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CHAPTER 1

Ms. Wilkinson was waiting outside of Lot-O’-Tots Daycare with Joshua when I pulled up at the curb on Wednesday afternoon. From the look on her face, she wasn’t happy with me. Not happy at all. I couldn’t exactly blame her, either.

“I’m sorry I’m late,” I hurried to say as I scooped up Joshua in his car carrier. “Traffic getting out of Dallas was a nightmare. Please bill my credit card for the extra time.”

Her frown deepened, pulling lines on her face until she looked like a brooding bulldog. “It isn’t about the billing,” she grumbled. “When you’re late, two of the staff are stuck here waiting until you show up. They have families, too, Mr. Cole.”

“I understand. I’m sorry.”

“I’m afraid sorry isn’t going to cut it, anymore. This has become a habit. If you’re late again Joshua won’t be allowed back. It isn’t fair to my people.”

“I understand,” I sighed. “It won’t happen again.”

She gave a curt nod and disappeared into the building. I couldn’t argue with a thing she said, but I didn’t know how I was going to keep my promise. Twice a year the company I worked for got slammed with orders, and during those times it was all hands on deck and everyone worked long hours. As a vice president I was expected to set an example. Leaving on time or early so I could pick up Joshua before the daycare closed wasn’t going to do that.

Joshua gurgled up at me, completely oblivious to grown-up issues, and I smiled down at him. “Hey, buddy. Did you have a good day?”

“Da-da!”

Carefully I got his carrier latched into the car seat and double-checked that all the straps were tight before stashing his diaper bag in the floorboard. “Love you, too. We’ll be home soon.”

As I pulled out onto the road, I did the only thing I could think of. “Call Beth,” I said.

Beth lived in the same subdivision I did, and we’d dated briefly after my divorce until we both admitted that we had zero chemistry. We’d stayed friends, although we rarely saw each other these days. She had twins in elementary school and had started dating a pilot not long after we called it quits, so her time was limited. While I was happy that she’d found someone, it kind of bummed me out that I was still so depressingly single. But the important thing right now was that she had twin six-year-old boys.

The phone rang half a dozen times before she picked up. “Aaron?”

“Hey, I hate to bother you, but the daycare is going to kick Joshua out if I’m late picking him up again. Do you know of anyone who’d be able to babysit—pick him up at daycare then keep him until I get home from work?”

“There’s Hannah,” she responded immediately. “She used to babysit the twins when they were closer to Joshua’s age. She graduated from high school a couple of years ago, though. I’m not sure if she’d be interested, now.”

“Would you please check for me? I’m kind of desperate. Okay, really desperate.”

“Sure. I’ll call you back.”

“Thanks, Beth. You’re the best.”

I was pulling into my driveway when she called back. “Hannah would like to meet you and Joshua. Is tonight at eight all right?”

“That would be amazing.”

“Okay, I’ll let her know and pass on your number and address.”

I glanced over my shoulder where Joshua was waving his arms in his car seat. “I hope you saved up some of that charm today,” I told him. “We can’t afford to let this one get away.”

By the time eight o’clock rolled around, I was a nervous wreck. I needed this girl to work out. Not that I was worried about her—if Beth trusted her with the twins, she’d be fine. I just hoped we would make a good impression and convince her to take the job. Damn, but being a single dad at thirty-five was more complicated than I’d ever imagined.

When the doorbell rang my dog took off for the foyer, barking happily at the top of his lungs.

“Yeah, Cody, you’re terrifying. Stay.”

I opened the door with an inward wince, hoping the little shit would actually mind for once, and then froze at the sight of the girl waiting outside. Holy hell, she was gorgeous. Wide, toasty brown eyes regarded me curiously from a beautiful, heart-shaped face before they wandered down to Cody, who was barking a doggy greeting at his new best friend.

“Oh, he’s adorable,” the girl said as she dropped to her knees to pet him.

“That’s Cody,” I heard myself answering. “He doesn’t understand the concept of strangers. Or personal space.”

She laughed then stood up and held out a hand. “I’m Hannah Burke.”

I took it gently, but was surprised by the firm grip of her slender fingers. “Aaron Cole. Please, come in.”

I couldn’t take my eyes off of Hannah as I directed her to the living room. Somewhere in her late teens or early twenties, she was that lovely girl next door that you can’t help but fall for and then never completely get over. Dark honey hair tumbled in glossy waves halfway down her back, and she was half a foot shorter than my five-foot-ten. Slender but curvy in all the right places, she wore a pair of pink, floral print shorts, a plain white tank top, and strappy sandals—all showing off a wealth of sleek, toned muscle under golden skin. My long dormant libido jumped up on its hind legs and started to howl. Oh, crap. That was the last thing I needed right now.

Joshua was gurgling to himself in his playpen while he banged a couple of brightly colored blocks together. Hannah wasted no time snatching him up and gifting him a dazzling smile.

“Well, aren’t you a handsome fellow! Joshua, right?”

“Right.”

“Beth said he was about nine months. Such a big boy you are!”

We sat down on the couch, and I explained the situation to her. “Basically, I need someone to pick him up from daycare Monday through Friday, then take care of him until I get home from work. The problem is I’m not sure exactly what time that will be. Work is going to be really hectic for the next month or so, and it might be eight o’clock or it might be ten.”

“Sure, I can do that.”

I regarded her doubtfully. “It isn’t going to cramp your social life?”

Hannah waved that away with a laugh. “I don’t have a boyfriend, and I’m basically a home body. Never been into partying. My social life mainly consists of meeting friends for brunch on Sundays. This will get me out of the house and away from my five younger brothers and sisters.”

“Five?”

“Yep. I’ve been babysitting since I was twelve. Just having to deal with one at a time will be a nice change of pace.”

“What about college?”

She lifted one slim shoulder in a careless shrug. “I’ve been taking remote classes at the community college, just getting the basics out of the way. No idea what I want to do, yet. Certainly not sit cooped up in an office all day. I’d really like to find some kind of remote work so I can stay at home with my kids, when I have them. But for now, I’m just taking time to figure things out. I’m still helping take care of my younger siblings at home, so my parents aren’t pushing me too hard, but if I’m earning a bit of money while I’m doing it they’ll be happier about it.”

“Fair enough. I had no clue what I wanted to do when I was your age, either. So, you think you might be interested in the job?”

“Sure!” She nuzzled the side of Joshua’s head and blew kisses against it until he laughed. “What do you think, little man? Would you like Hannah to come take care of you?”

I wouldn’t have at all minded letting her take care of me. Damn it. I had to shut that down. She seemed like a sweet girl and certainly didn’t need a guy twice her age creeping on her. And I couldn’t afford to scare her off.

“I’ll pay you twenty-five dollars an hour,” I blurted.

Her eyes got big. “That’s... Generous.”

“I need you to be consistent while you deal with my completely inconsistent schedule. I’m willing to compensate you for that.”

“Well, I’m certainly not going to argue with you about it. What about Cody?”

“He’s got a dog door in the kitchen and a feeder. You just need to worry about Joshua.”

“Sounds good.”

“Great! I’ll give the daycare your information and make sure you have permission to pick him up. Five-thirty sharp. More than ten minutes late and I’ll be shopping for a new daycare.”

“House key?”

“I’ll dig up the spare and put it in Joshua’s diaper bag.”

She stood up and handed Joshua to me. “Then I will see you both tomorrow.”

I followed to the door, trying in vain to keep my eyes away from the mesmerizing sway of her perfect ass in those shorts, then locked up behind her.

“Well, buddy,” I said to Joshua, “I think we just lucked out.”




CHAPTER 2

The next evening at work, my nerves had me constantly checking the clock. I just hoped I hadn’t made a mistake with Hannah. She’d texted me to let me know they’d gotten safely home from daycare, but I couldn’t help worrying. Finally, around eight I shut everything down and started home. By then the evening traffic had died off to nothing, so the trip took less than half an hour.

“I’m home!” I called out when I opened the front door.

“We’re in here.”

I found Hannah in the kitchen washing dishes while Joshua shoved small cubes of cheese around the tray of his highchair. Cody lurked beneath him, waiting to catch anything the baby might drop. The new babysitter turned to me with a bright, welcoming smile as I came in from the living room, revealing twin dimples that made her even more adorable. Tonight, she was wearing a tight, black tank top with dark pink yoga pants that might as well have been painted on, and she had her glossy, blonde hair up in a high ponytail. Desire swept through me with a rush of heat that set my pulse racing and left my mouth dry.

Joshua banged his fists on the tray when he saw me. “Da-da!”

“Hi, buddy,” I said, grateful to focus my attention on something besides my hormones, which had just kicked in hard enough to cause a heart attack. “Have you been having a good time with Hannah?”

Hannah’s smile shifted to my son. “We read a book then took a nap after dinner. After nap time we played blocks on the floor. Cody helped, of course.”

“Of course.” I nodded towards the sink. “You don’t have to do that.”

“Keeps my hands busy while he snacks. Otherwise, I’d snack too.”

She turned back to the sink so she stood in profile to me, and my eyes were drawn straight to the lush curves of her ass outlined by those yoga pants and the pert swell of her breasts under her thin tank top. I took a deep breath and forced my gaze back to Joshua while guilt gnawed at me. Hannah wasn’t much more than a kid herself. But my eyes didn’t give a damn and kept drifting back to the luscious body of the babysitter. I hadn’t been close to a body like Hannah’s in more years than I cared to think about, and my overactive imagination was going to get me in serious trouble if I didn’t get it under control in a hurry.

I took a deep breath and cleared my throat. “You’re probably ready to get home.”

“No rush. If I was home, I’d just be sitting around watching videos or something. Or pestered into riding herd on my younger siblings. This way I feel like I’ve accomplished something useful, and I’m worth all that money you’re paying me.”

“Trust me, you’re more than earning it.”

Hannah flashed me another heart-stopping smile. “I already repacked his diaper bag for tomorrow, and there are fresh bottles of formula made up in the fridge.”

“Thank you.”

She finished the dishes, wiped her hands, and turned just in time to catch me looking again. When I whipped my eyes up to meet hers, one side of her mouth twitched up in a knowing little smirk.

I cleared my throat again. Hopefully she just thought I was coming down with a cold or something. “I hope you know how much I appreciate this.”

“I’m happy to help. He’s a very good baby, Mr. Cole. And between him and Cody there’s never a dull moment.”

“Well, here’s what I owe you for tonight.”

I pulled seventy-five dollars from my wallet and held them out to her. When she stepped forward to take them, we were so close I thought I could feel the heat radiating from her. Or maybe it was just my body warming in response to the nearness of hers. It seemed impossible that she couldn’t hear my heart pounding. When she took the bills, our fingers brushed with an electric spark that left my hand tingling.

“Thanks, Mr. Cole. I can see myself out. Nite! I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Cody followed her to the door then sat beside it whining when she was gone. I knew exactly how he felt. Hannah’s departure seemed to have sucked the light and air right out of the house with her, and the sudden silence settled over the kitchen like a pall. Why hadn’t I drawn her out, gotten her to stick around a little longer? She was friendly and open enough that I probably could have kept her talking for another half hour.

I shook my head and gave myself a sharp mental kick. I had absolutely no business thinking that way. No matter how sweet and mouth-wateringly sexy Hannah was, it didn’t change the fact that she was just too goddamned young. I needed to get my libido under control around her before it caused problems. She’d seemed amused when she caught me checking her out earlier, probably because she got it a lot and was used to that kind of reaction, but she’d doubtless get annoyed if I kept up the dirty old man routine. Who could blame her? I was old enough to be her dad. Well, close enough, anyway. It was just wrong.

“So, we’ve got to keep our filthy minds off of the pretty babysitter, little man,” I told Joshua as I lifted him out of his highchair. “Difficult as that may be. 

My son gave a bubbling laugh while he banged his hands on my arm, as though the very idea was ridiculous. He wasn’t wrong. It was going to be damned near impossible.

“It isn’t funny,” I insisted. “If she bails on us, we’re sunk. We need to keep Hannah happy.” I found a wet wipe and used it to clean the slimy cheese residue off his tiny hands. “That means we have to be perfect gentlemen around her from now on. No more ogling. No more fantasizing. Got it?”

“Da-da!”

“Yeah, I’m pretty sure that’s going to be a lot harder for me than it is for you, at least until you get a little bit older.”

We distracted ourselves from the beautiful babysitter for a while by playing with blocks on the living room floor until Joshua began yawning and getting sluggish. Finally, I picked him up and carried him to his room. After changing his diaper and putting on his pajamas, I set him down inside of his crib with his blue bear. His eyes closed almost immediately, and soon he let out a tiny snore. I watched him for a few minutes to make sure he had settled, checked that the baby monitor was on, then returned to the living room.

I started to collapse onto the couch, but then a low grumble from my stomach reminded me that I hadn’t eaten since lunch. Making a sandwich seemed like too much effort, so I shoved a frozen dinner into the microwave and pulled a beer from the fridge. It was the sole indulgence I allowed myself since my wife left and I found myself taking care of Joshua alone. I didn’t dare drink more than one for fear of not hearing him if he woke up during the night, but one was usually enough to take the edge off after a long, stressful day.

When the microwave dinged, I didn’t even bother dumping the food onto a plate like I usually did to pretend like it was a real meal. I just grabbed a fork and carried the plastic tray to the living room. The remote was still on the end table where I’d left it, so I turned on the TV and poked around looking for something to watch while my food cooled. I finally found a channel streaming old episodes of The Red Green Show. I’d watched it with my dad as a kid, and it brought back fond memories as I shoveled my less-than-thrilling dinner into my mouth.

Before long, though, my mind drifted back to Hannah. She was probably watching something herself, and I wondered what it might be. Was she watching TV with her family, or videos on her phone? What kind of things did she enjoy? These thoughts were interspersed with memories of her brilliant smile and of her lush body displayed so alluringly in her tank top and yoga pants.

Fuck. I slammed back the last of my beer with a snarl at my errant thoughts. I was going to drive myself crazy over the damned girl if I didn’t get a grip. And if I couldn’t do that, then I needed to find another babysitter—preferably one who was an elderly grandmother. I didn’t at all relish the idea of trying to track down another sitter who would put up with my schedule, though. When did I have the time, and where would I even look? Finding a girlfriend would be easier, and I sure as hell didn’t have time for that.

With a disgusted sigh, I shut off the TV. I needed sleep. As I wandered into my bedroom though, I had a feeling that it would be a long time coming.




CHAPTER 3

Friday night I was watching the clock again, but this time it had nothing to do with worrying. I was dying to get home to see Hannah. Of course, the sooner I got home, the sooner she’d leave. With a low growl, I leaned back in my chair and rubbed the bridge of my nose. I was disgusted with myself for obsessing over the girl this way, and more than frustrated with how long I’d tossed and turned last night, tormented by thoughts of her, before I’d finally managed to drop off to sleep. It was beyond ridiculous. I didn’t even know her, had barely spent half an hour total with her. So why couldn’t I get her out of my damned head? My cell phone rang, offering me a reprieve from my own idiocy.

“So how is Hannah working out?” Beth asked.

“Really well,” I replied with a sigh.

“Isn’t she amazing? She was an absolute life saver until the twins started school.”

“I can imagine. Thanks again for recommending her.”

“She’s a real sweetheart, too, and I figured she could use the extra money. With all those kids to feed, her parents don’t have much to spare. It’s a win-win for both of you.”

It would be, provided I could keep myself from going crazy obsessing over her. Which seemed to be beyond my capability. The only thing I could do was stay at the office as long as possible to avoid her and try to lose myself in work.

“She seems very nice, and she’s great with Joshua.”

“I’m so glad I could help. Well, I know you’re busy, so I’ll let you go. I just wanted to check in.”

“Thanks again, Beth. Talk to you later.”

I forced myself to stay late at work, so it was past nine before I finally walked through my front door, and I was dragging. Hannah was on the living room couch with a book in her hands and her legs tucked under her, the baby monitor resting on the coffee table. Cody lay curled in a furry ball on the floor beneath her. My mouth went dry at the sight of her in a lacy, yellow sundress that revealed far more of her tanned skin at once than my brain was prepared to cope with. For a moment I forgot everything else and just stared at her, taking in every inch from the lavender-painted toenails on her tiny, bare feet to the loose tendrils of dark blonde hair which framed her face. With an effort I dragged my gaze away and hoped that my face wasn’t as red as it felt.

“Sorry I’m so late,” I apologized.

She stretched luxuriously, smiled, and unfolded her long legs. “No problem. I’ve been getting paid to read. Can’t beat that.”

“I wouldn’t have minded that myself,” I replied with a wry grin. “How was Joshua today?”

“He was great! We had so much fun. We read, and sang, and danced, and played chase with Cody. That boy is fast when he gets going. He wore himself out playing, so I gave him a bath and put him to bed around eight. He’s sleeping like...”

“A baby?” I finished for her.

She snickered and ducked her head. “Yeah. You should go look in on him.”

Joshua was snuggled up under his blanket, one tiny fist clutching the fabric as though he was afraid someone might try to take it away, with his blue bear tucked in beside him. Tiny snores drifted up from the crib. He looked so sweet and peaceful that it tugged at my heart, and I reached down to touch his head and gently stroke his fine hair.

“Sleep well, buddy.”

When I turned, Hanna was standing right behind me, her eyes hooded in the dim light. “You’re a good dad,” she said softly.

I shrugged. “I’m trying.”

“You are.” She rose up on her tiptoes and placed a gentle kiss on my cheek. “It’s hard being a single dad, but anyone can see how much you love him. It’s really sweet.”

My cheek felt like it was glowing where her lips had touched it, and the subtle scent of her perfume was intoxicating within the confines of the small room. If I didn’t get out of there fast, I was going to do something extremely stupid, like kiss her back. And damn, how I wanted to. I positively ached to hold her in my arms. Quickly I moved past Hannah and escaped to the safety of the living room, where I could keep my distance from her.

Except she followed right on my heels, apparently not interested in letting me get away. “Are you okay?” she asked, nose wrinkled in concern.

“Just tired. It was a really long day.”

“Do you do this often?”

“Usually twice a year. When it happened last time, six months ago, my ex-wife kept Joshua until it was over. This time, well, she wasn’t interested.”

The expression on Hannah’s face left no doubt how she felt about that. She pursed her lips and planted her fists on her hips.

“Do what you have to do and don’t worry about things here, Mr. Cole. I’ll handle it. You just try to take care of yourself as much as you can.”

She gently laid her hand on my arm, and panic washed through me. That simple touch set my pulse hammering through my veins again, and she was far too close. I fumbled desperately for my wallet, which turned out to be empty. Crap. I’d been so out of it that I’d forgotten to pick up more cash on the way home.

Hannah waved off my dismay. “It’s fine. Don’t worry about it. Everything is going into savings anyway, so it isn’t like I need it right this minute. And I’m pretty sure you’re good for it. Especially since I know where you live,” she added with a smirk.

I let out a deep breath. “I’m lucky to have found you.”

A mischievous grin lit up her face. “You haven’t seen anything, yet.”

That was a scary thought. I’d already seen far too much of her for my own good. To my relief, she took a step back, frowned, and eyed me critically for a moment.

“Have you eaten anything?” she asked.

It took a second for my brain to switch gears, but I grabbed onto the welcome topic change with both hands. “I had a sandwich for lunch. Well, half a sandwich.”

“I’ll fix you something.”

I shook my head. “You really don’t have to…”

Her eyes locked onto mine while her lips settled into a firm line. “Go sit on the couch and relax while I make you something to eat. It’s after nine o’clock. You’ve got to be starving.”

I didn’t have it in me to argue. “Yes, ma’am,” I agreed meekly.

“That’s better. Now scoot!”

I collapsed onto the couch and listened to her clattering around in the kitchen. It was oddly soothing, and the tension slowly leached out of my muscles. After a minute I stripped off my coat and tie and slung them over the back of the couch. It wasn’t long before Hannah reappeared with a lap tray holding a bowl of thick beef stew, two grilled cheese sandwiches, and a beer.

“Here we go. Sit back.”

She set the beer on the end table beside me and placed the tray over my lap, then stepped back with a satisfied nod. As soon as I spooned in a bite of stew, she settled onto the recliner to watch me eat.

“You’re kind of bossy,” I muttered between bites.

Hannah covered her mouth with her hand as she broke into giggles. “Sorry. I’m the big sister, remember? I’ve had years and years of practice.”

“At least it’s good experience for when you have your own kids.”

She smiled. “That’s the idea.”

“I’m pretty sure you’ll be great at it.”

“Why, thank you! I certainly hope so.”

I swallowed a big bite of grilled cheese sandwich. “Thank you for this. I hadn’t realized how hungry I was.”

“It’s no big deal,” she said, waving it off. “If it wasn’t already so late, I would have come up with something better. Although your pantry is looking kind of bare. You should really pick up more than those awful frozen dinners.”

“They’re quick and easy, which between work and Joshua has been their biggest selling point.”

Her nose wrinkled in distaste. “You can’t possibly live on those things.”

“I can survive on them for a month until my schedule settles down again.”

“You should let me go shopping for you. Then I could have some real food waiting for you when you get home at night.”

“I hired you to take care of Joshua, not me.”

“For what you’re paying me, I can do both.”

The idea of her taking care of me was incredibly seductive, and it terrified me. “It really isn’t necessary.”

The stubborn look settled onto her delicate features again. “Oh, really? You wouldn’t have gone to bed without remembering to eat if I hadn’t been here?”

She had a point, and part of me longed to give in. The tiny bit of my brain still clinging to sanity knew that I didn’t dare let her, though. Being around her this much was already more than I could take. If she started staying around even more and taking care of me in the bargain, I’d end up a complete mental wreck inside of a week.

“I’m a grown man, Hannah,” I insisted as I finished off the second sandwich. “I can take care of myself.”

“We’ll talk about it next week,” she replied firmly as she scooped up the tray and headed for the kitchen. “Now get to bed. You’re exhausted.”

“But I need to…”

“I’ll lock up on my way out after I’ve washed these dishes. Good night, Mr. Cole.”

“Bossy,” I muttered under my breath.

“And I always get my way,” she sang out as she turned on the water in the sink. “Sleep well, and I’ll see you on Monday.”

“Nite, Hannah.”

I forced my feet to move towards my bedroom and away from her. It was a lot harder than it should have been. Fuck me, I was in trouble.




CHAPTER 4

While I would have loved a quiet weekend at home to rest up before having to go right back to the grind on Monday, I’d promised my parents that I’d bring Joshua for a visit. That meant getting up and getting our shit packed into the car and on the road far earlier than I would have preferred to make the two-hour drive up to Tioga, where they had a house on Lake Ray Roberts. I was in for an uncomfortable couple of days, but Joshua needed his grandparents in his life. Besides, going to see them was a lot better than having them showing up for an extended visit at my house.

They’d been in their mid-30s when I was born, and both had retired already. Dad had been an engineer at Raytheon, while Mom had been a teacher. They were worlds apart temperamentally, and I couldn’t understand how they’d stayed married for so long. Usually after my visits I spent the next week or so expecting a phone call from the police to let me know that Mom had smothered Dad to death in his sleep. God knows I’d been tempted often enough.

I couldn’t help but sigh as I punched in the gate code for their lakeside community then headed down the long drive shaded by towering old oaks and maples that ran a couple of hundred yards back from the lake shore. The houses I passed were all high end, to put it mildly, mostly owned by Boomer retirees with more money than I’d ever see. My parents’ place was no different, a sprawling four-bedroom ranch house that was probably worth at least a couple of million bucks these days. Maybe even more with the dock and boat house. It wasn’t that I had a crappy job or a crappy house, but I couldn’t help feeling like an underachiever in comparison. Or just an outright failure since my marriage had fallen apart.

Not that my parents would have ever said any such thing—not in so many words, at least. No, their expressions of disappointment were subtler, if no less obvious.

“We’re here,” I told to Joshua as I pulled up in the driveway. “Wish me luck.”

“Da-da!” Joshua responded in what I hoped was solidarity.

I gathered up Joshua and his diaper bag, leaving the rest for later. The front door was open and I started to announce myself, but the sound of Fox News blaring through the house would have drowned it out.

Rolling my eyes, I smiled down at my son, who was wriggling in his carrier. “Don’t worry, buddy. Grandma will make him put on cartoons for you.”

Thank fuck. I knew Dad hated Spongebob with a passion, and I intended to enjoy every second of his torment. After suffering through his Fox News obsession for years, I didn’t feel even a little bit guilty about it, either.

Mom saw us from the kitchen and darted over to snatch the TV remote. As soon as it was muted, she turned to us with a huge smile.

“Look who’s here!” She gave me a perfunctory kiss on the cheek before claiming Joshua. “You are growing so fast!”

Dad peered at us around the edge of his recliner. “Took your time getting here.”

“I had to work late last night.”

He let out a snort. “Working late on the babysitter,” he muttered.

“Ron!” my mother exclaimed.

I ran my hand over my face. “Jeez, Dad. Really?”

Mom shot a glare at him. “We are not having this conversation in front of Joshua.”

My dad rolled his eyes. “What? It’s not like he can understand us.”

Mom ignored him, taking Joshua to the couch and changing the channel to cartoons. Dad made a plaintive noise.

“I was watching that.”

“You’ve been watching it all day. Now we’re watching this.”

As she cooed at her grandchild, Dad threw me a disgusted look. “I blame you for this.”

I held up my hands. “Not me. See? No remote.”

“It’s your fault he’s growing up on this garbage.”

I grinned as Spongebob laughed maniacally in the background and Dad visibly cringed. “I happen to know, thanks to summers spent with Grammy and Pops, that you grew up on Rocky and Bullwinkle and Bugs Bunny. So don’t even go there.”

“It’s not the same thing.”

“Sure, Dad. Whatever. Hey, Rocky. Watch me pull a rabbit out of a hat.”

Unappreciative of my best Bullwinkle impersonation, he thumped back into his chair while grumbling under his breath. I took it for a small victory anyway.

“Have you eaten?” Mom asked.

“I fed Joshua while I ate a protein bar. That’s all.”

Dad reached for Joshua. “Give him to me. If I’ve got to listen to this crap, I should at least get something out of it.”

“You’re all heart, Dad.”

Mom shook her head but handed Joshua over and went into the kitchen. “I made beef tips. And dream bars for dessert.”

“You spoil me, Mom.”

“She made them for me, not you,” Dad called out.

She rolled her eyes then mouthed I made them for you. “Go sit and I’ll bring you some.”

“You don’t have to wait on me.”

“Oh, hush. You’re working hard and raising my grandbaby by yourself. You could use a little spoiling.”

“Oh, for god’s sake. He has a babysitter, Ruth,” Dad protested.

“So do you,” she replied, pulling a bowl out of the cabinet and spooning food into it. “How’s the babysitter working out?”

I put on my best nonchalant face. “Hannah? She’s great. She really likes Joshua, and she’s been a huge help.”

Mom scowled as she set the bowl in front of me. “I still cannot believe that woman. What kind of mother can’t be bothered to take care of her own child? I knew she was bad, but that’s just…”

“I told him not to marry her.”

“You told me not to marry anyone, Dad.”

“Was I wrong?”

Mom gave me a sympathetic look. “I’m glad she’s working out. You work too hard.”

“That’s what Hannah tells me,” I said with a chuckle. “And gripes because she doesn’t think I’m taking care of myself.”

Dad let out a loud snort. “Maybe you should marry her.”

“Ron, leave the boy alone.”

“At least we know she can take care of a kid.”

“She’s a babysitter, Dad. I wouldn’t have hired her if she couldn’t.”

“You married Janet, and she couldn’t. Or wouldn’t.”

I carried my food into the living room and sat on the couch. “Have you fixed the winch in the boathouse?”

“The motor burned out. Cheap Chinese crap. Had to order a new one.”

“That sucks.”

“Everything is cheap Chinese crap these days.” Dad tweaked Joshua’s binkie. “Probably made in China, too. Full of toxic chemicals.”

That was a rabbit hole I had no desire to get dragged down, so I chose to ignore it. “This is delicious, Mom. Sure beats what I’ve been eating.”

Which reminded me of the meal Hannah had brought me the night before. It might have been beef stew out of a can and simple grilled cheese sandwiches, but it had tasted awfully good. Had that just been because someone else had made it? Or had it been because Hannah had brought it? It was probably better for my sanity to avoid dwelling on that.

Mom smiled over at Joshua nestled against Dad’s chest. “I figured I’d make it today since your dad will want to grill tomorrow after church. You should come with us. There are some nice young women there.”

“Nice and divorced,” Dad said under his breath.

I absolutely hated to agree with my father, but I’d met some of Mom’s nice young women before. She’d started shoving them under my nose before the divorce was even finalized, and nothing about any of them had encouraged getting to know them better. I was pretty sure that the only reason most of them went to church was to hunt husbands.

Mom caught the look on my face and sighed. “Just because things didn’t work out with Janet doesn’t mean you should give up.”

“I haven’t given up, but between work and Joshua I don’t have any time for dating.”

Which was mostly true. I didn’t have time to date—at least not any of the women I’d crossed paths with so far. I might have made time for the right woman. I just hadn’t met anyone remotely close to that since Beth and I had called it quits. I steadfastly refused to think of Hannah. I wasn’t going to do it. Nope. Absolutely not.

“You should have learned your lesson the first time,” Dad told me.

“You’d be completely lost without Mom, and you know it.”

“I can work a grill and a microwave.”

I stared at him. “Do you even know where the washing machine is, much less how to use it?”

“Or the dishwasher,” Mom threw in.

While Dad decided it was safest to leave that one alone, Mom pulled out a quilt and spread it on the floor in front of the TV then set out some of Joshua’s favorite toys. “Why don’t you go show Aaron the work you’ve been doing on the boat before I start thinking about dating again?”

I laughed at Dad’s grumbling as he handed over the baby then levered himself out of his recliner. He was still muttering under his breath as he led me out the back door and down the path to the dock. The bank dropped off sharply about fifty yards from the house and was lined with stands of tall reeds. Beyond that, the dock jutted about thirty feet into the water and wrapped around the boathouse. Dad had built that himself, and it was more than just a place to store the boat. There was full kitchen with electricity along with a deck big enough for parties.

Dad unlocked the kitchen and pulled a couple of beers out of the fridge.

“Thanks,” I said as I took one then walked around to where his boat hung over the water. “You’ve been painting.”

“Yeah. There were a couple of spots on the hull that needed work, so I figured I’d just redo the whole thing while I had time.”

“It looks good.”

“I need to recover the seats and benches, too. Should have that done in time to take it out for Labor Day weekend. Assuming you can take the time off to come by and get in some fishing.”

“Sounds good to me. I’ll make sure I’m free.”

“It could use an engine tune-up, too.”

“That’s a lot of work.”

“Part of the joy of owning a boat. If it flies, floats, or fucks, it’s cheaper to rent. Remember that with your babysitter.”

“Holy crap, Dad,” I groaned.

“Yeah, yeah. Just remember where letting your little head do the thinking got you with Janet.”

I took a long pull of my beer. “Not really thinking about marrying her. Or screwing her.”

Okay, that part was a lie. I’d definitely thought about that one.

“Famous last words.”

“She’s way too young.”

“That’s not necessarily a drawback. You should be looking for a virgin with no debts and no tattoos.”

“I’ll make sure to bring one back with me from the fifties when I build my time machine. Letting you on the internet was a mistake, Dad. I’m afraid to even ask where you came up with that.”

Dad downed the last of his beer. “I was on the internet before you were born.”

“I’m pretty sure the internet wasn’t around then.”

“We had bulletin boards, IRC, and Usenet. Same damned thing.”

“Fuck, you’re old.”

“And you should be old enough to know better. Especially after Janet.”

I was. Or, at least, that’s what I kept telling myself. It was kind of hard to make myself believe it when I couldn’t get my lovely, blonde babysitter out of my mind, though.

“Can we please talk about something besides my babysitter?”

“Okay, but remember that just because you have a baby doesn’t mean you need another baby mamma.”

“That isn’t what that means,” I groaned.

“Whatever.”

I finally sidetracked him into a discussion about fishing. At least I didn’t have to resort to politics. I zoned out while Dad recounted his fishing adventures with his brother during the spring, which was just like every other fishing story I’d heard for the last thirty years. While I enjoyed fishing, listening to Dad talk about it was a sure cure for insomnia.

There was no doubt Dad would bring up the topic of Hannah again. I knew I hadn’t heard the last about going to church from Mom, either. I loved my parents, but spending an entire weekend with them was a chore. It was going to be a long, long weekend. 

I was proven right later that evening. Joshua was asleep in his crib and Dad was back to bingeing on Fox News at max volume again, so Mom and I had retreated to the back porch with a bottle of wine. The cicadas were droning in the trees, and I had just started to relax after my long afternoon with Dad.

“So, tell me about Hannah.”

I let my head fall back against my chair with a groan. “Et tu, Mom?”

“What? I’m just curious.”

“No, you’re playing matchmaker in your usual particularly unsubtle way.”

“Oh, I am not. I’d just like to know more about the person babysitting my grandson.”

“If that’s the story you want to go with. Honestly, I don’t know that much about her. She used to babysit Beth’s kids and was looking to pick up some extra money. And she has five younger brothers and sisters, so she’s good at her job. She also offered to watch Cody for me while I’m here so I didn’t have to listen to Dad complain about that damned dog all weekend.”

“Is she pretty?”

“Mom.”

She held up her hands. “I was just asking.”

“Of course you were. But yes, she is pretty. She’s also just a couple of years out of high school. A little young for me, don’t you think?”

“I don’t know. She’s young enough to give Joshua a brother or sister or two.”

And there it was. Mom’s hinting had nothing to do with me and my relationships and everything to do with getting her hands on more grandchildren to spoil. My older sister was adamantly against bringing more kids into the world and had moved halfway across the country to avoid these conversations, so all of Mom’s hopes for further grandchildren were focused on me—like one of those industrial lasers that can cut steel.

“You seriously think that hooking up with a coed so I can provide you with more grandkids is a great idea?”

Mom shrugged. “I’m just saying your dad and I aren’t getting any younger. Neither are you.”

“I’ll take it under advisement.”

With a bit of effort, I managed to steer the conversation to her gardening, which was almost as interesting as Dad’s fishing stories. As long as it kept the topic off of Hannah, though, it was worth it. Too bad it wasn’t that easy to distract myself from her, so I’d stop counting the hours until I got home and could see her again.




CHAPTER 5

I needed another weekend to recover from my weekend. I’d bailed on my parents right after lunch on Sunday, having had about as much as I could take in one visit, but by then the damage had been done. All hopes of distracting myself from Hannah had been dashed against the rocks of my parents’ expectations, and if anything, I was worse off than before. Dad had gotten tired of needling me about it eventually, but Mom’s meddling, which she’d kept insisting was nothing but idle curiosity, persisted until almost the moment I’d pulled out of the driveway. And they wondered why my sister had fled to the West Coast.

Only when Joshua and I had gotten home was there a chance of a respite from my thoughts of Hannah. I had to take him with me to do the grocery shopping for the week, then there was a week’s worth of laundry to do, some basic cleaning, and Joshua’s diaper bag to pack along with all of the little tasks that piled up during the week when I didn’t have the time or energy to deal with them. I finally slowed down after I’d fed my son his dinner and thrown together a sandwich for myself, and we spent a last hour playing together on the floor in front of the TV before bed.

I fell asleep exhausted, then was dragged out of bed by my alarm clock when it seemed I’d just gone to sleep so I could get Joshua to daycare and make the long, agonizing commute to work. The day just went downhill from there. A wreck on the highway held up traffic so I ended up getting to work over half an hour late instead of half an hour early.

My boss was waiting for me when I got in. “Where the hell have you been?”

“Sitting behind a jackknifed semi on the tollway. I called Gladys to let you know I’d be late.”

He waved that aside. “Fine. Whatever. Bill is out.”

Crap. Bill was the manager of the receiving department, which was at least as busy as my shipping department. His absence was going to mean big problems.

“Out? Is he sick?”

“His dad had a stroke, so he’s gone to be with his mother.”

I felt bad for Bill, but I was still pissed. I knew damned good and well that my boss would be up my ass to show up in a wheelchair if I’d been the one to have a stroke and tried to use it as an excuse to call in right now. And now he’d expect me to fix it somehow.

Sure enough, he pointed towards the far side of the warehouse. “There are four trucks full of merchandise waiting at the docks that need to be unloaded and scanned ASAFP, and you’re going to have to take care of receiving until he gets back.”

At least doubling my workload for what could be days or weeks. I mentally ran through a string of every curse word I could think of while keeping my mouth firmly shut. Apparently, I wasn’t as good at keeping the expression off of my face.

My boss shrugged. “I’d do it myself, but I’m stuck in meetings with retailers all week,” he hurriedly explained.

I fought not to roll my eyes. Useless bastard. We both knew he was perfectly fine with me having to do two peoples’ jobs as long as he wasn’t inconvenienced. Taking my silence for assent, he headed for the door.

“Just get it done, Aaron. There are six more trucks coming in this afternoon.”

Double fuck. Somehow, I managed to avoid flipping him off as he walked away. My mind raced as I tried to decide how I was going to juggle this. It was a tough enough job even with a full staff. I took fifteen minutes to fill in my people and cobble together a system to pull orders straight from the pallets as we scanned them off the trucks then move them to the shipping side to save time. We should have been doing that anyway, but the archaic computer software we used didn’t work that way. I drafted a couple of IT guys to help move things around then spent the rest of the day running my ass off making sure everything got where it needed to be. I just had to trust my people to get all of our orders shipped out on schedule.

Once the first four trucks were dealt with, I had a whole hour to help with processing orders before the next ones started rolling in. I worked nonstop all day, to the point where I lost all track of time. Even when the last of the trucks had been unloaded and I had to send most of the staff home to avoid ‘unnecessary’ overtime, I spent hours pulling orders which needed to go out first thing in the morning.

It was after ten o’clock when I finally wrapped up for the night, and my last employee had gone home over two hours ago. I trudged out to my car, and the long ride home was the first chance I’d had to think about Hannah all day.

The idea of her waiting at home, something to truly look forward to at the end of an awful day, raised my flagging spirits. It shouldn’t have. She wasn’t mine and never would be, but I just couldn’t help myself.

And really, what did it hurt? It wasn’t like I expected anything from her. She never even had to know how much she brightened my day and made it easier to get through the week. I firmly pushed aside my feelings of guilt, resolved to enjoy it for what it was—companionship, human contact outside of work and my infant son. That was all.

That comforting thought lasted all the way home. But I must have forgotten how lovely she was, because the sight of her stretched out on my couch hit me like a punch in the gut. She was wearing faded denim shorts that showed off her long, tanned legs, and a deep yellow shirt unbuttoned over a clingy, white t-shirt. Tonight her honey-colored hair hung loose, gleaming like old gold in the dim light from the lamp on the end table. I froze there in the foyer with my hand on the door for a moment, dazzled by her welcoming smile.

“Hi,” she said. “I was beginning to wonder if you were going to work all night.”

I gave my head a little shake to clear it and pulled the door closed. “One of the other managers was out, so I had to cover for him. Made for a longer day than usual.” I settled into my recliner with a sigh of relief. “No, don’t get up,” I said as she started to swing her feet off the couch.

She shifted onto her side to face me, causing Cody to look up briefly from his spot on the floor below her. My eyes lingered on the rounded swell of her hip and the toned muscles in her legs before I yanked them back to her face.

“How was Joshua today?”

“Fine. A little fussy this afternoon, but he was probably just still tired from your trip this weekend.”

I chuckled. “Yeah. He got a lot of attention from his grandparents, which cut into nap time.”

She smiled in response. “It’s sweet that you made time for that when you’ve been so busy at work. He’s fine, though. He went down early after dinner, though he fought it as hard as he could until he couldn’t hold his head up any longer.”

“Yeah, I know how that goes.”

Her eyes narrowed in sudden concern. “Have you eaten?”

“I grabbed a burger on the way home.” I noticed she still had her book clutched in her slim fingers. It looked familiar. “What are you reading?”

She held it up so I could see the cover. “The Two Towers. You know, The Lord of the Rings?”

I nodded. “It’s a good book.”

Hannah’s lips curled up in a fond smile. “One of my little brothers is a fanatic. He’s probably seen all the movies about a million times, which means I’ve seen them almost as much. So I got curious about the books.”

“Are you enjoying them?”

“They’re definitely not my usual thing, but I’m hooked. They’re a lot different than the movies, though.”

“I like the books better,” I admitted. “Maybe because I read them before I saw the movies. I mean, the movies are great, but I like the feel of the books better. There’s this sense of a deep ocean of almost forgotten ancient history running through them that the movies don’t quite catch.”

She nodded. “Yeah, I get that.”

“What do you normally prefer reading?”

Her eyes flickered down shyly, as though she was embarrassed. “I’m a huge sucker for Regency romances and Gothics. I also read a lot of cozy mysteries, especially the paranormal ones. You?”

“I used to read a lot of fantasy and science fiction when I was younger, but over the years I got into old adventure fiction. The Three Musketeers, Tarzan, King Solomon’s Mines, stuff like that.”

“It must be good since they’ve made so many movies of those.”

“Yeah. It’s fun to read, especially the older stuff that has a lot of history thrown in. I’ve always been kind of a history nerd.”

“I’ll have to try some of them.”

I jerked my thumb over my shoulder towards the tall bookcases flanking the TV. “Help yourself to anything that catches your eye.”

Hannah shot me an impish grin that brought her dimples out of hiding. “I’ll take you up on that.” Before my bleary brain could process the double meaning in both of our words, she sat up and leaned towards me with her arms on her knees. “I was thinking…”

I was thinking, too, although probably not about the same thing she was thinking. “Yeah?”

“I’d like to take Joshua to the pool.”

I frowned as the gears in my brain ground together as they tried to shift onto this unexpected new track. “The pool?”

“I think it would be a good idea to get him used to being in the water early. We did that with my younger siblings so they wouldn’t be afraid of it later. It makes it easier for them to learn how to swim when they get older.”

I considered it for a couple of seconds “Okay.”

Hannah opened her mouth then closed it again with a look of bemusement. “That’s it?”

“Yes?”

She laughed. “I was all ready to have to work to convince you.”

“It sounds like a good idea to me, and I trust you.”

The pleased look on her face made me want to say it again about a hundred times. “Great,” she replied.

“There’s a key card on a lanyard hanging up in the kitchen for the pool down the street.”

“We’ve still got pool floaties and stuff at home. I’ll bring some with me tomorrow.”

“Sounds like a plan.”

“I should get going.” She stood up and looked me in the eyes. “I promise I won’t let you down, Mr. Cole.”

“I know you won’t.”

I did know that, and really did trust her. There was something steady about her that made it impossible not to. I just wished half the people who worked for me were as trustworthy as Hannah.

“Oh,” I added as she started to turn away, “I should warn you that I’m probably going to be really late the rest of the week, too.”

She shook her head, her long, golden hair swaying behind her. “Don’t worry about it. I’ll be here as much as you need me. See you tomorrow!”

When the door shut behind her, I let out a sigh. If she really stayed as much as I needed her, she’d never leave again.

The next days were much the same, except for when they were worse, so I dragged myself home exhausted every night. Tired as I was, though, I still noticed that the house was a lot cleaner than I’d left it, and the pantry and refrigerator had been reorganized from the permanent state of chaos they’d been in since my divorce. Hannah’s only comment when I mentioned it was to say that I was paying her and not to worry about it.

Wednesday night I came home to find my bed made with freshly washed linens. My laundry had been done as well.

“Hannah, you don’t have to do all this,” I protested. “I feel like I’m taking advantage of you.”

She stood close to me, her face unusually serious as she looked me straight in the eye and placed one slim hand on my arm. The electric tingle from her touch jogged my pulse despite my exhaustion.

“I’ve seen how tired you are when you come home,” she said softly. “I see how hard you’re trying, how good a father you are to Joshua. I want to help. And I’ll be here for you on Saturday if you have to go in to work to catch up. You don’t have to worry. Just lean on me. It’ll all be okay.”

Her words were seductive as hell when I’d already been thoroughly seduced. But deep down I knew that girls her age saw men my age as basically nothing but furniture. Hannah was just being sweet because that’s who she was. I had to be content with that. And I felt guilty as fuck because I couldn’t.




CHAPTER 6

The days ran together, ridiculous hours at work bracketed by interminable commutes and meals forgotten minutes after I wolfed them down. Only the thought of Joshua and Hannah waiting for me at home at the end of every day kept me slogging through it. And those precious, few stolen moments with my babysitter only cemented the hopeless yearning I felt for her.

The more I got to know Hannah, the harder I fell. It had gone far beyond the simple chemistry I might have felt for any beautiful, young woman. She was bright, funny, caring, stubborn, and absolutely adored Joshua. And Cody worshipped her, never getting more than three feet away from Hannah except for when he had to go outside. Considering he’d never given a damn about my ex, it was quite telling. Hanna was everything that Janet was not. Was it any wonder that I was crazy about her? And so the week dragged on in a bizarre mixture of exhaustion and the heady rush of a teenager with his first crush. 

On Thursday a nasty summer storm blew in. High winds and scattered bursts of heavy rain played hell with our schedule, delaying the trucks moving in and out of the warehouse so it was even later than usual by the time I was able to call it quits for the day. The rain had turned into a deluge when I made the mad dash for my car, and I was soaked when I slid into the driver’s seat.

The weather app on my phone showed an angry mass of red right on top of me, with more stretched out to the west and moving steadily my way. There was no point in waiting around hoping for things to clear up; I’d just have to suck it up and get through it as best I could.

At least the highways were largely empty at this time of night, which was good because half the time I couldn’t see shit. My hands gripped the steering wheel until my fingers were white-knuckled, and I kept unconsciously lifting up from the seat so I could get closer to the windshield in a mostly vain effort to get some glimpse of the road in front of me. Twice I had to pull over on the shoulder when the rain hammered my windshield so hard that the wipers were useless, and the whole drive home went at little more than a crawl.

When I finally pulled into my driveway my whole body ached with tension, and I practically had to pry my fingers from the steering wheel. Cold rain pelted me as I dashed up the sidewalk to the house, and by the time I made it through the front door I was drenched all over again. I was still standing in the foyer with water dripping from the sodden mess of my clothes as Hannah darted in from the kitchen, her warm, brown eyes round with worry.

“Oh, thank God!” she exclaimed as her hands claimed my briefcase and set it aside so she could tug off my coat. “I was worried you weren’t going to make it home.”

A loud peal of thunder just outside made her jump straight into my arms. She felt incredible pressed against me, warm and soft, yet firm at the same time. For long seconds we stood there looking into each other’s eyes, unable or unwilling to move. I ached to bend down those last couple of inches that separated us, to taste her plush lips and kiss her breathless, but instead I released her and took a small step back.

She let out a deep, shaky breath. “That was a close one.”

She wasn’t wrong about that. “Sorry, I got you all wet.”

Hannah shrugged one slim shoulder, her eyes downcast. “It’s fine. Go get out of those wet clothes and dry off before you catch cold.”

I hurried to my room to escape the sudden tension between us, dumped my soaked clothes into the hamper, and changed into a t-shirt and sweatpants before running my fingers through my damp hair to get it into some semblance of order. The whole time I was kicking myself for being such an idiot. I’d almost kissed her! No wonder the poor girl looked flustered. I’d probably scared the crap out of her. I considered apologizing, but quickly decided the best thing I could do was ignore it and keep my distance for the rest of the night. Hopefully Hannah would forget all about it by tomorrow, or at least chalk it up to a reaction to the storm and me being so tired I couldn’t think straight.

She was waiting for me as I stepped into the living room. “I made chicken and dumplings. Seemed like a good night for some comfort food. If you’ve already eaten, you can take some to work with you for lunch tomorrow.”

The smell hit me then, a rich aroma of chicken and spices that filled the whole house with a cozy sense of home. “Please. It smells amazing,” I told her. “The rain was so bad that I didn’t stop for takeout, and I’m starving.”

Hannah brightened at that. “Sit down and I’ll bring you a bowl.”

As she flitted around the kitchen, I watched her with longing. Tonight, her long legs were encased in tight, black leggings, while her gray college sweatshirt made her look so soft and cuddly I could barely keep my hands off of her. It was pure torture, and I was relieved to have something else to focus on when she set a steaming bowl of chicken and dumplings in front of me.

I couldn’t help moaning in ecstasy as I took the first bite. “Hannah, this is wonderful.”

My praise left her grinning with pleasure. “I’m glad you like it. But I should probably get going. It’s really late.”

Lightning lit up the kitchen in a flash so bright it left me blinking, followed almost immediately by a booming crash of thunder that shook the whole house. Hannah and I both jumped in surprise.

“Fuck,” she muttered, then put a hand over her mouth when I laughed at her outburst.

An instant later the steady rain turned into a downpour that hammered against the windows and drummed on the roof as though a whole herd of reindeer was up there stamping around.

Her eyes were still wide when they met mine. “I guess I’ll stay a little longer.”

I pulled up the weather app on my phone and showed her the radar. As she took in the angry red blobs filling the screen her shoulders slumped. “Lovely.”

“Maybe you should stay the night,” I suggested.

Hannah’s toasty brown eyes went wide again as she looked up from the phone. “Do you really think so?”

“It was raining so hard on the way here I had to pull over twice because I couldn’t see. I’d rather you didn’t try to drive home in that kind of mess.”

She straightened and put her hands on her hips. “I’m a big girl, Mr. Cole.”

“I’m not knocking your driving ability,” I assured her. “I just don’t want anything to happen to you. It’s really dangerous. When it rains this hard you literally can’t see anything.”

Her defiant expression softened. “I guess you’re right.”

“There’s a bed made up in the spare room, with plenty of extra blankets and pillows in the closet. You’ll at least be comfortable.”

“I’ve got a change of clothes in my bag.”

“Are your parents going to worry?”

She’d be spending the night alone with a much older man who’d been fantasizing about her for weeks. Not that her parents knew that, of course. But if she was my daughter I’d sure as fuck be worrying.

Hannah smothered a laugh. “With this weather, I’m sure they’ll both be happier that I’m not risking the drive. You know how parents are.”

“Yeah, I do. No matter how old you get, you’ll always be their baby.” I put my dishes in the sink then led Hannah to the spare room, which was at the end of the hall tucked between mine and Joshua’s. “Will this be okay?”

“Sure! It’s nicer than my room at home, and with the queen-sized bed I can spread out.”

While Hannah poked through the closet for extra pillows, I dug a new toothbrush out of the master bathroom and presented it to her. “Need anything else?”

She offered me a soft smile. “I think I’m good, thanks.” Her head tilted as she regarded me from the bed. “You really are a good man.”

That flustered me because I was pretty sure I was no such thing, and I felt myself blushing. “It’s no big deal, not after all the things you’ve been doing around here.”

Her smile broadened. “We make a pretty good team, taking care of each other.”

I would happily take care of her forever, but that wasn’t in the cards, so I just nodded. “We do. I’ll finish up the dishes while you get settled. Let me know if you need anything else.”

“Thanks, Mr. Cole. Nite.”

“Good night.”

That last Mr. Cole reinforced the vast gulf between us and left me feeling hollow inside. Knowing it was wrong to want her didn’t ease the dull ache of it in my chest at all. I hurried through rinsing the dishes and putting them into the dishwasher so I could hide in the safety of my room. When I killed the living room lights, I could see the dim, yellow glow of the lamp in Hannah’s room leaking beneath her door. I stood staring at it for long seconds before I shook myself and retreated to my bedroom.

I stripped off my t-shirt but decided to leave my sweatpants on in case I had to get up with Joshua. While I wouldn’t have bothered ordinarily, I didn’t want to risk doing anything else to freak out Hannah. The poor girl had been through enough for one night. No point in making things worse.

With a sigh I crawled into bed and picked up the book I’d been reading. I was exhausted, but nowhere near sleep. Even as I tried to lose myself in the story, though, I heard Hannah go into the hall bathroom and lost all ability to concentrate. With a silent curse I forced my eyes back onto the book but found myself hanging on every little sound. Hannah brushing her teeth. Water splashing in the sink as she washed up. Then silence followed by the soft click as her bedroom door closed.

Damn it. There was no way I could focus when she was right there, one door down, maybe a couple of dozen feet away. My brain flooded with images of Hannah—her golden hair spread out across the pillow, tucked in cozy and warm between the sheets while she listened to the rain.

She was so close I could practically reach out and touch her, but at the same time so unreachable she might as well have been on the far side of the Moon. Why the hell couldn’t I have found some grandmotherly type—some homely grandmotherly type—to babysit Joshua? It would have made my life so much easier and been better for my sanity, which was on increasingly shaky ground.

Crazy, that’s what it was. Crazy to let myself even dream. I shouldn’t even want to. Because what if I did get her? It would be horribly unfair to Hannah. She was so young and had her whole life ahead of her, while I was nothing but an old, divorced guy with a kid. She deserved so much more than that.

Understanding that, even believing it, didn’t help me sleep worth a damn. I lay awake long into the morning hours listening to the storm and thinking about the lovely young woman asleep in the next room.

The piercing shriek of my alarm dragged me out of bed after what seemed like only minutes from when I drifted off. I sat up groggily, cursing under my breath. Today was going to suck hard.

When I got out of the bathroom and poked my head in to check on Joshua, his crib was empty. Hannah’s door stood open, and noises drifted down the hall from the kitchen. I shook my head in disbelief. She was already up and taking care of my son, trying to give me a few more precious minutes of sleep. How the fuck was I supposed to resist that?

I trudged into the kitchen and my heart stuttered as I caught sight of my babysitter. Hannah’s long, blonde hair was adorably sleep-mussed, and her face was fresh without a hint of makeup. She was barefoot, wearing nothing but a long, royal blue sleep shirt that stopped a few inches above her knees, only to creep tantalizingly higher and draw tightly across her rounded ass as she bent over the stove. The shirt actually showed less skin than the sundress she’d worn before, but somehow it was much more intimate. She was the sexiest thing I’d ever seen in my life, and my cock twitched within my sweats in total agreement.

“Da-da!” Joshua squealed from his highchair before excitedly throwing his bottle of juice to the floor.

“Morning, buddy.”

I picked up the bottle and set it beside the bowl of dry cereal and diced fruit on his tray. Most of the fruit seemed to be ending up on his face rather than inside of him, but that was pretty much par for the course. When I straightened up, Hannah turned towards me with a brilliant smile that woke me up better than a whole pot of coffee could.

“The coffee is ready, and I’m making eggs and toast.” When I stared at her, speechless, she raised her eyebrows. “What?”

I shook my head. “I’m having a hard time believing that this isn’t a dream.”

Hannah rolled her eyes. “It’s just eggs and toast.”

“Seems like a miracle to me.”

When she laughed and turned back to the stove, I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her. God, I was so screwed.

“Take your time with breakfast,” she said over her shoulder. “I’ll get Joshua ready and drop him off at daycare today since I’m already here.”

A mug of coffee appeared in front of me and, when the toaster dinged a moment later, was swiftly followed by a plate of eggs and buttered toast.

“You are an angel,” I breathed.

She shot me a flirty grin. “Not even close.”

Damn. Alternating waves of desire and guilt buffeted me, so I turned my attention to Joshua in a desperate attempt to get some kind of grip on myself. Chatting with him was at least distracting me from the blonde dancing around my kitchen, and I managed to wolf down my food and coffee while getting a bit of his breakfast inside of him.

Hannah seemed blissfully unaware of the emotions warring within me as she sat down on the other side of Joshua’s highchair. Cody appeared at her feet as if by magic, his tail frantically wagging in hopes of a handout. A faint hint of her scent—perfume or body wash—drifted over me, and I gulped the last of my coffee so fast I choked. Big, golden-brown eyes studied me curiously over the rim of her own mug.

“Went down the wrong way,” I wheezed. “I should go shower.”

“Go ahead. I’ve got Joshua.”

I practically ran from the kitchen, hoping like hell that Hannah didn’t see the telltale bulge in my sweats. An ice-cold shower took care of that, as well as waking me up as much as I was going to manage on so little sleep. I knew I needed to get out of the house quickly, though. My self-control was in tatters this morning, and I was terrified that I’d say or do something to give myself away to Hannah. I considered sneaking out quietly, but I couldn’t leave without saying goodbye to Joshua.

I hurried into the kitchen, hugged him, and kissed the top of his head—that being the only part of him that wasn’t smeared in fruit. “Be good for Hannah today, buddy, and I’ll see you tonight. Love you!”

When I turned away, I found Hannah right in front of me, so close I could feel the warmth of her breath against my face. Her eyes shone up at me, warm, toasty brown in the morning sunshine pouring through the kitchen windows. I stood in stunned disbelief as she held my upper arms and lifted up on her toes to brush her lips against mine. Without thought my arms curled around her waist to pull her slender body closer, and her lips parted with a breathy little moan.

“Aaron,” she murmured against my lips, and then our tongues slid together and further words fled.

I kissed Hannah like I might never have another chance, until I was drowning in her. At some point her hands had moved from my arms to the back of my neck, and her round breasts were mashed against my chest. She tasted of coffee and cream, and I would have been perfectly happy to have stayed right there kissing her all day. Except my damned conscience just would not shut up until it finally got through.

What the fuck was I doing? Regretfully, I pulled my mouth from hers and our bodies slipped apart. I was afraid to look at her face, expecting to see anger or fear or upset. I sure as hell didn’t expect the wide, brown eyes shining up at me or the smile of satisfaction on her lips.

“Have a good day at work,” she said, then picked up a paper sack from the kitchen table and held it out to me. “I packed you some leftover chicken and dumplings for lunch. I’m going to stay over again tonight so I’ll be here for Joshua tomorrow morning. You need to catch up on your sleep.”

I stared at her in disbelief. That was it? That was all she had to say about me kissing her? She wasn’t freaked out or upset by it at all?

“Thanks,” I muttered, and then fled for the front door before I did something even stupider like kiss her again.

I spent the drive to work beating myself up for being such an idiot. What had I been thinking? I hadn’t been thinking at all. That was the problem. Well, it was past time for me to start. And after a long day spent in self-recrimination, I decided to do the only think I could come up with that made any sense—pretend like it never happened, and never let it happen again.




CHAPTER 7

Despite my plan, I spent the whole day in dread of going home. I couldn’t stop thinking about that incredible kiss, and Hannah was going to be at the house all night again—waiting to meet me when I got home, sleeping in that room so near mine, at breakfast Saturday morning. There would be no escaping the temptation of my lovely babysitter, and I had serious doubts that my willpower was up to the job of resisting her.

By ten o’clock I was so worn out that I couldn’t focus on my computer anymore, so I finally gave up. I’d almost waited too long. A couple of times during the commute home I caught myself trying to doze off and jerked awake as my car started to drift across lanes. Idiot. While killing myself on the way home might be the only way to avoid Hannah, it wasn’t exactly a brilliant solution to the problem.

Hannah was reading on the couch again when I stumbled through the front door, but her welcoming smile disappeared as soon as she took in my state of complete exhaustion. She jumped up so fast she almost tripped over Cody. Rushing up to me, she took me by the arm and led me to the couch.

“Sit,” she ordered, pushing me down when I didn’t move quickly enough to suit her.

She scampered into the kitchen and returned a minute later carrying a glass with a liberal dose of whiskey in it. “Did you eat?” she asked as she placed it in my hand.

I took a gulp and relished the invigorating heat as it burned down my throat. “I had your chicken and dumplings for lunch.”

Golden eyes narrowed in concern. “Can I get you anything else?”

“No, thanks. I’m fine, Hannah. I just need to sit here and unwind for a bit.”

I took another drink of whiskey, tilted my head so it rested on the back of the couch, and closed my eyes. A minute later I felt a tug on my shoe. When I looked down, Hannah was untying them. She tugged them off then began to methodically rub my feet.

“You don’t have to do that,” I protested.

“Just relax,” she said firmly.

More whiskey warmed my throat, but that was nothing compared to what was happening to my feet. Hannah had strong fingers and used them to expertly knead my weary flesh. My eyes drifted shut again. Damn, but it felt good, and it wasn’t anything I was used to. Janet had certainly never done anything like it. If anything, it was the other way around. She was always the one who demanded that I cater to her when she was tired after a long day at work.

The problem was that it felt a little too good, not to mention intimate. Even as the tension drained away from the rest of me, the tension in my cock mounted until it was a swollen rod of steel in my pants. Just as it started to get uncomfortable, Hannah lowered my feet back to the floor.

“Thank you,” I mumbled. “That was wonderful.”

When her hands brushed lightly up along my thighs my eyes shot open again, and suddenly I was wide awake. “What are you—”

Deft fingers working the buttons of my slacks cut me off. “Hush,” she breathed. “Let me help you relax.”

“Hannah!”

“Hush,” she said again, fingers twisting. “You work so hard. Just let me do this.”

Any further argument I might have had was cut short as my cock sprang free, and Hannah’s soft, warm hand curled around it to work it completely free of my clothes. Fingertips brushed softly against the sensitive skin, up one side and down the other, then back again in an unhurried rhythm that made my erection strain and swell.

Hannah rested her chin on the top of my thigh, her hair puddling over my leg like a fall of dark golden silk. While her fingers continued caressing my cock with the gentleness of a butterfly’s wing, her other hand moved to cradle my balls. Tenderly as her fingers on my shaft, her hand there fondled me with feather-light touches that made me ache for more.

“You have a beautiful cock, Aaron,” Hannah breathed, just as a drop of precum oozed forth. With a little laugh she bent forward and placed a kiss on the tip, smearing the clear, gooey fluid on her lips. “And so eager.”

Before I could say anything, she leaned further in, her forearms braced on my upper thighs, and took the head into the glorious warmth of her mouth. Her lips squeezed around the flared base, while her soft tongue swirled around me with agonizing slowness.

I think my heart stopped for a few seconds. Janet had hated giving blowjobs. I’d get one a year on my birthday if I was lucky. Mostly I wasn’t. She claimed it was demeaning—even though she’d never expressed any similar qualms about me going down on her. Hannah obviously didn’t share her sentiments on the matter.

Fingertips which had been stroking me squeezed up along the bottom side of my shaft, and she scooped up the precum she milked from me with her tongue. Again she took me into the hot, wet embrace of her mouth, this time lightly stroking the lower shaft in her fist while she licked and sucked.

She scooted closer to the couch and arranged herself above my lap so she could take more of me in her mouth.

“Put your hands in my hair,” she told me.

I slid my fingers in among the thick falls, loving the cool softness of it sliding against my skin. Hannah gave a low murmur of approval before swooping down to envelop half of my length all at once. Her tongue teased against me with just the tip at first, then laved the entire under side with the flat surface before going back to teasing. At the same time, her hand pumped languidly against the still-exposed length of my shaft below her mouth.

Unlike Janet, there was nothing hurried about her movements. My ex-wife had always wanted to get it over with as quickly as possible. Hannah went about it as though she would have happily kept going all night.

Sucking hard, she slowly drew back with her tongue gripping me until only the head remained in her mouth then, taking a quick breath, she devoured me once more. She repeated that several times, and my hands got into the rhythm with her. After a while I was no longer following her movements, I was guiding her hot mouth on my cock.

Hannah moaned deep in her throat when I took over and tightened her grip on my shaft. Her tongue sped up, lashing against me, and she arched her back while a shiver ran through her body. Wide, innocent brown eyes peered up at me through the gauzy veil of her hair, and she moaned again, the vibration tingling through my erection all the way down into my balls.

“Jesus, Hannah,” I hissed through clenched teeth.

My hands were clenched in her hair now, thrusting her face down towards my crotch, pushing my cock deeper into her mouth with each stroke. She spasmed against me as the head hit her throat, but she never tried to slow down. She just took whatever I gave her and gasped through her nose, sucking and licking me with abandon the whole time.

Watching this lovely, young girl’s lips wrapped around my cock was every bit as arousing as the feel of her mouth engulfing me. It had been many months since I’d had sex, more years than I cared to think about since I’d been with anyone close to as young as Hannah, and I could only take so much. Soon a hot, prickling in my balls warned that I was getting close.

I wasn’t ready for it to end, wanted this to go on forever. When I tried to slow down, though, Hannah wasn’t having any of it. She gave a piteous moan and wriggled between my thighs as though she was as turned on as I was and couldn’t bear to stop. Instead of pushing back, I closed my eyes, let her do it her way, and wondered how wet she was under her leggings.

My breaths were coming hard and fast as she pushed me to the edge. When Hannah heard that, she redoubled her efforts. She twisted out of my grasp and rammed her mouth down my shaft as though she was going to swallow me to my balls, faster and deeper with each thrust. I grabbed fistfuls of the couch instead, held on for dear life as the muscles in my thighs and core tightened. My back arched, lifting my hips up to get more of my manhood inside of her, thrusting hard into her tight mouth.

“Fuck,” I gasped. “Hannah, I’m going to come.”

Instead of pulling away to finish me off with her hands like Janet would have done, though, Hannah sucked harder and massaged my balls. Her tongue thrashed against me, and her low moans quivered through me down to my root. I grunted as she pushed me over the edge, tried to cover a cry with my arm as the first gout of cum tore itself from the depths of my balls. My hands went back to her head, held her down on my cock while I emptied myself into her throat. At last, spent, I sank back onto the couch and panted for air.

Hannah slowly withdrew her mouth from my erection, and though she sucked and lapped every inch of my shaft, a thick bead of cream leaked from her lips to run down her chin. I felt guilty for making her swallow, but she just wiped it away with one finger, which she slowly, provocatively sucked clean with her pink lips. Then she bent lower and licked up every bit that had spilled down onto me.

Once she had me cleaned up, she pushed herself to her feet and gazed down at me with a satisfied smile. “That’s better. Now, let’s get you to bed.”

I was still in shock when she tugged me upright and guided me to my bedroom, where despite my protests she helped me undress then pushed me onto the bed. After a bit of fumbling, she managed to turn off my alarm.

“There. Now go to sleep.”

I looked at the alarm. “What about Joshua?”

“I’ll keep the monitor with me. I’m spending the night, remember?”

“God,” I mumbled. “What are the neighbors going to think if you keep spending the night?”

She shot me an exasperated look. “That you’re the luckiest guy on the block? Look, do you even know your neighbors?”

“Not really,” I admitted grudgingly. Between work and Joshua there just hadn’t been time since I’d moved in after the divorce.

“Then you have nothing to worry about, do you?” She bent and her rose petal lips brushed mine. “Goodnight, Mr. Cole.”

“Aaron,” I muttered.

“What?”

“I think, after that, I’m Aaron.”

Her smile nearly blinded me. “Goodnight, Aaron.”




CHAPTER 8

A beam of sunlight sneaked between the bedroom curtains and punched me in the face. With a groan I rolled over and tugged the covers higher to block it out. I’d started to drift off again when a memory of the night before popped into my head. I jerked upright, sending my pillow tumbling to the floor.

Oh, no. God, no. Please have been a dream. Please have been a dream.

The faint sound of Hannah singing to Joshua in the living room shot that hope straight to hell. Oh, shit. Her parents were going to kill me—slowly. And I’d deserve it.

I jumped out of bed and glanced at the clock. It was late. She’d let me sleep for almost ten hours. Quickly I dragged on a reasonably clean pair of sweatpants and a t-shirt and went to see how bad it was going to be.

Hannah was down on the floor with Joshua, holding him up and laughing as he attempted wobbly steps, while Cody lapped at her face in an attempt to get her attention for himself. She looked adorably sexy in a plain white cami and gray knit miniskirt, and my cock throbbed at the memory of those soft, pink lips. When she saw me, her face lit up with the same dazzling smile she’d given me the night before.

“Good morning, sleepyhead! There’s bacon, eggs, and pancakes in the kitchen. Coffee, too.”

My jaw dropped, and I stared at her in disbelief. What the fuck was even happening with my life?

“What?” she asked indignantly. “I can cook!”

“I’m beginning to doubt there’s anything you can’t do.”

Joshua gurgled a laugh as she tickled him. “Go on. We’re fine, aren’t we, big boy? Daddy can go eat his breakfast in peace.”

“Da-da!”

I surrendered to the inevitable. “All right, I’ll be right back.”

Inside the kitchen, I leaned my forehead against the cool refrigerator until my furiously churning brain slowly settled. What was happening here? What was I going to do? What was Hannah going to do? There was really only one way to find out. I poured a cup of coffee, piled a plate high with the food she’d cooked, then shuffled back into the living room with all the enthusiasm of a man on his way to the electric chair.

“Oooh,” Hannah cooed to Joshua. “It looks like Daddy loves pancakes as much as you do!”

I picked the spot on the couch farthest away from her and jammed a fork full of pancakes into my mouth. They were light, fluffy, and tasted like Heaven. A small moan of pleasure escaped my throat.

This couldn’t be happening. The girl had rubbed my feet, given me a blowjob, put me to bed, let me sleep in, and then made this breakfast for me. I was dead. That was the only explanation. I’d gotten into an accident on the way home and been killed. Except with all the filthy thoughts I’d been having of Hannah the past two weeks, Heaven probably wasn’t my destination.

I wasn’t thinking clearly. Hannah had me completely off balance. I needed some time and a lot more coffee to figure things out and get my feet back under me.

“What time are you going in to work?” she asked.

Work. Shit. I’d completely forgotten about work. But by staying so late last night to avoid Hannah I’d actually managed to get enough orders finished that there wasn’t any need for me to go in today. Other than my need to get as far away from my delectable babysitter as possible.

“I finished everything up last night, so I don’t have to go in. I can take Joshua now so you can go home,” I blurted.

Hannah arched a perfect eyebrow and pursed her lips. “Trying to get rid of me?”

Yes! “No.”

“Look. You’ve been working stupid late hours every night during the week then trying to take care of Joshua on your own on the weekends. I’m sure you’ve got a stack of things here you need to take care of, and it would be a lot easier for you to do them if I watched Joshua for the day.”

“I’m fine. We’re fine.”

She stood up, set Joshua in his bouncy chair, then planted her fists on her hips. “I’ve seen your fridge and pantry, Aaron. You need to go shopping. And Joshua is running low on diapers and baby wipes. Oh, and you should probably pick up some more formula. So, I’ll stay here with him while you take care of it.”

“But...”

“If this is about money, forget it. I’m off the clock.”

Money had absolutely nothing to do with it, but I didn’t even know how to argue with her. “I feel like I’m taking terrible advantage of you,” I said lamely. God, was I taking advantage.

Hannah’s expression shifted to a beatific smile. “Something you need to know about me is that I don’t do anything I don’t want to do. Anything,” she added so pointedly that I had no doubt she was referring to last night. “I want to do this. So please stop arguing with me.”

“I don’t know...”

“Finish your breakfast, then run your errands. We’ll be here when you get back.”

Of course, that was the problem. But since I had no real argument, I finished my breakfast, showered and dressed, and then left Hannah sandwiched between Joshua and Cody on a blanket on the living room floor while they watched Spongebob. What I really wanted was to burrow into the middle of the pile myself and spend the whole day snuggled in with them, but Hannah was right. I really did need to get some shopping done.

When I returned from the store, I found a note taped to the fridge. Took Joshua and Cody to the park. Be back soon. H. A row of little hearts followed her initial. I stared at it a long time, trying to figure out what to make of those hearts. What to make of Hannah. Finally, I shrugged it off and busied myself putting the groceries away. She’d taken my son and dog to the park, that was all. What was I worried about? I’d just finished restocking the pantry when I heard the front door open.

“We’re back!”

A few seconds later Hannah bounced into the kitchen with Joshua in one arm and Cody prancing along behind her. A few wisps of her dark blonde hair had escaped her ponytail and now floated around her face, which was bright with a happy grin.

“I should have checked with you first, but I figured everybody could use some fresh air.” She handed Joshua over to me and went to the refrigerator. “You spend some time with him, and I’ll make lunch.”

I bounced Joshua in my arm, making him giggle. “Hannah...” I started.

“Aaron.”

“Fine.”

As I started to turn towards the living room, she stuck her tongue out at me. “Lighten up. You’ve got help now, so just enjoy it.”

She dragged Joshua’s highchair onto the back deck, so we ate lunch together out there. The summer sun was sweltering, but there was enough breeze blowing to ease the heat, and under the shade of the umbrella I’d set up it was cool enough to enjoy our meal. I munched on the club sandwich Hannah had made with leftover bacon and fed Joshua. Hannah took dainty bites of her own sandwich while surreptitiously sneaking bits to Cody. All the while she kept up a steady chatter about her family, questions about my work, and cooings at Joshua to make sure he felt included.

As I watched her, I couldn’t help thinking that this was how it should have been. This should have been my life with Janet, except she’d had all the maternal instincts of a cuckoo laying its eggs in another bird’s nest. And Janet, composed and reserved, would never have taken such joy from slipping morsels of bacon and turkey to Cody while pretending that I couldn’t see her. She certainly hadn’t chattered.

I let myself sink into it and felt the tight knot of tension which had been coiled in my spine for most of a year loosening. This felt right. It shouldn’t have, but it did, and I didn’t have it in me to fight it anymore. I was just going to enjoy it for however long it lasted.

After the last crumbs of the sandwiches had disappeared down Cody’s greedy gullet, I gathered up the dishes while Hannah took Joshua inside. After the big day he’d had, he was drooping and ready for a nap. I assisted while Hannah changed him, then we put him into his crib.

Hannah was in my arms before we made it out of his room, pressing herself against me, her lips impossibly soft against my mouth. I should have stopped her. I should have pushed her away. I should have sent her home. I didn’t do any of those things, though. What I did was wrap my arms around her waist and drag her against me like she was the last life vest on the Titanic. 

I turned her, pushing her up against the wall, and slanted my mouth over hers. I’d been fantasizing about this since the first time I’d laid eyes on her, even kissed her once already, but the reality of Hannah in my arms, her lips warm and eager beneath mine while I cast aside my final reservations surpassed any mere fantasy. Desire for her scorched through me, but I held myself back until her lips parted and our tongues met in a frenzy of mutual lust. Her arms linked around my neck, and I ran my hands down the swell of her hips to cup her ass.

Her body was deliciously curved, but every inch my hands explored was taut and firm. I lost myself in the feel of her, the taste of her mouth. She hooked one leg behind my thighs and pressed herself even more close to me, her breasts pressing against my chest, and moaned against my tongue when my fingers dug into her ass. Damn, she was a sexy little thing. My cock was already half-erect in my sweats.

“Bedroom,” I gasped.




CHAPTER 9

We stumbled across the hall, our hands still all over each other. With the last bit of rational thought I possessed I left the door open so we could hear Joshua if he woke up, but then our mouths locked again and I forgot about anything else.

Hannah’s hands wandered over my back, then tugged at my shirt. “Off!”

I yanked it over my head and tossed it aside. Warm palms landed on my chest then drew slowly down my stomach before landing on the steel rod in my sweats.

“That didn’t take long,” she remarked with a saucy grin.

“Your turn.”

She lifted her arms so I could pull her tank top over her head, and I took a moment to admire her. Her entire torso was wrapped in skin like bronze satin, while a lacy, white bra that wouldn’t show under her shirt hid her breasts. That had to go. I unfastened the clasp at the back, and she let it slip over her arms to fall on the floor and reveal her high, rounded tits. Their soft creaminess made my mouth water, and her stiff, rose-pink nipples just begged to be suckled.

I bent and fastened my mouth on one nipple, grazing it lightly with my teeth before swirling my tongue around it. Hannah squeaked then moaned, her back arching to give me better access to her tits. Hair flew in honey streams as she tossed her head around. Fuck, the girl was sexy. I was ready to spend days exploring and enjoying her body.

“Aaron,” she whined, her hands scrabbling down my front, desperate to find my erection again.

I growled around the nipple in my mouth. No way in hell was I just going to stick my dick in her and be done. No, I was going to play her perfect little body like a virtuoso with a fucking Stradivarius until she passed out from sheer pleasure. I kept licking and sucking, driving her crazy, getting her ready for what was coming next.

“Aaron! Please!”

Please was a word that sounded really good on her lips. I planned to hear it a lot more before I was done. I let her nipple slip from between my lips and fastened my hands on her sides by her breasts. Teasingly, I kissed my way down her stomach, dropping to my knees as I traveled ever lower. She trembled in my grip, and her fingers twined into my hair. When I tickled her bellybutton with the tip of my tongue, she giggled and tried to push my head away. Her yoga pants prevented me from going any further, so I yanked them over her hips.

“You’re not wearing panties!”

Hannah giggled again. “I started taking them off before I got here. I knew when the time came, I’d have to get you inside me fast, before you had time to change your mind. You’d never have sex with the babysitter if I gave you a chance to get away.”

“Yeah, that ship has sailed.”

Hannah’s long, silky legs were as tanned and toned as the rest of her, and I couldn’t wait to have them wrapped around me. I ran my hands down to her hips to hold her still as I pressed my mouth against her lower abdomen then kissed my way down to the narrow, golden tuft of hair nestled between her thighs. The hot, tangy scent of her arousal sent a thrill raging through my cock. I knew she was wet, and I ached to taste her.

Without warning, I swept her up in my arms and set her on my bed. Hannah watched me eagerly as I pried her knees apart and crawled between her legs. When I bent my head towards her wet, shiny slit, though, she squeezed her thighs together.

“What are you doing?” she demanded, eyes wide.

“Paying you back for last night.”

Rather than fighting her, I grabbed one petite foot and brought it to my lips. I pressed a long, lingering kiss against her instep, then moved on to her dainty ankle. Hannah’s leg jerked when my hot breath blew across the tender skin of her calf, but I held on too tightly for her to escape.

Relentlessly, I moved my mouth up her calf to her inner thigh, kissing, licking, teasing her. By the time I reached the crease of her thigh, Hannah was moaning and dripping wet. I ran my tongue all the way around her slit, never quite touching it, until she twisted and groaned in frustration. Finally, I dragged the tip along her pouting lips, which were glistening with her juices. The tart taste of her exploded across my tongue, a raw aphrodisiac. I could have gone on licking her pussy for hours, but I doubted she was ready for that. Not yet, anyway.

When my tongue finally settled on her clit, Hannah let out a shocked little scream and clenched her fists in my hair. I gripped her thighs to hold her still, then sucked her little nub between my lips and swirled the tip of my tongue around it. Her hips lifted off the bed despite my efforts, but that didn’t stop me from burying my face against her slit and running my tongue between her clit and sopping entrance.

“Oh, fuck, Aaron. That’s so good. I’ve never had it like this.”

That didn’t surprise me. Most younger guys don’t have the patience for it and hadn’t figured out yet that sometimes giving is even more fun than getting. Hell, some of them never did figure it out.

Her body tensed, so I concentrated on her clit. Slowly and steadily I licked her, driving her up and up towards the brink until her hands locked on my head to shove my face right up against her steaming pussy. She smeared me all over with her juices, but my tongue never stopped. It took only a few more moments before she started bucking against me with a series of high, sharp cries. Her hips rose again while her whole body shook in release. Hot fluid poured out of her pussy to run in thick droplets down her thighs and ass. I lapped them up then went back to her clit, gently licking it until her orgasm finally subsided and she sank back against the bed.

“Jesus, Aaron,” she panted.

Smirking, I crawled up beside her. “So that was okay?”

She gave a shaky laugh. “Yeah, it was okay.”

I leaned over her arm and tongued a nipple into my mouth as I found her clit with my index finger. She was so slippery that it slid easily against that stiff little knot. Hannah let out a startled squeak and squirmed back, but I wasn’t about to stop. I was going to show her exactly what that luscious body of hers was capable of.

My mouth and fingers worked her over, and gradually she settled back into the bed with a string of breathy moans. It didn’t take long before the second orgasm hit her, more gently than the first, and she clutched my pillow until her knuckles were white. I kept right on going, though, until the third one slammed into her like a freight train. By the time the last of the aftershocks faded, Hannah was a limp, sweaty mess.

“No more,” she groaned, dragging my hand away from her. “I can’t take any more.”

I gave her a wicked laugh as I lifted up on my elbow. “You can do that all day, you know.”

She stared up at me with wonder. “All day?”

“All day,” I assured her.

“I’m pretty sure I’d die after a couple of hours.”

“Nah. But you’d sleep really well.”

She took that in for a second, then reached over and grabbed me. “I’m willing to try it—soon. But right now I want you inside of me.”

That worked for me. I stripped out of my sweatpants and boxers then rolled on top of her. Lifting myself on my arms so I wouldn’t squash her, I positioned my hips so the length of my swollen cock was pressed into her slick channel. Hannah bit her lip and moaned when the head grazed her clit, then rubbed herself against me to get more friction there from the shaft. In only a few seconds my erection was completely coated with her juices.

I bent down and brushed her lips with mine, softly at first, until our tongues met. Hannah kissed me back eagerly, and as our passion grew I eased the head of my cock into her entrance. She made a low sound in the back of her throat as her opening stretched around me, and then grabbed hold of my biceps.

“More.”

My instinct was to ram my cock into her tight hole and bury myself balls-deep all at once, but I wanted to savor this. Instead, I pushed in slowly so I could feel her taking me an inch at a time. Her walls spread, gripping and kneading me, so fucking tight. At the same time, she was so wet that my shaft glided in easily. I gave a long sigh when our bodies met, my balls resting against her ass.

Slowly, I withdrew from her until only the head was still wedged inside her tunnel, then I slid back in, faster this time, in one smooth stroke. She felt incredible wrapped around me, and I began moving in and out. Each time I pushed into her, Hannah let out a low, raspy gasp. Before long she was lifting her hips to meet me, encouraging me to go faster and harder, and then she wrapped her legs around my hips to thrust herself onto my cock.

Inside, her muscles gripped me, squeezing down as I moved. I shifted forward a bit so that my pubic bone mashed against her clit whenever I shoved into her. She was so wet now that my erection sloshed whenever I shoved inside, and our bodies met with a wet slap. Eyes closed, mouth open, her gasps became cries, and her fingers bore down on my forearms like vices while she bucked her hips up into me, trying to cram as much of me into her as she could.

I wanted to draw it out, but she was just so damned sexy and so wonderfully tight. Besides, I could feel her getting close again. Knowing she was about to come all over my cock pushed me straight to the edge. I gritted my teeth and held on, though, determined to wait for her.

Suddenly, her whole body locked, her legs crushing my hips against hers to hold me deep inside. Nails dug into my forearms, and she arched up off of the bed with a shriek while her pussy flooded and her walls fluttered wildly against my straining cock.

“Fuck!”

As I shouted, I exploded into her. It felt as though it came all the way from my toes, and I spurted so much cum inside her that my muscles ached. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d come so hard, with my pulse pounding in my ears and the room going gray around me.

I held myself above her, panting to get air to my starving lungs. When I saw Hannah had come out of it, I slowly pulled away. She made a disappointed sound as my head popped free but scooted over so I could collapse onto the bed beside her. As soon as I settled, she swarmed over me and planted a passionate kiss on my lips.

“How did you... I’ve never come that way before, from doing that.”

I grinned up at her. “I’ve got skills, sweetheart.”

“I’ll say.” Her hand squeezed my cock fondly as she slid down to rest her head on my shoulder. “I can’t wait to see what other tricks you’ve got to show me.”

“I’m not twenty anymore, but I’ll do my best.”

She yawned, her breath steamy against my chest. “I just had four orgasms, Aaron. I think I can give you time to recharge.”

More content than I could remember being, I lay there with her lithe body snuggled against mine, all snug and cozy together, and stroked her hair until we both drifted off to sleep.




CHAPTER 10

I woke with Hannah draped halfway over my chest, one arm flung possessively across me, one leg twined around mine. In the afternoon sunlight leaking through the drapes, she was all gold and bronze arrayed in soft but firm curves that would have put any work of Michelangelo’s to shame. Gently I reached up with my free hand and ran my fingers through the cool silkiness of her hair. I still couldn’t understand how this had happened, how I’d gotten so lucky.

She stirred against me, her face nuzzling into my chest. “Have a good nap?”

“I did. You?”

Her arm tightened around me. “Mm-hm. I love naptime.”

“Oh? And what do you love most about it?”

“Not having to take it by myself.”

She pushed herself up and her lips landed on mine. For a few seconds it was almost tentative, then she opened her mouth and our tongues met, twined and teased, withdrew only to dart back greedily for more. As the heat built anew, Hannah moaned softly into my mouth and molded her lithe body against me.

Her hair slid along my bare chest, cool and electrifying, as our kiss deepened. My hand glided slowly down her back and her ass, cupping her briefly before reversing course and sliding under the hair at her neck. Skin like satin rubbed against me, her own free hand wandering down my stomach until her questing fingers found my manhood. Hannah shifted her leg to make more room, and she delicately stroked and kneaded my flesh until it once again swelled to fit into her hand.

“Nice,” she murmured, her lips so close to mine that her warm breath tickled my skin. “I guess you’re not tired of me, yet.”

“I don’t think I could ever get tired of you,” I replied honestly.

“Mm,” she said, her hand squeezing my cock. “Flattery will get you anywhere.”

“Anywhere?”

I wormed my hand between us, past Hannah’s firm stomach until my fingertips brushed the soft triangle of hair at the join of her legs. I had to stretch a bit, but then my fingers found the moist edges of her slit and dipped inside. She was dripping wet again, and she moaned into my ear when I brushed up against her hard little clit. I pushed two fingers inside of her and twisted them so they were coated with her slippery juices, then glided my fingertips slowly from her clit to her entrance until she was panting and squirming.

“Fuck, Aaron,” she groaned. “How do you know exactly how to touch me like that?”

Rather than answering, I used my index finger to trace slow, deliberate circles around her clit. Hannah squeaked, and her muscles locked, her fist gripping tightly on my engorged cock. Her breath came in little pants, closer and closer together, until she buried her face in the crook of my neck.

“Oh, god. Oh, god.”

Hannah’s knees bent, and her legs squeezed my thigh while her hips began to rock jerkily against my hand. She was getting wetter by the second, juices from her drenched pussy coating my hand and smearing against my leg. Her head flung back, and she sucked in a deep breath before releasing it in a shuddering moan.

“Oh. Oh!”

For long seconds her whole body went stiff, then she shivered from head to toe while she cried out again and again until she sank limply against me. As soon as she caught her breath, though, she pushed herself upright and scooted back so she was kneeling over my hips with her hands planted on my chest to support her weight.

“My turn,” she panted.

Slowly Hannah lowered her hips until the lips of her pussy captured my cock, then went lower still until it was squeezed between her and my groin. With a wicked little smile, she began to swivel her hips back and forth, gliding her slick channel back and forth over my hard shaft. She was so wet there was little friction, but it still felt incredible.

My hands went to her hips, clutching at her as my aching cock strained to push up and enter her tight hole. “Jesus, Hannah, that’s just torture,” I groaned.

She ground down a bit harder. “Maybe I like torturing you. But it feels so good.”

I sure as hell didn’t hate it. My erection was an iron rod sandwiched between us, and Hannah quivered every time it brushed along her clit. Hot juices from her pussy leaked down until my entire groin was drenched and the tart, musky smell of her arousal filled the room.

To my relief, Hannah finally lifted herself up on her knees and reached back with one hand to grab my cock. She slid the head back and forth in the groove between her glistening lips several times before positioning the head at her entrance, then with one smooth stroke she dropped and swallowed my whole length inside her clenching pussy.

I gasped as her walls squeezed down on my shaft, her muscles gripping me like a hot, oily fist. For a long moment she just sat there, impaled on my cock with her head thrown back and her back arched to display her perfect tits. Then my hands squeezed her hips, bringing her back to herself, and she began rocking her pelvis. She steadied herself with one hand on my chest, snaking the other between her legs to work her hard little nub.

She started off slowly, but gradually picked up speed until her ass was bouncing against my balls. Her fingers flew between her legs while she tossed her head back and forth and her moans turned to sharp little cries. Hannah was smacking into me hard, our bodies mashing together at each bounce with a loud squish. As her motions grew more frantic, I used my hands on her hips to guide her.

“Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck.” she chanted to herself in time with her bobbing.

The constant slide and squeeze of her hot, wet tunnel on my cock had me lightheaded. I closed my eyes and concentrated on my breathing, trying to keep from blowing my load into her too soon. Even though I’d already come inside of her earlier, I felt like I was on a hair trigger. There was no way I could hold it off much longer.

Instead, I used my grip on her hips to take over, rocking her and hammering her down onto my cock. Hannah’s mewling little cries turned into a shriek as her clit smashed again and again into my pelvis. Both hands were clutching at my chest now, her nails dragging into my flesh. A fresh gush of her juices spilled onto my groin and thighs as she came, her walls fluttering and clutching at my shaft inside of her.

Her orgasm touched off my own. My hips raised up to jam my cock as deeply into her young body as it would go, and I let loose with a hoarse cry. I spurted into her depths until my balls were completely drained and our mingled juices spilled out around my shaft.

With a final gasp, Hannah’s arms gave out and she collapsed against my chest, my cock still lodged inside her, her hair damp and skin streaked with sweat. I wrapped my arms around her and held her tightly until our breathing returned to normal.

“Holy crap, that was intense,” she finally said.

“It was amazing. You were amazing.”

A smug little smile perched on her lips, showing off her dimples. “I was, wasn’t I?”

Her mouth brushed mine again, brief but hungry, then she pushed away and rolled off of the bed. “I really do have to go now. I only brought one spare outfit.”

She bent over to pick up her clothes, and I couldn’t help leering at the provocative sight of her ass on display. “I kind of like you the way you are.”

“Perv!” she laughed, throwing a sock at me. “I’ll see you Monday.”

“Crap. I forgot to pick up your babysitting money while I was shopping.”

“I’m not taking money from you if we’re having sex, Aaron.”

“But you earned it babysitting,” I insisted.

She gave me a wicked smirk. “I can think of much better ways for you to pay me back for that.”

I shook my head. “I just don’t understand why.”

Her smile turned gentle as her warm palm pressed against my cheek. “Because you tried so hard not to get here,” she told me. “You’re a good man, Aaron. Anyone else would have been chasing the babysitter and trying to get her naked. You fought it every step of the way. You were far more worried about your son than about getting into my pants. Even when I made the first move, you held back. You worried about me. Do you have any idea how rare that is? How rare it is to find a man who thinks of me as a person and not just a vagina with legs? That’s why.”

She slipped on her shoes and vanished into the hallway. A minute later Cody’s thin whine rose as the front door closed behind her.

Yeah, little guy. I know exactly how you feel.




CHAPTER 11

Since I wasn’t trying to avoid Hannah anymore, the next night I wrapped things up as quickly as I could and went straight home. She was leaving for a week, but in the meantime I planned to spend every possible second with her. I’d been looking forward to holding the sexy blonde in my arms all day, and it had given me a huge lift. When I got home, though, my spirits sank at the sight of Chloe’s car parked outside instead of Hannah’s. Maybe Hannah had car trouble and had borrowed her friend’s car for the day?

I rushed inside and called out, “I’m home,” as I walked through the door.

“I’m in Joshua’s room.”

I couldn’t help the rush of disappointment at the muffled sound of Chloe’s voice. I followed it to my son’s room, where the slender brunette was bent over the changing table, wearing an off-the-shoulder ivory sweater cropped so it showed a narrow line of skin along the hem with a pair of black skinny jeans. She glanced at me over her shoulder when she heard me come up behind her.

“Hey. I was just changing the little guy before bed.”

“Where’s Hannah? Is everything all right?”

Chloe gave me a knowing look. “She went home to pack.”

Disappointment stabbed me in the heart. “But she’s not leaving until Friday,” I protested.

Chloe finished up with Joshua and scooped him back up. “There you go, buddy. Good as new.” She turned towards me and grinned mischievously at the stricken look on my face. “She’s also packing a bag so she can stay here the rest of the week. There was some mention of getting all she could of you while she had the chance.”

My face flamed even as my shoulders slumped in relief. Chloe’s sharp eyes took in my reaction, and she laughed wickedly.

“Damn, she’s under your skin bad, huh?”

I gulped and tried to formulate some kind of response that wasn’t self-incriminating. “I just… Umm…”

The brunette laughed again, more gently this time. “It’s fine. We’ve been friends since elementary school. We tell each other everything, so I’ve heard all about you. I’ll admit I was worried at first, but after I met you I got over it. You’re obviously different.”

I stared at her blankly. “I am? I mean, I hope I am.”

Chloe shrugged and bounced Joshua on her hip. “You’re a decent guy and you actually care about Hannah. You’re not some creep just trying to tap the sitter’s ass.” She giggled. “Sorry. You have no idea the kind of crap we deal with babysitting.”

I mentally considered the two distinctly different but gorgeous young women and shook my head. “I can imagine.”

“But like I said, you’re different. Hannah picked up on it right away. I thought she was crazy, but I get it now. The look on your face when you thought she was taking off early—like someone shot your puppy. You’re obviously into her for more than just sex.”

I shifted uncomfortably. This wasn’t something I really wanted to discuss, especially with a girl so much younger who I barely knew. “I’m just glad that there’s no problem,” I mumbled.

Chloe lips lifted into that knowing smile again, but she let it lie. “Help me put him to bed?”

We got him tucked in, and Chloe turned and quietly left the room. I followed her out, unable to help noticing how delectable her ass looked in those skin-tight jeans. Guilt crawled through my brain when I caught myself doing it. I had Hannah, for fuck’s sake. What the hell was I doing checking out Chloe? But I was almost positive the damned girl was putting some extra sway in her walk for my benefit, and I would have had to be in a coma or brain dead not to notice. I resolutely raised my eyes and made myself focus on the back of Chloe’s head until she sat on the couch and crossed her long legs.

“Where’s Cody?”

“Sleeping on one of Hannah’s t-shirts in the spare room.”

“Can I get you anything?” I asked awkwardly.

“No thanks,” she laughed. “I’ve been making myself at home and figuring out where you keep everything.”

“That’s good,” I said as I sank into the recliner. “So, you and Hannah met in elementary school?”

“We lived on the same street. I was two years older, but that was close enough together for us to hang out. Turned out we both loved to read, so we shared our books. We played, too, but I was a little nerd even then and was always happiest when I had a book in my hands.”

I huffed a laugh at that. She didn’t look remotely bookish. “A nerd, huh?”

Chloe raised an eyebrow. “I notice you’ve got quite the book collection here yourself.”

“Oh, I’m definitely a nerd. So, what are you doing now? Besides babysitting.”

“Working on finishing up my master’s in library science.”

“Does anyone even go to the library anymore?”

“You’d be surprised. There are lots of older books you still can’t find online, along with all kinds of journals that cost a small fortune to access, and other things like old newspapers on microfiche. Most places are set up now to allow you to borrow ebooks, too. Kids with no money and older people on fixed incomes appreciate that.”

“Huh. I hadn’t thought of that.”

“It’s not the world’s most glamorous job, and I’m never going to make a pile of money doing it, but it suits me.”

“That’s more important in the long run. Plenty of people I grew up with automatically went for the high-paying jobs, and a lot of them ended up hating it after a while.”

Her smile turned into a full-blown grin. “I’m an introvert who’ll have a job surrounded by books. That’s basically my idea of Heaven.”

“Hannah told me about her favorites. What do you like to read?”

She shrugged, causing her sweater to tighten distractingly over her full breasts. “A little bit of everything, really. Historical fiction. Epic and urban fantasy. Romance. Nonfiction, too. History, science—especially astronomy and paleontology. I’m fascinated by where we came from.”

I smiled back at her. “You really are a nerd. That’s a good thing, by the way.”

“What about you?” she asked. “Aside from the working late part, Hannah hasn’t really said much about your job.”

“It’s not as much fun as yours will be. I’m the vice president of shipping for a mid-sized reseller. We buy things in bulk from the manufacturers, especially when we can get them marked down, then resell to smaller retailers who can’t afford to buy in large enough quantities to get really good prices. I make sure everything gets where it needs to go.”

She tilted her head in curiosity. “How did you get into that?”

“I got a degree in logistics,” I replied with a shrug. “It seemed like a good idea at the time. But it turns out that it’s hard to get a job at the really big companies without knowing someone, so I ended up working for a small commercial shipping company. It got bought out by the company I work for now about ten years ago, and over the years I worked my way up to vice president.”

Chloe considered that then bit her lip, obviously wanting to ask a question but afraid to.

“What?”

She shook her head. “Never mind. It’s not important.”

This girl was Hannah’s best friend. What she thought of me was definitely important if Hannah and I were going to be more than just a fling.

“Go ahead. Ask me anything you want,” I told her with a wry smile. “This is an interview, after all.”

She winced. “Was I that obvious about it?”

“Pretty much, yeah. So, ask away.”

“All right. I know you work a lot of stupid late hours. Is that why your wife left?”

I stared at her. “Wow. Just going for it, huh?”

“Sorry. Forget it.”

“No, I did tell you that you could ask me anything,” I sighed. “It was work, but it wasn’t the hours. She didn’t care about that. But I’m never going to be president of the company. No business degree.”

Chloe nodded slowly as understanding dawned, so I continued. “And it wasn’t nearly glamorous enough a company to suit Janet, either. She wanted a bigger house, nicer things, to be able to brag to her corporate wife friends about how her husband was moving up and about all the wonderful things she got to do because of it. And most of all not to be pregnant.”

“Fuck, Mr. Connor. I’m sorry.”

“Aaron,” I said, then grinned. “I’m tapping your bestie. That puts us on a first name basis.”

Chloe burst into laughter and hurriedly covered her mouth. “Omigod. I really am sorry, though, Aaron. What your wife did was shitty.”

“You know what? I’m over it. I don’t miss her. I’m just pissed about all the years I wasted on her. But without her I wouldn’t have Joshua, so I’m OK with it. And if she hadn’t bailed I never would have met Hannah, and I sure as hell don’t regret that.”

“Do you think you’ll get married?”

I goggled at her. Married? “Chloe, we’ve only known each other a few days. We haven’t even had the relationship discussion yet.”

Chloe let out a delicate snort. “You might want to get a move on that, Aaron. I’m pretty sure Hannah already thinks you’re in one. She doesn’t sleep with guys she’s not committed to.”

I shrugged. “That’s fine with me. I would never have touched her if I wasn’t willing to do that. And I’m not opposed to the idea of marrying Hannah.” Two hours north of my house my mother probably heard a chorus of angels singing. “But that’s down the road, after we get to know each other a lot better. She might have second thoughts while she’s in Cancun and decide that I’m way too old for her and this whole thing was a mistake.”

“I can already tell you that’s one thing she won’t care about. What matters to Hannah is how you treat her and your son. But you’ll figure that out on your own soon enough.” She leaned forward and met my eyes. “I’m sorry about the overly personal questions when you don’t know me. But Hannah has been my best friend for most of our lives, and I worry.”

“It’s okay. I don’t blame you. I’d be shocked if her getting involved with a much older single dad didn’t worry you.”

“The age thing doesn’t bother me at all. I’ve got friends in college dating older guys, and most of them are happier than the ones dating closer to their own age. I haven’t tried it myself, but I wouldn’t hesitate if I met the right guy. I was more worried about a desperate single dad trying to snag a permanent babysitter.”

“Does that happen?”

“Oh, we’ve both gotten some crazy offers.”

It never would have occurred to me, but I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised. There were always people trying to take advantage. It did make me angry for them, though. Hannah was such a wonderful person, and while I didn’t know Chloe very well yet, she seemed to be cut from the same cloth. They both deserved better than to be treated that way. I just didn’t understand how anyone could be that shitty, especially to girls like these.

Outside, I heard the faint sound of a car door slamming. “That’ll be Hannah,” Chloe said.

Seconds later the front door banged open, and Hannah rushed in. She slung her overnight bag aside and landed on my lap, lips hungrily seeking mine.

“I missed you,” she murmured between kisses.

I kissed her back just as desperately, forgetting all about Chloe for the moment. It already seemed years ago when I’d been trying to avoid the lovely blonde, and I shocked myself with how much I’d missed her. I didn’t want her any further away from me than this, and I hated being apart from her for even a minute. Fuck. Chloe was right. Hannah really was under my skin. After a while Chloe loudly cleared her throat, and when we finally came up for air Hannah’s arms were around my neck and my hands were gripping her ass to pull her as close as she could get.

The brunette was pretending not to look. “I was going to make a snarky comment about PDAs, but it is your house.”

Hannah made no effort to disentangle herself from me. “I meant to be back before you got home. How was your day?”

I smiled down at her. “Good, because I had you to come home to.”

“You missed it,” Chloe said. “The poor guy almost had a panic attack thinking you were leaving for Cancun early.”

Hannah twisted to glare at her friend. “Chloe!”

“What?”

The blonde turned back to me, shaking her head. “Sorry. She’s a sweetheart—she really is—but sometimes her mouth gets the better of her.” Behind her, Chloe rolled her eyes and stuck out her tongue. “Put that tongue back in your mouth. You’re not six.”

“How does she always know?” the other girl asked plaintively.

“It probably has something to do with having five younger brothers and sisters,” I told her.

“Did you have a chance to eat before Chloe ambushed you?”

“Not exactly.”

“Oh, jeez.” Hannah pushed herself up from my lap. “You’re going to starve while I’m gone,” she flung over her shoulder as she marched into the kitchen.

Chloe made an indignant sound. “Hey! I promise I’ll feed him, okay?” She looked at me then muttered, “Have you noticed she’s just a teensy bit protective?”

“Yes. And she’s not the only one.”

I heard the microwave running, and a couple of minutes later Hannah returned with a plate for me. “I found everything I needed to make chicken and rice, and left a covered plate for you in the microwave.”

My mouth watered as I caught the scent. It smelled like something my mom would have made. “Thanks, Hannah. It looks delicious.”

She smiled at me then sat down beside Chloe, who shrugged. “Sorry. I’m used to just having to feed the little ones. But I promise I won’t let your boyfriend starve while you’re in Cancun.”

Hannah’s eyes went wide at mention of the B-word and she stared at me as though she was expecting me to explode. “Um, did Chloe tell you I went home to pick up some things so I could stay the rest of the week?” She paused and swallowed. “If that’s okay with you,” she finished in a tiny voice.

“It is absolutely fine with me. Hannah?”

“Yes?” she asked cautiously.

“Do you want me to be your boyfriend?”

Her gaze slid accusingly to Chloe before returning to me, and she slowly nodded.

“Then I’m your boyfriend.”

She blinked in surprise. “Huh. I expected you to need more convincing than that.”

“Trust me, you’ve been nothing but convincing since I met you.”

“Awww,” Chloe said. “And on that note, I think it’s time for me to leave you two alone. Have fun!”

When the door closed behind her friend, Hannah and I shared a long look.

“She’s something,” I said.

“She really is, but I think you’ll like her when you get to know her.”

“I already do.”

Hannah stood up, took the empty plate from my hands, and placed it on the island where it was out of Cody’s reach. “Since you’re done, I think we should make the most of the time we have before I leave.”

“You want to talk about our relationship?” I asked, all innocence.

Hannah’s expression turned wary. “No. Do you?”

“Not even a little bit.”

“Good.”

Taking my hand, she pulled me to my feet and led the way to my bedroom.




CHAPTER 12

Having Hannah living with me didn’t suck, and I was more than a little shocked. I shouldn’t have been, I suppose, but it wasn’t at all what I expected. Of course, my expectations were all out of whack after years of being married to Janet. There was none of the constant tension or passive-aggressive bullshit. None of the thinly veiled resentment Janet had worn like armor. None of the distance that had slowly built up between us.

Hannah liked me. That was the eye-opener, and it took a while to really sink in because it had been so long since I’d experienced anything like it. She wasn’t just going through the motions because she had to. She enjoyed being around me and was genuinely interested in finding out more about me and Joshua. She liked being close, basked in physical intimacy that wasn’t just about sex. I honestly couldn’t remember my relationship with Janet ever being like this, even during the early days.

It didn’t hurt at all that she adored Joshua and loved taking care of him. At the same time, she understood that I wanted to be involved and have my time with him, too. She didn’t try to take over or keep him away from me because she thought I was too tired or in a hurry to get to work. She included me and made the three of us into a smooth unit, so naturally that I didn’t realize she was doing it. It was easy as breathing. We just slipped into it.

When my alarm went off Tuesday morning, I woke up with a gloriously disheveled blonde laying half on top of me, her lips seeking mine for a soft kiss that was guaranteed to make mornings suck one hell of a lot less.

“Good morning,” she murmured.

“It’s a damned good morning,” I replied. “You can sleep a bit longer if you want. I’ll get Joshua up after I take my shower then wake you up before I leave.”

Her lips twisted into a pout. “But then I won’t get to spend any time with you before you go to work.”

I blinked at her in surprise. That last thing Janet had wanted was to be bothered first thing in the morning, especially after she’d gotten pregnant. At most we’d sit together in silence at the kitchen table while we drank our coffee and she messed around on her phone. But Hannah was willing to forgo sleep just to spend a few minutes with me before I had to leave. I felt about eight feet tall and ready to battle dragons.

“Well, I’m certainly not going to argue with you.”

“Smart man. Go get your shower. I’ll start breakfast and get Joshua up when you’re out of the bathroom.”

She slipped into a long, blue terrycloth robe that made her look ridiculously soft and cuddly then clipped her mussed hair back. Somehow the effect was every bit as sexy as her much more revealing outfits, and I couldn’t take my eyes off of her. Hannah caught me looking and rolled her eyes with an amused smile before blowing me a kiss on her way out the door.

I showered and shaved, and then emerged from the bathroom to the smell of bacon. Bacon. Before Hannah, it had been a rare day when I managed more than a slice of toast or a couple of cold pop-tarts in the car. I was always in such a rush to get Joshua taken care of so I could get to work on time that I couldn’t afford the time. Then I heard Hannah in Joshua’s room across the hall, singing some silly rhyming song that sounded like she was making it up as she went, and I froze. My breath caught as a fist squeezed my heart.

This is what it should have been like. This. Damn Janet, anyway. She’d robbed Joshua of this, robbed me, too. And I wanted it so badly that I ached from it. My mind darted back to last night. Boyfriend. God, I wanted that to be real, but I was scared to death it would just get yanked away again.

The whole thing was too good to be true. I couldn’t afford to trust it. With a mumbled curse, I gathered my clothes and went back to the bathroom to dress. Once I was as put together as I was going to get, I studied myself in the mirror. I was nothing special, and there were fine lines at the corners of my eyes and the beginning of a wrinkle in my forehead. I felt like I’d aged ten years in the months since Janet left. I was too old for Hannah, certainly too damned old to believe in this silly fantasy.

Fuck that. I shook my head and flipped myself off in the mirror. I’d woken up with a gorgeous woman in my bed—a woman who wanted to be there. I’d been handed a gift from the gods, and I needed to straighten my shit out or I was going to fuck it up and spend the rest of my life hating myself for it.

By the time I got to the kitchen, Hannah had Joshua dressed in a fresh onesie and sitting in his highchair. Cartoons played softly on the TV in the living room.

“Good morning, buddy,” I said as I placed a soft kiss on the top of his head.

There was already a cup of coffee steaming on the kitchen table, which was swiftly joined by a plate of eggs, bacon, and toast. I sat down and regarded Hannah with bemusement.

“You didn’t have to go to all this trouble.”

She shrugged it off with a snort. “It takes four minutes to make eggs, which is right about the same as it took your toaster oven to make that toast. And I want my morning bacon.”

She crunched noisily on a piece as though to emphasize that, then put a bowl with a bit of scrambled egg in front of Joshua before taking the seat beside me with her own plate. The eggs were perfect—Janet always made them too mushy—and the bacon was deliciously crisp without being burned. Too good to be true? Hell if I even cared.

“It’s wonderful. Thank you.”

She beamed at me. “You’re welcome.”

“So, what do you have planned for the day?”

“I’m just going to hang out here.”

“You won’t be bored?”

“No, I can always come up with something to do. But I was wondering. Would it be okay with you if I kept Joshua with me instead of taking him to daycare?”

“It’s fine with me, if that’s what you want to do.”

“Yay! I’ve missed having a little one to take care of. Sadie started kindergarten this year, and she’s the youngest at my house. This is a treat for me.”

“I’ll call the daycare and tell them he won’t be in today.”

“I’d like to keep him through Thursday. I’ll have to leave early on Friday, because our plane takes off at 2:30.”

“I’ll let the daycare know. Do you have everything you need here?”

“Yeah, we’re good.”

I had a second cup of coffee since I didn’t have to rush out the door. Even then, I still had time to play with Joshua for a few minutes before I had to leave. When I couldn’t put off leaving any longer, I picked up my briefcase and the lunch Hannah had packed for me. She put Joshua in his bouncy chair and followed me to the door. With an impish smile, she pulled me down into a long, lingering kiss that made me even more reluctant to go.

“I know you probably have to work late, but come home as soon as you can.”

I looked down into her sparkling eyes. “I could call in sick.”

Hope flared in her amber eyes. “Could you?”

“No,” I sighed. “Not this week. But trust me, I won’t stay a minute longer than I have to.”

“Okay. Drive carefully. We’ll be here waiting for you.”

I love you was on my lips, but I clamped my jaw before it slipped out. It was crazy. I barely even knew her. I sure as fuck felt it, though. Head over heels, like a damned teenager. Hannah was offering me everything I’d ever wanted, what I needed, and was too seductive to deny. Well, there was one sane thing to do—really get to know her. I’d get started on that when I got home.

But I didn’t have to wait that long. Throughout the day, Hannah texted me pictures—of her and Joshua playing on the living room floor with Cody, Joshua passed out in his highchair after lunch, Cody napping in a square of sunlight under a window in the kitchen. Hannah without a speck of makeup and her hair up in a messy ponytail while she stretched out on the couch with one of my books. She didn’t overwhelm me with them, just sent enough to make me feel connected and wish I was at home with them. And wish like hell that I’d ended up with a Hannah rather than a Janet.

Around the middle of the day my phone dinged with another text.

Don’t forget to eat lunch!

Yes, ma’am

It was such a little thing, but it made me feel good, like I was important to her. She was thinking about me. I mattered. It was the kind of thing that never would have occurred to Janet.

While the rest of the day was hectic, I felt good, like my life was finally where it was supposed to be. I dove into the pile of work on my desk and immersed myself in it. I’d lost all track of time when my phone dinged again.

Come home!

I couldn’t help grinning at all the emojis that followed the text. Hearts, kisses, smiles. It was time to go.

I’m leaving right now

Yay! See you soon!

The drive wasn’t bad, but it seemed to take forever because I wanted to be home so badly. Hannah must have been watching through the windows, because she met me at the front door. She was wearing tight, dark green leggings and a black, off-the-shoulder t-shirt, still hadn’t put on makeup, and her hair was in the same messy ponytail as the picture she’d sent me earlier. And she was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen in my life. Her eyes shone up at me as she smiled in welcome, and even before I could set down my briefcase she was in my arms kissing me.

“I missed you. I’m glad you’re home.”

Behind her, Cody looked up at me from the floor beside the couch and thumped his tail once before putting his head back down. Joshua was more exuberant.

“Da-da!” he shouted as he banged his tiny fists on the side of his playpen.

“I missed you guys, too.”

“Go get changed into something comfy. Dinner is ready when you are.”

I looked at her with wonder. “You are amazing.”

“Yep! And I’m all yours.”

I was totally on board with that. But what were her parents going to think when I married her? Now that Chloe had put the idea into my head, it wasn’t going away. Not that I wanted it to, even if it was way too soon to consider it seriously. I was going to treat her seriously, though. This wasn’t just some mid-life crisis fling. I wanted to keep her, forever if I could swing it.

We all ate dinner together in the kitchen. I’d gotten into the habit of eating alone in the living room after I’d fed Joshua, but I liked this a lot better. Afterwards I played with Joshua while Hannah caught up on some of her college homework. That was one thing I insisted on. We weren’t going to be responsible for her flunking her classes.

Joshua began to flag, so I read a couple of books to him until he nodded off. By then Hannah was done and she put him to bed, singing another little song as she tucked him in for the night. I felt on top of the world as she came out of his room to rejoin me in the living room.

We spent the rest of the evening spooning on the couch while we watched TV together. I couldn’t even remember later what we watched, and it didn’t matter. All that mattered was how normal it felt to be laying there with my arms wrapped around her. It was comfortable, as though we’d been doing it for years already. I opened my eyes with a start and realized I’d dozed off at some point.

“Have a nice nap?”

“I did.”

I’d been pushing too hard for too long, trying to do everything for Joshua by myself while juggling way too much crap at work. It was catching up to me, and I was exhausted.

“Come on,” Hannah said softly. “Let’s get you to bed.”

She pushed off the couch and pulled me to my feet, and I walked to my bedroom with my arm around her waist. When I slipped between the sheets, her warm body snuggled closely against mine. It was pure bliss, and I wanted every day for the rest of my life to be just like this.

And for the next two glorious days it was, so that by Thursday night I was dreading Hannah going to Cancun. I was already addicted to this new life, and I wasn’t sure how I was going to survive a week without her.




CHAPTER 13

When I glanced at the clock on my computer it was 6:30. Hannah’s plane to Cancun should be landing anytime now. I hoped she had a good time, but at the same time it sucked not to be going home to her. She’d become a fixture in my life in such a very short time, and it was hard to tell who was going to miss her the most—me, Joshua, or Cody. Cody was the one I was really worried about. He was liable to pine away before Hannah got back.

Before she’d left for home this morning Hannah had teased me about not wanting her to come back after having Chloe babysit all week. That was ridiculous, no matter how smoking hot her friend was, and I’d done my best to convince her I’d be happy for her to keep babysitting for the next fifty years or so. She’d seemed satisfied when she left, so I hoped she wouldn’t spend her trip worrying.

Chloe was at home with Joshua now. I examined the mass of crap I still needed to deal with and sighed. She was doing us—me—a huge favor taking over Hannah’s job, so the least I could do was get home at a reasonable time. The work would still be here tomorrow, after all. It always was. I locked my computer and grabbed my coat.

It wasn’t quite seven o’clock when I pulled up in my driveway. For once, traffic had cooperated and let me get home without any wrecks or serious bottlenecks. Better yet, Hannah had texted me to let me know she’d gotten to the hotel and followed it with several long strings of heart and kissing emojis that left me giddy as a teenager.

“Chloe, it’s me,” I called out as I came through the front door.

I met her in the hallway. She held Joshua in the crook of her arm and offered me a bright, welcoming smile.

“We just had our bath. After dinner we both needed one. Someone decided it was more fun to fling than to eat.”

I swallowed hard and tried not to stare. Beige knit shorts that left her long legs bare clung snugly to her hips and ass, while a form-fitting coral pink tank top with her university logo emphasized her high, round tits. Her dainty feet were bare, their nails painted a striking metallic green-gold that matched her eyes, and her damp hair fell in long, sable waves down her back. The girl was a wet dream come to life, and now all I could think about was her wet and naked in the bathroom. Fuck me. Why couldn’t Hannah’s best friend have been homely and annoying?

Chloe’s lips quirked up in a tiny smirk that suggested she knew exactly what gutter my mind had just crawled down.

I struggled to find my voice. “How was he today?”

“He was a little angel. He might actually be the best baby I’ve ever taken care of.”

“Wait until he starts teething again.”

She bounced Joshua on her arm. “Aw. Poor kid.”

“Poor me. I barely slept for two weeks.”

“Next time Hannah will be here to help you out.”

“I sure hope so.”

Her smile turned dazzling as she handed Joshua to me. “Trust me, Aaron. Hannah’s not going anywhere. We played hard, so he should be ready to go down soon. There are bottles of formula in the fridge for tomorrow morning.”

“Thank you so much. I really appreciate this.”

One slim hand waved that away. “No problem. I’m a starving college student, so I can always use some extra cash.” Her eyes took on a mischievous gleam. “And there’s a plate of leftover chicken and rice in the microwave for you.”

My eyes tried to roll backwards into my skull. “I know what Hannah said, but you really don’t have to take care of me.”

She widened her eyes in an innocent look. “Yeah, but if you starve to death, who’s going to pay me?”

As she moved to pass me in the narrow hallway her ass brushed against my crotch, sending a sharp jolt through my cock that zinged straight to my balls. The coconut scent rising from her damp hair made me want to bury my face in the dark mass. The girl could give a corpse an erection. I hoped to god she didn’t notice mine before she left.

I followed her into the living room, mentally kicking myself for the way my eyes locked onto her swaying ass as she walked. She put on her shoes then gathered up her bag and purse.

“Nite, Aaron. Nite, Joshua. I’ll see you Monday!” she called on her way out.

“Goodnight, Chloe. Thanks again.”

I spent some time playing with Joshua, then when his eyelids started getting heavy I gave him his bottle then put him to bed. For a long time I stood there, looking down on his peaceful, sleeping face. For someone who had a mother without a maternal instinct in her entire body, he’d sure lucked out. He had two great girls who absolutely doted on him. Hell, we were both lucky to have found them.

Wrung out between Chloe and my day at the office, I grabbed a beer from the fridge and relaxed in front of the television for a while before heading to bed myself. The cool, crisp sheets drew me in, and after a long, lazy stretch I fluffed my pillow.

A second later I sat up straight, staring at the pillow clutched in my hands. It smelled like coconut.




CHAPTER 14

I stared out of my office window Monday afternoon, still trying to come up with some reasonable excuse for Chloe being in my bed. Needless to say, I couldn’t think of a damned thing that didn’t involve what was going on between me and Hannah. In between texts from Hannah I’d chewed it over all weekend, but there was absolutely no legitimate reason for the girl to have been in my bed.

Maybe Chloe was laying some kind of trap to lure me into screwing around with her so she could warn Hannah off? Or maybe she was just a tease and fucking with the poor single dad because she could? Hell, it might not mean anything at all. I could spend days spinning my wheels trying to figure out what she was up to. My best option for the time being was to do nothing at all. I’d just keep my head down for the rest of the week, get home early and get Chloe out early, and hang on until Hannah got back. And hanging on was getting more difficult by the hour since Hannah kept sending me selfies of herself on the beach wearing various skimpy bikinis.

What do you think of this one?

My cock twitched in appreciation as I studied her in the hot pink scraps of fabric. Holy shit. I still couldn’t believe a girl this gorgeous and sexy was interested in me. She couldn’t get home soon enough.

I think I really hope your parents don’t see what’s on your phone

As if. They quit worrying about that after I graduated from high school

I’m an adult and what I do is my business

I’ll send you some nicer ones once I’m back in my room

You’re killing me, Hannah

Poor baby! It’s a good thing you’ve got Chloe to keep you company, huh?

Not really. She left right after I got home last night

SRSLY??? Damn, she’s slower than I gave her credit for

Going to get ready for dinner

Text me later!

I gave up and left early enough again that I was sure I’d hear about it later from my boss, but I was past the point of giving a fuck after he’d stuck me with running the receiving department for a week. The bastard couldn’t fire me and he knew it, and if he pissed me off to the point where I quit he’d be well and truly screwed because he didn’t have anyone who could take my place. He certainly couldn’t.

I actually felt pretty good as I drove home, despite my lingering worry about what Chloe was up to. Even with that, though, I didn’t have to let her get to me. There was just no way I’d do anything to screw up my developing relationship with Hannah, no matter how tempting the brunette babysitter was.

I walked through the front door and was about to announce myself, but I stumbled to a halt just inside the foyer as I smelled something utterly incredible. I almost forgot to close the door behind me as my feet propelled me towards the kitchen. A show was playing loudly on the flatscreen in the living room—some kind of fantasy where I recognized Orlando Bloom even if he wasn’t as pretty as in Lord of the Rings—and Joshua was in his highchair with a bottle and what looked like a bowl of mixed fruit pieces while Chloe was leaning over the stove stirring something in a saucepan. Today she was wearing a pair of black leggings that molded to her perfect ass and an emerald green t-shirt. She was still sexy as hell, but she just looked like a normal college girl rather than the sex kitten out for seduction I’d unconsciously been dreading.

“Hey, Chloe,” I called out over the TV.

She jumped and turned to face me with a wooden spoon clutched in her hand. “Crap. You scared me. I didn’t hear you come in.”

“Sorry. I got distracted by the smell of whatever that is you’re cooking.”

She immediately brightened. “You like it?”

I nodded. “It’s amazing. What is it?”

“Chicken piccata.”

I walked to the stove and looked over her shoulder as she turned back to stir the brew simmering in the saucepan. I wasn’t sure what the clear, light brown liquid was, but I was ready to bathe in it.

“Don’t be mad,” I said, “but I don’t know what that is.”

Chloe laughed. “It’s grilled chicken with a sauce made from chicken broth, lemon juice, and butter served over pasta.”

Chicken broth and lemon juice? “I wouldn’t have thought to put that together, but if it tastes half as good as it smells…”

“I’m hoping it’s even better,” she said. Then, under her breath she murmured, “Hannah isn’t the only one who can cook.”

She made it sound like a competition or something. I decided the smart thing to do was ignore it and check on Joshua.

“Hey, buddy.”

“Da-da!” he sang out as he lobbed a piece of what looked like strawberry onto the floor.

“You helping feed Cody again?” I asked him.

The dog had finally abandoned Hannah’s t-shirt to lurk under my son’s highchair. I was just surprised he hadn’t dragged the shirt into the kitchen with him. That was an idea. I could take one of Hannah’s shirts with me to the office and sniff it throughout the day. No doubt that would go over well with my employees.

Joshua distracted me from that thought by picking up a piece of banana and dropping it over the side of the tray. Cody stretched his head out, scooped up the mushy bit of fruit with his tongue, then swallowed it before anyone could try to take it away from him. Apparently satisfied with that, Joshua tried to cram his whole banana-coated hand into his mouth.

“Well, that’s one way to get some of it into you.”

Chloe turned her head and laughed when she saw him. “Sorry about that. I’ll clean him up after dinner.”

“It’s fine. Just part of him figuring out the process.”

“Water’s boiling,” the brunette announced as she dumped a box of pasta into a big pot. “Be about twelve minutes.”

“You didn’t make your own pasta?” I gasped with a look of feigned horror.

Chloe planted a fist on her hip and fixed me with a glare. “How would you like to be stuck eating those frozen dinners until Hannah gets back?”

“No, thank you.” Hannah kept threatening to throw them out. With two beautiful girls determined to cook for me, I was ready to let her.

As she turned back to the stove, I took a piece of strawberry from Joshua’s bowl and dropped it for Cody to distract myself from the view she presented in her tight leggings. “Don’t tell anyone,” I muttered. Fuck it. The kitchen needed to be mopped anyway.

“I didn’t expect you home this early, or I would have started this earlier.”

“No worries,” I assured her. “The guy in charge of receiving finally came back, so I wasn’t having to cover his department today. I’m taking advantage to spend a little more time with Joshua.” I glanced over at the TV. “What are you watching?”

“Oh, it’s a show some of my friends told me about that I never had a chance to watch. Carnival Row.”

“Is it any good?”

“I’m enjoying it. It’s kind of a genre mashup. Urban fantasy and fantasy with some steampunk thrown in. There are a couple of wars going on and a bunch of refugees are showing up in the city. And everyone is racist towards them. Speciesist? It has lots of fun subplots, too.”

“Sounds interesting.”

“Want to watch it with me?”

Still wary after discovering she’d been in my bed, I searched for a trap but couldn’t find one. Besides, it did sound kind of interesting. “Sure.”

“Sweet! I’ll start it over from the beginning as soon as this is ready.”

“You don’t have to do that.”

She waved that aside. “I’m only a couple of episodes in, and it’s always more fun to watch stuff like this with other people.”

I let out an amused snort. “Some introvert you are,” I teased.

“I’m an introvert, not antisocial. I got used to watching series as a group when I lived in the dorms.”

“We did that, too,” I admitted. “Downton Abbey. Sherlock.”

“Oh, I loved Downton Abbey.”

“Well, you are a history nerd.”

“I really am,” she said as she tasted a bit of the sauce.

“How is it?”

“You’ll have to tell me,” she responded shyly.

“Based on the smell alone, you could put it on cardboard, and it would be awesome.”

Chloe shrugged. “Just have to see how the chicken came out.”

She pulled a plate of golden-brown chicken breasts from the microwave, and the rich smell of it filled the kitchen. My mouth was watering before the plate hit the counter.

“Did your mom teach you to cook like this?”

She hooted with laughter. “Mom hates cooking. Dad jokes that she doesn’t even know where the kitchen is. He owns the kitchen, but since they both have jobs a lot like yours we mostly ate out or had stuff delivered. I didn’t really start getting into cooking until I moved out on my own and got sick of ramen and canned soup.”

“So you taught yourself?”

“There are about a million cooking shows you can stream, and I got in the habit of leaving one running in the background while I was reading or doing homework. I picked up a lot by osmosis that way.”

“It sure seems to have worked for you.”

“We’ll see. I don’t usually do big meals since I’m mostly only cooking for one person.”

“You don’t have a roommate?”

“I had one, but she moved in with her boyfriend this summer.”

I thought about being alone with Joshua every night. “Must be lonely.”

“I was an only child. I’m used to it. And our friend Mia stays over a lot so she can avoid her parents. Aside from that, it’s just more time I have to read.”

“I can see that working for you.”

“Mostly. It’s nice having someone around, though. At least if it’s the right person. My old roommate was kind of draining. But Mia and I have been talking about her moving in over Christmas break. We’re a lot more compatible.” The timer on the microwave went off. “Pasta’s done!”

She turned off the burner and then dumped the pasta into a strainer in the sink. Once it was drained, she splashed olive oil onto it and tossed the noodles.

“So it won’t all stick together,” she explained when she caught me watching her curiously.

Chloe spooned noodles into the pasta bowls already sitting on the counter then carefully sliced up chicken breasts and placed them atop the noodles. Once both bowls met her approval, she ladled sauce over each before topping them with grated parmesan and ground black pepper.

I was beyond impressed as she slid a bowl in front of me. It looked and smelled like something you’d get at a nice Italian restaurant.

“Dig in,” she said, but I waited until she slid into the seat at the table across from me before I took a bite.

“Oh, holy crap, Chloe,” I moaned as the flavors exploded on my tongue. “This is unbelievable.”

She shrugged as though embarrassed by my praise. “It wasn’t hard,” she said.

“It’s delicious, and the grilled chicken is perfect. It’s always too dry when I do it.” I met her eyes squarely. “When you nail something, don’t ever be afraid to own it.”

“Thank you.” She took another slow bite then grinned. “I did nail it, didn’t I?”

“You absolutely did.”

Chloe picked up the television remote and held it up. “Want to check out Carnival Row while we eat?”

“Sounds good.”

Despite my protests, she insisted on starting the series over from the first episode. I ended up being glad she did, though, because it was a lot better than I’d expected and I would have missed out on things. By the time we finished eating (I had seconds) the second episode had started. Chloe got up and started to clear the table, but I stopped her.

“Nope. You cooked. I’ll clean up.”

“Then I’ll pause the show and get Joshua his bath.”

“I guess that’s fair.”

“Well, it is what you’re paying me to do.”

She lifted my son out of his highchair then sashayed down the hall, my eyes tracking her every step of the way. Damn. She looked like that, had brains, and she could cook. How in the hell was she single? I couldn’t be the only one who saw it. Was there something wrong with guys her age these days?

I smiled when I heard the soft sound of her singing to Joshua as she gave him his bath. Different as they were, she still had all of Hannah’s maternal instincts. By the time I had the kitchen squared away, she emerged from the other side of the house with Joshua all ready for bed in a fresh onesie. His bright eyes were drooping, and he snuggled in close against Chloe.

“Guess that’s it for him tonight.”

“Yeah. We did have a busy afternoon.”

I took him gently from her so I wouldn’t disturb him too much. “I’ll put him to bed.”

It was one thing I did every time I possibly could. There were too many nights I simply couldn’t spend any time with Joshua, so if I could put him to bed it gave me a little bit of quality time with just the two of us. I got him settled in his crib next to his blue bear and talked softly to my son until his eyes closed, then stood by his crib for a few minutes just watching him sleep. No matter what else might happen in my life, he was something I couldn’t afford to fuck up. I couldn’t be sure what would happen going forward with Hannah, but no matter how much I wanted things to work out, it had to work out for Joshua first. That wasn’t negotiable. He would always be the most important thing in my life.

When I came out, Chloe already had her bag slung over her shoulder. I glanced back at the TV, which still had the next episode of Carnival Row queued up. Suddenly I realized that I really didn’t want to sit around alone the rest of the evening.

“Want to watch another episode?” I asked her.

Her face broke out in a delighted grin. “Really?”

“Yeah. I’ll be up for a while anyway. And you got me hooked on it.”

She set her bag down by the couch and flung herself onto the cushions. “I knew you liked me,” she said with a smirk.

“Don’t push your luck.”

Chloe arranged herself on the couch so she was comfortable while getting the best view of the flatscreen. “You might as well get used to me. If you and Hannah become a thing, you’ll be seeing a lot more of me.”

I sighed dramatically as I took my place on the recliner. “I guess there are worse things.”

“Sure, sure. You like me,” she sang.

There really were worse things. It was fun watching the show with her, and I wanted to keep on doing it. Hell, I was already thinking of other shows we could watch that I thought she’d enjoy, stuff I’d watched before by myself because it bored Janet to death. She’d been into reality TV, which I absolutely hated. And it really was more fun watching these things with someone else.

We watched two more episodes before I called it quits because I did have to get up early for work.

“I had fun hanging out with you tonight,” she told me.

It had been a very good evening. “Likewise. Thank you for dinner.”

“Any time. I say that because I made enough that there’s going to be leftovers for a week.”

We ended up standing awkwardly in the foyer, neither of us sure quite where to look or what to say. It felt like the end of a first date, where one of us should have been trying for a goodnight kiss. And Chloe did.

Her soft lips pressed quickly against my cheek. “See you tomorrow,” she murmured.

I watched her leave, completely lost. I had no idea what was happening here with us. We both knew I was in a relationship with her best friend, but this night with Chloe hadn’t been nothing, either.

I pushed it aside. Hannah. I needed to stay focused on Hannah. Chloe could be a friend—that was all. And a kiss on the cheek didn’t mean anything, anyway. We were just friends.

I kept telling myself that, but my pillow smelled like coconut again when I dragged myself to bed.




CHAPTER 15

I’d barely had time to log into my computer before I got a text from Hannah. It was a selfie of her in khaki shorts and a bright green Cancun t-shirt with a sea turtle printed on the front. Her golden hair was hanging loose in long waves over her shoulders, and her sultry smile jogged my heartbeat even though she was hundreds of miles away.

Heard you had a good evening with Chloe

We’re bonding over Carnival Row

Oooo. Sounds romantic

Not even close

She sat on the couch and I stayed in my chair

I am so disappointed

Have to have a talk with her and get her on track

Probably won’t be able to text today

What’s going on?

Road trip to Chichen Itza!

Is it a long way?

Twelve hour round trip, and I don’t think I’ll have cell service for most of it

Hope you have fun!

I hope you do, too! Love ya!

My heart skipped enough beats that I worried I needed a defibrillator. Did she mean it, or was it just something she’d said as a friendly sign-off? I’d come so close to saying it to her already, but I wanted her to know it really meant something. In the end, it didn’t matter. It needed to be said.

Love you, too

It was a belated response, and I felt bad for waiting. And I felt even guiltier for looking forward to spending another evening hanging out with Chloe. I’d been telling myself all day that we were just watching TV together and it was completely innocent. But it wasn’t. I’d wanted to kiss her goodnight when she went home.

The worst part was that I didn’t even understand what was going on with myself. It wasn’t that I wanted Hannah any less. I couldn’t wait for her to come home so we could pick up where we left off. But part of me wanted Chloe, too—and not just the loudly insistent part below my waist. She was beautiful, smart, and funny, and I enjoyed spending time with her. The way she had taken to Joshua didn’t hurt, either, and of course I was very attracted to her. I couldn’t have them both, though, and I was already in love with Hannah. There, I admitted it. So I needed to cool my ass down with Chloe.

Besides, it wasn’t like Chloe had even hinted at being interested in me. The kiss on the cheek didn’t mean anything, and I’d blown the coconut scent on my pillow all out of proportion. She probably just wanted to be friends with her bestie’s boyfriend. That was the rational explanation for everything, and I promised myself that I was going to stick with that and do absolutely nothing that might cause waves with Hannah.

Guilt kept me at the office later than the last couple of nights, but I was so distracted that I wasn’t getting anything done. Finally, I just gave up on it and went home in frustration. I took a deep breath to steel my resolve before opening my front door.

Chloe was walking around the living room with Joshua resting against her shoulder. My mouth went dry at the sight of her in a tiny pair of denim cutoff shorts and a cropped t-shirt with her hair clipped back, but her expression quelled any further naughty thoughts about the sexy babysitter.

“Everything okay?”

“He’s been fussy since I picked him up this afternoon. Wouldn’t take his bottle, doesn’t want to play.”

I closed the door and set down my briefcase before joining them. “Is he running a fever?”

“No. I’ve been checking every hour. I don’t think he’s teething, either. I found a ring in the garage freezer, but he didn’t want it. Most likely he’s just gassy or his tummy is upset.”

“Most likely,” I agreed. It did happen, though not as often as when he was younger. “Let me get changed and I’ll take over for a bit.

Chloe frowned at me. “You’ve been at work all day, and this is what you pay me for.”

“It’s not a burden, Chloe,” I said. “I just want to hold him and convince myself that he’s all right.”

She huffed out a deep breath and nodded. “Yeah, I get it.”

“Be right back. It’ll just take a minute.”

When I took Joshua from her, he let out a wail. “Wow. I know I’m not as pretty as Chloe, but cut me some slack, buddy.” The brunette smothered a laugh with her hand, and I turned my attention back to her. “Did you eat?”

“No, I’ve been waiting for him to settle.”

“Why don’t you heat up some of that chicken piccata? We can trade off so we both get dinner.”

She gave a sharp nod and headed for the kitchen while I walked around the living room bouncing Joshua on my arm. “What’s the matter, buddy?” I murmured. “Is your tummy not happy? Or are you just gassy?” I put him against my shoulder and firmly patted his back as I paced.

“Do you have any gas relief drops?” Chloe asked from the kitchen. “I looked but couldn’t find any.”

I vaguely remembered using the last of them about a month ago, and I’d forgotten to get more. “We’re out.”

“Want me to run get some? There’s a CVS not five minutes from here.”

I shook my head in disbelief. Where did these girls come from? Chloe could have dumped Joshua off on me the instant I walked through the door, and I wouldn’t have even blamed her. He wasn’t her kid; she was just the babysitter. It wasn’t her responsibility, but she was all ready to step up.

“You don’t mind?”

She stared at me in exasperation. “Really, Aaron? He’s a baby. Of course I don’t mind.” She hurried to the front door and grabbed her bag. “I’ll be back in a few.”

“Do you want my ATM card?”

“Just add it to my bill.”

Joshua went through a crying jag while Chloe was gone, but it was only about fifteen minutes before she bustled back through the door. She swiftly got some of the medicine into the dispenser then cajoled Joshua to open his mouth so she could squirt a few drops inside.

“Let’s hope that works,” Chloe sighed. “I’ll go get our dinner.” I bounced Joshua for a few minutes until she came back. “Go eat. I’ll take him until you’ve finished.”

Despite being leftovers, the plate of food on the table looked and smelled every bit as good as it had last night. I moaned as I took a bite. “It’s still incredible, Chloe.”

She laughed. “It really is super easy to make. One of these days I’ll make you a true production meal.”

“I’d like that.”

Good as it was, I hurried through my dinner so I could take over Joshua duty. He’d settled a bit by the time I lifted him out of Chloe’s arms.

“Your turn,” I told her. “And Chloe?” She turned back to me, eyes questioning. “Thank you.”

The brunette didn’t say anything, but her smile was bright enough to light up the whole house. She didn’t linger over her food, either, and soon rejoined me in the living room.

“Want me to take him?”

I shook my head. “He seems to be calming down. Let’s not disturb him if we don’t have to. Why don’t you put on Carnival Row?” I caught myself and bit my lip. “Crap. I’m sorry. You’re probably ready to get home.”

“Nope, I’m staying in the guest room. If he’s up half the night someone will have to sit up with him, and you’ve got to work tomorrow. We’ll figure out what to do about daycare in the morning when we see how he’s doing.”

“This is way above and beyond, Chloe,” I protested.

Chloe frowned. “She really worked a number on you, didn’t she? You can’t even imagine someone liking you enough to want to help out.” When I gaped at her, she rolled her eyes. “You’re not just Hannah’s boyfriend, Aaron. I wouldn’t offer if I didn’t like you.”

I breathed out a sigh. “You’re right. I’m sorry. I really do appreciate it.”

Her expression softened. “You don’t have to do it all yourself. We’re here. We’ll help.”

I glanced down at my son then back to Chloe with a rueful smile. “So how about we watch some Carnival Row while we see what he’s going to do?”

“Sure!” she said as she handed me a dish towel from the kitchen. “Just in case.”

We sat together on the couch, where it was easier to get up while holding a baby. She wasn’t overly close to me, but her presence was impossible to ignore. I couldn’t lose myself in the show the way I had the night before. No matter how hard I tried, every time I caught a glimpse from the corner of my eye of her shifting on the couch, crossing or uncrossing her long legs, it yanked me from the fantasy on TV to the one sitting nearby. She was driving me crazy.

When the episode ended, Chloe leaned over me to check on Joshua. I was immediately overwhelmed by the coconut scent of her hair, the floral smell of her body wash or perfume, the heat of her body practically on top of mine. I choked back a groan as an intense pulse of desire surged through my cock.

“I think he’s asleep,” she whispered.

I tore my gaze away from her face to look down at my son. His eyes were closed, his little body limp.

“I’ll put him to bed,” I whispered back.

Carefully, I rose to my feet and tiptoed to his room, then gently as I could placed him into his crib. He let out one little whimper before settling again. I covered him up, tucked his blue bear in with him, and stepped back. Poor little guy. Hopefully he’d feel better in the morning.

Chloe was waiting for me in the hallway, holding the baby monitor from my room. “I’ll get up with him if he wakes up.” I opened my mouth, but she cut me off before I could get out a word. “Hannah said you’re exhausted from months of taking care of him by yourself. If you don’t rest, what are you going to do when you’re too wrecked to take care of him properly?”

She wasn’t wrong, but the thought of her spending the night in the guest room was unsettling. The girl was just too damned tempting, and I was afraid I wouldn’t sleep worth a damn.

“Just go to bed,” she groaned. “Don’t make me call Hannah. She’ll fuss at you and laugh at me, and then give us both crap about it later.”

I cocked an eyebrow. “Why would she laugh at you?”

That flustered her. “Never mind. Just go to bed. Please? I’ve got this.”

“Fine. I owe you big time for this, Chloe.”

“You don’t owe me anything, damn it. I’m here because I want to be.”

It didn’t make any sense. “Why?”

“We can talk about it tomorrow. It’s been a long day, and Joshua could wake up again any time.”

She obviously wasn’t going to say anything. “Fine. I’ll see you in the morning.”

“Nite, Aaron.”

I might as well have stayed up. The faint smell of coconut on my pillow taunted me. It would take a stronger man than me to sleep soundly when the girl responsible was practically close enough to reach out and touch.




CHAPTER 16

Just got back to the hotel from snorkeling on the reefs

Did you have fun?

It was AMAZING!!!

Looked like a nature documentary only better

Wish I could have seen it with you

Maybe we can go on a trip like this together one day!

I’d love that

Gotta run and shower

We’re doing a dinner cruise

On a pirate ship

But don’t worry – no one gets to plunder this booty but you

LOL. Good to know

Hope you have a great time

We all miss you. Especially Cody

Awww. I miss you, too. Don’t work too late

And have fun with Chloe!!!

The last message ended with half a dozen winking emojis. I shook my head as I read it again. Damn. Despite what seemed to be pretty strong hints, I simply could not believe that Hannah really wanted me to hook up with Chloe. I mean, what kind of girl pushes her boyfriend into having sex with her best friend? Unless attitudes had changed drastically in the last decade or so, that just wasn’t a thing. But Chloe had been leaving her own hints in my bed, and I had a very hard time believing that she’d do something she knew would blow up their friendship.

So were they serious, or were they just fucking with me to see what would happen? I just couldn’t make myself believe Hannah would do something like that, though. Nothing I’d seen of her personality indicated she’d play that kind of game with someone she liked. I wasn’t as certain of Chloe, but my gut told me that she wouldn’t either. Maybe if I’d been coming onto her while Hannah was away she’d set me up so she could warn off her friend, but I hadn’t done anything to warrant it.

The whole situation was concerning. The last thing I wanted was hurt Hannah or screw up a relationship that was becoming more important to me by the day. It would be safest for me to do absolutely nothing—ignore both their hints and wait for Hannah to get back. But I couldn’t deny that I was enjoying the time I spent with Chloe in the evenings, and not just because it meant I wouldn’t have to sit around alone. She was good company, and I was looking forward to hanging out and watching more Carnival Row with her—enough that I was leaving work early again.

Shit was piling up on my desk that really needed to be dealt with, though. Leaving early was going to put me that much further behind, and at some point my boss was going to start wondering why. I stared at my computer and the seemingly endless list of problems I needed to resolve. What to do?

Fuck it. I locked my computer and headed for the door.

A nasty wreck on the highway slowed me down, so it was after seven o’clock before I finally made it home. By then I’d quit worrying about whatever the girls had going on. I was just grateful to be off the road and away from the idiots.

“I’m home,” I called out as I went inside.

“We’re in the kitchen.”

Chloe was standing in front of the sink, wearing one of my dark blue button-down shirts and nothing else. It hit her just above mid-thigh and showed enough of her toned legs to set my pulse racing. Her hair was clipped back so that her sable curls rippled in a tight waterfall down her back. A warning pulse throbbed through my cock. If her look a couple of nights before had been the stuff of wet dreams, the one tonight was the fantasy that every man dreamed of coming home to at the end of a long day.

Her lips curved in a rueful smile. “We had an accident. Joshua spit up pureed pumpkin all over my clothes. I have them soaking in the sink, but I totally forgot to pack a spare outfit today. I didn’t think you’d mind.”

Mind? Hell no, I didn’t mind. If she wore my shirts and nothing else every time she came over, I’d be fucking ecstatic. Idiot. What about Hannah? Remember her?

“It’s fine,” I rasped.

I couldn’t drag my eyes away from her. If she was laying some kind of trap I’d just fallen headlong into it, but at that moment I couldn’t even make myself care. I was too busy imagining myself nibbling on those adorable little toes, then licking my way up from there until I made her scream. All. Night. Long.

Doubt crept into her eyes. “Are you sure it’s okay?”

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak.

“Good. Because the thing is, I lied. I did bring another outfit. I just wasn’t sure which one you’d prefer.”

Slowly her slender fingers unfastened the buttons of my shirt then let it slip from her shoulders to fall to the floor. Underneath it she was wearing a champagne colored satin cami and shorts set. The color was perfect against her pale skin, and it made her eyes stand out so they practically glowed.

She tossed her head with a throaty laugh. “I’m guessing from your expression that you prefer this one.”

I took a deep breath and forced my vocal cords to work. “It’s a tough choice.”

Chloe stepped closer to me until her firm tits were almost touching my chest. “I’d be happy to model them both for as long as it takes you to be sure. I wouldn’t want you to rush to a decision.”

“Have you got a couple of months?”

Her laughter was like the rustling of high-toned wind chimes. “Poor Aaron. You’ve been such a perfect gentleman all this time. It must have been torture.”

I shook my head in bemusement. “I don’t get it. I’m a single dad—not exactly the type to have beautiful women half my age getting undressed in my kitchen.”

She laid a palm on my chest with a little smile. “I’ve spent too many years dealing with high school and college guys who wanted to get into my pants and didn’t give a single fuck about me. I wasn’t even a person to them. Just a walking vagina.”

Her hand began to rub in small circles over my pecs. “You? You’re sweet. Considerate. Refuse to take advantage, even when we’re trying to get you to. And Hannah says you give before you get. That sounds pretty much perfect.”

“What about Hannah?”

Chloe shook her head. “She’s not jealous over you—not with me, anyway. I mean, maybe if I tried to take you away from her and keep you to myself. But that’s not what this is.”

“What is it?” I’d been asking myself that question about Hannah every night.

She pursed her lips, thinking. “The way you look at me? You’re a guy—you can’t help it. That’s okay. But a lot of guys can’t just look. Everywhere I go I get hit on, even when I’m just minding my own business, and the guys doing it aren’t the kind I want to be with. But you’re not like that.”

I snorted. “No? I’ve been sleeping with Hannah, remember? She’s even younger than you are.”

“But you didn’t hit on her. And you wouldn’t have. She jumped you. You never would have done anything if she hadn’t pushed you into it.”

“I sure as hell wanted to.”

Chloe just laughed. “Well, duh! What guy in his right mind wouldn’t want to have sex with Hannah? But you’re a good man. You might have thought about it—even thought about it a lot—but make a move on her? Nope. No more than you did with me even after I did my best to make myself look irresistible for you, when I took showers here then laid in your bed so you were sure to smell me there.”

“I’ve been going to sleep with a raging hard-on,” I muttered. “You shouldn’t do shit like that to a guy my age, Chloe. I thought I was going to have a heart attack.”

She slid closer, her soft curves melding against me. “I’ll make it up to you.”

Still, I wavered. “You’re sure Hannah will be okay with this? I really like her, Chloe. I’m hoping that there’s a relationship there. I don’t want to do anything to hurt her or screw that up.”

“See? Like I said, you’re a good guy. But it’s fine. It was her idea. Why do you think she picked me to fill in for her? She didn’t want you to be lonely while she was gone, and she thought a nice guy would be good for me. So I’m all yours until she gets back, no strings attached.” Her smile turned impish. “Unless you’d like to tie me up.”

Something like a whimper escaped from my chest at the mental image that evoked. “You two are something else.”

“So do you have a problem with this?”

My only problem was the erection straining to burst free from my pants. “No.”

“Good.”

Anticipation hung heavy in the house until Joshua was ready for bed. Chloe made no move to try anything before then, but her eyes assured me that it was going to happen and the air crackled with sexual tension. She’d put my shirt back on, but that didn’t actually help because I found her even sexier in that than the lingerie.

I might have dragged my feet a little putting my son to bed. Despite her texts, I still wasn’t convinced that Hannah was really okay with this. Besides, I’d gotten seriously attached to her, and she was the first woman that I’d had sex with besides Janet in over a decade. Chloe was so different, though, and I had no idea what to expect, or what she might expect from me.

The time finally came. There was no putting it off any longer. I got Joshua settled in his crib and tried to ignore my nervousness. Chloe came up beside me and leaned her hip against mine while we looked down into the crib. My mouth went dry, and a deep thrum ran through my cock. She was so fucking sexy I ached from it. But still...

“I should go make the coffee for tomorrow.”

She shook her head. “Already made it.”

Then she was in my arms, soft and wonderfully warm against me. She was taller than Hannah, but I still had to bend down to reach her lips. Her mouth was sweet, her tongue wild. My hands roamed her body as we kissed, over supple curves, toned muscle, and her firm ass.

Chloe was more delicately built than Hannah, but more experienced. While Hannah was all enthusiasm, her friend had technique and knew how to read a man’s reactions to tell what he liked. My doubts vanished like wisps of fog in morning sunshine until all I could think about was getting her naked.

Without letting go of her mouth, I maneuvered her to my bedroom. I managed to flip on the lights while the heat of our kiss grew into a blaze. Finally Chloe broke free, and she looked up at me with shining eyes as she slipped out of my shirt to stand before me in her cami and shorts. Her nipples were peaked beneath the thin satin, her lips a little puffy from our kisses. My cock throbbed and swelled as I devoured her with my eyes. I’d never have believed I’d be with a woman this beautiful. I sat down on the edge of the bed and she came to stand between my knees.

“Aaron, I want you to be rough,” she murmured.




CHAPTER 17

“What?”

“I’m not fragile, and I like it rough. I want you to take charge. I want—I need—to feel like you’re in total control of me.” She leaned in and nibbled along my jaw with her lips while her fingers glided along the hard length of my erection. “Use me, hard. I’m your fuck toy, your dirty little cum dumpster. That’s what I need from you.”

My cock went hard as diamond at her words. Holy fuck. It had never been like that with my ex, Janet. She always wanted to be in charge, hated feeling like she wasn’t in control. But the thought of having this beautiful girl as my fuck toy, of doing whatever I wanted to her however I wanted, excited me on a level I hadn’t even realized was there.

“All right,” I told her. “Get undressed. Slowly.”

Chloe made a striptease of it, revealing herself a bit at a time. Her body was even more amazing than I’d imagined. Ebony curls tumbled down over skin like cream colored satin that made my mouth water. Her tits were a little smaller than Hannah’s but perfect for her more slender frame, with cherry nipples and dark pink aureolae begging to be licked and sucked. Her stomach was flat, her navel pierced with a gold dangle holding a dark green stone.

When she stripped off her shorts, she was shaved smooth as an egg. In the gap between her thighs and sex, her lips were a deep coral pink and already glistening with moisture. As close as she was to me, I could smell her arousal. It was sheer torture not to just bend her over the bed and shove my cock balls-deep into her, but I held myself back. I wanted to play this out, to savor what she offered.

“Get on your knees and suck me.”

Her breath caught as she realized that I was going to play along, then she quickly knelt between my thighs. When my cock sprang free from my pants, she went to work on it with her tongue. She licked up and down the shaft in long, slow strokes, like she had all the time in the world and nothing else mattered except pleasuring me, teasing around the flare at the base of the head with just the tip. Then, with her big green eyes fixed on me, she wrapped her lips around the head and sucked it like a lollipop while slim fingers wrapped around the base of my erection to work the shaft.

I heaved a groan of pure ecstasy. “Take it deeper.”

Chloe worked her way down a bit at a time, as though she was savoring it. Inch by inch I watched my cock disappear into her steamy little mouth, where she licked and sucked me like I’d never been before. My fingers slid into the curly mass of her dark hair then curved around the back of her head, and I closed my eyes and focused on my breathing.

I want you to take charge. I’m your fuck toy.

My eyes popped back open. This was great, but it wasn’t what Chloe needed. Tightening my grip with my fingers, I pushed her head down on my cock. As soon as Chloe felt the pressure of my hands, she relaxed and let me take control.

There was a sense of power in moving her mouth up and down on my cock that way. I’d never done anything like it before, would never have dreamed of trying it with Janet or even Hannah. Chloe seemed thrilled, though. With a happy little whimper deep in her throat, she sucked me until her cheeks hollowed while her tongue thrashed wildly against my dick. The whole time she never took her eyes off of me.

As I fell into my role, I moved her faster and harder. In a few strokes I was shoving her down onto my whole length so the head lodged in the tight grip of her throat. While I fucked her face, her hips gyrated and her ass bobbed entrancingly before me. It was so damned hot that I was already getting a prickly tightening in my balls.

My cock slammed into the back of her throat so hard that tears ran down her cheeks. I almost faltered then, but this was what she’d asked for and I could feel her excitement, could smell her as she got wetter and wetter. The little grunts she made when I hit her throat spurred me on, until the pressure inside me reached the breaking point.

“I’m going to come,” I told her. “Swallow it. Every drop.”

She made a sound of assent, and I thrust my hips up against her face . I yelled as the orgasm exploded through me, my cock feeling like a fire hose as I shot what seemed like an unending stream of hot cum down Chloe’s throat.

I closed my eyes and listened to her moaning as her throat worked to take it all, while her tongue slithered around my shaft to make sure she didn’t miss any. As I shuddered with the last of it, I released her head and tucked her hair over her shoulder. She lifted up on her own, still sucking, hard enough that my head escaped her lips with a loud pop.

Immediately she went to work with her mouth and tongue to clean off my dick. If she spent a little more time on it than was really necessary, I wasn’t about to argue. It felt wonderful, and I never came close to losing my erection.

When she was finished, she pushed back a little and looked up at me expectantly. “Was that good?” she asked.

“Very good. Now stand up and turn around.”

I got my first good look at the lean curve of her back, her pert, round ass, and her taut thighs. Damn. I wanted to forget everything else and just fuck her silly for days. She was dripping wet when I slid my hand between her legs.

“Bend over,” I ordered.

Chloe put her hands on her knees and presented herself to me. The scent rising from her sex was better than Viagra. My cock pulsed hard when I pushed two fingers into her sopping pussy then licked them clean. Her juices were salty and tangy, and I knew I’d never get tired of her taste.

I probed further along her slit until my fingers found her swollen little nub. At my touch, Chloe gave a strangled cry and her knees almost buckled.

“You’re all wet, you dirty little slut. Did you like the way I fucked your face and dumped my cum down your throat?”

“Yes,” she hissed.

I pinched her clit, then swirled my fingertips around it. After only seconds of that her thighs began to tremble.

“Don’t come yet!” I barked. “I’m not done with you.”

I grabbed her rounded hips and pulled her back towards me until my cock brushed against the cleft of her ass. I levered it down so that the head pressed into the gap between her thighs and pussy, then nestled the shaft in her slick furrow. Chloe groaned and rocked her hips to thrust her ass back at me, trying to capture my rod with her wet hole.

“Eager little slut, aren’t you? Are you that hungry for my cock?”

“Yes, please. I need it,” she whined.

I pulled back until my head rested against her entrance. “Whose pussy is this?”

“Yours,” she groaned. “It’s your fuck hole.”

My hands went back to her hips and drew her just close enough that the head popped inside. Chloe gasped then gave a sharp cry.

“And whose fuck toy are you, slut?”

“Yours. Just yours.”

“Goddamned right.”

I leaned back on the bed to get the angle just right, then tugged her backwards. She slid onto me like hot butter, so wet inside that I went straight in and bottomed out against her ass. Her narrow walls gripped my cock like a fist.

“Fuck yourself on my cock.”

Using my knees for leverage, she rocked herself back and forth. She went forward until only the head remained inside her before plunging back to take my entire length once more. Her pussy was so tight that it felt as though she was trying to pull me with her, and the sight of her swallowing my cock while her ass bounced was the best thing in the fucking world.

I reached out, grabbed a fistful of her silken hair, and pulled until her head tilted and her back arched. “Just like that. Damn, you look so good taking my cock.”

She rocked faster at my encouragement, and each time I filled her, she gave a small cry. Her pussy kept getting wetter, her fluids leaking around my cock to smear us both and run down her legs.

Every time she smacked down against me, her ass cheeks spread to reveal the crinkled knot of her asshole, which was a darker pink than her pussy. It opened and closed when her inner walls clenched, like it was winking at me. It was fascinating and utterly irresistible. I wet my thumb with saliva, put my palm on her ass, then pushed my thumb in her nether hole to the first knuckle.

Chloe threw back her head with a screech and thrust her ass back at me. Her sphincter gripped me, and I twisted my thumb until she was slippery enough that I could move it easily in her. She went wild as I fucked her ass with my thumb in time with her churning on my cock, her hips gyrating and pushing to take everything she could.

“You like it in the ass, slut?”

“I love it,” she moaned. “I’m a filthy anal slut.”

That was one thing Janet had absolutely refused to do, so it had only been a dark fantasy for me before. Now I imagined Chloe’s pink little rosebud squeezing down on my cock while I hammered into her from behind, and my cock twitched and strained in her pussy. Shit. I had to back off, or this was going to be over way too fast.

Chloe wasn’t any better off. She’d worked herself into a frenzy, flinging her head around so her long hair whipped from side to side. If she came, she was going to drag me along with her. I pulled my thumb free and slapped her ass, hard.

“Not yet, damn it. I’ll tell you when you can come.”

Using both hands on her hips, I pushed her off of me. Chloe stumbled forward with an agonized whine, almost going to her knees. When she turned back to me, she had her thighs clamped together. I threw off my clothes and grabbed her wrist.

“On the bed, slut. On your hands and knees with that dirty ass up in the air for me.”

She scrambled past me onto the bed, her perfect bottom pointed back at me like an offering. My cock strained at the sight, all of her on glorious display, as I climbed up behind her. Chloe’s cunt was as beautiful as the rest of her—a perfect slit with thin, barely protruding lips, her pussy a narrow, coral pink tunnel begging for my cock or my tongue. Then there was that toned, round ass. And it was all presented for my pleasure, to use however I wanted.

For a moment I thought about fucking her ass, but I figured that was something that needed to be worked up to and I just didn’t have the patience. I was too close to the edge, and I was afraid of rushing it. Using Chloe like my own personal sex doll was one thing, hurting her was another.

I aimed my cock at her dripping pussy, instead. I’d already been in there, so I didn’t waste any time on getting her ready. I just shoved straight in, grabbed her hips, and began pounding the slender brunette into the bed.

“Oh, fuck yes!” she cried.

Her back curved into a bow, while her head and tits pressed flat against the bed. The harder I fucked her, the louder she moaned. I slapped her ass hard enough to leave a pink mark and make her yelp.

“You like my cock in your pussy, slut? You like it when I pound you?”

She was moaning too much to answer, so I slapped her ass again, making it jiggle.

“Yes! Yes, I love your cock inside my pussy!”

I kept slamming into her, my balls bouncing off of her slit, while she grunted and groaned under me. It wasn’t long before her walls fluttered, clenching onto my shaft.

“Come for me, Chloe,” I urged. “That’s a good girl. Come for me now.”

With my permission, her whole body shuddered and with a wailing cry she let go. Her walls clamped down on me while her ass and thighs went taut. The pressure on my dick was indescribable. Chloe was still shaking when it became too much for me, and I grunted and dumped my second load of the night into her. Her pussy squeezed and pulsated against me, milking my cock of every single drop of cum.

It wasn’t until after it was over that I realized I hadn’t even thought of using a condom or asking Chloe if she was on the pill.

I groaned, and then rolled off of her and flopped down on my back on the bed. Without being told, Chloe turned to clean off my cock. She lapped up our mingled juices like it was ambrosia, even as more of it spilled from her pussy to trickle down her thighs. A deep feeling of contentment settled over me, beyond even having a beautiful girl worshiping my cock. I’d never done anything like that in my life, never dreamed that I’d have sex like that, but I’d sure enjoyed the hell out of it.

When she was finished, Chloe snuggled up next to me with a happy smile. “You were good at that. Most guys are so conditioned to treat women like equals and with respect these days that they just can’t break loose and do that.”

I smirked down at her. “Happy to use you.”

“Good. I’d like to be used by you a lot more. It’s a big ask, though, so I’ll give you a break.”

“I’ll let you know when I’m ready to fuck that pussy again, slut,” I growled then grinned again.

Chloe moaned and pressed even closer to me. “Fuck, I think I’m really going to like it here.”




CHAPTER 18

I fucked her two more times that night. The second time was even harder and wilder than the first, and we fell asleep in a tangle of arms and legs afterwards. The third time started with me waking up to find Chloe quietly riding my cock, lasted longer, and left me utterly drained. I don’t even remember falling asleep after that. I think I just passed out from sheer exhaustion. Or maybe it was from prolonged lack of blood flow to my brain.

Despite my lack of sleep, I felt remarkably alive the next day at work. Apparently having wild sex with gorgeous young women was invigorating. Go figure. I set about clearing the problems piled on my desk with a renewed sense of purpose, and barely lifted my head up from my work until lunch time.

I finally paused to take stock and blinked in surprise when I realized that I’d resolved over a third of the pending issues. Holy crap. A grin plastered itself to my face, and I stood up to stretch and work the kinks out. Speaking of kinks, my mind wandered to Chloe. It was hard to believe the luscious brunette was at my house right now, waiting for me to come home. Fucking surreal, that’s what it was. Not that I was about to argue with it. I was still more than a little baffled by the whole situation, but I wasn’t stupid. My phone dinged with an incoming text, yanking me out of a very filthy memory of the night before.

Hey, stud!

Hannah! How’s Cancun?

Amazing, but there’s something missing

What?

Your hard cock inside of me

Chloe tells me that you put it to good use last night though

She knew. Despite all of Hannah’s prior hints and Chloe’s assurances, there had been some part of me that still dreaded Hannah finding out what we’d done last night. But she didn’t sound upset or angry at all. The relief that swept through me left me light-headed.

She wore me out is what happened

What do you think of her?

I think I need to be twenty years younger to keep up with her

She’s crazy gorgeous, right?

I knew you’d like her

What’s not to like?

More than me???

No, no way

She’s different, not better

I’m teasing you, silly man

Have a good time with her while i’m gone

But you’d better save some for me when I get back!!!

Count on it. I miss you. So does Joshua, and especially Cody

Awwww. i miss you guys too. it’s weird, huh?

Maybe a little. But who cares? It’s true.

Love you, Aaron

Gotta go. we’re going parasailing

Love you, too

Sounds amazing. Have fun!

See you on saturday!

I smiled as I set down my phone, the last of my reservations about enjoying the week with Chloe safely banished. Hannah truly was something else. Hell, both of them were. How had I gotten so damned lucky?

The rest of the day passed in a blur, and it was the most productive one I’d had in weeks. For once I had no qualms about shutting down to head home at a reasonable hour. On a whim, I stopped to pick up an assortment of tacos from my favorite Mexican food joint. What girl doesn’t love tacos?

“I’m home!” I called out. “I brought tacos!”

Chloe poked her head around the corner from the kitchen. When she saw the bags in my hands, her mouth stretched in a broad grin.

“Tacos!” she squealed. “Oh, did you get some of the brisket ones?”

“And shrimp, mahi-mahi, and shredded pork.”

“Damn, Aaron. Multiple orgasms and tacos? If Hannah hadn’t gotten to you first, I’d totally snap you up. You’re definitely a keeper.”

I laughed as I handed her the bags. “Help yourself. I got plenty for both of us. I’m going to change.”

By the time I got to the kitchen, much more comfortable now in a pair of cargo shorts and an old t-shirt, Chloe was feeding Joshua tiny bits of pineapple from her pulled pork taco. Her hair was up tonight in a high ponytail, and she was wearing dark green yoga pants that fit her like a second skin with a lacy, black spaghetti strap top which showed off enough cleavage to cause car wrecks. She looked good enough to eat, and I planned on doing exactly that later.

I bent down, swiped away a smear of taco juice from her lip with my thumb, and gave her a quick kiss on the corner of her mouth. Joshua giggled in delight and banged his tiny fists on the tray of his high chair.

“Da-da!”

“Hey, buddy. Is that good pineapple?” I glanced over at Chloe. “If teenage Joshua could see you now, he would be so jealous.”

“Not nearly as jealous as he’d be of you,” Chloe remarked with a smirk.

My eyes roved appreciatively from her lovely, sable curls down to her glossy green toenails and back again. “Chloe, you probably make priests cry over their vows of celibacy. Anyone would be jealous of me.”

“Mmm. Flattery will get you anywhere. After I finish my tacos, of course.”

“Priorities,” I agreed with a nod. “I heard from Hannah this afternoon.”

“I figured you would. She was worried you’d keep fretting if she didn’t make sure you knew it was okay with her.”

“I do feel better now,” I admitted.

Her fingertips curled over my forearm and gave me a light squeeze. “We don’t want you to be uncomfortable. We want you to be happy and enjoy this.”

“I don’t think that’s going to be a problem.”

“Good. Now eat your tacos before they get cold. You’re going to need your energy later.”

All of the hesitation of the night before was gone. Tonight I couldn’t wait to get my hands on Chloe’s sexy little body. I could scarcely tear my eyes away from her tits and ass long enough to take care of Joshua. Fortunately he seemed pretty worn out by his day and zonked out early.

As soon as I closed his bedroom door behind us, I pounced on Chloe. I grabbed her ass, fingers kneading into firm muscle, and pulled her unyielding body to mine. While I ground my aching hard-on into her, I took her mouth in a hard, urgent kiss. Her eyes were bright and eager, and she was breathless when I finally let her go. She wet her lips and glanced down at the outline of my swollen cock in my shorts.

“I have a surprise for you.”

“Show me.”




CHAPTER 19

I followed her into my bedroom, where she pointed to a small pink and white striped overnight bag sitting on my bed.

“Open it,” she urged, grinning like a kid on Christmas morning.

Curious, I unzipped it and looked inside. There were half a dozen coiled ropes of soft nylon sitting alongside a black blindfold mask. A thick, purple butt plug with a fake jewel glittering on the end of the handle. A pink vibrating egg with a remote control. A large bottle of peach flavored lube. A long, pink jelly dildo.

I shook my head as I took it all in. “You are such a little slut, Chloe.”

She just shrugged. “I’m your fuck toy. Use any of it you want. Or you can stick with the toys you were born with. Do whatever you want.” Leaning in close, she whispered, “I really do like being tied up, though. Have you ever done that?”

“No.”

“Something to think about.”

It definitely was, but I left the bag alone for the time being. I’d been dying to get Chloe naked for hours, and I was done waiting. When I hooked my fingers under her shirt she lifted her arms so I could pull it over her head, and then I skinned her out of those tight yoga pants. She stood before me wearing a matching thong and demi bra of teal lace, looking like a high end lingerie model. And she was all mine.

I unhooked her bra and let it fall to the floor, then bent to draw a pink, pebbled nipple between my lips. Chloe gave a breathy moan, and her arms wrapped around my head to hold me there while I pleasured her with my mouth. Her whole body tensed and trembled when I lightly grazed that sensitive gumdrop with my teeth. She was so fucking responsive she could probably come just from me playing with her tits. I knew I’d have no trouble making her come half a dozen times in a row using her whole body.

That bag on the bed was beckoning me, though, and I knew what I wanted to do first. Yanking her thong over her hips, I found it was already soaked through. Good. Chloe fidgeted in anticipation while I dug through the bag and removed the nylon ropes and blindfold.

“What are you going to do with those?”

“You’ll see. Or rather, you won’t. Get on the bed and lay flat on your back.”

First I put the blindfold on her. It was a good, thick one that she really wouldn’t be able to see through. Then I went around the bed and tied a nylon cord to each of the four posters. The frame was solid oak and heavy as fuck. Once Chloe was tied to it, she wasn’t going anywhere. I secured her left wrist first, not so tightly as to cut off her circulation, but enough so she couldn’t work her way loose. By the time I’d repeated this with her right wrist, her breasts were heaving up and down with growing excitement, and she was rolling her hips to grind her ass into the bed.

“My little fuck toy really does like being tied up. Do you like being helpless, slut? Does it make you wet to lie there knowing I can do anything I want to you, anything at all, and there’s nothing you can do about it?”

Chloe only moaned in response, too aroused to manage anything coherent. My own excitement was soaring to match hers, so I quickly tied up her legs so they were spread wide open with her cunt fully displayed, then dug into the bag once more to retrieve the vibrating egg.

Her pussy was already drenched, and the egg slipped right into her slick, ready tunnel. I set it on low with the remote and left her with it buzzing inside of her while I got undressed. Despite my eagerness, I took my time about it. I wanted her to wait, not knowing what I was going to do, or when.

After I figured she’d waited long enough, I squirted a generous dollop of lube into her ass crack. Chloe gave a startled squeak and squirmed as the cool, thick fluid flowed into her hot crevice. I smeared it around, coating her skin liberally and massaging it all over the rosy pucker of her asshole. When she writhed against my fingers, I worked one inside and made sure she was lubed there as well.

I spread her cheeks and positioned the butt plug against her, then pushed with gentle pressure until her sphincter spread and the tip slid in. Chloe emitted a guttural moan and humped her ass up off the bed, whining as she stretched.

“It feels so big,” she groaned. “It burns.”

“Hold still and take it, slut.”

Her face went red and her hands twisted in the bedclothes as it penetrated further into her tight anus, stretching her until her pink ring turned almost gray. Her  pussy was oozing cream, with fat droplets trickling out to run down into her ass. When the widest part of the plug finally passed and her ring contracted around the narrow handle, she gasped with relief. I squirted in a little more lube and used the plug to slowly fuck her ass. Chloe groaned and strained against the ropes binding her as I worked the toy in and out of her.

“You love it, don’t you? You love getting your ass stretched out and fucked, you filthy anal slut.”

“Fuck, yes. I love getting it up my ass.”

Everything was slippery with lube now and her sphincter had loosened, so I stopped being so gentle. The rougher I got, the louder she cried out and the harder she thrashed against her restraints. Then I bumped the vibration on the egg up another notch.

“Aaron! Oh, fuck!” Chloe wailed, her voice rising into a hoarse cry.

She didn’t even last another minute before the orgasm crested and broke over her. Her scream was so loud when it hit that I was worried it would wake up Joshua, but it faded into a long stream of softer cries while she trembled and jerked through the smaller waves. I continued working the plug in her ass until she was done.

“That’s one,” I announced.

Now it was time for something for me. I’d had a taste of her yesterday. Tonight I was going to gorge myself on her. I wrapped my hands around one petite foot and flicked my tongue over her little toe. Her foot jerked in my grasp, but I clung firmly to it. I went on to the next one, then the next, while Chloe squirmed.

“It tickles!”

I ignored her and sucked her big toe into my mouth, twining my tongue around it while I stroked her calf and inner thigh with my fingertips. I planted slow, lingering kisses along her instep, then licked along her dainty ankle to her calf. Somewhere along the way Chloe quit squirming and started moaning again, and her hips rocked against the bed in languid strokes.

I moved on to her knee and then her inner thigh, the warm skin there so silky smooth I could have licked and kissed her there all day. As I got closer to her core, Chloe’s thighs flexed and she lifted her ass up off of the bed.

“Aaron,” she whined.

I didn’t bother answering. She was my fuck toy, and I was going to do as I damned well pleased with her and take my time doing it. I reached the spot where her thigh joined her groin and nibbled my way in with my lips, tracing my tongue over the bare skin all around her moist slit while never quite touching her there.

Her inner lips glistened with tiny droplets of her nectar, and the scent of her arousal was driving my cock crazy. I teased along them with the tip of my tongue to taste her tangy cream. No, I’d never get enough of that. Not if I licked her every day for the rest of my life.

I drove my tongue deep into her pussy, sucking and lapping every drop of her I could get, then ran my tongue up her slit to her swollen clit. Chloe exploded off of the bed as I sucked her nub between my lips and lashed it with my tongue. As soon as she settled again, I switched to a steady, relentless swirl around it intended to push her to the edge and keep her there. While I licked, her moans grew louder and she pushed her hot cunt against my face in desperation to get more so she could finish. I kept right on going though, regular as a metronome, and drove her slowly crazy as the burning pressure between her legs swelled to unbearable levels.

At last she passed the brink and jerked hard against the ropes with a squeal, while clear fluid gushed from her pussy and over my chin. I abandoned her clit to sweep it up with my tongue, savoring every drop. When she sank back limply onto the bed, I squeezed her thighs.

“That’s two.”

Even as she was still jerking and twitching from the aftershocks, I dove back into her slit. This time I alternated between her clit and pussy, now sucking, now licking, until Chloe writhed beneath me in agonized arousal and whined with frustration. I slid my hands under her ass to hold her still while I forced her back to the edge of orgasm again. With my face buried in her steamy cunt, I reveled in the power I had over her. I could keep her here all night, making her come again and again until the lightest touch made her scream.

She did scream then as she shattered against my tongue, this orgasm even more intense than the last. So much juice flooded out of her pussy that I thought I was going to drown in it. Chloe ground her slit against my face, smearing us both until we were covered in the hot, sticky mess.

“Aaron! Oh fuck! Aaron!”

“And that’s three,” I murmured as I pushed myself up to take a deep breath.

As much as I loved eating her out, my cock couldn’t take any more. I got up and untied the cords from the bedposts.

“Turn over, slut. Face down, ass in the air.”

Once she’d flipped over, I retied the cords binding her wrists then crawled back onto the bed between her thighs. She was all slender curves and toned muscle just begging me to fuck her. I pulled the vibrating egg from her pussy and tossed it aside while the jeweled end of the butt plug twinkled at me from between the slightly spread cleft of her ass.

I was steel hard and she was soaked, so I slid into her all the way to my balls in one stroke. Flat on her stomach like this she was somehow even tighter, and I groaned as her muscles constricted around my cock. I didn’t waste any time on preparing her, just slammed into her pussy until the whole bed rocked. As I fucked her, Chloe panted with sharp sounds like little hiccups. That just made me go harder, and I hammered into her like I wanted to break her.

Each time I bottomed out in her and my hips smacked into her ass, the butt plug moved inside of her. It didn’t take much of that dual stimulation before Chloe’s pussy started to flutter and her tunnel went liquid around my cock. She buried her face in the bedclothes to muffle her cries, which were getting progressively louder.

I was getting close myself, and while I could have kept right on going and finished in her sweet pussy, I had other plans. I rode her until she was finished then pulled out.

“Four,” I panted.

I scooted up a little further between her legs, took hold of the butt plug’s grip, and drew it out. Her asshole gaped at me, pulsing as her inner muscles spasmed with the remnants of her orgasm, before winking shut again. I pressed the head of my cock against it and leaned in to apply pressure.

My dick was slimy with a mixture of Chloe’s juices and my stickier precum and I’d been liberal with the lube earlier, so there was only a little resistance before the head popped inside her. Chloe thrashed under me with a yell as her sphincter stretched, but I was already lodged in her ass and wasn’t going anywhere. I’d never felt anything like the sensation of that tight little ring squeezing the head of my cock.

Her ass thrust up towards me, demanding more, so I eased in a couple more inches. Each time I went deeper she grunted as though she’d been punched in the stomach, but she continued humping her ass back at me for more. I lost myself in the feel of her, so incredibly tight where the muscle gripped my shaft, then soft like pushing into hot marshmallows. It was completely different than fucking her pussy or mouth, but equally enjoyable and a lot dirtier.

Chloe groaned and whined beneath me as I pushed all the way in and my balls squished against her soaking pussy. I let out a deep breath, still hardly able to believe I had the beautiful girl pinned to my bed, impaled on my cock in her ass.

“Well, slut, I guess this is my ass now.”

“It’s yours,” she panted. “Fuck it, Aaron. Fuck it hard.”

Despite her encouragement, I went slowly at first. I was a little unsure how much she could handle back there, but when it was obvious I wasn’t hurting her I threw restraint to the wind. I started to ream her asshole the same way I’d done her pussy before, in fast, long strokes that buried my dick in that greasy tunnel to my balls. I watched in fascination as I moved in her and that rosy pucker stretched around my cock, then clung stubbornly to me as I withdrew.

Chloe fucked me right back, ramming her ass against me as though she couldn’t get enough of my cock inside of her. She was loud now, not even trying to keep her cries quiet while her back arched and her hair flew. She was so fucking hot, and with the friction of her ass on my shaft it was too much.

I shoved myself as deeply into her as I could, then gobs of boiling cum erupted from me to fill her guts. I held myself there, buried in the heat of her ass, until I was empty. I felt completely drained, but even then I was still hard, my cock twitching and pulsing, eager for more.

“Holy shit,” I groaned.

Chloe turned her sweat-streaked face towards me, her eyes still hidden by the blindfold. “I may not be able to sit down tomorrow.”

I gave one ass cheek a lazy slap. “Comes with being a fuck toy.”

“Oh, I wasn’t complaining. We should probably clean up, though, or we’re going to leave a serious mess on your bed.”

I reached over and tugged off the blindfold. “My shower’s big enough for two.”

“I know. I’ve been getting myself off in there every day while you were at work. I got so hot thinking about what you’d do to me when you got home.”

“Naughty little slut.”

“Your little slut. So, what are you going to do to me in the shower?”

My cock swelled and stretched in her ass. “I’m sure I’ll think of something.”




CHAPTER 20

Thursday night passed in much the same way, except this time I brought home Thai from Chloe’s favorite restaurant. We ate while watching Carnival Row, then as soon as Joshua was down for the night she dragged me to my bedroom and we did our best to wear each other out before falling into an exhausted sleep.

Much later, I woke up to find Chloe tonguing my cock, which was miraculously erect and rock hard again. I stared blearily at the clock. 3:30 am. Holy crap.

“Are you trying to kill me?" I asked her.

She gave a wicked laugh. “Oh, I doubt it will kill you. You just might have to call in really, really sick at work tomorrow, though.”

Swiftly she straddled my lap, gripping my cock in one small, warm hand, and lowering herself fully onto me in one fluid motion. Her slick walls clutched at me and massaged my shaft, and then she began rocking on top of me. I closed my eyes and lay there limply, letting her get herself off on me at her own pace. After a little while her fingers dug into my chest and her thighs tightened against my sides. She shuddered and whined, her pussy fluttering against me. I thrust my hips up, strained, buried my head as deep in her as it would go, and spurted a final load of cum from my drained, aching balls. When I was finished, Chloe climbed up my torso and settled herself with her head on my shoulder.

“See? Still alive,” she said, giving my chest a reassuring pat.

“At least I think so. Whew.”

“Sorry. I’ve just been enjoying pretending that you’re my boyfriend. I think I got carried away.”

I raised my eyebrows. “Boyfriend?”

“Yeah. You know, the cozy dinners together at home, going to bed together every night. It’s like the nice parts of a relationship without the hassles of dating and getting to know each other, meeting each others’ parents, arguing over bills, screaming at you for playing on your Xbox until three in the morning...”

“That’s oddly specific.”

“I’ll just say it’s nice to be with someone more interested in hot, sweaty sex than gaming.”

“How is that even a contest?”

“You’d be surprised. Then there’s the sex. I can just be who I am with you, let myself go. There’s no pressure to pretend to be someone I’m not to make you happy so you’ll stick around. You roll with whatever I throw at you and give me what I need, just like you’ve done with Hannah.”

“It’s not exactly a hardship, you know.”

“But it has been for other guys. Anyway, I’m just trying to make the most of it until Hannah gets back and reclaims you.”

I squeezed her slender shoulders in a hug. “I’ve been enjoying it myself, you know. And not just the sex, incredible as that’s been. I’ve really enjoyed having you around, coming home to you, spending time with you.”

“You mean that?”

“I do.”

She turned her head and pressed her lips in a soft kiss against my jawline. “Go to sleep. We’ve both got to get up in a few hours.”

The next day at work I was more unsettled than I’d been since before I’d first taken Hannah to bed. While I was eager for Hannah to come back, I wasn’t ready for Chloe to leave. They were so very different. Hannah was like a spring morning, sparkling and joyful. Chloe was more like a tropical afternoon, lush and filled with exotic promise. They were equally desirable, beautiful and sexy as sin, but each brought something different to the table. It was hard to imagine life without either one of them.

There was nothing to be done about it, though. I’d just have to make the most out of this last night with Chloe.

When I got home, it was obvious that she felt the same way. We couldn’t keep our hands off of each other, as though desperate to wring every possible touch and kiss out of the night as we could.

While I was feeding Joshua, Chloe ducked under the table and had my cock in her mouth before I could even process what was happening. It just felt wrong talking dirty in front of my infant son, so I kept my mouth shut. I did grab a handful of her hair with my free hand then fucked her face hard to make up for it. While I shot gobs of hot cum down her throat, I made faces at Joshua and praised him for being a good boy for eating his pureed plums. I was loud enough at it that I don’t think he heard her moans while she came.

Chloe climbed to her feet afterwards, her hair in disarray, eye liner running down onto her cheeks from tears, a smear of my cum at the corner of her mouth. But her eyes were shining, and she smiled at me like I’d given her the damned Hope Diamond or something. Maybe in a way I had. I might not understand this need that drove her, but at least I knew how to fill it for her and could do it without hurting her. I hated to think about what might have happened to her putting herself at the mercy of random guys out there to give her this.

After dinner, we moved into the living room and spent some time playing with Joshua. When he started running down, Chloe put him into his playpen and distracted him with his blocks, then pushed me down onto the couch. In no time she had my cock free of my shorts and sucked it into her hot little mouth once more while she massaged my balls with one hand.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned. “That’s amazing.”

I had just long enough time to get fully erect before the front door slammed open. Hannah stepped into the light, her eyes alight with fury.

“Get your hands off of my boyfriend, you slut!”




CHAPTER 21

Chloe jumped up with a startled shriek, while I fumbled at getting my erection contained inside of my shorts. Panic dumped a truckload of adrenaline into my bloodstream, and I was still trying to decide on fight or flight when both girls burst into hysterical peals of laughter.

“Oh, my god,” Hannah choked out, leaning against the door frame to keep from falling over. “The look on your face. Totally priceless. It was worth all the hassle of switching to an earlier flight for that.”

She waltzed inside, dropped a suitcase in the entry, and shut the door behind her. Cody appeared as if by magic, his short legs moving in a blur, and bounced up and down before her in doggy glee. With a happy smile, Hannah bent down to scoop him into her arms.

“I missed you, too, cutie.” She turned to me, and her smile turned into a wicked grin. “So, I hear you’ve been having all kinds of fun without me.”

Chloe sank back down onto the couch. “Oh, Hannah, I so owe you for this.”

“I told you,” the younger girl crowed.

“And you weren’t lying. This week has been amazing.”

Hannah’s eyes danced as they regarded me. “So, what did you think of Chloe, Mr. Cole? Is she a better babysitter than I am?”

I looked back and forth between them, feeling trapped. “I...”

“Give the poor man a break, Hannah. You’ve already scared him half to death once tonight.”

“And you’ve been wearing him out all week, you shameless slut.”

She walked towards the playpen and held out her arms. Joshua took one look at her, rolled onto his hands and knees, and scooted to the mesh wall.

“Ma-ma! Ma-ma!”

Hannah scooped him up and snuggled him to her. “And how are you, little man? Has Chloe been spoiling you rotten? I bet she has. But you haven’t forgotten all about your Hannah in the arms of that homewrecking slut, have you?”

My panic was rapidly turning to annoyance. “Really, Hannah...”

“You hush. I’ll deal with you in a minute.”

She spent several minutes with Joshua, cuddling him and getting down on the floor to play with him, before handing him off to Chloe, who took him to his room. As soon as Hannah was free, she launched herself at me. Her arms went around my neck and her legs around my waist, then her hungry mouth landed on mine. We kissed like it had been months rather than a week, tongues tangled together, breaths coming short and fast.

“God, I’ve missed this,” she said when we finally came up for air.

“I’ve missed you.”

Her eyes cut over to Chloe as she returned to the living room. “Aww. Didn’t I tell you he was sweet?”

“You were right. He’s everything you said, and more.”

I quirked an eyebrow at Hannah. “And just what did you say?”

“Quit fishing for compliments. So, have you got anything left after Chloe? I’ve been going through withdrawals.”

After that kiss, I was hard as a rock. “I think so.”

Chloe came over, put an arm around my waist, and rubbed her other hand over my erection. “Good. Because you’re going to need it.”

To my utter shock, Hannah leaned over and gave Chloe a long, lingering kiss. “And then you can tell us which is the better babysitter. After you’ve done a direct comparison.”

My mouth dropped open and it was a couple of seconds before I could formulate any kind of response. “Both of you?”

“Yeah.” Hannah’s limbs squeezed me. “Both of us.”

“It’s the only fair way,” Chloe chimed in.

“But I get him first,” Hannah said.

Chloe’s lips twisted into an adorable pout. “Shouldn’t we flip for it or something?”

“You had him last. Hell, his dick was in your mouth when I came in, you slut.”

“Fine, but I get to watch.”

Hannah shrugged. “I don’t care,” she purred as she stroked my cock through my shorts, “so long as I get this bad boy inside me.”

I had no time to react. Hannah shoved me onto the couch, threw off her shirt and bra, and shoved her tits in my face.

“Fuck, I’ve missed this so much,” she sighed. “I am definitely addicted.”

She hissed in pleasure as I fastened my mouth on a nipple, then wriggled out of her skirt and panties. Her fingers pulled at my shorts and dragged them over my hips along with my boxers. She gave my cock a squeeze, then pushed herself up to straddle my hips and dropped onto my straining dick. I sighed as she clasped me in the heavenly embrace of her hot, slick walls. So fucking good. My hands went to her tits and fondled her nipples while she bobbed up and down on my shaft. She looked like some golden sex goddess sitting astride my hips with her back arched and her long blonde hair swinging from side to side, vibrant and young and so damned lovely.

I glanced over at Chloe, who had settled into the recliner nearby. She’d stripped off her shorts and t-shirt, and she had one hand down her panties rubbing her clit and the other tweaking a nipple under her bra as she watched us.

“That is so fucking hot, Hannah,” she moaned.

I clenched my core muscles in an effort to hold back. After Chloe’s blowjob I’d already been close, and now having Hannah massaging my cock with her tight pussy was sending me careening towards the brink.

Hannah gave a growl low in her throat. “Fuck it. Get on his face, Chloe. I want to watch him eating you out while I fuck him.”

I blinked at her in shock. Holy shit. These two just kept surprising me.

Chloe leaped out of the chair, stripped out of her underwear, and climbed onto the couch. Pushing me back flat, she scooted around and knelt over my head. I reached up and grabbed her ass with both hands, maneuvering her until her pussy hovered above my face.

When I explored her slit with my tongue, she sank lower to make it easier to reach. The sharp tang of her sex exploded in my mouth, and I thrashed her from pussy to clit with my tongue, eager for more. She groaned and pressed her cunt against my face until I could barely breathe, but I didn’t care. I became so focused on eating her pussy that I forgot all about worrying about coming too soon inside Hannah.

Hannah looked on with her lips slightly parted, obviously turned on by watching us. She leaned forward so that her clit ground against my pubic bone on every down stroke while gyrating her hips up and down on my dick like a porn star.

A low, quivering cry burst from Chloe as I latched onto her clit to suckle it. She leaned forward too, and they both began to moan more loudly. I couldn’t see them, but I knew they had to be fondling each others’ tits. I guess a week of abstinence had Hannah on a hair trigger, because in only another minute she was whimpering and shuddering with her walls fluttering against my cock as she came.

That set off Chloe, who gushed hot cream all over my face. Her legs were shaking so badly that she had to hold herself up with her hands on my stomach.

“God,” Hannah breathed, “that was intense.”

Chloe nodded weakly. “No shit. I had no idea it would be so much hotter doing it together.”

“Let’s try it on the bed where we’ve got more room to play.”

Chloe grinned at her. “Speaking of play, I brought my toy bag.”

“Ooh! Did you bring anything good?”

“You’ll have to look and pick out what you like.”

My cock strained as they climbed off of the couch, their lovely bodies completely bared to me. It was almost impossible to believe that I’d be fucking both of them again in a few minutes. My life had been so normal, even boring, up until now. How had I gotten here?

We piled onto my bed, kissing, touching, licking in a writhing tangle of limbs. Eventually we sorted ourselves out, with me on my back and the girls each straddling one of my legs and grinding their wet pussies against me. I took hold of Chloe’s hips and dragged her onto my lap with her back towards me. She giggled as Hannah teased her stiff nipples, and I arranged her so she knelt between my legs with her feet hooked over my thighs. Once I had her where I wanted her, I pulled her ass back until her pussy sank onto my cock in the reverse cowgirl position.

“Lick Hannah, you slut,” I told her. “Clean up that messy pussy.”

Hannah laughed, got onto her hands and knees, then backed up and waggled her ass in Chloe’s face. “You heard him, slut! Clean up my pussy!”

Chloe didn’t need any more encouragement. She dove between Hannah’s legs, slurping and smacking with relish as she devoured her friend’s pussy, all while rocking her hips back and forth on my shaft. It was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen in my fucking life. They’d both let go of any inhibitions they had and were wallowing in pleasure.

Hannah moaned and thrust her ass against Chloe’s face. “Oh, fuck yeah. Just like that.”

As Chloe got distracted by eating Hannah’s pussy, I took over her other end. Using my hands on her hips, I rocked her up and down on my cock. While I fucked her and watched her perfect ass bouncing, I listened to the two of them moaning and sighing in erotic harmony. A burning prickle swelled in my balls, and I knew I wasn’t going to last much longer.

I fucked Chloe even harder, and she responded by lashing Hannah’s wet cunt with her tongue. The whole room echoed with panting, groaning, and gasps of pleasure. When the tingling reached the head of my cock, my fingers clamped into Chloe’s pale flesh and I slammed her down to impale her onto my shaft then held her there. Her hot, slick grip was too much for me, and a geyser of my cum erupted into the depths of her tunnel.

“Shit,” I grunted, and my hips jerked as I spurted in her again and again.

Hannah squalled and fell forward on the bed, curling into a ball with her whole body shaking. That left Chloe free to work a hand between us and rub her slippery clit. She ducked her head, and her pussy clamped down on my dick like a vise before she gave a strangled cry and hot fluids spilled from her tunnel to soak my balls. Finally she rolled off of me to fall into a limp, sweaty heap beside Hannah.

“We should have done this a long time ago,” she gasped.

“Oh, hell yeah,” Hannah replied. “But we didn’t have Aaron before.”

“True. It wouldn’t have worked with anyone else.”

“We’d better make sure we keep him, then.”

Without a word to each other, both girls crawled up my thighs to lick and suck my still-twitching dick. They laughed and shoved at each other, making a show of struggling to take my cock into their mouths while keeping the other away. I ended up in Chloe’s mouth with her sucking me back to life while Hannah stroked my lower shaft and fondled my balls.

As the first precum oozed from my tip, Chloe moaned and licked her lips. The girls looked at each other and laughed, then grabbed each other and rolled off of me. They wrestled one another into a sixty-nine position at my feet and were soon moaning and cooing while they fingered, licked, and sucked one another into a frenzy. As they got hotter and wetter they grew louder. It beat the living fuck out of any porn movie I’d ever seen.

I watched them while my cock grew hard enough to hammer nails. Chloe was on top, and she kept flashing her tantalizing ass at me. My erection screamed at me to take her from behind, but I made myself stay where I was. I knew this show was all for me, and I was damned sure going to enjoy every second of it.

Their movements grew jerkier as they pushed each other to the brink. There were long pauses where one of them would stop to pant and shiver trying to regain control before diving back between her friend’s legs.

Hannah broke first. Her thighs clamped down on Chloe’s head while she fisted handfuls of her friend’s long, dark hair to shove Chloe’s face into her pussy. Her cries were lower, softer than before, and as soon as the orgasm passed she thrust her tongue back up into Chloe’s quivering hole and ate her out as if she was starving.

Chloe’s legs gave out and she dropped onto Hannah’s face. She drenched her with cream while grinding against her so hard it was a wonder she didn’t break Hannah’s nose. She fell over with a deep moan, then they came together in a deep kiss, sucking their own juices from the others’ lips.

After a minute Hannah glanced over at me. “Oh, poor Aaron. Just look at him, all neglected and lonely.”

“He does look pretty miserable with his cock all ready and nowhere to go.”

Hannah tapped a finger against her lower lip. “Should we help him out?”

“Oh, I suppose. I feel kind of responsible, since we did get him all worked up.”

They turned and scooted backwards towards me on their hands and knees, with their asses high up in the air. When they were in arm’s reach, they stopped and wiggled them at me.

“We’re all yours, stud!” Hannah sang out.

I stared at the delights spread before me, and my erection strained so hard towards them I thought it might break. It was enough to give a corpse an erection, but if I tried fucking them from behind this way my thighs would give out way too soon. I hopped off of the bed, grabbed Hannah’s ankles, and pulled her down until she was bent over the side of the bed. Once I’d done the same with Chloe, I stood back to consider. Which one first?

I stepped up and drove my cock into Hannah’s drooling pussy. With one hand buried in her golden hair and the other holding her hip, I hammered into her until the prickling in my balls warned me to ease off. Then I pulled out of her and repeated the process with Chloe. While I alternated between fucking them, the girls leaned together and kissed.

I went back and forth until I couldn’t hold back a second longer. I still couldn’t choose which one I wanted to come in. Instead, I pulled out, jacked my dick for a few final strokes, then spurted big gobs of cum all over both of their upturned asses.

“Oh, holy fuck,” I groaned.

It had been a long time coming, and felt like it started way down in my toes. By the time I finished, my knees were wobbling. I stumbled forward to sprawl between them on the bed. After a little while I got enough control back to wipe their asses off with my t-shirt, then all of us crawled up on the bed together and collapsed.




CHAPTER 22

The sound of Joshua’s cries dragged me out of sleep the next morning. Chloe was plastered against my side with my arm wrapped around her, while Hannah had draped herself over my chest with one leg wedged between mine. I kept flickering my eyes between them, even now hardly able to believe that they were both really here. It was almost enough to turn me into a morning person.

Flashes from the night before started replaying themselves in my mind. Holy shit. It had really happened. Even more astonishing, my cock was hard again beneath the warm pressure of Hannah’s thigh.

“I’ve got him,” Chloe mumbled, and rolled out of the bed to find her clothes.

Hannah gave a deep, contented sigh. “Morning, stud. Looks like someone woke up before you did.”

“Between the two of you, that erection may never go away again. But I’m going to need IV fluids to keep functioning.”

“About that...”

“About what?”

“The two of us. We’ve decided we’re keeping you.”

I blinked at her. “I don’t...”

“We’re both in love with you, Aaron, and this arrangement suits us. Neither of us has a problem sharing you with each other, and you care about both of us. Basically, you get to keep having sex with two hot, younger women. Do you have a problem with that?”

In love with me? Both of them? It was utterly insane, but I found I didn’t care. I was blissfully happy for the first time in my life. Besides, I was in love with both of them, too. I’d been doing my best to deny it, but it was true.

“Aside from needing to update my life insurance policy?”

“I think you’ll survive,” she murmured, wriggling her lithe body against me in a way which would have been guaranteed to have had me rock hard if I wasn’t already. “We don’t want to eat you alive. In fact, we’ve already agreed to go easy on you this weekend. We’ll do all the work, you just have to enjoy it.”

“Oddly enough, I’m fine with that.”

“Good. Then prepare to enjoy it.”

It was no idle threat. I did.

“I love you,” I murmured into her ear a while later.

She turned her face up to mine, and her eyes were shining. “I love you, too. From the first time I saw you with Joshua. I knew right then that you were the perfect man for me.”

“Is this going to be a problem with your parents?”

Hannah gave a tiny shrug. “Maybe at first, but they’ll come around. Dad’s quite a bit older than Mom, so it isn’t like they can make a big deal out of the age difference. They might kick up a fuss about Chloe, but the idea of grandkids will win out.”

“Grandkids, huh?”

Her expression turned wistful. “You won’t mind, will you? Having more kids? I’m not sure about Chloe, but I’d like to have at least a couple of my own.”

A couple? I could see Hannah wanting half a dozen. I imagined golden-haired little girls running around the house and smiled.

“I would love having kids with you. You are going to be the world’s best mom.”

She kissed me and squeezed me until my ribs groaned, and then we both did our best to show how much we loved each other.

Chloe was feeding Joshua when we finally made it to the kitchen. My son squealed at the sight of Hannah and knocked over his bottle. While she crawled under the table to retrieve it, I poured us two cups of the coffee Chloe had brewed.

“Did you tell him?” Chloe asked.

“Yeah. He took it surprisingly well.”

“From the sounds of it, you took it surprisingly well, too.” Chloe’s eyes met mine. “It’s my turn next.”

“Jeez. At least let the poor guy eat breakfast first.”

Chloe poked her upturned ass with a toe. “Why? You didn’t.”

“Hey! That was different. We were still in bed.”

I took a sip of coffee. “Do I get a say in this?”

“No!” they both yelled at once.

“Fine.” I sat down beside Joshua and handed him a cheese cube. “I guess you’ve got two babysitters from now on. You are one lucky boy. Just remember the sacrifices that Daddy made for you when it comes time to pick out a nursing home.”

Hannah poked her head out from under the table. “Sacrifices?”

Chloe’s eyes fixed me with a death stare. “I don’t think he’s taking us seriously, Hannah. Maybe we should impress upon him again just exactly how lucky he is to have the two of us.”

“After breakfast? Please? I’m starving after last night. And this morning.”

“I guess we can wait that long,” Chloe grumbled.

I smiled to myself as I took another long sip of coffee. Could life get any better?

Hannah stood up and handed Joshua his bottle. “When do you think we should ask him?”

“Might be better to wait until after he’s eaten and gotten laid again”

“Ask me what?” I asked, instantly suspicious.

Hannah bit her lip and looked distinctly nervous. “Well... See, one of our friends, Mia, needs to pick up some money fast to get her car fixed. Do you think you could let her take over babysitting for a couple of weeks?”

I glanced at Chloe, who was smiling like the cat who ate the canary. All of a sudden, I was pretty sure there was more to this than they were saying. Surely they didn’t mean... There was no way. But Chloe’s wink dismissed all doubt. That was exactly what they meant, what they were asking.

Another babysitter. Holy. Shit.




CHAPTER 23

I was having serious second thoughts about the whole thing with Mia. Hannah and Chloe were already more than I could handle, and they’d been taking over my life since they’d appeared in it. What the hell was I going to do with another one? I knew better than to believe this was just about a babysitting job. No, both girls had been dropping hints and comments all weekend that had dispelled any illusions in that direction.

In only a few weeks I’d gone from a divorced single dad who hadn’t so much as touched a woman in months to fucking two hot girls almost young enough to be my daughters. Girls who were doing their damnedest to wear me out. I still wasn’t exactly sure how it had all happened or why, other than Hannah having a will of steel when she wanted to get her way.

Not that I was complaining. I was in love with both of them—and the sex was incredible. It was the whole situation that was crazy. And how was this going to affect Joshua? He was still just a baby, but he was going to get attached to them. Was it fair to him? Shouldn’t I be looking for someone closer to my own age, someone I could settle down with and marry who’d be a mother to him?

I simply didn’t have the time or energy for that, though. Truth be told, I had zero interest in getting rid of Hannah and Chloe to go back to a ‘normal’ relationship like I’d had with my ex-wife. That had been a normal, traditional relationship, and look how it had turned out. It wasn’t like I was going to find better mother material than Hanna, either, and Chloe was a close runner-up. Hell. I sure wasn’t going to figure it all out now. I had to get home and meet Mia—and find out what Hannah and Chloe were setting me up for with her.

My boss caught me on the way out of the office. “Looks like you’re in a hurry to get out of here. Hot date?”

If only he knew. “I’m interviewing a new babysitter.”

He shook his head with a sigh. “You really need to get a life, Aaron.”

“Who has time for that?”

“It’s going to pass you by if you don’t make time. Look, things are starting to slow down, and I want you to get out of here no later than six in the evenings. You’ve been doing a great job. I don’t want you burning out on me. Take some time to unwind, time for yourself.”

The asshole knew that I was the only thing keeping him from getting canned. If I left, it was only a matter of time before the board figured out how useless he was and threw him out on his ass. He’d been screwing me and was only making nice now when it didn’t matter.

“Thanks. I appreciate it.”

The little nymphos now running my life would appreciate it even more. I’d have more time and energy for them.

All three girls were in the living room with Joshua when I got home. My son was basking in the extra attention while our dog, Cody, was curled up on Hannah’s lap with his eyes closed. I’d never seen the hyper little shit do that before.

“Did you drug my dog?”

Chloe looked up and laughed. “He’s in love with Hannah.”

“He’s decided to be a lap dog,” Hannah said.

With a lap like that, who could blame him?

“Mr. Cole,” Hannah said, “this is Mia.”

After Hannah and Chloe, the petite brunette was not at all what I’d been expecting. She was slim and shorter than Hannah, with straight, ebony hair cut in a cute bob that just brushed her shoulders. Her coral, off the shoulder top set off her deep olive skin, while large, brown eyes regarded me uncertainly. She was another knockout, but seemed shy and demure—nothing at all like her friends. She gave me a timid smile and wave before dropping her gaze back to the infant in her arms.

“You have a very beautiful baby, Mr. Cole,” she said softly. “And he’s so good.”

“Thanks. Hannah says you went to high school together?”

“We’ve been besties since middle school,” the blonde girl answered for her. “Sometimes when the parents were going to be out late, we’d babysit together so it wouldn’t be so scary.”

Mia glared at her. “Yeah, until you made me watch that stupid movie When a Stranger Calls. I had nightmares for weeks and couldn’t babysit by myself without having panic attacks.”

Hannah rolled her eyes. “Jeez, Mia. How many times have I apologized for that?”

“Not enough.” She wrinkled her pert, little nose. “Ugh. I think someone needs his diaper changed.”

Sliding Cody onto the couch, Hannah hopped up. “Let’s do it. I can show you where everything is.”

As they disappeared giggling down the hallway to Joshua’s room, Chloe fixed me with her wide, green eyes. “So, how was your day, Mr. Cole? Was it long and hard?”

Without giving me time to answer, she grabbed me by the hand and dragged me into the kitchen. I threw a desperate look over my shoulder. That diaper change wouldn’t take long, and when we weren’t in the living room the other girls would be curious.

“Chloe, what are you—”

She dropped to her knees, unzipped my pants, and tugged my dick free from my boxers. “Mm. I’ve been thinking about this all day.”

Fingertips grazed along my length, soft as a butterfly’s kiss, while moist, warm breath tickled my skin from the head to my balls. A shiver ran through me, and I began to stiffen. Chloe took my semi-erect cock into her mouth and sucked hard until her cheeks hollowed and swirled her tongue leisurely around the head. As soon as I was fully hard, she wrapped her fingers around my lower shaft. While she stroked it, her velvety tongue rolled over the upper end.

She drew back, licking the spongy head like a lollipop, and lifted her eyes up to meet mine. Holding my gaze, she moaned as though blowing me worked her up as much as it did me. The vibrations sang through my erection and down deep between my legs. Holy shit. I had to grab onto the edge of the counter to keep upright.

I caught the look in her eyes as she swallowed my whole rod—pleading, needy. Slowly I backed up until I was braced against the counter, and then I slid my fingers deep into the silken mass of her hair.

“Put your hands behind your back,” I rasped.

When she complied, I gripped the back of her head and shoved my cock into her mouth until it pressed against her throat. Her muscles worked as she almost gagged, but I didn’t let her go. I just looked deep into her gold-flecked green eyes while I fucked her mouth hard, my fingers clenched tightly in her hair.

Thick streams of saliva leaked from the corners of her mouth and hung in strings from her chin, and the tears welling from her eyes quickly ruined her mascara. Her nostrils flared as she struggled to breathe, but she made no move to pull away. She was getting exactly what she wanted.

I thrusted deep until her throat was squeezing the head of my cock and moaned because it felt so incredible. I still couldn’t believe this. She was gorgeous as a goddess but wanted to be used like the filthiest slut. Mouth, pussy, ass—she gave it all to me any way I wanted. And I planned to make the most of every second of it, because I never knew when it would end.

Her moans drove me wild, and I fucked her flushed face even harder until my balls start to tighten. Too soon. I tried to control my breathing to hold it back. My eyes started to close, but I forced them back open and stared down into Chloe’s eyes while I used her mouth. Somehow she managed to suck even harder, and her tongue wrapped around the underside of my cock. I clenched my core and thighs, desperate to last just a little longer.

“God, I love fucking you,” I panted. “You’re the perfect little slut, Chloe, so hot and so fucking dirty. I bet you’d even suck me after I fucked your ass.”

Just like that, she came. Her body spasmed and shook, her cries muffled by the cock crammed down her throat. And I hadn’t even gotten anywhere near her pussy.

I was boiling now and couldn’t hold off another second. I locked my jaw to prevent myself from crying out as I emptied into her mouth, managing to contain all but a few low grunts. Chloe swallowed hard as I spurted into her, her moans more desperate since she couldn’t breathe with her throat full of cum.

As soon as I was finished, I released my grip on her hair. She threw her head back with a deep gasp, then she choked and coughed.

“Fuck, Aaron,” she groaned. “That was perfect. I was afraid you were going to give in and let me go too soon. You’re a fast learner.”

I shrugged, still a bit breathless myself. “What can I say? I love my work.”

She giggled and brushed the tears from her cheeks. “I have never come just from doing that before. Fuck. I’m still shaking. Thank you.”

“What are you thanking me for? You did all the work.”

“For giving me what I needed.”

“So why is Mia really here?” I asked as Chloe finished cleaning off my cock and tucked it back into my pants.

The brunette glanced into the living room to make sure we were still alone. Funny that she was more worried about that now than when she’d had my cock in her mouth.

“Mia’s sweet, but she’s super shy. Her parents were very religious and overprotective, so she never really dated until she turned eighteen last year. Then she had a couple of bad experiences with guys, so now she’s nervous about sex. And given how most guys are, that’s not likely to get any better.”

She stood up and patted my cheek with a smile. “You’re a good guy, very considerate. You wouldn’t hurt her, and you always do your best to give us what we need, not just what works for you. We figured you’d be perfect for her first time.”

“Her first time?” I sputtered. “She’s a virgin?”

“Keep your voice down! We just want you to show her what it can be like so she’s not afraid anymore.”

“Are you crazy? I can’t do that!” I took a deep breath and tried to get my voice under control. “Chloe, that is so fucked up I don’t even know where to begin. Your first time is supposed to be special, with someone you care about. Not with some guy old enough to be your father who’s already fucking two of your friends.”

Chloe snorted. “What color are the clouds on the planet where you live? That’s a nice fantasy, but we both know that’s not how it usually happens. We’d much rather it be you than some douchebag college guy who’d use her, treat her like crap, and then block her number.”

“Jesus. You two are too much.”

The brunette smirked up at me. “I’m sorry if asking you to have sex with another hot girl is over the line for you.”

Damn it. I didn’t have a moral leg to stand on, and we both knew it. But this really was too much. Hannah and Chloe were both experienced enough to have some clue what they wanted and were getting into. Mia was an innocent. It just wasn’t right.

Chloe put her hand on my arm. “Aaron, Mia needs someone like you who understands what a big deal this is, who’ll be gentle and take it slow, who’ll be there for her. Tell me where else we can find someone else like that, and we’ll forget all about this.”

Fuck. She had a point. I knew what guys were like at their age, remembered what I’d been like, and I doubted things were any different now. Mia was far more likely to end up with some little shit who’d use her without a single thought about her needs and then toss her aside like a used condom afterwards.

I found myself wavering. The hell of it was that I knew I could deliver exactly what Chloe was asking. I could ease Mia into it, make her feel special, make her enjoy it. Turn it into something sweet instead of scary, something memorable rather than something she’d want to forget. And I’d enjoy every single fucking second of it. I really was a very bad man. Shit.

Chloe grinned as she saw the expression on my face shift. “I knew you’d do it!” she squealed, then threw her arms around my neck and gave me a kiss that had me ready to drag her to my bedroom.

“Does Mia know about this?” I asked.

“We came clean to her about the three of us before we offered to get her a job with you. She freaked out a little at first, but once we explained everything, she accepted it. It was actually her idea for you to be her first. We didn’t push her into it.”

“I wish someone would explain everything to me,” I muttered.

Chloe trilled a laugh. “It’s not that complicated, Aaron. That’s kind of the point.”

“It’s fine for me, but what about Joshua? He’s getting attached to you girls and will be hurt if you leave. I have to think about what’s best for him.”

A gentle hand smoothed away the wrinkle on my forehead. “Stop worrying so much. We’re not going anywhere, silly. We’re both crazy about the little guy. Hell, you’d probably have to get a restraining order to keep Hannah away from him, and Mia’s just as baby crazy as she is. We’re not leaving you, either. Unless you decide you don’t want us, Joshua is probably going to end up with two mommies and a doting Aunt Chloe. Does that really sound so bad?”

I stared at her with my mouth gaping. It sounded utterly insane, but I had to admit that when she put it that way it had a definite appeal. Apparently, I was as crazy as they were.

“So now what?”

“Relax, Aaron. We don’t expect you to just walk in there and deflower the girl while we watch—although that would be totally hot. She needs a chance to get to know you better, to get comfortable with you.”

“How is that supposed to work? I’m at the office all day, and she’ll be leaving when I get home.”

“No, she won’t. She’s moving into your spare room for the next week.”

I let out a strangled squawk. “She’s what?”

Chloe ignored my outburst. “And Hannah and I were thinking that you could take her on a date next Saturday night.”

“A date? Are you nuts? I can’t take a nineteen-year-old out on a date!”

She stared at me blankly. “Why not?”

“Because... Because I’m too old for her! People will... What if someone I know sees us?”

The brunette rolled her eyes in exasperation. “Jeez, Aaron, you think you’re the only guy your age with a younger woman? Even if you do run into someone you know, so what? The guys will want to be you, and the women will wonder what you’ve got that you’re with that hot, young piece of ass.”

“You’re terrible,” I sighed.

“I’m a pragmatist. Look, we’re not expecting you to make a huge production out of it. Mia’s hardly dated at all. Just take her to dinner and a movie or something—and be nice to her. That’s all. You can do that. When she’s ready, she’ll let you know. The worst part of this is that you’ll have to put up with a pretty girl living in your house for a week or two. Hannah was already practically living here before she went to Cancun, so it’s not like that’s something totally new.”

“Fine,” I sighed. “She can stay here, and I’ll take her on a date. More than one if it will help. And if she still wants me to be her first, I’ll do that. You two just make damned sure that it’s really what she wants, and you’re not pressuring her into anything. You’re both pushy as fuck.”

She lifted up on her toes and kissed my cheek. “See? This is exactly why we wanted you for this.”

“Don’t make me regret this, Chloe.”

“I’m pretty sure that when this is over you’ll be thanking us. Her stuff is already in the guest room, so if you want to back out this is your last chance.”

“No. I said I’d do it, and I will.”

“I like having you as a boyfriend. You’re so easy.”

“I think most boyfriends would be easy if you asked them to have sex with a gorgeous nineteen-year-old.”

“Which is why they suck. You didn’t want to, and I had to talk you into it. Just be glad it was me and not Hannah who got picked to convince you. She was going to cry if you told her no and not stop until you gave in.”

“You two are something else.”

She gave me an unrepentant grin. “We’re the best thing that ever happened to you, besides Joshua.”

It was really hard to argue with that.




CHAPTER 24

Chloe and Hannah stayed long enough to put Joshua to bed, then they left me alone with Mia. She was putting a brave face on things, but I could tell she was nervous. That was the first thing I had to work on. Carnival Row had been the big icebreaker and bonding experience with Chloe. Maybe I could find something that would work with Mia.

“Want to watch a movie or something?”

“Sure,” she replied softly.

I found a romantic comedy that I knew was one of Hannah’s favorites. To reassure Mia, I left the lights on and kept a careful distance between us. If she realized I wasn’t going to immediately try to jump her, she might relax a bit.

During the movie, I got my first chance to really study her. She was a lovely little thing, petite and slender. Her pale blue sun dress showed off her scrumptious legs and delicate shoulders, and hugged her small but pert tits. A fine-boned, innocent face with big, brown eyes a man could drown in. She was a dark little pixie perched on my couch and poised to flit away at the first hint of trouble.

As the movie ended, she turned to me. “Are you really having sex with Hannah and Chloe?”

I blinked in surprise and had to fight down a sudden surge of panic. “Yes,” I answered truthfully. “It’s... different. Definitely not what I was looking for or expected, but I’m crazy about both of them. Hannah has a heart of gold and a will of steel. She’s going to be the world’s best mom. Chloe knows exactly where she’s going in life. She just wants someone who accepts her and wants her for who she is and not because she’s so damned gorgeous. Any guy would be beyond lucky to have either of them. I honestly have no idea why they’re both here,” I sighed. “Sorry, I’m rambling.”

A shy smile crossed her lips. “That’s okay. It proves you actually know them and aren’t just fucking them. They both swear you would never have made a move on them, so they had to go after you. I believe them, now.”

“Doesn’t change the fact that a lot of people would think I was taking advantage of them.”

That earned me a real smile. “Yeah, I know them better than that. Hannah never does anything she doesn’t want to, and no one takes advantage of Chloe. And they both like you. Really like you. They talk about you a lot. I thought it was weird at first, but I think I’m beginning to understand.”

“I’m glad one of us does.”

She laughed. “Mr. Cole, ever since they started liking boys, they’ve complained about how hard it is to find one who would actually see them. Not the pretty package, but who they are as people. I think you do that for them, and you give them what you see they need.”

“Maybe. I do try.”

Her voice turned wistful. “Do you think you could do that for me?”

I looked into her bewitching brown eyes and smiled. “I’ll do my best, Mia.”

Later than night I lay in bed staring at the ceiling. I had two beautiful girls half my age doing their best to wear me out. Now I had another one sleeping just a few feet away who wanted to be number three. I was so going to Hell for all of this, but it was hard to care. My cock twitched in my boxers as I imagined Mia stretched out naked on the bed beside me, all shy innocence and slender curves. As much as I hated to admit it, that innocence turned me on even more than her beauty. I wanted to be her first, wanted to be the one to touch and taste her for the first time, wanted to make her come over and over again until she couldn’t remember her own name. And then I wanted to keep her so I could go right on doing it. I wanted to keep all three of them, and if that made me a greedy bastard, so what? Despite the occasional doubts and pangs of conscience, I was happier than I could ever remember being. As long as the girls were happy, too, what was the problem?

The next morning, I woke up and tended to Joshua when I heard him on the baby monitor. Mia was already in the kitchen when we got there. My breath caught when I saw her making breakfast in a soft, pink pajamas printed with butterflies, her face fresh and devoid of makeup. She looked so utterly sweet and wholesome, and all I could think about was dragging her to my bedroom and doing absolutely filthy things to her—and making her love every second of it.

I was a very, very bad man. Hannah and Chloe were out of their minds.

“I’m not half the cook Hannah is,” she warned as I put Joshua in his highchair and gave him his bottle, “but I’m learning.”

I dug into the plate of bacon and eggs she put before me. “It’s perfectly fine. You should have seen what we were surviving on before Hannah showed up. Do you have Joshua’s schedule?”

“Hannah put it up on the fridge.”

“That girl is so organized it’s scary.”

“She’s always been that way. Made the rest of us look bad.”

Mia bent over the counter to reach for a coffee mug, stretching her pajama bottoms tight to outline her small but curvy ass. My dick swelled immediately in response. Shit. I had to get out of here before we ended up in my bed long before she was ready for it. I wolfed down the rest of my breakfast and stood up.

“Got to get to work.”

“Have a good day, Mr. Cole. See you tonight.”

Those words haunted me all day. She was going to be waiting for me when I got home, all sweet, sexy, and innocent, and somehow I was going to have to keep my hands off of that tight little body until she was ready for it. Her friends had a fuck of a lot more faith in my capability for self-restraint than I did.

Neither Hannah nor Chloe texted me all day. I’d gotten used to the constant dings on my phone, and the absence was disturbing. It didn’t take long to figure out that they were leaving me alone to deal with Mia my own way. I didn’t like it, but I understood it. They trusted me to do the right thing and didn’t want to jiggle my elbow. I just wished I trusted myself as much as they did.

I put off leaving work long past the time there was anything left I needed to get done. I finally bailed when I realized that no matter how long I put it off, Mia was still going to be there waiting for me and wasn’t going home after I got there. Although it was past his bedtime, Joshua was up and fussing when I got there.

“I think he’s teething again,” Mia told me apologetically.

“There are teething rings in the garage freezer. Be right back.”

I popped one into Joshua’s mouth, and he chomped down on it then slowly quieted. Mia sighed with relief.

“Sorry,” she said. “Hannah didn’t know about those.”

“There’s also some teething liquid in my medicine cabinet. I’ll put it in the other bathroom so you can get to it.”

She watched me with those big, brown eyes while I got Joshua settled and into bed. “You really are a good dad.”

I shrugged. “Have to be. He doesn’t have a mom.”

When we got back to the living room, Mia regarded me shyly. “What happened? If you don’t mind me asking?”

“She never wanted kids, didn’t want to be a mom. I’m not sure anymore what she did want. She left not long after Joshua was born and filed for divorce.”

“I’m sorry,” she murmured. “That must have been really hard for you. I’m glad you found Hannah and Chloe.”

“Me, too.”

She gave me a long look, and there was a wistfulness in her expression that made me ache. “I’d better get to bed. Good night, Mr. Cole.”

“Nite, Mia.”

After a much-needed beer, I headed to my own room. No matter how much I might have drunk, though, I was never going to be able to forget that she was in the room so close to mine. I was just starting to doze off when a light tap on my door brought me awake again.

“Yeah?”

The night light in the hall silhouetted her slender form in my doorway. “Can I sleep in here with you?”




CHAPTER 25

I should have said no, but the slight tremble I caught in her voice made that impossible. Was she afraid of being alone? Afraid of me, of what I might do? Did it matter?

“Sure,” I told her.

When I pulled back the covers, she climbed in beside me. I expected her to stick to the far side of the bed, but she scooted across and snuggled against me so that I was spooning her back, her soft ass pressed against my cock. The green apple scent of her hair blanketed me, sweet and soothing.

“Are you sure this is okay?” she breathed.

I wrapped an arm around her middle and settled back down onto my pillow. “It’s fine.”

The sexy girl in my bed should have kept me awake. Instead, I conked right out and slept through the night. I didn’t wake up until I heard Joshua stirring through the baby monitor. Mia was still snuggled against me with my morning wood pressed against her. She stirred, then froze as the hardness jammed against her ass registered. I gave her a wry grin.

“It has a mind of its own in the mornings.”

I hopped out of bed and put on a robe to hide the erection tenting my boxers. By the time I’d tended to Joshua and we got to the kitchen, Mia was already there working on breakfast. A cup of coffee sat waiting for me at the table.

“I’m trying waffles,” she announced. “No promises, though.”

“Don’t worry. Enough Mrs. Butterworth’s makes anything edible.”

They weren’t bad at all, though. I was working on my second one when Mia sat down across from me with her own plate.

“I’m sorry about last night,” she said. “I still get kind of nervous sleeping in strange places. I didn’t mean to put you on the spot that way.”

“No problem. Did you sleep okay?”

“Yeah.”

“Me, too. I’m used to Hannah and Chloe, now. Feels weird when I have the bed to myself.”

She blushed. “I just thought I might have made you uncomfortable this morning.”

“It would have been hard whether you were there or not,” I assured her. “It’s an eternal optimist. Wakes up every morning expecting to get lucky.”

Her nose wrinkled in an adorable smile. “Maybe it’ll be right, soon.”

“When—if—you’re ready. And I won’t be mad if you decide you don’t want to do it at all.”

Mia tilted her head. “You won’t?”

“Nope. The only reason I agreed in the first place was because the girls insisted it was your idea and what you wanted. I don’t want you to do anything you don’t want to do.”

She blinked and looked away. “The guys I dated did their best to guilt me into having sex with them and got really mad when I wouldn’t.”

“I’m sorry that happened. It’s not going to happen here, though. I’m not going to pressure you into anything. And if Hannah and Chloe are pushing you, let me know and I’ll put a stop to it.”

“No. They tried to talk me out of it at first. But I’ve been hearing the way they talk about you. Is it wrong for me to want the same thing?”

“It isn’t wrong at all. But you’re not them. You’re you. And you need to do things your own way at your own speed, and not do something you’re not comfortable with.”

Mia let out a long sigh. “You really are as amazing as they said.”

That made me laugh. “Mia, they’re both completely crazy. I’m a single dad practically old enough to be their father, but they’ve convinced themselves that I’m something so special they’re willing to share me.”

She shook her head, her mouth set in a firm line of denial. “No. That’s what you are, not who you are. And who you are happens to be very special. They’re not wrong about that at all.”

“You don’t even know me!”

“I know that I was in your bed all night and you didn’t so much as try to feel me up. I know that you make Hannah and Chloe happy, and you treat them like you care about them very much. I know that you accepted Chloe’s kink without using it against her or making her feel bad about it. That’s happened with every other guy she’s dated, you know, to the point where not only does she not believe anyone will ever love her, she doesn’t believe anyone should. She thinks she’s broken.”

“Fuck,” I breathed. “I didn’t know that.”

“She wouldn’t tell you, and she made Hannah swear not to. Chloe’s head-over-heels in love with you, Aaron, but she thinks you’re only really interested in Hannah. And she doesn’t want you feeling obligated to keep her around because you feel sorry for her.”

“Fuck,” I said again. That explained some comments Chloe had made in the past. She didn’t expect to ever be a full member of the family. “She’s wrong, though. I’m every bit as committed to her as to Hannah, and it damned sure isn’t because I feel sorry for her.”

“I know that. You adore them both. I could see it in the way you looked at them. But you might want to make sure that Chloe knows it.”

I wanted to kick myself for being so oblivious that I hadn’t seen it, hadn’t picked up on Chloe’s insecurity and need for reassurance. She always came across as so poised and confident, though.

“She really thinks that I’m only with her because that’s what Hannah wants?”

Mia nodded.

“I’ll fix it. And I’ll make sure she never doubts she’s loved again.”

“See? You’re amazing.”

I frowned at her teasing grin. “If I was really amazing, I would have figured it out on my own.”

“You would have, in time. Chloe can be hard to read, but you pay attention and you care.”

What I hadn’t been paying attention to was the time. “Crap, I’ve got to go.”

“Have a good day at work. I’ll let the daycare know Joshua is teething.”

“Thanks. See you later.”

The first thing I did when I sat down at my desk was text Chloe.

I love you

What?

I love you, Chloe

I just wanted you to know

It was several minutes before I got a response, and when I did it wasn’t from Chloe. It was Hannah.

What the hell did you just do???

What???

I’m at Chloe’s. She got a text from you and now she’s crying in her room

Damn it. Why was it that simple things always ended up so complicated?

I just texted her “I love you”

That’s all

Really?

Really. That’s all I said.

No, I mean you really love her?

Yeah. I do. She’s amazing.

Mia talked to you, didn’t she?

Yeah. Chloe needed to know how I feel about her

I couldn’t let her think the only reason I was with her was because of you

I love you, Aaron

You really are the best

I’ll talk to her. She’ll be okay

Are you sure?

I’ve tried telling her before

Maybe she’ll believe it now that you said it

She’s just been through a lot and it’s hard for her to accept

I understand

Let me know if there’s anything I can do to help

You already did it

I’m going to talk to her

I was left stewing until after lunch, when I finally got a response from Chloe.

I love you, too

It was followed by a single heart. I made a promise to myself that as soon as this thing with Mia was over, I would spend some quality time alone with Chloe, do something to show her that she was special and important to me. I’d have to ask Hannah to help come up with a really good idea.

Mia. Crap. I’d been so wrapped up in Chloe that I’d hardly thought of her all day. What was I going to do about her? I couldn’t avoid her and hope she’d give up and go home. If I was honest with myself, I really didn’t want her to. I wanted to get to know her better, and that meant getting home early enough that we had time together before bed. I pushed hard to get everything done that I possibly could, and I walked out of my office at 5:00 so I could spend every second possible with Mia.

All those plans went straight out the window when I spotted the car parked in front of the house. Before I could pull into the driveway, Mia texted.

HELP!!!

Your parents are here

I won’t lie and say that there wasn’t a part of me that was seriously tempted to floor it and pretend like I was still at work. There was no way I could do that to sweet, little Mia, though. I was going to have to suck it up and deal. The look of relief on Mia’s face when I stepped inside was so obvious it was almost comical.

Mom was standing in the living room and holding Joshua, while Dad had planted himself in my recliner and changed the TV to Fox News. Poor Mia was trapped between them and looked like she was ready to bolt.

“Hey. What are you guys doing here?”

Mom gave me a peck on the cheek. “We had to come in for a doctor visit and thought we’d come say hi if you were home.”

That was a bald-faced lie. They both knew good and well that I’d been working late. They were here to ambush the babysitter, only they got the wrong one.

I pasted on a smile. “You’ve met Mia, I take it?”

“Oh, yes,” Mom said, offering the innocent victim a bright smile before turning back to me. “I was hoping to meet Hannah. What happened to her?”

I shot Mia a warning look. “She’s really busy with college this week, so Mia is filling in.”

“I hope the change isn’t too upsetting for Joshua.”

“He’s fine, Mom. Mia’s very good. Hannah recommended her.”

“I made you a German chocolate cake,” Mom said, changing the subject so fast it’s a wonder I didn’t get whiplash. “It’s on the island.”

I followed her into the kitchen, already suspicious of what was coming next. I wasn’t at all surprised when she bent in close.

“Why are that girl’s things in the guest bedroom?”

“Why are you snooping in the guest bedroom?”

She frowned at me. “The door was open when I went to the bathroom.”

“If that’s your story. Joshua’s teething, and Mia’s staying over because I can’t sit up with him half the night then work all the next day.”

“And that’s all?”

“Mom,” I said in my sternest voice. “Stop meddling.”

“I’m not meddling. I’m just concerned.”

“Concerned enough to drop by when you knew perfectly well I wouldn’t be home yet so you could ambush the babysitter.”

“Ambush? I just wanted to meet the person taking care of my grandson. Is that a crime?”

I snorted. “No. But we both know that if Hannah was over forty you wouldn’t be here. You’re meddling.”

“I’m your mother. I’m just concerned.”

“And I’m just glad that Hannah wasn’t here. I can only imagine how that would have turned out.”

“You don’t honestly think I would have tried to scare her off or anything.”

“Hannah isn’t Mia, Mom. She’d eat you alive. And then I’d have to deal with the fallout from both sides. She’s got five younger brothers and sisters. Five. And she’s been helping raise them since before she was a teenager. She may be the strongest-willed, most stubborn person I’ve ever met. And you were going to try to ambush her.”

“I don’t like that word.”

“You don’t like meddling, either, but if the shoe fits. Just to get it out of the way, Hannah and I are involved. It’s pretty serious, but it’s also very new and I don’t need you sticking your nose in. For now, please back off. Things are complicated enough as it is.”

Mom stared at me with eyes like saucers. “Really? You and Hannah?”

“Yes, really. I can’t tell you more than that because there isn’t any more than that to tell right now. It’s too new.”

She gave me a calculating look. “When there’s more, bring her to the house for the weekend.”

I considered that for a moment. It would get everything out in the open, and there was no danger of Mom getting one up on Hannah. Hell, if she thought we were serious she wouldn’t even try. She wanted more grandkids too badly. All Hannah had to do was let it slip that she wanted kids of her own and she’d have Mom eating out of her hand.

“Deal.”

Dad interrupted us. “We need to get going Ruth. It’s two hours to get home, and I don’t want to drive in the dark.”

“I don’t want you driving in the dark, either,” Mom said. “I can barely stand for you to drive when it’s light out.”

He ignored her. “Keep it in your pants,” he told me under his breath. “She’s cute, but she’s the type who’s going to want a ring.”

I bit my tongue and just nodded at him. If only he knew.

As soon as they were gone, Mia collapsed onto the couch with a sigh of relief. “Omigod.”

“So. Those are my parents.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t know what to do. I recognized them from the pictures on the wall, so I let them in.”

“Not your fault. Mom planned it that way on purpose. Only it was Hannah she was after, not you.”

“Poor Hannah.”

“Hannah will handle them just fine. I’m not worried about her.”

I was a lot more worried about what was going to happen when they found out about Chloe. I knew better than to hope that I could keep that a secret. Although if she was getting more grandkids out of the deal, Mom probably wouldn’t care if I shacked up with a dozen younger women. She might actively encourage it.

“Having second thoughts?” I asked the younger woman sitting on my couch.

She pursed her lips. “It was a little nerve-wracking. I’ve never met a boyfriend’s parents before.” Her face colored in a dark blush as she realized what she’d said. “Not that you’re my boyfriend! I just meant…”

“Yeah, I get it. And they can be obnoxious and overbearing. But they’re really not that bad. They’ve just gotten overprotective and meddlesome since Janet took off and abandoned Joshua. Mom desperately wants more grandkids, but they’re both afraid I’m going to get hurt again, so we get little incidents like this.”

Her face lit up with an impish little grin. “Does it make me a bad person if I really, really want to be a fly on the wall when your mom finds out about Chloe?”

I groaned. “Yeah. I thought of that already. Not looking forward to it.”

“You’ll figure something out.”

“I hope so. Want some cake?”

“Absolutely.”

Despite the unwanted intrusion by my parents, the evening turned out to be a good one. We ordered pizza and binge-watched Shogun, which Mia was appalled I hadn’t already seen given my history nerdiness. When the second episode was starting the petite brunette dragged me from the recliner to the couch and snuggled in next to me.

“Is this okay?” she whispered.

I slid an arm around her slender shoulders and tucked her in closer. “Perfect.”

She didn’t even bother going to her room after putting Joshua to bed, but again we just slept. When I woke up with a raging hard-on again, rather than being bothered by it Mia seemed intrigued. After a few seconds she pushed her ass back then began slowly rubbing against it.

“Mia,” I groaned. “You need to stop that unless you’re ready to go a lot further than I think you are this morning.”

She sighed. “Sorry. It’s just kind of fascinating. I didn’t mean to...”

“I know. But I’m already kind of worked up.”

Mia stared at me in shock. “Because of me?” she squeaked.

“Mia, any guy would be worked up with you in his arms.”

Her brown eyes sparkled, and she looked extremely pleased with herself. The girl had no clue how sexy she was. She really was innocent.

But I wasn’t, and the sight of her in my kitchen wearing a peach satin cami and shorts set had my imagination racing. In seconds I was rock hard again, and it was all I could do not to yank those shorts down and bend her over the counter. I bit back a groan. How much more of this could I take?

“So, what are you taking in college?” I asked to take my mind off of my erection.

Mia shrugged. “Just basic classes for now, but I’d like to do something with kids. Not teaching, necessarily. Maybe psych with a focus on kids to be a counselor. I’m not sure, yet.”

“You’ve got time.”

“It doesn’t feel like it. More like everybody wants me to make up my mind yesterday.”

I laughed. “I know lots of people my age who are still trying to get their shit together or are starting over with something completely new. But I have no doubt that you’ll figure it out before long.”

She looked pleased at that. I probably looked just as pleased when I got home that night and found her wearing nothing but an oversize sleeping t-shirt that left her lovely legs bare. We watched more Shogun after Joshua went to bed, and I made popcorn which we shared out of a big bowl on the couch. My eyes kept drifting to those bare legs just on the other side of the bowl so that I barely paid any attention to what was on the screen. It was a damned good thing I’d changed into sweats, because my raging hard-on would have been painful crammed into my pants.

When we got into bed, rather than snuggling up for me to spoon her Mia laid down facing me. “Kiss me,” she whispered.




CHAPTER 26

I pulled her on top of me so she was straddling my waist, slid my fingers around the back of her neck, and drew her lips to mine. It was only a brush at first, soft and slow, to give her a chance to pull away. She didn’t, though, so I pulled her in closer and teased my tongue along her lips. Mia’s breath caught, but her tongue quickly came out to play with mine. I let her explore and experiment for a while before I pressed inside. I was dying to taste her, to plumb every bit of her hot, sweet mouth, and I had to remind myself to go slowly with her.

No one had bothered telling her that, though. Mia moaned into my mouth while her body writhed atop mine, her hips grinding down against my stiff cock. Only seconds passed before she pulled away, breathless.

“I don’t want to wait anymore,” she gasped.

I swallowed hard. This was not how things were supposed to go.

“Mia, there’s no rush. You can take your time, stay here as long as you like until you’re ready. I’m enjoying having you here. And what about our date night?”

“We can still do that, right?” she asked hopefully. “Even if we...”

“Of course.”

Her lips grazed against mine. “You really are a good guy, but I want to do this now. The longer we wait, the more nervous I get.”

“You don’t have to do it at all,” I reminded her.

“But I want to. And I want to do it with you.”

How the fuck do you argue with that?

My dick positively ached for me to bury it in Mia’s virgin pussy, and I had a hard time convincing my body that there was no rush. But it would happen in good time, and I needed to be there for her before then. I had to make it special, make her feel special. Part of me still balked at what I was doing, shocked that I’d even think of touching this sweet, innocent virgin. I shut it off. Mia said she was ready. I’d go along with it unless she wanted to stop.

Now that she’d made up her mind, she looked small and lost, uncertain of what would happen next. I gathered her in my arms and kissed her slowly, waiting for her to respond. No rush. We had all the time in the world. Soon her lips warmed under mine and parted for my tongue, tentatively at first, but then more assertively as she relaxed and let her hormones take over. She imitated my moves, now thrusting, now sliding, now twining, until she was kissing me back wildly once more.

I placed a hand on the back of her neck and felt her pulse racing under my fingertips. Her tits were heaving, her nipples peaked and pressing against her sleep shirt. I’d been dying to see those pert mounds for days. I gathered up the hem of the shirt where it was bunched around her waist and pulled it up. Mia froze for a second, then helped me pull it over her head so that she was naked except for a pair of navy blue panties. Her tits were small, barely a handful, but sat high and proud with deep pink nipples that begged to be suckled.

She gasped and let out a mewl of surprised pleasure when I sucked one into my mouth. “Oh, god. Oh, my god.”

Moving from one to the other, I gently nibbled, licked, and sucked until Mia’s skin grew flushed. Her breathing quickened, her back arched. Slender arms curled around my head to press my mouth against her flesh. Almost imperceptibly at first, her hips began to rotate, her panties sliding against my boxers.

She was so damned sensitive, alive to the slightest touch. And there was no doubt she could feel the iron rod of my erection pressing against her pussy through her whisper thin panties. I could certainly feel her, both the heat between her legs and the slick moisture soaking through the satin to coat my dick.

Mia writhed like a cat in heat when I angled my hips so that her clit rubbed against my hard shaft. I let my hands roam across skin like warm satin, from her slim shoulders down her sides, from the swell of her hips and then along the smoothness of her flexing thighs. She was tiny, but every inch of her was perfect.

I worked my fingers through one leg hole of her panties until I found her mound, then probed downwards until her clit was under my fingertips. Using just the pad of my index finger, I lightly brushed across her taut flesh. Mia jerked and bent forward with a grunt as though I’d punched her in the stomach. Her whole body shook, and she gripped my shoulders with both hands.

“Oh, fuck,” she whimpered. “Do that again.”

I kissed her lowered mouth, using my tongue in coordination with my finger on her nub to drive her arousal still higher. She was already so wet that she didn’t have far to go. Her eyes closed, muscles went stiff, and fingernails dug into my shoulders hard enough to leave marks. Thighs clamped against my hips, and she moaned against my mouth before she threw her head back with a stuttering cry.

My finger continued to swirl around her clit for long seconds before she stopped shaking and sagged limply against me. I stroked her sleek hair until she returned to herself.

“You okay?” I asked.

Her eyes were dreamy as she looked at me, still a little unfocused. “Oh, yeah,” she said in a shaky voice.

“Was that good?”

“So good. I never knew it could be like that. It’s so much better when someone else...” she trailed off, embarrassed.

I laughed. “It gets better.”

Her eyes went wide. “Better than that?”

“Oh, Mia. I haven’t even gotten started yet.”

“Holy crap,” she breathed. “No wonder Hannah and Chloe are addicted to you.”

“Just wait and see.”

I pulled my fingers out of her panties and licked away the cream before her disbelieving eyes. Delicious. Each of the girls had their own distinct taste. Mia’s was less tart and a bit muskier—liquid sex. The taste and scent of her sent a thrill running through my cock. I needed more of her.

I rolled her off of me and slithered down between her legs, then bent her knees and skinned off her panties. She was totally naked now, and I took a moment to just drink her in. Mia was lovely from her head to her sky blue painted toenails, and she had the prettiest slit. Her pink inner lips, puffy with arousal, barely protruded through her outer ones, and they shimmered with a coating of her dew. The darker pink entrance below beckoned to me, open and waiting. My cock swelled so much at the sight of her that it was painful. Under my scrutiny, Mia blushed and moved a hand to cover herself.

“Don’t,” I said, gently pushing it away. “You’re beautiful.”

She made a face. “Pussies are not beautiful. They’re just... not.”

“Of course they are. They’re all different, and yours is very pretty.”

“You’re crazy.”

“Nope. It’s lovely.” I grinned up at her. “Good enough to eat.”

I kissed my way down her flat stomach to her mound, leaving goose bumps in my wake. She shivered and squirmed as I went past her narrow, neatly trimmed bush. The lower I went, the more she trembled. Was it fear? Anticipation? Both? I didn’t know. The only thing I did know was that the smell of her arousal was dragging me down towards her sex like an anchor around my neck.

Her body jolted off of the bed when my tongue ran across her nether lips so I could taste her again. I placed my hands on her thighs to steady her, determined to get every last delectable drop.

“Aaron, I don’t think...”

My tongue swept across her clit, and her voice cut off as she drew in a deep breath. “Aaron!” she squealed.

I used just the tip on her swollen flesh, around and over, back and forth, until she writhed beneath me with cooing little moans that turned me on even more. Precum leaked from the tip of my cock, and I could feel it soaking through the front of my boxers. I ignored it as best I could and ran my tongue down her slit. When I teased around her opening, Mia drew a deep, shuddering breath and slapped her hands against the bed.

Slowly I pushed inside her tight tunnel, sucking up her cream and stroking against her slick walls. Her hips rolled up automatically to present herself to this intruder, and I pushed deeper, withdrew, then plunged in as far as I could reach. I fucked her with my tongue and buried myself in the taste of her until the muscles in my lower jaw ached, then I turned my attention back to her clit.

Mia was uttering a constant stream of low moans now, and so wet that honey oozed from her pussy. I flicked my tongue against her clit again, then sucked it between my lips and grazed it with my teeth. Both of her hands grabbed my hair so tightly that I thought she’d pull out clumps, and she ground her cunt against my face.

“Fuck! Oh, holy fuck!”

Her thighs tightened against the sides of my head and held me against her while wave after wave of her orgasm crashed through her. She screamed and shook, and her pussy spilled fresh juices until it ran down my chin. I never stopped licking her, though, held her there at the peak of her release and only quit when her thighs fell away and her arms flopped down onto the bed at her sides.

I sat up with a grin, licking my lips. My face was smeared with her cum, and I hoped I’d keep the taste of her in my mouth for days.

“I guess that one was better, huh?”

Her eyes were round as saucers when she focused on me. “Jesus, Aaron,” she gasped. “Oh, Jesus. How did you... How do you know how to do that? I don’t even know how to make it feel like that, and it’s my body.”

I shrugged. “I just pay attention to how you react to what I do. The way you move, the noises you make. When you really like something, I do more of that.”

“Well, you’re really good at it.”

“I want it to be good for you,” I told her. “Are you ready for more?”

When she nodded, I stripped out of my boxers. There was a big wet patch in the front so that it looked like I’d come inside of them. Mia gulped visibly when my cock came free and couldn’t take her eyes off of it. She’d felt it before, but never actually seen it until now.

“Holy crap,” she squeaked. “I didn’t know it was going to be that big. No,” she continued, shaking her head, “it’s too big. There’s no way that is going to fit inside me.”

I smiled at her. “Trust me, it will fit. Not only will it fit, it will be the perfect size for you once it’s in.”

“You really are crazy.”

“You’ll see.”

“Can I touch it?” she asked hesitantly.

I moved closer to her on the bed so she could reach me more easily. She reached out, tentative fingertips just touching me, and jerked when it twitched.

“It’s sensitive,” I explained.

She drew a deep breath then touched it again, running her fingertips lightly up and down the shaft. After a few seconds she wrapped her fingers around it and gave it a delicate squeeze. I pulsed against the warmth of her palm.

“It’s so hard.”

“You do have that effect on me.”

She gave a pleased smile, then stroked carefully down the shaft and back up to the head. “You really think it will fit?”

“I really do. Here, get back on top. That way you can be in control and do this at your own pace.”

She straddled me again, and I adjusted her position until my erection nestled in her slippery channel. I shivered at the wet heat pressing against the underside of my cock. If I wasn’t careful, I wasn’t going to make it inside of her before I popped off. Embarrassing.

“Now rock a little,” I told her. “Back and forth.”

I groaned from the friction of her furrow rubbing against me and gritted my teeth. I’d been on edge for too damned long playing with her. Mia’s breath caught when she found she could adjust the pressure on her clit.

“I could do this all day,” she sighed.

I ran my hands up her taut thighs and squeezed her hips. “Whatever you want, sweetheart. This is all for you.”

But as her arousal built again, so did her frustration. “Aaron,” she whined. “I need something else. It’s so nice, but there’s an ache...”

“That means you’re ready. You’ll feel better when I’m inside of you.”

She really was ready. She was so wet that my crotch beneath her was soaked.

“Lift up a bit.”

When she was high enough, I took my dick and guided the head to her entrance. Oh, shit. I wasn’t wearing a condom. As soon as the thought hit me, I dismissed it. There was no way I was going to stop now. I was going to fuck her sweet, virgin pussy raw.

Mia’s eyes locked onto mine, unsure, but she gradually lowered herself until the head pushed inside. She let out a squeak and froze as she stretched around it.

“It’s okay. You’re really wet, Mia. It will go right in.”

She paused there, poised above me, then closed her eyes and let herself sink down until I was fully sheathed inside of her. The sudden wet heat surrounding my cock took my breath away. And holy fuck, she was tight. She flinched and I heard her whimper as her hymen tore, but her grimace was quickly replaced with a look of awe.

“Oh,” she whispered. “That’s so much better. It feels... Right. It really did fit.”

I wasn’t about to say I told you so. “It will feel even better when you move.”

I held onto her hips and lifted her up a little before letting her slide back down. Mia let out a deep sigh, then pushed herself up until only the head remained inside of her. She took over then, and before long she was experimenting with the angle and depth of penetration to get it just the way she wanted it.

It didn’t really matter to me. Her pussy was squeezing me like an oily fist, her muscles pulsating against me to strum against every nerve. Her pussy was Heaven, and I was in it.

As her excitement built, Mia sped up the pace of fucking herself on my dick. She rode me hard with her head flung back and was so wet that our bodies squished when she drove herself against my hips. I reached up and fondled her lovely tits, rubbing her nipples with my thumbs.

I was right there with her. My hips lifted off the bed to jam every bit of my dick inside of her that I possibly could. The tension between my legs became almost unbearable, until my balls tightened and the tip of my cock tingled. I tightened the muscles in my stomach and strained my legs to hold it in. Damned if I was going to come before she did.

It took her by surprise when it hit. Mia flung herself forward onto my chest, her arms twining around my neck, and she held onto me like she was afraid she’d float away if she let go. Liquid heat flooded her pussy around me, and her walls pulsed and trembled against my cock.

I wrapped my arms around her waist, thrust into her tunnel until my balls smashed against her, and let go. My cock strained and jerked, blasting hot cum into her depths until I cried out from the raw intensity of it.

For long seconds we lay there like that, unable to move, with our mingled fluids leaking onto my groin while we both panted and shook. I blinked the haze away and found her looking at me in wonder. Her face was flushed and streaked with sweat, and strands of her dark hair clung to her forehead and cheeks. As I ebbed inside of her, she slid off of my chest and onto the bed beside me to gasp for air.

“Mission accomplished,” I murmured.

Mia draped herself over my chest with a happy little sound in her throat. “Can we not tell Hannah and Chloe about this, yet? I’d like to enjoy it for a while without having to answer a bunch of questions. And I’m definitely going to want to do this again.”

“I understand. This is all on your schedule, sweetheart.”

She pressed a kiss against my sweaty chest. “Thank you, Aaron.”

“I just hope it was something you’re happy about and won’t regret.”

“You don’t have to worry about that. It was perfect.”

She fell asleep before I could say anything else, and I wrapped an arm around her to hold her against me. I couldn’t help a certain sense of pride. It had gone even better than I’d hoped. I’d made it good for Mia, good enough she was already talking about doing it again.  I fell asleep soon after with a smile on my face.




CHAPTER 27

When I woke up in the morning, I was alone in my bed. I found Mia in the kitchen with Joshua, who was gnawing on a teething ring.

“His teething is worse. I rubbed some of the liquid on his gums, but he’s still fussy.”

I knew he’d be a handful today. “Would you like me to call in so I can stay and help you with him?”

“No. Hannah’s going to come by in a little while, and she can handle it. I need to go run some errands. I’ll be back this evening, though,” she added with an impish smile.

But when I got home after work it was Hannah’s car waiting in the driveway, not Mia’s.

“Hannah?” I called out. “Everything okay?”

She popped out of Joshua’s room and closed the door behind her. I felt my heart speed up at the sight of her in a denim mini skirt and cropped, tie-dyed t-shirt. All that warm, golden skin was a siren’s song calling to me.

“Everything is fine. Mia has a deadline for some college paperwork, so she’s got to get it finished to email in tomorrow. And since our little man finally wore himself out teething, it’s just you and me for a while.”

She launched herself at me, wrapped her legs around my waist, and went after my mouth ravenously. Just as hungry for her, I backed her against the closest wall and buried my hands in her silken hair. Tongues lashed, nothing gentle about this kiss, and we pulled at each other as though we couldn’t get close enough.

“God,” she moaned. “I’ve missed this—you—so much.” One hand slipped between us to find my already-hard cock. “Take me to bed, Mr. Cole.”

“What if Mia comes back?”

She gave me a wicked grin. “Then she can watch and see what she’s missing.”

“Joshua?”

“Tucked into bed and out cold.”

I carried her into the bedroom, still wrapped around me like an octopus, supporting her with my hands under her ass. The whole way her mouth was glued onto mine, her fingers curled in my hair. With a final squeeze of her luscious ass, I dumped her onto the bed. Hannah bounced up and down with a happy giggle, her tits bobbing entrancingly under her t-shirt.

She caught me staring at them and threw me a saucy grin. “You like my tits, Mr. Cole?”

“Hell, yes.”

“Maybe you should do something about that,” she suggested, lifting her arms above her head in invitation.

I grabbed the hem of her shirt and yanked it over her head. The hot pink bra she had on under it looked amazing against her tanned skin. A moment later Hannah had popped the clasp and let it fall to her lap. She squeezed her arms together to shove her tits out and wiggled from side to side, then arched her back to present them to me. Coral nipples jutted out, already stiff, demanding my attention.

“I’m going to assume that’s not because you’re not cold,” I said.

She slowly shook her head while licking her plush lips. “Hot. Very hot.”

I darted in, snatched her by the ankles, and hauled her to the edge of the bed. My fingers worked the side zipper of her skirt then hooked the waistband. Hannah yelped when I yanked them off of her, drawing her toned legs up to cover her hot pink panties.

“Mr. Cole!” she cried in mock outrage. “Is this an appropriate way to treat your babysitter?”

I dove onto the bed and pinned her beneath me. “This is the only way to treat my babysitter,” I murmured into her ear.

My lips nuzzled against her neck, and I rolled one of her nipples between my fingers then pinched it until she writhed beneath me. She froze with a gasp that turned into a low purr, and she wriggled her hips sensuously.

“You definitely know how to treat a babysitter.”

“Are you going to behave now?”

Her voice was low and sultry. “Make me.”

Challenge accepted. I grasped her wrists in one hand and pulled her arms above her head. While she struggled, my mouth landed on hers, rough and needy, and I pushed my tongue between her lips. She tried to turn her head away, but it was pinned between her arms so she couldn’t escape. Not that she was trying very hard. Her tongue thrust against mine, twisted and darted as though we were playing a game of hot, wet tag in her mouth.

When I pulled away, her eyes sparkled. “What would sweet, innocent Mia say if she could see you now?”

“Probably that you deserve whatever you’re going to get.”

“And what am I going to get?”

I rolled off of her, flipped her onto her stomach, then pinned her again with my weight across her lower back. Hooking my thumbs in her panties, I drew them midway down her thighs. The sharp, tangy smell of her sex smacked me in the face, and when I pushed a finger between her legs it came away soaked. Hannah squeezed her thighs together to protect her pussy.

“Mr. Cole! You’re not supposed to touch me there!”

“It was just to prove what a naughty girl you are. Your pussy is all wet. Either you enjoyed that, or you’ve been playing with yourself.”

She shook her head wildly. “Nuh, uh!”

“Either way, naughty little girls get punished.”

I smacked one palm down sharply on a naked buttock, which jiggled delightfully and started to turn pink.

“Oh! Don’t spank me!”

I repeated it on the other one, then alternated between them until her whole ass was glowing and Hannah was drumming her legs against the bed.

“Ow! I’ll be good, Mr. Cole! Ow! I promise!”

I paused to caress her lush, satin curves. “One more, just to make sure?”

“Nooo!” she wailed. “No more!”

“You’re sure you’ll be good from now on?”

“I promise! I promise! You’ll see. I’ll be so good.”

“All right, then.”

When I let her up, her face was flushed. “You didn’t have to spank me so hard. It was hot as fuck, though,” she admitted. “I can sort of see why Chloe gets off on that stuff. I am so damned wet right now.”

“She likes it even better when I spank her while she’s tied up. Something about being overpowered and helpless.”

Hannah practically launched herself at my groin, her hands working frantically at my pants. “Fuck. I need you inside of me. Now.”

I pulled off my shirt, and Hannah finally got my pants unfastened and was trying to tug them down without any luck. She turned her eyes to me, pleading.

“Here.”

I stood up and kicked off my shoes, then got rid of the rest of my clothes. As soon as it was free, my cock jutted up like a flagpole from my hips. Hannah’s lips curved in a slow smile.

“Looks like you enjoyed spanking me as much as I enjoyed getting spanked.”

“It was pretty damned hot.”

She crawled closer, took me in one hand, and popped the head into her mouth. “Mm. Yummie,” she said, mumbling around the meat filling her mouth.

“Don’t talk with your mouth full.”

I pulled the scrunchie out of her hair to release it from her ponytail then slid my fingers into her blonde curls. I just had to remember that this wasn’t Chloe, and not gag her. A little spanking was one thing, but that would be way too much for Hannah.

She sucked me hard and deep, then drew back until I slipped from her lips. Her tongue swirled and licked along the underside, hitting all of my most sensitive places, while her warm hands stroked my shaft and balls. When she pressed a kiss on my head, she came away with a long strand of precum and saliva hanging between her lips and the tip.

“Aaron, I can’t wait anymore.”

Screw the foreplay. I was already hard and raring to go, and she was sopping wet. I pulled her up and bent her over my bed with her delectable ass still pink from her spanking lifted high and pointing towards me. Spreading her legs with my feet, I stepped between them and rammed my cock straight into her dripping pussy.

“Oh, yes,” she hissed. “Come on, Aaron. Fuck me.”

With my hands holding her hips, I pounded into her. Hannah might not have been quite as tight as her virginal friend, but her sheath still squeezed me so firmly that I couldn’t help moaning. Her walls pulsated, and each time I bottomed out in her Hannah let out a high-pitched yelp.

As she thrust her hips back to fuck herself on my cock, I grabbed her hair and pulled her head back until her spine bowed. She was so fucking beautiful—smooth golden skin, her lovely back, flared hips and lush ass. Even now I could scarcely believe I was really fucking her and not in some wild wet dream that I was going to wake up from at any second.

“Oh, shit,” she moaned as I rammed into her so hard that the bed slid forward. Her pussy flooded and fluttered wildly against me. “Oh, fuck, Aaron. Oh, fuck.”

She gasped as her inner walls contracted around me, and then spouted a stream of obscenities that was probably going to get her another spanking later. Her thighs shook and her ass quivered, while her pink, crinkled anus pulsated between her cheeks.

I kept right on fucking her into the bed until cream leaked from her pussy and ran down our thighs. She gave a final ululating cry that shoved me over the edge, and I exploded inside of her with a harsh shout. I thought I was never going to stop coming, and held onto Hannah to make sure I didn’t fall over while my dick jerked and spewed into her.

Even when my cock gave its final twitch, Hannah’s walls pulsed and squeezed to milk it of every last bit of my cum. My balls felt completely drained, and I was covered in a sheen of sweat. I was going to need a damned IV with fluids after this.




CHAPTER 28

We were both still trying to catch our breaths when I heard a car pulling up out front. Hannah squealed and shoved me off of her.

“Oops. She got back sooner than I thought.”

We frantically gathered our clothes and threw them on just in time to meet Mia in the living room when she came in. The petite brunette glared suspiciously at Hannah, who looked a lot more disheveled than she had when I got home.

“Hannah!”

The blonde had the grace to blush. “What?”

“I cannot believe you had sex with Aaron! He can’t have been home more than twenty minutes!”

The blonde tilted her head. “How long do you think it takes?”

“Oh, my god. Chloe is right. You are a total slut.”

Hannah snorted. “Now that is the pot calling the kettle black. That girl is freaking insatiable. And it’s not like I used him up or anything. There’s still plenty of him left when you want him. Anyway, you’re back so I’ll just run along. Bye!”

She practically sprinted out the door. As soon as it shut behind her, Mia burst into laughter. When I shot her a puzzled look, she grinned.

“I don’t actually mind. After all, I’m just borrowing you from her and Chloe. It’s not often I get the chance to put one over on Hannah, though. Have to grab it when I get the chance. So, did you have fun?”

I think I may have blushed. “Yeah, I did,” I muttered.

“Tell me all about it.”

This time I knew I blushed. “Okay, that would just be weird.”

Mia trilled a laugh. “You are such a guy. You know we talk about it—in great detail—right? The stories Chloe tells... Wow.”

I stared at her. “Jeez, Mia. You’re all so bad.”

She leaned against me and ran her hands down my chest. “You can always tie me up like Chloe and spank me.”

Holy shit. I was saved by Joshua’s squall from his bedroom.

“I’ll check him,” Mia said.

She left me standing there with a mental image of her tied spread-eagle on my bed while I spanked her round little ass until it was pink. I really was a very bad man.

That night she came to bed wearing a teal sleep shirt that barely hit her mid-thigh. Her nipples were already tenting the thin fabric.

“Can we do it again?” she asked. “Now that I’ve done it once, I’m not so nervous, and I think I can be a more active participant.”

Like I was going to say no.

She whipped off her sleep shirt as though she’d been stripping in front of men for years, and she hadn’t bothered wearing underwear. It was just as well. Hannah had jump started my libido earlier, then the tiny brunette had kept me at a rolling boil the rest of the evening with her flirting and teasing. It was going to take everything I had not to break the petite girl fucking her.

But Mia didn’t seem any more interested in sweet and gentle than I did. She practically ripped off my boxers, and her small hand wrapped around my semi-rigid pole like it was an old friend. She knelt by my hip, regarding me with an impish smile.

“Hanna said you love this.”

Her tongue swept in lazy circles around the head of my cock until I groaned, then trailed up and down the whole length while Mia held onto the base. With a tiny moan, she took me into the moist heat of her mouth and sucked until her cheeks hollowed. Blood coursed into my dick, which swelled and stiffened until I was fully rigid again. That soft tongue swished against me, exploring, experimenting. No way she could take all of me without practice, but she swallowed all she could and used her hands on the rest.

I watched her through half-lidded eyes. She was totally focused on her task, like sucking my dick was a homework assignment and she was determined to get an A, and the sight of little, innocent Mia with my meat stuffed in her mouth was so fucking hot I could barely stand it. I was already feeling the strain, the growing tightness in my balls. I reached down and touched her hair.

“Mia. Sweetheart, I’m going to come,” I warned.

Moaning deep in her throat, she sucked me even harder. I saw she’d snaked a hand between her legs and was now rubbing herself frantically. My hips came up off of the bed to push my rod deeper into her mouth. Mia gasped as the first gout hit her tongue, then slurped and sucked with abandon until I’d finished.

She sat up with a broad grin. “Hannah said I’d like it, too. She was right. There’s something really hot about having you in my mouth, making you come that way. Doing it just for you.” She cast a guilty glance at her sticky, wet fingers. “Well, mostly for you.”

Her body slid onto the bed against mine, and she ran her hands lightly over the muscles of my chest and stomach, talking in a low voice all the while. “You’re so hard and so soft at the same time. So sweet, but you do the dirtiest things with my friends. Do you have any idea how much that turns me on? I’ve been wet all day thinking about last night. I made myself come four times today. Four times! It didn’t do a thing except make me ache inside for you even more. What have you done to me, Aaron Cole? I was a good girl, always such a good girl, and now you’ve got me wanting to do absolutely filthy things I’ve only ever heard my friends talk about.”

“Filthy things can be a lot of fun.”

“Show me.”

I hesitated. “This is all still really new,” I reminded her. “You don’t have to do it all at once.”

Mia arched one thin eyebrow. “Don’t you want to do the same things to me that you do to Hannah and Chloe?”

I pulled her onto me and held her tightly against my chest. “Of course I do. You’re gorgeous and beyond sexy. I just don’t want you to get overwhelmed or hurt.”

She took a deep breath. “I need you to fuck me right now. Not like last night. Hard. There’s an ache between my legs that just won’t go away, and I need you to fix it.”

That was fine with me, but I was still reluctant to pound her like I’d done Hannah earlier. But I had other ideas that would work just as well. I sat up on the edge of the bed and urged her to her feet so that she stood between my legs, then turned her around so that her ass was towards me.

“Put your hands on my knees.”

“Like this?”

She bent so that her sex lay spread open before me. I could see all the way along her slit, from her entrance to the root where her clit snuggled under its hood. Her ass cheeks were spread just enough to see the dark pink rosebud nestled inside.

“Fuck, Mia,” I groaned. “You are so beautiful. So goddamned sexy. I love seeing you like this.”

She rotated her hips enticingly. “You really think I’m sexy? I know I’m not as pretty as Hannah, and nobody’s as hot as Chloe.”

“You’re every bit as lovely and sexy as they are, Mia. I get hard just being in the same room with you. As I’ve demonstrated more than once.” I pressed my cock, which was already hard again, against the softness of her ass. “Feel that? That’s how sexy you are. I just came, and you’ve already got me hard enough to pound nails again.”

She giggled and rubbed herself against me until my shaft slid into the crack of her ass. “Wow.”

“Now, reach back and take hold of me. You can put it inside of you and use it however you want this way. Fast or slow, hard or easy. It’s all up to you.”

Her fingers curled around me about halfway up my shaft and drew me down between her thighs. Experimentally, she pushed me into her slit and rocked her hips. A gasp escaped her lips when it brushed against her swollen clit. She pressed down onto me and groaned at the extra friction. Her pussy was soaked, and in no time I was coated in her cream. Mia started to tremble and pushed my erection back until the head pressed against her entrance, then shoved herself back onto it.

“Oh,” she sighed. “So good.”

Impatient, she thrust backwards and enveloped me in her slick, velvet glove until her ass rested against my crotch. For a few seconds she rested there, then she bore down on me with her interior muscles until I groaned.

“Huh. I didn’t know I could do that.”

She had no inclination to play around, though. The need within her drove her to fuck herself on my dick, and she used her hands on my knees as leverage to move herself back and forth on it.

The sight of her impaling her tiny pussy on my cock was incredible—her entrance stretched tightly around my girth, my shaft glistening with her juices, her pink sphincter pulsing between her spread buttocks. The smell of her sex rose from between her legs and set my balls prickling. It was all so damned hot that I could barely restrain myself from grabbing her hips and slamming into her until I exploded in her.

Mia gulped in short, deep breaths, and I knew it wouldn’t take her long. I leaned forward and caressed the satin curves of her ass with both hands.

“That’s it, sweetheart. You’re doing great.”

I wet my thumb, pressed it against her asshole, and began gently rubbing her there.

“Oh!” she squeaked as her ass bucked against me and her cheeks clenched. “That’s so dirty.”

“That’s what you asked for.”

“Yessss,” she hissed.

Her humping against me grew more erratic, and she was shaking lightly under my hands. “Aaron, I’m gonna come,” she gasped.

“Good girl. Come for me. I want to feel you gush all over my cock.”

She moaned and rocked faster until her ass was smacking wetly against my crotch. I rubbed her rosebud harder and pushed my hips forward on the bed to meet her.

“Fuck!” she yelled.

She shoved her slim body back as hard against me as she could and held herself there with my erection fully buried inside of her. Her hot pussy squeezed my cock so tightly that I wondered if it would turn to diamond. I wrapped my arms around her middle and thrust into her another fraction of an inch.

That was it. I was done. I don’t know how I even had anything left after coming so hard twice already today, but my dick felt like a fire hose spewing cum inside of her. Mia was still mewling and crying out when I ran dry.

“I like that,” she said eventually. “I just wish I could see it from your end.”

“I could record it on video.”

She smacked my thigh. “Aaron! There is no freakin’ way I am letting you record me doing this stuff.”

“That’s probably for the best.”

I lifted her off of me and sat her back down on my thigh. Cum oozed from her pussy and spilled down the sides of my leg.

“How about I show you what we can do in the shower, when we’re both all wet and slippery?”

Her slim fingers gave my cock a little squeeze. “I like the sound of that.”




CHAPTER 29

Turns out, initiating Mia to sex had been a huge mistake. The girl was absolutely insatiable. I lost count of how many times we had sex Thursday and Friday, in damned near every room of my house except Joshua’s. The girl was worse than the other two put together. She seemed eager to try every single one of the things she’d heard about from Hannah and Chloe—all at once. I finally drew the line at anal and bondage.

“Save something for later,” I moaned as I dragged myself across the bed to escape. “Jesus, Mia, the new car smell hasn’t even worn off of missionary and doggy style, yet.”

That didn’t stop her from waking me up at three in the morning on Saturday with my dick in her mouth. It took three orgasms before she finally passed out for good, and then she bounced out of bed in the morning as eager as a puppy.

“Hannah and Chloe are coming over tonight to babysit,” she sang out. When I just stared at her blearily, she planted her fists on her hips. “Tonight’s our date night. Don’t tell me you forgot!”

“I haven’t had coffee yet,” I grumbled. Not to mention that I’d hardly had any oxygen getting up to my brain in days.

“Okay, Grumpy Gus. You go make coffee. I’ll take care of Joshua then make breakfast.”

By the time she came into the kitchen with my son, I was starting to wake up. I was certainly awake enough to appreciate Mia, who was wearing skin-tight leggings and an off-the-shoulder t-shirt. She didn’t have on any makeup and her hair was still tousled from our adventures the night before, and I thought she was about the sexiest thing I’d ever seen in my life. I wanted to lick her from her head to her toes. Again. Damn, I was almost as bad as she was.

I wondered if Chloe was right and Mia would stick around, or whether once her newfound fascination with sex wore off she’d look for something else. I had a feeling she’d fit right in with the rest of us once she got done trying to fuck me to death.

She was still getting ready for our date that evening when her friends showed up in shorts and t-shirts, all ready to babysit Joshua. Both plastered me with kisses, hot and lingering, until my whole body was humming.

“Where’s Mia?” Chloe asked.

“She’s still in her room getting ready.”

They traded significant looks.

“Her room now, is it?” Hannah asked. “Have you decided to keep her?”

“If she wants to stay. What’s one more?”

Chloe erupted in laughter. “You’re building a harem!”

“So where are you taking her?” asked Hannah.

The brunette gave me an evil grin. “The McDonalds by the movie theater still has a Play Place.”

Hannah smacked her arm. “You behave.”

“Maybe I want a spanking.”

“Tonight’s not about you.”

Chloe’s eyes narrowed. “Hey, it wasn’t me who sneaked over here earlier in the week for a quickie.”

“No, but you blew him in the kitchen while Mia and I were with Joshua.”

“You’re both a couple of sluts!”

We all turned to see Mia emerge from the hallway. She wore a little black dress that was damned near a shirt, an off-the-shoulder number that was so tight I wasn’t sure how she’d even gotten into it. A slender silver chain gleamed on one wrist, and her high heeled ankle boots made her almost as tall as Chloe. Dark hair shone like glossy black silk, and she’d done something to her eyes to make them even bigger and they practically glowed. Both of her friends gave low whistles.

“Aaron, you are in serious trouble,” Hannah murmured.

“Our shy little mouse grew up and got hot,” Chloe agreed.

Mia blushed. “Too much?”

I rested my hands on her hips and smiled down at her. “No, sweetheart. You’re absolutely perfect.”

“Don’t kiss her!” Chloe squealed. “You’ll mess up her lip gloss!”

Reluctantly I let her go, but her deep, brown eyes glittered with promise. Hannah was right. I was in serious fucking trouble. I took her hand and led her towards the front door anyway.

“Let’s get out of here before these two completely corrupt you.”

Chloe rolled her eyes. “That’s supposed to be your job.”

“Whatever you do, Mia, don’t bend over! At least not until after Aaron brings you home. Then you probably should.”

“He isn’t going to be able to keep his hands off of her,” Chloe said under her breath.

“Twenty bucks says they do it in the car.”

“Before or after they get to the restaurant?”

Hannah’s expression grew thoughtful. “Maybe both. I would.”

“You’re a bad girl, Hannah.”

We made our escape and kept holding hands until we reached my car. Mia smiled when I opened her door for her.

“You really are a gentleman.”

“You get the full treatment.”

“A girl could get used to this,” she said as she swung her legs inside.

I certainly hoped so, because I wasn’t anywhere near ready to let her go.

When I’d asked her friends, they told me her favorite food was Italian, so I took her to a quiet little family-owned place I knew about. Heads turned to follow her as we walked to our table. With good reason. I was having trouble not drooling over the sight of her ass sashaying in that tight little dress. I had no doubt I’d be fighting a constant erection all night. Until we got home, anyway, and she fucked me until I passed out. Who was I kidding? Probably then, too. Wouldn’t be the first time.

We made small talk over dinner, although it was hard to manage even that much with the way she kept eye-fucking me throughout the meal. Not that I was any better. The people around us were probably worried we were going to go at it right there on the table.

Somehow we made it through dinner without ripping each other’s clothes off. As I sat in the car struggling to get my rampaging libido under some kind of control, I smiled. This was actually kind of fun. I hadn’t felt sexual tension like this since high school.

“Movie?” I asked Mia.

She looked at me sidelong and named a romance that had just opened.

“Sounds good.”

“Really?” she asked, surprised. “Guys never want to see those.”

“It’s your night. We’ll see anything you want.”

Mia smiled happily and settled into her seat. “Okay, then.”

I made her sit while I went through the concession line to get popcorn and drinks. I was grateful for our movie nights at home when I handed her the popcorn tub with a little flourish.

“Extra, extra butter, just the way you like it.”

Mia tucked her hand in the crook of my arm while we went to the theater and found our seats. After we’d gotten settled, she leaned in close.

“How the fuck are you still single, Aaron?” she whispered into my ear.

“I’m sort of not.”

“You know what I mean. Hannah and Chloe both said you were the perfect boyfriend, but I thought it was just the sex talking. Don’t get me wrong, the sex is amazing, but it’s way more than that.”

I thought for a moment. “They need things to make them happy. You have your own things that you need.”

“And you’re the guy who makes our dreams come true.”

I shrugged. “I dunno about that, but I do like making all of you happy.”

Her head tilted, considering that. “We seem kind of demanding, honestly. Do we make you happy?”

“Yeah. I really like our little...” My voice trailed off as I sought for a word to describe us.

“Harem?” she giggled.

“As good a word as any, I suppose. I prefer family. But yes, you guys make me very happy.”

She snuggled in against my arm. “I’m glad.”

Not long after the movie started, her hand found my cock. If it hadn’t already been rock hard, her fingertips gliding along it would have done the trick in seconds. She shifted a little in her seat so that her dress hiked up her thighs. I slid a hand over until my fingers brushed against the panties between her legs. She’d already soaked them. When I brought my fingers up to my lips and licked them, she gave a low moan and stroked me faster.

“We need to get out of here,” she urged. “Now, Aaron.”

“I thought you wanted to see the movie?”

“Fuck the movie. But... Bring the popcorn.”

I popped the locks of my car and pushed her into the back seat. There were too many people going in and out to risk the front. By the time I pulled the door shut behind me, she’d already worked her panties down her legs and dropped them onto the front seat.

“Don’t want to forget them back here.”

When I leaned over her, she unbuckled my belt and had my pants open in seconds. My cock stood at attention, pointing straight at her pretty mouth. She licked her lips, but then shook her head.

“Sorry. I want you inside of me. Right fucking now.”

I sank onto the seat, holding myself up with my arms so I wouldn’t squash her. Mia wriggled her hips and dragged the hem of her dress up around her waist. Slender fingers gripped my dick, stroked it a couple of times, then angled it down towards her waiting pussy.

She was sopping wet, and I pushed straight into her tight tunnel. When she started to cry out, I muffled it with my mouth on hers. I started powering into her and pushed her across the seat so her head banged into the door.

“Ow!”

She pushed up with her hands to hold herself in place, which also shoved her down onto me again. She was so tight and hot, a pressure cooker for my cock, that it took my breath away. Had I complained about her being insatiable? To hell with that. I wanted to fuck this little beauty all day every day for the rest of my life. A sharp pain shot through my knee as I hit the corner of seat belt buckle, but I shrugged it off. I didn’t have time for pain.

“Aaron,” she moaned. “Hurry.”

Her walls fluttered and squeezed. Sloshing sounds and the heady smell of sex filled the car. I hoped that no one noticed it rocking. I was sweating right through my clothes now. Should have at least cracked the windows.

Mia’s cry was deafening in the small, enclosed space. She wrapped her arms around my neck and her legs around my waist while her tiny body shook. I stroked deeply into her, her walls clenching against my shaft and adding extra pressure that made every movement inside her pure bliss.

I felt it coming, hard and fast, and buried my face against her neck to keep from yelling as she had. One final thrust and I was jetting hot cum into the depths of her pussy. My arms sagged, and I could feel her breasts heaving against me as she panted for air in the sweltering car.

The gray haze fogging my vision cleared, and I pushed myself back up. “I didn’t squish you, did I?”

Soft lips reached up to brush against mine. “No. That was seriously amazing.”

“We may both have some bruises.”

“Totally worth it. We should do this every weekend.”

We managed to make it home without getting in an accident, despite the fact that Mia couldn’t keep her hands and mouth off of my cock. I thought texting while driving was distracting, but it turns out having a sexy girl stroking and licking your cock is way, way worse. My legs were more than a bit wobbly when I got out of the car, but Mia wrapped an arm tightly around my waist as we went up the sidewalk. like she was afraid I might make a break for it or something. She needn’t have worried. Even though we’d just had sex a few minutes ago, I was burning to fuck her again.




CHAPTER 30

On the porch, she pulled my arm back when I went to unlock the door. Her arms went around my neck and dragged me down for a hot, deep kiss. My hands gripped her ass through the thin fabric of her dress and tugged her slender body against my straining hard-on. If we didn’t get inside soon, I was going to take her right here on the damned porch.

The porch light turned on, leaving me blinking in the sudden brightness, and a second later the door flew open.

“Get your hands off my little sister, you fucking pervert!” Hannah shrieked.

Heat flooded my face. “Jesus, Hannah!” I growled as I shoved Mia inside and hurried in on her heels. “I have neighbors.”

Her smirk was completely unrepentant. “Yeah, but you don’t actually know any of them. So, did you two have a good time?” She got a good look at Mia and her eyes lit up. “Chloe! You owe me twenty bucks!”

The brunette appeared beside us, shaking her head. “I really thought she’d hold out until they got home. You couldn’t have waited just a little longer to have your first time in a bed instead of a car?”

Mia blushed and looked down at her toes. “We did have a good time. Aaron’s the perfect boyfriend.”

“See?” Hannah gloated. “Have I ever steered you wrong?”

“Well, there was the time you brought over that bottle of whipped cream vodka. And then the time...”

“Hush, you!”

Chloe had been watching Mia intently, and her eyes narrowed in sudden suspicion. “Wait! Wait a minute! This wasn’t your first time, was it? She’s been holding out on us, Hannah!”

The blonde grabbed Mia by the arms and shook her. “When?” she demanded.

“Wednesday,” Mia replied in a tiny voice.

“Wednesday?” Hannah shrieked in outrage.

“And Thursday. And Friday. Then this morning. I think I got a little carried away.”

Hannah’s jaw dropped. “I cannot believe you two. It’s bad enough that you didn’t even wait until your first date, but then to not tell us...”

“Does that mean we can play with them, now?” Chloe asked hopefully. “Unless the little nympho already drained Aaron dry.”

Hannah looked down at the obvious bulge in my pants. “Looks like he’s still got some life left in him. Let’s get naked!”

Mia’s eyes went wide. “All of us?” she squeaked.

Chloe put her hands on the other girl’s shoulders and looked into her eyes. “Do you want to stay? With Aaron and Joshua and Cody—and us?”

“Yeah, I do,” the other girl said. “I love it here.”

“Then welcome to the harem.”

Hannah hugged Mia. “So, we each get our one-on-one time with Aaron, but it’s fun to play together, too. So, all of us.”

“But I’ve never...”

I cleared my throat. “Girls. Don’t push her if she’s not ready.”

Chloe’s nose wrinkled. “I’m guessing she’s extremely ready after the way you two were going at it on the porch. I thought we were going to have to get the hose.”

“Less talking, more sex,” Hannah said.

The blonde was already stripping out of her clothes, and Chloe followed right behind her. As soon as they were down to their underwear, they turned to Mia. She blushed shyly but didn’t resist as they pulled the little black dress over her head.

Hannah tsked at her. “No panties. Jesus, Mia. What’s gotten into you?”

“Aaron,” Chloe replied dryly. “Well, if she’s not wearing any, I’m not either.”

Bras and panties followed the rest of their clothes until all three of them stood naked before me. They were all so very different, yet equally incredible and sexy, and all mine. My dick throbbed in eager anticipation.

Hannah pushed me into my recliner, and Chloe shoved Mia onto my lap. Then the two of them moved together, their bodies merging as their hands roved over each other, touching, teasing. They avoided all of the obvious erogenous zones until Chloe brushed her lips against Hannah’s. It was barely a kiss, just a brief whisper of lips, and they went back to simply touching. But then Hannah pressed her mouth to Chloe’s.

Mia gulped and tightened her grip around my neck as their kiss deepened and Chloe’s hands slid down Hannah’s waist and onto her ass. They moved closer, heads tilted to give their tongues deeper access, and Hannah buried her hands in Chloe’s dark fall of hair.

Between the naked brunette squirming in my lap and the show her friends were putting on, my dick was hard enough to cut glass. Mia shifted against me and felt my erection pressing against her ass, and adjusted so she could rub her bare pussy against me. I reached around between her legs until my finger settled on her clit. She gave a little squeak, then ground her pelvis against my hand.

Hannah dragged Chloe to the couch, where she pushed the brunette over the arm then knelt and shoved her face into the brunette’s pussy from behind. With her fingers clamped on Chloe’s ass, she slurped and licked every inch of her friend’s wet cunt. Chloe panted and moaned, her thighs and ass shaking, until she threw her head back with a low cry.

As soon as she was finished, the two of them came to the recliner and pulled Mia away from me. She whined a little at being denied her release, but quieted when their hands began to caress her—shoulders, arms, back, stomach. Again they avoided the most sensitive spots, letting the tension between them slowly build.

Chloe was the first to take the next step. Her lips nuzzled into the girl’s neck while her hands cupped Mia’s perfect tits. The tiny brunette gasped, lost in the moment, and tilted her head to the side. Hannah brushed her cheek then ran her tongue along Mia’s parted lips. By now Mia was so turned on by her friends that I was forgotten. All her attention was devoted to the hands and lips caressing her.

Hannah had her tongue in Mia’s mouth, now, and her hands replaced Chloe’s on the girl’s tits. Tentatively Mia began to touch her back, fingertips running along the blonde’s bare back, tangling in her hair, and then down again to stop just shy of the swell of her ass. Chloe slipped away and joined me on the recliner.

“Merry Christmas.”

I kissed her and pulled her closer. “Thank you. She’s amazing.”

“We knew you’d like her. Didn’t expect her to turn into a crazed sex monster, though.”

“I’m keeping her.”

“We figured.”

“I’m keeping all of you. There’s not one of you that I’d give up. Not for anything. I love you.”

“We love you, too, Aaron.” Her hand slid down to my pulsing dick. “You seem to be enjoying the show.”

“How’d you guess? Frankly, I’m amazed that I’m even able to get it up after the last three days of that little nympho trying to kill me by fucking me to death.”

She squeezed my cock. “You’ve obviously managed it.”

Hannah’s hand was between Mia’s legs, her fingers buried in the girl’s pussy. The petite brunette moaned while she rocked her hips wantonly and pressed herself against her friend’s body. Chloe shook her head in bemusement.

“She really is sexy, huh? I can’t wait to taste her.”

“It’s heavenly. So, what’s the plan here?”

“No plan. Just do, feel. Bring Mia into the group and get her comfortable with all of us. It has to be all of us, or it isn’t going to work.”

“Good. I could use a breather.”

“Don’t think you’re off the hook.” Chloe grabbed my hand and pressed it against her sopping pussy. “They’ve both had your cock in them since my last turn. I’m feeling very needy.”

I rolled my fingers around her clit. “I’ll make sure and save some for you.”

While we watched, Mia shattered against Hannah’s nimble fingers. She clung to her blonde friend as her knees sagged, and Hannah kissed her wildly. Chloe hopped up to make sure Mia didn’t collapse, and then they pushed Mia back towards me.

“Go on, Mia,” Hannah urged. “We want to see you fuck him.”

They went back to kissing each other while Mia crawled shakily onto my lap. I pulled her to me and tucked my fingers under her chin to tilt it up so I could kiss her. She met my mouth hungrily, tongue thrashing, her hands roaming over my chest before starting on the buttons of my shirt. Once it was undone, her spread hands landed on my bare chest to stroke down to my abs.

“Off,” she breathed against my mouth.

I shrugged out of the shirt, and she slid back on my lap to unfasten my pants. As she worked them down my hips, I could smell her sex on me from fucking her in my car. Mia didn’t care. She hopped up, got my shoes off, tugged off my pants, then yanked on my boxers. In her hurry the waistband caught the head of my cock and dragged it down painfully.

“Shit!” I yelped.

“Sorry.”

She freed my dick, planted an apologetic kiss on the tip, then relieved me of my underwear. I expected to hear Hannah and Chloe tittering about our mishap, but when I glanced over at them they were wrapped together in a sixty-nine position on my couch. Mia didn’t spare them a look. She knelt between my legs and lowered her mouth onto my erection. I gripped the arms of my chair while she sucked me, but she only went down a few times before bobbing up again.

“You’re already so hard, just from watching.”

“You three are so fucking hot that it’s a miracle I didn’t come in my pants.”

She giggled at that, then settled onto my lap with my dick sandwiched between us. She was so damned beautiful that it hurt to look at her. I put my hands on her cheeks and drew her to me for another long, hot kiss.

“Aaron,” she breathed, “would it make me needy if I told you that I really, really want your cock in me again?”

“You can have me as much as you want, sweetheart.”

With a happy smile she lifted up from her knees and wiggled her ass around until she felt my erection pressing against her entrance, then she trapped it with her thighs and carefully sank down on it. The little brunette rocked and gyrated her hips, grinding her clit against my pubic bone. At her first soft cry, Hannah and Chloe paused eating each other out to watch their friend take my cock.

“Fuck, she’s hot,” Hannah said.

“Our sweet, little Mia, the sex goddess,” Chloe agreed.

Then with Mia’s unbelievably tight pussy squeezing my dick and her soft ass smacking against my balls, I forgot all about them and focused on the incredible brunette bouncing on my lap using my dick as a fuck toy. She gradually sped up, resting her hands on my shoulders to steady herself. Her head whipped from side to side, while her moans grew louder than both of her friends’ combined.

Mia slammed herself down onto my cock, pushed against my shoulders, and wailed like a banshee. Her tight muscles squeezed down on me until my eyes were about to bug out of my head, and so much cream oozed from her that it was running down my ass onto my chair.

I’d have to remember to clean that tomorrow.

I rubbed and massaged her ass and pressed soft kisses against her damp forehead. On the couch, both of her friends came noisily, clutching at one another and rolling back and forth on the cushions until they fell off onto the floor. For a few seconds they lay there, stunned from their orgasms and the fall, and then they broke into hysterical laughter.

They helped each other up then sauntered over to my recliner where they pulled Mia off of my lap and both sank down between my knees to clean off my cock. At first they just licked me, but then they started trying to go down on me and it became a competition. They shoved and tickled each other to keep one another from getting my dick into their mouths. Apparently all was fair in love and blowjobs, because Chloe tweaked Hannah’s nipples and then twisted a finger between her ass cheeks when she bent over.

“Hey!” Hannah squealed, scuttling away on all fours to protect her backside.

“I win!” Chloe crowed then swallowed my entire shaft in one gulp.

Hannah glared at her from several feet away. “Cheater!”

Chloe kept her eyes on me while she licked and sucked my cock clean and ignored her blonde friend. Her hums and moans while she worked would have driven me over the edge if I hadn’t already come so many times today. When she finally pulled away, she had a huge grin on her face.

“You were right. Mia tastes incredible.”

Mia stared at her in shock. “What the fuck has gotten into you two? You guys were never like this before. Were you?”

“Not until Aaron came along,” Hannah told her. “Then it just sort of happened. We were all together, and it seemed... Natural, I guess. To have fun with him and each other. We’re sort of a unit.”

“A family,” Chloe corrected.

“A very weird but awesome family,” Hannah agreed. “And we want you to be a part of it because you’re our best friend. And Aaron loves you.”

“He loves all of us,” Chloe corrected, “and he’s the best boyfriend ever. And that’s why he’s going to fuck me now, because he knows you two have been hogging his cock and leaving me to wither away from sexual frustration. Go play with each other for a while.”

“Come on, sweetie,” Hannah said to Mia. “Let Chloe get her slut on.”

I traded places with Chloe in the chair. She sat with her ass hanging off of the edge and her legs spread wide. Grabbing her calves, I set her ankles on my shoulders and pushed between her thighs. Green-gold eyes simmered under her thick lashes, and she jerked her hips impatiently.

“Come on, Aaron. Before those two harlots come and steal you away from me again.”

I grinned down at her. “I’ve missed you, Chloe.”

“Good. Now fuck me like you really mean it.”

I didn’t think my erection was ever going away again, so that wasn’t a problem. Chloe’s orgasm with Hannah had already gotten her warmed up and sliding into her slick pussy was like coming home. I hammered her into the chair while I massaged her clit with one thumb. Chloe thrashed and moaned, coming close but not quite getting there.

I wrapped my hands around her calves and bent her double with her ankles behind her head. That gave me an even better angle with more penetration, and I shoved my dick into her until my balls bounced off of her butt.

“You want me to fuck your ass, Chloe?,” I murmured. “You want me to stretch that little hole out and ram my cock in there balls-deep until you scream? That’s it, isn’t it, you dirty little slut? You want me to come in your ass so that it leaks out every time you sit down the rest of the fucking day.”

She hiccupped and moaned, long and low, and her hips rolled down to meet mine. Her pussy got wetter, and I felt the beginnings of a flutter against my dick.

“Maybe you’d like me to tie you up and spank you first. Maybe fuck you first with that big dildo I saw on the dresser the other day. If you’re lucky, maybe I’ll even use lube. Or maybe I’ll just fuck you dry and let you deal with it.”

Her hips humped up and then rammed down onto my cock as I was pushing into her. I mashed down hard on her clit then pinched it until she bucked again.

“Oh, fuck!” she shrieked. “Fuck, yeah. Yesss.”

I held her there, bent like a pretzel, slamming into her tight hole and pinching her clit while she rode out her orgasm. I still had no idea why this was her kink, but it didn’t cost me a damned thing to make her happy, so why wouldn’t I? I needed to make some time to be alone with her soon so she could really indulge in it.

Mia and Hannah had been quietly making out and watching while I fucked Chloe. When I let her up from my chair, the other two sat up on the couch. Hannah nudged the petite brunette with her shoulder.

“Tell him.”

Mia bit her lip and blushed down to her toenails. “I want to watch you with them. Both of them,” she whispered.

So I ended up on my back on the couch. Hannah hopped up, straddled my hips, and lowered herself right onto my jutting cock. Chloe got up on the other side and walked on her knees until she was perched above my face. I grabbed her ass with both hands and pulled her down to my eager tongue. She was soaked after fucking me, and I ate her out like a starving man set before a feast. Not that it wasn’t difficult concentrating on her while Hannah rode me like a cowgirl on a bucking bronco, but I’ve always been pretty good at multitasking. Chloe didn’t offer any complaints. She was too busy trying to drown me in her cum while grinding her pussy against my mouth.

It took me a while to realize that they were kissing and fondling each other’s tits the whole time. Apparently they were good at multitasking, too. I got one good look at Mia, who had taken over the recliner. Her eyes were glued to the three of us, her legs stretched out and spread wide, and she had two fingers buried in her pussy while her thumb rubbed her clit.

I smiled as I swallowed more of Chloe’s honey then drove my tongue into her sweet tunnel. Mia was making herself one of us. She wasn’t going anywhere.

Chloe came first. I’d driven her over the edge with my teeth on her clit and two fingers jammed into her tight ass. Her legs wobbled and she dropped down and buried my face under her cunt. I could barely breathe, but I heard Hannah following right behind her. Her inner muscles clamped down on my cock with an exquisite grip and pulsed from its head all the way to the base. If I hadn’t already come so many times, Hannah’s incredible pussy would have milked me dry.

The girls heaved themselves off of me then readjusted themselves with Chloe’s lap under my head and Hannah’s under my knees. If it hadn’t been for my aching cock and balls demanding one final release after all of this, I would have been ready for a long nap.

Mia frowned at us. “Poor Aaron hasn’t come, yet. Are we not doing this right?”

“I think you drained him dry, hon,” Chloe replied.

Hannah pointed at my cock, which was still pointing at the ceiling. “Not yet. I think he has one more in him. Then he’s probably going into a coma for a while.”

Chloe gave her a helpless look. “What else can we do, though?”

The blonde beauty’s lips curved up in a thoughtful smile. “I have an idea. Aaron, go get some water or something. You’re probably dehydrated.”

That was a fucking understatement. My mouth felt like cotton, my skin like paper. I’d spent days trying to satiate Mia’s newfound cravings, and then all three of them had been on me like a pride of lionesses on a lame gazelle after we got back from our date. I staggered into the kitchen and drained two water bottles from my fridge, one after the other, and was really tempted to empty a third onto my swollen, aching prick. I wasn’t even sure that my legs would hold out long enough to get me back to the living room.

On the other hand, I was burning with curiosity to see what idea Hannah had come up with to get me off. One last orgasm, and then I’d go to bed for the rest of the weekend. There were three of them, for fuck’s sake. They could entertain themselves while I slept for eighteen hours or so.

I pushed myself up and forced my spine erect. I wasn’t going to let them see me walking around like goddamned Igor looking for Dr. Frankenstein. When I got back to the living room, though, I felt a fresh wave of desire crash through me.

All three girls were bent over my couch with their legs spread and asses up in the air like some kind of erotic offering to a fertility god. I froze in the doorway and just stared for a few seconds, overcome by awe. They were all so different, but each one was so achingly beautiful and sexy, so absolutely fucking perfect in her own way.

“Okay, you have my complete and undivided attention.”

Hannah peered at me over her shoulder. “You get to fuck all of us, whoever you want, however you want, as much as you want. This is all about you. Once you finish, then we’ll let you sleep.”

My eyes darted between those upturned asses with their pink slits on full display beneath, and suddenly I didn’t feel tired anymore. I was ready to fuck all three of them all night long. But where to start?

I picked a mental number in my head, then grabbed Chloe’s hips and pushed into her clinging tunnel. I pumped into her a dozen times while she muttered and moaned, then pulled out and moved to Hannah. I stroked deep, my cock still coated with her friend’s juices. She arched her back and flung her blonde hair around while I pounded into her, and then let out a disappointed whimper when I withdrew. Mia’s pussy welcomed me with a squeeze like a hug, so tight even when she was soaked that my prick tingled from the pressure.

I went back and forth among them, stroking into each for half a minute or so before switching to the next. While I fucked them, they kissed and played with each other’s tits. Their laughter and cooing and moaning was the soundtrack playing in the background of my real-life porn adventure.

I was in Chloe again when I felt myself getting close. My fingers dug into the flesh of her ass, and I was panting like I’d just run a marathon. Hannah stood up and waved her arms.

“Don’t come yet! We want you to finish in Mia!”

Leave it to them to decide to change the rules at the last minute. With a groan I slipped out of Chloe and staggered over to Mia. The other two girls brought us together, Hannah’s soft hands guiding my cock into her friend’s pussy while Chloe arranged the girl’s hips at the perfect height. Both wrapped their arms around Mia’s waist and thighs and watched entranced as I fucked her from behind.

I went slowly this time, drawing out each stroke, reveling in the grip of her pussy. It felt absolutely amazing on my dick, and having the other two girls only inches away watching every move only made me hotter. Already on edge, it didn’t take long before my balls tightened and the impending orgasm lifted me to my toes.

I sped up, hammered Mia into the couch like I wanted to pound her through it. Finally, the tension broke. I threw back my head and yelled at the ceiling while my cock jerked in Mia’s depths and painted her walls with every drop of cum left in my balls. Through the roaring in my ears, I faintly heard her crying out in the throes of another orgasm of her own.

Lightheaded, I stepped back. Hannah and Chloe each took one of my arms to support me and guided me to my bedroom, where I collapsed onto the bed. They drew the sheet over me, and each pressed a tender kiss on my temple.

“Good night, Aaron,” Hannah said softly as she turned out the light.

When I closed my eyes, I heard the faint sound of laughter coming from the living room, and I smiled as I drifted off to sleep. Some time much later I woke up to find all three of them had piled into the bed with me. They all looked so sweet and peaceful in slumber, like three lovely angels. My angels. Satisfied that all was right with my world, I closed my eyes to go back to sleep. I had a feeling I was going to need all the energy I could get tomorrow.




CHAPTER 31

“We’re home!” Mia sang out as she and Chloe scampered inside and slammed the door behind them. 

A late November cold front had blown through last night, so they were dressed in jeans and sweaters instead of their usual leggings or shorts and t-shirts. I wasn’t complaining, though. They both looked damned good in sweaters, cute and cuddly and sexy as hell at the same time.

It had been the last day of classes before the Thanksgiving break, and I was home because I’d taken a few days of vacation so we could spend time off together. Mia made a beeline for me and jumped onto my lap, while Chloe bent over for a sizzling kiss that got my blood pumping. I would never need to worry about not getting enough cardio with them around.

“Can one of you change Joshua?” Hannah asked from the hallway. “I need to get in the shower.”

“I’ll get it,” I told her.

Mia slid off my lap with a pout, but I paused long enough to give her a kiss, too, before going to Joshua’s room. All of us were going out to dinner to celebrate the beginning of our brief vacation, and tonight would be Joshua’s first time in a real restaurant. I had my doubts about how that was going to turn out, but since we were going to be a family friendly steak house I wasn’t too concerned.

Hannah handed Joshua to me with a quick peck on the cheek. “Thanks! I won’t be long.”

She was the only one of my three girlfriends who could say that with a straight face. I didn’t mind, really, but thank God we had two full bathrooms. Still, it wasn’t going to be long before I’d have to start looking for a bigger place. I’d already upgraded my bed to a king, but the house didn’t have nearly enough closet space or room to cram much more furniture for extra storage for four adults. And it was four of us. Hannah and Mia had officially moved in already, and while Chloe still had her apartment, she was living with us in all but name.

I quickly changed Joshua’s diaper and dressed him in the outfit Hannah had set out. “There we go, buddy. You ready for your public debut?”

He laughed and tugged at my sleeves. “Up!”

“All right. Upsy-daisy!” I said and swung him up high before settling him in the crook of my arm.

“Hey, sweetheart!” Mia bounced over and scooped him into her arms. “I missed you. Did you have a good time with Mama Hanna today?”

They were all Mama now—even Chloe, who’d finally been convinced by the rest of us that she wasn’t going to get away with the aunt nonsense. I couldn’t decide who was luckier, him or me. Three amazing girlfriends, three amazing moms. Hell of a choice, there.

Chloe swept in from the other side. “I missed you more, munchkin. Mama Mia was cheating on you with a baby she saw on the way to class, but I’d never do that. That’s why I’m your favorite. You know I love you the most.”

“Traitor,” Mia grumbled.

I swatted Chloe’s ass just hard enough for it to sting. “Behave!”

“You only do that because you know she likes it,” Mia complained when Chloe gave me a sultry look in response.

I leaned in and gave her a long, deep kiss. “What’s your point?”

“I don’t know,” she gasped. “What were we talking about?”

“Did you two talk to your parents about Thanksgiving?”

My parents had invited everyone to the lake for Thanksgiving. Hannah’s parents, who had hardly blinked an eye at our unconventional relationship, had already accepted.

“They finally caved and said they’d come,” Chloe said.

While her parents hadn’t been thrilled with the situation, since she was their only child they were making an effort now that they realized they couldn’t talk her out of it. Personally, I thought they were hoping it was just a phase and she’d outgrow it before she graduated from college. I also thought they were wrong.

I looked at Mia, who just gave a tiny shake of her head. I’d expected that. Her parents had come down adamantly against her relationship with me, and they’d had a raging conniption fit when Mia told them about Hannah and Chloe. They hadn’t disowned her, but they were barely on speaking terms right now.

“I’m sorry, sweetheart,” I told her, while Chloe hugged her from the other side.

“They’ll come around,” Chloe said. “You’ll see. You’re their only daughter.”

Mia shrugged. “I’m hoping they’ll change their minds when a grandchild is on the way. That won’t be for a while yet, though.”

It was sad, but things could have been worse. All of their parents could have been dead set against the relationship, or mine could have. While Dad alternated between thinking I was crazy or the luckiest man on earth depending on which websites he’d visited that day, Mom had leaped at the chance to have three new daughters who could contribute more grandchildren to the family. And since they’d all been friends since they were kids, Hannah’s parents already treated Chloe and Mia like their own. I still wasn’t totally convinced that they were thrilled with me, but they made a good show of accepting me and Joshua.

The three of us sat down on the floor with Joshua while Cody watched from a safe distance. My son had graduated to pulling his ears and tails whenever they were in reach, so I couldn’t blame him. His preferred refuge was Hannah’s lap, though, so it wasn’t exactly like he was missing out.

“Aaron? Can you come here?” Hannah called from the bedroom.

As I started to get up, Chloe held up a warning finger. “Do not start anything with her naked. I’m hungry.”

“Yeah,” Mia agreed. “Besides, it’s no fair playing without us when we’re on vacation.”

“No playing with Hannah, I promise.”

I wondered if it was a promise I could keep. Naked Hannah was awfully hard to resist. Hell, she was hard enough to resist when she had her clothes on.

“What’s up,” I asked her as I stepped into the bedroom. “Need help with a zipper?”

She was standing by the bathroom door, wrapped in a towel. Silently she held up a pregnancy test.

“Hannah?” When she nodded, I let out a breath. “Holy shit.” Suddenly I was grinning, and I ran over, put my arms around her waist, and swung her up off her feet so that she squealed. “How long?”

She started laughing, too. “Put me down! About six weeks. I think. We’ll need an ultrasound to be sure.”

I kissed her, excited and terrified at the same time. I was going to be a father again. I’m sure Dad was probably right about me being crazy, but Hannah and I had agreed she could go off birth control. She wanted to get started on kids while Mia and Chloe focused on finishing their degrees. Hannah was still going to college, but not with the object of getting a career. The plan was for her to homeschool our kids, at least until they were ready to start high school. Just as I set Hannah back onto her feet, the other two poked their heads through the doorway.

“What’s the squealing about?” Chloe demanded, her eyes narrowing in suspicion when she saw Hannah in my arms wearing just the towel.

Mia was the one who spotted the pregnancy test still clutched in Hannah’s hand. “No way,” she breathed.

Chloe spotted it right after. “Really?” She let out a squeal of her own and darted over to wrap her arms around us both. “Oh, babe. I am so happy for you. Both of you.”

Mia joined in the group hug. “Congratulations! I am so jealous. I wish I didn’t have to wait.”

“Now we have an even better reason to celebrate,” Chloe said.

We left Hannah to finish getting dressed. The girls were bubbling with excitement, but as the first buzz wore off my mind began racing. Did Hannah have insurance? If not, could I put her on mine? Would I need to marry her, first? If I did that, what would happen later on with Chloe and Mia if they got pregnant? I needed to get serious about finding a bigger house. And we’d need an SUV or something with room for the four of us and two car seats. And…

“Aaron? Aaron!” Chloe’s voice cut through the swirling jumble of my thoughts. “Breathe, honey.”

I blinked and found both girls watching me with concern. “I’m fine. Just a lot to think about.”

Mia hugged me. “It’s all going to be okay.”

“I know.”

Chloe put her arms around us both. “We’ll help, you know. We’re a family. You don’t have to do it all yourself anymore.”

I squeezed her back. “I love you so much.”

“I love you, too.”

It had taken a little while for it to sink in, but she believed it now.

Mia gasped. “Oh! We get to start thinking about names!”

Her friend snorted. “You think that girl hasn’t had a list since she was twelve?”

“A list of what?” Hannah asked.

She was wearing dark skinny jeans with short boots and a black sweater, her golden hair falling over her shoulders in loose waves. I’d never seen her look so beautiful.

“Names for the baby,” Mia replied.

Hannah giggled. “I do have a list. We can go over it at dinner. Is everybody ready, because I’m starving.”

“Well, you are eating for two,” Chloe said.

Hannah shot her a death glare. “I only snacked for lunch because we were going out.”

“Don’t upset the pregnant lady, Chloe!” Mia said under her breath.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from Hannah. She caught me staring, and a tiny smile quirked up her lips.

“Oh, I can already tell I’m going to like this. You’re going to dote on me every second I’m pregnant, aren’t you?”

Mia wrinkled her nose. “Does that mean she’s your favorite now? Because I might have to get pregnant if that’s how this is going to work.”

“There are no favorites,” Chloe told her. “You know Aaron better than that.”

“How the hell could I pick a favorite from the three of you? You’re all amazing.”

“Good answer,” Mia said.

Hannah took my hand. “I don’t need to be your favorite. But I do need you to feed me.”

“Okay, let’s go.”

Chloe pulled Joshua to his feet in his playpen. “You are going to have a little brother or sister, munchkin. What do you think of that?”

“Up, Mama!”

“I’ve got his bag,” Mia announced.

“We’re all ready, then.”

I kept hold of Hannah’s hand while the others clustered in behind us, and I walked out into the night with an extra bounce in my step. I was going to be a dad again.




EPILOGUE

One year later

“Joshua!” Mia yelled. “Put on your coat if you’re going outside.”

“Yes, Mama Mia,” the two-year-old replied meekly. “Come play with me?”

The tiny brunette smiled. “Okay, but just for a little while. Grammy and Pops will be here soon, and they’ll have more presents for you to open.”

“Yeah!” he exclaimed with a broad grin.

Chloe sniffed from the kitchen. “You’re just trying to get out of helping to get lunch ready.”

Mia stuck out her tongue. “It’s not like you want anyone else in your kitchen anyway.”

“Brat,” Chloe muttered then threw a marshmallow at her.

Mia snagged it out of the air and popped it into her mouth. “Maybe so, but I’m not wrong.” She picked up her jacket and opened the back door for Joshua. “Come on, munchkin. Let’s go before she finds something heavier to throw.”

I walked up behind Chloe, slid my arms around her waist, and kissed her on the back of the neck. “What can I do, love?”

“Mmm. Keep doing that for the next hour or so?”

“I can do that.”

“Or you could baste the turkey for me?”

“That doesn’t sound nearly as much fun, but sure.”

I’d just finished when Hannah came downstairs from the nursery with Addie on her shoulder. “Chloe, it smells incredible down here.”

“I sure hope so,” the brunette muttered.

Hannah looked even better than Chloe’s meal smelled. Motherhood suited the hell out of her. She was practically glowing. She smiled when she caught me watching her.

“I hope you never stop looking at me that way.”

“Never.” I gave her a quick kiss and then placed another on my daughter’s forehead.

“You want to take her for a while, and I’ll help Chloe?”

“Sure.”

She was far better in the kitchen than I’d ever be, anyway. I lifted the tiny girl up and took her into the living room. The TV was on, but I watched Mia and Joshua playing in the backyard instead. The yard was twice as big as the one at the old house and had several large oak trees. As I watched, Joshua took a flying leap into a big pile of fallen leaves. Mia jumped in right behind him, her dark hair flying, laughing like she was twelve instead of almost twenty-one.

Mom and Dad had invited us to the lake for Christmas, but we’d all decided we wanted to spend it here in our new house. We’d had to work our asses off and save every dime we possibly could for over a year, but the big, two-story place was ours now. And it had been worth every penny. Just as I was about to sit down, the doorbell rang.

“I’ve got it.” My parents were standing outside.

“We’re not too early, are we?” Mom asked.

“Of course not.” I was still holding Addie, so she waved me off when I tried to take the big, insulated bag she was carrying.

“How are you, beautiful girl?” she cooed. “Are you enjoying your first Christmas?”

Dad gave me a pointed look. “Oh, you’re not going to offer to take mine?”

He was laden with half a dozen large bags. I shook my head. “Nope. But if you’re nice, I’ll let you hold the baby.”

He huffed as he stepped into the house. “I’m always nice.”

“Keep telling yourself that, Dad.”

Mom was already trading hugs with the girls in the kitchen. Best to stay out of that. I led Dad into the living room instead. We’d already done Santa gifts earlier for Joshua and Addie, so there was an open area under the Christmas trees where Dad’s bags would fit.

“You want to put those under the tree?” I asked him.

“I wanted to leave them in the car,” he replied as he slid the bags under the tree.

“I love the tree!” Mom said.

“The girls picked it out and decorated it,” I told her.

I’d given away the tree and decorations I’d had with Janet so we could start fresh. I didn’t miss it. When Janet decorated it, it had looked far too organized, almost clinical. This one was seven feet tall and a happy jumble of lights and mismatched ornaments, and I absolutely loved it. It felt like home.

Mom finally spotted Mia and Joshua through the windows. While she went outside to say hello to them, Dad plopped into the recliner.

“No Fox News,” I reminded him. “You promised.”

He frowned at the screen, which was showing the animated How the Grinch Stole Christmas. “Well, at least it’s not the usual crap.” He held out his arms towards Addie. “I’m being nice.”

When I handed her over, his eyes crinkled down at her. “Lucky kid. You look like your mom.”

I just shook my head. Dad loved Joshua, but he was absolutely crazy about the blonde little pixie. I hadn’t known he had it in him.

The others came in from outside, led by my son. “Pops!” he squealed and dashed over for a hug. “You have to see what Santa brought me!”

Dad’s eyes went wide. “I guess that means you were a good boy this year. Who knew?”

The kids kept him occupied until lunch was ready, and then we all gathered around the big table in the kitchen.

“Are you all going to spend time with your families today?” Mom asked.

“We did that last night,” Hannah replied. “We wanted today to be for us and Aaron’s family.”

Mom turned to me. “Did you talk to your sister?”

“This morning. She’s still ecstatic that the heat is off of her to get married and have kids.”

“That’s what she thinks,” Dad snickered. “Your mother doesn’t think she can have enough grandkids.”

We ate, and ate, and then ate more for dessert. Finally, when everyone was stuffed and we couldn’t hold Joshua back any longer, we went into the living room to finish opening presents.

“Is that everything?” Hannah asked when it looked like everything was gone from under the tree.

“Wait!” Chloe said. “There’s one more.”

She produced a small box wrapped in lavender paper with a dark purple bow and handed it to me. I stared at it in confusion. I didn’t remember seeing it under the tree.

“Who’s it from?” Hannah asked.

“Me,” Chloe replied softly.

I opened it, careful of the bow and paper. Inside lay a pregnancy test on a bed of white tissue paper. My eyes lifted up to Chloe, who was watching me with a vulnerable expression that I hadn’t seen in almost a year.

“Surprise,” she whispered.

“Chloe.” I pulled her into my arms and kissed her. “Oh, sweetheart.”

Hannah leaned over so she could see into the box. “Chloe!”

I looked deep into Chloe’s green-gold eyes. “Best Christmas present ever,” I told her.

“I didn’t even know you were trying,” Mia said.

Chloe shrugged. “I wasn’t. Remember when I got bronchitis? Apparently, some antibiotics and birth control don’t mix well.”

“Are you okay with this?” I asked her.

She nodded. “Yeah. I just wasn’t sure how you’d feel since we hadn’t talked about it.”

I hugged her. “I’m more than fine with it.”

“It’s good timing, actually,” Hannah said. “Addie will be about a year old when you’re due, so they’ll be close.”

Dad snorted. “Unless it’s another boy, and then the poor girl will have one on either side. But that’s okay, sweetie,” he said to Addie. “You’ll always have your Pops.”

Mom was beaming at Chloe. “Congratulations, you two. You four, I mean.”

Hannah laughed. “We’re still figuring it out, too.” She turned to me. “So, do you want to tell them?”

“Tell us what?” Mom asked.

“We’re getting married. Late spring.”

“All of you?” she gasped.

I shook my head. “I wish, but that wouldn’t be legal. I’m going to marry Hannah, and Chloe will marry Mia. We’re having a double ceremony.”

“Oh, that’s a wonderful idea!”

Not to mention that it made a lot of sense legally because of the kids. And even though I couldn’t marry all three of them, I’d bought each of them a very nice engagement ring.

I kept Chloe close to me the rest of the afternoon so I could hold her hand or touch her. She still had her moments of insecurity, and I’d keep reassuring her until she knew it really was okay. With the other girls helping, I didn’t figure it would take very long.

I had my arm firmly around her waist when we all walked to the door to see my parents off. Once they were gone, we returned to the living room. Addie was asleep in her playpen, and Joshua was zonked on the couch under a throw.

“Should we put them to bed?” I asked.

Hannan bent over for Addie. “Yeah. I think they’re done.”

I picked up Joshua then followed Hannah upstairs. The little guy was growing so fast. It was hard to believe that he’d only been a few months older than Addie was now the first time I’d seen Hannah.

We went back downstairs holding hands and sat on the couch between Chloe and Mia.

“This was an amazing Christmas,” the tiny brunette sighed as she leaned against Chloe.

“It really was,” agreed Hannah.

I hugged Chloe and pulled her close. “Best. Christmas. Ever.”

I had my new family in our new house, with a new kid on the way. I thought back to what my life had been like that day a little over a year ago when I’d first set eyes on Hannah for the first time. I’d been floundering, barely keeping my head above water, convinced I’d be alone the rest of my life. Now I had all of this. I looked down at Chloe, to her flat tummy that still showed no sign of a baby bump.

Best. Christmas. Ever. Until next year.

The End
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