantha practically pounced on me the moment Yukiko stepped aside, her cheeks as red and ruddy as apples. “Daddy,” she groaned, grinding herself against me in a way that blew past first and second base in the blink of an eye. “This has been the best fucking day of my life!”

“Mine, too,” I said, guiding her into a step. This was more dry humping than dancing, but considering how drunk everyone was no one was going to judge us.

“We need to get the rest of our stuff done so we can get out of here,” she purred, nibbling my neck. “You’ve got a job to do, Daddy.”

A job? Something told me there were a number of –jobs in my future, but at that moment my babygirl meant something different.

“I’m so ready, Daddy.” The flush on Samantha’s cheeks deepened, coming from something far more primal than the champagne flutes and tequila shots she’d been consuming with her sorority sisters. “I told you already, but I flushed that little implant weeks ago. And from how absolutely unhinged I’m feeling about you right now I am, like, ninety-nine percent sure I’m ovulating.”

My eyes widened.

She went up on tiptoe, her voice a smoky whisper. “Yukiko and I already talked about it,” she said, grinding the spot where that slit in her dress ended at the top of her thigh against the bulge between my legs. “Obviously you’re going to fuck your wives however you want tonight, all night long. But that first hot, post-wedding load of cum? The one that’s boiling in your balls right now while I talk dirty to you?”

By ‘post-wedding’ I knew my babygirl wasn’t thinking about the tree. Or the little trip I’d taken into the tent with Heather and Eva. Maybe she’d forgotten about the latter—she did seem far more than a little tipsy right now. But it was clear that she considered married Jack to be a far more significant entity than about to be married Jack. That amused me.

Then her lips went to my ear, and it did a hell of a lot better than that.

“That one needs to go deep in my cunt, Daddy. Because I want to get pregnant for you tonight.”

Oh Christ. How soon could I get my women out of here and someplace private?

“Babygirl,” I managed. “It’s going to be an honor and a privilege to pump you full tonight.”

She shuddered against me, her eyelids fluttering. “Say that again, Daddy.”

I dipped her on the dance floor, my lips against her ear. “I’m going to fill you up, babygirl,” I growled. “I’m going to give you exactly what you’re begging for.”

I could feel her trembling. “Oh fuck, Daddy…”

I pulled her back to her feet and planted a kiss on her forehead, which was as warm as a fucking oven. “Go sit back down, babygirl,” I grunted, “before I throw you over my shoulder and carry you out of here right this second.”

“Like I’d be upset about that,” Samantha giggled. But she did as she was told.

As she sashayed back to sit down with Yukiko, Marcie approached me. The blonde swayed gently in time with the music, barely on her feet. I guessed she and Samantha were probably neck and neck as far as alcohol consumption tonight, but Marcie’s tolerance was way lower. The president of Delta Rho had a lot more experience rolling hard than a sophomore, I supposed.

“Hey,” Marcie whispered. Behind her, Samantha and Yukiko were giggling together in low tones—Samantha had definitely just told her about what I’d promised my babygirl to do once we got to the hotel. “Are you doing okay, Uncle Jack?”

The fact that she thought of me at a moment like this touched me deeply.

“I’m perfect, angel,” I said, holding her tight as we swayed. Even drunk, Marcie was the best dancer of the three—she put a hand on my shoulder and the other on my waist, guiding me into a waltz that was only slightly off-kilter considering the song playing from the speakers was in 4/4 time. “And you don’t have to call me Uncle Jack any more if you don’t want, sweetheart. Hell, you can call me husband.”

“I do,” Marcie chuckled. “Husband. But I like ‘Uncle’ Jack. I don’t know, it just feels right. It makes me feel safe.”

I leaned in closer, planting a kiss on her cheek. “I will always keep you safe, babygirl,” I growled. “No matter what.”

She stared up at me, something else flashing in her eyes. “Thank you, by the way.”

“What are you thanking me for, angel?”

She giggled. “You got my Dad to show up,” she whispered, her voice trembling the slightest little bit. “He… we’re gonna be okay, Jack. Because of you. Because you didn’t give up trying to reach him.”

I was already shaking my head. “I didn’t do anything but leave a voicemail, angel. I’m pretty sure you’re the reason your father finally got his head out from where the sun doesn’t shine and showed up to his daughter’s wedding.” I paused. “Either you or Yui. I really would like to hear what she said to him.”

“Kiki says her mom gave it to him with both barrels,” she giggled, slurring her words cutely. “I want you to give it to me with both barrels, Uncle Jack.”

God, how could one girl be so innocent and so filthy at the same time?

I couldn’t get enough of it.

“We’ve got that big hotel room waiting for us,” she whimpered in my ear. “And tomorrow morning we get on a plane and go off on our honeymoon.” She glanced over her shoulder at her fellow co-brides. “I don’t know about them,” she admitted, blushing, “but I don’t plan to get a wink of sleep until we’re in the air.”

My hands roamed over her body. It was almost too much for me to get away with—if it weren’t late, with most of the guests Delta Rho coeds, I probably wouldn’t have been so bold.

“Cake,” Marcie whispered. “Bouquet. And then let me say goodbye to Mom and Dad and we’ll get out of here.” She grinned. “Kiki and Sam are too polite to order you around like that. They let me do it.”

My brows rose. “You’re going to be the one ordering me around?”

The way she giggled told me she’d be doing no such thing—just joking about it. “Only ‘cause I’m so innocent and cute and all,” she said, her lips close to mine. “They all think I’m such a good girl, Uncle Jack. And you three are the only ones who get to know how bad I really am. The only ones I get to show it to.”

Jesus.

“Can I show it to you soon, Uncle Jack?” She batted her lashes up at me so innocently that I wanted to rip her dress off and ravage her right there on the dance floor. “Is it okay if I’m a bad girl for you tonight? You won’t let anybody know, right?”

I couldn’t take it any longer.

Still holding onto Marcie’s hand, I escorted her off of the dance floor.

Kiki and Sam perked up. “Everything okay?” Yukiko asked.

“We’re cutting the cake,” I said, my mouth suddenly dry. “Throwing the bouquet. And then…”

All three of my brides shared a look.

“Hell yes,” Yukiko snickered.

“Call this bitch a bakery,” Samantha whispered, pointing to her smiling face with both index fingers. “‘Cause tonight she’s getting bred.”

“Sam!” Marcie’s brows shot skyward.

“Girl, I am feeling myself right now,” Samantha sighed, her cheeks as red as a stop sign. “I am beyond ready to get out of this dress and into something… more appropriate for the moment.”

I couldn’t miss the way her voice shifted. “You’ve got an outfit prepared?”

“Don’t tell him!” Yukiko snickered, putting her hand over Samantha’s mouth. “Just let Kate and the others know we’re ready for the cake, Jack. We really should have done this already.”

I couldn’t agree more.

Kate managed to wrangle most of the party guests to the center of the venue for the cake cutting. It was a beautiful moment, even if all three of my brides had faraway looks in their eyes while they nibbled their sweets. I could see them ticking down the moments, determining exactly how long they needed to linger for politeness’s sake before switching to the bouquet throw and saying their goodbyes.

We’d almost reached that point when Sam’s phone vibrated in her purse.

“Oh my God!” Samantha’s face lit up when she saw the name on the screen. “It’s Maria!”

“Put it on speaker,” Yukiko suggested, taking the phone so Sam wouldn’t drop it. “Hey, Maria, are you there? You doing okay?”

Samantha grinned drunkenly. “Bitch, they’d better have given you the good drugs if you had to miss the wedding—!”

Maria’s voice crackled through the speaker. “I didn’t miss anything, querido! Oh my gosh, the three of you looked so freaking beautiful! I cried so hard the freaking nurses had to come check up on me…!”

“Hold on a second,” I said, cutting in. “You watched the wedding?”

I heard Maria snicker. “Go look over at the DJ booth, tiger. Wave to me.”

I did as she asked. And that’s when I saw it.

A cell phone mounted on a tripod, a little red light gleaming in the corner of the screen. Livestream, I thought. Thank God for technology.

“Tash and Lakshmi set it up,” Maria said proudly. “I wasn’t able to be there in the flesh, querido, but I most definitely was in spirit!”

“We missed you so fucking much,” Yukiko said. “You have got to come see us before we get on the plane.”

“So many kisses, Maria!” Marcie said happily.

I leaned in a little closer. “How are you feeling?”

Maria was quiet for a second. “Scans all came back clear. I’m fine. Feeling much more like myself.” A pause. “Kind of pissed off that they wouldn’t let me leave, but I’ll get over it. I heard you broke that hijo de puta’s nose for me?”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “I didn’t think about it. I just acted.”

“That’s why I love you, tiger.”

“Samantha totally told her parents off,” Marcie said with pride. “You would’ve cackled if you’d seen it, Maria.”

“I’m sure. Listen, I will talk to all of you tomorrow, okay? They’re gonna let me out of here first thing in the morning. Tasha’s gonna swing by and pick me up.”

“They’re going to be super hung over,” Yukiko warned with a smile. “Just FYI.”

“It wouldn’t be a good wedding if they weren’t,” Maria said. “I’m glad today was perfect for all of you. You’re a lucky man, Jack.”

I caught myself nodding again. “I know,” I told her. “Believe me, I know.”

“Good. I’ll be there to wish you good luck soon. Now take me off speaker and give me to Tash, okay? I’ve got to talk to her about something.”

Hmm? I wondered what that could be, but I knew better than to pry. I took the phone from Yukiko, switched it off speaker, exchanged a couple more loving words with Maria Alvarez and then handed her over to Tasha—who just happened to be lingering nearby when she called. Curious.

“Hey, Maria,” Tasha said, already grinning. “Yeah?” She held up a finger. “I’ll be right back.”

“Give me my phone whenever,” Samantha slurred. “Honestly, it’s something I could go without ever having on me again. Like panties.”

Tasha turned to go—only to stop at the last second, her eyes widening and her cheeks darkening. Whatever Maria had just said made her blush to a serious degree.

She came back a few moments later, grinning like a fool. “She’s good,” she confirmed, handing Samantha back her phone. “And she says if you don’t send us all pictures of the honeymoon, she’s never speaking to any of you again.”

“We’ll send her all the pictures,” Yukiko said. “Well, most of them.”

All four of them laughed at that.

The bouquet toss happened right as the moon emerged from the clouds. It hung low in the sky, bathing the hot springs and all those assembled there in a silver-gray light that felt almost ethereal. Steam billowed into the air, the warmth a shield against the rapidly dropping temperatures as day turned to night.

After about thirty seconds of discussion, my brides agreed Yukiko would be the one to make the toss. (Honestly, she was the only one of the three we could be sure wouldn’t accidentally chuck it in the pool). She held a clutch of white roses, almost identical to Marcie’s, standing atop one of the tables with the entirety of Delta Rho behind her, grinning and soaked to the bone.

“Alright, girls,” she said, grinning. “Whoever catches this gets to be the next Mrs. Avery!”

They howled with laughter at that.

And something a lot more serious than laughter. Some of those girls were looking at me hungrily. Maybe they were taking the whole ‘relationship goals’ thing literally.

Yukiko glanced over at me, her smirk turning wicked. “All these desperate bitches want to be the next girl who gets to hop in bed with us,” she said, loud enough for everyone to hear. “I can’t say I blame them!”

I was laughing. But a little worried at her eagerness, too. “Princess–”

Yukiko chucked the thing over her head, backwards, with both hands.

It went way too high.

The flowers arced over the crowd, tumbling end over end. For a second I thought they were destined for one of the drink stations or the DJ booth, then a gust of wind blew across the field and slowed its ascent. Coeds eyed the flowers with an almost mystical intensity, like the final bit of Delta Rho magic was about to be bestowed on the sorority girl lucky enough to catch the new Mrs. Avery’s bouquet.

The crowd backed up. Coeds shoved each other aside, drunk and grinning, reaching out for the prize.

Heather and Eva both ran for it, only to slam into each other in mid-air as they both jumped. They went down in a tangle of spring-soaked limbs, sputtering and swearing.

Lakshmi didn’t even try—she alone watched from the sidelines as the rest of the sorority embarrassed themselves. Maybe she knew something they didn’t. Maybe the way she smiled at me as she watched a bunch of women half my age fight over my wife’s bouquet told me she already knew whether or not she planned to be a future Mrs. Avery.

The flowers came down. And a hand reached out to pluck them from the air.

Heather glanced up from the grass. “God damn, that was a catch!” she blurted.

“We would’ve gotten it if you didn’t hit me,” Eva muttered.

“You hit me—!”

Tasha stared at the roses in her hand like she hadn’t meant to reach for them. Her jaw dropped open as she realized the entire sorority was staring at her, their expressions green with envy. The blush that rose to her cheeks made the one while she was on the phone with Maria look sedate by comparison.

“Whooo!” Samantha was already clapping. “Way to go, Tash!”

Tasha looked at me like she’d just gotten caught with her hand in the cookie jar. She lifted the roses over her head.

“This is Maria’s catch, too,” she said, grinning sheepishly. “She gave me her proxy over the phone. Told me I ought to go for it for her sake…”

The crowd dispersed, their grumbling eased by drink and a jump back in the hot springs. Tasha came sashaying over, the heads of the white roses resting against the smooth mocha of her shoulder. She looked a little embarrassed to have grabbed the bouquet so dextrously—but a little proud of herself, too.

“That was an impressive catch,” I told her as she reached us.

“Thanks!” Tasha glanced at the bouquet, then at me, a strange look stealing over her. “So, you want to propose now, or wait until you get back from Europe?”

Everyone within earshot went silent.

Samantha and Marcie’s jaws dropped open. Yuikiko gave me a look like she’d just swallowed a goldfish whole, then—the realization that this was only half a joke stealing over her—nudged me so hard even a blind man could have seen she wanted me to go for it.

And it was a joke. But she was also absolutely serious.

I didn’t have a ring. But I doubted that mattered all that much on a day like this.

Tasha saw me finding the words and turned scarlet. “No no no, wait. You can’t do that right now. Not today. Not without Maria here.”

Maria?

“Besides,” Tasha said, laughing it off, “this is their day. What kind of an asshole would try to upstage a bride at her own wedding?”

“I… appreciate that,” Yukiko murmured, still looking turned on. “I think?”

Tasha took a step forward into our circle. “But look. Maria and me, we’ve talked about this. We can’t speak for any of the girls in the… aw hell, let’s just call it a harem ‘cause that’s what it is. But we know about Daniel. We know about Boston.” She paused, gathering up her courage. “We decided we’re coming with you. Both of us. Wherever you go, we go.”

That was one hell of a good thing to hear.

“And once you four get all settled…” Tasha glanced to the side, licking her lips nervously. “Then I’ll ask you that question again, Jack. Except me and Maria will both be asking it to you at the same time.” She grinned. “Would it be presumptuous of me to ask if your answer’s the one I’m hoping it would be?”

My throat went tight. “It will,” I said, thinking about it. Maria and Tasha… yes. Yes, I’d absolutely marry them both. As long as my other wives were okay with it.

I glanced over my shoulder at the trio, reading their faces.

Okay. Yeah. They were definitely okay with that. From the way she was panting, Yukiko was more than a little okay with it.

“Guess I’m going to need to charm more parents,” I said. “I’ll have to re-read How to Win Friends and Influence People on my honeymoon.”

Tasha laughed. “Are you kidding me? Maria’s abuela is like the coolest person I’ve ever met. You won’t have any problems convincing the Alvarez clan to let Maria join forces with the Jefe.”

“And you?”

She shrugged. “I’m almost thirty, Jack. If they don’t like it, they can deal with it.”

I nodded. “That makes it easy, then.”

“Yeah. It really does.” She held up the flowers, clutching them against her cleavage. “Consider this a raincheck, okay? To Be Continued. Just know that whatever you four end up doing, we want to be there.”

Yukiko came over and gave Tasha a peck on the cheek. “And we would absolutely love for you to be there with us, Tasha. We mean that.”

“Totally,” Samantha agreed.

“You and Maria are like family!” Marcie squealed happily. “I can’t wait to have you out there with us!”

“We’ll help you get settled,” I promised her. “You and Maria both. It’s gonna be hectic when we get to Boston, but I’m sure we can find time for that.”

Tasha gave me a very strange look when I said that. I should have realized right then and there why it was a silly thing to say—but it still hadn’t clicked for me yet. Even seeing every piece of the puzzle individually, I hadn’t managed to put the whole thing together in my head. I hadn’t seen the big picture.

I wouldn’t see it until a little over twelve hours from now, when Yukiko took my hand just before take-off on the flight to our honeymoon and explained everything.

When she blew my mind.

And made me realize I was the last person to figure out what I’d really done this semester.

But at that moment, I was oblivious. If I thought anything, it was probably just that Tasha looked slightly scandalized by needing our help finding a job and a place to live in Boston. The moment passed, until I thought about it much later and felt a tinge of second-hand embarrassment for myself.

“I appreciate all of that,” Tasha said, giving Yukiko a knowing glance. “Now, looking at the four of you, I think I ought to let Kate know you’re ready to hit the road?”

“Definitely,” Yukiko agreed.

The farewells took longer than any of us thought they would.

Every member of Delta Rho wanted to wish us well personally, hugging and crying and making an increasingly inappropriate series of comments about our wedding night. Lakshmi held Samantha for a solid two minutes, whispering in her ear while both of them sobbed happily. Heather and Eva had to be physically dragged away by Tasha and Kate before they could finish taking each other’s clothes off.

Marcie’s parents kissed her and made her swear to stay in touch while we were in Europe. It was about the easiest promise any of us had ever made.

Then I was standing face-to-face with Daniel.

“Jack,” he said, extending a hand. “Take good care of my girl?”

I took his hand—then pulled him into a hug.

“You know I will,” I promised him. “Always.”

Some of the tension between us melted as we embraced. Not all of it—that probably wouldn’t happen for a while, if ever, but things were definitely better between my mentor and I.

Having a common enemy will do that for a man.

“I’d like to see you in the morning,” Daniel said as we broke the hug. “I want to talk to you briefly before you leave. There’s a couple things we need to discuss. Plans I’m going to need to get in motion while you’re gone.”

I was more than ready to hear about that. “Drop by the hotel after breakfast,” I told him. “We’ll have a chat before we leave for the airport.”

He nodded. Then he turned to Yukiko. “I’m assuming you’ll be part of this chat?”

My princess grinned. “If it’s a strategy session, then of course I will,” she said, sounding even more eager than me to start tearing my former firm apart. “I wasn’t joking about being the CEO’s wife, Mr. Ramsey. I fully intend to support my husband in all of his endeavors.”

The double entendre wasn’t lost on Daniel, but he had the good sense to ignore it. “I daresay you’ve got a secret weapon in your corner, Jack,” he said, shaking his head. “Those bastards have no idea what’s coming for them, do they?”

“They do not,” Yukiko agreed. “I look forward to enlightening them.”

So did I.

Ryuichi planted kisses on his daughter’s cheeks, while Yui hugged all three of my brides and clung to Yukiko longer and tighter than the rest. Before she let her go, she whispered something in Japanese in her ear that made Kiki laugh and tear up at the same time. Then she turned to me.

“As your therapist, I want to tell you you handled a very difficult day well,” she said, extending her hand. “And as your mother-in-law, I want to tell you I love you.”

I had to swallow hard to keep from crying. “Thank you. For everything. I owe you a hell of a lot, Yui.”

“Good.” She held up a set of keys—my keys. The ones to my McLaren. “In that case, you can pay me back by getting in the backseat for once.”

My brows furrowed. “Yui—”

“You’re not drunk, but you’re not sober, either,” she said, her tone brooking no argument. “You’re carrying precious cargo tonight, and I’m not letting you risk anything. Let me be your designated driver.”

Yukiko blinked. “Mom, you really don’t have to…”

Yui just stared at her.

Whatever was in her mother’s eyes, Yukiko knew better than to argue with it. “Alright, sure.”

“Excellent.” A small smile curled Yui’s lips. “Also I’ve wanted to try that sports car out since the moment I saw it. Is it true it can go from zero to sixty in under two and a half seconds?”

My brows rose. “I thought you said you were going to drive safe.”

“I know what I’m doing,” Yui scoffed. “Get in the damn car.”

We did. The big JUST MARRIED stood out in reverse from the inside of the back windshield, and through I could see all the party guests waving and cheering.

“It’s washable!” Kate cried, gesturing at the letters. “Now get out of here before we all start crying again!”

Yui tore down the gravel road, the McLaren kicking like a mule. My women fell around me in the backseat, giggling.

Finally, at long last, our wedding was over.

And now the real fun could begin.


Chapter Five

“Oh my God, listen to that,” Samantha whispered. “You hear it?”

Marcie cocked her head to the side. The hotel suite was practically silent.

“I don’t hear anything.”

Samantha giggled. “Fucking exactly.”

After the lights and sounds and attention of our wedding, stepping into the hotel suite felt like a comedown in the best possible way. Yui dropped us off, promising to swing by with the McLaren later tomorrow (God only knew what she planned to do with it in the meantime), and our bags—the ones for travel and the ones for tonight—had already been loaded in the room by a couple of Delta Rho volunteers. At the end of the longest day of our lives, we’d finally found ourselves with nothing to do.

Yukiko threw herself down on the couch, already slipping her heels off her feet. “Oh my God that feels so good,” she groaned, stretching her legs across the cushions. “I am so freaking exhausted. Way too much people-ing today.”

“It’s beautiful,” Samantha murmured, doing a circuit of the sitting room and the attached kitchen. “I was going to suggest we spend our first night as husband and wife in your condo, just for old time’s sake, Daddy, but this…” She opened the blinds to show an enviable view of the sparkling Stillwell skyline. “Wow.”

A bottle of champagne chilled in a bucket of ice in the sink. Yukiko went and opened it, which surprised me, but she poured three glasses before filling a fourth from a bottle of lime LaCroix in the fridge.

“One more toast,” she said, handing out the stems. “To us.”

“Married women,” Marcie whispered. “Freaking finally.”

“The Princess, the Babygirl, and the Angel,” Samantha said. “Who is also babygirl, just in a slightly different way.”

We drank.

“I really thought the two of you were going to have to have a catfight over that nickname at some point,” Yukiko murmured over the rim of her glass. “I’m shocked you managed to share it.”

“We manage to share Jack,” Marcie snickered. “What’s a nickname compared with that?”

“I don’t own the words ‘baby’ and ‘girl’,” Samantha giggled. “But Daddy owns this babygirl.”

“I love it when you talk like that,” I grunted.

Grinning, Samantha rose, kicking off her heels in the process. Without them, she instantly lost a good five inches in height, the top of her head going from my nose to my chest. “There is a California King bed waiting for us in the next room,” the blonde purred, running her fingers over my chest. “More than big enough for four people, if we all snuggle really close together.”

“Or if you’re inside of one of us,” Yukiko chuckled. “Don’t worry, Sam, none of us have forgotten. You get the first load.”

“And probably the fourth, fifth, seventh and ninth,” Marcie added with a wobbly smile. “If one of us passes out, Sam’s gonna fuck Jack twice as hard to make up for it.”

Yukiko took command. “We should get ready,” she said, gesturing for both wives to follow her. “Jack, you stay here.”

“Get ready?” I asked, cocking an eyebrow.

“We have to freshen up,” Yukiko said, giving both of her fellow wives a look that said don’t say a word. “You can wait a few minutes, right? We’re married. This is real. This is the rest of our fucking lives.”

I nodded. Then I walked over and kissed Yukiko like I wanted to devour her.

“Don’t make me wait too long, princess,” I growled.

Yukiko melted against me. I don’t care how long the two of us were married—I was never going to get tired of doing that.

“We’ll call you in when we’re ready,” my princess whimpered, her eyes shining with lust. “Oh, and Jack? You brought it with you, right?”

There was only one thing she could be referring to.

“Right in my pocket, princess,” I assured her.

“Good.”

Both Samantha and Marcie gave me a kiss before they followed Yukiko.

“See you in a sec, Daddy,” Samantha groaned.

“You just relax,” Marcie giggled. “Don’t worry about cleaning up. We like you sweaty.”

And with that, they left me to my own devices.

I went and poured another glass of champagne—I’d had far fewer of them during the reception than Samantha or Marcie—and walked to the window. The bubbly burned in just the right way going down, a warm feeling spreading outward from my stomach. The city twinkled outside, the big glass window faintly fogged over from the cold.

I took another sip, listening to the faint sounds of giggling from the other room.

Thinking.

You’re married, Jack, I told myself. Again.

It felt… new. And yet, somehow, almost exactly the same. Sure my life was totally different, the wedding couldn’t have been less like the one I’d had with Lauren if I’d tried, but there was still that same sense of being complete, of having found the missing puzzle piece I’d been looking for my whole life and finally snapping it into place.

Only this time, there were three pieces, not one.

And in the not-too-distant future, maybe two more.

I was a married man. Married to three vivacious, intelligent, impossibly beautiful women half my age, who’d somehow looked at me and decided I was the man they wanted to hitch their hearts to for the rest of their lives.

Even now, six months after my arrival in Stillwell, that blew my mind.

I knew no man could possibly deserve all this. I couldn’t possibly deserve Samantha pulling me out of an early grave after fifteen years of being buried alive; I didn't deserve an angel like Marcie hugging me tight and telling me that ‘Uncle Jack’ was all she needed. Most of all I didn’t deserve Yukiko and that beautiful baby we were going to raise together, or the way she planned my harem with the same care and detail she applied to her business strategies for building our empire.

But I had it. I had them.

And I was going to spend the rest of my life proving myself worthy of them.

I walked over to the couch, loosening my tie, and reached into my jacket pocket. The letters Kate McCleary gave us as a wedding present weren’t inside: those were back in their box, safely ensconced in one of the boxes we’d use to move when we finally packed up and traded Stillwell for Boston after our honeymoon. I really wanted to know what the hell Mona Isringhausen had written to me, especially after hearing the news about the company from Daniel—but that would have to wait.

Besides, I was carrying something even more important.

I took it out and held it up to the light. The gold Delta Rho chain hung from my fingers, shining and faintly warm. I’d been carrying it ever since my bachelor party scavenger hunt, when Yukiko left it for me along with her love note.

On my wedding night, I want you to put this on me, she’d written.

I am never going to take it off.

I believed her. When Yukiko Tanaka—Yukiko Avery, I corrected, grinning like a fool at the fact this girl now had my last name—made a promise, she kept it.

The bedroom door opened a crack.

“Jack?”

I turned. That was Yukiko’s voice.

“We’re ready for you, husband.”

All three of them stood in the doorway to the bedroom, backlit by candlelight. I took one look at them and it was Yukiko’s dress all over again—Jack’s brain.exe has stopped working.

Matching lingerie. Of course they went with matching lingerie. Yukiko would have planned nothing less. Each of their sets were made of delicate black lace: thin, barely-there scraps of silk that clung to their curves like they were painted on. I’d seen plenty of Victoria’s Secret catalogs in my time (and had stored a couple under my mattress in days of yore), but the girls on those glossy pages had nothing on the trio standing before me in all their flesh-and-blood glory.

Yukiko stood in the center, her hand resting on the barely-visible swell of her belly. Her black lace bustier hugged her cups from the bottom, pushing up breasts that were already a little larger than usual from her pregnancy, while an ‘x’ shaped garter belt criss-crossed over her thighs, connected to a set of silk stockings running down her long legs. They stretched all the way down to her heels, which were—I couldn’t help but grin in recognition—a replacement pair of red-bottomed Louboutins, twin to the pair she’d broken the night I fought with Daniel. Yui must have bought them for her specifically for this reveal.

If Yukiko looked elegant, the way Samantha wore her set was downright sinful. She didn’t have a bustier but a full corset, tied oh-so-tight around her curves with a string of tiny knots that practically screamed to be undone with my teeth. The cups were semi-transparent, allowing me to see the swell of her tits and her hard, gorgeous nipples. Her panties were about the size of a postage stamp, clinging to her soaking-wet mound in a way that would have gotten her an obscenity charge outside of the hotel room. Her hair hung down in shimmering waves, her cheeks red and ruddy, and her lips…

God damn. This was a woman ready to be bred. Everything about her screamed that she was ready to get fucked.

And Marcie—sweet, innocent Marcie, who knew just how to use that sweetness to transform into the filthiest wife of all. She wore a black, transparent mesh babydoll with nothing but a pair of thong panties underneath, along with a bow tied just beneath her throat like she’d decided her body was her wedding present. Her hands were clasped behind her back, arched to thrust out her breasts, and she nibbled her bottom lip like she was about to ask me to promise I wouldn’t let any of her friends know what a bad girl she was being tonight. She looked so angelic that it was positively diabolical.

My jaw dropped open. My cock got harder than I thought humanly possible.

And all three of them started to giggle.

“I think we broke him, Kiki,” Samantha purred, glancing over at Yukiko.

“Good,” she said, grinning. “Why don’t we really blow his mind?”

And right in front of me, Yukiko grabbed Samantha and pulled her in for a kiss.

Oh. Oh my God.

I’d never come closer to a hands-free orgasm in my life. The sight of them together like that, Marcie coming up along the other side to kiss and caress her mentor and her fellow wife’s curves, made my cock jerk so hard in my slacks that only an effort of will kept that first load Samantha coveted so much from going right into my boxers.

Having three wives was already more than any man deserved.

Having three wives who played with each other like porn stars in front of me?

This is going to take years off of my life, I thought, taking off my tie. But fuck it, it’s ABSOLUTELY worth it…

As I reached the doorway, Yukiko broke the kiss and stepped a pace away. One hand went to my chest, holding me from the bedroom, like she had one final test for me before I could enter the promised land. “Do your wives’ attire please you, husband?”

It took me a couple tries to speak. “You girls… none of you are going to be able to walk tomorrow.”

Their faces lit up with smiles. “Fuck yes,” Samantha murmured.

“That’s exactly what we want,” Marcie chimed in.

“Before we start,” Yukiko whispered, her tone thickening, “there’s something you promised me you were going to do. Something I put in my letter to you that night before the bachelor party?”

Of course I remembered. “It’s right here, princess.”

Her eyes found the chain in my palm. “Good,” she said, her tongue peeking from the corner of her mouth. “Put it on me, Jack. I want to wear it the first time we make love as husband and wife.” Her eyes sparkled. “And every time after that.”

I held up the chain, letting it catch the candlelight from the bedroom. The Delta Rho charm glittered faintly. “Where do you want it?” I asked, thinking of that night I’d come home and accidentally caught her trying it on. “Your hip?”

I expected her to say yes. Instead, Yukiko’s hand went to her throat.

“My hips are about to get a lot bigger,” she said, her smile growing wider. “But this is perfect. Around my neck, close to my heart.” She paused, a wicked gleam entering her eyes. “And Jack? I’ll gladly switch it to any part of me you want—my waist, my ankle, whatever. You’re my husband. You get to choose how I am adorned for you.”

My throat tightened. “But you don’t ever take it off,” I grunted.

“It never goes in a little box or a dish,” she agreed, sliding her hair over her shoulder to expose the back of her neck. “Not in the shower, not in bed, not when I’m giving birth to your children.” She glanced behind herself at me. “If you’d like to have it welded shut, I’d be more than happy to—”

“Your promise is more than enough,” I said roughly. “It’s permanent. Like us.”

The clasp was delicate but my hands were steady. Even as the primal, caveman part of my brain shouted at me that I needed to take these girls in the other room and pound them until I felt like Genghis Khan, I made the careful motions to fasten the chain around Yukiko’s throat.

The gold settled against her skin like it belonged there. It adorned her, which was just such a perfect word to describe the effect Yukiko’s beauty had on me.

Her hand went to the charm, tracing it with a fingertip. Tears sprang to her eyes.

“Does it look okay?” she whispered.

“It’s perfect,” I rasped, nearly overcome. “You’re perfect, princess.”

Yukiko threw her arms around me and kissed me, hard. One leg went up, the silk stocking rubbing against my thigh, the swell of her breasts pressing against my chest as her tongue entered my mouth.

“I love you,” she sobbed against me. “I love you so fucking much, Jackson Avery.”

I pulled back an inch and cupped her chin. “I love you, too, Yukiko Avery.”

She grinned. “I’m never going to get tired of hearing that name—”

Suddenly Samantha and Marcie were there.


Chapter Six

Before I had time to process what was happening, they were on me. Mouths kissing me, licking, nibbling—hands skillfully unbuttoning my shirt, loosening my belt, disrobing me like a sultan’s courtesans before he claims his harem. Yukiko joined in, circling me in a way that felt almost predatory as my wives stripped me down.

By the time they were done I was in nothing but boxer shorts. Lipstick kisses covered me from my neck to my belly, warm and filled with love.

“Bed,” Yukiko growled, pointing to the inner room. “Now.”

I didn’t argue. It was exactly what I’d been waiting for.

I’m sure the bedroom was tastefully and lovingly arranged—but I had no eyes for it. I climbed onto the California King, my heart hammering against my chest as I slid across white satin sheets. My wives followed, pursuing me like starving dogs.

Samantha got to me first. Maybe they’d planned it that way; maybe she was just the most ravenous of the three.

“Daddy,” she growled, mounting me as the back of my shoulders touched the headboard. The sheer heat of her body was incredible, even through the lingerie, radiating from her skin like a miniature sun. She was most definitely ovulating.

“Babygirl,” I groaned, my hands going to her hips. “I—”

She ground herself down on me and I nearly came apart. “I need you,” she said, putting both hands on my shoulders and looking straight in my eyes. “I need you right fucking now.” She grinned in a way that looked almost manic, the alcohol and the hormones combining in a way that was utterly intoxicating. “Nobody else fucked you during the wedding, did they? None of those little bitches snuck off with you in the bushes after the vows and drained your balls without my permission?”

I shook my head. “I’m ready for you, babygirl. I’m yours.”

Samantha whimpered with delight. “I’ve been thinking about this moment all day,” she panted, practically ripping my boxers in two as she peeled them off me. “Don’t make me wait any longer. Fuck, I’m dripping down my thighs right now, Daddy! I’m so wet, I’m so fucking fertile please fuck a baby into me right now—!”

Her words broke off with a cry of bliss as I grabbed her around the waist and pushed her down onto the bed. I mounted her missionary, then grabbed her legs and put her ankles onto my shoulders, pushing her so far up against the headboard I was practically bending her in half.

It was the easiest thing in the world to tug her panties to the side—they were barely there in the first place. She was completely bare beneath, her folds shining with juice, the feral tang of her pussy so sharp and sweet it switched off most of my higher brain functions the second it hit my nostrils.

Samantha let out a needy whimper as the crown of my cock pushed into her folds. “Please, Daddy,” she begged, her eyes rolling back until only the whites showed. “Please please please—!”

I grabbed her hips with both hands and impaled her, slamming the headboard against the wall.

The sound Samantha made as I entered her was almost beyond description. There was pleasure in it, and the surprise of how deep I’d gone into her with one stroke, and a little fear like my babygirl worried I might actually break her in half tonight. Her piercing blue eyes locked on mine as I bottomed out inside of her, meeting absolutely no resistance as my cock sank home.

Samantha hadn’t been kidding. She was soaked. Her walls gripped me tight, the heat of her fertile pussy almost overwhelming. My babygirl took every inch of me so beautifully, her hair framing her face in a messy blonde halo that made her look half-angel, half-succubus.

“Oh fuuuuck,” Samantha groaned, the sheer relief of finally having me inside of her after a day of teasing so sweet I felt her clench. “Oh fuck, Daddy, you’re in so deep—”

I braced one hand on the headboard and used it as leverage to go deeper. The whole bed shook beneath me as I buried myself inside of my babygirl—I couldn’t help but be proud of that, just like I was proud of the way her face lit up with pleasure as I slammed into her back walls.

My other hand went to her chin. Samantha grabbed my thumb between her lips and sucked it, treating the digit somewhere between a pacifier and a blowjob.

“Look at me, babygirl,” I growled.

Her eyes opened, pupils blown wide with lust. A little fear filled her face at how savage I was—but it was the good kind of fear. The kind a woman had for a man who would bend but never break her, who would push her boundaries and send her pleasure over the borderline but always make her feel safe and secure in his arms.

“You’re my wife, babygirl,” I rasped, pulling back until only the crown of my cock remained inside of her. “Say it.”

And before she could, I thrust home and rang her g-spot like a bell.

“Oh FUCK Daddy!” The D-word trailed from her lips in one long, ragged syllable. “I’m your wife, Daddy! I’m your wife and your babygirl and you’re… oh my gawd—!”

I was picking up my rhythm, pummelling her pussy with hard, driving thrusts. Each of them drove her into the mattress, creaking the bed frame beneath us as the headboard slammed into the wall despite my best attempts to keep it steady.

Thump. Thump. THUMP!

Every other suite on the floor was going to hear that. Just like they could hear my babygirl crying my name as I fucked her brains out.

Good. I wanted them to hear it.

I wanted them listening in, green with envy, absolutely certain that the guy in that room was having the best night of his life.

“I need your cum so bad!” Samantha whined, her nails digging into my back. “Please, Daddy, please I’m so fucking fertile right now! You can feel it, right? I’m fucking creaming all over your cock…!”

I could. Wetness coated Samantha’s thighs; every thrust inside of her made absolutely filthy sounds. If this didn’t get my babygirl pregnant, nothing would.

As I fucked her harder, Yukiko slid next to Samantha, posing like a model as she ran her cool fingers down Samantha’s hot cheek. “That’s it,” she murmured, her words dripping with arousal. “That’s our husband’s cock. Your Daddy’s cock. He’s not going to stop—you know that, right? He’s going to keep fucking you until you cum and then dump his load inside you. Look at his face right now, Sam, he’s a fucking beast!”

I could only imagine.

Still grinning, Yukiko leaned down and kissed Samantha, her tongue sliding into the blonde’s mouth. Samantha’s hands came up, grabbing at Yukiko desperately as we fucked, and I watched as my princess’s other hand slid between my babygirl’s legs.

I wanted something else, though. “Touch her tits,” I growled, my voice sounding like a totally different person’s in my ears. “Squeeze them, Kiki. Fuck…”

Yukiko obeyed instantly. Her fingers dextrously unlaced each knot in Samantha’s corset, popping it open to free her heaving tits as we fucked. Her hands went to Sam’s breasts, squeezing them tight. Samantha let out a keening wail, the combination of my cock in her cunt and my hand on her throat mixed with Yukiko’s softer, gentler touch overheating her brain in a handful of heartbeats.

“That’s so fucking hot,” Marcie groaned. I glanced over to see her lying beside me, watching with her fingers beneath her panties. Her tits heaved in her babydoll top, her eyes going everywhere like she couldn’t decide who she was most jealous of in this arrangement. “Jack, you’re…. she’s… oh my God!”

“Your turn’s coming,” Yukiko said with a snicker. “But right now, this is about our husband’s babygirl getting bred.”

“Oh holy shit,” Samantha whined, her brain cooking with the heat. “Daddy, breed me, fill me up, oh fuck please fuck a baby into me just like Kiki…!”

“You’re going to look so gorgeous pregnant,” Yukiko purred, cupping Samantha’s breasts. “Imagine Jack with his arms on both of us in the boardroom, sporting identical baby bumps. Everyone who knows us seeing that we belong to him, that he earned us, that he fucking claimed our fertility…!”

It was too much for Samantha. Her eyes rolled back in her head as a ragged cry tore itself from her throat, and then she was weightless beneath me and my babygirl as she came. Her walls clamped around me like a fist, throwing sparks even with how outrageously wet she was, and I knew I was fucking done. Holding back wasn’t going to be an option when she felt this perfect.

“Oh fuck—Daddy, Kiki, Marcie—I’m oh my gawwwd!”

“Good girl,” Yukiko whispered, saying out loud exactly what was inside of my heart. “He’s gonna cum in you now. I can see Jack losing it—I’m going to touch you while he does it.” She reached down, grinding her thumb against the blonde’s still-throbbing clit. “I want to feel him breed you, Sam. Fuck, I love you so much, girlie!”

The sensation of Yukiko’s hand brushing up against me as I bottomed out inside of Samantha was unreal. The intimacy of it—Yukiko not just condoning me with other women, encouraging me, but fucking participating in the most intimate moment of Samantha and I’s lives—it was fucking insane. It was incredible.

I managed three more thrusts before I hit the point of no return and crashed right through it.

I knew that Samantha, Kiki and Marcie were all pent up from having to wait all night for this. But until the moment my orgasm hit me and the fireworks started going off inside my head, I hadn’t realized how much I’d been waiting for it, too.

I buried myself inside of my babygirl as hard and deep as I could go, slamming between her hips hard enough to bruise as I leaned my full weight onto her hips. The second I felt her walls grip me all the way down to the balls I exploded, pumping what felt like an entire gallon of cum directly into Samantha’s waiting cunt. She shook with bliss as my balls flooded her womb, sobbing Daddy over and over as Yukiko’s fingers tortured her clit and my cock stretched her walls as I unloaded.

“Don’t pull out,” she panted as the pleasure began to ebb. Her hands grabbed my ass, holding me in place, pulling me even deeper. “Stay inside me, Daddy. Please, please I want all of it, I don’t want to waste a drop—”

“I’m not going anywhere,” I said with a cruel smirk.

Samantha looked gorgeous. Her skin flushed all the way down to her stomach, her eyes heavy-lidded as she felt me pump her fuller than full between her legs. I could honestly say she’d never looked so hot—not even on the balcony that first magical night.

And then she started to move against me, and she got even hotter.

What happened next absolutely blew my mind. Her hands on my shoulders, my cock still buried hilt-deep inside of her, Samantha lifted her hips from the bed, grinding her clit slowly against my shaft as she pressed her tits against my chest. I didn’t have to move a muscle—she moved up and down my cock slowly, with so much friction that I nearly came apart a second time. She literally fucked my load deeper inside of her, making sure that not a drop of it went anywhere other than where it was supposed to.

Yukiko saw it and nearly lost her fucking mind. She curled up against Samantha, helping her impale herself on me, her lips going to the blonde’s ear as her eyes burned with arousal. Kiki always got off on watching me with other women—but this was even deeper than that. This was… well…

“Feel how full you are right now,” Yukiko groaned, laughing as she kissed Samantha’s cheek and pressed her body against the coed. “That’s our husband’s seed inside you, babygirl. It’s going to make you a Mommy.”

“This is the best thing I’ve felt in my entire life,” Samantha whimpered, grinding her clit against my shaft as she rocked her hips up and down against me. “Oh fuck, Daddy, I don’t want this to ever end. Can I stay right here forever?”

“You could,” Kiki said before I could open my mouth. “But there’s something even better you could do for Daddy.”

Her fingers rubbed the spot where Samantha and I joined. The blonde shut her eyes tight, shaking with pleasure.

“Cum for him,” Yukiko commanded. “Cum with Jack’s load deep inside you, babygirl. Every time you clench those perfect walls around his cock it’s pulling more of that load deep into your cunt. Making sure you get that baby.”

“Kiki,” Samantha groaned, looking at Yukiko like she wasn’t sure if she’d gone insane or we had. “Oh fuck, this is too much…”

“You can do it,” she said, sounding so hot that I shot another spurt of cum against Samantha’s inner walls. “Cum for your husband, Sam. Cum for Daddy. Be a good wife and take that load deep—”

“Oh God,” Samantha gasped. “Oh God oh God oh GOD—”

She impaled herself on me one last time and shattered. I swore that hearts flashed in Samantha’s eyes as her second orgasm washed over her, her body convulsing beneath me. I felt her every pulse, every clench, every desperate squeeze of her walls as they clamped down on my cock and cum and tried to milk every drop even harder.

“Fuck, I just came!” Yukiko whispered up at me, her leg shaking uncontrollably. “Oh Jack, I am so fucking happy! This is everything. Thank you for letting me be this woman, baby. I love you, and I love these two so fucking much…!”

I did, too. Watching Yukiko be a soft dom to her fellow wife was a definite turn-on. I could tell from the look on her face as she came down from her peak that Samantha had also just realized how fun our lives were going to be with this dynamic.

I slowly pulled out of my babygirl. A small trickle of cum—just a few drops—oozed from her tight little slit, and as I watched, Yukiko scooped it up and slid her fingers inside of Samantha’s pussy.

“You don’t waste a drop,” she grinned, licking her fingers clean. “You okay?”

“That…” Samantha was quiet for a second. “That was the best moment of my life.”

The giggle that came from Yukiko was almost nerdy. “Fucking awesome,” she said, planting a kiss on Samantha’s red-hot cheek. “My turn, Jack.”

“Princess—”

Yukiko was already going on all fours, lifting her ass in the air as she pressed her tits against the headboard. “I just watched you impregnate the president of my sorority, who is also my best friend and my fellow wife,” she groaned, parting her folds with her fingers. “Do you have the slightest idea how wet that made me? How badly I need you inside of me right now?”

The gold chain sparkled across the back of her neck. Somehow it had gotten flipped around, the little charm hanging between her shoulder blades. Seeing it—seeing her, the woman who’d pledged to never take that jewelry off, who was having my child, who’d eagerly agreed to be my partner and the head of my harem—sent a bolt of pure pride through my chest.

“I love you,” I growled, mounting her from behind.

“I love you too,” Yukiko whispered. “Now please fuck my fucking brains out!”

I thrust into her from behind, bottoming out in one smooth stroke. Yukiko clearly wasn’t lying about having already cum from watching me breed Samantha—everything between her legs was wet and tight, enveloping my cock in a warm hug as my hips slapped against her ass every time I filled her completely.

“Jack,” she gasped, clinging to the headboard as I bottomed out. “Oh yes!”

Samantha was still down for the count, her eyes glazed over with pleasure, but Marcie was still bright-eyed and eager. She approached like a skittish doe, watching with fascination as I fucked Yukiko doggy-style against the wall of the hotel suite. Kiki’s back arched like a bow as she threw herself back on me, the gold chain around her neck bouncing with every thrust in the candlelight.

I expected Marcie to go to Yukiko, the way Yukiko had gone to Samantha. What I didn’t anticipate was my angel wrapping her arms around me.

“I love you, Uncle Jack,” she panted, her lips against my ear. “Can I… can I kiss you while you’re inside Kiki?”

“Oh fuck that’s so hot,” Yukiko panted. “Do it, Jack. Kiss our angel while you fuck me proper. Let her feel how hard you’re going to pound her once I cum!”

I turned my head and kissed Marcie, swallowing her gasp of surprise. She stiffened for a moment, then melted against me, her hands going to my hair and my chest as she groaned against my mouth.

I thrust harder, deeper, finding the perfect angle to make Yukiko crumble beneath me. In no time at all she was feral, her perfect CEO’s wife composure replaced by biology and need. I hammered her cunt hard, hitting that special spot only the two of us knew about, watching with pride as her nails dug into the blankets.

“He’s gonna fuck you so good,” Yukiko gasped, her hot cheek pressed against the cool pillow. “He’s gonna—oh fuck, right there, don’t fucking stop, harder—!”

I eagerly complied. Yukiko shuddered beneath me, while Marcie’s kisses turned desperate as she ground her wet little pussy against me through her panties.

“I’m gonna cum,” Yukiko sobbed. “Jack—ohmigawd Jack—!”

“Cum for me, princess,” I commanded, thrusting home. “Mrs. Avery. Cum all over that cock for me!”

Yukiko’s orgasm was quieter than Samantha’s, but possibly even more intense. Her whole body went rigid as she hit the peak, every muscle clenching like she’d been hit by a bolt of lightning. A wordless groan tore from her throat as she trembled, fingers gripping the headboard white-knuckle, her inner walls pulsing around me like her pussy had a second heartbeat.

The candlelight caught the chain at her throat as she thrashed. I leaned down and kissed the spot where it touched her shoulder blades, then wrapped an arm beneath Kiki’s breasts and pinned her to me as I fucked her hard and fast through her orgasm.

“Mine,” I growled, brushing a lock of hair from her eyes. “My princess. My wife.”

“Yours,” she sobbed. “Always yours, Jack. Always—”

I came inside of her with a roar, pushing so hard she nearly flattened against the headboard. Thick ropes of hot cum—more than I’d believed myself capable of after breeding Samantha—spurted from my prick, filling Yukiko to the brim and then some. She held herself against me, riding out the throes of passion with as much skin-on-skin as possible, leaning over her shoulder to kiss me as Marcie’s fingers did incredible things between my legs.

“Give me everything,” my princess whimpered. “All of it. Oh fuck, I’m so full. Oh it feels so fucking good…”

I held myself inside of her until she stopped shaking, then pulled out. Sweat dripped down my face—I rolled to the side for a moment, making sure I wasn’t on the verge of a panic attack.

No. I was fine. Just… wow. That was a lot.

No sooner had I decided I could go for more than Marcie pushed me onto my back, straddling me.

“Uncle Jack,” she panted, smiling down at me like this was the first dirty thought she’d had in her whole life. “I’ve been so patient watching you with Kiki and Sam. Have I been a good girl? Are you proud of me for waiting my turn?”

Oh fuck. God, she was so hot.

“Come here, angel,” I groaned, rising to a sitting position. If Marcie was going to ride me, I wanted the best possible angle to watch. “Kiss me.”

She did. Marcie melted against me, her body fitting perfectly against mine.

“I want you to fuck me hard,” she whimpered, the contrast between her sweet manner and her filthy words short-circuiting something in my brain. “I want you to use me, Uncle Jack.” She nibbled her bottom lip. “I want to still be able to feel you tomorrow when I’m on the plane.”

Jesus.

I ran my hands over her ass. My fingers found the fabric of her panties and tugged them down her thighs, revealing her pussy. Unlike Samantha and Yukiko, Marcie wasn’t totally bare: she’d shaved everything but a narrow strip of blonde fuzz over the apex of her womanhood, a perfect little landing strip for the heaven between her legs.

“You think you’re a good girl?” I asked, cocking an eyebrow.

Marcie could see where I was going with this. “As long as I’m not alone with you,” she giggled, wiggling her rear. “You bring out the monster in me, Uncle Jack. I can’t control myself when I’m around you—”

Smack!

My hand came down on Marcie’s ass, leaving the outline of a red handprint behind. Marcie practically jumped out of my lap, her eyes rolling back in her head as her ass jiggled with the stinging slap. Her thighs clenched, honey dripping as her pussy boiled over with heat.

“Oh fuck, Uncle Jack!”

“You’re my bad girl,” I growled, sliding two fingers into her mouth. “Mine and nobody else’s. Say it, or I’ll spank you again.”

When my fingers left Marcie’s throat, she was grinning. “What if I want you to spank me again—”

Slap!

“Ahh!” Marcie squealed with mingled pain and pleasure. “Oh my God, Jack, that fucking… nnngh you didn’t do this with either of your other wives…”

I pulled Marcie into my lap, pressing the crown of my cock into her folds. “That’s because I know they’re filthy,” I growled, loving the way Marcie trembled as an inch of me entered her channel. “You’re supposed to be a perfect little angel, Marcie. I can’t help wanting to spank you when you walk around so cute and innocent all the time.”

“Maybe I need it, then,” Marcie whimpered, her voice deepening. “I need lots of discipline if I’m going to stay your good girl, Uncle Jack—”

I upthrust into her, bringing my hand down on a spot I’d already slapped as I stretched her inner walls, and Marcie screamed.

“Oh Uncle Jack!” she cried, loud enough to shake the walls. “Yes, fuck me! Fuck me hard!”

I grabbed her hips and started pounding into her, bouncing her up and down in my lap with every thrust. The sounds of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mixing with the most beautiful and desperate little sobs I’d ever heard.

Suddenly Yukiko and Samantha were there, flanking Marcie from either side. Samantha grinned at her little and kissed her, fondling her tits as Yukiko slid a hand between Marcie’s thighs and used the other to stroke her hair in a way that felt almost maternal.

“Well well well,” Samantha purred. “I guess you’re not so innocent after all.”

“I’m shocked they haven’t sent security to try and shut you up,” Yukiko chuckled. “I had no idea Marcie was such a screamer. Were you holding that back to surprise us with once you became Jack’s wife?”

Tears rolled down Marcie’s cheeks as she impaled herself on me over and over again. “I can’t help it,” she panted, shaking like a leaf as she rode me. “I love you so fucking much, Uncle Jack, I can’t believe I’m really your wife now…!”

“Believe it,” Yukiko murmured. “You look so beautiful taking his dick like that, Marcie. So sweet and innocent.”

“Like an angel,” Samantha agreed, still drunk and floating in post-orgasm bliss. “Maybe that’s why Daddy’s fucking you so hard. Like he wants to break you in half.”

“We’re gonna be so sore tomorrow,” Yukiko laughed.

“I don’t care,” Marcie gasped, lost in her own little world. Her eyes were fixed only on me, her hands on my shoulders, her whole existence shrunk to that white-hot point where the two of us joined into one. “I don’t care I don’t care I want to keep going it feels so good Uncle Jack please don’t ever stop—”

One hand grabbed a handful of her ass, the other found her clit and rubbed it ruthlessly. Marcie’s reaction was immediate—she arched her back and let out a keening wail they probably heard all the way in Boston, a vein pulsing in the side of her neck.

“Uncle Ja-a-a-ck,” she whimpered, her head lolling on her shoulders. “I can’t… I’m gonna…”

I knew what she was trying to say. “Cum for me, angel,” I said, right at the peak myself. “God, you’re so perfect, Marcie. Cum on Uncle Jack’s cock!”

My wish was Marcie’s command. The gorgeous blonde came with another powerhouse scream, her inner walls clamping around me so hard I saw stars. I managed a few more thrusts, my hips rising from the mattress, before I followed her into bliss, my third (how?) orgasm of the night painting her inner walls with streaks of pearly white cum.

Not as much of it this time, to be sure. I wasn’t twenty-one any more: I had limits.

I collapsed onto the bed, my wives surrounding me in a sweaty heap. Yukiko curled up on my left, Marcie on my right, Samantha draping herself across my chest. The feeling of all three of them against me, warm and fine, was more perfect than I could have ever imagined.

“Hooooly shit,” Marcie whispered after a long moment. “That was…”

“Best sex of my life,” Samantha laughed, her voice slurred and a little slow. “Oh my God, Daddy, you fuck like a porn star. Except better.”

Yukiko grinned at me. “Best wedding night ever?” she asked.

I nodded. “Give me five minutes and a bottle of water,” I said, lying back against the pillow. “Then round two?”

Yukiko laughed. “Absolutely. We’ve got all night.”

“We’ve got the rest of our lives,” Marcie said, her voice tinged with wonder.

We really did. God, that was incredible, wasn’t it?


Chapter Seven

All of us rehydrated. The “five minute break” was actually more like ten, but when Yukiko knelt between my legs and took my cock in her mouth, groaning about how I ‘still tasted like Marcie’, I found myself back at full-mast like I hadn’t even gotten laid yet.

Yukiko sucked me until I was stiff as a board, then mounted me. This time she did most of the work—like she’d decided I needed more of a break than I thought I did. Everything was slower and sweeter this time around, my hands roaming around her body as she ground herself down on me again and again and again.

At some point, she glanced over her shoulder to see Samantha and Marcie staring at her. “My ears are burning,” she purred, gesturing at them. “Come here, you two. Let’s show our husband how much we love each other.”

Did they ever!? Marcie and Samantha flanked Yukiko from either side, kissing and groping her. Samantha was even bolder, burying her face between Kiki’s tits and sucking one of her stiff nipples as she rode me.

“Jesus, you three are fucking gorgeous,” I gasped.

Yukiko snickered, her eyelashes fluttering as Samantha sucked. “The next time Jack fucks you, I want to eat you out,” she said, licking her lips. “Taste that sweet little babygirl pussy while Jack uses your mouth.”

Samantha’s mouth left Yukiko’s breast with a wet pop. “Oh my gawd, Kiki!”

“Bisexual chaos,” she said, laughing as she ground herself down on my dick. “I fucking love our family!”

“Me too, princess.”

After I made Yukiko cum, she made good on her promise. She knelt between Samantha’s thighs, lapping at her cunt as I got on my knees and fucked my babygirl’s hot little mouth. It almost felt like a waste to finish on her face instead of inside her, but when I pulled out and bathed Samantha with my spunk, the sight of Marcie and Yukiko licking it up like ice cream more than made up for it.

Things kind of… dissolved after that.

At some point I drank what was left of the champagne bottle from between Samantha’s tits while Yukiko poured, like Denise Richards in Wild Things. The next time I started to flag, Kiki offered anal—knowing it would send me right back to diamonds in the blink of an eye. I came in Yukiko’s ass, on Marcie’s back as I pulled out from doggy style, again in Samantha’s fertile cunt just to make sure I was getting the job done.

Somewhere around the fourth or fifth round (I’d honestly lost count), I rolled over to find Samantha passed out on the mattress. One second my babygirl was giggling and promising to let me fuck her tits—the next, she was snoring face-down across the blankets, the sound like a tiny buzzsaw.

Yukiko and Marcie froze—then burst out laughing.

“Samantha tapped out first?” Marcie said, amazed. “She’s the one who said she was going to fuck you twice as hard after we passed out!”

“It was a valiant effort,” Yukiko said, poking Samantha’s shoulder gently. I could have sworn she muttered the word Daddy in her slumber, but otherwise she didn’t stir. “Yeah, she’s out out. I think we should probably let her sleep.”

I agreed. I carefully tucked Samantha into the blankets, planting a kiss on her forehead as I made sure she was in a comfortable position. She was already going to be sore in the morning.

“We’ve all had a hell of a day,” I said, brushing a lock of blonde hair from my babygirl’s face. “Maybe we should think about getting a couple hours of sleep…”

I turned. Marcie was already on her knees, her mouth open and her tongue out.

“Maybe she’s done,” my angel giggled, looking so adorable I couldn’t help but fall in love with her all over again. “But I’m not ready for you to tuck me in yet, Uncle Jack.”

“Neither am I,” Yukiko purred, pressing herself against me. “Are you already finished with us, Jack? You really can’t give your wives a little more fun?”

A wicked grin spread across Marcie’s face. “What if both of you spank me?”

Yukiko giggled. “I could do that.” Then her lips twisted in a smirk. “Marcie. Have you ever let your Uncle Jack fuck you in the ass?”

I hardened instantly. God damn. It was going to be a long night.

We managed for another couple of hours, just the three of us. We’d fuck until we were exhausted, then pass out for fifteen or twenty minutes in a tangle of limbs. Every time I started to sink for good something woke me up—Yukiko’s tongue on my cock, Marcie grinding herself innocently against my prick with her ass and begging for Uncle Jack to hold her—and we’d go all over again.

Samantha didn’t stir, which both girls were absolutely going to tease her about tomorrow over breakfast. Marcie did give me her ass for the first time with Yukiko’s supervision, the Asian coed holding her wrists pinned over her head while she whispered about what a ‘good girl’ she was for Uncle Jack. Marcie touched herself after while Yukiko and I made love slow and soft, drawing it out until both of us had a titanic, simultaneous orgasm that made our toes curl and both of us felt like we’d never been so in love.

They took turns. They took each other while I watched, Yukiko almost comically eager to lap my load from Marcie’s pussy. Marcie rode me while Yukiko sat on my face, and of course both of them made out with my cock between them, passing it from mouth to mouth until I finally erupted with my last orgasm of the night all over their faces.

Marcie passed out shortly after that, finally joining Samantha in dreamland. Yukiko and I tucked her in then shimmied under the covers, so exhausted it was a miracle we could still move.

I closed my eyes and sank instantly. I was almost asleep when I felt Kiki shake me.

“Hmm?” I snorted.

“Jack,” Yukiko whispered. “You can go to sleep in a second. There’s just… now that it’s just you and me, there’s something I want to tell you.”

I just managed to crack one eye open. Yukiko was watching me, the covers down to her waist. The candles had burned down, but moonlight streamed in through the window, making her look like some ethereal fertility goddess.

“What’s up, princess?”

Yukiko’s lips formed a tight line. “This… this is ours now,” she whispered, her gesture encompassing not just the two sleeping women beside us, the destroyed bed, the discarded lingerie, or the empty champagne bottle on the nightstand. “All of it. Our lives. We’re a family now, and nobody ever gets to tell us we’re wrong. Nobody is ever going to make us feel ashamed of this. Not ever.”

“You’re damned right,” I snorted.

Yukiko licked her lips. “I just want you to know… this is the only time I’m ever going to say this. And I don’t want you to repeat it to Sam or Marcie. They shouldn’t know that it’s even on my mind—that it could ever enter my mind.”

Huh? I sat up a bit. This sounded important.

“What’s wrong?”

Yukiko took my hand. “I’m yours forever,” she whispered, tears in her eyes. When her fingers threaded through mine, I felt her wedding ring against my skin. “Samantha and Marcie are, too. Maria and Tasha if they end up joining us.”

I didn’t know where she was going with this.

“I just want to say… thank you. I know you could have done something very different today. Something that would have healed the breach between you and Daniel. That would have given you the entire world on a silver platter…”

I blinked.

“Princess, I could have never done that.” She meant picking Marcie as my legal wife over her. “That’s not what any of us agreed on.”

“I know.” She closed her eyes, and for a second I thought she’d passed out. “I promise you, Jack. I promise, from the bottom of my heart, from the depths of my very soul… I will never abuse this privilege. I will never pull rank.” Her mouth opened and closed. “If I ever stoop so low as to treat Sam or Marcie as less than me, or to say my word is worth more because I’m your real wife…” She shook her head. “Then I want you to divorce me.”

I could barely believe what I was hearing. “Princess!”

“I’m serious.” She glanced at Marcie and Samantha. “These girls are not my competition. They’re every bit your wives as much as I am, no matter what the law might say.” She snuggled closer to me. “The four of us made that promise before God. I may not be the most religious person in the world, but I take that far more seriously than whatever a legal document says.”

I pulled her to me and kissed her. “Princess, I hear you. I’ll keep your promise. But honestly… it’s the easiest one I’ve ever made.”

“Yeah?”

“Because you would never do that,” I said. “You never could.”

I pulled her to me beneath the blankets, putting my arm around her waist. The gentle swell of what would one day soon be much bigger pressed against my wrist. Yukiko relaxed.

And finally, having unburdened herself at last, my princess joined her fellow wives and fell asleep in my arms.

I watched her for a moment, amazed. That she could ever worry about a thing like that. That she could even believe herself capable of behaving in such a way.

We would face many trials and tribulations once we got back to Boston. Our relationship, so perfect and complete in this moment, would be battered by forces we could barely fathom as we lay warm and safe in a hotel suite on our wedding night. Things would not always be perfect, no matter how hard we tried to make them so.

But. Yukiko promised that night never to betray what we built. Never to call herself the ‘real wife.’

And I can’t tell you the rest of the story just yet, but I can tell you this.

Yukiko never even came close to breaking her promise.

I closed my eyes and finally passed out for real, just as dawn began to break on the horizon. By the time our first rays of our first full day as a married couple began filtering through the hotel windows, all four of us were snoozing in each other’s arms.

Exhausted. Empty. Complete.

Yukiko, the gold chain representing her devotion sparkling at her throat.

Marcie, curled up next to Uncle Jack, dreaming peacefully of our life together.

And Samantha, snoozing contentedly, with something magical that we wouldn’t find out about for a few more weeks already happening deep inside of her.

My family. My wives.

It was the best night of my life.

And our marriage had only just begun.


Chapter Eight

All I can say is, thank God we booked a late flight.

I awoke several hours after dawn, a sunbeam from a nearby window hitting my eyelids and stirring me from my slumber. For a second I rolled over, still tired, and began to sink back into sleep.

Then I realized where I was. And why there were three beautiful women under the sheets with me.

My first morning as a married man, I thought.

Well, my first one in nearly twenty years.

And my first that involved three wives, not one.

I propped myself up on an elbow, moving slowly and quietly so as to not wake my wives. Marcie was curled up at my right, her shoulder slowly rising and falling against the blanket. She was either naked or down to her panties; I couldn’t tell. Samantha snored at the far left side of the bed, face-down with a pillow on top of her back—I had no idea my babygirl tossed and turned so much in her sleep. And Yukiko—my princess, my second-in-command, the woman who’d tortured Samantha’s clit while I flooded her unprotected womb with my seed—lay against me with one arm on my chest and the other clutched protectively against the slight swell of her belly. The gold Delta Rho chain she promised to wear for me always hung across her slender throat.

I looked at her sleeping face.

Her eyes were open.

I nearly jumped out of my skin. A naughty smile spread across the coed’s face.

“Good morning, husband,” she whispered, her nails pressing gently against my chest. “How are you feeling?”

How did I feel? “Like I just lost a three-on-one fight,” I murmured, glancing around the trashed room filled with lingerie, spent candles and champagne glasses. “In the best possible way.”

Yukiko snorted, covering her mouth to stifle the laugh. “You’re the one who beat us up,” she murmured, glancing over at Samantha and Marcie. “Specifically, one part of our anatomy. What time is it?”

I glanced at my wristwatch. “Almost ten,” I said in a low voice. “Daniel will probably be paying a call on us soon.”

“And Maria.” Yukiko stretched and sighed. “Let me slip out of bed and I’ll order us some room service. These two are going to be useless this morning.”

“Hungover?”

“So hungover,” Yukiko agreed. “Not me, though. I didn’t have a drop.”

“You sound like you’re taking entirely too much pleasure in their misfortune.”

“I’m pregnant,” Yukiko said with a smirk. “Which means I’m entitled to be smug about watching them suffer.” She planted a kiss on my lips. “Also, I am starving. Part of me wonders how many calories the three of us burned last night.”

I couldn’t help but grin at that. “You go first. I’ll follow you, and we’ll shut the door and let these two sleep—”

As if on cue, Samantha rolled over and groaned into her pillow.

“Oh no,” the coed moaned, sounding even more hungover than Yukiko expected. “Oh no, no no no…”

“Babygirl?”

“Daddy?” Samantha lifted the pillow a fraction, saw the light, and instantly shielded her eyes. “Oh Christ. I’m never touching alcohol again. You’re going to have to buy me a cane so I can make it to the plane with my eyes closed…”

Yukiko was already giggling. “Rise and shine, Samantha. You’ll feel better once you get some coffee and some food in you.”

“I’m never going to feel normal again,” she whimpered, looking like she wanted to crawl into a hole and stay there for a week. “Who’s bright idea was it to have Delta fucking Rho bartend our wedding?”

Yuikiko and I shared a look. “Yours,” Kiki said.

“I think you described the idea as ‘epic’, babygirl,” I said, trying not to laugh.

“More like an epic fail,” Samantha muttered. “I should have stopped drinking when we got to the hotel…”

Marcie finally opened her eyes, blinking up at me. She looked more than a little hungover, although to nowhere near the extent as her mentor. “Morning, Uncle Jack,” she whispered, going to sit up before flopping back down. “Ooh. Oh, I think I need an Advil…”

“I’ll get you some,” Yukiko promised, rising from the bed. “And bottles of water for you both. You doing okay, Marcie?”

“I’ll… be alright,” she said, blinking. “My head’s pounding, but it’ll pass.” She noticed Samantha beneath the pillow. “You okay over there, Sam?”

“Nobody talk,” the coed moaned. “I’m going to go back in time and find the person who invented tequila and punch them in the face.”

“You’ll be fine,” Yukiko assured her. “I’ve watched you roll harder than this.”

“No you haven’t,” Samantha groaned. “Ugh, of course you’re as fresh as a daisy over there. I bet you smell like lilacs.”

“I’ll get you some pills and some water,” Yukiko said, laughing. “Then I’ll let you smell me if you really want.”

“I’ll take care of room service,” I said reaching for the phone. “Does anybody have any specific requests?”

“Grease,” Samantha groaned. “Bacon. Pancakes. Anything to soak up the booze.”

“Orange juice,” Marcie suggested. “But no mimosas.”

“No hair of the dog,” I agreed. “That’s an old wives’ tale, anyway.” I did a bit of mental math. “How hungry are we talking?”

Yukiko laughed from the other room. “We fucked for six hours straight, husband. Order enough that they think there’s going to be a whole women’s rugby team in here.”

“That would be pretty hot,” Marcie giggled.

I called down to room service and ordered most of the menu. Pancakes, bacon, sausage, a dizzying array of ways to prepare eggs, fruit, pastries, orange juice, coffee—lots of coffee—and a boba tea for Yukiko. The little cafe attached to the hotel’s restaurant specialized in the last bit. The woman on the other end of the line didn’t sound shocked in the slightest, which told me one of two things.

Either these suites had been used for some serious debauchery in the past, or my wives and I had been even louder last night than I thought.

Probably a little of both.

The food arrived with a speed I wouldn’t have thought possible. Samantha was still in bed when I heard the knock on the door, slowly drinking water and waiting for her Advil to kick in, while Marcie and Yukiko were in the big walk-in shower getting cleaned up. Kiki wanted to take hers early, as we’d warned the others we might have to slip downstairs later to talk to Daniel.

I threw on my pants from the reception—rumpled but functional—and opened the door shirtless. A pair of startled young bellhops waited in the hallway, shepherding a frankly absurd cart stacked with plates and covered dishes. It looked like they’d brought ten sets of silverware just to be on the safe side.

“Bring it on in,” I said, gesturing into the main room. “Let me grab my wallet and I’ll get you a tip—”

Both of them were frozen. They stared past me, at the bedroom, jaws dropped.

I guess I couldn’t blame them. Even from the hallway, the state of the room was depraved. Sheets twisted and stained with lipstick, lingerie tossed all over the floor (Sam’s thong was on top of the lamp on the nightstand), glasses of spilled champagne on the carpet. Samantha sat against the headboard with a bottle of water, a pillow over her breasts and the sheets just barely hiding what was between her legs.

We’d treated the place like a rock and roll band. Anyone with eyes knew exactly what I’d been doing last night. And anyone with ears to hear the shower running knew the girl in bed was not the only woman I’d been doing it with.

The bellhops averted their eyes with an effort. They plated the food as professionally as possible, pointedly ignoring both Sam in the bedroom and Yukiko as she stepped out of the bath in a puffy white robe, a plush towel wrapped around her hair. Her eyes lit up when she saw the boba tea.

I tipped the pair generously and shut the door as quickly as I could once they were gone.

It didn’t take long for the smell of food to bring both Marcie and Samantha into the main room. “Oh my God, that’s incredible,” Marcie whispered, stepping out of the bathroom wearing far less than Yukiko. “It’s like we’ve got our own personal buffet…”

Yukiko was already lifting the metal covers. “Ooh, there’s waffles and pancakes,” she said, sipping the tea as she planned out her breakfast. “Oh shit, maple syrup and whipped cream? Jack, please don’t judge your princess—she’s about to pig the fuck out!”

“Only if you agree not to judge me,” I laughed. “My stomach sounds like a goddamned cement mixer right now.”

We descended on the spread like a swarm of hungry locusts.

For a solid twenty minutes, there was no conversation, no banter—just the sounds of four extremely hungry people refueling after a night of debauchery. Samantha wolfed down an entire stack of pancakes and went back for seconds. Marcie piled one plate with eggs, another with bacon, and used two forks to switch between both. Yukiko’s pregnancy cravings must have kicked in early, because the monstrosity my princess created—a gigantic ersatz sandwich with a waffle for each bun, sausage, egg and hashbrowns in the middle and whipped cream and fruit on top—was the kind of creation no restaurant in the world would have dared try to serve to a patron.

She had three of them.

I couldn’t judge them, though. I ate more than any two of them combined. After the night I’d had, I needed it. I didn’t do anything fancy—just worked my way from plate to plate, fueling up.

“These pancakes are the second best thing that’s happened to me in the last twelve hours,” Samantha said, swallowing a mouthful of blueberry deliciousness. “They’re almost as good as sex.”

“Nowhere close,” Yukiko said. “And that’s not a slight on the pancakes.”

Samantha reached for a glass of orange juice, then physically recoiled. “I’m going to taste the champagne in that even if there isn’t any,” she said, making a face. “I’m serious, Daddy, I’m never drinking like that again.”

“You’re going sober?” Marcie asked, amazed.

Samantha made a face. “I may enjoy a cocktail with my husband every now and then,” she said, ignoring the way her backtrack made the other two wives grin. “But nothing like last night. Slap that shit out of my hand if I get too drunk, Daddy.”

“Smacking your ass would probably be more effective,” I suggested.

She colored cutely. “Yeah, it would!” she agreed with a naughty little wiggle.

Yukiko took a delicate sip of her water. “Mmm. Hydration. So incredible. God, I love not having a hangover. It’s amazing.”

Samantha narrowed her eyes. “I hate you.”

“No you don’t. You adore me.” Yukiko waggled her eyebrows like she was telepathically transmitting the mental image of what she’d done to Samantha with her hands while I exploded inside of my babygirl last night. “Even though Marcie and I are going to tease you until you can’t stand it about passing out last night.”

Samantha froze, a piece of bacon halfway to her lips. “I have no idea what you’re talking about,” she said.

“You don’t remember telling us all you were going to fuck Jack twice as hard when Kiki or me passed out?” Marcie giggled.

Samantha’s face went red. “I remember Daddy being inside me. I remember you and Yukiko watching me have the best orgasm of my life.” Her lips twisted in a smirk. “I remember what Kiki was doing with her hands. After that, it all gets… fuzzy.”

“We all went like four more rounds with Uncle Jack,” Marcie chuckled. “Then you face-planted into the mattress and started snoring.”

“Like a little buzzsaw,” I added. “It was adorable, babygirl.”

Samantha threw a napkin at me. “I do not snore! Take that back!”

“You totally do,” Yukiko said with a sip of her tea. “It really was adorable. And don’t worry, Marcie and I picked up the slack while you were sleeping.”

A horrified look stole over Samantha. “Oh my God,” she said, burying her face in her hands. “I missed out on so much of the fun! What did you do while I was passed out? I want a full debrief—all the acts, all the positions, every place Daddy shot his load!”

Marcie somehow managed to look innocent. “Sam. You know a good girl like me would never kiss and tell…”

“More like ‘ride Jack’s face’ and tell,” Yukiko snickered. “It was exactly what you think, Samantha. We both had sex with Jack a few more times before we passed out along with you.”

She didn’t mention the conversation we’d had after both her fellow wives were asleep—or the promise she made me. I figured she didn’t need to.

“Hmm, okay.” Samantha took a sip of orange juice at last, wincing only slightly at the taste. “As long as you were still happy, Daddy? Did I get you off enough times before I went down for the count?”

I reached over and put my hand on top of hers. “You were wonderful, babygirl,” I assured her. “Honestly, it’s probably good you conked out when you did. That much sex in one night might have tired me out so bad we all missed our flight.”

Samantha still looked sceptical. “Fine, but I’m making up for it by being twice as slutty on the plane as I was planning to be.”

“No complaints here.”

“Hey.” Marcie flashed an impish grin. “We’re Jack’s wives.”

The words hung in the air, warm and golden.

“We most certainly are,” Yukiko said, looking at her fellow wives with a smile.

“I wish we could get our names changed today,” Samantha grumbled. “I’m ready to cut Lowry out of my life forever and be Samantha Avery from now on.”

“‘Marcella Avery’,” Marcie whispered, shaking her head. “I love it.”

“If anyone should keep part of their last name, it’s probably you,” Yukiko suggested, her tone momentarily businesslike. “If we’re going into business against Jack’s former employer, having a ‘Mrs. Avery-Ramsey’ on the board would be a hell of a flex on our competition.”

“Maybe.” Marcie frowned. “I don’t know. I think I just want to be Avery.”

“Then you will,” Yukiko said, not looking upset in the slightest. “Just a possibility. You’re not Jack’s wife any less whether your name is hyphenated or not.”

Samantha was grinning from ear to ear. “Can I be ‘babygirl’ on the official paperwork, then?”

Yukiko nearly choked. “I think that would have the opposite effect, Sam.”

She laughed. “You don’t think that would intimidate our competition? I think it would scare the hell out of them.”

“I love you girls,” I said, chuckling. “All three of you.”

“I know,” Yukiko winked. “We’re the best wives you could have asked for—”

My phone vibrated in my pocket.

“Shit,” I said, reading the text. “That’s Daniel. He’s going to be downstairs in ten minutes.”

Samantha perked up. “Should we get dressed?”

Yukiko was already shaking her head. “This is a last-minute strategy session. Getting the pieces in play for when we get to Boston. He’s only expecting Jack and me.”

“Good,” Marcie said. “I don’t think I want Dad to see me quite like this.”

“He’ll say goodbye before we get on the plane,” I said. “You have plenty of time to get ready, angel.”

I reluctantly extracted myself from my perfect breakfast, hopped into the shower for the quickest scrub of my life, then threw on a button-down (with an old Black Sabbath t-shirt underneath) and a pair of dark jeans. I definitely still looked like a guy who’d spent all night getting laid more than he slept, but Daniel would be too polite to say anything.

By the time I stepped out, Yukiko was ready. She wore a simple green blouse and a pencil skirt, along with the Louboutin heels she’d used as part of her ‘fuck-me’ attire in the bedroom last night. Her hair was pulled back into a sleek ponytail, the gold chain glinting at her throat.

Even in something she’d thrown together in two minutes, she looked like a CEO’s wife. Which was, I realized, exactly what she was about to become.

“We’ll be back in a half-hour to an hour, probably,” she told her fellow wives. “Take your time, eat, get more coffee. We’ve got a long flight ahead of us.”

“Bring us all the gossip,” Samantha demanded. “I’m still a sorority president at heart. Something tells me these business executives are even worse than coeds where that shit’s concerned.”

Marcie took my hand as I passed. “Tell Dad I love him, okay?”

“Of course, angel.”

I kissed both of them and headed downstairs with Yukiko.


Chapter Nine

The hotel lobby was quiet for a Sunday morning. A Steely Dan song played quietly from hidden speakers; a few business travelers sat scattered around the couches, their laptops in their hands. Daniel Ramsey waited right up front in a wingback chair near the door, a takeout coffee in his hand. Two more steamed on the table—he’d been considerate and ordered for us both.

He looked like he’d gotten about as much sleep as I had, though for very different reasons.

He stood when he saw us approaching. To my surprise, he went for Yukiko first, embracing her like a step-daughter.

“Mrs. Avery,” he said, stepping back. “The name looks good on you.”

Yukiko blinked. “Thank you, Mr. Ramsey,” she said, flashing a smile that was only a touch awkward. “Marcie says hi, by the way. And that she loves you.”

Daniel nodded slowly. “We’re all family now,” he said, swallowing. “There’s no sense in wishing things could be different when it’s not the way they are. I’m done with the past—I’m looking at the future.” He glanced at me. “That doesn’t mean I’m not mad at you, son. But we’ve got to put it behind us. Especially if we’re gonna save the company.”

“Couldn’t agree more,” I said. “I don’t need you to be a cheerleader for this arrangement, Daniel. Marcie just needs you and Vanessa in her life. She loves you.”

“We’re not going anywhere,” he said, giving me a serious look. “And if you ever hurt my little girl, Jack, it won’t be Mona Isringhausen who’s holding the shovel that buries you. It’ll be me. Personally.”

“That’s never going to happen,” I promised. “I love Marcie. We were just discussing this morning whether she should change her last name to Avery or Avery–Ramsey once we get to Boston.”

His expression softened. “Avery-Ramsey,” he said with a chuckle. “Wouldn’t that be something?” Suddenly he remembered the coffees. “These are just black Americanos—nothing fancy.”

“They’re perfect,” Yukiko said, taking a sip from one. “Thank you.”

“Sit,” he said, gesturing at the chairs. “This won’t take long. But you both need to hear it before you leave the country.”

We sat. The coffee was even better than the room service upstairs. Yukiko opened her purse and pulled out a legal pad, setting it on her thigh to take notes. The pose made her look so much like her therapist mother that for a second I saw double.

“Tell us about the merger,” Yukiko said, the tip of her pen pressing against the paper. “What happened? How did you get forced out?”

Daniel ran his hand through his hair, grimacing. “I jumped the gun,” he said. “Made a lot of promises, and it turned out I couldn’t back them up. In my defense, though, it wasn’t really my fault.”

“No?” Yukiko glanced up. “Is there a traitor on the board we need to watch out for?”

He was already shaking his head. “I’m talking about your husband,” he said.

Yukiko set down the pad, her eyes widening. She took my hand and listened.

“The whole deal hinged on Jack,” Daniel admitted. “There were three fucking firms involved—you know how those outfits on the West Coast are, Jack. Getting them to do anything is like herding cats. The one in NoVA was even worse. It took two years to put the plans in place—combine resources, expand our capabilities, position Ramsey Engineering to step into the arena with the big boys. We’re in competition with places like Bechdel and AECOM right now—this merger would launch us into the stratosphere. Anyone would want to be on top of a company like that. I’ve known executives who’d literally kill for it.”

So had I.

“So when you refused,” Daniel said, gritting his teeth at the memory, “and—even worse—I fired you… it opened up a power vacuum. All this—” he gestured around, as if indicating my marriage, my time with Delta Rho and my employment at the same time, “scared the board. It made them look at other options.” He sat back with his coffee. “It was a war. And it was over before I could do a damn thing about it.”

“They outvoted you?”

It was Yukiko who’d spoken. Daniel looked a little surprised. “Two to one,” he said, the bitterness in his voice unmistakable. “I had to use some of my own equity to bring the deal to the finish line. It gave our partners the edge they needed.” He laughed without a bit of humor. “You threw a line in my face once about what would happen if I hired one of my golfing buddies to be CEO. This is way worse. Some venture capital hotshot, barely thirty, with an MBA from Harvard and a track record of ‘maximizing shareholder value’.” He said the last part like it was the name of an exotic disease. “They’re going to ruin everything I built.”

Yukiko leaned forward. “What’s your current equity position? Is there a non-compete clause in place? Could we throw a Hail Mary to try and challenge the Stock Transfer Form in court, or has the deadline already passed?”

Daniel looked at Yukiko like she’d suddenly sprouted fangs. His eyes widened not just with surprise, but respect.

He laughed. “You know, there’s not a lot I admire about this whole ‘three wives’ thing,” he mused, glancing at me. “But at least you had the good sense to recognize what was right in front of you, Jack.”

“Thank you,” Yukiko said softly.

“Don’t thank me,” he said. “Most men wouldn’t have had the balls to walk away from an offer like the one I made your husband.” He paused, his tongue working along his bottom lip. “Honestly, I think the whole reason I made the offer to him in private is because I knew you’d beat him into submission if you were there. You’d have kept him from being a damn fool, whether he wanted to or not.”

“I don’t berate my husband,” Yukiko said. She kept her composure so well that I was the only one who could tell how angry that remark made her. “I trust him to make his own choices. And I know he made the right one.” She paused, clearing her throat. “I will never, ever view your daughter as any less of a wife to Jack than I am, Daniel. My wrist was tied to Marcie’s every bit as tightly as it was to Jack’s. But if you honestly think I would have tried to get Jack to alter the most important decision of his life because of money, for status, then you don’t know the first thing about my marriage.”

Daniel blanched. “Listen, I—”

“Jack and I are going to destroy the people who stole your firm. We’re going to make them regret ever double-crossing you. By the end of this, you’re going to be so proud of your new family that you’re probably going to forget you ever had issues with this arrangement to begin with.” She leaned forward, dropping her voice to a whisper. “But you need to know this. If the day ever comes where these two forces are in opposition—where I have to choose between the company you built or the people I love? I won’t hesitate.” She flashed a smile Mona Isringhausen would have been proud of. “I’ll burn the building down and walk out arm-in-arm with my husband and my fellow wives. Because money, power, status?” She took my hand. “Compared to this, they’re nothing. And I think you know that. I think you feel it every time you look at Marcie.”

Daniel’s nostrils flared. He took a long, long moment, meeting my princess’ eye.

“You’re right about that,” he finally admitted. “If I had to pick between my company and Marcie, it wouldn’t take me a second to choose.” He smiled. “Jesus, this is pretty intense stuff for a Sunday morning, huh?”

Yukiko relaxed. “We’re in your corner, Daniel. We want this to succeed just as much as you do.”

Daniel pulled a folder out from his satchel. “Oh, Mrs. Avery, I sincerely doubt that.”

He opened it up and handed it to us both.

And my eyes nearly fell out of my head.

“Daniel…” I scanned the page, barely noticing Yukiko’s gasp at my side. “This is…”

“It’s everything you need to get started,” he said with a chuckle. “Client list—the ones who’ve already expressed interest to me privately about jumping ship. I’ve sorted all the company’s engineers who are worth poaching into a bucket: the ones with the green checks will absolutely come over to you, the yellows might need some sweetening.” He turned a page. “Financial projections, market analysis. The kind of stuff our competition would kill to dig up on us. Well, we’re the competition now.”

My jaw dropped. “Is it even legal for me to be holding this?”

Daniel laughed. “Do I give a shit?”

This was corporate espionage at its finest. What Daniel had just given me was a diagram of all Ramsey Engineering’s pressure points: chinks in their armor, places they could be exploited, people who could be turned against their supervisors. It was detailed and brilliant and utterly ruthless. It was the Pandora’s Box that Ramsey Engineering never wanted opened.

It was, in fact, so ruthless that I knew there was only one person who could have compiled it for Daniel.

“So what’s Mona’s price?” I asked.

Daniel chuckled. “She said something about you owing her a corner office,” he said, glancing up from the page to me. “And stock options?”

I remembered that conversation well. “Sounds expensive.”

“Miss Isringhausen has not resigned from the company just yet,” Daniel explained. “She’s going to remain behind for as long as they’ll let her, gathering data.”

“A spy,” Yukiko said, her eyes alight.

Daniel nodded. “When the time is right, she’ll jump ship. I’m handling that right now—you’ll handle it once she joins your firm. She’s… well, she mentioned she’s very excited to start working with you.”

I’ll bet, I thought. A David vs. Goliath war between me and my former company, with two other firms in the bargain? All of us trying to stab each other in the back, outflank each other, pulling out all the stops to demolish each other’s personal and professional lives?

That was the sort of shit Mona Isringhausen lived for. She was built for it.

“There’s… one other thing we’ve got to talk about,” Daniel said as Yukiko tucked the folder into her purse. “I wasn’t lying when I said I’m retiring. I’m too damned tired to build something like this from the ground up, even if I wanted to. But I am intending to take on a little project in my old age.”

“What’s that?”

Daniel gave me the kind of look I’d only ever seen once or twice from the other side of a boardroom table. “Becoming silent partner to my son-in-law’s new firm,” he said. “With an initial investment of twenty million dollars.”

My heart skipped a beat.

Yukiko’s hand squeezed mine so tightly I thought it might break.

“I don’t want you to just stop these people,” he said. “Don’t get me wrong—when you win, you’re buying them out and taking back the Ramsey name. But what you’re going to build’s not just going to be a carbon-copy of the firm.” He swallowed hard, glancing first at Yukiko and then up at the ceiling like he could see Marcie. “You’re going to make something better, Jack. Both of us are.”

To say I was stunned would have been a major understatement. “Daniel, this…”

“Please just shut the fuck up and say yes,” my mentor chuckled. “Consider it Marcie’s wedding present if you have to.” He grinned, and for a moment he looked twenty years younger. “I’d gladly pay that much for a ticket to watch you tear those bastards apart.”

I looked over at Yukiko. She practically vibrated with excitement, her eyes bright, her mind already racing with the possibilities.

“What do you think, princess?” I asked.

“I think,” she said slowly, “that we are going to make your father-in-law very, very proud.”

So did I.

I extended a hand. “I accept,” I said. “The funding, the support, the challenge—let’s do it. As soon as I get back from Europe.”

Daniel looked at my hand. Then he stood up and pulled me into a bear hug.

“Thank you, son,” he said. “And not just for this. You know what I mean.”

I did. “I’m gonna take good care of her,” I whispered.

“I know you will.” He stepped back. “Tell my little girl I love her, too.” He glanced at Yukiko. “And you. You’re the glue holding this whole operation together, you know that?”

Yukiko smiled.

“Take care of this man,” Daniel said, jerking a thumb at my chest. “I’ve got a lot riding on him. All of us do.”

“I will,” Yukiko promised.

Daniel gestured at her purse. “And Jack? Make sure she doesn’t open that again until after the honeymoon.”

Kiki’s mouth dropped. “I at least have to draft a business plan—”

“Nope,” I said, chuckling. “It’s our honeymoon, princess. It can wait.”

It was probably the hardest thing I’d ever asked Yukiko to do. Her lips formed a tight little line, and she almost protested. But how would that have looked after her declaration to Daniel?

“Fine,” she said through her teeth. “You’re right. But the second we’re back in the states, I’m going to war.”

“I’d expect nothing less.”

We said our goodbyes to Daniel and managed to make it back to the elevator in one piece. As soon as it closed behind us, Yukiko jumped into the air, doing a cheer that would have made Heather and Eva jealous.

“Oh my God!” she cried, grabbing my shoulders as she shed her composure and turned for just a minute into the most excited nerd I’d ever met. “Jack, this is incredible! The dossier on Ramsey Engineering—twenty million dollars—holy shit we’re really going to do this…!”

I pulled her into my arms and kissed her. Hard.

“Are you ready for this, princess?” I asked.

She grinned from ear to ear. “I was born ready,” she growled, sounding hungry for the fight. Then, suddenly, her expression softened. “What about you, Jack?”

Huh? “Me?”

“Are you okay with this? It’s going to be a lot. This is… I mean, even with Daniel’s backing and the best team in the world, it’s going to be a fight. Hard work, late nights, stress…”

I swallowed hard. “I have your Mom to help me manage that.”

“And us to destress you after the working day is done,” she chuckled, bulging out her cheek with her tongue in a gesture that was unmistakable. “But… I mean, you’ve been working hard for fifteen years. This semester’s been the first time you’ve surfaced for air in a really, really long time.” She paused. “I wouldn’t blame you if you wanted to stay in Stillwell. Watch over Marcie and the others, get a job teaching engineering at the college, find some house with a white picket fence and a big nursery…”

The fact that she was thinking of me and my well-being after an offer like that told me I’d picked the exact right woman to be the head of my harem.

“Princess, I cannot wait to get started,” I told her, my hands going to her ass. “I didn’t just work my ass off fifteen years to work. I wanted the big chair. I wanted to be in charge.” I kissed her again. “And now I will.”

She nodded. “You’re not doing it alone, either. You’ve got me, and Samantha, and Marcie. We’re not going anywhere, no matter what. We’re all in this together.” She planted another kiss on my lips. “And we’re going to be amazing!”

The elevator door opened. Our floor.

“Ready to go tell the other wives the good news?” I asked.

Yukiko nibbled her bottom lip. “Hell yes.”

Together, we made our way back to the suite.


Chapter Ten

“Twenty million dollars!?”

Samantha and Marcie were just where we’d left them when we got back to the suite, sipping coffee and nibbling pastries. Both of them looked mostly recovered from their morning hangovers, though Marcie was clearly winning in that department. Both of them had wanted to know everything about the meeting with Daniel.

We’d told them.

Everything.

“Twenty million, a dossier of secrets on the competition, and all the institutional help Daniel can give us,” Yukiko said with relish. “Oh, but we’re going to have to hire Mona Isringhausen eventually.”

“I’d hire the Mona Lisa for twenty million dollars!” Samantha gasped. “Holy shit, Daddy!”

“I knew he’d come around,” Marcie said proudly. “He’s all-in on us, Jack. That’s huge. That’s really huge.”

“It is,” I agreed. “It’s going to change our lives forever.” I paused. “If either of you have any objections to this, I’d like to hear them now, rather than when we get back…”

Both of them laughed. “Are you kidding me?” Marcie asked. “This is so cool!”

“I’m absolutely ready for this, Daddy,” Samantha assured me. “Six months ago, I had no idea what I wanted to do with the rest of my life. Now I can’t believe I ever thought it would be anything else.”

I glanced at Marcie. “I don’t know how we handle the college thing,” I said. “Kiki and Samantha are close enough to their degrees to finish with online classes—but you’re a sophomore. I know you want to be a teacher…”

“It can wait,” Marcie insisted. “Jack, I’m twenty years old. And this is Dad’s business we’re talking about. Of course I want to do this!”

“I’m putting my degree on the back burner,” Yukiko agreed.

My brows shot skyward. “Princess—!”

“Mark Zuckerberg dropped out of college to focus on Facebook, and it worked out pretty well for him,” she said with a chuckle. “Oprah, too. Dropped out of college with one credit left to start her TV career.”

I wasn’t sure I liked that idea. The thought of anything standing between my wives and their degrees didn’t sit entirely right with me. But I wasn’t about to start ordering them around. They were smart women; if they wanted to pick up where they left off later, I knew they wouldn’t have trouble with it.

“Besides, I happen to know a certain someone who came to work at Ramsey Engineering a semester shy of his degree,” Yukiko said, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. “And he just happens to be the man I love most in the world.”

“That’s different,” I protested. “I honestly didn’t realize I hadn’t graduated—”

“Oh my God, imagine me coming back to Stillwell after fifteen years,” Samantha giggled. “Stepping into the Delta Rho house like, ‘okay, bitches, your president is back!’”

“With a whole new crop of pledges to audition for Jack,” Yukiko murmured.

“When I’m in my mid-fifties? Jesus, that’d probably kill me.”

“You’re only as young as you feel, Daddy,” Samantha giggled. “And if how hard you fucked us last night’s anything to go by, you must feel like you’re about nineteen years old.”

I laughed at that.

“Speaking of which, babygirl, you’ve got something to tease Kiki back about,” I said, snatching a Danish from the table. “Daniel made her promise not to write any business plans until we get home from the honeymoon.”

Marcie’s expression turned serious. “We’re holding you to that!”

“That’s right,” Samantha said. “You’re shopping for cute tartan skirts in Edinburgh, not sketching out corporate espionage. I forbid you from making this a working trip!”

Yukiko made a face. “This is because I made fun of you snoring earlier, isn’t it?”

Samantha shook her head. “No. It’s because I care about you. And I want you to enjoy your honeymoon instead of treating it like an inconvenience you have to deal with in between battle plans.”

Yukiko relaxed. “You’re right.” She glanced around the suite. “Flight’s pretty soon. Everybody packed and ready?”

“Just need to get dressed,” Marcie said. She winced as she rose from her chair. “Oof, I’m still sore after last night.”

“Me too,” Samantha said, grinning. “Good sore.”

“You don’t have handprints on your ass, though,” Marcie said, leaning over. The red outline of my fingers stood out on her pale skin when she slid her towel to the side.

Both Yukiko and Samantha stared, their cheeks burning with arousal.

“No, but I wish I did,” Samantha whispered thickly.

“We’re going to have to be careful on the beach,” Yukiko mused. “You show up in a string bikini, everybody’s going to see that.”

Marcie bit her bottom lip. “Maybe I wouldn’t mind them seeing?”

Samantha snorted. “I knew it! You act like such an innocent little thing, but you’re secretly the biggest freak out of all of us—!”

Marcie’s jaw dropped. “I’m a good girl,” she insisted, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. “For Uncle Jack, I’m a very good girl.” She wrapped her towel around her waist. “Now I’m going to throw on something comfortable for the plane.”

Yukiko watched her go. “Jack, do we have time…?”

I glanced at my watch. “Unfortunately not, princess.”

“Damn. Raincheck, then?” She glanced at me, smirking. “Mile-high club?”

“Oh please.” Samantha rolled her eyes. “It’s a trans-atlantic flight. Fourteen hours. We’re all going to be in the mile-high club by the time we touch down in London.”

London first, to get that picture of my wives and I walking across Abbey Road and a whole lot else besides. Then the train to Edinburgh to put my princess in tartan and twine, a short commercial flight to Paris (which Marcie had always wanted to see), and finally to Copenhagen, where Samantha could show us around all the places she’d seen as a kid and banish her old memories with new ones.

I was so freaking excited.

We did a final check once everyone was dressed and ready. “Passports?” Yukiko asked, glancing around. “Boarding passes? Secret corporate documents?”

“Check, check, and check,” I said. “The third’s staying sealed until we get back.”

“I know,” Yukiko said. “But I’m not leaving it behind, either.”

“Princess, we’re good,” I said. “Everything’s packed.”

My wives took a final look around the room. “I’m gonna miss this place,” Samantha whispered, glancing into the bedroom. “The room where I got pregnant on my wedding night…”

“You can’t possibly know if you’re pregnant yet,” Marcie said.

Samantha snorted. “Please. I am so pregnant.”

“Marcie’s technically right, but my money’s on Samantha,” Yukiko chuckled. “I have literally never seen Jack cum as hard as he did inside of you, Sam. If that didn’t do the job, the issue’s with the oven and not the batter.”

Marcie gagged. “Oh my God, that is such a gross way of putting it!”

“I love it,” Samantha said. “Yukiko Avery is so much more unhinged than Yukiko Tanaka ever was!”

We hauled our bags down to the elevator and rode down to the lobby. It was a little busier than it had been during our conversation with Daniel, but not much more. A young couple stood checking out, while a couple of teenagers dug through the tiny snack cafe near the front desk.

And standing near the front entrance, looking only slightly out of place, were Maria Alvarez and Tasha Davis.

Maria’s head was wrapped in a bandage, but she was grinning. Tasha stood next to her, one hand on the brunette’s shoulder like she was ready to catch her if she missed a step.

“Querido!” Maria cried, throwing out her arms as we approached. She was so loud that several people jumped. “Oh my God, look at the Avery’s!”

“Maria!” Samantha squealed, abandoning her suitcase to rush over. “You’re okay! They let you out!”

“Discharged this morning,” Maria said, hugging the blonde tight. Tasha grimaced, but didn’t stop her. “They said I could go as long as someone keeps an eye on me for the next few days.” She jerked a thumb at Tasha. “Thank goodness I’ve got a live-in nurse.”

“I’m a cop, not a nurse,” Tasha corrected.

“I saw you run to mi papi when he collapsed at that graduation,” Maria said, nodding in my direction. “You were quicker and better than most paramedics I’ve ever seen. I’m in good hands with you, boo.”

Tasha rolled her eyes, but I could tell she appreciated the compliment. “I’ll make sure she doesn’t do anything too outrageous,” she said.

“Get over here, tiger,” Maria demanded. “If I had to miss your whole-ass wedding, the least you can do’s kiss me like you mean it…”

If I’d thought that marriage would cool the ardor my wives had for watching me fool around with other women, I couldn’t have been more wrong. I swept Maria into my arms—carefully, because I could see how exhausted she was despite her good mood—and kissed her slow and deep, one hand gripping her ass in a posture of casual ownership. Maria melted into my touch, groaning as one hand went to my chest.

“Yeah, that’s what I wanted,” she purred. Her knee slid between my legs, massaging my bulge. “I’m shocked you can get it up after a night with these three, querdio. Must be a little bit of that Spanish fly…”

“You should be resting,” I said, firm but kind.

“And I’m going to crash for like twelve hours the second you and your girls are in the air,” she promised. “But I was not gonna miss the opportunity to see you off.”

I was glad she’d done it. It felt good, having her in my arms.

Maybe that thought should have been traitorous with my three wives surrounding me. But somehow, it wasn’t. Instead, it felt right.

Maria leaned in closer. “I heard Tash caught the bouquet,” she said, too casual by half. “And that the two of you had a, uh… convo about certain things?”

I nodded. “We did. About what we’re going to do when we get to Boston.”

Maria gave me a look that was about as nervous as the confident woman ever got. “And that offer stands?” She glanced over at Tasha. “For both of us?”

I couldn’t help but smile.

“It absolutely does,” I said. “Pretty sure Kiki’s already got it on her calendar.”

“I absolutely do!” Yukiko said from behind me.

Maria’s face lit up. “Hell yes, tiger,” she whispered. “Can’t wait to see you get down on one knee. Tash and me are coming up with all kinds of things you can do while you’re down there…”

“We’ll help both of you get settled in the meantime,” I promised her. “There’s been some news, and life’s going to be crazy for a while. But we can absolutely help find you both jobs, help you find a place to stay in the meantime…”

Maria and Tasha exchanged a very strange look.

“Jobs, querido?” Maria asked.

Huh? For a second, I thought she might be suggesting she didn’t want to work, but that was totally wrong. Maria loved her job more than most people loved their kids.

“Yeah. I mean, Boston’s going to be a big change for all of us. But it’s got a good job market, and with our connections…”

I trailed off. Maria was grinning like I’d just made one hell of a joke.

“Whatever you say, tiger,” giving my shoulder a playful punch.

“We appreciate the offer,” Tasha said, her voice dripping with… something. Playfulness? “It’s very thoughtful.”

Apparently not thoughtful enough. “What am I missing?”

“Jack,” Yukiko said, her voice tight with suppressed laughter. “Stop talking.”

“Princess?”

“It’s so cute when you’re clueless, Daddy,” Samantha giggled. “It’s so rare, we should really take the opportunity to savor it while we can.”

“You’ll figure it out eventually,” Marcie said.

“Or I’ll explain on the plane,” Yukiko added.

I was about to push the issue and demand she explain it now, when a new voice cut through the lobby. Yui’s.

“There you are! I was beginning to think you were never coming down.”

Yukiko’s mother strode through the entrance, looking prim and businesslike in an outfit almost exactly like the one she wore during therapy sessions. My McLaren sat in the parking lot behind her, looking no worse for wear. I couldn’t help but wonder what she’d spent last night doing with it.

She took in the scene—me, surrounded by my three wives and a bunch of luggage, my Latina realtor in my arms—and rolled her eyes. She didn’t even look mad, just like: oh Jack. You’re hopeless!

“Maria,” Yui said warmly. “It’s so good to see you up and about. How are you feeling?”

“I’ve been better,” she admitted, sliding out of my arms. “But I’m alive, so that’s something.”

“Good. Make sure Tasha takes care of you.” She turned to Yukiko. “Good morning, daughter. How does it feel to be Mrs. Yukiko Avery?”

Yukiko gave her mom a hug. “Freaking wonderful,” she whispered. “Mom, I have so much to tell you. We had a meeting with Daniel this morning—it’s absolutely insane. The future is going to be…”

“Tell me all about it in the car,” Yui said with a smile. “You four have a plane to catch!”

Right. Europe. Honeymoon.

“I’ll load the suitcases,” I said, grabbing one. “You girls get in the car.”

They did, each of them giving Maria, Tasha and Yui another hug. In no time at all I had the McLaren loaded. I would have preferred to drive, but Yui was in the driver’s seat and the way she looked at me made it clear she wasn’t going to move without a fight.

“Go have so much fun, querido,” Maria said, giving me a final hug and another quick kiss. “Don’t worry about us. We’ll see you in Boston. All of us.”

I was about to ask what she meant by that when Tasha’s kiss obliterated the thought. “Love you, Jack,” she purred, nibbling my bottom lip before pulling away with obvious reluctance. “Enjoy your vacation. We’ll keep the home fires burning.”

I got into the passenger seat, my brides clustered together in the back. “How many miles did you put on this thing last night, Yui?” I asked as I buckled my seatbelt.

“Just a few,” Yui said with a smirk. “It’s quite an impressive machine, Jack. You are letting me borrow this while you’re in Europe, aren’t you?”

My eyes nearly fell out of my head.

“It’s not like you’re going to need it for those two weeks,” Yui said with a chuckle. “Besides, my divorce is about to go through. You’re not the only one who needs a mid-life crisis mobile.”

“It’s not a…” I bit back a sigh. “Does this get me a discount on my therapy sessions?”

Yui’s eyes narrowed. “I’m not charging you for your—”

This time it was her who had the realization.

“Certainly,” she said, laughing. “Twenty percent off of zero is still zero. Everyone buckle up. I’m not having anything bad happen to you when you’re ten miles away from your honeymoon.”

Don’t let her treat you too rough, I thought, tapping the dashboard of the McLaren as we sped down the road. Somehow, though, I knew Yui would be just fine.

Yui drove with the practiced ease of someone who’d spent a chunk of the previous night testing my sports car at a radically-higher speed. The streets were nearly empty, the streetlights still covered with a thin sheen of frost. Any students left on the campus were probably sleeping off their Saturday night benders.

“Europe,” Yui said, glancing at my wives in the backseat. “I understand you’re flying into Heathrow?”

“Taking the Elizabeth Line into London proper,” Yukiko said—she’d memorized a map of the relevant sections of the Underground weeks ago. “Then a train ride up to Edinburgh.”

“Paris,” Marcie murmured.

“Then Copenhagen,” Samantha added. “A visit I’ll remember fondly for a change.”

“Very romantic. I’m jealous.” Yui glanced at Yukiko in the mirror. “I’ve been to Edinburgh. You’re going to love it. The Royal Mile is beautiful this time of year.”

“Jack promised to spoil me outrageously,” Yukiko said with a smile. “And I promised to take a picture of him under the giant statue of Adam Smith.”

“And at Robert Louis Stevenson’s house,” Marcie chimed in.

“You definitely seem like someone who had a well-loved copy of Treasure Island as a child,” Yui told me.

Samantha sat up a little straighter in the backseat. “Thank you, Mrs. Tanaka,” she said, clearing her throat. “For everything. The driving, the help with the wedding, for…”

She trailed off.

A smile rose to Yui’s face. “For what, dear?”

“Letting us be your daughters,” Samantha said, suddenly blinking back tears. “For someone who doesn’t exactly have a lot of positive maternal figures in her life, that means a lot.”

Yui reached back and squeezed Samantha’s hand. “Sweetheart, you are family now,” she said soothingly. “All of you. Even Jack!”

All three of them chuckled at that.

“You’ve made my daughter happier than I’ve ever seen her,” Yui said. “And you’re giving me grandchildren. That gives you a pass for the rest of it.” She paused. “But if you hurt her, I know exactly how to make it look like an accident.”

It was almost exactly how Daniel warned me.

Yukiko’s jaw dropped. “Mom!”

“I love you, Miss Tanaka,” Samantha snickered.

“I’m just saying. Vehicular manslaughter prosecutions are notorious for resulting in very little jail time. People love their cars.” She thought for a moment. “I’ll be doing quite a bit of driving soon enough. I plan to be a very involved grandmother once the baby arrives.” Her eyes met Yukiko’s in the mirror. “Speaking of which, when is your next OB appointment?”

“A week after we get back,” Yukiko said. “I already added it to your Google Calendar.”

“Good. I plan to be there. As long as your husband doesn’t mind?”

Did I?

Not at all. Especially if it kept me on Yui Tanaka’s good side.

“I’d be glad for it, Yui. This is all kind of new for me.”

“You’ll be a good father,” Yui insisted. “Ah, here’s our stop…”

We’d just reached the Departures terminal. Yui pulled the McLaren to the curb, the engine letting out a roar as she hit the brakes a touch too hard. I unloaded the bags while my wives climbed out and stretched, giving Yui a final series of hugs.

“Be safe,” she said softly. “Have fun. Forget about business and just be married for a while, alright?”

“I will, Mom. I promise.”

Tears sprang to Yui’s eyes. “Trust me, these days go faster than you know. You’ll miss these carefree moments when you’re up to your knees in diapers. You’re so young, all of you, and you have so much life ahead of you. Even you, Jack.”

“Gee thanks, Mom.”

“I mean it.” Yui embraced me. “It’s just so beautiful how in love you all are. It’s hard for me to imagine, starting over at my age, but perhaps one day I’ll find someone I can look at the way my daughter looks at you.”

Yukiko’s mouth opened and closed soundlessly. For a moment, she looked very conflicted. Half a syllable passed her lips, only for her teeth to snap shut on it like a bear trap.

Yui didn’t see it. The moment passed.

“Okay, I’m leaving before I get emotional,” Yui laughed. “Oh, but wait, I almost forgot. This is for you.”

For a moment, I thought she’d raided Kate McCleary’s letter box. But this wasn’t one of the envelopes she’d presented me with at my wedding—it had the Delta Rho logo in the corner. And about a hundred kisses all over it.

“Well-wishes from those who couldn’t make it,” Yui explained. “Read it on the plane!”

We promised we would.

Yui climbed back into the McLaren, the big JUST MARRIED on the back looking faintly ridiculous as she peeled out of the Departures terminal. We watched her go for a few moments, until the sports car finally turned and disappeared into traffic.

“Your mom is so freaking cool,” Samantha said. “I mean, I guess she’s kinda my mom now, too.”

Yukiko swallowed hard. “Yeah. She…”

Kiki trailed off.

I caught the strange catch in her voice. “What’s wrong, princess?”

She shook her head. “Nothing. I’m just really glad she came around on all this. It feels really, really good to have her in our corner.”

“We’re not exactly batting a thousand on parents,” Marcie said. “Although apparently Maria’s family is, like, super enthusiastic about the whole thing?”

“I guess we’ll find out soon enough,” Samantha giggled. “It would be nice for it not to be a whole huge drama-bomb for once!”

“I’m pretty sure there’s lots of drama in our future regardless,” Yukiko said, shaking her head. “But not right now. Not for this.”

I grabbed the handle of my suitcase. “Alright. Let’s go to Europe.”

We got our bags checked in and headed through airport security. It went about as easily as passing through the TSA could ever go, and we managed to make it to the gate with a little over a half-hour to spare. Yuikiko got a complicated tea at the airport’s cafe and a paperback copy of Project Hail Mary in the bookstore, while Samantha drank a bottle of water nearly the size of her forearm. Marcie and I stuck with black coffee.

At one point while waiting for our flight to be called, I glanced over to see Yukiko thumbing through real-estate listings in Boston. I swear she’d found some way to filter for white picket fences.

“Princess,” I said gently. “What did we say about work?”

“This isn’t work,” Yukiko said without looking up. “It’s fantasizing.”

“It’s work-adjacent.”

She put her phone away with a smile. “Just for that, I’m setting the search results to only show places in Beacon Hill when we get back.”

Ouch. Pricey.

I laughed. “I thought you said you wouldn’t mind living in a cardboard box.”

“That was Samantha.” Yukiko glanced over my shoulder where Samantha lay slumped and dozing. “And I’ll live in a cardboard box if that’s what it takes for the four of us to stay together. But I don’t think we’re going to have to rough it that badly.”

I pulled her closer to me. “No. Definitely not.”

Marcie was holding the envelope Yui had given us. “Should we open this now?”

“She said to wait until we’re on the plane,” Yukiko said.

Marcie snorted. “We’re basically on the plane. What does it matter—?”

A speaker crackled to life over my head. “Flight 272 to London Heathrow is now boarding. First class and business class passengers, please approach the gate.”

“That’s us,” Yukiko said, her voice crackling with excitement.

Samantha gave a little jerk as she snapped awake. “What’s up, Daddy?”

“Come on,” Marcie chuckled. “We’re getting on the plane.”

We grabbed our bags and got in line. The gate agent scanned Yukiko and I’s boarding passes with a knowing smile.

“Congratulations, Mr. and Mrs. Avery,” she said, glancing at the names on the tickets. “Enjoy your honeymoon.”

Samantha chuckled. “We will,” she said, holding out her ticket. “Had one hell of a wedding night. Marcie, you got your ticket ready?”

The poor woman’s eyes nearly fell out of her head. The four of us chuckled all the way across the causeway and onto the plane.

Ramsey Engineering had sent me overseas business class a few times over the last fifteen years, so I knew what to expect. My wives, however, did not. Their jaws dropped as they settled into their seats, which were more like tiny cubicles than the sardine-rows I remembered from domestic flights. There was more than enough room to lie flat—a good thing, too, as I was exhausted.

“Oh my God,” Marcie whispered, leaning back and closing her eyes. “Jack, wake me up whenever you want to join the mile-high club. Outside of that, my eyes aren’t gonna open until we’re in the UK.”

“Mom and Dad never sprang for this,” Samantha murmured. “Damn, Daddy. We’re traveling in style.”

A flight attendant came by with champagne. Everyone looked a little sick.

“I’ll stick with bottled water,” Samantha whispered.

“Same,” Yukiko said, taking the bottle from the attendant with a smirk. “I’m expecting.”

Once she was gone and our bags were safely stowed, Marcie took out the letter. “Okay, we’re on the plane. Let’s check this out…”

She tore it open. Inside was a letter on a sheet of legal paper—no, multiple letters, all sharing the same page. The paper had been scrawled on from a half-dozen different angles, filled with hearts and exclamation points and signatures.

Samantha and Yukiko leaned over, staring at it. Both of them teared up.

“What is it?” I asked.

“It’s from everyone,” Samantha said, her voice thick with emotion. “Maria and Tash. Heather, Eva, Lakshmi. Even some of the other Delta Rho coeds you…” Her gaze flickered to me. “At the hot springs.”

Oh. Oh.

They’d filled the page with well-wishes:

Samantha, you’re a badass and we love you! Heather and Eva had written. Take good care of our boss in Europe!

I am so proud of this sorority, Lakshmi wrote. Thank you for letting me be a part of this wonderful life the four of you have built. I cannot WAIT to see the pictures!

There were more—short messages from sisters I’d barely met, kisses applied to the page and more than a few lewd promises scribbled along the bottom. It reminded me of the chaos of a well-loved high-school yearbook, but with the added knowledge that all of these women were auditioning to keep a place inside my head while I was in Europe.

They were succeeding. I couldn’t wait to see where the future took us all.

Something near the bottom caught my eye. A message in Maria’s neat, compact handwriting:

From the future employees of the Avery Corporation, she’d written, doodling a little heart next to it. Can’t wait to violate ALL the HR rules with you, querido!

I read that again. Then one more time.

“Princess?”

Yukiko glanced over at me. “Yes, Jack?”

“I’m an idiot, aren’t I?”

She froze for a moment. Then a huge grin spread across her face.

“He figured it out,” she said, nudging Samantha. “Look at him!”

Samantha and Marcie both turned. “Yep,” my babygirl purred. “That’s definitely Daddy’s ‘I just had a brilliant realization’ face.”

“The girls,” I said, my mouth going dry. “Maria. Tasha. The others, too, it sounds like.” I put a hand to my forehead. “Jesus Christ, I’m not helping Maria find a job. Why the fuck did I say that? I’m giving her one, aren’t I?”

“She is an absolute monster at sales,” Yukiko said in a matter-of-fact tone. “I’ve seen her LLC’s income statements, and they’re no joke. She’s disgustingly good at what she does.”

“Tasha knows all about security,” Marcie chimed in. “Physical, digital, risk management…”

I blinked. The pieces were clicking into place fast now, matching the rapid pulse of my heart. The engines roared to life as the plane taxied towards the runway, a safety demonstration playing on a low volume on the screens.

“The cheerleaders,” I blurted. “Heather and Eva—”

“Our versions of pharma reps,” Yukiko said with a shrug. “Or booth babes, if that’s how you want to play it. Two beautiful women who look like sisters and have absolutely no shame? Tell me whatever visitors come to hammer out agreements at our future office won’t fall all over themselves to sign whatever we put in front of their faces after five minutes having their brains scrambled by those two.”

“Lakshmi is literally studying for her CPA exam right now,” Samantha giggled, her grin going wide. “She’s a finance major, Daddy. Accounting.” She leaned forward, putting a hand on mine and pursing her lips. “Everyone has a skillset. Everyone has a place.” She winked. “A seat at the table.”

“A well compensated seat, of course,” Yukiko said breezily. “Stock options all around, for everyone on the ground floor.” She grimaced. “I can’t believe we have to reserve some for Mona Isringhausen, of all people.”

My brain was working faster than my mouth. “Babygirl, I—”

“Daddy.” Samantha turned about as serious as it was possible for her to be. “It’s the funniest thing. You’re my husband. You know me deeper than any human being on Planet Earth. You know everything about my past, about Delta Rho, about what I want and what I plan to do to get it.” Her eyes sparkled. “But you have never once asked me what my major is.”

I blinked. Holy shit.

“Babygirl… what is your major?”

Samantha chuckled. “Marketing, Daddy. I’m our new head of Marketing.”

You could have knocked me over with a feather.

“Not that you need it.” Samantha turned and exchanged a look with Yukiko. “With Daniel’s client list, Yukiko’s brains, and the actual heir of the Ramsey Clan hanging off your arm? You are a hot commodity, Daddy.” She giggled. “You’re going to sell like hotcakes.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “I didn’t form a goddamn harem,” I muttered. “I built a company!”

“Yes you did, Daddy,” Samantha whispered. “And you’re the last person to realize it.”

I sat with that for a few moments, just processing. Picturing the org chart, the division of labor, the many, many possibilities. Also the innumerable HR violations.

“Princess?” I asked.

One side of Yukiko’s mouth disappeared as she sucked it in with an awkward smile. “Yes, Jack?”

“Can you flag the stewardess once we’re in the air?” I leaned back in my seat, suddenly boneless. “I think I will have that champagne after all.”

All three of my wives cackled at that.

“Welcome to the future, Jack,” Yukiko purred, leaning over and kissing me. “I cannot wait for us to get started.”

The plane accelerated, nose lifting, wheels leaving the ground. The airport fell away beneath us, then the city, then everything.

We were airborne.

Flying to our honeymoon.

And as we left, I had one final realization.

Yukiko had so many plans for our new business. But the most important one of all was the one I’d been putting together on my own this semester.

Without even realizing it.

And once we got back to Boston, it was going to start paying dividends.


Season One: Epilogue

The day I got married to Yukiko, Samantha and Marcie was the happiest day of my life. And the next two weeks were somehow even better.

Our honeymoon was a whirlwind tour of Europe. London was incredible—we got a picture of the four of us crossing Abbey Road (Yukiko even went barefoot to better imitate Paul McCartney) and we'd ended up in a little pub near Buckingham Palace where Yukiko drank virgin cocktails and I fingered Samantha under the table until she pulled me into the bathroom and sucked my soul out of my body. Marcie fell so in love with Carnaby Street we practically had to drag her back to the Underground, and I took a million pictures of the original London Wall at Tower Hill. Nothing like standing on top of a two-thousand year old piece of architecture to give a man some much-needed perspective.

Edinburgh had been everything Yui promised and more. The Royal Mile at night, the castles, the fact that every side alley looked like something from the set of a Harry Potter movie. I bought Yukiko the world's cutest tartan skirt and her fellow wives took about a hundred pictures of her posing in it, her belly just barely visible as she nerded out next to statues and nine-hundred-year-old cathedrals. My girls bullied me into buying a kilt by promising to take turns riding me while I wore it, then made good on their promise.

The handprints on Marcie's ass had faded by the time we hit the French Riviera, but I gladly gave her new ones. France was everything she'd wanted it to be and more--she really came out of her shell in a way I'd never seen before, embracing her role as not just my wife but one of my three wives with a fervor that sometimes left Yukiko and Samantha shocked by her shamelessness. Leave it to the innocent ones to always be the biggest kinksters underneath it all.

Copenhagen was both fun and catharsis. Samantha's nervousness had reached epic proportions by the time we touched down in Denmark, but every landmark she showed us and each path she retraced wore away her anxiety until we were all grinning over our Danish pastries in Tivoli Gardens. My babygirl decided Rutschebanen was nowhere near as good a roller-coaster as El Toro, but we still rode it three times in a row. The fact that I wound up shooting cum across her lips in a place her parents once abandoned her as a kid to chase hookups probably said something about her psychosexual makeup, but neither of us wanted to interrogate that too deeply. Either way, her bad memories had been replaced with far nicer ones.

Two weeks of pure happiness. Two weeks of forgetting about it all: Stillwell, Ramsey Engineering, Daniel's offer and the complicated reality of being three wives with one husband. It was peace. It was perfect.

And then we came home.

"I can't believe it's over," Marcie whispered, her face against the airplane's window as we touched down onto the tarmac. "I don't wanna go back to the real world, Jack."

Samantha sat next to her, looking almost unbearably smug. The night before we flew back from Denmark she'd taken three pregnancy tests she bought at a convenience store—all positive. The timing was pretty tight for it to actually have happened on the wedding night, rather than an earlier bout of post-implant removal sex, but Samantha wouldn't hear anything different. "Bred on her wedding night" was her story, and she planned to stick to it.

"It was incredible," Yukiko whispered, taking my hand. "But I'm ready to get started. How about you, Jack?"

I had to agree with Kiki. I felt like a new man.

"I'm ready to make Boston ours," I said. "Get the company off the ground. Take Ramsey Engineering to the cleaners." I paused, giving my princess's hand a squeeze. "Maybe look for a house with a white picket fence and enough bedrooms for some babies..."

The plane touched down with a gentle bump and taxied across the runway. All around us, business-class travelers immediately reached for their phones, powering them on to check their messages. After fourteen hours in the air, these people didn't just want but needed to reconnect.

I waited. I can take a minute, I thought, stretching. One more minute with my girls before we jump back into the real world. Before we get back into the fight.

A few rows up, someone gave a start. They turned, glancing at me and my women with a strange expression.

Hmm?

Someone else near us started whispering. As I looked up and down the plane, a person flipped around, snapped a picture with their phone and disappeared around their seat as quickly as they came.

"What the hell?" I sat up straighter. "You'd think these people never saw a guy with more than one woman before..."

Next to me, Yukiko stiffened. "Um, Jack? I think you need to check your phone."

I did. I'd briefly looked it over at a hot-spot in the Copenhagen airport before takeoff, clearing my missed calls before we were in the air.

Fourteen hours later, I had fifty-nine missed calls.

What the absolute hell!?

"Something's wrong," I realized. I’d gotten calls from Yui. Daniel. Maria. Even Mona Isringhausen, which scared me way more than the rest of the names in the log put together. What happened while we were in the air?

Samantha was scrolling now, her eyes growing wider and wider. "Daddy?"

My phone buzzed. A new text came in, from Yui:

Call me the second you land, it said. Do not talk to ANYONE. Leave your bags at the terminal--someone will pick them up. I'm waiting for you in the departure bay.

Ice filled the pit of my stomach.

"Princess," I whispered. "I think we have a problem—"

"Oh my GOD," Samantha gasped. "Daddy, we're on TMZ."

WHAT!?

She handed her phone to me. The headline at the top was in all caps, filling the page:

ENGINEERING MOGUL MARRIES THREE WOMEN IN INSANE SEX CEREMONY

There were pictures. Videos.

Half-naked coeds pouring shots in each other's mouths in the hot springs. Heather and Eva grinding on each other; girls making out, clinging to me and my wives, the fucking Delta Rho logo and colors all over the place. They even had—

My heart skipped a beat. They had videos of us.

All four of us, at the altar, kissing like we were all married—because in our eyes, we were. Samantha and Yukiko both hanging off of me while "Lovesong" by The Cure played in the background. Kate McCleary, who looked so much crazier in 720p than she did in real life.

Our lives had just been blown open for public scrutiny. Everything from the wedding had been leaked—everything.

Oh my God.

"The article's dated six hours ago," Yukiko said, her voice tight and controlled. "What do you want to bet Ramsey Engineering's new CEO is behind this?"

I knew she was right. We'd planned to start the war the second we got to Boston—but the first blow had already been struck, while my girls and I were still delirious with bliss from our honeymoon.

"I'm trending on Twitter," Marcie said, in the way someone might say their appendix had been replaced by a bag of rancid garbage. "The post on r/publicfreakout is on the front page of Reddit..."

"This is bad," Yukiko said. "So bad. We've lost control of the narrative."

"The comments..." There were tears in my babygirl's eyes. "They're saying you groomed us, Daddy. That the sorority is a sex cult. There are feminist think-pieces about this. It's part of the discourse!"

Yukiko looked like she was about to start hyper-ventilating. "I spent so much time planning how to keep Samantha and Marcie out of the public eye," she whispered, her face as pale as milk. "And now it's all fucked. Jack, oh my God, this makes everything we're going to do a thousand times harder..."

I knew it would. But even then, as the panic coursed through me, I knew something else.

We'd get through it. We'd survive.

"Girls, listen to me very carefully," I growled.

When I took that tone, they couldn't help but fall silent.

"We need to get off this plane right now," I said. "Take your things, stick right next to me, and do not speak to a single fucking person who speaks to you. Clear?"

Samantha nodded. "Clear, Daddy."

"I won't punch anybody," Marcie promised.

Yukiko closed her eyes. "Crisis mode," she whispered, as much to herself as us. "Okay, let's do this."

We hustled our way through the airport, leaving our baggage behind. More people stopped to stare--I caught several of them taking pictures, videos, shouting lewd suggestions. A couple people were crazy enough to congratulate me on being a 'badass', but not nearly enough.

It was like walking through a minefield. When we finally stepped outside into the late-January air, it felt like I'd surfaced from deep water.

Yui had the McLaren ready. "Get in," she said, her voice tight.

We did.

"Yo, harem guy!" someone shouted. "Save some for the rest of us--"

The car sped away from the curb.

Yui was quiet for a few moments. The only sound in the car was my wives' sobbing. They'd held it together through the terminal, but now they were wrecked.

"I've been turning down interviews all morning," Yui said tightly. "Me and Daniel both. They all want to hear about our 'polygamist son-in-law.'"

It hit me like a punch to the gut. "I am so sorry—"

Yui was already shaking her head. "You have nothing to apologize for," she hissed, glancing at herself in the rear view mirror. "Something tells me your next therapy session is going to be a doozy."

Somehow, I managed to chuckle at that.

"I need to call Mona Isringhausen," I said. "Right now."

Yukiko stiffened. "What!?"

"Every potential client we dreamed of bagging is watching those videos right now," I said. "Every investor, every partner, every engineer we want to poach away from Daniel's old company." I swallowed hard. "We just added a giant liability to our balance sheet. We needed a PR person six hours ago. The next-best thing is having one now."

Understanding dawned in Yukiko's eyes. "You're absolutely right. She's ruthless. We're going to need someone ruthless if we're going to survive this."

I was already dialing.

"Tasha and Maria are trying to find out who did this," Samantha said from the passenger seat. "Kate swears it wasn't her—they're working their way through the sorority sisters."

"It doesn't matter," Yukiko sighed. "We know who's behind it. The VC hotshot. They knew we were planning to compete. This is their opening move."

I agreed with my princess.

Mona answered the phone on the first ring. "I watched your plane land on Flightradar24," she said without preamble. "I expected you to call at least five minutes ago."

"The airport was a fucking circus," I replied.

"Makes sense. You're now the most famous engineer in America after Dilbert."

I sighed. "Don't fucking joke about this."

“I'm not joking. Have you seen social media?"

I grit my teeth. "For fuck's sake, don't rub it in."

Mona paused. "I tendered my resignation from Ramsey Engineering four hours ago," she said, as if we were discussing the weather. "I'm a free agent, Jack. Tell me I didn't jump the gun."

"You most certainly did not," I said. "You're hired. I want your help."

"Good. Because you're going to need it. This story has legs. The outrage machine is just getting started." I heard typing on her end. "I'm already drafting a statement. We're going to need to get ahead of this before it gets worse."

I put a hand to my forehead. "How much worse could it possibly get?"

Through the other end of the line, I heard a truly chilling sound. One that, over the next few weeks, I would come to associate with moments of total fucking disaster.

Mona Isringhausen's laughter.

"Oh, you sweet summer child," Mona said. "You have no idea. But you made the right first move, hiring me. I'm going to be very expensive, but nowhere near as much as the consequences of this would be otherwise." More typing, followed by a series of clicks. "Go home. Brief your whole harem, make sure they keep their fucking mouths shut. Maybe spend a few quiet moments with your wives, since things are about to get hectic." She paused. "And Jack?"

"Yes?" I asked, a sinking feeling spreading through my chest.

"You're going to owe me when this is over," she said. "A lot."

Click.

I looked at my wives. Marcie, still scrolling through her social media feed like she was praying for an escape hatch out of the horror. Samantha, pale and shaking, but wiping her eyes and trying to put a brave face on it. And Yukiko–

Yukiko, already scribbling out a plan on a legal pad.

Ever the CEO's wife. God, she made me so proud.

"We face this together," I whispered. "As a family."

Building my company--and protecting my family--had just gotten a hell of a lot more complicated. But if I had them by my side, I could do anything.

I just hoped anything was enough.Yukiko glanced up, her eyes glistening with tears. "Of course we will."

"We love you, Daddy," Samantha sniffed.

"Us against the world," Marcie agreed.

Together, my wives and I went to face the music.

END OF PART FOURTEEN — END OF SEASON ONE
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