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Chapter 45

We were woken by Belle just before 9am, as she pushed open the door and brought us breakfast.

“What if we were busy?” Jenny chided Belle.

“You’d have to be doing it very quietly, I always listen at the door before coming in.”

“It’s not like there’s anything we haven’t seen, anyway,” Poppy added as she brought in the coffee.

“She’s got a point,” Belle said as she passed us our breakfast, “eggs benedict, or at least it’s close, we’ve no ham so I used bacon, so it’s like special bacon and eggs.”

“Did you make this sauce?” Jenny asked after her first mouthful.

“I did! Is it OK?”

“It really is, and the bacon goes really well.”

“Thanks, I was browsing through one of the recipe books in the kitchen last night and thought I’d try it. I’m so glad you like it. Now to make waffles for everyone else.”

“Aren’t you making this for your sisters?”

“Oh no, that’s far too fancy for us, we’ll have waffles, we love waffles. Oh, by the way, I’ve got a list of the ingredients we need to make chocolates, Katie says we should be able to get them all from Whole Foods. So if it’s OK with you mum, we’ll travel into the city with you, then come back.”

“That’s fine with me. Oh, don’t make us any dinner, I was thinking of taking Lia and Katie out for dinner. It’ll give you most of the day together.”

“What if we don’t want to spend all day with dad?”

“Then you can spend all day with Poppy and your dad can get on with doing his day job, I’m sure Lois has sent him about a million emails of edits.”

“I’m sure we’ll find some way to distract him from his inbox...”

“I’m sure you will, Belle.”

“Finish your eggs,” Belle told us as she left us alone.

“Why are you keeping Katie and Lia all day?”

“It’s something Poppy said yesterday, how she’d not slept with you since Belle arrived, and I just got the feeling she wasn’t being honest when she said she didn’t miss it. So, I thought I’d give her the chance to catch up, and I’m sure being with Poppy and Belle at the same time will be utterly mind blowing.”

“Well, the idea does have some appeal...”

“I bet it does, now why don’t you take these empty plates and mugs downstairs while I get ready, I want to make sure I’m looking my best when I’ve got two stunners with me.”

“Do you want my credit card?” I asked as I stacked the plates and mugs on the tray.

“I’ll be fine, I got a pay rise, remember.”

“Pass me your phone a sec,” I asked.

“Why?”

“To put my mind at ease, in case the girls go wild in the lingerie shop, they can be seriously expensive.”

“How do you know how much bras cost?”

“Who paid for Poppy’s wardrobe?”

“Ahh, yes.” Jenny conceded as she tossed her phone to me.

I opened her Apple Pay app and added my credit card.

“Do you remember the PIN?”

“I think so, but I won’t need it, Lia is such a thrifty shopper.”

“Like I said, just in case. If you forget the PIN, Lia knows it.”

Jenny slid off the bed and walked to the en suite, she stopped at the door and burst out laughing.

“What are you laughing at?” I asked, smiling despite my confusion.

“You know, I’m the only person in this family with a real job, and I’ve got the least money.”

“Ahh, I’d not thought of that.”

“It’s not a problem. I don’t really care about money, if I did I wouldn’t have joined the police. I had some quite eye watering offers for modelling jobs when I finished college. I could have been as famous as Helen if I’d been confident enough to show my tits to the world.”

I remembered the photos Belle showed on her iPad, “Helen was very complimentary about your photos.”

“She was, but you have no idea how much courage it took to stand in front of a stranger just wearing a bikini. He was willing to pay me £500 to take that top off, but I couldn’t.”

“You’re confident enough being naked around us.”

“Yes, because I’m older, I’m more mature, and I take power from the girls’ willingness to be naked. I bet I’d be OK posing for a photographer now if anyone was willing to pay for pictures of older women with tummies and saggy boobs.”

“There’s an entire sub-genre of porn for people who enjoy exactly what you describe.”

“And how would you know that Alex,” Jenny smiled.

“Would you believe Belle told me?”

“Actually, I would. Anyway, if I even dared to do that, I’d lose my job in a heartbeat, and my work means so much more to me than money.”

Jenny pulled the en suite door, then stopped again, “what time is it?”

I looked across at the clock radio, “just after 9:30.”

“And the shops don’t open until 12, I’ve got a bit of time to spare.”

“To spare for what?”

“To build a bit of self-confidence by wandering around the house naked. Care to join me...”

“Providing Belle’s not opened the curtains.”

“Especially if Belle’s opened the curtains, I want to walk through the lounge with the danger that someone might see me. Oh god, I’m actually moist at the thought, come on Alex, before I lose my nerve.”

I picked up the breakfast things and we went downstairs.

“Hey mum,” Belle called as she saw us, “err, have you forgotten something?”

“I don’t think so, I’m going to watch some TV.”

Poppy dashed past, “we’ve been tidying up in there, the curtains are open.”

“Excellent, that’s what I want, sunshine,” Jenny replied as she pushed past a bemused Belle and entered the daylight filled lounge.

“Has mum been drinking?” Belle asked as the door closed behind Jenny.

“Not since last night,” I replied, “she was feeling a little insecure about going shopping with Lia and Katie.”

“Why?”

“Because she says they’re so pretty, and she’s older.”

“Mum is gorgeous, but that doesn’t explain why she’s streaking in the lounge,” Poppy replied, scratching her head.

“We were chatting about all kinds of stuff and she mentioned how she could have been a model, but she couldn’t pose topless or nude, so she couldn’t follow the same path as Helen.”

“So now she’s decided she is comfortable flashing her tits and lady bits to the neighbours,” Belle sighed, “does she even realise one of my teachers lives on this road?”

“I don’t think she’s thought too deeply about this at all, she just wanted to be nude, in the house, with the chance of being caught,” I told them.

“So, do you think she’s satisfied now, can we go and remove her from public display?”

“I think she was hoping one of you would join her, she said one of the things that made her feel comfortable being nude in private here was because of your propensity for stripping off.”

“Mmm, ok, I’d be happy to do that if it wasn’t for the chance people from school could see me,” Belle replied.

“I’m afraid I’m giving the same answer. I love being naked, but not when people who could rip me apart on Monday could catch me,” Poppy added.

“Hey, what’s the matter,” Lia asked as she joined us in her dressing gown, “and why are you naked dad?”

“Long story,” Poppy told her, “could you do us a massive favour, loose the dressing gown, go into the lounge and bring mum out.”

“Why do I have to go in there naked?”

“Because mum’s in there potentially flashing the neighbours and we think she’s waiting for one of us to join her.”

“Why me?”

“Because you won’t get the piss taken out of you in school on Monday if you get caught.”

“And you’ve been in the newspapers snogging a princess, so you’ve got form in this area,” Belle added for good measure.

‘Okay...” Lia replied, dropping her dressing gown.

“Knickers!” Poppy cried.

“Knickers to you!” Lia replied.

“Take your knickers off,” Belle told her.

“And show my lady garden to the neighbours?”

“That’s exactly what mum is doing right now.”

“Ahh shit,” Lia sighed, dropping her panties and kicking them across the room.

Lia steeled herself at the door, and with a deep sigh she pushed it open.

We watched from the open doorway as she turned her back to the floor to ceiling windows and crabbed across the room until she was standing between Jenny and the windows.

“Hey mum, is everything OK?”

“Everything’s fine honey, just enjoying the morning.”

“Are we spending the day naked? It’ll be quicker finding new undies for you this way. We can just try them on straight off the rail, no need to queue for the changing rooms.”

Jenny paused for a moment then looked at Lia, then down at her body, “ahh yes...” suddenly embarrassed, “perhaps I’ll get dressed.”

“Good idea, the seats on the Underground are grim, I wouldn’t want to put my bare arse on one.”

Jenny almost sprinted out of the room as Lia turned to close the curtains, she waved at someone as she pulled the thick drapes together.

“Who did you just wave at,” Poppy asked as Lia left the lounge.

“That nice man from three doors down.”

“You flashed Mr Newbold!” Belle cried, horrified.

“I think he enjoyed the view.”

“He’s gay,” Belle replied, “but I suppose that doesn’t stop him appreciating great beauty.”

Poppy hugged Belle, “I guess you’ll have something to talk about in Food Tech tomorrow.”

“He’s your teacher!” Lia cried, “I am so sorry!”

“It’s OK, it’s not like he saw mum, or Poppy, that would have been awkward.”

“And on that note,” Lia broke in, “I think you’d better get dressed, dad. Unless you’re also going shopping naked.”

“Ahh, no. And if we could try to wipe this incident from our minds, that would be nice.”

“Consider it forgotten,” Lia replied as she pulled on her dressing gown.

“I think I’ll be reminded of this tomorrow,” Belle sighed, “because I doubt Mr Newbold will forget seeing such a vision any time soon.”

“Thank you Belle, I like being called a vision. I hope it doesn’t cause you any problems. I can come in and explain if you get into trouble.”

“It’ll be fine, I’ll just tell him you’re our au pair and you do all the housework naked while we sleep in on Sundays.”

“Ahh, the old Scandinavian au pair story, that will definitely work,” Lia laughed as she poured us all fresh coffee.

“What are you all laughing about,” Katie asked as she stumbled into the kitchen, yawning.

“It’s a long story,” Lia told her as she pushed another mug of coffee across the kitchen counter.

“Why’s dad naked?”

“That’s part of the long story,” I replied, “I think I’ll go get showered and dressed while they tell you all about it.”

Upstairs, Jenny was sitting at her dressing table, “well, that was a bad idea,” she sighed as I entered the bedroom, “do they think I’m insane?”

“Not at all, they’re somewhat surprised, but that’s all. I think they’re more concerned that Lia waved at Mr Newbold whilst wearing nothing but a smile.”

“Oh god!” she gasped, “he didn’t see me, did he?”

“I doubt it, this was after you’d left the room. Did anyone see you?”

“I don’t think so. I didn’t notice anyone walk past.”

“Anyway, the upshot is, the girls have no idea why you’re worried, because you’re gorgeous.”

“They’re just being polite.”

“No they’re not, nor am I. You’re not outclassed by our daughters, you fit in with them perfectly.”

“mmm, well I’d better get dressed, I don’t want to put this fine ass directly onto a tube seat.”

As I passed on my way to the en suite she gasped and grabbed my arm, “oh my god! Belle’s teacher saw Lia, naked! Oh fuck Alex, it’s parents’ evening this week, what will he say when we see him?”

“Belle will be able to explain it. Besides, it’s not like he saw you, or even worse, Belle or Poppy.”

“Or Katie.”

“Or Katie, although I think she’s unlikely to be ... err ... carefree enough to wander around the house naked.”

“That’s true, she’s the sensible one.”

“Were you being honest when you said I was gorgeous,” Jenny asked as I emerged from the en suite wrapped in a towel.

“Absolutely. I seem to remember us having a house rule about honesty.”

“Even if it’s just to make me feel better?”

“Nope, it’s still not a lie. You’re beautiful, and we all agree.”

“I can’t see how I compare to Belle, or Poppy, or Lia, have you seen her? She’s like a super model with that figure!”

“Yes, I saw her. It’s not a competition, Jenny. There’s no need to try to compete with them.”

“I think it’s seeing the four of them last night, and JoJo, and Helen. I don’t feel I glow in the same way they do.”

I knelt beside her, “you’re beautiful Jenny. I love you, so do the girls. I wish you’d heard Lia yesterday morning talking to Katie about her night. She was gushing about making love with you.”

“Really?”

“Yes, they all prefer sleeping with you than me.”

“That can’t be right.”

“I’m not saying they don’t enjoy sleeping with me, but they’d rather sleep with you.”

“What about Belle, she loves you as much as she loves Poppy.”

“But not as much as she loves monkeys...” I added.

“What?”

“Never mind, just something she said in the zoo yesterday. But yes, even Belle loves sleeping with you more than me.”

I think I’d finally gotten through to Jenny, she perked up and started to run her fingers through her lipstick collection, “mmm, Vampire, Exorcism or Outlaw?”

I looked and they were all more or less the same shade of red.

“No, I think Lolita,” she said, pulling out a dark pink shade, “these lipsticks are so expensive, I can’t believe Helen left them all for Poppy.”

“And I can’t believe you helped yourself to Poppy’s lipstick collection,” I laughed.

“Be honest, can you see Poppy wearing this shade of pink?”

“No, but Belle would.”

“She doesn’t wear makeup, she doesn’t need to.”

“True. So, are we good?”

“Yes, I feel better now. I’ve no idea what I’m going to say to them.”

“Don’t worry about it, nobody here is the slightest bit bothered, and I think Lia was secretly happy to be caught naked.”

And that’s exactly how it went down, nobody mentioned the earlier incident.

“Hey mum, you look nice,” Lia said as we entered the kitchen, “I love that lipstick.”

“Thank you, I stole it from Poppy.”

“I thought that drawer was a bit emptier.”

“Yes, sorry, I also stole all the really slutty red shades as well.”

“Mmmm, you can keep the pink, but I want my reds back.”

“Ok, if Helen will tell me where she got them, I’ll buy you some replacements. We’ve got your dad’s credit card, so we can go wild.”

“It’s ok mum, just let me have Outlaw back, that’s my favourite.”

“Is that the colour I like on you, the one that doesn’t come off no matter how hard I kiss you?” Belle asked.

“Yep, that’s the one.”

“I shall steal it back right now,” Belle replied as she dashed upstairs.

Later, we parted ways at Green Park, where we hopped off the tube and Jenny carried on to Oxford Circus with Katie and Lia.

Belle had almost as good a time in Whole Foods as she’d had at the zoo yesterday.

She quickly filled her basket with the ingredients she needed for the chocolates, then carried on around the shop buying fancy pasta shapes, spices, a couple of types of nut milk.

At one point she borrowed Poppy’s phone so she could check a recipe, “I’m going to make some of the dumplings we had last night, do you remember what they were called?”

“Momo I think, but I don’t know what the dips are called.”

“I’m sure I can make any kind of spicy dips, it’s the little dumpling things that are important. Mmm, minced lamb, that’s a bit fatty, and dad’s getting a tummy from all my nice food, I think we’ll swap that for lean minced beef.”

“Oi, I’m not getting fat,” I replied.

“Relax, I’m taking the piss. Anyway, we can always find something for you to do that’ll work off the calories.”

“Yes, you can start by carrying this basket,” Poppy added, “it’s getting really heavy now.”

So, for the next 20 minutes I followed Belle around as she picked through the shelves for ever more obscure ingredients for meals she’d be making for the next few weeks.

“I love this store,” she gushed as we waited in line for the checkout, “so many things I’ve read about in recipe books and had no idea what they actually were. Like this,” she said, holding a small, mostly empty jar aloft, “saffron. I’ve seen it in so many recipes, but I had no idea what it looked like, it’s little twigs, and it’s seriously fucking expensive,” she whispered, “this is less than half a gram and it’s £5.”

“What!” Poppy cried, “that’s dearer than heroin, and err, I don’t have personal experience of buying heroin...”

“Yeah, but I don’t think you can use smack to make tasty custard.”

“Well, there is that,” Poppy agreed, “and tasty custard rarely kills you if you eat too much.”

“Oh wow, ODing on custard, that’s something I’d like to try,” Belle replied, just as the line moved forwards and the till operative gave her a very odd look.

“Err, ignore what you just heard,” Poppy said as she started to unpack the basket.

As we walked slowly back to the underground, weighed down by a heavy bag each, Belle asked “have we got one of those espresso makers?”

“I think I’ve got one in the back of a cupboard, do you need one?”

“Yeah, I need to make strong coffee, for the coffee cream flavour.”

“Ewww, who even likes coffee cream chocolates,” Poppy grimaced.

“I love them,” Belle replied, “and I’m not going to make you eat one.”

“Did you buy a mould to make different shapes,” Poppy asked, “how will we know which is which?”

“I just picked up a heart shaped mould, I’ll draw different designs with a pin, so a coffee bean for the coffee flavour, an orange for the orange flavour, I don’t know about peppermint, maybe draw a Polo mint or something.”

“Or you could do straight lines for one, wiggles for another, and a cross, if that’s simpler.”

“Oh yes, that will be better, because I really don’t know how to draw a coffee bean.”

“How many flavours are we having?” I asked.

“Coffee, peppermint, orange, strawberry, mango and blueberry, all fondant fillings, so quite simple. I’ll make up one fondant mix and split it up and add flavours. I bought natural flavourings.”

“You didn’t buy any chocolate though,” I asked, “have I got some at home?”

“Not that I could find. Milk chocolate looks fairly easy to make, just cacao butter, cocoa powder, milk powder and icing sugar, melt the cacao butter over a pan of hot water, sieve in the powders, stir until dissolved and lump free, then pour in the moulds.”

“I had no idea it would be so simple.”

“Yeah,” Poppy replied, “and if it all goes tits up we’ll have time to leg it down to Waitrose and buy some of their artisan chocolates to show mum.”

“That will not be happening. I’m going to make some chocolates for Maisie. They might not look brilliant, but I’m going to damn well try to make them taste nice.”

Back home I warmed up a pan of soup for lunch as Poppy helped Belle sort the ingredients.

“We’ll make the fondant first,” Belle said, “can you find six of those little glass dishes to mix the fillings.”

Poppy dug around in the cupboard until she found them, along with a glass mixing bowl, and a mocha pot to make the espresso.

“I’ll give everything a good wash,” she said.

“They’ve got to be super dry,” Belle told her, “the milk chocolate recipes I read were very specific about the bowl being dry, as any water can ruin the chocolate.”

“And we do not want ruined chocolate,” Poppy replied, “that would be a crime.”

As we ate our soup Belle went over the plan of action, “so, your first job dad, is to make some espresso, I only need a tiny amount, so you get to drink the rest. For the peppermint, strawberry, orange flavours I’ve got those little bottles of flavouring, again we only need a few drops of each, so I’ll have fun thinking of new ways to use the rest of the bottles later.”

“What about the blueberry and mango flavours?” I asked, showing I’d been paying attention earlier.

“I was looking around online, because I love blueberry flavour stuff, and they said the best thing to use is blueberry syrup, and there’s still some in the bottle in the fridge. And for mango flavour, weirdly the recipes say use mango baby food, which is why there’s a jar of baby food on the counter.”

“Ahh, that’s what that jar’s for,” Poppy replied, “I was wondering if you’d picked it up by mistake.”

“No mistakes, that jar is pureed mango, I only need a teaspoonful, I will eat the rest and pretend to be a baby.”

“Just so long as you don’t poo in your pants straight after,” Poppy said as she cleared the table, giving her sister a quick kiss on the top of her head.

“No mum, I’m potty trained now, remember.”

“You’re a very clever girl.”

I put Guy Garvey’s 6 music show on the radio as Belle started to mix the fondant mixture.

“Ermm, I just want egg white, how do I get the yoke out?” she asked, scratching her head.

Feeling a little sense of pride because I knew something my 14-year-old daughter didn’t, I showed her how to separate an egg by pouring the egg from one side of the shell to the other.

“Oh, that’s cool, if a bit messy.”

“The really messy way is to crack the egg into your palm and let the white run through your fingers,” I replied.

“Urgh, I won’t be doing that.”

With the egg white poured into the icing sugar she quickly whisked the mixture.

“My mum was a good cook,” she told us as she whisked, “I think that’s why I like cooking. I used to sit on the table and watch her make dinner. She’d sing along to the radio whilst she worked, it was nice.”

“Nikki could cook, when she wasn’t fucked up on drugs. She made me a birthday cake once, it didn’t look so nice, but I remember it tasted really good.”

“My dad did a lot of the cooking,” I joined in, “mum always did Sunday lunch, but dad would often cook dinner when he was home.”

“Who did the cooking when you were, you know, when Tammy was here?” Belle asked.

“Mostly me, Tammy wasn’t one for getting her hands dirty doing any kind of work. She had great plans for the garden, but they all involved me doing the work.”

Poppy shook her head, “I really can’t understand, she seems totally unlike you, and Jenny, it’s like you were brain washed or something.”

“We’ve seen pictures though,” Belle told her, “she was really pretty, that’s why, he wasn’t thinking with his head.”

“Thanks for talking about me while I’m in the room,” I said, smiling so she knew I wasn’t bothered, “yes, she was beautiful, and for a while we were happy together, but she wanted more. More money, more fame, more nice clothes. I wasn’t successful enough for her I think.”

“But you are famous, we’ve seen pictures of you online at fancy galas.”

“Not famous enough for Tammy, she wanted a-list coverage.”

“What’s your ex-friend, Ethan was it?”

“Ellory,” I corrected.

“What’s Ellory do?” Belle asked.

“He’s a lawyer, so he’s not famous, and probably not as well off as me.”

“So why?”

“I have honestly no idea.”

“Is he, err, special in any way?”

“You mean does he have a big cock? I don’t know.”

“But, you’re so good in bed, and you’re rich, and you’ve got an amazing house. I can’t see what’s wrong with you that would drive someone away.” Poppy puzzled.

“Do you want me to be totally honest?” I asked.

“Yes!” they both replied, “we want to know what happened,” Poppy continued, “we just can’t see why anyone wouldn’t love you.”

“I think it was me, I think I was bored with Tammy and just stopped caring about her, and about what she did.”

“In what way?” Belle asked.

“Well, she’d suggest a weekend away to Rome or Milan. I knew I’d hate every minute, because she’d be shopping when I’d want to be in a gallery or museum, so I’d suggest she go on her own, or take a friend.”

“And the friend was Ellory,” Poppy said.

“That would appear to be the case.”

“So, what was Ellory like?”

“Well, I thought he was my friend. We were at university together, we played rugby together...”

“So you must have seen him naked...” Belle broke in.

“As strange as it may seem, men can get changed and not look at each other’s bodies.”

“Aww, that’s a shame, girls do it all the time, we compare boobs, and tummies, and we see if girls have innie or outie nipples and pussy lips. Sometimes it’s nice, sometimes girls can be bitchy, especially if one girl has big boobs and they don’t.”

“How are the girls with you,” Poppy asked, “are they OK in the changing rooms?”

“I’ve only done PE once, and they were fine. I wanted to see what Maisie looks like without her big jumper on, but she’s excused from PE.”

“Aww, I wonder why? Anyway, we were discussing Ellory.”

“Yes, we were,” Belle added as she started to transfer the fondant into the six little dishes, “can you add 3 drops of peppermint into the first one please, 4 drops of orange into the second, the same for strawberry. How’s the coffee dad?”

“It’s very tasty.”

“That’s not the answer I wanted.”

“It’s ready,” I laughed.

“Super, add a teaspoon to dish four please, then continue your report about Ellory. We want dirt, because we don’t want to like him.”

“Or do we want to like him because he took Tammy away, leaving dad young, free and single and able to wait patiently for five years for us to show up?”

Belle thought for a moment, “mmm, no, I don’t think we like him, because Tammy is obviously evil, and he’s shacked up with her, so he can’t be nice.”

I poured teaspoon of coffee into the fourth dish whilst I waited for the girls to decide on Ellory’s status.

“Yes, he’s evil,” Poppy declared, “please continue.”

“So yeah, we were at university together and didn’t look at each other’s genitals. He always had a girl, usually blonde, usually not too bright.”

“What about you? Did you have plenty of girlfriends at university?” Belle asked brightly.

“Actually, no.”

“Aww, why not?”

“I had one steady girl at Uni, I was with her for the first two years until she graduated.”

“What was she like?”

“She was called Charlotte, a very nice girl.”

“What happened to her? Why did you split when she left?”

“She got a place in Sydney to study for her masters, she stayed in Australia when she graduated, she’s a professor now.”

“Wow!” Poppy gasped, “that’s amazing.”

“So you had no girl in your last year, why didn’t you ask Ellory to find you one?”

“Because that never occurred to me, and to be honest, I didn’t really like any of the girls he went with. This is going to sound awful, but none of them were that good looking...”

“You mean it was like he was at the back of the queue when he was picking a girl,” Poppy asked.

“Yeah, that’s right.”

“And this was always the case? He wasn’t good looking or studly enough to pick the best-looking girls. Even after you left Uni and started work.”

“Yep.”

“But he still pulled Tammy, interesting,” Poppy said as she helped Belle open the tub of cacoa butter, “I wonder, where did you meet Tammy?”

“We met at a function, I was there with my publishers, she was there with the company she worked for, we got chatting and found we had a couple of mutual friends, and it went from there.”

“And this was when?”

I thought for a moment, “about 11 years ago.”

“And you’d been out of university for how long?”

“About 6 months, I got my publishing contract before I graduated.”

Poppy raised her eyebrows, “impressive. So, the big question, what was Ellory doing at this time, and question number 2, what university did Tammy attend.”

“Ok, I see where you’re going, Ellory was in his first year at a law firm in the City, I don’t believe there was a link between Ellory and Tammy at this time.”

“What university was she at?”

“Oxford Brookes...”

“And, if your Wikipedia bio is correct, you were at Merton College, also in Oxford.”

“I was, and are you suggesting Ellory knew Tammy back then?”

“That’s the way my mind is working.”

“Mmmm, I don’t know, it would be a huge coincidence, but they do happen. Anyway, it’s more likely they just got together when he was over here one day. He used to get drunk and sleep over instead of going home. Who knows what they got up to whilst I was out, I used to do a lot of my writing down at the library back then.”

“Ahh well,” Poppy sighed, “we tried make it all a conspiracy. I do want to know more about Charlotte though, was she pretty, or was she someone Ellory found for you.”

“Haha, she was very pretty,” I pulled my phone out.

“You’ve got a photo of her on your phone after all these years, that’s romantic.”

“Well, not exactly, but I do have Google, which will help me find a photo of her.”

“Ahh, you’re spoiling all my fun today.”

I found a photo from the University of Sydney website and showed it to the girls.

Poppy took the phone from me and zoomed into the photo, examining every detail.

“Oh yes, I like her, she has nice eyes. We very much approve of Charlotte. What does she teach?”

“She’s a professor of urban planning. Don’t ask me what that entails, she studied architecture at Oxford.”

Belle took the phone from Poppy and looked closely at Charlotte’s photo, “she’s not wearing make-up, or if she is, it’s very well done. She’s so elegant, a lot like Lia. Have you seen how Lia walks, she’s so ladylike, not like us, I bet Charlotte has nice legs like Lia’s.” She thrust my phone back, “find me more photos, I want to see her legs.”

I opened Google and typed in Charlotte’s full name and title, the image search found a few people with the same name, I scrolled until I found one of her in a short skirt and t-shirt, I opened it full screen and gave my phone back to Belle.

“I knew it, look Poppy, she’s got amazing legs, and such a nice tan.”

“Nice boobs too,” Poppy added, zooming in to Charlotte’s t-shirt, “no bra, either very perky or implants,” she looked at me, “has she had a boob job?”

“I have no idea,” I replied, holding my hands up, “I knew her for two years, I’ve not seen her for 12 years.”

She held the phone out, “are they bigger or better than you remember?”

I thought hard, wanting to tell the girls the truth, but also a little embarrassed about it, “in truth, I didn’t see her naked often. We weren’t shagging every minute we were alone.”

Belle looked at Poppy, mouth agape.

“We were friends mostly, we went to gigs, we went to the cinema, we studied together in the library. Ellory was the wild one like you see in American Pie, I was the dull one who wanted to study and pass his degree more than anything.”

Poppy closed my phone and passed it back, “I’m sorry, we got too personal, Charlotte was a friend, and we were wrong to pry.”

“It’s OK, I know you’re just trying to learn more about me. I think my general dullness is what drove Tammy away, but it’s also what made Charlotte such a good friend, because she was just the same, more interested in study and art than bars and parties.”

“We approve of Charlotte,” Belle announced as she filled a large pan with water, “can you get the scales Poppy, we need to be very accurate with these measurements.”

Poppy reached into the cupboard for the food scales, “how much do we need of everything?”

Belle gave her the measurements from memory and Poppy scooped cacao butter from the tub into the scale while Belle set the pan of water on the hob and brought it to the boil.

“Is there anything I can do?” I asked.

“You can make coffee and tell us about your favourite times with Charlotte, we don’t mind there being no sexy times, we want to hear about fun dates.”

Once we had fresh coffee I sat at the table and watched the girls work whilst I dragged up memories, some from before Belle and Poppy were born, not just of university, I told them about family trips with Helen.

“During the holidays, if our dad was working we’d go out with mum, she was more relaxed than dad, so we’d sometimes go to the seaside. We lived in a village near Basildon...”

“Helen’s an Essex Girl!” Belle cried.

“err, yes, she is, and you probably don’t want to mention that, she got a lot of shit for it when she was modelling.”

“Ahh, ok ... back to the seaside.”

“So, yes, we’d go to Southend On Sea for the day and play in the arcades and eat ice cream, and go on the rides at Adventure Island. Those are the most fun days I remember.

“Not that anything about our childhood was unpleasant, it just wasn’t always a barrel of laughs. Both mum and dad valued work over excitement, and they pushed us both hard through school. Although dad, being of a less enlightened age, was quite chauvinistic, and so I was sent to a good, and expensive, boarding school, whilst Helen was just sent to the comprehensive school in the next town.”

“Helen’s so clever!” Poppy cried, “why wasn’t she allowed a posh education?”

“Because dad didn’t believe women deserved a good education, he thought they should just learn enough to run a household.”

“What about your mum? What did she think about this?”

“Dad paid the bills, but I think the society they grew up in was so tilted towards the patriarchy that a lot of women believed their place was in the home, by the stove.”

“But she had a job! Wasn’t she even a little bit feminist?”

“She had a job until she got married, then only started working part time once dad’s income fell. I think she quietly rebelled by getting Helen modelling work, which dad strongly disapproved off.”

“Ahh yes, if he was a stuffy old Tory he’d go mental about Helen showing her boobs,” Belle replied, “but put the stuffy old Tories in a room full of naked girls and they sure couldn’t keep their eyes and hands off you.”

“I thought they couldn’t touch you?” I asked, concerned I was learning about a new trauma.

“Ahh, yes,” Belle stumbled, giving Poppy side eye.

“Yes!” Poppy broke in, “when you covered for me you were supposed to be just in the main room, no private dances.”

“Err, well, you know, if there was one of your regulars, and I was covering, they kind of expected the same service, you know.”

“Not all the same services I hope!” Poppy replied sternly.

“Fuck no, I never had sex with anyone, just, you know, hands and oral, titties in the face, that kind of stuff. I could usually get them to come just from the dancing, my arse cheeks have made a lot of men stain their undies.”

“OK,” Poppy conceded, calming down, “so long as you never had sex with anyone.”

“I promise, on my mum’s grave, I was a virgin until Alex.”

“Fine, and thank you for being honest, you could have just said it was a slip of the tongue.”

“I’m always honest.”

“I know sweetie, I was just upset at the thought of what you had to do because I was too fucked up to earn money for us some nights.”

We were quiet for a minute or two whilst we waited for the pan to boil and the air to clear.

As the pan started to bubble Belle reached out and touched Poppy’s hand, “can I have the cacao butter first please.”

Poppy smiled weakly, “I’m so sorry Belle.”

“What for?”

“For what I’ve put you through. Nobody should have to do what you did to cover for me.”

“You were doing it when you were my age, so what’s the problem?”

“Because you came from a nice home, I knew nothing but sexual abuse and drugs, you had a chance I never got, and I ended up dragging you down to my level.”

Belle rushed around the counter and pulled Poppy into a hug, “it’s OK Poppy, nobody hurt me, and sometimes it was a lot of fun teasing the men, making them hang on for ages before they came. Once a man wanted to be tied to a chair, I got him right to the edge, then I bit him because he called me a nasty name and I left him there.”

“Oh my god,” Poppy laughed through her tears, “what happened to him?”

“I told Billy he’d been nasty to me so they threw him out, they even made him pay me double.”

“Thank you Belle,” Poppy smiled as she gently moved Belle back, “that’s just what I wanted to hear, I’ll go wash my face then we can make chocolates.”

As soon as Poppy left the kitchen, Belle rushed to my side, “when we’ve finished, I need you to do me a favour,” she whispered quickly.

“Anything,” I replied quietly, “what do you need?”

“I need you to make love to Poppy. She thinks she’s OK, just sleeping with me, and letting me sleep with you sometimes, she thinks I’m enough for her. But she’s kidding herself, I know how much she misses sex with you.”

“Interesting,” I replied.

Belle was puzzled, “interesting! I kind of expected you to be more excited.”

“Ahh, don’t get me wrong, the thought is more than exciting. It’s just your mum said much the same this morning, that’s why she’s keeping Katie and Lia out until late.”

“Oh man, she’s so clever. So can we do this?”

“Of course, I’ve missed Poppy.”

Belle kissed me hard before running back to the stove ready to resume cooking as Poppy returned.

“Ahh, that’s better,” Poppy sighed as she gave Belle a quick hug, “mmm, your heart is racing, what were you up to while I was in the bathroom?” she laughed.

“I might have kissed dad, but only a little one,” Belle replied.

“Did you now, does that mean he owes me one?”

“I think he does, pass me the cacao butter then go have some fun.”

Poppy absentmindedly pushed the dish across to her sister as she walked around the counter and crossed the kitchen slowly.

I turned around on the bench so Poppy could straddle my legs, “do you want a lap-dance daddy?” she whispered seductively, “ooohh, you’re already hard, that wasn’t a quick kiss Belle just gave you, was it?”

“No,” I stammered, completely under Poppy’s spell.

She pushed down hard against my crotch as she pressed her breasts against my chest and her lips to mine, grinding against me as our lips locked.

I heard the bench protest as Poppy’s passion rose, I heard a small gasp from across the kitchen as Belle watched her girlfriend’s every move.

“Oh fuck, I’ve missed this,” Poppy sighed as she moved faster and faster, our hearts racing as our mouths worked together, tongues dancing, lost in a world of our own.

Until, all too quickly Poppy came, hard. She panted as we parted, “oh man,” she gasped, falling against me as I wrapped my arms around my daughter, my lover, my goddess.

It took almost as long for her to come down as it did to reach orgasm, “woo,” she sighed as she took deep breaths, “that was fun. I’m a little damp down below now, are you OK?”

“I’m fine,” I replied, also out of breath.

“Do you need me to finish you off? Or Belle could do it?”

“I’m fine, honest. We need to make chocolates.”

“Chocolates ... of course ... I’m sorry, my mind is all woozy, that was as delicious as it was unexpected. I think I need a shower. Would it be ok if you help Belle while I freshen up?”

“Of course, you go have a shower.”

“I told you!” Belle whispered as Poppy headed for the stairs, “she’s not cum like that in ages.”

“Will she be OK?”

“She’ll be fine, ahh, you know, once the butter has melted put a sieve over the bowl and add the milk powder, cocoa and icing sugar, then stir it all until it’s properly melted and there’s no lumps. I’ll be back in a minute.”

I took the wooden spoon from Belle as she ran from the room and upstairs.

“I’m OK,” I heard Poppy protest from the stairs.

“You can hardly walk, let me help you undress and into the shower, then I’ll go back down.”

“OK sweetie, thank you. That was a wonderful orgasm, so dreamy, I had no idea how much I missed sex with a boy.”

The bedroom door closed, I turned the radio up and stirred the cacao butter as it slowly melted.

The chocolate was almost ready as Belle returned a few minutes later.

“You blew her mind dad, that was amazing! I came a bit myself as I watched.”

“It was pretty much all Poppy’s work...” I protested.

“Nope, she wouldn’t have come that quickly, or that hard, with anyone else. It’s all chemistry, and you and Poppy have the best chemistry. The pheromones when you make love to her later will be magical, I can’t wait.”

“How did you know it would be special like that, we’ve not made love since you arrived?”

“Because she told me all about it, and I knew she wasn’t exaggerating because I’ve experienced the same things she talked about, but I could just tell her times with you were next level stuff. I’m so excited for later, I really am.”

“You two are amazing,” I replied, shaking my head in wonder, “there’s no jealousy, you just want the best for each other.”

“Because I’ll cum just being in the room, I’ll be able to remember exactly what she’s feeling, I’ll be able to relive the emotions I felt with you, while she’s in your arms, it’ll be amazing.”

Poppy was just wearing a baggy t-shirt when she returned a few minutes after Belle.

“Oh well, I fail at being gay,” Poppy sighed as she slipped between Belle and myself, hugging us both. “I tried, I wanted to swear off men, because they’d hurt me so – not you Alex, certain men – and I love Belle so much, I wanted to be totally exclusive to Belle, I also wanted Belle to experience the joy I’d felt in your hands, I wanted that pleasure to be hers, and hers alone. It’s a bit like I was punishing myself for the things I’d done in the past.”

“I don’t want you to punish yourself,” Belle cried, “I want you to be with dad, I want you to have sex with him as often as you want, I want to share your passion.”

“Last night I was thinking about something you asked, it was an innocent question, like all your questions, you just want to know things. You asked how many men I’d been with, so while you slept I thought, and I tried to remember, I forced myself to remember.”

“I don’t want to know, I shouldn’t have asked.”

“That’s lucky, because there’s so much I can’t remember, we’ll just say it’s a lot, it’s too many, and that’s why I’d decided to be monogamous, and monogamous with you, the most beautiful person I know.”

“What about Lia and Katie?”

Poppy laid a finger tenderly on Belle’s lips, “shush, let me pretend I’m being honest with myself. My main aim was to just stick with girls, because we know just what we all need and are unlikely to stick things where we don’t want them sticking, I wanted to be a lesbian, and I’ve failed.”

“We could all see how much you wanted to be with dad,” Belle told her, “that photo I took of you yesterday, the love in that scene was obvious, you were practically glowing.”

“Helen said you were the freest person she’d ever met,” I told her, “she said you had no boundaries when it comes to gender.”

“What does that mean?” Belle asked, “there’s just boys and girls...”

“Oh sweetie, if only I was still as innocent as you,” Poppy replied, squeezing her girlfriend hard, “there’s girls who are really boys in a girl’s body, and boys who are girls in a boy’s body, and there are people who are neither, and some who are both and their perceived gender changes with their internal chemistry. It’s really, really complicated. The upshot being, gay people sleep with their own gender, straight people sleep with the opposite gender, bi people will sleep with either, but many bi people will not sleep with a boy who thinks they’re a girl, if you know what I mean...”

Belle puzzled hard, we could see her trying to process what Poppy had just told her, “I’m not sure I do, I’m not sure what difference it makes, if you love someone does it matter what’s in their underpants.”

“Exactly, but for some people it is important, they want their girls to be biological girls, and their boys to be biological boys, and I can’t criticise them for this, it’s just how they are. For me personally, I don’t care what they have in their pants, as long as they’re kind.”

Belle thought hard again, “I think I’m different to you, I hope you don’t mind, but I don’t want anyone with a penis, except Alex.”

“Belle, nothing about what you said upsets me, because we’re all different, and what floats my boat wouldn’t necessary float yours.”

“Like what?”

“Like, sometimes I like to be hurt, but only when I trust the person hurting me.”

“But, that video...”

“For a little bit, just the first few minutes, I enjoyed myself, but then I didn’t, and I ended up in hospital, so we will try to forget about that and concentrate on how much I enjoy being tied up and whipped.”

“I don’t think I’d enjoy that, or enjoy watching it happen.”

“So we won’t do it, but it’s an example of how we’re different, and how it’s ok for me to like having sex with trans girls and for you to only enjoy sex with cis girls.”

“Does that make me boring?”

“Absolutely not!” Poppy cried, “you’re not boring, and the things we do together are everything I need, or as we just found out, almost everything. I’ve done a lot, too much, and the things I keep coming back to are you, your wonderful pussy and cute little bum hole, and Alex. I don’t need anything else.”

“You like my cute little bum hole?” Belle asked.

“I do, I love how you react when I slide a finger inside.”

“I want to try proper anal, with dad.”

“But it will hurt,” Poppy cried.

“We watched that video, the one with the little redhead girl, she’s much smaller than me, and the man looked as big as dad, she seemed to enjoy it.”

“Are you sure?”

“Definitely. We’ll make chocolates, then you and dad are going to make love properly, for a long time, then if we’re still awake, and mum’s not back, we’ll try anal. But most important is I want to watch you and dad make love, because it will be the absolute perfect definition of love.”

Belle shooed us both away from the counter whilst she worked to rescue the chocolate that had solidified whilst we talked.

“Can you give me a hand now Poppy,” Belle asked, “I need you to pour the chocolate over the mould while I swirl it around so the inside of each heart has an even layer.”

“There’ll be loads of chocolate over the top of the mould,” Poppy replied.

“And you can scrape the excess up with your finger.”

“I like that idea,” Poppy smiled.

Once it was done, and Poppy had wiped chocolate around Belle’s mouth then kissed it off, Belle put the mould into the freezer.

“We’ll leave it there to set for 10 minutes. While we wait, I need six sandwich bags so we can pipe in the fillings.”

I made more coffee as Poppy helped Belle scoop each filling into a bag. Once filled they licked each spoon clean.

“Mmm, these are really tasty, even the coffee one,” Poppy told Belle as she slipped the spoons into the dishwasher.”

“See, I told you they’d be nice, and so simple to make.”

Belle pulled the mould out of the freezer and inspected the chocolate, “it looks ok, I don’t see any gaps or holes. Let’s get it filled, dad, can you pop the spare chocolate in the microwave for 20 seconds, please.”

Poppy snipped the corner from the first bag, “there’s six flavours, and this mould is 3 wide and 12 deep, so if my maths teacher is doing his job, I think we make 6 of each flavour.”

“Yayyy,” Belle cheered, “your maths teacher is as good as mine. What flavour have you got there?”

“Can I say I don’t know?”

“We’ll find out when you fill the first two rows.”

“Smells like the mango one,” Poppy told her.

“Cool, I’ll write it down so I know which are which later. I’ve decided I’ll mark them with a letter, M for Mango.”

“How will you mark them?” I asked.

“I was thinking of using a hot needle, will that be dangerous?”

“If you use a long one and wrap the end with tissue,” I replied, “I guess it would be ok. Get it hot with the cooker flame.”

Once all the chocolates were filled, and the rest of the fillings eaten, Belle poured the last of the molten chocolate across the mould, scraping the excess off with a spatula.

“OK, 10 more minutes in the freeze and they’ll be ready. Or we could leave them to cool at room temperature and have some fun?”

“I like the idea of fun,” Poppy cried as she ripped off her t-shirt and ran upstairs as naked as the day she was born.

Belle looked at me, “are you for fun, or quick setting chocolate?”

“Well...”

“OK, you wait here while I have fun with my girlfriend...”

And with that I headed for the stairs.

Belle was rapidly disrobing, Poppy lay on my bed, a hand over her pussy, slowly rubbing herself as she watched her girlfriend strip in the least sexy way possible.

“Ahh, you decided to turn up,” Belle panted from the effort of untangling herself from her t-shirt.

“Let me help you,” I laughed as I carefully extricated her arm from her sleeve.

“Aww, I was enjoying the striptease,” Poppy said languidly, as she continued to gently pleasure herself.

Once Belle was naked, she turned her attention to me, I pulled off my sweater as she removed my belt and unbuttoned my jeans.

“Ooh, you made him really excited before,” Belle told Poppy, “I see the evidence on his boxers.”

“I offered your services to finish what I started,” Poppy drawled, she was deep in ecstasy now.

“That would have spoilt things for now, I want to watch you two together.”

“So do I,” Poppy replied.

“I could film it if you like...”

“Err, no thanks, I’ve had enough of being filmed.”

“Ahh, yes, forget I mentioned it,” Belle replied as I stepped out of my boxers and she took me in her mouth.

Oh my god, the feeling just then as she took my head between her lips and worked her tongue on my tip. I was torn between looking down at the beautiful girl working on my cock, or the beautiful girl playing with herself leisurely as she watched her girlfriend giving me wonderful head.

Belle’s eyes were wide as she took my whole length in her throat, touching her lips to my groin, she pulled back, gasping, “wooo, I did it at last, I got him all in.”

Poppy stopped what she was doing and clapped, cheering her sister’s skills and determination.

“He’s ready now, are you ready?” Belle asked.

“I’ve never been more ready, I want to be on top, is that OK?”

I lay on the bed and Poppy straddled me, Belle curled up by my head and watched intently as her girlfriend lowered herself ever so slowly, she saw my hard cock slide between Poppy’s outer lips, she heard the deep sigh as I started to push inside.

Poppy stopped as I was half-way inside, she smiled as she started to pulse her muscles and my cock grew ever harder from the tiny pulses squeezing my head.

“What are you doing?” Belle asked, “I can see you smiling and concentrating?”

“It’s hard to describe, I’ll have to show you. Lie back and stick two fingers inside your pussy as far as you can.”

Belle did as Poppy asked, “what now?”

“Feel the little ridges?”

“Yes, I can feel them.”

“See if you can make them move, to squeeze your fingers.”

“Oh, I can do that.”

“See if you can do it so a ripple runs up and down, once you can do that, dad will be in heaven.”

“Ooohhh, I shall practice that, but not now, I want to watch you.”

Poppy slid all the way down, so I was fully inside, then she lay forwards and kissed Belle, “you’re so beautiful, Belle, oh so beautiful. You were sent from heaven to save me, and I can never thank you enough for that.”

She said this as she started to move her hips, slowly at first, but picking up speed as her passion rose.

“Oh fuck, I’ve missed this, I’m so sorry that I’ve neglected you dad, I didn’t realise how important straight sex was for me, but not just straight sex, this is more than that, it’s sex with the most wonderful man in the world. You saved us all, and you did it for the best reason, because you wanted to save us. You didn’t know just how good this would be for us, you just brought me home to keep me alive.”

Poppy was tiring, so I took over with long, slow, deep strokes, filling her with each thrust.

“Oh man, this is the best feeling ever.”

“It really is,” Belle agreed, “our sex is wonderful and mind blowing, but there’s something about dad that just makes it better.”

“He fills me up, literally, and there’s a button inside that only he can hit, oh fuck! hold me Belle, I’m coming, kiss me, quick!”

Belle uncurled and threw her arms around her girlfriend, she held Poppy tightly as their lips touched.

Belle’s body was pressed against my side and I felt her shudder as her own orgasm was triggered by Poppy’s, she fell back gasping as Poppy started to ride me faster.

“I knew I’d cum without touching myself,” Belle panted as she snuggled close to our bodies, breathing deeply of the pheromones, ready for the next orgasm.

She didn’t have to wait long, this time it was my turn. Poppy pressed her lips to mine as she started to gyrate, her hips moving rhythmically as she ground her clit against me. She writhed faster and faster as I drove myself deep inside, and soon her dam burst and she orgasmed hard, much harder than she had downstairs, and this triggered mine. I thrust as deep as I could and let go. Our minds joined for a moment as our orgasm set off fireworks in our heads, colours and sounds merged in a dizzying, hallucinogenic display.

As we merged I felt Belle grip my arm as she started to shake, “oh fuck, Poppy, just watching you cum has set me off again, this is just, oh my god, it’s amazing.”

And that’s all I remember.

Poppy hadn’t slept all night, she was wiped out. I was emotionally spent, and Belle, she just curled up against us and fell asleep as she held onto the two most important people in her life.

And around 9:30 Jenny found us, I awoke to her throwing a blanket over the three of us, “don’t move,” she whispered, “I’ll sleep with Katie and Lia, tell me all about it in the morning.”

“Have you tried my chocolates?” Belle asked sleepily.

“No honey, I’ve put them in the fridge, they’re all still there.”

“Thank you, mum, for letting us do this, it was very special.”

“I bet it was, Poppy needed it.”

“She did, and so did dad.”

“What about you?”

“I had so much fun watching, it was amazing.”

“Sleep well sweetie, I’ll be up early, so I’ll make sure you don’t oversleep.”

“You’re the best mum ever.”

“I wouldn’t go that far, maybe the second best, Lana sounds like she was awesome.”

“She was, I miss her every day.”

Jenny leant down and kissed Belle, “I miss my mum too.”


