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Chapter 13

“How are you doing?” I asked as I watched Poppy working from my office doorway.

“Hey dad, I didn’t hear you come in, I’m so stuck on something, I wish Katie were here to help.”

“Why don’t you ring her, maybe she can help over the phone.”

“Even if she can’t, it’ll be calming to hear her voice.”

She dialed, then looked puzzled as she heard Katie’s phone downstairs, “shit, she left her phone here.”

“Hey Poppy, what’s up?”

“Fuck Katie, are you downstairs!”

I dived out of the way as Poppy ran for the stairs, then followed behind.

“Oh my god, you’re back, why?” Poppy cried as she hugged Katie and spun her around the kitchen.

“I just decided I didn’t want to live at home anymore, I’ll tell you more later, for now can you help me carry my stuff upstairs.”

“We’ve got a table booked for dinner in 15 minutes, so no making out yet!”

“Yes Auntie Helen!” Poppy called back.

“I’m not sure she could squeeze any more sarcasm into that reply,” Helen laughed.

“You’ll laugh even more when you see this,” I said as I opened the photo app on my phone and showed her Katie’s wardrobe doors.

“My god! She has my posters on her wall, with boobs out and everything, how come if her mum is so homophobic?”

“Her mum is also an alcoholic who probably can’t make it all the way up the stairs to Katie’s room in the attic.”

“Mmm, very interesting.”

“And one more very interesting thing I just learned on the drive to their house, her brother is staying at their Auntie’s over the holidays, Katie is not invited, because her uncle keeps coming on to her.”

“Did he ever succeed?”

“She didn’t say. Her auntie blames her, not her husband.”

“The bitch, it’s always the victim that gets blamed, ‘she was wearing a short skirt your honour’ it boils my piss, it really does.”

“Yeah, exactly, and she can’t say she’s gay so would hardly be leading him on because her auntie is just as bigotted as her mum.”

“Oh, the poor love, she’ll be fine with us.”

“Where’s Nita?” I asked, looking around.

“Ahh, she’s just popped home, she’ll meet us down at the restaurant, are you OK with Lebanese?”

“I love it.”

“Girls we’re going now,” Helen shouted up the stairs, “make yourselves decent and come down the stairs.”

“You’d have made a good mum,” I laughed, “do you want a job as their nanny.”

“No thanks.”

“Katie’s still in her uniform, we’ll be five minutes while she gets dressed.”

“Fair enough, we’ll wait.”

“Helen, could we borrow you for a minute?” Poppy called down.

A few minutes later Helen returned, “everything ok?” I asked.

“Oh yes, very much so, I just had to help choose some shoes to match an outfit, Katie’s wearing a dress that annoyingly won’t fit either Poppy or myself because we both have a little too much chest, Katie though is just perfect, as you’re about to see.”

And I did, and it was spectacular. Katie is pretty much the same height as Poppy, but now she had 4-inch heels, so she towered over her girlfriend. She’s slim, so the Donna Karan dress Poppy so wanted to wear fit her perfectly, just as Helen had said. The push-up bra Poppy bought Katie gave her the cleavage the dress needed without overburdening the neckline.

“Beautiful...” is all I could say.

As Katie reached the bottom of the stairs Helen moved behind her and fastened a fine gold chain around her neck, hanging from the chain, just above her chest was a jade heart.

“There,” Helen said, “that finishes the look perfectly.”

“Is it a long way to the restaurant?” Katie asked, “it’s just I don’t think these shoes are meant for walking.”

“Haha, it’s about half a mile, why don’t you wear some low shoes, then put those Jimmy Choo’s on when you get to the door, that’s what all the girls do on the red carpet.”

So my job was to put the fancy pumps in my coat pocket, then swap them for a pair of trainers half a mile down the road.

On the way we met up with Nita, she put her arm through mine as we walked, “so Alex, have you two been behaving?”

“We have,” I replied.

“I’m so glad to hear it,” she said, “is Katie back for good?”

“I think so, I took her home but for a few reasons she decided not to stay.”

“What’s her mum said?”

“Ahh, she doesn’t know yet, I’ll call her in a bit.”

“Alex! What if she notices she’s gone before then?”

“According to Katie the chances are slim to none, if she does I’ll take the blame.”

“So what are you going to tell her?”

“It’s a pretty weak excuse, but my plan is to phone her mum in a little while and tell her Katie just turned up at the door because Poppy phoned her for help with her homework, and we’ll take it from there.”

“That is weak.”

“Look, her mother was already half-way drunk when we got there, critical thinking isn’t going to be a strong point when I phone in an hour.”

“Oh shit, she’s a drinker. Helen said she’s not a fan of gays, poor Katie, growing up in that house, the mental torture of being gay and not being able to tell anyone.”

“Hopefully she’s out of there for good now, she’ll be able to express herself freely.”

We’d reached the restaurant, so I passed Katie her shoes and accepted her trainers in return, slipping one in each coat pocket.

Inside we were told there was a ten minute wait for our table, I decided now was probably the best time to make the call, so I stepped back outside and called Katie’s mum.

“Hello?”

“Hello Mrs Jackson, it’s Alex Harrison, Poppy’s guardian.”

“Yes ... I remember.” although the slight hesitation suggests thinking isn’t her strong point right now.

“I’m calling to tell you Katie just turned up at my house, she said Poppy called her for some help with her homework, so she came over on the train.”

“Katie? She’s at yours, but you just brought her home.”

Ahh, now she remembers.

“That was about 90 minutes ago, I came home, made dinner and she just turned up. I’ll feed her and send her home if you like, but to be honest it’s getting late, and her room is finished, so I’m happy for her to stay the night, she can come home tomorrow. Actually you were going to call round tomorrow and check if the house is suitable for her to stay.”

“I’m sure your house is fine, now she’s there she may as well stay, tell her if she wants anything else from her room she better come for it on Saturday as we have the removal people coming on Sunday to put everything in storage. Goodbye Mr Harrison.”

And that was it, she cut the call, she didn’t even want to speak to Katie, she might never see her again, what an absolute cow.

I re-entered the restaurant, the girls were still waiting to be seated, Helen had ordered a pint of Lebanese pilsner lager for me, I supped half of it before I spoke.

“What did she say?” Katie asked.

“Do you want the truth, or do you want me to sugar-coat it?”

“Didn’t you tell me earlier that we always tell the truth?” She answered.

“That’s correct, well, basically you may as well stop at mine forever, our house is your house. She also said if you’ve left anything at home, we need to collect it on Saturday.”

“Shit, so that’s it then, didn’t she even ask to say goodbye.”

“Nope, and she’s not coming round to check the house.”

“Well, fuck her then, there’s nothing in my room I want to keep.”

“Not even my posters?” Helen asked, prompting a smile from Katie.

“Ahh, I’ve already taken them down, they’re in one of my cases. I’ve left a few clothes and some undies, nothing major.”

“We can go shopping for more,” Poppy said, “we didn’t have a chance to do our shopping trip.”

“Yes, we’ll go shopping on Saturday, if the bitch wants to say goodbye she can try to find us.”

I ordered another round of drinks, including wine for the girls and we were led to a table by the window.

The food was good, and we had a fun time, with all four girls chatting amongst themselves. I zoned in and out of the conversation as I thought about all the changes life had brought me since finding Poppy. Not just the amazing sex with an insatiable and gifted teenager, her arrival into my life had brought me closer to Helen, and I’d also realised that Nita is nowhere near as annoying as I thought she was.

Then there’s Jenny, we thought Poppy was the person to replace Tammy, but maybe it’s actually Jenny who will take her place. As Jenny is bisexual like Poppy we shall wait and see how everything pans out.

As we were ordering desserts and coffee my phone lit up with a message from Jenny, she’d finished for the day and wanted to know if it was ok to call round, I told her it would be fine, and where to find us.

Ten minutes later she came through the door and I pulled up an extra chair.

“Do you want anything to eat?” I asked as a waiter approached.

“I’m starving, do you have anything you can throw on a plate for me, I’ve not eaten since about 10 this morning.”

“Of course, any preference?”

“Anything hot will be fine, maybe koftas and rice, something like that, and a beer please.”

As the waiter left Jenny looked around the table, “every time I see you Alex you have an extra female.”

“Not my fault, it seems Katie has decided to move in with Poppy a few days early...”

“And my mum doesn’t give a shit, that’s why I’m a little bit drunk and trying desperately not to spill ice cream on Helen’s lovely Donna Karan dress.”

“You look amazing in that dress Katie, is it really a Donna Karan?”

“Yep,” Helen said, “I stole it from a shoot for GQ, I desperately wanted it to fit, but these hooters are way too big for it.”

“And so are mine...” Poppy said sadly.

“And mine are too small,” Katie said, “luckily Poppy is an absolute angel, she bought me a push-up bra, and now it’s perfect.”

“It really is,” Jenny said before turning to Nita, “I don’t think we’ve met, I’m Jenny.”

“I kind of guessed that,” she said with a smile, “I’m Nita, Helen’s partner.”

“Ahh yes, Poppy mentioned you, she said you helped her with her bruises.”

“That’s right, and you’re working the case to find the people responsible.”

“Actually, I’m working the case to find the person responsible for making the people responsible for Poppy’s injuries disappear.”

“Ahh, ok, and how’s that going?”

“It’s, err, complicated, can we leave it at that.”

“Probably for the best,” Poppy said, “was the meeting with Jeremy productive though?”

“Absolutely, what an amazing guy he is, all I’ll say for now is he loves you like a favourite daughter, that’s why he was so angry about what happened, it’s like they’d attacked his family. I’ll tell you more later,” she said quickly as a waiter approached with her food.

“Your meal officer, I hope this is sufficient.”

“The food here is always great, Kamal,” Jenny said as she cut into her Kofta and dipped it in the minted yoghurt sauce, “mmm, amazing, thank you.”

“So Katie,” Jenny said whilst she cut off another piece of kofta, “how are you going to cope spending 24 hours a day with Poppy?”

“I’ve never met anyone quite like her, she’s just the most beautiful person...”

“Hang on,” Poppy interrupted, “you’ve not met Belle yet, one day I will find her and then you’ll meet the most beautiful girl to grace the earth, and I’m serious, she’s stunning.”

“Ok, you’re the second most beautiful person,” Katie continued, “on top of that, you’re really intelligent, and witty, and just so full of life. I’m going to have the absolute best time from now on.”

“And I’ve got someone to help me with my homework, and to have cuddles and sexy times.”

“Have you got any brothers and sisters Katie?” Jenny asked.

“Yes, I’ve got a brother, Ashley.”

“What’s he doing?”

“His school has boarding, so he’s living there, and during the holidays he’s going to stay with our Aunt Emily, Mum’s sister. I can’t stay there for a number of reasons, most of which involve her being a homophobic cow just like mum. She likes Ashley though because she doesn’t know he’s gay, he’s happy to stay in the closet.”

“He’s gay?”

“Yes, he’s really conflicted though, he wants to be straight, he got me to give him a blowjob last summer, he kind of enjoyed it, but not as much as he’d hoped I think.”

“Ahh, and did you enjoy it?” Helen asked.

“Not as much as I’d hoped either, it would have been better if he’d washed it first I think. I’d definitely be up for trying it again if I can find the right boy.”

“There’s one at the table,” Nita said.

“Oh gosh no, he’s going out with Jenny.”

“Err, he’s going out with all of us,” Poppy said, “I think we’ll probably have to draw up a rota.”

“Ok, well one day I’d like to try it with a boy, but I really think I’m fully gay.”

“So am I,” said Nita, “every once in a while though I really enjoy a good no holds barred fuck from a man.”

“Oh really, this isn’t why I wanted to live with Poppy, but it’ll be a definite bonus.”

With the meal finished I paid the bill and we set off home once Katie had changed shoes again.

I offered Helen and Nita coffee, but they said they had to get home, “I’ll see you in the morning brother, Ernie has a few bits to finish in the dressing room, probably just take him a couple of hours he said.”

“Great, I’ll get some cash out first thing to pay him.”

Back home I made coffee and joined Jenny and the girls around the kitchen table.

“How much do you know about what’s gone on in Poppy’s life?” Jenny asked Katie.

“I know about the streets, and her rape, and her mum.”

“Do you know someone has been killing the people who attacked Poppy?”

“Err, yes, Alex told me earlier.”

“Ok, so I’m going to tell you all something that can not under any circumstances leave this room. I need you all to turn off your phones and swear to keep this secret, I could lose my job and possibly get prosecuted for what I’ve done today.”

“Oh wow!” Katie said as she turned off her phone.

We all did the same and as one we said, “we swear to keep this secret.”

Jenny proceeded to tell us about her meeting with Jeremy, they discussed the situation, the pros and cons of different scenarios and finally agreed on an outcome.

“We’ve decided the best solution is to pin all the attacks on Max.”

Poppy gasped, her hands to her mouth.

“Jeremy is going to find Max, he’s going to collect some pieces of evidence and then have Max moved out of London. She’s from Rochdale originally, he’s going to try to find some family, if he can’t find anyone he has contacts with the Salvation Army in the town, they can find her some help.”

“He’s such a hero,” Poppy said quietly to herself.

“The final piece of the jigsaw requires patience, as we need someone to be found dead, hopefully of natural causes. You won’t believe how many unidentified bodies we find each week, it’s dozens. We need a female around Max’s age and height, then Jeremy will do whatever needs doing so we find her in Max’s clothing.”

“So she’ll be your villain.”

“Exactly, Katie. The real shit work though is down to me, I have to plant pieces of Max’s hair in each of the case files for all the victims, and that’s the bit that could get me sacked and worse.”

“You’re risking your job for me?”

“Not just you Poppy, but we need to keep Jeremy’s organisation out of the eyes of the law. I may not agree with some of his methods, but I know just how much he does to keep the girls as safe as possible.”

Poppy stood up and moved around the table, she hugged Jenny hard, “thank you, not just from me, but from all the girls, Jeremy told me you were greatly respected on the streets, I’m so glad we met you.”

“And in return, Jeremy told me just how much you mean to all the girls, the very real shock everyone felt when they thought you’d been killed. If Max hadn’t got there first, he’s sure plenty more people were working up the courage to take down Kenzie and Parker.”

“Mmm, still not sure I did anything heroic, but I am determined to do my bit now I’m safe. Once Katie does her job and shows me how to use a computer I’m going to start writing a memoir for Lois, Alex’s editor, and I’m going to work on the charity, but before all that, I need to go to bed.”

Poppy took Katie’s hand, “let’s see if our new bed is as comfy as Alex’s bed.”

“I’d best get to bed as well, tomorrow will be super busy, and I’ve got to look my best, I’m doing a press conference at 9:30.”

“Oh, will you be on the news?”

“Maybe a few seconds of me at lunchtime.”

“Do you think either of those girls is Gemma?”

“We’ve not identified either of them yet, we’re doing post mortems tomorrow. I can say that by the looks of things, it’s Gemma and the other girl, Meghan did she say?”

“Yes, Meghan was one of the girls from the photographs.”

“Of course she was, two more families we can help find closure, albeit through heartbreak.”

When we reached the top of the stairs I found the girls cuddling on one side of my bed, “ahh, sorry, it still smells of paint in there, we don’t want to wake up with a headache.”

“Fair enough, I guess this bed is big enough for us all.”

“Thanks dad, we’ll be super quiet, we won’t disturb you if you want to get friendly with Jenny.”

“We’re just sleeping tonight.”

“Ok, good night everybody.”

If only it was that simple, we undressed and slipped under the duvet, Jenny, me, Poppy, Katie; but Poppy wanted to be next to Jenny, so we moved around, then Katie wanted to be between me and Poppy, so we moved around again until we settled on me, Katie, Poppy, Jenny.

“Mmm, so much for going to bed for a cuddle with my boyfriend,” Jenny laughed.

As we drifted off Katie whispered, “I can feel his thing Poppy, and it’s huge!”

“One day you’ll find out how nice it feels inside,” Poppy replied dreamily.

“How does it even fit?”

“It’s a squeeze, but it’s worth it.”

Katie shuffled a bit so my cock was between her cheeks, just how Poppy likes it, and eventually we all drifted off to sleep.

The next morning I awoke to low moaning sounds from the other side of the bed, I opened my eyes to see a look of utter ecstasy on Poppy’s face, she saw me and smiled, “Jenny’s fingering me, it’s so nice, she’s being careful, ohh fuck, that’s the spot, mmm.”

Katie rolled over to face me, “can I kiss you Alex?”

Without waiting for an answer she brought her lips to mine, at first I was a little too shocked to respond, then as she parted my lips with her tongue I returned her kiss. After a moment or two Katie pushed against me, forcing me on my back and she climbed on top, and in a manner eerily similar to Poppy she started to grind her pussy against my cock.

She pressed her pussy harder and harder against me, her lips and tongue playing harder and faster, her hands either side of my face, preventing any chance of escape, just in case I wanted to.

All of a sudden she stopped moving for a second, then she pressed down really hard as she screamed into my mouth, “oh fuck, that’s it, oh my god I’m cumming, I’m cumming again Poppy, and it’s amazing.”

“I told you it was the best feeling, why have you never done it before?”

“Because she said it was a sin, and like a fuckwit I believed her, never again. I’m going to do this every day from now on.”

Katie rolled off and flopped down, the biggest smile on her pretty face.

“Are you going to be able to cope with all three of us,” Jenny laughed.

“I’m going to enjoy finding out.”

“Someone had better take care of that hard on,” Jenny said, “or you’ll be putting someone’s eye out.”

Katie’s eyes went wide then as she saw my hard cock pointing at the ceiling.

“Shit, did I do that?”

She sat up and put her hand on my cock, “oh my god, I can’t even get my hand around it, it’s huge, Ashley would cry if he saw this. Have you really had this up your bum Poppy.”

“Oh yes, and it was fucking amazing, like I was being torn apart, but in the best way, all my nerves were firing.”

“Was it the same in your pussy?”

“More intense than my pussy, I don’t know which was best, pussy sex is nice because it lasts for longer, and I can cum like 8 or 9 times sometimes, anal was intense, it only lasted about 10 minutes, but it was the best 10 minutes of my life.”

“Shit, I’d love to try that one day, but right now I don’t even know how to handle this, do I use both hands?”

Poppy disentangled herself from Jenny and moved around the bed, kneeling on the floor she took hold of my cock, “here’s what Alex likes, mmm, to be honest, most boys like this...”

Katie gasped as Poppy opened her mouth and took my whole cock into her mouth and throat.

“Ahhh, yes, that’s nice,” Poppy said as she came up for air, “be under no illusion, that takes a lot more practice than a 15 year old girl should ever have had, so don’t even try it, instead here’s what you should do.”

For the next few minutes Poppy showed Katie how to lick my cock, run her tongue around the really sensitive parts under the head, take just the head into her mouth whilst using both hands to play with the shaft and balls.

“We don’t really have any time left to really explore the glories of Alex’s cock so I’ll make him cum really quick now. On Fridays I tie him up and do whatever I like with him, I’ll show you how to edge him and make him squirm. Saturdays are when the Aunties come round and we all have a lot of fun, Helen is sooo good. In the meantime, watch this.”

Poppy took my head in her mouth again and worked me furiously, Katie and Jenny moved their heads constantly, watching Poppy at work and watching my reaction until I gave a grunt and came hard, cum was still dribbling out of my cock as Poppy pulled away.

She motioned for Katie and they kissed, Katie’s face lighting up as Poppy shared my cum with her, like she’d done with me that one time.

“Seeing as they’re busy I’ll clean you up,” Jenny said with a grin, “somebody has to I suppose.”

Afterwards Poppy asked me to show Katie how to massage the lavender oil into her back and bum, “it’s not that I don’t want you to do it anymore, it’s just if we ever do sleep in our own room, it’s best if she knows what to do.”

So I showed Katie what to do, warming the oil in my hands first, then using my fingers and thumbs to work it firmly into her muscles.

“Doesn’t that hurt?” she asked.

“It did a little at first, because I was so sore, now though, while it’s not very comfortable, I really feel the benefit, another few days of this and my stretches and I bet I’ll be able to touch my toes again, ohhh, don’t forget to show Katie what to do once you’ve done my bum and the tops of my legs.”

And so I showed Katie how to bring Poppy off super quick with two fingers and my thumb, “at the moment you have to be super careful though,” I told Katie, “she can’t have anything pushed too hard inside, either front or back, I’ll leave Poppy to explain while you’re getting ready for school.”

Once they’d gone to get ready I crawled back into bed and Jenny’s welcoming arms.

“You know Alex, yesterday I wasn’t sure, I definitely liked you all, especially Poppy, but I wasn’t sure. Now I’ve seen how much Poppy loves you, and how tenderly you showed Katie how to massage Poppy’s back, I really do think I love you. This whole family, it’s built around love, respect and acceptance.”

“I honestly haven’t got a clue what I’m doing, Helen has helped greatly, she’s given me tips about handling teenage girls, but I’m just winging it, reacting to events as they happen. So far, fingers crossed, no major tears since the first couple of days.”

“This goes completely against what I said the other day about moving in, but would it help if I was here every morning?”

“It wouldn’t hurt that’s for sure, and the more you’re here, the more chance we have of getting the bed to ourselves occasionally.”

“That’s a point, I’m intrigued to find out what happens on Friday and Saturday.”

“Mmmm, Friday is Poppy working off her aggression, she needs to feel she’s in control of me, because she had so little control of her life before, so she tied me up, and one week she spent over an hour teasing me until I came like a frigging fountain, the next week she used a strapon dildo to fuck me...”

“Really, she’s got a strap on? I’d like to play with that some time, once she’s healed of course.”

“Ahh, you want to use it on Poppy, that’s a relief.”

“You’ll not escape that easily, I’ll be doing you as well. Did you enjoy it by the way?”

“A lot more than I expected I would. She was pretty rough, because she needed to be, and she did hurt me a little, especially with her fingernails as she came herself, but it’s fine, she needed to work the aggression out of her system, and I suffered a lot less than she has in the past.”

“You are a remarkably tolerant man, I’m not sure many other people would understand what she’s going through and let her do that.”

“Again, it’s mostly Helen explaining what’s happening in her head.”

“Still, what you’ve been doing is amazing, I can imagine in any other version of events Poppy would probably be in hospital now, or worse.”

“If you’d seen her that first night, I hate to think it, because she’s an amazingly strong girl, but I really don’t think she’d have survived the night, she was close to getting hypothermia, that and the injuries, she’d have died right across the road from my house, and that thought terrifies me.”

Jenny hugged me as I told her about the walk through Soho and finding Evie, my first tiny experience of the life Poppy used to live.

“I honestly don’t know how any of them survive,” I said, almost crying now.

“I know, and that’s why I work so hard to help them, but my job has so many restrictions on what we can do. Sometimes I wish I could do the stuff Jeremy does, but then I think the laws are usually there for a reason, who really gets to say whether someone deserves to live or die.

“Oh fuck, I dunno Alex, life gets so complicated at times, and what I do know for definite is that I really need to get home so I can get changed for work, I need my best suit for the TV.”

“I’ll give you a lift home, I need to return that car downstairs.”

“Oh shit yeah, what’s that 911 doing on your drive?”

“I hired it yesterday to take Poppy to see Nikki, she deserves a treat having to go to see her mum in the hospice, and then after what she discovered I think she earned it.”

“Definitely, although she’s now caused Jeremy and myself some work, at least she’s got to the bottom of what’s been happening.”

We quickly dressed and went down to the kitchen, Poppy and Katie were eating cereals, “Sorry, we thought you’d be busy for a while, so we’ve not made you any breakfast,” Poppy said, “I’ve not even made coffee, I’m a bad daughter.”

“Gosh, it’s not your job to feed us, are you ok going to school on your own, I need to give Jenny a lft home, then I’m afraid the Porsche is going back.”

“We’ll be fine, it’s like a 10 minute walk, Katie will hold my hand all the way.”

“Before we go,” Jenny said, “would it be ok if I move in?”

“Why are you asking me?” Poppy asked, “it’s not my house.”

“I’m asking because I really don’t want to upset you by moving in on Alex full time.”

“Oh, it’s so lovely that you thought about that, but if I’ve got my own full time sweetie, I’m sure you’re allowed your own full time sweetie. Of course it’s ok for you to move in.”

“I am not being your mum though, I’m Jenny, not mum or auntie or anything else, I’m Jenny, and Detective Constable Jennifer Wilde on Sundays.”

“Hahaha, I’ll remember that.”

With that we left the girls to their cereal, reversing the car off the drive was even worse than driving in, I had to fold the mirrors in and rely on the reverse camera. Thankfully the road was quiet and I reversed out without incident, damaging neither the car nor my gateway.

Jenny’s flat was a mile away on the other side of town, it took about 20 minutes to do the journey.

“I’m sorry,” Jenny apologised as I stopped at yet another set of traffic lights, “it would have been quicker if I’d walked.”

“Well, yes, but then I wouldn’t have had your company, and you wouldn’t have had a chance to ride in the Porsche.”

“There is that, yes.”

“If you really want to live with me, is there much stuff to move?”

“Actually no, the flat is rented fully furnished, so there’s just my clothes and a few ornaments and bits of memorabilia, most of my stuff can go to a charity shop or something, I don’t even have a TV, just a radio.”

“Think about whether you really want to live in my madhouse, if you do, then we can move your things at the weekend, perhaps Ernie can give us a hand with his van.”

“Oh yes, I’m sure he will.”

Jenny indicated for me to pull over opposite a Tesco Express store, “this is me,” she said, “I’m upstairs above the Tesco.”

“Handy for the shops,” I said.

“It really is, maybe a bit too handy, the delivery lorries wake me up at 6 in the morning.”

“Not anymore.”

“That’s true, not sure how long you’ll stay sane with me, Poppy and Katie under your roof, you deserve a medal.”

She kissed me and clambered out of the car, “thanks for the lift, I’d invite you up but I really have no time for anything but a shower and getting dressed for work.”

“I can give you a lift to work if you like, I won’t get in the way while you get ready.”

“Mmm, turning up for work in your Porsche, I like that idea. I’ll be 20 minutes.”

“Great, I’ll get you a coffee and bacon roll for breakfast.”

“You really are an angel.”

I waited in the car for 15 minutes then popped into Greggs and bought Jenny’s breakfast, along with a coffee for myself. She emerged from the door next to Tesco just as I was getting back in the car.

“Thank you so much,” she said, sliding a suitcase onto the back seat, “would it be cheeky of me to ask you to take this suitcase home for me, it’s clothes for the rest of the week.”

“Not a problem, there’s plenty of room in the wardrobes for your clothes.”

“I’ll eat this at my desk, otherwise I’ll probably squirt brown sauce all over the car.”

“Thanks, I’m not sure I could afford to get this car valeted at the moment.”

I drove around the block then down towards the police station, I was about to park in the visitor bays when Jenny handed me her staff pass, “park round the back, more chance of someone seeing us there.”

“Are you showing off your new boyfriend and his nice car?” I laughed.

“Partly that, and trying to let a few guys know I’m finally off the market.”

“Ahh I see, are some people being a bit too persistent?”

“Yep, I’ve not had a boyfriend since I moved to this station five years ago. Actually, to tell you the truth I’ve never had a boyfriend, I’ve had serious girlfriends but just the occasional boy in my bed, never a boy I’d like to keep, if you know what I mean.”

“I do, that’s like Helen, she’s had the odd male lover, but not had a boyfriend in about 8 years I think, I’ll let her elaborate on that subject.”

“I remember reading she had a boyfriend, I’m sure I saw pictures of them in OK or Hello or something, mind you I probably shouldn’t admit to reading shit like that, or stalking your sister back in the day.”

“I’m going to get a complex soon if all my girlfriends keep hitting on my sister.”

“Awww, sweetie, we all love you, it’s just your sister is unbelievably sexy.”

I moved the car from the visitors space and drove around the side of the police station, swiping Jenny’s card against the reader by the staff entrance and reversed the 911 between a couple of armed response vehicles.

“And that’s what I wanted, the noise has brought a couple of the guys out,” Jenny said before she kissed me goodbye, the kind of kiss that was very much au revoir rather than goodbye.

Jenny broke the kiss and opened her door, waving to the men standing around the back door smoking area, “thanks for the lift Alex, see you tonight,” she said a little louder than strictly necessary.

“Hey Jenny, new boyfriend?” the first guy asked.

“Anyone we know?” another asked.

“I hope not, I’ve not run him through the database yet to see if he’s ever been in the cells.”

She ducked her head back in, “should I run a background check on you?”

“You can if you want to, apart from a drunk and disorderly when I was at uni it should be clear.”

“Only kidding, besides that’s absolutely the quickest way to lose my job.”

She gave me another quick kiss before closing her door and walking off to face her day in front of the media.

And then I had a small panic about getting out of the car park until I saw a car drive up to the gate and it opened automatically, so I followed it out and drove the 911 back to the hire centre, where they slapped me with a £75 excess mileage fee. Note to self, read the small print next time, this place has a 100 mile a day limit on supercars!

I booked an Uber to take me back to the bank, where I withdrew enough cash to pay Ernie, and a bit extra to make sure Katie had pocket money. That shouldn’t be my responsibility, but I suspect her parents won’t be sending her any cash while they’re away.

I arrived home just as Helen was letting herself in the house, “hey brother, where’s the Porsche?”

“It’s gone back, remind me to never rent from that place again, they charged me £1 a mile for excess mileage, that trip to Swiss Cottage and back yesterday has just cost me £75.”

“Shit Alex, the robbing bastards. I’ll make some coffee to cheer you up.”

“Thanks, I need it.”

“What’s in the suitcase?” Helen asked as she scooped coffee into the filter.

“Guess who’s moving in now?”

“Jenny, she’s moving in?” Helen hugged me, “that’s amazing news brother.”

“Was a bit of a surprise when she asked this morning, as we’d spent the night either side of my bed with the girls in between.”

“Hahaha, I’m guessing alone time will be precious.”

“I don’t think it’s very sexy to pre-plan sex, but I think we may have to institute a rota. By the way, Poppy seems to think our Saturday evening romps will be a regular thing.”

“Oh my god, really! If you’re up for it, and Jenny’s up for it, I definitely am, so is Nita I reckon.”

“Jenny’s definitely up for it, she fancies you as much as she fancies me I think.”

“I like your girls Alex, they all have excellent taste in women. Also, I really want to see Jenny naked, she’s fucking hot.”

“If we get a moment together later, I’ll take a photo of her and send it to you.”

“Oh man, you’re the best brother ever, I bet there aren’t many guys who send their sisters nudes of their girlfriends.”

We laughed for a long time as we chatted about how ridiculous my life was at the moment.

I was just finishing my second coffee when the gate buzzer sounded and I let Ernie in.

“So sorry gov,” Ernie said as he accepted the mug of tea I’d made him, “took longer than expected for the hardware store to find the door handles I’d ordered for the wardrobes, still, I’ve got them now, it’ll just take me a few minutes to fasten them on, then I’ll fix the rails and wire up the lights inside the wardrobe. I should be out of your hair in an hour.”

“Thank you so much Ernie, before you get to work, could I ask you for a small favour.”

“Aye lad, what do you need, I can do anything except work on your gas boiler.”

“Ahh, not that kind of work I’m afraid. Jenny’s moving in at the weekend, would you be able to help bring her stuff down here on Saturday?”

“Of course I can, I’ll do anything for that young lass, she’s a proper treasure, I hope the next tenant in that flat is half as nice as she is.”

And with that Ernie headed upstairs with his brew and his bag of door handles.

“Why are you even here today?” I asked Helen, “all the painting work is done, you could be at home relaxing instead of drinking my coffee.”

“Don’t you want me to visit anymore?” Helen said, a pretend frown on her face.

“I love your company, but you’ve never been one to get out of bed this early unless you have work to do.”

“True,” she said, “but once Ernie’s finished there’s all Poppy’s clothes and all Katie’s clothes to put away, and I’m fairly sure you do not know how to properly arrange a wardrobe.”

“I was going to leave that to the girls to do.”

“You can’t build Poppy and Katie a dressing room then leave it half finished. The wardrobes and drawers need filling properly, then I have to set up the dressing table with makeup and perfumes, this is all going to take time, and you’re going to help me, so you learn what’s what in a lady’s dressing room.”

“Ok, I guess you’re the expert.”

“And once we’re done with the girls’ dressing room, we’re sorting your room out, it’s been five years, and you’ve got lazy, your room needs a woman’s touch, your wardrobe needs tidying and old stuff throwing out so there’s room for Jenny’s things, and all that crap needs moving off the dressing table so she’s got somewhere for her makeup and stuff.”

“Am I going to hate you in a couple of hours?” I said with a smile.

“Maybe, maybe not, but today I’m on a mission and I’m taking no prisoners.”

“Fair enough, tell me what to do and I’ll do it.”

“First job, make more coffee, I’ll be in my old room sorting the dresses by colour, Poppy has properly messed everything up.”

While the coffee brewed I put the kettle on and made Ernie another mug of tea, I was about to take it up when Ernie met me on the stairs.

“Right lad, all sorted, oh thanks for the tea, I’ll sup it while I show you around.”

I was amazed with the room, one wall was 15 feet of wardrobe space, below the wardrobes we had two rows of four deep, wide drawers for jumpers, t-shirts etc, and above we had four cupboards for bedding and towels.

Inside the wardrobes were a strip of bright white LED lights that turned on automatically if you opened any of the doors. Around the wardrobes were a strip of multicoloured LEDs to light the room any colour you desired.

The wall by the door was one very large mirror (actually 4 smaller mirrors making up one big mirror). The left hand wall was made up of a pinboard for photos, posters, whatever and the lovely dressing table and stool, along with a three-way mirror.

Helen popped her head round the door as I took it all in, “it’s great, isn’t it Alex, I’m thinking of moving in myself.”

“Nope, you are definitely not moving in,” I said, “this room though, it’s perfect, thank you so much Ernie. How much do I owe you?”

“I dunno, you paid for all the materials, so it’s just my time, ermm, call it £100.”

“I’m not paying you £100 for two and a half days work, you’re worth more than that, I’ll pay you £100 a day and not a penny less.”

I counted out 15 £20 notes, put them in an envelope and tucked it into Ernie’s shirt pocket.

“But I’ve only done an hour today!”

“Call it a bonus, and a bit to pay for your help on Saturday.”

We showed Ernie out, he was still protesting about it being too much money.

“If you’re free next week Ernie, I’ve got a little job at my place, how are you with bathrooms?”

“Like I said to Alex, I can do anything as long as it’s not gas work, and if you need that doing I have a mate I can call in.”

“Ahh, no gas work involved, I’m in the mansion block down the road, all the hot stuff comes from the main boiler in the basement.”

“Shit, you live there, aren’t those apartments worth millions?”

“Probably, I’ve had mine for a few years now, they weren’t quite so expensive back then.”

“Fair enough, I presume you’ll be helping on Saturday...”

“I probably will be.”

“Great, we can talk more about what you want doing then.”

As I shut the door I turned to Helen, “two questions, what work do you need doing in the bathroom all of a sudden?”

“I fancy a big corner bath with steps, one I can put loads of candles around. And your second question?”

“You never did tell me how you managed to afford that apartment, even the one bedroom flats cost half a million, never mind a three bedroom duplex with a 40 foot sitting room.”

“Ahh, that kind of information will cost you,” she answered, planting her lips on mine, “do you think we’ve got time for a little fun and games before we sort out the dressing room?”

“I’m sure we can fit in a little fun.”

Afterwards, as she gave me a pile of black dresses to hang on Poppy’s side of the wardrobe Helen said, “I think you’ve earned an answer, remember back when I was still doing the nudie mags.”

“Yep.”

“I imagine it’s much worse for girls now, as they all have Only Fans and Twitter accounts with direct messaging, so for me it wasn’t quite so bad, I just got a box full of letters delivered once a month. Most I would recognise before I even opened the envelope, the freaks would go straight in the shredder, the rest I read, a lot of them were nice, if a little creepy with the details of what they’d like to do to me.

“One particular guy was very persistent, and very nice, he’d send me gifts and money in each letter, and he was never even slightly creepy, his weekly letters were always full of details about how he’d like to take me on dates, where we’d go, what dances we’d do, the letters were always so sweet, never any sordid details, and unusually, there was never a return address, so I just knew his name, nothing else.”

Helen paused for a moment as she gave me a new pile of dresses.

“The letters continued for over a year, a letter a week, each with a small gift, a cheque for £20 or so, or a gift voucher for a nice store. If the gifts had been more valuable I’d have been a little concerned, but they weren’t.

“Oh yes, the only weird thing was the cheques were made out to my real name, the letters were addressed to Helen Taylor, but the cheques were made out to Helen Harrison, maybe he thought I couldn’t cash them if they were made out to my modelling name. He was doing me a favour though, as everything going through the Helen Taylor account would have to be declared as income, so I’d be taxed on it.”

She handed me a big pile of jumpers, “then the letters stopped, it kind of coincided with me leaving the adult industry, so at first I thought nothing of it, he was pissed I wasn’t showing him my pussy anymore. After a couple of months I did start to wonder and I phoned the publisher to see if they’d missed any letters when forwarding my fanmail, but they hadn’t, so I just put it down to him finding another pretty girl to serenade by mail.”

She pulled a drawer and started sorting through the undies, “oh, these are all mine, they’re too big for Poppy, unless her boobs grow, shall I leave them for her?”

“No point, take them home and if Poppy does grow we’ll just buy her some more.”

“Good idea, anyway, where was I, yes letter man, so I’d not heard from him for months, then in my next box of fanmail was a letter from a firm of solicitors. My fan had passed away, turns out he was quite wealthy, or his parents had been wealthy, whatever, he had no family, so all his money went to various animal charities, and I got his house. The apartment had been his parents, they’d lived there since it was built in the 1920’s, and now it’s mine.

“Last time I checked it’s worth about £4 million, which is considerably more than I’ve ever earned by flashing my titties in magazines.”

“Shit, I always wondered how you could possibly afford that place, I just assumed you earned a lot of money.”

“Ha, I earn enough, and Nita’s on a decent salary, we’re doing ok, and I have plans in place to keep money coming in once my looks stop paying the bills.”

“Did you learn anything about your mystery benefactor?”

“Not a whole lot, I know his name obviously, he was old money, the last in the line, he’d been married but his wife died years ago and they didn’t have any kids. The family owned a chain of dress shops, they were bought up decades ago by one of the big store groups, then that company was bought by a bigger company and now there’s nothing left. I have some photos of his shops from the 50’s, they looked wonderful. So in the end all he had was his parents apartment and a big pile of money, and no family to pass them on to, so I got the apartment and a small monetary gift to pay for decorating and the annual service charge for a few years, and the rest of his millions went to places like Battersea Dogs Home, Cats Protection, oh yeah, Poppy will appreciate this, Shelter and St Mungos got about half a million between them, they both do great work for the homeless.”

We popped over to the park to grab something to eat once we’d finished on the girls’ clothes, Helen ordered her usual cheese and ham toastie, I ordered a bacon, sausage and egg roll with plenty of HP sauce, all washed down with a big mug of tea.

“Can I ask you a serious question Alex?”

“Of course you can.”

“I’ve been thinking, about my life.”

“Ok, this does sound serious, hang fire while I order some cake and more tea.”

Helen gave me the same wide-eyed look of food lust Poppy does as she forked a large chunk of gateaux into her mouth.

“Mmm thank you so much for this, it was so nice,” she said after she’d finished it, “so yeah, I’ve been thinking, Nita, she’s got a proper career, she was at university for seven fucking years training for her job, Tammy is a lawyer, Jenny is in CID. Have I wasted my life Alex, I’m famous for getting my tits out in lads mags and on TV, I’m definitely not a feminist icon. Do you think less of me because of my job?”

“Absolutely not.”

“Say for example you’re wondering who would make the best life partner, not just a quick fuck, would you choose the doctor, the lawyer, the detective or the model with the big tits?”

“Shit Helen, it’s not that simple. Yeah there’s a subset of men who will not see past the looks and the boobs, but those people will never be happy, because with the best will in the world, those boobs can’t defy gravity forever.”

“Tell me about it, cost me five grand earlier this year to keep these fuckers as perky as they are.”

“And that answers the question I couldn’t bring myself to ask, so back to Blind Date, for most men personality counts as much, if not more than looks. Let’s be completely honest, of the four people we’re discussing right now, Tammy had the worst personality, I can see that now, it was a perfect example of being blinded by her looks, go beyond the pretty, actually beautiful face and you see she was avaricious, she was humourless and she was unfaithful. Next, I really didn’t like Nita when you first got together, she was a little too sarcastic for my liking. I’ve not known Jenny long enough, but straight off the bat we got on well. She has a kind heart, she’s got a good sense of humour, and she’s patient. I have great hopes we’ll get on well together. Which leaves you, my favourite sister, you have the most amazing personality, yeah, you can be fiery at times, and a little emotional, and your petty rows with Nita can be tiresome, but you make up for that with the kindest heart I’ve ever known, and you have a great sense of humour, and you are really, really bright.”

“Is my heart kinder than Poppy’s?”

“Shit, that’s a close call, but she wasn’t part of the discussion.”

“If she was, where on the list would we come?”

“Don’t make me answer that.”

“That wasn’t fair of me, sorry.”

“So, to answer your original question, you have not wasted your life, you are not less worthy than a woman with, shall we say, a more traditional career, and anyone who says you are not worthy would shit a brick when you mention you got your house through your job.”

“Hahaha, exactly. Oh I dunno, it seems whenever I post on my work twitter I get an endless barrage of abuse from women, some call me a childless whore, some are even worse. I dread to think how bad the abuse would be if I got my tits out, but I don’t do that anymore, at least not for free.”

“I don’t know what to say, some people are just twats. My only thoughts are to put it down to jealousy I guess.”

“Yeah, you’re right, and I try to develop a thick skin about it all, but it still hurts you know. Then I see Jenny, she’s so naturally pretty, and how happy you are with her, and I feel a bit sad, because it’s all so effortless for her, and don’t get me started on Poppy, shit, that girl just exudes sexiness and charm, and if I didn’t love her to bits I’d be tearing my hair out.”

“Katie said a lot of the girls at school already hate Poppy for just being so damn sexy, they think she’ll steal their boyfriends, she just laughs at them because out of everyone, Poppy chose her.”

“Gosh, girls are such cows, but mentioning Katie, I was thinking about her last night, if she starts getting upset about her parents basically leaving without saying goodbye, I can talk to her, I covered abandonment therapy on the last module of my degree a few weeks back.”

“I’ll speak to her, both Poppy and Katie look up to you, I think they’d both respond well to therapy sessions from you.”

“Mmm, I wonder if we could start our Saturday sessions with a little group therapy, we could talk through any problems, then we could reward ourselves with sex. I like that idea.”

After we’d finished our lunch Helen started on my wardrobe, she opened all the doors and riffled through my shirts and suits, “ok, we’re going to be ruthless, we need to get rid of at least half your clothes, anything you’re unlikely to wear again is going to charity, we’ll start with this suit, I never liked the lining, to showy.”

For the next two hours Helen pulled item after item off the rails and out of the drawers, and in the end I managed to keep about 40% of my clothes, the rest were bagged up for charity or tossed in the bin in the case of underwear.


Chapter 14

I was carrying the last of several bin bags of clothes for charity downstairs as Poppy and Katie came through the door.

“I hope that’s not part of a body,” Poppy laughed.

“Nope, Helen has been clearing out my wardrobe to make room for Jenny’s clothes.”

“Oh god yes, she’s definitely moving in then?” Poppy asked.

“I hope so,” I answered, then remembered her press conference, “oh shit, I completely forgot, she was probably on the news today, let’s see if she’s on the BBC’s website.”

“Oh wow,” Katie said, “I’ll check on my laptop, she’ll be upset if we miss it.”

While Katie checked for any videos of Jenny’s press conference I went back upstairs to put my remaining clothes back in the drawers and wardrobes, Helen was sitting on the bed looking sad.

“What’s the matter Helen?” I asked as I sat down beside her.

“I found this in a drawer,” she answered, passing me a gold watch on a tatty brown leather strap.

“Ahh dad’s old Rolex.”

“Yes, I’m not sure why it made me feel sad seeing it, he loved this watch, it travelled the world with him, it only has happy memories. I picked it up when I was emptying the drawer in the dressing table, I guess it’s because it sneaked up on me, and with me feeling all insecure earlier, I just sat down and had a little cry. I’m so sorry, I shouldn’t be a weepy mess like this over a frigging watch.”

“You can cry whenever you like, there’s no rules about that here.”

“Thank you big brother.”

I gave her the watch back, “why don’t you keep this, you were always closer to dad than me.”

“Thanks Alex.”

I tidied the last few things away as Helen wiped away her tears, “listen, I’m an emotional mess today, so if I said anything bad earlier, please ignore me.”

“I don’t think you said anything bad.”

“Mmm, that’s because you’re male, you didn’t notice, I was trying to make you choose between me and Jenny, and you wouldn’t, which is the right answer by the way, I shouldn’t have been trying to lead you down that path.”

“Helen, think about what you’ve got, you have a girlfriend who loves you, you have my girls, who also love you and Jenny is desperate to sleep with you one day, and there’s me, I love you more than I ever realised. Don’t try to mess that up by feeling jealous about Jenny. We can sleep together any time we like, but we can’t be exclusive, that would be both wrong, and unfair to my girls and Nita.”

“I read some bad shit online that I should have ignored, I was feeling so sorry for myself this morning. We made out and I felt really happy, then I made myself feel bad again at lunchtime, I’m so annoyed at myself, no one else, I should probably go home.”

“No, you should come downstairs, Katie is trying to find Jenny’s press conference on the news, then you’re going to have some wine and a good laugh until Nita comes to collect you after work. I am not letting you leave this house all sad.”

“Thank you brother, you’re right, I’ll go have a wash,” she gave me a big sloppy kiss before going to the bathroom to tidy herself up.

“What have you two been doing,” Katie laughed as I walked into the kitchen a couple of minutes later.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

Poppy lifted her phone and took my photo, she showed me the screen, ahh, that kiss was sloppier than I realised, I was coated in lipstick.

The girls were still laughing at me as Helen arrived, she looked at me and burst out laughing herself.

“Oh fuck, I’m so sorry Alex, I guess my new lipstick is not tear proof, go have a wash.”

A quick visit to the downstairs bathroom and I returned to Helen showing dad’s watch to Poppy.

“It’s nice, but I prefer mine,” she replied, unbuttoning her sleeve to show Helen her watch.

“Oh wow, that’s a beauty, I love the blue hands.”

“That’s what attracted me, there was nothing else like this watch in the cabinets, it just looked so pretty.”

“I’ve found about five minutes of Jenny’s press conference online if you want to watch it.”

“Well done Katie, fire it up.”

Most of the conference was pretty dry, Poppy and Katie spent the first minute commenting on Jenny’s suit and make-up, “that suit is so well cut,” Katie said, “you would not know she has massive boobs, they don’t show at all...”

Poppy put a finger to Katie’s lips and asked her to turn up the volume.

“I can confirm we have recovered the bodies of two teenage girls, we have identified one of the girls as Meghan Tate, 15 years old, she was reported missing from the Crumpsall area of Manchester in February.”

“What about the second girl?” a reporter asked.

“We’re awaiting confirmation, until then I cannot comment further.”

“Do you have a suspect?”

“The house was a squat used by a number of different people. Based on information from a trusted informant we have a suspect in mind, however he is one of a number of people who have been found dead across London, we believe he was killed as part of a revenge campaign after an assault unrelated to this one earlier this month.”

“That’s me!” Poppy said excitedly, “I’m a trusted informant.”

“Can you name the suspect?” asked a reporter.

“We believe the person responsible for the death of Meghan and the second girl is Kenzie Westly, a drug dealer and enforcer for a number of local gangs.”

“You say the suspect was found dead, can you tell us more about his death?”

“I’m afraid that’s part of an ongoing investigation, I’m confident we will have a conclusion to that case soon.”

“Is it connected to this case?”

“Only tangentially, my informant was at a party at this squat with the two girls and witnessed the first murder before fleeing the scene, she was later attacked by Mr Westly and several other people over a number of days. After this second attack she found the strength to approach me, and I’ve been working with her since, I can give no further details, so don’t waste your time asking about her.”

“Are the two victims here connected to your informant?”

“Only in that they’re all female, around the same age and were persuaded to attend a party that ended very badly for all three girls, they’re the victims here so your reporting should reflect that, they may have been a little foolish going to a party in a squat where there was drink and drugs, but girls should be able to attend parties without ⅔ of them ending up dead.”

A senior officer stood and called the press conference to a halt saying they needed to get back to the scene to carry out further investigations.

“Oh wow,” Helen said, “she’s good. I’ve never heard anything like that at a police press conference before, it’s really important to her that this crime is not the victims’ fault. She’s making sure the press frame their reports correctly, she’s smart.”

“That policeman didn’t look too happy at the end, I hope she’s not in trouble.”

“If she’s got the balls to tell the press how to frame their story, Poppy, I reckon she’ll be OK.”

Katie closed the lid on her laptop, “we’ve got homework, should we do it now or after dinner?”

“Ahh, dinner, I’m such a bad parent, we’ve been so busy sorting wardrobes out today I’ve not got anything sorted.”

“I can make something dad,” Poppy said brightly.

“Not your job, I’ll have a dig around while you get started on your homework. Do you want to stop for dinner Helen?”

“No, I’ve been in the way all day, I’ll show the girls what we’ve done upstairs then I’ll get home and let Nita feed me.”

Whilst Helen showed the girls what we’d done with their clothes, which was basically move the fancy stuff into the dressing room and keep school clothes and essentials like t-shirts, jeans and undies in their bedroom, I scratched my head and thought about food.

My mind was made up when I found some frozen pizza dough in the bottom drawer of the freezer, I tossed it in the microwave to defrost while I prepared the tomato topping with a can of tomatoes, a chopped onion and some herbs. I sliced a few mushrooms and peppers, grated a couple of different cheeses and found a tub of parmesan in the cupboard and we had the makings of a simple pizza.

With the dough defrosted I rolled it out into a couple of rough 12” circles.

“Sure you don’t want to stop for dinner?” I asked as Helen came back downstairs, “veggie pizza.”

“I’d love to, but I need to get back home. I want to thank you for being so understanding earlier, I’m a little bit emotional at the moment and you got the brunt of it. I’m going to vent on Nita.”

“You’re working tomorrow aren’t you?”

“Yep, a new car launch, wearing a bikini outside in November, fucking mental, but it’s good money. I’m interested to see if they photoshop my cold weather nipples or leave them showing.”

“I’m happy for you to come round for a chat afterwards, if you’re still in need of a friendly ear.”

“I may take you up on that, but after standing in the cold for a couple of hours I’ll need a hot bath more than a friendly ear.”

“I can do that as well.”

“Thanks Alex, you really are so special. I’d kiss you again, but I’ll get you all messy, see you tomorrow.”

Jenny messaged me as I was about to start assembling the pizza, “I’ll be home about 7 xxxx”

I messaged back saying I’d have food ready, then I went up to check on the girls, they were both busy with homework, Poppy sitting at my desk, Katie on the small table, I stood in the doorway for a moment, just watching them work, it was a lovely sight.

Poppy looked up from her book and saw me and smiled, “hey dad, thanks for sorting out our room, I love it.”

“No problem at all, I’m glad you like it.”

“That dressing table is great,” Katie said, “where did all that makeup come from, and the perfumes, some of those are really expensive.”

“It’s all Helen’s stuff, her spares,” I answered.

“And we can use it?” Katie asked.

“Yep, it’s all yours.”

“Seriously, some of those perfumes are about £500 a bottle, and we can wear them for school if we like?”

“If you want to, yes.”

“Fuck, I’m wearing the Viktor Rolf Flowerbomb tomorrow for definite, oh sorry for swearing Alex, I’m a little excited is all.”

“Not a problem Katie, I guess some of Poppy’s language is brushing off on you,” I said with a smile.

“Oi, I’ve been behaving myself, Katie could swear before we got friendly.”

“Anyway, there is a reason I come up to interrupt your homework, are you hungry or can you wait until after 7 o’clock when Jenny comes home.”

“I’m ok waiting,” Poppy said.

“So am I,” echoed Katie, “what are we having?”

“Homemade pizza.”

“Oh wow, pizza is my favourite food,” Poppy said, “what’s on it?”

“Peppers and mushrooms at the moment, what else would you like?”

“That will be fine, as long as there’s tons of cheese on it.”

“There’s tons of cheese, don’t worry.”

“Thanks, dad,” Poppy said, blowing me a kiss as I left.

I assembled the ingredients for the base sauce, frying the onions until they were soft, added the herbs, some worcestershire sauce and a stock cube before pouring in the chopped tomatoes. I let the sauce reduce naturally as I turned the oven up as hot as it would go.

Jenny rang the doorbell a little before 7 and I kicked myself for once again forgetting to get some keys cut. Tomorrow.

“Hey Jenny, sorry, once again I forgot to get you a key cut.”

“No worries,” she said as she wrapped her arms around me, hugging me tight, “I’ll just get one of the guys in the cells to teach me how to pick locks.”

“Fair enough, that will save me £5.”

Jenny took off her coat and hung it in the hall cupboard, “something smells nice.”

“I’m just about ready to assemble the pizza, we eat pizza with our fingers here, so you may want to change out of your work clothes before you eat.”

“Will do. Where are the girls?”

“In my office doing their homework, we watched your press conference, so they’ll be excited to talk about that.”

“Ahh, did it come across ok?”

“Very much so, Helen was most impressed.”

“Hey Jenny!” Poppy called out, “you were great, I was worried about the policeman at the end, he looked a bit angry.”

“Ahh, that. I’ll tell you all about it over dinner.”

Ten minutes later Jenny came back downstairs with Poppy and Katie in tow, she’d changed into jeans and a black t-shirt, which was pulled very tight across her chest, she looked fantastic. The girls had both changed out of their uniforms and sported almost matching navy blue sweaters.

Jenny poured four glasses of red wine as I pulled the pizzas from the oven and sliced them both with a pizza wheel before I carried them to the table.

“Mmmm, tasty, and very hot,” Poppy said as she quickly drank some of her wine to cool down.

After Jenny had finished a couple of slices she sat back and drank a little of her wine, “ok, so my first press conference, you all thought I came across ok?”

“Oh yes,” Katie said, “you answered the questions well, and you didn’t get flustered, and we all thought you looked very professional.”

“And apparently I’m a trusted informant,” Poppy laughed.

“Haha, yes, but seriously, now I’ve called you that, I never have to name you anywhere.”

“The serious man though, he looked upset.”

“Ahh, yes, apparently I’m not supposed to direct the press like that, he wasn’t too upset though, because I have pretty much cleared up 8 murders in a couple of days.”

“Is the Max business sorted?” Poppy asked quietly.

“Not quite, I planted the hairs and a couple of items of clothing this morning, and Jeremy is moving her out of London. I’m afraid you will never see her again Poppy.”

“Right now I’m not sure I want to, she hurt mum.”

After we’d finished the pizza Katie and Poppy cleared the table and loaded the dishwasher.

“We’ve still got homework to do,” Poppy said as she headed for the stairs with Katie, “it’s taking me a while to figure something out for science, Misty is emailing me some notes.”

“I’ll try to help, but science isn’t my strength,” Katie said apologetically.

“I was good at chemistry and biology, maybe I could help,” Jenny offered.

“That would be great, I’ll see how I get on with Misty’s notes.”

We moved to the lounge and watched a film on Netflix. I don’t remember the film as much as I remember the feel of Jenny’s body pressed against mine, her lips pressed against my lips, her tongue, the taste of her lipstick, the smell of her perfume.

We heard nothing from the girls, and as the closing credits rolled I turned the TV off and we went upstairs to bed.

At the top of the stairs I looked tentatively in our bedroom and found it empty, “are they still working?” I wondered.

“There’s no light coming from their room,” Jenny said.

She walked down to check if the light was on in my office in the attic, then she stopped and motioned me to come, a finger on her lips telling me to be quiet.

The girls door was open, they were on the bed, still dressed, faces almost touching, arms across each other, Poppy’s leg over Katie’s, fast asleep.

“That’s such a beautiful sight,” Jenny whispered as we walked back to our room.

“And so is an empty bed.”

“Oh yes, and what shall we do with the empty bed.”

We made love, that’s what we did, long, slow, very quiet love so we didn’t wake the girls, and it was beautiful.

Afterwards, as we lay together I had a sudden urge to be as honest as Poppy had been.

“In the interests of being completely open and honest, I kind of had almost sex with Helen earlier, we didn’t go all the way, but we got pretty hot and heavy.”

“Ok, and you’re telling me this, why?”

“Because you’re moving in, and I just want to make sure that if what happened with Helen today happens again, you have a chance to back out, you know, before you move in completely.”

Jenny rolled on top of me, “you’ve already told me you’ve slept with Helen properly, full penetration, and I’m still moving in. What you do with Helen is, kind of weird if I’m honest, but also it’s ok, because my understanding of this whole deal is that we’re a couple, Poppy and Katie are a couple, and Helen and Nita are a couple, but if one person wants to sleep with any combination of other people, it’s OK.”

“Yes, that’s the case.”

“Right, so you don’t ever need to feel the need to confess about sleeping with Helen, as long as you are always ready to perform when I need you, I’m fine.”

“Thank you.”

“What for?” Jenny asked.

“For being so understanding about this whole mess of a family.”

Jenny moved her pussy against me, causing my cock to stir, “mmm, are you ready for more already.”

“I might be.”

“Where did Poppy stash that lube?”

I reached into the drawer by Jenny’s side of the bed, “here you go.”

“It’s a good while since anything bigger than my fingers or a dildo has been up my bum, but if Poppy can take it I’m sure I can.”

She poured a small amount onto her fingers and used it to lube up her bumhole, then poured a good amount over my already hard cock.

“Oh good, you’re nice and hard, my last boyfriend could never do anal properly because his cock never got hard enough, it would always bend too much to penetrate me. One of many reasons he’s my ex-boyfriend.”

Jenny lifted herself up and, holding my cock upright with one hand, she slowly lowered herself onto me, “ooof, shit this is going to be a squeeze.”

I watched her face, she had a look of total concentration, but no sign of pain as she carefully slid down my hard cock.

“You can help a little now,” she said quietly.

I moved my hips upwards, just a bit as there was a lot of resistance stil, but after a couple of minutes of gentle work Jenny was sitting astride me, my cock all the way inside.

“Wooo, this feels so good Alex, I’ve never had anyone all the way inside before, everyone I’ve tried this with has been too afraid to hurt me, or too weirded out by the whole idea of sticking their cock up my arse.”

“Their loss, it’s an amazing feeling.”

“Yup, so all I’ve had up my bum recently is a dildo and a couple of Poppy’s fingers,” Jenny said as she leant across me, bringing her lips to mine and we kissed as she started to move on my cock, moving her hips up and down in a way that made me wish we had camera crew in here, because as talented as Poppy is, Jenny sure knew how to fuck in this position.

Neither of us was going to last long, it had been a busy day for us both, pretty soon I was pumping into her ass and we both came at roughly the same time, Jenny locking her lips to mine to muffle her scream as her orgasm hit hard.

“Oh shit Alex, I can’t believe we just did that,” Jenny gasped as she came down, “that was fucking amazing, I hope I can walk ok tomorrow.”

“Poppy can give you some stretching tips,” I said with a smile.

“We’d better get cleaned up before we fall asleep like this,” Jenny said, “and my arse is getting sore, so be gentle pulling out.”

After a quick shower we fell back into bed, and fell asleep in each other’s arms, and that’s all I remember until Poppy kicked our door open carrying a tray of coffee and toast.

“Did you have fun without us?” Poppy asked as I accepted the coffee.

“We did, thank you,” Jenny answered.

“We heard the shower running, so we guessed you’d been doing something rude.”

“I’m sorry if we woke you, I tried to be quiet,” Jenny apologised.

“Don’t be sorry, I know exactly how it feels, you’d burst if you tried to keep it all in. Anyway, we’ve got an early start today, or at least I have, an extra English session before school, so we’re going now. It’s my study afternoon today, can we go and see mum again please?”

“Of course we can, I’ll sort a car, not the Porsche though, it ended up being far too expensive.”

“That’s ok, just get something cheap, I really don’t mind, I had a bad feeling last night, and I think today will be my last chance to see her.”

“No problem at all, I’ll phone Enterprise and get a Ford or something.”

“I can do one better than that, I want to have a word with Nikki, nothing serious, just a quick chat to iron out a few details, just to make what you’ve told me official, I can take you Poppy.”

“Oh cool, it’s been a while since I’ve had a ride in a police car, although I should say I’ve never been arrested, or charged with any crime. At least not in my own name,” she laughed.

“That’s not something you should admit to,” Jenny scolded her.

“Ahh, yes, sorry, in my defense I never did anything really serious, just a few bits of shoplifting and one for solicitation.”

“And none of that matters now, you have a clean break. Oh, and I can do you a huge favour if you like, I can ask your mum to sign the papers to make your name legal.”

“Really, you’d do that for me.”

“Of course, I’ll get the forms printed when I get to the office, you can fill it in, then get your mum to sign, and I’ll witness it, and it’s all legal.”

“Oh wow, that’s great. Anyway, look at the time, got to go. I’ll give Katie my key so she can get in if we’re not back in time.”

Poppy ran out of the room and we heard the front door slam a moment later.

Jenny turned to me, she touched her lips tenderly to mine for a moment, then she pulled back and got out of bed, “I’d better be going as well, I need to get cracking sorting through the evidence for Meghan and Gemma, yeah, I still can’t say anything officially as Gemma’s parents haven’t seen her yet, but it’s almost certainly her.”

Jenny walked towards the ensuite, “mmm, I can walk, that’s a relief, do I look like I’ve been riding a horse?”

“Not so much.”

“That’s also a relief, I’d better not bend down in front of the Superintendent though, I may fart on him.”

I had to smile at that, “that’s just what Poppy said after we did it the first time, she was worried about farting on Katie.”

“Aww the poor love, that’s before they were together?”

“Yes, she was so conflicted about Katie at first, she really fancied her, but didn’t want it to affect us, it was inevitable that they’d get together in the end though, they just liked each other too much not to, and then Katie’s mum got a job on a cruise ship and basically couldn’t wait to get rid of her children, She was supposed to be coming round yesterday to see the house and check Katie had her own room, but that’s clearly too much trouble.”

“Ahh, shit, some people just don’t deserve kids, anyway, Detective Constable Jennifer Wilde has inspected the property and found it to be entirely suitable for teenage girls to thrive.”

Half an hour later Jenny was ready for work, “what time should I pick Poppy up?”

“I usually pick her up at one, are you ok taking her on your own?”

“Yeah, we’ll be fine, Poppy can have her chat, then I’ll ask Nikki some questions around her attack and her relationship with Kenzie, nothing tough or too probing, I just need a second voice to confirm or refute what Poppy has already told me.”

We kissed then Jenny opened the door to leave, “oh, just one thing, Poppy will be too busy chatting with Katie to have any lunch, so take her a sandwich or something.”

“Ahh, young love. Does she have a preference?”

“Food, anything that’s food will be fine.”

And with that I had the house to myself for the first time in a while, but not for long.

I was just making a fresh pot of coffee when the front door opened and Beth, my cleaner arrived.

“So sorry I’ve been away for so long Alex,” she said as she put her handbag down and accepted a coffee, “my sister is such a nightmare, I’d still be up there with her if I hadn’t insisted that I had to get home to do my work. It’s hardly my fault her husband walked out on her, so I don’t see why my clients should suffer.”

She looked around, “I wish everyone was as tidy as you, Mr Bishop down at number 65, I don’t think he’s washed a single plate in the three weeks I’ve been away. So, has anything exciting happened since I was last here?”

“Mmm, where to start. I’ve gained a daughter, a girlfriend and my daughter has gained a girlfriend.”

Beth sat down hard, “you’re kidding me! Why? How?”

So I told Beth an abridged version of the last few weeks’ events, then we went upstairs to show her what we’d done.

“Oh, this is lovely,” she said as she looked into the girls’ room and their dressing room, “I’m so happy for you, it’s been too long since the Tammy incident, you’re a good man Alex, you deserve to be happy.”

We went back downstairs for another coffee and I showed her some photos of the girls and Jenny.

“Oh, this is Poppy, she’s gorgeous, and you just found her at the bus stop outside?”

“Yes, she was soaked and freezing cold, I couldn’t just leave her there to freeze to death, so I brought her home, and when I found out she was homeless, and running away from some horrible experiences, I let her move in and managed to get her enrolled at the school over the other side of the park.”

“And this is Katie, her girlfriend? She’s so pretty as well.”

“Poppy had her eye on Katie the day she started school, and luckily Katie liked Poppy just as much, then when we found out Katie’s parents were going away and she’d have to move to a boarding school, in her last year just before her GCSEs I just had to step in to help.”

“And her mother knows she’s sharing a room with a girl.”

“Absolutely not, her mother is extremely homophobic, but seeing as she hasn’t even bothered to say goodbye to Katie, or come and look at her new room I don’t feel the need to tell her, besides they’re both helping each other out in a way, emotionally supporting each other through difficult times.”

“That’s wonderful, I think it would be a good idea to keep that information away from your neighbours.”

“Precisely, I was a little worried how they’d take to me living with one, then two extremely attractive schoolgirls, but now Jenny has moved in and the family unit is complete, and we’re all respectable again.”

“And this is Jenny, oh wow, she’s stunning. I think I recognise her though.”

“She’s a police officer, you may have seen her around.”

“No, it’s not that, oh yes, she was on the news yesterday, that terrible story about the dead girls.”

“Ahh, yes, they were friends of Poppy’s, she told Jenny where to find them.”

“Really, that is interesting, is she the third girl, the one who got away.”

I didn’t mind telling Beth any of this, because she’s not a gossip, unlike a previous cleaner I had, who told me all about her other customers, and therefore obviously told her other customers about me, so as soon as Helen recommended Beth I found a reason to get rid of Dorothy.

“Yes, Poppy is the girl who got away.”

“What does Helen think about your new family?”

“Oh, she loves them all, so does Nita. Helen met Poppy the morning after she moved in, she saw her horrible bruises from the attack and called Nita in straight away, she gave us some ointment to help them heal. She’s now fine externally.”

“I guess that means she’s not fine elsewhere...”

“Yes, unfortunately the people who attacked her were particularly vicious, and her lady parts are still very sore.”

“Oh gosh, the poor dear, so I’m guessing the people who attacked her are the ones who’ve turned up dead, what happened there?”

This is where I had to be delicate, as much as I trusted her, I’m not telling her something the police haven’t announced officially, “we don’t know, they were drug dealers and thugs, I think the police are mostly putting it down to intergang violence.”

“Yes, makes sense I suppose. Right, all this chat isn’t going to get your house cleaned is it. Is there anything out in your office I’m not supposed to see?”

“I doubt it, Poppy and Katie were the last ones in there doing their homework last night.”

“Great stuff, I’ll do your office first, so you can get to work.”

Beth spent the next three hours motoring around the house, first my office, then the bedrooms making little piles of bin bags and laundry as she progressed.

As soon as she had enough whites she put a load on, leaving the colours for me to do later.

When she’d finished we walked over to the cafe, where we were greeted by Kelly, “ahh Beth, you’re back at last. Alex hasn’t been lonely though, he’s collected a whole family while you’ve been away.”

“Haha, yes, he’s told me, and they’re all gorgeous, and no more than my best customer deserves.”

We shared a pot of tea and a selection of sandwiches, finishing with a slice of cake. Beth as usual insisted on paying half as she stood to leave, “ok, time to go and clean your sister’s house.”

I checked my watch, “she’s working today, I’m not sure if she’ll be back yet.”

“If she’s out it’ll make my job much easier, I won’t have to keep telling her off for leaving stuff all over the floor,” she said with a wry smile, “you’re alike in a lot of ways, but so different in others.”

I looked up as the door opened, “ahh, speak of the devil and she doth appear,” I said as Helen walked in.

“Ahh Beth, you’re back!” Helen cried as she saw us.

“Yes, I got back yesterday.”

“Is everything OK with Sheila?”

“She’s such a drama queen, I’m glad to get away from her. I love her to bits, but right now she’s a pain in the arse, so David has left her, she’s better off without him, and to be totally honest, he’s better off without her. Anyway, I’m just off to do your flat.”

“Ahh, great, I’ll leave you to it, you’ll only shout at me for leaving my knickers on the bedroom floor.”

“I don’t know how Nita puts up with you, I really don’t. I’ll see you next Monday Alex.”

“Great, thanks Beth, it’s so good to have you back.”

“I don’t think she likes me,” Helen laughed as she took Beth’s seat.

“She does, she just doesn’t like seeing your underwear all over the floor. How did this morning go?”

“All I can say is I’m glad it wasn’t raining, I was on the garage forecourt for two hours wearing just a selection of bikinis, my nipples were so hard from the cold they’re sore now from rubbing on the fabric, I’ve no idea how they’re going to use any of the photos without major photoshop work to smooth them and my goose pimples out.”

“I think I promised you a hot bath.”

“You did, and you can scrub my back if you like.”

“I told Jenny we’d made out yesterday,” I said as we walked back to my house.

“Oh, was she ok about it?”

“She was, in fact I think it turned her on a little, because we’d only just finished making love, and as we spoke about you and everyone else and our relationships she started grinding on me like Poppy does.”

“Oh really, I’m glad she wasn’t upset, because I don’t want to lose you, and I don’t want you to lose Jenny.”

“I didn’t think she’d leave, and I know she’s interested in a group session on Saturdays, but I felt I needed to tell her what we’d done yesterday, in case she was only OK with us all sleeping around when she’s there, not when we’re alone, does that even make sense.”

“It does, some people enjoy swinging, but only when they’re together, they don’t like the thought of their partners sleeping around without them.”

“Anyway, she said it’s fine as long as you don’t exhaust me.”

In the house I ran the big bath in the main bathroom while Helen undressed.

“You’ll be pleased to note I stole all the bikinis from the shoot, and a nice Mercedes pen. Would you like me to model them while we wait for the bath?”

“Are you even expecting me to say no to that?”

“Well, I felt the need to let you opt out, just in case.”

The first bikini was black and too small for Helen, “ahh yes, I didn’t end up wearing this, it was way too revealing, actually I bet this is the right size for Poppy, she can have it.”

The next was pink, and bigger, and looked good on her, the bottom half was quite modest compared to a lot of bikinis these days, she saw me looking, “ahh yes, I made them choose more modest styles, the photographer was disappointed but I didn’t want camel toe showing, and these are for the press and TV, we needed to be suitable for family viewing.”

After Helen had shown me all the bikinis she climbed into the hot bath, “ohh this is nice, thanks Alex, I could have done this at home, but I just needed to be near you, I’m better than I was yesterday, but I still just need you here, I’ll probably be ok, I guess it’s hormones mixed up with the realisation that I’m not the prettiest girl on the block anymore. I’m not jealous, just a little insecure.”

“You are still gorgeous Helen, really, that’s not me being polite, you really are stunning.”

“Thanks Alex. Tell me about last night, did you get the bed to yourselves?”

“We did, Poppy and Katie spent the evening doing homework. Poppy is trying so hard, it’s wonderful, she really wants to do well in her exams. So we were left alone watching a film on TV, and we made out on the sofa like teenagers.

“I really expected to find them on our bed. They weren’t though, Jenny walked up to their room and they were asleep, fully clothed, they were so tired they’d fallen asleep kissing, it was a lovely sight, seeing them there like that.”

“Aww, they’re so beautiful aren’t they, ohh I’m getting horny just thinking about them, do you mind if I play with myself a little?”

“Like I’d object, go ahead.”

“So, what did you two get up to?”

“First we made love, plain and simple, it lasted a long time as we luxuriated in each other’s body. Jenny touches all the same spots as Poppy, but she’s older and wiser, they share a skill set, but Jenny does everything with that bit more style and confidence.”

“Oh my,” Helen sighed, “please let me play with her on Saturday, I need some of that action. Oh, hang on a sec, oohhhh, that’s nice.”

Helen shuddered in the water as she orgasmed, I was getting hard as I watched her breasts moving, so I quickly adjusted myself as she was distracted.

“Oohhh, I do like cumming in the bath, so, what did you do next?”

“Ahh, well, we had a talk, and we’re happy with our boundaries, which are basically our six-way group, and being open and honest with each other, and then Jenny got lube and we did anal.”

“Fuck, really, she could take you in the ass without pain? Oh my, I’m liking her so much more now.”

“Well, it was a squeeze, but we did it, and we loved it, and we weren’t even gentle at the end.”

“She took you all the way?”

“Yep, and let me tell you, she’s good.”

“Oh god, just thinking about her is making me hot, come here Alex, roll your sleeve up and give me a hand.”

I knelt by the bath and slipped my hand between Helen’s thighs, “in my bum please,” she sighed as she slid down a little to afford me access to her back door.

The soapy water was a perfect lube, and I easily slid two fingers inside her ass and my thumb in her pussy.

“Fuck me brother, finger fuck me, do it hard.”

I did as Helen asked, while she rubbed her clit furiously.

With my right arm I pulled her face to mine and we kissed, we kissed hard as I finger fucked my sister, and when she came it was messy, she slipped down the bath, taking me with her and I ended up on top of Helen, in the bath, fully clothed.

“Oh shit,” she said as she came to, “I’m so sorry, I really didn’t mean to get you all wet.”

“It’s no matter,” I replied, kissing her hard, “that was a lot of fun.”

With some difficulty I managed to clamber out of the bath, then I helped Helen to her feet before I undressed so I could dry myself.

“Thanks Alex, I really needed that, and thanks for being so understanding about my little insecurities.”

“It’s what good brothers are for, ahh well, maybe not the getting you off in the bath bit, but the emotional support bit definitely.”

As Helen dried herself and dressed I took my clothes downstairs. I put my shoes on the radiator and added the clothes to the coloured wash, then I went back upstairs to dress.

Later we sat in the kitchen, Helen had a glass of wine, I had a coffee, “Jenny’s taking Poppy to see her mum today.”

“Oh really, didn’t you want to tag along?”

“I was in two minds about it, but I decided that it would be good for them to spend some time together alone, so to speak. If we’re going to be a family we can’t monopolise any one person. Poppy said this morning she’d had a bad feeling about Nikki last night, she’s sure today is her last chance to see her. Jenny wanted to speak to Nikki, to clear up a few details in the investigation, she’s also going to ask her to sign the deed poll papers to change Poppy’s name officially.”

“Oh, that’s good, I know Poppy is a bit annoyed her name isn’t fully legal yet.”

As we chatted my phone rang, I flipped it over, it was Poppy, “hey Poppy, how’s it going?”

“Oh dad, she’s died, we were there. I’d talked to her, told her I loved her, because I do, then Jenny asked her questions, she recorded mum’s answers so I had to stay quiet, then Jenny asked mum to sign my deed poll, she smiled. Mum smiled, she held the pen and signed the paperwork as best she could, then she lay back, she said she was happy I was safe and in a loving family, she shut her eyes and then the alarms went off.

“It was kind of beautiful actually, she died smiling, I saw her die, I saw her life leave her body. All the nurses arrived and they tried to bring her round with that machine that shocks her, but I knew it was no use, I’d seen her spirit leave the room.”

“I’m so sorry, Poppy.”

“It’s ok dad, really it is, I’d reconciled with her, that’s all I wanted, she died at peace with the world, I don’t think she’s going to hell now, she can’t, not if she was smiling as she died.”

“That’s right Poppy, she’ll be on her way to heaven now.”

“Jenny is sorting stuff with the hospice, they’ll phone you later, then we’ll come home. Don’t tell Katie if she’s back before me, and we’re not being sad tonight, can I take us all out for dinner, and let me pay, bring aunties please, I want to do this, because I got my mum back today.”

“Ok Poppy, Helen’s here now, I’ll tell her then we’ll see if Nita is able to come.”

“Thank you, I love you dad.”

“I love you too Poppy.”

I put my phone down and looked at Helen, “Nikki has just died,” I told her.

“Ahh, how’s she taken it?”

“Remarkably well, she said Nikki died smiling, happy that she’s found a loving family, and because she died happy she knows Nikki’s going to heaven. She wants to take us out for dinner, she wants it to be a celebration of reconciling with her mum before she died, rather than mourning her loss.”

“Oh, that’s beautiful, it really is.”

“Can you call Nita, see if she’s available. Poppy doesn’t want Katie to find out until she’s home, so can you hang around and entertain her, I’ll need to sort out Nikki’s funeral.”

“Of course, I’ll phone Nita right away, I’ll hang around as long as you need me.”

As Helen phoned Nita my phone rang again, I didn’t recognise the number, I guess it’s the hospice, I took the call as I walked upstairs to my office.

The arrangements were simple, Nikki had asked to be cremated, Poppy had agreed before she left, so all that remained was to choose a funeral director and let them sort the rest out, I choose the people who’d dealt with our parents, then I contacted a florist and ordered flowers for the funeral and for the house.

After I’d finished with the florist I phoned Jeremy.

“Hey Alex, how’s it going? Just missed a couple of calls for Poppy, I was about to phone her back.”

“She’s just seen Nikki pass away.”

“Oh man, how’s she doing?”

“I spoke to her on the phone about 20 minutes ago, she reconciled with her before she died, Nikki had a smile on her face as she died, Poppy is seeing that as a good sign.”

“Aren’t you there with her?”

“No, Jenny took her, she wanted to get some background off Nikki while she had the chance.”

“Ok, if Nikki died happy that’s good, I’ll phone Poppy back now and pretend I don’t know anything.”

“The funeral is Tuesday afternoon at Lambeth.”

“I’ll be there.”

“Thanks Jeremy, we’d appreciate that. Before you go, how’s Evie doing?”

“Not great, she’s not as strong as Poppy, so we can’t just stop her drugs, she lost consciousness the last time they tried that, so it’s going to take a while.”

“If you need anything, just let me know.”

“Thanks for letting me know about Nikki, I’ll call Poppy straight away, see you next week Alex.”

I heard the front door as I left my office, “hey Helen,” Katie said, “I guess Poppy’s not back yet.”

“Not yet, she’ll be back soon though, she phoned a few minutes ago to say they were leaving soon.”

“Hey Katie, how was school?” I asked as I entered the kitchen.

“Good thanks, I’ve got no homework for once, so I can help Poppy with hers when she gets back. Do you need a hand with making dinner?”

“No need, we’re going out for dinner.”

“Oh great, I’ll go and get changed, are we going casual or posh?”

“No idea, it’s Poppy’s choice.”

“Ahh, ok, I’ll wait for her to get back. Shall I make you all a coffee?”

“Oh, yes please,” I said.

“Or do you want more wine Auntie Helen?”

“You don’t have to call me Auntie.”

“I kind of like it, auntie doesn’t mean a blood relative, lots of people have aunties and uncles who are just their parent’s boyfriends and girlfriends.”

“That’s true, if you like calling me auntie then I’m fine with it.”

“I can’t call you dad though like Poppy does, it would be weird. Poppy never had a dad, but I have, so I’m sorry, you’re just going to have to be Alex.”

“That’s fine,” I replied, “because that’s my name.”

“And yes please, I’d like more wine,” Helen laughed, holding out her glass.

“I spoke to Ashley this afternoon,” Katie said as we drank coffee.

“Oh great,” Helen said, “how’s he doing?”

“Not great by the sound of it, he’s annoyed about being dumped into boarding, mostly because it means he has to get up early every morning for worship. He’s quite looking forward to staying with Aunt Emily, he gets on with her and our cousins. I asked him about his room in the boarding house, he says it’s tiny, he has a cabin bed with a desk and wardrobe below and that’s it, his whole room is not much bigger than the bed, I’d feel so claustrophobic in there.”

“Looks like you got the better deal,” Helen said warmly.

“Oh gosh, did I ever. Do you know what’s weird though, he said mum hasn’t even told him about me, she phoned yesterday to say she was sending all his clothes to Aunt Emily’s, but she never mentioned me, he asked her what was happening with me and she changed the subject, like she’s no longer interested in me, like I don’t even exist.”

Helen hugged her, “that’s so shitty of her.”

“Yeah, but I’m actually not even bothered, I’d grown to hate her, and hate isn’t healthy, so I’m just going to ignore her, and seeing as dad is just going along with it, I’m going to ignore him as well, I’m kind of tempted to not even go to see them off when they leave.”

“I think you’re right,” Helen said, “you need space, and you need time, try to pretend they don’t exist for a while, don’t dwell on them, think about yourself, about your life, get comfortable here. After a little while, maybe at Christmas when you meet up with Ashley again, have a think about your feelings, see if you feel any different about your parents. Maybe email them a Christmas message and base your future feelings on the type of response you get, but whatever you do, don’t feel down if you get no response from them, the situation is their fault, not yours. As best as I can see, you have done nothing wrong here, it’s your mum that’s drifted away from you, she’s decided she no longer wants responsibility for her own children, in a way this is not too different from Nikki when she didn’t report Poppy missing after she ran away.”

Katie turned on her seat so she could look at Helen, she said nothing for a while, thinking about what Helen had said.

“Oh my god, that’s exactly it, isn’t it, she’s just dropped me, abandoned me, she hasn’t come to check on the house, she just assumes because Alex is famous I’m alright. Shit, he could be some sexual deviant with a cellar full of gimps.”

She stopped for a moment, then looked at me, “you haven’t got a cellar full of gimps have you?”

“I haven’t even got a cellar.”

“Ahh, that’s a relief. But seriously, she doesn’t know I’m ok, she hasn’t spoken to me since Tuesday, I’m basically dead to her. From this moment on, as far as I’m concerned you’re my family.”

“That’s how we think of you,” Helen said, wrapping Katie in her arms.

“I’m still not calling you dad though.”

“And I’m still fine with that.”

“Can I have some wine please?” Katie asked.

“Of course you can sweetie,” Helen replied as she got up to fetch Katie a glass.

Katie was half-way through her glass and smiling again when Poppy rushed through the door and into her arms.

“What’s the matter?” Katie asked.

“I’ve just had the best and worst time, all at once. I got my mum back, I’d forgiven her, she called me Poppy, she signed the papers so I can change my name legally, she said she was glad I’d found a loving and caring family, then she died. She had a smile on her face as the light went out in her body, it was a beautiful moment.

“I’m going to cry now, but I’m not sad, I’m happy, because that’s the break I needed to show that now I’m legally Poppy Francheska Harrison.”

Jenny came into the room then, “and once we file this tomorrow, she’s legally your responsibility Alex.”

“What! How is that possible?”

“I found a friendly judge this morning and twisted his arm, he wrote out the forms and Nikki signed Poppy over to you.”

“Oh shit, that’s amazing Jenny, thank you so much.” I said as I held her tight.

“Do you want to know what’s even better news?” she said, a huge smile on her face, “look what else the form says.”

I took the paperwork from her and read, it was an official adoption document, and listed as the new parents were Alexander David Harrison and Jennifer Rose Chamberlain-Wilde.

“Your name is as big a mouthful as Poppy’s real name,” I said while I processed what I’d just read.

“Why do you think I just use Jenny Wilde?”

“I guess that means you’re moving in full time,” I said, still not quite ready to believe Jenny had just committed herself to joint custody of Poppy.

I held the paperwork out and Helen read it through, “fuck, this is serious, do I need to buy a hat?”

“One step at a time,” Jenny said with a laugh.

“I don’t get it, what’s happening?” Katie said, looking around at everyone in the room.

“Jenny is officially my mum, I got my mum back, then I lost her, and I gained a new mum, and it’s absolutely the most wonderful thing that’s ever happened.”

Katie finally understood, she grabbed Poppy and they danced around the kitchen cheering.

“I’m still a bit sad,” Poppy said as they flopped down at the table exhausted from the dancing, “I really did love my mum, I know she was a bitch, and she sometimes beat me, and I spent so much of my life in terror of her customers and boyfriends, and she abandoned me, but she was my only blood relative. I have a dad obviously, but I have absolutely no idea who he is, and I really don’t want to find out in case it’s some fucker like Kenzie, now wouldn’t that be a kicker if the man who got me on heroin and raped me for three days straight was my dad.”

Poppy stopped talking, she looked horror stricken as she ran from the room to the downstairs bathroom, we heard retching sounds as Katie ran after her.

“Holy shit,” Poppy gasped as she came out of the bathroom wiping her face with a towel, “don’t ever let me go down that rabbit hole again, I do not ever want to contemplate who my father is, ever, ever ever.”

“Agreed,” Jenny said, “your father is now Alex, we will never mention the blank spot on your birth certificate again.”

“Thank you Jenny. Oh!,” Poppy’s eyes lit up, “I can call you mum now, and you can’t stop me, hahaha you’re my mum! Oh wow, this just gets better.”

Our group hug was broken a couple of minutes later by Nita ringing the doorbell.

“Do you know you’ve got a marked police car parked outside?” She said as Helen let her in.

“Ahh yes, I’d better get that back to the station, we’ve had an emotional rollercoaster the last few minutes and I kind of forgot I’d borrowed a car. Where are we eating and I’ll join you there in a bit.”

“Can we have Indian?” Poppy asked.

“It’s your treat, you get to choose,” I said.

“Yeah, we’ll have Indian, what’s that one near the hairdressers?”

“The Raj, yeah, that’s a good one,” Nita answered.

“Great, I’ll phone and check they have a table, you girls need to get changed, you’ve still got your uniforms on,” I said.

“Because I still don’t know if we’re doing casual or posh,” Katie replied.

“It’s kind of a celebration,” Poppy said, “but it’s impossible to eat curry without making a mess, so we’d better go casual.”

As the girls headed for the stairs we heard Poppy cry out “shit, I’ve got a legal mum and dad!”

“Right, so we’re going for the Raj,” Jenny said, “I’ll photocopy that form and post the original to the court through our internal mail when I get to the office. What time are we eating?”

I held up a finger as the Raj answered the phone, “hi, do you have a table for 6? Yeah, as soon as possible, 7:30, that’s great, see you then, the name is Poppy Harrison, thanks. Oh, do you have any champagne, you do, great, pop a bottle on the table for us, we’re having a little celebration.”

“I’ll see you at 7:30,” Jenny said, as she kissed me goodbye.

“Oh my god Alex, Jenny is way more serious than we thought,” Helen said.

“I know, this is a major step. I know I like her, and I really think I love her. Do I propose?”

“Not yet, I think you should wait and see.”

“Wait for what?”

“You’ll find out soon enough.”

“What?”

“I’m saying no more on this subject. Now if you don’t mind, I’m going to kiss my girlfriend. While you wait for the girls to get changed, you might want to tip some bleach down the loo.”

“Ahh, yes, vomit.”


Chapter 15

The meal was a little weird, happy and sad at the same time. Poppy toasted her new parents with the champagne, then she spoke about Nikki’s final moments, how happy Nikki was at the news she had a new family.

“Mum was a bit vague about Alex, she’d seen him twice, but really didn’t remember much about him, she loved you though, Jenny, didn’t she? Mum kept commenting about how beautiful you are, and how respectable you looked in your suit. She was really happy about signing the forms to change my name and the adoption papers. I still can’t believe it’s that simple to adopt someone, I thought it took ages.”

“Normally yes, but I took a shortcut and spoke directly to a judge in the family court, I’ve dealt with her before when we’ve taken a child off the streets and given them to a trusted family, she’s very, very careful because she doesn’t want the child to go from the frying pan straight into the fire. She trusts me, and after I explained who you were, and what you’d been through she was happy to let me adopt you, providing Nikki agreed, if she didn’t then we’d have to go through the proper channels.”

“Thanks mum. I was joking before, are you ok with me calling you mum?”

“Of course, I was joking before as well when I said I didn’t want to be called mum, really I was a little flattered you’d think of me like that, it is a little weird though, I’m closer in age to being an older sister than a mum.”

“Nikki was only 15 when she had me, she’s 30.”

“Oh fuck,” Jenny said quietly, “I didn’t realise that, why had I not even seen her age on the reports I’ve read. I’m so sorry Poppy, I didn’t realise she was so young.”

“It’s ok Jenny, sorry, mum, really, she’d not lead a good life, so she looked a lot older. Dad, didn’t you say she was half way between you and Helen?”

“Yes, I noticed that when I read the news report about her attack, I’m 32, Helen is 28.”

“Oh, I meant to tell you, I spoke to Jeremy this afternoon, I had to tell him about mum, he was so upset for me, but glad we’d made up, anyway, he’s coming to the funeral next week, mum, can you write Katie a note so she can have the afternoon off...”

“Of course, we also need to explain to school why she’s living with us, I assume your mum won’t have told them, Katie. You know, I could make their lives very difficult, they’ve broken a couple of laws abandoning you.”

“It’s ok,” Katie said, “Auntie Helen helped me with this before, I’m going to try to forget they ever existed.”

Nita looked at Helen and laughed, “she calls you auntie now?”

“Yes, and if I’m honest I like it, it’s fun having nieces.”

“Anyway,” Poppy said over the laughter, “Jeremy said Evie is awake and he’s going to see if she’s well enough to come on Tuesday so I can see her before he has her admitted to a special hospital where they’ll try to make her better, he says she’s not as strong as me, I was able to come straight off the drugs, it wasn’t nice, but I didn’t need to go away to come clean.”

Katie put her hand on Poppy’s arm, “you’re so strong and brave.”

“Also incredibly foolish to get mixed up in that shit in the first place,” Poppy replied.

Jenny reached across and put her hand on Poppy’s other arm, “that’s not it though is it, you didn’t ask for the drugs, you were tricked.”

“Yeah, but I should have smelt a rat and run away, or I should have realised it was too good to be true when Joanie first told me about the parties. Who’s going to pay me £100 for just turning up, of course they’re going to want us to do something, and that something won’t be pleasant if they’re paying £100 to a young girl who hasn’t washed in a couple of weeks.”

Poppy looked at her plate, speared a piece of lamb and chewed it slowly, “mmm, nice, anyway, this is supposed to be a happy night, so less of the sad talk, can we have more champagne, I liked it.”

I held up my hand, pointing at the empty bottle as a waiter approached.

Poppy poured the fresh bottle, Jenny put her hand over her glass, “not for me, I have work tomorrow.”

“More for me and Katie then,” Poppy giggled.

The rest of the meal passed quickly, we were much happier, Katie told us stories about camping with her brother and cousins, “we’re all around the same age, Ashley is less than a year younger than me, our cousins are either side of us, Josh is about a month older than me, Christina is a month younger than Ashley. We’d go camping in the fields behind Auntie Emily’s house, and we’d steal wine from her fridge and we’d make out with each other, we were camping last summer when I gave Ashley a blowjob, Christina did Josh, she nearly choked and ran away, Josh had to finish himself. I was a little jealous, Josh has a much bigger willie than Ashley, but it would have really upset Ashley if I’d dropped him for Josh.”

“Did you do anything with Christina?” Poppy asked.

“We kissed a bit, nothing much, she’s not as good a kisser as you.”

“Did Ashley and Josh ever do anything?”

“Ohh, I don’t know, I guess when me and Chris were kissing, what would they be doing in the other tent. Ooohh, I wonder if that’s why he’s happy to stay there for the holidays, I’ll ask next time we speak.”

Poppy was true to her word and paid the bill with her debit card, which reminded me, I needed to speak to Katie about pocket money, which again reminded me I needed to get her and Jenny a door key. That’s my job first thing tomorrow.

It was raining when we left the restaurant, so we ran home, Helen and Nita said goodbye as they carried on to their house.

As it was pretty late we dumped our coats in the hall cupboard and went straight up to bed.

Later as we lay awake I could hear Poppy crying in her room, “should we go and see if she’s ok?” I asked.

“No we shouldn’t, she and Katie need to be alone for this. So far Poppy has been the strong one in the partnership, now it’s Katie’s turn to show how strong she can be. If Poppy wants our comfort she’s welcome to cuddle up to us.”

I must have fallen into a very deep sleep, because I didn’t hear the girls come in, or feel them crawling onto the bed. When I woke with the alarm they were snuggled either side of Jenny, who gave me the sweetest smile when she saw I was awake.

“Well, I did say they could cuddle up if they needed comfort,” she whispered.

“I never felt them arrive.”

“It was about four o’clock, they’ve only just gone to sleep, and I’m going to have to wake them so I can get up. I’ll go to school to excuse them both for the day, and I’ll sort out Katie’s contact details while I’m there. I’m sure my CID warrant card will smooth over any problems they have.”

Jenny tried to wriggle out from between the girls, I lifted up their arms to help her. As soon as Jenny was free Poppy rolled over and snuggled me without even waking, Jenny helpfully pushed Katie over until she was cuddling Poppy.

“Amazing,” Jenny laughed quietly, “they didn’t even wake. I’ll get you a coffee in a bit. Do you want me to send Helen round to feed you at lunchtime?”

“Haha, that might be necessary.”

It wasn’t necessary though, as both the girls awoke with a start when Jenny returned 30 minutes later with my coffee.

“Shit, we’ll be late!” Poppy cried as she saw the clock.

“Settle down,” Jenny said calmly, “you’re having the day off, you’ve had a terrible shock and only a couple of hours sleep.”

“But I need to go to school.”

“Not today Poppy, I’m going to see the headmistress this morning before I go to work, I’ll excuse you for the day, they can email you any work you miss.”

“I guess we could work from home today,” Poppy said, rubbing her eyes, “I have a load of stuff I can be learning.”

“Great, that’s all sorted, I shall also explain why you have a new mum and why Katie’s living with us.”

“Don’t tell them we’re sleeping together! Katie’s not out at school!”

“Oh gosh, I won’t tell them that, I’m just going to explain that Katie’s mum has got a job abroad and we considered it best if you stayed with us so she can complete her studies uninterrupted.”

“I wonder if mum has even spoken to school,” Katie said quietly.

“It’s not going to look good if she hasn’t, anyway, I need to be going,” Jenny said as she leaned across the bed to give us all a goodbye kiss before she left the room.

“And I need to get up to make you all some breakfast, I’ll make pancakes, you’ve got 30 minutes to have a cuddle then come down for breakfast.”

“Not fair, we want to cuddle you for a bit longer,” Poppy said.

“Ok, five more minutes.”

“Thanks daddy,” Poppy said, cuddling up to me as Katie rolled over us both and cuddled me from the other side.

“Ok, maybe ten more minutes, then I’m definitely getting up to make breakfast.”

I can honestly say that I’ve never felt quite as happy as I did then, and there was no sauciness involved.

It was wonderful watching the girls sleep with their faces pressed against my chest, they looked so peaceful and innocent, and that ten minutes stretched to well over half an hour, until I had to move to use the bathroom.

I lifted both the girls off me and wriggled out from between them, they naturally rolled together and I was free to shower, shave and dress while they slept. I pulled the duvet over them before I went downstairs to make the pancakes and more coffee.

I was just about to call the girls down before I lit the burner under the frying pan when I heard footsteps, Poppy appeared, she was wearing one of my t-shirts and was rubbing her eyes as she entered the kitchen.

“You disappeared, when I woke I was cuddling Katie, which was nice, but she’s not you, I feel safe with you.”

“I needed a wee, and I was getting hungry,” I replied.

“Ahh, ok, I guess I can let you off, I’m not into watersports, some men like to wee on girls, I think that’s gross.”

“In that we’re in total agreement, where’s Katie?”

“She’s having a shower, I’ll go have a shower after I’ve had a coffee.”

I put the frying pan to one side and joined Poppy at the table with coffee.

“How are you feeling this morning?”

“I don’t know, I feel empty, you know, I don’t feel sad now, I cried for hours last night, Jenny came to get me in the end, and once I cuddled up to my new mum I felt better, and we managed to fall asleep. I cried because I found I had this hole, and I don’t know why. I hated mum for so long, I didn’t think it would be so bad, but last night in bed it struck me that she’s gone, I have no family.”

“I guess it hit you so hard because you’d only just got your mum back, and then she was taken away so soon.”

“That’s what Katie said, she was so nice, I feel really bad for keeping her awake with insane chatter and tears.”

“You have all of us now, we’re your family, and you can talk to us about anything at all.”

“Yes, I know that, and you’re all a much better family than Nikki ever was, but she’s my blood, you know, she made me, half my DNA is hers, and now she’s gone forever.”

I swapped seats and cuddled Poppy as the tears returned, I wiped her eyes and ran my fingers through her messy hair until Katie arrived and ran over to join us.

“Ahh, Katie, I’m so sorry about last night, it was bad of me keeping you awake like that.”

Katie kissed Poppy full on the lips, “don’t be silly, you’re my girlfriend, you’re my best friend, if you’re sad it’s my job to be there for you. How are you feeling now?”

“I’m a lot better, I feel kind of empty though, like there’s something missing.”

“That’s the space Nikki took up in your heart, over time that hole will grow smaller and smaller as you love other things and people more and more.”

“I don’t want to forget her completely!” Poppy cried.

“Oh gosh, you won’t forget her, she’ll always be there if you want her to be, it’s just we learn to compartmentalise the hurt, concentrate on other things and people. It’s why widows bond so closely with their pets, their cat or dog takes up the space their partner used to.”

“Oh wow, really, you’re so clever Katie. I’m not sure I’d know how to care for a pet, but I’d like to bond with you more, if that’s ok.”

“I could wear a cat ears headband.”

“You would be so cute like that, thank you for making me smile.”

“Ok, who wants pancakes?” I asked.

“Me please,” Poppy answered, “have you got Nutella?”

“Of course I’ve got Nutella.”

“Could I have more coffee please?”

“I’ll make it,” Katie answered.

“Thank you, when I feel human again I think I’ll have a shower and get dressed.”

“You could have a nice bath,” Katie offered, “I’ll help you, I’d like to help wash your troubles away.”

“That would be lovely, thank you.”

“I need to pop into town in a bit, will you be ok on your own for a while?” I asked as we ate our breakfast.

“We’ll be fine,” Katie replied, “I checked my phone before and we’ve got plenty of homework to do.”

“Great, I just need to get you and Jenny a set of keys cut, I also need to sort you some pocket money Katie.”

“I’m so sorry my mum’s a fucking bitch, you shouldn’t have to do that. I could get a part time job to earn pocket money, I’m sure Tesco needs someone in the evenings.”

“I’m sure they do, but you have enough to do in the evenings with school work. I’m fine with letting you have pocket money, what we’ll do is get a second card on Poppy’s bank account and pay extra in each month. When we’re all settled in we can work up a chores rota so you’re both doing a little to earn your pocket money, does that sound ok?”

“Yes, that’s totally fair, I’m good at ironing and gardening,” Katie answered.

“Excellent,” I replied, “I’ll be gone for about an hour or so, if you have any problems phone Helen, but I have a feeling she’ll be popping in to see you both anyway.”

“Don’t worry dad, we’ll be fine,” Katie said as I opened the front door.

I’m not sure if she was being sarcastic calling me dad, or she meant it, either way, she was clearly comfortable in my house.

I left my keys at Timpsons while I popped into the bank, they’re not the cheapest but I really appreciate their social conscience, and all the good work they do providing work for ex-offenders.

The bank was much more co-operative today, they readily agreed to provide a second card for Poppy’s deposit account, I also showed Jeanie a copy of Poppy’s official deed poll.

“Ahh, you tracked down her mum,” Jeanie said.

“Yes, just in time too, she passed away yesterday.”

“Oh dear, that’s so sad.”

“Sad and happy, her mum has seen Poppy has been placed with a loving family, so she was pleased to sign the paperwork for the deed poll and adoption paperwork.”

“Oh really, so you’ve decided to adopt Poppy?”

“I have, we’ve bonded so well I couldn’t face letting her go.”

“I hear you’re dating the lady police officer, the one who was on the telly the other day.”

“Jenny Wilde, yes I am.”

“That’s such good news, you’ve needed someone to share your life. So, who is this girl we’re making a second card for?”

This isn’t information I need to give the bank, but I had no doubts she’d find out anyway.

“It’s Poppy’s girlfriend, her parents are working abroad, so we offered to take her in, unfortunately her parents failed to organise pocket money. She’s a lovely girl, and very special to Poppy.”

“That’s lovely, so you’re a proper family now.”

“Yes, we are.”

Before collecting my keys I popped into the bakers and bought some cakes, choosing all of Poppy’s favourites, I also picked up some flowers from Waitrose before setting off back home.

As I suspected, Helen was at the house, I heard her chatting quietly with Poppy in the lounge. Katie was getting on with her schoolwork in the kitchen.

“Hey dad,” Katie said before getting back to work.

“You’re calling me dad, you said you didn’t want to.”

“Ahh, well you’re so kind and caring you feel more like a dad than my real dad, is that ok?”

“It’s absolutely fine. How long has Helen been here?”

“About 20 minutes, I think they’re talking through Poppy’s feelings, she’s still a bit conflicted.”

“You know, if there’s anything you want to talk about, we’re all ready to listen.”

“Thanks, maybe I will one day. I feel a bit of a fraud because Poppy’s life has been hell up to now, I’ve had a comfortable life, I got pretty much anything I wanted, except love.”

“All children deserve to be loved, and when you don’t feel love it can hurt just as much as physical wounds, and often the effect lasts longer.”

“Maybe now I feel loved from all directions, all my old hurt will disappear on its own.”

“Maybe, but if it doesn’t, we’re all ears.”

“Thank you. Oh, I’ve just seen the flowers, are they for Poppy?”

“They’re for you both, and these are for you,” I said, putting a set of keys on a unicorn keyring on top of her book, “your bank card is coming soon, in the meantime here’s some pocket money.”

Katie picked up the keys, “I love the keyring, thank you. This makes me feel even more part of the family,” she picked up the money and flipped through the notes, “are you sure, this is a lot.”

“If you’re going shopping with Poppy tomorrow you’ll need money for clothes and things, Poppy has my card if you need extra money, she knows to ring me first for permission.”

She jumped up and hugged me tight, “thank you, this is wonderful, though we really need to speak to mum and dad to sort something out, she did say she’d pay you something towards my upkeep, you were going to talk about it when she came round to see my room, but that never happened. Maybe we should go round tomorrow, with Jenny.”

“Perhaps we should,”

“What happens if my laptop breaks, or I need a new phone, you can’t be paying for something that expensive.”

“Let’s speak to Jenny when she comes home.”

“Yes, let’s do that.”

“Let’s do what?” Poppy asked as she bounced into the kitchen, “oh, flowers, they’re lovely.”

“They’re for us, isn’t that a lovely gesture.”

Poppy looked at me, a tear in her eye, “it is, dad is such a special person. So, what are we doing?”

“We’re going to speak to Jenny when she gets home to see if she wants to come with me to see ‘my parents’ tomorrow,” she put air-quotes around my parents, “we need them to give dad some money for looking after me.”

“Definitely, I don’t mind sharing my pocket money with you to buy treats and clothes, but if you need something expensive it’s not fair, your birth parents should pay for that, surely if they’re paying for Ashley’s boarding they can give dad half that money for looking after you.”

“That’s right,” Helen said as she stepped into the kitchen and gave me a hug, “I’m sure we can lean on them to pay something towards Katie, if they don’t, then I suspect if we mention telling her new employers that she’s abandoned her daughter it will do the trick.”

“That’s awful, I don’t want to do that.”

“Last resort only,” Helen said, “but I personally will not let your birth parents get away with dumping you without some kind of punishment.”

“I’m with Aunty Helen on this,” Poppy said firmly.

“Ok, we’ll go round tomorrow, I’ll see if there’s anything left in my room I want to keep, and you can lean on them to pay something for my upkeep. Oh, and I’ve just remembered, isn’t Jenny moving her stuff here tomorrow?”

“Ahh, yes she is. We’ll go to your parents first, get the stressful job out of the way.”

“Can we use your office to do our school work?” Poppy asked.

“Of course you can, I’ll get some lunch sorted around 1 o’clock, is that ok?

“That’s perfect dad,” Katie said, “and thanks for that chat earlier.”

After they’d gone I put a pot of coffee on and Helen sat down for a chat.

“Katie’s calling you dad now.”

“I know, she’s decided she’s happier here than at home, she’s been shown more kindness and love in the past few days than she’s ever had at home.”

“In a way that’s just as sad as Poppy’s situation, you’ve got a family that is obviously wealthy, but they’re too wrapped up in their own lives to acknowledge their own children. They got all they wanted but love. Terrible, if you don’t mind I may just lay into that woman.”

Helen went home before lunchtime, promising to be round early tomorrow morning, riled up and ready to attack.

At one I called the girls down for lunch, I’d put together a chicken caesar salad which went down almost as well as the cakes I brought out for dessert.

Jenny phoned in the early afternoon. I went up to my office as she wanted to tell Poppy about Gemma before she heard it on the news. I put my phone on speaker and laid it on the desk.

“I just wanted you to be the first to know, it is Gemma, and Meghan. I’m not sure if it’s any help to you right now, but Gemma would have died almost instantly from the broken neck.”

“What about Meghan?” Poppy asked quietly.

“She wasn’t quite so lucky. It’s hard to tell after being buried for a few months, but she has multiple injuries.”

“I didn’t like Meghan, she lured me there so Kenzie could do that to me, but that doesn’t mean I wanted her to die like that. I’m glad he’s dead and I hope it wasn’t quick.”

“According to his post mortem he most likely suffered, the stab wound didn’t kill him straight away, he bled to death.”

“Good,” Poppy replied coldly before she returned to her Maths work.

I took my phone off speaker and walked back down stairs, “while you’re on, we’ve got a busy day tomorrow, Katie has decided she wants to go see her parents to make them pay me something towards her upkeep.”

“Ok, we can do that before we move the stuff from my flat, seriously, I have almost nothing, it’ll take a couple of hours at most. On the subject of Katie, the school were surprised she’s moved in with us, they’ve not heard a peep from her family, they said they’d speak to Ashley’s school to see what Vicky has told them.”

“It really is like they’ve decided she doesn’t exist.”

“Are you thinking what I’m thinking Alex?”

“Maybe, does it involve a visit to your friendly judge?”

“It does, would you be ok with that?”

“Honestly, if her parents repented and wanted to take her back they’d have to fight me for her.”

“Great, go back upstairs and I’ll speak to her, don’t put me on speaker.”

Back in the office I gave my phone to Katie, “Jenny wants a word, take it downstairs.”

“What’s up?” Poppy asked.

“I’ll let Katie tell you when she gets back.”

From the sound of the squeals of joy and the ‘oh my god’s the call went well, Katie ran back into the office and tossed my phone at me as she ran round the desk to hug Poppy, I left them to it.

“Katie seems excited,” I said as I left the office.

“Just a bit. I’m not rushing you am I, Alex, I’ve moved in and adopted a couple of children on your behalf.”

“Absolutely not, whilst I can’t claim it was love at first sight, I was definitely interested in you on our second meeting, and I guess if I hadn’t been attracted to you I probably wouldn’t have phoned you with the information that prompted that second meeting.”

“You’ll be interested to learn I was hoping you’d find a reason to call me, and I was very attracted to Poppy, so if it wasn’t you I’d have settled for Poppy.”

“And you got us both.”

“I definitely did. I love you Alex.”

“I love you too Jenny.”

That evening Jenny cooked spaghetti bolognaise for dinner, it was great, we shared a bottle of South Aftrican Pinot Noir. After I’d rinsed the dishes and loaded the dishwasher we went into the lounge to watch some TV.

“I still want to do our usual Friday thing,” Poppy said as the programme ended.

“Are you sure,” Jenny asked, “we’re all OK if you want to give it a miss this week.”

“It’s not for me, I want Katie to spend some time learning all about Alex, if he’s all tied up she can do what she likes without worrying she’ll get hurt if either of them get too excited.”

“Thanks sweetie,” Katie said, “I’m really ok if we just cuddle tonight.”

“It’ll take my mind off things if I’m watching you, it’ll be so much fun.”

“What about Jenny?” Katie asked.

“What about me?”

“Well, Alex is your boyfriend, are you ok with me, err, having sex with him?”

“I’m more than happy watching a couple of sexy girls having their way with Alex, I’m hoping to have some fun with his sister tomorrow.”

Katie suddenly had the biggest grin on her face, “so, I’m ok doing absolutely anything I want with you?” she asked me.

“Well, within reason,” Poppy answered on my behalf, “I started tying him up so I could hurt Alex a little, you know, so I could get rid of pent up anger at the way other people had treated me, and my original plan for tonight, before you both moved in, was to tie Alex face down and spank him, but after all that’s happened this week, I don’t need to do that anymore, I’m pretty much at peace with the world right now.

“So I guess I’m saying, if Alex is comfortable with what you’re doing, then fine.”

“Poppy hurt me a little, and I was ok with that, in fact I kind of enjoyed the whole experience.”

“I don’t want to hurt you on purpose Alex, but I remember the other day when I was grinding on you I kind of hurt you a little, if I did that again, would that be ok?”

“That’ll be absolutely fine Katie.”

And with that we moved to the bedroom, everyone undressed quickly, Jenny moved the armchair so she had a good view of the bed.

“I’m not sure I know what to do,” Katie asked nervously.

Poppy kissed her girlfriend passionately, “don’t worry, I’m going to help you every step of the way, and you’re only going to do what you’re comfortable doing.”

“Thank you, you really are the best friend a girl could ask for.”

Poppy reached under the bed and pulled out her toy box.

“Ahh, that’s where you keep your things,” Jenny said, “can I use them sometime?”

“Of course you can, maybe you could tie me up sometime and have your wicked way with me.”

“Oh my god, that would be amazing,” Jenny sighed, “I would so love having you at my mercy. Once you’re all healed we’re definitely going to get it on Poppy.”

Poppy suddenly shuddered, letting out a little gasp, “oh fuck, I just came a bit thinking about that, shit I’m so horny right now, we’d better get Alex tied up while I can still concentrate.”

Poppy showed Katie how to tie my arms and legs, asking me to tear my arm free to show Katie how the knots worked, Katie re-tied my right wrist to the bed.

Once I was secured Katie lay between my legs and carefully put a hand on my cock, she flinched when it reacted involuntarily to her touch, she giggled and put her hand back, “sorry, that shocked me a little.”

“It’s ok, sometimes a man’s cock has a mind of its own,” Jenny said from across the room, “some guys do most of their thinking from there.”

“It’s bigger soft like this than Ashley’s willy is fully hard,” Katie said dreamily, “the skin is so soft, does it change when it gets hard?”

“The skin will still be soft, but the rest will be hot and hard,” Poppy replied, “those veins will become more visible, giving it a wonderful texture that feels heavenly when it’s inside you.”

Katie lifted my cock a little, seeming to weigh it in her palm, “are you ok with me just looking at it for a while, I didn’t really spend a lot of time looking at Ashley’s, we were rushing in case someone caught us.”

“It’s fine,” I replied, “whatever you want to do is OK.”

So Katie spent a few minutes just looking, she pulled my foreskin back carefully and Poppy talked her through the various parts and how I reacted when she did things to each bit, Katie listened intently and asked questions.

“How do you feel,” Jenny asked.

“I’m OK, it’s quite fun having two sets of hands working on me.”

“Mmm, I see what you mean, I’d love them both playing with me, maybe I get tied up next Friday.”

“Now that is definitely something I want to see happen.”

“Ooohh, he’s gone really hard all of a sudden, what did I do?” Katie cried.

“I think that’s him thinking about us ravishing Jenny while she’s tied up, weren’t you listening?” Poppy asked.

“No, sorry, I’m still fascinated by Alex’s willy.”

“That’s understandable, so what do you want to do first?” Poppy asked.

“I want to practice giving him oral, it’s so much bigger than Ashley’s and it frightens me a bit.”

“It’s not going to bite you honey,” Poppy answered with a smile.

“How will I breathe?”

“You have a nose for that.”

“You had him all the way in your throat, you couldn’t breathe then.”

“Ahh, well that’s seriously advanced stuff, you won’t be doing that for a while. I’ll show you what Alex likes, and you can do that first.”

Poppy showed Katie how to take my head in her mouth and lick around and beneath the sensitive glans.

“While you’re playing with the head, run your hands up and down the shaft, like you’re wanking him. You could also play with his balls if you like.”

Katie managed to get my head into her mouth, “you’ll get used to the size,” Poppy reassured her.

After a minute or two she got the hang of it, and even started to move her head up and down, taking almost half of my length into her mouth before her eyes bulged and Poppy told her to pull back.

“Don’t hurt yourself sweetie, I don’t want to have to explain to the ambulance people that you nearly choked on our dad’s cock.”

Katie lifted off me completely, she reached for a tissue to wipe her eyes and mouth, “don’t make me laugh like that, either, that just made it worse.”

They hugged and giggled for a minute while Katie got her breath back, I lifted my head a little, I could see Jenny had her legs spread, one hand slowly working on her pussy.

“Can I have another go,” Katie asked, “I think I know what I’m doing now.”

“Of course you can, he’s all yours tonight.”

“What do I do if he cums?”

“I advise you not to find out, not tonight when you’ve not had much practice, because it can be quite a shock. If you feel his balls go tight or his cock go super hard you really need to back off and make him cum by hand.”

“Ok, I’ll try to remember that.”

Katie got back to work, and she was good, she’d taken onboard everything Poppy and told her, and added something extra, she spat on her hands to lubricate them and didn’t just run them up and down my shaft, she gave little twists, winding her hands around as well as up and down, she plunged her mouth onto my cock head and did the same there, moving up and down and around, and soon I was very close to cumming.

“I’m going to cum soon,” I warned her.

She just looked at me and blinked, she was going to try to take my cum, Poppy saw this and reached for the tissues, this was going to be messy.

As my cock swelled Katie worked faster, running one hand rapidly over my shaft and the other started to play with my balls.

I bucked involuntarily as I came, letting out a long grunt as my spunk jetted into Katie’s mouth. She hung on as long as she could, but eventually she had to let me go, lifting her head and coughing, my cum overflowing from her lips and running down her chin.

Poppy leapt forwards and kissed her girlfriend, they embraced as she licked Katie’s chin and around her mouth, both of them savouring the taste of my seed.

As we recovered there was a low moan from the corner of the room as Jenny came, “oh fuck,” she gasped, “that was so hot watching you two pleasure my man.”

“Can I do some more?” Katie asked once she’d recovered.

“We’ve got all night,” Jenny said, “fill your boots honey.”

“I need to cum now, can I take him inside me,” she asked, “like, in my pussy?”

“That’ll take some work getting you ready,” Jenny said softly, “You’re a virgin aren’t you honey?”

“Yes, I only blew Ashley that one time, we never did anything else.”

“Ok sweetheart, let’s get you ready, Poppy, why don’t you do your stuff and get your dad nice and hard again. Are you on the pill honey?”

“Err, no, never seen the need to before.”

“Do we have any condoms?”

“There’s some in my drawer,” I replied.

“Great, dig one out Poppy, we’ll be needing it. Ok honey, lie back and let me get you ready to take that big cock.”

Jenny knelt on the floor by the bed, she spread Katie’s thighs and pulled her closer, bringing Katie’s young, virgin pussy to her eager lips and tongue.

“Oh my god!” Katie cried as Jenny’s experienced tongue instantly brought her to the edge of orgasm, “fuck, I thought Poppy was good.”

“She is good,” Jenny replied, “but I’ve had more practice, now relax yourself, I’m about to slide a couple of fingers inside.”

“Oh shit,” Katie cried out, “so that’s what it’s like!”

“Have you never masturbated like this Katie?” Jenny asked.

“Never, we were always told it was a sin, I had my first orgasm with Poppy, and we’ve never done it like this, just her tongue.”

“Oh sweetheart, you’ve got so much catching up to do,” Jenny said as she started to slowly fuck Katie’s pussy with her fingers.

“Oh shit, I’m cumming mummy, oh shit this feels so good, why was I the only girl who never did this, ohhhh fuck!”

“There you go honey,” Jenny said softly, “I think you’re ready.”

“One part of me is ready, but I can’t move at the moment, I’m still tingling.”

Poppy looked at Katie adoringly, “sex is sooo good when it’s done right, I am so going to enjoy showing you everything we can do together.”

“Is it going to wipe me out like this every time?”

“You know you’ve had good sex when you can’t walk afterwards,” Jenny replied as she helped Katie up.

“Give me a minute, I’ve never cum like that before, it was so much more intense with something inside me.”

“Some girls are like that, some only cum when you play with their clit, some only cum with something inside them, the lucky girls can cum just from thinking about sex,” Jenny said, looking at Poppy.

“Yayyy, that’s me, at the moment I seem to be able to cum at the slightest provocation when I’m horny.”

Katie stood up on the bed and moved over to straddle me, Poppy gave me a final few sucks then she opened the condom packet and rolled it on.

“Ok, do I face him or face away, I’ve seen it both ways?” Katie asked.

“Face Alex, eye contact is always good,” Jenny said, “and you get the best angle, as well, they only do reverse cowgirl in the movies to make it easier to film the girls. Nobody wants to look at the men in most porn films.”

Katie gave a nervous giggle, “I guess I just admitted to looking at porn, I haven’t seen much, honest, me and Christina used to look at pictures on her phone.”

“It’s ok honey, there’s nothing wrong with looking at porn as long as you realise none of it is real, sex is messy, you don’t finish a scene looking all glamorous without someone touching up your make-up mid-scene.”

Katie turned to face me and Poppy helped her squat in the right place, Jenny held my cock upright.

Poppy moved Katie’s hair out of her face, she kissed her tenderly, “this will hurt, probably quite a lot at first. When you feel his head pop inside stop moving, I’ll hold you so you don’t fall, once the pain goes you can start to move again.”

“Ok, here goes nothing,” Katie said as she squatted down and I felt her tight pussy start to swallow my cock, the pressure was immense, Katie let out a scream as I fully breached her entrance.

“Oh FUCK! That hurts so much!”

Poppy ran her fingers through Katie’s hair, “it’s ok sweetie, it’ll be over soon.”

Katie took big lungfuls of air as she tried to absorb the pain, “ok, ok, it’ll soon be over,” she told herself, “it’s not like having a tooth out, I’ll be fine...”

With a look of intense determination Katie pressed down, Poppy let out a yelp, “don’t try to take him all at once!”

“Too late,” Katie said, a note of satisfaction in her voice as she looked down and saw she was sitting directly on me, my whole shaft inside her body, “still hurts, but it’s getting better.”

“Fuck!” Poppy said in astonishment, “you are a good girl.”

“Kiss me again please, it’ll make me feel better until the burning goes.”

Poppy kissed her girlfriend as Jenny moved in close and hugged them both.

“I’m ok now I think,” Katie said quietly, “I feel weird, really full, and my tummy feels funny, does it always do that?”

“You’ve got a massive cock inside you, it’s pushed a few things out of the way on its journey, you’re bound to feel a bit weird,” Jenny said with a smile.

“Ahh, yeah. So what do I do now?”

“If you get off him for a minute I’ll show you,” Poppy said.

Katie braced her arms on my chest and slowly lifted herself off me, she gave me a quick kiss, “thanks for not moving while I did that.”

“My pleasure Katie.”

For the next five minutes Poppy showed Katie how to ride me, from the simple bouncing up and down Cowgirl to the more pleasurable for both of us Reverse Missionary.

“Ohh that looks good,” Katie said, “am I that flexible though, I guess we’ll find out.”

They swapped places, once more Katie straddled me, she lowered herself onto my cock, which was right now as hard as it has ever been. Slowly, oh so slowly she slid down me until she was sitting astride me, my cock all the way inside her tight pussy.

She had a huge smile, it lit up her beautiful face as she sat still, her body getting used to the sensations.

I watched her. I’d seen Katie naked a couple of times, but I’d not really looked at her properly. Now I had my chance. Her face is more oval shaped compared to Poppy’s rounder face. She’s slim, her breasts only a B-cup, the size of an orange, sitting high on her chest, a huge contrast to Poppy’s full D-cups, and Jenny’s massive G-cups. My three girls were all different, and all beautiful. What did I do to deserve such amazing good fortune?

Katie’s voice brought me round, I didn’t catch what she said, “sorry honey, I was miles away, what did you say?”

“I asked if it’s ok if I kissed you, I want to do that position where I’m lying on you like Poppy showed me, and I want to know if I can kiss you. I’m all a flutter and I remember a film where this prostitute says she never kisses her men because it’s too personal, and I’m like, not a prostitute or anything, but I’m not your girlfriend, and I’m babbling because I’m so full of emotion. What did you do Poppy, did you kiss boys, you know, on the streets?”

Poppy moved closer and hugged her, “good god no! But not because it was too personal, because their breath was rank. You don’t need to worry, do whatever feels natural, we all hug each other and kiss each other, we’re one big polyamorous family here.”

Jenny moved around the bed and put an arm around Katie, she moved in and kissed her deeply for the longest time so when they pulled apart they were both gasping for air.

“Ok sweetie, now you’ve kissed me it’s only fair you kiss Alex, and from this point onwards you never have to ask my permission to kiss Alex, especially when you’re sitting on his cock, now isn’t it time you had some fun?”

“Thanks mum, like I said, I’m such a mess of emotions right now.”

And with that, Katie brought her face to mine, and we kissed, and boy, does she know how to kiss, and while we kissed she started to move her hips like Poppy showed her, and very soon she was fucking me as hard as Poppy ever has.

After about ten minutes Katie lifted up, “I want you to make love to me like you do to Poppy and Jenny and Helen, can we untie you so you can get on top,” she looked at Poppy, “can we do that, is it in the rules?”

“There’s no rules, it’s just what we do, and I kind of thought you’d feel safer your first time if you were in charge. Of course we can untie Alex.”

Jenny unfastened my legs while Poppy loosed my arms, Katie slowly climbed off me, there was an audible pop as my cock slid out of her pussy, which made both girls giggle.

I got off the bed to let my arms and legs recover, while Katie lay down in my place Poppy gave her a quick pep talk.

“I want him as deep as he’ll go,” Katie whispered to her girlfriend.

“Are you sure? It can hurt a lot if he goes too deep.”

“Yes I’m sure, he was nearly there just then, I feel I’ll explode if he just goes that extra bit.”

“Ok, try this.”

Poppy grabbed Katie’s ankles and lifted her legs, bending her girlfriend almost double, “hold your legs,” she said, “is this comfy?”

“I feel ok, I used to do gymnastics.”

“Great,” Poppy replied as she pressed her pussy against Katie’s, “so how does this feel?”

“Shit Poppy, that feels so good.”

“How about this?” she asked as she started to grind herself against Katie.

“Oh fuck, that feels so good Poppy, ohhh man, I really want to feel Alex inside me, but I don’t want you to stop either.”

Poppy kissed Katie quickly before she jumped off, “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have done that, it was selfish of me, tonight is your time with Alex.”

“It’s ok Poppy, after I’ve finished with Alex I’m sure I’ll be so wired we can have some fun together.”

“Just a cuddle will be good.”

“A cuddle will be perfect.”

Poppy reached out for me and I climbed back onto the bed, “she wants you to go deep, but be gentle, please. I know you won’t hurt her on purpose, but I’d hate you to hurt her by accident.”

“I’ll be careful,” I assured her.

“Thank you, oh, let me help you, you’ve wilted a bit.”

Poppy took me in her mouth, making me hard again.

“Mmm, you taste of Katie, nice,” she said, licking her lips as I knelt between Katie’s thighs.

“Are you ready?” I asked her.

“I am,” Katie replied.

I looked into her eyes as I pressed my cock against her pussy, she was wet, but still tight, I thrust forwards and slid between her lips, Katie let out a deep sigh, her eyes closed, her mouth a wide O as she took in a deep breath as I drove my cock all the way to the hilt.

“Oh fuck, that’s what I wanted, Can you hold there and grind a bit like Poppy did?” Katie gasped, her eyes still closed.

I pressed myself hard against Katie’s clit as I brought my lips to hers and kissed her, as our lips touched she sighed deeply and returned my kiss, “oh shit, this feels so good,” she said, “you can move now, I’m ready for you.”

I withdrew slowly, until my head was stretching her lips, before plunging back in, Katie let out a gasp as I drove the breath out of her, she was smiling though.

“Was that ok?” I asked, never having taken a girl’s cherry before I wasn’t sure how much she could take.

“That was amazing, you can do that as much as you like.”

And that’s exactly what I did, mixing long, slow strokes with short fast ones and dropping in a few really long slams, and before long Katie was screaming as her climax hit her hard.

Poppy jumped onto the bed and cuddled up to her girlfriend, she kissed her eyes, her forehead, her lips as Katie shuddered all over with a huge orgasm.

“Oh fuck Poppy, this is so good, I’m not sure I can last much longer though, my whole body is shaking.”

Poppy looked at me and mouthed, “are you nearly there?”

“Almost,” I mouthed back as I picked up the pace.

“You can do me really hard for a bit,” Katie gasped, “oh my god! I’m cumming again, shit Poppy, how are you still alive if he’s like this all the time.”

I slammed once, twice, three times into Katie and with the fourth powerful stroke I let go, my orgasm hitting just as Katie’s peaked, another orgasm rolling through her body before the previous one had finished, her eyes opened wide, her mouth agape as she screamed with pleasure.

My orgasm lasted almost a minute, jet after jet of spunk shooting into the condom, aftershocks sending tingles throughout my body, each tremor sending shivers through Katie’s body, until she could take no more, she released her legs and started to shuffle up the bed.

“I’m sorry, I’m so sorry, but it’s too much now,” she apologised.

I carefully withdrew, Katie let out a long sigh as my cock slid clear, “oh thank you, I’m really sorry, I’ve never had such intense feelings before, my head was going all cloudy.”

“It’s ok,” Poppy said as she cradled Katie’s head in her lap, running her fingers through her girlfriend’s long, blonde hair, “mind blowing orgasms are rare, we’re so lucky we have a man who can make us cum so hard.”

“Is it always like that?”

“Only when the stars align, sometimes all you want is a quick fuck and little orgasm to clear your head, other times you want your mind well and truly blown, and for those times we’ve got Alex, and Jenny, and you, and me, together we’re the orgasm A-Team.”

“And Aunty Helen?”

“Oh yes, she blew my fucking socks off.”

“Can we go to bed now, to have a cuddle, just us?”

“Of course we can, in the morning I’ll make you waffles and syrup.”

“Mmm, I don’t think my legs work yet.’

“Good job I’m strong,” Poppy said with a smile as she scooped up her girlfriend and carried her out of the room.

As we lay together later, Jenny kissed me, “what did I do right to deserve this family,” she sighed.

“I was thinking that myself earlier,” I replied.

“I got the papers off the judge to adopt Katie, do you think her mum will sign them?”

“I don’t know, it’s a totally different situation to Poppy and Nikki, so we can’t predict how Vicky will react.”

“Oh, I meant to tell you earlier, Poppy’s headmistress phoned me this afternoon, she’d spoken to Ashley’s school. Vicky came in with her husband to agree on Ashley’s boarding, so it really is like she’s forgotten Katie exists. I wonder if she has found out Katie is gay and has disowned her?”

“Maybe, she’s not the most stable person I’ve ever met.”

Jenny rolled on top and kissed me, “do you think you could do it one more time tonight?”

“I can try,” I replied as Jenny reached down and slid my tired cock between her pussy lips and slowly rode me until we fell asleep.

