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ABOUT RED’S REUNION


Red, with her crimson hair and a past left behind, chose to start over and serve at Haven House.

She lives next door to the family she nearly wrecked, watching them love her son. She sleeps in the room of the young woman who took her place and cares for her son. She watches Matt and his four lovers rebuild his life, mend his son, and turn their polyamorous lifestyle into a public business.

Every laugh she hears is a rebuke of her past mistakes and a hopeful promise of a future reunion. Red wants to become someone new, dedicating herself to service instead of privilege. Her bright red locks remind her of her mission: to reunite with Jack, the son she walked away from, and live under the roof of the man she betrayed

Meanwhile, Matt has changed, becoming steadier, kinder, and a leader. His lovers support him, and they can welcome Red back home or protect their new life from her chaotic past. Red wants only one thing: to come home to her son, the man she betrayed, and to serve the women who brought him back to life.

Can five people’s love grow to reunite with the woman who tried to destroy it?

Read the conclusion of the Home Office Harem series—Red’s Reunion.

Warning: explicit content, polyamory, found family, and reunion.


To prodigals like me, the road home is never easy, but always worth it. Keep going.


Quick! Take out the best robe and put it around them … They were dead and are alive again. They were lost and are now found.

LUKE 15 :22


RED’S REUNION


1 DAY IN THE LIFE


We’ve settled into a routine—not to a clock or a schedule, but a rhythm through our days. Awareness of the cameras comes and goes. Since we all enjoy being exhibitionists, knowing they’re on adds a bit of excitement to our daily lives. Ash, Liz, and Nids are taking some community college classes due to the extra time we have without writing scripts and filming scenes. Ashley is taking marketing classes, and Nids has started a series in media studies, while Liz signed up for a psychology course and is showing interest in social work.

Kate and I work on the business, and she’s helped me shift my accounting clients to a colleague looking to expand. I’m hoping the tax return I finished before I bumped into Liz is the last one as a CPA. I’m co-running a successful web media company, and that’s much more exciting than keeping up with the latest tax law. Between Kate and me, we’ll manage the financials of Sunshine Content and grow the business.

Thanks to the social media presence of Nidhi, Ashley, and Liz, our subscriber base keeps growing. The three of them aren’t full-on influencers, but they have growing followings thanks to our streaming content and the occasional special feature we publish to Sunshine Content’s portal. We’re starting to hear some buzz around other adult content creators wanting to partner with us, but that would have to be a side project. We’re just too small to be noticed or become a good partner to larger production companies. Kate’s building a network of other small content creation studios, so who knows?

Kate and I work upstairs in the office while everyone else is downstairs. Nidhi is cleaning up from breakfast, and Ashley is playing with Jack in his room. We upgraded his room to have a small television, agreeing that someone will always be with him, engaging, playing, or reading. We don’t want to make television a babysitter, but Jack does enjoy some shows. We hear footsteps climbing up the stairs.

“When’s the last time we recorded a feature?” Liz asks as she walks in and sits in one of the office chairs on this side of the loft. We still keep the studio intact, but with fewer scripted scenes and steady streaming traffic, there’s no urgency to film features.

“I think it was the one when Naomi interrupted us,” I say, realizing that I see Red as someone different than the woman I closed the door on. “Why?”

“Just curious.” Liz hums momentarily, while Kate and I glance at each other with a grin.

“You’re scheming,” I say, knowing the mischievous look on her face.

“Well, it’s just, we’ve got this studio up here, gathering dust, when we could put it to work.”

“Put it to work how?” Kate asks as we both focus on our brunette lover.

“What if we invited over guest stars?” Liz asks, leaning forward in her chair. “We could make it a simple setup, a friend coming over for a hook up or something—no script, just straight to the fun stuff.”

“Not on the streams?” Kate asks.

“Nope.” Liz shakes her head. “The guest would show up and be on the streams as we greet them, before we lead them up here.”

“I think I see where this is going,” I say, but something doesn’t sit right with me. I need to hear her out.

“Yeah, the subscribers get curious easily, right?” Liz grins. “They’ll start a buzz in the chatrooms and again after our guest leaves.”

“Okay,” Kate says, tapping her finger on her lips. “Continue.”

“We could start with local talent, girls interested in more visibility, other cam girls, or strippers. People who are already in the adult industry.”

“Make an exclusive Sunshine Content video.” Kate nods as she thinks past the technical details to the effect on our platform. “We could do a revenue split with the talent, including a license to let them publish it to their portal.”

“What does Nidhi think?” I ask because Liz and Nidhi work together on content creation.

“I’m in favor,” Nidhi says as she joins us. “I still have contacts from local camgirls, workers in the breastaurants around town, and some other girls that do shifts in the classier strip joints. Depending on their contracts, we may have to pay a small appearance fee.”

“They could waive the fee if we co-license the video,” Kate muses, and Nidhi nods. Liz’s impish smile suggests she already has someone in mind.

“What is the play, Liz, and how soon?” I ask, still feeling an uncomfortable tightening in my gut.

Liz glances at Nids, who gives her a quick nod. “I have a friend, Jasmine, who graduated with us. She’s working as a waitress at one of those booby places that cater to men. She wants to break into camgirling. We can help, at least give her a studio to film some exclusives.”

“We’re not adding another person under this roof.” My voice is firm and steady as I shake my head. My discomfort clicks into place, and I continue to explain my terse statement. “We need to put Jack first. I think it’s a good idea for the business, but Jack doesn’t need a stream of strange women flowing in and out of our house.”

Liz leans back, crossing her arms before she looks at the floor. When I glance at Nids, she chews her lip, but nods. “You’re right,” Nidhi says, patting Liz’s shoulder. “We didn’t factor in Jack. Sorry.”

“It’s a good idea,” Kate says, reaching out to Liz and holding her hand. “But I agree with Matt. Sometimes, we need to put family ahead of our ambition. We’ll have other options to help your friends. Technical help, promotions on our pages, sponsorship, and other things. We’re growing in popularity with the live stream. Let’s see what happens, okay?”

“I get it,” Liz says, frowning. “I should have put Jack first. Maybe Ashley can work on helping them with their social media marketing.”

“Yeah,” I say. As Liz stands, I rise and hug her and Nidhi. “I love the creativity and willingness to help your friends. I’m sure the three of you can find a way to help them build their business without interfering with Jack’s schedule.”

As the two leave to head downstairs to talk with Ashley, Kate stands up and we hug. She raises her hands and wraps her arms around my neck as we kiss tenderly.

“You’re right,” Kate agrees as we part. “You made the right choice in putting a kibosh on the project.”

“I think we’re finally getting things steady, and I like what we’ve built so far.”

“Me too,” Kate agrees, takes my hand as we go downstairs and out to the pool deck.

ROBERTA'S CASE NOTES

It’s been sixty-seven days since Red walked through our doors. She’s meticulous about touching up that vibrant red hair. She wears it like she’s proud of it.

She should be, I’ve seen evidence of her work.

Something flipped in her weeks ago. Maybe six weeks after she’d been here. She stopped looking in the mirror on breaks, touching that hair, full of regret.

Now, if she checks the mirror when she washes her hands, she only pauses, then sharply nods as she looks herself in the eye. Then she rolls up her sleeves and gets to work.

I can’t count the number of diapers she’s changed. But she does it with a smile, cooing at infants and tickling toddlers. She laughs. Red actually laughs. That started about a month ago.

She was chatting with some staff and volunteers in the breakroom. Now, she listens more than she talks. At first, it was all about her—what she did and said, back in the day. She was quiet that day I watched her, listening. Jazmine told a joke, and it caught Red’s funny bone, and she burst into a grin so real it sparkled, then she laughed hard. I mean a real belly laugh. The rest of the girls laughed with her, not at her.

Jazmine came up after the break was over and wrapped her in a hug. “God, Red, I love it when you laugh. You should do it more.”

Bit by bit, Red observes life, separates the joy, and smiles. She sees the humor, sometimes dark, sometimes ribald, and laughs. It’s not that she’s perfect; she’s not. She still has times of regret and sadness. That’s just life.

She knows she’s not done. She’s beginning to understand that this race don’t got no finish line—but she ain’t giving up.

She has her first supervised visit this week. She gets to visit Jack in his home for an hour, maybe more. Matt and his family decide.

It’s hard the first time. And she may stumble. But she’ll have a taste of redemption. Let’s see if she can stomach it.


2 GLIMPSE


“What the fuck!” Liz yells out from the living room.

“Are you okay?” I race down the stairs, hearing other people converging.

“No!” she says, kneeling on the floor with Jack. “I’m not okay!” She hands me her phone. “Is this for real?”

I have no idea what she’s talking about, but my jaw slowly unhinges as I examine her screen.

“What?” Kate leans into my chest and reads the screen.

I read it three times before I speak.

“The XMA Awards?”

“What?” Nidhi says as she enters and leans over my shoulder, scanning Liz’s phone.

Checking the email and the domain it was sent from, my eyes narrow. “It’s got to be a spoof or a prank, right?”

Nidhi’s eyes widen as she reads, and her mouth opens and shuts, but no words come out.

“What’s all the commotion?” Ash asks, coming in from the kitchen.

“We’re nominated for an XMA award.” Liz stands and hugs her tight.

“What’s that?” Ashley asks, narrowing her eyes and tilting her head from behind Nidhi to see the phone.

“It’s…” Nidhi starts, then stops and swallows. “It’s like the adult industry Golden Globes. Oh my god.”

“Did we even enter?” Ash asks, looking confused.

“No,” Kate says with a shocked smile. “We got noticed. It’s a new category this year, a viewer submission award.”

It finally hits us all, and we hug, jump, and dance. Nidhi raises her arms over her head and belly dances. She’s been working on it since she learned it originated in India. Liz and Ash hug and sway, heads back and laughing. Kate hugs me tight, then rises, lips pursed. I don’t hesitate and kiss her hard and deep.

The girls all slump into the sofa or the floor with crazy grins on their faces. Jack is bewildered but with a smile on his face. I slump into my chair as Kate grabs her laptop, then slips into my lap.

“Okay,” she says, looking at her screen. The girls all sit up, legs crossed in a lotus style, to listen. “We’re nominated for two audience submission awards.” She covers her mouth with one hand as she scrolls. “Jesus, Web Show of the Year and Industry Pioneer Award—Web and Technology. This is crazy.”

Nidhi looks at her phone, leaning against the couch where Ash and Liz are cuddling. “It says, and I quote, ‘The Lewis family has bravely shown that polyamory, sex, and family can all co-exist under one roof. They are living their life unfiltered and raw. They are responsible for raising Jack, who has a growing fandom that melts when he talks, cheers when he hits a milestone, and empathizes when he has a bad day.’ That’s… I’m speechless.”

Liz continues, “Listen to this part. ‘While they lead with intimate insights into an actual polyamorous harem, Matt Lewis doesn’t make it about him. He is quiet in the background, but proud of his family. They are multi-ethnic and multi-generational, with an age gap that stretches almost twenty years. But Matt isn’t the engine behind this engaging concept. He supports the ideas of the younger generation.”

The phone rings—not anyone’s cell, but the kitchen phone. Kate gets up and hurries to answer it. “Hello, you’ve reached the Lewis household.”

I move into the kitchen as she gapes, then waves me to come closer. The girls file in behind me.

“You want a statement from me?” Kate grins. I lean to listen, since this line doesn’t have a speaker phone. “That’s correct. I’m Kate Williams, CEO of Sunshine Content, and we are thrilled to be nominated for an XMA Award.”

She shrugs her shoulders and covers the mouthpiece. “I’m just winging it.”

“You got this,” I say, and the girls nod as we form a tight huddle around Kate.

“It happened organically,” Kate said. “Our family came together under Nidhi’s idea….” She spells Nidhi’s name. “Nidhi Sharma. Yes. You got it. Sunshine Content is her brainchild—authentic sensual content and engaging stories, about a modern true-life poly harem.”

“The live streaming?” Her eyes widen for a moment, then she shrugs her shoulders, and I give her a thumbs up. “Matt had the idea… Matt Lewis. Yes. Matt had an idea, and we just went for it. We want to live authentically, and we’re proud of the love our family shares. We rally around Jack, protect him; he’s our greatest priority. We love our viewers and fans and enjoy creating sensual content at the highest quality for them. Our live streams, day-in-the-life, and behind-the-scenes content are just as important. Under it all, we’re proud of ourselves, we’ve come together and created something new, and, like the love between us, we love to show it off loud and proud.”

She listens for the next question.

“I’m sorry?” she laughs. “No, this wasn’t a prepared statement. We found out about the nomination just before you called. Our heads are still spinning.”

I squeeze her as she says goodbye and ends the call. The moment she hangs up, the phone rings again. She picks it up, and I reach out to end the connection and pull the cord out of the socket.

“We need to absorb this, or you’ll be on the phone all day, making shit up.” I grin.

Kate laughs. “That’s what we do best!”

The rest of the morning is a blur of activities: answering emails, talking on our phones. It’s beyond any of our expectations, and I’m worried about how overwhelming all of it is for us and for Jack.

Jack toddles between us, talking to each girl using different words and enjoying their undivided attention. His second birthday is in a couple of months. At his last checkup, Dr. Martinez said he’s on track with both mobility and speech and that we should treat him like a typical two-year-old.

An alert pops up on my laptop, “Red—First Visitation—6 PM,” and I stand and clap my hands. I wait for everyone to stop, put down their phones, and close their laptops. “Red’s first visitation is in an hour. Wrap it up, clean up, and be ready. This is for everyone.”

“Are we live-streaming?” Liz asks, shrugging her shoulders.

I glance at Kate as I shake my head. “Let’s take the feed down. We’ll put up a message that we’re celebrating in private. We don’t have to tell anyone what we’re celebrating.”

Kate grins, nods, and types up the website message, then flips off the external feeds one at a time. The feed that goes to Red’s house stays on, but she won’t be watching. Roberta’s progress reports are encouraging, but she warns that first visitations are stressful and to keep it low-key. “Don’t expect a miracle, Mr. Lewis. Miracles happen from hard work. Red’s doing hard work, but the journey isn’t ending.”

“Yes, but maybe it’s a new beginning.”

“We all hope so, Mr. Lewis. For Red, Jack, and all your family.”


3 VISITATION


As six o’clock arrives, we’re all in the living room together. The tone is different from sixty-seven days ago. We are nervous and tense and don’t know what to expect when Naomi knocks on the door. We’ve been watching her. Well, mostly Liz. She’s been Red’s silent cheerleader and the most nervous about the visit. Well, next to Red, I guess.

Liz has taken it upon herself to keep up with Roberta and ask questions. When Roberta heard about the surveillance feed, she was silent for over a minute. “I have concerns. But I’ll allow it. If Red regresses, we might reconsider if it is a good thing.”

Liz took that as a green light and has dutifully stood near the kitchen camera when Red gets home. She watches for when the light illuminates, telling us Red’s television is on, then she speaks to the camera as if Red were standing in front of her. She talks about Jack’s day, shares a funny story, and signs off each night. “Jack doesn’t know if he misses you, but he’ll see you soon. Keep up the good work.”

At six, there is a light rapping on the door, and I stand, walk to the entry, and open the door. Red stands there, a changed woman, no longer defiant or rude. She looks up at me and gives a half smile. “Come in,” I say, standing behind the open door. “Jack’s waiting for you.”

“Thank you.” She stands on the porch and looks down before her shoulders start shaking as she cries. Not the anguished cry like when I shut the door on her, or the remorseful cry when Jack didn’t recognize her. She lifts her eyes and grins; these tears are happy, but a wariness lurks behind them. “What if he doesn’t remember me?”

For the first time, she touches her hair. It’s the same bright red as when she left. Roberta says she keeps up with the hair maintenance weekly, saying, “It’s who I am, right? I gotta have my calling card.”

“He will,” I say. For the first time since she walked out on me, I see a smile I recognize in her eyes. “It might take time, but we’ll have to be patient.”

She nods as she steps inside the house. “I’m learning patience. Someday I might get good at it.”

I escort her to the living room, where Jack plays with his favorite truck. Red walks in slowly, as if she makes a noise, it will break the spell. I wave her to the middle seat of the sofa, between Ash and Liz. Nidhi and Kate are on the love seat as I sit in my chair.

Jack is playing with a yellow car and a red truck, making engine noises as he drives them around a mat with roads drawn on in a pattern. His concentration is entirely on the toys, so it takes him a minute to notice we have company. Seeing Red’s sneakers near the edge of the mat, he stops and looks up at her. He blinks as he sits up, with both cars in his hands.

“Who is?” he asks Ashley, pointing to Red.

“This is Red, Jack. She’s our friend.”

“Fren?” he tilts his head and points to himself. “Jack fren?”

Red shivers and pushes a brave smile onto her face. “Hi, Jack. Can I be your friend?”

“Yah,” Jack says with a nod, and I hear Nidhi whimper. She shakes her head, and Kate hugs her and kisses her cheek. “You Fren.” He stands up, still holding his truck, and takes two steps towards his birth mother, grinning. “For youuu. Red fruck.”

Red takes it with both hands open. Jack smiles and turns around, sitting down and running the yellow car over the mat. He looks up at Red and scrunches his nose. “‘Mon, Red, pway fruck.”

Liz has tears running down her cheeks. “Go play trucks with Jack. The red one is his favorite.”

Red looks at me, and I nod. She slides to the carpet and kneels by the mat. Jack smiles and pats the mat. “Heer… vroooom,” he says, and runs his car along the road. Red puts her truck down, makes a vroom sound, and pushes it along the stitched road.

“YA!” Jack claps, and, together, they play truck.

Red’s focus is on Jack, and she watches him in awe. She sits beside the mat, one leg crossed under her, the other stretched at an angle. She looks at me with tears and mouths, “Thank you.”

The rest of the hour passes quickly. Shortly after the truck playing, Nidhi excuses herself and returns with boxes of tissues. Jack finds a book and crawls into Red’s lap, twisting toward her. “You reeed? Red?”

I watch Ashley, sitting on the sofa and facing Red. She is the one who reads to Jack every night, but she’s smiling while Red reads the story, focusing on making new voices for the elephant and the monkey. She looks up at me with a teary smile and shakes her head. “Miracle,” she mouths.

When Red’s time is up, I stand. “Thank you for visiting, Red,” I say and offer my hand. “Time for Jack’s bath.”

She takes my hand and stands, face wet with tears, but smiling. “May I?” she asks.

I press my lips together and shake my head. “Sorry, not tonight.”

Ashley picks him up and grins at him. “Bath time!”

He sometimes goes happily, but he scrunches his nose. “No.” And points to himself. “Say bye. Red.”

“Okay, baby.” Ashley nods. “You can say goodbye to Red.”

He stands and walks to her, wrapping his arms around her knees. “Bye, Red!” He looks up at her and grins. Her teary smile has Nidhi diving for another tissue, handing one to Kate. We’ve all been rooted to our seats watching my son play with his birth mother.

“Mama,” Jack says to Ash, holding out a hand. “Now baff.”

She smiles and crouches to lift him. He turns and waves to everyone, including Red, as Ash turns and walks to the bathroom next to his bedroom.

As they leave, Liz stands, and Red turns to her. I see a second miracle: Liz embraces Red, her cheeks streaked with tears. Liz is speechless, a third miracle, but Red smiles. “I really enjoy it when you greet me after work, Liz. Thank you.”

Liz nods and wipes her tears. “I’ll be there tomorrow, same time.”

“It’s a date,” Red says, then walks with me to the door.

When we reach the door, she hugs me before I can open it. “Thank you, Matt. I’m so grateful. I will keep working, but this visit gives me hope.”

“We’re all in your corner, Red,” I say, surprised at how deeply I mean it. “We have faith in you, you’re doing so well.”

“It’s a long road.” She shrugs and looks at the ground before lifting her eyes and walking out the door. “Worth walking it though.”

I close the door behind her, walk into the living room, and embrace three of my lovers. We’re quiet as we walk down the hall, then stop at the door to watch Ash bathe Jack as he babbles, playing with the soapy bubbles.

ROBERTA'S CASE NOTES

I haven’t written about Red much lately because she’s accepted her new life. It wasn’t easy; she fought for it through tears. She’s earned it, and that makes her recovery journey beautiful. Recovery doesn’t have a graduation date. She’s gotta wake up every day, accept that Naomi is dead, and awaken as Red—the quiet redheaded warrior who fights for troubled women and their children. She won’t take that as truth, so her recovery continues, as it should. She’s showing she can accept progress without inflating her pride.

She’s ready for the next step, servant leadership. For the last few weeks, she’s shadowed me, watching and learning the house manager role. I submitted a recommendation to promote her to assistant house manager, and the approval hit my inbox today.

Red. She came here like any other broken woman and has grown from the ashes like a phoenix. Red is truly her totem. It’s time to see how she does serving in leadership.

She can do it. She’s a fighter.


4 SIX MONTHS


The phone rings, but it’s not the voice line, just a signal—a request from Red. “I’ll come with you,” Kate says as I get up from my chair.

We’ve devised a system for our protection. No one visits Red alone; we are always in pairs, holding each other accountable.

We were impressed after her first supervised visit, but I held back. “We stick to the plan. This is good; she’s working on herself. She accepts that Jack sees Ash as his mother. She still needs to finish the six months. No shortcuts.”

My girls all accepted that, but I sensed some impatience. I was impatient too. But following our plan with something as important as Red’s redemption is crucial. Favoritism won’t do her any favors.

I take Kate’s hand, and we exit our house through the front door, walk to the sidewalk, and then move up the path to Red’s front door. We discussed how to visit her, and Nids recommended walking from house to house via sidewalks rather than cutting through the lawn. “It will remind us that we can’t take shortcuts, for Red’s sake,” she said when she explained.

Her wisdom continues to grow, and we all enjoy how she sees life through a spiritual lens. We do morning yoga as a family with cameras on, and her leading. All four of my younger girlfriends wear tight yoga clothes, and the positions they take would make any red-blooded male hard. I’m no exception, but while we flow through her program, sex is the last thing on my mind. She walks us through breathing as a symbol of spirit, how hearts beating together is help families thrive. The peaceful overcast of the Southern California marine layer complements this daily ritual, and when we shift to our day, we start refreshed.

Business has boomed while Red’s done the work she needs to do. The XMA announcement boosted our subscriptions, and the initial media contacts were intense. Kate couldn’t be our only spokesperson, so she developed talking points—not fake cheerleading or marketing, but focused on our truth, growth, and family.

Everyone adopted it in phone calls, emails, and blog posts. Chat room conversations aligned with our purpose. Without any chinks in our armor or weak links, as we closed ranks, the controversy over a live-streaming sex-positive harem family quieted. Though there are still pockets of hate around the net, we focus on maintaining boundaries, not being baited, and leading with love.

Kate steps onto Red’s porch with me right behind her. God, she has a great ass. Red appears after Kate’s first knock and invites us inside. Her home is unchanged since the day she moved in. She waves us to sit on the sofa, pulls a chair from the kitchen table, and sits across from us. Her face is glowing, but her eyes lower to the floor before they lift to address us.

“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t interrupt your day like that, but I-I need your advice.”

“We’d love to help,” Kate says, and her voice is soft—not the sharp beats from when she read the points of our plan—with care present in every word. Kate’s grown, too. She leads the other girls, but they’re like her little sisters—family, not employees. She’s learned to speak less in business terms and more in the language of care and concern.

“Roberta wants to promote me to Assistant House Manager,” Red states, then she frowns. “I don’t know if I’m ready. I want to… But pride is a temptation.”

I lean forward, pressing my fingertips together. “First, congratulations. Roberta doesn’t make decisions like that impulsively. If she thinks you’re ready to lead through service, you probably are.”

Kate crosses her leg over one knee, resting her elbow on it. “If you accept the position, what would you do first?”

Red glances at the floor momentarily, then leans back in her chair and lifts her focus to the ceiling. Still in her Haven House uniform, a tunic and pants that are not too different from those of a prison inmate, her body isn’t exposed. But watching her move triggers an echo of her shapely curves moving under the shapeless clothes. My response surprises me so much that I almost miss her reply.

“Oh God,” Red sighs. “I think I’d want to visit each leader in the spaces. Ask them what they need or what they’d do differently.” She shrugs and grins. “I don’t have any grand plans, like y’all did with me.” Her speech is soft and courteous. It’s more a beat of humor than a challenge.

“Then what would you do next?” Kate asks with a curt nod. Poker face. It’s a great answer, but Kate wants more.

“I’d try to make it happen. I know there is money to consider, and other stuff I don’t know much about.” Red rests her elbows on her knee and supports her chin with one hand. “I’ve watched Roberta enough to know that fixes don’t always need money; they need compassion and love. I’d show them that I’m behind them and work with them. Make their jobs easier.”

“Do you think you’re capable of that, Red?” Kate asks, deadpan. Not a challenge, not talking down to her, just a question.

Red takes a beat, then nods curtly. It’s a new gesture I’ve seen in her visits with Jack. Confident, but also like it’s a challenge to herself. “I do. I’ve worked hard. I listen before I answer. I think before I talk. I don’t demand, I offer.”

Kate nods and turns to me, and I take the hint, responding calmly. “You think you’d be tempted by pride. But the first thing you’d do is seek counsel from your staff. That’s not pride, Red. That’s service.”

She blinks and tilts her head. “It’s the right thing to do. That’s all.”

Kate rises and approaches her. “Accept the promotion. Ask for a thirty-day interim period, with an evaluation at the end. It’s the next step you should take, Red.” She looks over at me, and I stand and follow her to the door.

Red hurries to the door and opens it. Her cheeks blush red, and her eyes are glassy with emotion. Her smile is genuine. “Thank you, Kate. Your advice means so much to me. I’ll talk to Roberta tomorrow after I sleep on it.”

Kate nods again and takes my hand. We leave without another word. We’re quiet until we turn on the sidewalk and walk up our driveway. “She’s completely changed. She had a moment when she talked about what she’d done. It was pride, but it wasn’t misplaced pride. She’s earned it. I’m proud of her.”

“But you’re not going to tell her?” I smile and glance at my blue-eyed lover.

“Nope. I don’t need to tell her. She knows I’m proud.”

“I am too.”

“I want to hire her when she’s done with Haven House. She can help us with administration and organization. I never have time for the endless repetition.”

“You want her to work with us? In our house?” I didn’t expect that.

“Yes. She could help us with Jack, too. Don’t you think?”

“I think we’d better talk to Ashley. Are you sure?”

Kate stops by the garage just before we turn to walk to the front door. She presses her hands to my chest and looks in my eyes. “I’m sure, babe. I see it, I see how she can work with us, with me. She’s been through hell, but it’s tempered her, prepared her. And that’s kinda sexy.”

“Sexy?” I laugh, but my mind brings up images of Red, with her new hair and her new, clear eyes. The rest of her was the body I first fell in love with, even with her rich curves and everything hidden under her shapeless uniform. The flash is short, but it’s enough to feel a welling in my core.

“Service can be sexy, Matt. She supports our family and our message. We know she watches the feed when she gets home. We’ve been transparent with her. Think about it.”

“I’m not tracking.” I shake my head, still dizzy from the erotic image of her that sprang from nothing.

“Her transformation—it’s a validation of everything we’ve done. Family. Redemption through love.” Kate drops her hands to my crotch, cupping me, and she smirks, feeling my arousal. “You saw her, didn’t you?”

“Saw her?”

Kate strokes me, pressing her breasts against me. “Her body under that horrid tunic. She’s hot, isn’t she?”

“Uhh, is this a trap?”

“Nope.” Kate leans and kisses under my neck as she works her hand along my stiffening cock. “Don’t feel guilty. That body was in your bed; she just killed off the Naomi parts, and the Red parts have grown from the ashes. She’s fucking sexy, don’t deny it.”

I shake my head and dip down as my hand combs through her hair, pulling her head back so my kiss captures her mouth. She also saw the curves of my ex, now Red. She knows our neighbor’s body excites me. Red. Fuck, I’m turned on by the thought of fucking Red. Literally.

“I need you,” Kate moans, breaking the kiss. She taps the buttons to open the garage door, and the motor whirs inside. “I want to ride you while you sit in the convertible. I want to relive our first date, but this time for real, not heavy petting in a parking lot.”

I blink my eyes, nod, and move to the side of my convertible, where I open the door, pull down my shorts, and sit down. Kate climbs into my lap, straddling me. She’s bare under her skirt, and her arousal coats my rigid shaft as she grinds against me.

I look at her as she twists to close the garage door from the remote clipped to the sun visor. Lifting her rock band t-shirt and exposing her bare tits, I suck one of her perfect nipples as she moans.

“I need you inside me, Matt.”

She rises as she reaches down and grips my cock. She strokes it twice, spreading her desire along my throbbing member. I pull off her nipple and stare at her as she pushes me inside her opening. Our eyes lock as she slides down, completing our connection. Any lingering images of Red vanish in flames from the sheer hotness of my blonde lover.

“You feel so good,” she moans, kissing me.

“Your pussy is fucking perfect. Tight. Wet. Fuck.”

We stop talking and fuck. Raw, hot, needy. Our bodies flexing in the confines of the driver’s seat. I reach down, pushing the button to recline back slowly, while Kate undulates, grinding her clit on my rock-hard cock. I stare up at her as the seat stops, my hands running up her side, cupping her breasts, and pinching her pink nipples.

“Fuck, Matt, I’m going to come.”

“Right behind you.” I grit out, tightening my core to hold off until she shatters.

She cries out, and I watch her body shudder as she tightens around me like a vise. That pushes me over the edge, and my hips jerk reflexively as I pump my load into her clenching cunt. Breathless, she kisses me, a deep, soulful kiss, full of our love and ardor.

As we relax from our climax, we hear clapping. Liz and Ashley are at the mudroom door.

“Maybe we need cameras here,” Ashley says, fanning her face.

“Hot as fuck, you two,” Liz says without any jealousy, happy that Kate and I had a moment to ourselves.

The image of Red rises again, and I kiss Kate to try to clear it from my memory.

“I couldn’t help it,” I confess. “I did see Red and think of her naked.”

“Good.” Kate kisses me. “She needs to know that you find her desirable. It’s part of her path to return to you—to us. I can see it.”

“You’re not jealous?”

“Am I of my sisters?”

“But…” My head spins.

“Matt, don’t overthink it. Do you want to fuck Red?”

“I do!” Liz says, then laughs. “She’s hot as shit now that she’s not a mouthy bitch.”

“Yeah,” I admit honestly. “I’d fuck Red.” But it’s only because she’s no longer Naomi.

RED'S JOURNAL

Oh my god! They did it! They won both categories of the XMA Awards. And guess what? They invited me to watch the ceremony on Matt’s new big screen TV in their living room.

I mean, they invited me, the gal that nearly destroyed the beautiful family they built. Who does that? This year’s winners of XMA’s Web Show of the Year and Industry Pioneer Award, that’s who.

I’m so proud of them. They invited me over and told me their live feeds were turned off during the XMA Awards. They’re not hiding; they want to celebrate privately. Plus, it’s after Jack’s bedtime. I didn’t even come over until he was sleeping. I asked for that; he needs his sleep, and Ashley says he gets so excited when I visit that it’s hard for him to settle down.

I have no words. I love that boy, but it’s not about me anymore. It’s about him, and I’ll do everything to support him and his family.

When Matt knocked on my door this afternoon and said, "Red, would you like to join us for the ceremony tonight?" I thought I was hearing things.

"You mean… watch with the family?"

"You're part of this story too," he said with his cute shrug. "You should be there when they announce the winners."

I cried in the bathroom for ten minutes after he left. Not the desperate, self-pitying tears like when I started working at Haven House, but something else entirely. Gratitude. Maybe? I think it’s the overwhelming realization that I'm not invisible to them anymore. They see me, perhaps they always have, and Naomi was blind. Fuck her. This is better than I dreamed.

I wore my nicest dress: a simple black thing from the Haven House donation pile. Kate took one look at me and said, "Perfect. Understated elegance." Then she handed me her phone. "Would you mind being our camera operator? We want to record this."

Me. They trusted me to capture their moment.

The ceremony was everything I expected—glitzy, overproduced, and full of people performing success rather than living it. Sure, they got all dressed up. Nidhi had passed out silk embroidered sarees in their distinctive colors. Liz wore a brilliant royal with black embroidery. Ashley’s soft, pale grey was sophisticated and regal. Nidhi wore an incredible purple silk, and Kate’s was a bright yellow—her color. There were no cameras to capture their glamor, sexiness, and just… God, Matt’s family is sexy. I mean. I’ve had eyes for other women before and shared a kiss while on a hop as a stewardess. But these four women are the real thing, bona fide beauties, inside and out.

I held my breath when they listed the “Web Show of the Year” nominees. When they announced, “And the winner is Our Harem Family—Sunshine Content,” they all jumped up and whooped, and my hands trembled as I held Kate's phone.

They won.

Of course they won. How could they not? Everything about them is genuine—their love, business, and family. While others only perform authenticity, they live it.

Matt's media speech made me cry again. He thanked their "chosen family" and looked directly at me. Well. I held the phone so they could be in the shot, but it felt like he was talking to me. He spoke of love multiplying rather than dividing. “We’re honored that our authentic journey resonates with so many people. To everyone watching, love boldly and live truthfully.”

Ashley had to leave as Matt began because Jack woke up from the loud celebration when their name was announced. She brought him down as Matt was finishing, his eyes red with tears, but they brightened when he saw me.

I took him from Ashley, still filming the family while comforting my little man. Is this for real? He settled in my arms, watching everyone celebrate, drinking sparkling cider. I guess the girls aren’t old enough to drink, which is… wow.

Matt lives authentically, boldly, truthfully, just like he said in his speech.

I want it too. God, I want to… live like they do.

And I mean, everything they do. Not to be the center of attention, but to serve them, give them the devotion they deserve. They could have kept that door closed and turned their back on me. But instead, they opened the door and pointed me down this path. They deserve everything they’ve earned. I hope to be a small piece of their family. Just for a day. For a moment.

I need to get to sleep. Tomorrow is a big day—my first day as assistant Haven House manager—crazy. I want to talk to Monique and ensure she has everything she needs for childcare. I want to chat with all of the ladies leading their departments. Tell them I’m there to serve them because they change lives for the better, every day. They certainly helped change mine.

They’re still awake. I see them sprawled across the living room, comfortable and happy from the celebration. I’ll just keep the monitor on until I fall asleep on the couch in the living room. It will be like I’m still with them.

Goodnight, Jack.

Red.


5 VICTORY LAP


After Red leaves, the residual energy of our XMA victory celebration is still present. Jack went down easily after all the excitement, and now it's just the five of us sprawled across the living room, still processing what happened tonight.

"I can't believe we actually won," Nidhi says for the third time, curled up on the loveseat with her phone, scrolling through congratulatory messages. "Like, both categories."

"Believe it.” Kate grins from my lap, her yellow saree still draped around her torso despite hours of celebration. "We earned this."

Resting against my recliner, I tip my head back and notice the active streaming camera’s soft green indicator pulsing—Red’s closed-circuit feed is still on. The thought sends an unexpected surge of heat through me.

"She's still watching," I murmur, nodding toward the camera.

Ashley looks up from where she's lying on the carpet, her grey silk pooled around her. "Red?"

“Yeah, the feed to her house is on.” I stroke Kate’s back, who rests beside me, leaning into my side. I feel the others’ attention shift to the same awareness that’s building in my chest. “It wasn’t on while she was here.”

Liz stretches dramatically on the couch, her royal blue fabric riding up her thighs. “She’s lonely sometimes. Does watching us help her feel connected?”

“It’s on often when she’s home. She gets all six streams whenever the monitor is active.” Nidhi agrees softly, setting her phone aside. “I think she wants to watch us celebrate."

Kate shifts, turning and straddling my thighs as she settles into my lap. Our bodies respond to the charged atmosphere, my cock thickening as her eyes turn dark. "It feels right, having her watch us celebrate. Like she's family, right?”

We all glance at each other as we nod, affirming the new tendril of our evolving relationship with Red. Not my ex-wife, not anymore, but our neighbor who sometimes lives vicariously by watching us through the feed.

My girls are arrayed about the room—Ashley's graceful sprawl on the carpet, Liz's languid stretch across the couch, Nidhi's lounging on the love seat with her head hanging off the edge, and Kate's warm weight in my lap. We're not performing for the streaming subscribers; those feeds are still off. If anyone is watching, it’s only Red. The thought of her still watching us makes my dick throb, and Kate’s answering grind tells me I’m not alone in thinking about Red.

I wonder how often she watches, hoping to catch our intimate play late at night.

"The awards feel like validation," I say, still drifting between the celebration and the shifting definition of family. “Of what we've built together and who we've become. As a family.”

Kate's fingers trace patterns on my chest through my shirt. "And Red's journey is part of that, Matt. Proof that love can actually heal, that families can rebuild themselves."

"She looked so proud tonight," Ashley murmurs, her eyes soft with memory. “When Jack fell asleep in her arms during your speech, she seemed to understand her place was with us.”

The green light continues its steady glow, and I imagine Red in her stark little house, watching us process this milestone, not with the desperate hunger of the woman who used to spy through our fence, but with the patient love of someone waiting to join us when the time is right.

“I’m glad she watches,” Liz says quietly, surprising us all with her gentleness. "She deserves to see us happy and be happy for us."

Nidhi rises from the loveseat with fluid grace, her purple silk whispering as she moves. "In my culture, witnessing joy multiplies it. If Red is watching our celebration, she's sharing in our victory."

The moment hangs suspended as Kate shifts in my lap, her movement deliberately sensual as she stretches, arching back as she grinds against my erection. "Tonight begins a new path together. Something even better."

My body responds immediately to her proximity, the charged atmosphere, and the knowledge that Red might be watching us move from celebration into something more. The thought of her witnessing our physical intimacy rages heat through my veins.

Ashley rises from the carpet, her grey silk slipping from her shoulders as she pushes down her petticoat. "We're not performing tonight," she says, stepping toward me. "This is just us. But she should see it."

Nidhi unties her purple drape, letting it fall as she pulls off her choli. She shifts her petticoats to puddle at her feet before stretching her lithe body like a sun salutation. Her tawny flesh contrasts with her dark nipples, which rigidly cap her breasts under the soft light of our living room.

Kate shifts in my lap, grinding against my hardening cock as the energy in the room shifts. Across from us, Liz pulls her blue silk off her body, shedding her clothes till she stands naked and pulls Nidhi into her arms. As the pair starts to kiss and caress, I unravel the knot in Kate’s yellow saree and pull slowly as the fabric unravels.

Kate crawls out of her bundle of yellow silk, and Ashley meets her as they kiss. She looks over Kate’s shoulder, watching me unbuckle my belt before shoving my trousers down my thighs. Tearing the buttons off my shirt, I bare myself for my harem, looming over the four women as my cock strains, jutting from my crotch.

I drop slowly to my knees, gripping Kate’s swaying ass while she kisses Ashley. Nidhi and Liz drop beside me, kneeling together with their hands in each other pussies as they kiss breathlessly. My fingers dig into Kate’s warm ass, pulling her round cheeks apart, revealing her slick folds at the apex of her thighs.

Notching my crown against her opening, I surrender to my lust and drive into Kate with a low growl. Her moan drowns in Ashley’s passionate kiss. As I stroke into Kate, setting a slow beat to our dance, Liz and Nidhi lean back on their hands as their thighs tangle. Matching my pace, their young bodies flex in concert, grinding against each other.

Our moans rise together as we push ourselves to our peaks. As Kate lowers her chest to the floor, Ashley shifts down and runs her hand along Kate’s hip. Meeting Ashley for a passionate kiss, I feel the pressure of her fingertips circling Kate’s clit. Ashley’s lips curl against mine as she grins, and Kate moans from the pressure. Feeling her walls tighten, I snap my hips and drive into Kate.

“Yes! Fuck me hard, Matt!” Kate turns her head to look over her shoulder, glancing up as I smack her hip. “Show her what a fucking stud you are.” Her words punch through the charged air, raw and unfiltered, meant as much for Red's ears as for mine.

Ashley runs her hands down Kate’s side, leaning against her back as she grips Kate’s ass. Pulling her cheeks apart, she lowers and flicks her tongue around the tight rose. When she spits a gob of saliva, she presses her finger into the tight muscle, and Kate’s moan of lust reverberates through the room. Ash stares at my cock driving underneath her probing fingers, adding a second as Kate’s pitch increases.

“Oh, god. Fuck…. Don’t stop!” she sings, pushing her ass back toward us.

To the side, Nidhi looms over Liz, their pussies still grinding to the beat of our combined passion. Her fingers crush into Liz’s breast, as she holds her body down and uses the leverage to attack her cunt with firm thrusts of her core. Liz screams, her head tipping back as she falls apart. A moment later, Nidhi mirrors the sigh and sound. She lowers to kiss her friend, and Liz wraps her arms around her neck as their bodies tremble through their orgasms.

Kate screams into the carpet as her walls clench in waves, her release gushing around my shaft as I plow her through her peak. When she pushes herself away, Ashley moves forward, bending to suck Kate’s juices from my cock. I comb my fingers through her rich brown hair, holding her head down when she swallows my length. Kate stares up at the ceiling for a moment, then twists around and starts kissing Liz, drawing her hand down to play with her clit.

Nidhi shifts toward me, then pulls at my shoulders. “Lie back, lover. Let Ash ride that beautiful cock.”

I relax back against Nidhi’s back, then as Ashley pulls her mouth from my dick, I slip down until I’m supine, staring at the ceiling. Ashley straddles my hips, staring at me as Nidhi holds my rigid length. Ashley’s tightness stretches around my cock, as she rests her hands on my chest and then shifts to squat when I’m buried inside her. As she rises and falls slowly, Nidhi straddles my head, facing Ashley.

Craning my neck, I extend my tongue, lapping at the dark, distended lips hovering over me. I moan at the combined taste of my two lovers, and I hold her thighs as I swirl my tongue into her depths. The pair lean toward the center, and I can picture them kissing. In my mind, the view shifts to a view from above, and I imagine Red watching as I fuck and lick the two younger women. The image of her naked with a hand between her thighs staring at the monitor streams through my thoughts as I focus on licking Nidhi and driving my cock deeper into Ash.

“Oh fuck!” Nidhi’s thighs clench as she bathes my tongue with her release, grinding her hips on my eager lips and tongue.

As she shifts off, Ashley moves to kiss me, and I wrap my arms around her back. Holding her hips against me, I cycle my cock insistently into her tight pussy. She moans into my mouth, her nails digging into my shoulders as I push her over the edge. I keep rutting into her until she rolls off.

A hand grips my cock, and I tilt my head to watch Liz stroke me. The other three shift to position their open mouths in a ring around my throbbing cock.

“Come for her,” Liz says. “Let her see you explode and spray your white cream.”

It’s too much. I arch my back with a grunt as the first spurt jets into the air. The three others lean with open mouths and extended tongues as Liz strokes steadily, milking my balls dry. Ropes of thick, pearlescent cream cover my belly. Catching my breath, my vision locks on the tiny lens as my girls clean me up, sharing my load and peeking at our silent watcher.

RED'S JOURNAL

Oh my god, I still can’t quite believe it.

Kate dropped by unannounced, knocking on the door. They usually send a signal as a courtesy. When I opened the door, she had a grave look on her face.

“May I come in? I need to talk with you about something serious.”

Oh, my tummy tightened into a knot.

“Um, sure.” I held the door open, and she walked to the sofa, sat on one side, and patted the cushion beside her before I could get a chair from the kitchen table. “This is scaring me. What did I do?”

“What haven’t you done?” Kate asked, straight-faced, and I lost my breath. This was it. I didn’t make it. “I wasn’t good enough” was spinning in my mind. Then she broke her stone face and smiled. “You’ve done everything. You finished and exceeded all of the steps of the plan! I’m proud of you.”

Slowly, it dawned on me that I hadn’t fucked up, and I smiled slightly. “I thought I messed up.” She shook her head and leaned to embrace me. When she wrapped her arms around me, I lost it and started to cry. “Your face, Red. I’m sorry. I thought it would be … I shouldn’t have made light of your amazing work. Will you forgive me?”

I wiped my cheeks as we sat back up. “Of course. But there is more to do. I have to keep up with the program. Recovery doesn’t have an off-ramp.”

“No, that’s true,” Kate said. “But it does have forks.”

“I’m not following.”

“Red, we want to invite you into our circle. We need your help and want to welcome you into the family. What do you think?”

“I-I don’t know what to think.” My mind spun as she sat and smiled at me.

“You’d work for me as a production assistant at Sunshine Content.”

“Production assistant? I don’t know what that is.”

“Nobody does.” Kate laughed. “Look, you’ll follow my direction, ask for help when needed, and use your intuition and initiative. Help Ash with the meals, do housework, and maybe watch Jack if we go out.”

“Kate!” I was speechless. “You want me to… move in?”

“Well, we don’t have space right now. We gotta move things around and definitely get a bigger bed.”

“Wait, what?”

“We need a bigger bed. Matt’s bed is too small for five of us, so we swap who sleeps on the air mattress.”

I looked around, checking the cameras. “This has to be a prank. You want me in your bed?”

“Yep.” She patted my knee and stood up. “And from how often you watch our private feed, I think you want that too.” Her knowing smile isn’t shaming, but inviting.

“But this is also a job offer, so think it over. It comes with a salary, even if you don’t want to move in immediately. About the same as a permanent assistant manager at Haven House.” Her eyes sparkled like she knew something I didn’t, and she left, leaving the door open.

I was too stunned to move.

That was last night. When I got to Haven House this morning, Roberta offered me the permanent position. “I need time—just a day. I need to think about it.”

“Of course,” Roberta said. “That’s the right thing to do. You’re not a prisoner; you can go anywhere you want. But I want you to hear—straight from me—you’ve done exceptionally well. Your service here has been a blessing, not only to me, but to all the residents. Red, they all love you. They respect you. Your service here matters.”

“I just did what needed to be done,” I replied. “I listen, comfort, and encourage. I’m no one special.”

Roberta looks back at me, sips her coffee with a gleam in her eyes, and leans back in her chair. “That’s it. That’s what you’ve done. And that you don’t think it’s special is precisely why I want you here permanently.”

The day passed by without me noticing. If someone stopped and talked, I listened. Jodi, the new girl, was breaking down, and I comforted and encouraged her to keep going.

Now I’m home, reading my journal. I bought another one at the store; this one is about full. I have to decide whether to work at a job that matters and makes a difference or rejoin the family I didn’t think I had.

I need to sleep on it.

Goodnight, Jack.

Red


6 REUNION


“So we agree?” I ask, looking around the table. Jack is eating dry Honey Nut Cheerios with a spoon. Okay, maybe he's making more crumbs than getting the little o’s in his mouth, but it’s progress. 

“Yes,” the four of them say in unison.

“Matt, go over there. Let her see your face and hear what you have to say.” Kate says, shaking her head. “I think she’s a little shell-shocked, but she listened when I offered her the production assistant role, and for her to rejoin the family. I’m not sure she believed me, though. She asked if this was a prank.”

“Okay, I’ll do it.” I smile and rise, feeling my stomach tighten. “How do I look?”

“Like a daddy-type cruisin’ for a new hottie to date,” Liz wisecracks.

“Looking good, papa bear,” Nidhi says, grinning.

Ashley stands up, smiling, and steps in front of me. She smooths my Hawaiian shirt and rests her hand on my chest. “Like the man I love. We support you because you support us. Seal the deal; it’s time Red comes home. Right, Jack?”

“Right,” Jack answers with a toothy grin. “Red, home.”

We kiss, and I step back, turning to leave through the front door. “This is surreal,” I say as I open and close the door I shut on her, which kicked off this new chapter in our lives.

My gut tightens, fluttering with nervousness, as I walk across the lawn and up to Red’s door. When I knock, I wait, and I’m about to knock again when Red opens the door. This is the first time I’ve seen her new shaggy bob up close. It fits her wild, red hair. Her green eyes sparkle as she smiles nervously.

“Matt, it’s good to see you,” Red says, looking up and down my body. “You look good. Are the girls treating you right?

“Yeah,” I reply, feeling my cheeks heat up. “Do you want to take a walk with me? A loop around the park?”

Red peers out at the sky. “Do I need to take an umbrella?”

I lean back and look up. The sky is mottled gray from the morning marine layer, like a fog bank—not a storm cloud, just a haze. The forecast is for yet another clear day with plenty of sunshine.

“Nah, this will burn off.” I hold out my hand.

Red takes it, and I feel her tremble. I wrap my hand around her palm like we used to, but she moves and pushes her fingers to interlace between mine. I glance at her, and she shrugs, like it’s no big deal.

“Creating new habits,” she explains, and I nod.

“I like it better this way.” My smile is natural, and, glancing over, I see hers is the same.

“We’ll walk to the park at the end of the block.”

“Gosh, that’s right. I forgot about that park. Do you go there often now?”

“I find it a pleasant walk with the perfect amount of quiet to let my thoughts drift,” I say, looking toward the park with Red’s warm fingers laced with mine. They aren’t soft, but a little rough, calloused, sturdy. “I’ve learned that my brain won’t let a thought go if something is bugging me. I’ll talk to one of the girls if it’s still there after I return. They listen and help me work through it.” I glance up into the sky and see the first patch of blue through a hazy layer of dissipating clouds.

“Sounds like meditation,” Red replies, and I nod. She continues, “At home, one of the girls wanted to lead meditation, but she was new and hadn’t hit bottom yet. Roberta told her, ‘Not right now, you’re not ready,’ then turned to me. ‘Red, could you lead a thirty-minute meditation period?’”

I raise my eyebrows. “How did that work out?”

“I accepted the challenge, but I was scared as shit.” I glance at her, and she smiles back. The smile I used to get when I paid attention. The smile my wife wore when we left on our honeymoon. Before Jack. Before the troubles. Red lets a beat pass before she looks ahead and continues. “I studied meditation, different types, what it’s best for, things like that.”

“There are plenty of things on the internet,” I say, nodding. “Nidhi leads our morning yoga; some days we just breathe together.” I glance at her again, and our eyes meet as she nods for me to continue. “When deep breathing became a reflex, I started working on sorting through the thoughts that came up. I’d listened to a meditation from one of those mental health sites, and they said to address each thought, and like, thank it, then let it go.”

“Is that effective?” she asks, and I realize as we step into the park that we’re listening to each other, not merely talking aloud.

“Let’s sit at that bench.” I point it out, and she nods. Then I answer her question. “At first, I didn’t know how to let go. Then, with practice, I started ticking off what each thought brought. Sometimes a memory, other times something to remember, a lot of it was just noise, and I started to let those go.”

“That sounds fascinating.”

“It takes time and repetition,” I say with a shrug as I sit down with her. After a moment, I lift my arm to the back of the bench, and Red slides beside me, until our thighs touch. “Like anything else.” I turn to her; she tilts her chin, and our eyes meet. “I wish I’d have practiced more earlier. But I didn’t, and I’m sorry.”

“I’m sorry, too,” Red says, resting her head on my shoulder and looking at the thinning gray clouds. “As part of my work, I’ve discovered that I didn’t listen well. I was too impatient and anxious. Fuck, always so anxious. I was so selfish, too. I wanted to tell you what I wanted, but didn’t give you a chance to listen.”

She looks at her sneakers, old Chucks made with black canvas and white rubber soles. “I see that I was difficult to live with, but I can’t go back to change that. You know? I have to start with today, not relive yesterday or hope for tomorrow. I gotta stay in the present.”

“The present is a gift.” I smile. “That’s where my mind drifts, thinking about what I’d do differently.”

“Same,” Red says, and we breathe. Silence grows between us, and our breathing synchronizes like we’re following a drumbeat only we can hear.

I turn to face her, moving my hand to her jaw and stroking her cheek with my thumb. My mind flashes, the pictures of past hurts bubble up and disappear. “I can’t recall Naomi’s face anymore. When I look at you…” I pause and swallow the lump in my throat. “When I look at you, I see Red. And Red’s beautiful, outside and in.”

“Matt,” Red says, her lower lashes brimming with tears as she takes a breath in concert with mine. “That bitch is dead. She died sometime between when you shut the door on her and when I walked into Haven House. But I’m here, Matt. Red’s right here. I’m not going anywhere. I want to be with you. Our—Ashley’s son, Your family.”

“Our family,” I reply and lower myself tentatively toward her. She tilts her chin, her eyes wide, and I see her clearly when our lips meet.

We melt slowly into the kiss, searching, exploring, trying to find something that isn’t there. It’s been replaced by something intense and powerful. The park around us fades, and it’s just us, Red and me, like we’ve just found each other. I slide my tongue between her lips, meeting hers, tangling. She moans, and I growl. This kiss is new, and I’m already addicted.

I part, breathless. “I’m not the same anymore, Red. I’ve changed, grown, matured. I have four lovers now, and I want one more. Only one—I want you. I love you. I never stopped.”

She doesn’t say a word, just melds her lips to mine, her warm fingers sliding behind my neck, pulling at the short hairs. As we kiss, I thread my fingers through her scarlet strands, holding her head lightly. My body responds, her body reacts. I want to rip her clothes off, and then mine. I want to stand before Red, naked and completely unafraid.

I pull away and examine her face, and her lips stay pursed. Familiar but completely different.

“Patience,” I whisper, taking her hand.

“Patience,” she echoes, threading our fingers. “Some day I hope to be good at it.”

“Someday we will be. Together.”


7 SEEING RED


We leave the park, anxious but together. I want her, but the public park isn’t the best place to fuck. We don’t talk, but our hands are linked. We find a rhythm between my longer stride and her quick steps. We arrive at her house, and I lead her to the door.

She stops and looks at our house across the strip of lawn between our houses. She looks up at me, her mouth open, struggling with words.

“Us. Together. Alone first.”

“But…”

“It’s how we work,” I say, but I don’t tell her the details.

She looks at me, narrows her eyes, and her lips form a perfect O shape as they widen. I nod.

”I have to claim you first, or reclaim… whatever. I focus on you, you focus on me. We test what we’ve always known. You’ve always been mine.”

That earns me that one quick nod of hers, and then we’re moving up her walkway. She opens the door, and I push in behind her and twist her around, pushing her against it until it slams shut. Our kiss is pure heat, mixed with longing and aching pain—pain from being apart, even though it brought us back together. We needed to heal before fusing without any defects to weaken the bond.

Her hand drops to my crotch, fingers running along my rigid length. Her tunic comes off first as I pull it up, and she raises her arms. When I toss it away, she reaches behind her back. As her bra’s clasp opens, I’m tugging at the cups. I don’t even take it all the way off before I cup her heavy breasts as she wriggles the bra the rest of the way off.

My mouth surrounds her wide aureole, barely shades darker than her ivory skin. She moans, her fingers threading through my hair. Someday, I’ll be patient; I’m making up for lost time right now.

“Matt,” she breathes, as I suck on her hardening nipples. “Matt. Matt, hold on…”

I pull back and glance up, and she cups my face. She kisses me gently and pulls away. “We can take our time; we’re not teenagers. I want it. I want to be greedy, but that’s what got us here. Come to my bedroom, let me show you how much you mean to me. Let me serve you, my forever love.”

I shake my head, clearing the lust enough to stand up. She’s right, I want to make this perfect. Or at least not over in a minute and a half, or forty-five seconds… The way my balls are throbbing, it might have been under thirty.

Taking her hand, I rise, and she leads me to her bedroom. The stark furniture reminds me of her life since she signed off on the plan, but it also symbolizes a fresh start. Red points to the bed.

“Stand there, please.” Her voice trembles like I might reject her. I smile and stand where she points.

Finding more courage, she unbuttons her uniform pants—the same ones she’s worn since she started working at Haven House. I glance and see three sets hanging in her closet. There is no door. We took it down because it had a mirror. She opens the fly and pushes the cotton-blend trousers down slowly, over her ass, then down her thighs. Her softness is gone. Now, her body is taut, but still curvy. Her muscles shift under her skin as she kicks out of them, then goes back to her hips to pull her full cotton panties down.

Granny panties have never been sexier as she pulls them off and tosses them away. The only things left are the socks on her feet; she must have kicked off her Chucks at the front door. She takes a beat to stand, fully naked before me, her eyes guarded—the last bit of armor. A tuft of fiery red hair above her mound is trimmed short. She’s dyed her bush to match her hair.

“You’re beautiful, Red.” I breathe in a low rumble. “God, so fucking sexy.”

“But… They’re—” she glances in the direction of my house.

“Not you,” I interject. “They’re not you. First lesson: don’t compare. I love you uniquely, just as I love them. No need to compete with them. I’m choosing you.”

Her eyes widen as her new curt nod of acceptance starts a new pathway in her mind. She takes a breath, closes the last distance between us, and unbuttons my buttons one at a time, feeling her way with her fingers because her eyes are locked on mine. Pushing the shirt off my shoulders, I shrug out of it, tossing it away.

One dark brow ticks up as she lowers to her knees. The only sounds are our breath and my heartbeat pounding in my ears. She stares at me as she undoes my trousers, unzips them, then tips her fingers inside. She searches and lifts that fucking eyebrow. It hits me—her question.

“Commando. I don’t wear boxers. It’s easier.”

That curt nod again, then she pushes my jeans down. I don’t remember kicking off my shoes, but I step out of my pants barefoot. My cock juts out from my groin like an accusation, and she focuses on it.

“God, you have a beautiful penis.”

I grin, and before I can respond, she’s sucking on my crown. Her tongue laps at the tip, sweeping up the precum before she pushes her mouth over my head and down my shaft. She reaches for my hand as she cups my balls and pulls my fingers to her crimson tresses, her eyes pleading as she moves her mouth up and down my cock. I grip her hair, and she drops her hands behind her back, submitting to me completely.

I push my cock in deeper, rocking my hips as I slowly fuck her mouth. Her green eyes seem brighter as we stare at each other. Her tongue waggles under my shaft, savoring the taste with a muted hum. She leans into it, and I get the hint and pull her head toward me. Her gag reflex triggers, but she overcomes it, and my cock slides into her throat. I see her nose pressed into my patch of trimmed hair.

The life of a porn star is wild.

I hold myself there, buried in her throat for a beat before I fuck her face—steady, deep, full strokes, watching her eyes tear up. Her mouth eagerly accepts my girth and length. When I pull out, her thick saliva spills out of her mouth and dribbles down her chest and into the cleavage between her full, heavy breasts. I go back to fucking her throat as my core tightens and my balls lift.

I pull out, grip my shaft as she keeps her mouth open. I tap my crown on her tongue. “My mouth. My tongue.”

She nods, with her tongue out and her eyes ablaze with lust.

“On the bed,” I grit out. And she scurries on her knees to climb onto the narrow twin mattress. Ass up, chest down, offering herself to me. “Red. On your back. I’m gonna watch you, as I make you mine again.”

Liz’s voice echoes in a fleeting thought. She does watch Red, and may even be watching now. Red fascinates her, since she’s been saying hello every morning. When I check back in to the present, Red’s on her back, her hands under her ass, her legs bent, and her knees spread wide. Crawling between them, I cup her breasts, caressing the heavy orbs, feeling her rigid nipple against my palm.

Notching my tip at her entrance and dredging it through her cleft, her arousal coats my crown. I can only sense it as my gaze stays with Red. I enter her slowly, and her moan is one of relief combined with passionate longing.

“Matt…”

“Touch me,” I say as I cycle my hips, lowering to brush my lips across hers. Her tongue flicks out and tangles with mine, but she pulls her arms out from under her, reaches for my ass, grips it tight, and pulls me deep. We’re joined again, connected, and the sensation burns through my nerves, like it’s blowing out the cruft of years of neglect.

“Fuck me, Matt. Fuck me hard. Everything, anything you want. Take it. It’s yours again. It always was.”

That’s precisely what I do, kissing her, caressing her. Repossessing her body, reclaiming what is mine. My hips cycle in and out, full strokes, and she whines as I almost slip out, then groans into my mouth as I snap my hips and punch into her. It’s not making love, but maybe it is. I fuck her hard, exactly how I want to, and she takes everything and begs for more. I rise, my hands gripping her breasts. I squeeze and knead till I pinch her nipples.

“Oh fuck,” she gasps. “Matt. Matt. May I come, please?”

My balls clench as she begs, and I nod, that curt nod she does reflects in her wide-open eyes. “Come for me. Shatter.” I grunt as I rut into her. “Give me all of you. I’ll put you back together. You’re mine, Red.”

“Oh god.” She arches her body and seizes as she screams. “Yours!” Her cunt clenches as I keep pounding her, and I feel squirts of her release bathe my cock and balls. I can’t hold back, and I drive inside her—bare, no barrier. I empty myself into the mother of my son, filling her with seed as we stare at each other.

When I collapse, my weight falls onto her. Her sturdy body supports my weight as her fingers curl behind my neck, playing with the short hairs.

“Don’t move,” she whispers in my ear. “Stay right there.”

Her ankles stroke up and down my thighs, and I turn until I can kiss her. “I’m not going anywhere, Red. I see you. I’m keeping you. Safe, always.” We kiss. A tender, toe-curling kiss. Slow, easy, and whole.


8 TRUE COLORS


I could stay here all day, but my head starts to spin with new thoughts. This bed isn’t Red’s home. She’s been gone long enough. It’s time to rejoin the family.

It thrills me and scares me to death, but it’s the next step—the next move in this game of life with all the twists and turns. We’ve come full circle, gotten lost, and now found each other again. I’m not willing to wait any longer.

I’ve finally got my shit together.

“C’mon,” I say, kissing her as she rests curled up as my little spoon. “Let’s get you home. I’ll help you pack.”

“Home? I like the sound of that. I don’t have much to pack.” She nods toward her closet, the three hangers with her uniforms.”

“Good point. You can wear my shirt.” I grin, feeling giddy.

“Just your shirt?” She glances down at her huge tits and then at my chest, arching a brow. “Will it fit me?”

“Only one way to find out.”

I scramble over her to get to my jeans and pull them on, stuffing my cock inside and buttoning them up. When I grab my shirt, she’s still sitting on the bed, looking vulnerable. I tick my brow up.

“No comparing.”

“Right,” she says on a sigh, standing up.

I hold out my shirt for her, and she slips one arm through, twisting to get her other arm. My Hawaiian shirt hangs low on her, the hem dancing past her wide, delectable ass almost to her knees. I can’t wait to worship her ass and claim it for the first time. I pull the ends around her chest; as she predicted, it’s a tight fit.

“That’s okay. I’ll just put on my clothes,” she says with a bit of a frown.

“Hold on.” I pull it tight and fasten one button. Her breasts compress, and the deep cleavage makes my mouth water.

“I dunno if I can breathe,” she gasps as I button down the rest of the top.

I grin as she inhales and exhales. The hem rode up as I squeezed my shirt around her, and it’s barely decent. My eyes drift down her thighs, to the edge of the hem, then I walk behind her to see the tail covers the crack of her ass. “It’ll do.”

I’m anxious, eager to reintroduce her to my lovers again. This time for good. No more quitting; I’m ready for the next step.

I guide her outside, shirtless, with my hand in the small of her back.

“Matt, what if someone sees? I feel like I’m flashing the whole neighborhood.”

“They’ll live; we may even gain subscribers.” My quip earns me a shocked laugh and a half-hearted swat to my shoulder. She looks at me wide-eyed and stops at the divider between the two lots.

“You… you want me to be on camera?”

“You’re family, Red. The live stream is called ‘Our Harem Family.’ We don’t hide anything; we’re living life and want to live it with you.

“My stars.” she blushes. “This might take some getting used to.”

“You’re ready. You’ve shed all the false bits; only Red is left. And she’s just perfect for our family.”

We resume our walk across the adjoining grass strip, past the driveway, and up to the porch. The door looms in front of us. Red hesitates again. She brings her hand to her mouth and glances at me, her eyes growing with emotion. She’s been through the door dozens of times, for her allotted visitation time, then walked back home via the sidewalk.

“What?”

“I don’t have to leave again?” she asks, her fingers trembling against her lips.

“You won’t have to leave again,” I confirm. “And if you do, it’s with us, and you’ll return. This is home.”

She covers her mouth with her hand and stares at the mat. The mat where Noami was slain, the door that I closed on her. She looks at me and whispers, “It was like I died here.” She looks up at me. “You shut the door. I never thought you’d open it for me again. I left you, Matt. I’m so sorry I left.” She points. “I don’t deserve to cross this threshold.

I listen to her and pause for a beat. “I was on the other side of that door, Red, listening to you cry and sob until you got up and left. I was angry at what happened between us, that you left, and that Jack was hurting. I walked inside with Kate and found the three of them: Liz, Ashley, and Nidhi.”

Wrapping my arms around her as she trembles, fresh tears fall down her cheeks.

“I didn’t know what to do,” I continue. “So I put it straight. Naomi is Jack’s mother. She’s family. And they figured out a way to bring you home. But not Naomi. It’s like you say, she died on this stoop. We brought home someone better—someone who fights, works, and earns her way. We brought you home.” I step forward and open the door wide. “You’re home, Red. Welcome home.”

As she takes a step, noise comes from behind me. Footsteps I’ve memorized in the past year.

“Red’s home!” I say, looking back at the four excited faces.

“About fucking time,” Liz says, throwing herself at Red, who catches her, and then her arms wrap around my spunky lover and tighten.

Liz pulls back, grinning, “Must’ve been a good walk.”

“Welcome home, Red.” Kate steps out and hugs her tight. Red returns the hug, her eyes wide but happy. Kate steps back, watching Red as she leans in. “May I kiss you?”

Kate waits patiently, a soft smile on her lips, as Red processes her words, then she gives that curt nod. Their lips meet tentatively, then Kate takes over, deepening the kiss. Red moans, her hands dropping to Kate’s ass. When they break apart, Kate’s breathless. “God, I’ve wanted to do that for months.”

“Y-you have?” Red’s eyes widen. “You’ve wanted to kiss me?”

“This, you coming home, was always the end of this path, Red.” Kate smiles and makes way for Nidhi. “I’ve seen this reunion in my mind, but you were … more clothed.” She grins at me, shaking her head at my shirt tight around Red’s bust, and I shrug.

“This will help,” Nidhi says, stepping forward with a clothing box. “I got it before the awards show but completely forgot in the excitement. We thought this day might be more significant.”

She opens it up, revealing a bright crimson saree with elegant embroidery. Red’s hand goes back to her lips. “No, I can’t. It’s too much. Too soon. I…”

“Red signifies courage and passion,” Nidhi interrupts, grinning. “Like Kate said, this was always your fate. Come inside, I’ll show you how to wear it.”

They enter the house, and Red halts when she sees Jack and Ashley standing inside. I pause. This is the same place where Jack ignored her six months ago.

Jack looks at Ashley and points to Red, “Red, come home?”

“Yes, baby, Red’s home.”

Jack throws his arms up and runs to her, wrapping his arms around her thigh from the side. Red’s face returns to the shocked expression before she lowers and picks him up, glancing at Ash. Ashley nods as Red transfers him to her hip, embracing and kissing him. “Hi, Jack. I’m so glad to be home.”

“Welcome home, Red.” Ashley hugs her, then glances down at my barely modest Hawaiian top. “Let’s get you into the bathroom so Nidhi can help you with your saree.”

It takes some negotiation because Jack doesn’t want to let go, but, eventually, Ashley tempts him with a snack. She takes him into the kitchen for goldfish and apple slices. The rest, including me, crowd around the bathroom entry as Red strips completely.

“This family will take some getting used to.” Her cheeks are almost as red as her hair. I catch a glimpse of a plump nipple and look up to focus on her face. She’s nervous, but the calm energy of Kate, Liz, and Nids soothes her. Nidhi helps Red into white harem pants and a cropped, long-sleeved blouse, exposing Red’s taut abdomen. Kate leans against the bathroom sink.

“Ash, you can bring Jack back; you both should witness this,” Kate says, hopping up on the counter to allow room for Ash. She returns, holding Jack and a bowl of sliced apples, while he has his sippy cup.

“Nidhi was teaching us about the traditional Indian saree in the run-up to the XMAs,” Ash says, grinning. “We knew we wouldn’t be at the live show. It wouldn’t be right for someone to stay with Jack while everyone else was on stage.”

Kate picks up the thread while Red stares into the mirror, watching Nidhi begin wrapping the decorative pallu, an extended length of continuous cloth five feet wide.

“I’m not going to remember how to do this,” Red says to her reflection.

“We’ll help teach you.” Nidhi grins at Red. “We had to practice, too. My mother was near her wits’ end trying to get us in line.”

“I’m getting pretty good at it,” Liz boasts. “It’s way too elegant for me, but I loved wearing it for the awards. I never went to prom in high school. Can I tell her about the colors, Kate?”

“How about we all tell about our colors?” Kate smiles at Liz. I lean against the wall outside as the now-familiar story is retold. I never tire of hearing it.

Kate rests her hands under her thighs, watching Red stare at her reflection. “There are a lot of traditions and symbolism wrapped up in a saree,” Kate explains, then snorts. “Pardon the pun.” She laughs and continues. “Each color has a unique cultural meaning. For instance, yellow, the color I wear, signifies joy and prosperity.

“Gray, my color,” Ash continues with a smile, “It goes with my name, I guess. It signifies balance and strength.”

“Mine is blue,” Liz picks up the thread. “Royal blue, I guess, symbolizes prosperity and calmness. Pretty wild, right? I’m like the calmest person ever.” She laughs, but she misses that her steadfast observations helped.

“Your calmness leaks out, and you don’t notice it,” I interrupt to get us back on track. “When you started talking to Red daily, you didn’t miss a day. And that was so important. Prosperity doesn’t always mean wealth; our family is more prosperous with you in it.”

Liz rolls her eyes. “Sure, okay, papa bear.” But her bright smile tells me she took it to heart.

“Purple has always been my favorite color,” Nidhi says, wrapping the drape around Red’s waist. “My mother says purple is royalty and luxury, which I’ll take. I’m a bit of a queen, after all.”

Kate laughs and then takes the final color. “Finally, your color—red—is for passion and love and is worn for weddings.”

Red looks down at the deep red silk, then back at Kate, “Wow. I’m… That’s fascinating.”

“We didn’t even know what they represented until after the awards. Someone in the chatroom brought up what the colors mean, and another fan answered them.”

Nidhi releases as she places the final pin. She looks at Red in the mirror and smiles. “It gets easier. You look incredible in red. It suits you.”

RED'S JOURNAL

It’s been nothing but tears today. But tears of JOY. Absolute joy.

Not only because my first date with Matt ended with us in my bed, reconnecting—literally. The man always performed well in bed.

It’s odd looking back. Because we drifted apart so slowly, I didn’t notice I’d slipped out of reach. Matt accepts that I’m not alone; he contributed to why I left. But I’m, or rather, Naomi was the one to embrace that asshole Trent with that stupid affair. I’m the one who quit and walked out, leaving Jack behind. I’m the one… It wasn’t me, but it was me. On this side, I accept my errors. I have to; they’re part of me, but they didn’t break me. They came goddam close though.

Okay, more tears. Great. But I’m shedding them in my home. Not the house next door, not in the bathroom of Haven House. Home. With my family around. Liz is beside me as I write, leaning against me, showing me she’s here. She’s not asking questions, or she’s trying not to. She’s just here. Present. Sitting with me in… God, I love her.

I do. I don’t think I deserve to love and be loved. That is probably my next journey, learning to love myself again. This family, Matt, Kate, Ash, Nids, and Liz. They loved me from behind that closed door. They loved me when I was furious at the indignity of the confrontation. They loved me when I broke apart, then held me until I’d signed every damn paper. I’m so fucking glad. That was my bridge back, just as Kate said. I wasn’t ready to hear it. I had to learn it. Work for it. Earn it.

I changed from the inside out. Roberta says that’s the only way change happens. We fix ourselves, but we have witnesses to hold us… fuck.

More tears.

Nidhi brought a new tissue box.

They’re all still here, while I leak tears. Liz made a joke when she brought me some water. “Don’t want you to get dehydrated, there are way more fun ways to do that than sobbing.” I laughed, and she smirked. “Don’t get me wrong, I love a weeping with Matt’s cock down my throat.”

Ashley stood up and hit her with a pillow. I just laughed. Kate bit her lip, sitting on Matt’s lap, watching whatever baseball game was on the television. Nidhi just shook her head at her.

Fuck, where was I? Okay, I’m home. We’re all going to bed later, and I don’t know how I feel about that, but I want to. I want to show them how much I love them. My… reward is their pleasure. That’s weird, but true.

I called Roberta after Nidhi helped me with my bright red saree. …

Liz seems impatient. She keeps distracting me, nuzzling my neck and “accidentally” pressing against my boob. It’s not my fault, I have sensitive nipples that pop up like an at-temp turkey. I’m getting punchy, and Liz’s little nuzzles are turning me on.

I have to say this: Roberta said she was sad but understood when I turned down her offer. “Family always comes first, Red.” She said I was always welcome to come back and volunteer. Maybe we all can at Thanksgiving.

Okay, bye. Goodnight, family.

Red.


9 CIRCLE COMPLETE


We managed to get the new Alaskan King upstairs and into our bedroom. It’s tight, and we’ll have to devise a different plan over time, but it’s perfect for tonight.

While I was on my “walk” with Red, my four lovers made arrangements for our night. They bought some new clothes for Red to wear until she’s ready to get a new wardrobe: a red bikini, of course, and different sets of yoga pants, shorts, and tops to lounge in. They also bought oversized white nightshirts, one for each of them. Kate rejected the idea of lingerie as it would add too much pressure for an already stressful first night.

After Red tried on her color-matched saree, she changed into some of her new comfortable clothes, a pair of black yoga pants, and her oversized nightshirt. She and Liz went next door to bring some of her things over. The evening is quiet as I watch the ballgame while Red sits quietly on the love seat, writing in her journal with Liz tucked against her side.

Ashley and Nidhi put Jack to bed, but they ensured he told Red goodnight and shared a quick hug. Liz and Kate went up after a while, and now the four of them have returned, all wearing only their white nightshirts. It’s fitting that my five lovers are all with me, wearing the same shirt. My four younger lovers are doing what they can to help Red feel comfortable within their circle.

She’s still writing in her journal, a new habit I might adopt. She said it helps process her day and quiets her mind. Liz is snuggling a bit more aggressively against her side, and Red’s nipples are tenting her T-shirt, which means I’ve lost track of the baseball game. Kate grins, then helps me stand, and I follow her lead and walk upstairs with Nidhi and Ashley trailing behind.

“What’s the plan?” I ask, shedding my clothes and donning a pair of black silk boxers.

“I want you to relax on the bed and let us welcome her,” Kate says with a soft smile.

“I can do that. I’ll just follow your lead tonight.” It’s been established that Kate is the queen of my harem, and she’s perfect for the job. The girls all look up to her, and Red respects her, despite Kate being a decade younger.

I climb onto the huge bed and crawl to the center, leaning against the padded headboard. Ash and Nids join me, curling their feet under themselves as they lean against me. Kate sits lightly on the end of the bed as we hear Liz and Red’s footsteps climbing the stairway.

The room’s lights cast a warm hue, and candles line the shelves along the side walls. I take a moment to observe each woman waiting to welcome Red into our bed. They’re relaxed, but a hint of excitement simmers around each of them. Liz leads her into the room, then closes the door behind them. Red stands nervously at the foot of the bed, watching me as Liz climbs up and sits next to Nids.

A hush settles over the room. After a moment, Kate rises and turns slightly toward me. “You’ve made her yours earlier, but she’s not yet ours.” Her voice is warm, but steady, with an undercurrent of confidence. She smiles at Red and holds out her hand. “We’re ready to make you ours now. Will you join us?”

The words hang in the air as I watch Red’s reaction. Her eyes widen, and her body shivers slightly as if a cold wind is rushing over her. Her breasts stretch the new sleepshirt that hangs to mid-thigh, her nipples tenting the soft material. Her thighs are bare, like the rest of the circle. She must have shed the new leggings before coming upstairs. Red trembles, looking at Kate, then me, and then her gaze follows Liz as she slides off the bed.

“Don’t be nervous,” Liz says, smiling as she takes her hand. “This is just another step in the journey, the last one to bring you back home. Then we’ll walk with you, as a family.”

Red closes her eyes and inhales a slow breath through her nose. Then she blinks her eyes open and stares at me before turning back to Liz and giving her a curt nod. Ashley slips from my side and approaches Red, trailing her fingers along her shoulder as she walks behind her.

Red’s eyes follow her, then flick back to Kate as Ashley pulls her short bob to the side and kisses under her ear. “We’re going to make you feel like you’ve never felt before.” Her voice is low, and Red’s eyes close again at her touch as Ash lightly rubs Red’s stiff shoulders. “Relax, you’re safe.”

Nidhi slips from the bed, padding toward the others, graceful and silent. She stands, then looks back at me. “Let’s breathe together,” she says, turning to Kate, then Red. “Inhale for a count of five, hold for five, then exhale for five.”

We’ve been practicing this quiet meditation as a prelude to intimacy for months, but this is new to Red. She initially has trouble meeting our instinctive rhythm, but as Liz smiles and coaches her, her body releases the tension, and we all breathe in concert.

“Good,” Nidhi says, continuing to lead us in the exercise. “This is more than just a physical connection. We’re inviting your spirit to join with us, too.”

Sitting cross-legged, I straighten my back, finding a better posture as we find our rhythm. I project my sense of peace to all the women around me. Nids and Liz take Red’s hands, lead her to the bed, and help her crawl up. They join her, and together they crawl over the expansive mattress toward me as Kate and Ash follow behind them.

Kate moves between the four other girls and me, then turns and smiles at Red as the younger three shift into a circle, leaving Red in the middle. Kate shifts closer, then lifts her hand and brushes Red’s hair back as she lightly kisses her. Red’s eyes close at the contact, then her head tilts as they deepen their kiss. I’m hard as a rock watching the slow movements of my lovers, but a tranquility flows through the room as we match breaths.

Kate parts the kiss, and Ash leans in. Red turns and kisses her, the same pattern flowing as they kiss and slowly tangle tongues. Red’s breathless as she turns to Nids, and after a beat, she slows her breathing and matches our pace. The two of them kiss, and I sweep my eyes over the five women who sway to a shared beat.

After Nids parts the kiss, Liz smirks as Red faces her. My youngest lover pulls her top off, baring breasts and the rest of her nubile body. She leans and grips the hem of Red’s shirt and pulls it up, exposing her lush curves to her sisters. As Red tosses the sweater, her heavy breasts bounce and sway as the others strip bare. Pausing for a beat of breathing, Liz wraps her arms around Red and pulls her into a hungry kiss.

Their bodies press together, Liz’s lithe limbs contrasting with Red’s lush curves. Their breasts compress as their kiss turns hungry, and their hands drop to each other’s asses to stroke and caress. Breaking from the kiss, Liz sways back, then guides Red to her back in the middle of my four lovers.

“Will you be ours, Red?” Kate asks, hovering over her with twinkling eyes. “Do you want to serve us, your sisters, in love?”

Red gasps, and I see a tear trickle down her cheek. “Please.” She struggles, then calmly meets the pattern of our breaths. “Please! I want to show you my love. My gratitude. Oh god, I’m yours…”

The four of them converge on my redheaded lover, and she gasps in passion as their bodies merge, touching her with fingers and hands, kissing her with lips and tongues. They shift her legs apart and take turns kissing and sucking her breasts. Liz moves to kneel between her spread thighs, nuzzling Red’s tuft of dyed hair and then kissing and licking at her core. Kate watches as she and Nidhi cup and squeeze Red’s breasts, plucking at her plump, hard nipples. Ash leans over and kisses her as eight hands stroke Red’s skin in concert.

“Oh,” Red cries out, as my lovers make her theirs. “Oh, you feel so good!”

The five feminine bodies writhe as their moans grow louder. Still, the beat and pace of our breathing lead them through their passion. Stroking myself through my silk shorts, I wait, watching as the four of them push Red to the brink.

“Kate!” Red calls, her eyes wide. “Oh, fuck. Kate, may I come? Please?”

“Are you ours, sweet Red?” Kate asks, her voice thick with need.

“Yes, I’m yours. Kate, Liz,… Oh, God!… Ashley, Nidhi. I’m all of yours.”

“And Matt’s.” Kate grins and then leans to hover over her, staring into her eyes. “Come, Red. Come for all of us. Give us everything.” She kisses her hungrily as Red’s body stiffens, back arching, hips writhing and twisting as she shudders through her peak, curling into a breathless ball as she stills, catching her breath.

When she recovers, my young lovers rest on their knees around Red, who shifts and matches their pose in the center. Kate meets my eyes and gives that curt nod, a mirror of Red’s acceptance of something new. “Red’s part of our circle,” Kate says reverently. “We offer her to you, Matt. Claim her for us.”

The four girls shift back, ceding the space around my redheaded lover to me. Staring at her as she kneels, her head bowed in service to us all, I remove my shorts slowly, stroking my stiff cock as I move toward her on my knees. Her breath catches when she sees my hand sliding up and down my cock. She looks up, and I cock a brow. A smile curves on her lips as she gives me that nod and opens her mouth, extending her tongue.

My fingers comb through her short, messy locks as I pull her head down to my straining cock. Her tongue lavishes my sensitive crown as she coats my length with her spit and drool. Then she bobs her head, taking me deeper each time as I grip her hair, thrusting my hips to the continuous beat of our passion.

The buildup has me on edge, and it’s not long before I’m at my edge. Red lifts her gaze, worshipping me with her wide eyes as she swallows my length. “I’m going to come,” I warn her, and she blinks a moment before I let go, my hips jerking as I unload my pent-up cum into her mouth.

She sucks on the tip as I shoot onto her tongue, not allowing a drop to leak as I pump into her mouth until I’m empty. With a final slurp, she pulls back and rests, kneeling as she opens her mouth to show me she took it all. Then she moves to the ring of my other lovers, and they converge on her. The five of them kiss as Red shares my creamy offering.

By the time they finish, I’m stiff as a rail again. Red’s glance is pure heat as I nod toward the bed. She twists onto her back, and the other four circle her, holding her legs open and pinning her arms to the mattress. I kneel forward and notch my tip into her slick opening, then thrust into her. She cries in passion as my penetration stretches her tight walls. After a beat, her hips cycle as I fuck her with long strokes. As our eyes meet, she nods curtly as she stares at our family of loving partners, and then we all lose ourselves in the passion swirling in our room and through our naked bodies.

We shift as the orgy continues, and who I’m kissing fades in a blur of lust. My cock is sucked, stroked, and fucked as I revel in the flesh of my circle of lovers. It’s not rushed, just a flow of touches that feel more like breathing than urgent lust. But as the passion grows, our moans get louder, cries more insistent, until we reach a peak together, writhing in the middle of the expansive bed before collapsing in a tangled heap of hot, slick flesh.

“Welcome home, Red,” Liz says, grinning at her tired eyes.

“The circle is complete,” I say with one last kiss before I close my eyes.


10 WHOLE


“Getting that Alaskan King bed up the stairs was a bitch, but totally worth it,” Liz says as she walks into the kitchen in a long t-shirt. Not the new one, but one of my old ones that she repossessed. There comes a point when I accept that anything of mine is community property.

“Absolutely worth it,” Kate says from my lap as we sip our morning coffee. “Why did we wait so long?”

“My California King can fit five,“ I grumble, but I’m only acting defensive; we should’ve upgraded months ago.

Nidhi and Ashley are finishing up breakfast, and Jack is in his chair, fisting Kix cereal into his mouth and sucking slices of bananas. Red? Red has a hall pass. She can start helping Ash with breakfast tomorrow.

“Think she’ll be up before noon?” Nidhi asks, sitting across from me after setting down a platter of French toast and bacon.

“She was moving when I stripped the bed,” Ashley says. “It took two full loads to wash all the new linens. Did someone make her drink water?”

“Yes,’ I say, feeling my smile broaden. “I didn’t know she was a squirter. Tells you about how good I was at sex before… this.”

“You’re welcome, papa bear.” Nidhi smiles, forking two slices of French toast onto her plate. “You’ve gotten much better with female anatomy and erogenous zones. Also, I think Red’s fitness plays a part. Her pelvic floor is…” She whistles.

The conversation continues as I recall the high points of last night. Red was in the center of the five of us, each playing with her, then backing off. We edged her until she was begging to come. Then when she did, it was terrific. Her body twitched, and her legs shook. She was on a hair trigger after that as she made her rounds, eager to show us her love through sexual pleasure.

Liz will have to work to keep her blowjob crown, because Red just about sucked the cum straight from my balls. Her green eyes stared at me with devotion as she pushed me to my peak, held my load in her mouth, and then crawled around to snowball with my other four lovers.

Needless to say, I was ready for another round after watching that. After fucking Red in the middle of the girls, we collapsed into a writhing pile of eager lovers. At one point, as I was fucking Ashley, Red slipped beside her. They kissed and caressed each other, then Red dropped her mouth to her breast, sucking Ash’s nipple deeply as she fingered our babysitter’s clit. Ashley blasted off, taking me with her as I emptied into her clasping pussy.

“So, um, Matt,” Ashley interrupts my reflection. “I don’t know how to say this. But… fuck it. I think I’m pregnant.”

“You’re what?” Kate cries in joy, standing up and hurrying around to hug her. “It was bound to happen sometime. But this is awesome.”

“I need to take a test and see a doctor, so don’t start knitting mittens yet.”

“She means booties,” Liz drawls with a beautiful smile. “I suppose I can be the fun aunt for your offspring.”

We’d decided as a family that if any of the girls wanted to go off birth control, they could. They decided to keep it a secret, to surprise me. And it worked.

“Come here.” I smile at her, and she hurries over and slips into my lap. “I love you, babe.” We kiss, and she hugs me tight.

“I’m … feeling a little—” She twists off my lap and bolts out of the dining room toward the bathroom in the hall.

“Yep,” Kate says as she follows her. “Start the countdown, nine months start now.”

“What’s in nine months?” Red asks, yawning. She’s in another one of my t-shirts, her hair sticking out in fourteen directions. “Did I miss breakfast? Oh, orange juice!” She fills a cup, gulps half of it, refills it, and shakes her head. “I’m so damn thirsty. Oh! French toast. I’m famished, my stars!”

I watch her until she sits back and stops forking down mouthfuls of fried, battered bread and mainlining OJ. My stomach tightens, wondering how she’ll respond. “Ashley may be pregnant. She needs to take a test.

Red’s mouth drops open. “Really?”

I nod and tell her that the girls make their own decisions on birth control. I’m not surprised that Ash opted not to take it. She’s wanted to have my baby since… Well, since I took her virginity.

“That’s amazing!” She looks around and stares back. “Where is she?”

“She had a bout of morning sickness. I think. Or food poisoning, but I’m hoping for the first.”

“Matt, you’re going to be a father again. I’m over the moon, honey.”

“Are you?” I ask, sounding surprised, because I am. I expected Red’s reaction to be slightly muted.

“Yes! Why wouldn’t I be?”

“Well… I thought you’d…”

“What, get angry, upset, sad?”She shakes her head. “Honey, I love you. I love you so much. I think we should fill the world with little Matts and Maddies.”

“Well, within reason.” I smile as my mind thinks of my four younger lovers with swollen bellies. Then, a beat later, Red joins them with her hand on her belly. It’s so vivid an image that I have to pause and think. Wouldn’t that be something?

“Red! Red! Joooose!” Jack interrupts, pounding his cup on his tray. “I out joose.”

“Oh, baby, you need more juice?” she asks with a bright smile. “Red’s on it, honey.”

I watch and sip my coffee, smiling so broadly it makes my cheeks hurt, as Kate returns and slips into my lap. “Everything okay?” I ask her.

“I’m going to take her to a minute clinic. She’s kinda freaking out.” She glances at Red, who’s putting more sliced bananas on Jack’s tray. She levels her gaze at me like she’s asking if I revealed the surprise.

I grin and lean to whisper in her ear. “She knows, and she’s thrilled.”

Kate grins. “Hey, Red. You want to come with me to take Ash to the minute clinic?”

“Why?”

“Because you’re the only one of us who knows anything about having a baby.”

“Let me get dressed.” Red kisses Jack’s head and races up the stairs. A beat later, she hurries back down. “I don’t have any clothes.”

“C’mon, you can wear something of mine,” Kate says, following her. Ashley comes out of the hallway, and Red notices. She hurries back down the stairs for a hug and to look in her eyes. “I’m so thrilled for you, Ashley!” She kisses her cheek. “Jack is gonna have a little sister.”

“Or brother,” Liz says, sliding next to Jack as he continues to eat, unbothered by the energy in the room.

“Maybe twins,” Nidhi adds. She burps, then holds her hand over her mouth and bolts toward the bathroom. Kate watches her race past, along with Red and Ash.

“Irish twins,” I smirk and get up to fill my coffee cup. “Might want to take the van to the minute clinic for the four of you.”

“Yes!” Ashley puts her fist up in the air, the color back in her cheeks. “Thanks for the minivan, Matt. We might get a lot of use from it.”

“Might need a bus,” Liz snarks, then her eyes bulge. She starts toward the bathroom, then spins and rushes toward the pool.

I follow. “On the deck, Liz!”

“Papa bear,” Kate says, then she burps. “Uh.” She shakes her head. “Uh-huh, I’m the fun aunt.”

I cock an eyebrow, and she looks confused, then dry heaves before twisting toward the open sliding glass door. “Make room, Liz! One more!”

“Four?” Red asks as she stands waiting for Kate before changing into a new outfit. “Maybe I’ll just go put on an old uniform.”

“I’ve got Jack.” I grin as she hurries out the front door and cuts across the lawn. I sit next to Jack, grab a slice of toast, and take a bite. “You’re going to be the best big brother, buddy.”


11 IT'S BEEN ONE WEEK


The past week has flown by, but new patterns have begun. With four of my lovers struggling through morning sickness, communal breakfast has shifted to sharing coffee with Red. She’s usually the only one up when I come downstairs. Often she’s baking something for brunch as we enjoy coffee while we chat in the kitchen.

Red’s presence in our house hasn’t gone unnoticed by the Our Harem Family subscribers and fans. The chat rooms are abuzz with her comings and goings. She’s still an early riser, encouraging me to roll out of bed earlier to join her. Sometimes we enjoy a shower together, and other times we need coffee to wake up. I think we both prefer the shower method more.

Surprisingly, Red’s grown closest to Ash, though Liz is a close second. Red’s an early riser and has adopted Ash’s mindset of providing for the family. They make breakfast together in the morning, then spend time discussing the plan for the day before Jack wakes up. Red listens to the plan and the work Ashley needs help with—usually housework or laundry. While they put their heads together, I typically take my coffee outside and enjoy the morning haze and quiet. Today is no different.

Opening the glass door to come in for a refill, I find Ash arched against the refrigerator with her eyes closed. Her moans automatically have blood rushing to my cock, as I quietly step closer to watch. Ash’s thighs are spread as she fists Red’s amber locks, grinding her bare pussy against her mouth.

“Fuck, Red. Just like that, you’re getting to be such a good pussy pleaser.” Ash’s voice is low and deep as she guides Red’s head to the right spot.

Red’s eyes are wide open, and she gazes up at the younger girl with eyes full of devotion. My cock is stiff in my swim trunks, and I grip my shaft as I watch the lurid display.

“You like licking my pussy, Red?” Ash’s taunt has an edge, and Red’s response is a moan and a short nod.

I don’t want to interrupt, but as I stroke myself through my shorts, I can’t hold back a low moan. Ash’s head turns while Red continues her pussy licking. She grins at me and tips her chin. Ash pulls Red’s head back, then growls a soft command. “Knees, slut. Matt needs to fill that needy pussy of yours.”

Red glances over for a beat before she lowers to her hands and knees, reaching back to flip her skirt up and offer me her slick, shiny pussy. Ash grins at me as she slumps to the kitchen floor with her knees spread wide, reaching for Red’s hair as she pulls her back to her pussy.

“She’s so needy in the morning, Matt.” Ash moans as I walk into the kitchen with my trunks around my ankles, stroking my cock.

I step in front of her and grip her brown locks, and she opens her mouth, looking up at me. “Looks like you both are.” My words turn into a moan as my dick sinks into Ashley’s mouth.

Her tongue swirls around as I tease the tip in, and then give a good, firm push into the back of her throat. Ash stares at me as I slowly fuck her mouth. When I glance at Red, she’s staring back at me as she keeps lapping. I pull out of Ashley and offer my cock to Red, who turns and slurps my crown between her lips, bobbing deep until she gags.

Glancing back at Ash, I notice her fingers rubbing her clit as she watches Red swallow my length. Her hips lift and thrust, sliding two fingers inside her slick opening. I pull Red off my cock and push her head back down. Ash lifts her hand and grips Red’s hair as she resumes licking her clit, slipping two fingers inside the younger woman.

I step behind her and lower to my knees, gripping her round ass, guiding her back until my spit-slicked crown pushes into her dripping opening. I don’t know or care if the cameras in the kitchen are streaming as I drive my cock deep into Red. She moans into Ash’s pussy, and I feel her fingers as she reaches back under her and runs along my cock where I’m splitting her open. Ash’s mouth is open as she rocks her lips up, flicking her clit as Red laps and sucks her flowing juices. The lust in the kitchen is like a wave, and the three of us lose ourselves in the passion of the moment.

When Ashley cries out, she covers her mouth as her thighs shake, squirting her release into Red’s eager mouth. That sets off my newest harem lover, her tight walls clenching around me as she gushes her juices around my cock. I jam my hips forward and let go, shooting hot cum deep into Red as we all shiver in bliss and ride out our peaks.

I slide back, kneeling and resting my ass on my heels. Red twists around, glancing up at me, and when I nod, she lowers her mouth to suck my cock, licking and cleaning me. Ashley crawls over and kisses me, which I return passionately. Red’s attention has its effect, but she pulls off my cock and shifts to her knees.

“Your turn,” Red says to Ash as she moves to the side.

Ashley turns and crawls over to Red, pushing her onto her back. “I want to clean his cum from your pussy.”

Faced with Ashley’s dripping pussy at eye level as she lowers her mouth to Red’s pussy, I scramble to my knees. Red and I lock eyes as I drive into the younger woman. My thrusts push Ash’s face into her as she keeps licking my cum out of Red’s pussy. I stare at my lover as I grip Ash’s ass. My thrusts into tight young pussy rock Red’s body to the rhythm I set, making her rock-hard nipples strain against the cotton as her breasts bounce under her t-shirt.

Seeing my focus shift down, Red pulls her top off, giving me an unobstructed view of her luscious tits. As I lean forward, Red meets me, and we kiss hungrily as I keep fucking Ash. Reaching to cup Red’s breast, I break the kiss and lower to suck one of her thick nipples between my lips. Her low groan as I feast on her nipple increases in tone until she screams out and comes hard.

When I pull back, gripping Ashley’s hips as she rises and moves to resume sucking on Red’s tits. The sight pushes me over the edge, and I slam into the younger woman and release my second load of the day. Red’s breasts muffle Ashley’s scream, but I feel her pussy clench and ripple as her release coats my cock.

We all collapse on our backs, twisting to kiss and caress each other until a kitchen timer beeps. Red reaches to turn off the buzzing before the two women grin and blush as we rise, find our clothes, and dress. After another round of kisses, I fill up my coffee cup and go back outside, grinning.

Later, Kate joins me, bringing me a third cup as she sits with me at the teak table. She’s got her laptop with her, as usual, and is wearing a yellow bikini top and a pair of black gym shorts. I’m still in my trunks, bare-chested, as I scroll through social media.

“Nice spike in traffic this morning,” Kate muses, glancing at me with a smirk. “Looks like the chatrooms are buzzing about early morning kitchen action.”

“That answers my question about whether the cameras are turned on early in the morning.”

Kate grins and taps around the backend of our portal. “Looks like Ash turned them on as usual when she starts cooking.”

“I’ll file that away,” I grin. “Red seems to be enjoying cooking with Ash in the morning.”

“Is that what we’re calling it? Really? Cooking?” Kate turns on her laptop, showing me the feed from earlier. “We can workshop a better hook for the early risers.”

“Hot coffee?” I chuckle.

Kate watches the feed and scoots closer to me. Soon her hand is inside my shorts, stroking me back to full hardness. I glance at her, and she rises, shoves her shorts down to the ankles, and puts her elbows on the table edge. While she continues to watch, I stand, drop my shorts to my knees, and grip her hip while dredging my tip through her already slick lips.

“I love it when you watch porn with me.” Kate moans as I sink into her, causing her to moan. Fucking Kate while watching Ash, Red, and me on the feed is a bit surreal, but that’s the life of a porn star.


12 EPILOGUE: GRADUATION


We’ve stopped getting weird looks when the eleven of us go out. Liz was right about getting a van. When our Irish quadruplets were born, Jack was nearing three years old. Red and I had our hands full taking care of the mothers and ourselves. Our love for each other never stopped, even when she left. We were both responsible for our separation. But once we grew, matured, and made amends, our passion resumed with more fire than before. Now, she fits perfectly into my harem. We’re a family— a growing family.

The Lewis family brood is well-known thanks to our continued streaming and news reports on gossip sites about my four pregnant lovers. Then, there was another round of chaos when they were all born within the same month.

I wish hospitals had frequent flyer miles.

We’re doing great; the extra free publicity has driven our subscriptions to a level where we don’t have many financial concerns. Still, the hospital should christen the nursery “The Lewis Wing” or “Our Harem Babies.” My suggestion did not amuse the hospital administrator.

The quads are all three now, and Jack is five. After their births, Ash and Liz’s parents attempted to return, wanting the publicity as Irish Grandparents. We were calm and asked them to return to the rock they crawled out from under, but, you know, with class and aplomb. Nidhi’s folks, Priya and Sarvesh, have been the opposite. They’ve basically adopted Nidhi’s harem sisters and are the honorary grandparents of all five of my children.

The Sharmas invite us to dinner for Indian festivals and holidays like Holi and Diwali, while they join us for Thanksgiving and Memorial Day. Two holidays we picked because they’re the closest to the start of my harem family. Kate’s father was killed in action, and we didn’t think Christmas aligned with our values. For the record, we don’t think most Christians do either, though there are exceptions.

After Red moved in, we merged the two lots, built a fence around our harem compound, and joined the two houses with an expansion. We finally have a bedroom big enough for our two huge beds. The zoning board was a blast, and another round of trolls and haters tried to block everything. Orange County is weird, but we got approval, and construction was finished before they were born.

Forgive me, sometimes even I have trouble with their names, but never their faces. Thomas is Ashley’s boy and takes on her gentle nature to soothe his brother and sisters. Yes, sisters. Somehow, we split down the middle with two boys and two girls. Nidhi’s daughter, Gita, who means song, has her mother’s brown eyes and calm presence. Liz picked Sinéad because she’s Irish. I tried to explain that Irish Twins aren’t Irish, but Liz was adamant, and she’s the mama. Kate named her son, Kevin, after her father. Names that begin with K are a family tradition.

So, we have Jack, Thomas, and Kevin, who protect their sisters, Gita and Sinéad. While Our Harem Family continues to stream, but with less explicit content. We focus on polyamory and fitting together as a loving circle. The girls have hobbies they share without viewers, and the online community continues to grow. We keep the kids off any the our streams, and we shut them off completely on family holidays or whenever we damn well please. Our Harem Family’s true fans understand, and the rest don’t matter. They aren’t subscribers.

Today is a big family day. Jack is graduating from kindergarten. We’re so proud of him. He’s caring and tender with his sisters, playful, and a little rougher with his brothers now that they’re almost three. He adores all of them, and the tykes think he’s Superman. He might be; he’s resilient and strong and all the other traits that red-caped wonder from Krypton exhibits.

Sarvesh and I arrived early to stake out a row for all of us. The math gets me sometimes.

Jack keeps waving from his row with his red cap and gown. “Look, Red, we’re the same now!” he proudly says. My lovers are wearing their multicolored sarees, and their offspring are wearing colors that match their mothers. Thank God—color matching is so much easier. So in the little auditorium of Jack’s school, we’re spread across two rows. Sarvesh and I are on either end of the boys’ row, and Red and Priyaa bracket the girls’ row.

So, with Nidhi and Liz keeping an eye on their girls lined up purple, purple, blue, and blue on either end of the first row. Then, in the second, Ashley and Kate watch over the boys with grey, grey, yellow, yellow pairings. Jack adopted red as his color, and Ashley thinks he made a wise choice. Red does too. She keeps photos of “all her kids” on her phone and shows them to anyone who shows the slightest interest.

One last thing: after Thomas was born (not Tommy or Tom), Ashley told Red it was okay if Jack called her Mama. Red smiled but gracefully refused. “I’ve confused that boy enough. We’ll go with what he wants. You’re his mother, too.”

My miracle family.

Oh! Jack’s name is called. He looks so proud of himself walking across the stage. His four siblings, calling out, “Jack, Jack, Jack,” get a few parents to turn and grin at the little tricksters. They can be a handful, but we have many hands, hearts, and room in our home.

Oh, wow. It’s only eight years until Jack’s a teenager.

It’ll be fine. We live by love, and that’s all that matters.
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The End




THANK YOU FOR READING
RED’S REUNION


If you loved reading this book, we’d be delighted if you’d leave a quick review—more reviews encourage us to write more books!

Review on Amazon – Red’s Reunion!
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Did you read the entire series? Grab Home Office Harem - Complete Series for your library, available in a single eBook volume or in paperback.

Or start a new Mack Landry series with the first book, Smoke Show, by flipping the page and reading the low and slow first chapter of this South Texas smoker of a harem-building adventure, Chef’s Kiss Barbecue.
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SNEAK PEEK - SMOKE SHOW - A SMOKY SLICE OF LIFE MEN’S ADVENTURE

Chapter 1 - The Burnout Protocol

You know that moment when you realize you've been holding your breath for twenty years? Mine came at 11:47 AM on a Tuesday in downtown Austin, watching our stock ticker flash green numbers that meant absolutely nothing to me. By midday, BizProTech was trading at twice its opening price and continuing to climb. Everyone around me lost their minds. With the strike price for founder shares, many of us were looking at a windfall. Champagne corks were flying, people were crying, and our CFO was on the phone with his yacht broker.

Me? I calculated how fast I could liquidate everything and disappear.

Not the reaction you'd expect from a guy who'd become worth north of ten million dollars, but there you have it. While my team celebrated in the conference room, mentally, my bags were already packed. Or rather, determined what bags I needed, since I planned to get rid of everything I owned.

The funny thing about building a business-process-optimization platform is that you become really, really good at optimizing processes. Even ones that involved dismantling your entire life. I had spreadsheets for my spreadsheets with color-coded timelines for selling the condo, transferring assets offshore, liquidating the 401(k), and even finding a new home for my Tesla. Because nothing says "mid-life crisis" like a forty-two-year-old tech founder driving around Austin in a Model S, am I right?

Three weeks later, I, Ryan Mitchell, proudly owned one major possession: a thirty-six-foot Winnebago Adventurer 36Z with solar panels, satellite internet, and enough battery storage to power a small village. Oh, and a used Nissan Leaf on a tow dolly, because even in my crisis of conscience, I wasn't ready to give up on electric vehicles entirely. Some habits die hard.

By the way, the Douglas Adams reference wasn’t lost on me. By age forty-two, one should supposedly know the answer to life, the universe, and everything, right? I had absolutely no idea what any of it meant. So I did what any rational person would do: I pointed my rolling home south and decided to find out.

I drove south out of Austin, turned left at San Antonio, and followed the highway until it hit Corpus Christi. But let me tell you, the Gulf Coast in early September hit me like opening an oven door with temperatures in the mid-nineties and humidity so high that it felt like walking through soup. It initially made me question every life choice that brought me to the Texas Gulf Coast. All things considered, though, I'd rather acclimate to the oppressive heat and continual sweat than go through another day in Austin's air-conditioned corporate towers.

I found a spot at a popular RV park on Padre Island, close enough to hear the waves but far enough from the tourist chaos to think. The RV's solar panels earned their keep powering the AC around the clock.

Thinking seemed to be all I did those first few weeks, or rather, trying not to think.

You have to understand—for twenty years, I scheduled my life in fifteen-minute increments: meetings, code reviews, investor calls, product demos. I ran optimization algorithms constantly in my head, always looking for inefficiencies to eliminate, processes to streamline, and bottlenecks to unclog. My brain had become a very expensive Swiss watch, and then I went and ripped out all the gears.

The silence was deafening.

My new routine, if you could call it that, became simpler than when I fixated on my company. Wake up whenever, but before the heat hits around nine. Coffee on the beach. Maybe a run along the shoreline—turns out all those years of stress-jogging through Austin left me in pretty decent shape. Lunch whenever I felt like it. More coffee. Reading. Sometimes I'd drive the Leaf into town for supplies, marveling at how strange it felt to walk into an H-E-B without checking my phone every thirty seconds.

The lack of structure should have driven me crazy. I’d built my career around flowcharts and decision trees with clearly defined success metrics. But after the initial panic—and I definitely panicked—something weird started happening. I began to unwind, relax, and loosen up. I mean, if you compared it to my usual baseline of overworking.

Eventually, on an aimless drive through Corpus, I stumbled onto something that would change everything. But at the time, I just thought it was hunger pains.

I should rewind and tell you about Austin barbecue, because the contrast is essential.

In Austin, barbecue had become performance art. You've got Franklin Barbecue with lines stretching around the block—I've stood in that line more times than I care to admit, often entertaining clients who wanted the "authentic Austin experience." And then there’s La Barbecue, Micklethwait, and Louie Mueller, all serving incredible food to people who Instagram their brisket before they eat it. Don't get me wrong, the food is legitimately fantastic.

But somewhere along the way, Austin barbecue became a destination, a pilgrimage site for food tourists with their Instagram accounts and forty-dollar brisket plates. Franklin’s earned every bit of hype. Aaron’s a wizard, and his brisket is basically meat candy. But there's something performative about the whole scene, you know? Like barbecue theater for people who need to document their authenticity.

The Gulf Coast? Completely different animal.

About three weeks into my wandering phase, I realized I had no fucking idea what to do with myself. Picture this: I'm driving my RV while towing the EV through some nowhere stretch between Corpus and Victoria, following my nose because—and here's where my process brain gets dangerous—I'd started tracking BBQ joints on a spreadsheet. Yeah, yeah, I know—old habits.

I pulled into what looked like a crack house with a smokestack a bit outside of Victoria. A cinder block building with bars on the windows and a parking lot with more potholes than pavement. The kind of place that makes you check your life insurance policy. But the line of pickup trucks and work vans gave away that it was something special. And the scent… God, the hickory smoke scent was almost a religious experience.

Rudy's—not the chain; the OG Rudy’s, run by a seventy-year-old Black man who’d been smoking meat since before I was born. No Instagram presence, no craft beer selection, a hand-scrawled menu on a piece of cardboard, and brisket, which made Franklin's seem like cafeteria food.

I ordered a pound—because you always order by the pound at these places, never by the sandwich—and watched Rudy work. He ran three massive offset smokers with nothing but intuition, a meat thermometer that looked older than disco, and his thumb. There were no timers, no apps, only Rudy walking over every hour or so, testing the brisket with his thumb, checking the color, and adjusting dampers by feel.

"You smoke much?" he asked me while I stood there trying not to drool on myself.

“Fixin’ to,” I said. Technically, true. I’d bought a Traeger pellet smoker—top of the line, WiFi enabled, the whole nine yards—determined to figure out the science. I bought it to fit in one of the RV’s undercarriage compartments. I followed the instructions and assembled it before realizing it needed to be broken down to stow it. So, my first few smoking attempts turned out sporadic, and the results were inconsistent.

Rudy laughed. "Pellet smoker?"

Busted. "How'd you know?"

"You got that look. Like you're trying to solve a math problem instead of cooking meat."

He wasn't wrong. I'd been approaching barbecue like a product launch—breaking down the variables, optimizing for efficiency, tracking data points, temperature curves, wood ratios, and rub formulations. For crying out loud, I created spreadsheets to track brisket parameters.

But here's what I’ve discovered about authentic barbecue—it's not about the technology. It's about understanding fire and meat and time in ways that can't be easily quantified. Rudy's brisket had this perfect bark, glossy and dark, and when he sliced it, the smoke ring was thick as a pencil. The fat rendered so perfectly that it tasted like meat butter. One bite and I realized I'd been playing in the kiddie pool.

"What's your secret?" I asked.

"Ain't no secret. Just time and attention. Most folks want shortcuts. Set a timer and walk away. But the meat tells you when it's ready, not the clock."

I learned another lesson from the Victoria trip—I needed to stop wandering. Eighty-five miles each direction meant hooking up the Leaf, driving the entire thirty-six-foot Winnebago with the trailer in tow, finding RV parking that could accommodate my setup, and then reversing the whole process. By the time I got back to Corpus, I’d have to find a new landing space, unload the Traeger, and reassemble it before I could experiment with another cook. I spent more time managing logistics than enjoying the barbecue experience.

I needed a home base. Somewhere I could park the RV long-term and use the Leaf for daily runs, somewhere within a reasonable radius of the good food trucks and authentic joints. Somewhere that felt less like camping and more like belonging. Barbecue had become my obsession. Not in a healthy way—I mean, when did anyone consider any obsession healthy?

I hit every barbecue joint within a fifty-mile radius. My route went something like this: drive up Mustang Island to Port Aransas, take the ferry across the intercoastal waterway, then wander through San Patricio County, hitting joints around Aransas Pass, Ingleside, and Portland at the top of the bay, before returning south of Corpus. Hole-in-the-wall places were scattered across the area—places where they’d chain the bathroom key to a hubcap and brew sweet tea in five-gallon buckets.

Each place taught me something different. At Smoke Dreams, this old Mexican guy named Carlos showed me how he wrapped his brisket in butcher paper instead of foil to preserve the bark as it finished. At Big Jim's, I learned about how he used the Texas Crutch with aluminum foil and why timing your wrap is more art than science.

Meanwhile, my own attempts were educational. That’s a nice way of saying I produced some genuinely inedible meat. The Traeger made it too easy to overthink things. I developed the bad habit of checking the app every ten minutes, adjusting temperatures, and second-guessing the algorithm. The brisket would come out technically perfect but completely soulless—like eating a precisely calibrated protein delivery system instead of actual food.

During one particularly spectacular failure—a twelve-pound packer brisket that came out with the texture of shoe leather—I discovered my first real breakthrough. Not with the meat, mind you, with myself.

I sat in my camping chair at sunset, staring at this beautiful piece of beef that I somehow transformed into jerky, when it hit me. I’d done it again—turned something organic and intuitive into an optimized process, taking the soul out of it and replacing it with data points. That mindset had made me very rich and downright miserable.

So I did something radical. I disassembled and stowed the Traeger, drove into Corpus, and bought the cheapest offset smoker I could find at Academy Sports—a basic steel barrel with a firebox welded to the side. There were no temperature controls, WiFi, or apps—just fire, metal, and a mounted thermometer that may have lied about everything.

My first cook was a disaster—the second worse. By the third attempt, after burning through half a cord of oak, I produced brisket that could’ve been used as roofing material. But my process had changed. I started paying attention to the fire, learning to read the smoke, and developing what Rudy had called "the feel."

It humbled the hell out of me. I'd built a company worth hundreds of millions, yet I couldn't keep a fire going for twelve hours without turning meat into charcoal. But for the first time in decades, I learned that some things couldn't be reduced to an algorithm.

And that's when I started noticing the food trucks.

The Gulf Coast food truck scene is nothing like Austin's. In Austin, food trucks are basically restaurants on wheels—gourmet concepts with social media managers and venture capital backing. Down here, they're more like... well, like actual trucks that happen to serve food. Family operations, usually. Mom-and-pop setups where the recipes come from somebody's grandmother and the business plan is written on the back of a napkin.

I started seeking them out during my barbecue pilgrimages. Taco trucks parked outside construction sites, seafood trailers near the docks serving shrimp po’boys that would make New Orleans weep, Vietnamese bánh mì trucks that somehow ended up in small Texas towns and stayed.

I was impressed by the purity of the culture and how it existed behind a shroud of modern amenities. These weren’t people trying to build empires or optimize market penetration. They were cooking food they loved for people who appreciated it: simple transactions, honest work, and a direct connection between effort and reward.

I found myself eating lunch from a different truck every day, not because I needed to populate my spreadsheets—though old habits die hard—but because each one felt like a minor revelation—like discovering a new way to think about business that didn’t involve growth hacking or customer acquisition costs or any of the other bullshit that consumed my life for the better part of my career.

The irony wasn't lost on me. I spent years building software to optimize other people's business processes, yet here I sat, falling in love with the most beautifully inefficient businesses imaginable. These food trucks didn’t use inventory management systems or customer relationship databases. They were just people who knew how to make good food and weren't afraid to park their entire livelihood on four wheels.

The exception to my food truck obsession was Sunrise Tacos. This breakfast taco place that wasn’t a food truck per se, just a tiny fast food joint beside a vacant lot near the marina with a few booths, and a bar beside the order window. That was when I first saw her, and made Sunrise Tacos a regular start to my days three days a week.

I didn't know her name yet, and I didn't foresee that she'd turn my haphazard early retirement into something resembling an actual life. She ordered her breakfast tacos with extra jalapeños and enough hot sauce to make grown men cry, and when she laughed at something the guy behind the counter said, the sound cut through the morning air like music.

She had this energy about her, you know, like an aura? Existing entirely in her element, where she belonged, doing what she wanted to do. An intuitive lifestyle, but magnetic in a way I didn't quite understand. This is still the part of the story where I was just a guy with too much money and too much time, learning to cook meat over fire and wondering what the hell came next.

What came next turned out to be everything.

But I'm getting ahead of myself again. That's the problem with hindsight—it feels inevitable when you're looking backward. At the time, she was only another customer at a taco truck, and I was some random burnout, trying to figure out what to do with the rest of my life.

Anyway, back to my breakthrough with my barbecue. It came about two weeks later, on a Tuesday morning, when I woke up before dawn with nothing particular to do. Let’s be honest, that described most of my mornings those days. But something felt different. Maybe it was the way the salt air smelled or the fact that I finally stopped checking my phone every five minutes for emails that would never come.

I fired up the offset smoker—my temperamental steel beast that had become both my greatest frustration and my most honest teacher. This time, instead of overthinking it, I just cooked. I fed the fire when it needed feeding, adjusted the dampers when the smoke looked wrong, and trusted my instincts instead of methodically logging temperatures in a spiral notebook.

The brisket wasn't perfect. The bark could've been darker, and I might've pulled it thirty minutes too early. But when I sliced into it, steam rose from the meat like incense and revealed an honest-to-god smoke ring—a bit thin but real. I took a bite, and for the first time since I began this whole experiment, it tasted like barbecue instead of an engineering project.

I sat on the beach, eating passable brisket and watching the sunset paint the Gulf in shades of orange and pink, and realized something profound: I felt happy. It wasn't because of any accomplishment or a new process optimized for maximum efficiency. I just felt happy.

A completely foreign feeling.

My phone buzzed—a text from my former CTO asking if I wanted to grab drinks next time I visited Austin. I stared at the message for a long moment, then put the phone away without responding. Austin felt like another lifetime—another person's life.

My plan, if you could call it that, had started when I left Austin to spend a few months on the road, clear my head, maybe write that novel every tech founder thinks they have in them. Figure out what came next. Consulting, maybe. Angel investing. Something that used my experience but didn't require me to build another company from scratch.

But sitting there with my imperfect brisket and my perfectly aimless morning, I realized the plan had changed. I just hadn't admitted it to myself yet.

I’d fallen in love with the slow pace of coastal bend life—its uncertainty, the way each day unfolded without a predetermined agenda, and the simple pleasure of learning something that couldn’t be optimized, disrupted, or scaled for maximum growth.

For the first time in forever, I wasn't trying to solve a problem. I was trying to live.

And that's when I knew, whatever came next, I'd be ready.

I sat back in my camp chair, watching the Gulf waves catch the last light of day, and felt something I hadn't experienced since... hell, maybe since I built my first computer from Radio Shack parts at the age of twelve. Pure, uncomplicated satisfaction. No board meetings, no venture capitalists asking about my "five-year vision," no notifications pinging like digital mosquitoes. Just me, semi-edible smoked meat, and the kind of quiet that used to terrify me.

You know that moment in movies when the protagonist realizes their old life is officially over? It usually involves dramatic music and meaningful glances at the horizon. Well, mine didn’t have the soundtrack—unless you count the rhythmic crash of waves and the distant cry of seagulls, who were definitely eyeing the remains of my brisket.

For the first time in decades, I wasn't planning three moves into the future. I lived in the present, content for maybe the first time in my life.

Call it intuition or too much Gulf Coast humidity affecting my brain, but the strangest feeling welled up that tomorrow would bring something—or someone—that would make this new chapter even more interesting.

You can find the rest of Smoke Show in the Kindle Store or borrowing from Kindle Unlimited
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