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Babysitter Harem: Part 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.”

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.

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.

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.

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.

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.

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.”

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.

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.

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.

I floated through the rest of the weekend in a daze. None of it seemed real, but Hannah’s note was still stuck to the fridge in the kitchen, and I could smell her in my bed. I caught myself smiling at odd moments and enjoyed playing with Joshua and Cody even more than usual. It felt as though I’d finally turned some kind of corner after my divorce. Well, at least that made for a much better story than being utterly besotted with a girl almost half my age while I floundered in the depths of a mid-life crisis.

Bill was still out on Monday, which left me stuck running both departments again. At least last week we’d worked enough of the kinks out of the system so we weren’t running nearly as far behind. Still, I was so swamped I knew there was no way I was going to get done at any kind of normal hour, no matter how eager I was to get home. With a frustrated sigh, I picked up my phone and dialed Hannah’s cell.

She answered a little breathlessly. “Hey! We were just playing chase the dog.”

“Sounds like fun. I just wanted to let you know I’m going to be pretty late again. Since apparently I’m not paying you anymore, I thought the least I could do was give you a heads up and order you a pizza or something.”

“That is not how I want you to pay me,” she replied in a sultry voice.

“I’m not about to argue with you, but tell me what you want on your pizza.”

I jotted down her instructions then said a quick hello to Joshua. Afterwards, I placed the order online then tried to get back to work. Needless to say, I couldn’t concentrate worth a damn.

When I got home at almost eleven there was another car parked on the street in front of the house. Curious, I hurried up the sidewalk. A chorus of laughter greeted me as I opened the front door. Hannah was on the floor playing tug-of-war with Cody while a gorgeous brunette watched from the couch and cheered on the dog. Tall and slender with bright green eyes, glossy raven hair, and pale skin dusted lightly with freckles, she had a natural elegance that wouldn’t have been diminished if she’d been wearing a burlap sack. In skin-tight jeans, high-heeled ankle boots, and a lacy black top, she was the kind of woman who would stop conversations whenever she walked into a room. Her poise made her seem older, but as I studied her more closely, I decided she wasn’t actually much older than Hannah.

Hannah bounced up and smiled at me as though she hadn’t seen me in a month. “Welcome home!” she sang out.

“Hi.” I held out a hand to the girl on the couch. “I’m Aaron Cole.”

Long, graceful fingers clasped mine. “Chloe Powell. Nice to meet you.”

Before I could release her hand, Hannah wrapped an arm around me. “So, my parents decided to surprise me with a present for my twentieth birthday. They’re taking me to Cancun for a week. Isn’t that amazing? We leave on Friday, and if it’s okay with you, Chloe is going to take over for me while I’m gone.”

The smile on Chloe’s face could have melted an iceberg. “Okay,” I stammered.

“Hannah and I have been best friends forever,” she said. “From what she’s told me about you, I’m sure we’ll get along great.”

I gulped hard as my mouth turned to cotton. Just what had Hannah told her?
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