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author note about nether lips
As I was writing this story, there was a post on Facebook in several of the sapphic reading groups, complaining about the use of “nether lips” in smut scenes.
Which then devolved into all the words that readers hate in smut scenes. This is a post that often comes up, actually. And I cringe every time I see it.
As an author, I’m well aware that there are words that will take us out or put us in these types of scenes, and it’s impossible for an author to please everyone.
If only, am I right?
I decided to use “nether lips” in this prose to entertain myself, originally with the intention of editing them out. However, many months and edits later, I don’t want to. I want to keep them in. I stand by the thought of not yucking someone else’s yum, and this book is exactly that.
Not everyone loves poly romances.
Not everyone loves bisexual/pansexual characters.
Not everyone loves sapphic fiction (those people are weird).
But it means that we can all expand our horizons a little bit, can’t we? Am I a fan of the phrase “nether lips”? Not really. But I’m going to learn and show up for others who might like that phrase. Because we all need to be more supportive of each other. And we all need to encourage each other to be authentically us without judgment and shame.
All right, I’m getting off my soap box now.
I hope you enjoy these lovely ladies!
PS — Be the weird people!



one
GREER
“I’m so sorry!” Lachlan popped her head into Nathalie’s front door.
Greer skidded to a halt in the morning routine that she’d started with Alaric weeks ago, which he was taking to like a champion. Lachlan was supposed to be there thirty minutes ago with the twins, but she was just now showing up?
“Davina was making a mess of things this morning and refused to get dressed and Halle threw a fit over breakfast, and I just didn’t know what to do.” Lachlan threaded her fingers through her long dark hair that was beginning to go gray and sighed heavily. “I don’t know how you do it most mornings.”
Greer pursed her lips. She did it because she set a routine and expectations, which was something that Lachlan, Ivy, and Nathalie had yet to manage to do. She wasn’t going to say that right now, though. It was the last thing that Lachlan needed to hear, especially when she was running late to work already.
“It’s fine. I’ll take care of it.” Greer stepped forward and held her hand out for the girls. “Hey, babies. Did you have a good night?”
Both Halle and Davina raced over to Greer and clung onto her legs in a hug. This was her happy place. She just had to remember that. Taking care of kids was exactly what she wanted to be doing, each and every day. She just wasn’t sure that these three families with their peculiar arrangement of sharing a nanny was really what she wanted. Or that it was really functional.
“Where’s Nathalie?” Lachlan asked.
Greer shook her head. “She left for the office almost two hours ago.”
“Two hours…” Lachlan trailed off. She glanced at the watch on her left wrist and huffed out a breath. “That’s what she gets for only having one.”
Alaric snagged his jacket from the front hall closet and immediately walked up to all of them. “I’m ready!” He grinned, his two front teeth missing in what he called a flourish from the tooth fairy. Greer had to put the treats under his pillow that night though, because she’d been damn sure that Nathalie was going to forget all about it in her rush and busyness.
“Oh God. School drop off.” Lachlan winced. “I didn’t make you late, did I?”
“Not quite,” Greer answered. She put her hand on Alaric’s shoulder. “But we will be if we wait around here much longer.”
This was her biggest gripe so far with them. Mornings. Alaric had been late more times than she cared to count, and when Shepherd and Leon were there too, the chaos was tenfold. Luckily, the boys were with their other mother this week, so Greer was stuck with only the three to wrangle, and the twins during the day.
“I better get going too.” Lachlan again threw her hand through her hair, pulling at the strands slightly in her own form of anxious chaos monitoring. No one would know that this fertility doctor who seemed calm, cool, and collected in the office was actually someone who struggled to get up in the mornings and get everything organized at home.
“We’ll just hop right into the car,” Greer said, looking at the twin three-year-olds that were still clinging to her legs. “You want to take Alaric to school today?”
“Yes!” Davina shouted.
Halle, however, had a distinct pout on her lips, and if Greer didn’t cut it off quickly, then she knew she was going to run straight into a fight or a meltdown or something of that nature.
“Then when we get back to your house, I’ll make you French toast sticks. Okay?” Greer said that to Halle, hoping that it would distract her enough to at least get her moving toward the car. The last thing she really needed was another call from the school and from Nathalie Coeur about why her son was late that day—yet again. She’d already been yelled at plenty times over for that.
“Okay,” Halle said, then she gave her mom a sheepish grin like she was getting exactly what she wanted.
“Oh, I already fed her breakfast.”
“We’ll do it as our mid-morning snack,” Greer countered. “Kids at this age are always needing some type of calories to keep them going.” She didn’t want to come off as pushing, but she really did have to get going, and in order for that to happen, Lachlan needed to leave. “I can write out my routine for you so that you can try to mimic it on the weekends. I’m sure that it might help to keep some consistency.”
“Right, we talked about that before, didn’t we?” Lachlan frowned. “It’s a good idea.”
And that was usually as far as the conversation went. And sure enough, right on cue, Lachlan bent down and held her arms out for the girls to give her hugs. She planted kisses on their cheeks and then waved goodbye to Alaric before slipping out the front door.
Greer sighed.
As essentially the only adult who was taking care of five kids throughout the week, it was a definite struggle for her to get everyone on the same page. She’d had issues like this with families before, but she’d never had the complication of working with three families at once who shared a nanny.
But this way, she was less likely to get laid off when the kids outgrew her.
Instead of taking the kids out the front of the house toward the vehicle that Nathalie had given her to drive Alaric to and from all of his activities, she took them to the garage. It’d give Lachlan a few extra minutes to get out of the driveway and down the street, which would cause fewer arguments with Halle, who was attached at the hip with her mother on a good day.
On a bad day… well, Greer wanted earplugs for those days.
She loaded the kids into the Suburban, putting the twins in their car seats and helping to buckle them in properly before Alaric jumped into his seat. Greer was finally behind the wheel when Alaric popped up with his brilliant grin, dimples on full display.
“We’re learning how to add today,” he said from right behind Greer.
“Oh, are you?” Greer knew this already. Alaric had told her several times in the last few days, and he’d already started learning math, but he seemed super excited to learn even more. Greer backed out of the driveway slowly and pulled onto the street. She’d spent a good hour with him the afternoon before just writing out very simple random math problems so that he could solve them. He’d loved it. Greer had mostly enjoyed the quiet time with him.
“Yeah!” Alaric bounced in his booster seat.
“You’ll have to tell me all about it when I pick you up.”
It didn’t take her too long to get to the school, as it was only a two-minute drive from the house. She’d love to be able to walk one morning with all of the kids or even just with the twins in tow, but that would mean that Lachlan would have to get them to her on time. Until that happened, Greer would have to stick with driving this beast of a vehicle.
Pulling up outside the school, Greer got out of the driver’s seat to open the door for Alaric. She left the twins in the back, really not wanting to unstrap them just to strap them back in five seconds later. But Alaric loved it when she would walk him to the door.
He hopped out, reaching back in for the backpack that was way too big on such a little boy, and he threw it over his shoulders, again grinning with that beautiful dimple and two front teeth missing. Greer put a hand on his back and guided him out of the street and straight toward the front doors to the school.
“Greer!”
She would recognize that voice any day. Leon bounded toward her and immediately wrapped his tiny little arms around her hips in a hug.
“Ooof!” Greer said with a little chuckle. She patted Leon’s back and gave him a slight hug as well. “Hey, kiddo.”
Looking up, her eyes locked on none other than Leon’s other mother, who Greer was quickly learning would be the bane of her existence and her job. She really couldn’t fathom why someone was so dead set on getting her fired and out of the house or how someone could be so damn mean to the other parent of their children, but Penny was it.
Greer swallowed the sudden lump in her throat as Penny approached. In another life, where Greer didn’t know who the woman was underneath the sheep’s clothing, she would be attracted to her. She was older, she carried herself perfectly, she was always made up and didn’t have a stitch out of place. And she had that mean girl look on her lips, like an ever-present snarl that Greer would be scared of if she didn’t secretly daydream that the snarl meant love.
But this was Penny, and that snarl was real. She hated Greer. Hands down hated her with a passion and wanted her out of Leon and Shepherd’s lives as soon as humanly possible. And Greer was, unfortunately, acutely aware that Penny was exactly what happened to the previous nannies that Ivy, Lachlan, and Nathalie had hired.
Aside from the chaos that these three families contained, Penny was their biggest adversary.
“You’re about to be late,” Penny said, her voice dripping with unrequited anger. But was she saying that to Leon? To Alaric? Or was she talking to Greer? Because it really felt like she was speaking directly to Greer’s soul.
“Yeah, Alaric, why don’t you head inside.” Greer managed to rip her gaze from Penny and give Alaric a quick hug before sending him on his way.
Alaric wrapped his arm across Leon’s shoulders, and they turned toward the front door of the school together. It was honestly adorable, and if Penny hadn’t been standing right there, Greer would have absolutely whipped out her phone and snapped a picture to send to the three of them in the group text. She loved to send little reminders and glimpses of what the kids had been up to that day while the parents were at work.
But that wasn’t going to be in the cards for her today.
Greer sighed and glanced back at the giant black Suburban that was now her misery and her life. She didn’t want to say another word to Penny. She wanted to escape before anything could be said that either one of them would regret.
“Did you leave the twins in the car again?” Penny’s dislike of Greer’s nannying was awful. “You shouldn’t do that. It’s illegal, you know.”
Greer resisted the urge to roll her eyes. She straightened her shoulders and took a step back toward the car.
“I should call the cops on you someday, you know. See what they make of it.”
But that was it. Greer spun around, fire in her toes as she faced down the biggest Mean Girl she had come up against to date. “I highly doubt that the local law enforcement is going to want to take that call. I’m twenty feet from the vehicle. The girls are fine and strapped into their seats. And it would be wasting precious time and energy of the police officers who very much need to be dealing with actual problems in this city.”
What Greer didn’t add, but she really wanted to, was that perhaps they could investigate the abusive hold that Penny had over Ivy, and the very fact that Penny had called the police on more than one occasion over something that Ivy had done with their sons, and they’d found her completely innocent. But still had to take time to deal with drama that they really shouldn’t have to.
But saying all of that would only get her into even hotter water. And it’d certainly only poke the bear that was Penny Villegas.
“My, my, my, are you trying to have a backbone this morning?” Penny stepped in closer, using her height over Greer as a way to intimidate. The problem was that Greer faced down toddlers throwing temper tantrums every single day of her working life, and she wasn’t about to give in to an adult who was trying to bully and manipulate either.
“Hardly.” Greer squared her shoulders and kept her face calm. “What I have is simple logic and an ability to let go when I get mad. Maybe you should take a few classes to help you learn those skills.”
Penny snorted. “Me?”
“Yes. You.” Greer didn’t wait. “Instead of wasting time on me, someone who takes care of your two kids half the time and someone who cares deeply for them. It’d really be a better use of your energy.”
Without saying another word, Greer glided back toward the Suburban. That had felt good. She was so tired of being told what to do by someone who wasn’t giving her a paycheck. And she’d be damned if she was going to let Penny bully her into anything. What she cared about—what she’d decided to care about—wasn’t Penny or the drama of the ongoing and never-ending divorce between her and Ivy.
It was those kids.
All five of the beauties that she was hired to care for and love.
And she would do that to the best of her damn ability. Greer wasn’t someone who could be pushed around by exes or by bosses. She’d been there too often in her life, and she wouldn’t let it happen again. She wouldn’t let her life be run by someone else.
It was why she wasn’t married. It was why she was still very happily single. Not one person could fulfill her, and not one person could influence her into giving up the way she chose her life to be. And anyone who dared to think that they could had another thing coming.
Still, she was going to have to tell Ivy about the interaction with Penny. And that, she was going to hate. Each and every time she had to do that, Ivy would start to shut down and close in on herself. The pain and the exhaustion was overwhelming, and Greer hated causing any part of it, even if she wasn’t the ultimate cause.
Climbing into the car, Greer put on her seatbelt and glanced in the rearview mirror.
“You ready?” Greer asked Davina and Halle.
“Yeah!” they shouted from the back.
“Then let’s go, girls.” Hitting the radio, Greer was pleasantly surprised to find Shania Twain playing loudly. She turned up the volume and pulled away from the curb. She’d decompress by singing her brains out on the way home, and then it would be time to make some of her famous French toast sticks that Halle had fallen in love with.



two
LACHLAN
Lachlan stared down at the email on her phone, squinting at the screen as she tried to read it better. Giving up, she switched to the computer in her office and finally read the email for the fourth time. She sighed heavily. She was so tired of these types of emails and calls coming in. They’d increased exponentially in the last year, and they didn’t seem to be calming down any.
Yet, Nathalie’s behavior wasn’t getting worse either.
So maybe people were just more sensitive?
Who knew? Lachlan sighed again and ran her fingers through her hair. The stress from this entire situation was threatening to make her want to pull her hair out. At the very least, maybe she could lose a few pounds over it from stress? Who the hell was she kidding? She’d never be so lucky as that.
Snagging up the receiver on her office phone, Lachlan made the call that she was dreading.
She hated that Ivy had left the practice. She hated even more that Ivy was forced out. It wasn’t her own choice, and she despised the fact that they now had to work with Abagail Kerr. Who was brilliant, yes, Lachlan understood that, but she was a brute. And while Nathalie and Abagail could go toe to toe over whatever they wanted, Lachlan preferred a more delicate touch.
Which was why she missed working with Ivy.
Frowning, Lachlan dialed the number that she now had memorized, and she waited for Abagail to answer. If only they could still work with Ivy. But since Ivy wasn’t the business owner and it was seen as a conflict of interest, Abagail had taken over their problems.
“Kerr HR, how may I direct your call?” The secretary’s voice was always warm, which was a welcome distraction from the cold reaction Lachlan knew she was going to get as soon as Abagail picked up.
“Hi, this is Lachlan Norris. I need to speak with Ms. Kerr.”
“Hi, Lachlan!” She was so damn sweet. Lachlan hated calling, but at least this was a bright spot for her day. Maybe that was why Abagail had hired her in the first place. “Ms. Kerr is out of the office this week. But I can patch you through to Ms. Villegas, her second-in-command.”
Lachlan wrinkled her nose. Word must not have gotten around about just how close Lachlan and Ivy were, or any of them. That was probably for the best. “Sure, that sounds great, thanks.”
Lachlan waited while the hold music played. She clicked through a few more emails that wouldn’t take much brain power to look at and answer, skimming some test results for her patients, and then smiling when Ivy’s voice came over the line.
“Kerr HR, this is Ivy Villegas.”
“Hey, there.” Lachlan’s voice dropped.
“What the hell did she do now?” Ivy smarted back.
Lachlan snorted in response. Leave it to Ivy to cut straight to the point but also make Lachlan laugh at the same time. “How could you guess?”
“Because it’s the only reason you call the office line instead of my cell phone.”
“Well, if you’d come back to the practice, then I wouldn’t have to call the office, now would I?” Lachlan was still desperately missing one of her best friends. They still saw each other most days, except when Penny had the kids and there was no reason for them to meet up for kid adventures, but it wasn’t the same as being secluded in the office together.
“You know I’d love to,” Ivy said, her tone taking on a sad timbre. “But I can’t. It’s better for all of us this way if I stay out of it.”
Lachlan frowned. “I know. I still don’t like that Penny bullied you into giving up your part of the practice.”
Ivy chuckled. “My part? I might have owned a very small chunk of it, mind you, but it’s not like I’m a doctor.”
“No, but your expertise was—and is—still very welcome. Besides, then I wouldn’t have to waste my time making these phone calls when I could just walk down the hall to the office that’s still empty and talk to you in person.”
“I know, I know.”
Lachlan hated to put any type of guilt onto Ivy, but she also wanted Ivy to understand that she did still feel this way, and that she did still miss her. “But to the point of the call, I received another complaint on Nathalie.”
“Is she ever going to give up that bitchy persona?”
Snorting again, Lachlan shook her head even though Ivy couldn’t see her. “No, she’s not. I think she likes that she’s been branded that way. This complaint is exactly that, about her poor bedside manner, and apparently her saying something inappropriate about a woman’s genitals.”
“What?” The cringe in Ivy’s voice could be heard a mile away. “Did she really say something like that?”
“I don’t know. I haven’t talked to her yet. She’s in conferences all day, so she hasn’t been in the office. I’ll catch her when we get home though, and I pick up the twins.”
“Ask her exactly what was said. Then text me and let me know. She really needs to watch her tongue, especially with all of these complaints coming in lately.”
“I know, they’ve been bad.” Lachlan skimmed over the list that Abagail had sent her to keep track. There were a few against Lachlan herself, but the vast majority were against Nathalie, and then a few more against Baylor—the other doctor in the practice and also her ex-husband. Still, Nathalie’s complaints far outweighed either Lachlan’s or Baylor’s.
“I noticed that.”
Lachlan bit her lip. “You don’t think Penny would⁠—”
“Fabricate them? No, I don’t think she’d be that idiotic.” Ivy scoffed. “Though I wouldn’t put it past her to try and find some complaints where there were none. So with that thought in mind, you really need to get Nathalie to stop. Put your thumb on her, yell and scream at her, I don’t care, but she does need to figure out how to go one damn week without something being filed against her. Otherwise there’s going to be a lawsuit bigger than either you or we can handle.”
“Right.” Lachlan had thought about that as well. Malpractice insurance only went so far, and if there was a complaint against Nathalie’s ethics? It was going to get ugly and expensive real quick. “I’ll try my best. You might want to work on that from your end too. Not just the one in the office, but the one at home.”
“I’ll try,” Ivy responded. “Forward over the complaint to me. Cc Abagail on it, and we’ll get started on it at the end of the week or when she gets back from her trip.”
“Where did she go?”
“Out west again to visit her friend. They’re trying to reconcile or something, I’m not entirely sure what’s going on, but she never comes back very happy from those trips, so you’ll probably want to watch yourself when she calls you.”
“Hopefully she’ll call me first and Nathalie second.”
“I’ll suggest that to her.”
Lachlan glanced up as Baylor knocked on the door to her office and then opened it. “Baylor’s here.”
“Oh that needy man.”
“Shut up, Ivy.” Lachlan bit out the words. She was never a fan of when Ivy would try to pit her and Baylor against each other. “I’ll see you tonight.”
“I don’t have the kids, remember?”
“Oh. Right.” Lachlan frowned again. “Well, come over anyway. I’m sure we could all use a drink.”
“Sure thing.” Ivy hung up without saying goodbye.
Lachlan drew in a breath and straightened her shoulders. She closed down her emails, really not wanting Baylor to see what was on her screen, and finally looked up at him. “What can I do for you?”
“It’s about the nanny.”
Lachlan glared.
Baylor held his hands up, grinned with a laugh, and shook his head. “A joke! A joke! I do like Greer so far, though I’d like to get to know her better since she spends so much time with the kids, but she’s always at your house.”
“We agreed that it would be easier on the kids and the circumstances if that’s how we arranged it.”
“I know.” He sat down heavily in the chair across from her desk. Crossing his ankle over his knee, he relaxed. “But what if on the days it’s just the girls and she doesn’t have Shepherd, that she comes here for a few hours. We still have the kid room.” He moved his thumb over his shoulder. “Then I could get to know her and the girls could be here so we could see them, too.”
Lachlan pinched her face as she thought. Then she finally nodded. “I’ll talk to Greer and see what her opinion is on it. I’ll also have to include Nathalie and Ivy in on that one, since it’s a shared contract and all.”
“I understand.” His lips were in that ever-present bow shape that always made it look like he was smiling.
Lachlan used to have that look on her face too, when she was far easier going and not dealing with one crisis after another. But since Ivy started her divorce from Penny, she hadn’t been able to pull her head out of her ass and go back to her happy normal self. She missed her old self.
“I wanted to talk to you about becoming a partner.”
“What?” Lachlan’s eyes widened. “Why would you want that? You’ve never⁠—”
He put his hand up to stop her from talking. “Just listen to my argument and my thoughts before you come up with your counter argument. Please?”
“All right. Fine.” Lachlan leaned heavily back in her chair, gnawing on the inside of her cheek while she waited for him to start.
Baylor never made a quick move in his life. And if he was bringing this up to her, then he had been contemplating it for quite some time already. Probably since Ivy had given up her shares and left the practice altogether.
“I’m the most logical choice.”
“If we were wanting to sell it off,” Lachlan countered.
He pointed at her with one finger. “You promised to listen.”
“Fine.” She pouted and crossed her arms, but she had made that promise to him. “Go on.”
“I’m the most logical choice for another partner. I’m a doctor, no one else in this practice is. I’ve been here just as long as you.”
“Not quite as long.” He had joined the practice once she and Nathalie had gotten it going. And then they’d brought him on when their patient load had become too much. “But I see your point,” she added so he wouldn’t get fussy again since she’d cut him off.
“And I passionately believe in the work that we’re doing. Come on, Lachlan. I want to be partner.”
“Nathalie and I aren’t looking to sell off Ivy’s shares. We agreed to split them between us, so it’s still a partnership between the original owners. It was never an option to take on a third partner to this practice.” Lachlan raised an eyebrow at him. She’d already explained this to him when she’d told him what was happening last year. But somehow, he must have forgotten that, or completely ignored it. “I do appreciate you coming to me though.”
Baylor rolled his eyes at her. “Are you planning on selling it to someone else? Some big-shot name?”
“No.” Lachlan said the word slowly, as if she was talking to one of the twins when they really just weren’t understanding what she was saying. “No, we’re not. I’ve already told you that.”
“But it makes sense! You and Nathalie are drowning⁠—”
“Baylor, I don’t really want to discuss this.” Lachlan shifted her posture, hardening herself. She always hated arguing with him, even when it was about work things and not personal things. “It’s not a decision that I can make on my own, and as of right now, Nathalie and I have agreed that the shares will remain with us. We have no intention on bringing anyone else in.”
“What happens when she leaves?” Baylor said.
Lachlan shook her head. “Nathalie is my best friend. She’s not leaving.”
“And if her license gets suspended?”
“It won’t.” That’s why they’d spent the big bucks to hire Kerr HR in the first place. Lachlan wasn’t going to let him push his weight around on this one. Not again. She needed to keep things as status quo as possible. This wasn’t the time to start mucking this up.
“I still think you should sell them to me.”
“I don’t want to.” It was one thing to get divorced from him and work with him, but right now, she still had at least a little bit of power over him. He couldn’t completely bulldoze her. And she wanted to keep it that way. “Is that all you wanted to talk about?”
“Yeah, yeah.” Baylor stood up. “I get it when you’re done.”
“Good.” She waited until he reached the door. “And shut that on your way out, will you? I’ve got some charting to do, and I don’t want to be disturbed.”
He frowned at her but did as she asked. Once she was ensconced in the silence of the room, Lachlan closed her eyes and tried to ease the tension out of her neck and upper back. Really, if she could lose a few pounds from all this stress, then maybe at least it would be worth it.
But she’d never be that lucky.
Things like that were never in the cards for her.



three
GREER
“Someone’s at the door!” Alaric raced toward the front window.
Greer checked the time on her phone, curiosity and confusion filling her. She really hadn’t expected anyone to show up at this time of day. Perhaps it was just a mail courier or someone dropping off a package. Leon’s birthday was coming up. Greer glanced at all of the kids, making sure they were where they were supposed to be.
Both Leon and Alaric leaned over the back of the couch to see out the great big window to the front of the house. But it would be impossible to see the front door from that angle. Shepherd was attempting to climb up the couch to join his big brother, but failing, so Greer scooped him up into her arms. And the girls, well, they were ignoring all the commotion like they normally did.
Walking to the front door of Ivy’s house, Greer popped Shepherd on her hip and held him close. She opened the door and stopped cold in her tracks. Penny stood on the other side of the screen door. Quickly, before anything else could happen, Greer leaned forward and clicked the lock on the screen door.
Penny sneered at her. “I’m here to pick up Leon and Shepherd.”
“It’s not time to exchange kids,” Greer answered. This was one schedule she’d done her best to memorize, and it was also one schedule that was never supposed to change. Unlike Lachlan and Baylor, who often shifted schedules to accommodate because they had a mutual divorce and separation, Penny was the opposite.
She would bully her way into anything she could, and Greer seemed to be her newest target. Especially after that school incident the other week. Greer held onto Shepherd tightly as he tried to lean forward to see his other mother, completely oblivious to what was actually happening during this conversation. Two-year-olds were good for that. They loved just about everyone.
“I’m here for my kids, Greer.” The way Penny added a tone of disgust onto the end when she said Greer’s name didn’t sit right with her.
While Greer understood that a lot of people didn’t find her career choice to be worthy, or anything other than just a stay at home and have your own damn kids type of career, she didn’t see it that way. And she loved every single minute of her life since she’d chosen to be a nanny and left the world of business behind.
“I’ll have to call Ivy and talk to her, because she didn’t mention anything about a change in the schedule.” Greer still kept Shepherd on her hip, holding him tightly. She was too scared to look behind her and see if any of the other kids had ventured this way.
“You don’t have to call her. I’m their other mother.”
“You might be, but there’s an arrangement in place, and I need to stick with the schedule that was given to me by my boss.”
Penny’s lips thinned to the point that Greer almost couldn’t see them anymore. She put her hand on the screen door and turned the handle, trying to wrench it open, but the lock held. Greer glanced down at the handle, her heart rate kicking up a few notches and a nugget of fear sitting deep within her belly. She hated this. She’d never really dealt with contentious separations before as a nanny, but this was definitely one for the books.
“Let me in, Greer.” There was that tone again.
Greer took a step back from the door and then halted, feeling tiny little hands on her legs as someone peeked their head around her.
“Mommy?” Leon asked, his tone fearful and worried.
“It’s okay, baby, I’m here to pick you up. Okay? Greer—” that tone again “—just won’t let me take you home right now.”
Oh, so Penny was going to put the entire blame on Greer. Perfect. The kids would start to dislike her for getting in the middle of everything. She knew that wasn’t how Ivy saw it, but she couldn’t explain the complex intricacies of something like this to a six-year-old—and definitely not to a two-year-old.
“Leon, will you go get my phone please? I think I left it on the coffee table.” Greer knew exactly where it was. She always did. And when Leon hesitated, Greer held her ground and waited. She wasn’t going to let Penny take them without permission from Ivy, and she was pretty damn sure that Ivy wasn’t going to give that permission.
Finally Leon left her side and then came back with the phone in hand. Greer unlocked it with her thumbprint and found Ivy’s number immediately.
She looked directly at Penny. “I’m going to shut the door now so I can have this conversation in private.”
“In private with my kids?” Penny tried the door again, jiggling it hard. Leon whimpered and clung to Greer’s side. “Those are my kids. Let me have them.”
Greer said nothing as she leaned forward, the phone pressed between her shoulder and her ear, and she flicked the front door closed with a loud thud. She flicked the lock just for good measure. Steadying her breathing, she turned around and looked down at Leon, Alaric, Halle, and Davina—all of them staring up at her.
“I want you all to go to Leon’s bedroom, all right? He’s got some toys in there.” She put Shepherd down on the floor. “Alaric, take Shepherd with you.”
Alaric held out his hand, and as the true leader and oldest of the crew, he listened to everything that Greer asked without question. Greer watched them go, listening to the phone ring and ring. Ivy wasn’t going to answer, was she? When it went to voicemail, Greer didn’t bother. She hung up, sent a text that said 911 - Penny and then waited a full sixty seconds before she called again.
Ivy’s voice came out rushed. “What happened?”
“Penny is here, at the house. She’s demanding that I give her Leon and Shepherd.”
“What?” Ivy could cut ice with how sharply she said that. “No. It’s not her night.”
“I know that, and I told her that, but she’s insisting. I told her that I was going to have to call you to get this figured out. I locked the screen door and the front door.” Greer let the fear and nerves hit her a little, finally. If Ivy could be in charge of this, that would be great. Because while Greer could stand up at first, she wasn’t very good at dealing with the rush of emotions later—and the one thing she hated more than anything was blatant and mean-spirited conflict. She’d had enough of that growing up.
“I’ll call her.” Ivy hung up.
Greer stared down at the phone before walking to the back door and the garage door. She locked those as well. She wasn’t going to give Penny a chance to get into this house. She checked on the kids, who were playing very quietly in Leon’s room. When they noticed her, she shook her head and told them to keep playing, that she’d check on them again soon.
She wanted them as far away from this conflict as possible.
They didn’t need to witness adults being assholes. They needed to be protected from it. Greer held her phone, waiting for some kind of call or text back from Ivy to tell her exactly what to do. But she didn’t get it. What she did hear was Penny cussing up a storm outside the front of the house. What she did notice was Penny skidding off in her expensive ass car. And what she did feel was the wash of relief that she was finally alone in the house with the kids. But like hell was she going to unlock those doors until Ivy came home.
And thankfully, she didn’t have to wait long.
Greer had dinner cooked for the kids and was standing in the kitchen while the kids ate when the lock clicked from the door to the garage. Greer’s heart was in her throat again, and she immediately went into protective mode, putting herself between that door and the kids.
When Ivy popped her head around, saying, “It’s me! It’s just little old me!” Greer relaxed instantly. She’d never been more relieved to see Ivy’s caramel brown head and tiny body, or to hear the click of her stilettos against the tile floor.
“Mama!” Leon jumped up from the table and raced directly over to her, giving her a hug that meant so much more than welcome home. Shepherd followed, babbling as he went, but he didn’t understand the danger they had all been in—not like Leon did.
“Hey babies.” Ivy hugged them, glancing up at Greer and mouthing, thank you.
Satisfaction rolled through Greer. She’d done the right thing. She’d made the right call, and she had handled everything as well as it could have been handled, at least for now, right? She’d need that verbal confirmation later. Because it would be the only way for her to truly feel like she’d done right by those kids for the last few hours.
The air in the house was tense, and Greer winced when Ivy told the boys to go back and finish eating. She set her purse and her briefcase onto the kitchen counter and leaned against it. She looked like the weight of the world was on her shoulders. The lines deepening in her face, the tension that she held there. Did the boys notice it too? Surely Lachlan and Nathalie did, right?
“Aside from this drama, was it a rough day?”
Ivy sighed heavily and nodded. “I can’t really talk about that part though. But add in that my boss, Abagail, is really not happy that I left early to come home and deal with this.”
Greer canted her head to the side, fully curious as to why. It’d been two hours since Penny had left, and it wasn’t like Ivy had come home right away when it happened.
“I went to talk with my lawyer and file a police report.”
“Ah.” Greer nodded. Now she understood what had taken so much time.
“Remind me to never get married again.” Ivy let out a wry laugh. “None of this is worth it.”
Greer frowned. “Marriage isn’t something that ever interested me.”
“Oh?” Ivy looked at her curiously.
Greer shook her head. “I never thought that one single person would be able to make me happy, and since the government frowns on other types of ceremonies and legal marriages, it leaves me with very little choice when it comes to getting married—which is to not.”
“Interesting.” Ivy genuinely looked intrigued by that. “I called Nathalie and Lachlan. They should be here soon.”
“Good. I was hoping to be able to talk to all of you about this incident, because I don’t imagine it’ll be the last time that it happens.”
“Probably not.” Ivy frowned, another heavy sigh leaving her lips. “She did this once before with another nanny, and I fired her because she let Penny take the kids. She’s definitely throwing her weight around.”
Greer glanced at the kids still sitting at the table, all of them talking and eating mindlessly. But she really didn’t think it was appropriate to have these conversations in front of them. She pointed to the living room. “Shall we?”
“Sure.” Ivy followed her, the clicking of her heels on the tile the melody that Greer had gotten so used to in the last few months working there.
Nathalie and Lachlan arrived not too long after, and Greer went to get the kids cleaned up and send them back to Leon’s room to play for a bit. When she joined the women in the living room, she was struck by just how different they were from her. Each in their own way was doing life alone. They were older and wiser than she was, and they had a long-standing friendship and work relationship between them that never seemed to cause very many issues. Sure they’d argue from time to time or disagree, but it never caused friction in their tight-knit relationship.
They were a family in their own right.
And that was exactly what Greer had wanted her entire life.
A family that was calm, loving, and supportive of each other—no matter what. One where there wasn’t negativity and shaming, where the gaslighting and the pain that was caused wasn’t intentional. And it was fascinating that this was where she found it.
“We need to talk about Penny,” Greer said, sliding into the conversation and pulling the women back on track to why they were there. “I’m not sure that it’d be wise for the kids and me to stay at Ivy’s after school anymore.”
“We agree,” Nathalie said. She was such a hard one to read. Was she angry? Upset? Or was this simply a deep understanding of what Greer had already said? Even though Greer lived in Nathalie’s house and spent the vast majority of the time there, she still hadn’t managed to figure out how to read those small nuances.
“We do,” Lachlan said. She was always the warmest one of the three, and Greer latched onto that. “We think that after school, you should divide your time between my house and Nathalie’s instead. Ivy can pick up the boys there, and she’ll be home for all custody exchanges with Penny from now on.”
That settled an uneasiness in Greer’s chest that she hadn’t even begun to name yet.
“And if you’re still uneasy about that, we do have a kid room at the office where you can bring them after school if you want. Even Shepherd and Leon. They used to be in there often when they were younger.”
“A kid room?” Greer frowned. “Like you have a playroom?”
Lachlan nodded. “Yes, not only for our children, but for children of our patients. If they need a place to play during a procedure, they’re allowed in there.”
“Is it an unsupervised room?”
“It is currently,” Nathalie jumped in. “But when children are in there, it’s supervised by someone from the office.”
“So would I also be in charge of supervising those kids?”
“No,” Nathalie said immediately, her voice firm. “You would not. You’re only hired to watch our children.”
“Right.” Greer bit the inside of her cheek. That was becoming a really bad habit. “I’ll think about it.”
“Baylor and I were actually discussing it last week. He was wondering if you could bring the girls there, when you don’t have Ivy’s kids, just so he can see them more often.”
“That would disrupt Alaric’s routine,” Greer pointed out. “Not that I’m opposed to it if that’s what you want me to do, but we’d need to consider that Alaric comes home from school to eat a snack and do homework.”
“All of which he can do at the office,” Nathalie said firmly.
“Right.” Greer still wasn’t sure she liked the idea of it. But if that’s what they wanted, then that’s what she would do. She’d figure out a way to make it work. That was her job, after all, wasn’t it? “But back to being at Ivy’s, since that won’t be happening, I’ll draw up a new schedule for which house we’ll be at.”
“Good.” Nathalie immediately stood up, snagging her purse. “I’m off then.”
She didn’t wait for them to say anything as she trudged toward the bedroom to get Alaric. Greer stared after her. She wasn’t ready to let the conversation end there. She needed someone to talk all of this out with, to ease the worry and tension that was still residing deep within her chest.
“Thank you, Greer,” Ivy said. “I don’t think you know how much I appreciate what you did today.”
Greer nodded silently.
“Really, we do,” Lachlan added. She also stood up and made her way back to where the kids were.
“I guess we’re done then…” Greer said awkwardly. She took her time standing up from the couch, her Converse feeling like heavy weights on her feet. She gathered up her stuff and walked out of Ivy’s house and straight next door to Nathalie’s house.
She really needed to talk this out with someone. And only one person came to mind.
Kam.
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IVY
Ivy didn’t even bother knocking on the door as she let herself into Nathalie’s house with the key they’d exchanged years ago. She walked straight from the front door to the kitchen and started rummaging through the kitchen cabinets.
Work had been insane. Life had been insane. Penny was a jerk.
That was all she knew right now.
“Raiding the liquor cabinet already?” Nathalie stepped into the kitchen and eyed her carefully. “It’s not even seven o’clock.”
Ivy rolled her eyes and popped the bottle of rum onto the counter. Penny had hated rum with a fiery passion. Not that Ivy liked it that much either, but today in honor of the wife she couldn’t get rid of, she was going to drink it to her heart’s content.
“Penny took the kids tonight.” Ivy poured herself a shot, spilling some onto the counter while Nathalie watched her with that ever-precise gaze of hers. Ivy hated that gaze sometimes, and right now was one of them. Because Nathalie wasn’t obtuse, and she knew that there was far more going on than Ivy was saying.
“And…?” Nathalie added, trying to pry more information from her.
“I’ll tell you when Lachlan gets here…” Ivy trailed off, hearing the front door open and the twins jabber on about something, their voices so cute the way they filled the house.
Nathalie glanced over her shoulder, as if she could see Lachlan coming in. “She’s here.”
“She’s not in the kitchen yet,” Ivy countered. She threw back the shot and then poured herself another. “Are you going to drink with me, or not?”
“I didn’t realize that I was invited. You just came in here and stole my alcohol.”
Ivy snorted back a laugh. Nathalie looked so indignant, but it was a common thing for them to do. Ivy had gotten rid of all the alcohol in her house when Penny had accused her of being an alcoholic and a drug addict—along with submitting herself to routine tests to prove that she wasn’t. And Lachlan had the good stuff but not the hard stuff, all the wine and champagne they could ever want. But Nathalie had the good, hard stuff that Ivy was looking for tonight.
“You don’t mind, and you know it.”
“I don’t.” Nathalie stepped forward, pulling off her reading glasses and folding them onto the corner of the counter. “But if you don’t tell me why you’re taking shots on a Friday night in my kitchen soon, I’m going to take the rum away.”
“You wouldn’t dare.” Ivy poured herself another shot and drank it just to prove a point. “Besides, after you hear what I have to say, you’ll be plying me with rum for days.”
“Hmm, I’m not sold on that one yet. Lachlan!” Nathalie called loudly over her shoulder. “We’re in the kitchen! Ivy’s getting drunk by herself.”
Lachlan finally stepped into the kitchen and looked at the two of them instantly. “Well, don’t let her do it by herself. There might be more rumors that she’s an alcoholic if we do that.”
Nathalie’s lips twitched upward into one of those rare drop-dead gorgeous smiles that Ivy always loved seeing.
“See!” Ivy said. “Now that’s a true friend.”
“But I’m not? Because I question you stealing my rum?” Nathalie placed a hand over her heart like she was offended, but they all knew that she wasn’t. “Come on, share the wealth.” Nathalie snagged a few more glasses, but instead of pouring each of them shots, she started to mix together a drink.
Yes, that would be a better choice. So would food.
Ivy didn’t say anything as she started to dig through Nathalie’s fridge for whatever quick and greasy food she could find in there. When she pulled out some dip, she found the chips and planted them on the kitchen counter as well. “We’re going to need more than this. I skipped lunch today.”
“Oh, so you don’t want to get so drunk you won’t make it home.” Nathalie laughed lightly. She then moved around the kitchen, pulling food out from places that Ivy had no clue existed and put together a table full of snack foods.
“Perfect.” They all sat around the kitchen table and started snacking. But Nathalie’s gaze never quite left Ivy’s.
“Are you going to tell us what this impromptu night of drinking is all about?”
“They won’t set a date for the divorce… again.” Ivy winced and knocked back even more of her drink. “Because Penny is insisting on another evaluation of our homes to determine where it’s best for the kids to stay the majority of the time.”
“Oh, Ivy,” Lachlan said, her voice trailing off. “Another one?”
“Another ten grand down the drain for them to tell us, once again, that the kids will be better off with me the majority of the time. Just you watch. That’s exactly what the next quack will say.”
“Quack?” Nathalie repeated.
“Yeah, not quack. I’m mad, okay?” Ivy pulled a piece of bread from the table and ripped it in two before she started eating it. “I’m tired. I just want a divorce. Two years of this is bullshit. I’m tired of the lies, of Penny trying to throw her weight around, and of her thinking that she can run me over whenever she damn well feels like it.”
“Well, she does like to do that,” Nathalie mumbled around an olive.
“Oh, and I didn’t mention that she also has issues with Greer. So she wants me to fire Greer because she’s a bad influence on the kids.”
“Hardly,” Nathalie said.
“She’s insane,” Lachlan added.
“Right?” Ivy pointed at Lachlan. “This is just another way to disrupt the kids’ lives, which will make me seem like the bad parent in the whole situation and give her more ammo to come at me when we’re discussing custody. I’m so tired of this.”
“No one is surprised that you’re tired.” Nathalie glanced around the kitchen, her eyes squinting before she straightened up again. “I think that’s honestly a huge part of Penny’s strategy in this. Wear you out until you give up. She wasn’t expecting for you to leave and file for divorce. She certainly wasn’t expecting for you to fight back this long. She’s stepping up her harassment game⁠—”
“Oh, boy, is she. I didn’t tell you about what she said to Greer at school drop-off the other day.” Ivy winced. She hated that Greer was being pulled into this drama with her, that any of them were. But it seemed to be all that her life was about right now, and it was impossible to escape it.
“Tell Lachlan. I already heard it from Greer.” Nathalie stood up and walked out of the room.
Ivy pointed at her and then asked Lachlan, “Where’s she going?”
“No clue.” Lachlan leaned in, her hands on the table. “I think you need to tell Penny to fuck off.”
“Lachlan!” Ivy dissolved into a fit of giggles. She wasn’t used to Lachlan using that kind of language.
“I’m serious. You need to throw as many punches as you can to get her to back off. I don’t want to lose Greer. I like her, the kids like her, and she’s quite honestly the best nanny that we’ve hired so far.”
Ivy sighed heavily again, her head spinning lightly from all the alcohol. “I know she is.” Guilt swam up and ate its way into her stomach. She hated that she was the problem child in this arrangement. She was the reason most of the nannies had left or been fired, even if Nathalie and Lachlan had agreed and dealt with it. The drama was hers and hers alone.
“I wouldn’t blame you if when all of this goes down, you decide to keep Greer on between the two of you and then leave me out on my own.” Ivy sipped her drink again, staring at Nathalie’s that had barely been touched. Could she take Nathalie’s without getting in too much trouble? She was pretty sure Nathalie would make a comment but that was it.
“We won’t do that. We’re here together, remember?” Lachlan finished off her drink and then looked around. “Where did she get off to?”
“I went to check on the kids,” Nathalie said, sliding back into her seat. She glanced down, finding her glass was gone.
Ivy didn’t even think to feel guilty about that one. She had the glass between her fingers and stared directly at Nathalie, waiting for the snide little comment. She was surprised when it didn’t come.
“Greer’s hours are over for the day, you two. You can’t just leave your kids with her and expect her to watch them.”
“Oh shoot!” Lachlan said, looking exactly where Nathalie had come from. “I didn’t think about that.”
“I’m sure you didn’t.” Nathalie flicked her gaze to Ivy. “I put Alaric in charge of the twins, but they’re already yawning. You might be taking home some sleepy girls.”
“Perfect.” Lachlan smiled sweetly. “They’ll be wonderful to move from your house to mine, I’m sure.”
Nathalie hummed her agreement before snagging a piece of cheese from the container in front of them. “I did invite Greer to join us, but I think she’s still out of sorts over Penny and is trying to keep some time for herself.”
“Can’t blame her.” Ivy stared down into Nathalie’s drink and then took a sip. “I hate what this is doing to her. You’d think I’d be better at this by now.”
“Why would you be?” Nathalie asked, pulling another piece of cheese from the container. “Penny keeps changing the rules on you.”
“Kind of.” Ivy had never quite told them everything that had happened while she and Penny were still together. She’d never fully explained the abuse that she’d endured. But then again, with how Penny was acting now, she wouldn’t be surprised if the others had put two and two together already.
She went quiet, listening to Lachlan and Nathalie talk about their days and Lachlan fill Nathalie in about the two complaints that week. Ivy’s head was already spinning, and she wasn’t sure that she was going to be able to walk back to her house and make it inside without help. But that would be a problem for another day. For right now, she still wanted to get drunk with her friends, bitch about her ex, and maybe ease a bit of her woe onto them.
That was what friends were for, right?
“Oh, sorry, I didn’t mean to interrupt.” Greer stepped into the kitchen and stopped suddenly.
“You’re not interrupting anything,” Nathalie said coolly, eyeing Greer over. “You’re more than welcome to join us.”
Greer cringed. Even Ivy could see it in her intoxicated state. That wasn’t something Greer was comfortable doing. “I think I’ll just grab some food and eat it in my room.”
“Feel free to make yourself a drink if you want it. Ivy’s already plundered the rum.” Nathalie was speaking to Greer, but she was looking directly at Ivy. “It’s all up for grabs.”
“I’ll pass. Thank you for the offer though.”
This was a side of Greer that Ivy wasn’t used to seeing. Because Greer lived with Nathalie, Ivy really only saw her when she was with the kids and when it concerned kid things. But this was completely outside of that. It was normal in a way that Ivy hadn’t expected, and it was awkward. Maybe Greer didn’t actually like this arrangement. Maybe it was too much for her—or anyone—to handle.
When Greer was gone, Ivy looked both Lachlan and Nathalie over. “You don’t think she’s offended, do you?”
“Offended? No.” Nathalie shook her head and popped another piece of cheese between her lips. “I do think she’s very specific about what she believes her role is, and she doesn’t break down those walls often.”
“Except with the kids,” Lachlan chimed in. “I’ve noticed she’s far more relaxed when she’s interacting with the kids.”
Nathalie pointed at Lachlan and nodded. “Yes, she loves Alaric. I have no doubts of that.”
“But she doesn’t seem comfortable here…” Ivy mumbled to herself. “I wonder what we could do to change that.”
“You can start by finally divorcing your ex.” Nathalie winced. “I’m sorry, that was uncalled for. I know at this point a lot of it is outside of your control.”
Ivy hummed her disappointment, but she felt exactly the same way. She needed to separate herself from Penny as much as humanly possible. It was just that she was pretty sure that’s where she was at right now. She couldn’t force Penny to back off any more than she already did, and she couldn’t do anything else until they finally had a divorce and a permanent custody arrangement in place.
“I think Greer will get more comfortable over time. Not all of us are built the way you two are.” Nathalie finally changed the topic back to what they’d originally been discussing. “She needs to get to know us, and we need to get to know her.”
“And how are we supposed to do that when she hides out in her room when she’s not with the kids?” Ivy asked.
“We’ll have to entice her out. Somehow.”
“You? Entice someone to come out and play?” Lachlan snorted, the noise brilliantly amusing and light-hearted. Ivy envied it. She wished she could go back to who she was before she married Penny, to when she was just as light-hearted and easy as Lachlan.
“I can be nice,” Nathalie said.
“Can you? Because the complaints at the practice would say otherwise.”
Nathalie pursed her lips and stared Lachlan down. “I can’t help it if people are angry with me when I tell them test results that they don’t want to hear.”
“That’s not what all the complaints are about.”
Ivy leaned forward onto the table, her head spinning from the amount of alcohol in her system. “Hey, I don’t want to talk about work. This isn’t time for that.”
“Fine,” Lachlan agreed, nodding sharply.
Ivy looked over at Nathalie to make sure that she also understood the assignment.
“Agreed.” Nathalie put her hand up in the air. “But we’re also not talking about Penny anymore, either.”
“That sounds like a gloriously perfect night. Truthfully.” Ivy grinned broadly. “I think it calls for another round of drinks!”
“So sleeping on my couch it is. Got it.” Nathalie stood up and made each of them drinks.
“Probably,” Ivy agreed. “And you’ll love every second of it.”
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GREER
Greer looked up from being bent over the kitchen table, her nose buried in books from her night classes, and spotted Nathalie coming directly into the kitchen through the garage door. Greer’s breath caught. She’d seen Nathalie when she’d gone out, but somehow, she’d gotten more gorgeous in the interceding hours.
Her dark hair tumbled around her shoulders in curls that seemed to go on for days. She moved comfortably in the tight navy-blue dress that V’d all the way down to below her breast line, showing off her ample cleavage that somehow fit the dress perfectly and looked like they were just begging to be touched. Greer’s pulse quickened, hitting in her throat as she struggled to find words.
Nathalie tossed her hair over her shoulder and smiled sweetly at Greer. “How was he tonight?”
Who? Greer couldn’t form a single word if she wanted to. And when Nathalie walked even closer to her, the lines of her legs showed in the slit of the dress and the soft meshy material over the dark blue shifted with each sway of her hips.
“Did I catch you in the middle of something?” Nathalie asked, but it was obvious that she was coy and knew exactly what she was doing to Greer.
Clearing her throat, Greer glanced down at the books on the kitchen table. “I was just uh… studying.”
Nathalie nodded and put her hand on one of the books and slid it so that she could read it. “Hmm, this sounds boring.”
“Probably no more boring than the anatomy books you had to read when studying,” Greer countered, flicking her gaze up and trying not to have her eyes snag on those stunning breasts before meeting Nathalie’s eyes. She was unfortunately unsuccessful. And again, she was damn sure that Nathalie knew it. Her cheeks heated.
“I do suppose the interests of the reader matter.” Nathalie slid the book back around. “How much longer until you finish your MBA?”
“At this rate? Three semesters. I’m taking my time.” Greer smiled up at her.
Nathalie quirked her lips slightly. “Then I suppose you’ll want a newer, better job.”
“No,” Greer answered, honestly. “But I would like to know how to organize better and maybe have a backup plan if parents decide I’m too old to be a nanny. But I love my job, Nathalie, and I’m not about to give it up for anything.”
“Good to know.” Nathalie glanced out the kitchen window, a devious look crossing her features when she spied the lights outside. “I have company coming over tonight. I hope you don’t mind. And if we’re too noisy or get in the way, let me know. This is your house too, and I don’t want you to be uncomfortable here.”
“W-what?” Greer furrowed her brow, trying to keep up with everything that Nathalie had just dumped into her lap.
“Company, Greer.” Nathalie placed her hand on top of Greer’s and squeezed. “I might be perpetually single, but I’m not a nun.”
“Oh.” Realization dawned in Greer’s very slow and tired brain. “I’ll uh… make myself scarce then.”
“How was Alaric tonight? He didn’t struggle to go to bed without me here, did he?”
And there was the parent that Greer knew she could rely on. Nathalie was notoriously sharp and abrupt with everyone else except with Alaric, and even the other kids most days. She ran a strict house, keeping everything going and sticking to a timeline. She seemed to be the only one of the three managing that.
“He was perfect, as always.”
Nathalie chuckled lightly. “Not always, but I appreciate the compliment.” She patted Greer’s hand again when the doorbell rang. Frowning, Nathalie shook her head. “I told him not to ring the bell. I didn’t want Alaric to wake up.”
Nathalie immediately glided out of the kitchen, her hips and ass looking stunning in that dress. It did absolutely everything for her body, and Greer was going to look since Nathalie couldn’t see her gawking now. But holy fuck, her bosses were hot, and Greer was ever so happy that she got the chance to see them like this—in their element and happy.
It was a little window into their worlds.
Nathalie didn’t say anything, and something in Greer’s gut set her off. Standing up, she made her way to the front hallway and the front door. Nathalie stood with the door open, the front porch light on, and a man who definitely didn’t look like someone Nathalie would be dating. She held an envelope in her hand.
Nathalie looked over her shoulder at Greer, worry crossing her features before they were masked instantly. She took the envelope and shut and locked the door behind the man. She walked straight to Greer, a frown deep on her lips and her head down as she stared at the envelope in her fingers.
“Who was that?” Greer asked, never more sure that it wasn’t who Nathalie had been expecting.
“Process server,” Nathalie answered, not taking her gaze from the envelope in her hand.
Greer’s heart kicked up, and her throat closed in a bit, making it hard to breathe. “You’re being sued?”
“Apparently.” Nathalie breathed deeply, finally looking up into Greer’s eyes. “Don’t worry about it. This happens more often in my line of work than you might expect.”
But Greer wasn’t buying that. There was something in Nathalie’s gaze that had her worried, and that in turn, worried Greer.
“Come on. I’d like a drink before I open this.” Nathalie touched Greer’s arm lightly as she walked around her and back toward the kitchen. But Nathalie didn’t make herself a drink. She sat down next to where Greer had set up her makeshift study room and stared at the envelope. “Here goes nothing.”
Greer slid into the chair she’d occupied before. But she couldn’t take her eyes off Nathalie, and that worried look was haunting her. Nathalie never let her emotions show—ever—so to see them now was unnerving.
Nathalie said nothing as she slid her finger under the back and opened it up. Inside was a stack of papers that had been threatening to burst the envelope open even without Nathalie’s intrusion. Greer bit her lip as she waited for some kind of answer.
“It’s not a patient…” Nathalie murmured, reading through the document quickly. “This is personal.”
“Someone’s suing you personally?” Greer wanted to rip the papers from Nathalie’s fingers and read them for herself, but she resisted the urge. Sitting here and waiting for the explanation was so damn hard.
“Yes.” Nathalie dropped the papers onto the table. Were her hands trembling? “Penny Villegas.”
“Are you serious?” Greer still wanted to snatch the papers up and read them, but she wasn’t a part of this family.
Nathalie hummed and crossed her arms over her chest in a protective move that Greer would recognize from any distance. “She wants the fifty percent of Ivy’s share of the company that she feels she’s owed.”
Nathalie stood up sharply, the chair screeching as she pushed it back with force. Greer followed her, needing to make sure that she was okay. Nathalie spun around, facing Greer down, anger in her eyes now. Her cheeks hollowed out and she clenched her jaw.
“Where does she get off thinking she has any right to it?” Nathalie’s voice reverberated around the kitchen.
Greer came to a halt. She had no clue what to say. She didn’t know that much about Ivy’s divorce other than it was contentious and that Ivy had left the practice, selling her shares to Nathalie and Lachlan, right before she filed for divorce two years ago.
“Fucking hell,” Nathalie said, again loudly enough that Greer wondered if Alaric would wake up to her rage. “Can’t she just leave well enough alone already? She’s torturing Ivy over this, like it’s some sick joke that she can’t get enough of.”
“She does seem to have it out to hurt Ivy,” Greer commented.
“She does! It’s ridiculous. There’s no reason she could possibly want part of the practice. She hates it. She’s always hated it, and when we went into business together, she thought we would fail in the first year.” Nathalie paced through the kitchen. “She just wants to hurt all of us. That’s her goal. Hurt us until we can’t bleed anymore.”
“Mommy?”
Nathalie jumped a full foot in the air, spinning around. “Baby, did I wake you up? I’m so sorry.” She reached out for Alaric and pulled him into a hug.
“You were yelling.” Alaric frowned as he hugged her hip. “Are you mad at Greer?”
“No, not at all, baby.” Nathalie’s tone instantly softened, and when she looked up at Greer, she had a sad look in her gaze followed quickly by an apologetic one. “I don’t think I could ever be upset with Greer.”
Those words were said directly to Greer, and they hit her hard in the heart. Greer stepped forward and put her hand on Alaric’s shoulder. “Come on, bud. I’ll take you back to bed.”
Nathalie shook her head slowly. “No. We need to go to Ivy’s and since he’s already awake…”
“But your da⁠—”
Nathalie jerked her chin up a cold look crossing her gaze. “We’ll go to Ivy’s, okay?” She said to Alaric, not moving her gaze from Greer. “Why don’t you go get jammies on since you stripped down to your underwear and find a stuffy to bring. You can sleep over with Leon.”
“Okay,” Alaric answered sleepily.
He walked, still half asleep, away from them. Greer went to follow him, but Nathalie snapped her hand out and snagged Greer’s wrist. “We need to talk.”
“All right?” Greer’s stomach plummeted. What had she done wrong? But more important than that, what were the consequences going to be? She didn’t want to be out on her ass looking for a new job already, although she doubted it would come to that at this moment in time. She hadn’t screwed up that bad, and they desperately needed her, that much was obvious.
Nathalie didn’t let go of Greer’s wrist, but she did soften her grasp. They were standing nearly side to side, and Nathalie had to look up at Greer. Even in heels, she was considerably shorter than Greer.
“I don’t talk about my sex life in front of my kid.”
“Understandable,” Greer answered, cold washing through her. Nathalie’s gaze was all fire and nothing else. Going from being so angry about the injustice that Ivy was facing and that they were all being pulled into this was nearly too much for Greer to handle. She’d never been so turned on by another woman’s anger before, but she had to admit that it was damn sexy on Nathalie.
“I don’t mention dates. I don’t mention evenings out. I don’t talk about it.”
“Okay,” Greer said in understanding. “Then I won’t. I didn’t know.”
“Now you do.” Nathalie breathed deeply, her breasts pushing against the fabric of her dress, and Greer’s gaze dropped immediately to them. She couldn’t stop herself, and she hated that she couldn’t. This really wasn’t the time for that—it never would be with her boss. “I’ll deal with my…date…when he finally decides to show up. He didn’t leave the restaurant that long after I did.”
Nathalie didn’t move to step away, though. In fact, she seemed to lean imperceptibly closer. Or was that just Greer’s imagination? Nathalie’s tongue peeked out between her lips, sliding across her lower one before disappearing back inside her mouth.
“You really should stop looking at me like that.” Nathalie’s voice lowered to just above a whisper.
“L-like what?” Greer asked, so breathy and her heart racing. She could barely keep up with what was happening right now.
“Like you’re the one who wants to take me upstairs and find out just how un-nun-like I am.”
Greer’s cheeks burned. Her eyes widened. “I didn’t… I thought… shit.”
“Shit’s right.” Nathalie cocked her head to the side, a glint of humor in her gaze, and it was more stunning than ever right now.
The knock on the door was exactly what Greer needed right then—a distraction from whatever was happening between her and Nathalie. Except Nathalie didn’t move right away. She hummed softly, and it sent a wave of arousal straight through Greer that ended right between her legs. She swallowed and tried to wet her suddenly parched mouth.
“You’re not doing a very good job,” Nathalie added, a slight tease now. “I suggest working on that one. You were quite obvious when I was leaving earlier.”
Another knock.
Nathalie made a little noise in the back of her throat before she released Greer’s wrist and took a step back. The spell that she’d woven was broken in an instant. Greer’s face was on fire from embarrassment. But she literally couldn’t speak if her life depended on it right now. Nathalie headed straight for the front door, and when Greer caught sight of Alaric coming back into the room, she beckoned him over to her.
She could do one damn thing today, and that would be keeping the secret that Nathalie was a sexual woman out of the eyes of her son. And Greer would do that. She hugged Alaric to her side and scratched her fingers lightly against his back and shoulders. He was so sleepy still. Greer glanced at the papers on the table and then collected them together, shoving them back into the envelope. She was fairly certain that Nathalie was going to want to bring those with her.
“I’m going to change.” Nathalie locked her eyes on Greer’s. “I’ll be down in a few minutes.”
“Right.” Greer still could barely find her voice, and that direct look at her from Nathalie was saying more than words right now.
With Nathalie walking away and up the stairs, Greer was at a complete loss. She’d really just fucked this up, hadn’t she? It was way too late to call Kam, but they were going to need at least a full hour to hash out this shit that Greer had just found herself in. Cringing, Greer sat down heavily in the chair and pulled Alaric onto her lap to cradle him.
He was nearly asleep by the time Nathalie came back in much more comfortable and modest clothing. Still, Greer’s heart raced at the sight of her. She was wrapped in a long-sleeved sweater top, a tight white shirt, no bra because Greer could definitely see her hard nipples through it, and leggings that left nothing to the imagination.
“Come on, Bud. Let’s go see Ivy.”



six
NATHALIE
By the time Nathalie got to Ivy’s, Lachlan was already there. Since she didn’t have any kids to drag with her that night, she’d had the easier time getting there. She set Alaric up next to Leon in the bedroom on the full-sized bed, tucked him back in and planted herself on the couch with a sigh. This was all making her brain hurt. And her heart.
“I’ll let you read it.” She handed over the paperwork to Ivy first, knowing that this had far more to do with her than with Lachlan, though it would involve all three of them. Nathalie curled her feet under her and pulled one of the throw blankets over her lap. This might be a late night, it might not, but she was sexually frustrated now and annoyed, which was never a good combination. Her behavior with Greer earlier proved that.
Ivy clucked her tongue and handed the papers over to Lachlan. They all remained silent while Lachlan read them. Nathalie brushed her fingers through her hair, wincing when they caught on the tangles from the hairspray that she’d put in before her date night.
Lachlan put the papers down loudly. “What crack does she think she’s on?”
“The one where she thinks she can ruffle our feathers.” Nathalie pursed her lips and looked at both of them. “I’m assuming from your reaction that you didn’t also get a notification?” She looked directly at Lachlan.
“No, I didn’t.” Lachlan frowned, the lines deep in her forehead. “But I’m expecting one now.”
“She knew to wait until I got back from my date tonight.” Nathalie wasn’t going to mention that she’d enticed the gentleman to come home with her and then had that promptly ruined by this news. Ivy didn’t need any more guilt added onto her already heavy heart. “So she’s aware of what we’re doing?”
“Why would she go after the practice though?” Ivy scrunched her face up. “I sold that to you two before I filed for divorce.”
“In anticipation of,” Nathalie answered, leaning back into the couch a bit more. “So she can use that as a way to get some money out of it. Because if you were still an owner, you’d have more collateral than you do.”
“Really?” Ivy winced. “I wouldn’t have done it if I thought that.”
“Wouldn’t you though? You said you wanted to protect the practice from her.” Nathalie ran a soothing hand over Ivy’s knee.
“And we can see how well that plan worked.” Ivy looked so deflated. “I just want this to end.”
“I get it.” Nathalie fiddled with the fringe on the blanket. This was a huge part of why she hadn’t ever gotten married. She could do life, raising kids, all of that on her own. She didn’t need anyone to support her through it, and that was why she’d stayed as far away from committed long-term relationships as possible. There was no need for them. Sex, however, was amazing. Especially when the guy actually made it to her room.
Ivy stood up and paced the living room. “She’s out to ruin everything, isn’t she? I’m not sure how much more I can handle.”
“You can handle whatever she has to throw at you because you have us with you.” Lachlan stood up and wrapped her arms around Ivy’s shoulders, effectively stopping her frantic pacing with a hug. Nathalie loved watching the two of them like this. They were so good for each other. “We’re right here with you.”
“But now she’s attacking you,” Ivy countered.
“She is. Because in her stupidity, she thinks that we’re weak. And we’re going to let her know she has another thing coming.” Nathalie wasn’t going to back down, especially now that Penny was expanding her attack. This was becoming far more personal than it was before.
“What are you going to do?” Ivy asked, plopping her butt back down onto the couch.
“I’ll counter-sue if I have to. But I’m going to fight this load of horseshit. She has no right to the company, and I won’t let her take it from me.” Nathalie pointed at the papers. “I think it’s time that we contact our lawyer about it, Lachlan. Get them working on this and it might be time for us to retain personal lawyers for when Penny ups the ante. I’m sure she will.”
“You think?” Lachlan asked, folding the papers together again.
“I’m pretty sure. She’s getting more and more backed into a corner the longer that Ivy doesn’t give in, and I think this is her lashing out. She’s losing control, and for Penny, that’s the worst thing that could ever happen.” The more Nathalie thought about it, the more she was pretty sure she was right. “I won’t let her win this. And I won’t let her continue to push you around either.” She said that last bit to Ivy. “It’s time to fight back.”
“I don’t know about that. I’ve been drowning just keeping up with the divorce.”
Nathalie felt for her, she really did. But she just wished that Ivy would get mad already. She was so tired of seeing one of her best friends hurt on repeat. They all needed this, and they needed to come back together and support each other to get over whatever the next hurdle was.
“Don’t forget you’re not alone in this. Like Lachlan said, we’re right here with you.”
“I know you are, but you’re not at the same time.” Ivy stared down at the ground. “I hate how hard it is on the boys.” She glanced toward the bedrooms where they were sleeping. “Especially on Leon. After the last problem with Greer, he had a lot of questions, and he’s worried that Penny just won’t bring him back some days.”
Nathalie’s lips parted in surprise. “Has she said something to him to that effect?”
Ivy shook her head. “Not that he’s shared anyway. But she might have, and I just don’t know about it.”
“You need to mention that to your lawyer if you haven’t already. You need to make some plans for if it does happen.”
Ivy brushed her fingers through her hair. “I know I need to. I’m just so overwhelmed with everything.”
“Again, that’s why you have us,” Lachlan jumped in. She gave Ivy a pitying smile. “We’re right here with you through everything.”
“Thanks.”
Nathalie sighed. “I’ll come get Alaric in the morning, but I really don’t want to wake him up again. I might have accidentally done that when the process server showed up at my front door.”
“I think the real question is if you scared Greer with how angry you got.” Lachlan stared at her directly.
Nathalie was about to deny it, but she wasn’t entirely sure. There had been so much behind Greer’s gaze, but fear wasn’t what she’d seen. She had to think about it all, from the moment Greer had shown up next to her at the door, to their short walk back to the kitchen, to the way she’d moved closer when Nathalie had been ranting and raving about Penny.
Finally, Nathalie shook her head. “No, I don’t think I did.”
“Well, that’s good.” Lachlan relaxed.
“I think she was turned on by it.” Nathalie bit her tongue. She hadn’t just said that out loud to them, had she? Damn it. That could only lead to what she’d said in response to Greer, which would lead to them having way more questions for her than she wanted.
“Turned on?” Lachlan’s eyebrows disappeared under her bangs. “Really?”
“Yeah.” Nathalie’s cheeks warmed. Not only had Greer been turned on, but Nathalie had—simply by the fact that Greer had been openly looking at her like that. It’d been a long time since someone had so unabashedly gawked at her, especially someone she hadn’t expected it from. “Anyway, I’m going to go to bed. I had a long night out.”
Nathalie stood up and folded the throw blanket before tossing it over the arm of the couch. “I’ll be back for Alaric around seven.”
“Yeah,” Ivy said, acknowledging Nathalie.
Nathalie didn’t wait much longer before she walked out into the cold air. It nipped at her cheeks as she wrapped her sweater tighter around her shoulders. It wasn’t a long walk back to her house, and with how overheated she’d become thinking about Greer, she was glad for the brisk air to cool her down.
What had she been thinking when she’d said that?
That she was horny, that was for sure. That she already knew she’d be canceling on her date and having to deal with even more drama that she didn’t want to touch. And that Greer was decidedly looking at her like she was a melting ice cream cone ready to be licked up.
Nathalie sighed as she stepped in through her front door and locked it behind her. Instead of heading straight up the stairs, she stopped by the kitchen to see if Greer was still awake and studying. It was getting close to midnight, but she understood how those late-night study sessions could go, especially when working full time.
“How’d it go?” Greer asked.
“About as well as expected.” Nathalie stood in the entry to the kitchen, not entirely sure if she wanted to walk in there and get a full view of the gorgeous Greer leaning over her books. Her hair was thrown into the messy bun that it always was, when she wasn’t dressed for taking care of kids. She was in loungewear, clothes so comfortable that she no doubt would hate to get out of them in the morning. Nathalie loved those kinds of clothes, the ones that were so worn in she’d give them up only when they fell apart.
She had a few stashed away, but she so rarely had a moment to actually wear them.
“Nathalie?” Greer asked.
How long had she been staring? Nathalie hummed, her lips curling upward into a smile as Greer pulled the hair tie out and put it back up.
“Don’t stay up too late. You need a good night’s sleep.” Nathalie crossed her arms.
“I was just heading up.” Greer shut her books and collected her things.
Nathalie couldn’t stop herself. She was already getting wetter by the second as Greer moved. She just needed to find some relief that night, even if it was with her own hand. “Good. Oh, and Alaric is staying the night at Ivy’s.”
“Oh.” Greer paused in her movements. “So it’s just the two of us?”
Nathalie nodded, and bit back the groan. She was already imagining how she was going to touch herself, how she was going to slide her fingers through her wet pussy and make herself come.
“Okay,” Greer said, going back to cleaning up.
Nathalie clenched her fists at her sides and then relaxed. “Goodnight, Greer.”
“Night!” Greer called over to her, that ever radiant personality of hers lighting up the room.
Nathalie took one last, long look before she turned on her toes and headed straight up to her bedroom. She flicked the lock into place and immediately stripped out of her clothes. She didn’t have time to make this last or make it sexy. She wanted fingers against her, and she wanted to come immediately. She could ply herself with pleasure for hours if she wanted to, but right now, she just needed some relief.
Groaning, she fell onto her mattress and immediately flipped onto her back. She stared at the door, listening for when Greer would come upstairs and head to bed. She was dripping wet when she touched herself. Spreading her knees, Nathalie bit her lip and closed her eyes. She couldn’t see Greer, but she could hear her, and she could imagine what she was thinking or feeling. Not just now, but back in that kitchen hours ago, when Nathalie had leaned in closer and…
Nathalie gasped and then she groaned. Her voice reverberated around the walls of her bedroom.
“Fuck,” she said, pushing two fingers inside herself as she used her other hand to flick her clit back and forth rapidly. This wasn’t going to take very long. She was so worked up, and she’d been so ready for the end of her date that night, only to have it ripped out from under her.
“Oh God,” Nathalie mumbled and then bit her lip. She didn’t care about being quiet. Greer would hear her eventually when she did bring someone else home, and if she stayed living in the house, she’d get used to it. Nathalie wouldn’t be obtrusive about it, and it certainly wouldn’t be every night, but she loved to hear herself when she got going.
“Uhh,” Nathalie grunted. She flicked her fingers faster. She rutted her hips against her hand, and she pumped her fingers in and out of her body. She could very nearly imagine that it was someone else’s hand, that perhaps there was a mouth against her, a warm, wet, and soft mouth. Definitely not the mouth of the man she’d been on the date with that night. His beard would scratch, but her imagination took her in an entirely different direction.
To a woman.
And she hadn’t slept with a woman in many years. Not since she’d had Alaric. Oh fuck…that was why she was so horny. Swallowing a gasp as she hit her stride, Nathalie arched her back. She was pregnant. She hadn’t thought she was, and the test results hadn’t come back yet, but this had been the first sign when she’d had Alaric.
She’d struggled to keep herself in line half the time. Groaning loudly, Nathalie hit the pinnacle that would take her over the edge. She followed it, keeping her fingers flicking rapidly. She was going to get a lot more of this if she was indeed pregnant. Because she wouldn’t be able to help herself. She’d need that relief, and…
“Ohhh….” Nathalie hit it.
She clenched her eyes shut and slowed her flicking enough to keep the pleasure coursing through her but to ease the intensity of it. Her breathing came in rapid gasps, her hips still sliding along with her fingers, and her shoulders pressed into the mattress. Her nipples were so hard they hurt—or was that just the extra sensitivity to them? Hell if she knew, she’d figure it out later.
This just felt so damn good.
“Fuuuuuuck,” she said again, louder than she’d meant to, but again, she didn’t care. This was her house, and she’d be damned if she’d hide in her house. Easing her fingers from herself, she licked them clean. Sweeter than normal.
She’d need to check on the test results in the morning when she got to the office. But for now, she was ready for round two.
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GREER
Nathalie’s moans and groans would not stop reverberating through Greer’s brain. She’d tried, endlessly, to forget the sound as Nathalie had cried out at her climax, not just once, but so many times that Greer had lost count. If that’s what Nathalie was like by herself, how loud was she when she was with someone else?
Greer cringed and focused on the building she was walking into. She hadn’t been there before, but Ivy had given her specific instructions to bring the boys there. And she had been lucky that the twins were with Baylor, so she only had Alaric as an extra kid. Because she had a feeling that this exchange wasn’t going to be easy on anyone.
She ushered all the boys into the elevator and hit the button for the eighteenth floor. Why Ivy wanted to do the exchange here, Greer had no idea. But it was far more public, so that could play to her advantage. She held Shepherd on her hip while Leon and Alaric held hands. They at least listened to her when she nervously told them that they had to walk that way while they were downtown.
Greer hated going into the city like this. She much preferred the edges or better yet, western Massachusetts where she’d spent most of her time growing up. There were just too many damn people here. They found the Kerr HR office easily enough, and as soon as they had entered the main office, the secretary took them straight back to Ivy’s private office.
The kids were playing for only five minutes before Penny showed up. Ivy sent Greer an apologetic look. “Just keep Alaric away from it all. He’ll probably get upset.”
“Okay,” Greer said. Then she took Alaric’s hand in hers. “Wanna walk around, bud?”
He shook his head. Well, there was the first idea she had shot down. Penny opened the door loudly, startling them all. Greer looked up, catching sight of Abagail through the clear glass windows of Ivy’s office. She crossed her arms and watched everything go down.
“Come on,” Penny’s voice was a crack through the small office. She held her hand out for Leon and Shepherd, glaring at Greer the entire time. “I told you that I didn’t want her watching my kids.”
Ivy stood up a little straighter. “You don’t have a choice in who watches the kids while they’re in my custody.”
Greer really wanted to leave, or at the very least, wrap around Alaric and protect him from the entire shitstorm that was about to rain down on them. Leon stared up at Penny, his eyes starting to water. Shepherd just innocently stayed right where he was, frozen to the spot. Greer wasn’t sure she’d ever seen the kid that still before.
“She’s a bad influence on our kids.”
“She’s right here in this room.” Ivy crossed her arms. “And if you’d like to discuss this, we can do it when the kids aren’t around and when it’s just you and me and a lawyer or two.”
Penny sneered, and it ruined whatever good looks Greer thought she had. Greer saw the behavior a mile away, and it was why she immediately recoiled any time Penny was in her vicinity. Penny reminded her of exactly how her mother acted. Blame everyone else for her problems, focus on the easiest target, and if that one didn’t work, move on to the next. Unfortunately, that’d probably end up being Leon or Shepherd. And whichever one it wasn’t would be the golden child who could do no wrong.
Greer tugged on Alaric’s hand. “Come on, bud.”
She pulled him out of the office, sliding by Penny standing in the doorway. Greer was so thankful for the cool fresh air of the hallway. She nodded at Abagail and headed straight for her office. At least she was safe. She had to be. Greer had run into her several times with Elia and Kam, and she’d gotten Greer this job. Surely, she’d provide some sort of safe respite from that disaster behind her.
Without asking, Greer stepped into Abagail’s office and shut the door behind her. “Hey.”
“Escaping?”
“Wouldn’t you?” Greer countered. She squeezed Alaric’s hand and then did what she never did. She handed him her cellphone and pulled up the video app so he could distract himself and Greer could talk to Abagail without Alaric hanging onto every single word.
“What was she saying?”
“Penny or Ivy?”
“Penny.” Abagail tossed a look over at Alaric and lowered her voice so he couldn’t hear her as well. “I know Ivy’s side of things.”
“Penny doesn’t like me.”
“Because you don’t put up with her shit.” Abagail nodded at Greer in confirmation and in affirmation. “You don’t put up with that bullshit ever.”
“No, I don’t.” Greer had enough experience of that type of behavior in her life that when she ran into it face first, she typically avoided it as best as she could. And when she couldn’t, well, she didn’t back down from it either. “Penny’s out for blood.”
“Is she?”
“She’s suing Nathalie.”
Abagail hummed and nodded, glancing at Alaric again. “I think she might be behind the complaints. But it’s not like Nathalie helps herself in that situation either.”
Greer chuckled. She could only imagine what Nathalie was like at work. She was bossy enough in the house, strict without compassion except when it came to Alaric, that she imagined at work she was a beast to deal with. No wonder Lachlan was the only one who was able to handle her and that was a miracle in and of itself. Lachlan was a saint. A very patient, very calm saint.
“Ivy asked to do the exchange here because there’s cameras.”
“Ah.” Now that made sense. Greer should have guessed it was because of something like that.
“She hasn’t been able to get supervised exchanges yet through the court system.”
“She really should. I’ll testify that they need them.”
Abagail shot Greer a sideways glance. “Maybe that’s why Penny doesn’t like you.”
“One of many reasons, I’m sure.” Greer shot Abagail a smile back. “But you like me, right? I’m a likable person?”
“It’s not like you to question or care what other people think of you.” Abagail faced her. “If you were, I wouldn’t have suggested your name to Ivy. They needed someone who could hold their own and was a little desperate.”
“Well, I was definitely desperate.”
Shepherd screeched. It echoed through the hallway and under Abagail’s door, startling Alaric, who came up next to Greer and held her hand, watching everything happen in front of him. Penny said something that Greer couldn’t make out as she hauled Shepherd up onto her hip. She snagged Leon’s hand in hers and stalked away. Both boys were in full-on tears.
Greer gave Ivy some time as she watched the boys be dragged away from her. She hugged Alaric to her side and protected him as much as she could from the sight, but they’d all seen it before at this point. None of it was hidden from the family, as Greer had come to think of them. She rolled her shoulders and straightened her back when Ivy stepped into her office.
“What’s your opinion on it?” Greer asked, genuinely wanting to know.
“Ivy needs to deal with it sooner rather than later, and Penny’s going to fight her tooth and nail on absolutely everything until she no longer has any power over Ivy.”
“Which is when?”
“When one of them dies.” Abagail flicked Greer a look that was full of serious acceptance. “That’s the price you pay when you have kids together.”
Greer hummed her understanding, and she hated that for Ivy. And for the boys. It wouldn’t be an easy life growing up. Greer would know. She had firsthand experience.
“We should get drinks sometime,” Greer said suddenly.
“You and me?” Abagail looked surprised.
“Yeah. I mean… I don’t know anyone in Boston, not really. All my friends are out west. I could use someone else to talk to.”
“Uh… sure.” Abagail didn’t seem too sure about that, however.
Greer would have to try again sometime soon and see if the notion settled a bit more for her. Taking Alaric, she ushered him out of Abagail’s office. “Thanks for the safe space.”
“Anytime, Greer. Really, I do mean that.”
Greer nodded. She walked directly to Ivy’s office and knocked on the door. “I’m not going to ask how that went.”
“Horribly,” Ivy said, tears streaking down her face. “And I’m sure Abagail will be out for me because I did it here and because it took up so much of my time.”
Greer glanced over at her. “Want me to drive you home?”
Ivy sighed and ran her fingers through her hair. It was her nervous habit for sure, and Greer had noticed her doing it more and more lately. “I’d need a ride in the morning to get my car.”
“Come on.” Greer looked over at Alaric. “We can take you home. I’m not sure you should be driving right now, anyway.”
Ivy nodded. “Thanks.”
She gathered up her things and then told Abagail she was leaving for the day. Greer and Abagail shared a knowing look and nod as Greer led Ivy out of the offices and down to the parking garage. Once everyone was buckled in, Greer pulled the giant car out of the parking garage, which was her least favorite thing to do on the face of the planet lately, and started to head for home.
The drive home was quiet. When they got to the houses, Greer parked in Nathalie’s garage and then ushered Alaric inside. Nathalie, however, wasn’t home yet. No doubt working another late night without telling Greer about it.
Instead of sending Ivy home, Greer plopped her down onto the couch and immediately started to make some tea for both of them. She debated whether or not to add whiskey to it, but she wasn’t entirely sure that was what Ivy needed right now.
When the tea was made, Greer brought it out to Ivy who was already snuggled up on the couch with Alaric by her side. He was reading a book and had it balanced in his lap. He was such a quiet kid, which was odd considering Nathalie wasn’t very quiet. Again those memories of Nathalie’s voice echoing down the hallway, as if she was making the noises just for Greer and no one else.
Shivering as her nipples hardened, Greer sat down next to Ivy and handed over the hot mug. “It’s chamomile.”
“Hmmm, my favorite.”
“Really?” The kitchen was stocked with it, so she’d just assumed that Nathalie liked it. Then again, she couldn’t remember seeing Nathalie with tea at any point in the two months she’d lived in the house.
“Nathalie keeps it for me since we end up at her house more often than not.”
“I did notice that,” Greer commented. She was sitting far closer to Ivy than she normally would, but she also felt that Ivy needed it right now. She needed closeness, not distance. The way she petted her hand through Alaric’s hair was a sign of that. It was a cute moment, one that reminded Greer just how much of a family unit they really were. Because Alaric didn’t care that Ivy wasn’t his mom right now. He just knew that Ivy needed him, and he needed Ivy—both needed the comfort of the other person who had been present during today’s events.
“She keeps that cashew milk for Lachlan.” Ivy wrinkled her nose. “I don’t know why she drinks that disgusting crap.”
“It’s not because she can’t have normal milk?”
Ivy snorted lightly. “No. I think it’s some diet kick she’s on lately.”
“Ah.” Greer bit her lip on that one. “How are you, after today?”
“Drained.” Ivy closed her eyes and scooted a little closer to Greer, resting her head on Greer’s shoulder. “So drained.”
“It’s not always that turbulent, is it?”
Ivy shook her head. “Only lately. It wasn’t that way in the beginning. Well, at first it was, but then it got better for a while there.” Ivy yawned, covering it up with the back of her hand. “It just hurts so much to see them hurt.”
“Yeah, I get that.” Greer glanced at Alaric, who settled deeper into Ivy’s lap, his book still in his hands as he read the words and traced the pictures with his finger. “Does anything make it easier?”
“This is,” Ivy admitted. “And often spending time with my next favorite boy.” Ivy smiled down at Alaric. “Because I love him like he’s one of my own.”
“I can see that. In all of you.” Greer had commented on it to Kam, but she hadn’t quite heard the women say it out loud yet. Nathalie would be too aloof to ever say something like that. But Greer would expect Lachlan to. Perhaps the opportunity just hadn’t come up yet.
Sipping her tea, Greer listened to the gentle rhythmic breathing, and she realized far too late that Alaric had fallen asleep on Ivy’s lap. She really didn’t want to move him or wake him up, but Nathalie would be home soon, and she wouldn’t be happy that he was taking a nap so close to dinner time.
“Just a few more minutes,” Ivy murmured, sounding sleepy herself. “It’s so nice and warm here.”
Greer stayed right where she was, being not only a physical support for Ivy, but an emotional one. Something in this family was going to break, and likely soon, because if Penny kept pushing, she would find the weak spot. Greer just hoped that it wasn’t her. She didn’t want to let them down.
Not now. Not ever.
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LACHLAN
“Hey, I wanted to talk to you about something.” Baylor stood with Davina on his hip and looked Lachlan over.
“All right?” Lachlan was rushing to get the rest of the twins’ things that Baylor would need for the next two nights while he had them. So she was struggling to keep up with what he was saying.
“This is serious. If I could have your full attention.”
Lachlan winced. He’d always complained about that after the twins were born, that he never had her full attention unless they were at work. That she never wanted him or wanted to have sex with him anymore. That he was tired of how she felt about her body and how she just didn’t feel right in it because things weren’t in the same places that they used to be and because her body moved and worked differently than before.
“Right.” She put the diaper bag down and straightened upright so she could look at him directly. “What’s going on?”
Hopefully this wasn’t about Greer and the fact that she hadn’t brought the twins to the office yet. Or the fact that he didn’t like Greer, which he’d never complained about before, but she wasn’t sure that she could handle someone else poking at her life right now.
“I started dating someone last month, remember?”
“Yeah.” Lachlan held her breath. She was pretty damn sure that she wasn’t going to like where this was going, but she also didn’t exactly have a leg to stand on. He had told her about when he met Michaela, and he had told her that it was way more serious than any other girl—his word—that he’d dated since they’d gotten divorced two years ago. “Did you two break up or something?”
Was she going to have to play the shoulder to cry on for her ex-husband who left her for someone younger and prettier who could give him exactly what he wanted? Sex. Not that Lachlan was bitter. Their relationship had been breaking down well before that happened, and he hadn’t exactly cheated on her by most standards, but he had immediately jumped out of a relationship with her and into a relationship with someone else. And that had only lasted a month, too.
Lachlan bit her cheek. She really needed to stop this overthinking. It wasn’t going to do either one of them any good. Baylor was a fantastic father, for the most part they were able to co-parent well, and their communication had vastly improved since the divorce had been finalized and everything was in place.
“Michaela and I are getting married.”
Lachlan’s heart sank. She felt cold and clammy. She couldn’t feel her knees. Was that even normal right now? Also, what on God’s green earth was she supposed to say to that?
“Congratulations…” she dragged out the word, not quite sure if it was a question, a compliment, or a fear.
“Thanks,” he said, a slight grimace on his face. “I wanted you to be one of the first to know because I didn’t want you to be upset about it.”
“Why would I be upset about it?” She had many reasons she should be upset about it, but she wasn’t exactly going to list them out for him right here and right now. Nope, she’d do that in the privacy of her bedroom, with no one else around, and probably a bottle of wine that she wasn’t going to share with anyone.
There would probably be tears involved.
Many, many tears.
“I just didn’t want it to be awkward.”
“It’s always going to be awkward, Baylor.” She snagged up the diaper bag and shoved one more stuffy in it before she handed it over to him. “I wish you and Michaela the best of luck.”
Just don’t expect me at the wedding.
Oh God, what if they did invite her? She couldn’t tell them no, could she?
That was a problem for another day. And definitely not something she had to figure out today. But seriously, what would she do?
“I mostly just wanted you to know because if Greer doesn’t work out, for some reason, then Michaela will also have to be in on the conversations about hiring a new nanny.”
“No.” Lachlan put her hands on her hips and stared at him firmly. “No, she doesn’t. There’s absolutely no reason for her to be. She’s not a parent, and she doesn’t parent Davina and Halle. These two are our responsibility and no one else.”
“But she’ll be my wife.”
“And when you two have kids of your own, then you can include her in those conversations, but she doesn’t make parenting decisions for my girls.” Lachlan squared her shoulders. She absolutely wasn’t going to let this one go, especially since he and Michaela had only been dating a month before deciding to tie the knot. Were they really going to make it longer than another few months anyway?
“We can talk about this when you’ve had time to calm down and digest the information.” Baylor shifted Davina on his hip. “Halle! Come on, let’s go home!”
Lachlan was about to say something, but she bit her tongue. Whatever was going to come out of her mouth wasn’t going to be good for either one of them to hear, and she really needed to keep things civil between them, especially when the girls were present. She wouldn’t turn this into a situation like Ivy and Penny were in—not that the situation would ever end up like that because Baylor was at least reasonable. But still, she wouldn’t argue in front of the girls.
Once Baylor was gone and his car so far down the street that Lachlan couldn’t see him anymore, she immediately marched to her kitchen and pulled out a bottle of red she’d been saving for exactly this type of occasion. She stared at it, glanced out the kitchen window at Nathalie’s house, and then made a snap decision.
She couldn’t do this alone.
Without rethinking her decision—a rare moment for her—she snagged her jacket off the hook by the back door and immediately walked outside and into the cold air. She didn’t bother locking the house as she walked directly to Nathalie’s, the path between their homes well-worn from the number of times she and the kids walked back and forth.
It had been a brilliant moment for the three of them to buy homes right next to each other, Nathalie right in the middle. Lachlan had never been so happy that she’d managed to make that decision. And it had been the tipping point for Penny, and when Ivy had finally decided to cut her off and divorce her. Then again, who wouldn’t with that kind of spouse.
Lachlan opened Nathalie’s back door and let herself inside. She immediately stopped, the feeling in the house far different than it normally was. She canted her head to the side, trying to figure out exactly what it was, but she didn’t manage to do it.
She stepped into the kitchen to find the bottle opener and a glass—she wasn’t insane enough to drink straight from the bottle, although the thought was tempting. And she stopped cold. Greer sat at the kitchen table, surrounded by textbooks and a computer. They both looked at each other with wide eyes.
“I didn’t realize anyone was coming over tonight.” Greer grimaced.
“Emergency.” Lachlan held up the bottle of wine in her hand. “Where’s Alaric?”
“Sleepover with a friend. It’s his first one.”
“Ah.” Lachlan couldn’t tear her gaze away from Greer. She looked so comfortable in sweatpants and a sweatshirt, legs curled up under her and hair falling down by her ear as if she’d just been leaning over the books to read them. “So then where’s Nathalie…?”
Lachlan trailed off when she heard the woman in question, keening and moaning, the echoes reverberating through the house.
“Oh.”
Greer frowned. “She had a date the other week that was cut short because of the process server. She invited him back over tonight since Alaric is gone.”
“Got it.” Lachlan tried not to pay attention to Nathalie groaning and crying out, but she couldn’t get that sound from her brain. They’d all roomed together in college and during med school, so this wasn’t something that Lachlan was unaware of. But since they’d all moved into their own homes, she’d managed to avoid it—mostly. “And what are you studying?”
“I decided on a whim last Christmas to re-enroll and finish my Master’s in Business.” Greer sighed. “My parents always wanted me to be a CEO or something, I’m not sure, but they definitely didn’t want me to be a nanny. But I never finished the program after I decided to cut them off. There wasn’t much reason for it, really.” Greer mumbled the last bit.
“So why now?” Lachlan snagged the corkscrew and a glass before coming over to sit at the kitchen table. She wasn’t going to make Greer sit here by herself and listen to Nathalie orgasm more than once, because God that woman could never do anything half-assed, could she? Lachlan had a hard enough time orgasming with Baylor and most often just gave up and faked it.
“I thought it’d be a good backup plan if I didn’t find another job. And then you all appeared and now I’m doing both.”
Lachlan hummed and then held the wine out to Greer. “Did you want a glass? If not, I’m probably going to drink the whole thing by myself.”
Greer glanced down at it, reading the label. “Sure, but I’ll warn you that I’m not a huge fan of red wine.”
“I’m sure Nathalie has some white around here if you wanted. I don’t really care right now which one I drink.”
“Bad day?” Greer asked.
Lachlan shot her a glance. “Baylor’s engaged.”
“Oh really?” Greer frowned. “Didn’t he just start dating Michaela? Like I swear they weren’t dating when I started working for you all.”
“Right. Exactly.” Lachlan stood up and fished around in Nathalie’s cabinets until she came back with a nice white wine. She showed it to Greer. “Better?”
“Yes. Much. Thank you.”
Uncorking the bottle, Lachlan poured each of them a glass as Nathalie started crying out louder and louder. “You’d think she’d realize just how much her voice carries in this house,” Lachlan said conspiratorially.
“Honestly? I don’t think she cares.” Greer raised her eyebrows at Lachlan. “I think she’s a very sexual woman, who is unashamed by the fact that she likes sex. And I respect that in a lot of ways. I wish more women were like that.”
“Very true.” Lachlan took the first sip of wine and held back what she was really thinking. Because she wasn’t sure she’d ever had good sex. She wasn’t sure that was possible for her. And after the twins, she was damn sure it wasn’t going to happen again. Not only had she gained seventy pounds when she was pregnant with them, but she was still fifty pounds heavier than she had been. And the very thought of getting naked in front of someone was enough to send her over the edge into a panic some days.
Except perhaps Nathalie.
Maybe.
Lachlan had always wondered⁠—
“Wouldn’t it be amazing if we were all free to just love who we love and not be ashamed about it? I mean, how much nicer of a place would this world be? Without judgment. Without fear. Without feeling like we weren’t enough just because we happen to be different.” Greer’s passion shone through her words.
Lachlan was nearly taken aback by them. She hadn’t ever heard Greer talk like this. “Are you sure you’re not studying philosophy instead of business?” Lachlan teased.
“Definitely not.” Greer smiled, her cheeks pinking slightly, which she covered up by sipping the wine Lachlan had poured for her. “But I do think about it a lot. I don’t understand why people stay in relationships that aren’t healthy. My own parents did that. Then again, I think I’ve learned that my dad wasn’t only a victim of my mother’s, but he was an enabler of her blatant narcissism.”
Lachlan held her breath, staring at Greer. She never would have guessed that about this woman, that she had come from a house that was that unhappy. “So he stayed with her despite what she did to you.”
“Yup.” Greer frowned into her wine before taking another sip. “And he’s still with her. I don’t talk to either one of them anymore. Kam has become my family, and by extension, Elia. I think they really are good for each other.”
Lachlan sobered slightly, the anger that she had raging from her conversation with Baylor less tangible now than it had been before. She reached out and touched Greer’s arm, curling her fingers around her wrist and squeezing lightly. “I know that the kids think of you as family. And I’d like to think that Nathalie and Ivy and I will get there as well, the more we get to know you.”
“Maybe.” Greer gave her a sad look, but it was quickly masked by a smile. “Temporary family for sure.”
But this felt more than temporary. Lachlan wasn’t sure why or how, but it did. Greer was thus far the only person they’d introduced to this arrangement who had stuck it out long enough to make a difference in their lives. “Please know that we do all appreciate you.”
“I know you do.” Greer grinned, her face lighting up. “All in your own individual ways.”
“What do you mean by that?” Lachlan was now very curious.
“You’re always giving me compliments. You do that a lot though, especially with the kids. You’re always talking to them about how amazing they are and all the good things they’re doing. Nathalie is all about rigidness and structure, but she’s so soft with the kids, so forgiving in her own lines of what is and what isn’t acceptable. She’s never mean when those lines are crossed. And Ivy… well, she’s a chaotic mess of excitement. All the kids go there for fun and adventure because she is seriously lacking in rules. But that’s more than half the adventure right there.”
“Huh.” Lachlan had never had them summed up so well, or had it put so well as to why the three of them worked together perfectly. “I never quite thought about it like that.”
“Yeah, so it makes sense that you three are wrapped around each other. And anyone who tries to separate you is probably going to have a run for their money and be booted out very quickly.”
That did make a lot of sense, especially when Lachlan thought about the past—people they had hired for their kids, but also people in the offices. Baylor had only managed to survive there because of his connection to Lachlan, she was pretty damn sure about that. And Penny? Well, no one had really ever accepted her.
“I didn’t realize you were over here.” Nathalie’s voice caressed Lachlan’s back. She spun around, finding her dressed in leggings and a tight t-shirt.
“Done already?” Lachlan asked.
Nathalie hummed, but that was the only response she gave. “Yes, Dean left about ten minutes ago.”
“Glad I could make it for the finale.” Lachlan lifted her glass toward Greer with a shared smile on her lips. “We need to talk about Baylor.”
Nathalie groaned. “What’d the idiot do now?”
“Got engaged.”
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GREER
Greer needed a break. And the hour and a half drive out to visit with Kam had been well worth it. It would have been better if Alaric hadn’t been in the back seat with her because it meant that she hadn’t been able to talk to Kam about everything.
She sighed as she glanced in the rearview mirror.
Last-minute changes were the name of the game when nannying for three families. And she didn’t feel right leaving Alaric in the house with Nathalie who was sick in bed and hadn’t emerged all morning. It was outside of her contracted responsibilities, but she felt for the kid. She’d been there when she was a kid herself, taking care of the adults and having no one else to take care of her.
Not that Nathalie was that kind of parent, but when there was no partner or no second parent, it meant that Alaric was often left on his own. She imagined at one point that he’d gone over to Ivy’s and Lachlan’s more often, but with all of the changes in the past couple years, that seemed to not be as common for Alaric. Besides, he was the only kid that was around the three adults twenty-four seven. Because he had nowhere else to go.
“Did you have fun today, bud?”
“Yeah!” Alaric bounced in his seat. “I’ve never been to a boarding school before.”
Greer smiled at him. Most people hadn’t, and the campus at Windermere was stunning in the spring. It’d be even better in another month, when all of the trees were in full bloom. She might just have to take him back with her so he could get a real view of what the school looked like when it wasn’t like a drenched dog from the melting snow.
“Am I going to go to school there when I’m old enough?” Alaric asked.
“Probably not, kid. Unless your mom wants to send you there. But I have a feeling that she’s going to want to keep you closer to home than that.”
“Yeah, it’s pretty far.” He looked out the window, and Greer focused back on driving. “I would miss her, and you.”
Aww, that little comment warmed Greer’s heart. She loved that Alaric was loving her. She wouldn’t want it any other way. It wasn’t too much longer when Greer pulled into the driveway and parked the car in the garage. She helped Alaric out of his seat, not that he needed help, but because she loved him to see a smiling face as soon as she opened the door for him. Alaric didn’t even hesitate as he ran inside.
She had to follow him, not wanting him to disturb Nathalie if she was napping or something. So she chased after him, but he was already halfway up the stairs by the time she got into the main part of the house.
“Alaric, leave your mom alone if she’s sleeping, okay?”
“Okay!” he called back to her, but he didn’t hesitate as he ran straight for Nathalie’s room.
Not wanting to let him have free rein in there so Nathalie could at least continue to rest, Greer headed up to follow him. She knocked lightly on the door when she heard murmuring voices and was greeted with a sight she hadn’t expected.
Alaric was curled up against Nathalie’s side in the bed, holding onto her with an arm over her belly and his head on her shoulder. Nathalie looked pale and perhaps even a little gray. Either way, she didn’t look any better than when they’d left that morning. But she tilted her head, burying her nose in Alaric’s hair as she listened to him ramble on about his day.
But Ivy was the true surprise. She was sitting on the other side of the bed, her bare feet up on the mattress with her red-painted toenails wiggling back and forth. The leggings she wore were brown and had a leathery look to them, and the shirt she had on was a loose tank top with a sports bra underneath. Her curves were slight and brilliant in the outfit, and Greer looked each one over before her eyes locked on Ivy’s.
Embarrassment hit her.
Had she seriously just been caught gawking at another one of her bosses? Who the hell was she becoming? Because she wasn’t sure that she liked this person. Greer stood awkwardly at the door, flicking her gaze from Ivy to Nathalie, who was staring at her with the same odd look that she had that night in the kitchen all those weeks back, as if she was trying to figure out what exactly was running through Greer’s mind.
“I uh…” Greer swallowed. “I was just coming to check on you and see if you needed anything.”
“I don’t, thank you.” Nathalie sat up a little straighter. “Ivy’s been taking good care of me all day.”
Greer looked back at Ivy, who now had a slight smirk on her lips, her eyes dancing with humor, and oh God, Greer’s entire body was going into overdrive. “Right. Then I’ll uh… go make Alaric some dinner.”
“You don’t have to do that,” Nathalie said quickly. “You’re not working today.”
Greer dragged her gaze away from Ivy and looked pointedly at Nathalie. “Don’t worry, I’ll be charging you for the overtime.”
Nathalie let out a light chuckle. “Good girl.”
And hell’s bells, those two words sent a thrill through Greer that she didn’t even know was possible. She had to get out of that room. She had to find where her sanity had gone and left her and put it right back into her. Because that wasn’t going to happen. That thought that she just had? It needed to go find a hole, bury itself, and die. Because she couldn’t be having those thoughts with these women.
Nope.
Not at all.
Stumbling slightly, Greer walked out of Nathalie’s bedroom and shut the door. She used the railing on the way down the stairs because she wasn’t sure that her knees and feet would hold her up. And she really needed to find her balance again. Those two words, that look from both of them—it had sent her into a frenzy that she wasn’t sure she was ever going to come back up from.
“Are you okay?” Ivy asked.
Greer closed her eyes and winced. She didn’t want to turn around, not right now. She couldn’t let Ivy see anything that was on her face, and she’d be damned if she hadn’t figured out how to have a fucking poker face yet. Because she couldn’t ever hide her feelings or emotions. They were always written right across her features for everyone in the world to read them.
“Yeah, I’m fine,” Greer squeaked out. “Just going to get some water. It was a long drive.”
Ice water. Very fucking cold ice water. Or better yet, an ice-cold shower. That was exactly what Greer needed right now.
Instead, Ivy stepped down the last few stairs and took Greer by the hand. “You don’t look good.”
“I could be getting what Nathalie has,” Greer said, trying to find any excuse as to why she was barely holding herself up.
“I doubt that,” Ivy answered, frowning slightly. “Are you sure you’re okay?”
Greer shook her head before she could stop herself. She wasn’t okay. She wasn’t prepared for what this family would mean to her or exactly how she would react to them. She hadn’t been prepared to come into their lives and be met with who they were—unabashedly. None of them tried to cover up their faults ever. They simply lived as exactly who they were every moment of the day. And Greer loved that.
And seeing Nathalie and Ivy in bed together? Seeing them so relaxed and comfortable with each other? Seeing Ivy being the caregiving one when she was usually the one running around and wrangling the chickens? Holy hell, she had been in her element. That was the calmest and most serene that Greer had ever seen Ivy.
“Come sit down,” Ivy said, tugging Greer’s hand toward the couch.
Greer just followed her, not quite sure what else to do right now, because her mind was mush and her hormones were taking over.
Ivy plopped Greer onto the couch and immediately held the back of her hand to Greer’s forehead. Greer was clammy and sweaty all right, but it had nothing to do with being sick. And Ivy should know that. It was impossible not to see what was going on, wasn’t it? Greer reached up and took Ivy’s hand, lowering it.
“You’re so hot,” Ivy said.
Greer shook her head and then nodded. “I mean, yeah, I am, but I’m not sick, Ivy. I promise you.”
“Are you sure?” A line formed in the center of Ivy’s forehead as she concentrated. “We don’t need you getting under the weather.”
“I promise you, I’m not sick.” Just really fucking turned on right now. “I’ll be fine in a few minutes.” If you back up and give me space, that is.
But Greer couldn’t bring herself to say that, and she definitely couldn’t out herself like that in front of Ivy. Not only would it change the entire dynamic behind their relationship, it could ruin the job that she had seriously come to love in the last few weeks. Despite all the drama, she’d found a home here with these women and their kids, and she didn’t want to give that up.
Ivy hummed, pulling her lower lip between her teeth and then letting it pop out. “I’m going to get you some water.”
“Thanks. I’d uh… appreciate that.” Greer waited until Ivy was in the kitchen before covering her face and groaning into her hands. She had to muffle the sound somehow and this was the best way, and she couldn’t leave because then Ivy would be coming to find her again. She only had a few seconds before Ivy returned, glass with ice water in hand.
Greer leaned back into the couch as she took it. “Thanks.”
“Don’t worry about it.” Ivy sat next to her, their thighs bumping.
This wasn’t going to be good. Greer had never run into this problem before. She’d always managed to keep her emotions separate from her work and she’d never actually been attracted to her boss before—well, one of her bosses—because she did have three right now.
“I think it was great of you, coming over to take care of Nathalie.” Greer downed half the glass of water and then set it on the side table. “I’m sure she appreciated it.”
“We always take care of each other. I just haven’t been able to do that for a while.”
“Because of Penny.”
“Yeah.” Ivy frowned slightly. “But I decided after the other week, when Penny took the boys in such a fuss, that I really have to stop letting her ruin my life, and I need to live my life like I want to live it. I need to be me again. And I need to be free from the dark cloud that’s her.”
“Understandable and commendable.” Greer stared at the wall across from her, trying to figure out if there was a pattern to the texture on it. She really needed to focus on something other than just how close Ivy was sitting next to her, just how beautiful this moment truly was.
“It really is, isn’t it? Nathalie and I had a lot of time to talk today.” She let out a little chuckle and a smile. “I do promise that I let her rest too.”
“Good,” Greer said with a deep breath.
Ivy reached up, putting a hand on Greer’s cheek and turning Greer’s face toward hers. “Are you sure you’re all right? Your cheeks are still red.”
Greer nodded, staring directly into those stunning honey-colored eyes. She dropped her gaze to Ivy’s lips, to the way they bowed naturally upward, unlike Nathalie’s which bowed naturally down, so she perpetually looked like she was frowning.
“You were made for smiling,” Greer murmured, and then she bit her tongue. What the fuck was she doing?
Ivy’s lips curled upward instantly, and they parted slightly. “So I wasn’t wrong when I thought you were attracted to women.”
“God no,” Greer answered. “I’m very open about being a lesbian.”
“Good.” Ivy smiled again, and then she tilted her head back, shaking her hair out slightly. The length of her neck was stunning, the lines, the muscles as they moved, leading straight toward the tank top and her collarbones. “And was I wrong when I thought you were attracted to me?”
“No,” Greer said, as if she couldn’t control herself. “You’re a very attractive woman. So are Nathalie and Lachlan.”
“But you don’t want anything to happen,” Ivy surmised.
Greer flicked her gaze directly to Ivy’s eyes. “You’re my boss. They’re also my bosses.” That should be enough of an answer, right? It should be enough of an explanation to stop whatever the hell was happening between them. “I do love the way you take care of each other.”
“It’s nice, isn’t it? Our own little family unit.”
Greer hummed her agreement.
“But it does seem to be missing something.” Ivy put a finger underneath Greer’s chin and lifted her gaze back up to meet her eyes. “I haven’t kissed anyone since I split with Penny.”
“Really?” That was a few years ago, but Greer could see why. Penny kept Ivy on her toes. She wouldn’t have a chance to find anyone to even have a moment’s break with, would she?
“Yeah, and you know what I’d really like right now?”
“What’s that?”
“A kiss.”
Greer’s lips parted in surprise, and she pulled back slightly, breaking the physical contact between them. “I don’t think that’s a wise decision.”
Ivy nodded. “It’s not. I know it’s not. But for just one day I wish someone would want to touch me in that way again.”
Pausing, Greer held her breath. It wasn’t because she didn’t want to touch Ivy. It had never been because of that. But Greer was putting space between them because she worked for her. She didn’t want Ivy to think it was because of anything else. “I’m going to hell for this.”
“For what?”
Greer cut off anything else that Ivy might have said. She pressed their mouths together hard. She parted her lips and cupped the side of Ivy’s cheek, pulling her in closer. She moaned as she pushed Ivy down onto the couch and covered her entirely. Greer nipped at Ivy’s lower lip, she palmed Ivy’s breast through the sports bra, feeling the moment Ivy’s nipple hardened against her hand.
Breaking the kiss, Greer looked at her directly in the eye. “It’s not because I don’t want to touch you.”
Ivy grinned up at her. “I want you to touch me. I want to touch you.”
Greer groaned and dove back in for another kiss. She wasn’t going to take this any further than a few touches and a few kisses—at least not until she figured out exactly what the consequences for her actions were going to be. At least not until she figured out if she’d still have a job tomorrow and next week. She brushed the edge of her thumb across Ivy’s hardened nipple and savored the moan that escaped Ivy’s lips in response. Greer swallowed it down, tangling their tongues.
She jerked back when the door upstairs snicked open. She eyed Ivy carefully, pulling her up to sit, eyes wide as the fear that should have been present five minutes ago finally came racing in and smacking her in the face.
“Ivy…”
“We both wanted this,” Ivy said, reaching up and wiping the wetness from Greer’s lips. “And I don’t regret it one second.”
“But tomorrow?”
“I won’t regret it then either.” Ivy grinned widely. “You’ll see.”
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IVY
“I’ll get it done tomorrow.” Ivy winced even as she said that. She’d said that more times than she could count in the last two months. And did she always get everything done tomorrow? Nope. Not at all. But she was always within a few days. Though with the look on Abagail’s face, she could tell that it wasn’t what Abagail wanted to hear.
“I need it done first thing,” Abagail answered. “My clients are waiting on it.”
The emphasis on my was the exact reminder that Abagail meant to give her. This wasn’t Ivy’s company. She couldn’t run it like she wanted to. She couldn’t force herself to be in charge because she would never be in charge. She’d taken a step down from owning her own company to working for someone else.
Why?
To try and protect her friends and her family. And right now it looked like that would all be for nothing in the end, wouldn’t it? Ivy sighed. She ran her fingers through her hair and nodded. “I’ll come in early and take care of it.”
“Hmm.” That sound was the we’ll see, but I don’t actually believe you response that Ivy was getting so used to hearing.
When had she become such a shitty employee? She was a hardworking single mother, and yet somehow, she’d become the worst employee of the year. She was honestly surprised that Abagail hadn’t tried to fire her, lay her off, or make her quit yet. But she was still here, months later, in a job that she was pretty sure hated her as much as she loathed it.
Not the work.
Ivy loved the actual work that she did.
It was the concept that she wasn’t working for herself, that she didn’t own her own business, and that she’d given up even more of her dreams because her ex-wife couldn’t just let her go and divorce her cleanly.
“Right. I’ll see you tomorrow, then.” Ivy awkwardly left Abagail’s office. She sat down heavily in her chair instead of packing up her things to go home. Tears brimmed on the edges of her eyes, and she had no idea what to do or say or where to go next.
She was tired of being the negative one—the one that brought everyone around her down. It was exhausting, but so easy to get caught up in that cycle. She brushed her fingers over her lips, remembering the way that Greer had pressed up against her, the play of Greer’s lips against hers. It had been a simple, heated kiss, which had been broken up by a six-year-old who had insisted on coming downstairs to get some water for his mother.
Yet for the life of her, Ivy couldn’t stop thinking about that kiss. It had felt amazing. Not just the kiss itself, but to actually be wanted by someone, to be seen as desirable. Ivy’s lips turned upward at that thought, and she finally had the courage to pack up her things and head out of the office.
The drive home took her close to an hour. She hated the long commute, but it was what she’d needed in order to protect everyone around her from the bad mistakes that were made. Mistakes that only she had made.
Her house was empty and quiet. And that eerie feeling never settled in her chest well. But she decided she had to force herself through it—again. Because what other choice did she have? Ivy dropped her purse onto the kitchen counter and immediately pulled out the bottle of rum from the refrigerator and poured herself a heavy-handed drink.
She’d also been doing a lot of that lately—which she wasn’t a fan of.
God, who had she become?
Even if Penny didn’t manage to take everything from her, Ivy had become someone she despised through the divorce, someone unrecognizable from who she used to be, someone she really didn’t want to continue being. Sipping her drink, Ivy walked into the living room and stopped short.
Greer was outside, in front of Nathalie’s house, and she was playing with the twins and Alaric. Closing her eyes, Ivy could hear the laughter echo through to her, the joy they had in simply being exactly who they were created to be. And as soon as that thought hit her, the pang of envy she now knew to expect followed.
Ivy took another sip of her drink.
Could she even go back to being who she was before?
Did she want to?
Because that person had married Penny. That person had taken their sweet time to file for divorce and leave her abusive ass. That person didn’t make good decisions. But fuck, what would a bad decision be right now? One that Ivy definitely wanted to make.
Going back to the kitchen, she set the glass and drink onto the counter and snagged her warmer jacket from the door next to the garage. Sliding her arms through the sleeves, Ivy buttoned it up. She needed people time. People who wouldn’t hurt her, people who wouldn’t judge her. She needed to not be alone because she just couldn’t stand the empty house any longer.
The air outside was wet and cold, and the ground was soggy under her feet as she walked through the grass. She really should have changed out of her heels before she decided to do this. But again, stupid decisions were exactly what she wanted right now.
Davina saw her first, and raced toward her, arms open and a grin on her lips. “Ivy! Ivy! Ivy!”
Laughing, Ivy bent down and wrapped her arms around Davina’s little body and pulled her into a tight hug. Fuck, she missed this. The simplicity of being a kid, of seeing love and of being loved by all those who mattered around her. She kissed Davina’s cheek and immediately put her down to pick up Halle. The twins were far from identical, but they did move in similar ways as they wobbled to and fro and tried to run faster than Alaric, who had gangly legs and three years on them.
But he was such a good big brother to them, even if he wasn’t biologically related. He would make a wonderful big brother to Nathalie’s newest—assuming this baby stuck, and she was able to carry to term. Ivy’s heart nearly broke at that thought. Nathalie just wanted one more baby to add to her little family, and she had tried so hard over the years.
“Hey, Ivy,” Greer said, interrupting Ivy’s thoughts.
“Hey,” Ivy said, her lips curling up into a smile. Just looking at Greer now brought back a flood of kisses and touches, the way Greer hadn’t hesitated as she slid her hand down, palming Ivy’s breast and teasing her nipple. On reflex, Ivy’s nipples hardened as if Greer had touched her again.
“How was work?” Greer asked.
Ivy groaned and then rolled her eyes. “I’m pretty convinced that Abagail hates me.”
“I know Abagail,” Greer shot Ivy a grin. “She’s my best friend’s partner’s best friend—I guess that practically makes us in-laws in this weird little queer story—but I’m also pretty convinced that Abagail doesn’t like anyone except Elia Sharpe.”
“Her best friend?” Ivy asked, raising an eyebrow as she crossed her arms over her chest and tightened her hold.
“Oh yeah,” Greer said with a laugh. “I’ve never seen Abagail warm up to anyone other than Elia.”
“Well, that’s good to know, I guess.” Ivy turned her body, moving as close to Greer as she possibly could. She didn’t know what to say now. She’d had no real purpose in coming out here except that she needed company. She needed someone to treat her like she wasn’t a pariah.
“Is she riding you at work or something?”
“Or something,” Ivy mumbled. “Then again, Penny seems to interrupt my work at least once a day with something. Today was trying to get hold of another psychologist and social worker to do yet another evaluation on the kids and our families. She’s the one insisting on having a third evaluation done, and yet I’m the one who has to call and find someone.”
“Why?” Greer frowned slightly as she watched the kids play together.
“Because if I don’t, then it’ll take another year for her to find someone. And I don’t want to wait another year being married to her.” Ivy said those words so easily, like she truly meant them. And it was the first time that perhaps she did. That she was ready to leave behind all the drama, in full, and move on with her life and become someone she didn’t hate.
“Understandable,” Greer answered. “I get what it’s like to be around narcissists. Both my parents would fall into that category.”
“Is that why you never talk about them?” Ivy looked at her directly, standing so close to her. She dropped her gaze to Greer’s lips, remembering the way they slid across her body, down her neck, over the tops of her breasts before they moved right back up to her mouth.
Or had that only been her imagination and not reality? Had that been pure desire coming to bite her—desire she hadn’t felt since Leon was born?
“I didn’t realize it was that obvious.”
“You talk about Kam as your family, and that’s pretty much it. You talk about others, friends—Andra, Lauren—but you don’t talk about them the same way you do Kam.”
“Kam’s my best friend.” Greer grinned brightly, her smile a ray of sunshine in Ivy’s doom-and-gloom world. “But yes, that’s why I don’t talk about them. I haven’t talked to them in ten years now.”
“Oh, wow. I can’t imagine any of the kids not being in my life.”
“Well, you’re not a narcissist from what I’ve seen, so your chances are much better than my parents’ that your kids won’t abandon you.” Greer bumped their shoulders together. “Penny on the other hand…”
“Penny what?”
“I’m willing to bet that as the kids get older, they’ll start to put some distance between her and them, when they can actually make that choice. I don’t think they like her very much right now either.”
Ivy said nothing to that. She wasn’t even sure she had an opinion on it. She hadn’t been able to think beyond today and tomorrow to what the next few years might look like. Or the fact that in twenty years, she would still be dealing with Penny at things like college graduations and weddings and babies if she was ever to become a grandparent.
Sighing, Ivy glanced toward the twins and Alaric. “I don’t want to think about that.”
“I get it,” Greer answered. “Did you need something? Is that why you came out here?”
“Oh I…” Ivy froze. She hadn’t actually expected that question. Why was she talking to Greer instead of over at Nathalie’s bugging her or talking to Lachlan? Why was it that she wanted to be in Greer’s presence instead of theirs right this very moment? “I just wanted to get some fresh air.”
“All right.” Greer grinned at her and slid a hand down her arm. “I have to get the kids inside. It’s nearly time for Baylor to pick the girls up, and Nathalie should be home by now.”
“I should let you work…” Ivy trailed off, still not sure what to say. Her feet were freezing in her heels which had sunk into the wet grass, and she really should get out of her work clothes for the day, maybe take a shower and clear her head. Everything was just so damn jumbled right now.
“I’ll see you soon. I promise, okay?” Greer touched Ivy’s elbow and squeezed lightly.
“Okay.” Ivy looked directly into Greer’s dark brown eyes, to the compassion and hope held in them. What the hell was she doing? Falling for the nanny? Or was this purely about the fact that someone was finally paying attention to her, someone who she paid to pay attention to her? Ivy shuddered at that thought.
“Kids! Let’s head inside and get cleaned up for dinner. Okay?” Greer clapped her hands to get their attention and she walked away from Ivy.
Without having anything else to do out there, Ivy wrapped her jacket a little tighter around her and then started back toward her house. What was she thinking? Really. It would be ridiculous for her to have sex with Greer, to even contemplate that happening. Wouldn’t it? Because Greer was an adult, absolutely an adult, with delicious curves that Ivy wanted to explore, full lips that seemed to never frown but always be in a smile.
Ivy shivered just at the thought. Fuck, she needed a cold shower, not a hot shower. In silence, she walked back into her house and shut the door behind her. She snagged the drink she’d made off the kitchen counter, left her shoes right in the middle of the floor, and walked straight to the living room where she’d heard the kids playing before.
She sat down on the couch and tried to relax, but her entire body was on edge. She couldn’t stop thinking—and adding to—everything that Greer had done to her the other week. She couldn’t stop thinking about the touches of Greer’s fingers against her skin, the trails of hair as Greer moved across her body, the way Greer pressed her down into the couch cushion with her full weight like she wanted Ivy there, like she needed to keep Ivy in place.
“Oh fuck it.” Ivy set the drink onto the coffee table and pulled up her skirt. She was alone in her damn house. And it was her fucking house. Penny had never lived here, never tainted a single inch of it. And Ivy deserved to be touched in every way she wanted to be touched.
Moving her pencil skirt up to her waist, Ivy pressed the ball of her toe into the edge of the coffee table and spread her knees. She hadn’t touched herself in so long. Would she even remember how to do it? Would she come alive again under her own fingers?
Ivy brushed the pads of her fingers across her clit and through her damp underwear. When had that happened? Was it just thinking about Greer while they were outside? Was it the imaginations added to the touches Greer had already given her?
Biting her lip, Ivy lifted her butt, pulled her thong off, and dropped it to the floor. This would be so much better without it. She could move more freely. She’d be able to touch without fighting clothing. And she could dream up ways that Greer would continue their little foray into the sexual on the couch. Ivy slid one finger through her swollen, wet folds. She was practically dripping. Her heart raced as she reached her clit and gave it a little flick. Just to test and make sure that she wasn’t dead inside like Penny had accused her of being so many times. So many that Ivy was tempted to actually believe it.
“Fuck…” Ivy moaned. If just that smallest touch got her going like that, what the hell would fingers inside her do? Or a mouth against her? Greer’s mouth. And if Greer kissed her nether lips just like she kissed her mouth, then Ivy would be doomed for great heights of pleasure.
Ivy held back a moan, sliding two and then three fingers through her sopping wet pussy. Oh what would it be like? To have Greer with her right now? To have the warmth of her body, the heat of her smile, the intensity of her looks? Could Ivy come just from that thought alone if she allowed herself, if she focused on it?
Gasping, Ivy slid two fingers inside herself and then held them there. She brushed her thumb across her damp clit and groaned as pleasure came through her in wave after wave. Her ears buzzed with hope, with a taste of orgasm that she had begun to long for again.
She pulsed her fingers. She pressed her thumb into her clit and moved it in a tight little circle. Her hips raised upward as she tossed her head back, and she started to ride her hand. Ivy gasped. She moaned. She cried out as pleasure continued to course through her and find its way into every crevice that she’d long thought dead and buried.
She was breathing hard, her chest tight with that pleasure, when her eyes flew open at the sound of the front door. But she didn’t have time to move or to cover herself up. Ivy grunted as soon as Greer stepped around the edge of the front entryway and spied her, spread open, fingers deep inside herself, and her cheeks pink not just with arousal but embarrassment.
“Ivy, I thought…” Greer trailed off as her gaze took in everything that was happening. She froze on the spot, and so did Ivy, unsure of what to do next.
She stayed right where she was, her heart in her throat and unable to formulate any other words. Greer’s cheeks hollowed before she held her hand up and stepped back toward the front door.
She was leaving.
Ivy had fucked all of this up, and she was going to be gone in a second and she was going to tell Nathalie and Lachlan, and the whole of the world they’d built up would be gone in an instant.
Except the door didn’t open and close. And Greer stepped back around the corner, pulling her jacket off and tossing it onto the chair. Her gaze didn’t leave Ivy’s as she rolled her sleeves up and then looked down, directly between Ivy’s legs.
“Don’t stop on my account,” Greer said. “I love to watch a woman pleasure herself.”
“Oh God…” Ivy bit her lip. “Are you serious?”
“Dead serious, as a doorknob—which is now locked, by the way. We don’t need any more intruders, do we?”
“Fuck.” Ivy had never been so turned on in her life. She stared at Greer, her jaw slack, and her heart racing. “W-what do you want me to do?”
“Fuck yourself.” Greer raised an eyebrow at her. “I’m going to go wash my hands—that is if you’d like me to join you.”
“Yessssss,” Ivy hissed out.
“All right.” Greer took her shoes off and left them by the door. “Don’t make yourself come until I get back.”
What the hell had she gotten herself into?
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GREER
Greer leaned over the kitchen sink and closed her eyes. In all of two seconds, she’d gone from wanting to show up at Ivy’s to comfort her in her obvious loneliness to wanting to fuck her beyond oblivion. What was it with these women? She turned the water on and ran her hands under it until it was warm.
She had never expected to walk in and find Ivy, nearly spread-eagled, fingers deep inside herself, and grinding against her hand like her world depended on it. Greer shivered, the image permanently etched into her brain, and it wasn’t one that she wanted to forget. Ivy hadn’t even moved to try and cover herself up when Greer had walked in. She’d openly splayed herself for Greer to take in and eye her over like the best chocolate cake on the face of the planet.
Greer could already feel herself getting wetter with just the anticipation and desire of what was going to happen next. With soap on the center of her palm, Greer scrubbed her hands and fingers hard. She needed the extra few minutes before she walked back into that room and decided exactly what she was going to do to Ivy. After cleaning her fingers and hands thoroughly, Greer braced herself for what she was about to walk back into.
She had no idea if Ivy would have listened to her or not. Undoing the buttons on her colorful shirt, Greer pulled it out of her pants as she walked back toward the living room. She was surprised to find Ivy in almost exactly the same position that she left her. Her legs were more parted, her fingers still locked deep inside her, but her movements had slowed.
“Did you make yourself come?” Greer asked, keeping a slightly hard edge to her tone. For some reason, she felt it was called for right now. She’d analyze that later.
“No,” Ivy answered, her lips curling upward. “Though it’s been a close call once already.”
Greer chuckled and finished undoing the buttons on her shirt and let the edges flap to the side around her. “Please tell me you have a strap.”
“I…” Ivy glanced toward her bedroom, as if she was trying to remember. “I do. It’s brand new. I’ve never used it...or cleaned it.”
“Bought in anticipation of use then.” Greer glanced toward Ivy’s bedroom. “Where is it? Because I’d like to fuck you hard.”
“Oh God…” Ivy whimpered, her gaze dropping directly to Greer’s large breasts, still cupped in her bra. “It’s in the box still, in my closet on the second shelf right when you walk in.”
Greer’s lips quirked up to the side. “Don’t come.”
“Yes, ma’am.” Ivy was grinning at her, her chest heaving from the effort that she was no doubt expending in order to comply with Greer’s wishes.
“Oh, and don’t take any more clothes off,” Greer tossed that last bit over her shoulder as she walked up the stairs toward Ivy’s room. She’d only been in here once, when Shepherd had gone in and she’d had to fetch him. Ivy’s room wasn’t clean and organized like Nathalie’s. And Greer was fairly certain that wasn’t the only stark difference in personalities between the two women.
It didn’t take her long to find the strap, nestled still in the unopened box just like Ivy had promised. Greer took everything out, laying the box on Ivy’s dresser and starting to clean and sanitize the pieces she would need.
By the time Greer made it back down the stairs, Ivy was writhing on the couch and clenching her eyes shut tight. She set the strap onto the cushion next to Ivy and bent down over her, one hand on the top of the couch and the other right next to Ivy’s hip as she held herself up.
“Come yet?”
“No,” Ivy answered, so breathy that the word was barely even a word.
“Good.” Greer captured Ivy’s lips. She clasped her hand onto the side of Ivy’s head and neck, pulling her up so that their mouths could meld together. Her heart hammered as she slid her tongue into Ivy’s mouth, as she nipped at Ivy’s lip, as she pulled Ivy tight and hard against her and moved down onto her knees on the floor.
Breaking the kiss, Greer moved her mouth to Ivy’s jawline, kissing her there. She murmured, “Don’t come until I tell you to.”
Ivy didn’t answer in anything other than a groan, and a sear of pleasure ran through Greer. Fuck, this woman was sexy as hell. Greer scraped her teeth down Ivy’s neck, probably a little harder than she would have normally done the first time having sex with someone, but something in Ivy called to her to keep it rougher.
To stay in control of what was happening.
Every second they were together.
Greer put her hands on Ivy’s knees and pushed her legs apart even more. She knelt between them and then leaned in, pushing her belly against Ivy’s hand and pussy, the heat and movement exactly what she wanted to feel. Ivy was still listening to her, still doing everything that Greer had told her, and she still wasn’t letting herself find that pinnacle of release.
Sliding back a little, Greer made quick work of the buttons on Ivy’s cream-colored blouse and pulled the sides apart just like her own shirt was. She immediately cupped Ivy’s breasts, feeling the warmth and weight through the push-up bra that she was wearing for work today. She dressed up for work and down for home, and the contrast between the two was stunning.
Dragging down one cup of the bra, Greer feasted on the exposed skin. She covered Ivy’s nipple with her mouth, flicking it hard with her tongue. She dragged in a sharp breath, keeping her mouth in place as Ivy arched her back up. She was seeking more. Greer knew it. Pressing her hand onto the small of Ivy’s back, Greer tugged her in a little closer, which added even more pressure of Ivy’s hand against her pussy.
“Greer… I can’t⁠—”
“Not yet,” Greer interrupted. “Don’t do it yet.”
Ivy groaned and bit her lip, arching back even more. Greer pressed her lips around Ivy’s nipple, sucking and teasing her until the nub was hard and pointed, until every swipe of her tongue elicited a moan from Ivy’s lips. Greer’s pussy clenched in response when Ivy pressed her hand to the back of Greer’s head and pushed her face back down into her chest. Ivy’s nails scraped against Greer’s scalp, desperate for Greer not to stop what she’d been doing.
Greer complied and put her mouth back to Ivy’s breast, but she pulled down the other cup of her bra and started to toy with Ivy’s other nipple, pinching it and pulling it. Ivy gasped, her hips rising up into Greer’s body, so Greer started to rock into her. Fuck, this was hot. Even Greer knew it was. She’d never been with someone who was so into every single thing that she was doing, who was craving to be touched in quite this way.
And just like Ivy had told her last week when they’d made out on the couch—it felt amazing just to be wanted. No strings attached. Just a good fucking that they both needed and wanted so bad.
“Greer.” Ivy’s voice shook. “I can’t stop it.”
“Don’t stop it.” Greer pushed her hips against Ivy’s hand and held them there. “Don’t stop yourself this time.”
Ivy cried out, her entire body tensing as she screamed. Greer kept her mouth against Ivy’s breasts, teasing them and feeling the wetness against her belly grow as Ivy continued to slide her fingers against herself. Greer smiled to herself—even after that, Ivy wasn’t stopping because she hadn’t been told to.
Fuck, that was so hot too.
Greer moved her hand down, cupping Ivy’s and figuring out exactly what she was doing. She slid in one finger and then two against Ivy’s so they were pulsing together inside her. Ivy moaned as Greer stretched her even more, but she would need it if they were going to use that strap, because it wasn’t like Ivy had bought a small one. Kissing her way down Ivy’s body, Greer covered Ivy’s clit with her mouth.
“Fuck!” Ivy shouted. “I need… I need a minute.”
“Do you?” Greer said quickly before diving back in. “Or is this better?”
“This is better,” Ivy answered, pulling her knees up toward her chest and opening herself even more for Greer. “Much better.”
Greer didn’t make this slow. She wanted Ivy to come with her fingers inside. Ivy didn’t move her hand away either. Greer pressed her nose into the small strip of curls that Ivy had that were trimmed down. They made her nose itch, but she ignored it as she pressed in harder. She’d noticed that before, that Ivy liked the pressure, so Greer gave it to her again. Her own underwear was soaked through, and she could feel her own juices start to slide down her thighs as she shifted to try and relieve some of her own physical discomfort from not being touched and still being fully dressed.
Ivy tossed her hand over her head, grabbing onto the top of the couch cushion. She pressed her hips down into Greer’s mouth, pushing against her. Greer looked up, watching as Ivy sucked in sharp breath after sharp breath, attempting to catch herself. Her nipples were still hard, her breasts uncovered and being pushed up by the bra she still had on.
Greer pulsed her fingers. She kept her mouth on Ivy’s clit, and she watched with rapt attention as Ivy came apart on her mouth, as she crashed through her second orgasm of the evening. And Greer had far more planned. She wasn’t done giving Ivy exactly what she needed. Not yet anyway.
Gasping, Ivy grinned, laughter bubbling up from her chest and leaving her lips in a beautiful litany. Greer honestly couldn’t have hoped for anything else.
“You’re amazing,” Ivy said, still chuckling.
“So are you.” Greer kissed the inside of Ivy’s thigh. She didn’t want to remove her fingers from Ivy yet. She was enjoying the gentle pulse of her body against her fingers, and she wanted to stay nestled against her even longer.
“I thought you wanted to stop.”
“Oh, did you think we were done?” Greer scraped her teeth against the inside of Ivy’s leg. “Because there will likely be a punishment the next time that you think I’m done when I’m not.”
“I…” Ivy’s eyes flew open, and she shook her head. “No, I don’t want to be done. I just thought…”
“You thought this was all for you?” Greer raised an eyebrow. “Well, most of it was, but no, Ivy, we’re not done. Our time was cut short last week, but I have all night for you.”
“A-all night?” Ivy stuttered.
“All night,” Greer repeated. “But don’t worry, I won’t make you come so many times that you pass out.”
“Now there’s an intriguing thought.” Ivy hummed as Greer moved back to kissing the inside of her thighs. She stopped pulsing, so Greer pressed the pads of her fingers up against Ivy.
Ivy gasped loudly. “Fuck.”
Greer chuckled, but she did move her fingers then. She pressed her wet fingers against Ivy’s thigh and pushed her legs even farther apart, which pushed her pussy right up into Greer’s waiting mouth. Licking Ivy fully, Greer gathered as much of her flavor as possible and swallowed before she went back in for a second taste. She hummed. God, Ivy tasted amazing. She was so tempted to stay right where she was, Ivy writhing against her—no doubt so sensitive from the two orgasms she’d already had.
But Greer stopped. She slowly backed up, never taking her eyes off Ivy’s body before she moved them slowly up to Ivy’s face. “Take your shirt off. Leave everything else on.”
“Okay?” Ivy put her feet on the floor as Greer stepped away.
Greer undid the buckle on her pants and pulled her belt through the loops. The end of it flung out and smacked the inside of Ivy’s thigh. Ivy cried out, and Greer cringed, instantly bending down to kiss away the injury. Except…now that Greer thought about it, that wasn’t a cry of pain.
“Did you like that?” Greer asked, massaging the place where her belt had hit.
“Yes,” Ivy answered, breathy once again.
“Maybe later.”
With a laugh, Greer stood back up and shucked her pants and underwear, touching herself between her legs to see just how wet and swollen she was. She wasn’t surprised by how bad it was. Gathering the moisture, she held her hand out to Ivy and raised an eyebrow at her. Ivy said nothing as she parted her lips and took Greer’s fingers into her mouth. She hummed in instant pleasure before she swirled her tongue in a circle and gathered every last drop of Greer’s juices that she had access to.
When Ivy pulled back, Greer grinned at her. “Good.”
“More?” Ivy asked, a definite beg to her tone.
“Not yet.” Greer’s lips curled upward, and she stepped in, pressing their mouths together hard. Leaving Ivy’s lovely mouth was hard, but Greer stood back up and slipped the strap over her legs and pulled it up to her hips. She tightened the sides and put it perfectly against her. She stared down at it as she touched it, curious to see what Ivy would do.
When Ivy said nothing, Greer looked her over. She already looked like she’d been fucked hard and good. And they definitely weren’t done yet. Greer still wanted to be inside her again, touch her, and then she wanted Ivy against her in some form or fashion. She didn’t really care if it was fingers, hands, mouth, lips, thigh. She would just need to come once for this to be the perfect night.
Ivy sat forward, her breasts on full display now that her shirt was on the floor. She parted her lips as if waiting for Greer to press the dildo into her mouth. But Greer didn’t. She stopped and shook her head. “Not yet.”
“Not yet?” Ivy raised an eyebrow at her. “But you said you…”
“I’m too close for you to touch me right now.” Greer’s heart thudded away in her chest. This woman—her boss—was strong, capable, and powerful. And right here she looked like nothing more than a woman just like any other woman. Someone who was desperate to be teased and touched, who wanted nothing more than to be physically loved and paid attention to.
“Greer…” Ivy said softly. “Let me touch you.”
“Not yet.” Greer grinned, bending down and pulling Ivy’s face closer with a finger under her chin. She pressed her lips to Ivy’s, but she didn’t kiss. “You’ll get your turn, I promise. I won’t deny myself for your sake.”
“Good to know.” Ivy breathed, reaching up and brushing her fingers across Greer’s breast. “You’re stunning.”
Greer hummed and backed away. “Turn over. Hands on the back of the couch.”
Ivy hummed, her lips curling upward. “What do you have planned now?”
As if Ivy didn’t know. Greer would have rolled her eyes, but she was thoroughly enjoying this playful side of Ivy, one that she hadn’t seen before, but she suspected was underneath all the pain and hate and hurt that she carried with her everywhere.
Greer grabbed Ivy’s hips and jerked her back, putting her exactly where she wanted her. She ground her hips into Ivy’s ass, digging her fingers in to keep her in place. Ivy groaned, her head dropping down and her hair covering her face. Greer leaned forward, gathered Ivy’s hair in her hand and pulled her head back slightly. The lines of Ivy’s neck and back were stunning. Her skin was smooth and creamy, the small tattoo in the center of her shoulder blades with the boys’ footprints and dates of birth on it was stunning.
Tightening her grasp on Ivy’s hair, Greer pulled her back a little more, adding just a hint of pain to what she’d already been doing. “Like this?”
“Fuck, yes,” Ivy said, gasping.
“Want more?”
“So much more.”
Greer released Ivy’s hair and then spread her knees as she positioned herself. She held the dildo with one hand, easing her way into Ivy’s body slowly. Ivy groaned, her head tilting back down as she pushed her ass toward Greer, taking her in far more quickly than Greer had anticipated. Heat rose into Greer’s chest, the end of the dildo pushing against her clit once it was firmly all the way inside Ivy.
She wasn’t going to last very long, but she could keep going for Ivy’s sake. She would need to. Scraping her fingertips down Ivy’s back, Greer pushed into her even more. She grunted as she leaned slightly over Ivy’s back. Reaching around to her front, Greer cupped Ivy’s breast and held onto her firmly.
“Ready?” Greer asked.
“So ready,” Ivy answered.
With a thrust of her hips, Greer started. She reached down between Ivy’s legs and teased her clit. Greer’s breathing came in short rasps as she tried to focus everything she had on making Ivy come again and again that night. She had no idea if they’d get another night like this or not, but she wanted Ivy to get everything that she needed from it.
Ivy grunted with each thrust of Greer’s hips into her. Greer moved her palm against Ivy’s ass, slapping her lightly, and those grunts turned into moans of pleasure. Ivy gripped onto the back of the couch cushion, her fingers digging in sharply to the fabric as she held herself up. Another wave of pleasure washed through Greer as she thrust again. She loved how responsive Ivy was, how willing she was to try just about anything, that she wasn’t afraid to let her voice be heard or to say exactly what she liked.
Greer thrust again. She slapped again. She dug her fingers into Ivy’s ass as she picked up her pace. She could feel the pleasure in her own body building up and threatening to topple her over the edge, but she wasn’t ready yet. She didn’t want to let loose without Ivy getting exactly what she needed first.
Flicking Ivy’s clit, Greer tried to keep her balance. She moved into Ivy harder, stronger, and she held onto Ivy’s hips to keep herself upright. She groaned, clenching her eyes tightly. “Touch yourself,” she ordered.
She wasn’t even sure if Ivy was listening, but when a sweet, pleasured moan escaped Ivy’s lips, Greer hoped that she’d listened. Gasping for breath, Greer bent over Ivy and changed the angle of the dildo against her clit. It gave her a second of relief before it did the exact opposite and sent pleasure racing through her. She cried out and then bit her tongue. She hadn’t been expecting that. Reaching around Ivy’s sides, Greer cupped both of Ivy’s breasts and held onto them, massaging whenever she got a second but also using Ivy’s body to keep herself upright.
Fuck, she hadn’t been prepared for just how good this would feel. Using everything she had to focus, Greer held off her own orgasm until she felt Ivy’s shoulders sink and until her cries became loud to Greer’s ears, and then she let go. She careened through her orgasm, the thrusts of the strap against her clit nearly taking her over the edge into oblivion every single time. She might not have fucked Ivy into passing out, but Greer was fucking close to it herself.
She pulled out and collapsed onto the side of the couch, swinging her leg up to steady herself. Ivy looked over at her, hair mussed, lips parted, and chest heaving. Greer raised an eyebrow at her, satisfaction rolling into a smile on her lips. This had been a good night. Walking in on her boss fucking herself had definitely not been what she expected, but she really wouldn’t have wanted it any other way.
Ivy said nothing as she stood up. She kept her gaze on Greer as she reached behind her back and flicked the clasp on her bra and dropped it to the floor with the rest of their clothes. Then she slid the zipper on her skirt and took that off, finally completely naked in front of Greer. She was stunning. She had a few stretch marks on her belly, her breasts heavy and lower, just like Greer would expect of a woman who’d carried two babies.
“You’re stunning,” Greer said, raking her gaze again over Ivy’s body. “Absolutely stunning.”
“So are you,” Ivy muttered as she climbed back onto the couch, straddling Greer’s hips. “And I don’t think we’re done yet.”
Without hesitation, she sank back down onto the dildo. Greer groaned as Ivy’s weight pushed the toy against her sensitive clit. Fuck, she was in over her head, wasn’t she? She clawed her way back for control, pushing her fingers into Ivy’s hips as Ivy started a slow rocking back and forth.
“Let’s take it slow this time,” Greer said, brushing her palm against Ivy’s nipple and then grasping her breast fully and firmly. “Tease each other into oblivion.”
“Your choice,” Ivy answered. “Just let me play with your amazing tits. I’ve wanted to touch them for days now.”
Greer chuckled. She pushed herself up and pulled off her shirt and bra before lying back down. “Better?”
“Much.” Ivy bent down and covered Greer’s nipple with her mouth. “My turn.”
“Yes. Yes, it is.” Greer threaded her fingers into Ivy’s hair, keeping a firm grasp on her. “And I’ll let you do whatever you want to me so long as you let me take care of you when we’re done.”
Ivy paused. She lifted her gaze to meet Greer’s. “Take care of me?”
“Mm-hmm.” Greer nodded. “Aftercare is important.”
That was something she wouldn’t give on. She didn’t fuck them and leave them. Well, maybe she did, but not until after she made sure that everyone was steady and ready for what was coming next.
“All right,” Ivy said in a rush, lifting her lips again. “But this first.”
“Definitely.” Greer pulled Ivy’s mouth back to her breast.



twelve
NATHALIE
Nathalie’s stomach roiled. She hated that indigestion was her constant companion now, especially when she didn’t constantly eat something. Which was extremely difficult when she was at work. Home was a bit of a different story. She stepped into the kitchen and slowed her pace, spying Greer once again at the table studying.
“Midterms coming up?”
“In about a month,” Greer said, not looking up at her. “No date tonight?”
Nathalie stopped cold as soon as she reached the refrigerator. She peered around the door to Greer and eyed her. “No.”
Greer frowned. “You’d booked my evening to watch Alaric.”
“Oh.” Nathalie frowned. She’d forgotten to cancel that. She’d meant to, but time had gotten away from her. She’d only managed to cancel her date for that night before she’d had to lie down and take a small nap when she’d gotten home. “Sorry about that.”
“It’s fine. There’s still a charge though.”
Nathalie frowned, but she said nothing as she surveyed the fridge and what was in there. Nothing looked appetizing. Another curse of the pregnancy that she still hadn’t managed to figure out entirely. The symptoms were a good sign though, because it meant she was still pregnant. But the niggling thought in the back of her mind—that this one wasn’t going to last, just like the others—wouldn’t shut up.
Nathalie finally snagged the small tray of cheese she’d bought earlier in the week and some almonds from the pantry. She immediately sat down at the kitchen table next to Greer and opened both containers.
“I’ll pay you for the evening. Next time, I’ll remember to cancel ahead of time.”
Greer frowned at her and shook her head slowly. “It’s not like you to forget.”
“No, it’s not.” Nathalie frowned into the food and took a small bite. Her stomach churned in response. Please say she hadn’t waited too long before eating and this wouldn’t result in her running to the bathroom to throw everything up. “But yes, I canceled my date tonight.”
Nathalie stared at the food in front of her. She was going to have to work really hard to get it down her throat, because she was recoiling at even the thought of eating it. She’d canceled her date not because of how she was feeling but because her date was becoming decidedly too emotional for her. She never wanted the emotional side of relationships. She wanted sex, and that was it.
Speaking of sex… Nathalie looked up at Greer again and studied her. Greer’s gaze locked on her, and instead of shying away like Nathalie expected, Greer continued to stare back at her. It was unnerving. Nathalie wasn’t used to someone pushing her as much as Greer did on that front.
Nathalie parted her lips and dipped her tongue out, sliding it along her lips just enough to catch Greer’s attention. Sure enough, Greer dropped her gaze to Nathalie’s mouth before flicking her eyes back to meet Nathalie’s. She still had it. That was good. Not all of her sex appeal had gone out the window with her pregnancy.
“You didn’t come home the other night.”
Greer’s cheeks instantly turned pink. “Yeah, I uh… was out.”
“Clearly.” Nathalie raised an eyebrow and popped an almond into her mouth. Talking to Greer in this way was a good distraction from the reactions her stomach was giving her to the food. “But out all night is unlike you.”
“Is it?” Greer cocked her head to the side and pursed her lips. “Because I’m not sure you actually know what’s like me and what’s not like me.”
Oh, feisty tonight, are we? Nathalie could play this game. In fact, she quite liked it, and she had been hoping for a bit of it. “Since you’ve been here, you haven’t gone out and spent the night anywhere else.”
“Hmm…” Greer’s lips curled upward as she leaned back into the chair and pulled her foot up onto the seat. She was getting comfortable for this, Nathalie could tell, which meant it was going to be a battle of the wits to the end. “And you, Nathalie, have a date night every two weeks. Though you don’t always bring your boyfriend home to fuck him loudly in the house.”
Nathalie’s cheeks heated, but she managed to catch herself and stifle the blush that was threatening. She would never be embarrassed by sex. “He’s not my boyfriend,” Nathalie answered.
“Fuck buddy? I’d say one-night-stand, but I’ve seen him multiple nights.”
“Are you jealous?”
“No.” Greer shook her head slowly, that beautiful smile still gracing her lips. “I’m not jealous. Because I hear everything he does to you and everything you do to him.”
Nathalie hummed. She bit her lip and lowered her lashes, waiting to see what Greer would look at and do next. Nathalie knew there was a physical attraction between them. She’d never thought there wasn’t, but the other week, when she’d caught Greer so openly looking at her, she had decided there might be more than simple physical attraction. “Do you want to see what he does to me?”
“No.” Greer took the pen on the table and started playing with it between her fingers, flipping it from one end to the next.
Nathalie’s gaze was glued to Greer’s fingers, imagining her playing that pattern along—nope. Nathalie stopped. Greer was attracted to her and that was it. She wouldn’t let herself fall into that trap. She needed Alaric to have as much consistency in care as possible, and she wouldn’t bring herself to break the sacred covenant of boss and employee. Absolutely not.
“I don’t like men, and I’m really not a fan of looking at one naked.”
Wait, what? What had they been talking about? Nathalie licked her lips and popped another piece of cheese between them, but she didn’t taste it as she bit down. Were they both flirting now or was it just Nathalie? She couldn’t remember, and fuck, her stomach was roiling again.
Why couldn’t she keep track of anything anymore? Nathalie said nothing as she continued to eat the almonds and cheese. She really probably should have grabbed a glass of water while she was at it, but she hadn’t thought about it at the time and all she’d wanted to do was sit back down.
“Nathalie?” Greer’s voice broke through her thoughts.
“Yeah?”
“Have you spent much time with Lachlan and Ivy lately?” Greer seemed to tense a little, as if this was going to be a bigger conversation than Nathalie was prepared for.
“No, can’t say I have.” When she hadn’t been at work, Nathalie had been at home, trying to keep herself upright and pretend that nothing was wrong with her. The other weekend had been exactly what she needed, but she needed it every day lately. Pregnancy in her late forties hadn’t been what she’d planned, and it was dragging her down way more than her pregnancy with Alaric had.
“I think they’re struggling.” Greer stood up and walked to the fridge. “Want some water?”
“Yes, please.” Nathalie stayed planted on the kitchen chair and popped another almond into her mouth. How many had she eaten? She really needed to get a few more into her stomach to curb the insane nausea that was building up and taking over her body right now.
“Here you are.” Greer slid the glass of ice water in front of Nathalie and touched her shoulder lightly before stepping away.
Why had that touch felt so good compared to any other touch recently? It hadn’t meant to incite, it hadn’t meant to hold her back, it hadn’t been anything other than a simple touch of connection. Humming, Nathalie snagged the water and took a small sip.
“Struggling how?” Nathalie set the glass down and settled to look at Greer. “Because Ivy’s been struggling since she married Penny.”
“I’m sure.” Greer’s cheeks pinked again.
Was Greer attracted to Ivy? Is that what all of this was about? Nathalie was going to have to pay much closer attention in order to figure that one out, because now she was dead curious as to what was going on and where Greer had been the other night. The house had felt so empty without her, and she’d come home in the same clothes that she’d left in.
“I think she’s struggling more than she has in the past with it. She’s exhausted.” Greer spun her glass in between her fingers, staring down at the water as it sloshed.
Nathalie pursed her lips, watching Greer’s fingers delicately move the glass. “I can see that.”
“And Lachlan… I’m not entirely sure what’s going on with her, but she’s pulled back lately.”
“Pulled back?” Nathalie raised her gaze, meeting Greer’s eyes. She hadn’t noticed at all. Work was getting more tense, and the lawyers weren’t exactly helping anything, but Lachlan always carried the weight of the world on her shoulders with her head held high and a smile on her lips.
“She’s not as…friendly…as she was, which is saying something. Lachlan is always friendly. And she’s short with the twins, which is also out of her norm.”
Nathalie hummed before taking another bite of cheese. Her stomach was feeling better already. She really had just needed to get something in her that would help her steady herself. “Lachlan’s under a lot of stress.”
“So are you,” Greer countered. “And yet you’re still having date nights—tonight aside—and seem fairly normal to me.”
“Maybe I just handle stress better than they do.”
“Why do you think that is?”
Sex. Though Nathalie didn’t give voice to that thought. She had thought about it many times in the past, however. Sex was a great stress reliever, but in order to have sex like she did, the others would have to be comfortable with open relationships and no strings or emotions attached. Which reminded her, she really did need to end her current fling. The desire to know more about her was too much. She needed to keep her sex life separate from her home life.
“What do you suggest we do about Ivy and Lachlan?” Nathalie asked, avoiding Greer’s question. She really didn’t need to go down that road, not with Greer. It might lead to some very dangerous things between them, and Nathalie needed to keep those boundaries in place.
“I think you should have a night with them. A girl’s night.” Greer smiled and leaned back in her chair, her arms wrapped around her knee to hold herself up. “Kam and I used to do that whenever one of us was having a tough week.”
“And have you had to do that recently?” Nathalie, searching for an answer as to whether or not life for Greer with them had calmed down some, if routine had been established as much as possible.
“No, I haven’t been stressed lately.” Greer grinned and then winked.
A small thrill ran through Nathalie. Were they flirting again? Nathalie couldn’t quite tell because this all felt so natural and normal for Greer.
“Everything seems to have calmed down quite a bit. And it helps having gotten to know all three of you a bit better, so I know what your needs are.”
Were Greer’s cheeks even redder than before? Nathalie couldn’t quite tell in the dark light. They should be having this conversation in daylight and then perhaps Nathalie would be able to tell if Greer were embarrassed by something or not. But that didn’t look like embarrassment. Nathalie raised her chin up and eyed Greer over.
Arousal.
But who was it for? Because it certainly wasn’t for her, was it? Nathalie couldn’t fathom why. Greer was attracted to her, yes, but that had been all heat. And this wasn’t that. This was far calmer and more intuitive than the heat of the moment the other week.
“I’m glad to hear that.” Nathalie took another bite of cheese. “A girl’s night?”
Greer nodded. “I’ll watch the kids for you all. Free of charge. I think you all need it.”
Nathalie snorted lightly. “We’ll pay you for your services.” Now why did that sound so dirty? Nathalie raised her gaze and met Greer’s. “I won’t have you treated as lesser than simply because you work for us.”
“I uh… appreciate that.” Greer’s smile was slow to reach her lips and her eyes this time. “Not everyone feels that way.”
“Hmm, I’m sure they don’t.” Nathalie took another bite. “If you ever feel like we’re taking advantage of you, in any way, I expect you’ll tell us.”
“For sure.” Greer nodded firmly. “I promise.”
Nathalie nodded once in agreement and went back to picking her way through the cheese and almonds. “What do you suggest for a girl’s night? I’m not sure we’ve ever done something like that.”
“I’m sure you have, but you probably haven’t made it any official type of thing.” Greer toyed with the pen again. “I suggest all the junk food you don’t normally eat, probably a few rounds of drinks at least, and bad television or movies that you can make fun of and laugh about later.”
Nathalie’s lips twitched upward. That did seem like something Greer would do. It didn’t seem like anything that Nathalie would do or plan for. She took a long sip from her water and set it down on the table. “What if we did an evening out? If we stay at home, then the kids will be nearby, and that’s all we’ll be able to think about.”
“That’s fair.”
Nathalie reached over and touched Greer’s hand, stilling her movements on the pen. The contact was electric, and Nathalie immediately moved her hand away. That had made her uncomfortable. Why had she even reached out to touch Greer to begin with? That was unlike her, and Greer had just been saying they were all acting unlike themselves except for her.
Little did she know.
“I’ll plan it.” Nathalie shifted from the chair and went to put the food away, minus the almonds. Those would come with her to her bedroom so she could snack later on in the night when she needed it. Saying nothing else, Nathalie sauntered out of the kitchen and toward Alaric’s room. She just wanted to check on him one more time before she went up to bed herself.
What would he be like as a big brother?
It was so easy for her to imagine it, especially with all the other kids running around between them. But would he be different if the sibling was his? Nathalie scolded herself. She shouldn’t be hoping for things that she didn’t know would actually happen.
It’d only make the heartache later that much worse.
She would know.
She’d been there half a dozen times already.



thirteen
GREER
“Hey Kam!” Greer grinned as her best friend picked up the video call.
It was so hard to connect with her lately, not only because Greer’s job was taking all of her attention but because Kam’s new beau was taking all of hers. Still, they texted almost constantly when they could, and had finally found a moment for this. Even if Greer was cooking dinner for all five kids.
“It’s loud there!” Kam said with a laugh.
“I have all the kids tonight.” Greer grinned. It felt amazing to actually have all five kids there together. So often two of them were missing and never the same two, but tonight it worked out that she had all of them for hours together. She smiled as she flipped the camera around so that Kam could see the crazy that had taken over Nathalie’s living room.
Greer would clean that up before the adults came by, but for now the kids were having a blast destroying it together.
“Where are the moms?”
That felt so natural for Greer to hear. “They’re having a girl’s night.”
“Girl’s night? Like what you and I do?”
“Kind of. They went out.” Greer wrinkled her nose, set the phone on the counter, and leaned it against the wall so that Kam could still see her while she cooked. “We usually stay in.”
Kam hummed her agreement and nodded. “We need to do that again—and soon.”
“Yeah, we do!” Greer laughed lightly. “I’ve just been working my butt off here.”
“You have, overtime if I’m correct.”
Greer groaned. “Don’t remind me.” She’d broken several of her hard and fast rules for this family already, but they were times when she felt like it was reasonable for her to step in. Like tonight, and the other week when Nathalie was sick. She just couldn’t leave Alaric to hang out on his own in absolute boredom while she could take him with her and entertain him just as easily. He was such an easy and sweet kid.
Greer dumped the pasta into the pot and stirred it. It was a quick and easy meal, but she wasn’t used to cooking for so many either. Snagging her phone, Greer leaned over the counter after she peeked around the corner to check on the kids.
“How’s Elia?”
“Good.” Kam’s cheeks flushed. They usually did when she thought about Elia or when Greer mentioned her, so she made sure to do it as often as possible.
“You’re so adorable.” Laughing, Greer headed out into the living room and surveyed the mess. “Listen up, everyone! I want you to clean up in here, and then we’ll set up in the playroom and I’ll put a movie on for after dinner and we can have popcorn and a sleepover.”
The kids all screamed, jumping up and down. Even Shepherd got in on it, although Greer was fairly certain he didn’t really understand what they were talking about. He waddled his little two-year-old self around and semi-helped clean up. Alaric bent down to hand him a towel and then guide him in the direction of the cabinet where it belonged.
“So what prompted this girl’s night?” Kam asked.
Greer glanced into the phone and grinned. “I did.”
“Because…?” Kam pushed, definitely curious as to what Greer had been thinking.
“They need it.”
“You’re not being very forthcoming right now.”
“I don’t have to be.” Greer grinned. “But since you’re asking, they’re all a little stressed with some situations going on right now, and I thought they could use some time together to regroup.”
“Regroup?”
“Yeah, they’re like their own family unit together. Built of best friends, cousins, and friends. It’s kind of a little perfect.” Greer bent down to help Shepherd put something else away. “And they’ve all been acting a little bit odd, lately.”
“What do you mean odd?”
“Well Nathalie touched my arm.” Greer scrunched up her face. “Which I know sounds like an overreaction from me, but this woman doesn’t touch anyone in any kind of loving or kind manner. She’s not a jerk, but she’s reserved and icy.”
“But she touched you?”
“The other night, yeah.” Greer held the phone to the side. “Alaric, Leon, can you fold the blankets please and put them up? We’ll grab some fresh blankets for your sleepover from the other room.”
They didn’t hesitate as they moved together to start putting away the throw blankets. Greer supervised as Davina and Halle continued to pick up and put away toys. It was so nice to see them all working together and not arguing or fighting. Then again, a reward of a slumber party and popcorn could easily do that.
Walking back into the kitchen, Greer checked on the pasta after setting up her phone again.
“Is there something you need to tell me,” Kam asked, pointedly.
“Uh…no? I’ve no clue what you’re talking about.”
“Do you have a crush on your boss?”
Greer’s mind instantly went to the touch the other night from Nathalie, to the way Nathalie had teased her about being attracted to her when she’d had that date, and then straight to Ivy—sweet, sweet, Ivy who was so desperate for touch and attention. Then to Lachlan, who was unsure of herself in just about every aspect other than work, and who Greer just wanted to swoop up into a hug.
“It’s not uncommon to crush on people you work with, you know.”
“Touché.” Kam laughed lightly. “But are you going to do anything about it?”
Greer snorted, her cheeks burning, but she refused to look at the camera and she refused to acknowledge what Kam had asked her.
“Greer!” Kam said sharply.
“I’m working on dinner, hold on.” Greer moved to snag the colander from the cabinet and drain the pasta. Choosing to keep the meal as simple and clean as possible, she didn’t add red sauce but instead just added butter and parmesan.
Then she plated everything up and set it out to cool a bit before calling the kids in. “Are you and Elia going to tie the knot soon?”
“Don’t avoid,” Kam pointed at her through the video call. “Are you going to do anything about your crushes?”
“I don’t think dating my boss, one of them or many of them, would be a good idea.” And she wasn’t dating Ivy, not really. They’d had an amazing night of sex, and an even better evening and morning of snuggles and holding each other. But that didn’t have to happen again, even if it was something that Greer was willing to do. She wasn’t going to push for it. Ivy was still going through a divorce, and Greer was technically her employee. She worked for Ivy, and the complications in that mess were far too many for a real relationship to blossom. Weren’t they?
“I don’t like that look on your face,” Kam said.
“I don’t have any look on my face,” Greer muttered before calling out loudly. “Dinner’s ready!”
The kids came stomping and running into the kitchen. Greer set them up at the table before handing out plates of food and supervising them. She leaned back and watched as the two older boys dove into their dinner, but the toddlers all took their sweet time, especially Shepherd, who more played with his food than actually ate it.
He hadn’t been eating well for weeks, and it was usually for just a few days after he came home from Penny’s. Greer hadn’t mentioned it to Ivy yet because she wasn’t sure if there was any solution, though if it kept up, she would have to bring it up.
“Greer! Cut the crap. What’s going on?”
“Nothing’s going on.” Which wasn’t the whole truth, and Greer hated semi-lying to her best friend, but she wasn’t going to talk about this when the kids were around. “I’ll text you later about it, when I’m not surrounded by kids who are dying for a sleepover.”
“Fine.” Kam pouted. “I expect you to text me immediately, because if I don’t get it, I might just have to drive down there and see you.”
Greer chuckled lightly. “Don’t tempt me. That sounds like an amazing offer.”
She missed Kam. They hadn’t lived this far away from each other since they met, which yes, she understood was a serious privilege, but it didn’t mean that Greer was happy with the arrangement. She missed Kam desperately, and she wanted to get to know her better in this relationship with Elia. Because they seemed good for each other, but Greer was stuck so far away that she felt like she was missing out on her friend’s biggest moments in life.
“Oh, is that a threat now?” Kam laughed and then immediately looked over her shoulder. “Hold on. Elia needs something.”
Kam set the phone down. Those interruptions had become more frequent lately, and Greer understood it was just all part of the process. Still, it hurt to experience it and be on the waiting end. She wanted her friendship back the way it used to be sometimes, even if she knew intuitively that nothing would ever be the same. Elia was so different from Lauren, Kamryn’s ex-girlfriend for many years, and while they all remained friends—Greer and Lauren more than Lauren and Kam—whatever was between Kam and Elia was special.
And Greer wanted to be a part of that. Kam was the only family she had left, and she needed that in her life.
“Sorry about that,” Kam said as she picked up her phone again. “I don’t have much longer. Do text me though. I really want to know everything that’s going on. I feel so distant from you.”
Greer could have cried. It was like Kam had been reading her mind. “Yeah, me too.” She very nearly did cry, always emotional when she wasn’t supposed to be. It had gotten her into trouble more than once, but this time, she knew it wouldn’t. She swiped at her eyes and grinned. “So next weekend?”
“I have a Speech meet.”
Greer sighed. She couldn’t leave next weekend, anyway. She had a test she needed to study for the following Monday, and she really needed to do that if she ever expected to graduate. Not that her degree was going to do much for her in the long run if her plans worked out right.
“We’ll find some time,” Greer said. “Even if we don’t, my birthday’s coming up next month, so that’ll be the perfect time for a girl’s getaway.”
“Exactly.” Kam grinned broadly. “I already scheduled that time off to be with you. Any ideas where you want to go yet?”
“Go?” Greer hadn’t honestly thought about it. Between work and the kids and school, she’d barely even remembered that her birthday was in a month. “No, I haven’t.”
“Think about it and I’ll make all the plans.”
“Okay.” Greer smiled, brushing a few stray strands of hair behind her ear. “Looks like Alaric and Leon are done. I’m going to have them help me set up for the slumber party. I’ll catch you later. Okay?”
“Okay.” Kam pointed at her again. “But text me.”
“I will!” Greer grinned. “I love you.”
“Love you too.”
Hanging up that night was so hard. It hurt so much more than it normally did. Greer would have to analyze why that was later, other than the fact she was feeling particularly nostalgic. She had the two older boys start in on dishes while the three younger kids finished.
It wasn’t much longer before Greer had all of them lying down on blankets and under a makeshift fort in the playroom. It was open on one end, so she at least felt comfortable if they fell asleep in there, which she figured the toddlers would all do fairly quickly. With the movie on, she waited until everyone was settled before going back to the kitchen to make them her special popcorn. She hadn’t made it for these kids yet, but it had always been a hit with any other family that she made it for.
By the time the popcorn bowls with candy in them were empty, three of the five kids were asleep. Greer put on another movie that the older boys would like better, and then put her feet up to watch it with them. She played on her phone as the house became quiet. She needed to distract herself from the probing questions that Kam had asked her.
Sometimes it just sucked that Kam knew her too damn well.
Did she have a crush on her bosses? Yeah, she did. And she hated to admit that, but saying it out loud or at least in her head was enough to put the defenses up that she really needed to have in place. She and Ivy had sex, but that didn’t mean that she necessarily had to go down that road with anyone else.
Greer wasn’t built for just one person. She’d tried monogamy many times throughout her life, thinking that it was the right move for her, but it had never worked out well. She much preferred to have multiple partners who were fully aware of each other, and to have all her needs met and to be able to meet some of the needs of others. It was just how her brain and body and heart worked.
And it had taken her up until the last year to fully admit that even to herself.
The movie was about halfway done when Greer finally stood up to check on the older boys. Both were passed out asleep next to each other, hands up by their faces and sleeping so close to each other. She would believe they were blood siblings if she didn’t know better. They certainly acted like brothers when they were in the same room.
Covering them up with blankets, Greer walked out of the room and headed back to the kitchen to clean up from their night of frenzy and fun. She hoped the moms had a good night out just like the kids did and that it had all been worth it in the end. Greer swayed her hips as she played some music, cleaning up the mess and getting lost in her head a little. She really needed it, just the stillness of a house full of sleeping babes.
“Hmm, now that’s a sight I never thought I’d see.”
Greer jumped, spinning around and facing down Nathalie. Her voice caught in her throat, and she couldn’t even form the simplest sentence.
“We’re home,” Nathalie added.
“I uh… yeah. I was just cleaning up from the slumber party.” Her cheeks burned hot. “The kids are all asleep in the playroom.”
Nathalie’s lips quirked slightly. “Good. Because we have plans for you.”
“Plans?” Greer squeaked.
“Oh, yes. Plans.”
What the hell was happening now?
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IVY
Nerves ran through Ivy from head to toe. She was completely thrown off by the fact that Nathalie wanted to go out tonight, all of them, and the fact that she’d just slept with their nanny. And fuck, did she want to do it again. She got wet just thinking about it. Greer had been insanely protective and caring and did everything in her power to make Ivy come so many times that her head was spinning not even an hour in.
She’d never thought that Greer would randomly show up at her house that night, that she’d just walk into the living room and find Ivy two fingers deep in her own pussy, or the fact that Greer would immediately want to join without even talking about what had happened.
And it wasn’t like they’d really talked about it afterward, either.
Greer had been gone by the morning, having an early wake-up call for Nathalie, and Ivy hadn’t found time to talk to her without kids around since. And that wasn’t a conversation she could have when anyone else was in the room.
“Earth to Ivy!” Lachlan’s sweet tones hit her.
Ivy winced again. She bit her lip and focused on her friends. This was why she was here, to be with them, not to be thinking about and dreaming about whatever encounter she was going to have next with their nanny—with Greer.
“I’m sorry. I’m a bit distracted,” Ivy said, snagging her wine glass off the table. She risked flicking a glance to Nathalie to see how much had been truly shown on her face, and she was glad to see that none of it reflected back at her.
“That’s why we’re out tonight,” Nathalie answered, her tones smooth and deeper. She was using her commanding voice, the one she typically reserved for patients who weren’t doing what they said they would. It had a slight condescending air to it, but not so much that Ivy felt like she’d been run over a time or two. “We’re here to get our heads back on straight.”
“You sound like Greer,” Lachlan said, her lips curling up. “Which, by the way, have I mentioned how much I love having Greer around.”
“You have,” Nathalie said.
Ivy pressed her lips together tightly. Lachlan had, in fact, mentioned it already twice that night. Once in the car right after they left the house, and once when they’d arrived at their table and Greer had sent a picture to the group text with all of the kids playing together. Ivy had enjoyed those texts even when her kids weren’t the ones in the photos.
“She’s so sweet with the kids, and she’s really gotten everything into shape lately,” Lachlan continued, playing with the stem of the glass of wine that she was drinking. “And she’s cute too. I think she needs a boyfriend or something.”
“I don’t think Greer’s attracted to men,” Nathalie chimed in, sipping her water and looking around the room as if she was trying to find a waiter.
“You don’t?” Ivy asked, her stomach tightening. Greer hadn’t slept with Nathalie, had she? Then again, Nathalie was also interested in women and men, so perhaps it was just a gaydar type of thing or perhaps they’d talked about it.
“No, not at all. She’s a lesbian.” Nathalie flagged down a waiter. “I think we’re ready to order.”
They ordered their food, and as soon as they were alone again, Ivy couldn’t stop thinking or questioning what Nathalie and Greer had been talking about that would lead to that kind of conversation. Because Nathalie wouldn’t sleep with the nanny—she had morals that Ivy didn’t.
“A lesbian?” Lachlan asked, frowning slightly. “What’s it like to be attracted to women?”
Ivy tilted her head up, saying, “I imagine it’s a lot like being attracted to men.”
Nathalie cocked her head to the side, sliding her gaze from Lachlan to Ivy. “Since I’m the only one at this table who finds both attractive, Ivy’s right. Just like any person, however, there are different qualities that attract me to them, regardless of male or female.”
Lachlan finished her first glass of wine and stared at Nathalie with an open mouth. “So it’s not any different?”
“Any attraction is different. Whether I’m attracted to you or the waiter. Each individual bears their own weight in that. It’s more just appreciating people for who they are and how they make you feel,” Nathalie finished with a sip of water.
“Sexually, of course?” Ivy raised an eyebrow at Nathalie. “Because you don’t do relationships that involve emotion, so you’re purely talking about sex.”
Nathalie’s jaw tightened and her lips thinned impossibly, to the point they almost disappeared. “There is an element of emotion wrapped up in sex, Ivy. There always is.”
“But you don’t want a relationship?” Ivy pushed.
“No, I don’t want a relationship.” Nathalie rolled her eyes and turned to Lachlan. “Why all the questions?”
Lachlan shook her head. “I don’t know. It just popped into my head.”
Ivy narrowed her gaze at Lachlan. That wasn’t a thought that just popped into someone’s head. That was something that Lachlan had truly been thinking about. “Are you wondering if you’re attracted to women?”
Lachlan paled. “Not wondering, no.”
“You know you are?” Ivy asked, her hand flat on the table as she leaned in closer and lowered her voice. “Are you serious?”
Lachlan shrugged a little, flicking her gaze from Ivy to Nathalie. “I’m best friends with you two. Why would that be so out of the ordinary?”
“It’s not.” Ivy turned fully to face Nathalie and see if she was on the same page that Ivy was. “But you’ve always been adamant that you’re the straight one in our little friendship.”
“Not always.” Lachlan sighed heavily, as if coming to a resolute decision. “Not in the last three years.”
“Three years?” Ivy squeaked out.
“Quit giving her the third degree, Ivy,” Nathalie interjected. The waiter came over and refilled their wine glasses and Nathalie’s water. “If you want to explore, then find someone to explore with. I don’t think there will be any harm in figuring out more of who you are.”
Ivy frowned. “I wish I had time to explore relationships.”
“You can if you want,” Lachlan answered.
Shaking her head, Ivy frowned. “No, I can’t. I’m too scared that Penny will use it against me in the divorce, since I’m not actually divorced yet, and I can’t stop thinking about everything that she’s doing to you two. She really is a bitch, isn’t she?”
Lachlan giggled, her eyes lighting up. “Oh my, have you finally come around on that one?”
Ivy wrinkled her nose. “No, I knew it. I think I just didn’t realize how deep it ran in her veins.”
“Penny wants control, and you choosing to divorce her, you choosing to leave her—that ended the control. She’s clawing her way for what she might have left.” Nathalie stared directly at Ivy. “You can’t give her any control that she doesn’t deserve.”
“Well, she doesn’t deserve any,” Ivy replied. That had been the one thing that she was most certain about. She was tired of fighting just to exist and live in the world as she wanted to. “But I’m sorry that she’s dragging you two into this. I tried so hard to keep you out of it.”
“Of course she is.” Nathalie set her glass down and reached over to touch Ivy’s hand lightly. “We’re your allies, and we’re your strongest support system. If she attacks us, it’s because she sees us as a threat. And quite frankly, Ivy, we are a threat. Because I won’t let her take you or us down.”
Ivy’s lips quirked upward at that. She smiled, genuinely, staring into Nathalie’s eyes. God, she loved that about Nathalie—the fierce protectiveness that she seemed to always have when it involved the people that she loved. Not that she’d ever admit to loving her and Lachlan, but it was right there in her actions and in her words. Ivy just had to look to see and hear them.
“Do you think she’ll go after Greer? Like she did some of the others?” Lachlan asked.
Ivy froze. And Nathalie must have seen the pure fear race across her face because she didn’t turn away to look at Lachlan. She focused entirely on Ivy, but her glance morphed from concern into curiosity.
“She probably will,” Nathalie said, still not looking over at Lachlan. “It depends how much she views Greer as a threat. Is there something we should know, Ivy? Something that would tip Penny off that Greer is more intertwined into our little family unit than she should be?”
Ivy shook her head slowly and swallowed the sudden lump in her throat. She shifted in her seat uncomfortably, realizing far too late that her panties were wet and that her entire body was heated with arousal—not just from thoughts of Greer, but from that intense look that Nathalie kept giving her. “No, nothing.”
Nathalie hummed, but she didn’t say anything beyond that. Instead, she finally focused on Lachlan. “I imagine Penny sees Greer as a threat simply because we’ve hired her to be a nanny, and typically nannies are easy targets—as we’ve seen with Penny in the past. However, I strongly suspect that Greer can hold her own against Penny.”
“I think she can,” Ivy murmured, her voice carrying across the table but not much farther than that. “I’ve seen her stand up to Penny.”
“But the question is, will she continue to do that as time moves on?” Nathalie had asked the question that Ivy didn’t want voiced. But it had to be.
How much damage was Ivy doing keeping Greer in her life? How much harder would it be when Greer decided she’d had enough and wanted to leave? Because Ivy’s life was crazy. It was filled with drama and pain, and no one deserved to be stuck in the middle of that. Not even her. But she was because there was no other option at the moment.
"I think we need to do everything in our power to keep Greer from leaving. She’s figured out the craziness of working with three families, and she’s figured out how each of us work individually. She’s amazing in that way.” Lachlan finished her second glass of wine. “Like I said, I really like her.”
Was it just because she was really fucking good at her job? Ivy wondered that, and the more Lachlan talked about it, along with being attracted to women, the more Ivy wondered if there was a bit more there than simply admiration of job abilities. But she wasn’t about to bring that topic back up, not with the way Lachlan had gotten defensive and shut down.
But Nathalie had been right, they did need a night out with just the three of them. “I’m glad you thought to put this together,” Ivy said to Nathalie.
Nathalie shook her head. “I didn’t, actually.”
“You didn’t?” Ivy furrowed her brow.
“It was Greer’s suggestion.” Nathalie set her glass down and moved out of the way as her food was set down in front of her. They all remained quiet while the waiter was there and asking them if there was anything else they needed.
“Greer?” Lachlan said.
Nathalie nodded. “She thought we needed time together.”
“She wasn’t wrong. But how did that even come up in conversation?” Ivy desperately wanted to know now. Surely, she hadn’t said something that would tip Greer off to the fact that she needed this. Maybe Lachlan had? No way was it Nathalie.
“She sat me down in the kitchen one night about a week ago and told me I needed to plan something.” Nathalie took a bite of her steak as if the conversation that she’d had with Greer was the simplest conversation on the face of the planet.
“That’s it? She didn’t say why she felt this was needed?”
“She said you two were struggling.” Nathalie glanced over at each of them. “And she wasn’t wrong.”
“She wasn’t, but still. I didn’t think it was that obvious. Especially to an outsider.” Ivy bit her lip and glanced down at her food. How much had she accidentally let Greer in instead of keeping her at arm’s length?
“She’s not an outsider.” Nathalie took another bite of her steak. “She’s been integrated into our lives for months now. That’s what makes her so different from the other nannies we’ve hired in the past, and why I’m not willing to let her go any time soon.”
“But what do we do about that? I mean I don’t want Penny⁠—”
“Would you stop worrying about Penny?” Lachlan interrupted her, her voice forceful in a way that Ivy hadn’t heard in a very long time. “Seriously. You’re letting her control your life even from a distance. I think we’re all tired of it.”
“I…” Ivy stopped. She had been doing that for so long, but she’d thought in this last week that she’d managed to take at least one very important step away from it. Which led her right back to Greer. They really did need to talk and figure out what they were doing beyond just one night of very hot sex. “You’re right,” Ivy agreed. “That’s something I’m working on.”
“And you…” Nathalie pointed at Lachlan. “Could take a dose of your own advice.”
“What?” Lachlan paled. “What are you even talking about?”
“Just because Baylor didn’t want you doesn’t mean that there isn’t a world of people out there who do want you. Stop trying to cover up how much that rejection stung.” Nathalie gave her a very firm look.
“Fine.” Lachlan frowned. “You’re right. I do need to stop living in the past.”
“We all do,” Nathalie answered before taking another sip of water. “Tonight is about the present. Which is where we’ll reside from now on.”
Ivy smiled. She snagged her wine glass off the table and held it forward for each of them. “To the present.”
“To the present,” Lachlan echoed.
When they were settled again, Lachlan said, “So about tonight… when we get home, we’re going to continue this, right?”
“Yes,” Nathalie agreed. “Greer said she’s putting the kids to sleep in the playroom, so you two will have empty houses tonight.”
“So when we get home, are we going to pull Greer into our little girl’s night?” Lachlan slowly lifted a piece of her potato into her mouth. She flicked her gaze between Ivy and Nathalie. “Since it is a girl’s night.”
“I think that sounds like an excellent idea,” Ivy added, looking directly at Nathalie—who she knew would be the last holdout on this one.
Nathalie pursed her lips and stared down at her plate. “Fine. We can invite her to join us.”
“Perfect.” Lachlan grinned, her eyes lighting up again in that way that Ivy loved to see. “Because I want to get to know her better.”
“Crush much?” Ivy mumbled under her breath.
Lachlan glowered.
Ivy shrugged. “I just call it like I see it.”
“I don’t miss that about you.”
Laughing, Ivy went back to eating, and her wine. She was determined that this was going to be a good night.
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GREER
Greer jerked with a start, looking Nathalie over carefully. She was dressed nicely, not like she’d been out on a date, but in a tight white shirt that showed off her breasts perfectly, and a jacket that went over her shoulders. She’d picked out a skirt that night, and it melded to her curves perfectly.
“What do you mean plans?” Greer asked again, really needing some sort of answer, and considering Nathalie was the only one in the kitchen with her, she only had one person to ask.
“Lachlan and Ivy want more to drink.” Nathalie pointed toward the cabinet where she kept the alcohol. “And they wanted to invite you to join them.”
“You’re not drinking?” Greer raised an eyebrow at her.
“No.” Nathalie stared intently back at her. “I’m not.”
“So they need a third person to drink with them?” Confusion swam in Greer’s belly. She really had no idea what to do or say to that, did she? Because it was such an odd request coming from all of her bosses at once.
“Need? No.” Nathalie stepped in closer, scooting by Greer to reach the cabinet with the liquor. Their bodies touched, Nathalie’s warmth instantly seeping straight into Greer as she moved. But Greer hadn’t stepped back to give Nathalie any more space, and Nathalie hadn’t seemed to mind at all. “They want you to join them.”
“Want me?” Greer squeaked a little. “I’m sorry, I’m not understanding.”
“We want you to join us,” Ivy said from the doorway to the kitchen. “It’s not a requirement of your job, and it’s not an expectation. You’re more than welcome to tell us no.”
Greer looked at Ivy, then at Lachlan—who nodded—and then straight back to Nathalie, who seemed pleased as cherry pie at how this conversation was going.
“Unless you’d like to get back to your… dancing,” Nathalie said, raising an eyebrow in Greer’s direction.
“I uh… was just cleaning up after the slumber party.” Greer canted her head to the side and stared at Nathalie. What game were these three women playing? Because she really needed some type of manual to figure out what was happening right now.
“Come on! Join us!” Lachlan stepped around the kitchen counter and took Greer’s hand in her own. She always was the more touchy one, but this time it didn’t exactly set Greer at ease. That was probably because this conversation was way out of the ordinary.
Greer looked directly to Ivy. Would this infringe on whatever they’d done? Did they know about that? Was this about to turn into an interrogation?
“They want to get to know you better,” Nathalie said, her smooth and calm voice bringing reason back to Greer’s brain.
“That’s it?” Greer asked.
“That’s it,” Nathalie responded, a bottle of rum in one hand and a bottle of wine in the other.
“Oh. Okay.” Greer brushed her sweaty palms onto her thighs. “Then sure. I guess.”
Automatically, Greer tried to snag the bottles from Nathalie, who instantly pulled her hands back. “Not tonight. I’m serving tonight, and I’m staying sober to watch the kids. Feel free to drink if you want.”
Greer frowned. “Are you sure about all of this?”
“No, but when am I ever?” Nathalie stared at her directly, and in her gaze, Greer could see that she really did mean it this time. That there wasn’t a hesitation or confusion, more just a curiosity as to where all of this was going to go from here on out. Which, Greer would admit, she was curious about as well.
“All right.” They sat down at the kitchen table. Well, Greer and Lachlan did. Ivy and Nathalie stayed by the kitchen counter and grabbed glasses and small plates of food for everyone. Was this normal for the three of them after a night out? To continue the party when they got home?
Ivy brushed her fingers gently over Greer’s shoulder as she leaned over the table to set down some of the food and hand Lachlan a glass. Lachlan’s eyes locked on the touch, and she raised an eyebrow at Greer and then looked directly at Ivy.
What exactly had Ivy told them about what had happened? Or had she told them nothing? That was the problem with the fact that they hadn’t had a chance to talk yet. Because Greer was stuck not knowing anything. She bit her lip as Ivy sat down next to her, Lachlan on her other side, and then Nathalie joined directly across from Greer—as if in a position to keep an eye on everyone.
“So what do we talk about at these girl’s nights?” Greer asked, popping a cracker into her mouth and eyeing her drink. What had Nathalie even made her? They’d never drunk together, so Nathalie wouldn’t know what Greer liked and didn’t like.
“We talked mostly about you at dinner,” Lachlan said, flicking her gaze between Ivy and Greer.
“You did?” Greer’s cheeks burned. “Only good things, I hope.” Were those nerves bubbling up? God, why did she have to be this way? If they were unhappy with her, surely, they would have said something before now and they wouldn’t all come at her at once. Right?
“Of course.” Lachlan grinned broadly. “We love having you here.”
“Good. Good.” Greer reached for her drink and took a large swig of it. Whatever it was slid down her throat smoothly, the flavors mingling on her tongue. She glanced up at Nathalie. “This is good.”
“You’re welcome.”
Greer’s lips quirked upward into a smile. She loved how cocky Nathalie could be sometimes. It was amazing to witness a woman who didn’t hold back on that like so many women had been trained to—including Greer herself. She’d had the proper etiquette and social norms grilled into her from the moment she’d been born, and then she had failed to meet the majority of the expectations set on her.
“You really should be talking about something other than me and the kids when you’re out, you know.”
“Oh, we didn’t really talk about the kids,” Ivy said, breathy. She lowered her hands beneath the table and plopped her palm onto Greer’s knee with a squeeze. “That’s one of our rules when we go out. No kid talk unless it’s necessary because there are issues.”
“Oh.” Greer frowned, but the touch from Ivy warmed her instantly, and brought her right back to that night that they’d spent together. “But you talked about me?”
“Yes, we did.” Nathalie again with that cocky tone. “Seems we can’t stop talking about—or thinking about—you, Greer.”
“Well, that’s a bit odd. I’m nothing to write home about.” Greer’s hand shook as she reached for her glass and took another sip.
“We disagree,” Lachlan said. “You’re amazing, not just with the kids but dealing with three very headstrong women and all the chaos that comes with us. You’re the only one who’s managed to stick it out and make it through.”
“Ah.” Greer’s cheeks heated. “Well, I’ll take that as a compliment then.”
“You should,” Ivy answered, not taking her gaze off Greer. “You deserve to know how good you are at your job.”
“Right.” Another drink for Greer. If this intensity was going to continue, then it would be a very long night indeed. And she was going to need a second and perhaps a third drink to make it through.
“Stop putting Greer under the spotlight, you two. Can’t you see it makes her uncomfortable?” Nathalie’s voice rang out between them.
It was an odd statement coming from her, since Nathalie had purposely made Greer uncomfortable many times over. And the one that instantly came to mind was that night in the kitchen when Nathalie had come back from her date. Not just with the way that Nathalie had looked at her and talked to her, but then the masturbation afterward? How loud she’d gotten just as Greer had walked past her door? She wasn’t stupid. That wasn’t a coincidence.
“Right. So dancing while cleaning? Is that a thing you normally do?” Lachlan asked.
Greer snorted. “Actually yeah. It’s a way to get the kids involved and interested in helping out. Something I learned years ago.”
“But do you also do it on your own, then?” Ivy asked.
“I guess I do.” Greer’s cheeks heated with embarrassment, but she chuckled lightly. “Not going to stop something if it’s working, right?”
“That would be a terrible idea,” Nathalie said quietly. “Never stop a good thing.” Her look was so direct. Was she saying something else that Greer was unaware of? Or was this just Nathalie trying to make her deliciously uncomfortable again?
“Right. So I guess I do dance while I clean.”
“Fascinating.” Lachlan looked away from Greer and to the other two. “Thank you for suggesting tonight, by the way. We all needed it.”
“Oh, I’m glad I could help.” Greer hadn’t expected that. She’d figured somewhere in the back of her head that Nathalie would take all the credit for the idea itself, which she didn’t mind. It didn’t really matter who was the cause so long as the result was what it needed to be. “You all should go out together more often.”
“Maybe you should come with us next time.” Ivy squeezed Greer’s knee again before lifting her hand up and putting it back on the table.
Greer wasn’t sure what to say to that. This was out of the ordinary enough, but to actually go out to dinner with all of them? That would be way out of the norm. “Yeah, maybe.” That was the best non-committal answer that she could give.
The conversation eased from there, thankfully. And they spent the next two hours just talking about life, work, kids, and school. Greer so easily fit into the conversation that it surprised her. She figured they would leave her out as they started talking about things that only the three of them would know about. But it didn’t feel that way at all. She felt integrated into the conversation and into their life.
Ivy was the first one to beg off, but she was way too drunk to walk home on her own. So Nathalie helped her upstairs into one of the spare bedrooms. Greer and Lachlan immediately started to clean up the food and the drinks. The night had been good, easy, and relaxing. Even the kids had been well behaved and excited.
How often did they actually get to have a sleepover with all of them together? It was like cousins getting together only at the holidays, and certainly far more exciting than a normal sleepover. She was just filling the dishwasher and setting it to run when Lachlan stopped her.
“I had a question for you.”
“Sure.” Greer straightened her back and leaned against the kitchen counter.
“I’m not entirely sure how to ask it, though. I guess it’s really a two-part question.” Lachlan’s face pinched in concentration.
“I’m an open book, Lachlan.” Greer pressed her hands against the counter and lifted herself up onto the edge of it, sitting down. This was clearly going to be a bit of a longer conversation.
Lachlan sighed and ran her fingers through her hair. She glanced Greer over from head to toe and back up again. “Nathalie said you’re a lesbian.”
“Oh. Uh. Yeah.” Cold washed through Greer at that. So they really had talked about her that night at dinner. She just hadn’t expected this kind of conversation at all. And how uncomfortable exactly was Lachlan with this information? Because it could cost Greer her job, couldn’t it? Then again, she was best friends with Ivy, who was a lesbian.
“How did you know?”
“Know what?” Greer asked, trying to catch her brain back up with the conversation at hand.
“That you were a lesbian.”
“Right.” Greer frowned slightly. “I never felt like I was supposed to about boys. Not in middle school or in high school. When all the other girls were talking about dating and boys and kissing, I was quite repulsed by the thought. I don’t think I really figured it out until high school, though, when I had this history teacher that I loved and adored. And when that class ended, I really figured out why I loved and adored her, and it wasn’t because she was a good teacher.”
“So then you came out?”
“No.” Greer looked Lachlan over carefully. “I came out in college, and I never came out to my family. No need to when I don’t talk to them.”
Lachlan nodded slowly, twisting her hands in front of her. She looked out past Greer toward Nathalie’s bedroom. “I’m not sure if I’m a lesbian. But I have been attracted to women before.”
“Before?” What exactly was Lachlan saying?
“And you and Ivy…” Lachlan trailed off slowly. “I’ve seen Ivy act like she did tonight before. So I have to ask… did you two have sex?”
Greer paled. Cold washed through her entire body as panic clawed its way into her heart. What the hell was she supposed to say? From that question alone, it was obvious that Ivy hadn’t told them anything. Which meant that Greer was either going to have to lie or she was going to be the one to break down the truth and possibly break apart this family. And they were a family, whether they wanted to admit it or not.
“I won’t get mad if you two did.” Lachlan stepped in closer, coming up right beside Greer at the counter but facing her. “I was just curious is all.”
“Yes,” Greer whispered. She couldn’t ever lie. She hated lies. They were what ruined families and always put someone on the outs. “Yes, we did. Just once though.”
Lachlan nodded slowly and then put her hand on Greer’s knee. “Thanks for telling me.”
“You’re not going to fire me?”
“No.” Lachlan smiled, and there was honesty there that Greer grasped onto. “I’m not even going to tell Nathalie. I’m just curious what the attraction was like.”
“Lachlan…” Greer slipped off the counter and lowered her voice. “Are you trying to figure out your sexuality or are you trying to figure out if you’re attracted to Ivy?”
“No, not Ivy. I already know how I feel about her, and Nathalie.” Lachlan flicked her gaze up to meet Greer’s. “And you.”
“A-and me?” Greer stuttered. “What do you mean about me?”
“I like you, Greer. I love the way you are with the kids, how confident you are, and how you fit right into this crazy little world that we’ve all created together. But you don’t just fit in, you’ve affected it. Tonight is proof of that.” Lachlan stayed perfectly still, staring into Greer’s eyes. “I love how confident you are in your body, even though you’re bigger like me. And I mean that as a compliment, even though it didn’t really come out that way.” Lachlan winced.
Greer chuckled lightly, the tension breaking a bit.
“I’m not confident in my body. I’m not confident when it comes to sex and physical relationships. I’ve never been good at them.”
“Says who?” Greer asked.
“Baylor.” Lachlan rolled her eyes. “He’s the only person I’ve really ever been with.”
“Are you serious?” Greer’s stomach twisted hard, and she did what she never thought she would do. She reached up and cupped Lachlan’s cheek, turning Lachlan’s face so they could continue to look at each other.
“Yes. I saved myself for him, and then he was never happy with me.” Lachlan rolled her eyes. “Stupid mistakes of my past.”
“Lachlan…” Greer brushed her thumb across Lachlan’s lips. “Anyone who tells you that you’re not enough is a fool and a selfish asshat.”
Lachlan snorted, but she turned her cheek into Greer’s touch. “I know that but it’s so hard not to believe it. It’s easier when I’m around you.”
Greer took in a shuddering breath. What the hell was happening in these houses? First Ivy and now Lachlan? Who next? Nathalie? Greer internally chided herself at that thought. That would never happen. But Lachlan was so sweet right now, so open and honest and vulnerable.
“Will you show me?” Lachlan asked.
“Show you what?” Greer once again found herself sliding her thumb across Lachlan’s lip.
“What to do,” Lachlan answered, inching in closer. “Teach me.”
“I…”
“Don’t overthink it.” Lachlan slid in even closer. “Just kiss me.”
Greer found herself bending down. She closed her eyes, breathing in Lachlan’s scent, the scent that made her purely her. Greer’s heart raced as she pressed their cheeks together and closed her eyes. Lachlan moved her hands up, sliding them behind Greer’s neck and moving so they were nose to nose.
“Kiss me,” Lachlan breathed.
And Greer did. She pressed their lips together in a sweet, tender embrace. Everything about Lachlan was soft and gentle. The way her fingers slid against Greer’s neck and cheeks, the small hum and moan that she gave when Greer parted her lips and peeked her tongue out for just one dash of a taste, and the gentle pull of Greer deeper into Lachlan’s embrace.
She couldn’t be more opposite Ivy in this moment if she tried. Greer turned them, pushing Lachlan into the kitchen counter and pressing their hips together, lining up their bodies. She deepened the kiss, trailing her hand from Lachlan’s long hair to over her chest and feeling the thump of her heart against her chest.
Greer moaned and nipped at Lachlan’s lower lip before she moved her hand lower and cupped her breast. Lachlan grunted and dug her fingertips into Greer’s back before breaking the kiss and breathing heavily.
“I want this, Greer.” Lachlan kissed her again. “I want you to teach me.”
Greer had a choice to make. Either spend the night with Lachlan or end it now for good. And fuck, did she want to cherish Lachlan like she deserved. Kissing her again, quickly, Greer pulled away and smiled.
“Let’s go to my bedroom,” Greer said.
“Yes. A hundred times, yes.”



sixteen
LACHLAN
Greer didn’t let go of Lachlan’s hand until they were in her bedroom and the door was shut behind them. Suddenly, those nerves that Lachlan had been expecting before came up with a vengeance. Where had they been twenty minutes ago?
“You okay?” Greer asked, stepping forward and touching Lachlan’s hand lightly.
“Uh… yeah.”
“We don’t have to if you don’t want to. I won’t be mad or anything.”
Lachlan smiled nervously. “I’m not sure I can imagine you mad at anyone.”
“I’ve been mad before. I promise. But I won’t be mad about this.” Greer touched Lachlan’s cheek with her full palm.
Closing her eyes, Lachlan breathed in Greer’s scent and closed her eyes to center herself. She did want this. She’d thought about it for a while now, but she had no idea how to even begin the conversation. But when she’d figured out that night that something had happened between Greer and Ivy, something sexual, she was bolstered in her desire and her confidence.
Then again, perhaps Greer was only doing this because she felt pity for her. “You want this too, right?” Lachlan asked, needing the answer to that question before they went any further.
“Oh yeah.” Greer moved in and kissed her quickly. “I’ve thought about having sex with you before tonight. You and Ivy—together.”
Lachlan raised her gaze to meet Greer’s. “Together?”
“Yes.” Greer nodded calmly, as if this was everyday conversation. “I might be a lesbian, Lachlan, but I’m not monogamous, and I have enjoyed group sex in the past. I’m sorry if it bothers you, but I’ve thought about what it would be like with you and Ivy.”
“But not Nathalie?” Lachlan narrowed her gaze, curious now. Because she’d wondered and dreamt about sex with Ivy and Nathalie separately, but never together before. But the idea didn’t repulse her.
“Nathalie is complicated,” Greer answered, trailing her fingers down Lachlan’s cheek. “Do you want to talk about them?”
“What did you and Ivy do? When you had sex?” Lachlan bit her lip nervously.
“Nothing I would do to you. Not this time anyway.” Greer’s lips quirked up. “I think for your first time with a woman, it should be soft and all about your pleasure.”
“I…” Lachlan stopped. What did Greer even mean by that? “I’m not sure I understand.”
Greer nodded slowly and then took a step in closer to Lachlan. She pressed their bodies together, breast to breast and belly to belly. “Will you let me show you? Or would you like to stop?”
Lachlan didn’t want to stop. But she also wasn’t certain that she wanted this to go quickly either. Not giving an answer, she reached up and pulled Greer’s lips to hers in a kiss. This she could do. This was comfortable for right now. Greer didn’t push. She parted her lips and slid her tongue along Lachlan’s gingerly.
Lachlan moaned, pulling Greer tighter into her body. Every inch of her skin seemed to be electrified. Every small touch or brush of Greer against her whether intentional or not lit her up with arousal and pleasure. She remembered feeling this way—ages and ages ago with Baylor. When they’d first gotten married, and not after the twins were born. Lachlan leaned into that feeling, moaning and arching her back.
Greer broke the kiss and started to kiss a trail down Lachlan’s neck. She kissed the tops of her breasts through the fabric of her shirt. Lachlan breathed heavily, her heart racing, and she pulled the hair tie from Greer’s hair and let it loose. She’d never seen Greer with her hair down before, and the strands were way longer than she’d thought they were. Lachlan tangled her fingers in Greer’s hair, scraping her nails lightly against Greer’s scalp.
“That feels nice,” Greer mumbled, working her way back up Lachlan’s neck to her ear. “Do it again.”
“Of course,” Lachlan responded and then she scraped her nails again. “How are we doing this?”
“Do you want me to take charge?”
Lachlan nodded her answer.
“Then get undressed.” Greer stepped back slowly. “I want to watch you reveal every inch of skin you have.”
Greer looked hungry, her eyes wide and pupils dilated. Lachlan was under the spotlight, and that same old discomfort was coming back. But this was Greer, and she wanted to see Lachlan.
“Please,” Greer added, biting her lip and reaching down to the edge of her shirt. She pulled it over her head, letting her hair flutter around her shoulders as it settled. “You’re so beautiful.”
Lachlan only hesitated one more time before she mimicked Greer’s move and pulled her shirt off. She started to fold it, but Greer snagged it and dropped it to the ground stepping in close to her again.
“Touch me, Lachlan. I want to feel your hands on me.” Greer brushed the pads of her fingers over Lachlan’s shoulders and down her arms. “Touch me wherever you want to touch me.”
Lachlan nodded. She’d seen countless women’s bodies over the years because of her job, but it was never like this. Never with the heat of arousal coiling around her, building up and preparing to strike out. Lachlan tenderly traced paths down Greer’s neck to the tops of her breasts in her bra. She moved her fingers back and forth over them, and when Greer gasped lightly, Lachlan’s confidence grew. She reached behind Greer’s back and undid the hook of her bra, pulling it away from Greer’s body.
Her breasts hung lower, her nipples already hard and pointing down toward the ground instead of up, probably because of how heavy they were. Lachlan glanced into Greer’s encouraging face and then reached out. At first, she touched lightly, almost afraid of what she’d feel. But the warmth and softness were exactly what she’d been hoping she would find.
Cupping Greer’s breasts fully, Lachlan moved in to capture Greer’s lips in a brutal kiss. She lost herself in the embrace, pulling Greer closer to her as she stumbled backward toward the bed. She didn’t care where they landed as long as it was someplace soft and heavenly, and Greer was pressed down on top of her.
“Greer…” Lachlan murmured against Greer’s mouth. “Touch me.”
Why was she just repeating exactly what Greer had said? Lachlan hated that, but she didn’t know what else to say or what Greer was comfortable with.
Greer reached behind Lachlan’s back and unhooked her bra. Immediately, she dipped her head and feasted on Lachlan’s breasts with her mouth, her hands. She scraped her teeth against Lachlan’s nipple so lightly, but the jarring sensation caused Lachlan to moan.
“God, I love a woman with big tits.” Greer laughed, going back in for another taste. Lachlan held Greer’s head between her hands and followed her every movement. She gasped when Greer moved back up her chest, to her neck, to her lips.
“Y-you’re so soft,” Lachlan mumbled against Greer’s mouth.
Greer laughed and grinned. “So are you.” She pulled back and stared at Lachlan for a while, grinning the whole time. “Pants?”
“Uh… yeah.” Lachlan put her hands at her waistband and started to undo them. She was unsurprised this time when Greer stripped her pants off and toed off her shoes, pushing them to the side. But Greer didn’t stop as she pulled off her underwear to go with her pants. Lachlan did.
“Get on the bed, Lachlan.” Greer blazed a trail with her gaze down and up Lachlan’s body.
Lachlan’s cheeks heated in response. She couldn’t remember the last time someone had looked at her so openly like that before, like she really was beautiful. She climbed onto the bed, lying on her back, and she watched with rapt attention as Greer knelt down between her legs and bent over her.
“What do you want?”
Lachlan shook her head in confusion.
“Fingers, mouth, toy?”
“Toy?”
“A strap. I have one, but that might be a second go-around type of thing.” Greer’s eyes glinted with mischief. “Personally, I’d love to taste you. There’s nothing I love more than giving oral, especially to an excited receiver.” Greer slid her hand down Lachlan’s chest, over her breast, and to her hip. “Do you have a preference?”
“Mouth.” Lachlan bit her lip. That was the easiest choice to make, right? Baylor had never really been into oral, and sex with him had always included penetration of some sort. What would it be like without that?
“Perfect choice.” Greer bent down and pressed their lips together again. “I can’t wait.”
Lachlan put her hands above her head, and she watched as Greer planted kisses down her body. She lingered on Lachlan’s breasts, teasing her nipples to peaks again. Lachlan bucked her hips up as Greer scraped her teeth again, the sensitivity of her nipples outshining anything they’d been before.
“That feels so good,” Lachlan murmured, and Greer smiled against her skin. Lachlan loved being able to feel that. Greer didn’t verbally answer, however, instead she moved away from Lachlan’s breasts and down to her belly, kissing there just like she did anywhere else on Lachlan’s body.
Then Greer parted her knees and scooted farther down on the bed, lying on her stomach. She looked up into Lachlan’s eyes and grinned broadly. “Ready?”
Lachlan nodded. “Yeah, ready.”
Greer moved slowly, kissing Lachlan’s thighs first, then just on the edges of her pussy lips. Lachlan gasped when Greer first touched her clit with her tongue. It was such a gentle touch. Her tongue was smooth, her lips even softer. Lachlan pushed her hips upward, digging her heels into the mattress. She fisted the pillow under her head and closed her eyes tight. She always needed to concentrate hard in order to orgasm. She’d managed it a few times with Baylor, but most often, she gave up and it wasn’t like he was patient enough to help her along.
Greer wrapped her arms under Lachlan’s hips and pulled her in closer, dragging her entire body across the blankets like it was nothing. Greer covered Lachlan’s clit with her entire mouth.
“Oh God…” Lachlan dragged out the words. She arched her back, clenching the pillow so tightly she wondered if she’d feel it in her hands in the morning. Greer’s long hair tickled her thighs, but her lips and tongue against Lachlan’s pussy was pure deliciousness.
Arousal hit her hard, and she felt her body get wetter in seconds. Lachlan gasped, rocking herself against Greer’s mouth.
“Fingers,” Lachlan said, but she wasn’t even sure if the word had actually left her lips or just gotten caught up in her thoughts.
But Greer shifted, pulling one arm away from Lachlan’s hips and putting it down close to Lachlan’s ass. Greer’s fingers were warm as she slid two of them inside her. That had been what was missing. Lachlan groaned, her entire body lighting up with every single touch that Greer gave her. This had been the right choice. Not just because she wanted Greer to teach her but because she knew Greer would take care, because she trusted that Greer would hold her carefully and tactfully.
“Greer…” Lachlan moaned out her name. She wasn’t even sure if what she was thinking or saying was making sense, but she wanted more. “So close. Can’t stop. God.”
Greer didn’t pause though. She kept her mouth right against Lachlan and held on. Lachlan cried out loudly as her orgasm raced through her. She jerked suddenly, living into that orgasm with as much hope for the future as possible. Screw what Nathalie had said about living in the present. If this is what the future could look—and feel—like, then Lachlan wanted it.
Lachlan pried her eyes open and looked down at Greer, who was still happily licking her way between Lachlan’s legs. But Lachlan glanced up and froze. Nathalie stared back at her from the doorway, a serious look on her face before her lips turned upward into a small quirk of a smile, something that Lachlan loved to see.
Deciding to be bold, Lachlan continued to stare at Nathalie and grabbed her breast, massaging it in her hand and flicking her nipple before she pinched it. She wasn’t going to look away until Nathalie did. What would it be like for Nathalie to join them? Greer had mentioned something like that with her and Ivy, but what about Nathalie—they couldn’t leave her out, could they?
Lachlan was about to say something, but Nathalie lifted her finger to her lips and shook her head. She backed out of the door and shut it behind her. Lachlan breathed a little easier and relaxed back as Greer pulled her through yet another orgasm. She was breathless when Greer started to kiss her way up her body, back over her breasts, and then kissed her with wet cheeks.
“You’re amazing,” Greer whispered, kissing her neck again.
“No, you are.” Lachlan wrapped her arms around Greer’s back and held her so their bodies were pressed together. “Let me touch you.”
“How do you want to touch me?”
“Mouth.” Lachlan kissed her before rolling them over and straddling Greer’s hips. “I want to do to you exactly what you did for me.”
“Awesome.” Greer wrapped her hand around the back of Lachlan’s neck and pulled her down so they could kiss. “Whenever you’re ready.”
Lachlan loved the gentle coaxing. It wasn’t forceful, but so natural. She could move when she was ready, she could try something new when she wanted, this was exactly like every first time should be—well, every time, for that matter.
Lachlan moved more brazenly than she’d anticipated down Greer’s body. Everything about her was soft and tender, so gentle and loving. She kissed Greer’s breasts, teased them a little, but she wanted to get between Greer’s legs. She’d dreamed of doing this, but she’d never thought she’d ever have the opportunity.
When she moved in between Greer’s legs, she got the first full whiff of Greer’s scent, and it was intoxicating. She breathed deep and closed her eyes, savoring it. She bent down and kissed exactly on top of Greer’s clit. Greer gasped and bucked her hips up.
“Okay?” Lachlan asked.
“Yeah. More than okay,” Greer said, breathy. “Keep going.”
Encouraged, Lachlan kissed her again, sliding onto her belly to get more comfortable. She went slowly at first, still unsure of what exactly she was supposed to be doing. Greer moved her hips, sliding in a circle at first before moving up and down and then holding her position.
“Right. There.” Greer gasped. “Don’t stop. I’m closer than you think.”
Lachlan latched her mouth onto Greer. She slid her tongue, trying to mimic exactly what Greer had done to her, but she was pretty sure she was failing. She’d never quite tasted anything like another woman. She hadn’t even been brave enough to taste herself the few times she’d masturbated after her separation. She moved her tongue down and Greer gasped.
“Yesssss….” Greer hissed out. Now she was rocking her hips fully, up and down, grinding against Lachlan’s mouth.
Breathing in deeply, Lachlan stayed right where she was. She wanted to make this as good as she could. Greer deserved it for being so sweet and kind to her. Lachlan slid her tongue one more time, and Greer jerked hard and cried out, her voice echoing around the room and straight into Lachlan’s ears and into her heart and soul. She’d been called to this for so long, and Greer had been willing to make it a reality.
She would forever be grateful to Greer for that. Greer beckoned her up, pulling until Lachlan was pressed into her side. Greer kissed her, sloppily and lazily. Lachlan smiled. “That was good.”
“Mm-hmm, it was,” Greer answered.
“So what now?”
Greer laughed adoringly. “Now we take a break, get a snack and some water if we want, and we do it all again.”
“Again?” Lachlan squeaked.
“Oh yeah, baby. We’re going all night.” Greer kissed her hard.
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GREER
Greer stumbled into the kitchen before dawn, desperately in need of some coffee. Lachlan had kept her up all night, and she needed to wake her brain back up. Luckily, it was Saturday morning, so she was officially off duty from all the kids.
“Bright eyed and bushy tailed,” Natalie said loudly from the kitchen table, sipping coffee and eating small bits of oatmeal.
“Not quite,” Greer said, spying the coffee. She really wanted some of that. Scrounging through the kitchen, she found the full pot and poured herself a mug with a heavy dose of milk in it. “But soon,” she added as she slid into the chair next to Nathalie. “Coffee first.”
Nathalie hummed, her lips covering the spoon as she sucked the oatmeal off it. Nathalie was giving her the stare down. Greer knew that. So instead of being intimidated, because she was pretty damn sure that’s what Nathalie was going for, Greer just stared back. She said nothing. She was going to make this point. She wouldn’t be bullied⁠—
“If you’re going to have sex with someone, I really suggest you make smarter decisions.” Nathalie took another bite of her oatmeal, dropping her spoon into the bowl. “Ones that won’t affect the entirety of three families.”
Greer panicked. How the hell had Nathalie even known?
And did she know about Lachlan and Ivy or just one of them, because she’d be getting reamed for both if Nathalie did. Greer slowly took a sip of her coffee, keeping herself as calm as possible. She wasn’t going to give an inch on this one.
“What makes you think that the decisions I’m making are stupid?” Greer set her mug down, ready for a fight. Though getting the rest of her coffee into her system would keep her on her toes even more than she was currently.
“Lachlan? She doesn’t know which way is right and which way is left sometimes.” Nathalie stirred her oatmeal aimlessly.
“Now she does.” Greer’s cheeks pinked. She hadn’t just said that, had she? Oh God, she couldn’t believe she was punching back this much.
Nathalie’s look was murderous. “Don’t be a smartass. It’s not a good look on you.”
“I beg to differ. I think you actually like looking at my ass. Don’t think that I haven’t caught you looking before.” Greer bit the inside of her cheek. What the hell was she doing? Why was it that Nathalie was pulling this out of her? Inwardly cringing, Greer held her own. “And really, what’s it to you who I’m having sex with?”
“She’s my best friend!” Nathalie slammed her palm onto the top of the table. Her bowl and spoon rattled from the force of the move. “And she’s your boss.”
“Is the issue that we had sex? Or is the issue that she’s one of my bosses?” Greer narrowed her gaze, lazily sipping her coffee again. She’d never seen Nathalie this worked up before. She could see that she had it within her, but she hadn’t ever expected to bear the full brunt of it. Greer waited, though. She needed to make sure that she wasn’t going to bow down and bend to Nathalie—not on this one. “Or is the issue that you think we both weren’t consenting? Because let me tell you, we absolutely were.”
Nathalie’s cheeks reddened, and her eyes narrowed. If that wasn’t anger, then Greer wasn’t a nanny. What was it that was pissing Nathalie off so much about this?
“She is your boss, and so am I.” Nathalie gritted her teeth, seething. “And you better respect that, because you can be out of my house quicker than you can blink.”
Greer’s heart fluttered. “You’d kick me out for having a consensual relationship⁠—”
“It’s not consensual when she’s your boss!” Nathalie’s nostrils flared.
“I think… we might not be talking about me. Nathalie, what’s going on? Because you’re not someone who would balk at sex, nor sex outside of a relationship. You live and breathe those types of relationships. I’ve seen you. So what’s really bugging you?”
“Poly relationships aren’t uncomplicated, Greer. They take careful planning and open communication.” Nathalie frowned, but she had seemed to calm slightly.
“Are you schooling me on polycules?” Greer raised an eyebrow at Nathalie. “Is that what you think you’ve been doing?”
Nathalie whipped her head up, staring directly at Greer with a glower. “Is that what you’re doing?”
“Not formally, not right now, anyway. But I’ve been in a polycule before. I fully understand how it works—the unhealthy ones and the healthy ones.” Greer finished her coffee and glanced over at Nathalie’s. “Would you like a refill?”
The seemingly normal question asked in such a calm and gentle tone seemed to surprise Nathalie. But she did nod and slide her mug over toward Greer. Saying nothing, Greer picked up both mugs and made her way back to the coffee pot. She used the silence to her advantage. Why was Nathalie so bothered by this? She still hadn’t gotten that answer yet, and she wasn’t sure that she was going to be able to.
“Here you are,” Greer said as she slid the mug in front of Nathalie. “Anything else I can get you while I’m up?”
“No. Thank you.” Nathalie frowned.
Did she look a little gray under her normal color? Greer hated to see that, but perhaps she had been up too late and wasn’t feeling good, or perhaps she was still sick from before? Although that’d be a long time for someone to be sick.
“What’s really bugging you about all of this?”
“It’s immoral.”
“Certainly not the sex part, or the lesbian part, so only the boss-employee part?”
Nathalie nodded sharply. “You shouldn’t have slept with her.”
“And she shouldn’t have slept with me, presumably, because this was entirely consensual, Nathalie. I promise you that we both wanted this.” Greer wasn’t looking forward to Nathalie figuring out that she’d also had sex with Ivy, that she wanted to do it again, both with Ivy and with Lachlan. Greer slid in closer, leaning her elbows on the table. “Did you stay up all night just so you could yell at me this morning?”
“Hardly.” Nathalie rolled her eyes. “I’ve been up sick all night.” She rolled her shoulders, and Greer could finally see the bags under her eyes and the gray sheen that really was there.
“Hmm, yeah, you don’t look good.” Greer sipped her coffee, not offering any other kind of support or comfort. “Because I don’t think you’d normally be upset about two consenting adults having sex for a little bit of fun, stress relief, and exploration.”
“Greer.” Nathalie snapped her name out, that glare hard and precise. “Lachlan isn’t a random person you met on the Internet. She’s my best friend.”
“And you’re hella protective of your friends,” Greer answered, leaning in closer.
Nathalie’s gaze dropped from Greer’s face to her breasts pushed up in the tank top she’d worn that morning. “I am,” Nathalie answered. “And you better remember that.”
“Would you not be protective of me? If something happened.”
“Between you and Lachlan? I’ll choose her every day.”
“Good to know.” Greer hadn’t expected a different answer to that one. “But what about me and someone else?”
Nathalie paused, her lips pressing together hard. “I would choose you.”
“Well, that’s a relief.” Greer put her hand over her heart and eyed Nathalie carefully. “Now tell me… what exactly did you see last night?” Because at this point, Greer had no doubt that Nathalie had walked into her bedroom and walked out without her noticing.
Nathalie’s red cheeks were nearly answer enough, but for some reason, Greer wanted the specifics. She wanted to know exactly what Nathalie had witnessed, what had turned her on, what had turned her off, did she want to join them?
“What did you hear?” Greer tried again, shifting the conversation slightly.
“More than you probably know,” Nathalie responded, her cheeks still pink.
Greer held the silence, still waiting for an answer. Perhaps Nathalie just needed more of that, time to think about what she wanted to say and what she wanted to share. Greer would give it to her. She sipped her coffee, studying Nathalie, the way she kept stirring the oatmeal and not eating any more. Was that because she was sick still or was it because it didn’t taste good? Greer would wait, typically, for a conversation like this to pan out a bit more, but she wanted answers, and if she waited, Nathalie would find a way to get out of them.
“I watched you coax Lachlan onto the bed, the way you cared for her as you asked her what she’d like and what she wouldn’t like.” Nathalie dropped her gaze to the bowl and pushed it away from her. She settled on the coffee and dragged it closer, warming her hands around the mug. She sighed. “I heard you moan, both when you were giving and when you were receiving.”
Greer’s heart raced. Exactly how long had Nathalie been watching them? It could have been hours or simply thirty minutes at this rate.
“I heard the way you cried out when you came.” Nathalie took a sip from her coffee. “The soft exhale as you came back to yourself.”
Greer could feel herself getting wetter by the second. What was this magic that Nathalie was weaving? What was the power that she had over Greer and Lachlan and Ivy? And would she ever use it against them?
“I saw the way you writhed under her after moving yourself to get in the perfect position for your pleasure. The way you weren’t ashamed to feel more and need more and beg for more.” Nathalie eyed Greer over the rim of her mug. The exact view of Nathalie’s eyes that Greer would get if Nathalie was going down on her.
That was on purpose. Even though she wasn’t feeling well, Nathalie still knew how to flirt.
“And did you like it?” Greer asked. “Did it… turn you on?” Because it was turning Greer on just knowing that Nathalie had been watching her, and for so long. Normally, she’d be upset about permission not being asked, but the way Nathalie was eyeing her now was everything her body needed to get going and more.
“Isn’t that the question to ask?” Nathalie’s voice dropped low, and she flicked her gaze over Greer’s shoulder. “And isn’t it the one thing you’d like to know?”
“Yes,” Greer breathed out her answer, leaning in even closer. “I do want to know.”
Nathalie chuckled, and it sent a shiver of arousal coursing through Greer. She wanted to know everything that was going on in that mind of Nathalie’s, every little dirty thought that she was having about Greer, about Lachlan, maybe even about Ivy. How long had Nathalie harbored feelings for them and just never admitted it? How long as she watched them go through life and ignored them because they would come with too many emotions?
Nathalie slid in closer, positioning her leg on the outside of Greer’s and lining them up so that they were touching hip to knee. “Does it turn you on to know that I was watching?”
“Yes,” Greer answered honestly. “I’d love to fuck you and them together.”
“Hmm, now that is a tantalizing proposition.” Nathalie moved in even closer, pressing her lips up against Greer’s ear. “Too bad it won’t ever happen.”
“Never say never,” Greer answered. “Circumstances change every day. Two weeks ago, I never would have guessed I’d have sex with Lachlan.” Or Ivy. But Greer didn’t add that last little bit. It was clear that Nathalie had no idea about them.
“I will never have sex with you.” Nathalie’s breath was on her ear, and Greer’s nipples hardened from the brush of their bodies. “I will always choose them.”
“I would expect nothing less,” Greer responded, turning her head just enough that Nathalie’s mouth touched her cheek. “But don’t rule anything out that you haven’t tried yet.”
“Are you saying that you’re worth a taste?”
Greer chuckled, her lips curling upward. She latched her hand down on top of Nathalie’s knee and pulled her even closer, so she sat on the edge of the chair. “Are you saying that you are? Because I imagine that a taste of you would have anyone coming back for more.”
Nathalie hummed, but she pulled away slowly, looking over Greer’s shoulder again. “I don’t do emotional relationships, Greer. And I don’t have sex with employees or friends.”
“Pity, you don’t know what you’re missing out on. Lachlan tastes delicious.”
Nathalie scoffed.
“Guess you’ll just have to take my word for it.”
Greer stood up without another word. She refilled her coffee cup and made up a second one for Lachlan, who she’d left passed out in the bed still. This wasn’t going to be a fun conversation with Lachlan, but she was going to have to give her a warning before she ran into Nathalie when she was leaving. If Nathalie had given Greer the third degree, there was no telling what Lachlan had in store.
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NATHALIE
“Well, I didn’t think that I’d have to come all the way down here just to get you to answer a few questions.”
Nathalie spun around in the hallway at the practice and came face-to-face with none other than Abagail, the current bane of her existence. She’d avoided the phone calls, the emails, the text messages, and now she couldn’t avoid the woman in question any longer.
“What are you doing here?” Nathalie pursed her lips but held her own. She wasn’t going to give an inch to this woman. She didn’t like that she had to work with her, she didn’t like the fact that Abagail seemed far more like a bully than anything else, and she really didn’t like that Abagail was nit-picking Nathalie’s life and actions every single damn day.
“You refuse to answer me, then I have to come down and see what the problem is.” Abagail put her hands on her hips and surveyed the practice. “Seems there’s a lot of problems.”
They were short staffed that morning, which wasn’t helping anything. Two nurses had called out sick with the flu, two receptionists were out, and they were working with a temp, which was probably how Abagail managed to get into the back hallway to begin with, and Lachlan was… Nathalie had to work hard to remember that one. Was she in a procedure or was she just seeing patients this morning?
“So where’s your office so we can talk?” Abagail shoved her hands into her pockets and looked around again, sneering.
What woman sneered at a doctor’s office? Then again, sometimes Nathalie thought that look was permanently on the woman’s face.
“I have patients⁠—”
“Then I’ll join you to observe and make sure you don’t… emotionally injure… anyone else.”
So that’s what this was about. The multitude of complaints that had come up against Nathalie, and the fact that none of them had really been dealt with yet. Nathalie glanced at her watch to check the time and held the small laptop that she brought with her into every room tightly against her chest. Her stomach roiled and threatened to make her throw up again, which was really not what she needed right now.
Then again, maybe it’d get her sent home and she could avoid this conversation for even longer.
Now that was a fine idea.
“I have a patient waiting on me. I’ll meet you in the conference room in ten minutes.” Nathalie pointed toward the door. No way in hell was she going to let Abagail have free rein in her office while she wasn’t there to supervise. For all she knew, Abagail was going to rifle through her drawers or something.
That woman wasn’t to be trusted.
That’s what Nathalie knew and that’s what she was willing to believe. She skimmed her hand down her side and gave Abagail a pointed look before ushering her into the conference room. As soon as the door was shut, Nathalie breathed a sigh of relief, even if it was only temporary. She headed off to see her patient and completely forgot that Abagail was holed up in the room.
Thirty minutes later, after a conversation about fertility and treatment options and answering literally every single question her patient had come into the room with, Nathalie stepped out of the room and was met face first with Lachlan.
Who did not look pleased.
“What?” Nathalie snapped.
“Conference room?” Lachlan raised an eyebrow in Nathalie’s direction. “And she’s not very happy about being made to wait.”
“Well, she can’t just show up unannounced and expect that I can see her immediately. I have patients. And the last thing we need is another complaint about me being late or something.”
Lachlan narrowed her gaze. “Since when do you care about being timely with patients?”
“I always care,” Nathalie fired back. Her heart raced. She and Lachlan still hadn’t talked about last weekend and the fact that she had willingly stood in that doorway far longer than she should have and watched Greer fuck one of her best friends. And they really needed to do that.
Rolling her eyes, Lachlan snagged Nathalie’s wrist and shoved her toward the conference room. “We’re meeting with Abagail now.”
“I thought you had a procedure⁠—”
“I moved it back a couple hours.” Lachlan dragged her, not giving her an inch to back out or leave the vicinity. Which Nathalie hated, because she absolutely was going to do that. She didn’t see the need for Abagail or the fact that she was there just to stir up trouble.
“What about my patients?”
“You only had afternoon patients left. You scheduled yourself for charting this morning, remember? And you took that last one as an emergency appointment.”
Damn it. She had done that, hadn’t she? What had she been thinking? Now she really didn’t have an excuse, and she’d have to stay late to finish out her charts before coming back the next day.
“I need my snacks.”
Lachlan groaned, opened the door to the conference room, and pushed Nathalie inside. “I’ll be back in a minute.”
Nathalie stood at the doorway and stared at Abagail, who looked far more upset now than she had thirty minutes ago when she’d shown up at the office. Nathalie clenched her jaw, took a breath, and then finally decided where she was going to sit. At the head of the table, where she could be in charge and where she could be the one to make the decisions she really didn’t want to talk about.
“So glad you could join me—again,” Abagail started.
“Lachlan will be back in a minute.” Nathalie put down the computer, knowing it’d be useless to help her through this meeting. What she needed was the laptop from her office.
“Good, because she needs to be in on this conversation as well.”
Nathalie frowned. How bad was it that Abagail had actually driven all the way out here to have a talk? Luckily, Lachlan showed up within the minute she’d promised. She handed the small baggie of almonds over to Nathalie along with a bottle of water and her laptop. Then she sat down with her own laptop and opened the lid.
“What did you need to talk to us about?” Lachlan asked.
Nathalie flicked her gaze to Lachlan as she popped an almond between her lips. All business now, and so different from the woman who had been writhing under Greer just a few days ago. But underneath all those different facets, she was the same person—the most kind and caring person that Nathalie knew. And she made Nathalie a better person every day.
“I received fifteen complaints last week about Nathalie.”
“Fifteen?” Nathalie’s eyes widened. “I’d say I don’t think I even saw fifteen patients last week, but I know I did. But fifteen?”
Abagail hummed. She opened up her briefcase and took out a folder, laying out all of the complaints. Lachlan peered over them with Nathalie and finally pointed to one. “This is the only one I can see as being valid.”
Nathalie narrowed her gaze and shot Lachlan a dirty look. “I wasn’t short with Katie.”
“You were.” Lachlan looked back at her calmly. “Because you needed to leave the room quickly. Remember?”
“Right.” Nathalie grimaced. The nausea had been particularly bad that day, and she’d rushed out so that she could make it to the bathroom before spewing her snacks all over the pristine floor. “I might have been short with her.”
“The other complaints,” Abagail started as she collected them and fanned them out, “all seem petty and forced. You can see that in how they’re written.”
Nathalie squinted to read them, one after the other. Each one had the same key words in them, the same complaint each time. Some of the patients she hadn’t seen in weeks or even months. Nathalie frowned as she popped another almond into her mouth and chewed slowly, saying nothing.
“I think that someone is fabricating complaints. I’m not even sure if the patients who wrote this actually wrote them or if their names are just being used. They’re coming in via the online system, not phone calls.” Abagail collected the papers back up again. “I’d say that you’re being targeted.” She looked directly at Nathalie. “And I want to know why.”
“I know why.” Nathalie leaned back in her chair and sighed. She glanced at Lachlan who nodded at her. “Penny.”
“Ivy’s ex?” Abagail frowned.
How much had Ivy not told her? Nathalie spared yet another glance to Lachlan. “We’re being sued—well, I’m being sued, she hasn’t sued the practice yet—for Ivy’s shares that she sold to us right before she filed for divorce.”
“Holy shit,” Abagail muttered. “That woman really doesn’t know when to just give up, does she?”
“No.” Nathalie was pleased that Abagail at least seemed on her side for this one so far. “She hasn’t sued Lachlan yet for those shares or the practice itself. She only wants, according to her claim, fifty percent of what Ivy owned since she feels it’s her right to have it.”
“I can’t imagine her being part-owner of anything we’re involved in,” Lachlan muttered, closing her laptop lid.
“But why is she coming after you?” Abagail said, pointedly looking at Nathalie.
“Because she sees me as her biggest threat.” Nathalie knew that without a doubt. “Because when Ivy first filed for divorce, she came and stayed at my house, and when Penny showed up and tried to break down my door, I called the cops on her. And when that didn’t work, I called her place of employment and told them that she was harassing her soon-to-be ex-wife and that they needed to look at her time logs for when she was working and when she wasn’t working because she had been stealing time from them for years.”
“And did they?” Abagail asked, writing all of this down on a yellow legal pad.
“Yes. And they fired her.” Nathalie crossed her arms and glanced at Lachlan. “And when she got a new job, she tried to do it again. Ivy stayed with me for six months before she bought the house next to mine. The abuse calmed down from in-person arguments like that to more virtual threats via text message and phone calls and threatening to not give the kids back when her designated time was up.”
“Damn,” Abagail muttered. “I knew it was bad now, but I didn’t realize how far back this went.”
Nathalie frowned. “Ivy’s been through a lot, but consistently, Lachlan and I are the only ones who have stood up for her. And we will continue to do so. I don’t give in to bullies.” Nathalie paused as soon as she said that. And she looked at Lachlan, who stared right back at her. And they weren’t talking about Ivy anymore. They were talking about Greer, and this past weekend. Nathalie breathed deeply, her lips parted, and she saw the hurt in Lachlan’s gaze—hurt that she had caused.
“I’ll talk to her,” Nathalie murmured quietly.
“You better,” Lachlan responded.
“Who is her?” Abagail asked.
Nathalie shook her head. “We’re discussing another matter. Penny hasn’t liked me since before they got married, so it’s no surprise that she’s targeting me.”
“Perhaps, but I suspect she’ll focus on Lachlan when she doesn’t get anywhere with you. And I assume you and Lachlan still have the shares that Ivy sold you?”
“Yes.”
“But Baylor was asking to buy them.” Lachlan didn’t sound very confident when she said that.
Nathalie whipped her head around and glared. “I told you, I’m not selling to him.”
“It would be helpful to have a third partner in situations like these, someone else who can help share the burden and the consequences.” Lachlan fiddled with her thumbs.
“I’m not selling to Baylor.” Nathalie couldn’t make that any clearer.
“Selling the shares isn’t a bad idea, you know. Because if they’re sold, then Penny can’t sue you for them.”
Nathalie snorted full on and shook her head. “No, she’ll just sue me for the profit I made by selling them, and she’ll expect fifty percent of whatever I sell, and fifty percent of whatever Lachlan sells.” Nathalie pointed at Lachlan. “Baylor isn’t stupid. He knows that we’re weak right now, and he knows that he’s going to get exactly what he wants because you’ll roll over and give it to him.”
“I won’t,” Lachlan responded. “But he’s our longest standing doctor outside of the two of us, and he knows what he’s doing when it comes to business.”
“I don’t think he does,” Nathalie shot back. “And I refuse to sell the shares. I don’t want a third partner. I don’t want to have to deal with Baylor’s opinion any more than I already have to.”
“Nathalie, just take some time to think about it,” Abagail said.
“No. It’s thought about. And I won’t do it.” Nathalie crossed her arms, that nausea kicking into full gear again. “I need you to figure out how Penny is doing this. Is she contacting patients? Is she just falsifying complaints? If it is that, then how is she getting their names? Because that is a breach of HIPAA, and I will take down whichever employee is violating it and blacklist them.”
“I didn’t hear that,” Abagail said, continuing to write on her damn little notebook. “But yes, I’m going to work on that.”
“Good.” Nathalie snagged another almond and popped it in her mouth, hoping that it’d help with the nausea that was gurgling up again.
“I’ll need to be in this office for a few days at least in order to figure that out, and I will need access to some of your files.”
Nathalie was about to object, but Lachlan jumped in instead. “That’s fine. We can arrange for that.” Lachlan sent Nathalie a curious and confused look.
Nathalie pressed her hand to her belly, her belly that was getting harder to the touch every week, but she still wasn’t ready to tell anyone. She wasn’t ready to admit that this baby might have stuck. She rolled her shoulders and closed her eyes as another wave of desperate nausea rolled through her.
“I need to⁠—”
“Yes, go. We’re about done here, and I think I can handle the rest,” Lachlan interrupted her. She must have noticed.
Nathalie pushed back her chair, her hands gripping onto the edges of the table as she forced herself to stand up. God, she felt awful. Her knees were weak, her entire body was telling her to sit down and then lie down. Perhaps even curl into a ball and forget that she had work today.
“Nathalie?”
“I’m fine,” she mumbled. She finally forced herself to stand up and walked out of the conference room. She immediately went straight to the bathroom. This wasn’t going to end today. She hadn’t been able to keep up with the snacks and the food to keep anything down. And Abagail being there hadn’t helped at all.
She had no idea how long she’d been in the bathroom when Lachlan finally showed up to help her. She pressed an ice pack to Nathalie’s neck and held her hair back. Nathalie couldn’t stop the tears from forming in the corners of her eyes as she retched again.
“I’ll take your patients this afternoon.”
“I can⁠—”
“No, you can’t. You can’t even stand up right now.” Lachlan helped Nathalie wobble to her feet. “Lie down in your office. I’ll turn the lights off and give you a shot, and then I’ll take you home at the lunch break.”
Nathalie groaned. “This shouldn’t be so hard.”
“I know,” Lachlan answered, sympathy in her tone. “I know it shouldn’t.” She rubbed a hand along Nathalie’s back as they walked together toward Nathalie’s office. True to her word, Lachlan brought her a shot for the nausea, handed her a blanket and turned off the lights.
So much for this day.
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GREER
Greer stepped into the house with Alaric right next to her. She hadn’t spent much time at Nathalie’s since the argument in the kitchen. She’d needed space, and it was easier to be at Lachlan’s or Ivy’s that week than to be in Nathalie’s house, especially when Alaric had school.
But Lachlan had sent her home with Alaric, told her Nathalie wasn’t feeling well, and then sent her on her way with a quirk to her lips that Greer wasn’t entirely sure what to make of. Greer headed straight for the kitchen to see if Nathalie was in there making dinner, but it was empty. Frowning, she picked up her phone to see if she had a text from Nathalie, but she didn’t.
Perhaps she was lying down in her room since she wasn’t feeling well again. Greer took Alaric by the hand, and they headed up the stairs. Alaric had homework to do anyway, and he was insisting on doing it with Nathalie instead of Greer that night. He wanted to show off his new reading skills—even though they weren’t really new.
Greer took a deep breath and knocked on the door.
“Come in,” Nathalie called from inside the room.
It was good to hear her voice, and Alaric seemed to light up at that, but her voice didn’t exactly sound strong either. Hesitating for only a second, Greer opened the door. She was greeted with a dark room, all of the lights off except the side lamp on Nathalie’s nightstand, and Nathalie, curled up in the bed on her side.
“Hey, kiddo.” She frowned at him as she lifted an arm.
Alaric immediately went to her and crawled up in the bed with her, under the covers. “Are you sick?”
Nathalie hummed. “Yeah, guess I am.”
Greer stayed by the door, not quite sure what to do. Nathalie looked like absolute shit. That gray coloring from the other day had nothing on her color now. She was white as a ghost, her hair was stringy and limp, and she had no energy to even move, which was so unlike her.
“You going to take care of me?” Nathalie asked Alaric, not Greer.
“Yeah! What do you need?” Alaric twisted around to face her.
“Can you go get me the thermometer?”
Alaric immediately hopped up and headed straight for Nathalie’s attached bathroom. Greer followed him, wanting to make sure that he found exactly what he was looking for and nothing else in the process. When she got back, Nathalie took the thermometer from Alaric and immediately stuck it in her mouth. She sighed and stared at Greer, saying nothing.
And Greer continued to stare back. Because what the hell was she going to say now? She’d stayed a bit too long in Nathalie’s bedroom to not see this out, and she was worried. Honestly. She’d never seen someone sick this long before either, and Nathalie didn’t seem to be getting any better.
Nathalie pulled the thermometer out and squinted at it, but she shook her head and held it out to Greer. “Can you read it? I took my contacts out.”
Greer complied, stepping forward and taking the thermometer. Immediately, she cringed. “One-oh-four.”
“Fuck,” Nathalie mumbled, pushing her head back into the pillow. “Alaric, I need you to go get⁠—”
“I’ll get it,” Greer interrupted. “Tylenol or Ibuprofen?”
“Tylenol.” Nathalie stayed in the bed, Alaric snuggling up next to her as Greer went back to the bathroom and the medicine cabinet. “It’s on the top shelf.”
“Got it.” Greer came back and handed the container over. “I’ll be back with some more water and an ice pack.”
“Thanks.”
Greer didn’t hesitate as she left the bedroom and went back to the kitchen. She hated seeing Nathalie like that. Even though she was still upset with her and the situation in general, she didn’t think that Nathalie deserved to be stuck in bed sick with what Greer would guess was the flu, since it was going around the schools so bad. Alaric had just told her when she picked him up that almost half of his class had been sick that day.
With a cold glass of water and an ice pack wrapped in a tea towel, Greer headed back up the stairs. She helped Nathalie sit up slightly so she could swallow the pills without spilling the water. Nathalie leaned against the headboard and snagged Greer’s hand as she was about to stand up and clean up a bit.
“I need to talk to you,” Nathalie said.
“We can talk later. You’re sick.”
Nathalie hummed. “I’m always sick lately.” She flicked her gaze to Alaric. “Why don’t you go find a book to read to me, okay? I need to talk to Greer for a minute.”
Greer really didn’t like this. Nathalie needed to stop trying to control everything so she could rest up already. Because she wasn’t ever going to get better if she didn’t take care of herself. “I really think you should just rest.”
“Rest isn’t going to help me.” Nathalie drew in a deep breath and adjusted the ice pack at the back of her neck. “I need to apologize, and I don’t do this very often, so don’t interrupt me.”
“Nathalie…” Greer trailed off, her stomach flipping. “You’re sick.”
“Yes, I am, but that doesn’t mean I can’t do this.” Nathalie closed her eyes. Was she feeling that bad? Because she really needed to just focus on herself right now and they could hash out their drama later. “Lachlan pointed something out to me this morning, and she’s right.”
“You’re admitting someone else is right? Wow, you must be really sick. Should I call an ambulance?” Greer laughed lightly, and she was pleased to see Nathalie give her a small smile in response before looking directly at her.
“Funny.”
“But true.” Greer pointed at her and then sat on the edge of the mattress. “But go on, since I’m clearly not going to be able to stop you.”
“Last weekend… I was a bully.”
“Oh shit.” Greer felt like she’d been gut punched. She hadn’t ever thought that she’d get this kind of apology from Nathalie or even admittance. “Lachlan told you that?”
“Not in words, no.” Nathalie cleared her throat and rubbed circles into her temple. “But I was a bully to you. You’re an adult, and I don’t control you. You can sleep with whoever you want.”
Greer narrowed her gaze. “Why does that statement make you look like you want to puke?”
“Oh, because I do.” Nathalie groaned. “I’ve barely been able to keep anything down since Friday night.”
“Nathalie…” Greer cringed. “You really need to go to the doctor. I know Lachlan⁠—”
“Lachlan gave me a shot to help, which it does, but it’s not getting rid of the desire to vomit.”
“Then maybe you should go to the emergency room.”
Nathalie frowned. “I’m a doctor, Greer. I know what I’m doing.”
“Do you, though? Not to rain on your parade, but you’re a fertility specialist. You don’t deal with colds and flu all that often.”
“Thank you for the compliment.” Nathalie pressed her lips together hard. “It’ll pass in a minute. It always does.”
Greer wasn’t so sure about that, but she was going to let Nathalie have this time. Next time? Greer was going to force her to listen and do something different from what she had been doing.
“I’m apologizing for my reaction. But I still stand that she’s my best friend, and if you fuck with her, you fuck with me.” Nathalie’s eyes were clear as day as she looked directly at Greer. “I just could have said it nicer.”
“Yeah, you could have. And you could stay out of your best friend’s business. And mine for that matter…” Greer mumbled the last part.
Nathalie shook her head. “Normally I would, but not in this case.”
“Why not?” Greer frowned, a line forming in the center of her forehead as the same old confusion that she felt most days when she was in Nathalie’s vicinity reared back up. Was Nathalie jealous? Just overprotective? Or what? Because seriously, Greer hadn’t been able to figure it out yet, and she really wanted to. She was tired of being left in the dark about how this family unit functioned.
“Because you work for us. And while I need to protect Lachlan from a relationship that will fail and not suit her, I also need to protect you from being employed by someone who would take advantage of you.” Nathalie sucked in a sharp breath and then held it. “Can you help me to the bathroom? I’m not sure I can make it on my own.”
“Uh, yeah, sure.” Greer immediately stood up and started to help Nathalie. She held a hand around her waist and back as she guided her toward the bathroom. The retching was immediate, so they probably had really good timing.
Unfortunately, Alaric chose that exact moment to come back into the bedroom. His eyes widened and then filled with tears.
“Oh, bud, it’s okay.” Greer held out her arms for him, and he ran right into her grasp. “She’s just got the flu or something.”
He shook his head into Greer’s belly and continued to hold onto her. “No, she’s going to die.”
“Oh God, no, she’s not.” Greer sank to the floor and immediately pulled Alaric into her lap. “She’s not going to die from the flu.”
“What will happen to me if she does?” Alaric moved his face slightly, just enough for Greer to get her thumbs in there and wipe away his tears that wouldn’t stop falling.
“I don’t know, baby, but I assume that you’ll stay with either Lachlan or Ivy. I’m sure your mom has everything arranged.” Greer carded her fingers through his hair as she held onto him. “It’ll be okay though. Your mom’s just sick for right now. She’ll be better before you know it.”
Alaric sucked in a breath, trying to make himself stop from crying. Greer had seen him do that several times in the last few months that she’d known him, so she let him work through it himself. She’d mention it to Nathalie when she wasn’t puking her guts out in the toilet.
“Come on, you can lie in bed with your mom for a bit and I’ll make some dinner. Okay?”
Alaric nodded.
“What book did you pick?”
Alaric held up two books, ones that Greer recognized as his favorites. “She’ll love those.” She got him settled into the bed before going downstairs and making dinner for her and Alaric and just a broth for Nathalie. She wasn’t sure if Nathalie would even be able to keep it down, but she’d need to try to eat something to keep her strength up.
Greer helped out and stayed out of Nathalie’s bedroom until it was time for Alaric to go to sleep for the night. It took her at least three times as long as normal to get him to fall asleep because he started up again in his panic about what would happen if Nathalie died.
Trudging back up the stairs to Nathalie’s room, Greer went in with the intention of checking on her one more time before she left Nathalie for the evening. Nathalie had at least kept a little bit of the broth down, which made her feel better. Sitting on the bed where Alaric had been only an hour before, Greer sighed heavily.
“We should probably take your temperature again, see if it’s gone down any.”
“It hasn’t,” Nathalie murmured, “but it hasn’t gone up.”
“How can you tell?”
Nathalie shot her a look that was supposed to say of course I know but Greer just laughed at her. “Take it.”
Scowling, Nathalie put the thermometer between her lips and leaned back to wait for it to beep. She closed her eyes and they sat in silence for a while, Greer cleaning up a bit from the mess they’d made in the intervening hours. When Greer finally saw that Nathalie was indeed correct about her temperature, she had to admit it. But she was glad to see the small roll of Nathalie’s eyes when she told her it was still the same.
“Did Alaric talk to you?” Greer asked.
“About what?” Nathalie scooted down in the bed and covered herself even more with the blankets.
“He’s scared you’re going to die. And he’s really worried what will happen to him when that happens because unlike the others, he only has one parent.” Greer flicked her gaze to Nathalie, wanting to see what her reaction was and how she should navigate some of this.
Nathalie winced. “I’ll talk to him tomorrow. It’s because of what happened last year.”
“Last year?” No one had mentioned anything so far. Then again, it wasn’t exactly like them to be forthcoming with information either. And since they’d all been around each other, it was often like Greer should just know what they were talking about when they were talking about it. But without context, she had nothing to grasp onto to steer the direction.
“I had emergency surgery and an overnight stay.” Nathalie stopped talking, and it was clear she didn’t want to elaborate.
“Ah. Okay. Well, he’s concerned.”
“I’ll talk with him.” Nathalie shifted lower in the bed. “I can’t get warm.”
“Because you have a fever.” Greer stood up and went to Nathalie’s closet, searching for another blanket—anything that she could pile on top of Nathalie to try and get her warm again. “Do you think it’s the flu?”
“Probably,” Nathalie groaned. “Which is exactly what I need right now.”
“When does anyone ever need it?” Greer chuckled lightly and then headed back to the bed with another blanket.
“Yes, but…” Nathalie stopped talking, looking into Greer’s eyes. “Never mind. It’s just going to be rough for about a week.”
“Didn’t you get your flu shot?” Greer asked, sitting next to Nathalie and leaning against the headboard.
Nathalie hummed, but she didn’t really answer either. Greer stayed right where she was, not wanting to leave until she knew that Nathalie’s fever was at least going down instead of up. Steady was something, though, and she’d take that for now. But she also wanted to make sure that Nathalie could make it to the bathroom if she had to get up in the middle of the night. Besides, Nathalie would need more medicine in two hours, and Greer was going to make sure that she took it.
She grabbed the remote for the television and put on a sitcom. Nathalie didn’t complain, but she did curl up tighter into a ball under the blankets. Greer glanced at her every once in a while until Nathalie fell asleep. With the situation under control, Greer relaxed into the pillows and the bed. She just had two hours to stay awake for, then she’d leave.
Right?
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LACHLAN
“Hey.” Lachlan set her purse onto Ivy’s kitchen counter and sighed heavily. “I take it you heard.”
“About Nathalie?” Ivy glanced over at Lachlan from chopping carrots on the cutting board.
“Yeah. She’s got the flu.”
“Is she going in?”
Lachlan shook her head. “Stubborn, and she refuses to take much for it because of the pregnancy.”
Ivy nodded as she chopped celery next. “Greer said something about isolating.”
“She doesn’t want to give it to the littles.” Lachlan hated that Greer was right, but she didn’t need any of the other kids getting sick, especially Shepherd. Penny would have a field day with that and only add it to her list of grievances against Ivy. “So you and I need to figure out childcare.”
“The boys are going back to Penny’s tomorrow, so it’s really just you unless this bleeds into next week.”
“Right.” Lachlan cringed. “I’ll see if I can find a temporary sitter for them for this week. We can have them watched here, my house, or the office for the days the boys are there.”
“I’d love the office, but Penny will go ballistic over it.” Ivy frowned as she moved into chopping potatoes. “Is Nathalie really that bad? I haven’t been up to see her yet.”
“She is. And on top of it, Abagail was there the day I sent her home from work.”
Ivy tensed.
Lachlan raised her eyebrows in response, half-listening in to the boys playing in the living room. “Didn’t she tell you?”
“Abagail doesn’t tell me much when it comes to the practice. She wants me as separated from that as possible.” Ivy dropped all of the food into a pot of boiling water on the stove. “And it’s probably a good thing that she does anyway.”
“Abagail’s going to come to the office to observe Nathalie, but that’s only a part of the reason why.” Lachlan immediately started to make each of them a drink. This wasn’t going to be a quick conversation. “We’re going to see if anyone is giving out patient information to Penny and thus letting Penny be the one who’s filing so many complaints about Nathalie.”
Ivy frowned, pulling into herself. Lachlan knew she would do that. She did any time they had to have conversations like this. Lachlan hated being the bearer of bad news, but Ivy deserved to know what was going on.
“What’s the lawyer saying about her lawsuit?”
“That the leg she has to stand on is slim. She’d have to prove intent to sell to get out of giving her a portion before you filed for divorce.”
“That’s exactly why I did it!” Ivy groaned. “God, this woman will never give up.”
“Hey, hey.” Lachlan moved around the corner and wrapped her arms around Ivy’s shoulders. “We’ll get you divorced. I promise. It might take way longer than any of us anticipated, but I promise you that you won’t be married to her forever.”
“But I’m stuck with her, because of the boys.”
“Yeah, but at least she won’t have this kind of influence. Okay?” Lachlan tugged Ivy back in for another good hug before she released. Ivy smiled up at her, eyes watery, and cheeks rosy. “You good?”
“No.” Ivy rolled her eyes with a laugh. “I’m a complete fucking mess.”
“We all are.” Lachlan handed the drink over to Ivy. “I did want to talk to you about something else though, something not Penny related—for the most part.” Lachlan’s stomach twisted. She wanted to talk to Nathalie about this too, but since the flu was going through her house and Nathalie was bearing the brunt of it, Lachlan would have to wait on that one.
“What?”
“Greer.” Lachlan watched carefully as Ivy stuttered in her movements, as she jerked her hand away from the hot stove and hissed, as she refused to look Lachlan in the eye. “I know you two had sex.”
“Fuck,” Ivy mumbled before running her fingers under cold water in the sink. “I assume she told you?”
“I asked her, directly, after our girl’s night out.” Lachlan leaned against the counter, holding her drink in her hand, but she didn’t take a sip of it. She wanted to make sure that she had Ivy’s full attention. “I noticed some hints, and I wanted to know for sure if I was right.”
“We only had sex once.” Ivy frowned.
“I know.” Lachlan rolled her shoulders. “So did Greer and I.”
Ivy froze, her eyes wide. “What?”
“I had sex with Greer that night.”
“But you’re straight.” Ivy narrowed her gaze, still keeping her hand under the cold water.
“No, I’m not.” Lachlan smiled. It felt so good to say that out loud to someone other than Greer, to someone she cared about and loved. Actually, it felt amazing.
“Lachlan!” Ivy’s voice rose in pitch. She didn’t even bother to dry her hand off as she walked over and wrapped her arms around Lachlan’s shoulders and pulled her into a hug. She buried her nose in Lachlan’s neck and took in a deep breath, holding her close. “When did you figure it out?”
“A few years ago, I think.” Lachlan smiled, still keeping her arms around Ivy’s back. She didn’t want to let go. She loved that Ivy could love her like this. It was pure and beautiful and everything that should be in a friendship and more. “But I didn’t… I wasn’t sure until the other night.”
“When you decided to make the first move?” Ivy pulled back to look into Lachlan’s eyes. “Because as much as I loved my night with Greer, no way in hell would she have made the first move.”
“Yeah, until I decided to make the first move.”
“Wanna talk about it?” Ivy stepped away and touched the counter before cursing and shaking out her hand. “Fuck, this burn.”
“That’s what you get for being distracted.”
“You’re the distracting one.” Ivy pointed at Lachlan. “Be helpful and go get me some burn cream and then come back and tell me all the details about creaming.”
Lachlan’s cheeks burned. “Ivy!”
“Oh, no, you’re not getting out of this one, and you should have known better. I want all the dirty little details.”
Lachlan laughed but did as she was told. She greeted the boys as she walked through the living room, giving them both hugs as she came and as she went. They really were some of the sweetest kids around. If only they could stay there all the time instead of having to go back and forth so frequently.
She had an extra sway to her step as she walked back into the kitchen with the burn cream in hand. Everything was out in the open now—at least where it concerned her. Nathalie still didn’t know about Ivy and Greer, but Lachlan was pretty sure that it wouldn’t be a secret for much longer.
“It was amazing,” Lachlan said, leaning against the kitchen counter again as Ivy went back to working on dinner. “Greer was so sweet.”
“Sweet?” Ivy shot her a look of surprise. “She’s a menace. I swear she tried to get me off to the point of passing out.”
Lachlan’s jaw dropped. “Really?”
“Oh yeah.” Ivy stirred the vegetables in the pot. “She knew exactly what she was doing.”
“Yeah, she did.” Lachlan bit her lip. Lachlan hadn’t known a single thing, at least it felt that way. But Greer had been so patient and kind in teaching her everything. They’d stayed up so late, too. “I asked her to teach me.”
“Is that how you came onto her? You dog.” Ivy laughed and shook her head before glancing toward the living room. “She would though. She seems like the perfect type for a baby gay.”
“Baby gay?” Lachlan raised her eyebrows at that.
“Someone just figuring out their sexuality.”
“Ah.” Lachlan shifted her shoulders. “I’m not sure I’m gay though. But I do like women.”
“Fine, pansexual. Be on Nathalie’s side.”
“It’s not about sides!” Lachlan laughed again, the cheer coming back into her voice. She loved this, she really did. She’d never quite felt like she could talk openly about her sexual problems with Baylor because neither Nathalie nor Ivy were interested in them. And it was embarrassing. How do you tell your best friends that you just can’t get off like you used to anymore?
“So you had sex. Did she go down on you?” Ivy grinned brightly. “She’s got a wicked tongue. If she didn’t, you’re missing out.”
“She did.” Lachlan could hardly keep up with Ivy’s questions. She wasn’t ever good at this kind of talk, and she’d always shied away from it. “Baylor never used to like doing that, and having a woman do it? God, that felt good.” Lachlan’s cheeks were burning again.
Ivy laughed fully. “God, you’re adorable.” Ivy squeezed Lachlan’s hand. “And did you go down on her?”
“Yes…” Lachlan pressed her thighs together, feeling wet and tingly all at the same time.
“And did you like it?” Ivy was standing so close to her. If Lachlan wanted, she could step into Ivy’s space and do something neither one of them would expect, but she definitely wasn’t brave enough for that.
“Yes,” Lachlan said confidently as she raised her chin. “I did like it.”
“Excellent.” Ivy’s eyes squinted and she put her hand on the kitchen counter, pressing in closer and lowering her voice. “And how many times did she get you off?”
“I-I don’t know.” Lachlan’s cheeks were burning so hot that she was worried she was actually on fire. Her chest was tight, and her nipples were hard. Why was talking about sex—good sex—doing this to her body?
“I think you really liked it. Look at you. You’re getting aroused just remembering it.” Ivy grinned at her. “Aren’t you?”
Lachlan hesitated, fear ramping right up alongside that arousal. But what harm would it be to admit this? Ivy wouldn’t judge her for it. There wasn’t any shame in Ivy’s question, but curiosity and joy. Lachlan curled her lips up, easing into the moment far more than she used to. “Yes. I am. Do you get…aroused…when you think about your night with Greer?”
“Fuck yes,” Ivy whispered, tilting her chin up to meet Lachlan’s gaze. Her look was direct—intense. Lachlan had never seen her be like this before. “I’ve masturbated to Greer every night since. It’s how she found me, by the way. Two fingers deep, spread wide on my couch. She’d come over to check on me after a hard day at work.”
“That was sweet of her.”
Ivy shook her head. “No. Not sweet. Hot as hell.”
Lachlan’s heart raced. Ivy’s gaze dropped from Lachlan’s eyes to her lips.
“So what else did you two do? Toys? Straps?”
Lachlan chuckled nervously. “No. I think I’ll leave that to you.”
Ivy laughed loudly, moving back to the stove to check on the meal.
Taking a chance, Lachlan added, “We did talk about you, though.”
“Me?” Ivy’s brows drew together. “Why would you talk about me?”
“About sex with you and Greer…and me.” Lachlan gripped onto the edge of the counter with everything she had. She hadn’t ever thought that she would actually say this out loud, not to Ivy, not to anyone. But something about Greer and this entire situation was making her bolder by the second. She wanted to know what it would be like to try the strap or to experience both Ivy and Greer naked with her.
“I would assume if you asked about us that you’d talk about us.”
“No, not like that,” Lachlan corrected. “Greer mentioned that she’d fantasized about all of us. Together.”
Ivy froze, the spoon above the pot. She looked over her shoulder and locked her eyes on Lachlan’s. “She was talking about a threesome.”
Lachlan nodded. “Yes.”
“But just with the three of us?” Ivy asked.
“Yes.” Lachlan bit her lip. “I never thought about that before.”
Ivy put her hand up to halt the conversation. “Hold on, because I need a second to process this. You’ve had time to think about it. I haven’t.” Ivy finished mixing the food around and then put the lid back on the pot. She immediately came over to Lachlan, standing very close to her. She took a sip of her drink, glanced out into the living room and then lowered her voice so the boys wouldn’t be able to hear. “Do you want to have a threesome?”
“I never really considered it a possibility before the other night.” Lachlan bit her lip. “Why? Is that not something you’d be interested in?”
“It’s not something I’ve ever done before.” Ivy took another drink, finishing off half of it. She swallowed loudly and paused again. “But not Nathalie?”
“Nathalie…” Lachlan sighed. “I’m afraid that Nathalie is making this worse for all of us.”
“What do you mean?”
“She caught us, and she ripped into Greer about it.”
“Shit. Does she know about me?”
Lachlan shook her head. “No. But here’s the thing, Ivy. Despite all of that and Nathalie being a bully about it, I can’t stop thinking about doing it again with Greer. Like, all the time. It’s distracting me at work even.”
Ivy laughed, her lips curling upward. “Then you should do it again.”
“But it was just a one-time thing.”
“Only if you and Greer agree to that. It could be more. You never know unless you talk to her and ask.” Ivy pressed her hand to Lachlan’s wrist and squeezed tightly. “And like I said before, hell will freeze over before Greer initiates, so it’s going to have to be you.”
“Why won’t she?”
“I think it has something to do with being the employee.” Ivy finished her drink. “I’m not entirely sure, we didn’t exactly get a lot of time to talk afterward. She had to get back to Nathalie’s in the morning to watch Alaric.”
“If the opportunity came up, would you do it again with her?” Lachlan asked.
“Absolutely.” Ivy grinned, the natural smile reaching her eyes as her shoulders relaxed. “Greer is amazing in her own right, and she deserves to be loved in any way possible.”
Love? Is that what Lachlan was feeling? It couldn’t quite be that, not yet anyway. She was definitely attracted to Greer, but she was also attracted to Ivy and Nathalie too. But she missed Greer. Missed seeing her face and smiles and hearing her voice, in ways she didn’t quite miss Nathalie’s. Or perhaps that was just because Nathalie was sick, and Lachlan knew that.
“What’s that thought?” Ivy asked.
“Nothing,” Lachlan answered. “Nothing at all. I was just thinking about how nice it is to have you as my best friend. I can’t imagine coming out to anyone going any easier than this did.”
Ivy moved in for another hug. “I love you.”
“Love you, too.”



twenty-one
GREER
“Nathalie, I really think you need to go to the doctor.” Greer sat on the edge of Nathalie’s bed. She hadn’t left her room for a week. Greer had brought her everything she needed, which hadn’t been much since she still wasn’t really eating. “You’re wasting away.”
“I’m fine,” Nathalie answered and cringed.
“You’re not fine.” Greer was going to put her foot down today. She’d been mentioning it repeatedly over the last few days, but she needed Nathalie to actually listen to her. “Even Ivy and Lachlan said you should go.”
“They don’t know any better.”
“Lachlan doesn’t know better?” Greer rolled her eyes. “I’m going to take Alaric to school, and if you’re not out of this bed, dressed, and upright when I get back, then I’m taking you in whether you like it or not.”
“Threats don’t work well on me.”
“Neither does cajoling, it seems.” Greer stood up with the thermometer in her fingers. Nathalie’s fever hadn’t really broken in an entire week. And Greer was worried, truly. Because she’d never seen someone this bad refuse any type of help before.
Greer had taken Alaric to school and was back within twenty minutes, and by the time she made it to Nathalie’s door, she knew Nathalie wasn’t up and ready. She opened the door, needing to let the room air out a bit anyway and cried out, “Nathalie!”
She was on the floor in the center of the bedroom, face down. Racing to her side, Greer put her hand on Nathalie’s cheek and then turned her over. Nathalie’s eyes fluttered and she grunted, batting Greer’s hands away, although not very enthusiastically.
“I’m fine.”
“Bullshit.” Greer tapped Nathalie’s cheek. “Open your eyes.”
Nathalie grimaced, but she did as she was told. “I’m fine,” she repeated a little more firmly this time.
“Again, I call bullshit.” But Greer couldn’t stop the smile that lit up her face. Even a little bit of this icy feistiness was welcome right now. “We’re going to the ER.”
“We don’t have to. Just call Lachlan.”
“She’s at work, taking care of your patients.” Greer breathed deeply. “Come on. I’ll help you get fresh clothes on and then we’re going.”
Nathalie moaned. “Fine.”
The fact that Nathalie wasn’t putting up a fight should have been a tip-off that something really wasn’t right. Greer should have insisted on this sooner. She pulled Nathalie upright and then helped her to stand up, immediately walking her to the bed and making sure she was stable.
“What do you want to wear?”
“Leggings and a shirt, something easy to put on.” Nathalie ran her fingers through her hair. “And a brush.”
“A toothbrush or…?” Greer asked, pausing for an answer.
“Ugh, probably both.” Nathalie waved her hand toward her dresser. “Bottom two drawers on the left.”
Greer headed over and snagged the first things she saw on the top, then she snagged underwear and a bra before bringing it all over to Nathalie. “Now, do you actually need help or are you good to do this on your own?”
“I think I can manage.” Nathalie didn’t look too sure on that, so Greer was determined that she wasn’t going to go far.
“I’ll just be in the bathroom cleaning up. Tell me when you’re done.” Greer walked away, but she left the bathroom door slightly ajar so she could hear if Nathalie had fallen again or if she needed her help. She occupied herself by cleaning the bathroom, and deep cleaning at that. It really needed it, and no one had been in there but Nathalie in the last week to even touch it.
Finally, she heard Nathalie’s voice calling for her. When she walked back in, Nathalie was dressed, though her clothing was fairly askew from where it should be. That must have taken her quite some time. Breathing deeply, Greer put her hands on her hips and handed over the toothbrush.
“Maybe just new clothes and being clean will help you feel a little better.”
“Doubtful,” Nathalie mumbled around the toothbrush.
Greer sat behind Nathalie on the bed and started with the ends of her hair, working her way upward. She found a rather large knot of hair on the back of Nathalie’s head from how she’d been lying down so frequently. Her hair really needed a good wash, too, but they could do that some other time. There was no way Nathalie was going to let Greer bathe her.
When she was done, she braided Nathalie’s hair and tied it at the bottom to try and keep it from getting tangled so badly next time. Sliding off the mattress, she looked Nathalie over, and she seemed even more exhausted now than she had before.
“You ready?”
“Do I have a choice?” Nathalie asked.
“I can call an ambulance and have them haul you out of here.”
“You wouldn’t.” Nathalie glared, but it didn’t have the full effect that it normally did.
“Try me.” Greer had her fists back on her hips and glowered down at Nathalie. “So, you ready?”
“Yes.” Nathalie bit her lip and let Greer help her to stand.
Wrapping an arm around Nathalie’s back, Greer led her down the stairs and got her into the car. She left Nathalie there while she went to lock up the house and grab the car keys and a phone charger. She had a feeling this visit wasn’t going to be quick and that they might want to actually admit Nathalie overnight since she had good and truly fainted.
When they got to the emergency room, the wait was going to be a while. Greer kept trying to feed sips of water to Nathalie, but she was refusing most of them. She was so lethargic. Greer hated being in this position. It should be Lachlan or Ivy there, not her. She wasn’t prepared for this kind of responsibility, and Nathalie was her boss, not her friend.
“Greer?” Nathalie cracked open an eye and glanced at her. “You’ll need to get Alaric soon.”
Greer frowned and checked the time on her phone. “School just started an hour ago.”
Nathalie hummed and closed her eyes again. Was she full-on napping in the waiting room? How she could manage to do that was beyond Greer. She’d never be able to do that. Greer held vigil, waiting for Nathalie’s name to be called and for someone in this damn place to pay attention to her.
Didn’t she have some strings she could pull being a doctor or something?
Greer always imagined there was some way that worked. Then again, it wasn’t like Nathalie was a doctor at this hospital. Greer got on her phone and started a separate group chat with Lachlan and Ivy, keeping Nathalie out of it. She didn’t need any backlash on this.
Greer: I’m at the ER with Nathalie. I came back from dropping Alaric off and she had collapsed on the floor. Still has a high fever. Didn’t know what else to do.
She hit send after debating one more time if she should actually send the text or not. Nathalie was an intensely private person, but these two people were her closest friends. Surely they would know more than she would when it came to how to take care of Nathalie.
And Nathalie wasn’t exactly being helpful right now, not that she really could either. She was currently snoring quietly against Greer’s shoulder. She didn’t look good. Greer pressed her lips together into a tight line. She only had one other person she trusted with this information, and she just needed someone who was available right now.
Greer: I’m at the ER with Nathalie. I made her come, but I’m so scared something’s really wrong.
Greer hit send and then she stared at her phone, waiting for Kam’s three little dots to appear, the ones that would say she knew what was going to happen, that everything would be fine, that it wasn’t as serious as Greer was making it out to be.
Kam: OMG! I wish I could be there with you. That’s totally scary.
Grinning from ear to ear with a watery smile, Greer stared at the message from her best friend. She didn’t need or want details. She just had to know that Greer was scared and that was it.
Kam: Do you need me to come out there?
Lifting her hands to her face, Greer shook her head even though Kam couldn’t see her do it. She wiped the tears from her eyes and sniffled a little. It wouldn’t do anyone any favors for Nathalie to wake up and see her crying.
Greer: No, I’ll be fine. I promise. Just a moment of panic.
Kam: Only a moment?
Greer: Swear it!
Greer couldn’t stop the smiling now. Kam was honestly the best friend she could have asked for. She was so happy that they’d met and that they were now stuck together until they were ghosts and haunting the world they used to once live in. They used to joke about that when they were young, but days like today made it seem that much more real.
She needed Kam in her life, and she needed to make sure that she didn’t lose sight of that. Greer shifted slightly, trying not to disturb Nathalie, but as soon as she settled, the nurse called, “Nathalie Coeur!”
Greer shook Nathalie’s shoulder to wake her up. “Hey, you’re up, tiger.”
Nathalie sighed and squinted as if trying to figure out where they were. Greer bit her lip. She was losing more and more track of what day it was by the second. Standing up, Greer helped Nathalie to her feet and again wrapped an arm around her waist as she took her toward the front desk and then followed the nurse to a small, curtained room.
She helped Nathalie onto the bed and flipped her feet up, but Nathalie was stiff as she moved. Nathalie winced but did finally shift herself to be sitting up more. The nurse took pertinent information about Nathalie’s name and date of birth and what exactly they were here for. Then she looked directly at Greer.
“Are you her daughter?”
“What? No.” Greer shook her head. “I’m her⁠—”
“She’s my friend,” Nathalie interrupted, shooting Greer a sharp look. “And she can stay for right now. Though I’d like her to leave for medical history, then she can come back in.”
Greer frowned. What the hell was that about? She’d do whatever Nathalie wanted, but she’d already come this far.
“All right.” The nurse didn’t look very pleased by that, but she nodded sharply. “The doctor will be around to see you soon, but I’m going to be back first to get an IV started.”
Nathalie grimaced. “I hate needles.”
“You’re a doctor,” Greer snorted.
“Doesn’t mean I like them in me.” Nathalie curled up a little tighter into a ball as the nurse left the small room. “But I do need the fluids.”
“Why did you tell them I was your friend?” Greer sat down in the uncomfortable chair next to the bed, turning it slightly so she could see Nathalie better and keep an eye on her.
“Because if you said nanny, she would have kicked you out instantly.” Nathalie groaned. “They don’t want to give out confidential information if they don’t have to, and they don’t want you to overhear something you shouldn’t.”
“Right.” Greer hadn’t thought about that. Then again, this was far from her world. Kam might get it, but Greer was so far removed from it that she wasn’t sure what to do. “I guess I should be more careful.”
“You should. Hospitals don’t take alternative lifestyles very compassionately.” Nathalie closed her eyes and sighed. “I need something stronger for this nausea.”
“I’ll mention it to the nurse.” Greer bit her lip and stared down at her hands. Maybe she didn’t know as much about this as Nathalie did. Then again, maybe Nathalie had been in a polycule for longer than Greer had the few times she’d been in one.
Ivy: I’m leaving work now. I’ll be there soon.
Greer stared at the phone. She hadn’t meant for them to panic and show up. But Ivy dropping everything to show up at the ER? She hadn’t expected that, especially with the struggles she was having at work and time when it came to Abagail.
Greer: It might not be that bad. We’re finally back in a room and the doctor will be in soon.
Ivy: Keep us updated.
“You told them, didn’t you?” Nathalie asked, her eyes locked on Greer’s phone.
Greer’s cheeks burned. “Yeah, I did. I thought… You don’t mind, do you?”
Nathalie shook her head. “Ivy’s my medical ad litem.”
“Ivy? Not Lachlan?” Greer frowned.
“Lachlan’s too tender-hearted. She couldn’t pull the plug on me if someone had a gun on her.” Nathalie breathed slowly. “I love her, but that isn’t her forte. She’s about creating life, not ending it.”
“Ivy said she’s on her way.”
Nathalie hummed her answer. “She would be. Lachlan will show up after work.”
Greer sat back slightly, crossing her legs and waiting. She never liked waiting for doctors, even though she understood they were busy for a reason. But still, she hated that they were stuck in this waiting game again.
“Don’t tell Alaric how bad it is.” Nathalie groaned and paled again.
After watching her carefully for the last week, Greer could tell she was trying not to throw up all over the bed. She got up and fished around in the small cabinet until she found a container that Nathalie could throw up in, not that she had much in her system to actually puke. Nathalie thanked her before taking it.
“What do you want me to tell him when they admit you?”
Nathalie sighed and closed her eyes. “I don’t know. I can’t think right now.”
“I’ll figure it out, okay? Or do you want Ivy and Lachlan to do that?”
“Ivy and Lachlan. They know him best.”
Why did that comment sting so much? Greer reached up and rubbed the center of her chest. She’d fallen in love with Alaric almost the moment she’d met him, and she’d spent the last three months loving him with everything that she had. But Nathalie didn’t see that, did she? Nathalie had been right all along. Greer would never be enough for her.



twenty-two
IVY
“You just have to go big on everything, don’t you?” Ivy said as soon as she found Nathalie and Greer. She raised an eyebrow at Nathalie and looked her over. She really did look like shit. Ivy should have gone to see her sooner and check just how bad it was. “This is all your fault, you know that right?”
Nathalie’s lips did twitch upward at that—a good sign that she was still alive under that sickly figure. She’d lost so much weight too. Ivy didn’t like it. “Hardly.”
“Well, you put yourself in this situation. In multiple ways.” Ivy bit her tongue. From what she knew, Greer didn’t know, and this wasn’t her place to tell anything that Nathalie didn’t want shared. And from Nathalie’s pinched look, she had been right to stop herself. “What are we going to do with you?”
“They’re admitting me,” Nathalie said, lifting her arm to show the IV. “Apparently I need fluids.”
“No joke.” Ivy sat on the edge of the bed and put her hand on Nathalie’s leg. “Is that all they said?”
Nathalie flicked her gaze to Greer. “Would you go to the waiting room?”
“Yeah. Sure.” Greer picked up her things and shoved her phone into her pocket. “Just let me know when you want me back… if you want me back now that Ivy’s here.”
Ivy frowned, trying to get a good look at Greer. Was that hurt crossing her features? “I’ll be right back,” Ivy said to Nathalie, and she stood with Greer, walking with her. As soon as they were out of earshot of Nathalie, Ivy stopped her. “What’s wrong?”
“It’s nothing.” Greer tried to smile, but it didn’t reach her eyes, and it wasn’t anything like Ivy was used to. “It’s just been a long week. She did test positive for the flu, though. In case she doesn’t tell you that.”
Ivy frowned. “I’m sure she’ll tell me. She doesn’t usually hold back.”
Greer nodded, and that same pained look as before crossed her features. Is that what the problem was? Greer was purposely being shunted out of the room and out of the information and yet she’d done the bulk of the care work. “Good. I’ll uhh… go pick up Alaric from school. She said that she wanted you and Lachlan to talk to him.”
“Okay?” Ivy frowned again, still questioning what had happened that she didn’t know about. She touched Greer’s elbow and pulled her in closer. “Really, what’s going on?”
“It’s nothing I can’t handle.” Greer stepped back and away from Ivy. “I’ll see you at the house when you’re done.”
“Greer!” Ivy pulled her back, shaking her head. “Talk to me. Don’t shut me out.”
“Really, I promise you, I’m fine. I’m just tired. It’s been a long week, and she’s not exactly an easy patient.”
Ivy chuckled at that. “No, she’s not.” Ivy would venture to say that Nathalie might make the worst patient, especially when she was stuck with someone she didn’t want to be stuck with. That might very well be the problem. How much bullying had Greer endured in the last week? “I’ll make it up to you. I promise you.”
“There’s nothing to make up.” Greer looked directly into Ivy’s gaze. “I was doing what anyone would do.”
“I’d venture to bet that you went above and beyond, Greer. Don’t discount what you do simply because it’s caring about someone else.” Ivy lowered her voice. “I’ll order us something for dinner tonight, okay? You and Alaric will stay with me.”
“Alaric can.”
“You and Alaric. Sometimes you have to let someone else take care of you, too.” Ivy was going to insist on that. They needed to set off an antiseptic bomb in Nathalie’s house, and she was going to call in some people to do a deep clean before anyone went back in there.
“I’ll see you at the house,” Greer responded and pulled away. She walked down the hallway and headed out the same way Ivy had come in a few minutes ago.
Ivy watched her the entire time until she disappeared around the corner. “Damn it, Nathalie. What’d you do now?” Ivy hated the way that Greer had left, because she hadn’t figured out what was wrong yet.
Nathalie was sitting up in the bed, her knees propped up as she leaned back against the pillows. She eyed Ivy as she came in, staring at her directly. “I don’t want her to know.”
“Know what, exactly?” Ivy asked, crossing her arms, although she was pretty sure she knew exactly what Nathalie was going to say.
“That I’m pregnant. I’m not ready for that. Not yet.” Nathalie breathed heavily, shaking her head back and forth. “I can’t tell anyone yet.”
“You’re twelve weeks. There’s no reason to tell the world right now, but Greer deserves to know why you’ve been so sick lately.” Ivy held her ground on this one. Greer felt left out, there was no other explanation for the hurt that Ivy had seen, and she was being left out—purposely. “Greer is more than some random stranger on the street.”
“It’d be easier if it was some random stranger—or a nurse.” Nathalie nodded toward the curtain as if there was a nurse about to show up as soon as she said the word. “It won’t matter to them.”
“You can’t protect everyone.” Ivy softened her tone and sat back on the edge of the bed. She gripped onto Nathalie’s foot and held onto her tightly. “And Greer isn’t Alaric. She’s not going to be as hurt by this as he is.”
“I haven’t told him. I can’t. He’s already so worried that I’m going to die.” Nathalie’s eyes watered up and she looked toward the ceiling to try and control it.
Ivy had seen her do that so many times throughout the years, each time they’d come back that she was having another miscarriage, each time that she got the test results that she was positive because she swore on all things holy it’d just be another miscarriage, and she’d been right. Every single time except this one. Ivy had a good feeling about this one.
“You can’t hold it back from him forever.”
Nathalie frowned. “No, I don’t plan on doing that.” She wiped her fingers under her eyes and then cursed when the IV got in the way and made it that much more difficult. “I’ll tell him soon. But he’s so worried already.”
“You’ve been really sick.” Ivy ran her hand up and down Nathalie’s leg. “You should have told us how sick you were instead of hiding behind the fact that Greer was taking care of you.”
Nathalie shook her head, but she didn’t say anything either. They sat there in silence for a while until Ivy picked up where she left off.
“We do need to talk about Greer, though.”
Nathalie scoffed. “What about her?”
“She deserves some respect after what she did this week. She didn’t have to take care of you at all—or Alaric when he was sick for those few days. She could have just wiped her hands of it and said it wasn’t her job.”
“She’s not like that.”
“No, she’s not like that.” Ivy looked pointedly at Nathalie. “And she deserves to have you recognize that.”
“I recognize it,” Nathalie fired back.
“She doesn’t know that. She needs words, not sarcasm and resting bitch face.” Ivy pointed at Nathalie because true to Nathalie, she still had that angry look on her face that seemed to permanently be there.
Nathalie sighed and threw her head back into the pillow. “I don’t want to talk about this right now.”
“I don’t think you get a choice, because it’s not like you can get up and walk out of here.”
Nathalie pinched her face. “I don’t like you right now.”
Ivy chuckled. “Of course you don’t. I’ll talk to Lachlan about everything when I get home, but we’re not going to let you treat Greer like the hired help anymore.”
“I don’t—” Nathalie sat up sharply and cringed. “I don’t do that.”
Ivy hummed. “That one got you going. Before Greer left, she said something about Alaric staying with me while you’re here?”
Nathalie pursed her lips but rested back again. “Yes. Because she’s not the hired help and doesn’t need to be watching him when I’m not home.”
“Right.” Ivy rubbed her lips together and looked around the small room. “What are they really admitting you for? Because it’s not just dehydration.”
“They’re worried I might be losing the baby.” Nathalie sighed heavily. “So they want me on bed rest—strict bed rest—for a few days before I go home on light bed rest, assuming the baby sticks.”
“Have you had bleeding?” Ivy wasn’t sure she wanted the answer to that question. They were trying to remain as positive as possible, but it was so hard, especially because Nathalie didn’t really want to talk about it.
“Yes.” Tears leaked from under Nathalie’s closed eyes. “A bit.”
“Oh, Nathalie.” Ivy leaned forward and pulled Nathalie into a hug. “You can’t keep doing this alone. You know that.”
Ivy could feel Nathalie nodding against her shoulder, but she didn’t say anything. Ivy held her until Nathalie started to pull away and then she let go.
“And Greer should know. I won’t tell her, because you don’t want me to, but you really should tell her sooner rather than later. She deserves to know what’s going on in all our lives when it’s big things like this.”
Nathalie frowned. “I’m not ready.”
“That’s fair.” Ivy sat back slightly. She raised her gaze upward before sighing. “I’ll stay until they get you admitted and then I’ll go home to be with Alaric. I’m sure he’s going to have a lot of questions, especially after last year.”
“He already does.” Nathalie frowned. “I did tell Greer about last year. Kind of.”
“What did you tell her?”
“That I had an emergency surgery and was hospitalized for a few days.”
“Well, that’s the understatement of the century.” Ivy rolled her eyes. “And it fits my point exactly. You should tell her. She might be more supportive than you think she will be.”
Or perhaps that wasn’t why Nathalie was holding back. Perhaps she just wanted to keep more distance between them. Which would also be right up Nathalie’s alley because again, she couldn’t just admit that she couldn’t do life alone. She needed people on her side.
Ivy was there for three more hours before they finally had a room ready. She stayed with Nathalie long enough to get her situated and her phone plugged in and charged so she could video call with Alaric later that night. He’d no doubt want to see her. But Nathalie was insistent that he not come to the hospital that first night. It meant Ivy was going be dealing with a very stressed little boy when she got home. And probably a very stressed nanny.
Way to put her in the middle of all this, Nathalie, Ivy thought as she left the hospital and got into her car. It was a good thing she didn’t have the boys right now. Then again, maybe Alaric would appreciate having them around to play with and distract him from what was going on with Nathalie. Texting Lachlan, Ivy told her to meet her at Ivy’s with the twins and to plan for a sleepover. They all needed a bit of respite right now.
And since Nathalie was finally taking care of herself and the nurses wouldn’t let her avoid things like food and water, it left Ivy to take care of everyone else at home. The drive home was quick, but when she pulled into the driveway, she checked her phone and cringed. Abagail had sent her a million emails already, and she’d have to get to work on them first thing in the morning. The stress of that job wasn’t working out to be worth it, not in the long run anyway. She might just have to find a new job somewhere else.
But that was a problem for another day. Today, Ivy just had to focus on home and taking care of the people that she cared about. And she wouldn’t lie, she cared about them—Greer included. Seeing her hurt at the hospital had in turn hurt Ivy, and she’d wanted to fix it and take care of everyone around her.
Then again, that was her go-to, wasn’t it? To take care of everyone around her so that she could avoid taking care of herself. She wasn’t that unlike Nathalie in that way. Neither was Lachlan for that matter, or Greer. Perhaps it was the one common thread amongst all of them.
Ivy looked at the house, seeing Nathalie’s Suburban that Greer drove parked in the driveway and not in the garage. She really hoped that Greer had listened and brought Alaric to her house. She didn’t have the energy to be chasing people around today. She could do this. She could walk into that house and take care of everyone. And she could hold the boundary lines that Nathalie was begging her to hold.
She just had to get out of the car first.



twenty-three
GREER
Greer’s hair was still damp from the shower she had taken as soon as Lachlan had shown up at Ivy’s with the twins. Nathalie’s house felt empty, which it was, but more than normal. And it wasn’t just because Nathalie and Alaric weren’t home. Rubbing the towel into her hair, Greer got dressed and checked her phone.
She had several texts in the new group chat that she’d started with Ivy and Lachlan, telling her to come back when she was done, that they wanted to talk to her. Greer frowned. Was this going to be more of what she’d endured in the last week and a half? More inquiries into her behavior? More dirty looks and snide comments about how she really wasn’t part of their little group?
But why did it even matter so much?
She wasn’t part of their trio, and she’d never intended to be part of it. What she’d been hired to do was to bolster them up so that they could continue to thrive, to be the additional support that they needed. She never wanted to become so integrated into a family that they couldn’t live or function without her.
“Greer?” Lachlan’s voice reached her ears from the hallway.
“I’m in my room.” Greer tossed the towel over the corner of her bed and sat back onto the mattress. She really didn’t want to go to Ivy’s. She didn’t want to get yelled at or put into her place any more than she had been already today. It hurt too damn much.
“Hey there.” Lachlan stood at the doorway and smiled at her. ‘We’re concerned you weren’t going to come back over.”
They knew her too well already for this to really continue, didn’t they? Greer swallowed hard and rolled her shoulders. “I debated on it, I won’t lie to you.”
“Come on.” Lachlan held her hand out. “None of us should be alone right now.”
Greer hesitated but only for a second. Lachlan was always so warm and generous with her kindness. Greer wouldn’t find the type of discouragement and distance that she’d experienced with Nathalie earlier. And it’d be good to see Alaric and really be able to sit down with him so that he would know not everything was out of the ordinary.
They walked hand in hand from Nathalie’s house to Ivy’s, and the burst of noise when Greer entered was exactly what she needed to hear. It sent a comforting warm embrace through her, one that could only be accomplished by normalcy and the utter audacity of children to always be loud and happy. They made their way into the kitchen, where dinner was already waiting. Ivy was just plating everything up and beckoning the kids in.
“Hey there,” Ivy said, her lips turning upward into a smile. She stepped in close, snagged Greer’s hand and immediately moved in for a kiss.
Greer stopped. She shuddered. She pulled back curiously, very confused. That was a familiar touch, and they weren’t that kind of familiar with each other. Sex was one thing, but they hadn’t even talked about their relationship beyond that one night or what it might mean. Ivy just smiled at her again and went to the table to set the plates of food down.
The children clambered onto their seats and immediately started eating. Greer, however, was a bit slow tonight when it came to sliding back into the norm. She’d been so out of it for the last week. In fact, she remained relatively quiet and melancholy until Lachlan and Ivy took the kids to bed. She sat her ass down onto the couch in the living room, the same spot she’d fucked Ivy relentlessly, and sighed heavily.
She really should go back to Nathalie’s and try to get some sleep that night. But she wasn’t quite sure what to do after that. And the house felt so big and empty. Greer wiped her hands against her face and pulled the sleep from the corners.
“Rough week,” Lachlan said as she slid onto the cushion next to Greer.
“Yeah,” Greer said with a laugh. Sometimes she hated that she was always smiling and laughing. Like it was expected of her, and she couldn’t just be sad and scared like everyone else.
Lachlan dropped her hand onto Greer’s thigh and rubbed up and down in a steady motion. “Ivy and I wanted to talk to you, but she’s probably going to be a bit because Alaric is on the struggle bus with sleeping tonight.”
“All right.” Greer tensed. Here it was. This was the scolding she’d been waiting for, the one that would come from them instead of just from Nathalie. “Let me have it.”
“Have it?” Lachlan frowned and tightened her grasp on Greer. “Do you think you’re in trouble?”
“Well, I slept with two out of the three bosses, and the third one isn’t particularly happy about that. She kicked me out of the hospital room so she could talk to Ivy today, so I’m pretty sure that I’m in trouble. Yes.”
“Oh Greer.” Lachlan’s voice softened. “You’re not in trouble at all. We just want to make sure that you’re okay. Especially after this last week. We kind of left you alone with her to take care of her and assumed everything was all right and we shouldn’t have done that.”
Greer sniffled, the tears in her eyes stinging. She didn’t know why she was crying, or why she couldn’t just keep her emotions inside of her like she normally did. Lachlan turned her face, brushing the tears away from her cheeks and pressing gentle kisses to her forehead and nose.
“It’s okay,” Lachlan murmured.
Greer shook her head. “It’s really not.”
“It is, I promise you. Nathalie will be fine, we’ll all be fine, and we’ll all be together.”
Freezing slightly, Greer pulled back and looked Lachlan dead in the eye. “Don’t make promises that you can’t keep, and don’t try to console me with things you might not be sure that I want.”
“You don’t want us?”
“Of course I want you.” Greer frowned. That hadn’t been what she meant. “I love this family, and I didn’t think I liked you very much at the start, but now, I can’t stop thinking about all of you. You’re my world.”
Lachlan’s lips curled upward at that. “You’re a part of our world, too.”
“But Nathalie⁠—”
“Nathalie is a hard one to get to know. And she takes a long time to build up trust with someone. But she does trust you. I promise she does.”
Greer wasn’t so sure about that. Not with the way that Nathalie had been talking to her lately. Yes, she’d apologized for harassing her after finding out about her and Lachlan, but she’d been sick, and they hadn’t fully been able to resolve the tension. And that tension was what was pushing Greer away right now, she knew it was. But at the same time, she couldn’t stop it from happening.
“Will you do something for me?” Lachlan asked, tangling their fingers together and lifting Greer’s hand to her lips.
“What?”
“Will you stay here tonight? With me and Ivy. And will you let us show you how much you’re a part of our world? I think we haven’t done a very good job of that. But this last week was a stark reminder that we need you.” Lachlan kissed her knuckles again.
Greer bit the inside of her cheek. Why did the ask have to be so soft? It would be so easy to say no and to walk away, to put more distance between them. But she couldn’t. Because she really did want to be here, she really did want to be a part of this family. But that was only going to work if everyone wanted her there.
She wasn’t quite sure what compelled her to say yes, but whatever it was, the word left her lips. She did need that comfort and the guidance that she wasn’t as far out of their little circle as she thought. And if Ivy and Lachlan could provide that, then she’d take it. Maybe that was what the kiss had been about earlier.
“Come on.” Lachlan stood up and pulled Greer through the living room and up the stairs toward Ivy’s bedroom. As soon as the door was shut, Lachlan started to undress. Greer couldn’t take her eyes off of her. She’d gone from the one who was so shy before to being fully confident now. “Ivy told me something the other day.”
“Oh?” Greer asked, dropping her gaze all over Lachlan’s stunning body, and sure enough, she could feel her arousal responding. She could feel the pull toward Lachlan, the desire to kiss and touch building up inside her in a way that had been long absent the last week.
“She said that you weren’t someone who would initiate. I wasn’t quite sure what she meant by that.”
Greer snorted lightly, her lips quirking to the side in a half-smile. “She’s right. I rarely initiate.”
“She said that if I wanted this to happen again, that I’d have to be the one to take the step.” Lachlan shucked her pants and stepped out of them. “So this is my initiating.”
“You’re fucking adorable,” Greer said, now fully unable to swipe the smile from her lips.
“Not hot? Not sexy? Just adorable?”
But Lachlan didn’t look offended by the compliment. Greer stepped closer, sliding her hand down Lachlan’s body from her collarbone, over her bare breast, to her hip, and to her ass. She tugged Lachlan in sharply against her.
“Do you want to be sexy?” Greer asked, deepening her tone so that it sounded a bit more like a command than anything else.
“I want you to fuck me,” Lachlan whispered, and the curse word sounded so odd to Greer’s ears coming from those beautiful and full lips.
“That’s my line,” Ivy said from the doorway. She chuckled as she turned around and made a show of locking the door. “We don’t need any uninvited guests this time, do we?”
“No, definitely not,” Lachlan responded. A flush ran through her body, the red spilling from her cheeks, down her neck and over her breasts. Lachlan’s gaze never left Ivy’s as Ivy’s didn’t leave Lachlan’s body.
Was this the first time they had…? Greer was pretty damn sure of it. And they had planned this. There was no doubt of that. They’d talked about what had happened with Lachlan, what Greer had suggested, and they’d decided it was something they wanted and they arranged for this to happen.
“Put your fingers in her, Greer. I want to see you make her come.” Ivy flicked her gaze to Greer and nodded. “Then it’s your turn.”
Greer kept her mouth shut. She kind of liked this commanding side to Ivy. It was still soft in her own way, still a bit playful in how she said it, but it was sexy as hell, and that was exactly what Greer needed right now. Some sort of distraction from everything that was happening. Putting her knee between Lachlan’s legs, Greer spread her. She held Lachlan up, still cupping her ass, but she moved her free hand down between Lachlan’s legs and felt for the warm moisture that she expected to be there.
And sure enough, Lachlan was soaking. Greer moved in swiftly and kissed Lachlan on the lips, sliding two fingers inside her at the same time. Lachlan gasped, and then she moaned. Ivy stood just over Greer’s shoulder, moving a hand down Greer’s back and around her front.
“Don’t make her wait, Greer. She’s been wanting this for a long time now.”
Greer pulsed her fingers against Lachlan, sliding her thumb against her clit in a circle. Lachlan grasped onto her, digging her fingers into Greer’s shoulders as they continued to stand upright. This wasn’t going to last very long if they had to keep this up. Ivy pulled at Greer’s belt, sliding it from the loops slowly. Greer glanced down at Ivy’s hands and then over her shoulder to Ivy’s face.
“We’ll use this another time. I still want your hands on me tonight though.”
Oh fuck. Greer could come just from those gentle commands if she thought about them long enough. She tried to split her concentration from Lachlan to Ivy, who was now sliding a hand down the front of Greer’s pants and under her underwear as she stood to Greer’s side.
“Lachlan?” Ivy asked. “Tell me what she’s doing to you.”
“Two fingers.” Lachlan gasped as Greer flicked her fingers rapidly in response. This could get fun. If Ivy was going to make Lachlan say everything, then Greer could change it up repeatedly and keep Lachlan on her toes—figuratively and literally, since she was pushing up on them now, trying to get closer.
Without another word, Ivy slid two fingers inside Greer, mimicking Lachlan’s words.
“Fuuuuck,” Greer dragged out the word. She dropped her forehead to Lachlan’s shoulder and took deep, steadying breaths. She should have anticipated that. She should have figured out that was exactly where Ivy was going with this. Ivy was playful, and she’d want to play as much in the bedroom during sex as she did outside of this room.
“Fuck, indeed,” Ivy said, flicking her tongue against the edge of Greer’s ear. “What’s she doing now, Lachlan?”
“Clit, circles.” Lachlan strained to speak.
Was she that close already? Greer kept the pacing as best as she could when Ivy added her thumb into the mix. Instead of Ivy mimicking the pattern on Greer, Greer followed Ivy’s lead and changed up what she was doing on Lachlan. She held onto Lachlan tightly, already feeling her head spin from the amount of pleasure coursing through her.
“Close,” Lachlan murmured. “So close.”
“Don’t stop,” Ivy ordered gently into Greer’s ear. “I want to see what she looks like when she comes.”
Greer closed her eyes, remembering the first time that Lachlan had come against her mouth, the way she had writhed under her, the way Ivy had that first time as well. She focused everything she had on Lachlan, on keeping the touch firm and steady. And when she heard that hitch in Lachlan’s breath, felt the bearing down of Lachlan’s body against her hand, Greer knew she was coming. It took a minute for her to feel Lachlan pulsing against her fingers, for her head to come back around, and for her to realize that she had also climaxed against Ivy’s deft fingers.
They all stepped back slightly, breathing heavily, and stared at each other in the quiet. They were really doing this. Greer almost couldn’t believe it. She should have, because she was standing right here, but the fact that she’d never believed this would actually happen and now it was? Turning fully, Greer let go of Lachlan and cupped Ivy’s cheek, pulling her firmly against Greer’s mouth in a heated kiss.
She needed more. So much more. They all did. Fervently, pushed Ivy against the mattress as she pulled frantically at her clothes to get them off. She wanted Ivy to be as naked as Lachlan. She wanted Ivy to be under Lachlan, to watch as they pleasured each other.
As soon as Ivy was naked, Greer stepped back and surveyed both of them. “Go down on her, Lachlan.”
“W-what?” Lachlan stammered.
“Go down on her. I want to watch you two.” Ivy’s lips parted slightly in surprise, but then that devilish look came right back.
Ivy sat on the edge of the bed and pulled herself closer to the center of it. She parted her legs and then played her fingers through her dark curls and folds, all the while staring at Lachlan. “Come on, sweet stuff, I need you in me.”
Lachlan’s jaw dropped. “But we haven’t… we haven’t even kissed.”
“Then you better get on that,” Greer said as she stood behind Lachlan, sliding her hands along Lachlan’s sides and against her belly and up over her breasts. “I can’t wait to watch you two.”
“But Greer…” Lachlan said, groaning when Greer pinched her nipple lightly and then played with her again. “What about you?”
“I’ll be right here the whole time.” Greer breathed in and breathed out. She could see how Lachlan would find this as a separation between them. She’d have to rectify that, make sure that Lachlan understood that she wasn’t just pulling away from them.
Stepping away from Lachlan, Greer went to Ivy’s closet as she undressed, right to where she knew the strap was. As she was going to the bathroom, Greer glanced over as Lachlan finally climbed onto it and bent down over Ivy, their mouths pressed together in a hesitant kiss before it turned hot and hungry.
“Fuck, that’s sexy,” Greer mumbled, a smile lifting the corners of her lips. She was already wanting more of what they’d just started. She wasn’t sure how she was ever going to want sex again after this, because this was so damn good.
She cleaned the dildo and immediately put the strap on, tightening it so that it fit perfectly against her. Ivy cried out, her voice echoing through the room as she arched her back. Greer knelt on the mattress behind Lachlan and started to touch her ass, play with her breasts.
“I see she’s a good student,” Greer said, looking directly at Ivy.
“So good,” Ivy said, her eyes fluttering shut. “Fuck her already.”
“I…” Greer stared down at the toy between her legs and then looked over at Lachlan. “I’m not sure she can handle one this big, and you don’t have a smaller one.”
“She can handle it.” Ivy raised a commanding eyebrow. “I promise you.”
Greer bit her lip, debating on what to do. Lachlan moved away from Ivy’s pussy and looked directly at Greer. “You did say the second time.”
“Fuck that,” Greer said with a chuckle. “Are you sure? It’s rather big.”
“Do it.” Lachlan nodded. “I want to know what it feels like to have you in me like this.”
“God, you two are so sexy,” Ivy murmured, lifting her hips back up to meet Lachlan’s face. “Now suck me and fuck her.” Ivy pointed at each of them. “I’m sick of arguing.”
“Didn’t really see this as an argument, but all right.” Greer pressed her fingers against Lachlan, gathering moisture and teasing her even more. She wanted Lachlan to be fully ready for what this was going to feel like. Because it would be different from anything she’d experienced before.
Greer slid up closer to Lachlan’s ass, and she held the dildo in her hand as she guided it inside. She moved slowly, really not wanting to hurt Lachlan at all. Lachlan groaned, and she could tell that Lachlan had stopped sucking Ivy because she stilled as Greer continued the gentle push and pull method to get the toy all the way inside her.
Ivy didn’t push for more either. She trailed her fingers through Lachlan’s hair in a soothing touch, and she waited patiently for Greer to be all the way inside her and for Lachlan to be able to come back to herself. As soon as she was there, Greer paused.
“You okay?” she asked Lachlan.
“Fantastic,” Lachlan responded, and with one deep breath, she went right back to pleasuring Ivy.
“Yes!” Ivy cried out.
Greer shook her head, bit her lip, and started a steady thrusting motion. Lachlan grunted steadily each time Greer pushed into her, but when Greer moved her hand around Lachlan’s hip and started to flick her clit with two fingers, that was when the going got really rough and fun. Lachlan was struggling to keep up, but Ivy was rutting her hips against Lachlan’s face as she climaxed, crying out loudly and grasping onto the pillow behind her head.
Lachlan was next, falling into the mattress as Greer continued to thrust against her and tease her to yet another completion. Greer calmed her breathing and slowed her heart rate before she made the one request that she really wanted to see.
“Lachlan, sit on Ivy’s face. She’s better with her mouth than I am.”
Ivy chuckled. “Lachlan would be the one to be able to determine that, not me or you.”
Greer smiled. Maybe Nathalie could too, if she’d ever allow them into her heart a little more than she already had. Or perhaps she’d just let Lachlan and Ivy in and leave Greer out in the cold. Still, that’d be better for Nathalie in the long run.
“I don’t want to crush you,” Lachlan said, straddling Ivy’s chest instead of her head.
Ivy narrowed her gaze and ran her hands up and down Lachlan’s thighs. “I’m a whole adult human being, Lachlan. You know better than I do how much it would take to actually crush me. I’ll be fine. Better than fine, actually. I’m going to love this.”
Ivy tapped Lachlan’s legs to encourage her to move up. And Greer sat on her butt, stretching her knees out and watching as Lachlan positioned herself exactly where Ivy wanted her. She didn’t sit down fully, but Greer was pretty sure that would change as soon as Ivy got her mouth on her. Greer reached between her legs and touched herself, flicking her clit in a tease as she watched with rapt attention as Ivy licked and sucked Lachlan like her life depended on it. There was nothing that woman did half-assed, was there?
Teased enough, Greer got back up on her knees and moved in between Ivy’s legs. This was what she’d wanted. She pressed the dildo against Ivy and slid in easily this time. She pushed her thighs underneath Ivy’s legs and raised her hips up, changing the angle entirely.
But Ivy didn’t falter like Lachlan had. Instead, she ramped up her game. She curled her arms around Lachlan’s thighs and pulled her down closer. Greer smiled at that. They were so good together. Very damn well near perfect together. They understood what each of them needed, but they also weren’t afraid to push for more. Greer thrust into Ivy hard and quick. She wasn’t going to leave anything behind, and she knew that Ivy could handle it.
She pressed her hand to Ivy’s clit, flicking the edge of her thumb back and forth along it. Ivy groaned against Lachlan’s pussy, sending shoots of pleasure through Greer. From this angle, the toy was hitting her perfectly. She continued to thrust, to push, to give as much pleasure as she could possibly give from this angle.
Lachlan cried out, followed shortly by Ivy. But Greer continued to thrust. She dragged out Ivy’s orgasm as she slid into her own, this one tingling all over her body and pulling her nipples tight and begging for someone to just touch her, kiss her, lick her. Greer bit her lip and closed her eyes as she tried to calm down her breathing and get her heart rate under control.
Ivy and Lachlan were against her, soothing hands against her body, touching her breasts. They worked in tandem, hands under the straps as they felt her and touched her and then eased her down onto the bed. Ivy pulled the strap away, and Greer parted her legs on instinct and stretched her legs out, pointing her toes.
Happily sated, Greer was surprised when there was a mouth against her clit. She popped her eyes open to find Lachlan there, licking and teasing and staring directly at her.
“What are you… doing?” Greer groaned the last word.
“We’re taking care of you,” Ivy answered, sliding in next to Lachlan. When Lachlan pulled back, Ivy moved in, picking up right where Lachlan had left off.
“Oh God.” Greer grunted. She reached up and found the footboard, sliding her fingers against it until she could push into it to keep herself steady. They took turn after turn on her, fingers and mouths. Greer desperately wanted to watch them, but each time they switched she’d have to work herself up again, the breaks frustrating her more than anything.
As if on cue, they both stayed. Their tongues hit Greer’s clit simultaneously. Greer’s eyes flicked open, and she pushed up onto her elbows to watch exactly what was happening. They were moving without even talking. They were tonguing each other while also tonguing her, and Greer couldn’t actually describe what this was, but fuck, it felt amazing. She stared open-mouthed as they licked her, as fingers pushed into her, as she careered over the edge, and they held her knees down so they could lick up every last drop of her.
Greer’s head was spinning. She reached down to either side of her and tried to get them to come up to her instead of continuing to taste her. Finally Ivy and Lachlan lay down along her sides, each one curling a leg over hers in a very protective stance. They brushed hands over Greer’s breasts and down her body.
“How do you feel?” Ivy asked.
Greer snorted. She couldn’t even formulate words for that. She felt used. She felt like she was floating. She felt like she could go another ten rounds.
“That good, huh?” Ivy chuckled.
Greer looked at each of them just in time to see them lean over her body to kiss, and it was such a gentle and loving kiss, unlike anything she’d seen between them that night so far. This was what they’d both wanted. The love between them manifested in reality. And this was what Greer would do for them.



twenty-four
NATHALIE
Lachlan walked into Nathalie’s room at the hospital and immediately put on her cross face and pursed her lips as she stared Nathalie down.
“What did I do now?” Nathalie asked, her stomach sinking. She hadn’t seen anyone in twenty-four hours nearly, and she hadn’t talked to anyone—not really—so what could she have done to piss someone off?
“Well, at least you’re on the defensive. That’s one thing going for you right now.” Lachlan didn’t bother with the visitor chair. She sat on the edge of the bed. “First, how are you?”
Nathalie groaned, not likely that Lachlan was avoiding the question, but she should have figured that check-ins would come first. “Ready to be out of here.”
“You were ready not to come in the first place. I see they’ve still got you hooked up to fluids.”
Nathalie frowned and lifted her arm. “They are keeping the nausea at bay, so that’s a bonus.”
“You do look perkier.” Lachlan grinned brightly at her own joke. “And the baby?”
“Fine so far.” Nathalie moved her hand over her belly protectively. It wouldn’t be long now until she could feel the baby moving inside her and then it would feel more real. Wouldn’t it? Except the last time she’d lost a baby, she’d been six months. They’d tried everything to keep her pregnant that time, and she’d sworn it was the last. So when she’d approached Lachlan six months ago saying she wanted to try one more time, they both went into this cautiously. “It’s hard to believe I’m out of the first trimester.”
Lachlan raised her eyebrows at her. “And… does it feel like this one is sticking?”
“No.” Nathalie shook her head. “It doesn’t.” Just that thought alone could bring her to tears, but she held them back. Tears wouldn’t do her any good right now. “How’s Alaric?”
“He’s good. It took him awhile to calm down last night, but Ivy lay with him until he fell asleep.” Lachlan’s cheeks turned a beautiful rosy color. It made her look more full of life. “Greer took him to school today, but he really didn’t want to go.”
“I’ll ask her to bring him by when he’s out of school.” Nathalie frowned and glanced at the clock. “Which, aren’t you supposed to be at the practice?”
“Yes, but I pushed back my first few appointments to see you this morning. You’re more important than work, and people are starting to ask questions about why you’re out.”
Nathalie groaned. She hated when people pried into her personal life. She wanted to keep as much of herself private as possible, especially when it came to work. “Are you telling them it’s the flu?”
“Well, you did have the flu.” Lachlan patted Nathalie’s leg through the blanket. “Which is probably what put you in the situation you’re in now.”
Nathalie agreed with her, but she didn’t want to say that out loud. She didn’t need anyone else to say I told you so when this situation was coming up. Maybe in ten years they could talk about it, but not now. Not when it was so close and she was still handcuffed to this bed by her IV. Nathalie grabbed Lachlan’s hand and gave her a light squeeze before letting go.
“What did I do this time?” Nathalie asked.
Lachlan cocked her head to the side, her lips quirking upward. “Greer.”
Nathalie sighed heavily. Greer seemed to be all they wanted to talk about lately, and it was starting to grate on her nerves. There was more to life than the pretty nanny they’d hired to watch their kids. Nathalie leaned into the pillow and prepared herself for the scolding that was to come.
“But we’ll get to Greer in a minute, because without her, you wouldn’t be here and that’s what we really need to talk about.”
“What?” Nathalie frowned, trying to keep up with the twenty directions that Lachlan was taking.
“You in the hospital again. We can’t go through this, Nathalie. We need you. You center us and hold us together, and when you’re out of commission…” Lachlan stopped, and she swallowed. That rosy color vanished and was replaced with a pale sort of fear that Nathalie hated seeing on her friend. “When you’re out of commission, it throws everyone for a loop. And Alaric—he’s so worried that you’re going to die, Nathalie. You can’t do this to him again.”
“I told you this was the last time I was going to try.”
“I’m not just talking about being pregnant!” Lachlan’s voice rose sharply. “I’m talking about not taking care of yourself. About pushing your body to the brink of breaking because you won’t listen to someone—namely Greer. When she says enough is enough it’s time for the big guns. Come on, Nathalie, you’re not stupid. So stop acting like you are. Stop acting like you’re the only one who cares about you.”
Nathalie’s heart skipped a beat. “I-I didn’t realize I was doing that.”
“You are. What you do or don’t do affects us. Don’t you get that? It’s not just about covering your patients at the practice, it’s about home. It’s about our little family that we’ve created between you, me, and Ivy, and the fact that our kids are growing up together. But that means you have to be there to witness it. You need to be around to watch Alaric grow up and graduate and fall in love and get his heart broken. I’m sick and tired of you thinking that you can do this all on your own.”
Lachlan’s nostrils flared in her anger. Nathalie was so taken aback. She honestly couldn’t remember the last time that Lachlan had spoken to her like this—if it had ever happened. Her heart was racing, and she reached for Lachlan’s hand, curling her fingers around Lachlan’s palm and holding tightly onto her.
“I’m so sorry.”
“You better be,” Lachlan added, huffing a breath. “Because I can’t keep doing this with you. I can’t keep going in circles and thinking that you’re with us one minute and then you’re not the next. It hurts too damn much.”
“Lachlan…” Nathalie’s lips parted, but she wasn’t sure what she wanted to say. “This really means a lot to you.”
“You mean a lot to me.”
“We’ve known each other a long time,” Nathalie said, squeezing Lachlan’s hand again and then pulling back, but Lachlan reached in and snagged her hand back.
Lachlan stared down at their joined hands, rubbing her lips together. The silence was so loud. Nathalie wasn’t sure that she’d ever heard it quite this loud before, but everything was overloading her senses while she waited for Lachlan to say what she so clearly wanted to say.
“Lachlan, what is it?” Nathalie asked, keeping her tone soft. “Because I’m not going to die.”
“No, you’re not.” Lachlan’s lips turned up at that. “At least not right now. Eventually we’ll all die, and I would be sad if you did without knowing…”
Nathalie waited for Lachlan to finish that thought, but she didn’t. Leaning forward, Nathalie tilted Lachlan’s chin up so that their eyes could meet. In those browns, Nathalie saw everything she hadn’t wanted to see before, and it pained her. It wasn’t just the fact that Nathalie was so sick, but it was all the pain that came with watching her go through this time and time again, the more she tried and the more she failed.
“I’m so sorry I tried one more time.”
“I’m not,” Lachlan smiled at her. “Right now, you’ve got a baby growing in you, and that’s exactly what we wanted, wasn’t it? It’s what we worked so hard for.”
Nathalie nodded. “Yeah, we did. Fucking needles.”
Lachlan snorted a laugh, her eyes teary as she looked back down at their joined hands. Lachlan had been there with her every step of the way, jabbing her with the needles when she really didn’t want them, keeping her on a schedule with the injections so they could pull her eggs, everything so that she might have a chance at having the family she wanted—Alaric and at least one other baby.
Nathalie had never truly appreciated how much Lachlan had done for her before now, not with that. And with everything else, with watching Alaric when she was throwing up and so sick from the medications and from the pregnancies that ended in miscarriage, in taking over her load at work to cover her ass when she needed to.
“I’ve been a shit friend,” Nathalie said, frowning. “I’m so sorry about that.”
“Is that three apologies in less than an hour? Who are you and what have you done with my Nathalie?”
God, she loved the way Lachlan said that. My Nathalie. Like she had some sort of ownership over who Nathalie was and who she was becoming. And Nathalie wanted her to have that access, wanted her to have a role in her life that no one else did. She’d always wanted that, and she’d always pushed for their friendship to persevere no matter what they went through in life.
“I love when you say that,” Nathalie murmured, leaning back into the pillows and closing her eyes. This felt good. It felt right and wholesome in ways she had been missing lately.
“I love you.”
“I love you, too,” Nathalie responded.
“No, Nathalie.” Lachlan’s voice was so soft but also so commanding. Nathalie opened her eyes and looked directly at her best friend, confused. “I think I’m in love with you.”
“Oh.” Nathalie breathed the word out, her heart hammering. Her cheeks heated and she shifted to sit up even more in the bed so she could give Lachlan her full attention. She shook her head, still confused. “But Greer⁠—”
“We’re not talking about Greer right now, remember?” Lachlan raised an eyebrow at her and squeezed her fingers as if to make a point. “We’re talking about you and me, or rather me in relation to you.” Lachlan winced. “This isn’t exactly how I wanted to tell you.”
“You wanted to tell me?” Nathalie’s brows drew together. “Why?”
“Because I’m tired of keeping it to myself, and because you need to know that there are people in this world who love you.” Lachlan shifted on the bed, no doubt uncomfortable with the conversation and the fact that Nathalie hadn’t said anything reciprocating the feelings. But she really didn’t know what to say now. Because she loved Lachlan, like a friend. But she’d never thought about or explored if it could be more than that.
They’d always had a close friendship, and sometimes when they were in medical school people would question, or ask them if they were in a relationship, but when Lachlan had met Baylor, that had pretty much ended any of those discussions.
“When did you realize you weren’t straight?” Nathalie asked, starting there. Not that she really needed the full story, but she was curious, and it was a place to start without talking about her own feelings.
“I think I’ve always known, but you know how religious my parents are. It was never an option when I was younger.”
Nathalie hummed her understanding. In the apartment they’d shared, it had been quite a shock for Lachlan living with Nathalie. It was partly why when they were both working and could afford it, they chose not to live together, even if they always lived near each other.
“I think I figured it out after the twins were born, like good and truly admitted it to myself then.” Lachlan’s cheeks flushed. “And being with Greer helped solidify those understandings.”
“But you don’t love her?”
Lachlan shook her head again. “We’re not talking about Greer, remember?”
“You’re the one who brought her up.”
“Context, Nathalie. Context.”
Nathalie huffed, but she conceded. There was something about Greer that had captivated all of them. She wouldn’t lie to herself anymore and say that she wasn’t also attracted to Greer, but she still wasn’t ready to break down the boundary she’d put in place between them.
“I’m not sure what to do with this,” Nathalie confessed, her voice wobbling. “You’re my best friend, both you and Ivy.”
Lachlan’s cheeks pinked again. “Yeah, we are. But I’m not sure that this has to change anything really. It might make some things more intense for a while, but I think ultimately, it’ll all work itself out.”
“You have way more confidence in that than I do.”
“Do you trust me?” Lachlan asked.
Nathalie answered without hesitating. “Yes. Always.”
“Then trust me.” Lachlan moved in swiftly, pulling Nathalie to her and pressing their lips together.
The kiss wasn’t deep. It wasn’t erotic. Lachlan wasn’t meaning to make a sexual point with this. Nathalie parted her lips, her heart beating wildly, and she held the back of Lachlan’s head and kept her mouth in place as they breathed the same air for a few seconds.
“Lachlan…” Nathalie really needed to figure out how to say words again, because every thought she’d had just went right out the window. She didn’t stop herself as she leaned back in and kissed Lachlan, this time with a little more enthusiasm than before. She dashed her tongue out to meet Lachlan’s quickly before pulling back and smiling. “You should get to work. We have patients waiting.”
“Yeah, we do.” Lachlan grinned, her entire face lighting up. “We’ll talk more when you’re home, okay? When you’ve had some time to process. I know it takes you a while to do that.”
Nathalie chuckled, but her lips curled upward in response. “Sounds like a good plan, Dr. Norris.”
Lachlan shot her a sharp look. “I wouldn’t go calling me that now. It could lead to dangerous problems when you start to date patients. Don’t you know that?”
“Date? I didn’t realize you were that serious, Dr. Norris. I thought you just wanted me to bend over your knee for a shot in my ass.”
Lachlan barked out a laugh. “Next time I have to give you a shot in your ass, you better be thinking that same thing.”
“Oh God, get to work, Lachlan. I’ll be home soon. I promise.”
“And you don’t break promises.”
“No, I don’t.”



twenty-five
GREER
“We’re home!” Lachlan called from the garage doorway.
The kids screamed and ran for them while Greer stayed behind and cleared the table after a very messy dinner with all of the kids, but she didn’t mind. Lachlan had been at the hospital, springing Nathalie and bringing her home, and Ivy was at a late-night appointment with her lawyer to avoid missing any more work.
It meant Nathalie’s house was alive with the sound of kids who were full of anticipation and excitement to see Nathalie after such a long time away. The only one they’d allowed to visit her at the hospital had been Alaric, and everyone had made sure to keep those visits as short as possible.
But it was amazing to see everyone taking care of everything while Nathalie was out of commission. Greer hadn’t been back to the hospital since she’d left Nathalie there, so seeing her now was making her nervous. They hadn’t finished their conversation yet, and the tension between them had only increased. They’d talked, sure, because of Alaric, but that was it.
Greer had made sure to keep everything as professional as possible. She didn’t know what else to do, but the week with Lachlan and Ivy alone had been amazing. She felt so close to them in ways she was fairly certain wouldn’t have happened if Nathalie was around.
So just adding in that fourth very loud and demanding and controlling and uncompassionate voice was going to throw everything they’d built in the last week off-kilter. Greer wasn’t ready for this. Yes, she wanted Nathalie home and healthy, but the little oasis they’d managed to build for the last five days had been blissful, calm, and exactly what Greer had needed.
Lachlan stood close to Nathalie as they came through the door, but Nathalie was walking on her own, and her color looked amazing compared to before. She really had done well at resting while she’d been hospitalized. Alaric was pinned to her side, holding onto her hip and side as she walked.
He had missed her so much. Nothing had been quite the same, especially since he’d been staying the week at Ivy’s instead of in the house with Greer. Greer stayed silent and continued to clean up in the kitchen. Lachlan immediately came over as Nathalie sat down at the kitchen table.
“Here, I’ll help.”
“You don’t have to,” Greer answered.
“I want to.” Lachlan smiled at her. “Besides, it’ll give Nathalie some time with the kids before I make her go upstairs and rest even more.”
Greer chuckled lightly and whispered, “You think she’ll listen to you?”
“I’ll make her.” Lachlan winked and then started in on the dishes.
That left Greer with cleaning up the kitchen counters and the table. She definitely wanted to avoid getting any closer to Nathalie, so she started with the counters and took her sweet time. She glanced over at Nathalie several times, their eyes locking, but she immediately looked away.
Greer finished the counters, rewet the sponge, and immediately started toward the kitchen table. To hell with it. She wasn’t going to tiptoe around the house for forever, so she needed to get over whatever was between her and Nathalie. Which was nothing. Because Nathalie would never allow anything to happen between them.
Leaning over the large kitchen table, Greer started scrubbing on the side opposite Nathalie. She moved around the kids who were still underfoot and ended up right in front of Nathalie. Her heart hammered hard, but she bit her cheek to keep herself from chickening out and started to pull away and stand up.
Nathalie shot her hand out and grasped onto Greer’s wrist. “Will you help me upstairs?”
“Me?” Greer’s eyebrows shot into her hairline. “Lachlan can⁠—”
“You,” Nathalie confirmed. But she didn’t add anything. Would this be a firing? Would be it be a talking to? An apology? A thank you? Greer had no idea. And she wasn’t even sure if it’d be anything in the end anyway.
Greer looked over her shoulder at Lachlan, who was eyeing both of them carefully. “Really, Lachlan can⁠—”
“Greer…” Nathalie sighed. “Help me upstairs.”
This time it wasn’t a question, but a simple and exhausted request. Greer straightened her back and pulled her hand from Nathalie’s grasp. She nodded. “Yeah. Sure.”
She hated that she’d agreed to do this, but there was something in the soft way that Nathalie was asking that seemed almost like she was begging. Greer deposited the sponge in the sink and then went back to Nathalie to help her stand up. She might be looking better, but she was still frail and weak. Greer was going to have to remember that for at least the next week while Nathalie took even more time off work to recover.
Greer let Nathalie walk ahead of her, staying two steps below her as they went up the stairs. Once they were in her newly cleaned and sanitized room thanks to Ivy, Greer settled her into the bed and then went to walk away.
“Stay a minute,” Nathalie said.
Greer straightened her shoulders, a tension like a string pulling them from the center just waiting to be snapped or cut in half so she could fall to the ground in a mess. “Was there something else you needed?”
“I need you to stop being so cold to me.”
Greer tried to hold back whatever face she was making, but she didn’t quite manage it. Her head canted to the side and her lips pursed. “I’m not being cold.”
Nathalie frowned. “Could have fooled me.”
“Fine.” Greer wrinkled her nose. “I’ll work on it.”
“Sit down, please.” Nathalie gestured to the edge of the bed.
Greer hesitated, though. Sitting there seemed a bit too intimate. It didn’t matter that they’d slept in the same bed that first night Nathalie had been sick because Greer had been so worried about her, this was way more intimate than that. And Greer wasn’t willing to put herself in that position.
“Or stand,” Nathalie responded. “I started to apologize the other week, and I’m not sure I quite finished. I don’t really remember, honestly.”
Greer clenched her jaw tightly, but she said nothing.
“I’m sorry for my recent behavior.” Nathalie pushed back into the pillows, but she kept her gaze on Greer, eyeing her in a way that meant she was serious. Greer sighed, her shoulders relaxing slightly, and she moved to sit on the edge of the bed like Nathalie originally wanted. “I was a bit of a bully after I found you and Lachlan…together.” Nathalie’s cheeks pinked slightly.
But why was she blushing?
Greer still kept her mouth shut, wanting Nathalie to fully have the floor to say what she needed to say. She stayed right where she was, ears attuned to whatever was happening downstairs with all five kids and Lachlan. She didn’t want to leave Lachlan down there alone for too long.
“I was surprised, not just by finding you but by the fact that it was with Lachlan. I figured Ivy, but not Lachlan.”
“Ivy?” Greer raised an eyebrow at that.
“Because you’re both lesbians.” Nathalie waved her hands uselessly in front of her. “And Ivy’s more likely to jump in bed with someone than Lachlan is.”
Greer chuckled, nodding to that. She had no doubts, but Lachlan had been the one to approach her.
“But I was also upset because I care about them.” Nathalie pulled her lip tight into her mouth. “And because I care about you…in a way.”
“In a way,” Greer repeated, her voice dropping at the end. She nearly couldn’t believe this. And she had to put a stop to it. She didn’t want false statements or even ones that distorted the truth just to try and make her feel better. “Stop, Nathalie. I don’t need to hear platitudes or lies to make me feel better.”
Nathalie narrowed her gaze. “It’s not a lie.”
Greer nodded. “All right then. I’m going to head down and get Alaric ready for bed.”
“Lachlan can do that.” Nathalie snagged Greer’s hand again. “I needed to not just apologize to you, whether you accept that or not, but I also needed to thank you.”
That made Greer pause. She really just wanted to escape and to get out of this situation entirely. It was uncomfortable.
“I needed to go to the hospital, and you made me go despite the fact that I was refusing.” Nathalie nodded. “So thank you for looking after me.”
“You’re welcome,” Greer said. “Can I go now?”
Nathalie paled. “Yeah.”
Greer nodded sharply and left the room. She shut the door behind her and breathed relief as soon as the fresh air from the hallway reached her lungs. She hadn’t wanted it to be any more awkward than it was, but it was impossible. If she didn’t figure this out with Nathalie, then she wasn’t entirely sure that she could continue working there. Still, these things took time, and because Nathalie had been gone for so long, rectifying the situation had been put on hold—which probably only made it worse in the long run.
Leaving Lachlan to take care of the kids, Greer went to her bedroom. She curled up around her pillow and turned on her laptop so that she could watch television mindlessly. She’d lost track of time, so when there was a knock on her door, she was startled by it.
“Come in,” Greer said.
Lachlan popped her head through the door, a forever smile on her lips. “Hey.”
“Hey,” Greer smiled at her. She was coming to love these soft moments with Lachlan. “Is Alaric asleep or do I need to put him down?”
Lachlan frowned. “It’s after eleven.”
“Is it really?” Greer touched the trackpad on her computer to check the time. Sure enough, Lachlan was right.
“Yeah. I told Nathalie I was staying here tonight in case she needs something.” Lachlan walked toward the bed. “Mind if I stay in here?”
Greer looked Lachlan over from head to toe and then back up again. “Sure.” She shifted herself on the bed to give more room so that Lachlan could slide under the blankets with her. She moved the laptop to the nightstand and closed the lid so that it wouldn’t be a distraction. “Is everything okay?” Greer asked.
“I feel like I should be asking you that question.” Lachlan smiled at her, turning on her side and cupping the side of Greer’s face. “You seem distant.”
Greer tried to smile, but she knew it didn’t reach her eyes. “I guess I am.”
“Because of Nathalie?”
“Yeah,” Greer answered. She glanced down at the necklace that Lachlan was wearing and started to play with it gently. “I don’t know what to say to her.”
“Did she apologize?”
Greer snorted lightly. “She did, again. But something about it—I don’t know—it doesn’t seem genuine.”
“It is, I promise.” Lachlan moved in and pressed her lips against Greer’s. “She cares about you.”
“Doesn’t seem that way,” Greer mumbled, curling into Lachlan’s body. It had been so nice that night not to be the one in charge of taking care of Nathalie, and not the one who was running around after the kids. The last three weeks had taken a toll on her, and it wasn’t until right now that she realized it. She still needed to start studying for her midterms before they hit her out of the blue, and she’d barely had time to get her homework in on time lately.
“She does,” Lachlan repeated. “And so do Ivy and I. We don’t ever want you to feel like you’re not part of us.”
Except Greer did feel like that, and that was the hardest part to admit. She desperately wanted to be included in everything that they were working to create together, but at every turn she felt pushed away and kept apart. Ivy and Lachlan might be on board with it, but Nathalie wasn’t. And unless everyone agreed and was open to the conversation, it would never work out.
But she didn’t say any of that. She didn’t want to shatter Lachlan’s illusion and end it all with the way it had been going so far. And part of her still wanted to live into that oasis they’d worked at creating. The place where she was wanted, not just for what she could do for them but because of who she was. That was all Greer had ever wanted—to be accepted for who she was by people who cared deeply for her and wanted her around.
Nathalie wasn’t that.
Greer moved in and kissed Lachlan quickly. She could distract herself with sex far more easily than she could with thinking about something else. And she had a feeling that Lachlan would be a willing participant. Deepening the embrace, Greer rolled on top of Lachlan and continued to kiss her while she slid her hand down Lachlan’s chest and over her breast.
“Want to have some fun tonight?” Greer asked.
Lachlan looked up at her with wide, curious eyes before she lovingly smiled back. “Whatever you need.”
Ignoring the sentiment in the comment, Greer pressed their mouths together again. This would be the perfect distraction—exactly what they both needed.



twenty-six
LACHLAN
“The practice is falling apart.” Baylor didn’t even stutter over the accusation.
It was all exhausting. Lachlan tried to lift her head up high and say she could do it all, but it was wearing on her, especially with Nathalie being out of the office for so long in an unplanned way. She’d spent more hours at work in the last two weeks than she had in the last year—at least it felt like that. She just wanted to come home, make herself a glass of wine, and maybe take a bath to relax her weary muscles.
Instead, she was face-to-face with her ex-husband, who had stayed at her house when picking up the girls in order to ambush her with this when she showed up. Lachlan took a steadying breath, gathered whatever energy she had left for the insanity she was about to face, and planted herself right in the middle of it.
“It’s not falling apart.” Lachlan bit her cheek at that. He didn’t even know the half of what was going on right now. Abagail hadn’t even shown up because she really wanted to be there when Nathalie was in the office to observe her as well, but that would only add fuel to this fire for sure.
“Where’s Nathalie?”
“She’ll be back on Monday.” Lachlan ran her fingers through her hair and smoothed her jacket over her sides. “And she’ll be back full time the following Monday.”
“Three weeks without her!” Baylor shook his head wildly. “Because of the flu.”
It wasn’t just because of the flu, but Lachlan wasn’t about to tell him that. And if he wasn’t being such a bull-headed idiot right now, he would know that. He’d been around for before. Then again, sometimes compassion wasn’t always his best feature—mainly because he didn’t have very much.
“Yes, three weeks without her at full time. Two weeks without her at all. She’ll be back to catch up on charting and prepare her patients for her return. This is part of what working at a practice is. We all shift our schedules to help each other out.” Lachlan decided she didn’t want to wait anymore.
She went to the fridge and pulled out the open bottle of white wine she’d left in there sometime last week—she couldn’t even remember—maybe it was two weeks ago now? She eyed the bottle, decided to hell with it, and found a glass.
“Is there anything else you’d like to complain about?”
“You need to sell me Ivy’s shares. You need someone else to help you when shit goes south like this.” He pointed directly at her as she sipped her wine.
Lachlan shook her head. “No.”
“Someone needs to be managing all the staff, all the turnover we’ve had recently, all the complaints against Nathalie. Someone needs to be doing something other than putting Band-Aids on where holes don’t exist.”
Lachlan narrowed her gaze at him. “What complaints about Nathalie?”
Baylor stilled. “She’s had complaints. We all get complaints.”
“Yes, but which ones are you referring to?” Lachlan set her wine glass down. “Because those are confidential, and if you know what’s in them, then we have a whole other discussion right now.”
“I don’t know what’s in them.” Baylor threw his hands up in the air. “But I know there’s complaints. There’s been a lot of gossip going around that Nathalie isn’t actually sick, that she’s been put on some sort of leave while she gets these complaints sorted out and while legal figures it all out.”
“Who’s behind those rumors?” Lachlan went back to drinking her wine as calmly as she possibly could.
Baylor shook his head. “I’ve heard it from a couple nurses, and one of the receptionists.”
Lachlan hummed and rolled her eyes. That was something else to add to Abagail’s list of things to investigate, and they should probably have her come in toward the end of next week. Lachlan would make that call tomorrow when she had some brain power and maybe some time—though she doubted she’d have the latter.
“We’re not selling Ivy’s shares. The goal was to never have anyone else be a part of owning the practice other than the three of us. Ivy wanted out, so we bought what she owned from her. There’s nothing else to it.” Lachlan finished her glass of wine and poured herself a refill. Her gurgling stomach reminded her that she’d skipped lunch that day and probably hadn’t eaten enough breakfast to make it worthwhile. She really needed some food in her belly if she was going to stay sober.
“You’re making a mistake,” Baylor lowered his voice and moved in closer to stand next to her. “I can help you if I’m a partner in this practice. I can help figure out what’s going on and keep everything on track. I’m good at managing those things, you know that.” He put his hand on Lachlan’s upper arm and rubbed up and down.
She glowered at the touch and pulled away. “No, and don’t touch me like that, Baylor. We’re not married anymore, and that is the exact reason why Nathalie and I will never sell to you.”
Baylor put his hands up like he was under arrest, but he stepped away from her. She’d never feared that he would actually do something that he shouldn’t, but she did worry that he often didn’t realize there were new boundaries and rules in place since their divorce. Like staying at her house until she got home was unacceptable. What if she’d had a date? Or what if she’d gone directly to Nathalie’s like she’d debated on doing?
“I’m going to add one more rule to your list tonight, and then this conversation is over.”
Baylor frowned at her. “Who are you and what have you done to my wife?”
“Your wife that you divorced when she wasn’t giving you what you wanted? She got a backbone. You’re welcome to pick up the girls at my house, and you’re welcome to drop them off here in the mornings. Other than that, if I’m not here or Greer isn’t here, then I don’t want you in my house. This is my space. Not yours.” And she’d gotten it in the divorce easily. The last thing Baylor had wanted was to live next to Nathalie and Ivy.
“Fine. Fine.” He stepped away from her. “But think about selling to me.”
“We’ve thought about it. And we reject your lack of an official offer.” Lachlan put her hands on her hips and glared at him. “Now get the girls and go home to your new wife—fiancée—girlfriend… whatever she is.”
“Fiancée.”
Lachlan raised her eyebrows at him with a look telling him that she really didn’t give a rip who that woman was to him. She said nothing else as she sipped her second glass of wine, said goodbye to her girls, and then watched them leave through the kitchen window.
God, that man could be infuriating sometimes. But at least he was respectful, mostly, and not a complete tool like Penny. Divorcing him had been simple enough, and they’d managed to get it done in six months.
Knocking back the rest of her wine, Lachlan grabbed a small snack from the fridge, ate it, and then headed straight for Nathalie’s. She needed to unload, and Nathalie was the obvious choice. Also, the quiet of her house after the girls had left was nearly too much for her to manage on her own. She always needed a few hours to ease into it.
She kept telling herself that she’d get used to it someday, but someday hadn’t come yet.
Not bothering to knock, Lachlan let herself in through the garage door and toed off her shoes as soon as she went inside. She smiled at Greer, hugged Alaric, and then asked, “Where is she today?”
“Couch.” Greer nodded toward the living room. “She’s been coming downstairs more these last few days.”
“That’s good.” Lachlan walked directly into the living room and plopped herself down onto the couch next to Nathalie. “My ex-husband is a jerk.”
“Well, that’s quite a greeting,” Nathalie said, muting the television. “Do you see why I never got married now?”
Lachlan harrumphed and shook her head. “No, because there were good things about it.”
“You can name them later. Right now, I think we’re harping on exes.”
“We are.” Lachlan leaned back into the couch. “Do you need me to put Alaric to bed first?”
“Do you need Alaric in bed first?” Nathalie answered the question with a question of her own.
Lachlan mulled that one over for a minute. “Probably.”
Nathalie glanced at her watch. “He’s got thirty minutes to bedtime. Can your complaints wait that long?”
“Yes, they can.” Lachlan rested her head on Nathalie’s shoulder and closed her eyes. “Just wake me up when it’s time.” Maybe by then some of the anger would have dissipated a little too. That’d help her out in the long run, wouldn’t it?
Lachlan wasn’t sure how long it had been, but when Nathalie shook her awake, Lachlan wasn’t resting on her shoulder anymore. “Hey, I wasn’t sure if you still wanted to talk or if you just wanted to sleep.”
Lachlan brushed her fingers over her eyes and narrowed her gaze. The house was decidedly darker than it had been before, most of the lights turned off. “What time is it?”
“A little after ten.”
“You let me sleep for hours, Nathalie.” Lachlan groaned, pushing herself to sit up. “I told you thirty minutes.”
“You crashed pretty hard. I did try to wake you. Even Greer tried. We both gave up.” Nathalie smiled down at her. “Want me to make you a drink?”
Lachlan shook her head, still wiping the sleep from her eyes. She hadn’t realized just how exhausted she was lately, and she knew it was all from the stress of everything happening at once. “No, just give me a minute to get my brain working again.”
Nathalie smiled at her and slid down onto the couch to sit next to her. “I’m glad I’ll be back next week. It’s too much for you to take on.”
There was no disagreeing with that fact. It was a struggle when emergencies came up for them to cover all the bases. Planned absences were one thing, but unplanned were another entirely. “Baylor is pushing for us to sell again.”
“I told you no.”
“That’s what I told him.” Lachlan looked directly at Nathalie. “I don’t exactly want to sell to him either, though I do think it might be a viable option to get Penny off our backs, but the problem is that we might just be going with the lesser of two evils.”
“Exactly.” Nathalie frowned. “Is he harassing you about it?”
Lachlan moved her head back and forth slightly. “Not in so many words.”
“He keeps bringing it up, though.” Nathalie sat down heavily and took Lachlan’s hand in hers. “Even when you tell him no. Typical male bullshit, if you ask me.”
Again, Lachlan couldn’t disagree there. Baylor was far more in the patriarchal mindset than any of them had ever been. “I need you back at work on Monday.”
“I’ll be there. I promise.” Nathalie smiled at her, genuinely smiled, and it was so beautiful to see. “I need to get back. Being cooped up in this house is driving me crazy.”
Laughing lightly, Lachlan took Nathalie’s hand and squeezed her fingers. “Good, because as much as I can hold down the fort, we’re fighting a lot of battles right now. I need you.”
Nathalie lifted Lachlan’s hand, kissing the back of it. Lachlan’s heart stuttered, skipping a few beats before she finally came down to earth. She hadn’t wanted to bring it up, or to ask Nathalie if she’d thought about it more, because she was scared of what the answer would be. That this was all a mistake, that the kiss at the hospital had been a mistake, that they couldn’t go down this road, not at a time like this and that⁠—
“Stop coming up with excuses, Lachlan.” Nathalie’s voice was so soft and controlled, but firm in the sense that she knew exactly what Lachlan had been fearing.
“You haven’t mentioned anything…” Lachlan faced Nathalie, needing to see her physical reactions to what they were talking about.
Nathalie shook her head. “I was thinking, and to be honest, I was feeling—which is something we all know I don’t like to do.”
Lachlan smiled at her. That was absolutely true. Nathalie would avoid emotions any day of the week if she could.
“And I have come up with one thought through all of this, and it’s something I don’t think I ever doubted,” Nathalie continued.
“What’s that?” Lachlan asked.
“I do love you.”
“But?” There sounded like there was a but there, some kind of pause to whatever was going on, the halt that Lachlan had been waiting for.
“No buts,” Nathalie whispered, sliding in closer. “None at all.” She pressed their lips together softly.
Lachlan breathed in deeply, her eyes fluttering shut as Nathalie’s mouth touched hers. She moaned and reached up to pull Nathalie in closer, intensifying the embrace. Lachlan’s heart raced with happiness, threatening to beat right out of her chest. She held Nathalie close, threading her fingers into Nathalie’s hair and sliding her tongue along Nathalie’s.
Oh God, this was so much better than the first time. Lachlan’s body heated instantly, wanting more and more touch, to know what Nathalie would do next, to see where Nathalie would kiss her again and again. Lachlan leaned backward on the couch, pulling Nathalie down on top of her and not breaking the kiss for a second.
She cradled Nathalie with her legs, sliding her hands up and down Nathalie’s back and sides, over her breasts to test the waters. Nathalie sighed each time Lachlan touched her, her breathing picking up as she broke the kiss.
“As much as I would love to continue this in my bedroom, Lachlan, I’m not cleared for sex yet.”
Lachlan sighed. She knew that. She wasn’t an idiot, and Nathalie was still on light bed rest for a few more weeks, but still, Lachlan wanted so much more. She slowed her touches, though, not intending to incite arousal but simply to comfort and feel and be in this moment. She could stay here all night if Nathalie would let her. She knew Nathalie wouldn’t, but at least they could spend some time together like this, lips locked, bodies intertwined, and pure love flowing between them.



twenty-seven
GREER
“I’d like to talk to you, if you have a minute.” Nathalie sat down at the kitchen table and looked Greer over.
Greer’s stomach sank. How many of these talks were they supposed to have? Because she was getting really tired of them. Perhaps this was Nathalie’s way of trying to remedy the problems that she’d caused with her bullying, but Greer wasn’t sure that she was ready to hear any of it. Not yet at least. She was still struggling to keep herself from hiding away in her room after everything.
“Sure.” Greer finished with the dishes from the lunch she’d made and sat down next to Nathalie. It was one of the very rare times that Baylor had the twins and Penny had the boys and Alaric was at a birthday party…which meant it was just the two of them in the house, alone, and Greer had nowhere to escape to.
“I’m going back to work tomorrow, light duty for this first week to make sure that my body behaves.”
“Okay.” Greer wasn’t exactly sure why Nathalie was telling her this. It wasn’t information she hadn’t figured out already, even though Nathalie hadn’t directly told her. “I can go back to the routine that we had in place before with Alaric.”
“Right, Alaric.” Nathalie bit her lip and stared at the top of the table instead of at Greer. That was odd. Nathalie was always a direct person, and she’d never hedged when telling Greer off before. “Alaric wasn’t wrong to be scared before.”
“All right?” Greer still wasn’t sure where Nathalie was going with this conversation.
“I’m pregnant, Greer.” Nathalie looked at her directly. “And it wasn’t just the flu that hospitalized me, it was complications from the flu and pregnancy.”
“Nathalie…” Greer trailed off on her name, not sure what else to say. Her heart broke with compassion and also added a whole new layer of fear.
“When I told you about the surgery I had last year, it was because I’d lost my last baby at six months, and I went into shock, lost a lot of blood, and very nearly didn’t make it through those first two nights.”
“Jesus.” Greer’s head was spinning. What kind of secrets had Nathalie been keeping? What else was she holding back on?
“I promised Alaric that I wouldn’t try for another baby, but I did. He doesn’t know that I’m pregnant, but Ivy and Lachlan do—they’re the only ones—and I’d like to keep it that way for a little longer.”
Nathalie paused, the air in the room tense but also cleansing. Greer hadn’t realized just how much the withholding of the information was affecting her, but now she was being brought into the conversation and she had no clue why. This, for her at least, was out of the blue.
“Why are you telling me now?” Greer crossed her arms defensively. She didn’t want to come off as a jerk, but Nathalie had very specifically kept her out of the information before now, going to the extremes of booting her out of the hospital room multiple times to keep it from her. This change wasn’t going to go without an explanation.
“Because I need you to know. We need you to know,” Nathalie corrected. “And I need to stop keeping it from you.”
“But why? I don’t understand. You don’t have to tell me, it’s not my information to keep.”
“Because you deserve to know,” Nathalie tried again.
But Greer wasn’t going to have it. She didn’t deserve any kind of information. Nathalie was just her employer, nothing more. And she had made it abundantly clear in the last few months that she wanted nothing beyond a simple boss-employee relationship between them.
“I want you to know,” Nathalie corrected with a frown. “I want you to be able to share in this.”
Greer again wasn’t sure how she felt about that. The change in direction from Nathalie seemed quite stark and this was obviously calculated. Nathalie had come in here, specifically now when they were alone, to talk about this.
“I’m really not following as to why you’re telling me now, but all right. We’ll need to renegotiate my contract for when the baby is born. When are you due?”
Nathalie’s lips parted, but she shut them quickly, her lips pressing into a thin line. Had she not expected Greer to go that route? Did she want praise and congratulations and excitement? Because Nathalie didn’t seem like someone who thrived off those things.
“We can talk about that later.” Nathalie looked out the window and frowned. “It doesn’t need to be discussed for a while.”
“Right. So are we done here?”
“No.” Nathalie turned back to her. “No, we’re not. I know that I’m the cause of what’s come between us, and I’m so very sorry for it. I can’t take back what I did and what I said. But I would like for us to find some less tense ground to stand on, especially if you’ll be here when this baby is born.” Nathalie put her hands on her belly, but she didn’t take her eyes off Greer.
“Why did you do it?” Greer asked. “Why did you say those things to me?”
Nathalie sucked in a sharp breath. “Because I was jealous.”
That was a punch straight to the heart. Nathalie? Jealous? The one who preached about open relationships and polycules? The one who was dead set on never being in a relationship because they had emotions? Greer was shocked. She was more than shocked, she was flat out shook.
“Jealous? Of who? Lachlan?”
Nathalie’s face remained passive, but her lips twitched slightly. “I watched you two. I know I shouldn’t have, but after I’d opened that door, I couldn’t make myself turn away no matter how many times I told myself I needed to. You were so into her, into making her feel as much pleasure as possible, into taking your time and teaching her. I never would have had that patience.” Nathalie smiled at that thought, and Greer’s stomach churned. “Lachlan saw me, but I didn’t want her to tell you. I didn’t want to ruin a good thing.”
“So you chose the next morning to ruin it.” That wasn’t a question, and Greer wasn’t going to hold back any longer. She needed Nathalie to be forthcoming with what she had to say because she was so tired of living in the dark.
“I chose the next morning to confront you about it, yes. And I didn’t…” Nathalie trailed off, her lips forming into a slight frown before she raised her gaze to meet Greer’s again. “I didn’t handle myself or the situation well, and for that, I truly am sorry.”
“Who were you jealous of, Nathalie?” Greer wasn’t sure why she was pushing this so much, but she needed to know. Was Nathalie actually attracted to her? Or was it all because of Lachlan? When the two of them finally figured out they were interested in each other, would that leave Greer out in the cold dark again?
“Both of you,” Nathalie answered, her voice sounding so reasonable. “I was jealous of both of you, but I wouldn’t have wanted it any other way for Lachlan—you have to understand that.”
“Holy fuck, Nathalie.” Greer stood up and paced to the other side of the kitchen before coming back and standing at the back of the chair. Every nerve in her body was telling her to walk out of the house, to leave the building, to take a long walk where she didn’t have to talk to anyone, see anyone, when she could rightfully process this damn bomb that Nathalie had just thrown in her lap.
“I wanted you to know.”
“To know what? Exactly?” Greer gripped the chair, her knuckles turning white. “That all of this has been because you’ve been jealous? And you simply couldn’t deal with your feelings about it?”
“I…” Nathalie paused, shaking her head. “I didn’t deal with it well, no.”
“No shit.” Greer straightened up and groaned again. “Do you know how hard it’s been to watch Alaric and to navigate him through what he’s feeling, to stand back and watch as Lachlan and Ivy swoop in to take care of everything you need because you simply won’t talk to me—about anything—and then to have to sit here while you call me over for a talk because you find it’s time to share with me?” Greer snorted. “It’s ridiculous.”
“I know it is.” Nathalie squared her shoulders. “And I’m sorry for it.”
“Are you? Does that sorry include change? Because if it doesn’t, then it’s pretty worthless to me.” Greer was just getting fired up and she needed to calm down. She couldn’t be yelling at Nathalie in her state, while she was still recovering, but God the woman was infuriating.
“I’m here now, aren’t I? I’m telling you that I’m pregnant before telling anyone else. And I’m telling you that I’m very much attracted to you.”
“That’s not a consolation right now.” Greer walked to the fridge, angrily jerked it open and grabbed herself a bottle of juice. Then she came back to the table and sat down. She didn’t even open the bottle before she started back in on Nathalie. “You were really sick. You’re still pretty sick. You’re not going to just pop back up on Monday and say, Oh, I’m fine. Nothing was ever wrong.”
“No, I’m not,” Nathalie agreed. “I have to take things slow right now.”
“Shut up and listen to me.” Greer pointed at her. “I’ve bent over backwards to take care of Alaric and to take care of you, and you have done me nothing in return. I didn’t expect grand gestures or a pay raise—nothing. What I expected was common human decency. And this? This isn’t it. This is still about you. You’re still being the selfish one here. You’re still doing this all on your own terms because you found the time to figure it out. Meanwhile, the rest of us have been living in some kind of frustrated, awkward, eggshell-walking hell while you’ve been holed up trying to figure out what you feel.” God, it felt amazing to say that. Greer hadn’t realized just how much she’d held onto that thought and feeling, but letting it loose now was exactly what she’d needed—and hopefully what Nathalie needed, too. “Grow up, Nathalie. You aren’t the be-all and end-all of this family. They need you, yes, but you aren’t the center of their universe or the one holding them together.”
Nathalie clenched her jaw, but she didn’t immediately respond. Maybe she understood what Greer was finally saying. Maybe she was hearing the anger and the hurt underneath everything that had happened.
“You’re right.” Nathalie reached for Greer’s hand, taking it in her own. “You’re absolutely right.”
“Then do something to change it.”
“I am. I already have. And I’ll continue to.” Nathalie squeezed Greer’s hand and then let it go. “I need you to work with me on this. Okay?”
“Why would I even think about doing that?” Greer threw out the one last bit of anger that she still held.
“Because I’m asking you to—not just for me, but for Alaric, for Lachlan and Ivy, and all the kids. For this baby who doesn’t even know you yet. And maybe… just maybe… for yourself, if you’ll ever find it within you to forgive me.” Nathalie had her hands on her belly again.
Greer narrowed her gaze and sat back heavily in the chair. She wasn’t someone who was good at holding anger. She hated being mad. She’d rather sit down and talk things out for hours before she went to bed angry, and she knew without a doubt that Nathalie was the complete opposite. She would hold anger and contempt and frustration within her so easily, doing everything she could to work it out before she actually went to the person who ticked her off to resolve the problem.
“I’m so sorry, Greer. I can’t say that enough.” Nathalie seemed so small in that chair, sitting alone in this big house with no one other than the nanny for company.
Greer sighed heavily and pinched the bridge of her nose. “I’ll work on forgiving you. But I need to see actual progress going forward.”
“I promise you that I’ll do everything in my power to work on that.”
“Good.” Greer swallowed hard and released all of the pent-up frustration that she still had. It wasn’t necessary anymore, and holding onto it wouldn’t do her any good. “Now, the baby…”
“What about the baby?” Nathalie seemed wary now.
Greer’s lips turned upward into a big smile. “Congratulations, Nathalie. Really. If this is what you want, then I’m so happy that it’s finally happening.”
Nathalie’s eyes watered, a tear slipping from the corner of one and falling down her cheek. She brushed it away quickly, but her nose was red, and the waterworks had already started. She shook her head as she scrunched up her face in an attempt to stop them. Greer didn’t hesitate.
She stood up, took the two steps to Nathalie’s chair and pulled Nathalie into her belly and hugged her. Nathalie held onto Greer’s arms as the sobs racked through her, echoing through the kitchen as she continued to cry. Greer continued to hold her, to rub her hands up and down Nathalie’s back and over her hair as she soothed her.
She couldn’t imagine what Nathalie had been going through, so much on her own, and so much at one time. The fear she must have endured, not only as soon as she figured out that she was pregnant but for the last few weeks when she was so sick. Greer dropped her head down into Nathalie’s hair and deepened their hug. And she found all the compassion that she had left in store, and she gave it to the one person who needed it right now.



twenty-eight
IVY
“Ivy Villegas?”
“Umm…yes?” Ivy faced the doorway of her office. There was a young man standing there who looked like some sort of food delivery driver. She frowned at him, not remembering ordering anything for a late lunch.
He stepped forward and held out some papers. “You’ve been served.”
Ivy leaned heavily back in her chair as the man vanished out of the office door and disappeared down the hallway. What could she possibly be sued over now? She reached for the envelope, not entirely sure that she wanted to open it and read it, but what choice did she have? She needed to know what was going on.
The knock startled her, and she glanced up to find Abagail in the doorway, leaning against it. “What was that about?”
“Got served.” Ivy frowned and held the papers up for Abagail to see.
“Again?”
“She never stops. I don’t suspect it’ll end for a long time.” Ivy ripped open the envelope and skimmed the papers, her heart sinking. She leaned forward and pinched the bridge of her nose, forcing away the tears that wanted to erupt. She was so sick and tired of this.
“What is it?” Abagail stepped forward and held her hand out.
What did it matter who knew anymore? She was tired of fighting all of these battles on her own, and it seemed like they would never end. She was tired of losing friends because they took Penny’s side instead of hers, because they agreed to be character witnesses for Penny and refused to believe her when she told them what was happening.
“Adultery? When the hell do you have time?” Abagail’s voice rang through the room.
Ivy snorted and laughed. She shook her head, but the tears mixed with laughter as it echoed through her office. She couldn’t stop it. It was insane, wasn’t it? It was utterly ridiculous. And adultery? Really? The two times she’d had sex since the separation had been with Greer and Lachlan, and that was years after kicking Penny out.
“She needs to get over herself,” Abagail muttered and threw the papers onto the desk. “Who does she think she is? Queen of England?”
That just sent Ivy into another fit of giggles and laughter. She held her stomach as they rolled through her and the tears started to stream down her face.
“Does she think that she has the right to say who you sleep with because you’re still legally married because she won’t just sign the papers you’ve been trying to get her to sign for years?” Abagail looked more offended than Ivy felt. And for the first time since she’d started working there, she felt like Abagail actually had compassion for the ridiculous nature of the entire situation.
“She does think that.” Ivy shook her head and wiped her cheeks. “She really does think she has the right to control that when it comes to me.”
“Ridiculous. No one can control another person—ever.” Abagail frowned. “What are you going to do about it?”
Ivy sighed. “I don’t even know. I’m so tired of fighting this.”
“Don’t give up fighting now.” Abagail slid onto the desk, looking down at Ivy. “I’m serious. You’ve put up with this bullshit long enough. It’s time that she gets a new life and leaves you out of it. She needs to find someone else to harass.”
“Oh, I hate thinking about that.” Ivy shifted her gaze back down to the papers on the desk. “I suppose I’ll talk to my lawyer about this and see what she suggests.”
“Have you thought about getting a new lawyer? Someone who’s actually going to fight for you and go to town on this bitch?”
Ivy was loving how defensive Abagail was getting. It really was the first time that Abagail seemed to fully embrace that this drama wasn’t her fault and that it was a whole lot to deal with. “I’ve contemplated switching to another law firm, but I’m not entirely sure who I might go with. And I’ve already sunk in a lot of money to this one.”
“I can call my friend, if you’d like. She married a defense attorney who specializes in contentious divorces.” Abagail raised her eyebrows in question. “Or I can give you her information and you can call her and ask for advice. She doesn’t live in Massachusetts, so they wouldn’t be able to take on your case, but they might know someone or be able to give you better information than I can.”
“Who’s that?”
“Athena Pruitt. We go way back to when we were kids. I’m sure she’d do it as a favor so you wouldn’t have to pay a consultation fee.” Abagail rubbed her hands together. “Besides, I’m a sucker for getting justice where there’s injustice.”
“You? Really?” Ivy raised an eyebrow at her. “I never would have pegged you for that one.”
Abagail hummed. “You don’t know me that well, do you?”
“Kind of hard to get to know anyone when I’m accused of sleeping with everyone. If Penny knows you’re a lesbian, then you’re probably on her list of potential suspects that I’ve slept with, too.”
Guffawing, Abagail rolled her eyes. “As if you were my type.”
“Am I not?” Ivy made her voice sound offended even though she wasn’t. Abagail certainly wasn’t her type—too much business and not enough play—but that could be entirely different in the bedroom. Not that Ivy had any desire to find out, especially with accusations of adultery flying around.
“No offense, Ivy, but you’re a bit too old for me.”
“Really?” Ivy raised an eyebrow. “You’re that kind of woman.”
Abagail shrugged nonchalantly. “You like what you like. Don’t come after me for liking a woman who can keep up with my stamina.”
“Oh my God.” Ivy’s cheeks burned. “Just because I’m in my forties doesn’t mean I can’t keep up. Not that I’d try with you.” She muttered the last bit.
“Don’t even start with me.” Abagail pointed at her. “But if you want my advice, which of course you do, because that’s exactly what you need—more advice.”
“Are you actually going to give it or just laud it?” Ivy leaned back in her chair, looking her boss over carefully. They were walking on thin ice right now, edging toward the personal which Abagail seemed to always stay out of if possible.
“Shut up, and I’ll give it to you straight. Mostly.” Abagail smiled at her own little joke. “You need to fight fire with fire. Stop holding back, stop only responding to what she does. If you want to end this as quickly as possible, you need to push back at her. You need to fight, not just defend yourself. And I’m pretty damn sure that’s what Athena is going tell you.”
“I don’t want to fight her, though.” Ivy frowned. She’d spent years married to this woman, and there was still love in her heart for Penny despite everything that had happened during and since. She loved her for giving her two beautiful children, for being supportive—sometimes—and for being her first love. It didn’t matter if there was all this drama afterward, Ivy couldn’t bring herself to stoop so low as to hurt Penny exactly like she’d been hurt.
“You see, I know what you’re thinking.” Abagail crossed her arms and pursed her lips. “You won’t hurt her. She’s impenetrable to your actions when it comes to harming her. She’ll act like she’s hurt, but she’s not. And you know that. Deep down somewhere inside of you, you know that Penny doesn’t give a flying fuck what you do with your life or not. She just wants you to pay for ruining the one good thing she had.”
“Good thing?”
Abagail nodded. “Yeah, someone permanently in place for her to abuse.”
Ivy’s jaw dropped. “She didn’t… she’s not that…” but she stopped herself from saying anything else. Abagail was right. Ivy had taken away Penny’s favorite toy simply by filing for divorce and now she was throwing the most epic toddler tantrum and meltdown of the decade because of it.
“See?” Abagail’s face lit up. “Don’t treat her with human decency, because she won’t give you any.”
“I hate that, though.”
“I knew you would.” Abagail winked at her. “It’s because you have a heart. Unlike me.” She laughed at that. “Now, get back to work. You can call your lawyer when you’re not on my time.”
Abagail stood up and gave Ivy a pointed look before walking out of the office. Ivy didn’t have to be told twice. She spent the rest of the day working and finishing everything on the never-ending to-do list that Abagail gave her, which would just be right back to the same length tomorrow morning.
By the time she made it home, she’d talked to her lawyer, and she’d gotten the name for Abagail’s friend and set up a time to talk to her the next day after her workday ended. The one time the three-hour time difference between the East and West coasts worked in her favor.
She dropped her stuff in her kitchen and immediately walked out of the house again, going directly to Nathalie’s. It always seemed to be their natural gathering point, and it helped that Nathalie’s house was in the middle of the three homes.
Greer was sitting at the kitchen table, holed up with books, and Nathalie was sitting on the couch in the living room. Ivy debated which person to go to first and decided last minute to sit next to Nathalie. She’d check in with Greer shortly.
“How was your first day back at work?” Ivy asked.
“Exhausting.” Nathalie sighed heavily. “But we expected that.”
“We did.” Ivy side-eyed her. “And you’re taking it easy, right?”
“As much as I can. I promise.” Nathalie rested her head on Ivy’s shoulder and closed her eyes. “What’s wrong with you?”
“N-nothing’s wrong? Why would you ask that?” Ivy nervously bit the inside of her cheek and cursed herself for not just opening up.
“You have that look in your eyes. What did Penny do now?”
“She’s countering my divorce claim with a spectacular one.” Ivy was nervous now, because if she said too much, then Nathalie would find out.
“With what?”
“She’s accusing me of adultery.”
“What?” Nathalie pushed herself to sit up and stared wide-eyed at Ivy. “Are you serious?”
Ivy nodded.
“They repealed that law nearly ten years ago.”
Shrugging, Ivy frowned. “It can still be used against me in the divorce, particularly when it comes to property division.”
“Jesus, she’s still trying to get the damn practice. What’s her obsession with it?” Nathalie stood up and walked away from Ivy. She went straight for the kitchen and started making a drink. Ivy watched her carefully, curious as to what exactly she was doing. But she only made one, and she brought it back, handing it to Ivy before she sat back down again. “I think you need this.”
“Feeding my alcohol needs? You are almost back to normal.” Ivy shifted on the couch and smiled at Nathalie. “Abagail says I need to fight fire with fire, hire a new lawyer and stop holding back.”
“For once, Abagail and I agree. Penny’s just going to keep on ruining everything she touches so long as she’s allowed access to it.” Nathalie put her head back on Ivy’s shoulder.
“I’m scared, Nathalie.”
“Of what?”
“That if I fight back, she’ll take everything from me. At least this way, I get some time with the boys.”
“And what if you lose them anyway?” Nathalie took Ivy’s hand in hers and laced their fingers. “Because that’s a possibility, unfortunately.”
“I know it is.” Ivy turned her nose into Nathalie’s hair, drawing in her scent. She’d missed this woman so much in the last couple weeks, just the quiet moments like this that they tended to have together, the times when they would see and meet each other’s needs, but mostly in silence. “I’m so afraid.”
“You have us, and we won’t let you fail.”
Ivy’s lips turned up at that. She was tempted to drop a kiss into Nathalie’s hair, but she held back. Nathalie hated that kind of touch. “What if she takes you all away from me?”
“She can’t. It’s impossible.”
But what if she takes Greer away? Ivy didn’t voice that fear. But she glanced toward the kitchen where Greer was studying. It might have just been two nights of sexy fun, but Greer’s presence meant way more than just that. And she didn’t want to give it up, not when they were finally getting a chance to explore that, not when she was finally willing to step out of her comfort zone and fear and maybe just live again.
Why did Penny have to ruin everything?
Worse than that…
Why did Ivy have to let Penny ruin everything?
Ivy stayed where she was, leaning into the silent comfort her best friend was giving her. Maybe Nathalie was right this time. Maybe, just maybe, Ivy needed to do something different than she’d ever done before.
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GREER
“I thought that I could take the kids to a couple of different parks while they’re home for spring break,” Greer started.
Nathalie’s kitchen table was full as all the adults sat around it while the kids were in the playroom. Greer needed to talk to them about everything that she had planned for the upcoming spring break, which would lead right into her midterms, which she really needed to focus on studying for. She handed them a piece of paper with the schedule she’d created.
“I thought the boys would really like the trampoline park. There’s a toddler time, so I can take the littles, but the boys can go play on the other part with other big kids.”
They didn’t seem all that interested. Greer frowned as they all sent furtive glances toward each other but said nothing to her.
“I thought we could go to the public library for a bit too.” Greer added. She’d tried to make the week fun and exciting with a lot of adventures out, so they didn’t feel like they were stuck at the house. But she wasn’t quite getting the reaction that she thought she would.
“This all sounds excellent.” Nathalie pushed the paper toward Lachlan but stared directly at Greer. “But we need to talk about something else. I trust you’ll figure out what you and the kids want to do over spring break.”
“All right,” Greer answered nervously. Lachlan and Ivy didn’t seem to know what this conversation was about either from the looks on their faces, but Greer was fairly certain that it wasn’t unexpected that Nathalie would make yet another confrontation of some sort.
Greer took the paper back and put it in front of her, waiting for the other shoe to drop. Had Nathalie finally decided to fire her? Well, that wouldn’t make sense either, not with what she’d just said about spring break. So what the hell could it be?
“Now that I’m back at work full time and getting into the swing of things, we really need to discuss Penny.” Nathalie’s lips thinned, and she moved her gaze from Greer to Ivy. “And her newest argument against us.”
“Us?” Ivy raised her eyebrows at Nathalie. “You mean me.”
“No, I mean us.” Nathalie crossed her arms and leaned back into the chair. She was going full mom mode on Ivy, and it was amusing. Greer’s lips twitched at the thought of it. “Each time Penny goes after you or me for something, she’s attacking all of us. And this latest one just takes the cake.”
“Latest one?” Greer frowned. What were they talking about?
“Penny hit me with adultery,” Ivy flicked her gaze to Greer’s. “I didn’t want to tell you about it.”
Greer’s stomach sank. Her heart shattered. This wasn’t just about having fun anymore with two people who really could give her a good time and make her feel loved. This was about the fact that she’d given Penny the ammunition she needed to launch yet another attack on Ivy.
“Please don’t do that,” Ivy murmured, reaching out and stealing Greer’s hand. “Don’t think this has anything to do with you.”
“With Greer?” Nathalie frowned, her gaze flicking between Ivy and Greer. “Why would it have anything to do with Greer?”
Lachlan’s lips parted. “Because Greer, Ivy, and I have all been sleeping together on and off for the last month.”
“You what?” Nathalie’s eyes widened, and she spun around to face Lachlan. “You and Ivy?”
Lachlan shrugged slightly. “We talked about this.”
“No, we didn’t.” Nathalie looked like she was about ready to blow a gasket.
Greer winced each time her voice pierced the air. She removed her hand from Ivy’s grasp, not wanting to touch her anymore, and definitely not in front of Nathalie when she was about to go ballistic. She’d been on the receiving end of that more times than she wanted, and another shot at her wasn’t going to end in her favor.
She wasn’t even sure she could sit here and listen to this.
“We talked about an open relationship, Nathalie. Remember?” Lachlan reached for Nathalie’s hand and clasped her fingers. Did she have some kind of magic lotion on her skin that would instantly calm Nathalie down with just a single touch? If so, then Greer wanted it.
“Open relationships mean communication. I didn’t know…” Nathalie dropped her voice. She looked from Lachlan to Ivy. “I didn’t know that Penny’s accusations were true. You didn’t tell me that you were cheating on her.”
“I’m not cheating on her. I might still be legally married, but we’ve been separated for over two years. Don’t you dare come at me with that.” Ivy’s brow furrowed, and she put a hard line up there. Greer was impressed. Both Lachlan and Ivy had a way to deal with Nathalie’s bullheadedness that seemed to actually work.
But that still left Greer without any defenses, and probably at the center of all of Nathalie’s anger and hatred.
“This is worse than I thought,” Nathalie murmured to no one in particular. “Open relationships already come with a great deal of judgment and negativity. And you want to enter into that when Penny is biting at the bit to take you down and bury you six feet under?” Nathalie looked at all three of them. “I can’t believe any of you right now. You’d honestly think that this is a good idea under the circumstances?”
“Sometimes things just happen,” Lachlan said. “Like confessions of love in hospital rooms.”
Greer jerked her head up at that, looking directly at Lachlan. What had she just said? Nathalie’s cheeks pinked.
“And sometimes, when you’re lonely, you find solace in the perfect companion’s arms,” Ivy added, looking directly at Greer. “And that companion brings far more to the table than you bargained for.”
“I can’t believe you.” Nathalie scoffed. “You think this is all in the name of love? You’re doing this because you’re horny.”
“Well, that too,” Ivy added with a chuckle. “And it was a very good time indeed.” She grinned at Greer before focusing back on Nathalie. “I’m going to fight this. And aside from the fact that it came as a shock because I still haven’t figured out how Penny might have found out since you didn’t even know, I think it’s a bunch of smoke she’s blowing. No judge is going to think I’m committing adultery when I filed for divorce two years ago and have been patiently waiting for the proceedings to happen and the divorce to be final. No one can be expected to put their life on hold for that long.”
Nathalie’s lips thinned.
Greer continued to watch as the three of them seemed to toss around the hot potato that was Nathalie’s anger in a deft sequence that dissipated it almost entirely. Fuck, they had so much practice doing this, didn’t they? They’d known each other for decades, and Greer was such a newb when it came to entering into this situation.
Nathalie hadn’t been right about her experience with polycules and open relationships, but she had been right about the very fact that Greer didn’t know these three women as well as she thought she did. She’d never been fully included in their lives. She had a closer view than most, and she was about three steps closer to the center than anyone else, but she still wasn’t in it.
Greer glanced toward the kitchen doorway, begging for the kids to come in so she could have some sort of escape. This wasn’t her battle to fight. Why had Nathalie even insisted on having this conversation in front of her anyway? Especially if she hadn’t known…
Had she suspected?
Was this all to get them to confess every time they’d had sex so that Nathalie could masturbate to it at night?
Greer shuddered at that thought. She was so used to picking up the tactics of manipulation, and she’d worked so hard over the years to put that all behind her and to learn to trust people. But the thing about Nathalie was she made it so fucking hard to do that. Greer wanted to see the intentions behind the actions, she wanted to know why Nathalie was pushing things the way she did, because in some ways it was so similar to what Greer’s parents used to do, and in other ways—like the extended three-week apology until it finally sticks—Nathalie was so very different than them.
And right now, sitting at this table with the three of them, Greer had no idea what she needed to believe. Not in Nathalie, and not in herself. And she needed to be able to remedy that. Putting her hands flat on the table, Greer pushed the chair back and stood up.
“If you’ll excuse me,” she mumbled before she snagged the paper she’d printed out and left the kitchen.
She couldn’t keep putting herself in the line of fire when it came to Nathalie. She had to sort out her own feelings on the situation and on the entire issue at hand. Because this wasn’t just about a relationship—or potential relationship—with Lachlan and Ivy. It now involved Nathalie.
Lachlan had seen to that.
And Greer wasn’t certain she could manage a relationship with two when the third was involved.
Her feet almost seemed to float as she raced up the stairs and toward her bedroom, the one place that she knew she wouldn’t be disturbed. Except Nathalie caught her arm just as she went to open the door.
“Don’t walk away from me,” Nathalie said.
“I’ll walk away when I damn well want to walk away.” Greer raised her chin and stared defiantly right into Nathalie’s eyes. “You don’t control me.”
“I know I don’t.” Nathalie took a steadying deep breath and let it out slowly. “But you can’t walk away when we’re having an important conversation.”
“That conversation?” Greer pointed down toward the kitchen even though she couldn’t see it. “That conversation doesn’t involve me.”
“It very much does.”
Greer rolled her eyes and twisted her hand out of Nathalie’s grasp. “No, it doesn’t. I’m not part of that circle, Nathalie. I don’t know why you would ever think that I am.”
Nathalie’s lips parted in surprise. She flicked her gaze over Greer’s shoulder to her bedroom and shook her head. “Let’s actually talk about this, all right?”
“I don’t really want to.”
“Well, I do. Because I’m sick and tired of this.”
“What’s this?” Greer raised her voice, firing back with all the pent-up anger and fear that she’d held at bay in the kitchen. Because she couldn’t do it anymore. She couldn’t keep putting herself down in front of this woman just for the sake of shutting her mouth and keeping quiet.
“This tension between us.” Nathalie forced her way into Greer’s bedroom and then stood just inside the door with her arms crossed and an eyebrow raised like she was waiting for Greer to join. “And I don’t need anyone else to hear what’s about to happen.”
“What’s about to happen?” Greer looked at her in confusion. “What is about to happen then?” She certainly didn’t want to shut the bedroom door if she needed witnesses. Surely Lachlan or Ivy would come and rescue her, wouldn’t they? They wouldn’t leave her and Nathalie alone to duke it out, because Greer seriously had nothing to defend herself with right now and it would get ugly. And she would end up being the one to walk out and leave.
“Talking.” Nathalie dropped the anger in her voice to something akin to simple acceptance. “Just talking, Greer. I promise.”
Greer squinted, still unsure if she wanted to shut the door or not.
“Please trust me,” Nathalie whispered. “Just this once.”
Just once? Greer might be able to handle that. Stepping into her bedroom, Greer shut the door and then stood right next to it. She wanted an easy escape if she needed it, and this was the only exit. Her shoulders were so tense that they hurt, but she wasn’t willing to let them relax yet either. She needed to know exactly what this was about.
Now.
“I didn’t bring up open relationships because I think whatever’s going on in these houses needs to end.” Nathalie crossed her arms, and Greer was impressed that she managed to keep her voice calm and at a relatively normal volume. “I brought it up because if they’re going to continue, then we need to think about how to do them smartly.”
“There is no we in this conversation, Nathalie. That’s what you’re missing.” Greer bit the inside of her cheek. She hated saying that, but she had to. It was the truth. In a few months or even a few years if she was lucky, she would be gone and moving on to a new family, and Nathalie, Lachlan, and Ivy would be left to be together just like they were now, with maybe a few added benefits.
“There’s so much a we.” Nathalie stepped closer to Greer, arms at her sides. “And Ivy’s confession just now? That proves it.”
“It proves nothing except that you were right. We got horny, and we got careless. Now the entire family is under threat of being ripped apart because of a stupid mistake that I made!”
Nathalie halted in her forward movement. She literally froze mid-step before putting her foot down without coming any closer. “Mistake that you made?” she repeated the statement, like that would get her more information. “They both made those same decisions that you did, Greer. Lachlan and Ivy had a part in this, not only in their relationship with you but in their relationship with me. And they kept that information from me for longer than they should have. This wasn’t your mistake.”
“That’s not what I’m talking about.” Greer bounced on her toes, the fear ready to spill out in front of Nathalie just so she could stomp on it while Greer was down. “I’m talking about the fact that I slept with two out of three of my bosses, and I don’t regret it at all.”
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NATHALIE
“So what’s the mistake then?” Nathalie asked, her heart racing. All she wanted to do was take Greer in her arms and hold her until Greer figured out what was going on inside of her. Because that pained look in her face was breaking Nathalie’s heart. “I’m confused.”
“The mistake was doing it. The mistake was allowing myself to fall into the trap of a beautiful woman time and time again. My mistake was thinking that I wouldn’t feel anything for you or them, that I had the privilege and the right of being included in family decisions. That’s what today was about, Nathalie. It wasn’t about what I planned for spring break, it was me trying to push my stupid hopes and dreams that I might actually be a part of this family onto you. And you know what? It’s all a fucking lie.”
Nathalie’s heart shattered. She hadn’t paid enough attention or given enough care to Greer at all these last few weeks, or even months, since she’d started working for them. She’d been so slow to trust and allow Greer in, that she’d ended up pushing her away and causing more harm in the meantime.
Standing there, Nathalie had no idea how to even begin to approach this. Tears spilled down Greer’s cheeks, and they hurt Nathalie nearly as much as they hurt Greer. She wanted the smiling woman back that she’d come to enjoy, the one who was kind and caring, not this one—the one that Nathalie had inadvertently hurt.
“This isn’t your fault,” Nathalie whispered, stepping in closer and inching her way to where she could maybe offer some physical comfort. “None of this is your fault.”
“Of course it is,” Greer snapped back.
“No, it’s not.” Nathalie shook her head, finally reaching Greer. She put her hand on Greer’s shoulder and pulled her in, wrapping her arms around Greer’s back and tugging her in so they were hugging. Nathalie’s heart pattered away at their closeness. She closed her eyes and breathed in Greer’s scent as Greer sobbed against Nathalie’s shoulder. “It’s not your fault. If anything, it’s mine.”
“No, it’s not,” Greer doubled down.
“Yeah, it is.” Nathalie pressed her face into Greer’s hair, breathing deeply. She could feel everything in her body right now. The way that Greer was pushed up against her, the tightening of her nipples because this was the most opportune time, of course, and the way Greer’s breath moved through the fabric of her shirt and against her skin, sending ripples through Nathalie’s body that landed straight between her legs.
She’d enjoyed the fact that pregnancy made her horny when she was pregnant with Alaric. Ever since then, it had been more of a chore than anything. She closed her eyes and tried to control herself.
“I don’t trust easily,” Nathalie said. “I never have, and I probably never will. And I took that out on you. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have. But it’s impossible for me to look at everything around me now and not see you as an integral part of this family. And I mean that. You’re not just the nanny, Greer.”
“I am the nanny,” Greer said into Nathalie’s shoulder.
“You are the nanny, yes, but you’re so much more than that.” Nathalie shifted slightly, moving to pull her hand free and slide it against Greer’s cheek. She shifted again so that they were looking at each other, deep and powerful. “You’re my friend, and I…” Nathalie stopped herself. She needed to be honest now, as honest as she could be, because this was one of those make-or-break moments, and she couldn’t break it. “I want you here, with me, with Lachlan and Ivy. Not just because you take amazing care of our kids, but because you’re essential to this family. Because they love you.” She could see that now, not only in the way that Lachlan and Ivy had defended Greer and put themselves in the line of fire to protect her, but in the way they looked at her. “Because I love them. And maybe, with time, more can happen.”
“More?” Greer asked, the cutest line forming in the center of her forehead.
Nathalie’s breath caught. Honesty was the raw deal, and with all of that laid out in front of her, between them, she couldn’t deny it any longer. “Yes, more.”
Swooping in, Nathalie pressed their lips together. Greer gasped, her fingers tightening on Nathalie’s arms, but Greer didn’t push her away. Instead, Greer pulled her closer. Nathalie parted her lips and waited for Greer to do the same before she slid her tongue out and touched Greer’s. The sigh that rushed through her was instantaneous. She had been longing for this touch, for this experience. She’d put herself in the situation so many times and denied them each time, and all for what? Because this was amazing.
“Don’t stop,” Nathalie murmured against Greer’s mouth, pushing her backward toward whatever hard surface she found first. “Don’t stop.”
“I thought…” Greer paused as Nathalie started to kiss her way down Greer’s neck and slid her hands along Greer’s sides to her hips, pushing her yet another step back. “I thought you didn’t do emotions.”
Nathalie hummed, finding the buttons to Greer’s pants. “There are exceptions to every rule.” Nathalie kissed her again, hard, increasing the heat of their touches. “Do you want me to stop?”
“No,” Greer said, her eyes half-lidded. “Don’t stop.”
“Good girl.” Nathalie smiled as she slid her hand down the front of Greer’s pants. But Greer was dry and closed. Nathalie hummed and started to kiss Greer again, slowly and delicately touching her with just two fingers. They were going to have to work into this. Nothing between them was ever going to be easy, was it?
She moved her mouth down Greer’s neck again to the tops of her breasts through the thin T-shirt that she wore. Nathalie opened her mouth and pulled Greer’s nipple and breast between her lips. She soaked the fabric of the shirt with her tongue while continuing the soft, gentle strokes on the outside of Greer’s nether lips.
“Nathalie,” Greer breathed her name like a prayer.
Nathalie flicked her tongue over Greer’s hardened nipple and then left the wet fabric where it was. That would add a sensation that she couldn’t physically manage. Moving back up, Nathalie kissed her again, hard. She pushed Greer into the wall, covering her entirely with her body. Nathalie’s heart raced, and her head was light and fuzzy. She had to slow her breathing if she was going to do this. She had to keep herself steady if they were… Nathalie moaned as she nipped Greer’s lower lip and dove with her fingers into Greer’s hair.
Greer bucked back at her, hands against Nathalie’s back and dragging her in even closer. What was she thinking right now? What was she feeling? Nathalie wanted to know absolutely everything. She pushed one finger past Greer’s outer folds and found her damp. Nathalie closed her eyes, moaning at just that sensation alone. It had been a good few years since she’d slept with a woman. Men were so much easier to pick up for quick fucks than women were. But there was something about the softness of a woman’s body, the ability to have to work hard for an excellent payoff, that Nathalie adored.
“Inside me,” Greer begged, her voice fading into the room.
Nathalie did as she was told, sliding two fingers deep inside Greer’s body. She thrust immediately, and then she pulsed her fingers. Greer keened, tossing her head back against the wall and jutting her hips forward.
“Fuck me,” Greer said, a soft resolve to her words.
Nathalie scraped her teeth down Greer’s neck, sliding her free hand up and under Greer’s shirt, so fucking happy that the woman seemed to rarely wear a bra when she wore T-shirts. It was something Nathalie had noticed and had promptly told herself to stop noticing. But now she couldn’t help herself. She rolled Greer’s nipple between her fingers, pinching her lightly and smiling when Greer arched her back and groaned in response.
“Fingers aren’t enough.” Greer’s eyes popped open, and her hands were at the waist of her pants in an instant. She pulled Nathalie’s hand from between her legs and shucked her pants down to her ankles. “Mouth. Fingers. I need everything.”
Nathalie swallowed, watching with awe how quickly Greer pulled her clothes off and tossed them to the side. She touched her large breasts, massaging them as she stared at Nathalie expectantly.
“Now,” Greer added.
Nodding, Nathalie lowered herself to her knees. She scooted herself in closer and held onto the backs of Greer’s thighs as she pressed her face against Greer’s pussy. She breathed in deeply, that scent of arousal sending shockwaves through her own body. She couldn’t wait for Greer to touch her. She couldn’t even begin to imagine just how good it was going to feel to have Greer inside her, against her, touching her.
“Nathalie,” Greer said firmly.
When Nathalie looked up, Greer was giving her a hard look. “Mouth and fingers. Now.”
Right, that’s what she’d been doing. Nathalie parted her lips and pressed her mouth fully against Greer’s pussy. She slid her tongue out, tasting her and moaning because fuck, she tasted amazing. Digging her nails into the backs of Greer’s legs, Nathalie pulled her a little closer and parted her knees a little wider. Just enough to get herself right where she wanted.
Looking up, Nathalie could see hardly anything other than Greer’s belly and her hands moving against her breasts. Nathalie closed her eyes, concentrating, not just on what she was doing to Greer in that moment but on what her own body was telling her. Because unlike Greer, she could feel herself dripping with ecstasy, and the anticipation that this would be reciprocated? That sent shivers up and down Nathalie’s spine.
“Concentrate,” Greer ground out the word and rocked her hips into Nathalie’s face.
Nathalie smiled to herself, dipping her tongue as deep within Greer’s body as she could manage to go. Her cheeks were damp, her nose was pressed into curls that seemed to go on for days, wild and pure and untouched. But fuck, Greer had been touched. So many times. And Nathalie had been the one left out of all of that until now.
It hadn’t been Greer.
She’d been right at the center of everything, and Nathalie had been left to spin off kilter until she finally admitted that perhaps this woman was the one who was bringing them all together and holding them there. Nathalie shifted, bringing her right hand forward to slide those two fingers right back inside Greer.
She pressed them against Greer, and immediately started to move her tongue against Greer’s clit. The echoing moan was exactly what Nathalie had wanted to hear. She’d heard it before, the hitch in Greer’s voice as her arousal grew in intensity, the way her hips moved, rubbing against Nathalie’s face because Greer was slowly and wonderfully losing control of everything.
Nathalie closed her eyes and remembered what it had been like to watch Greer and Lachlan tangled up in the bed right behind them, their naked bodies pushing together, the fingers and tongues, the gasps.
Pulling back sharply, Nathalie closed her eyes and held in her own moan of pleasure. She pressed her forehead to Greer’s hip and slowed her breathing and her heart. She was so fucking close. She’d never done that before. She’d come from a dream, from touching herself more times than she ever could count, from someone else touching her. But she’d never come just from imagining someone else, from giving pleasure to someone.
“Nathalie,” Greer’s voice was sharp. “Don’t stop, remember?”
Saying nothing, Nathalie moved her mouth right back to Greer’s clit. If she was going to come, then so be it. It would be an experience to put in the books for sure. She went back to exactly what she had been doing, tasting and teasing Greer, pulsing her fingers, and remembering what it had been like to watch Greer and Lachlan. If she imagined hard enough, she could picture Ivy in there too, encouraging them, teasing them, laughing that little laugh she had when she knew she was right.
Nathalie ripped herself away again, gasping as her pussy clenched, at the pressing of her thighs together as she sat on her knees only added to exactly what was happening right now.
“Nathalie!” Greer demanded. “Don’t stop.”
Without thinking, Nathalie went right back to Greer. Her pussy pulsed as she licked and teased, as Greer dripped down her fingers, as Nathalie lapped up that flavor with wild abandon. She should never have held back from this. She’d put them all in a position that would so easily tear them apart when it would have been so much easier to just give in all those months ago.
That first time Greer had looked at her like she was delicious.
That first time Nathalie had fingers inside herself, imagining Greer against her.
That first time they’d fought.
Nathalie groaned as Greer planted a hand on the top of her head and thrust her hips into her and then stilled, making small movements instead of the big jerks with her body. Greer pulsed around Nathalie’s fingers, and Nathalie slowed her licks and tastes. She could still feel the lingering tingles in her own pussy from her unexpected orgasm, from the way she was sitting with pressure still pushing against her.
“Get on the bed,” Greer said, her voice low.
Nathalie held onto Greer’s legs, needing to calm her body a bit more before she attempted to stand up. And Greer stayed right where she was. She didn’t push Nathalie to move any faster than she was ready.
Finally, Nathalie pushed herself upward, holding onto Greer’s arm as her head continued to spin a little longer than necessary. She hated that that happened now. But it would all be worth it in the end, wouldn’t it?
Greer bit her lip and eyed Nathalie over. “I assume we can do this, right?”
“What?” Nathalie frowned slightly, her brain trying to catch up to her mouth. “I literally just fucked you against the wall and you’re asking if it’s okay to have sex now?”
Greer’s lips curled upward into a brilliant smile—it reached all the way to her eyes. She shook her head and pulled Nathalie in for a quick kiss. “No, because of your pregnancy, Nathalie. Are you okay to have sex?”
“Oh, yeah.” Nathalie frowned, her brain still spinning slower than it should have. “I was cleared last week. Besides, I already…” Nathalie trailed off. Why was she acting shy all of a sudden? That wasn’t her at all. Taking that boldness back, she took Greer’s hand and shoved it down the front of her pants. “I already came.”
“That you did.” Greer’s eyes twinkled with amusement. “And without any help from me. Pity. Guess we’ll just have to do that again.”
“All the help from you, actually.” Nathalie moved in and stole a kiss. “You and Lachlan and Ivy.”
“Oh? Fantasizing about all of us together?” Greer chuckled lightly. “I can see why that would overload your senses and make you come.”
Nathalie grunted her agreement. “Another one for a future time, yes?”
“If they’re up for it. I’ve already had both Lachlan and Ivy together, and I have to say, that was…overwhelming for the senses to say the least.”
Nathalie’s back stiffened. “Together?”
Greer cocked her head to the side, her lips playing at a smile. “You really didn’t know, did you?”
“I suspected.”
“Yeah, but you didn’t know for certain.” Greer thrusted two fingers inside Nathalie, causing her to groan and press her forehead against Greer’s shoulder to keep herself upright. “You play a mean game of poker, don’t you?”
“Yes.” Nathalie grunted as Greer started a patterned movement of thrusts. “Fuck, Greer. I didn’t mean right this second.”
“Oh, did you want a longer break?” Greer kissed Nathalie’s cheek, then just under her ear. “I can give you a longer break if you want. Maybe get you undressed a bit?”
Nathalie moaned, wrapping her arms around Greer before dragging her in for a deep kiss. She broke it, shaking her head. “No break. Yes naked.”
Greer didn’t move her hand away from between Nathalie’s legs, but she did walk them slowly and carefully backward toward the bed. “I told you to get on the bed.”
Nathalie pulled her shirt off and unhooked her bra easily. Her pants were a much harder feat, especially when Greer refused to remove her fingers, and every time Nathalie bent down to push her pants down, Greer would slide her thumb across Nathalie’s already sensitive clit.
When she finally had her pants around her ankles, Nathalie gave up and shifted herself onto the edge of the bed. Greer bent down and pressed her mouth immediately against Nathalie’s clit. She didn’t wait at all. She went to town, starting a brutal pattern that Nathalie struggled to keep up with.
She just loved being touched like this, by a cocky, confident, arrogant partner who knew what they were doing and knew exactly how they wanted to pleasure her and be pleasured by her. She wanted to take all of those decisions and throw them back at someone so she didn’t have to think about it ever.
Nathalie pulled her knees up, curling slightly as Greer continued to kiss, lick, and tease her. She stayed on her back and cried out, not holding back on the moans or the sounds anymore. To hell with holding back. She’d never done it before, why do it now? If Lachlan and Ivy heard her? Then so what? It’d make it all that much sweeter the next time when one of them—or both—joined.
“So close,” Nathalie murmured. She couldn’t believe it. She’d barely just come once and now Greer was going to make her come again. They could go on for hours like this if they wanted, wrapped up in each other’s arms and pulling pleasure from each other until dawn.
No wonder Lachlan had slept in that next morning. Greer was a beast.
“Uhhh!” Nathalie cried out, pleasure swooshing through her in an instant. She groaned, pushing her legs together and against Greer’s head as Greer licked her from ass to clit. Nathalie moaned at the simple touch, her heart racing so hard that she was worried it was going to take her longer than it should to calm down.
Greer climbed on top of her, pressing their lips together in a wet, sloppy kiss. “One more for the road, and then I think we need to go talk to Lachlan and Ivy.”
Nathalie cupped Greer’s cheeks and pulled her back down. She slowed the kiss, using the time to calm herself, and ease the leftover tension in her body. “One for each of us.”
“Fair,” Greer said with a smile. “Then talking?”
“Fine. Yes, then talking.” Nathalie planted her heel into the edge of the mattress and pushed hard, flipping them over so she was on top. “Maybe two more each.”
Greer’s laugh was exactly what she needed to hear as she moved down to cover Greer’s hardened nipples with her mouth. Nathalie would never forget this.



thirty-one
GREER
“We’re certainly having a lot of these family meetings lately, aren’t we?” Ivy said as she slid into the chair next to Greer.
It had been a few days, that was it, but Greer didn’t care. She’d been the one to call this meeting, and she hadn’t even told them why she wanted to have it. But after her afternoon with Nathalie and the fact that they had all seemed to just go back to the way things were before without talking, she knew they needed this.
And she wasn’t going to hold back this time, either.
They needed to hear what she had to say.
“Since you called this meeting, Greer, what are we here for?” Nathalie looked at her, but this time it seemed like a much softer look than she would typically give. Greer stared right back at her, holding her breath.
This would hopefully be a turning point for them. She twisted her hands together under the table so they couldn’t see just how nervous she was. This was either going to work out for everyone or it was going to cause some serious tension, and Greer wasn’t sure that she was ready for that. Not yet anyway. She’d only just begun to find the calm in the midst of the storm, and she still had spring break and midterms to contend with.
“Greer?” Lachlan asked, her lips curling upward in a smile. “Don’t be so nervous.”
So much for hiding that. Greer wrinkled her nose and pushed her lips upward into a smile. “What makes you think I’m nervous?”
“Really?” Ivy rolled her eyes. “You can barely sit still.”
“Oh.” Greer hadn’t realized how bad she’d been shifting to try and keep her body tense and absolutely failing. This was why she couldn’t be a businessperson. She wasn’t good at those types of conversations where she had to have a poker face like Nathalie. “Yeah, I guess I’m a bit nervous.”
“Why?” Ivy reached over and snagged Greer’s hand, and that was the comfort and strength that she needed.
“Because I need to lay it out straight for you, and I’m not sure you’re going to like what I have to say.”
“Oh?” Nathalie asked. “Then say it.”
Greer scrunched her nose. “You all are a family. The kids treat each other like siblings⁠—”
“They are siblings,” Nathalie interjected.
Frowning, Greer gave her a curious look. “You treat them like siblings, kind of.”
Ivy squeezed Greer’s hand again. “No, the boys are all siblings. We used the same donor, so they’re all biologically related.”
“You… used the same donor.” The light came on in Greer’s head that really should have gone off before. That was why if something happened to Nathalie, Alaric would go to Ivy instead of to Lachlan. And Lachlan hadn’t needed a donor, so it made natural sense.
“Same with this one.” Nathalie touched her belly lightly before putting her hands back on the table.
“That makes sense.” And it really only proved Greer’s point even more. “So the kids are siblings, all of them together. I thought when I first started working for you all that it was much more akin to cousins, but that’s not how I see it now. They are siblings.”
“They are,” Lachlan agreed, but she sent Greer a look that said she was trying to figure out where this was going. This might be old information to them, but it was new to Greer. And she hoped some of this was new in how she was presenting it.
“I think Greer’s saying that the kids are a family unit,” Nathalie said.
“Yes.” Greer pointed at Nathalie. “But not just them. You all are a family unit. Don’t you see that? You work and function as a family unit together.”
“We are,” Lachlan agreed nodding slowly. “You’re right. And we’re becoming more like that as time goes on.” Lachlan looked purposely at Ivy and at Nathalie. “Aren’t we?”
“I guess.” Nathalie frowned slightly, though, as if she didn’t quite agree with what Greer had said.
Greer shifted uncomfortably in the chair, still not exactly sure that they were understanding her. “One of the major struggles of working for you three is that you all function separately but kind of together. You three communicate super well, but you don’t communicate well with me.” Greer swallowed hard, her heart in her throat making it difficult to speak clearly. “I can see why other nannies that you’ve hired have gotten frustrated and quit. Luckily, I’m a good magnet for chaos, so I’m quite adept at dealing with a lot of it.”
“Yes, you are.” Ivy winked at her playfully. “And for having your hands in a lot of pots at the same time.”
Greer faltered, that flirty tone coming from Ivy challenging her ability to get through what she was saying.
“Riiiight,” Greer said, focusing on Lachlan instead. She didn’t have that flirtatious tone thus far and was probably the safest one to focus on. “But my point is that up until Nathalie was sick, you all didn’t really include me in decisions or anything, which is fine, but you got a whole lot better about communicating to me what those decisions were.”
Lachlan frowned. “We didn’t treat you as part of the unit.”
“I-I’m not part of the unit,” Greer countered. “Like I said, you all communicate beautifully together, and you spend so much time together as a family. But I don’t think that you think of yourselves like a family.”
“We don’t,” Nathalie agreed. “Not in the way you’re talking about.”
Finally, someone was hearing what she was saying. Greer focused on Nathalie now, keeping her hopes up that this information was sinking in. “Right, so you need to start thinking more like a family unit. I think it’ll benefit the kids and bring them even closer than they already are, and I think it’ll benefit each of you, too.”
“Close in the ranks, in other words.” Nathalie looked at her directly.
“Well, yes, but just for function’s sake, really.” Greer sighed. “Look, I’m not trying to make this more complicated than it already is, trust me. No one needs that. What I’m trying to say is that it’ll be easier if you start to work together as one single unit than if you each keep working separately.”
“All right.” Nathalie nodded her agreement. “I hear you.”
“Good.” Greer smiled at her. “Did I explain that well? I can’t really tell you what it looks like to work as a family unit because this is all you working together to figure that out. And whatever it looks like for you isn’t going to be what it looks like for anyone else.”
“That’s like any family,” Lachlan responded.
“Yes, it is. But especially with the complications that this one comes with.” Greer slid her gaze to Ivy. “With Penny. And she’ll push buttons no matter what, even after you’re divorced.”
“I know she will.” Ivy nodded. “I have to face the consequences of my decisions, don’t I?”
“These ones aren’t deserved.” Greer crossed her arms. “So, I’m going to leave you three to figure this out.”
“What?” Ivy snapped. “You’re just dropping this bomb on us and then walking out?”
Greer shrugged. “Seems fitting, since you’re the ones who have to figure this out.”
Ivy’s jaw dropped. Lachlan started to stand up, but Nathalie put her hand up to stop her. Lachlan sat back down, but she kept her hands on the edge of the table like she was ready to spring into action the moment she had a chance or was given permission.
“So that’s what I wanted to talk to you about, and if that’s everything…” Greer looked at each one of them for confirmation but none of them said anything. “Then I’ll go hang out with the kids while you three discuss.”
Greer grinned, so pleased with herself. She hadn’t expected this to go as well as it did, but she was ready for it to be over now. The high of the tension and nerves had dissipated, and she felt like she was going to crash for a little bit. At least she’d have the joy of playing with the kids while she did crash. That’d help take her mind off what they were talking about in here instead of wanting to sneak in and listen.
Standing up, Greer stepped to the side of the kitchen table, but Nathalie snagged her hand sharply. “Before you go…” Nathalie started, her lips quirking up in that way that meant she had something up her sleeve.
Nathalie stood up sharply and swiftly, and she pushed Greer back into the edge of the kitchen table, standing right in front of her. That same mischievous look was on her face as she moved in and captured Greer’s lips. Greer gasped in surprise, her lips parting as Nathalie moved in even quicker. Her tongue tangled with Greer’s, hands against Greer’s back and ass as she tugged Greer even closer.
Greer’s heart pattered rapidly as she reached up to cup Nathalie’s cheeks and held onto her firmly. Greer lost herself in the kiss, in the way that Nathalie bent her backward slightly, holding onto her firmly, sliding her hands down Greer’s chest and over her breasts. Nathalie hadn’t touched her so openly, not in front of anyone yet, not where the kids could see.
They’d been so damn careful, each of them, to avoid that. Greer moaned, sliding her hand behind Nathalie’s neck and holding onto Nathalie tightly as their lips continued to press against each other. Nathalie nipped Greer’s lower lip and then leaned in against Greer’s ear and whispered, “Thank you.”
Greer was about to ask a question when Ivy interrupted her thoughts. “Hey, hot stuff, it’s my turn.”
“What?” Greer frowned, but Nathalie backed away, and Ivy stepped right into her place.
Ivy’s kisses were quick and feverish. She kissed Greer hard, sliding her hands underneath Greer’s shirt and up over her breasts, tweaking her nipples lightly. Greer grunted in pleasure as Ivy scraped her nails lightly against her ribcage and down her sides to her hips. She bit Greer’s lip right where Nathalie had nipped her and then scraped her teeth down Greer’s neck before moving back up to kiss her again.
“You have no idea how amazing this is to watch,” Nathalie murmured, a hand on Greer’s back to help keep her upright. “Lachlan, come watch them.”
Greer couldn’t see anything. She was so overwhelmed with sensations and surprise. But she felt Lachlan’s hand against her back on the opposite side of Nathalie. Ivy was still pushed against her in the middle, heatedly teasing Greer’s tongue and deepening every kiss she possibly could. Greer moaned, grasping onto Ivy’s back and holding as tightly as she could. She didn’t want to topple over. She didn’t want to move an inch.
Ivy pulled back sharply. “Sweet stuff, it’s your turn, because if I keep going, I’m not going to want to stop.”
Greer was just about to ask a question when Lachlan used the palm of her hand to gently coax Greer to turn toward her. Before she knew what was happening, their mouths were locked together. Lachlan had far less heat than the other two. Everything about Lachlan was warmth and comfort, just like it always had been from the moment Greer had met them. Nathalie was hard and firm, Ivy all play, and Lachlan the perfect peace to calm them all and keep them locked together.
Lachlan kissed her slowly, sliding their tongues together, wet and sweet, just like Ivy had called her. Greer stayed planted between the three of them, hoping that this would never end. It felt amazing to have all of them focused on her even if it confused her slightly.
“Mama?” Alaric’s sweet voice reached Greer’s ears, and Lachlan broke the kiss immediately, looking down between their bodies.
“Yeah, bud?” Nathalie walked away from Greer and toward Alaric. “What do you need?”
“Is it dinnertime yet? I’m hungry.”
Greer smiled. That kid seemed to always be hungry. She held her breath as she glanced to Nathalie who looked over each of them. “Yeah, we’ll work on that in a minute.”
“Okay. Umm… Shepherd’s got a dirty butt.” Alaric looked over each of them, his eyes landing on Greer. She could see the curiosity in his gaze, wondering what exactly was happening, but he didn’t say anything. Instead, he turned on his toes and walked out of the room.
“That was close,” Greer breathed a sigh of relief, and she hopped off the edge of the table and pushed her way through the two women still standing next to her. She broke free from the triangle they’d created around her and walked in the same direction as Alaric. “We’ll uh… not be so careless again. Okay?” She turned around and backed away, looking at each of them.
“Greer…” Lachlan said, her voice dropping as if she didn’t know what to add to that.
“I’ll let you all talk now.” Greer put her hands up and walked away.
She needed to breathe. That had been intense. Her heart was still beating rapidly, her entire body was telling her to walk back in there and let them each have their way with her, but she couldn’t do that. The kids were awake, and it wasn’t what any of them wanted, right? God, Greer pressed a hand to her heart as she stepped into the playroom.
“Hey babies! What are you all playing?”
Alaric and Leon jumped up to meet her, giving her hugs before racing back to whatever they were doing. Shepherd toddled over to her and put his hand on her, and she instantly smelled his dirty diaper. Right. That’s what she was here for. Not making out with three incredibly hot and sexy women in the kitchen.
“Come on, stinker butt. Let’s get you changed.” Greer held her arms out and Shepherd immediately toddled up to her.



thirty-two
LACHLAN
“Well, that was interesting,” Lachlan murmured mostly to herself, but she knew the others heard her.
“Yeah, it was,” Ivy agreed, pulling herself to sit on the edge of the kitchen table. They both turned simultaneously to Nathalie, looking for some kind of explanation.
“Want to share where that idea came from?” Lachlan asked Nathalie.
“In a minute. I need to test something else.” Nathalie turned and cupped both of Ivy’s cheeks and dragged her in. She breathed deeply as their mouths connected, their lips and tongues moving together.
Lachlan’s entire body was on fire again, wanting and begging for her to be touched not just by Greer but by these two amazing women. She’d already slept with Ivy once, but she wanted to know what it’d feel like to have both of them—no, all three of them—with her.
Nathalie slowed the kiss, pecking Ivy’s lips before sucking her lower one, eliciting a moan from Ivy in the process. Lachlan had to press her thighs together in response. She wanted to be in there pressed up against them, not standing here watching them.
“Fuuuuck,” Ivy groaned out when Nathalie pulled away.
“Yes, let’s talk about that.” Nathalie pointed at both of them. “Because what Greer just told us? She’s wrong.”
“She’s wrong?” Lachlan furrowed her brow. “I thought she was pretty on the money.”
Nathalie canted her head to the side, her lips playing upward before she went back to her standard resting bitch face. “Mostly.”
Nathalie walked away from them and into the main part of the kitchen. She pulled open the refrigerator and snagged some food. “You two going to help with dinner?”
“Oh, sure.” Lachlan immediately walked toward the sink to wash her hands. Ivy followed her but at a much slower pace.
“How do you do that?” Ivy asked.
“Do what?” Nathalie questioned.
“Go from that kind of kissing to normal in two point five seconds.”
Nathalie laughed and handed Ivy the thawed chicken. “Chop that up, will you?” Lachlan was handed carrots. “Chop into about three inches and quarter them.”
Lachlan said nothing as she snagged a knife and went to work.
Nathalie started talking to them with her back toward them as she rummaged through the freezer. “Greer is right in that we need to start treating this like a family, because we are a family. We designed it that way when we all moved next to each other and when Ivy and I used the same donor.”
“Okay, so how do we do that?” Lachlan asked.
“We move together.” Nathalie pulled out the garlic bread and put it on the counter and then started getting out spices from the cabinet.
“What’s that mean?” Lachlan was still confused as to where this was heading, but this kind of relationship was something completely out of her norm. She felt like she was drowning in this conversation, that everyone else was miles ahead of her in terms of what was going to happen.
“It means that we close ranks, like I said earlier. We figure out how Penny knows about the patients, how she’s filing these complaints against me, and we figure out how she knows that Ivy’s an adulterer.”
“Hey now!” Ivy squeaked. “I am not.”
Nathalie laughed at her. “I know, but it’s fun to say. And since the accusation is on the record.”
“Oh shove it.” Ivy shoulder bumped Nathalie before she went back to cutting up the chicken. “So we get our lawyers talking, we figure out what Abagail has to say about the practice, and then what?”
“You fire everything you have and everything we have at Penny. It’s time you get divorced, Ivy. I’m sick of this battle already, and I’d really like for this baby to be born into a family without so much drama flying around.” Nathalie pulled out pots and pans next, putting them onto the stove.
Lachlan looked over each of them, wanting to make sure that the point she was about to make was clear to each of them. Because in all of their talk there was still one very important piece missing. “In all of this you haven’t mentioned Greer.”
“I haven’t.” Nathalie sighed, looking toward the doorway to the kitchen. “I don’t want to leave Greer out of this. As much as she thinks this is a conversation the three of us need to have, she needs to be involved in it.”
“I agree,” Ivy added. “Because she’s already involved in all of it.”
Lachlan bit her lip. “But she’s our nanny.”
“She is, and she’s probably more at risk from Penny than we are. She’s the one who’s seen as being on the edge of the family unit, and we can either keep her there and keep her vulnerable, or we bring her into this with us so that she’s protected. Fully.” Nathalie drizzled oil into the pan.
“What’s that mean, though?” Lachlan stopped chopping, really needing to concentrate on this conversation in order to figure out what was happening. Because she was still lost.
Nathalie wiped her hands on the kitchen towel and faced Lachlan, moving in and kissing her quickly. “It means that we bring her in fully to the family.”
“But we haven’t even made the family yet,” Lachlan murmured, wanting another kiss already.
“No, but it’ll be easier to do this if she’s involved from the start than to try and add her in later. Then it always feels weird for that person and there can be jealousy involved, and I don’t want any of that.”
“Is this what you do?” Lachlan narrowed her gaze, sliding her hand down Nathalie’s arm to tangle their fingers together. “When you have relationships with people?”
“Not really,” Nathalie whispered and kissed her again. Lachlan hummed and pulled Nathalie in again, but Nathalie kept it quick. “My relationships have been about sex and nothing else.”
“Is-isn’t that what this is about?” Lachlan stuttered.
“Oh, no, so much more.” Nathalie grinned fully. “We’re going to seduce Greer.”
“We’ve already done that.” Ivy frowned, finishing with the chicken and washing her hands again in the sink.
“No, I mean we’re going to seduce her into the family. We’re going to make her want to be a part of who we are, and we’re going to make sure that she’s with us every step of the way.” Nathalie took the cutting board of chicken and dropped it into the hot skillet.
“How are we going to do that?” Lachlan went back to chopping the carrots.
“Well, that’s the difficult part, isn’t it?” Nathalie sighed and focused on each of them. “So I’m open to ideas, because this part of relationships isn’t where I excel.”
“And you think we do?” Ivy pointed at each of them. “She’s divorced, and I’m trying my damnedest to get there.”
“Right.” Nathalie rolled her eyes and crossed her arms. “We need to do this carefully, because I’m not sure about either of you, but I’m not ready to lose her because of our incompetence.”
“That sounds like more than just lust, Nathalie.” Lachlan’s heart skittered rapidly. Were they actually having this conversation? Was Nathalie actually admitting that she might like them all a bit more than she wanted to?
“It is,” Nathalie said smoothly. “Did you think I only wanted you for your body?” Nathalie slid her hand down Lachlan’s side, along her curves from her breast down to her hip and back up again. “Because I have to say, I do love a woman with curves.” Nathalie’s voice dropped low.
Arousal coursed through Lachlan. Was this what it was like to have the full effect of Nathalie turned on her—the flirting, the teasing, the seduction? Greer wouldn’t stand a chance with that, would she? What would Lachlan even have to do in the meantime?
“I uh… I mean…” Lachlan winced.
Ivy chuckled. “Seems you’ve managed to make her speechless.”
“Seems I have,” Nathalie answered, lifting her hand to Lachlan’s breast and massaging it gently.
Lachlan moaned, rocking back into the kitchen counter to keep herself upright and steady from the onslaught of feelings rushing through her right now. Nathalie bent down, her breath brushing across Lachlan’s ear. Was this what Greer had felt like being at the center of all this attention? Lachlan’s heart thundered, and she gripped onto Nathalie’s side to keep herself upright.
“I’ve been cleared for sex, you know,” Nathalie whispered. “And I don’t plan on waiting for you to make the first move this time.”
“Oh God,” Lachlan murmured.
“Not just yet,” Nathalie sucked Lachlan’s earlobe before pulling back with a sexy smirk on her lips. “What do you two suggest, for seducing Greer into our lives?”
Ivy moved to the stove and started to move the chicken around so it wouldn’t burn. “We need to make her a part of decisions. I think she made that clear tonight when she was talking with us. She feels left out of that, and we can’t keep doing that to her.”
“Agreed,” Nathalie answered. “But I think she’ll resist.”
“Probably,” Ivy said. “But it’s a start.”
“I think we need to just treat her like she’s part of who we are, and that’s it.” Lachlan curled her fingers around the edge of the counter. “If we want her to feel that way, then we treat her that way. She’ll figure it out soon enough, but we just start wanting her and she’ll feel wanted.”
Nathalie hummed and nodded. “You’re right. I’m complicating this.”
“You are.” Lachlan smiled at Nathalie. “But you also tend to do that when things are important to you.”
“So, much wiser one than me, we treat her like she’s already a part of us,” Nathalie said for clarification.
“Yes.” Lachlan grinned. “And I know she’s going to be resistant at first. There’s something behind those eyes that I haven’t figured out yet, something that makes her think she’s not worthy of us. I want to know what that is. Don’t you?”
“Hmm, I noticed that too,” Ivy pointed out. “And yeah, I wanna know what that is.”
“Me three,” Nathalie added. “So where do we start?”
“We start by listening to her about spring break, and we start by bringing her into the conversations about lawyers and business. That’s one of the major issues we’re facing right now—Penny.”
“And Baylor—don’t forget him.” Nathalie rolled her eyes and pointed at Lachlan. “Because I don’t think he’s done trying to buy Ivy’s shares.”
“Baylor?” Ivy frowned. “If I’d known he was going to try that one, I’m not sure I would have sold.”
“You would have,” Nathalie fired back.
“Fine, I would have. But if I’d known that Penny was going to come after you for it, then I wouldn’t have.”
“True.”
Lachlan tensed. “I don’t think Baylor is going to be a problem.” Since she’d put her foot down on boundaries, he had respected them. He was a decent guy for the most part. He just came with his own issues of being raised by a family that set certain expectations—ones that Lachlan hadn’t been able to meet. Sometimes she really hated how Ivy and Nathalie could go off on him, bashing on him like he was the worst husband in the world. That wasn’t true.
“Baylor is just looking for his step up in the world,” Lachlan said.
“He might be,” Nathalie tagged on. “But I don’t want to deal with him as a partner, and if he keeps pushing it, then I’m going to start to resent him for it.”
Lachlan breathed slowly. She hated when they lumped Baylor in with Penny in this manner. He definitely wasn’t as bad as Penny—nowhere close even. He might have broken Lachlan’s heart when he’d told her he wanted to leave her because she wasn’t good enough for him, but he had only been speaking the truth.
“Lachlan…” Ivy trailed off, moving in closer. “You know why we don’t like Baylor, right?”
Lachlan shook her head, fighting the tears that were threatening to make an appearance.
“Because he hurt you, and we don’t ever want to see you hurt.” Ivy lifted Lachlan’s chin up so she wasn’t staring at her toes any longer. “He made you believe that you were the one who was wrong and you were to blame for your marriage falling apart, but it wasn’t because of you.”
“It wasn’t? Because it certainly felt that way—still feels that way sometimes.”
Ivy shook her head. “No, it wasn’t. He was the one who decided he couldn’t wait for you to be ready to have sex. He was the one who couldn’t focus on your pleasure, only his. And he was the one who decided that instead of pouring attention into his relationship with you that he would do that with someone else.”
The tears broke through the dam, and Lachlan lifted her hands to wipe them away.
“He was wrong,” Ivy whispered. “Not you.”
“It’s not so easy to believe that. Trust me.”
“I know,” Ivy said. “I struggle with that too when it comes to Penny, but sometimes you have to believe it in your head instead of your heart just to get through those moments for your heart to catch back up.”
Lachlan smiled through the tears, shaking her head. “When did you become the wise one?”
“I don’t know.” Ivy frowned. “I think I should stop that. It’s scary.”
Lachlan laughed fully then, glad to be back to where they typically were. But Nathalie broke the tension. “Ivy’s right.”
“I know she is. Sometimes I just don’t want to believe her, like she said. I want to believe that I’m the one to blame because then I know where to put the blame that won’t hurt as much.”
“It hurts regardless,” Nathalie responded. “And until you can accept that, it’s not going to change.”
“I hear you.” Lachlan frowned. “So about Greer.”
“We always end up talking about Greer, don’t we?” Nathalie stole the carrots from Lachlan and tossed them into the pot with boiling water and a dash of oil.
Lachlan stayed back from the cooking, knowing that it wasn’t her strong suit and that these two had everything under control. She wanted to talk about Greer—every day she possibly could. Greer had made such an impact on her life, and she wasn’t going to sacrifice that for anything.



thirty-three
GREER
“Thanks for meeting with me,” Greer said as she slid into the chair next to Abagail’s at the small table Abagail had chosen at her bar.
“Sure.” Abagail sipped the whiskey on rocks she had in front of her. “I figured I did put you in this situation.”
“Are you saying that you feel some responsibility for me?” Greer asked, her eyes lighting up and her lips curling into a smile.
“No.” Abagail pursed her lips and then shrugged. “Well, a little. Elia will kill me because Kam will yell at her, and it’s just easier to take care of it now instead of later.”
“Understandable.” Greer flagged down the waitress and ordered herself a drink. “How is it going between you and Elia, by the way? Kam said something about you two being distant lately? She didn’t give details, so don’t go thinking she spoiled something massive.”
“We’re working on it.” Abagail frowned into her drink. “Stupid decisions.”
“I hear that, and times it by three.”
Abagail’s eyes lit up, and she locked her gaze onto Greer. “You didn’t.”
How had Abagail managed to figure it out from that one simple statement? Was her mind in the same place that Greer’s had been lately? Stupid decisions when it came to lust?
“Tell me you didn’t,” Abagail repeated.
“I can’t if it’s what I think you’re thinking.” Greer ran her hand along the back of her neck as nerves sprang forth. She’d really rather be talking to Kam about this, but it had been impossible to find a time to get together recently. She hated living halfway across the state from her best friend.
“Greer.” Abagail rubbed circles into her temples. “I know what drama Ivy is facing, and this isn’t good for that.”
“I know. That’s why I needed to talk to someone, because it’s only getting worse, not better, and I can’t see my way out. I don’t know what to do, and it’s not getting any easier to put some distance between us.”
“No because you fucked it up already—literally.” Abagail frowned and tossed back the rest of her drink, ordering another one when the waitress brought over Greer’s. “So, what do you do now?”
“That’s what I need to figure out.” Greer rubbed her lips together and spun the glass between her fingers. “Because I know what you’re going to tell me, but I’m not sure that’s what I want to do.”
Abagail sighed heavily. “And what am I going to tell you?”
“The same thing you told Elia.” Greer stared directly at her. “Don’t think that I don’t talk to Kam and that Kam and Elia don’t talk.”
“I know everything I tell Elia will be shared with Kam. I just didn’t realize it was going to be shared with you.” Abagail rolled her eyes. “You should break up with them, end it right now, and you should forget that they even exist. It’s an HR nightmare. The only reason you get out of that is because you don’t have HR.”
“Is that a good thing or a bad thing?” Greer winked at her. “Because I can’t really tell based on your reaction right now.”
Abagail laughed harshly. “Look, I love working in human resources, finding out the nitty gritty dirt in people’s lives and making quick and decisive decisions about what to do about it.” Abagail circled her finger around the edge of the glass in front of her and eyed Greer over. “But HR isn’t the be-all and end-all of the world, as I’ve learned lately. And there’s more to life—at least that’s what I’ve been told.”
“You don’t believe it?” Greer asked, genuinely curious now. She’d gotten to know Abagail better over the last few months. When friends dated each other, it was an unintended consequence, but that didn’t mean they were friends or that Greer knew who Abagail was firsthand. And she kind of wanted to get to know her more.
“I’m not sure I do in that context.” Abagail frowned. “But you could ignore me, like Kam and Elia did. It seems to have worked out for them in the long run.”
“It does.” Greer was very curious where all of this was coming from, but Abagail didn’t elaborate on it. “So do you think I should end it with them?”
“Do you care what I think?” Abagail looked at her directly.
“Yeah, I do.” Greer might not take the advice, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t interested in hearing what Abagail had to say.
“End it. Be done with it. I’d tell you to find a new job, but that’s going to make my life a living hell again. You’re the only consistency that they’ve had.”
“Are you saying I did something good?” Greer asked, raising her tone up to make it sound like she was excited. “Is that a compliment I detect, Ms. Icy?”
“Icy?” Abagail shot her a dirty look. “I think you have me confused with Elia.”
“Perhaps.” Greer grinned at her. “But that was a compliment, whether you meant it to be or not. I make your life easier.” Giggling, Greer sipped her drink and shook her head. “I’m not sure if Kam meant for us to be friends, but I do like you.”
Abagail grunted, but she didn’t respond beyond that. Greer would take that as acceptance and perhaps even a friendly gesture in her direction. There was no way that Abagail would go off spouting out what she really felt toward Greer and definitely not in a bar filled with people.
“Oh hell,” Abagail mumbled, sitting straight up. Her head was turned toward the door of the bar, her eyes locked on something.
“What?” Greer spun around to face the direction that Abagail was facing. A beautiful young woman stood in the doorway, purse on her shoulder, blonde hair in waves down her back. She was looking around for someone, that was clear. “Who’s the hottie?”
“She’s not a hottie,” Abagail muttered under her breath, but she didn’t move to do anything. She just lay in wait.
Greer frowned, glancing from Abagail to the woman and back again. “Are you hiding from her?”
“Nope.” Abagail wasn’t giving her any information, which just made Greer all the more curious.
“Are you wanting her to find you?” Greer asked, trying to figure out exactly where to go next because she knew Abagail was going to give her another short-ass answer.
“No.”
Greer locked her gaze on the woman, who looked at her curiously, then shifted her glance and must have caught sight of Abagail. Turning back toward Abagail, Greer smiled. “Well, time’s up. If you want my help to get rid of her, you’re going to have to give me more.”
Abagail groaned. “She’s my soon-to-be niece-in-law.”
“Aunt Abagail?” The woman’s voice was higher-pitched than Greer would have thought.
“Nicola.” Abagail sighed her name in frustration. Greer heard it, but she wasn’t entirely sure that Nicola did.
“I uh… I was told to return this to you.” Nicola stood in between them, not even looking at Greer as she slid a small box onto the table in front of Abagail. It was a deep red velvet box, with one hinge on the back. Greer would know that was a ring box any day of the damn week.
“To me?” Abagail raised an eyebrow in curiosity. She flipped open the box and stared at it before flipping it around so Greer could see. “Your engagement ring.”
“Warren said that it was a family ring…so I had to give it back.”
Nicola looked so nervous. And Abagail wasn’t budging or giving her any room to sit or explain herself or even be there. She was practically pretending like Nicola didn’t even exist. She flipped closed the lid of the ringbox with a loud snap and looked Nicola directly in the eye.
“Greer and I are having a private conversation.”
“Jesus, Abagail, the woman clearly just broke up with her fiancé. There’s no reason to be a jerk about it.” Greer hopped out of her seat and offered it to Nicola. She waved over the waitress and then sat down in the third chair at the small table.
“She’s not my niece.” Abagail pointed at Nicola, but she was looking at Greer. “I don’t have to be nice to her.”
“What if the breakup wasn’t her fault?”
The waitress showed up, and Greer looked expectantly at Nicola, who said nothing.
“Um… tequila shots, please. And some water,” Greer said. She really wanted Abagail to take over this conversation, to push her to do something other than glare in Nicola’s direction. “Right, so um… did you get dumped?”
Nicola pursed her lips hard, staring at the tabletop and that damn ring that she’d put in front of them. Abagail didn’t move to put it in a pocket or somewhere hidden—and that had been a huge diamond. Greer could only dream of having something like that.
“Okay, so since both of you are chatty.” Greer rolled her eyes and sat back in her seat. The waitress couldn’t get here fast enough. “I’m Greer.”
“Nicola,” she said, nodding in Greer’s direction. “How do you know Aunt Abagail?”
“Uh… we’re friends?” Greer answered it like a question, because she wasn’t really sure what to call Abagail. They hadn’t quite reached the friend stage fully yet. “It’s a long story.” It really wasn’t, but Greer didn’t want to explain, and she wasn’t sure that Abagail wanted her to tell either.
“Ah.” Nicola nodded, her eyes lighting on Greer. “Are you her new…fling?”
“Watch it, Nicola,” Abagail ground out.
“I don’t mean anything by that, Aunt Abagail⁠—”
“I’m not your aunt, so you can cut that. And since you’re clearly not marrying my nephew anymore, you can really cut it. Makes me feel old.” The last bit Abagail mumbled under her breath.
Greer laughed at that. Abagail wasn’t old at all, but she could definitely see why Nicola would make her feel that way. Abagail shot Greer a sharp look.
“And you can cut it out, too.”
Greer put her hands up in the air, but she couldn’t wipe the smile from her face. Something about the way Nicola grated on Abagail’s nerves was exactly what Greer had wanted to see and more. Greer’s phone buzzed in her pocket, and she snapped it up. It was a text from Ivy about a change in the schedule for the boys.
She squinted at it, trying to remember what the original schedule had been, but she couldn’t figure it out. She wrote back a quick note that she’d figure it out and make sure everyone was where they were supposed to be for proper pick-ups before shoving her phone back into her pocket.
“What do you do for work?” Greer asked Nicola, needing to know more.
Nicola frowned. “I uh… don’t work right now.”
“She quit her job when Warren told her that he wouldn’t marry a woman with a job.” Abagail tossed back her third drink of the night. “And the idiot agreed with him and did it.”
“Again Abagail, don’t be a jerk,” Greer said, pointedly.
“Would you do that? If Ivy, Lachlan, and Nathalie told you today that you could live with them, but they wouldn’t pay you anymore, would you do it?” Abagail looked at her directly. “Think about it. Because if you end up in a relationship with them, why would they pay you? A woman’s labor is often considered free labor. Don’t be stupid enough to fall into the trap that the patriarchy has set for you.”
Greer’s heart skipped a beat. “You don’t think they’ll do that, do you?”
“I don’t know.” Abagail squared her shoulders. “I don’t know them well enough, and neither do you. You’ve worked for them for how long? Four months? That doesn’t mean you know them at all. And it’s not like you know how they’re going to react if you ask them for more than just a roll in the hay.”
“Abagail!” Greer squeaked.
“She doesn’t know you.” Abagail waved Nicola off. “Forget she’s here.”
“Why are you being such an asshole?” Greer frowned at her. “This isn’t like you.”
“You know me through Elia. This is different.” Abagail pressed her hand down on the table and leaned in toward Greer.
“She’s family.”
Abagail barked out a laugh. “Fuck family.”
“Well, I agree with the sentiment, but that doesn’t mean you need to be a bitch about it.” Greer was ready to jump in and defend Nicola, even though she didn’t know her at all. For all she knew, Nicola had been the cause of the breakup with Abagail’s nephew and Abagail knew something more than Greer did.
“Fine.” Abagail pointedly looked at Nicola. “You’re broke, you need a job, and you’re out a rich sugar daddy to support you. So you’re here for…what exactly? Because I doubt that Warren told you to bring this to me. You could have very easily given it back to him.”
Nicola turned her chin up, sending Abagail a thousand-watt smile. “I could have. But I needed to talk to you.”
“Talk to me? Oh, this better be good.” Abagail sat back in her chair and crossed her arms with an expectant look on her face.
“I just need some cash to make it through a few weeks until I can get a job.”
“And here it begins.” Abagail rolled her eyes.
Greer was taken aback by this obnoxious side of Abagail. She honestly hated her.
“How much?”
“Two thousand, that’s it.” Nicola sent Abagail another smile. Was she toying with Abagail? She wasn’t even bothered by Abagail’s flippant and dismissive tone.
“Only two thousand. And you can’t ask Warren for it because he’ll tell you no.”
“Of course he will.” Nicola leaned forward, her low-cut shirt showing off her cleavage.
Was this a seduction? Greer wasn’t sure she wanted to stay if it was. She shifted her feet under the table and canted her head to the side and looked over the two of them. Was this some weird kind of foreplay that Greer wasn’t privy to?
“I’ll give you the two grand, but for a price,” Abagail lowered her voice.
“And I think I’m out of here.” Greer stood up from the table. “And Abagail, if you can afford to give her two grand, you can afford to pay for my drink tonight because I don’t really want to be present for this any longer. Thanks for the advice.”
Abagail looked at her curiously. “What advice?”
“To break up with them.”
“Will you?”
“Don’t think so, no.” Greer smiled at her. “Catch you later. I’ll text you about … going out again.” Greer finished slowly. “Next time I’ll pick the place so we don’t run into anyone you know. All right?”
“Sure.” Abagail winked at her. “See you around, Greer.”
“Yeah. Uh… see you.” Greer made a quick exit, breathing a sigh of relief as soon as she got to the street. That was just weird as hell.



thirty-four
IVY
“She’s pushing buttons right now is what she’s doing.” Ivy was ready to pull her hair out. She faced Greer, so happy that she’d opted to stay with Ivy and the boys until Penny showed up instead of heading back to Nathalie’s house. Something about tonight didn’t feel right, and the fact that Penny was now four hours late when picking up the boys was the red flag the evening was going to go like shit. “Shepherd’s already passed out.”
“Ivy…” Greer winced. “I’d say just call her and tell her to not come get them tonight, but I don’t think that’d be better for anyone.”
“It’s probably what she’s wanting.” Ivy clenched her fists at her sides, glancing out the front window of her living room to see if Penny had arrived yet. “If I try to cancel her night, then she can use it against me. If she tries to cancel it, then I won’t ever use it against her.”
“But you will now, right?” Greer furrowed her brow. “Didn’t you say you were going to take Abagail’s advice on that?”
“Yeah. I am.” Ivy glanced over at Shepherd as he lay sleeping on the large chair on the far end of the living room, completely passed out from exhaustion of the day. She hated that her boys were stuck in the middle of all this unnecessary drama. It was time to take back her life and make sure this ended. “I hired a new law firm last week. They’re going through all the files right now before they make a plan of action.”
“Well, that’s a good thing. It’s what you wanted, right?”
Ivy pressed her lips together hard. It wasn’t what she wanted. What she wanted was to be divorced and free from Penny. But that wasn’t going to happen any time soon.
“Ugh, finally.”
Penny’s car pulled up onto the street outside, and Ivy immediately started to wake up Leon. She could carry Shepherd to the car, but she couldn’t carry Leon. She hated doing this to them. She had no idea what went on at the house with Penny when they were with her, but she did know that it wasn’t all that great. She knew they were yelled at, screamed at, and put down, that there was no routine that was stuck to, and that Penny often just let them fend for themselves. But she couldn’t make the powers that be listen.
The knocks resounded through the living room, startling Ivy. She rubbed Leon’s back a little more vigorously. “Leon, I need you to get up. Mom’s here to take you to her house.”
He groaned but did as he was told. He was such a sweet kid, but Ivy could see the toll that this was taking on him, the stress from everything, the heartache from the ongoing conflicts. It brought tears to her eyes, but she pushed them back. She couldn’t go into any confrontation with Penny weak. Penny would smell it and hit her where it hurt in an instant.
Greer had Shepherd in her arms and was walking toward the front door. Ivy was about to yell out and tell her not to open it, but it was too late. Greer was already there. The sneer on Penny’s lips that was illuminated by the porch light was enough to set Ivy into immediate panic.
“Give me my son,” Penny snarled and ripped Shepherd from Greer’s arms.
“All right.” Greer stepped away from Penny, who had taken two steps inside the house.
Ivy squared her shoulders and walked directly to them with Leon in tow. “You can step out of my house.”
Penny sneered, glancing down at where she was standing.
“You’re not welcome here.” Ivy’s heart hammered. She’d never quite spoken to Penny like that before, not this confidently. She walked forward, taking up as much space in the doorway as possible so that she would force Penny to step back and then out of the house itself.
It was raining outside, and Ivy sent Leon straight to Penny’s SUV so that he could get himself into the back seat.
“You’re late,” Ivy said, pursing her lips.
“And you’re fucking the nanny. Happen to do that while you were waiting?” Penny looked down her nose at Ivy. “In front of the kids, perhaps?”
Ivy snorted. “Hardly.” She wasn’t going to ask how Penny had found out because that would only be confirming what she thought she already knew.
“Makes a pretty picture to watch you get fucked the way you should be.”
Ivy frowned, looking into Penny’s eyes. “To watch?”
Penny clenched her jaw and shifted Shepherd on her hip. She said nothing else to Ivy, but she looked over Ivy’s shoulder at Greer. “I don’t want you around my kids. You’re a sexual deviant.”
“Hey now.” Ivy put her hand up in front of Penny. “Get out before I call the cops for causing a disturbance. If I have to go back to paying for an officer to be here at exchanges, then I’ll do that.”
Penny leaned in close, lowering her voice so only Ivy could hear her. “She’s disgusting.”
So are you, Ivy thought but didn’t say. The last thing she needed was to stoop down to Penny’s level during this fight. She held her tongue, bit the inside of her cheek and raised her eyebrows up to meet Penny’s gaze. “Is that everything?”
Penny snorted. “I’m going to make it so she’s not allowed to be around the kids. You’ll have to choose—the nanny or your kids.”
Ivy’s heart trembled. She didn’t want to have to make that choice. She knew exactly which one she would make if it came down to that, and she knew that Greer wouldn’t fault her, but she didn’t want to have to. Not again. Because that was the exact decision she’d made when she’d chosen to divorce Penny.
“Get out,” Ivy said, her voice firm and commanding. “Get out now.”
Penny stayed two seconds longer, pushing her weight around before she stepped out into the rain with Shepherd on her hip. He immediately started crying, holding his hands out for Ivy as Penny went. Ivy stood in the doorway, watching with her arms wrapped around herself as Penny angrily shoved him into his car seat and buckled him in, slamming the door for good measure.
She hated this.
The courts, the police, the social workers, all the psychologists she’d hired—someone needed to do something that would end this. As Penny drove off, Greer put her arms around Ivy, standing behind her and wrapping her in a hug. Ivy leaned into her and breathed raggedly.
“I hate doing this,” Ivy whispered. “Every damn time, I hate it more and more.”
“Understandable.” Greer dropped a kiss into Ivy’s hair. “She truly is a hateful person.”
“She’s a menace.” Ivy turned around, hugged Greer, and then shut the front door and walked back inside. She ran her fingers through her hair. What she hated the most was that most times she really was alone when she had to see Penny. Greer was there this time, but it’d probably be better if she wasn’t the next time—not after the way Penny went after her. “This is only hurting them, and I know she realizes that, but she just doesn’t care. How can she not care about them?”
Greer sighed and plopped herself onto the couch. “My parents didn’t care about me, so I get it.”
“What?” Ivy turned toward her sharply.
“They don’t care. I haven’t talked to them in years, and they haven’t even bothered to try and reach out to me to find out why. They’ve tried to get hold of me to tell me I’m an idiot for it, that they deserve my respect, that I’m hurting them, and that kids don’t get to choose who their parents are. About every six months or so they try—though, now that I think about it, I think it’s been almost a year since they’ve attempted to get ahold of me.”
“Greer, I’m so sorry.” Ivy slid onto the couch next to Greer and touched her arm lightly. “That’s not the way it should be.”
“No, it’s not. But not all parents should be parents, and there are even some people out there who don’t have kids who probably should have kids.”
“Like you?” Ivy asked, smiling. She ran her fingers up and down Greer’s arm, just wanting to touch her and be as close to her as possible.
“Sure.” Greer grimaced. “But I have kids. Your kids are my kids. That’s the wonderful thing about being a nanny.”
Ivy hummed and then sighed. She leaned in about to kiss Greer when she stopped herself. “Penny said watch.”
“What?” Greer frowned.
“She said that it makes a pretty picture to watch you get fucked the way you should be. What did she mean by that?”
Greer shrugged. “No clue, you know her better than I do.”
“She used to always make comments about how she could fuck me hard enough to make me comply.” Ivy rubbed her lips together thinking. “But the watch part…” She glanced up toward the corner of the living room. “Oh my God, she’s watching on the nanny cam.”
“What?” Greer immediately looked toward the camera that Ivy had her eyes locked on.
“She must have figured out the password to get into it. Damn it!” Ivy stood up and immediately went for her phone. She changed the passwords for absolutely everything, again, and fisted her hand against her forehead. “How long has she been watching me?”
“Ivy.” Greer frowned and then touched Ivy’s waist.
“I feel so violated,” Ivy whispered, turning her face into Greer’s shoulder. “I need to get out of here.”
“Then come to Nathalie’s. You can stay with me tonight.”
Ivy nodded, wrapping her arms around Greer’s back and hugging her tightly. She didn’t want to let go. She wanted to stay in this safe and warm embrace for as long as she could. “I’ll call the lawyers and the officer handling the case tomorrow. I don’t…” Ivy breathed slowly and deeply. “I don’t have the capacity to deal with this tonight.”
“I don’t think a day is going to change anything.” Greer threaded her fingers through Ivy’s hair. “Come on.”
They left the house, Ivy locking up as they went, and walked hand in hand toward Nathalie’s. Most of the lights were already off since it was so late, and Ivy imagined Nathalie might even be asleep already. She was still trying to rest more than she used to so she didn’t end up in the same situation as before.
Greer put Ivy onto the couch and immediately went to make them tea. She came back while the water was heating up and laid her arm over Ivy’s shoulder, tugging her in. Ivy’s head was still reeling. Her heart was still hammering. She couldn’t believe that Penny had figured out her password to the video system. She’d watched her and Greer. Hell, she’d probably seen when Lachlan and Greer and she had started that night before they’d moved to the bedroom.
Frowning, Ivy rubbed her hands over her face and closed her eyes.
“You’ll figure it out,” Greer murmured, holding Ivy close.
“We’ll figure it out, you mean,” Ivy answered.
“I don’t know what I can do about any of this.” A deep line formed in the center of Greer’s forehead, and Ivy immediately raised her hand to smooth it out.
“You’re part of this family, Greer. So we’ll figure it out.” Ivy focused on that—the good things going on in her life. She had found the family that she wanted, and they were working on creating themselves as a family unit—stronger and better than they were before and with a great intentionality behind every decision they were making.
Ivy would talk to all of them about what had happened in the morning, when they could sit around the kitchen table and hash out all of the options.
“Ivy, I’m not…”
“Shhh.” Ivy bit her lip and closed her eyes. If she listened carefully, she could hear the water boiling in the electric kettle in the kitchen. It’d turn itself off, but she didn’t want tea right now. What she wanted was distraction. She wanted Greer to know that she was included in this whole saga of drama that Ivy couldn’t escape. She wanted Penny to not have power over her anymore.
Sitting up quickly, Ivy straddled Greer’s lap and sat down on top of her. Greer stared up at her confused, but her hands were on Ivy’s thighs and her lips were parted in surprise.
“What are you doing?” Greer asked.
“If someone’s going to watch us have sex, then let it be Nathalie. Let her masturbate to what you do to me.”
“W-what?” Greer laughed nervously. “You want her to watch us?”
“I think she’ll like it.” Ivy bent down and kissed Greer. “And I don’t want to think about the fact that Penny watched us. I don’t want her negativity, her insatiable need to make me hurt, taint what we had that night. Because fuck, Greer”—Ivy ground herself into the tops of Greer’s thighs, moving her hips in a circle —“that night was amazing. I was so turned on. I was so wet. You were perfect.”
Greer’s lips parted, and Ivy could see even in the dim light from the living room that her cheeks had tinged red.
“Don’t let Penny take that away from us.”
“You want to do this here? Now?” Greer asked, sliding her hands up under Ivy’s skirt and along the tops of her thighs and back down.
Ivy knew without a doubt that she wasn’t the only one who wanted this. Greer was working her way into it, not just physically but mentally. Ivy bent down and kissed her again. She nipped at Greer’s lips, she pressed their chests together, she brushed her fingers across Greer’s breast and pinched Greer’s nipple through her bra and shirt.
“Yes,” Ivy finally answered. “I want to do this here and now.”
Greer moaned, and she pushed Ivy’s skirt all the way up, over her ass and hips. She immediately scraped her dull nails down the outsides of Ivy’s thighs as they continued to kiss.
“Make me forget that she has power over me,” Ivy whispered.
“She doesn’t have power over you,” Greer answered. “She never has. She never will.”
Ivy held onto that thought. She closed her eyes and nibbled a line down Greer’s neck to her shoulder. She felt around for the buttons on Greer’s shirt, needing to have more skin to skin, needing to be able to touch and explore, knowing full well that Penny was nowhere nearby, and she couldn’t be watching them.
“Touch me,” Ivy whispered, undoing the buttons on Greer’s shirt. “Fuck me already.”
Greer met her gaze and then nodded. She pressed her hand between Ivy’s spread thighs, rubbing Ivy’s clit through her thong up and down, back and forth. Ivy groaned, nearly falling into Greer before she caught herself. She managed to get Greer’s shirt undone and raced to touch the skin of her breasts, pulling down the cups of her bra so she could touch and feel and slide her hands along Greer’s skin.
“Fuck me,” Ivy said, demanding this time. “Fuck me.”
Greer pulled the swatch of fabric away from Ivy’s pussy and pushed it to the side. She pressed two fingers deep inside, and Ivy sighed with content. This was what she’d wanted. She started to move, rocking her hips to whatever timing she wanted as she fucked Greer’s fingers. This would be so much better if they were naked and Greer had the strap on, but Ivy would take what she could get for right now.
Maybe they could go upstairs later and get the strap that Greer had in her room. Ivy palmed Greer’s breast, teasing her nipples and continuing to fuck herself on Greer’s fingers. She was going to have to work up to this orgasm unlike the first time they’d done it when she’d been so ready that just one simple touch made her explode.
This time, she had to sort through the events of the last thirty minutes, all that pent-up anger and violation, and she had to find that spot. Yes, that spot right there. Ivy groaned as Greer’s thumb hit her clit, her fingers touched her inside just right, and Ivy was ready to stay there forever. She didn’t want to move, she didn’t want to shift. She slowly found a pattern and a pace that was exactly what she needed, and she pulled every ounce of pleasure from her body that she could.
She cried out, calling for Greer to keep fucking her and not to stop. She dug her fingers into Greer’s shoulders and pushed herself away, arching her back as she came, her body tightly squeezing Greer’s fingers, her nipples hardening in her clothes, her breathing thickening before easing.
“Well, this wasn’t what I expected when I walked in.”
Ivy spun around, locking her eyes on Lachlan. “No?” Ivy breathed heavily, Greer’s fingers still deep inside of her, and she didn’t seem to be moving.
“No.” Lachlan walked a little closer to them. “I was going to talk to you about a work issue, but you weren’t at home, and you didn’t answer your phone, so I thought I’d try here.”
Ivy chuckled, facing Greer and wiggling down onto her fingers a little more. “I think I left my phone at home.”
“Ah.” Lachlan was standing right next to them, looking over them both curiously. “Because?”
“Because I didn’t want to deal with Penny.” Ivy pulled her lip between her teeth, raking her gaze over Lachlan. Her heart was racing. Lachlan was gorgeous in her own right, she really was. And Ivy just wished that she could see that. She had no embarrassment about being caught fucking Greer, not here. Not when everything was so warm and welcome and loving.
“That makes sense.” Lachlan hadn’t moved her gaze.
Ivy glanced down at Greer and nodded toward Lachlan. “What do you think?” she asked.
Greer immediately started to move her fingers, which were still buried deep inside Ivy’s body. “I think that double the distraction is better than what you’ve already got.”
“I’m not so sure about that.” Ivy bent down and kissed Greer, pulling her lip between her teeth and humming. “But I do think that I wouldn’t mind both of you in me again.”
Greer groaned. “Lachlan, want to join?”
“I…” Lachlan looked over them and toward the stairs to where Nathalie’s bedroom was. “I would love to.”



thirty-five
GREER
“Stand behind Ivy and add your fingers in with me.” Greer knew that she was going to have to be the one to take control of this situation. Ivy was still too upset to think about that, and she much preferred to be the one who didn’t make decisions anyway. And Lachlan was still far too new to this to know what to do next.
“Like inside her?” Lachlan asked.
“Oh yes.” Greer flicked her fingers against Ivy’s pussy hard just to make a point. Ivy groaned and rocked into her, breathing heavily. “Oh, but first, take her shirt and bra off. I want to see all of her when she comes on us.”
Lachlan hesitated, but after a quick second, she moved to stand behind Ivy. She wrapped her arms around Ivy from behind and started to undo the buttons on her blouse one by one, her fingers straying every once in a while to cop a feel. Greer was so turned on by that. She loved watching Lachlan explore and learn and try something new.
When Ivy was mostly naked, save for the skirt and thong, Lachlan pushed up behind her and ran her fingers over Ivy’s breasts, teasing her nipples, pinching them and pulling them lightly. Ivy gasped in response, moaning. And Greer felt her get wetter.
“She likes that,” Greer said, her lips quirking up into a smile. She wasn’t exactly sure what was happening lately, but the fact that Ivy had been so worked up over Penny had put Greer on the immediate need of trying to help Ivy in whatever way possible. So this was how she was going to do that.
“I like it,” Lachlan answered, dropping a kiss onto Ivy’s shoulder and looking directly at Greer. “I like having both of you in my arms.”
Greer hummed her agreement, but that same niggling fear of how long will this last? came back to bite her right then. For now, though, she’d live into these moments and she’d put every ounce of energy she had into them.
“We were just getting started, actually. If you couldn’t tell,” Greer said scissoring her fingers inside Ivy to give her a different sensation. “Add your fingers to mine. I want you to feel just how wet she is for you, because she wasn’t this wet until you walked in here.”
“Oh?” Lachlan seemed pleased by that knowledge. And she trailed her hand down Ivy’s back toward her ass.
“Spank her if you want. She likes it a bit rough sometimes. Isn’t that right?” Greer lifted her hand to curl the stray strands of hair behind Ivy’s ear. “Do you want her to spank you?”
“Yes,” Ivy groaned out the word, pushing her ass closer to Lachlan.
Lachlan took a deep breath and stared at Ivy’s ass before she gave her a little swat. Greer would have laughed if she thought that Lachlan wouldn’t be offended by it, but she didn’t. “Harder, Lachlan. Like you mean it.”
This time, the crack resounded through the air. Ivy moaned, rocking forward onto Greer’s fingers as a surge of wet pooled inside her.
“Just like that,” Greer said.
But Lachlan didn’t spank her again. That was probably too far out of her comfort zone for right now. Greer hummed. “Fingers inside her now.”
Finally, Lachlan slid one finger in right alongside Greer’s. Ivy grunted, and Greer waited for her to get used to the sensation. But she also knew that Ivy could handle more, so she beckoned Lachlan to add in a second finger. When Ivy was finally full, Greer moved her fingers and waited for Lachlan to join in.
Everything was uncoordinated, but Ivy was rocking so hard, her groans were getting louder and whinier by the second. Greer held onto her hip to try and keep her in place, and Lachlan used her free hand to cup Ivy’s breast and tease her there. Ivy cried out, already creaming their fingers a second time. Greer loved how unashamed Ivy was about everything when it came to sex.
Greer hadn’t always been that way, and she knew for a fact that Lachlan wasn’t. She picked Ivy up easily and laid her onto the couch. Immediately she started to pull at the zipper on Ivy’s skirt and her underwear. She had the rest of Ivy’s clothes off, along with her shoes, and had her face in between Ivy’s legs in an instant. She closed her eyes, humming around the flavor as she swallowed Ivy down.
She was vaguely aware of Lachlan undressing and then kneeling down up by Ivy’s head. She could hear them kissing, feel the shift in Ivy’s body as she grasped onto Lachlan’s neck and pulled herself upward slightly. Greer wasn’t wanting to entice Ivy into another orgasm, not yet anyway, but she had wanted to clean her up and taste her. She loved the taste of a woman on her tongue.
Greer pulled back and let Lachlan and Ivy continue. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and glanced up toward Nathalie’s bedroom. Where was she? Surely, she’d put Alaric to bed at least an hour ago at this point. Greer rubbed her hands up and down her thighs.
While Penny might not be able to watch them here, the fact that she’d watched them at all—that sent shivers down her spine. She was going to have to analyze that later, especially because she suspected that other people were going to watch that video when it came to the actual divorce, if they hadn’t already.
Ivy probably hadn’t thought about that yet.
“Greer?” Lachlan’s voice was gentle as she called Greer back to the moment. “Everything okay?”
“Uh… yeah.” Greer forced a smile to her lips. “I’m fine.”
“She’s not,” Ivy mumbled.
“I know,” Lachlan responded, but she didn’t look away from Greer. She did move to sit on the other side of Greer while Ivy sat up, so they were on either side of her. Greer shivered again, but each of them put a hand on her leg and leaned in.
Greer sighed. She hated that they were getting so good at reading her. She wasn’t used to it. Usually the only person who could manage that was Kam. And she had avoided talking to Kam because of it.
“I want to be with you,” Greer murmured, pressing her hands into her face. She couldn’t look at either one of them. “I do.”
“What’s hurting, Greer?” Lachlan’s voice was so soft when she asked that question, and it nearly ripped Greer apart from head to toe.
“I don’t know.” Greer tried to cover the tears that wanted to erupt, and she managed to do it, just barely. Lachlan dropped a kiss into her hair, and Ivy one onto her shoulder. She breathed in their scents and used that to center herself, Ivy’s flavor still lingering on her tongue. “Something’s missing.”
“I agree,” Ivy whispered. “And I think we all know who that is.”
Greer hummed, but that wasn’t exactly what she was talking about. Nathalie was missing from their little trio right now, but she was talking about more than just that. The sex was wonderful and fantastic, but what she was missing was the heart of everything. The reason why she was wanting to jump into the line of fire for Ivy, why she wanted to protect Lachlan, why she wanted to fight Nathalie every moment she could.
But Greer still didn’t know how to voice that to them. She cared for these women, more than she was supposed to. She was supposed to love their children, but not them, yet she couldn’t stop her heart from wanting what it wanted. She hadn’t lied to Abagail when she said she wouldn’t break up with them. She wasn’t ready to give up on the possibilities yet.
Licking her lips, Greer threw herself backward into the couch and closed her eyes. She held their hands in hers, and she breathed in slowly and deeply. This was what she wanted. It was what she’d always wanted. She’d told Kam for years now that a traditional relationship and marriage wasn’t what she was looking for, and she might just have found it with these three beautiful and wonderful women. The only problem was that she had to stick through it to make sure that this was what they all wanted and that their emotions met their lust.
Right?
“Greer, you’re worrying us,” Lachlan murmured, trying to get Greer’s attention again by touching her cheek lightly.
“Don’t worry about me.” Greer forced a smile to her lips. “Just… love me.”
Ivy’s lips curled upward into a smile, and Lachlan took a bit longer, but she eventually smiled as well. Greer turned to Lachlan first, cupping her cheeks and pulling Lachlan in for a deep kiss. Ivy placed her fingers over Greer’s breasts when she did that. She tweaked Greer’s nipples and pressed kisses to Greer’s neck.
“I think we can do that,” Ivy whispered. “Because we already do.”
Greer’s heart thundered at that confession. She wanted so much more of that, of the feelings, of the moments where they could connect, of the actually talking about what was happening.
Greer turned away from Lachlan and captured Ivy’s lips in a deep kiss. Lachlan didn’t sit there quietly though, she reached behind Greer’s back and unhooked her bra, pulling it away from her along with her shirt. Greer sat up a bit to help. Ivy nipped her lip and was once again teasing her breasts.
This was what Greer wanted, at least for now. It was what they were comfortable giving. Greer parted her legs as Lachlan worked her hand between them, rubbing against Greer through her clothing. Greer rocked her hips up, gasping when Lachlan hit her clit twice back-to-back.
“That feels so gooooood.” Greer reached for Lachlan’s wrist, holding her right where she wanted. “Don’t stop that.”
Lachlan listened, like she always did, rubbing against Greer’s pussy. Ivy continued to tease and kiss and scrape her teeth along Greer’s neck and down her chest. She flicked the tip of her tongue over Greer’s nipple.
“Oh fuck,” Greer moaned, throwing her head back against the couch cushion. She scrunched her face up and held herself as still as possible. She didn’t want to lose physical contact with either one of them. She wanted them to continue to touch her and fuck her until they were done with her. Whether that was tonight, tomorrow, or a few months from now.
“Can I taste you?” Lachlan asked.
Greer loved just how confident she was becoming in all of this. She nodded, breathing slowly. “Yes.”
Lachlan got down on her knees, pulling at Greer’s pants until she had them down to her ankles. Greer continued to push them off along with her shoes. Lachlan didn’t hesitate as she pushed her face in between Greer’s legs and started kissing and sucking her gently. Greer groaned, her eyes fluttering shut as she focused on the sensations, and on the moments that they were sharing together.
Greer stayed planted where she was while Lachlan continued to lick and pleasure her. Ivy moaned right along with Greer. Looking up, Greer found herself staring directly into Nathalie’s deep blue eyes. She gasped, but she held herself still. She said nothing. Nathalie watched, her lip pulled between her teeth and her entire body seeming so rigid.
Just what was Nathalie thinking?
Was this turning her on? Greer suspected it was, but that didn’t mean much either. Was she going to join them or just stare at them in wonder and curiosity? Greer kept her eyes locked on Nathalie’s. Would she touch herself? Would she come in and touch both Ivy and Lachlan? As far as Greer knew, Nathalie hadn’t had sex with either of them yet. Which meant that they would be new explorations for her, and they would be something exciting.
Greer was old news at this point. And yet… Nathalie hadn’t taken her eyes off Greer’s. She continued to watch curiously and quietly from her place on the other side of the coffee table, silently observing everything that was going on in this moment and perhaps what might happen next if she was asked to participate.
Greer put her hand on top of Lachlan’s head, pushing Lachlan deeper into her. She kept her eye contact with Nathalie, not wanting to give up that deep connection. Nathalie might not touch her tonight, but this… this would be enough. Wouldn’t it?
Or did Greer want more?
Well, that wasn’t really a question. She definitely wanted more from each of them. She wanted more play with Ivy, more tenderness with Lachlan, and she wanted to simply explore more with Nathalie. They’d barely gotten started the other night, and she knew there was so much more between them than what there had been that evening.
Greer gasped, and she rocked her hips into Lachlan’s mouth. She could imagine all of them doing this to her—Ivy, Lachlan, Nathalie. They could do it in tandem or they could do it separately. Each had their own style, their own way of going about it, but Greer had no doubt that each one of them had the same purpose and the same goal.
To make Greer feel good.
To give her pleasure.
To receive pleasure in return.
Greer just wanted it to be more than just physical pleasure they were after. She wanted the support and the family—something she’d never really had before. Greer cried out, tightening her grasp in Lachlan’s hair. Ivy moved up, covering Greer’s lips with her own. Greer lost herself in the kiss. She had a hand at the back of Ivy’s head, one against Lachlan’s, and she closed her eyes and simply felt.
The slide of Lachlan’s tongue. The press of Ivy’s body. The heat. The arousal. The pull of her orgasm building up and up and up until she was ready to crash. Greer cried out, hissing when her body finally gave in to everything that was happening to her. She tried to calm herself, to keep herself steady and ready for whatever was going to happen next, for the fact that Nathalie had just watched them—again.
Greer didn’t want Nathalie to be left out. She pulled Lachlan up, pressing her wet lips to Greer’s in a kiss. Ivy gasped as she sat next to Greer, no doubt having just seen Nathalie standing there, watching them. But Lachlan was still in the dark. Greer continued to kiss her, sliding their tongues together, threading her fingers into Lachlan’s hair so that they could stay together locked in a kiss.
One thing settled into Greer’s heart.
She didn’t want to give this up.
Ever.



thirty-six
NATHALIE
The first time Nathalie had heard a moan, she’d thought she was hearing things. The second time, she had to listen closer because for some reason it didn’t quite sound like Greer. And she’d been right. Nathalie had walked downstairs from her bedroom, finding Ivy, Lachlan and Greer together on the couch.
Very much naked.
And very much wrapped up in each other.
Nathalie’s heart instantly pounded, her entire body ready to go in a second. She glanced down the hallway toward Alaric’s bedroom and pressed her lips together thinly. She’d prefer this not in the living room—she’d been careful for years to keep her sexual adventures far away from her son, but she couldn’t very well yell at them and make them move now, could she?
Well, she probably could.
Greer’s eyes caught her gaze, and Nathalie could tell the moment she tensed. Was that fear or dread running through her eyes just then? Why did Nathalie always have to be the one who brought the entire group down? She hated that she was the practical one, the one who made things happen, the one who kept everyone in line.
Greer gasped.
Nathalie breathed in deeply, watching the way that Lachlan pressed her mouth into Greer’s pussy, the way Ivy continued to tease Greer’s breasts and kissed her wherever she could reach. But Greer didn’t invite her to join. Greer didn’t tell the others that she was even standing there. Once again, Nathalie was the one who was actually left on the edges of their little foursome.
And she could either make the decision to join in or walk away.
Greer cried out, her entire body shuddering with ecstasy. Nathalie watched with rapt attention as Greer made love to her two best friends. What the hell had she been thinking? She was the only one pushing herself out. None of these women had.
Nathalie moved around the coffee table and knelt down on the floor next to Lachlan. She put her hand on the back of Lachlan’s neck and pulled her up to kiss her, tasting Greer on her lips, on her tongue. Nathalie breathed deeply, closing her eyes as she plundered Lachlan’s mouth with her own. Ivy moaned. Nathalie could hear it in the back of her mind, and it sent shivers racing through her. That moan wasn’t for Greer—it was for her. It was for this moment that they had together.
Pulling away, Nathalie stared at Lachlan before looking pointedly at Ivy. “Next time you three decide to fuck in my house, I’d appreciate an invitation.”
Ivy chuckled, low and seductive. “Well, you’re here now.”
“I am, and it seems you three might need some lessons.” Nathalie flicked her gaze to Greer. Would they push and pull for power here as well? Or would the two of them work in tandem for the others? She’d seen enough of Greer having sex to know that she was often the one in control throughout the entire night, and to know that when it was just the two of them, they’d push each other until they both fell down the well of touch and feeling and orgasmic bliss.
“I’m always up for a lesson,” Ivy said, a tease in her tone.
Nathalie hummed and pulled her down to kiss her hard. “Then get on your knees.”
Standing up, Nathalie held her hand out to Greer and waited patiently for Greer to slide her fingers against hers. When she finally did, Nathalie pulled Greer to stand, wrapping an arm around her waist until she was sure that Greer wasn’t going to struggle to stay upright. But Nathalie didn’t swoop in to kiss Greer. She held her tightly within the circle of her arms, staring down into her deep brown eyes and smiled at her.
“It’s a bit scary when you actually smile,” Greer whispered. “Maybe you should go back to your pissed off face.”
Nathalie snorted loudly, burying her face in Greer’s shoulder. “Why am I the only one still dressed?”
“You’re late to the party.” Greer started to move her hands over Nathalie’s body. “But I’m glad you’re here now.”
Nathalie had no idea if the others had heard anything Greer said. When she glanced over Greer’s shoulder, she was surprised to find Ivy already on her knees on the couch, hands over the back side of it, and sticking her butt out like she was ready to be spanked. Lachlan, on the other hand, was standing awkwardly and kind of staring at the couch like she didn’t know what to do.
“Sit down, Lachlan. Touch yourself for a minute.” Nathalie swooped in and pressed her lips to Greer’s. “I need to get undressed since I came a bit late.”
“No pun intended, huh?” Greer teased.
Nathalie hummed and started kissing her again. She slid her tongue against Greer’s, pressing a hand into the small of her back and pushing their bodies together more tightly. Greer moaned, deepening the kiss as she picked up speed and started kissing Nathalie even harder.
“I love watching you two,” Lachlan murmured from her spot on the couch.
Nathalie smiled at that, and she brought Greer’s hands up to her chest and then over her sides and her hips. “Undress me.”
Greer did as she was told, pulling at the edge of Nathalie’s shirt until she could slide it over her head, breaking the kiss only momentarily. Greer felt for the belt at Nathalie’s hips, and she pulled at the buckle before sliding it through each loop.
“I’m going to need this,” Greer whispered tossing the thin belt that was more for decoration than to hold Nathalie’s pants up onto the couch, in between Ivy and Lachlan.
“Need it?” Nathalie pulled Greer’s face toward hers. “For who?”
“You’ll find out.” Greer winked and then pulled at the button and zipper on Nathalie’s pants that were beginning to be a bit too tight for her to wear comfortably. But she hadn’t considered maternity clothes—not yet. She couldn’t bring herself to reach that level of acceptance.
“Did you figure out how we’re going to do this?” Nathalie asked, sliding her hand across Greer’s breast as she stepped out of her pants and then shimmied out of her underwear.
“Some of it,” Greer answered right before she pulled Nathalie sharply in to her and kissed her again. “Fuck, I love your naked body against mine.”
Nathalie hummed again, nipping at Greer’s lip before she nibbled her way along Greer’s jawline. “We should definitely do it more often.”
“For sure. But for now…” Greer stepped away, turning and focusing on the two women on the couch. She sent Nathalie a playful look. “I think we need to pay attention to these two women.”
“Absolutely.” Nathalie waited a beat as Greer picked up her thin belt and stepped behind Ivy. That told Nathalie exactly where she was supposed to go —to Lachlan. But she’d make sure that she took her time with Ivy tonight, because she wanted a taste of that playfulness and joy that Ivy seemed to be showing more of lately.
Back down on her knees, Nathalie slipped between Lachlan’s thick thighs and ran her hands up and down from Lachlan’s knees to her hips. “I’ve been wanting to do this for a while now.”
“Since the hospital?” Lachlan breathed the question.
Nathalie shook her head. “No, since before then. I just never thought it would be something you were interested in.”
“You thought I was straight.”
“Yeah.” Nathalie dropped her gaze to between Lachlan’s legs, watching as Lachlan continued to touch and play with herself. “Don’t stop on my account.”
“I thought you’d take over.” Lachlan pouted a little. “It’s so much better when someone else does it.”
“You haven’t mutually masturbated, have you?” Nathalie scraped her nails lightly down Lachlan’s thighs this time, sliding in even closer. She could smell Lachlan’s arousal now. “How many times did she make you come before I got down here?”
“She didn’t.” Lachlan’s breath caught.
Nathalie clicked her tongue and sent a scolding look toward Greer. “None at all?”
“We’d actually just gotten started.” Greer had Ivy’s hands tied up behind her back with Nathalie’s belt.
Now that was an interesting choice, and Nathalie wouldn’t have thought of it without being prompted.
“You didn’t happen to bring a strap down, did you?” Greer asked.
“No, but we can go get one.”
Greer shook her head. “Maybe later. I don’t want to leave Ivy here for too long, and I’m pretty sure if you don’t start in on Lachlan, she’s going to finish herself off for you.”
Laughing, Nathalie bent down and immediately pressed her face between Lachlan’s legs. She closed her eyes, savoring the way that Lachlan moved to spread her legs even more to accommodate the touch. Lachlan’s fingers disappeared from her pussy, and Nathalie was greeted with the sweet taste that was Lachlan and Lachlan only. Her lips and skin were so soft, and her moans were sweet and quiet compared to Ivy, who was loud and boisterous.
The crack startled her. Nathalie stopped sucking Lachlan’s clit and looked over at Greer, who had a pleased look on her lips, and Ivy, who groaned and pushed her ass back toward Greer.
“Did you just spank her?”
“Kind of.” Greer grinned even more brightly and held up the belt from her pants. “I didn’t do it hard.”
“What kind of hooligans did you three become? The clothes come off and you’re insatiable.”
“Nathalie, shut up so she can do it again!” Ivy snarked from her spot on the couch.
Laughing to herself, Nathalie went back to Lachlan. She was soaking, her juices making Nathalie’s cheeks wet as the flavor rolled around her tongue. Nathalie moved carefully so that she could slide two fingers inside Lachlan, finding her drenched and hot. Sex with Greer had been one thing, but this was another entirely. Fucking her best friend wasn’t something that Nathalie had ever expected would happen, but she was loving finding this side of Lachlan, the side that wasn’t ashamed about her body, the side that wasn’t concerned she was too much, the side that wasn’t trying to dampen down her spirit to suit a man.
Nathalie breathed deep and closed her eyes, focusing everything she had on making this first time with Lachlan as memorable as possible. The occasional cracks against Ivy’s skin startled her, but she found that her nipples hardened and her pussy clenched each time Greer hit her.
“Does she really like it?” Lachlan asked.
“Yeah, she does,” Greer answered. “Give me your hand, and I’ll show you.”
There was a slight movement, and Nathalie opened her eyes long enough to see Greer take Lachlan’s hand and press her fingers into Ivy’s pussy.
“She’s so wet, I might slip out,” Lachlan said.
“Then don’t,” Greer ordered.
Nathalie smiled to herself and went back to focusing entirely on making Lachlan come against her face. Nathalie pulsed her fingers in time with her sucks and the flicks of her tongue, and she continued to fuck Lachlan hard. Lachlan groaned, her breaths becoming shorter, and her body tightened up. Did she even realize that she was doing that? Nathalie was so curious, but unfortunately, with her mouth occupied, she couldn’t ask, she couldn’t talk, and she couldn’t make sure that Lachlan was as close as she suspected.
Lachlan cried out loudly, her hips bucking up off the edge of the couch. Ivy groaned at the same time, and Nathalie knew that she’d gotten Lachlan right to the point that she wanted. The surge of wetness, the pulse of Lachlan’s body around her fingers, the groans that were music to her ears. Nathalie cleaned Lachlan up and then pulled away, wincing at the ache in her knees as she shifted.
She managed to get herself upright and watched as Greer let the belt loose on Ivy’s ass again. Red welts crisscrossed Ivy’s ass and backs of her thighs, but Greer was right, because Ivy was literally dripping down the insides of her thighs.
“Do something for me, will you?” Greer asked, touching Nathalie’s upper arm.
“What?”
“Get on the couch. On your back.”
“I can’t lay on my stomach anymore, anyway. It’s too uncomfortable at this point.”
Greer’s lips quirked up at that, but she didn’t say anything. She turned Nathalie toward the couch and shooed Ivy and Lachlan up.
“What are we doing?” Nathalie asked, still curious. But she was willing to let Greer take the reins for a moment on this one. She still wanted to taste Ivy, see what spice she would bring to this moment.
“Shut up, hot stuff. Let the boss work her magic.” Ivy winked in Nathalie’s direction, her hands still locked behind her back. “She’s so very good at it.”
“Hot stuff?” Nathalie asked, frowning slightly. “Really?”
“Yeah.” Ivy winked. “You’re hot stuff, Lachlan is sweet stuff, and Greer’s middle stuff.”
“Middle stuff?” Greer and Nathalie said at the same time.
“What the hell does that mean?” Nathalie added as she shifted herself onto the couch like she’d been told to do.
“Well, she’s the middle—the one that pulled us all together.” Ivy’s lips turned upward into a brilliant smile. She was so damn pleased with herself. “Like the middle of the Oreo. It’s the best part, you know.”
“Oh God, you’re a lunatic.” Nathalie laughed, putting her hands above her head.
“Only in bed,” Ivy dropped her tone and threw a look over her shoulder at Greer. “Does this mean I get to sit on her face and make her shut up again?”
“Yes, yes it does.” Greer pushed Ivy forward a little, helping her to slide down on top of Nathalie, positioning her knees perfectly.
Ivy didn’t sit fully though. She raised up a little and rolled her hips, taunting Nathalie who was confined by the couch and the position and unable to immediately put her face where they both knew she wanted it. Greer, however, didn’t hold back from the show. She teased Ivy’s breasts, plucking her nipples and then dove one hand between Ivy’s legs and slid two fingers deep inside her.
“She’s so ready for you,” Greer murmured, looking directly at Nathalie. “I figured you’d want to taste her, since you haven’t done that before.”
“You thought correctly.” Nathalie admired the way the two of them seemed to think so well together at times like this, where they could almost see what each other was planning but there was still enough surprise in each moment.
Ivy finally settled, and Greer slipped her fingers out, pressing them toward Nathalie’s mouth. Parting her lips, Nathalie sucked Greer’s fingers clean, swirling her tongue in and out and between them to get every last drop of Ivy that she could.
“That’s so hot,” Ivy murmured.
“Just you wait,” Greer whispered and bit Ivy on the shoulder—full on bit her.
Nathalie’s eyes widened at that, but then Greer was gone, and she couldn’t see where she went.
“Lachlan, you show Nathalie what you’ve learned so far and just how good you are at being a student.”
Nathalie could hear them kissing, feel one of them down by her legs. She parted her knees, anticipating that something was going to happen, and she was more than ready for whatever it was. Lachlan’s mouth against her was sweet and hot at the same time. Nathalie hissed, scrunching her eyes closed as Lachlan kissed her clit and did nothing else. Oh, now this was going to be torture—the best kind, and the only kind that Nathalie liked.
Greer stood at the side of the couch, hands on her hips, and she surveyed Nathalie lying on her back with Ivy hovering over her face and Lachlan pressed tightly between her legs. Nathalie raised an eyebrow at her as Lachlan timidly touched her clit with her tongue. She grunted as she started to speak, “M-meet your approval?”
“Almost.” Greer smiled at her. “You’re not doing what you’re supposed to be doing.”
“And what are you supposed to be doing?” Nathalie asked, lifting her hands up to massage Ivy’s tender ass and pull her forward a little. “Because I don’t want you left out of this.”
“Oh, I’ll be right back.” Greer bent down for a kiss with Ivy, and Nathalie managed to cop a feel of her full breast and tweak her nipple in the process. Greer groaned as she pulled away and sent Nathalie a very unsavory look. “None of you come before I get back.”
“She likes to do that,” Ivy muttered. “And I have to say, I like it when she does.”
“Does she?” Nathalie stared up at Ivy, who nodded in response. “You ready?”
“Oh yes. She told you I was.”
Nathalie hummed, and she raised her mouth up and pushed Ivy into her. She covered Ivy’s clit and flicked her tongue right when Lachlan slid one single finger inside her. She had to close her eyes to focus on what was happening because she was struggling to keep up between the sensations and the touches and the task she’d been given.
She was so ready to be touched, having watched them all, having tongue-fucked Lachlan until she came—Nathalie wasn’t someone who held back, but holding off her orgasm was something she hadn’t ever done before. She’d always wanted as many orgasms as possible, and she’d welcomed them each time she reached the pinnacle.
So when Lachlan’s mouth against her brought her so close, she had to fight off the waves of orgasm as they threatened to pull her down. Ivy pushed down closer into her and then pulled back, breathing heavily.
“So fucking close,” Ivy muttered.
“Lachlan…” Nathalie whispered, trying to find her voice. She rutted her hips against Lachlan’s face, but she really needed to stop that. “Lachlan, I need a second.”
It was only then that Lachlan pulled away slightly and slowed her licks to just the occasional. She kept her fingers deep inside Nathalie, however, and fuck, was she adding in a third? Nathalie groaned, digging her nails into Ivy’s ass as she tried to keep herself from tumbling over the edge into orgasm.
“Give her a break, Lachlan.” Greer’s voice was clear as it reached Nathalie’s ears.
Her heart was thundering so hard that she was sure Ivy could feel it against the backs of her thighs. Greer was kneeling down next to her, face so damn close. “You okay?” Greer asked.
“Yes,” Nathalie mumbled, still trying to calm her body down from being brought up so high so quickly.
“Good.” Greer moved in and kissed her. “Mmm, you taste like Ivy. I love that.”
Nathalie was disappointed when Greer moved away so quickly. She wanted more of that steadying voice and touch, something to keep her rooted where she was supposed to be and not in the ether where the orgasm was about to take her.
“Tell me if anything hurts, Nathalie. Do you understand?”
Nathalie locked her gaze on Greer. “What?”
“Tell me if anything hurts. I don’t want you to be uncomfortable.” Greer pressed kisses into Ivy’s thigh as she kept her eyes locked on Nathalie, clearly waiting for an answer.
“Yeah. Sure. W-what are you doing?”
Greer reached behind Ivy and took Nathalie’s hand in her own, bringing it down. Nathalie’s fingers brushed something hard, rubbery, but also slick. She slid her hand down more, finding Greer’s damp curls. She didn’t stop when Greer let go of her hand, and she slid her fingers underneath the strap and found Greer’s clit. She rolled her fingers over it gently. Greer sighed.
“That feels good, but that’s not what I’m here for. Not right this minute anyway.”
Nathalie didn’t stop immediately. She continued to tease as Greer didn’t move away either. “Will it make you come?”
“It might,” Greer answered. “And if it doesn’t, then I’ll give you the pleasure of finishing me off. How’s that sound?”
“Perfect.” Nathalie moved her hand back to Ivy’s ass. “I’m not holding back again.”
“Good. Don’t. No one does.” Greer stood up. She cupped Ivy’s cheek and pulled her in for a deep kiss. Nathalie was entranced with the way their tongues teased each other, the pull of their bodies. She laughed when Greer cupped Ivy’s breast and pulled her nipple hard again before breaking the kiss.
“Lachlan, I’m going to replace your fingers, but the rest is on you.” Greer and Lachlan switched places so that Lachlan was kneeling on the floor next to the couch and Greer was pushed up against Nathalie’s ass. Greer moved slowly, pressing the tip of the dildo against Nathalie’s opening.
Gasping, Nathalie tried to push harder and faster into her, but Greer pulled back. She would keep this fucking slow, wouldn’t she? Ignoring that, Nathalie pressed her face into Ivy’s pussy again. She was going to have Ivy come against her face more than once if she could manage it. She’d take just the once, but she had a feeling that Ivy had a whole lot more to give.
Nathalie whimpered as Greer slid all the way inside her, lifting her butt up off the couch cushion and resting her legs on Greer’s thighs. Lachlan bent over her, hair tickling her belly as she pressed her lips to Nathalie’s clit and her hand to Nathalie’s breast. How the fuck was she managing that?
Nathalie’s brain spun. She tried to keep up with everything, but she couldn’t. It was hard enough to focus on what they were doing to her and what she was doing to Ivy. Group sex had never been a thing for her until now. She’d always preferred one-on-one and the intimacy that came with that, but this was so much more intimate than she’d ever experienced before.
These women were her women. And she would fight fiercely for them any day of the year. She’d fight with them to make each one of them better than they were yesterday, and she’d get down on her hands and knees and beg them to stay. Nathalie groaned loudly. These women were her heart and soul. And she couldn’t believe that she hadn’t figured that out before now.
Greer moved in and out of her at such a slow pace compared to the quickness of Lachlan’s tongue against her clit. Ivy rutted her hips against Nathalie’s mouth, her own voice echoing through the living room loudly. Nathalie careered on some plane of existence that she didn’t even know was a real thing until now. She’d heard about it before, but she’d never thought it was actually real.
She crashed. Her body jerked hard. Ivy called out her name and fell into the side of the couch, Nathalie barely able to keep her upright since she couldn’t brace her fall. Lachlan didn’t slow down and neither did Greer. They continued to tease her and elongate the hardest orgasm that Nathalie could ever remember having.
She wasn’t sure what happened. But Ivy wasn’t sitting on her any longer—she was kissing Lachlan as they sat on the floor together, giggling with her hands freed. Greer was moving her hands up and down Nathalie’s thighs in a sweet, tender move that she wasn’t sure she should expect from the woman who had just fucked her brains out.
“Did you…?” Nathalie couldn’t even finish the question.
“No,” Greer answered, her voice softening. “But don’t worry about it.”
Nathalie closed her eyes, slowed her breathing, and came back to herself. She dropped her hand onto Ivy’s back and slowly petted her soft skin. Nathalie needed more than just a minute for this, that was for certain, but she wasn’t going to let Greer get out of that promise either.
“Come up here,” Nathalie finally beckoned Greer closer.
Greer crawled up, keeping her balance on her hands and her knees as she hovered over Nathalie.
“I’m going to fuck you,” Nathalie said, seriously. “But you’re going to have to work for it.”
Laughing lightly, Greer nodded. “All right.”
Nathalie pressed her hand in between the strap and Greer’s body, she slid her hand down, using the pressure from the strap to keep her hand in place. She went one by one with her fingers until she had three deep inside Greer. She used the heel of her thumb against Greer’s clit.
“Move,” Nathalie ordered.
“Yes, ma’am—oh, I’m sorry. Yes, hot stuff.”
Ivy lost it, laughing from the floor. Nathalie glowered. She would try to take care of that one later. Middle stuff was a ridiculous nickname for Greer, even if she truly was probably the best one out of all of them. Greer rocked her hips. She straightened her back, using the back of the couch to keep herself in place, and she fucked herself on Nathalie’s fingers.
It was glorious to watch. She lifted her free hand to her large breast, covering as much of it as she could. She tweaked her own nipple and moaned in response. All three of them watched Greer like she was the queen dominating them, ruling over them, finally getting exactly what she deserved. Nathalie smiled, genuinely, her lips curling upward and her eyes lighting up as Greer moved against her hand.
“Come on,” Ivy murmured from below, reaching up and running her hand over Greer’s stomach and side. Lachlan mimicked the move against Greer’s ass, squeezing and teasing her there too. They were all watching and waiting for Greer to give them exactly what they wanted, which was Greer’s pleasure, Greer’s freedom, Greer’s part that would make them a whole unit, solidified together.
“Come for us, Greer,” Nathalie said firmly, watching as Greer’s face tightened, as her movements became a little less coordinated. “We want to see you come apart just for us.”
And that was it. Greer cried out, jerking her entire body. She threw her head back as she pushed down into Nathalie’s hand and on her fingers, her breathing coming in rapid little gasps and moans. Lachlan was the first one to stand up and kiss her, then Ivy. Nathalie was at a disadvantage still being underneath Greer, but Greer wasn’t going to leave her out. She bent down and pressed their lips together in a sloppy post-orgasmic kiss.
“I think we need to be done for tonight,” Greer murmured against Nathalie’s lips. “That or we need a late-night dinner.”
Nathalie chuckled. “Popcorn sounds good.”
“Perfect. Someone else can make it.”



thirty-seven
GREER
“I fucked up,” Greer said as soon as she stepped into Kam’s apartment at Windermere.
“Well, hi to you, too. So glad you got here safely.” Kam snorted.
“I’m serious. I really fucked up this time.” Greer was a nervous wreck. She dropped her duffle onto Kam’s couch and sat down but then immediately stood up.
Kam wrinkled her brow and frowned at her. “What happened?”
Greer’s stomach twisted in knots. She rifled through her bag and pulled out the envelope that she’d been handed during lunch with the kids. She hadn’t managed to mention it to anyone else because she didn’t know what to say to them. Stepping closer, Greer handed it over to Kam.
“Go ahead and read it.”
Kam slid open the envelope and pulled the papers out. Kam was silent as she read them, and that wasn’t helping Greer’s nerves any.
“I don’t know what to do.” She bounced on her toes, her hands wringing together in front of her.
Kam flicked her gaze up to Greer. “I’m not done reading.”
“Fine.” Greer threw her hands up in the air and stalked to Kam’s kitchen. She needed a drink. And now that she was here, for at least one night, she was going to drink. Screw driving back, screw anything—what she needed was her best friend to tell her how to get out of this one and how to get herself out of this entire situation.
“You’re being called as a witness in your boss’s divorce proceedings.” Kam flipped the papers over backward and forward like she was missing something. “I don’t see that as entirely unusual. You get to see a side of her that no one else does.”
Holy hell, Greer had a whole lot of catching up to do with Kam. She poured herself a shot, took it, and then poured herself another.
“I had sex with her.”
Kam’s head snapped toward her. “You did what?”
“Like you can judge that!” Greer pointed at her and glared. “You have no room to talk.”
“She’s married!”
“Technically.” Greer ducked her chin and took another shot. It burned on its way down her throat, but she was going to finish off this bottle, which was mostly empty already, and she wasn’t even going to regret it. “She’s been trying to get divorced for two years now, Kam. It’s not like she’s emotionally married anymore.”
Kam glowered. “All right, so that might come up in court.”
“Yeah, it might.” Greer rolled her eyes. “That’s not really the issue. Well, it is, but it’s not the only issue.” Greer needed another shot. She poured it and downed it. “I slept with the other two—and all of them.”
“All of them…” Kam repeated that last part slowly.
Looking at her, Greer could see the wheels turning in Kam’s mind, the turning and twisting from hearing what Greer had said to what she had meant to what that actually meant.
“You slept with all of them. Like at once?” Kam asked.
Greer shrugged. “Yeah.”
“Holy fuck.” Kam stole the shot glass and the bottle of whiskey, and poured herself a shot. “Also, who were you subpoenaed by?”
“The ex.”
“Double fuck.” Kam took another shot.
Greer bounced on her toes again, needing to move. She started from the beginning—when everything started, how she ended up with all of them—and by the time she finished the story, the bottle was empty and her head was spinning. She needed food, now.
“Aside from the logistics of how four of you have sex at the same time⁠—”
“We’re not getting into that,” Greer slurred slightly.
“Right.” Kam grabbed Greer’s hand and held onto her tightly. “What you’re telling me is that you’ve always been this way, you don’t want one single relationship, you want this poly-thingy—I swear I’ll remember that word when I’m more sober—and you think you might have found it with them?”
“In essence, yes. What grub do you have?”
“Uh… not much.” Kam glanced back toward the fridge. “I mostly eat the school food or at Elia’s.”
“Does your girlfriend cook?” Greer cocked her head at Kam. “Because if she cooks, I think you found your soulmate.”
Kam laughed, and her cheeks were rosy. She was so happy, and it was amazing to see her so settled. Greer hadn’t ever seen Kam like this. She’d always been on an uphill battle when it came to Lauren, Kam’s ex-girlfriend, so seeing her enjoying her relationship was amazing.
“I want what you have,” Greer murmured, diving far too deep into herself when she said that. “I want to be in love and to be loved, and I want to be able to flaunt my relationship proudly. I know I won’t be able to do that last part—at least not publicly—but I can with you, right?”
“Absolutely!” Kam leaned in and pulled Greer against her in a hug. “I’ll always be here for you.”
“Thanks.” Greer wiped her hands against her cheeks, tears falling from her eyes. Why had that been so painful to say? She’d known that she wasn’t built for a monogamous relationship for a while now—but it still hurt that she wouldn’t be able to just be in a relationship and go on dates and take her partners places like weddings and have all of them on her arm. It was such a stupid notion, but she still wanted that part of a normal relationship.
“Always and forever, isn’t that what we used to say?” Kam brushed her fingers along Greer’s back.
“Yeah.” Greer drew in a slow breath and closed her eyes. “But I’m a liability for them.”
“What?” Kam sat up straight, narrowing her gaze in confusion. “You just told me that you want a relationship with them, and now you’re telling me that you’re a liability?”
Greer nodded. “I am!”
“Who told you that?”
“Abagail,” Greer mumbled.
“Ugh, Abagail.” Kam growled out her name. “I don’t know what that woman has against love and relationships, but she’s seriously got some issues she needs to work through.”
Greer frowned, trying to focus her eyes on Kam. “What?”
“She’s apparently been in love with Elia for years, but she didn’t decide to make a move on her until Thanksgiving.”
“But you two were dating by then.”
“Yup.” Kam growled again. “She didn’t seem to care, though.”
“What the hell?”
“Exactly.” Kam flung her hand up and rolled her eyes. “So my guess is that you met with her, instead of me—we’ll get to that in a minute—and she told you to break up with them.”
“Yeah.” Greer was hit with the guilt. She shouldn’t have avoided talking to Kam. She’d needed her best friend, not someone who was dead set against love. But also, love? Is that what this was?
“And you didn’t come talk to me because…?”
“Because I didn’t want to hear what you had to say.”
Kam snorted. “So the truth?”
“Yeah, that.” Greer put her head back onto the couch cushion.
“And what truth were you trying to hide from?” Kam mimicked Greer’s pose and eyed her carefully. “That you’re in love? That you don’t want to give up what you’ve found? That you’re scared of what it all means?” Kam elongated every you.
Greer didn’t want to answer her, though. Because what she’d been feeling was beyond what she should have been feeling. She’d fallen hard for those three women, each of them in their own right. But she had also fallen hard for the kids—all of them.
“I don’t want to give them up.” Greer bit her lip and then the inside of her cheek. “But I don’t see any other way that this will work without me quitting.”
“Quitting doesn’t necessarily mean giving them up. Elia and I had that conversation, especially since I’m applying for the Head of School position. I’ll still be her boss, as you so kindly pointed out.”
Greer chuckled. She loved Kam, and she loved that Kam could at least relate to this. The biggest difference being that Kam had an entire school at her back, people who could be checks and balances. Greer had no one. She was all out on her own, and if she didn’t walk this line carefully, she was going to be the one who would end up losing out in this situation. She was the weakest link, and she was the one in the most vulnerable position.
“I can come live with you when this goes to shit, right?” Greer asked, taking Kam’s hand in her own again. She wanted that support again.
“Of course!” Kam squeezed her hand. “Or rather I’ll stick you at Elia’s since you can’t live here because of the students, but of course!”
“You’re going to make me live with your girlfriend?” Greer wrinkled her nose.
Kam laughed. “I’m fairly certain that you’re not going to need the backup plan because you always seem to figure things out.”
“Maybe.” Greer sighed heavily. “You’re the only family that I have.”
“I love being your family. Screw those other people who were assholes.”
Greer grinned. “This is why I love you.”
“Love you too.” Kam’s eyes were getting heavy by the second. Alcohol usually did that to her, but Greer wasn’t done talking yet.
“What if I do love them?”
“If?” Kam said on a scoff. “I thought we’d established that already.”
Greer whimpered. “What do I do about it?”
“You love them. What else can you do?” Kam turned her head to the side to look at Greer directly. “What do you want to do about it?”
“I don’t know. That’s the problem. I don’t want to be put on that stand and asked questions about my sex life. That’s so damn invasive.”
“It really is.” Kam frowned. “Maybe you can get out of it?”
“Doubt it. Ivy’s ex is a piece of work.”
“I think I know something about that.”
“Not like this.” Greer looked at Kam directly. “Lauren is nothing like this. She’s sane. Penny? She’s batshit crazy on a good day. She reminds me so much of my parents. I hate that she does, too.”
Kam frowned. “But she’s not them. And just like them, she doesn’t have any power over you, remember?”
“I know. But when she goes after me? It brings me right back to being that little girl who didn’t understand, who just wanted her parents to love her, and wanted to be the perfect daughter.”
“Oh, Greer.”
Greer’s heart was ready to shatter at those words. She hated remembering how that felt, how it had tortured her growing up, and how it had ruined her for so many years until she’d gone to therapy and done the work necessary to move on, and until she decided that she had to cut her parents off for her own mental health and wellbeing. And that decision had been the hardest and best one she’d ever made.
“I’ll seriously be here for you. Always.” Kam tugged Greer in. “And if you end up getting called into the court and having to testify, then I’ll be there for you that day, too. I’m not going to make you do this alone, ever.”
“Thanks.” Greer snuggled in close to Kam. This had been exactly what she needed. And she should have come here sooner. She should have trusted her instincts and the family that she knew loved her without conditions and without strings attached. “Dating my bosses has been brutal.”
Kam laughed lightly. “I think you’ll have to talk to Elia about that one. I haven’t actually dated my boss—ever.”
“Speaking of Elia. You said she cooked right?”
“Yeah.”
“But you don’t have food.”
“I have some!” Kam whined, again staring back at her small kitchen. “I have popcorn and Pop-Tarts and some cereal.”
“But do you have milk?” Greer giggled ridiculously.
“Oh shut up! Do you want food or not?”
“Sure, since we’re clearly going to gain back our freshman fifteen. Let’s go for the junk food deluxe order.” Greer stood up with Kam to get some food, only swaying slightly in the process. She was going to be hung over tomorrow, but it had been worth it. Every single shot.



thirty-eight
LACHLAN
Lachlan stepped into Nathalie’s house with Davina and Halle walking two steps in front of her. She was running late. But she couldn’t shake the feeling that something was wrong, that something was going to ruin her day and she wasn’t going to be able to put herself back right again. And the more hours into the day that she was awake, the more that feeling sank into the pit of her stomach.
“Hey, you got a second?” Greer asked.
Lachlan checked her watch as the twins stood next to Greer. “A few seconds.”
Greer narrowed her eyes as if she was debating whether or not to talk to Lachlan just then but ultimately, she seemed to decide it’d be okay. “This is awkward, and somewhat your business and somewhat not your business.”
“All right.” Lachlan narrowed her gaze. Was this going to be the thing that threw her over the edge today? “What’s going on?”
“Baylor is late on his half of the payment for the twins.”
“Late?” Lachlan frowned. That didn’t seem like him at all.
“Which isn’t a new thing. Usually, I just send him two or three reminders, and then he’ll pay me.”
“Wait. Hold on.” Lachlan put her hand out in front of her trying to pause everything so she could get a grasp on what was happening. “Davina, Halle, go find Alaric and make sure he’s ready for school.”
The twins raced off toward Alaric’s bedroom, their feet pattering down the hallway. Lachlan straightened her back and looked directly at Greer. “You mean he’s been late before?”
“He’s late almost every month. I never mentioned it because that’s his deal and not yours, and technically the payment portion of my contract is separate for you two.” Greer’s hands were relaxed at her sides, but Lachlan could tell that she was uncomfortable even having this conversation.
“All right, I get that, but if he’s late that means you haven’t been getting paid on time.”
“Only from Baylor. Everyone else pays on time.” Greer frowned. “Like I said, usually I just send him a few reminders, and then he pays. He’s really only ever been later than ten days a couple times.”
“Ten days!” Lachlan screeched, her voice echoing through the entryway of Nathalie’s house.
“Right.” Greer pressed her lips together hard. “The point of this conversation starter was that he’s currently twenty-two days late, and he’s not responding to my reminders. I let it slide longer than I normally would, but I’m going to have to terminate his half of the contract at the end of the month if he doesn’t pay me, which means that I won’t be able to watch the girls when he has them.”
“Oh my God.” Lachlan’s heart sank. The entire point of co-parenting with Baylor, of working together with him, was so that the girls could have consistency, not just in their care, but in what their parents were saying and doing.
“I’ve already sent him the termination notice, but in a couple weeks, you’ll have to figure out drop offs and pick-ups with whoever Baylor sets up as an alternative on the days he has the twins.” Greer said it like it was no big deal. She said it like this wasn’t painful for her.
Lachlan looked deep into Greer’s dark brown eyes and wondered what she was thinking underneath all of that. Why was she even telling Lachlan about this? Because surely it couldn’t just be about pick-ups and drop offs. Surely, it had to be more involved than just that. Greer wasn’t someone who had these types of conversations just willy-nilly. There was meaning behind everything.
“Do you want me to pay his half?” Lachlan asked slowly.
“Absolutely not!” Greer smiled at her. “Really. I’m just letting you know because at this point, there’s probably going to be a change in care for the twins. And I assumed, and probably rightfully so based on your reaction right now, that Baylor hasn’t mentioned any of this to you.”
“No.” Lachlan sighed. “He hasn’t.” It was one more piece of the puzzle that she needed to add into the conversation she was now planning on having with him when she got to the office. “Thanks, Greer.”
Lachlan stepped in close, not bothering to look and see if the kids were around, and wrapped her arms around Greer and kissed her. Greer sighed into the embrace, the tension that had been in her shoulders when she’d started the conversation easing. Lachlan pulled away, feeling the same stress ease from her own. She loved that they could do that for each other.
And she loved that they had become more open about being affectionate with each other in the last few weeks. Even if it did still feel like there was something holding them back.
“There’s something else,” Greer murmured, her face drawn and her cheeks tight.
“What else could there possibly be?” Lachlan sighed, already feeling like her assumption of what today was going to be was absolutely correct.
“I’m being called as a witness against Ivy. I was served last week with the subpoena.”
“Greer.” Lachlan’s heart sank. “Because of the adultery?”
Greer nodded, pulling her lip between her teeth. Lachlan did the only thing she could think, and she wrapped Greer up tightly in a hug. She breathed in Greer’s scent, she held onto her tightly, rubbing her hands up and down Greer’s back.
“I wasn’t sure if you’d get called either, because of… well, how Penny found out. I assume she saw the night all three of us…”
“We were in Ivy’s bedroom,” Lachlan answered. “We didn’t really do anything where there were cameras.”
“Right.”
Was Greer trembling? God, Lachlan wanted nothing more than to stay here all day and comfort her. “Are you going to be all right?”
“Yeah, I’ll be fine.” Greer straightened her shoulders and stepped away. She plastered on that smile that she seemed to always be wearing, but because Lachlan knew her so much better now, she could tell that it was forced, that it wasn’t genuine, and that Greer was putting up a front. “It’ll all be fine.”
“Yeah, it will be.” Lachlan squeezed Greer’s hand tightly. “Text me if you need to talk today, okay? I have a lighter day with patients and no procedures.”
Greer nodded. And somewhere in the back of Lachlan’s mind, she knew that Greer wouldn’t text.
“I’ll come see you when I get home. We all will.”
“It’s really not that big of a deal.”
“All of it is a big deal.” Lachlan squeezed her hand again. “I’ll let the others know.”
“Thanks. I wasn’t sure how to tell Ivy.”
Lachlan hummed her agreement. “Yeah, that one’s going to be tough, but I think she’ll be more mad than anything—and not at you.”
“That’s good.”
Lachlan kissed Greer’s cheek. “I’ll check in at lunch.”
“You don’t have to.”
“But I want to.” Lachlan made eye contact with Greer and nodded at her, just to make sure that Greer understood that Lachlan was going to be there for her, no matter what. She was part of them now, and Lachlan wasn’t going to let anything happen to upset that balance.
The drive to work didn’t take her that long. But finding time to sit down with Nathalie did. It wasn’t until Lachlan was finally able to corner Nathalie in her office, with Abagail locked outside and hanging around the reception desk, and Baylor in with a patient, that Lachlan had a moment to even look Nathalie over.
“We’ve got drama.”
Nathalie groaned and plopped down into her chair. “It better be the good kind of drama, because I’m tired of the shitty kind.”
Lachlan’s lips quirked upward at that. “It’s not the great kind.”
“What is it?”
“Penny is calling Greer as a witness against Ivy.”
“Because of the adultery.” Nathalie said it like a statement. There was no question about it now. “But not you? Or me?”
Lachlan shook her head. “Not yet anyway. She might not know. I hate feeling like Ivy’s house is the enemy, but that’s what it feels like right now.”
Nathalie frowned her agreement. “And Greer?”
“She’s panicked. I think that’s why she went to Kam’s last weekend, just to get away from it all and get some breathing room.”
“Makes sense.” Nathalie hit the mouse on her desk to wake up her computer. “Was that all the drama or was there more?”
“Well, what are we going to do about Greer?”
“There’s nothing we can do.” Nathalie opened up her email.
That answer didn’t sit well with Lachlan. The ache that had started in her chest that morning deepened, and she wanted it gone, not worse. “I don’t believe that.”
“There’s really nothing we can do, Lachlan. If she’s called as a witness, she’ll have to get up and testify, which means, she’ll have to answer questions about what she and Ivy did in Ivy’s house. And I don’t really think there’s any way around that.”
Lachlan grunted, and then she sat on the edge of Nathalie’s desk, making sure that she had Nathalie’s full attention. “But what are we going to do to make sure that Greer feels supported and loved?”
Nathalie narrowed her gaze, following a path from Lachlan’s fingers on the top of her desk, up Lachlan’s arm, lingering on her lips, and then locking on her eyes. “What do you mean?”
“You’re the one who said we need to seduce her into our lives, Nathalie. This is part of that. If we want Greer to stay around, to feel like she’s one of us, then we need to make sure that she has the support and love that she needs to do the things she’s being asked.” Lachlan bit the inside of her cheek. Her next step was to find Baylor and rip him a new asshole, but she wanted to do that after hours, when most of the staff was gone, and when she could yell as loudly and as bluntly as possible.
“I…she’s fine, isn’t she? This isn’t a slight against her. It’s just a crappy situation made crappier by Ivy’s vindictive ex.”
“Look, Greer isn’t like you. Well, not in this way.” Lachlan’s cheeks heated at the memory of what they’d done a few weeks ago, at the touches, the kisses, the pleasure, and the way that both Nathalie and Greer had taken such amazing control and good care of everyone in the room. “She’s fragile, and there’s something about her that makes me think she doesn’t believe she’s worthy of support and love. And that has to change. Because she absolutely is.”
“Everyone is,” Nathalie mumbled under her breath. “But I don’t see what I can do about it.”
“You’re so dense sometimes. You know that?”
“I’m sorry, what?” Nathalie glowered.
“Nothing. I need to go yell at Baylor.” Lachlan stood up. She’d figure out Nathalie later, when she was ready for this day to be done and had a few minutes to figure out how to make her understand exactly what was going on and how to fix the damn problem.
“Yell at him?” Nathalie raised an eyebrow. “If this is work related, then I should…”
“No. It’s not. Well, actually, maybe it is.” Lachlan frowned. “He’s not been paying Greer on time for months, apparently, and currently, he hasn’t paid her for this current month. So she’s been working for him for free.”
“What the hell, Lachlan?”
“I know, right?” Lachlan put her hands out to her sides. “Ridiculous. But I had a thought just now… if he’s not paying her, my guess is it’s because he can’t afford to pay her. He’s bad with money, but I didn’t think he’d ever get this bad.”
“If he can’t afford to pay her, then what makes him think he can buy Ivy’s shares?” Nathalie asked.
“Exactly!” Lachlan pointed at her. “He might think that he can get a loan, but he’ll struggle to make those payments if he can’t even pay the nanny to watch his kids half time.” Lachlan’s heart raced. “And I plan on figuring out exactly what the idiot has gotten up to that has spent all of his money.”
“Don’t ask that.” Nathalie shook her head. “You know the answer to that already.”
Lachlan sneered. “You’re right. I do.” She hated that she did, because he was spending this cash on his new fiancée instead of his kids like he should be doing. She put her hands on her hips and glowered. “I’m going to have a fun little conversation with my ex.”
“You do that. Don’t make it too loud!” Nathalie called as Lachlan stepped toward the door. “I’ll make sure to relieve Greer of Davina and Halle when I get back since I imagine your argument is going to make you late.”
“Thanks.” Lachlan looked over her shoulder at Nathalie. “Appreciate you!”
“Uh-huh.”
Lachlan waited until she saw Baylor leaving for the day and walking by her office. She called through the doorway. “Baylor!”
He stopped, faced her, and immediately cowered. “What’d I do now?” He stepped into her office and shut the door behind him. “Because I assume this isn’t work related.”
“It is and it isn’t. Let’s start with the it isn’t.” Lachlan stood up and crossed her arms over her chest. “Why haven’t you paid Greer?”
“She shouldn’t have told you that.”
“Well, she’s cancelling your care of our children, so yes, she should have. But more than that, you should have told me. Especially if you couldn’t afford her.” Lachlan wasn’t going to back down on this one. She was sick and tired of being jerked around.
“I can afford her! I’m a doctor.”
“Then why aren’t you paying her?” Lachlan glared at him.
“Because I don’t have the money.”
“God, you’re an idiot. An absolute idiot. I’m not even going to ask what you spent it on or where it went. That’s not my business. What I am going to tell you is that you’ll pay Greer, and then you’re going to pay her ahead for next month, and then you’re going to figure out a way to pay her on time every single month from here on out. I won’t have our kids tossed around from sitter to sitter because you refuse to be an adult and figure out how to take care of them.”
“Lachlan…” Baylor paled. “I don’t have the money.”
“Figure it the fuck out!” Lachlan’s voice rang through the office loudly.
Baylor took a full step back from her. She was pretty sure, he’d never seen her like that before, that he’d never truly experienced her rage.
“And for that matter, since you can’t afford to pay our nanny to watch our kids, which is definitely a higher priority than anything else, you can forget about your little idea to buy Ivy’s shares. You can’t afford it.”
“That’s business. Not personal!” Baylor straightened his back.
“It’s not either for you, right now. You work for me, and I don’t want to work for you.” Lachlan stepped around her desk and plopped her butt down in her chair. “I’ll see you in the morning, Baylor. Try not to be late to work again.”
He spluttered, but she refused to engage in conversation with him. Lachlan opened up her email to check it, even though she wasn’t seeing a damn thing on the screen. Baylor finally huffed and left the room when she didn’t give him the attention or reaction that he wanted.
As soon as he was gone, Lachlan closed her eyes and put her head on her desk.
This day couldn’t get any worse, could it?



thirty-nine
GREER
It was far later than Greer had wanted it to be, but she hadn’t managed to plan this family meeting any earlier with everyone’s work schedules. And she certainly didn’t want the kids to hear what she had to say. It would break their hearts.
The kitchen was quiet, deadly quiet. It was unnerving, and she knew she was going to have to be the one to start speaking, but she hadn’t found the right words yet. She’d tried with Lachlan that morning, but she hadn’t managed to get her point across. And she was pretty sure that Lachlan hadn’t understood what Greer was saying either.
So she was on round two of trying.
Greer stared at her hands in her lap, and she knew the three of them were staring at her. Fishbowl effect to the max. And not in a good way. She’d much rather be splayed open, naked, and masturbating while they all watched her than this. But this… unfortunately at this moment in time… was far more important than sex.
And sex was what had gotten them into this problem in the first place.
Sex and lack of thinking.
“Greer?” Lachlan said, pushing Greer to get out of her head and finally say something.
“Yeah. Sorry.” Greer cleared her throat and shifted uncomfortably in her seat, but she still struggled to figure out what to say next. The words just weren’t coming out of her mouth. “I think…” She didn’t want to say this, but it was the easiest and best alternative that she could think of that would put everyone at ease and solve a lot of the problems going forward. “I think that we need to talk about my contract.”
“What about your contract?” Nathalie’s voice snapped through the room, rippling down Greer’s spine.
She was the one who was so very contract-oriented, so she would be the one who would be offended, thinking that Greer had an issue with the contract to begin with. But that wasn’t it. The contract was solid and perfect. Greer had signed it willingly, and she’d do it again in a heartbeat.
“What’s wrong with the contract?” Nathalie asked again when Greer didn’t answer fast enough.
“Give her a minute,” Lachlan hissed out at Nathalie, a glare in her gaze. “This isn’t easy for her, can’t you see that?”
Nathalie’s lips thinned, but Greer was thankful for the distraction. She’d never had to quit a job like this. The last time she quit a job, she’d been in college and working at the grocery store. And she was quitting to work her dream job of nannying. Every nanny job she had, she hadn’t quit. She’d been laid off because the kids had gotten old enough that they didn’t need her, and the families were moving on and changing.
Greer swallowed the lump in her throat. “I’m quitting.”
“What?” Three resounding unison voices echoed through the kitchen.
But then it was back to the dead silence that Greer had come to expect from this family meeting. “I’m giving you my two weeks’ notice.”
“Like hell you are,” Nathalie said. “I don’t accept it.”
“No offense, Nathalie, but you don’t have a choice in this one.”
“I absolutely do!” Nathalie slammed her hand onto the top of the table. “And I won’t hear anything about it.” She stood up sharply, glaring at Lachlan and Ivy. “I won’t hear it.”
And she was gone.
Greer frowned, following Nathalie’s trail as she walked out of the kitchen and disappeared into the rest of the house. Greer’s heart thrummed steadily, pushing its way into her throat and making it hard to breathe and think and speak.
“I want to understand why,” Lachlan said, her voice so much calmer than Nathalie’s had been. It was a relief to hear that. It was exactly what Greer had needed.
“I tried to tell you this morning, but I knew you hadn’t understood, and that I didn’t make it clear. And quite frankly, it’s my job to inform all of you. I already told Baylor.”
“You said you told Baylor you were terminating because he didn’t pay you.” Lachlan’s face fell.
Greer nodded. “I did, and that’s true. But I also didn’t give him a choice to renew his portion of my contract either.”
“He didn’t say anything when I talked to him about it.”
“Baylor hasn’t paid you?” Ivy’s eyes widened. “The asshole!”
“Exactly what I told him,” Lachlan muttered. “But that still doesn’t explain why you’re quitting now. We finally figured all of this out. We’re working so well together.”
“In more ways than one,” Greer said, tears forming in the corners of her eyes. This was the part that she had wanted to avoid. The tears, the emotions, the pain that she was ripping this family apart. But it’d be easier to do it now than later, and it’d be easier to escape unscathed this way.
“Yeah, exactly,” Ivy said. She stood up from her chair and came to sit right next to Greer. “So tell us what’s going on.”
“But Nathalie⁠—”
“Screw Nathalie,” Ivy interrupted her. “If she’s going to act like a toddler, then she can stew in her room for a minute. Our concern right now is you.”
Greer smiled at that, those tears flooding into her eyes again. Fuck, this had been what she’d wanted for so long. The family that she’d been searching for, the love that she knew she’d always wanted. A closed polycule. It was everything she could have dreamed of and more, and it was right here at her fingertips. But she couldn’t do it.
She couldn’t be the one to tear them apart and break them down and make them suffer.
And if she wasn’t involved, then the three of them could live and be happy together. The three of them could continue on much as they’d done before her. Greer knew that. Her time in their lives would barely make a blip on their radar.
“Greer.” Ivy lifted Greer’s chin with a finger and looked deep into her eyes. “What’s going on? Because you’re scaring us, and you’re worrying us, and I don’t know what to do if I don’t know what’s going on.”
“She’s being called as witness against you,” Lachlan said. “And I’m willing to bet that that’s the issue.”
Greer frowned. “I thought you said you were going to tell her.”
“It was a crazy day, Greer. And between Nathalie at work, Baylor and his fit, and Abagail looking over everyone’s shoulders, I didn’t have time to let Ivy in on that detail. I was going to talk to her tonight, but since you called this family meeting…” Lachlan trailed off and put her hands up in the air.
“If there’s one thing that I regret in my life, it’s marrying that woman,” Ivy mumbled. “She’s out to ruin all our lives, isn’t she?”
“She is,” Lachlan responded. “But we’re not going to let her.”
“No, she’s going to make me do it for you.” Greer shuddered. All the emotions and fears that she’d kept pent up for the last month started to boil and gurgle angrily in her body. This was what she’d wanted to avoid—an emotional outburst that was going to set them running off in the other direction.
Then again, since her simply telling them to go away wasn’t working, that would be a good option.
“I’m going to be the one to ruin this family,” Greer stated firmly. Because she truly did believe that. “I’m going to be the one who has to sit in that chair on the witness stand and talk about what we’ve done.” She looked at Ivy then. “And I’m not going to lie about it.”
“I’d never ask you to,” Ivy murmured, dropping her hand from Greer’s chin to her hands in her lap and holding onto her tightly. “I don’t want to hide what I’ve found in you—ever.”
“But the boys…” Greer trailed off. “They’re your priority.”
“They are.” Ivy frowned. “But you and me doesn’t have anything to do with them.”
“That’s a lie you keep telling yourself, Ivy. And you need to stop. Your relationships with everyone, including Nathalie and Lachlan, affect them. And right now, the way I see it, you can’t have me and all of them. I’m the one who’s going to have to sit up there and tell the judge and anyone else in that courtroom what we did, and if they ask that we did it more than once, I’m going to have to tell them that too.”
“There’s nothing wrong with having sex,” Ivy started.
But Greer shook her head wildly side to side. “No, there’s nothing wrong with having sex. But there is something wrong with having sex with your employee. There’s something wrong with having sex with your child’s caregiver. And there’s something wrong—at least they’ll see it this way—with having sex with three other people at the same time. And I’m not going to be your downfall. I’m just not.”
“You aren’t my downfall,” Ivy said firmly. She took Greer’s hand in hers and brought it into her own lap. “And stop thinking like you don’t deserve us or that you’re not a part of us.”
“I’m not,” Greer whispered.
“Bullshit. Absolute bullshit. It’s a lie that you’re telling yourself to believe. But I’m going to fight it. Lachlan and I are going to, because you are a part of us.”
“I’m really not,” Greer repeated. “You three were a family before I showed up, and you’ll be a family long after I’m gone.”
“I don’t want you to go anywhere.” Ivy laced their fingers together, and when Greer looked up into her eyes, she could see the hurt that this conversation was causing.
Greer knew that it was going to hurt, that this was going to be hard. And she really wasn’t looking forward to telling the kids, because that was going to be even harder. That was going to break her heart in ways that this conversation didn’t even touch. She spent so much time with those kids, loving them, and to leave them because adults couldn’t play nice? That was the most painful part.
“We don’t want you to go anywhere.” Lachlan came around the table and knelt down next to Greer, taking her other hand. “Ivy’s not lying. You’re a part of us now, and I don’t want that to change.”
Greer glanced toward the empty kitchen doorway. What would Nathalie say to all of this? Or would she simply walk away without even fighting for her? Not that Greer wanted a fight. What she wanted was to go quietly in the middle of the night and forget that this family existed, forget the impact that they’d made on her, the love they’d shown her.
“I’m going to talk to Nathalie when we’re done here,” Ivy said. “She cares, I promise you that she does.”
Greer swallowed the lump in her throat. She didn’t want to talk about Nathalie. She wanted to figure out when her last day of work was going to be and how exactly they were going to tell the kids.
“Let’s all take a breather until we can figure this out, okay?” Lachlan lifted Greer’s hand to her lips. “We don’t even have a trial date for the divorce yet, so we don’t even know if you’ll end up being called.”
“Actually… we do.” Ivy shifted her gaze from Greer to Lachlan. “I do have a date.”
“Are you serious?” Lachlan looked like she was struggling to look interested, concerned, and overjoyed all at the same time.
Ivy nodded sharply. “June first.”
“Ivy!” Lachlan leaned over Greer’s lap and wrapped her arms around Ivy’s neck. “I like this new lawyer.”
“So do I.” Ivy smiled, but then she nodded back toward Greer. “So there will be an end to this. I promise. At least to this part of it. I don’t want you to leave, Greer. I don’t want you to run away or think that we don’t want you here or that you aren’t so integrated in this family that we can live without you. Because the more that time passes on, I’m convinced it’s the exact opposite. I want you here, with us.”
“I do too,” Lachlan added. She stood up and leaned in, wrapping her arms around Greer’s shoulders in a hug.
Greer raised her free hand to hug Lachlan back, burying her face in Lachlan’s shoulder and in her hair and breathing in her scent. This was home. She’d never quite felt that way outside of Kam before, but these two women were home for her.
That still didn’t mean that she wasn’t going to be their downfall.
“I’ll think about it, okay?” It was the only thing that Greer could give them for right now. She wanted to jump back into their arms and tell them that they were right and that she was willing but there was still something holding her back. And she needed to figure out exactly what that was. She needed to do that for herself and for them.
“Think quick,” Lachlan muttered. “Because the thought of you leaving is devastating.”
Greer nodded. “I won’t keep you in limbo forever. I promise.”
“Good.” Ivy swooped in and kissed her quickly. “Now, I’m going to go deal with Nathalie.”
“Good luck,” Lachlan said. “I’m going to leave that one to you tonight. Greer?”
Greer tensed. “I, uh… I have some studying I need to get done. Finals are coming up faster than I thought they were, and I didn’t do so well on my midterms.”
Lachlan frowned at her. “Do you need more time to study?”
Greer should have told her yes. She should have used that to get more time away from them, which she could spend thinking instead of studying, but she couldn’t make herself lie. And she couldn’t stop that people-pleasing string that had been plucked from singing either. “No, it’s fine. I’ll just study when I can.”
“If you need more time, Greer, just let us know. We can adjust.”
“It’s fine. Really.” Greer slid out of the chair and nodded at Lachlan. “But I am going to go study now. Okay?”
“Yeah. Sure.”
She could feel Lachlan’s gaze on her back as she left the kitchen. She could hear Ivy’s harsh tones to Nathalie as she walked past Nathalie’s bedroom. But she was ensconced in the silence of her room, blanketed by the draining of the emotions of the last two-weeks, and rung out from all the decisions she’d had to make.
She just needed one more night away from everything to figure this out.
One more night to find a way to tell them that they needed to give up on her.



forty
IVY
“You know, this is one of your traits that I really don’t like.” Ivy didn’t even bother knocking on Nathalie’s door as she walked into Nathalie’s bedroom. Nathalie was lounging on her bed, back propped up, staring—no glaring—at the wall.
“You’re not the only one.”
“Lachlan or you?”
Nathalie flicked her a look that was still very much a glare. “Probably both, if I’m honest.”
“Well, honest is a good place to start.” Ivy nervously brushed her palms against her hips and walked over to slide backward onto the bed. Sometimes she hated wearing skirts, mostly in moments like this when it’d be so much easier to crawl into the bed in a pair of leggings, but she’d spent all day at work and work required she look nice.
Nathalie didn’t say anything, and she didn’t move when Ivy sat by her legs. This was going to be a tough one, Ivy knew that. Nathalie was feeling something big, and typically when that happened, she shut down as quickly as possible. Which meant that Ivy was going to have to drag Nathalie out of whatever hell she’d fallen into.
“Lachlan and I convinced Greer to think about it.”
Nathalie snorted and rolled her eyes. “She’s already made her decision, Ivy. I don’t think you two can convince her to change her mind now.”
“You don’t know that. You don’t even know why she’s quitting.”
“She’s quitting because she wants to.” Nathalie flicked her gaze to Ivy. “No one quits under force. They do it because they’re under duress, because their bosses are shit, or because they want and have another job lined up.”
“Well, I don’t think she has another job lined up.” Ivy leaned back slightly, stretching her feet out in front of her. The conversation with Greer had been startling at best. She hadn’t been expecting it, not after everything they’d gone through, everything they’d done. But she could see where Greer’s mind had taken her, the path she’d wound to draw the conclusions she had.
“Why would she quit without another job?”
“Because she thinks it’s better than the alternative.” Ivy made sure to look directly at Nathalie. She wanted to see how she was taking in this information and how exactly they were going to be having a conversation from here on out. Would Nathalie admit that it was more than just sex? She was so close to that, to fully admitting that their world was dependent on each other, all of them, and that perhaps for once, she wanted it that way.
“The alternative being homeless and jobless?” Nathalie raised an eyebrow in disbelief.
“Yes, that is better than the alternative.”
“I don’t get it.” Nathalie sighed heavily. “I don’t get why she would willingly walk into that instead of just staying here.”
“You walked away.” Ivy raised her chin up, trying to make her point. “You walked away instead of staying in there to have the hard conversation. God, you two are so fucking similar sometimes it drives me nuts. Neither one of you wants love, or thinks you’re worthy of it, or thinks that deep meaningful relationships make sex and family better. But they do. And I’m tired of you especially trying to deny the fact that you need that in your life.”
Ivy hadn’t meant to say it quite like that, but she was exhausted from spinning in this conversion. She’d been doing it with Nathalie for twenty plus years. It was perfectly fine for Nathalie to consider Ivy and Lachlan her best friends, but she always tried to keep them at arm’s length, she always tried to convince herself that she had to do life on her own, when in reality that wasn’t what she did at all.
“I’m sorry, but I’m tired of your attitude.”
“My attitude?” Nathalie pressed her hand over her chest. “Get off your high horse, Ivy.” Nathalie flung the blanket off her legs and immediately got out of the bed, but she didn’t leave the room. Ivy wondered if it was because she didn’t know where to go. With Greer and Lachlan still downstairs, the kids in the house, and Ivy right here, she was literally confined by the people who loved her and that she didn’t want to be loved by.
“Yes, your attitude.” Ivy stayed sitting on the edge of the bed, keeping as calm as she possibly could. She was ready for this fight. And she needed to be the one to have it because she was perhaps the only one that could make some kind of dent in Nathalie’s thick skull. “Do you want us here or not?”
Nathalie froze in her pacing. Her eyes locked on Ivy’s, and her lips parted in surprise.
“Because we can all leave.”
“W-why would you leave?” Nathalie’s lower lip trembled.
“I love you, Nathalie. Lachlan loves you, Greer loves you, we all love you. But you go around and act like you don’t need to be loved. You go around and act like you’re outside of and beyond us, that you’re not quite within this circle.” Ivy curled her fingers into the sheets, needing to make sure that she said this correctly. “Do you want to know why we weren’t a family before Greer came into our lives?”
Nathalie shook her head, but Ivy dove headfirst forward anyway.
“Because you never saw us as a family. Lachlan and I have relied on each other and you for years. And you’ve relied on us. We are a family. We always have been, since we met back in college.” Ivy’s heart raced. She had to be getting through to Nathalie, right? She had to be saying something that was going to make a dent, that was going to shift Nathalie’s perspective. “Tell me that’s not true.”
“I-I can’t,” Nathalie whispered. “You two have been my world since college, since I left my parents out of my life, since I decided to go to medical school and since I decided to start a family.”
“Not start, Nathalie.” Ivy stood up now, walking toward her. “Not start a family. We were a family before Leon and Alaric were born. We were a family before Baylor and Penny. And maybe that’s why it never worked out with them, or at least partly why, because we never brought them into the family.”
Ivy took Nathalie’s hands in her own and stared down at the physical connection. Nathalie wasn’t running away, so that was a good thing. She wasn’t yelling or screaming either, and that was even better. Ivy had been afraid that was going to happen as soon as she walked in here.
“Greer has put a lot of things into perspective for me, things I never really thought about until she started questioning them.” Ivy looked up into Nathalie’s eyes. “Things like who I love and why I love them. Things like why I was holding myself back from experiencing that love. Things like what family really and truly means.”
Nathalie drew in a sharp little gasp, but she still didn’t say anything.
“And I’d wager a bet that she’s done the same for Lachlan and the same for you.”
“She hasn’t,” Nathalie whispered, but it didn’t sound like she meant it. It sounded like that old defiance rearing its ugly head again.
Ivy broke away, stepping back and no longer touching Nathalie. “Then I’ll say that we’ll all leave. If it doesn’t matter, then why would we stay?”
“Ivy…” Nathalie stepped closer, reaching for Ivy’s hand and grasping her fingers again. She stared down at some random point between the two of them, not making eye contact, not saying anything. Ivy held her breath, hoping that this was going to be the moment when those walls holding Nathalie back would finally shatter and come crumbling down. Because she was tired of running up against them. She was exhausted from having to prove her point repeatedly that Nathalie couldn’t live without them, that she needed them. But more than that, she wanted them here.
Ivy breathed into the silence, giving Nathalie the time she needed to formulate her thoughts and her words, and hopefully dig a little deeper into exactly what she was feeling. The silence was deafening, and the longer it went on the more Ivy’s stomach churned because what if she’d been wrong? What if Nathalie didn’t feel the same way about them that they felt about her?
What if Greer was right? That it was easier to flee than it was to stay.
“I need you in my life,” Nathalie whispered, still not looking up to meet Ivy’s gaze. “I can’t…” she took a deep breath and stepped in closer, bringing Ivy’s hand to her lips and pressing a delicate kiss to Ivy’s knuckles. “I can’t do this without you.”
Ivy’s heart raced. She wanted to leap and jump and whoop! She’d finally made it through to the inside of Nathalie’s protective ring, and she wasn’t going to look back now. But she couldn’t scare her off, not yet.
“I need you,” Nathalie murmured, kissing Ivy’s knuckles again. “Don’t leave me.”
“I won’t leave you.” Ivy took the last step to Nathalie, closing the gap between them. She wrapped her hand around the back of Nathalie’s neck and drew her down so that their lips could press together in a tender, sweet embrace.
Nathalie parted her lips, and Ivy dipped her tongue into Nathalie’s mouth, seeking and comforting all at the same time. She closed her eyes and breathed in the freshness of this one moment, the time when they were finally coming together truthfully and honestly together, torn apart and rebuilt stronger than before.
Ivy slowed the kiss and pulled away, but she kept her hand on Nathalie’s cheek. “Will you leave us?”
Nathalie shook her head slowly. “No.”
“Then why did you leave tonight?” Ivy looked up into Nathalie’s eyes, begging her to finally say what she refused to say for so long, what she refused to admit for so long. “Why not stay and talk it out with us?”
“Because I was scared,” Nathalie murmured, closing her eyes at the same time. “I don’t understand why she’d leave.”
“She’s leaving because she thinks it’s the better option for us, not for her, but for us. And she’s willing to make that sacrifice to make our life better.”
Nathalie scrunched her face up.
“Sound like something you would do?” Ivy asked, trying to push to make her point that she and Greer weren’t all that different from each other.
“Yes,” Nathalie agreed.
“Good, at least we’re on the same page there.” Ivy stroked Nathalie’s cheek lightly. “We told Greer to take a few days to think things through, and she agreed. I want to give her that space and time, but I don’t want to give her too much of it. Our goal was to keep her in the family, right?”
“Yes.” Nathalie sounded far more confident now than she had moments before.
“Then we need to make sure that she stays, especially because I don’t really think she wants to leave. I think she wants to protect, and I think she wants to make this easier on us and she knows that we won’t take the easy road.” Ivy pulled Nathalie in for another kiss.
“So what do I do?”
“Be honest with yourself, Nathalie. And stop running. Stop walking out on important conversations. Family isn’t always the fun bits. Sometimes it’s the hard bits, the tough conversations and the shitty decisions, and staying in the hospital room because your friend is an idiot and tried to die on you.”
Nathalie shuddered, finally raising her gaze to meet Ivy’s. “I never wanted to die on you.”
“I know you didn’t.” Ivy smiled at her. “You’d never leave Alaric.”
Nathalie nodded slowly. “I wouldn’t ever leave you or Lachlan either.”
“And Greer?” Ivy held her breath. This was what she’d been waiting for.
“No. I wouldn’t leave Greer.” Nathalie swooped in and covered Ivy’s mouth with her own.
This kiss was heated, passionate, and so much deeper emotionally than any other kiss they’d shared. This wasn’t fun and games anymore. This was connection, and trust, and hope for a future that they might actually be intentionally building together finally. Ivy threaded her fingers through Nathalie’s hair and pulled her down, deeper into the kiss. She moaned and arched her back, seeking more touch, more of whatever this was because it felt so damn good.
Nathalie nipped Ivy’s lip, easing out of the kiss. “I love you, Ivy.”
Those words meant so much more than any other time Nathalie had said it to her. It wasn’t that she felt Nathalie had been lying before, but that had been about friendship and what they could and were doing for each other. This was about feelings, and emotion, and who they wanted to be together.
“I love you, too,” Ivy whispered. “And Greer and Lachlan.” She grinned at Nathalie. “We should probably tell them that at some point soon.”
Nathalie hummed her answer, her gaze dropping back down to Ivy’s lips. “At some point, yes.”
Ivy grinned broadly and leaned in for another kiss. “But you have to stop walking out on conversations like that. It panics us.”
Nathalie sighed, biting her lip. “I’ll work on that.”
“Good.” Ivy stepped away and put her hands on her hips. “So what are we going to do about Greer?”
“You said you agreed to give her some time.” Nathalie frowned. “You have to give her that time now.”
“It’s the time that worries me.” Ivy sat back down on the bed and huffed out a breath. “Because with time I worry that she’ll come to some other crazy solution.”
“Solution?”
“Like leaving.” Ivy moved her hands around in the air as if to make her point. “If she has the time to think, and if she goes somewhere, then how will she ever want to come back. What if she changes her resignation date to effective immediately?”
“Now look who’s panicking.” Nathalie sat down next to Ivy and covered her hand, squeezing tenderly. “You need to give her time to think, and she probably needs to do that away from us.”
“Like I said before…” Ivy looked into Nathalie’s eyes. “It’s the time thing that scares me.”
“Because you love her,” Nathalie concluded.
“Because we all love her.”



forty-one
GREER
Greer frowned at the plate in front of her as she leaned over the kitchen island in Abagail’s gigantic house. She hadn’t known where else to go, and all she knew was that she needed out for a few days. Abagail was the closest thing she had to a friend within driving distance, and Kam was out of state at some Speech competition, which left Greer here.
Sitting and staring at a plate of food that Abagail’s private chef had made her.
Because of course the woman would have a private chef.
Discomfort rolled down Greer’s spine as she stared at the pristine kitchen, everything put in its specific place, and the fact that nothing in the house was out of place. The bed had been turned down for her by a maid before she’d slept in it the night before, and someone had come in that morning to make it up.
It was like being in a damn hotel.
And it was weird.
Greer frowned at the food, knowing that she had to eat it or she’d risk offending the stunning woman who was the chef, with her long braids that were braided again down her back with gold bands around some of them, the nose piercing, and bright eyes. She’d had a slight French accent when she spoke, but Greer hadn’t had the courage to ask exactly how she’d ended up working for Abagail.
Or where the hell Abagail got this money.
Greer knew she worked hard, but holy hell, this was beyond just being a CEO at her own HR firm. Shoveling the delicious food into her mouth, Greer ate as quickly as she could so that she could disappear back into her room and hide out, like she’d planned to do until Monday when she knew she had to go back and finish out her last two weeks with the families.
“Still here?” Abagail asked as she sauntered into the kitchen.
“Uh… yes?” Greer faltered. Had Abagail expected her to leave?
Abagail hummed. But before she could say anything else, Nicola practically danced into the room, her bright blonde hair in waves down her back and her eyes bright with mischief.
“She’s staying there?” Greer pointed at Nicola, but she asked the question of Abagail.
“Don’t ask,” Abagail muttered.
“Oh, no, I’m asking, because she’s your nephew’s ex-fiancée, right? And she definitely didn’t seem to be making an impression on you the other night.” Greer was still gawking, she knew it, but Nicola was practically dancing through the kitchen in a tight white tank top, no bra so Greer could very clearly see her hardened nipples and dark areolas, and a miniskirt that really didn’t leave a whole lot to the imagination. “Also where was she yesterday?”
“I was confined to my room,” Nicola answered leaning over the kitchen island and pushing her ass out behind her.
Abagail’s gaze definitely dropped to that ass and lingered there way too long.
Holy fucking God. Greer’s cheeks burned. She had walked into some kind of weird sexual arrangement, and she was willing to bet that Nicola was paying Abagail with sex to stay in this house. She faced her plate of food again, suddenly thinking it looked way more appetizing than it did before, and shoveled a couple more bites into her mouth.
She really needed to stop judging.
Or maybe it wasn’t that she was judging, just that she was shocked.
Yeah, that had to be it, right?
Abagail was so prim and proper, loud and aggressive—which if she was a man, no one would think twice about—but to stick her with this woman. Flirty, fun, energetic, and the polar opposite of Abagail?
Eh, Greer could see that working actually.
And again, who was she to judge?
“Now that we’ve had introductions, again,” Abagail droned before focusing back on Greer. “The weekend, right?”
“Yes, I’ll be gone on Monday morning. Promise.” She raised her hand in a scout’s honor move.
Abagail’s lips thinned into a line. “How did I end up being the rescue club for the wayward children in my life?”
“I’m not a child,” Greer said with a glare. “She” —she pointed at Nicola— “is.”
Abagail hummed and straightened her shoulders. “We’re not talking about her.”
“You were talking about both of us.” Greer scrunched her nose. She really needed to stop talking at all. Abagail had done her a favor by letting her stay there, even if it was probably out of guilt because Abagail had been the one to get her the job with Nathalie, Ivy, and Lachlan.
“Um… hi, am I interrupting something?” Ivy stood in the entryway to the kitchen, someone right next to her.
Abagail spun around, her face immediately moving from somewhat amused to annoyed now. Greer hadn’t been entirely sure that Abagail could actually look more annoyed than she typically did.
“Apparently my house is an open house. Leave me out of the family drama.” She threw her hands up into the air and then walked out past Ivy. “Nicola!”
“Coming, lover!” Nicola crooned the word as she followed Abagail out of the kitchen, Greer unfortunately catching the sight of her ass, and the fact that she definitely did not have any underwear on.
She shuddered and closed her eyes. Yeah, she couldn’t stay here a long time. But she was so fucking grateful that her room was nowhere near their rooms. Greer nodded at the butler—that was what he was, right?—she couldn’t remember, and she wasn’t sure she really cared to figure out.
And then before she knew it, it was just her and Ivy in the kitchen together.
Greer pushed the plate of food away from her, her appetite completely gone now. “She’s going to be mad that you showed up here.”
“Who are we talking about?” Ivy asked, coming in closer and leaning against the kitchen island. “Nathalie or Abagail?”
“Well, both, actually. But I meant Abagail.”
“She’ll get over it.”
Would she, though? Abagail seemed like an intensely private person, and having her employee in her home really didn’t seem like something that Abagail would be okay with. But Greer wasn’t going to mention that again. Ivy could figure out her own work-life problems.
“Why are you here?” Greer asked, squaring her shoulders and looking Ivy over. She was dressed down today, leggings and a loose shirt. Almost akin to that first night they’d made out on the couch, when Greer had wanted nothing more than to rip her clothes off, take her upstairs, and show her just how much she deserved to be loved.
“That.” Ivy pointed at her. “What are you thinking?”
“Nothing.” Greer’s cheeks burned again, and she pulled the plate back over to give her some kind of distraction. “Answer my question first.”
“I’m here to talk to you.” Ivy sighed. “To listen to you if that’s what you want or need.”
“No one else came with you?” Greer asked, looking back toward the entryway.
“No, just me. We didn’t think that the three of us coming was a good idea. Thought it might be a bit overwhelming for you.”
Greer hummed her agreement with that. She really struggled to think straight when all three of them were so focused on her. “So what did you want to talk about?”
“You know why I’m here, Greer. Stop playing the fool. It really doesn’t suit you.”
Greer dropped her fork onto the plate. Since when could Ivy be that sharp with her? She wasn’t used to this side of her. She was used to that from Nathalie. Greer’s back and shoulders tightened, and she turned on the stool to look Ivy over. “I came here to get away from all of you for a few days, to think about what decisions I’ve made and how they’re going to affect me. You agreed to that time, and now you’re here.”
“I know.” Ivy put her hands up in the air, defensively. “I shouldn’t have come, and I should have given you the full weekend.”
“So why didn’t you?” Greer asked.
“I’m worried about you.”
“About me?” Greer frowned. The only person who ever worried about her was Kam. No one else could ever spare the time to think about her or what she might be struggling with.
“Yes, you.” Ivy kept her distance, although it looked like she wanted to step in even closer. “I’m not sure that you left with the best understanding of what’s happening, and I wanted to make sure to clear the air a bit, maybe explain some things.”
“There isn’t much to explain.” Greer shook her head. “I think it’s all been talked out.”
“It hasn’t. I promise you.” Ivy wrapped her hands together, twisting them nervously. Greer had seen her do that before, and she knew that Ivy was trying to hold back and choose her words carefully. “We don’t want you to quit.”
“I can’t work for you and not have this be an issue.”
“What is this?” Ivy asked.
“Our relationship.” Greer pointed between them. “And not just my relationship with you, but my relationship with them. It’s going to come up, and it’s going to take all of us down. Penny won’t⁠—”
“Penny can fuck a duck for all I care.” Ivy’s voice rang through the kitchen, echoing off the appliances. “I’m not talking about Penny tonight. I’m sick and tired of talking about her, of stepping around the stones she throws into my path. I’m talking about you and me and Nathalie and Lachlan. That’s it.”
“You can’t excise Penny from this situation. She’s at the center of what’s going to tear us apart.”
“No, she’s not.” Ivy straightened up and put her hands on her hips. “And if you think that my soon-to-be ex-wife has the power to determine who I can and will have in my life now and going forward, then you don’t give me enough credit when fighting her.”
Greer’s jaw dropped. She hadn’t realized that she was doing that. She hadn’t put it together that she was making a mountain out of a molehill and that she wasn’t giving Ivy credit for the very fact that she was the one who had left, and she was the one who had filed for divorce, and she was the one who was pushing through day after day and slowly trudging her way toward finalizing that divorce.
“You’re right. I’m sorry.” Greer sighed heavily, guilt washing over her. She hated that she was like this.
“So ignore Penny. Why did you leave?”
Greer didn’t have an answer to that, because everything had been about what Penny was going to do and what she wasn’t going to do. “Because I won’t ruin the family that you have.”
“You are a part of that family, Greer.”
“No, I’m not.”
“Is that because you don’t want to be? Or is it because you think we don’t want you to be?”
Greer paused again. Ivy wasn’t holding back tonight, and she hated it. She was pulling out everything she had to make Greer think about everything she’d avoided thinking about since she’d shown up at Abagail’s on Friday night.
“Here’s the thing,” Ivy continued, not waiting for an answer. “We want you to be part of our family. We want you to be with us every day and every night that you want to be there. We want a relationship with you, a closed open relationship thing. I don’t know, Nathalie knows way better than I do.” Ivy waved her hands around in frustration. “We want you to be part of who we are and the family that we’re making. And we thought that we were doing a good job and showing you that up until this past week.”
“You were…” Greer whispered. She remembered every time they touched her, kissed her, shared with her. The way they had opened up to her and the changes they had made in their lives in the last few months. It had all changed, hadn’t it? And that was damn scary.
“All right, so what happened?”
“I’m not allowed to say her name.” Greer rolled her eyes. “But I know how this goes, and I know the judgment that’ll come with it. Nathalie gets it too. She reamed me for it once, and I know she understands the judgment that comes with not being in a normal monogamous relationship.”
“Are you scared of Penny’s judgment or are you scared of your own?”
“What?”
“What’s really holding you back, Greer? Is it the fact that you think Penny is going to keep coming after us because of you? Because I’ll tell you, she’s going to keep after us despite you. Penny isn’t going to give up easily, and she is going to make the next sixteen years of my life a living hell. I own that. But it’s not because of you. And she’ll do it regardless of whether you’re with us or not.”
Greer shifted on her stool.
“Or is it because you’re scared that the three of us might actually love you, and that we’re not willing to give you up or let you walk away without properly fighting for that love.”
“You don’t love me.” Greer shook her head, her lips pulling down into a frown.
“Bullshit, Greer. We do. All three of us.”
Greer sucked in a sharp breath, still shaking her head. “No, not all of you. I can maybe believe that you and Lachlan love some things about me, but not Nathalie.”
“I talked to her, Greer. And she loves you. It’s not something that’s easy for her to admit, for very similar reasons why it’s not easy for you to admit. But we do love you.” Ivy moved in, taking Greer’s hand in her own and stepping between her legs. Greer had to tilt her head down to look into Ivy’s eyes. “I love you.”
The words were on the tip of her tongue. She’d figured it out when she was with Kam for that weekend, that she was head over heels in love with all of them, but she hadn’t been able to say it then, and she certainly couldn’t say it now.
“Lachlan loves you.”
The slow admittance wasn’t helping her. The honesty and sweetness in Ivy’s eyes, the truthfulness of her words.
“Nathalie loves you.”
“I can’t do this,” Greer whispered. “I can’t…”
“Then take until Monday.” Ivy stepped away, giving Greer the space that she desperately needed. “But when you come back to us on Monday, know that we’re going to talk about this. I’m done waiting for life to find me, Greer. And I’m done letting people walk all over me and living in fear. It’s time we make our lives exactly the way we want them to be.”
And Ivy left.
Greer stared at the spot where she’d been standing, her brain spinning in circles that she didn’t think she could control. What the hell was she supposed to do now? What was she supposed to say or tell them?
Because she couldn’t tell them that she was in love with them.
Could she?



forty-two
NATHALIE
Nathalie dropped her keys onto the kitchen counter and hung up her purse. Her feet ached, they were swollen, and her back was killing her. That morning hadn’t been any better, and she’d awkwardly stared at Greer as she’d come into the house and skittered up the stairs. They hadn’t even said a single word to each other.
Lachlan had at least reacted better and had checked in with Greer when she’d dropped the twins off. Then she’d promptly updated and scolded Nathalie as soon as she’d gotten to work that morning. But the house was quiet now. Too quiet.
She pulled off her shoes and left them by the back door, too tired to pick them up and put them where they belonged. And the cold wood floor against her toes felt heavenly. She sighed into the feel and relaxed her shoulders. That had been a really long day at work, especially with Abagail hovering over her shoulder every five seconds, trying to ask her questions and hinting at the drama of the last weekend.
And she’d had to tell a patient today that they’d lost the pregnancy.
Those were always the hardest days. No matter how far away she was from her own miscarriages, it still stung to have to be the one to deliver that news to someone. She just wanted to go to bed, curl up in a ball, take a nap, and then deal with Alaric. But she couldn’t. She needed to figure out which house her son was at and start in on getting dinner ready for him.
She had her phone in her hand as she walked into the living room, trying to see if they were in the playroom even though she suspected they weren’t because of how quiet it was. She was just about to call Lachlan when Greer walked through the front door and shut it behind her. Alone.
Nathalie paused, the phone in front of her body, as they locked eyes. “Where’s Alaric?”
“Lachlan’s.” Greer frowned at her. “She said something about hiring a sitter for tonight, said it was your idea.”
Nathalie frowned. Lachlan and Ivy would plan to do that so that she had no way to escape the conversation that they wanted her to have with Greer. “Perfect,” she muttered and slipped her cellphone into her pocket. “No, I didn’t arrange for a sitter.”
“Oh. Well…” Greer frowned. “I can go get him.”
Nathalie shook her head and ran her fingers through her hair. “No, Lachlan did this on purpose.”
“I’m not sure what you’re talking about.” Greer shoved her hands into her pockets. “But I can go get him if you want him home.”
“It’s fine.” Nathalie bolstered herself and glanced at the couch. There were too many memories there for her to have this conversation. Her bedroom was also out for the count, too personal, even if that was really where she wanted to end up.
“Is everything okay?” Greer stepped in closer to her, but she still kept enough space between them so that they weren’t touching.
Nathalie appreciated that, even if she wasn’t sure if it was because Greer was scared to approach her or not. She was nervous. This was ridiculous. She shouldn’t be this nervous. She should be perfectly comfortable talking with Greer about an issue that they needed to resolve, but that tension settled high in her chest, and it was impossible to make it vanish. It’d been there all day.
“Oh fuck this. Are you quitting or not?” Nathalie braced for the inevitable. She wanted to know so that she could plan for the future that she didn’t want. She held her breath, keeping her gaze locked on Greer’s face, needing to know this answer as soon as humanly possible.
“I…” Greer furrowed her brow. “I haven’t decided yet, I guess.”
“Well, last weekend you quit, and then you were gone all weekend, and I just…” Nathalie shoved her hands into her pockets and pushed up on her toes, letting the cold floor seep into her skin even more. “I need to know. We need to know.”
“If I have to decide right this second, then I guess my answer is yes. I’ll still be resigning.”
Those words rained devastation into Nathalie’s heart. Her lips parted, and her breath came in short rasps. She curled her fingers into fists and the muscles in her body tightened out of control. “Are you sure?”
“I mean, you didn’t really give me an option to think⁠—”
“Are you sure?” Nathalie repeated, really needing to know. “Because I need to know.”
“Know what?” Greer frowned, like she wasn’t understanding what Nathalie was asking.
“Are you leaving us?” There. That question was closer to what Nathalie was asking, wasn’t it? Maybe Greer could understand it now.
“Oh.” Greer rocked back onto her heels, her face morphing into sadness, and it broke Nathalie’s heart. “I don’t see what reason there is to stay.”
“Stay?” Nathalie blinked. “There’s every reason to stay.”
Greer shook her head. “Not really.”
“Yes, there is,” Nathalie insisted. “They love you.” As soon as the words left Nathalie’s lips, she knew where she’d gone wrong. She was taking the complete wrong approach to this one. Loosening her muscles, she moved her hands out of her pockets and stepped in close to Greer. She softened her tone as she cupped Greer’s cheek and pulled her in. “I love you.”
Their lips touched. Nathalie held Greer close and lightly, caressing her as their lips moved against each other, as the kiss deepened and then eased.
“I love you,” she repeated, kissing Greer one more time. “And that’s why you should stay.”
“Are you sure?” Greer stayed right where she was in the circle of Nathalie’s arms, but she looked so delicate. Nathalie had never seen her like this before, seeking Nathalie’s approval as if she was ready to snap if she didn’t get it.
“Yes.” Nathalie smiled, and she slid her hand from Greer’s cheek to her jaw, holding her tenderly. “Yes, I’m sure.”
“Because you haven’t really said anything⁠—”
“Look, I’m not good with words or emotions or trust, which should tell you something because I don’t say this randomly or at a whim. I say it to Lachlan and Ivy, but not often. I love them. They’re my best friends and have been for years, and I’ve come to realize I love them beyond mere friendship.”
“All right.” Greer pulled her lip between her teeth.
“And I love you.” Nathalie was getting frustrated. She’d now said this three times over, and Greer still wasn’t believing her. “Because of who you are, because of how you fit into this crazy family that we have, because of how you are with Alaric and the twins and Leon and Shepherd, because you made me realize that I do need you. I need all of you.”
“But where does that leave me? Because I’m not Lachlan or Ivy.”
“No, you’re not.” Nathalie stepped forward, pushing Greer into the wall in the front hallway. “You’re Greer. And you’re steady, and calm, you’re amazing with all of the kids and chaos, and you are loved. Just like them.” Nathalie brushed her fingers across Greer’s lips.
If she closed her eyes, she swore she could feel Greer’s mouth on hers, the scent of her arousal.
“I just want to be with you,” Nathalie murmured. “I don’t want you to leave.”
Greer finally reached up, tangling her fingers in Nathalie’s hair, and pulled her in. The kiss was brutal and quick, fast and hard. Nathalie moaned, her eyes fluttering shut and her heart racing. Had it worked? Was Greer really going to stay and be with them?
She just needed to know.
“Greer,” Nathalie said, breaking the kiss. “Are you leaving?”
“No.” Greer pulled her back in, their lips and tongues melding together, sliding against each other. Nathalie stepped into Greer, pushing her hard against the wall and sliding her thigh between Greer’s legs. Greer’s hands moved up and down her back, around her waist to her hips. “No, I’m not leaving.”
“Thank God,” Nathalie muttered before diving back in for another kiss. “I don’t know what I’d do without you.”
“Don’t let me go,” Greer whispered, pulling Nathalie in even closer. “Don’t ever let me go.”
“No, never.” Nathalie kissed a trail across Greer’s jaw to her ear. “Never.”
Greer sighed, her fingers digging into Nathalie’s sides as she held onto her tightly. She tilted her head up and Nathalie nipped at Greer’s earlobe, sucking on it and flicking her tongue over the edge. Her heart was full, completely full. She’d never imagined that this was possible to feel. Nathalie scraped her teeth and blazed a path down Greer’s neck to her collar bone.
“Greer?”
“Hmm?” Greer responded, not sounding like her brain was entirely there.
“I’d love to fuck you right now.”
“Fuck yes.” Greer pushed her hips out and slid her hand between them to cup Nathalie’s breast and play with her nipple.
Groaning, Nathalie pressed her face into Greer’s neck and chuckled. “The problem is that my body is physically exhausted after today. And this pregnancy… well, I’m not as young as I was when I had Alaric.”
Greer pulled away, concern crossing her features. “Are you sick again?”
Nathalie shook her head but then nodded. “I’m always a little sick. If I eat regularly, it helps, but the nausea is always there. I just ignore it.”
“Ew.” Greer frowned. “So no sex?”
“Yes, sex.” Nathalie kissed her loudly. “Just not against a wall.”
She took Greer by the hand and walked decidedly toward her bedroom. She didn’t stop until she reached the bathroom in her bedroom and immediately let go of Greer’s hand so she could start the water. “I’ll let you in, but if you judge me about the temperature, I’m kicking you out.”
“Because it’ll be cold?” Greer asked, raising an eyebrow at her.
“No.” Nathalie winked. “Because it’ll be hot. I refuse to have a cold bath. I won’t cook the baby alive. I promise you.”
Greer laughed and turned Nathalie to help her start to get undressed. “Baths aren’t the easiest thing to have sex in, you know.”
“I know.” Nathalie sighed as Greer pulled off her shirt and tugged off her bra. As soon as her breasts were released from the confines, it was like heavenly glory until the ache started in her nipples and moved straight back up them. Fuck pregnancy sometimes. She’d loved feeling Greer touch her through her clothes, but she was fairly certain that without clothes might be just a bit too much.
Ignoring her body, Nathalie stepped forward and kissed Greer, sliding her hands along her body to touch and feel just as much as Greer was doing. Just knowing that Greer wasn’t going to leave, that she was going to stay with them, settled her heart. All the tension that she’d been carrying with her all day vanished. She didn’t want to be anywhere else but right here with Greer at this moment.
Greer’s hands were at her waistband, pushing her pants over her hips. Nathalie was so caught up in kissing her that she barely even noticed when Greer slipped a hand between Nathalie’s legs and slid her fingers inside. She gasped.
“I’ve got you,” Greer whispered. “Grab onto me.”
“I said…no wall.”
“You’re not against a wall,” Greer responded, sliding her thumb against Nathalie’s clit. “You’re in my arms.”
Nathalie sighed and moaned at the same time. She dropped her forehead to Greer’s shoulder and wrapped her arms around Greer’s back, holding onto her tightly. She wasn’t going to be able to keep herself upright for this one, not without help.
She gasped, rocking her hips into Greer’s hand. Her body was on fire from the touch, from the brush of her nipples against Greer’s breasts, from the way she pushed her toes into the tile to keep herself balanced, from the sound of the rushing water into the bathtub. It overwhelmed every single one of her senses.
“Greer.” Nathalie gulped down her name, trying to say it again and again, but the word just wouldn’t leave her lips.
She grunted, tightening her grasp around Greer.
“I’ve got you. Don’t worry.” Greer continued to chant, and finally Nathalie closed her eyes and let herself go. Relief washed through her along with her orgasm, filling her and consuming her. She hadn’t realized just how good that would be, just how much she needed to find release in order to let go so much of that tension that she’d been carrying with her.
Greer slowed her touches, and she kissed Nathalie on her cheek and neck, still holding onto her tightly so that she wouldn’t be worried about falling. Nathalie relaxed into Greer’s grasp, letting herself be fully supported by her. Well, if that wasn’t a metaphor for what she’d needed to do all along. Nathalie’s lips quirked upward at that before she released a breath.
“Bath.”
“Yes, bath time.” Greer brushed her fingers down Nathalie’s back to her ass. “Let me get in first and then I can hold you. I’m pretty sure that’ll be the only way that we’ll fit.”
“Okay.” Nathalie stepped away, holding onto the edge of the bathroom counter to make sure that she could stay upright without falling over.
Greer bent over the faucet and turned the water off after checking the temperature. Nathalie didn’t miss that move, even though she was distracted by looking at Greer’s ass. Greer stood back up, a mischievous light in her eyes as she started to undo the belt and button on her pants.
“How did you know that Ivy would like to get hit?” Nathalie asked before she could stop herself.
Greer’s cheeks turned bright red. “She, uh…” Greer stopped and put her hands on her hips as she eyed Nathalie over. “The first time we had sex, there was a happy accident when I was taking my pants off, and I accidentally hit her with the edge of my belt. Instead of jumping or yipping, she groaned. I told her we’d try it some time.”
Nathalie hummed and nodded. “And do you like to be spanked and belted?”
Greer froze again, her eyes locking on Nathalie’s. “On occasion, yes.”
“Excellent.” Nathalie nodded at her to continue to get undressed. “Bath.”
“Yes, ma’am.” Greer winked as she dropped her pants and her underwear after taking off her shoes. She turned around and bent over the tub to stick her fingers in the water and test it before sliding in.
Nathalie stayed right where she was for another minute, looking Greer over before she decided to follow her into the bath. They were both laughing when the water spilled over the edge onto the floor. Greer instantly tried to clean it up, but Nathalie held Greer’s hands around her body and relaxed as best as she could into the awkward embrace. They wouldn’t make it long in the bath, but it was a nice thought that they could attempt to share one.
Without thinking, Nathalie started to move Greer’s hands across her body, over her breasts, across her abdomen that was hard instead of soft like it used to be, down between her legs. Greer didn’t hold back, sliding her fingers through Nathalie’s wet folds and slowly touching and teasing her again.
This was exactly what she’d wanted, touch, comfort, love, and hope.
“I love you, Nathalie,” Greer whispered.
Nathalie sighed into that thought. She closed her eyes and let Greer touch her. “I love you, too.”



forty-three
GREER
“Sit on my face,” Nathalie said, gesturing to Greer.
Greer canted her head to the side and narrowed her gaze, trying to process the request. “I thought you said you were tired.”
Nathalie laughed lightly. “I’m never too tired for sex.”
“Somehow I doubt that, but we’ll go with it for now.” Greer moved over Nathalie and pressed a kiss to her lips. Their skin was still damp from the bath, but they’d spent time drying themselves off before Nathalie had taken to lying on her back in the middle of her bed and watching as Greer finished drying her own body.
“Not yet, anyway,” Nathalie murmured against Greer’s lips.
Greer shivered as Nathalie trailed her nails against Greer’s back to her ass and tickled her before grasping onto her tightly.
“Let me fuck you,” Nathalie said, an edge in her voice.
“You sure?”
“Oh yeah.”
Greer bent down and kissed her hard. She parted her lips and slid her tongue along Nathalie’s, deepening the kiss. Greer skimmed her hand down Nathalie’s chest and across her breasts, teasing her nipples and loving the sound of Nathalie’s gasps in her ears.
“Too much,” Nathalie murmured. “Too sensitive.”
Right. Greer pulled her hand back and slid it up the center of Nathalie’s chest and across her ribcage to her neck. She turned Nathalie’s chin upward to deepen their kiss even more. Greer was half afraid to touch her and yet so intrigued to feel Nathalie’s body, to notice the changes and differences. But she was also keenly aware that Nathalie wouldn’t want to hear any of that.
Breaking the kiss, Greer pushed herself up onto her knees and started to walk herself forward until Nathalie stopped her.
“Good?” Greer asked. Her heart pounded. It always did when she was asked to get into this position. Like Lachlan, she worried that she would suffocate whoever was under her, but it had far less to do with a body image issue and more just an understanding that she had more weight on her than the average woman who rode her.
“Yeah, perfect.” Nathalie turned her cheek into Greer’s leg and kissed the inside of her thigh. “You smell delicious, and considering everything smells disgusting lately, I don’t want you to move ever.”
Greer laughed lightly. She loved that Nathalie was feeling far freer to talk about her pregnancy in ways like this, instead of keeping it so bottled up and confined. She loved these little moments and insights into who Nathalie was and into the fact that maybe—just maybe—Nathalie actually trusted her.
Nathalie’s mouth was against her instantly. Greer gasped and fell forward, the heels of her palms pushing into the mattress as Nathalie practically attacked her clit. Greer hovered above her as Nathalie squeezed her ass and brought her in even closer. Grunting, Greer did her best to keep herself above Nathalie’s head and to keep herself steady so that this wouldn’t end.
She wanted it to continue. She wanted Nathalie to taste her and eat her, to bring her all the way to completion. She was already so close. The intimacy that they’d had in the bathroom, the moment that Nathalie had confessed her love, repeatedly, the way she’d been so soft and yet so demanding at the same time.
How had Greer not known that she’d been in love with Nathalie for longer? Since probably that first night when Nathalie had been flirting with her after her date, when she’d first been served. Greer gasped, her entire body rocking as her orgasm pulled at her. She dug her fingers into the sheets, holding herself upright.
They needed more of this. More moments when they could connect, when they’d find caring for each other, intimacy and love. Greer cried out, her body jerking before she twitched. Pleasure flooded through her. She was just about to move when Nathalie gripped onto her thighs hard and kept her there, licking and cleaning her up. Greer was so sensitive that every time Nathalie’s tongue touched her clit, she had to pull away from her.
Not giving Nathalie a choice, Greer lifted her leg and fell to the side in a heap. She stared at the ceiling, breathing heavily, her entire body still rippling with pleasure. Nathalie climbed up toward her, pulling the blankets as she went and covering their bodies. She pressed her head against her pillow and took Greer’s hands in hers, folding their fingers together in an embrace.
“We’ll make this work,” Nathalie said. “I promise you.”
“I want to believe you,” Greer whispered, running her pointer finger along Nathalie’s lips. They were so soft. It wasn’t that Greer didn’t believe that Nathalie would do everything in her power to make everything work out. It was that Greer doubted they could prevail against all of the forces against them. “Penny is…”
“A narcissistic asshole,” Nathalie finished for her. “I never liked her from the beginning when she and Ivy started dating. She reminds me of my parents.”
Greer hummed, looked deeply into Nathalie’s eyes. “Your parents too?”
“Yeah.” Nathalie scooted in a little closer, resting her head on the pillow right next to Greer’s. She tangled their legs together, increasing their connection. “That’s why Alaric doesn’t know them. I haven’t talked to them since medical school.”
“Oh wow. And you don’t miss it?” Greer asked.
“Not a second of it.”
“I miss talking to my parents sometimes. Just those nice moments, when everyone got along. But I think more than anything, I miss having parents. Not that they were parents, but I miss that I never had them. Does that even make sense?”
Nathalie chuckled a little. “Yeah, it does. I get what you mean. All my friends had parents that were so good for them. Ivy and Lachlan do—I’ve spent so many hours with Ivy’s mom, so many holidays and birthdays. I do wonder just what it’d be like to grow up with family like that. But I’ll never know.”
“No, we won’t.” Greer felt the same about Kam’s family. She spent every holiday with them since she’d cut her parents off, and while she loved them dearly and relied on them far more than she ever did her own family, it wasn’t the same. They weren’t hers. “Lachlan’s parents seem strict.”
Nathalie laughed. “Oh they are. Strict, conservative, and ugh. They’re sweet, and they mean well. They just can’t think outside of the cultural norms and society that they were raised in.”
“So we won’t be going home with Lachlan for Christmas.”
“No, we won’t.” Nathalie ran her hand down Greer’s shoulder to her elbow and leaned in to kiss her. “So Ivy’s family it is.”
“Do you think they’ll like me?”
“If they don’t, then fuck ’em.”
Greer laughed. She loved the fierceness Nathalie said that with. Like she really didn’t give a fuck because she was going to pave her own way through the world to get just what she wanted and needed. Greer envied that. It was exactly who she wanted to be.
“I wish I was more like you,” Greer whispered.
“No, you don’t.” Nathalie brushed her fingers over Greer’s cheek again, across her face, and down her chest and over her nipple. “I’m not an easy person to get along with. And I’m lucky that Lachlan and Ivy have put up with me this long.”
Greer hummed, and she agreed with Nathalie to an extent. But it wasn’t that Nathalie didn’t have those deep relationships, it was that she had them and she wasn’t going to lose them. “I’m scared about what will happen during her divorce trial.”
“I am too,” Nathalie answered. “But I also can’t wait for it to be over.”
Greer bit her lip. “Penny scares me.”
“She can’t hurt you if you don’t let her.” Nathalie put her hand on the small of Greer’s back and shifted so they were even closer than before. “Penny has no power over you.”
Greer wanted to believe that, she really did. But the past told her that it wasn’t exactly true, and she knew that she would feel hurt when she saw the reactions of everyone else and how much they were hurting. Greer moved in quickly and kissed Nathalie.
“Did you want me to go get Alaric? From the sitter?”
Nathalie shook her head. “Lachlan didn’t hire a sitter, Greer. She told you that so that you’d leave, but she’s watching Alaric.”
“Oh.” How had Lachlan known that Greer would take Alaric with her if she hadn’t hired a sitter? That she’d bring him home instead of leaving him there?
“She wanted us to have some time to talk.”
“Do you think she knew we’d end up naked in bed?” Greer laughed lightly.
“Probably hoped for it.” Nathalie’s lips curled upward at that thought. “But, no, I don’t think she knew that. She mentioned at the practice today that you and I needed time to talk, and I think she and Ivy were tired of waiting for that conversation to happen.”
Greer hummed her understanding. “Sly fools.”
“Yes, they are.” Nathalie moved in and kissed her quickly. “But I can’t say that their plan didn’t work.”
“No, it did. It definitely worked.” Greer pulled Nathalie back, sinking into a very sweet and tender kiss. She didn’t want to let go of this moment. The only other time she’d had such quiet moments with Nathalie had been when she was sick in bed and Greer had fallen asleep next to her.
Greer slid her hand down Nathalie’s side, following the curve of her body from her breast to her waist to her hip and ass. She didn’t want to give this up.
“So what happens now?” Greer asked, pulling away slightly.
“What do you mean?” Nathalie frowned, her eyes drooping heavily.
She was tired, Greer knew that, and she shouldn’t be pushing Nathalie for conversation that she wasn’t ready to have. “What happens with my job?”
“Nothing happens with your job.” Nathalie yawned and buried her face in Greer’s shoulder.
“But I mean… I need to work.”
“You’re still our nanny, Greer.” Nathalie kissed her neck. “We still need childcare, and you still need to work. I don’t understand what you’re asking.”
“But if I’m part of the family, the working part of it, then shouldn’t I get a job?”
“This is your job.” Nathalie scraped her teeth against the soft skin of Greer’s neck, causing a reverberating shudder down Greer’s spine.
If Nathalie didn’t stop soon, then Greer was going to want to go another round, and she really wasn’t sure that Nathalie was going to be up for that. Greer groaned when Nathalie did it again. This time Greer pressed the flat of her palm against Nathalie’s back and pulled Nathalie in to her tightly.
“Nathalie…” Greer said as a warning, but she wasn’t sure that Nathalie understood it like that.
“Do you not want to work for us anymore?” Nathalie asked, dipping her head lower to trail her tongue along Greer’s breast.
“N-no, I want to work for y-you.” Greer tried to hold back the moans as Nathalie used the tip of her tongue against Greer’s nipple, teasing it to a delicate point. “I w-want to stay here.”
“Good.” Nathalie pushed Greer onto her back and rolled halfway on top of her. She massaged one of Greer’s breasts while teasing the other with her mouth.
“But…” Greer gasped and had to swallow down the groan. She was struggling to concentrate enough to make sense and get her point across. “But how will I get paid?”
“Like you get paid now, Greer.” Nathalie scraped her teeth across Greer’s nipple, and Greer couldn’t hold back this time.
She groaned, her hips lifting up from the mattress as heat and wetness pooled between her legs. This was the slowest seduction she’d ever seen Nathalie give someone, and she was enamored by it. Nathalie moved away from Greer’s breasts, kissing her way over her belly and down to her legs. Nathalie slid under the blankets entirely so Greer couldn’t even see her anymore, but she could hear her.
“You work for a living, and you live here. Nothing has to change.” Nathalie’s mouth was between Greer’s legs. She rested her head on Greer’s thigh as she lay on her side and pushed Greer’s other knee upward. Greer’s heart raced when Nathalie’s mouth covered her clit, the soft flicking of her tongue, the gentle and lazy licks.
Nathalie wasn’t going to build her up and take her over the edge quickly. This was slow and deliberate seduction at its finest. Greer gripped the pillow under her head, pulling it tightly against her. She needed something to grasp onto, something to hold herself to. She breathed slowly and regularly, she felt every single swipe of Nathalie’s tongue against her, the push of her fingers into her skin and then against her, in her.
Greer groaned, pushing her face into the pillow as she tried to steady herself even more. The silence in the room was a welcome blanket, covering her and keeping her rooted right where she was. Nathalie never stopped. She never slowed down, nor did she speed up. Greer stayed, tense and poised for when her body would inevitably cross over that edge from this feels good to holy fuck don’t stop.
And she trusted that Nathalie would get her there.
Greer held on to the calm, to the quiet, to the tender way that Nathalie was holding onto her. She rocked her hips slowly until she felt the gentle rise of her body building up in pleasure. She gasped in a breath, saying nothing as Nathalie continued her gentle exploration of Greer’s body. She grunted when she hit the pinnacle, tightening her entire body and holding herself steady so that Nathalie would still have as much room as she possibly wanted to touch and taste her.
Nathalie continued to lick her, to bring her down gently from the high of pleasure. She kissed Greer’s thighs, and then she worked her way back up Greer’s body in the same way she’d moved down it, kissing her, teasing her, inciting even more moments of pleasure between the two of them.
When Nathalie was back up and lying in Greer’s arms again, Greer kissed her, tasting her own flavor lingering on Nathalie’s tongue and lips, the dampness that was there. She reveled in it, breathing it in. Nathalie loved her. Nathalie wanted to love her. And so did Lachlan and Ivy, and this entire family, and they wanted her there.
They wanted her.
“I love you,” Greer whispered. “I love all of you.”



forty-four
LACHLAN
“Good, you’re still here.” Lachlan peeked her head around to the receptionist’s desk and made eye contact with Abagail. “You need to hear this.”
“Hear what?” Abagail stood up and followed Lachlan, ignoring the receptionist she’d just been giving the third degree to.
They walked straight to Lachlan’s office, and she shut the door, but she didn’t sit down. She was giddy with excitement. She’d never thought that she might actually be able to get an answer just by asking a question. She’d assumed that everyone had been avoiding them.
“I have a patient in room three right now, she was Nathalie’s patient, but I’m taking over her care for right now because of…” Lachlan paused. Was she allowed to tell Abagail that Nathalie was pregnant? She couldn’t even remember at this point. “Because Nathalie’s pregnant, and this patient was due very close to Nathalie and had a miscarriage. Anyway⁠—”
“Wait! Nathalie’s pregnant?” Abagail’s eyebrow lifted up in surprise. “Seriously?”
“Yes, the point is, she’s my patient now. And she made a comment about how she’d wanted to tell us how sweet Nathalie had been with her when she’d told her that she miscarried, but that the survey didn’t have any room for that.”
“What survey?” Abagail asked.
“Exactly what I asked.” Lachlan pressed her lips together sharply, wishing that Abagail would just shut up so that she could get this out. “Apparently, there was a phone survey that called her and asked for her to fill it out. In that survey, it asked a bunch of questions, all about Nathalie and not about anyone else in the office. For shits and grins, I have another patient in room 4 right now, my patient. I asked her if she’d gotten the survey, and she didn’t.”
“So only Nathalie’s patients, and it’s skewed.” Abagail clenched her fists. “I want to talk to this patient.”
“I thought you might, so I asked her if you could, and she agreed. She should be getting dressed right now.”
“Perfect.”
Lachlan stayed with Abagail for the rest of the day as much as she could, fitting pieces of information together as they finally figured out exactly what was going on. She was late getting home that night, but she’d texted everyone and told them to meet at Nathalie’s after dinner because she had some news to share. When she finally walked into Nathalie’s house, she was greeted with expectant faces and curious glances.
“Well, hello,” Lachlan said with a light chuckle. Everything that day had been stressful, but in a good way. She’d managed to lighten the entire load that had been weighing down her shoulders.
“You and I are going to need to have a meeting after this family meeting,” Lachlan pointed at Nathalie.
“We are?” Nathalie asked.
“We are.” Lachlan pulled out a chair. “Will one of you make me a drink? I’ve been dealing with Abagail all day and I think my brain is about to explode with the to-do list that she handed me.”
Ivy immediately stood up and headed toward the liquor cabinet. But the rest of them stayed right where they were, including Greer. Lachlan couldn’t be happier that she was now being included on these conversations.
“First, for anyone wondering, I know how Nathalie keeps getting complaints and the rest of us don’t.”
“You do?” Nathalie sat heavily down in the chair next to Greer, her hands on the table, and all of her attention on Lachlan. “How?”
“Our new receptionist? We’re firing her tomorrow when she comes in.” Lachlan brushed her hand over her face. “Abagail will be there to supervise it because this is going to end up being complicated in the long run for everyone.”
“Why are we firing her exactly?”
“I was in with your patient today, the one from a few weeks ago that miscarried.” Lachlan was trying to be vague because Ivy and Greer were there.
“Right. Okay. And?”
Ivy set a drink down in front of Lachlan, and she snagged Ivy’s hand and pulled her in for a quick kiss. “Thanks.”
“Any time, especially if I get one of those.” Ivy’s lips quirked upward in a smile.
Lachlan grinned. She loved that they were able to be so free with each other here. “She mentioned that she received a phone survey after her last appointment with you.”
“What? We don’t have those.”
“No, we don’t.” Lachlan pointed at Nathalie. “So Abagail and I did some digging. It seems that Penny is paying our poor receptionist to feed her your patients and their appointments and their personal information, and then Penny is feeding that into this survey, which then routes the information to us. Now, the survey is geared toward slandering you and you only.”
“Motherfucker.” Nathalie sat back in her chair heavily. “How long has this been going on?”
“Since we hired her, nine months ago.”
“Fuck.” Nathalie pounded her fist onto the table, causing Greer to jump in response.
Lachlan was about to say something, but Nathalie stood up sharply and paced the kitchen, back and forth. “Tell me what Abagail’s plan is before I add to it.”
“Well, first we fire the receptionist. That should take care of the survey issues immediately since it’s an outside program that we don’t have access to anyway and required communication from her to Penny.”
“All right.” Nathalie spun around, hands in fists at her sides. “And then I sue her.”
“Yes. Then you countersue her.”
“Like hell she’ll take my practice from me.” Nathalie snagged her phone and walked out of the kitchen, calling over her shoulder. “I’m calling the lawyer!”
Lachlan smiled at Ivy and Greer, the two remaining. “I figured she’d want to jump on that one.”
“Seems like you’ve had a busy day,” Ivy said, canting her head to her side. “How does this help my divorce case?”
“Harassment.” Lachlan shrugged. “She’s harassing your inner circle of support and it honestly might just distract her long enough that you can finalize the divorce.”
“But if Nathalie’s going to countersue her, then we’re still going to be involved legally with her for a while.”
“Unless she drops the suit for the practice.” Lachlan looked at her pointedly. “I’m willing to bet that if she drops the suit, then Nathalie will also drop hers.”
“You have met Nathalie, right? She can be vindictive when she wants to be.”
“Nathalie will also be distracted soon enough.” Lachlan hoped she was right about that one. But Nathalie was midway through her second trimester and hadn’t seen any issues in at least six weeks beyond the ordinary ones. Sometimes Lachlan wished she’d gone into obstetrics so that she could be the one at those appointments with Nathalie. Instead, she was stuck working with her every day instead. Not that that was a bad thing.
“The pregnancy’s going well, then?” Ivy asked.
Lachlan pressed her lips together. Nathalie really needed to start talking about things to everyone instead of just one thing here to one person and another to the next. They should implement family meetings every week, if not more often, just so they could catch up on things like this.
“It is,” Greer answered. “She can feel the baby move.”
“What?” Ivy squeaked. “Really?”
Greer nodded. “I, uh…it was a happy accident that I got to feel it.”
“Her,” Lachlan supplied. “The baby is a girl.”
Ivy clapped her hands together excitedly. “Really?”
“Yes.”
Ivy jumped out of her chair and wrapped her arms around Greer’s shoulders and kissed her loudly. “I’m going to be an auntie again.”
Lachlan paused at that. They’d called each other aunts to all the kids for years, though they’d never said that word directly to the kids or asked the kids to call them that either. Perhaps because their relationship with the kids was always a little closer than aunt to child.
“What?” Ivy asked, eyeing Lachlan. “What did I say?”
“Aunt…” Lachlan looked directly at her. “It just doesn’t feel quite right anymore, does it?”
Ivy paused, pondering that one. But Greer seemed to already have the answer in hand, and Lachlan was curious what she was thinking. “Greer?”
“Mother. You’re all their mothers.”
“What, like sister wives?” Ivy wrinkled her nose, and Lachlan laughed.
“No.” Greer chuckled in response to that one, shaking her head. “No, just like a mother. You all discipline, scold, love, and celebrate the kids. There’s no other word for it than mother. They give you all the same amount of respect when it comes to who you are in their lives—at least for now. When they hit teen years, they won’t respect any of you, so there is that.”
“Oh God, don’t make me think about that.” Ivy plopped back down into her chair. “I only have a few more years before Leon hits that, and he’s already giving me attitude lately.”
“It’ll get worse before it gets better,” Greer chimed in. “But you’re their mothers.”
“So are you,” Lachlan added.
Greer frowned. “Not quite yet, and maybe not ever for the older boys. But I’m okay with that. Stepmom it can be for me. It’s a step up from nanny, that’s for sure.”
Lachlan’s lips curled upward. “That it is, but I still think you’re an excellent nanny.”
“Mom’s yelling at someone on the phone.” Alaric stepped into the kitchen and looked at them. His gaze moved from Greer to Ivy and then landed on Lachlan. “What’s wrong?”
“Nothing’s wrong, actually.” Lachlan held her arms out for him to come sit on her lap. Alaric did exactly that. “She got some good news, and now she’s worked up about it.”
“She’s mad.”
“Yes and no.” Lachlan dropped a kiss into his hair. “She’ll be fine. Just ignore her for now. What are the other boys doing?”
Alaric scrunched his face up. “Shepherd has a stink butt again.”
“Ugh,” Ivy said, pulling herself to stand. “I really need to start potty training him.”
Lachlan knew that she’d started and given up several times, and it was all because of Penny. Because she refused to stick to the same method and practice that Ivy started, which meant Shepherd just ended up confused in the end and not knowing what to do or not do. Ivy held out her hand for Alaric and walked away with him.
Which left Lachlan with Greer. “Are you okay?”
“Yeah. Perfect. Why?” Greer’s brow furrowed slightly.
“Because you still seem like you want to separate yourself a bit from the rest of us.”
Greer wrinkled her nose. “I didn’t mean to do that. It’s just bad habits.”
“Right.” Lachlan got up and moved to sit next to Greer, right where Nathalie had been before. “But you do know that you’re part of this family, right? That we don’t see you as separate anymore.”
“I…” Greer stopped herself. “I mostly know that. But in situations like this, I don’t feel like it involves me that much.”
“Because you’re not part of the practice?”
“Because legal stuff is way beyond my understanding. Like I don’t get it. And I don’t understand what it means to sue someone, to countersue them. I get the basics, but that’s it.” Greer twisted her hands in her lap. “You three are very intelligent women, and here I can barely finish a master’s degree and I’m failing two classes.”
“Failing?” Lachlan’s voice rose up. “You didn’t mention anything.”
Greer shrugged. “Because what’s the point?”
“Do you want the degree?” Lachlan took Greer’s hands in her own and pulled them into her lap. She leaned over to make sure that Greer understood she had Lachlan’s entire attention. “Do you want it?”
“Not really, no.”
“Then why are you continuing to pursue it?” Lachlan frowned at her. Greer had come into their lives already registered for school that semester, so they’d worked with her to take the online classes and have time for studying, but she honestly hadn’t seen Greer do much of that lately.
“Because what am I supposed to do when I’m too old to be a nanny?”
“Oh.” Lachlan sighed, her heart thudding hard. “Well, I don’t know.”
“I don’t think you three are just going to keep popping out kids for me to watch. And I can find another family to nanny, but by the time this newest one is in school, I’m going to be forty and who wants a forty-year-old nanny?”
“I’m not entirely sure age matters as much on that front as you might think.”
“Lachlan.” Greer groaned and rolled her eyes. “If I can’t get down on the floor to play with the babies, then how am I supposed to be a good nanny?”
Lachlan squeezed her hands tightly.
“I built my life around being a live-in nanny. And if I can’t do that anymore…”
“Why wouldn’t you be able to, though? I mean the live-in part, sure, because we’d want you close to us and not with some other family hours away, but why can’t you continue to be exactly who you want to be?” Lachlan looked deeply into her eyes. “Who’s telling you that you can’t do it?”
Greer stopped. She closed her eyes and then shook her head. “No one that I should be listening to.”
“Exactly. So if you want your master’s degree, then get it. But if you don’t want it and it doesn’t change anything to help your future plans, then give it up. There’s no reason to put that added stress on your life if you aren’t going to end up using the degree.”
“Uh-oh, what did I just walk into?” Nathalie stepped back into the kitchen.
“And you…” Lachlan turned on her, a smile on her lips. “You really have to start telling everyone everything instead of just one of us. It’s hard enough to keep track of what information I can share outside of our little circle. I don’t want to have to remember what I can share inside of it.”
“Anything can be shared inside it.” Nathalie frowned. “What did I forget to share?”
“You can feel her move?” Lachlan’s face softened.
Nathalie’s face instantly bloomed into a smile. “Yeah. I can.”
“Also, girl?” Greer added, pointing at Nathalie.
“Right. The genetic testing came back late last week. I thought I told you that when we…” Nathalie stopped, flicking her gaze from Greer to Lachlan. “Fuck this, we’re all adults and in a relationship, when we were having sex the other night.”
“No, you didn’t mention that one. Just that you could feel her.”
Lachlan grinned from ear to ear. This was going to work out for them. She knew it would.



forty-five
GREER
“I can’t believe you’re here!” Greer threw her arms around Kam’s shoulders and pulled her into a tight hug. It was a bit of a surprise visit, but Kam had told her that she’d explain when she was there. Greer was waiting desperately for that explanation, but more than that, she was thrilled that she was going to finally be able to show Kam everything that had been her world for the last six or so months.
“It was a long drive. Elia’s freaking out.”
“Are you ever going to tell me what happened?” Greer looped her arm in Kam’s and walked her toward the living room. Nathalie had taken Alaric over to Lachlan’s for a few hours so that she and Kam could have some time before they were inundated with the rest of the family. Greer loved calling them that. She loved thinking of them like that.
Kam put her hands on her hips. “Remember when I told you that it’s been awkward and tense since Abagail made a move on Elia? But Elia is insisting that they were best friends for years, so they should be able to work through this.”
Greer squinted her eyes as she plopped down onto the couch. She remembered the way Nicola had walked freely through Abagail’s house, like she’d been there for a while and understood and owned the place. And she remembered—unfortunately—the fact that Nicola had no underwear on under that short mini skirt and no bra under that white tank top.
Kam rolled her eyes and slid onto the couch next to Greer. “It was weird and awkward, and fuck, I’m so glad that Elia doesn’t pull crap like that. Or Lauren.”
Greer laughed lightly at that. “Yeah, you made out not too bad for that breakup.”
Kam groaned and rubbed her hands over her face. “Yeah, but when your girlfriend and her only friend are having problems? It means that you spend a lot of time talking about all the problems they’ve had in the last twenty years that they never wanted to bring up and deal with, and you spend a lot more time with your girlfriend trying to resolve the issues.”
“Very true. So that’s what she’s here doing? Working on those?” Greer asked, resting her head on Kam’s shoulder. She couldn’t imagine being that mad at Kam. Not for anything. She loved her too much.
“Yeah. Exactly what she’s doing.”
Greer nodded, catching the sound of a door opening and closing. So much for a few hours. Not that she minded. Her entire purpose today was to introduce Kam to the family that she had chosen. The pitter-patter of feet was the definite sign that it wasn’t Nathalie—not that Greer expected that. Nathalie had said hours, and she would hold to that. Which meant…
“Ivy…” Greer whispered, her lips quirking upward.
“Ivy?” Kam asked.
Greer nodded and shifted on the couch as Leon barreled into the room, and Shepherd toddled after him. Greer held her arms out for both of them and they ran to give her a hug. She hadn’t seen them in days now, but it felt so good to have them back with everyone. It really was the perfect day for Kam to show up, because now she’d be able to meet literally everyone in the family.
“Leon, Shepherd, this is my best friend, Kam.”
Kam grinned at them, and then held out her hand for Leon. “It’s good to meet you.”
Leon looked at her skeptically, and Greer couldn’t blame him. He’d become more reserved by the month since she’d been working with the family. It had been a concern of hers, and she’d brought it up with Ivy several times, but there wasn’t much they could do about it.
Shepherd, however, came over and climbed right into Kam’s lap, like she was the first best friend that he had. Greer loved it. He curled into Kam’s side and rested his head on her shoulder, staring at Ivy.
Ivy smiled at all of them, her hands on her hips as she stood with her gaze roving over the couch and the picture that they made. Just what exactly was she thinking? Because there was a pull of her lips upward into a smile that Greer loved seeing. Ivy didn’t do enough of that, though she had been doing it more and more lately.
“I’m Ivy,” she finally said, stepping forward and holding out her hand to Kam. “Since Greer is going to forget the introductions for me.”
“Oh, right, sorry. I got distracted.” Greer’s cheeks burned. She’d been looking at the way that Ivy had been standing, the curves of her body, the smart look in her gaze. She’d completely forgotten that they hadn’t met yet.
“You work with Abagail, right?” Kam asked, taking Ivy’s hand and shaking it.
“Yeah.” Ivy rolled her eyes. “That’s been a steep learning curve.”
“I imagine it would be.” Kam smiled, but it didn’t quite reach her eyes. What did Kam know about that situation that Greer didn’t? Or rather, what had Abagail complained about this time? “Abagail doesn’t seem like she’d be easy to work with.”
“She’s not. She’s very demanding, but in the end, she’s very good at what she does.” Ivy held her hands out for Shepherd. “Come on, you two, let’s go set up the playroom for another sleepover.”
“Sleepover?” Greer asked.
“We thought it’d be nice if we all went out to dinner tonight, so we hired a sitter.”
“Really?” Greer’s eyes widened. She hadn’t expected that kind of surprise, or break. Her heart fluttered at the thought that they all wanted to get to know her friend just as much as she wanted Kam to get to know them.
“Yeah.”
“Where are we going?” Greer asked.
Ivy winked as she held Shepherd’s hand and walked toward the playroom. “You’ll see.”
“Well, she’s hot,” Kam muttered.
Greer snorted loudly.
“Your type too.”
“My type?” Greer frowned. “I have a type?”
“Oh yeah… in charge.” Kam laughed loudly. “Now I can’t wait to meet Nathalie and Lachlan.”
“Oh God, what have I gotten myself into?” Greer covered her face with her hands.
“I think exactly what you wanted to get yourself into…which was right in the damn middle of everything.” Kam lowered Greer’s hands down so that she could see her face. “But tell me about the divorce trial.”
Greer sighed heavily. “I have been talking to a lawyer about how to be on the stand when they call me up there, like what to say and what not to say—kind of. How to say things, I guess is a better way of putting that.” Greer pressed her lips together hard. “But it still makes me nervous. I don’t like drama, you know that.”
“I do know that.” Kam squeezed her hand. “But it seems like you found yourself right in the middle of that, too.”
“Unfortunately.” Greer groaned and closed her eyes. “I just don’t want to do or say anything that’s going to hurt Ivy.” She sighed heavily. “Because if I do that, then it’ll hurt all of us.”
“You don’t think that the others are mature enough to know when you make a mistake? Or that they understand the stress that you’re under with this? Or that they believe you over whatever some lawyer is going to say you said?”
Greer narrowed her eyes and looked directly at Kam. “How do you know how to say just the right things?”
“That’s what best friends are for.” Kam looked chuffed by that compliment, even though Greer had slid it in there unexpectedly. “But also, I can see how happy they’ve made you. Whether or not you want to admit that.”
“It’s still so new, though,” Greer mumbled, trying to defend the fact that while everything felt good, it still didn’t feel settled. Then again, would it ever feel that way with the four of them? They seemed to always keep her on her toes, tonight being a true example of that.
“It might be new,” Kam said, wrapping her arm over Greer’s shoulders and tugging her in for a side hug. “But I think it’s right.”
Greer smiled. She should never have doubted that Kam would say and do the right things, that Kam would be there to support her no matter what. She relaxed into Kam’s side and stayed right where she wanted to be, holding onto the thread of friendship that seemed to only strengthen with time.
“Too bad Elia can’t come out tonight.”
“She needs to be fixing her own problems tonight. Next time. I promise.” Kam squeezed Greer’s hand. “She likes you a lot.”
“Does she? She’s so hard to read.” Greer shuddered. A lot like Nathalie in that sense.
“You gotta pick up on the subtleties.” Kam patted Greer’s hand. “But if we’re going out to dinner, then I need the bathroom first. Where am I going?”
“Oh, down the hall to the left.”
Greer watched as Kam walked away. It wasn’t long before Ivy came back into the living room and sat next to her on the couch, turning Greer’s cheek and kissing her. “I wanted to do that as soon as I came in.”
“So why didn’t you?” Greer asked, leaning in for another kiss.
“I wasn’t sure how Kam would feel about it—or you.”
Greer hummed and moved in to steal yet another kiss. “Kam is my best friend, and if she can’t get on board with a healthy relationship of my choosing, then as Nathalie said, fuck ’em.”
Ivy chuckled and ran her fingers down Greer’s cheek and over her chest. “You won’t freak out on the sitter, will you?”
“Why would I?” Greer furrowed her brow and lifted Ivy’s chin up.
“Because she’s not you, and she’ll never do things the way you want them done, and because you weren’t there when we found her.”
“She’s only watching the kids for a few hours, right?” Greer asked.
Ivy nodded.
“Then it should be fine.” Greer moved in and stole yet another kiss. “Text Lachlan and Nathalie and tell them to come over. They don’t have to stay away just to give Kam and me more time. I’d rather everyone be here.”
“Are you sure?” Ivy glanced down toward the bathroom. “We can be a bit overwhelming.”
“Kam’s a teacher. She’s fairly used to dealing with overwhelming situations that involve a whole lot of personalities.” Greer laughed.
“Sounds like someone else I know.” Ivy patted Greer’s knee before standing up and extricating herself from the couch as Kam came back.
“Don’t leave on my account,” Kam said, eyeing Ivy over. “She’s your girlfriend, so you might as well stick around and sus me out as much as I’m going to sus you out.”
“Sus?” Ivy raised an eyebrow at her.
“Her kids are little, Kam.” Greer said.
“Right.” Kam put her hands on her hips. “I spend entirely too much time with teenagers is what that means. Basically we’re both going to be figuring each other out and deciding if we like each other and if we’re good for Greer. That’s what we’re supposed to do as best friend and significant other. Greer did it to Elia.”
“Elia…” Ivy frowned slightly. “Abagail didn’t pass that test, did she?”
Kam snorted. “No, she didn’t. Well, actually, she kind of did. It was a really good sniff test for Elia to know that there was something different about me compared to her past relationships.”
“Why’s that?”
“Because Abagail felt threatened.” Kam shoved her hands into her pockets and rolled up on her toes. “And now they get to spend intentional time readjusting their roles in each other’s lives.”
“Thank God we don’t have to do that,” Greer chimed in.
“Yeah, thank God.” Kam grinned at her widely. “Because if I had to go one day without texting you, I’m pretty sure I’d go insane.”
“Do you two really talk all that often?” Ivy asked.
“We do,” Greer confirmed. “And we call each other most nights. Lately it’s been harder to find the time to have those calls, but we make it work.”
“I guess I do the same with Nathalie and Lachlan. I can’t remember the last time I went a day without talking to both of them. Or you,” Ivy added that last part and looked directly at Greer. “Seems you have found your way right into the middle, haven’t you, middle stuff?”
“Oh God!” Greer was covering her face again, only this time from a sense of embarrassment. That nickname was going to stick around forever, wasn’t it? It was going to be impossible to get rid of.
“Middle stuff?” Kam looked at her skeptically.
“I’ll explain it later.” The last thing Greer wanted to do was to tell Kam exactly why that was her nickname. She’d avoid that one until Kam really pushed her for an answer.
“Oh, this is going to be good.”
Greer groaned. Screw it. In for a penny… this was the family that she’d wanted all along, wasn’t it? So why not just accept that they needed this. They all needed each other.



forty-six
IVY
The table at the front of the courtroom felt lonely without Nathalie, Lachlan, and Greer there with her. Ivy held herself so tightly that it hurt to move to look up and see Greer sitting in the witness stand. She hated that Greer had to go through this, that they even had to have any part of their relationship questioned.
By the time they were dismissed, Ivy was ready to collapse. She could barely keep herself upright, and she wasn’t entirely sure how she even managed to walk out of the building. Nathalie caught up to her afterward and wrapped an arm around her waist, walking her directly toward the car.
“Greer was perfect,” Ivy murmured. “Exactly what she needed to do and say.”
“She was,” Nathalie agreed, half holding Ivy up as they went. “This’ll all be over soon, I promise.”
Ivy smiled, but she knew it probably looked more like a grimace than anything else. She had tried to pay attention all day, but she hadn’t really managed to take in all the information and arguments that were happening. The lawyers yakked, and she sat there, trying to look stoic.
What she hated more than anything was that Greer had left after her time on the stand was up. She was home alone, by herself with the kids, trying to work through and process that entire event on her own and Nathalie and Lachlan were there with her.
Nathalie helped her get into the back seat of the Suburban and then shut the door. The silence of the car was so loud but so comforting, like the warm embrace of her bed after a long day at work. Ivy breathed it in, the scent of stale food, the quiet hum of cars driving past them. The front doors opened and closed, and Lachlan and Nathalie were in the front seats, taking the wheel and taking control.
That was exactly what she needed right now, because it hurt too much to think about how much damage this divorce was doing to everyone. And if she focused on it for too long, it would tear her apart. It already had several times over, and it was only these two women and Greer who had sewn her back together.
She loved them for that.
“What did the judge say at the end?” Ivy asked, molding herself into the seat as she stared out the window.
Nathalie drove, her hands tight on the wheel. “He said that he’ll have a decision soon.”
“So it’s done, right?”
“Yeah, mostly anyway.”
“Right.” Ivy was exhausted. She’d used all of her energy to sit in that room and listen to the accusations lobbed at her and every single person she loved. She listened to them tear her down and say she was a horrible parent and that the boys should never be left with her, and she’d sat there while her lifestyle was questioned.
But how was love a lifestyle?
That question kept ringing through her head on repeat. How was her loving Nathalie and Lachlan and Greer a lifestyle choice? How was her family that she created a choice? Because as far as she could tell, it had been absolutely necessary.
Without them, she never would have been able to make it this far. She never would have had the support and the strength to file and leave Penny. She never would have found out what it truly meant to be loved. And she still questioned whether or not she deserved it sometimes.
Which she hated.
“Your lawyers said they’d call in the morning. They don’t expect a ruling for the next few days.” Lachlan sounded so confident.
Had Ivy been so out of it that she hadn’t even been able to retain that information? It was like she was living on another plane of existence right now. And she really needed to come back to Earth and be the parent and partner that she promised them that she would be.
She must have fallen asleep, because the next thing she knew, Nathalie was pulling up at her house and parking the car in the driveway. Lachlan was at her door in an instant, opening it up and leaning in.
“Hey, we’re home.”
Home.
That word echoed through Ivy’s soul and rocked her. This was home. Not the house, that didn’t really matter. But these women, all of them—they were her home. Lachlan reached in and started to pull at Ivy’s seatbelt. She really was still in the twilight zone, wasn’t she? Hurriedly trying to hit the button to get her belt undone, Ivy worked with Lachlan to stand up and found herself squinting at the sunlight.
Ivy didn’t take a step toward the house, though. She wrapped her arms around Lachlan’s waist and stepped into a hug. She held herself there, closing her eyes and breathing in Lachlan’s scent. She had to believe that everything would work out for the best, that she would be able to have her cake and eat it too. Because what else was there?
“You okay?” Lachlan asked, rubbing her hand up and down Ivy’s back.
“Yeah. I think I will be.” Ivy smiled before pulling back and looking into Lachlan’s eyes. “I really think that I will be, that we’ll be all right.”
“You sound like you’re high.”
Ivy laughed, but she didn’t say anything else as she leaned in and kissed Lachlan soundly. “I might be a little high right now.”
“Are you serious?”
“No!” Ivy squeezed Lachlan’s arms and kissed her again. “But it’s done, right?”
“I mean, yeah. What kind of nap did you take? I want one.” Lachlan pouted.
Ivy laughed and pulled Lachlan into Nathalie’s house. She wanted to see the boys and hug them while they were still hers for a little longer. She wanted to bask in this moment before everything changed, before she had to either deal with Penny’s wrath or her own disappointment and failure. It was the least she could do, right?
“Let’s make a big meal.”
“Nathalie suggested we order…”
“Nah, let’s cook.” Ivy walked straight into the kitchen and pulled off her suit jacket, tossing it over one of the kitchen chairs. “I need to keep my hands busy.”
“Cooking it is.” Lachlan pulled off her jacket too. “I’m just going to check on the twins.”
“Tell the boys to come say hi to me.” She just had to figure out what she was going to tell Leon because he would absolutely have a million questions for her. He had, almost every step of the way so far. Ivy leaned over the kitchen sink and started washing her hands. This was a brilliant plan. Distract herself from the reality of the divorce being just a few days away from final and put all of her time and effort into her family the way it was now.
Ivy caught Nathalie and Lachlan sharing a look, one that didn’t quite make her feel comfortable, and they didn’t leave the kitchen. Instead, they came right toward her and eyed her over. “We’re worried,” Lachlan said.
Ivy sighed. “I’m fine.”
“You’re neurotic,” Nathalie added.
“Would you…” Ivy trailed off, stepping up closer to Nathalie and pressing their mouths together. She meant for the kiss to be quick, but she couldn’t stop herself from stepping in and deepening it. Nathalie hummed and gave her exactly what she was looking for. Ivy wrapped her arms around Nathalie’s neck and leaned backward slightly, feeling the push of Nathalie’s round belly against hers. If she focused on it, she might be able to feel the baby kick. Breaking the kiss, Ivy smiled at her. “Would you go check on Greer? Please. I need to know that she’s being taken care of.”
“Me?” Nathalie frowned. “I’m not the caregiving type.”
Ivy hummed again, canting her head to the side and shaking it. “You’re a doctor, you’re a mother, and you’re my best friend—what story are you in that you’re not a caregiving type?”
“I’m not.” Nathalie ran her hands down Ivy’s arms. “And Greer needs you and Lachlan right now, not me.”
“No. Ivy’s right.” Greer’s voice echoed through the kitchen. She didn’t say anything else, but they all turned to face her.
“Why me?” Nathalie scrunched her face up. “Really, Lachlan would be better.”
Greer shook her head. “No, she wouldn’t.”
Nathalie looked from Greer to Ivy and back again. “I’m clearly missing something.”
Ivy nodded and stepped in close to Nathalie, taking her hand and leading her around the kitchen counter. “Yes, you are.”
She cupped Greer’s cheek and kissed her, Nathalie’s hand still in hers. “You were amazing today.”
“I didn’t feel like it,” Greer mumbled.
“What?” Nathalie snapped. ”Really?”
“Yeah.” Greer looked into Nathalie’s eyes. “Really.”
Nathalie scowled. “You were amazing, Greer. And I’m sorry we didn’t get a chance to tell you that when you were done.”
“But I wasn’t supposed to talk to you.” Greer frowned. “I get it. I don’t like it, but I get it.”
Ivy smiled at them both, placing Nathalie’s hand in Greer’s. “See? She needs you. I need someone who actually has a heart that isn’t made of ice.”
“Ouch.” Nathalie pressed her hand to her chest.
“True, though.” Ivy kissed Nathalie’s cheek. “Take her upstairs. The kids will be fine without supervision while Lachlan and I start on dinner.”
Ivy lost herself in making a meal that would feed all of them for at least two days. She loved cooking and allowed the rhythms and gentle conversation that had nothing to do with her divorce ease her weary muscles. She couldn’t believe that this was almost over. For two and a half years she’d been fighting Penny tooth and nail, and it was finally coming down to an end.
Some kind of end.
She still hated that she didn’t know which one, but just being this close was pushing her closer to the edge of a nervous breakdown. And she had to stay strong—at least for a few more days. Then depending on the answer that she got, she could fall into a pit of despair if she needed to.
The kids ran underfoot, stealing scraps of food from the countertop as they went, and moved back into the playroom. Ivy just smiled at them. Who knew how many more times she’d be able to witness that? With everything so in the air, she just wanted to enjoy what little time she had with everything the way it was—at least for now.
“I’m going to go get Greer and Nathalie for dinner.” Ivy wiped her hands on the towel and started out of the kitchen. It had been close to an hour, so they should be rested and ready to come back down.
She stopped by Nathalie’s room first, figuring they had ended up there. She didn’t bother to knock as she stepped into the darkened bedroom. She stopped short when the light from the hallway reached their bodies, curled around each other and fast asleep on the mattress, Greer pressed up behind Nathalie.
That had been exactly what they both needed.
Saying nothing, Ivy tiptoed out of the room and headed back downstairs. She caught Davina in her arms and swung her around as she headed back toward the kitchen, popping her onto her hip. “They’re passed out.”
“Really?” Lachlan frowned and then glanced at the clock. “We should probably wake them up.”
“Let them sleep. They need it.” Ivy put Davina onto the kitchen counter. “Gotta wash your hands for dinner.”
Davina babbled as she did what she’d been told, and Ivy went to get the rest of the kids. This was exactly what she needed. Some sense of normalcy and love.



forty-seven
GREER
Greer started at the sound of the door. She checked her phone, but there were no texts, and it was way too early for anyone to be home from work yet. Her heart was in her throat as she sauntered as calmly as possible toward the front door to see who it was. The twins were playing in the playroom at Lachlan’s house, but she hadn’t managed to go and pick up Alaric from school yet. She still had an hour before she needed to leave.
And surely Lachlan wasn’t home from the office this early.
Rounding the corner, Greer stopped. Ivy stood in the front hallway, a lost look on her face. She seemed so small and fragile. Greer frowned and started toward her. “What’s wrong?”
“Nothing’s wrong.” Ivy’s lips thinned, and her shoulders were tight and square. “Nothing’s wrong,” she repeated.
“Why are you home so early then?” Greer took her hand and held it in her own. Her fingers were cold, chilled. But her cheeks had color to them, and she didn’t have that pale forlorn look in her gaze anymore. “What happened?”
“Abagail sent me home.” Ivy cleared her throat.
“W-why?” Greer pulled Ivy away from the front door and back toward the playroom so she could check on the twins.
“So that I could prepare.” Ivy seemed like she was in another world entirely.
Greer wrapped an arm around her waist and settled her onto the couch. Halle crawled into Ivy’s lap and gave her a hug before tottering off.
“I’m going to need you to fill me in.”
“I don’t know where to start.” Ivy ran her fingers through her hair. “No, that’s not true. I do know.” She took in a deep breath, her face going from blank and worried to a smile, her lips curling upward, her eyes squinting in the corners, and she turned to meet Greer face-to-face, a light in her eyes that Greer hadn’t ever seen before. “I won.”
“Won what?”
“Custody. The divorce trial. It’s final. I went to the lawyer’s office to sign paperwork before I came home. It’s done.” Ivy took Greer’s hand and squeezed it tightly, not letting go. “I won custody. Penny has visitation every other weekend and some holidays. It’s really done. I almost can’t believe it.”
“Why not?”
“It feels so…” Ivy wrinkled her nose in the most adorable way. “…anticlimactic.”
“Because there’s not a big fight? Or a big celebration?”
“Because what did I win?” Ivy frowned, the light vanishing from her eyes. “I just spent the last two years in hell, knowing full well that that hell isn’t going to end just because some papers have been signed. In fact, it might start up fresh because of what the judge decided. I fully anticipate that she’ll file again to adjust the custody arrangement, but at least the divorce will stay finalized.”
“That’s a plus.” Greer’s heart went out to her, breaking a little bit. “Did you think you’d be happy? Sad? Relieved?”
Ivy shook her head. “I don’t know what I thought, but it wasn’t this. This is just… I don’t even know how to describe it.”
“Then don’t.” Greer patted Ivy’s knee. “Just let it be, whatever it is, and go from there. You’ll figure it out eventually.”
Ivy sighed and leaned into Greer’s shoulder. “I’ll get the boys back after this weekend, and then they’re mine. Permanently.”
“It’ll be so good for them.” Greer wrapped her arm around Ivy’s shoulders and tugged her in so that Ivy could rest on her more fully. “It’ll be good for everyone, I think.”
“Yeah, it will.”
“I don’t suppose now is a good time to bring up the fact we need to renegotiate my contract.”
Ivy laughed, the sound blooming from her lips and reaching out into the room. “I can’t even think about that right now.”
“Right, that’s what I thought.” Greer grinned and dropped a kiss into Ivy’s hair. “Just making sure.”
They stayed quietly wrapped up together until it was time for Greer to leave. She got the girls set up and then left them with Ivy while she drove down to the school. She immediately hopped on the phone to text Lachlan and Nathalie, telling them that they needed to be home on time tonight. She didn’t tell them why, because it was Ivy’s news to share, but they needed to be there to support Ivy through whatever this was.
Greer was happy that Nathalie and Lachlan came home on time and didn’t even mention work. They walked into Lachlan’s house and stared at Ivy, waiting for whatever answer Ivy was going to give them. But she didn’t say anything. She walked directly into Nathalie and Lachlan’s arms and just held them.
Lachlan waved to Greer and ushered her over to join in the embrace. Greer hesitated, but she did wrap her arms around Ivy’s back and held onto all of them tightly. Davina and Halle wiggled their way in between their legs, and then Alaric even joined them. All that was missing was Shepherd and Leon and it would have been the entire family.
Greer closed her eyes and breathed this moment in. She hadn’t realized how much she needed this. How much she needed to know that they were all in this together through every up and down, through every moment and fear, through the celebrations and the we don’t know what to call this moments.
“You all should talk.” Greer took the kids back to the playroom and entertained them until dinner was ready.
Before she knew it, it was bedtime and they were tucking the kids away in their beds. Well, Alaric was sleeping in the cot that was in the twins’ room for times like this, but they were all asleep and settled. Greer had no idea what to do next, and she wasn’t sure if Ivy had figured out any more than she had before—like a name for what she was actually feeling.
Greer was in the kitchen cleaning up when Ivy snuck up behind her and wrapped her arms around her back in an awkward hug. Greer smiled, turning around, her hands still damp from the sink, and she wrapped them around Ivy’s back.
“You shouldn’t be doing the dishes,” Ivy murmured and leaned up to kiss her. “You’ve been with the kids all day. Let someone else do them.”
Greer hummed and kissed her again. “I don’t mind.”
“I mind.” Ivy leaned up on her toes, kissing Greer fully. This kiss wasn’t quick, and it was meant to excite. Greer pulled Ivy into her, running her hands up and down Ivy’s back, over her ass, as their lips moved together, their tongues tangling. Ivy moaned, nipping at Greer’s lower lip.
“What are we doing?” Greer whispered before she dove back in for another kiss. It was still light outside, the sun from the June sky only starting to fade. But she was distracted by this beautiful woman in her arms, the first person who had started everything, the hope, the passion, the accidental masturbation.
Ivy moved from Greer’s mouth, kissing along her jawline to her ear and then down her neck. She didn’t say anything as she started to undo the buttons on Greer’s shoulder and pulled the shirt from her waistband. Her fingers touched Greer’s skin, sending shivers and goosebumps all along her body. Greer grasped onto the edge of the kitchen counter and held onto it tightly as Ivy made her way down over Greer’s collarbone to the tops of her breasts.
Sighing, Greer held still and focused on the soft touch of Ivy’s lips against her skin, the tender way she kissed and explored. Ivy pulled down the cup of Greer’s bra, exposing her nipple to the cool air, and immediately covered it with her mouth, swirling her tongue around it. She looked up at Greer, and Greer nearly lost every ounce of control that she had.
“Ivy,” she murmured. “Is this a distraction?”
“No,” Ivy whispered back, only taking her lips from Greer’s body for a brief second. She slid her hand around Greer’s back and pulled her in closer.
Greer moaned in response, her hips pushing out toward Ivy. She wanted Ivy to touch her everywhere, to strip her naked and take her right here. “Ivy,” Greer tried again, digging her fingers into the edge of the counter. “I need to know what this is.”
Ivy didn’t answer immediately. She worked her way back up Greer’s body, taking her lips and pressing their chests together. Greer kissed her, threading her fingers into Ivy’s hair and holding her. These kisses and touches were so melancholy, which was so out of the norm for Ivy. It put Greer on edge, and she wanted to know what was going through Ivy’s mind.
“It’s love, Greer,” Ivy said directly into Greer’s ear. “It’s love.”
“But what’s going on with you?” Greer scraped her nails lightly against the backside of Ivy’s head. “You’re worrying me.”
“Don’t be.” Ivy grinned at her, her eyes crinkling in the corners as her entire face lit up. “I figured out what I was feeling.”
“Oh?” Greer raised an eyebrow at her.
“Peace.”
Greer couldn’t stop the smile that echoed Ivy’s. “Really?”
“Yeah.” Ivy kissed her again. “But I want this, right now and right here. Just you and me for a minute.”
“And then?”
“And then everyone else. This is our time to celebrate us, to celebrate moving forward and to celebrate something new. Don’t you think?”
“For sure.” Greer dove in and kissed her hard. Her heart was bursting with happiness. Not just from the moment they were sharing now, but from all the future moments that Ivy had promised in that one simple confession.
Ivy’s fingers were at Greer’s belt, undoing the buckle and then undoing the button and zipper on her pants, pulling them down to Greer’s ankles. She pressed her face against Greer’s pussy, drawing in a deep breath of her scent. Greer’s heart thudded hard at the sight. Ivy was pure arousal right now. Still dressed in her high heels and skirt and blouse from work, her hair only slightly mussed, though Greer knew it’d be tangled before the night was done.
The way Ivy shifted on her knees, the gentle kiss against Greer’s hip—there was so much freedom in this moment, in the action. Not that Ivy had held back before, but she was no longer shackled by the struggle of the last two years.
“This is for us,” Ivy murmured as she pulled down Greer’s underwear and pressed her face into Greer’s pussy. She started with a slow lick. Greer immediately spread her knees, and instead of gripping onto the counter for emotional support, this time it was for physical support.
“W-what do you want me to tell them if they come in here?” Greer gasped, her eyes half-lidded as she looked toward the living room where Nathalie and Lachlan were.
Ivy hummed, the vibrations sending ripples of pleasure through Greer’s body. She took her sweet time, licking and tasting, sucking and teasing, before she pulled away and scraped her teeth against Greer’s sensitive flesh.
“Tell them they can wait their turn.”
Greer gulped. What did that mean? Was she going to be the focus of tonight? Because she hadn’t ever let them all focus on her at the same time. Just the thought sent ripples of pleasure through her, the wetness between her legs growing even more, just in time for Ivy to lick her and swallow it. Ivy pressed her entire mouth against Greer, burying her face between Greer’s legs.
Groaning, Greer tilted her head back and closed her eyes. She tightened her fingers against the counter and held on to keep herself right where she was. She didn’t want to move. She wanted to be right here with Ivy between her legs. Her voice got loud as Ivy’s mouth became more insistent. Greer ground her hips down against Ivy’s face, her knees bending as she held herself up.
Ivy held her tightly, fingers digging into the backs of her thighs and adding to the overload of sensations rushing through her body. She cried out, her entire body tensing as pleasure raced through her and pooled right where Ivy’s mouth was pressed up against her. Greer tossed her head back, trying to hold herself as steady as possible. She wanted to come. She wanted the relief that the sensations would bring, but she wanted Ivy to stay between her legs for as long as humanly possible. She was so damn good with her mouth.
“Fuck, Ivy,” Greer muttered, gritting her teeth. She was so close. She was right on the edge of losing that little bit of control that she had left. Greer leaned forward before pushing her hips harder into Ivy’s mouth and crying out, her voice echoing through the kitchen before she bit back the sound.
Her heart raced as Ivy made her way back up her body with kisses and soft, tender touches. Their lips touched, and Greer melted into Ivy’s hands. They held each other close, kissing slow and lazy. Settled. That’s what this feeling was. Everything that had been up in the air was eased, and Greer felt settled, comfortable, like she belonged.
God, it felt good.
Ivy nipped her lip and backed away, winking at her. “Get dressed again.”
“What?” Greer frowned, flicking her gaze toward the living room. “I thought.”
Ivy shrugged and sauntered away, a grin on her lips and a sway in her hips as she went. Greer leaned against the counter, exposed and mostly naked, but she couldn’t bring herself to bend back down and pull her pants up yet. She still needed a minute from that orgasm.
When she pulled herself together and had her clothes back in order, Greer walked barefoot toward the living room. She could hear them talking, the television playing something. She sat down on the chair, the three of them on the couch, and immediately all eyes were on her.
“What?” Greer asked, trying to hold herself steady.
“I smell sex.” Nathalie looked at her directly. “And it smells delicious.”
Greer laughed lightly, her cheeks heating. “And?”
“And I’m a little disappointed in you two.” Nathalie faced Ivy, a stern look on her face. “I think a celebration should involve all of us.”
“It should,” Ivy agreed, that mischievous look in her eyes again. “Where would you suggest?”
Nathalie looked directly at Lachlan. “The bed. Because I’m too pregnant for this couch shit.”
“The bed it is.” Ivy turned and straddled Nathalie, their mouths pressing together hard and fast.
Nathalie was taken by surprise, her hands on Ivy’s hips as she held her firmly. Greer smiled at them, loving the way that Ivy wasn’t holding back, the way she willingly gave so much of herself to everyone, even when she was just barely holding herself together.
Greer needed a few more minutes before she stood up again, letting her muscles relax and recuperate after that orgasm in the kitchen. Ivy broke the kiss with Nathalie and turned to Lachlan. She stood up and held out her hand until Lachlan was standing and facing her.
“Show me what you want to do.”
“Sure.”
Ivy led Lachlan by the hand back toward Lachlan’s bedroom, leaving Nathalie and Greer alone. Nathalie pinned her hard with a look, her lips twitching at the corners as they threatened to burst into a smile.
“You taste good on her.”
“Oh God.” Greer covered her face.
“So very good.”
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NATHALIE
“Take your shirt off, Greer.” Nathalie stared at her hard, not taking her eyes from Greer’s face as she watched every reaction cross Greer’s features.
“What?” Greer’s eyes widened in surprise.
“Take your shirt off.” Nathalie crossed her arms, the baby kicking in her belly as her heart picked up its beat and raced. She wanted to touch, and she wanted to be touched, but more than that, she wanted to make sure that Greer got exactly what she needed.
“Nathalie…” Greer trailed off her name, her eyes still wide. She glanced from Nathalie toward the hallway that led to Lachlan’s room, but Nathalie wasn’t going to let her go in there. Not yet. Ivy and Lachlan still had a few things to set up, and she wanted to make sure that they had ample time to get ready. “They’re⁠—”
“They’re doing exactly what they should be doing. You’re not.” Nathalie pressed her lips into a thin line, hardening her look. She wanted Greer to be on her toes about whether or not she was upset, whether or not she was going to throw another curve ball in Greer’s direction, which she definitely was. Nathalie had plans for tonight, and she wanted to make sure that this night was one that they’d all remember. “Take off your shirt.”
Greer’s lips parted, like she was going to object again, but then she stopped. Her eyes flicked to Nathalie’s face, and it seemed to click in her head exactly what was happening. Her lips curled upward as a light hit in her eyes.
“Make me,” Greer said, sitting in the chair and resting back fully, her legs spreading and her hands on the arms of the chair.
That was a challenge if Nathalie knew one, but now she had to think. How exactly was she going to make Greer get undressed? She’d expected Greer would cooperate, like she normally did, and not push back like a bit of a brat. Nathalie scooted to the edge of the couch and then pushed herself to stand up, her back aching from the move.
It wasn’t going to be much longer that she could actually manage to do this. She stepped between Greer’s legs and stared down at her, hands on her hips as she tried to ease the ache in her lower back. “Stand up, I’m too pregnant to drag you up.”
Greer laughed, but she did as she was told this time. There was something in the back of Nathalie’s mind that half expected Greer to stay seated and stay in control. But as soon as she stood up, Nathalie had her in her hands. She gripped Greer’s hips and spun her around so that Greer’s ass was pressed to her swollen belly. Nathalie moved her hands over Greer’s body, firmly and confidently. The idea hit her sharply, and she couldn’t resist it—the intrusive thought taking over her until she had no other option but to give in.
Nathalie wove her hands up Greer’s shirt and slid her fingers in between the buttons. Greer pushed back into her slightly, and Nathalie took the opportunity and ripped the shirt as hard as she could. The buttons popped, and the sweet sound reached Nathalie’s ears, causing a smile to bloom on her lips.
“Nathalie!” Greer squealed.
“You said make me.” Nathalie kissed the back of Greer’s neck and then scraped her teeth against the thick cord of muscle. Nathalie didn’t wait as she unhooked Greer’s bra and let it slide to the ground along with the shirt. Unable to resist, Nathalie reached around Greer’s body and cupped Greer’s breasts, massaging them and pinching her nipples, pulling them.
Greer groaned and pressed her head against Nathalie’s shoulder.
“Are you going to make me take your pants off too?” Nathalie breathed against Greer’s neck, teasing her breasts and sliding her hands all across her belly and body, anywhere that she could touch and consume.
Greer shuddered, her nipples hard against Nathalie’s palms. But Nathalie was impatient. She didn’t want to wait any longer. Reaching down, she undid the buckle and unzipped Greer’s pants and shoved them down her hips and thick thighs. God, Nathalie loved Greer’s thighs. She could spend hours between them without any complaint.
She curved her hand around Greer’s ass and squeezed before biting her shoulders. Greer yipped again. Nathalie’s heart thundered as she moved to sit on the couch, leaving enough space on either side of her for Greer to sit if she wanted, but she didn’t. Greer stood naked, her pants around her ankles, as she gawked at Nathalie.
“What’s gotten into you?” Greer asked.
“I could ask the same thing.” Nathalie’s lips quirked up. “You don’t usually back talk.”
Greer scoffed. “You don’t usually demand.”
“Of course I do.”
“Not from me,” Greer mumbled, stepping out of her pants and kicking them to the side. “From them.” She pointed toward Lachlan’s bedroom. “And they’re in there without anyone telling them what to do.”
“They’re doing exactly what they were told,” Nathalie reiterated, still waiting for Greer’s brain to catch up with her body and her heart. “The question is are you going to do what you were told?”
“Me?” Greer furrowed her brow. “What did you tell me to do?”
“Take off your shirt.”
“It is off.” Greer motioned to her very naked and tantalizing body. Nathalie wanted to touch her so badly, but not yet. “You ripped it!”
“I did.” Nathalie patted her knee. “Bend over.”
“What?” Greer looked just as shocked this time around as she had when Nathalie had ripped her shirt.
“Well, you didn’t do what you were told.”
“So you’re going to spank me?”
“Yes.” Nathalie smiled, fully satisfied with the shock that rippled on Greer’s face. “I think it’s time that we took better care of you.”
“Nathalie…” Greer softened. She moved to sit next to Nathalie and leaned in to kiss her, but Nathalie shook her head.
“Bend over.” Nathalie tapped her knee again.
Greer looked at her directly, a twinkle in her eye. She moved in swiftly and captured Nathalie’s lips in a quick kiss. “Hit hard and hit swift, hot stuff.”
“Oh God, not you, too.” Nathalie sighed. She had really hoped that Ivy wouldn’t rub off on them in this way. But she was far too distracted by the fact that Greer was finally moving to lie over her lap, her stomach pressed into Nathalie’s thighs, her breasts into the couch cushion, and her ass pushed up into the air.
Nathalie couldn’t spank her, not yet. She trailed her fingertips over the curve of Greer’s ass, touching her soft skin and watching her muscles ripple as Greer prepared herself for exactly what was going to happen. Instead of spanking her, Nathalie parted her ass cheeks and dipped her fingers deep inside her.
Greer groaned.
“You’re so wet. Seems Ivy did a good job preparing you for tonight.”
“Pr-preparing me?” Greer stuttered.
“Mm-hmm. Are you up for it?”
“For what?” Greer asked, sighing as Nathalie pulsed her fingers rapidly inside Greer.
“For whatever we have in store for you,” Nathalie answered, biting back her own moan as Greer soaked her fingers.
“Yes.”
“Promise?” Nathalie asked.
“Yes,” Greer answered without hesitating.
“Good.” Nathalie pulled her hand swiftly from Greer’s body, moved her arm back and brought the flat of her hand against Greer’s ass.
Greer grunted and then sighed. “Again,” Greer mumbled.
Not one to disappoint, Nathalie spanked her again, this time on the other cheek. The red marks from her fingers were so easy to see, until she spanked Greer again and again, covering them with more and more marks.
“How are you liking that?” Nathalie said, breathing heavily. She pressed her fingers back inside Greer, testing to see just how wet she was. “Seems you’re liking it a whole lot.”
Greer groaned, curling herself upward and pushing her pussy harder onto Nathalie’s fingers. Nathalie smiled at her, even though Greer wasn’t looking in her direction. Her face was pressed into the couch cushion, her cheek against the fabric and her eyes clenched shut.
“I want you soaked for them, Greer. Right on the cusp.”
The moan that ripped from Greer’s lips was exactly what Nathalie wanted to hear. She loved that sound, and it sent a thrill through Nathalie. It moved through her body and landed right between her legs. Fuck, this was going to be so good. She moved her fingers from inside Greer and teased her clit. Greer whined.
“You have to breathe, Greer. This won’t be fun if you pass out on me.”
“Feels so good.” Greer buried her face into the couch cushion again. She groaned again, pushing herself against Nathalie.
Nathalie teased her, pressing her fingers against her clit and inside her again. Greer was full-on trying to get more sensation from her hand in any way possible, and Nathalie loved it. She teased Greer higher and closer to an orgasm before pulling her hand away and spanking her hard, her ass and thigh jiggling from the move.
God, she’s gorgeous.
Never in a million years would Nathalie have thought this would end up being the life that she had, all of them together, building this life and this family, and being together in such an easy way. She wasn’t a fool to think that they wouldn’t face problems, but they were stronger now than ever, and they were finally free to be them.
“Nathalie,” Greer gasped. “Close.”
“Can’t have that, can we?” Nathalie spanked her again, but then soothed the hit with the palm of her hand, rubbing circles against Greer’s ass. She waited for Greer to calm down, for her body to relax a bit, and then she tapped Greer’s side lightly. “Get up. It’s time to go to the bedroom.”
Greer groaned, and she took her sweet time pushing herself to stand. Nathalie stayed right where she was, watching with a riveted gaze as Greer stretched up onto her toes and looked down at her hungrily.
“Bedroom, Greer,” Nathalie said, trying to keep her voice as firm as she possibly could. She wanted Greer to listen to her, to do what she said, but she wasn’t quite sure that she could handle another punishment without taking it further than she wanted it to go.
As Greer walked away, Nathalie sighed and closed her eyes. She honestly couldn’t be happier. This was exactly what she wanted and nothing else. All of them together—one family. Greer had been right from the start. Nathalie just couldn’t believe that it had taken her so long to get there.
Nathalie dragged herself to her feet and padded toward Lachlan’s bedroom. She could already hear them, and when she opened the door and stepped inside, she was pleased to find Greer on her back, Lachlan between her legs, and Ivy riding her face. She hummed as she leaned against the doorway with her arms crossed and simply watched them.
This was one of the most beautiful sights that Nathalie had ever seen. She loved watching them together, not just in the throes of passion but in the small moments where they cared for and loved each other. They were so good at this. She should have noticed how natural it was for them. Loving each other wasn’t the hard part. The hard part was going to be keeping them together for the long haul, which was exactly what they all wanted.
Greer gasped, clenching her hands around Ivy’s thighs as she stilled. She’d been close already, but Nathalie knew Lachlan’s mouth had made this orgasm so much better. It was nearly Nathalie’s turn, but she was enjoying watching them together so much that she really didn’t want to move, not just yet at least.
She breathed slowly, clenching her thighs together as her own pleasure increased just from seeing them move and give to each other. Ivy was getting closer. Her rocking hips, the way she threw back her head, the pull of her throat as she swallowed and whined. Lachlan climbed up behind Ivy, wrapping her arms around Ivy’s front and massaging her breasts while Greer continued to pleasure her.
Ivy cried out louder, and Nathalie finally stepped fully into the room and shut and locked the door behind her. The last thing they needed was a kid to wander in on them tonight. She started to strip off her clothes slowly, holding them and putting them onto the top of Lachlan’s dresser and right next to the strap she’d bought for Lachlan’s house. It was high time they all had exactly what they needed at each of their houses.
She slipped it through her legs and tightened it against her. She was fairly certain she wouldn’t need the lube she’d also purchased. She grabbed the dildo and ran her hand along it before pressing the heel of her hand into the side of her belly as the baby kicked her rather hard. As much as she loved feeling that, now wasn’t the time.
Ivy fell forward, and Lachlan slid off Greer, falling to the side and landing on her back. Nathalie was pleased when Greer immediately flipped onto her belly and pressed her face between Lachlan’s legs, not hesitating as she immediately started to lick and suck Lachlan’s clit. Her ass was still red from Nathalie’s hand, and that sent a little thrill of its own through Nathalie. She loved seeing that, and she’d have to try that out on Ivy as soon as she got a chance. But tonight was all about Greer, the one who had managed to bring them all together, the one who managed to see through all their failures and love them anyway.
“That’s it,” Nathalie said, stepping closer to the edge of the bed. “Get her off, Greer.”
Ivy laughed lightly, her eyes alight with joy as she lay sprawled out by the top of the bed. Nathalie smiled at her, but she moved in closer to Greer. Bending down, Nathalie pressed her mouth to the curve of Greer’s ass and kissed her, then bit her. Not hard, but hard enough that Greer groaned and jumped a little. But she didn’t say anything. Her mouth was still pressed between Lachlan’s legs.
“Fuck her, Nathalie. I want to watch.”
Nathalie glanced up to Ivy and nodded. That’s what they were here for, right? A release of all the pent-up emotions of the last two years, the end of what seemed like an era with Penny, even though it wasn’t entirely ended. Nathalie and Lachlan still had their lawsuit against her, and Nathalie wasn’t planning on dropping that any time soon.
“Touch yourself,” Nathalie said to Ivy and bit Greer’s plump ass again. She couldn’t get enough of it today. Moving in closer and raising up onto her knees, Nathalie pressed the dildo against Greer’s ass cheeks. She slid her fingers through Greer’s folds, finding her wet and slick. It was exactly what Nathalie had hoped for.
“I’m going to fuck you, Greer,” Nathalie said, not entirely sure that Greer could hear her through Lachlan’s keening. But when Greer wiggled her ass and pushed it back toward Nathalie, she knew that she had.
Nathalie gripped Greer’s hips hard and pulled her back, kneeling between her legs and positioning herself exactly where she wanted to be. She pushed in slowly and Greer tensed.
“Hold on!” Greer breathed the words heavily, her cheek pressed against Lachlan’s thigh and her eyes clenched shut tight.
Nathalie halted all forward movement, but she didn’t pull back either. She waited, sliding her hands over Greer’s ass and lower back in a soothing motion.
Greer swallowed and shook her head. “I haven’t ever…”
Nathalie’s heart hammered. “Ever?”
Greer shook her head again. “Just fingers.”
Shit. She should have asked, she should have told Greer that this was what she’d planned. She’d just assumed. Nathalie still didn’t move, waiting for more direction from Greer before she continued to do anything.
“Do you trust me?” Nathalie whispered.
“Yes,” Greer answered.
“Do you want me to continue?” Nathalie still kept her fingers moving in circles along Greer’s back and ass. Everything in the room had seemed to stop. Ivy watched them carefully, and Lachlan’s breathing had slowed. They were all waiting for Greer’s response.
“Yes.”
“I’ll go slowly.” Nathalie moved her hips gently, sliding the tip of the toy into Greer before stopping and slowly pulling back. “So slowly.”
She had to focus on control. She listened for Greer’s voice, whether it was a moan or a word, to tell her to continue or to stop. Nathalie ignored both Lachlan and Ivy, needing to make sure that Greer was getting exactly what she needed right now, care and comfort. She glanced down, surprised to find Ivy’s hand between Greer’s legs, slowly moving back and forth against Greer’s clit.
Greer moaned, the sweet sound lingering in Nathalie’s ears as she pushed forward again and then pulled back. She kept that pace, listening and watching until she was buried deep inside Greer’s body. She stayed there, not moving, while Greer calmed her breathing and nodded her head.
“So good,” Greer mumbled against Lachlan’s thigh. She said nothing else as she immediately pressed her mouth around Lachlan’s clit and started to suck again.
Lachlan cried out sharply, not expecting that move. Nathalie smiled to herself as she started a slow pace of thrusting into Greer. If this was her first time, then she didn’t want to hurt her. She wanted this to be slow and as pleasurable as possible. She continued to thrust, Ivy continued to tease Greer’s clit, and Greer continued to tease Lachlan up higher.
Everything was exactly as it should be. Nathalie watched each of them work together, giving each other exactly what they needed, and she held that sacred in her heart. Greer’s body moved with each thrust from Nathalie’s hips. Her nipples hardened, and warmth spread over her entire body as they continued to work together.
Lachlan’s voice echoed first, her entire body shifting as she raised her hands above her head and arched her back. Greer slowed her licks and moved her face from between Lachlan’s legs to rest her cheek against Lachlan’s thigh again.
Nathalie didn’t slow down or speed up. She kept her pace, thrusting her hips into Greer, the toy sliding in and out of her smoothly. Greer whimpered, her hips pushing back into Nathalie, which was exactly what Nathalie wanted to see. Greer was able to focus on what Nathalie and Ivy were doing now.
Greer drew in a deep breath, her eyes closed, and her cheek still pressed against Lachlan’s thigh as she tried to hold back her moan. Nathalie’s lips curled upward at the sight. She loved this. She loved them.
“Nat-Nathalie,” Greer groaned. “So close.”
“Don’t hold back now,” Nathalie replied, glancing to Ivy and grinning at her. They worked in tandem, bringing Greer to the edge of her orgasm before sliding her through it. Nathalie pulled out, sitting back on her heels. She hated that she couldn’t lean over and press kisses to Greer’s shoulders anymore, that she couldn’t always reach where she wanted to. But she’d be able to do that soon.
Ivy pulled herself to sit upward and then bent down over the dildo, sliding her lips around it and sucking Greer’s juices off it. She hummed and closed her eyes. “Fuck, you taste so good, Greer.”
Nathalie’s heart skipped a beat, and she couldn’t take her eyes away from Ivy. Ivy climbed up Nathalie and sank down onto the strap, wiggling her hips as she went. Nathalie drew in a sudden breath, not expecting this. Then again, this was Ivy, she was rarely expected. And perhaps she would get closer back to her old self now the divorce was finalized.
“Is it your turn to fuck me?” Nathalie asked, sliding her hands up Ivy’s thighs to her hips.
“Fuck myself on you, you mean?” Ivy bent down and kissed her, their breasts touching. Ivy’s hard nipples slid across Nathalie’s overly sensitive ones, and kickstarted her own pleasure.
Ivy’s movements were slow at first, a slide of her hips back and forth. The pressure of the dildo against Nathalie’s clit increased each time Ivy moved, sending waves of pleasure through her. She was the only one who hadn’t gotten off so far, and she wasn’t going to hold back any longer. She wanted Ivy on top of her, Lachlan against her, Greer beside her. She wanted them all together with her from now on.
Nathalie reached for Greer, brushing her fingers along Greer’s skin. Greer shifted and then so did Lachlan. They both came over to her, kissing her, touching her. Their hands skimmed her body all over, and it was so hard for Nathalie to be able to tell who was touching her where. All the sensations floated through her, picking her up, carrying her through into the next moment.
She lifted her hips up and started to thrust into Ivy as she came back down, the slapping sounds growing louder with each thrust. Nathalie grunted. She wasn’t going to be able to do this for much longer, but hopefully, she wouldn’t have to. Ivy cried out loudly, falling forward, only to be caught by Lachlan. Greer pressed her hand between Nathalie’s legs, sliding two fingers inside her and giving Nathalie exactly what she needed.
She came.
Pleasure rolled through her. Nathalie reached up and pulled Greer’s mouth down to hers for a long, sloppy kiss. Then Lachlan. Nathalie nipped Lachlan’s lower lip before sliding their tongues together and holding onto her. She had no idea what she would have done without Lachlan—she was such a lifesaver. Finally, Ivy. Nathalie kissed Ivy, letting Ivy continue to wiggle on top of her and kiss her and tease her even though she was ready to curl around them and fall asleep.
“I love you,” Nathalie said as she pulled away. “All of you.”
“You too, hot stuff.” Ivy giggled.
“Mm-hmm,” Greer hummed and lazily lay next to Nathalie on the end of the bed.
Lachlan, however, moved in for another kiss. “We all love you, too.”
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GREER
“We’re home!” Nathalie called through the front entryway of the house.
Greer was about ready to burst with excitement. The weight of the bucket car seat in her arm was exactly what it should be, and she couldn’t be happier to be the one walking into the house carrying it. They’d discussed it to death, but ultimately, Nathalie had been the one to make the decision.
There was a clamor of movement in the house as everyone rushed toward the living room to meet them. They hadn’t told the kids yet, afraid that the NICU release day wouldn’t actually happen. Nathalie walked carefully, still sore from the C-section, but she held her head high as she slid onto the couch and relaxed.
“She’s here!” Lachlan clapped her hands together as the twins toddled over, excited and ready to see something they had never seen before.
Greer set the bucket car seat onto the coffee table and let the kids all peer in at her that way. It had been so hard keeping the kids from seeing her outside of pictures and videos on her phone for the three weeks that she’d been in the NICU, but it had been worth it.
“That’s your sister,” Nathalie said to them, smiling over the car seat to Greer. “Dawn.”
Greer’s heart thudded hard. They’d been doing that more and more often lately, referring to all of the kids as siblings instead of simply as friends or cousins. But now Alaric was no longer the one without a sibling, and Greer could see how proud he was of that.
Alaric slid his finger underneath Dawn’s little grasped fist and let her hold onto him. He grinned at her broadly. Shepherd was the first one to lose interest, which wasn’t surprising. Ivy picked him up, popped him onto her hip, and leaned over the car seat. Everyone wanted to see Dawn. But Greer couldn’t take her eyes off of Nathalie.
The last three weeks had been intense, and the next few weeks weren’t going to be any better. Dawn still had the oxygen cannula pressed into her nose, and she had a slew of appointments set up. Greer had taken a crash course from the nurses on what to do alongside Nathalie, and they’d almost considered not allowing Dawn to come home that day, but had finally released her.
“She’s so tiny!” Leon said, leaning in even closer and mimicking Alaric’s move and holding onto her hand.
“Well, she was born six weeks early, so yeah, she should be tiny.” Greer touched Leon’s back lightly to show him that he was all right to touch. She didn’t want any of the kids to be afraid of being around her.
Nathalie blew out a breath as Lachlan moved to sit next to her, setting a hand on her knee. “You did a good job keeping her in there as long as you did.”
Nathalie hummed her agreement. “Still wish it could have been longer.”
“Well, stress will do that.” Lachlan flicked her gaze from Nathalie to Greer and Ivy. “That’s what you get for trying to take on the whole world all at once.”
“Hey, we won the lawsuit against Penny. Don’t complain too much.” Nathalie closed her eyes and settled back.
Greer’s mind was already spinning with ways that she could get Nathalie even more settled so she wouldn’t have to stand back up. The emergency C-section had taken its toll on her as well, not to mention trying to be at the hospital as often as possible.
“But, no more babies for me,” Nathalie murmured. “I’m done with that.”
“Doesn’t mean we won’t have any more in the family,” Ivy chimed in, but she was looking directly at Greer. “If you wanted to have one or two or more of your own.”
“If I?” Greer squeaked and then gaped. “I think we have enough chaos for right now, don’t you?”
Ivy laughed and so did Lachlan. “We’re never without a little bit of chaos.”
Ivy wasn’t wrong there, but Greer didn’t necessarily feel like she needed to add to that chaos, and definitely not right now. One premature baby at a time, please. Greer started to pull at the straps on the car seat and slide Dawn from it. The twins were completely enraptured with her.
Moving to sit in the chair, Greer cradled Dawn in the nook of her arm, shifting the oxygen with her. That was going to be quite an adjustment for her to make, but just like everything else so far, it’d be worth it in the end.
Ivy put Shepherd down, and he started to play with Davina and Halle. She came over and sat on the arm of the chair, leaning over Greer and the baby, a sappy look on her face. Greer loved seeing them like this, so happy and settled. She slid her finger over Dawn’s cheek, eyeing the way she moved a little in her sleep.
“There’s nothing better than a newborn smell,” Ivy whispered, running her fingers through Greer’s hair and against the back of her neck.
Greer smiled. “Having her home, I think, is much better.”
“Well, yes that.” Ivy kissed the top of Greer’s head. “Having everyone here is, really.”
“Yup.” Greer wasn’t going to argue with her on that one. They had everything they needed and wanted, right here.



thank you!
Thank you so much for reading this book! I wavered back and forth on whether or not to make this a why choose romance so many times, and it was thanks to Ami Spencer that I took the plunge to write it. It’s a risk for me as an author, but one I’m so glad that I took.
These four characters were so much fun to explore, and I have wanted to get to know them better and better even though this portion of their story is over. It’s been hard to get them out of my head and heart.
I hope you enjoyed them as much as I did, and that you’ll join them again and again to revisit their love story.
Love & Peace,
AJ
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adrianjsmithbooks.com






don’t you dare marry me
One night of revenge was all it was supposed to be. But now they can’t stop what they started.
Abagail Kerrbox is a professional to the core. Single for life, she often finds short-term flings are what fits best for her. No emotions involved. But when her nephew breaks up with his fiancée, she has to be the go-between to fetch the family diamond back. One indecent proposal of revenge on her nephew for the breakup might be a new beginning Abagail never saw coming.
Nicola Bolsinger is a mess. She knows it, but the world doesn’t. Hiding her family drama and taking care of everyone is the burden she carries every day. Struggling to pay for her sister’s medical care and no longer with her sugar-jerk of a fiancé, she’s desperate enough to agree to be his aunt’s fling-for-hire for a bit of quick cash.
The problem?
Abagail isn’t as cold as Nicola once thought. And underneath the frigid exterior is a woman deeply in tune with her spicy side and someone who understands the burden of family the world places on a young, orphaned woman.
Is Nicola the one person who can unravel the closed off Aunt Abagail? And is Abagail the only one who can provide support and understanding for the hot mess express that is Nicola?
Will they find a life together that will satisfy them both?



promises we meant to keep
A desperate kiss. A fake-dating arrangement. A past that haunts them both.
Elia Sharpe has closed herself off from love and friendship after a devastating accusation of impropriety. But after eighteen years, she wants to do things differently. When her former student is hired as the temporary Head of School instead of her, she knows that it’ll be a disaster. Elia is determined to keep her name free of another scandal and prove she was right for the job all along.
When a position opens at Kamryn’s old school, it’s her golden opportunity to escape from her recent breakup. But when her ex-girlfriend shows up at a fall festival, Kamryn takes desperate measures to hide just how unhappy she really is. And she kisses Elia Sharpe—her former English teacher and current bane of her existence. In a desperate attempt to protect herself, Kamryn begs Elia to fake-date for her best friend’s wedding.
All is well…
Until the past threatens their future.
And Elia has one choice. Trust Kamryn to do her job and do it well.
Will they work together to expose the true perpetrator? Or will the past cause irreconcilable differences?
Buy it today and disappear for hours into Promises We Meant to Keep, a steamy age gap, sapphic romance featuring a two teachers who are just trying to protect each other from the inevitable.
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