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ABOUT TRIPLE THREAT


I’m learning to let go and enjoy life as it comes in pairs or threesomes.

My babysitters next door now live under my roof, and their youthful exuberance has lifted my spirits. I’m sorting out my business as they sort themselves into my life. It’s none of my ex-wife’s business who I live with, who shares my bed, or how I run my business. She chose a different life away from me.

My girls are getting restless and searching for an occupation without my son to babysit. They invite their friend to pitch a new venture—they want to transform my humdrum home office and outdoor swimming pool into sets for streaming adult content. The very thought of my girls posing for the camera has my mind swirling with arousal and concern. I love how free they are, and I won’t stop them from pursuing their dreams, but should I let their eager exhibitionism change my life again?

I’ll have to keep it a secret because if my ex-wife finds out about our new enterprise, she may sue for sole custody of my son.

This book is intended for an adult audience; reader discretion is advised.


To exotic people, places, and everything that inspires our minds with magic and mayhem.


I can’t help having a sexy body

KASHMIRA SHAH


PART ONE

TRIPLE THREAT


CHAPTER 1
MOVING ON


“Hey, Matt,” Liz calls out as she enters my office. “I want you to look at something.”

Since the girls moved in, I’ve cleaned up my files, consolidated, and simplified my business. They’ve been doing the same task, pushing their things out of Ashley’s parents’ house and into mine, and clearing my spare rooms of my ex-wife’s junk. It’s been slow and steady, but we’re near the end and should focus on what’s next for us.

“What’s that?” I ask, putting down the stack of files in my hands and twisting in my office chair to face her. She grins and slides into my lap, snuggling close and kissing my cheek.

“You’ve been saying I should do something to contribute to the family.”

She hides her phone’s screen by pressing it into her chest. The motion only draws my eyes to the valley of delectable cleavage showcased by her bikini. I blink to clear the image of her naked on my bed. Both she and Ashley live in bathing suits and shorts as the summer heat has kicked in. It no longer flusters me living with the two beautiful young women who love to tease me, but the teasing still works its magic.

“I just don’t want you to drain your school savings,” I say, ensuring I look in her eyes as we talk. She likes it when my eyes wander, but this seems more of an opportunity for a discussion than indulging in our desires. With her still in my lap, and her breasts barely contained by her skimpy top, my body responds, and she shifts in my lap, grinning. “I know Ashley’s got her trust fund allowance, and you’re not paying rent since you’ve moved in with me. It’s not about money, but doing something productive is good for all of us.”

“Agree. Now that we’re moved in and have made your house our home, I want your thoughts on me trying something new.” Liz wriggles in my lap, and my cock responds to her closeness. “I’ve been talking to my friend, Nidhi, from high school. She’s taking a year off before college to raise tuition money for med school. She was an honors graduate, but didn’t get a full scholarship, even though she aced all the AP exams.”

“Interesting. That’s smart. Most young people don’t know what they want to study. It makes sense to take a breather and build a nest egg. Nidhi, that’s South Asian? She sounds like an intelligent young woman.”

“Yeah, her grandparents immigrated from India when her parents were children. She’s sweet and smart as shit.” Liz stops talking, tilts her head down, and looks up through her eyelashes before twisting so we can both look at her phone screen. “She’s a camgirl.”

Her phone displays Nidhi’s website with thumbnails of her in various skimpy costumes and lingerie along the bottom of the page. She has a fair complexion reminiscent of café au lait and all the typical attributes one would expect of a young Indian woman. She has captivating, deep brown eyes and copious tresses of dark hair falling past her shoulders. It’s styled differently in her photos, where she wears bikinis and cosplay outfits. She has a smaller bust than Liz, but about the same as Ashley. It takes a moment for my brain to catch up with what’s in front of my eyes.

“Wait, you want to start camming?” I force myself not to freak out about this, maintaining a neutral tone.

“Yeah,” Liz says with a mischievous grin. “Nidhi was telling me how much she makes. She’s been doing it since she turned eighteen, without telling her parents. She’s making good money but needs to leave her parents’ house to level up. She needs her own space, like a studio.”

Liz glances at me, then pans around my office. The space I built over the garage is much larger than where I’d set up my office. It extends past my desk into a larger, mostly empty room. It’s well-lit from windows along the back with a pool deck view when the blinds are open.

“Here?” I ask, my mouth gaping open. “You want her to use my office as her studio?”

“Yeah, and live here too.” Liz shrugs, trying to appear innocent, but I see the glint in her eye. “She can pay rent. She’s not looking for charity.”

As mad as the idea sounds, I consider her request. We have two extra bedrooms besides Jack’s downstairs. The pool would be a lovely setting for still shots in her purple bikini and other outfits. “Here?” I say again, letting the idea roll around in my mind. “And you want to learn about being a camgirl from her?”

Liz nods, her blue eyes wide. “I know I’m not nearly as smart as Nidhi, but I have the assets.” She drops her eyes to her body and shimmies, causing my cock to twitch. “You know I’d be good at it, right?”

I laugh, I can’t help it. “You’re not going to be a camgirl.” I try to soften it with a hug, but Liz squirms from my lap and stands. Her eyes drop to my firm bulge and then flash to meet mine.

“You like the idea. And you know I’d be good at it. If I had a website, you’d already be a subscriber.”

“Yeah. Probably.” I shrug with a lopsided grin. “But it’s not a good play, Liz.”

“I’m in favor,” Ashley’s voice snaps my head to look at her as she walks into the room. “Liz and I discussed this while we lived next door. I’m curious about it too. You can’t keep your eyes off us most of the time. And you know, we get looks when we go out shopping.”

“Your beauty isn’t in question,” I counter. “You’re both hot, sexy, and know how to flirt. You can do the work, but have you thought through everything you’d have to do?”

“Nidhi told me it’s mostly marketing, maintaining a social media presence, creating a web portal, etc. The internet things are easy for her,” Liz replies, her voice rising in excitement. “We can learn from her and each other. You can help us with the financial side. It’s something Nidhi needs some advice on.”

“Have you considered that Jack lives here on some weekends? Have you thought about what Naomi would do if she learned I was running a camgirl studio in my home office?” My ex-wife would sue for custody in a heartbeat.

“We’d shut it down when Jack is home,” Ashley says, crossing her arms. “We can’t always be in character; we’d need breaks. Three of us can help with the housework, cooking, and looking out for Jack.”

“Think of how the three of us could help in your bedroom.” Liz grins, waggling her eyebrows. “C’mon, Matt. Let her come over and give you her pitch. She’s a fucking smoke show, but she’s also smart and savvy about the business. Her dad is the CEO of a MedTech company.”

They know they have me on the ropes, and I struggle to find objections. My office is separate from the living areas. Jack’s room is downstairs, and my spare rooms are upstairs, down the hall from my bedroom. We could make it work and keep Jack safe when Naomi was away on one of her flights.

“Please…” Ashley says, then slips to her knees. Liz smirks and mirrors her, widening her eyes and pouting. It’s cheating to kneel at my feet in their skimpy bikini tops. The thought of them posing for the camera has my imagination tumbling into wicked ideas.

“Is it porn?” I ask, unsure if I’m trying to object or tip the scales in favor.

“No, just live cosplays and flirting,” Liz says, looking up at me. “Most of her subscribers just want a GFE.”

“A GFE?”

“A girlfriend experience,” Ashley adds. “They are just lonely men; some are married, some are single. She messages them or snaps a custom cosplay pose. She told us about some weirdos getting horny and creepy, so she has set boundaries and will cut off anyone who misbehaves.”

They stay on their knees, occasionally glancing up, and my unyielding stiffness grows in my swim trunks. I take a deep breath before shrugging helplessly. As far as I know, this isn’t the best idea. But my curiosity is piqued. The thought of a third woman sharing my bed tips the scales in favor of exploring the ridiculous notion.

“What the fuck.” I nod, and they spring to their feet and hug me tight, kissing my cheeks.

“We’ll call Nids and invite her over,” Liz says as she leaves my office. “You’ll love her, I promise.”

I watch my two sexy housemates leave, then look down at my stiff shaft still tenting my board shorts. “You’re no help,” I say, reaching down and adjusting it to a more comfortable position. I can’t help thinking this is going to be nothing but trouble. But I also know that having Liz and Ashley with me is worth the trouble the pair gets into.


CHAPTER 2
MEET NIDHI


After Liz confirms that Nidhi will come over later, the three of us quickly clean out the scattered junk in my office loft and adjust my desk and cabinets to one side near the entry from the stairs. I pull a fabric divider into place to hide the distractions if Nidhi wanted to use the space as her studio. Naomi bought the rolling partition to separate the office into two spaces for a home business she never started. Even though I haven’t met Nidhi yet, I’ve accepted the possibility of her joining my two girlfriends.

The doorbell rings as we make more room in my bedroom’s walk-in closet. Liz claps her hands. “She’s here. C’mon, let’s go let her in.”

I’m just as excited, and Ashley takes a moment to hug and kiss me.

“You’re sure you’re okay with expanding what we have?” I ask her as my gut flutters with arousal. “We can just let her use the office for her studio if you’re unsure.”

“Matt, I’m the one who brought up adding a new harem girl.” Ashley pats my chest. “You know Liz wants it too. We need to convince Nids, which won’t take long when she sees you.” She drops her hand to my crotch and squeezes. “Oooh! I can tell you’re in favor of having three harem girls.”

Liz and Ashley have described themselves as my harem girls since they moved in. It’s more than a fantasy of being sexual playthings for an older man; they want a polyamorous family with me as the head. I was initially reluctant, but I have become accustomed to my role as the male leader of my two energetic girlfriends. The allure of adding a third has been a recurring dream while I sleep warmly between my lovers.

“I just don’t want to endanger what we have,” I offer as a weak explanation for my reluctance. Truth be told, I’m eager to explore the idea, but I feel like it will upset them if I admit that or show too much eagerness.

“Don’t be silly,” Ashley says, kissing my cheek. “We’re yours; nothing will change that.”

Together, we hurry down the stairs, where Liz waits by the door, hopping on her toes. She notices my expression and grins, waiting for me to close the distance before leaping up, hugging her arms around my neck, and kissing me deeply. She drops back to her feet, and our eyes meet. Her expression of care helps my reluctance.

“You’ll love her,” Liz says. “Ash and I aren’t going anywhere. Nids is an addition. Trust me.”

She turns to the door as Ashley holds onto my elbow, and I adjust my stiffening cock with my other hand. Liz pulls it open and launches herself through the door to hug her friend tight. Ashley leaves my side to welcome their friend with another familiar hug.

I take the opportunity to survey Nidhi. She’s a touch shorter than Liz and dressed in a typical college girl outfit of deep-purple yoga pants, a faded, cropped t-shirt, and a bag slung over one shoulder. Her breasts stretch the snug top, and her nipples poke into the worn cotton. A navel piercing glitters in the sunlight along the thin line of bare skin above the waist of her pants. Her long, dark hair hangs loosely behind her shoulders, and I notice an elastic tie around her wrist.

As I scan back up her lithe shape, she slides her feet out of her sandals, leaving them by the door. My two girlfriends move to either side of her, and she blushes, noticing my survey of her body. She grins, dropping her eyes to appraise my physique in return. Her lips part as she notices the ridge of my growing erection, and she traces her tongue across her lower lip before meeting my eyes. She extends her hand palm down. “I’m Nidhi Sharma, but my friends call me Nids.”

“Matthew Lewis. Please, call me Matt. Any friend of Liz and Ashley is welcome.”

“Not ‘Daddy’?” she says with a smirk. My eyes widen momentarily as I step back to welcome her inside. I’m speechless at her bold reply, and she giggles at my silence as she steps inside the door. “Sorry. I slip into fantasy roleplay too often. It’s great to meet you, Matt.”

“You’re already fantasizing about me?” I say, opening my arms as she steps into my hug. She giggles, lifting her arms around my neck.

Our eyes meet momentarily before we’re both drawn into a tentative kiss. Her tongue presses against my lower lip. Taking the invitation, I sweep my tongue along her plump lips, pushing between them as she moans. The front door clicks closed and snaps us into the present. She tilts her head as her hands press lightly against my chest. "We should talk business.”

“Yeah, Matt,” Liz says, winking at her friend. “I'll show you Matt’s office, then we can swim or do something fun.”

Nidhi holds my gaze before following her toward the stairs to my loft. Ashley reaches up and combs her fingers across the back of my head, grinning when I turn to her. She tilts her head and bites her lip before trailing behind the other two and leaving me alone in the entry. I watch their three pert asses turn down the hallway as the girls laugh cheerfully.

The sounds of footsteps change as they climb up the stairs toward the loft before I break from my spinning thoughts and adjust my stiff erection. It throbs under my grip, and I close my eyes. Pushing away the intrusive fantasy of Nidhi lowering to her knees in front of me, I follow behind the group.

“Our bedroom is on the other side,” Liz says, waving toward the other staircase. “This hall has Jack’s bedroom and two more spare rooms.”

“There are three full bathrooms and another half bath between the living and dining rooms.” Ashley continues explaining the layout. “The kitchen is near the sliding glass door to the pool deck, and the utility room is past Jack’s bedroom.”

Their mention of my son tightens my gut. I’m glad they’re including him in their tour of our house, but part of me still worries that Naomi won’t be happy about my potential new housemate. She hasn’t asked about Ash and Liz moving in because they’ve been babysitting since she left me. But a third woman in the rotation might arouse her suspicions. She’s been distracted at our exchanges, going through the motions of passing Jack’s things between our cars before setting up the next meeting.

Jack adores the two young women in my life, and I think he’ll like Nidhi, too. He’s usually good with strangers, and I take a moment to be thankful that my son remains happy despite the disruption of our divorce and the confusion of shared custody. I’d end everything in a heartbeat if I thought my lifestyle change was affecting my son. Still, he’s gotten used to Naomi’s lover, so I don’t see how she could object to me carrying on with my life. I don’t want to slow the roll of what seems inevitable with a new occupant of my home and bed.


CHAPTER 3
EXPLORING OPTIONS


When I reach the top of the stairs, the door to my office is open, and the trio walks around, touring the open space. The divider is collapsed to the side, and I nod to myself that the soon-to-be boudoir studio will be hidden from view. Not many people visit my house, but I usually work remotely with clients or meet them at their offices. Using the divider is more for appearances’ sake and my peace of mind, so no one suspects I’m building a camgirl studio behind my desk.

“This is more than enough room,” Nidhi says, twisting around with her arms out. “There’s room for a bed and a backdrop; we can store props and toys on shelves on the far wall. The light from the window is perfect.”

“Check out the pool view,” Ashley says, sweeping the curtain from the wide window that spans the back wall. The curtain is translucent and closed, muting the sunlight from the northern exposure. “We could even use a camera up here to film scenes on the pool deck.”

“Is that where…” Nidhi waves toward the jacuzzi and trails off, turning when she notices me.

“I sucked his dick,” Liz continues, nodding shamelessly. “We could recreate it for the camera.”

I feel heat rise on my cheeks when Nidhi glances down at my bulge. The memory of Liz, thigh deep in the hot tub, bobbing on my cock brings up the memory of Ashley catching us moments later. My cock throbs as I recall every detail of the afternoon in the pool, in the living room, and in my bed. The other half of my mind, however, still has questions.

“I thought this wasn’t going to be porn,” I say.

“It’s not,” Nidhi says, glancing down again, then shrugging. “Not at first. We have so much to figure out before we shoot such a scene, especially outside. But it’s a great location. We could do some isolated still photos of us to tease any clients.”

“I can’t be in a porno,” I say, snorting, even as my mind swirls with the idea of fucking Liz on the edge of the pool and capturing it on film.

“We don’t have to stream every bit of content,” Liz says, winking at me. “I know you couldn’t show your face on screen. But you’d make a wonderful stunt dick.”

“You’re getting ahead of yourself, Lizzie,” Nidhi chides. “It needs to be done in stages to build up the anticipation. We need to create a story, like a screenplay, then film the scenes, using outtakes to tease the audience.”

“You’ve given this some serious thought,” I remark, pushing my hands into the pockets of my trunks, trying to hide my obvious arousal at the thought. The idea is preposterous, but my mind keeps inventing ways to overcome the obstacles.

Nidhi nods. “The idea of moving into adult content has been running around in my mind. I obviously can’t do that content in my parents’ house. But living and working here? There is much more creative liberty we can take.”

“I thought you only did GFE? Cosplay shoots?” I glance at Liz, who bites her lip and looks down.

“That’s the most I can do from home.” Nidhi shrugs and walks closer. “I keep the illusion for my parents that I’m just chatting with friends. I’m not always on my phone. I can shut the door to my room for privacy when I do the cosplay stuff.” I nod, so she continues. “I shoot mostly while my parents are at work. I don’t do anything live when they’re home. Only GFE text chats and ad hoc selfies for my clients, or my public social media.”

“Okay, thanks for explaining,” I say, glancing at Ashley. Her mouth is partly open, and she seems breathless as her nipples tent the cropped t-shirt she’s wearing over her bikini. Liz is also aroused by what Nidhi is explaining. “Those rules would apply when my son is home.”

“Of course,” Nidhi says, lifting her hands to my chest. My body shivers at the contact, and she smirks. “Your son is the priority, Matt. But when he’s gone, you can have fun with us while making tons of money.”

“How would that work?” I ask, considering logistics for the first time. “How do you host your content? Who is your payment processor? How does your business operate?”

“I run a private subscription platform, like any other.” She turns around the room and then waves back downstairs. “Let’s find a place to sit and talk about it comfortably. I’ll answer all of your questions.” She glances at my bulge again and smirks. “If you can be patient?”

It’s no secret that we’re attracted to each other, and she’s not backing away from the magnetic draw between us. She raises one of her groomed eyebrows, and I notice a pale mark on her forehead. I don’t know much about Indian culture, but I’ve seen bindis before. I drop my eyes as I nod before speaking.

“Yes. I want to know the whole story,” I tell her, waving toward the stairs. “So far, I’ve only gotten bits and dribbles of your plan. I have some clients who work in streaming content for their business. I’m aware of the challenges.”

“Adult content?” Nidhi asks as we turn to the stairs. I glance over my shoulder at Liz and Ashley, who grin and hold hands as they follow us.

“Not entirely,” I explain. “YouTubers, hobbyists, and educational content mostly. But I have some that make their living, or at least augment their profits, with adult content. I can’t give details for client confidentiality reasons.”

“I wouldn’t expect you to,” Nidhi says as her hand curls under my arm while she walks with me. “It might be good to network at some point. I got into this by being in the right online space at the right time. A friend of mine invited me to join a private Discord community. All the members run similar content creation platforms and are very open about how they market their business.”

“It’s common to network with other businesses,” I admit, and my mind whirls with the possibility of running an adult content business. The few clients I have are successful and invest their profits for the long term. I consider that Nidhi may know them through the anonymous online community. “Making the right investments will certainly fund your education.” I glance over my shoulder at Liz. “The girls need to know how online businesses work, too.”

“I know, that’s another reason I’m here. Liz’s situation with her parents left her in a bad spot. I’m glad she had Ashley to help her stay on her feet. I want to help her as well. I’m not looking to score a short-term financial gain. I want to build a platform anonymously and learn the tricks of the trade. I grew up wanting to be a doctor like my parents, but I’m open to alternatives.”

“Going to medical school is an ambitious goal. Educational costs are astronomical.”

“I refuse to take out a student loan,” Nidhi says with a crease in her brow. “I’ll either make enough at this to earn my tuition or adapt to a different occupation. I won’t trap myself in debt I’ll never repay. I’d rather invest in myself than make money to pay interest to bankers.”

I nod because I know from my clients that student loan debt is a significant factor for everyone, both parents and students. I consider Jack, even though he’s only a child, and I already know I want to ensure his future won’t be limited by debt. His trust fund is steadily earning interest, but I’d like to increase the amount of my deposits, which have decreased due to paying alimony and child support.

“I’d like to help with that,” I say, and she turns and raises an eyebrow. “Besides tax preparation, I do financial and estate planning for my clients. I’m thinking about outsourcing the tax prep side of my business to focus on financial planning. I’m committed to seeing Liz and Ashley have a secure financial future. I offer that to you, as well.”

“I’ll compensate you accordingly,” she bites out.

“It’s not necessary.”

“I’m not a freeloader, Mr. Lewis.”

“It’s Matt,” I interrupt. “I don’t think you’re a freeloader. I want to provide what I can for my girls’ future.”

She stops at the foot of the stairs and turns to look at me. Her stern expression softens as she notices my calm but confused expression.

“Am I one of your girls?”

“If you want to join us,” I say, then glance at Liz. “I thought Liz told you about our arrangement?”

“We need to have that talk,” Nidhi says, dropping her eyes. “We should get everyone on the same page.”

“The living room is right this way.”


CHAPTER 4
SOMETHING REAL


“I’ll get some sodas,” Ashley says.

“I’d like a beer, please,” I tell her.

Ashley nods with a grin as she detours to the kitchen.

I wave at the sofa, and Liz sits to one side and pats the middle cushion for Nidhi. I settle into my leather armchair opposite the couch, exhaling as I collect my thoughts. Ashley returns, passes me an uncapped beer bottle, and passes soda cans to her friends. I take a sip of the cold summer brew, then put it on the coffee table between us as Ashley sits beside Nidhi.

“Liz, did you tell her about our relationship?” I ask, turning to my spunky lover.

“I told her we fucked and we’re living in your house.”

“I assumed she was paying rent,” Nidhi says, worrying her lip. “Knowing she’s broke, I assumed it was a payment-in-kind situation.” I nod, understanding the miscommunication.

“I’m in a relationship with Liz and Ashley,” I state clearly. “They live here as members of my household and, as such, they don’t pay rent. It’s unnecessary even if Ashley can afford it with the stipend from her trust fund.”

“I see.” Nidhi bites her lip, but her eyes remain skeptical. “So, you’re saying it’s not transactional? Would they still be here if you weren’t fucking them?”

My expression hardens as I try not to bark back at the implication. It’s clear she’s ignorant of all the facts between us. It’s time to set things straight. I release a slow breath to control my emotions before continuing.

“Let’s wind back the clock,” I begin, softening my expression. “My wife, Naomi, left me earlier this year. She left us, actually— my son Jack and me. She’s a flight attendant and had an affair with the pilot she flies with. Before I was aware of her infidelity, she filed for divorce and child custody. We’d been growing apart, but it was still a shock.”

“I was already babysitting Jack,” Ashley adds, glancing at me before returning to Nidhi. “Matt didn’t know about my parents moving out, my trust fund, or my inheritance. I just offered to continue babysitting for him because I love Jack and had a huge crush on Matt.”

“When my parents forced me to leave,” Liz picks up the story, “I moved in with Ashley and helped her with Jack.”

“So that’s how it started?” Nidhi asks, glancing at all of us.

“It is. The day it all started was on impulse. I realized how lonely I was. Not just since Naomi left me, but for years as we grew apart.” I pause and smile at my two lovers. “They were always around, and once we… got together⁠—”

“We fucked,” Liz pitched in. “Let’s not hide anything. Ashley and I were crushing on Matt for months before his wife left. We didn’t plan what happened. It was an impulse, and I ended up blowing him in the jacuzzi. Ashley caught us after she put Jack down for a nap. He led us to his bedroom and fucked us on his bed. It was our first time.”

My jaw relaxes at her bold but factual assertions. I shrug at Nidhi before replying.

“That’s what happened. Only after we were intimate⁠—”

“Fucked,” Liz interrupts with a mirthful expression. I grin and shake my head before continuing.

“After that happened, I learned about their family and financial challenges. I’d already invited them to live with me because of the challenges of working and being a single parent. The three of us had an instant connection. As an older, well-established adult, I want to provide for and protect them.” Nidhi watches me as I finish the story. “I take care of them because I love them. I would have done the same if they didn’t share my bed.”

“I offered to pay him room and board,” Ashley adds before waving at me. “He refused.”

“I own this home outright,” I clarify. “My only expense is property taxes, since I paid off the mortgage when I bought Naomi’s half of the house. It hurt my long-term investments, but I have time to make that up. It’s ridiculous for my girls to pay rent.”

“Your girls?” Nidhi asks, then looks at her friends. “Is that what you are?”

“Matt already said we’re in a relationship,” Ashley complains. “I like that he takes care of and protects me. He makes me feel safe and loved.”

“Just sounds a little chauvinistic in this day and age.” Nidhi looks at me with a cryptic smile, and I’m curious why.

“We’re calling it a harem,” Liz explains, waving a hand in a circle around us. “Ash and I came up with the label. Matt’s even uncomfortable saying it. He’s not some Neanderthal lughead treating us like property.”

“Although I do like it when he pulls my hair,” Ashley says, blushing.

Nidhi giggles, and the tension breaks. The girls start laughing, and I pick up my beer and take a long draw. She’s the first person we’ve been honest with about our relationship. We keep our affection for each other low-key in public, and the neighbors haven’t mentioned anything about their cars in my driveway. I won’t deny what we are anymore, and I’m relieved that Nidhi is taking my words seriously.

“So this wasn’t just a one-time hook-up?” she asks, looking at her friends.

“No,” Liz says with a hint of exasperation. “We’re an us. Ashley and I are his girlfriends. We began referring to ourselves as a harem. I guess I wasn’t clear about it; I was just dropping hints, bragging about banging Ashley’s hot older neighbor.”

Nidhi giggles again but smiles before turning to me. “My turn to clarify what I’m doing as a camgirl.”

“The floor is yours.” I hold my beer and lean forward with my elbows on my knees. “We’re listening.”

“I graduated second in my class, but I didn’t get any scholarships. I didn’t apply to many because I was wary of the financial aid packages that are usually attached. Despite my grades, most jobs I qualify for pay little more than I’d earn flipping burgers,” Nidhi explains in a rush. “I started playing around in online chat rooms while in school and enjoyed the interactions. I didn’t mind showing off my body in pictures, but I never showed my face. When I turned eighteen, I started a fan site and have built my audience since then.”

“How well do you do financially?” I ask.

“I broke five figures last month.” She shrugs. “I do high four figures on average.”

“That’s impressive,” I say, raising my eyebrows. “You’re earning more than I did when I started my business.”

“Maybe you should try taking off your clothes?” Nidhi grins, and her flirtatious demeanor returns. “But you should know that men don’t earn as much as women in my business.”

I can’t help but laugh. Despite the rough start, I enjoy her personality as much as I enjoy touring her nubile curves. “So do you?”

“Do I what?”

“Take off your clothes? For your fan site.” I tilt my head in curiosity. “I was under the impression that you just did cosplay sets.”

“Naked cosplay. But only for paying regular subscribers whom I trust,” Nidhi says without any shame. “I have clients who enjoy buying my packaged images and content. Removing my clothes is how I grow my business. It’s transactional only.”

“Is that what you want? A transactional agreement for living here?”

“No.” She shakes her head. “That would feel like some kind of sugar baby arrangement.”

“How do you handle the girlfriend experience? That seems like it could be a sugar baby relationship.”

“It could be if I accepted gifts or tips. I have a strict policy that GFE is a subscription only. It’s purely through the encrypted messaging in the platform I use. It’s daily check-ins, flirty discussions. If I build a rapport, I’ll share a nude, but that’s extremely rare.” Nidhhi shrugs. “It’s not my favorite part of the gig. It builds the illusion of a relationship that doesn’t exist. If my clients begin to believe it’s real, it makes me uncomfortable. I’ve lost clients when I enforce that boundary.”

“Why do you do it, then?”

“Because I’m hustling all day every day,” Nidhi admits. “I do the GFE when my parents are home because I can do it from home without raising undue attention from them.”

“You make enough to drop that revenue stream, don’t you?”

“I do, but I enjoy the break from reality.” She blushes but meets my eye. “I’m human and want that type of connection. Even if I know it’s not real.”

“You’re looking for something real?”

“Yes.” Nidhi stares at me. “I want something real and don’t mind sharing with these two.”


CHAPTER 5
SPARKS


“So you’d join my harem?” I ask, managing not to choke on the word. I know the girls enjoy using it, but I still feel like it harkens back to the abusive relationships of history, and even in modern times, with older men preying on young women. My discomfort with the word also stems from my fear of being seen as an old pervert.

“Do you know anything about the harem of the Mughal Empire in India?” Nidhi asks, and the cryptic smile from before returns.

“I don’t know much about harems in general,” I admit.

“You think they were abusive and subjugating for women?”

“I do, but I’m ignorant of the historical precedent. I think Esther in the bible was in the King’s harem. That’s about all I recall.”

“That was Persian, not Indian, but close enough. The Mughal Empire was a powerful dynasty in India in the sixteenth century. When the Red Fortress in Delhi was built, it housed the emperor’s harem.”

“I’m listening,” I say, enjoying the explanation of her Indian heritage. “I don’t want to make any assumptions.”

“Mughals were powerful and believed in the separation of men and women, not for subjugation, but for protection.” Nidhi smiles, lifting her chin. “It was a different world, but the rulers wanted a place to keep their women safe and protected without the interference of unscrupulous men.”

“Their women?” I ask with a smirk.

“Yes. Largely, the harem comprised female relatives and family. Similar to the royal courts in Europe at the time. Eunuch guards protected them to keep them safe,” Nidhi explains. “Aside from family, the Mughal harem also included concubines, female servants, and attendants who specifically served the emperor and needed protection.”

“That’s much different than what we think of now.” I tip back my beer, thinking about what she’s saying.

“It sounds like what we’re doing,” Ashley adds. “You’re protecting us, keeping us safe and separate. I think it’s romantic.”

I glance at Nidhi as she slightly nods at Ashley’s assertion. “If it’s as you described. Matt’s treatment of you seems very harem-like in the historical sense. In both protection and pleasure, if Liz’s gossip is true.”

“Don’t take my word.” Liz grins. “Now’s your chance, Nids.”

“Is it okay to table the business talk?” Nidhi asks, holding my gaze before her eyes lower, and the shy smile returns. “Let’s stipulate that you’ll live up to your word and treat my business as promised.”

I nod and take the last swig of my beer. “I agree, let’s table business.”

Her eyes darken as the conversation shifts from business to pleasure. Arousal tightens my groin, and my cock stiffens. Standing, I place my empty bottle on the coffee table and extend an open hand. “I believe we’ve made it a custom to use the pool deck.”

Nidhi stares at the ridge growing in my swim trunks, wets her lips, then takes my hand. She rises and looks at her two friends as they stand too. “Do you mind if I get acquainted with Matt alone?”

“Can we watch from the office upstairs?” Ashley asks, her excitement evident by her stiff nipples.

“We can scope out the camera angles,” Liz smirks. “You won’t know we’re there.”

“I want you to watch,” Nidhi says, glancing over at me. “I just don’t want to be disturbed for now.”

“We get it,” Liz says over her shoulder, pushing Ashley toward the stairs. “Have fun!”

I tighten my grip on Nidhi’s fingers and pull her close. She peeks up at me through her dark bangs, and I close the distance as she rises on her toes. Our lips meet in an echo of our first kiss, but it instantly deepens as I drop my hand to pull her against me. Curling my fingers into her firm ass, I squeeze as her body flattens against my erection.

“Outside,” she manages when we break for air. Her hand reaches between us to squeeze my cock. “I want to repeat what Liz told me she did to you.”

A growl pulls from my throat as I relax my grip on her ass. “I want you, Nidhi. Not an echo of Liz.”

She blinks at me, stepping back and sliding the elastic band off her wrist. “I only know how to be me,” she says, pulling her dark hair into a loose tail. She wraps and tightens the elastic, pulling it into a high ponytail at the top of her head.

I want to grab her and kiss her again, already missing her taste on my tongue, but I wave toward the dining room and kitchen. “This way,” I say as she reaches for my hand again. Together we walk toward the bright light spilling through the sliding glass door. I open it for her, and she walks out into the sunshine, squinting. I close the door behind her, then lead her to the jacuzzi. It’s partially shaded by the house and the ring of lush planters surrounding it.

She looks up at me when I stop and begins to lower herself to her knees.

“Strip,” I say in a husky voice, and she freezes with widening eyes. “Then strip me.”

I’ve gotten used to taking a dominant role in my interactions with my younger lovers, and by Nidhi’s darkening stare, she enjoys my instant control. Wordlessly, she crosses her arms and grabs the bottom of her cropped top. Her rigid nipples tent the soft, faded cotton as she pulls the hem up her taut abdomen. Our stare breaks when my gaze drops to where she pulls the bottom of the shirt out from under the curves at the base of her braless breasts. They lift slowly, trapped by the thin cotton before she pulls it past the point of no return, and her breasts drop and bounce.

Her top flutters off to the side as she turns slowly. The glitter of her navel ring catches my attention before disappearing from view. My focus shifts to her thumbs hooking into the waist of her yoga pants. As she rotates gracefully, I savor the view of her full, young tits, her slender, fit profile, and her round, firm ass. When I lose sight of her face, I focus on her round bottom as she pulls the elastic waistband over her ripe, firm curves.

She knows how to tease an attentive audience, and my cock throbs as she exposes her honey-toned ass. Her left cheek has a darker birthmark, but the remaining expanse of skin is unblemished. I catch the scent of her perfume along with arousal in the light breeze as she shimmies her hips, pushing the waist down her legs until she’s bent in two. Her leg muscles stretch as she steps out of her pants, tossing them to the side before placing her hands flat on the concrete deck in front of her toes. She has a collection of anklets above her right foot that chime as she stretches and lifts one heel, then the other. The slow movement shows off her firm, slender legs, the definition of her muscles, and her impressive flexibility. I wet my lips, watching as her ripe ass tenses while she remains bent in half, looking back at me through her legs.

She’s completely naked as I appreciate her honeyed skin tone. While Ashley and Liz are bronze from their daily tanning, Nidhi’s natural tone is a contrast, slightly darker and unblemished. Her legs are smooth, as is her pussy, peeking between her cheeks as she shifts under my attentive stare. After a beat, Nidhi rolls her upper body up and stretches her arms over her head before extending them horizontally from her shoulders, then turns to face me.

Our eyes lock again, and the lust radiating between us takes on a physical component. We both shiver in the hot air as she closes the distance between us. She lifts her hands to my t-shirt and pulls it up my body, teasing herself by slowly revealing my defined abs and muscular chest. I’ve increased my workouts since Naomi left me. It’s paid off with the compliments from my two girls. From the glint in Nidhi’s eyes as she watches her slow reveal of my torso, she’s also impressed.

As she pushes my shirt up my shoulders, her hands flatten on my chest as she pauses. Her touch induces another tremor through my nerves as our eyes meet. I focus on her mouth as her tongue sweeps along her plump lips.

“Bow your head,” she breathes quietly. “You’re too tall.”


CHAPTER 6
IGNITION


Our eyes lock, and I get lost in the darkness of her irises. The deep-brown rings glimmer with copper and bronze as they darken to black around her pupils. Her mouth moves, chewing her bottom lip as I pause. When her eyebrow lifts, I remember I’m supposed to help her remove my shirt. I bow my neck, and her hand pulls away from my chest, pulling my shirt over my head as I lift my arms. My shirt flutters toward her discarded clothes as she lowers her knees to the pool’s deck.

Her fingers run along the waist of my trunks, pushing her manicured fingertips inside. The slow tease of her touch is intense, and my head falls back when she pulls my trunks out, brushing over my stiff end. I glance toward the house and spy Liz and Ashley through the window upstairs. They are watching intently, still dressed but cupping their breasts as Nidhi pulls my trunks down my thighs. When she taps my ankles, I look down and step out.

She stays on her knees while tossing my shorts away. I look down at her, my feet spread to shoulder width and my cock jutting out from my groin. She watches it for a beat, then glances up at me. The day’s quiet only adds to the silence between us, but she hums when I nod at her. Her hands lift, one encircling my girth while the other cups and lifts my balls. I add a pleasant moan at her touch. Her fingers are slim and warm as they tighten around my shaft and weigh my balls.

She glances up at me as she angles my shaft down; her eyebrow rises with an unspoken question. When I nod, she wets her lips with her tongue before kissing my tip. The soft press of her lips makes my tip swell, and she flicks out her tongue to lap at the oozing precum. I tighten my hands into fists at my waist as she turns her head and slathers my shaft with her saliva, lapping the sides of my shaft. Our eyes lock as she pulls my shaft to the side, lowering her mouth to my full sacs, sucking on one oblong egg then the other.

She winces and moves her knees, and I realize she’s kneeling on the hot concrete as she slowly teases me. I step back and she lets go, looking up at me with that distracting brow cocked. I tip my chin up, toward the pool and hot tub. “Let’s move to the jacuzzi,” I say in a low voice.

She blinks, and the hypnotic spell between us breaks as she nods and rises. “That’s probably a good idea.” She rubs her knees as she squats before rising gracefully. I take her hand, guiding her around a concrete planter between the house and the pool.

I don’t mention how Liz stood on the submerged step as she sucked me that first time. But by some synchronicity, Nidhi lowers into the tub and stands at the edge, looking up at me. Another nod from me, and her focus shifts to my cock pointing at her forehead. She rises on her toes and opens her mouth, pulling her hands behind her. I groan as she wordlessly drops her mouth over my crown, sucking softly and taking some of my length.

My hand reflexively reaches for her head, fingers combing along her hair to the ponytail and wrapping around it. She bobs lower, and I pull her deeper. She gags slightly, and I pull her off my cock as she blinks up at me. She notches her brow again, lowering into the water. I get the clue and shift to squat, then sit on the tiled edge, my legs spreading to the sides.

“This will be better, I think.” Nidhi grips my cock and strokes, spreading her spit along the stiff shaft. Then she pulls her hands behind her again, opening her mouth and dropping it over my cock.

“Mmm, fuck,” I moan as she sinks lower down my shaft on her own, then struggles a bit. She looks up at me, then glances at my hand resting on the pool’s edge.

“I need a little help,” she says. “I haven’t done this very often.”

“You don’t practice with a dildo?” I ask, recalling Ashley’s surprising confession.

“You’re much bigger than my dildo.” She slurps around my head, bobbing her head to coat my cock with her spit. Her hands remain at her back, submitting herself to my control. I grasp her ponytail at the base as she sucks in the tip, swirling her tongue as she bobs. I pull her head down when she goes deeper, and she makes a gluck sound, but doesn’t gag. I groan, feeling my head compress as it pushes into her throat. Past the entrance, Nidhi drops her mouth lower. Her lips curl as she swallows my length. When she stalls near the base of my cock, I pull her back up slowly until my tip pulls from her lips.

“More,” she gasps, her eyes hazy with lust. “I want you to fuck my whore throat.”

She pushes her mouth over my crown, her dark eyes holding mine as my cock sinks deeper into her mouth. Tightening my grip on her hair, I drag her past the point where she almost gags. Her eyes roll back as her lips curl around my shaft, then she eases her tongue out to lap along the root. Holding her there, I press my feet against the underwater step and rock my hips, pushing my cock deeper. She moans as she blinks, giving a nod.

I grip her head with both hands and rock my hips, cycling my dick in and out of her throat. Our eyes lock as I fuck her mouth, and I feel our connection deepen. She wants to be possessed—dominated—and a darkness inside me grows as my thrusts push deeper. Her hands stay gripped behind her back as I fuck her face.

“You take my dick so well. Such an eager cocksucker,” I growl as a coil of my arousal tightens in my core. Her eyes fill with tears as I watch my cock plunge between her lips and down her throat. She holds my dark gaze as wet drops spill down her cheeks. Our stares deepen, lost in the lust and darkness of my possession. Her body shudders as I approach my peak, and I pull out. Her eyes widen as I slowly jerk my cock, and then she licks her lips and opens her mouth wide.

“I want you to come on me,” she moans. “Mark me with your cum, make me yours. Your filthy, cocksucking whore.”

I grunt, feeling my balls tighten as the root of my cock throbs. The first pulse of cum jets out onto her face, leaving a creamy line arcing up from her lip to her cheek. The next rope flies up to her forehead as she stares hotly at me. I keep jerking, my cum pulsing out in spurts, covering her warm, honey-toned cheeks with creamy, pearlescent globs.

Her eyes close when I push my crown between her lips, and she sucks on the tip as I milk the last of my cum into her mouth. Her tongue swirls around, then laps at the base of my crown and along my tight frenulum. Her lips seal around the ridge, sucking my seed hungrily. When her eyes open, she stares at me with lust-drunk eyes, her cheeks streaked with my pearlescent cum.

“Fuck me,” she breathes, rising to stand. “Make me yours. Be my first.”


CHAPTER 7
POSSESSION


My cock throbs at Nidhi’s confession. While I’ve just had a mind-bending orgasm, I know I’m not going to soften. I slide into the jacuzzi to the side of her. She rises and bends over the edge of the concrete side, lifting her hips as she spreads her thighs. Her pussy glistens as the pool water sheets down her bare back and bottom. She has a trimmed triangle of black hair at the apex of her pussy, but she’s bare and smooth along her prominent lips to the pucker of her ass.

I lower down in the hot water and press my mouth into her slick folds. She moans as I lick her pussy from behind, my nose nestling between her firm ass, tickling her anus. I lose myself in her scent and taste, lapping at her lips and circling her tight ring. She presses back as I lick her, feasting on the arousal that seeps from her sodden pussy. Her unique flavor pulls a groan from my throat, and I lift my hand to cup her pussy.

While still lapping at her opening and teasing her sphincter, my fingers press into her. Her moan as my digits breach and press inside her makes my cock throb. I’m still rigid even after coating her face with my seed. Hooking my fingertips inside her, I explore her tight walls. She quivers as I circle my digits, pressing into the rougher ridges above her pink inner lips.

“Oh fuck,” she cries out. “There. Fuck, keep doing that. Finger my virgin pussy. It’s yours.”

My free hand smacks her ass, and she keens as I stroke my fingers in and out. I lower and tilt my head up, pressing my chin between her spread thighs as I attack her clit with my tongue. Her legs tremble, and I want to push her to orgasm before I fuck her. She cries out, moaning as my fingers curl and flutter against the ridge of her G-spot. Her pussy tightens, fluttering around my fingers as her thighs stiffen.

“Oh fuck, I’m coming!” she cries as her pussy clenches and gushes a warm stream of juice over my lips and chin. While I continue tapping on her spot and flicking her clit, her body shudders into another wave. I savor the fresh release and want to ruin her with continuous orgasms. But my cock throbs, reminding me that she wants me to deflower her.

We haven’t discussed it, but I’m past the point of caring. She may never have had a cock inside her, but her maidenhead is gone. Pulling my mouth away from her fragrant pussy, I grip her ass and stand behind her, spanking one firm cheek, then the other. She cries out from the impact as her thighs shudder, barely able to remain standing.

“Roll over,” I growl, gripping her waist and twisting. She allows me to manhandle her onto the pool deck. She looks up at me from her supine position with a dazed expression as I spread her thighs open and press my hands behind her knees. Her unfocused eyes drift to mine as my streaks of cum still drip down her cheeks. Her pussy pulses against my crown, still shuddering from the series of peaks I pushed her through. I tease her entrance, coating my crown with her slick juice.

“Are you sure?” I ask, even though I’m positive she won’t refuse. I’m not going to fuck her until she tells me to.

“I’m on the pill. I’m clean.” She nods. “I want you to be my first.”

“I want more than that,” I growl, locking into her gaze. “When I fuck you, you’re mine. Do you understand? No one else but me.”

Her eyes close as her body shudders, then they snap open to look at me as she nods. “Just you. Only you.”

I press the tip of my cock against her opening, then punch my hips, jamming into her. She cries out as her pussy stretches around my cock. I pull back and drive into her again, going deeper with each stroke. Her ankles wrap around my thighs as I work my length into her, pulling me deeper until I’m fully sheathed inside her. She blinks back tears as we stare at each other, but she smiles and nods.

“Now fuck your slut.” Her hips cycle around my stiff rod. “Ruin your whore.”

I set my jaw, railing her pussy hard. Her filthy words are a match for Liz when she’s in a mood, and it only encourages my rough treatment. She’s babbling encouragement as I fuck her hard, gripping her hips to pull her deeper. Her tits are bouncing in circles, her body bucking with each stroke. Her back arches as I feel her pussy tighten. She bathes my cock with a gush of fluid as she screams. Her eyes close, but I don’t stop.

“You’re mine,” I growl, meeting her enchanting eyes as they flutter open. “I’m going to fill you with so much of my cum, it’ll drip out for days. My harem girl slut.”

Her body stiffens again, and I feel her pussy clench in waves. When my end hits, I jam my cock in deep. My balls tighten, pulsing cum into my newest conquest. I lean over her as my hips cycle instinctively, and her cunt clenches in waves, milking the cum from my cock. Our lips meet, our tongues tangle as I cradle her head in my hands, and her arms wrap around my neck. Her warm breasts compress against my chest as our bodies still. I rest my weight against her while we’re locked in our embrace.

As our kiss slows, we continue working our tongues and lips together, languid motions that I don’t want to end. Her arms feel perfect around my neck, and her heels run up and down my thighs, accompanied by the jingle of her anklets. Her thighs squeeze against my hips when we finally part. I smile into her eyes, then lower and kiss her jaw and neck. Running my fingers along her sides as she arches, stretching in my arms, I cup her breasts, running my thumbs over her dark nipples.

“Matt,” she whispers, her fingers combing through my hair. “Kiss me again.” Tilting my head up, I rise and kiss her again. Our lips compress, and we both tease the tips of our tongues across each other. “You’re amazing,” she breathes as one finger plays with my chest hair. “My fantasies of my first time don’t live up to your reality.”

She stops herself from saying anything else, shaking her head with a secretive smile. I grin, also keeping what I’m feeling to myself for now. Aside from an intense first fuck, something has blossomed between us. Much like my feelings for Liz and Ashley, I know Nidhi belongs to me. The way her eyes focus on mine, free of the haze of lust and need, I know she feels something too.

I hear a window slide open, and Liz calls out. “Jesus, fuck, that was hot. Can we come down and join you now?”


CHAPTER 8
SECOND HELPING


By the time Liz and Ashley come downstairs and outside, Nidhi and I are floating naked in the cooler water of the pool. I’m on my back, and she’s between my thighs, resting her head on my chest as my hands cup her breasts. It’s a struggle to stay afloat, which makes it more fun since I need to keep grabbing different parts of her. I surrender and lower my feet to the bottom of the pool, standing and backing against one wall with Nidhi in my arms.

Liz cannonballs into the pool, which brings to mind our first time. I’d been working and came down to investigate the loud splash, only to run into Liz in her bikini—literally. Ashley pushes down her gym shorts and tosses them in the pile of abandoned clothes, then uses the steps to wade into the pool. They both swim towards Nidhi and me, and I can’t believe my luck to have three sexy girls in my little harem.

Liz struggles to remove her waterlogged shorts, then pulls off her bikini piece by piece. Ashley notices that everyone is skinny dipping and strips off her bathing suit. Then I have three naked women in my arms as they take turns kissing me.

“I loved your strip tease, Nids,” Liz says as the three girls hang off my body.

Liz is on my back, arms around my chest, Nidhi is on my right side, and Ashley is on the other. It’s only five feet deep, but I’m tall enough to stand and still have my shoulders above the water. I start wading towards the shallow end with the three wet, naked girls giggling as I drag them with me.

“It was so intense,” Ashley continues. “The way the two of you looked at each other. It was such a turn-on to watch. Thank you for letting us.”

Even if I knew they were upstairs, I was so locked into Nidhi’s presence it was only a passing thought that we had an audience. Recalling the series of positions we enjoyed has my cock thickening in the cool water. Liz kisses behind my ear as she reaches around my side to fondle me and giggles.

“Feels like the harem master is ready for more.”

“I’m out for a round,” Nidhi sighs with a broad grin. “I could use a nap.”

“Let’s go inside,” Ashley suggests. “You and I can watch them go at each other while we rest in bed.”

“I can’t carry all three of you upstairs,” I admit as I start up the pool steps. The three sag and release their arms, lowering themselves onto the submerged steps as I step onto the deck.

“Just me then,” Liz smirks and hops on my back, wrapping her arms and thighs around me.

She grinds her bare pussy against my ass as I reach back with both hands and hoist her a little higher before continuing into the house. We’re dripping some pool water into the kitchen, but I’ll clean up later. I hear the other two splash out of the pool, then fade into the distance as I climb the stairs with Liz plastered to my back.

“I want to deepthroat you,” Liz says when I stop outside our bedroom and lower her to her feet on the soft carpet. “Watching you two reminded me of the first time I blew you.”

“I need to lie down.”

My thighs ache from the intensity of the afternoon fuck and then carrying Liz up the stairs. When I reach the bed, I twist onto my back, dropping my hand to my cock. Liz prowls toward me, crawling onto the bed like a tigress. Her breasts sway as she moves between my legs. She grins at me before focusing on my cock. As she laps at the stream of precum leaking from my tip, she grabs my wrists, pulling them up to the top of her head. My fingers tighten in her wet hair, but I let her keep control of the depth as she slathers my cock with her spit and drool.

After closing my eyes to enjoy her cock worship, I hear footsteps on the stairs. Blinking my eyes, I focus on Nidhi and Ashley’s shadows as they enter the room. They climb onto the bed on either side of me as Liz keeps moving her mouth up and down my shaft, struggling to take me in her throat. Nidhi kisses me and rubs her fingers across my chest. When I pull back from her and turn, Ashley meets me for another kiss.

“Fuck,” Liz grumbles in frustration. “I can’t deepthroat you without a little help.”

Nidhi surprises me by rising to her knees and brushing my hands away from Liz’s hair. She grips her head and then, when Liz drops down my shaft, she pushes. With a gluck noise, Liz’s eyes flare as my crown squeezes into her throat. Nidhi’s forearms flex as her fingers tighten in her friend’s hair.

“That’s a good slut,” she says. “Take all of his dick.”

Ashley giggles in my ear, content to rest her head on my chest and watch as Nidhi coaches Liz’s enthusiastic cock sucking.. My focus moves from Liz’s steady stare to Nidhi’s kneeling posture, watching her breasts bounce. Her nipples are upturned and rigid, and I reach out to cup one heavy breast and tug at her dark-brown nipple. She gasps but arches to push her tit into my hand as she focuses on me. Her eyes flutter closed as I pinch and twist her nipple, emitting moans while Liz starts bobbing deeper, her head pulling almost off, then pressing her lips and mouth down my throbbing cock.

“Fuck, Liz,” I manage to say before I moan, feeling my peak racing near. “I’m going to come.”

Ashley rises to her knees opposite Nidhi, and I rise on my elbows to focus on Liz’s actions. My insistent groans grow louder as she works her mouth up and down my cock. Her eyes lift, staring at me before I close my eyes, grunting as my peak hits me. My hips jerk reflexively as she pulls off, taking the first shot of cum to her face. I force my eyes open as Liz keeps stroking my cock, my core tightening in waves. Ashley and Nidhi’s eyes widen as my release shoots up between the three of them, then falls in gooey, white blobs on my belly and groin.

“Oooh,” Ashley squeals as she lowers and begins licking the gleaming streaks on my abdomen.

Liz focuses on sucking the last drop from my throbbing tip while Ashley angles her mouth and cleans the cum clinging to the base of my shaft. The threesome crowd around my flagging cock, kneeling together and lapping up the messy glops around my waist. It doesn’t shock me when the girls trade kisses, their tongues swirling in each other’s mouths, sharing my cum like it’s a delicious treat. When Liz pulls her mouth from my twitching cock, she presses against my side as I fall back onto the bed. We share a languid kiss as I feel the others shift to my other side and press against me.

My eyes are heavy as Liz pulls away from my lips, resting her head on my chest. The three girls shift slightly, sharing kisses as they get comfortable. With sighs of happiness, they cuddle against me as we rest.


CHAPTER 9
HOUSEKEEPING


The bed shifts while I snooze, waking me intermittently, but I return to sleep. When my bladder finally forces me to get out of bed, I find myself alone in the bedroom. I rise and stretch, then walk naked to the bathroom to piss. My sticky groin gets my attention as I wash my hands, so I hop in for a quick shower. The girls bought me a body wash in a fragrance they enjoy, so I pour some into my palm, then rub the gel into my chest, spreading the foam over my skin. Pouring another handful into my palm, I soap up my crotch to wash away any of the remnants of our trysts. I cup my balls and spread the suds, feeling the oddness of my shaved scrotum.

The girls enjoy a proper manscaping when giving head, so they’ve taken turns trimming my patch of hair and shaving my balls when we shower together. As I stroke the suds along my shaft, it feels good enough to repeat before I let go and grab the sprayer to rinse my body of the remaining suds. Stepping out onto the bath mat, I grab a towel and dry off, checking the mirror.

I admire the shape of my body, recognizing my trimmer waist, visible abs, and a slight, V-shaped ridge from my waist to my flaccid cock. The girls keep the trail of hair from my chest to my junk neatly trimmed. Since my divorce, I’ve gained some muscle definition and lost some of the softness. My jaw seems sharper and has a bit of scuff, and the girls enjoy rubbing it with their fingers when they kiss me.

As I hang up my towel and head back into the bedroom, I notice the empty laundry basket. The girls never complain about the unending process of laundry and other mundane housework. It still piles up with three adults, mainly swimwear, t-shirts, and shorts. The girls have taken over the housekeeping; they only ask that I don’t drop my things on the floor, which I don’t, mostly. Sometimes, we’re too eager to get naked, so the clothes get tossed haphazardly, but the girls don’t mind tidying up.

I forgo swim trunks and underwear, pulling on taupe-colored, knee-length cargo shorts and a button-down Hawaiian shirt. I smooth the shirt after buttoning, realizing it hangs loosely past my waist without any gaped buttons, but the arms are tighter around my biceps. I grin, recognizing my more active lifestyle has trimmed my body. I’m glad the girls keep after me to stay fit enough to keep up with them.

We keep our shoes and sandals by the sliding glass door, so I exit the bedroom and head downstairs, hearing voices in the kitchen. I turn the corner to find all three milling about, preparing dinner. Liz and Ash have their bikini tops back on with their gym shorts over the bottoms. Nidhi’s yoga pants and t-shirt have returned, but they look amazing on her lithe body. I find my sandals on the low shoe shelf by the back door, noting that the stone tiles are dry. They must have cleaned up the puddles from my carrying Liz in from the pool.

“Hey, Matt,” Ashley says, noticing me first. “We cleaned up and washed the towels, and did some laundry. I like the outfit you picked out.” Her eyes run up and down my body while I take a tour of hers.

“Thanks for cleaning up the mess,” I say, scratching the back of my head.

“It’s our pleasure,” Liz calls, stirring something on the stove next to Nidhi, who’s poking at something in a frying pan. “Nidhi is showing us how to make butter chicken with rice.”

“It’s a recipe from my mother.” Nidhi turns and gives me a shy smile. “She’s a vegetarian, but my father isn’t, so she makes this dish for him. I used to help her make dinner.”

“Do you eat a lot of Indian cuisine?”

“I’m third generation.” Nidhi smiles, blushing. “I eat junk food like McDonald’s or Taco Bell. My grandparents enjoy our people’s cuisine, but mostly eat out nowadays. This dish is easy: butter, chicken, tomato, onions, and spices. Your spices are too stale; they need to be thrown out. If you enjoy this, I’ll pick up some authentic Masala spices and Chai.”

“I love the naan,” Liz says as she stirs a thick reddish broth. “It’s just flat bread, but I love my carbs.”

“We’re using Minute Rice too.” Nidhi shrugs. “I’ll pick up some basmati rice when I go grocery shopping. Your pantry is almost empty.”

“So, you’re moving in?” I ask with a grin.

“I’m thoroughly initiated into your harem, aren’t I?” Nidhi grins. “I’ll need to tell my parents I found a place and start moving my gear tomorrow.”

“You’re staying over tonight?” My grin widens. The speed of our changes isn’t worrying; I want her with us.

“This is where I live now, right?” Her head tilts to the side, then bobs side to side, making her ponytail shake. “Yes, I’m staying over, if you’ll have me.”

“This is your home,” I state definitively. “You’re family now.”

“I love our family! I’m glad you’re part of it, Nids.” Ashley grins, then scurries over to hug Nidhi.

Ashley also turns to me after sharing a quick hug with Liz. “You and I need to talk to my financial advisor. She wants to review some things now that my parents have a signed contract with a buyer for the house.”

“They sold their house?” I ask, scratching my head. “Did you tell me about this?”

“My folks just emailed me this afternoon, and Kate was copied. She emailed me back. I guess I get some of the proceeds.” She shrugs over the details of her inheritance. She’s avoiding the complications about money between her parents and grandparents. “I know we’ll figure it out. Besides, you should meet Kate. She’s hot!”

“I’ll visit with her and discuss the sale and how we want to handle your trust fund and estate.” We’d discussed things before, but Ashley’s financial advisor, Kate, had been at a conference, and the timing was never right. “Is she going to be around this week? The sooner we look into the details, the better.”

“I’ll text her after we eat.” Ashley hands me four plates, then points to the table. “Can you set the table for me? Please?”

“Of course,” I say, taking the pile of dishes. I set out four places, returning for glasses and silverware. We usually eat casually, but tonight is a good time for a sit-down meal and discussion. I’m committed to helping Nidhi with her business and organizing Ashley’s finances. As I place the last fork on the table, the girls sweep in with three platters. The meal looks incredible. Butter chicken and a savory red sauce still simmers in my cast-iron Dutch oven, a bowl is overflowing with Minute Rice, and a platter of tortillas in place of the more traditional naan completes the spread.

They take their seats, and then we pass around our plates for Nidhi to serve the aromatic butter chicken and rice. Ashley brought in a pitcher of ice water, and Liz opened a beer bottle for me. The girls don’t pressure me about alcohol and don’t seem to enjoy adult beverages. The table goes quiet as we focus on eating the delicious meal.


CHAPTER 10
UNWINDING


After dinner, I turn on the ballgame on the television, take another beer out, and watch the game while scrolling through social media. The girls finish cleaning up from dinner, then file upstairs to get the bedroom ready for Nidhi to move in. I hear their footsteps as they come downstairs, then climb back up to the office, moving things around as needed.

The game is more background noise as I take time to think. Social media is also a blur as I doom scroll through the usual outrage of the day. Adding another body to my household should be easy, but another person always brings out new facets as we adapt. Nidhi seems like a calm presence, but she had moments of testiness that we worked through. I remind myself to be the calm, collected leader they need while also enjoying their company.

It’s not just sex with Ashley and Liz; they’ve become part of my daily routine. I expect that Nidhi will find her place, too. The three are open about their sexuality, and I’m happy to be in the center and explore each connection I have with them. The evening is still warm, and the summer heat evaporates slowly in the slight breezes of dusk. I decide to cool off in the pool, but realize I’m not wearing swim trunks.

The benefit of having my pool is that I can skinny dip anytime. I rise and strip as the girls move small boxes from my office to the spare rooms. I fold my shorts and shirt and leave them on the arm of the sofa as I turn in my birthday suit toward the back. I hear a chorus of giggles as I slide open the glass door, exit the house, and then slide the screen door behind me.

They’re welcome to join me anytime, and I smile at the thought as I step off the edge and splash into the deeper end of the pool. The cool water is only a slight shock, and my body soon acclimates to the temperature as I begin to swim laps. It’s not a big pool, so my laps aren’t an intense exercise, but I enjoy the feeling of moving through the water nude. When I slow and coast to the edge of the deeper end, I turn and face the house. With my arms resting on the edge, I survey the pool area and consider using the pool deck as a set.

The screen door opens, and Nidhi steps out, smiling as she strips off the warm concrete. “Skinny dipping? Mind if I join you?”

“Please do, princess.” I smile and wave her over.

I enjoy the view as Nidhi walks to the steps, then climbs into the water. Her mouth opens in shock as she descends into the cool water. Her nipples tighten as she wades in deeper before diving forward and swimming toward me.

When she surfaces near me, I reach for her hand and pull her against me. We kiss tenderly as her lithe legs lift around my hips, and I feel the heat of her pussy against my stiffening cock. She parts the kiss and smiles, gazing at me.

“They’re coming in too, but told me to go ahead and join you.”

“You’re always welcome. This is your house too.”

“Is this a routine, an after-dinner swim in the nude?”

“We do wear bathing suits most of the time.” I chuckle. “I just didn’t want to climb the stairs to get my trunks.”

“I enjoy swimming in the nude,” Nidhi says, looking around the pool deck. “This is such a nice pool, too. You have a nice high fence, and your tall palms and lush landscaping make it seem very private.”

“Except from the office.” I nod toward the loft window where Liz and Ashley watched us earlier.

“Yes, but that’s in our favor.” Nids smiles and bites her lip as her fingers comb the short hair behind my neck. “All three of us enjoy watching and being watched.”

“I’m a fan of both, too.” I lean and kiss her, emitting a growl before our lips meet. Our tongues clash as we start French kissing. I’m about to drag her out of the pool when she parts and tilts her head down.

“Are you still hesitant for us to shoot porn?” she asks, reaching between us and gripping my cock. My eyes drift closed as she gently pulls and slowly strokes along my length. “It can be your private stash if you’re in the shot.”

“This isn’t fair, discussing this while jerking me off,” I manage to say before my mouth falls open and I moan.

“What if I were riding you while you lay on one of the chaises?” Her eyes slant to the pool deck and the old aluminum lounges. They’re old, and I doubt they’d hold up to a hard fucking. The mental image of Nidhi riding my cock in the bright sunshine sends a ripple of arousal through my cock.

“Unfair, too,” I manage to gasp.

“What about if you were eating Liz while I rode you?”

I groan as the mental image forms, but I manage to shake my head. “We should discuss when we’re not fucking.”

“You’re right.” She pulls her hand off my dick and bites her lip. “We shouldn’t fuck while we discuss business. Even if our business includes fucking.”

“That’s right,” I say, grinding my cock against her in the absence of her delicate fingers.

“We’d need to update the patio furniture,” she says, tapping her lip and panning over the deck.

“I’ve been meaning to modernize.” I tilt my head and kiss along her neck and under her jaw. “I just have no clue what to do.”

“Let me take care of the details,” Nidhi says, tipping her neck back as I nibble along her jaw. “Just give me a budget, and the girls and I will take care of it.”

I push off the wall, and Nidhi wraps her arms around my neck as I sink into the water up to my shoulders. I move on my toes and wade toward the shallow end while she brushes her tits across my chest. “I’m tabling any business decisions for the night.”

Stepping out of the pool, water sluices down our entwined bodies as I stand on the deck, holding her against me. A towel floats over Nidhi’s shoulders, and I peek past her and enjoy the flash of Ashley’s breasts as she dries off Nidhi’s back. Another towel presses against my back as Liz joins in.

“No more puddles in the kitchen, Matt.” Liz smirks, biting off her giggle as her tits compress against my back.

“Is it time for bed?” Ashley grins, bouncing on her toes as she reaches and takes both towels.

“Yes, lots to do tomorrow,” I say, though I know we won’t sleep for a few hours. And I can’t even remember if we had plans.

Ashley cradles the towels, turning to go back inside with Liz beside her. I set Nidhi on her feet, swatting her ass. She hums, turning to give me an incendiary stare before following her harem sisters inside. I glance around, ensuring we haven’t left anything outside before walking inside and closing the sliding glass door. The game is still playing on the television, and I turn it off, tug my stiff cock, and climb the stairs to my bedroom and my waiting harem.


CHAPTER 11
THREEWAY CLAIM


I hear giggles as I breach the top of the stairs. My bedroom is dark, but they lit candles on the two bedside tables and the small, wall-mounted shelf above the headboard. We’d turned my bed ninety degrees so the headboard wasn’t blocking the window and the view of the pool. When I walk inside, the fading sunset backlights the trio on the bed. Ashley is on her back, her hand stretched to hold Nidhi’s as the newest member of my harem lies beside her. Liz is lying on top, kissing her friend. Nidhi’s calves wrap around Liz’s tanned thighs, her cafe au lait skin a slight contrast as their bodies flex together.

Sensing me by the side of the bed, Ashley turns, letting go of Nidhi’s fingers as she reaches for me. “I claimed first dibs,” she says in a low whisper, as if talking would break up the couple making out beside her. Her bikini tan lines are a clear demarcation between her full, creamy breasts and the darker tone of her trim abdomen. Her free hand cups and squeezes one, pulling her fingertips to the tight, firm bud, and she releases a moan as she watches my fingers stroke along my erection.

“You didn’t want to swim with me?” I tease her as she spreads her legs.

She stares at me as her hand trails down the plane of her abdomen, circling her fingertips over her clit. “I wanted to fuck you.” Her voice is low, and the way she emphasizes the word makes my cock pulse. “I’ve wanted you to fuck me since I watched you and Nids from your office.”

I shift forward, flattening my hand on her pussy while she continues to circle her clit. Her pussy is soaked, and her juices coat my fingers. I watch her as I turn my wrist and fit two fingers inside her. “Keep playing with your needy clit.” My voice is gruff as my fingers slide easily inside. Her eyes drift closed as I stroke my fingers slowly inside her.

“That feels amazing,” Ashley says, fluttering her eyes open as she finds my eyes. “But it’s not your dick, Matt. I want your dick inside me.”

Curling my fingers into her pleasure point, I smirk and circle that engorged, rippled patch, watching her eyes drift closed at the feeling. “What if I want to watch you come first?”

She bites her lip, and her eyes snap open again. “I want to come all over your cock, babe. Don’t tease me anymore.”

Sliding my fingers out, I use her fluids to coat my shaft, stroking as I move forward. She lifts her thighs, spreading herself for me and hooking her hands behind her knees. We stare at each other as I circle the tip of my cock around her opening and glance down to watch my tip disappear between her slick lips. When I glance back, she moans as her eyes drift closed, arching her back as I slide inside her.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” I moan as I slowly drive my cock into her.

“You’re stretching my little pussy,” Ashley whimpers, opening her eyes to stare at me. “You’re so fucking big.”

Grinding against her mound, feeling my balls compress against her ass, I draw back, feeling her pussy clench around me. When I snap my hips and drive my cock in deep, her eyes flare as her mouth opens. Her moans grow louder as I fuck her hard and deep, each stroke punctuated by a high-pitched, “Ooooh.”

“Fuck, like that, don’t stop,” she manages as I grip the backs of her knees. She moves her hand between her thighs, fingers tracing her stretched opening and feeling where my cock pistons in and out. Her other hand grips her breast, squeezing her fingers until she pinches a nipple between her thumb and fingers.

She’s pinned on her back as I hold her open, ramming my cock into her. I’m so focused on her that I’m surprised by a hand on my back and twist toward our bedmates. Liz watches my dick disappear inside her friend, then looks lustfully at me. “Make her come, then fuck me just like that.”

Nidhi curls to her side, stretching toward us while I keep pounding into Ashley. Her long fingers play with Ash’s tits and pinch her tight, pink nipples. All the sensations rushing through Ashley have her thighs tightening as small tremors move up her legs. Nidhi leans over her, kissing her deeply before pulling away and turning to me. Three sets of eyes stare at me as I snap my hips, fucking her faster. When Ashley tightens, her legs quivering as I plow into her, she screams out. Her pussy clamps around my shaft and pushes it out as she releases a stream of her juices. Letting go of her knees, I grip my cock and slap the head against her pulsing pussy. Her hips twist as she keeps coming from my taps to her engorged clit.

Nidhi and Liz giggle as they caress their friend in the throes of orgasm. Then, as Ashley calms, Liz lowers her head and takes me into her mouth. Nidhi smirks at me as she lowers her mouth to Ash’s glistening sex, licking up the drops and streaks from her hard orgasm.

“Fuck,” I moan as Liz drops her head down, easily taking me into her throat. “You suck my cock so good.”

Her eyes brighten as I lean back, giving her access to my cock and balls. Her hands cup my balls, squeezing them and tugging lightly as they start to tighten. I moan, resting back on my elbows, watching her deepthroat my dick. Nidhi has swung around, her dark thighs around Ashley’s head as she continues to lick her pussy.

Liz pulls off my cock, then twists around, sliding back beside the pair enjoying their souixante-neuf. She lies on her back, spreading and lifting her knees and holding herself open. “Fuck me like this, Matt.”

I crawl across the bed but instead of rising to my knees, I drop my mouth to her spread-open pussy and drive my tongue inside her. Reaching under me to wrap my fist around my cock at the base, I squeeze tight to keep my rising peak at bay. Liz only moans as I devour her slick pussy. I recognize her familiar taste, but it’s mixed with Nidhi’s essence, which makes my cock throb.

When her legs drop suddenly, I feel her hands grip my hair and push me away from her pussy. “Cock,” she gasps, looking at me as she grips behind her knees again. “Your cock, Matt. Fuck me with your beautiful cock.”

I rise and crawl forward, slipping my knees under her lifted thighs. Her pussy glows in the fluttering candlelight, and I rub the tip of my cock along her cleft. We lock eyes as I press the tip into her center, then we both moan as I sink inside her tight cunt. Leaning forward with my hands on either side of her chest, her legs brush along my sides as I draw my hips back. I drive into her, and she moans as her eyes roll back.

She’s crying and whimpering as I fuck her tight, young cunt. Her eyes flutter open, staring at me in awe as I hammer her juicy pussy. Her chin drops, her mouth open in a silent scream as she strains, trying to keep herself from coming.

“Come for me, slut,” I growl when I sense her trying to ride the edge. “Come so hard on my cock. You know you want to.”

She shakes her head, her face reddening as I continue to plow deep inside her. I feel a warm hand slide between us and glance to the side. Nidhi shifts close to Liz, whispering in her ear as she frigs her friend’s clit. “Come for him, Liz. You’re taking his cock so well, now come for him. Don’t be greedy.”

That pushes her close, and I feel her pussy clamp around my cock. She moans and sucks in a breath, then her whole body seizes as her thighs tighten. I force them open, fucking into her until she explodes, pushing my stiff shaft out as she gushes her release. I’m treated to another round of my young lover coming hard, losing control as her hips rock and twist. Her eyes roll back as she rides her orgasm, then shut as her body begins to relax.

Pulling back, I stroke my cock, squeezing to keep myself from releasing as I glance over at Nidhi. Ashley slides to the side, and Nidhi rolls onto her back on the soaked sheets. She mirrors her friends, hooking her hands behind her knees and stretching her thighs wide. She rolls her hips, angling her pussy up, and then spreads wider.

“Fuck my ass.”

Ashley tosses a tube of lube at me that I barely catch as I process Nidhi’s request.

“You’ve had my mouth and my cunt,” Nidhi explains, staring at me. “Take my ass. It’s yours.”

I quickly slather my cock with the lube, then squeeze a dollop into the star below her spread pussy lips. I spread the lube around her tight ring, pressing slowly, watching her ass stretch open at my gentle invasion. My thumb brushes over her pussy, trying to tease her clit, as I get her ready.

“Now. Gods, please,” Nidhi says as I line up my swollen crown. Our eyes meet as I push my tip in, then slowly grind as her ass opens up under the pressure. “Oh fuck. Yes. Claim my ass. I’m yours.”

Gritting my teeth as her tight ring stretches around my cock, I rock back and then forward slowly, edging deeper into her channel. She goes quiet as I plunge into her, finally pressing my hips against her thighs. I stop for a moment, fully sheathed in her ass, before drawing back and snapping my hips to drive my cock deep. She screams, but her eyes are wide with amazement as I fuck her ass.

I close my eyes, focusing on holding myself back. My mind cycles to meeting her only a few hours ago, thinking we’d become friends as she explained her business to my girlfriends. But it wasn’t more than an hour later that I was claiming her mouth in the jacuzzi like I had Liz, then fucking her on the pool deck as Liz and Ashley watched from the balcony.

When I blink my eyes back open, the sound turns back on, and Nidhi’s breathless moaning echoes in my ears, yipping in delight as I claim her third hole. I glance to the sides, and my two girlfriends are pressed against her, whispering in her ear and caressing her breasts. Liz’s fingers are sweeping across Nidhi’s pussy as I feel her body tighten, and her ring tightens, clenching around my throbbing shaft.

“Oh, fuck. May I come, may I come, may I come?” Nidhi chants in a stream, her body taut like a bowstring. “Please, please, pleeeezzzse.”

“Come.” I thrust balls deep as she lets go. I can feel her thighs squeezing in ripples, her pussy clenching around emptiness as her ass tightens around my base. Like Ashley and Liz, her orgasm is explosive as her pussy spews her release, spraying my chest. I drop down as she lets go of her legs, kissing her deeply as I wrap my arms around her. My cock pulses as I release, pouring jet after jet of cum into her bowels. Her arms wrap around my shoulders as we continue to kiss. Our bodies slowly relax and when I shift my hips, my cock pulls out.

“That was hot as fuck.” Liz kneels beside us with some warm washcloths. When I roll to the side, Ashley shifts against Nidhi, and they share a kiss while Liz cleans us up one at a time. “We should change the sheets before we sleep.”

“Fuck it,” I say and pull the three of them into an embrace. We pull the comforter over our sweaty bodies but curl together, kissing and caressing each other until each of us is asleep.


CHAPTER 12
ACCOUNTING


The next few days passed quickly. Nidhi moved in, and I drove to help her with her things and meet her parents. We didn’t expose our relationship, but I explained that I owned a house with an empty office space and some spare rooms. Nidhi told them that Liz and Ashley were already living in my home. I didn’t correct them when they mentioned they knew several of their friends were renting out spare rooms because of the economy.

“See?” Nidhi said as she took my hand in the small van I’d rented to move her stuff. “They’re oblivious to what their princess is actually up to.”

“What will happen when they find out?” I asked, squeezing her fingers. “They will, you know. Secrets never last for long.”

“We’ll deal with it. I’m a legal adult, and I’m consenting. We’re not doing anything wrong.” Her eyes were wide open when I looked at her in the passenger seat.

“I know that,” I replied. “There isn’t anything that’s happened that I regret. I only want what’s best for you. I think keeping your parents in your life is a good thing.”

“I love them. Of course you’re right. And I’m glad we didn’t outright lie,” Nidhi said before biting her lip and looking out the windshield. “I just needed to get out of the nest; it was suffocating me.”

We didn’t bring it up the rest of the way home. When we arrived, the girls helped Nidhi unload and unpack. The four of us focused on getting everything in the right place. Nidhi and Liz set up her studio while Ashley and I rearranged the bedroom closet to add more space for Nidhi’s things. The studio also helps with clothes storage, and the girls set up a small dressing room to change outfits.

I made an appointment with Kate, Ashley’s financial advisor, and she’s coming to meet me. While Ashley and I discuss her estate, Liz and Nidhi are going shopping for the new outdoor furniture for the pool. I approved a budget, and Nidhi was covering half and had a plan for what she wanted to do. I looked it over but let her have free rein in her enterprise. I had some concerns since she was using my backyard for a set. But with the new design she wanted, it wouldn’t be instantly recognizable at the camera angles she’d included in her plans.

I’m relaxing on the couch with Ashley when the doorbell rings.

“I’ll get it,” Ashley says, pushing on my chest as she rises and hurries to the door.

I turn off my phone and slide it into my pocket as I join her at the front door. In my few phone calls with Kate, she sounded pleasant and good-natured, but I wasn’t prepared for how young she appears to be. She’s a little shorter than Ashley but in her professional heels, they’re a match. Her dirty blonde hair is down around her shoulders, and her dark-blue eyes shine as she smiles at me. Her pair of gold hoop earrings reminds me of Nidhi’s preference for dangling jewelry.

“Matt, right?”

“Yep, and you’re Kate.”

“That’s me.” She grins at Ashley as she enters my house, carrying a leather portfolio tucked under the arm of her crisp, burgundy blazer. Her black, leather skirt is cut just above her knee, and she wears a tailored, white blouse. She’s a knockout and has an air of confidence, demonstrating she’s aware of her beauty. I wave her to our dining room table where my laptop is open next to my stack of files.

“Kate, do you want something to drink? We have tea, lemonade, or water,” Ashley asks as she turns toward the kitchen.

“Lemonade would be awesome. Thanks.” She pulls at the neck of her blouse, seeking some air, but looks right at me, then dips her gaze down my broad chest to my waist. “Summer is getting hot.” She lifts her eyes to meet mine before settling into the chair I’m holding for her. I return her smile and am bold enough to glance at her undone blouse buttons.

“We’re pretty casual here,” I mention, looking down at my faded t-shirt and comfortable cargo shorts. “I work from home, and we usually swim in the afternoon. Did you bring a suit?”

“Ashley said we might; I’m wearing it under my blouse.” That draws my eyes back to her chest, and I blink when I notice the outline of a bikini top. “I wanted to make a good first impression,” she continues when my focus returns to her face. Besides the slight blush rising on her cheeks, she doesn’t seem put off by my short examination of her bust. “This is my last appointment for the day, and a dip in your pool on this hot summer day sounds wonderful.”

She draws out the word hot, and her eyes dip back to my chest. My gut tightens from arousal at the way we look at each other. Ashley returns, carrying three glasses of lemonade, and passes them out before sitting across from me and smiling at Kate.

Kate takes a sip, and my eyes drop to her lips, then linger as she swipes her tongue across her mouth. “That’s perfect. Sweet and a little tart.” She grins, then unzips her portfolio and lays it open between us. “Ashley says she is living here rent-free,” Kate begins, shuffling through the papers. “She can afford it, you know.”

I press my lips together, wondering how much to disclose when Ashley pipes up. “Well, I was already practically living here after Matt’s divorce. I watch his son while he works on the weeks he has custody.”

“You’re divorced?” Kate says with a slight grin, her eyes glinting.

“Yeah,” I admit and glance at Ashley, wondering how much we should tell her financial advisor.

“Maybe we’ll circle back to that,” she says as she taps a stack of papers, then hands out smaller stacks to Ashley and me. “I understand you’re acting as Ashley’s accountant?”

“That’s correct.”

“Are you a fiduciary?”

Ashley’s nose wrinkles when she hears the word.

“I’m a CPA.” I glance at Ashley. “A certified public accountant. I’ve mostly been doing taxes for my clients. Some have grown, and I’m considering getting my CFP. A lot of my customers would benefit from the services of a certified financial planner.”

Ashley nods, grinning shyly and acknowledging my expanded explanation. Kate glances back and forth and makes a curt little nod before continuing.

“Sorry, Ashley.” She smiles at her. “I’m a chartered financial analyst—CFA. As a fiduciary, I’m bound to handle your financial concerns ethically and for your benefit. I will follow your directions but offer my expertise on how markets and mutual funds can benefit your portfolio and long-term investments.”

I grin at Ashley as her eyes go wide. “It’s a lot to take in, but think of me handling your short-term accounts and preparing your taxes while Kate is focused on putting your money to work, making a profit over the long term, and protecting your inheritance.” I cock a brow at Kate, and she nods.

“That’s a good summary.” She smiles at me, then turns back to Kate. “I work closely with my client’s accountants, usually checking in quarterly, then making sure they have what they need for taxes.”

She nods, and Kate addresses the stack of papers before us. She walks through all of Ashley’s accounts for the next fifteen minutes. I can tell Ashley’s getting overwhelmed, and I smile at her and nod so she knows I’m tracking. Kate’s investments make sense for someone of Ashley’s age—plenty of securities in long-term investment, with a small portfolio of mutual funds to grow her wealth. Overall, I’m impressed with Kate’s knowledge and plan.

After finishing her presentation, Kate stacks the papers and slides her copy into her portfolio. “Be sure to file your copies. I’ll send one out quarterly as I mentioned before.”

“Thank you, Kate. I appreciate your diligence.” I stack my pile of papers and set them aside. “As her financial planner, are you involved with any businesses she may want to start?”

“Yes, but I can’t give qualified advice. That’s more in your domain.” She pauses, then relaxes as she looks at both of us for a moment, tapping her lip as she thinks. “My job is simply to grow your investments. I have no say in how you spend or invest your money. My responsibility ends with the numbers I’ve reviewed with you.”

I glance at Ashley as she straightens up and taps her pile of paper. “My friends and I want to start streaming internet content and build a business for us and our future.”

“What type of content?” Kate asks, keeping her expression stoic.

“Adult,” Ashley says, glancing at me before continuing. “Nidhi is already in the business. But with all of us living with Matt, we think we can make a profitable business with our content.”

Kate glances at me, bites her lip, and closes her eyes. She takes a deep breath, then blows it out before continuing. “I can’t advise what type of businesses you start, operate, or close. That’s entirely up to you. Knowing you’re investing in a high-risk enterprise, I’ll structure your investments to provide more security as a hedge against your public business.” She looks at me and taps her lip. “Is this business an LLC?”

“Not yet.” I nod. “I’m planning the business structure, electing a board, and handling all the other details. I can handle it for them, but I’m open to any advice.”

Kate thinks for a moment, then opens her portfolio and shuffles through the stack of paper. “Ashley’s grandfather has a few LLCs that never really got off the ground.” She looks at me before continuing. “I’ll need to look at restructuring, but I can probably set one up as a shell company if you want. It would own the business and keep the girls’ names off the paper trail.”

“Yeah, that’s what I was thinking.” I nod and grin at her. “We should talk and set up the details. I need to work with the girls to form the business plan, but having a shell company makes a lot of sense.”

“Let’s talk again next week,” Kate says and glances out of the patio door to the pool. “That pool is sounding better and better. How about we put this aside, relax, and you two can tell me what’s happening between all of you.”


CHAPTER 13
INSTANT CHEMISTRY


“I’m not sure what you mean?” I reply to Kate’s question.

She shuts her portfolio and sets it aside before slipping her blazer off her shoulders. “No more business. I was only coming to report on the sale of Ashley’s parents’ home. You’ll need to know the tax details, but it’s a net positive on her accounts. Is it okay to set this aside?”

I nod as my belly tightens, not sure what to anticipate. I glance at Ashley, who’s biting her lip and avoiding my eyes. It’s a tell that she knows more than she’s letting on. When I raise an eyebrow, she frowns and sighs.

“Fine,” she says, with an exasperated sigh. “I told Kate we were in a relationship.”

Glancing at Kate, I watch her unbuckle the strap to her stiletto shoe, and she grins knowingly.

“Told her who was in a relationship?”

“You and me,” Ashley begins, then sighs at my raised eyebrow and continues. “I told her about Liz and Nidhi too.”

I’m stunned, and I want to bark at her about not telling every person she knows that she’s in a harem with a man twice her age. At the same time, I’m not ashamed of our closeness and don’t want to try to hide it. Getting a handle on my fear and anxiety, I glance back at Kate.

“For the record, I wasn’t going to hide our relationship,” I say as she stands up and unbuttons her blouse. “But it’s not the best opener with someone I just met.”

“I think it’s wild.” Kate grins. “I wish I had the guts to go after a guy like you when I was in college. But I wanted this career, and I’m good at it. Even when I want to stab my eyes out after a day of hyper focusing on spreadsheets.”

“I know the feeling.” I grin, still cautious and waiting for another shoe to drop.

Ashley gets up and pulls off her t-shirt, exposing the blue bikini top she wore underneath it. “You want to get in the pool, Kate?”

I stand up since the two beautiful women are on their feet. Kate glances at my cargo shorts as she pushes her leather skirt off her hips.

“You’re swimming in those?” Her eyebrow arches as she grins, standing in only her yellow string bikini.

“My swimsuit is upstairs.” I force my mouth closed and hitch my thumb toward the stairs. “You two go ahead. I’ll be out after I change.”

“Don’t be long,” Ashley says, kissing my cheek.

I turn, take the stairs two at a time, and burst into my bedroom, pushing my cargo shorts off my hips. I’ve gotten used to going commando, but my thickening cock still catches on the waistband. When I finally get them off, I grab a faded pair of blue board shorts and pull them on, adjusting my cock into a comfortable position. The bulge isn’t horrible in the baggy shorts, and I check my look in the mirror. I pull off my t-shirt and toss it in the hamper.

What is happening? Is Kate coming on to me? Or am I projecting my growing libido on the young woman? She’s got to be five or ten years older than the girls; her business persona reveals a confidence the younger girls lack. Nidhi is slightly more mature than Liz or Ashley, but I still recognize she’s hesitant to voice her thoughts. Kate doesn’t seem to have an issue with me and my girls, although she’s only met Ashley. Liz doesn’t take the lead except when she’s horny.

I shake my head, push aside the spiraling thoughts, and head downstairs. The pool’s cool water is just what I need to stem my growing arousal at the sight of Kate in that yellow string bikini.

When I go outside, they splash each other near the steps and laugh during their water fight. I give them a wide berth, walking along the long edge of the pool before hopping into the deep end. The cool water braces me as I sink to the bottom, and I flex my thighs and break the surface. Glancing back, I watch them swim toward me as if in a race.

Treading water, I catch Ashley as she wraps her arms around me. “I won!”

Kate smirks as she pulls up short and sweeps her arms out. Her eyes glint with amusement as Ashley wraps her thighs around me, settling her body against my side. Her added weight makes me struggle to keep above the water, so I drop deeper into the cool water, leaving her to tread above me. Twisting, I kick off the far side and swim underwater towards the steps leading to the deck.

When I surface, I twist around and enjoy the pair swimming toward me. They use a relaxed breaststroke, drawing my eyes to the bright triangles under the surface. I push myself onto the side, spreading my thighs open as I lean back on my hands, enjoying the heat of the sun. Ashley reaches me first and stands between my legs to hug me, pressing her lips to mine. We kiss slowly, and I feel like she’s staking a claim before she draws back and hops up beside me on the deck, swinging her hair over one shoulder and squeezing the water out of her tresses.

I glance at Kate as she emerges from the water before me. I can’t help but watch the water slide in sheets down her bikini and svelte torso, her nipples tight from the cold water. Our eyes meet as she boldly steps between my thighs, resting her hands on my hips. She leans closer as we stare at each other, her lips parting slightly.

I can’t resist meeting her halfway and kissing her as my arms wrap around her lower back. Her tongue sweeps along my lips, coaxing mine to meet hers. Our spark of arousal blooms as we deepen the kiss, my fingers curling into the curve of her bare ass. The high cut of her bikini gives me ample room to squeeze her bottom and tug her against me. Her breasts compress against my chest as I hear the landline ring inside the kitchen.

Ashley gets out, saying something I don’t hear as Kate and I get lost in our first contact. My mouth twists, catching her lips in mine as we both growl and make out like teenagers. I shift my hips to get my ass to the edge of the pool, pulling Kate against my thickening shaft. Her body molds to mine, whimpering as she grinds against me.

Her movements are bold, more sure than my younger girlfriends. She knows what she wants and isn’t afraid to seek out contact. The freedom I feel as I continue to kiss her emboldens me as I lift my hands to her round breasts. She moans, breaking the kiss and arching back as I knead her firm, pert cups, brushing my fingers over her hard points.

“Matt!”

I blink, shaking my head as I hear the urgent tone of Ashley’s voice.

“Matt, it’s Naomi!”


CHAPTER 14
STORMFRONT


Kate shifts away from me, sinking back into the pool. I twist, climbing onto the deck and walking toward Ash as she holds the phone to her breast.

“Is everything okay?”

“I don’t know. She sounds disturbed. Here.” She shoves the receiver into my hand and passes me, splashing down the steps to join Kate.

“Hey,” I say into the phone, my mind still knitting together after getting blown away by the intensity of the kiss with Kate. “What happened? Is Jack okay?”

“Jack’s fine.” Naomi huffs, then sighs. “Work is calling me in for a flight.”

“Oh, so I need to take him?”

“Yes.” Naomi huffs again. “You weren’t answering your phone, and I need to get to the airport. I’m almost at your house. Sorry, I know our agreement says twenty-four hours’ notice.”

“Screw the agreement,” I say, adjusting my softening erection. “I was swimming. I’ll dry off and meet you outside.”

“I don’t have much time. Hurry, okay?”

“Yeah, sure.”

I reach inside, hang up the phone, and grab a towel from the stack we keep by the door. I’m mostly dry but quickly rub the towel over my trunks. I don’t have time to find a t-shirt, so I hang the towel on the back of a chair.

“What’s happening?” Ashley asks as she steps close, soaked from the pool. Kate is a few steps behind her, cheeks flushed from making out with me.

“Naomi’s dropping off Jack,” I say, giving Kate an apologetic smile. “I need to meet her out front.”

“Oh, awesome. We can introduce him to Nidhi and Kate,” Ashley says, squeezing past me to grab two towels, then passing one back.

The way she says her name is like she’s become part of us, and my mind swims with another round of rapid change. Wiping off my chest, I go inside just as the front door opens, and Naomi spins inside carrying Jack on one hip and his bag on the other shoulder. She stutters to a stop, looking past me at Ashley and Kate as they enter the kitchen, still drying off. Her eyes narrow as she turns and glares at me. As her mouth opens, I hear the front door open and Liz’s laugh as she enters with Nidhi.

Naomi twists, looking back at the pair of young girls, one an utter stranger, then snaps back to me, panning and focusing on the pair behind me. Her lips press together in a frown, and she drops Jack’s bag on the linoleum. Grabbing him with both hands, she pulls him away from her side and thrusts him at me. I catch him and bounce him as he emits a whine of confusion.

“I don’t have time for this, Matt,” Naomi says with her hands on her hips.

“I’ll take Jack,” Ashley says, taking him from my arms.

“I can explain,” I start, but Naomi shakes her head and twists toward the door.

“I don’t want to hear it. Not now,” Naomi growls, swinging the front door open as she storms past Nidhi and Liz.

I rush past them, following her into the front yard, shirtless. The van I’d rented blocks Naomi’s SUV, and she shrieks in frustration. “Move that fucking thing. I need to get to work!”

Liz scrambles out the door holding the keys and hops inside the truck as I approach Naomi. She twists her head at me as the rental’s engine roars, raising a finger to point at me.

“Don’t,” Naomi growls. “Not a fucking word. Not now.”

“Just...”

“I—SAID—DON’T!” Naomi screams, and I hold my hands up at my shoulders in surrender.

She twists and climbs in her SUV, giving me one last scalding look as she starts her car and backs out of the driveway, chirping the tires as she shifts and accelerates.

I stand with my hands on my hips, watching my ex-wife speed out of the neighborhood. I jerk when a hand touches me, but I exhale, seeing Liz’s worried eyes.

“I’m sorry,” she says, wrapping her arms around me. “I should have parked in the street.”

“It’s not that,” I say, squeezing her tight. “It’s… I’m going to let her cool down, then hope she’ll listen to reason.”

Releasing her, I take her hand and walk back inside. Ashley is playing with Jack in front of the television, making him laugh. Nidhi and Kate are talking, all smiles as Liz and I join them. I look up at the rafters, expressing a sigh.

“I need to put a shirt on,” I say, turning to the stairs. “We need to talk.” I glance at Kate, who meets my eyes. I feel a snap of connection in her expression. “Stay, please. Stay, and I’ll explain everything. “

“I’m not going anywhere.”

I nod and turn to the stairs, climbing them slowly as my mind races through what’s happened and the consequences. As I find a tropical, button-up shirt, I look at myself in the mirror and frown slightly. Smoothing the front over my damp trunks, I leave them on and turn to go back downstairs.

Naomi looked pissed, but what did she discover? She knew Ashley and Liz were often around, though I never formally disclosed they lived with me. Kate was swimming with Ashley, so that’s just friends enjoying a pool. Same with Nidhi appearing with Liz as she was leaving. I’m sure her mind was knitting wild stories, but she has zero proof I’ve done anything wrong.

When I return downstairs, Kate is wearing her leather skirt and bikini top and sitting on the sofa, talking with Nidhi. Liz is on her knees, entertaining Jack as Ashley sits beside Kate and starts folding a hamper of dry clothes. She’s found a pair of gym shorts, so she’s back in her usual attire. They all turn to look at me as I settle into my armchair. Jack notices me and grins, crawling toward me and babbling happily.

I pick him up from the floor, hug him for a moment, then settle him in my lap with a toy Liz pushes into his hand.

“So, this is Jack,” I start with a soft grin, looking at Nidhi and then Kate. “He is an essential part of my life. In everything we do, we must keep his needs at the forefront of our plans.”

“Is that bitch going to sue for custody?” Liz hisses, anger coloring her face.

“Liz, I love your passion, but don’t call my son’s mother a bitch while he’s sitting in my lap.” I press my lips together and regard her calmly as she wilts.

“I’m sorry. You’re right. I’ll work on it.”

“It’s important, Liz. You know that.”

She nods at me, then looks at her fingertips. I take a beat as the room quiets.

“Naomi could decide to sue, but I don’t think she can prove anything beyond hosting a pool party for Ashley and her friends. Jack wasn’t even here when she dropped by unannounced. She won’t sue.”

The tension in the room breaks as I scan the faces of the four young women. Kate raises her hand, and I nod.

“That was your ex?” she asks, pausing so I can explain more.

“Yes. Her name is Naomi, and we’re divorced. She was unfaithful, and it ended our marriage. She suddenly sued for divorce, child custody, and half of everything. I gave in on the money things, but I fought for split custody. She got half of my savings, and another quarter went to buying her half of this house and paying off the mortgage. I don’t pay alimony, just child support, and I’ve never missed a payment.” Kate nods as I lay it all out, then crosses her arms across her chest with a frown.

“So she cheated and took half of everything. How is that fair to you?”

I comb my fingers through my hair, exhaling before continuing. “It’s not about fairness. It’s about getting a clean break and starting a new life. One where she has no control, which is why we need to be careful with Jack. He’s the only thing I’m not willing to lose.”

I pause and pan across the four young faces before continuing. “That’s not true. I’m not willing to lose what we have together.” I glance from my girlfriends to Kate. “Or what we might become. We’ll have to figure it out.”

Kate regards me with a careful expression before sighing and standing up. “I should go,” she says as she approaches. “I’m not running away from this, Matt. I have plans with my folks for dinner. We’ll talk and sort this out, okay?”

“Okay,” I say as she leans and kisses my cheek. She waves to the others, collects her things, and walks out the front door.

Ashley walks toward me. “We gotta haul in the things we bought from the garden store. Let me watch Jack? They need your muscles.” She takes him, carrying him on her hip. “He’s settling now that the excitement is over; he’s ready for a nap.”

“Yeah, good plan,” I reply, rising and looking at Nidhi and Liz. “I’m ready for the next step.”
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Chapter 1 - Inventory

The next step is unloading a van full of furniture boxes, large planters, and various bags from an adult bookstore. Since Jack is underfoot, we plan to unpack and assemble the outdoor furniture tomorrow. After all the drama from my ex, Naomi, arriving unannounced and leaving in a huff when she saw all three housemates and Kate.

It’s a struggle to snap out of my grumpy attitude. My live-in girlfriends try to lighten the mood with jokes and smiles. But I can’t shake my thoughts of Kate, Ashley’s gorgeous financial advisor, and our two brief but intense kisses. Even with all of the good vibes, the scorn on my ex’s face as she stormed out haunts me. She’ll no doubt give me an earful once her plane lands.

Naomi’s appearance threw me into a loop of recrimination, and it still hangs over me like a black cloud. But there’s no time to dwell on things I can’t change. It’s time to move on to the next thing: clearing out the junk in the backyard around the pool and jacuzzi.

Years of picking up various cheap outdoor furniture, futile attempts at landscaping, and other half-finished home improvement projects have made the pool and backyard a messy eyesore. I’m exhausted from ignoring the accumulated cruft. It reminds me of my unhappy marriage, which pushed me into a solitary work-first mentality.

Ashley put Jack down for a nap and is working on dinner. Liz and Nidhi help me load the junk into the back of our rented van. When we finish, the pair leaves to haul it to the dump while I sweep the concrete deck and spray it down. When I’m done, I go inside to check on him. Leaning against his door frame, I watch silently as he sleeps on his belly and starts to cycle through happier thoughts.

Being intimate with the three young women who live with me has brought me back to life. At least that’s how it feels. Each of them is different in personality and outlook. Liz is headstrong and adventurous, while Ashley’s quiet calm hides an active mind that thrives on planning and structure. Nidhi seems to be a mix of both, but her focus on constantly growing her business shines in her expressive eyes.

She wants to use my over-garage loft, the space behind my home office desk, as a camgirl studio. Liz and Ashley are excited to learn how to perform for the camera. They are unashamed about the alluring nubile bodies, with a confidence that excites when they focus on me.

The window stretches across the back and overlooks the pool and patio from the loft’s back window. Nidhi thinks it’ll be perfect for filming a wide, framing shot of the backyard deck. It's part of her plan with all the new outdoor furniture stacked on the concrete patio. They'll be positioned as sets and props for adult content—porn, by any other name.

What will Naomi do when she discovers we're creating an adult content studio?

Naomi’s scorn when she threw Jack at me and left in a melodramatic huff flares in my mind. Even before this afternoon, our exchanges with Jack have been uncomfortable. Her expression is closed off, a mix of sadness and anger. Jack is always irritable when he arrives and anxious when he leaves. She spills bits and pieces of her turbulent life after she left and moved in with Trent, her new pilot boyfriend. And I’ve concluded that their relationship is getting rocky.

Naomi called out of the blue earlier, asking me to take him while she took off on a last-minute rotation as a flight attendant. She never explains the sudden changes in her schedule, but I take Jack gladly. Since the girls moved in with me, Jack seems happier than just sitting with me as I sulk about the shambles of the divorce. He absolutely adores Ashley and loves to play with Liz.

Still, Naomi seemed extraordinarily grumpy on the call before she burst into our house and almost caught me making out with Kate.

Oh god, Kate.



Her beautiful blue eyes and stunning figure flash in my mind. She’s Ashley’s financial advisor, handling the details of her inheritance from her wealthy grandfather. As Ashley’s accountant, she’d dropped by to review the pending sale of her parents’ house next door and inform me of the impact on her taxes and inheritance. She strode into our house, radiantly confident, and I was immediately drawn to her sexy appearance, vivacious personality, and business acumen.

It was a hot afternoon when the meeting finished, and Ashley invited her to cool off in our pool. Her swimsuit-model physique is beyond hot, but that’s only one facet of my instant attraction to her.

I push away the distracting thoughts, remembering that Naomi said she’d called several times before calling the land line. I’d left my phone in my cargo shorts when I changed into swim trunks and joined Ashley and Kate in the pool.

Pulling it from my pocket, I tap the recent calls screen, revealing a list of repeated calls I’d missed. Naomi’s five consecutive calls taunt me. Her sixth call is missing because it went to the kitchen landline by the back door. The loud ring got Ashley’s attention, as she hadn’t answered, she could have barged in and caught me necking with Kate in the pool.

It’s not that there’s anything wrong with two grown adults making out. Naomi has no say over who I see romantically. Kate knows about my relationship with my three girls since Ashley revealed we all live together. It’s the optics that would and most likely did enrage my ex-wife. Yet she’s the hypocrite since she cheated on me, left me for Trent, and took my son to live with them. Thank god I stood firm on a shared custody arrangement. Jack’s visits are the highlight of my week. She would happily rob me of his presence out of spite.

Taking a deep breath, I close my eyes and count to ten. I shouldn't get angry about everything in the past. Naomi blew up our marriage, and now it’s clear she’s projecting her adulterous actions on me. Fuck her. I’m not going to let her ruin my relationship with Jack. Life isn’t ever fair, and the things I should focus on are pretty simple, beginning with Jack, resting quietly in his crib.

My phone buzzes, and I check the screen.

Liz:


Done at the dump. Meet us at the rental place?




Tapping back a thumbs-up emoji, I push away from the wall. He stirs but doesn’t wake as I turn toward the kitchen. Ashley dances slowly to a tune in her head as she prepares dinner. I walk behind her and rest my hands on her hips. She twists, smiling, then meets me for a kiss.

“I need to pick Liz and Nids up; they’re returning the truck,” I say, pressing my forehead to hers.

She faces me and slips her arms around my neck. Her kiss and tender embrace soothe me, and the tension in my shoulders lessens.

“Everything will be fine.” She smiles into my eyes. “I’ll listen for Jack.” She points to the baby monitor on the counter, where the lights pulse in time with his breathing.

“Yeah,” I nod, though my mind is still roiling with the make-believe argument my subconscious is having with my absent ex-wife. “What’s cooking?”

“Taco night!” Ashley exclaims, waving at her phone with an image of a Mexican feast. “I downloaded a guacamole recipe and fell into a rabbit hole of delicious-sounding recipes. So we’ll have nachos, dips, tacos, and rice…” She waves at the stove filled with simmering meat, boiling water, and other delicious-smelling items.

“You’re amazing.” I kiss her forehead. “I’ll be back soon.”
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