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Babysitter Harem: Part 2

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

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

“I’m in Joshua’s room.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Where’s Cody?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Does anyone even go to the library anymore?”

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

“Huh. I hadn’t thought of that.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?”

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

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

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

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

“Pretty much, yeah. So, ask away.”

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

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

“Sorry. Forget it.”

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

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

“Fuck, Mr. Connor. I’m sorry.”

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

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

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

“Do you think you’ll get married?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Does that happen?”

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

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

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

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

“I missed you,” she murmured between kisses.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?”

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

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

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

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

“Not exactly.”

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

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

“Yes. And she’s not the only one.”

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

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

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

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

“It is absolutely fine with me. Hannah?”

“Yes?” she asked cautiously.

“Do you want me to be your boyfriend?”

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

“Then I’m your boyfriend.”

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

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

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

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

“She’s something,” I said.

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

“I already do.”

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

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

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

“Not even a little bit.”

“Good.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Good morning,” she murmured.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s wonderful. Thank you.”

She beamed at me. “You’re welcome.”

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

“I’m just going to hang out here.”

“You won’t be bored?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, we’re good.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Don’t forget to eat lunch!

Yes, ma’am

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

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

Come home!

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

I’m leaving right now

Yay! See you soon!

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

“I missed you. I’m glad you’re home.”

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

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

“I missed you guys, too.”

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

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

“Yep! And I’m all yours.”

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

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

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

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

“Have a nice nap?”

“I did.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Wait until he starts teething again.”

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

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

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

“I sure hope so.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Goodnight, Chloe. Thanks again.”

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

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

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

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

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

What do you think of this one?

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

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

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

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

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

You’re killing me, Hannah

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

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

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

Going to get ready for dinner

Text me later!

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

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

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

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

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

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

She immediately brightened. “You like it?”

I nodded. “It’s amazing. What is it?”

“Chicken piccata.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hey, buddy.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Is it any good?”

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

“Sounds interesting.”

“Want to watch it with me?”

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

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

“You don’t have to do that.”

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

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

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

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

“Oh, I loved Downton Abbey.”

“Well, you are a history nerd.”

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

“How is it?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So you taught yourself?”

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

“It sure seems to have worked for you.”

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

“You don’t have a roommate?”

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

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

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

“I can see that working for you.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You absolutely did.”

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

“Sounds good.”

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

“Nope. You cooked. I’ll clean up.”

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

“I guess that’s fair.”

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

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

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

“Guess that’s it for him tonight.”

“Yeah. We did have a busy afternoon.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Don’t push your luck.”

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

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

“Sure, sure. You like me,” she sang.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Heard you had a good evening with Chloe

We’re bonding over Carnival Row

Oooo. Sounds romantic

Not even close

She sat on the couch and I stayed in my chair

I am so disappointed

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

Probably won’t be able to text today

What’s going on?

Road trip to Chichen Itza!

Is it a long way?

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

Hope you have fun!

I hope you do, too! Love ya!

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

Love you, too

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

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

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

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

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

“Everything okay?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I shook my head in disbelief. Where did these girls come from? Chloe could have dumped Joshua off on me the instant I walked through the door, and I wouldn’t have even blamed her. He wasn’t her kid; she was just the babysitter. It wasn’t her responsibility, but she was all ready to step up.

“You don’t mind?”

She stared at me in exasperation. “Really, Aaron? He’s a baby. Of course I don’t mind.” She hurried to the front door and grabbed her bag. “I’ll be back in a few.”

“Do you want my ATM card?”

“Just add it to my bill.”

Joshua went through a crying jag while Chloe was gone, but it was only about fifteen minutes before she bustled back through the door. She swiftly got some of the medicine into the dispenser then cajoled Joshua to open his mouth so she could squirt a few drops inside.

“Let’s hope that works,” Chloe sighed. “I’ll go get our dinner.” I bounced Joshua for a few minutes until she came back. “Go eat. I’ll take him until you’ve finished.”

Despite being leftovers, the plate of food on the table looked and smelled every bit as good as it had last night. I moaned as I took a bite. “It’s still incredible, Chloe.”

She laughed. “It really is super easy to make. One of these days I’ll make you a true production meal.”

“I’d like that.”

Good as it was, I hurried through my dinner so I could take over Joshua duty. He’d settled a bit by the time I lifted him out of Chloe’s arms.

“Your turn,” I told her. “And Chloe?” She turned back to me, eyes questioning. “Thank you.”

The brunette didn’t say anything, but her smile was bright enough to light up the whole house. She didn’t linger over her food, either, and soon rejoined me in the living room.

“Want me to take him?”

I shook my head. “He seems to be calming down. Let’s not disturb him if we don’t have to. Why don’t you put on Carnival Row?” I caught myself and bit my lip. “Crap. I’m sorry. You’re probably ready to get home.”

“Nope, I’m staying in the guest room. If he’s up half the night someone will have to sit up with him, and you’ve got to work tomorrow. We’ll figure out what to do about daycare in the morning when we see how he’s doing.”

“This is way above and beyond, Chloe,” I protested.

Chloe frowned. “She really worked a number on you, didn’t she? You can’t even imagine someone liking you enough to want to help out.” When I gaped at her, she rolled her eyes. “You’re not just Hannah’s boyfriend, Aaron. I wouldn’t offer if I didn’t like you.”

I breathed out a sigh. “You’re right. I’m sorry. I really do appreciate it.”

Her expression softened. “You don’t have to do it all yourself. We’re here. We’ll help.”

I glanced down at my son then back to Chloe with a rueful smile. “So how about we watch some Carnival Row while we see what he’s going to do?”

“Sure!” she said as she handed me a dish towel from the kitchen. “Just in case.”

We sat together on the couch, where it was easier to get up while holding a baby. She wasn’t overly close to me, but her presence was impossible to ignore. I couldn’t lose myself in the show the way I had the night before. No matter how hard I tried, every time I caught a glimpse from the corner of my eye of her shifting on the couch, crossing or uncrossing her long legs, it yanked me from the fantasy on TV to the one sitting nearby. She was driving me crazy.

When the episode ended, Chloe leaned over me to check on Joshua. I was immediately overwhelmed by the coconut scent of her hair, the floral smell of her body wash or perfume, the heat of her body practically on top of mine. I choked back a groan as an intense pulse of desire surged through my cock.

“I think he’s asleep,” she whispered.

I tore my gaze away from her face to look down at my son. His eyes were closed, his little body limp.

“I’ll put him to bed,” I whispered back.

Carefully, I rose to my feet and tiptoed to his room, then gently as I could placed him into his crib. He let out one little whimper before settling again. I covered him up, tucked his blue bear in with him, and stepped back. Poor little guy. Hopefully he’d feel better in the morning.

Chloe was waiting for me in the hallway, holding the baby monitor from my room. “I’ll get up with him if he wakes up.” I opened my mouth, but she cut me off before I could get out a word. “Hannah said you’re exhausted from months of taking care of him by yourself. If you don’t rest, what are you going to do when you’re too wrecked to take care of him properly?”

She wasn’t wrong, but the thought of her spending the night in the guest room was unsettling. The girl was just too damned tempting, and I was afraid I wouldn’t sleep worth a damn.

“Just go to bed,” she groaned. “Don’t make me call Hannah. She’ll fuss at you and laugh at me, and then give us both crap about it later.”

I cocked an eyebrow. “Why would she laugh at you?”

That flustered her. “Never mind. Just go to bed. Please? I’ve got this.”

“Fine. I owe you big time for this, Chloe.”

“You don’t owe me anything, damn it. I’m here because I want to be.”

It didn’t make any sense. “Why?”

“We can talk about it tomorrow. It’s been a long day, and Joshua could wake up again any time.”

She obviously wasn’t going to say anything. “Fine. I’ll see you in the morning.”

“Nite, Aaron.”

I might as well have stayed up. The faint smell of coconut on my pillow taunted me. It would take a stronger man than me to sleep soundly when the girl responsible was practically close enough to reach out and touch.

Just got back to the hotel from snorkeling on the reefs

Did you have fun?

It was AMAZING!!!

Looked like a nature documentary only better

Wish I could have seen it with you

Maybe we can go on a trip like this together one day!

I’d love that

Gotta run and shower

We’re doing a dinner cruise

On a pirate ship






But don’t worry – no one gets to plunder this booty but you

LOL. Good to know

Hope you have a great time

We all miss you. Especially Cody

Awww. I miss you, too. Don’t work too late

And have fun with Chloe!!!

The last message ended with half a dozen winking emojis. I shook my head as I read it again. Damn. Despite what seemed to be pretty strong hints, I simply could not believe that Hannah really wanted me to hook up with Chloe. I mean, what kind of girl pushes her boyfriend into having sex with her best friend? Unless attitudes had changed drastically in the last decade or so, that just wasn’t a thing. But Chloe had been leaving her own hints in my bed, and I had a very hard time believing that she’d do something she knew would blow up their friendship.

So were they serious, or were they just fucking with me to see what would happen? I just couldn’t make myself believe Hannah would do something like that, though. Nothing I’d seen of her personality indicated she’d play that kind of game with someone she liked. I wasn’t as certain of Chloe, but my gut told me that she wouldn’t either. Maybe if I’d been coming onto her while Hannah was away she’d set me up so she could warn off her friend, but I hadn’t done anything to warrant it.

The whole situation was concerning. The last thing I wanted was hurt Hannah or screw up a relationship that was becoming more important to me by the day. It would be safest for me to do absolutely nothing—ignore both their hints and wait for Hannah to get back. But I couldn’t deny that I was enjoying the time I spent with Chloe in the evenings, and not just because it meant I wouldn’t have to sit around alone. She was good company, and I was looking forward to hanging out and watching more Carnival Row with her—enough that I was leaving work early again.

Shit was piling up on my desk that really needed to be dealt with, though. Leaving early was going to put me that much further behind, and at some point my boss was going to start wondering why. I stared at my computer and the seemingly endless list of problems I needed to resolve. What to do?

Fuck it. I locked my computer and headed for the door.

A nasty wreck on the highway slowed me down, so it was after seven o’clock before I finally made it home. By then I’d quit worrying about whatever the girls had going on. I was just grateful to be off the road and away from the idiots.

“I’m home,” I called out as I went inside.

“We’re in the kitchen.”

Chloe was standing in front of the sink, wearing one of my dark blue button-down shirts and nothing else. It hit her just above mid-thigh and showed enough of her toned legs to set my pulse racing. Her hair was clipped back so that her sable curls rippled in a tight waterfall down her back. A warning pulse throbbed through my cock. If her look a couple of nights before had been the stuff of wet dreams, the one tonight was the fantasy that every man dreamed of coming home to at the end of a long day.

Her lips curved in a rueful smile. “We had an accident. Joshua spit up pureed pumpkin all over my clothes. I have them soaking in the sink, but I totally forgot to pack a spare outfit today. I didn’t think you’d mind.”

Mind? Hell no, I didn’t mind. If she wore my shirts and nothing else every time she came over, I’d be fucking ecstatic. Idiot. What about Hannah? Remember her?

“It’s fine,” I rasped.

I couldn’t drag my eyes away from her. If she was laying some kind of trap I’d just fallen headlong into it, but at that moment I couldn’t even make myself care. I was too busy imagining myself nibbling on those adorable little toes, then licking my way up from there until I made her scream. All. Night. Long.

Doubt crept into her eyes. “Are you sure it’s okay?”

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak.

“Good. Because the thing is, I lied. I did bring another outfit. I just wasn’t sure which one you’d prefer.”

Slowly her slender fingers unfastened the buttons of my shirt then let it slip from her shoulders to fall to the floor. Underneath it she was wearing a champagne colored satin cami and shorts set. The color was perfect against her pale skin, and it made her eyes stand out so they practically glowed.

She tossed her head with a throaty laugh. “I’m guessing from your expression that you prefer this one.”

I took a deep breath and forced my vocal cords to work. “It’s a tough choice.”

Chloe stepped closer to me until her firm tits were almost touching my chest. “I’d be happy to model them both for as long as it takes you to be sure. I wouldn’t want you to rush to a decision.”

“Have you got a couple of months?”

Her laughter was like the rustling of high-toned wind chimes. “Poor Aaron. You’ve been such a perfect gentleman all this time. It must have been torture.”

I shook my head in bemusement. “I don’t get it. I’m a single dad—not exactly the type to have beautiful women half my age getting undressed in my kitchen.”

She laid a palm on my chest with a little smile. “I’ve spent too many years dealing with high school and college guys who wanted to get into my pants and didn’t give a single fuck about me. I wasn’t even a person to them. Just a walking vagina.”

Her hand began to rub in small circles over my pecs. “You? You’re sweet. Considerate. Refuse to take advantage, even when we’re trying to get you to. And Hannah says you give before you get. That sounds pretty much perfect.”

“What about Hannah?”

Chloe shook her head. “She’s not jealous over you—not with me, anyway. I mean, maybe if I tried to take you away from her and keep you to myself. But that’s not what this is.”

“What is it?” I’d been asking myself that question about Hannah every night.

She pursed her lips, thinking. “The way you look at me? You’re a guy—you can’t help it. That’s okay. But a lot of guys can’t just look. Everywhere I go I get hit on, even when I’m just minding my own business, and the guys doing it aren’t the kind I want to be with. But you’re not like that.”

I snorted. “No? I’ve been sleeping with Hannah, remember? She’s even younger than you are.”

“But you didn’t hit on her. And you wouldn’t have. She jumped you. You never would have done anything if she hadn’t pushed you into it.”

“I sure as hell wanted to.”

Chloe just laughed. “Well, duh! What guy in his right mind wouldn’t want to have sex with Hannah? But you’re a good man. You might have thought about it—even thought about it a lot—but make a move on her? Nope. No more than you did with me even after I did my best to make myself look irresistible for you, when I took showers here then laid in your bed so you were sure to smell me there.”

“I’ve been going to sleep with a raging hard-on,” I muttered. “You shouldn’t do shit like that to a guy my age, Chloe. I thought I was going to have a heart attack.”

She slid closer, her soft curves melding against me. “I’ll make it up to you.”

Still, I wavered. “You’re sure Hannah will be okay with this? I really like her, Chloe. I’m hoping that there’s a relationship there. I don’t want to do anything to hurt her or screw that up.”

“See? Like I said, you’re a good guy. But it’s fine. It was her idea. Why do you think she picked me to fill in for her? She didn’t want you to be lonely while she was gone, and she thought a nice guy would be good for me. So I’m all yours until she gets back, no strings attached.” Her smile turned impish. “Unless you’d like to tie me up.”

Something like a whimper escaped from my chest at the mental image that evoked. “You two are something else.”

“So do you have a problem with this?”

My only problem was the erection straining to burst free from my pants. “No.”

“Good.”

Anticipation hung heavy in the house until Joshua was ready for bed. Chloe made no move to try anything before then, but her eyes assured me that it was going to happen and the air crackled with sexual tension. She’d put my shirt back on, but that didn’t actually help because I found her even sexier in that than the lingerie.

I might have dragged my feet a little putting my son to bed. Despite her texts, I still wasn’t convinced that Hannah was really okay with this. Besides, I’d gotten seriously attached to her, and she was the first woman that I’d had sex with besides Janet in over a decade. Chloe was so different, though, and I had no idea what to expect, or what she might expect from me.

The time finally came. There was no putting it off any longer. I got Joshua settled in his crib and tried to ignore my nervousness. Chloe came up beside me and leaned her hip against mine while we looked down into the crib. My mouth went dry, and a deep thrum ran through my cock. She was so fucking sexy I ached from it. But still...

“I should go make the coffee for tomorrow.”

She shook her head. “Already made it.”

Then she was in my arms, soft and wonderfully warm against me. She was taller than Hannah, but I still had to bend down to reach her lips. Her mouth was sweet, her tongue wild. My hands roamed her body as we kissed, over supple curves, toned muscle, and her firm ass.

Chloe was more delicately built than Hannah, but more experienced. While Hannah was all enthusiasm, her friend had technique and knew how to read a man’s reactions to tell what he liked. My doubts vanished like wisps of fog in morning sunshine until all I could think about was getting her naked.

Without letting go of her mouth, I maneuvered her to my bedroom. I managed to flip on the lights while the heat of our kiss grew into a blaze. Finally Chloe broke free, and she looked up at me with shining eyes as she slipped out of my shirt to stand before me in her cami and shorts. Her nipples were peaked beneath the thin satin, her lips a little puffy from our kisses. My cock throbbed and swelled as I devoured her with my eyes. I’d never have believed I’d be with a woman this beautiful. I sat down on the edge of the bed and she came to stand between my knees.

“Aaron, I want you to be rough,” she murmured.

“What?”

“I’m not fragile, and I like it rough. I want you to take charge. I want—I need—to feel like you’re in total control of me.” She leaned in and nibbled along my jaw with her lips while her fingers glided along the hard length of my erection. “Use me, hard. I’m your fuck toy, your dirty little cum dumpster. That’s what I need from you.”

My cock went hard as diamond at her words. Holy fuck. It had never been like that with my ex, Janet. She always wanted to be in charge, hated feeling like she wasn’t in control. But the thought of having this beautiful girl as my fuck toy, of doing whatever I wanted to her however I wanted, excited me on a level I hadn’t even realized was there.

“All right,” I told her. “Get undressed. Slowly.”

Chloe made a striptease of it, revealing herself a bit at a time. Her body was even more amazing than I’d imagined. Ebony curls tumbled down over skin like cream colored satin that made my mouth water. Her tits were a little smaller than Hannah’s but perfect for her more slender frame, with cherry nipples and dark pink aureolae begging to be licked and sucked. Her stomach was flat, her navel pierced with a gold dangle holding a dark green stone.

When she stripped off her shorts, she was shaved smooth as an egg. In the gap between her thighs and sex, her lips were a deep coral pink and already glistening with moisture. As close as she was to me, I could smell her arousal. It was sheer torture not to just bend her over the bed and shove my cock balls-deep into her, but I held myself back. I wanted to play this out, to savor what she offered.

“Get on your knees and suck me.”

Her breath caught as she realized that I was going to play along, then she quickly knelt between my thighs. When my cock sprang free from my pants, she went to work on it with her tongue. She licked up and down the shaft in long, slow strokes, like she had all the time in the world and nothing else mattered except pleasuring me, teasing around the flare at the base of the head with just the tip. Then, with her big green eyes fixed on me, she wrapped her lips around the head and sucked it like a lollipop while slim fingers wrapped around the base of my erection to work the shaft.

I heaved a groan of pure ecstasy. “Take it deeper.”

Chloe worked her way down a bit at a time, as though she was savoring it. Inch by inch I watched my cock disappear into her steamy little mouth, where she licked and sucked me like I’d never been before. My fingers slid into the curly mass of her dark hair then curved around the back of her head, and I closed my eyes and focused on my breathing.

I want you to take charge. I’m your fuck toy.

My eyes popped back open. This was great, but it wasn’t what Chloe needed. Tightening my grip with my fingers, I pushed her head down on my cock. As soon as Chloe felt the pressure of my hands, she relaxed and let me take control.

There was a sense of power in moving her mouth up and down on my cock that way. I’d never done anything like it before, would never have dreamed of trying it with Janet or even Hannah. Chloe seemed thrilled, though. With a happy little whimper deep in her throat, she sucked me until her cheeks hollowed while her tongue thrashed wildly against my dick. The whole time she never took her eyes off of me.

As I fell into my role, I moved her faster and harder. In a few strokes I was shoving her down onto my whole length so the head lodged in the tight grip of her throat. While I fucked her face, her hips gyrated and her ass bobbed entrancingly before me. It was so damned hot that I was already getting a prickly tightening in my balls.

My cock slammed into the back of her throat so hard that tears ran down her cheeks. I almost faltered then, but this was what she’d asked for and I could feel her excitement, could smell her as she got wetter and wetter. The little grunts she made when I hit her throat spurred me on, until the pressure inside me reached the breaking point.

“I’m going to come,” I told her. “Swallow it. Every drop.”

She made a sound of assent, and I thrust my hips up against her face . I yelled as the orgasm exploded through me, my cock feeling like a fire hose as I shot what seemed like an unending stream of hot cum down Chloe’s throat.

I closed my eyes and listened to her moaning as her throat worked to take it all, while her tongue slithered around my shaft to make sure she didn’t miss any. As I shuddered with the last of it, I released her head and tucked her hair over her shoulder. She lifted up on her own, still sucking, hard enough that my head escaped her lips with a loud pop.

Immediately she went to work with her mouth and tongue to clean off my dick. If she spent a little more time on it than was really necessary, I wasn’t about to argue. It felt wonderful, and I never came close to losing my erection.

When she was finished, she pushed back a little and looked up at me expectantly. “Was that good?” she asked.

“Very good. Now stand up and turn around.”

I got my first good look at the lean curve of her back, her pert, round ass, and her taut thighs. Damn. I wanted to forget everything else and just fuck her silly for days. She was dripping wet when I slid my hand between her legs.

“Bend over,” I ordered.

Chloe put her hands on her knees and presented herself to me. The scent rising from her sex was better than Viagra. My cock pulsed hard when I pushed two fingers into her sopping pussy then licked them clean. Her juices were salty and tangy, and I knew I’d never get tired of her taste.

I probed further along her slit until my fingers found her swollen little nub. At my touch, Chloe gave a strangled cry and her knees almost buckled.

“You’re all wet, you dirty little slut. Did you like the way I fucked your face and dumped my cum down your throat?”

“Yes,” she hissed.

I pinched her clit, then swirled my fingertips around it. After only seconds of that her thighs began to tremble.

“Don’t come yet!” I barked. “I’m not done with you.”

I grabbed her rounded hips and pulled her back towards me until my cock brushed against the cleft of her ass. I levered it down so that the head pressed into the gap between her thighs and pussy, then nestled the shaft in her slick furrow. Chloe groaned and rocked her hips to thrust her ass back at me, trying to capture my rod with her wet hole.

“Eager little slut, aren’t you? Are you that hungry for my cock?”

“Yes, please. I need it,” she whined.

I pulled back until my head rested against her entrance. “Whose pussy is this?”

“Yours,” she groaned. “It’s your fuck hole.”

My hands went back to her hips and drew her just close enough that the head popped inside. Chloe gasped then gave a sharp cry.

“And whose fuck toy are you, slut?”

“Yours. Just yours.”

“Goddamned right.”

I leaned back on the bed to get the angle just right, then tugged her backwards. She slid onto me like hot butter, so wet inside that I went straight in and bottomed out against her ass. Her narrow walls gripped my cock like a fist.

“Fuck yourself on my cock.”

Using my knees for leverage, she rocked herself back and forth. She went forward until only the head remained inside her before plunging back to take my entire length once more. Her pussy was so tight that it felt as though she was trying to pull me with her, and the sight of her swallowing my cock while her ass bounced was the best thing in the fucking world.

I reached out, grabbed a fistful of her silken hair, and pulled until her head tilted and her back arched. “Just like that. Damn, you look so good taking my cock.”

She rocked faster at my encouragement, and each time I filled her, she gave a small cry. Her pussy kept getting wetter, her fluids leaking around my cock to smear us both and run down her legs.

Every time she smacked down against me, her ass cheeks spread to reveal the crinkled knot of her asshole, which was a darker pink than her pussy. It opened and closed when her inner walls clenched, like it was winking at me. It was fascinating and utterly irresistible. I wet my thumb with saliva, put my palm on her ass, then pushed my thumb in her nether hole to the first knuckle.

Chloe threw back her head with a screech and thrust her ass back at me. Her sphincter gripped me, and I twisted my thumb until she was slippery enough that I could move it easily in her. She went wild as I fucked her ass with my thumb in time with her churning on my cock, her hips gyrating and pushing to take everything she could.

“You like it in the ass, slut?”

“I love it,” she moaned. “I’m a filthy anal slut.”

That was one thing Janet had absolutely refused to do, so it had only been a dark fantasy for me before. Now I imagined Chloe’s pink little rosebud squeezing down on my cock while I hammered into her from behind, and my cock twitched and strained in her pussy. Shit. I had to back off, or this was going to be over way too fast.

Chloe wasn’t any better off. She’d worked herself into a frenzy, flinging her head around so her long hair whipped from side to side. If she came, she was going to drag me along with her. I pulled my thumb free and slapped her ass, hard.

“Not yet, damn it. I’ll tell you when you can come.”

Using both hands on her hips, I pushed her off of me. Chloe stumbled forward with an agonized whine, almost going to her knees. When she turned back to me, she had her thighs clamped together. I threw off my clothes and grabbed her wrist.

“On the bed, slut. On your hands and knees with that dirty ass up in the air for me.”

She scrambled past me onto the bed, her perfect bottom pointed back at me like an offering. My cock strained at the sight, all of her on glorious display, as I climbed up behind her. Chloe’s cunt was as beautiful as the rest of her—a perfect slit with thin, barely protruding lips, her pussy a narrow, coral pink tunnel begging for my cock or my tongue. Then there was that toned, round ass. And it was all presented for my pleasure, to use however I wanted.

For a moment I thought about fucking her ass, but I figured that was something that needed to be worked up to and I just didn’t have the patience. I was too close to the edge, and I was afraid of rushing it. Using Chloe like my own personal sex doll was one thing, hurting her was another.

I aimed my cock at her dripping pussy, instead. I’d already been in there, so I didn’t waste any time on getting her ready. I just shoved straight in, grabbed her hips, and began pounding the slender brunette into the bed.

“Oh, fuck yes!” she cried.

Her back curved into a bow, while her head and tits pressed flat against the bed. The harder I fucked her, the louder she moaned. I slapped her ass hard enough to leave a pink mark and make her yelp.

“You like my cock in your pussy, slut? You like it when I pound you?”

She was moaning too much to answer, so I slapped her ass again, making it jiggle.

“Yes! Yes, I love your cock inside my pussy!”

I kept slamming into her, my balls bouncing off of her slit, while she grunted and groaned under me. It wasn’t long before her walls fluttered, clenching onto my shaft.

“Come for me, Chloe,” I urged. “That’s a good girl. Come for me now.”

With my permission, her whole body shuddered and with a wailing cry she let go. Her walls clamped down on me while her ass and thighs went taut. The pressure on my dick was indescribable. Chloe was still shaking when it became too much for me, and I grunted and dumped my second load of the night into her. Her pussy squeezed and pulsated against me, milking my cock of every single drop of cum.

It wasn’t until after it was over that I realized I hadn’t even thought of using a condom or asking Chloe if she was on the pill.

I groaned, and then rolled off of her and flopped down on my back on the bed. Without being told, Chloe turned to clean off my cock. She lapped up our mingled juices like it was ambrosia, even as more of it spilled from her pussy to trickle down her thighs. A deep feeling of contentment settled over me, beyond even having a beautiful girl worshiping my cock. I’d never done anything like that in my life, never dreamed that I’d have sex like that, but I’d sure enjoyed the hell out of it.

When she was finished, Chloe snuggled up next to me with a happy smile. “You were good at that. Most guys are so conditioned to treat women like equals and with respect these days that they just can’t break loose and do that.”

I smirked down at her. “Happy to use you.”

“Good. I’d like to be used by you a lot more. It’s a big ask, though, so I’ll give you a break.”

“I’ll let you know when I’m ready to fuck that pussy again, slut,” I growled then grinned again.

Chloe moaned and pressed even closer to me. “Fuck, I think I’m really going to like it here.”

I fucked her two more times that night. The second time was even harder and wilder than the first, and we fell asleep in a tangle of arms and legs afterwards. The third time started with me waking up to find Chloe quietly riding my cock, lasted longer, and left me utterly drained. I don’t even remember falling asleep after that. I think I just passed out from sheer exhaustion. Or maybe it was from prolonged lack of blood flow to my brain.

Despite my lack of sleep, I felt remarkably alive the next day at work. Apparently having wild sex with gorgeous young women was invigorating. Go figure. I set about clearing the problems piled on my desk with a renewed sense of purpose, and barely lifted my head up from my work until lunch time.

I finally paused to take stock and blinked in surprise when I realized that I’d resolved over a third of the pending issues. Holy crap. A grin plastered itself to my face, and I stood up to stretch and work the kinks out. Speaking of kinks, my mind wandered to Chloe. It was hard to believe the luscious brunette was at my house right now, waiting for me to come home. Fucking surreal, that’s what it was. Not that I was about to argue with it. I was still more than a little baffled by the whole situation, but I wasn’t stupid. My phone dinged with an incoming text, yanking me out of a very filthy memory of the night before.

Hey, stud!

Hannah! How’s Cancun?

Amazing, but there’s something missing

What?

Your hard cock inside of me

Chloe tells me that you put it to good use last night though

She knew. Despite all of Hannah’s prior hints and Chloe’s assurances, there had been some part of me that still dreaded Hannah finding out what we’d done last night. But she didn’t sound upset or angry at all. The relief that swept through me left me light-headed.

She wore me out is what happened

What do you think of her?

I think I need to be twenty years younger to keep up with her

She’s crazy gorgeous, right?

I knew you’d like her

What’s not to like?

More than me???

No, no way

She’s different, not better

I’m teasing you, silly man

Have a good time with her while i’m gone

But you’d better save some for me when I get back!!!

Count on it. I miss you. So does Joshua, and especially Cody

Awwww. i miss you guys too. it’s weird, huh?

Maybe a little. But who cares? It’s true.

Love you, Aaron

Gotta go. we’re going parasailing

Love you, too

Sounds amazing. Have fun!

See you on saturday!

I smiled as I set down my phone, the last of my reservations about enjoying the week with Chloe safely banished. Hannah truly was something else. Hell, both of them were. How had I gotten so damned lucky?

The rest of the day passed in a blur, and it was the most productive one I’d had in weeks. For once I had no qualms about shutting down to head home at a reasonable hour. On a whim, I stopped to pick up an assortment of tacos from my favorite Mexican food joint. What girl doesn’t love tacos?

“I’m home!” I called out. “I brought tacos!”

Chloe poked her head around the corner from the kitchen. When she saw the bags in my hands, her mouth stretched in a broad grin.

“Tacos!” she squealed. “Oh, did you get some of the brisket ones?”

“And shrimp, mahi-mahi, and shredded pork.”

“Damn, Aaron. Multiple orgasms and tacos? If Hannah hadn’t gotten to you first, I’d totally snap you up. You’re definitely a keeper.”

I laughed as I handed her the bags. “Help yourself. I got plenty for both of us. I’m going to change.”

By the time I got to the kitchen, much more comfortable now in a pair of cargo shorts and an old t-shirt, Chloe was feeding Joshua tiny bits of pineapple from her pulled pork taco. Her hair was up tonight in a high ponytail, and she was wearing dark green yoga pants that fit her like a second skin with a lacy, black spaghetti strap top which showed off enough cleavage to cause car wrecks. She looked good enough to eat, and I planned on doing exactly that later.

I bent down, swiped away a smear of taco juice from her lip with my thumb, and gave her a quick kiss on the corner of her mouth. Joshua giggled in delight and banged his tiny fists on the tray of his high chair.

“Da-da!”

“Hey, buddy. Is that good pineapple?” I glanced over at Chloe. “If teenage Joshua could see you now, he would be so jealous.”

“Not nearly as jealous as he’d be of you,” Chloe remarked with a smirk.

My eyes roved appreciatively from her lovely, sable curls down to her glossy green toenails and back again. “Chloe, you probably make priests cry over their vows of celibacy. Anyone would be jealous of me.”

“Mmm. Flattery will get you anywhere. After I finish my tacos, of course.”

“Priorities,” I agreed with a nod. “I heard from Hannah this afternoon.”

“I figured you would. She was worried you’d keep fretting if she didn’t make sure you knew it was okay with her.”

“I do feel better now,” I admitted.

Her fingertips curled over my forearm and gave me a light squeeze. “We don’t want you to be uncomfortable. We want you to be happy and enjoy this.”

“I don’t think that’s going to be a problem.”

“Good. Now eat your tacos before they get cold. You’re going to need your energy later.”

All of the hesitation of the night before was gone. Tonight I couldn’t wait to get my hands on Chloe’s sexy little body. I could scarcely tear my eyes away from her tits and ass long enough to take care of Joshua. Fortunately he seemed pretty worn out by his day and zonked out early.

As soon as I closed his bedroom door behind us, I pounced on Chloe. I grabbed her ass, fingers kneading into firm muscle, and pulled her unyielding body to mine. While I ground my aching hard-on into her, I took her mouth in a hard, urgent kiss. Her eyes were bright and eager, and she was breathless when I finally let her go. She wet her lips and glanced down at the outline of my swollen cock in my shorts.

“I have a surprise for you.”

“Show me.”

I followed her into my bedroom, where she pointed to a small pink and white striped overnight bag sitting on my bed.

“Open it,” she urged, grinning like a kid on Christmas morning.

Curious, I unzipped it and looked inside. There were half a dozen coiled ropes of soft nylon sitting alongside a black blindfold mask. A thick, purple butt plug with a fake jewel glittering on the end of the handle. A pink vibrating egg with a remote control. A large bottle of peach flavored lube. A long, pink jelly dildo.

I shook my head as I took it all in. “You are such a little slut, Chloe.”

She just shrugged. “I’m your fuck toy. Use any of it you want. Or you can stick with the toys you were born with. Do whatever you want.” Leaning in close, she whispered, “I really do like being tied up, though. Have you ever done that?”

“No.”

“Something to think about.”

It definitely was, but I left the bag alone for the time being. I’d been dying to get Chloe naked for hours, and I was done waiting. When I hooked my fingers under her shirt she lifted her arms so I could pull it over her head, and then I skinned her out of those tight yoga pants. She stood before me wearing a matching thong and demi bra of teal lace, looking like a high end lingerie model. And she was all mine.

I unhooked her bra and let it fall to the floor, then bent to draw a pink, pebbled nipple between my lips. Chloe gave a breathy moan, and her arms wrapped around my head to hold me there while I pleasured her with my mouth. Her whole body tensed and trembled when I lightly grazed that sensitive gumdrop with my teeth. She was so fucking responsive she could probably come just from me playing with her tits. I knew I’d have no trouble making her come half a dozen times in a row using her whole body.

That bag on the bed was beckoning me, though, and I knew what I wanted to do first. Yanking her thong over her hips, I found it was already soaked through. Good. Chloe fidgeted in anticipation while I dug through the bag and removed the nylon ropes and blindfold.

“What are you going to do with those?”

“You’ll see. Or rather, you won’t. Get on the bed and lay flat on your back.”

First I put the blindfold on her. It was a good, thick one that she really wouldn’t be able to see through. Then I went around the bed and tied a nylon cord to each of the four posters. The frame was solid oak and heavy as fuck. Once Chloe was tied to it, she wasn’t going anywhere. I secured her left wrist first, not so tightly as to cut off her circulation, but enough so she couldn’t work her way loose. By the time I’d repeated this with her right wrist, her breasts were heaving up and down with growing excitement, and she was rolling her hips to grind her ass into the bed.

“My little fuck toy really does like being tied up. Do you like being helpless, slut? Does it make you wet to lie there knowing I can do anything I want to you, anything at all, and there’s nothing you can do about it?”

Chloe only moaned in response, too aroused to manage anything coherent. My own excitement was soaring to match hers, so I quickly tied up her legs so they were spread wide open with her cunt fully displayed, then dug into the bag once more to retrieve the vibrating egg.

Her pussy was already drenched, and the egg slipped right into her slick, ready tunnel. I set it on low with the remote and left her with it buzzing inside of her while I got undressed. Despite my eagerness, I took my time about it. I wanted her to wait, not knowing what I was going to do, or when.

After I figured she’d waited long enough, I squirted a generous dollop of lube into her ass crack. Chloe gave a startled squeak and squirmed as the cool, thick fluid flowed into her hot crevice. I smeared it around, coating her skin liberally and massaging it all over the rosy pucker of her asshole. When she writhed against my fingers, I worked one inside and made sure she was lubed there as well.

I spread her cheeks and positioned the butt plug against her, then pushed with gentle pressure until her sphincter spread and the tip slid in. Chloe emitted a guttural moan and humped her ass up off the bed, whining as she stretched.

“It feels so big,” she groaned. “It burns.”

“Hold still and take it, slut.”

Her face went red and her hands twisted in the bedclothes as it penetrated further into her tight anus, stretching her until her pink ring turned almost gray. Her  pussy was oozing cream, with fat droplets trickling out to run down into her ass. When the widest part of the plug finally passed and her ring contracted around the narrow handle, she gasped with relief. I squirted in a little more lube and used the plug to slowly fuck her ass. Chloe groaned and strained against the ropes binding her as I worked the toy in and out of her.

“You love it, don’t you? You love getting your ass stretched out and fucked, you filthy anal slut.”

“Fuck, yes. I love getting it up my ass.”

Everything was slippery with lube now and her sphincter had loosened, so I stopped being so gentle. The rougher I got, the louder she cried out and the harder she thrashed against her restraints. Then I bumped the vibration on the egg up another notch.

“Aaron! Oh, fuck!” Chloe wailed, her voice rising into a hoarse cry.

She didn’t even last another minute before the orgasm crested and broke over her. Her scream was so loud when it hit that I was worried it would wake up Joshua, but it faded into a long stream of softer cries while she trembled and jerked through the smaller waves. I continued working the plug in her ass until she was done.

“That’s one,” I announced.

Now it was time for something for me. I’d had a taste of her yesterday. Tonight I was going to gorge myself on her. I wrapped my hands around one petite foot and flicked my tongue over her little toe. Her foot jerked in my grasp, but I clung firmly to it. I went on to the next one, then the next, while Chloe squirmed.

“It tickles!”

I ignored her and sucked her big toe into my mouth, twining my tongue around it while I stroked her calf and inner thigh with my fingertips. I planted slow, lingering kisses along her instep, then licked along her dainty ankle to her calf. Somewhere along the way Chloe quit squirming and started moaning again, and her hips rocked against the bed in languid strokes.

I moved on to her knee and then her inner thigh, the warm skin there so silky smooth I could have licked and kissed her there all day. As I got closer to her core, Chloe’s thighs flexed and she lifted her ass up off of the bed.

“Aaron,” she whined.

I didn’t bother answering. She was my fuck toy, and I was going to do as I damned well pleased with her and take my time doing it. I reached the spot where her thigh joined her groin and nibbled my way in with my lips, tracing my tongue over the bare skin all around her moist slit while never quite touching her there.

Her inner lips glistened with tiny droplets of her nectar, and the scent of her arousal was driving my cock crazy. I teased along them with the tip of my tongue to taste her tangy cream. No, I’d never get enough of that. Not if I licked her every day for the rest of my life.

I drove my tongue deep into her pussy, sucking and lapping every drop of her I could get, then ran my tongue up her slit to her swollen clit. Chloe exploded off of the bed as I sucked her nub between my lips and lashed it with my tongue. As soon as she settled again, I switched to a steady, relentless swirl around it intended to push her to the edge and keep her there. While I licked, her moans grew louder and she pushed her hot cunt against my face in desperation to get more so she could finish. I kept right on going though, regular as a metronome, and drove her slowly crazy as the burning pressure between her legs swelled to unbearable levels.

At last she passed the brink and jerked hard against the ropes with a squeal, while clear fluid gushed from her pussy and over my chin. I abandoned her clit to sweep it up with my tongue, savoring every drop. When she sank back limply onto the bed, I squeezed her thighs.

“That’s two.”

Even as she was still jerking and twitching from the aftershocks, I dove back into her slit. This time I alternated between her clit and pussy, now sucking, now licking, until Chloe writhed beneath me in agonized arousal and whined with frustration. I slid my hands under her ass to hold her still while I forced her back to the edge of orgasm again. With my face buried in her steamy cunt, I reveled in the power I had over her. I could keep her here all night, making her come again and again until the lightest touch made her scream.

She did scream then as she shattered against my tongue, this orgasm even more intense than the last. So much juice flooded out of her pussy that I thought I was going to drown in it. Chloe ground her slit against my face, smearing us both until we were covered in the hot, sticky mess.

“Aaron! Oh fuck! Aaron!”

“And that’s three,” I murmured as I pushed myself up to take a deep breath.

As much as I loved eating her out, my cock couldn’t take any more. I got up and untied the cords from the bedposts.

“Turn over, slut. Face down, ass in the air.”

Once she’d flipped over, I retied the cords binding her wrists then crawled back onto the bed between her thighs. She was all slender curves and toned muscle just begging me to fuck her. I pulled the vibrating egg from her pussy and tossed it aside while the jeweled end of the butt plug twinkled at me from between the slightly spread cleft of her ass.

I was steel hard and she was soaked, so I slid into her all the way to my balls in one stroke. Flat on her stomach like this she was somehow even tighter, and I groaned as her muscles constricted around my cock. I didn’t waste any time on preparing her, just slammed into her pussy until the whole bed rocked. As I fucked her, Chloe panted with sharp sounds like little hiccups. That just made me go harder, and I hammered into her like I wanted to break her.

Each time I bottomed out in her and my hips smacked into her ass, the butt plug moved inside of her. It didn’t take much of that dual stimulation before Chloe’s pussy started to flutter and her tunnel went liquid around my cock. She buried her face in the bedclothes to muffle her cries, which were getting progressively louder.

I was getting close myself, and while I could have kept right on going and finished in her sweet pussy, I had other plans. I rode her until she was finished then pulled out.

“Four,” I panted.

I scooted up a little further between her legs, took hold of the butt plug’s grip, and drew it out. Her asshole gaped at me, pulsing as her inner muscles spasmed with the remnants of her orgasm, before winking shut again. I pressed the head of my cock against it and leaned in to apply pressure.

My dick was slimy with a mixture of Chloe’s juices and my stickier precum and I’d been liberal with the lube earlier, so there was only a little resistance before the head popped inside her. Chloe thrashed under me with a yell as her sphincter stretched, but I was already lodged in her ass and wasn’t going anywhere. I’d never felt anything like the sensation of that tight little ring squeezing the head of my cock.

Her ass thrust up towards me, demanding more, so I eased in a couple more inches. Each time I went deeper she grunted as though she’d been punched in the stomach, but she continued humping her ass back at me for more. I lost myself in the feel of her, so incredibly tight where the muscle gripped my shaft, then soft like pushing into hot marshmallows. It was completely different than fucking her pussy or mouth, but equally enjoyable and a lot dirtier.

Chloe groaned and whined beneath me as I pushed all the way in and my balls squished against her soaking pussy. I let out a deep breath, still hardly able to believe I had the beautiful girl pinned to my bed, impaled on my cock in her ass.

“Well, slut, I guess this is my ass now.”

“It’s yours,” she panted. “Fuck it, Aaron. Fuck it hard.”

Despite her encouragement, I went slowly at first. I was a little unsure how much she could handle back there, but when it was obvious I wasn’t hurting her I threw restraint to the wind. I started to ream her asshole the same way I’d done her pussy before, in fast, long strokes that buried my dick in that greasy tunnel to my balls. I watched in fascination as I moved in her and that rosy pucker stretched around my cock, then clung stubbornly to me as I withdrew.

Chloe fucked me right back, ramming her ass against me as though she couldn’t get enough of my cock inside of her. She was loud now, not even trying to keep her cries quiet while her back arched and her hair flew. She was so fucking hot, and with the friction of her ass on my shaft it was too much.

I shoved myself as deeply into her as I could, then gobs of boiling cum erupted from me to fill her guts. I held myself there, buried in the heat of her ass, until I was empty. I felt completely drained, but even then I was still hard, my cock twitching and pulsing, eager for more.

“Holy shit,” I groaned.

Chloe turned her sweat-streaked face towards me, her eyes still hidden by the blindfold. “I may not be able to sit down tomorrow.”

I gave one ass cheek a lazy slap. “Comes with being a fuck toy.”

“Oh, I wasn’t complaining. We should probably clean up, though, or we’re going to leave a serious mess on your bed.”

I reached over and tugged off the blindfold. “My shower’s big enough for two.”

“I know. I’ve been getting myself off in there every day while you were at work. I got so hot thinking about what you’d do to me when you got home.”

“Naughty little slut.”

“Your little slut. So, what are you going to do to me in the shower?”

My cock swelled and stretched in her ass. “I’m sure I’ll think of something.”

Thursday night passed in much the same way, except this time I brought home Thai from Chloe’s favorite restaurant. We ate while watching Carnival Row, then as soon as Joshua was down for the night she dragged me to my bedroom and we did our best to wear each other out before falling into an exhausted sleep.

Much later, I woke up to find Chloe tonguing my cock, which was miraculously erect and rock hard again. I stared blearily at the clock. 3:30 am. Holy crap.

“Are you trying to kill me?" I asked her.

She gave a wicked laugh. “Oh, I doubt it will kill you. You just might have to call in really, really sick at work tomorrow, though.”

Swiftly she straddled my lap, gripping my cock in one small, warm hand, and lowering herself fully onto me in one fluid motion. Her slick walls clutched at me and massaged my shaft, and then she began rocking on top of me. I closed my eyes and lay there limply, letting her get herself off on me at her own pace. After a little while her fingers dug into my chest and her thighs tightened against my sides. She shuddered and whined, her pussy fluttering against me. I thrust my hips up, strained, buried my head as deep in her as it would go, and spurted a final load of cum from my drained, aching balls. When I was finished, Chloe climbed up my torso and settled herself with her head on my shoulder.

“See? Still alive,” she said, giving my chest a reassuring pat.

“At least I think so. Whew.”

“Sorry. I’ve just been enjoying pretending that you’re my boyfriend. I think I got carried away.”

I raised my eyebrows. “Boyfriend?”

“Yeah. You know, the cozy dinners together at home, going to bed together every night. It’s like the nice parts of a relationship without the hassles of dating and getting to know each other, meeting each others’ parents, arguing over bills, screaming at you for playing on your Xbox until three in the morning...”

“That’s oddly specific.”

“I’ll just say it’s nice to be with someone more interested in hot, sweaty sex than gaming.”

“How is that even a contest?”

“You’d be surprised. Then there’s the sex. I can just be who I am with you, let myself go. There’s no pressure to pretend to be someone I’m not to make you happy so you’ll stick around. You roll with whatever I throw at you and give me what I need, just like you’ve done with Hannah.”

“It’s not exactly a hardship, you know.”

“But it has been for other guys. Anyway, I’m just trying to make the most of it until Hannah gets back and reclaims you.”

I squeezed her slender shoulders in a hug. “I’ve been enjoying it myself, you know. And not just the sex, incredible as that’s been. I’ve really enjoyed having you around, coming home to you, spending time with you.”

“You mean that?”

“I do.”

She turned her head and pressed her lips in a soft kiss against my jawline. “Go to sleep. We’ve both got to get up in a few hours.”

The next day at work I was more unsettled than I’d been since before I’d first taken Hannah to bed. While I was eager for Hannah to come back, I wasn’t ready for Chloe to leave. They were so very different. Hannah was like a spring morning, sparkling and joyful. Chloe was more like a tropical afternoon, lush and filled with exotic promise. They were equally desirable, beautiful and sexy as sin, but each brought something different to the table. It was hard to imagine life without either one of them.

There was nothing to be done about it, though. I’d just have to make the most out of this last night with Chloe.

When I got home, it was obvious that she felt the same way. We couldn’t keep our hands off of each other, as though desperate to wring every possible touch and kiss out of the night as we could.

While I was feeding Joshua, Chloe ducked under the table and had my cock in her mouth before I could even process what was happening. It just felt wrong talking dirty in front of my infant son, so I kept my mouth shut. I did grab a handful of her hair with my free hand then fucked her face hard to make up for it. While I shot gobs of hot cum down her throat, I made faces at Joshua and praised him for being a good boy for eating his pureed plums. I was loud enough at it that I don’t think he heard her moans while she came.

Chloe climbed to her feet afterwards, her hair in disarray, eye liner running down onto her cheeks from tears, a smear of my cum at the corner of her mouth. But her eyes were shining, and she smiled at me like I’d given her the damned Hope Diamond or something. Maybe in a way I had. I might not understand this need that drove her, but at least I knew how to fill it for her and could do it without hurting her. I hated to think about what might have happened to her putting herself at the mercy of random guys out there to give her this.

After dinner, we moved into the living room and spent some time playing with Joshua. When he started running down, Chloe put him into his playpen and distracted him with his blocks, then pushed me down onto the couch. In no time she had my cock free of my shorts and sucked it into her hot little mouth once more while she massaged my balls with one hand.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned. “That’s amazing.”

I had just long enough time to get fully erect before the front door slammed open. Hannah stepped into the light, her eyes alight with fury.

“Get your hands off of my boyfriend, you slut!”

Chloe jumped up with a startled shriek, while I fumbled at getting my erection contained inside of my shorts. Panic dumped a truckload of adrenaline into my bloodstream, and I was still trying to decide on fight or flight when both girls burst into hysterical peals of laughter.

“Oh, my god,” Hannah choked out, leaning against the door frame to keep from falling over. “The look on your face. Totally priceless. It was worth all the hassle of switching to an earlier flight for that.”

She waltzed inside, dropped a suitcase in the entry, and shut the door behind her. Cody appeared as if by magic, his short legs moving in a blur, and bounced up and down before her in doggy glee. With a happy smile, Hannah bent down to scoop him into her arms.

“I missed you, too, cutie.” She turned to me, and her smile turned into a wicked grin. “So, I hear you’ve been having all kinds of fun without me.”

Chloe sank back down onto the couch. “Oh, Hannah, I so owe you for this.”

“I told you,” the younger girl crowed.

“And you weren’t lying. This week has been amazing.”

Hannah’s eyes danced as they regarded me. “So, what did you think of Chloe, Mr. Cole? Is she a better babysitter than I am?”

I looked back and forth between them, feeling trapped. “I...”

“Give the poor man a break, Hannah. You’ve already scared him half to death once tonight.”

“And you’ve been wearing him out all week, you shameless slut.”

She walked towards the playpen and held out her arms. Joshua took one look at her, rolled onto his hands and knees, and scooted to the mesh wall.

“Ma-ma! Ma-ma!”

Hannah scooped him up and snuggled him to her. “And how are you, little man? Has Chloe been spoiling you rotten? I bet she has. But you haven’t forgotten all about your Hannah in the arms of that homewrecking slut, have you?”

My panic was rapidly turning to annoyance. “Really, Hannah...”

“You hush. I’ll deal with you in a minute.”

She spent several minutes with Joshua, cuddling him and getting down on the floor to play with him, before handing him off to Chloe, who took him to his room. As soon as Hannah was free, she launched herself at me. Her arms went around my neck and her legs around my waist, then her hungry mouth landed on mine. We kissed like it had been months rather than a week, tongues tangled together, breaths coming short and fast.

“God, I’ve missed this,” she said when we finally came up for air.

“I’ve missed you.”

Her eyes cut over to Chloe as she returned to the living room. “Aww. Didn’t I tell you he was sweet?”

“You were right. He’s everything you said, and more.”

I quirked an eyebrow at Hannah. “And just what did you say?”

“Quit fishing for compliments. So, have you got anything left after Chloe? I’ve been going through withdrawals.”

After that kiss, I was hard as a rock. “I think so.”

Chloe came over, put an arm around my waist, and rubbed her other hand over my erection. “Good. Because you’re going to need it.”

To my utter shock, Hannah leaned over and gave Chloe a long, lingering kiss. “And then you can tell us which is the better babysitter. After you’ve done a direct comparison.”

My mouth dropped open and it was a couple of seconds before I could formulate any kind of response. “Both of you?”

“Yeah.” Hannah’s limbs squeezed me. “Both of us.”

“It’s the only fair way,” Chloe chimed in.

“But I get him first,” Hannah said.

Chloe’s lips twisted into an adorable pout. “Shouldn’t we flip for it or something?”

“You had him last. Hell, his dick was in your mouth when I came in, you slut.”

“Fine, but I get to watch.”

Hannah shrugged. “I don’t care,” she purred as she stroked my cock through my shorts, “so long as I get this bad boy inside me.”

I had no time to react. Hannah shoved me onto the couch, threw off her shirt and bra, and shoved her tits in my face.

“Fuck, I’ve missed this so much,” she sighed. “I am definitely addicted.”

She hissed in pleasure as I fastened my mouth on a nipple, then wriggled out of her skirt and panties. Her fingers pulled at my shorts and dragged them over my hips along with my boxers. She gave my cock a squeeze, then pushed herself up to straddle my hips and dropped onto my straining dick. I sighed as she clasped me in the heavenly embrace of her hot, slick walls. So fucking good. My hands went to her tits and fondled her nipples while she bobbed up and down on my shaft. She looked like some golden sex goddess sitting astride my hips with her back arched and her long blonde hair swinging from side to side, vibrant and young and so damned lovely.

I glanced over at Chloe, who had settled into the recliner nearby. She’d stripped off her shorts and t-shirt, and she had one hand down her panties rubbing her clit and the other tweaking a nipple under her bra as she watched us.

“That is so fucking hot, Hannah,” she moaned.

I clenched my core muscles in an effort to hold back. After Chloe’s blowjob I’d already been close, and now having Hannah massaging my cock with her tight pussy was sending me careening towards the brink.

Hannah gave a growl low in her throat. “Fuck it. Get on his face, Chloe. I want to watch him eating you out while I fuck him.”

I blinked at her in shock. Holy shit. These two just kept surprising me.

Chloe leaped out of the chair, stripped out of her underwear, and climbed onto the couch. Pushing me back flat, she scooted around and knelt over my head. I reached up and grabbed her ass with both hands, maneuvering her until her pussy hovered above my face.

When I explored her slit with my tongue, she sank lower to make it easier to reach. The sharp tang of her sex exploded in my mouth, and I thrashed her from pussy to clit with my tongue, eager for more. She groaned and pressed her cunt against my face until I could barely breathe, but I didn’t care. I became so focused on eating her pussy that I forgot all about worrying about coming too soon inside Hannah.

Hannah looked on with her lips slightly parted, obviously turned on by watching us. She leaned forward so that her clit ground against my pubic bone on every down stroke while gyrating her hips up and down on my dick like a porn star.

A low, quivering cry burst from Chloe as I latched onto her clit to suckle it. She leaned forward too, and they both began to moan more loudly. I couldn’t see them, but I knew they had to be fondling each others’ tits. I guess a week of abstinence had Hannah on a hair trigger, because in only another minute she was whimpering and shuddering with her walls fluttering against my cock as she came.

That set off Chloe, who gushed hot cream all over my face. Her legs were shaking so badly that she had to hold herself up with her hands on my stomach.

“God,” Hannah breathed, “that was intense.”

Chloe nodded weakly. “No shit. I had no idea it would be so much hotter doing it together.”

“Let’s try it on the bed where we’ve got more room to play.”

Chloe grinned at her. “Speaking of play, I brought my toy bag.”

“Ooh! Did you bring anything good?”

“You’ll have to look and pick out what you like.”

My cock strained as they climbed off of the couch, their lovely bodies completely bared to me. It was almost impossible to believe that I’d be fucking both of them again in a few minutes. My life had been so normal, even boring, up until now. How had I gotten here?

We piled onto my bed, kissing, touching, licking in a writhing tangle of limbs. Eventually we sorted ourselves out, with me on my back and the girls each straddling one of my legs and grinding their wet pussies against me. I took hold of Chloe’s hips and dragged her onto my lap with her back towards me. She giggled as Hannah teased her stiff nipples, and I arranged her so she knelt between my legs with her feet hooked over my thighs. Once I had her where I wanted her, I pulled her ass back until her pussy sank onto my cock in the reverse cowgirl position.

“Lick Hannah, you slut,” I told her. “Clean up that messy pussy.”

Hannah laughed, got onto her hands and knees, then backed up and waggled her ass in Chloe’s face. “You heard him, slut! Clean up my pussy!”

Chloe didn’t need any more encouragement. She dove between Hannah’s legs, slurping and smacking with relish as she devoured her friend’s pussy, all while rocking her hips back and forth on my shaft. It was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen in my fucking life. They’d both let go of any inhibitions they had and were wallowing in pleasure.

Hannah moaned and thrust her ass against Chloe’s face. “Oh, fuck yeah. Just like that.”

As Chloe got distracted by eating Hannah’s pussy, I took over her other end. Using my hands on her hips, I rocked her up and down on my cock. While I fucked her and watched her perfect ass bouncing, I listened to the two of them moaning and sighing in erotic harmony. A burning prickle swelled in my balls, and I knew I wasn’t going to last much longer.

I fucked Chloe even harder, and she responded by lashing Hannah’s wet cunt with her tongue. The whole room echoed with panting, groaning, and gasps of pleasure. When the tingling reached the head of my cock, my fingers clamped into Chloe’s pale flesh and I slammed her down to impale her onto my shaft then held her there. Her hot, slick grip was too much for me, and a geyser of my cum erupted into the depths of her tunnel.

“Shit,” I grunted, and my hips jerked as I spurted in her again and again.

Hannah squalled and fell forward on the bed, curling into a ball with her whole body shaking. That left Chloe free to work a hand between us and rub her slippery clit. She ducked her head, and her pussy clamped down on my dick like a vise before she gave a strangled cry and hot fluids spilled from her tunnel to soak my balls. Finally she rolled off of me to fall into a limp, sweaty heap beside Hannah.

“We should have done this a long time ago,” she gasped.

“Oh, hell yeah,” Hannah replied. “But we didn’t have Aaron before.”

“True. It wouldn’t have worked with anyone else.”

“We’d better make sure we keep him, then.”

Without a word to each other, both girls crawled up my thighs to lick and suck my still-twitching dick. They laughed and shoved at each other, making a show of struggling to take my cock into their mouths while keeping the other away. I ended up in Chloe’s mouth with her sucking me back to life while Hannah stroked my lower shaft and fondled my balls.

As the first precum oozed from my tip, Chloe moaned and licked her lips. The girls looked at each other and laughed, then grabbed each other and rolled off of me. They wrestled one another into a sixty-nine position at my feet and were soon moaning and cooing while they fingered, licked, and sucked one another into a frenzy. As they got hotter and wetter they grew louder. It beat the living fuck out of any porn movie I’d ever seen.

I watched them while my cock grew hard enough to hammer nails. Chloe was on top, and she kept flashing her tantalizing ass at me. My erection screamed at me to take her from behind, but I made myself stay where I was. I knew this show was all for me, and I was damned sure going to enjoy every second of it.

Their movements grew jerkier as they pushed each other to the brink. There were long pauses where one of them would stop to pant and shiver trying to regain control before diving back between her friend’s legs.

Hannah broke first. Her thighs clamped down on Chloe’s head while she fisted handfuls of her friend’s long, dark hair to shove Chloe’s face into her pussy. Her cries were lower, softer than before, and as soon as the orgasm passed she thrust her tongue back up into Chloe’s quivering hole and ate her out as if she was starving.

Chloe’s legs gave out and she dropped onto Hannah’s face. She drenched her with cream while grinding against her so hard it was a wonder she didn’t break Hannah’s nose. She fell over with a deep moan, then they came together in a deep kiss, sucking their own juices from the others’ lips.

After a minute Hannah glanced over at me. “Oh, poor Aaron. Just look at him, all neglected and lonely.”

“He does look pretty miserable with his cock all ready and nowhere to go.”

Hannah tapped a finger against her lower lip. “Should we help him out?”

“Oh, I suppose. I feel kind of responsible, since we did get him all worked up.”

They turned and scooted backwards towards me on their hands and knees, with their asses high up in the air. When they were in arm’s reach, they stopped and wiggled them at me.

“We’re all yours, stud!” Hannah sang out.

I stared at the delights spread before me, and my erection strained so hard towards them I thought it might break. It was enough to give a corpse an erection, but if I tried fucking them from behind this way my thighs would give out way too soon. I hopped off of the bed, grabbed Hannah’s ankles, and pulled her down until she was bent over the side of the bed. Once I’d done the same with Chloe, I stood back to consider. Which one first?

I stepped up and drove my cock into Hannah’s drooling pussy. With one hand buried in her golden hair and the other holding her hip, I hammered into her until the prickling in my balls warned me to ease off. Then I pulled out of her and repeated the process with Chloe. While I alternated between fucking them, the girls leaned together and kissed.

I went back and forth until I couldn’t hold back a second longer. I still couldn’t choose which one I wanted to come in. Instead, I pulled out, jacked my dick for a few final strokes, then spurted big gobs of cum all over both of their upturned asses.

“Oh, holy fuck,” I groaned.

It had been a long time coming, and felt like it started way down in my toes. By the time I finished, my knees were wobbling. I stumbled forward to sprawl between them on the bed. After a little while I got enough control back to wipe their asses off with my t-shirt, then all of us crawled up on the bed together and collapsed.

The sound of Joshua’s cries dragged me out of sleep the next morning. Chloe was plastered against my side with my arm wrapped around her, while Hannah had draped herself over my chest with one leg wedged between mine. I kept flickering my eyes between them, even now hardly able to believe that they were both really here. It was almost enough to turn me into a morning person.

Flashes from the night before started replaying themselves in my mind. Holy shit. It had really happened. Even more astonishing, my cock was hard again beneath the warm pressure of Hannah’s thigh.

“I’ve got him,” Chloe mumbled, and rolled out of the bed to find her clothes.

Hannah gave a deep, contented sigh. “Morning, stud. Looks like someone woke up before you did.”

“Between the two of you, that erection may never go away again. But I’m going to need IV fluids to keep functioning.”

“About that...”

“About what?”

“The two of us. We’ve decided we’re keeping you.”

I blinked at her. “I don’t...”

“We’re both in love with you, Aaron, and this arrangement suits us. Neither of us has a problem sharing you with each other, and you care about both of us. Basically, you get to keep having sex with two hot, younger women. Do you have a problem with that?”

In love with me? Both of them? It was utterly insane, but I found I didn’t care. I was blissfully happy for the first time in my life. Besides, I was in love with both of them, too. I’d been doing my best to deny it, but it was true.

“Aside from needing to update my life insurance policy?”

“I think you’ll survive,” she murmured, wriggling her lithe body against me in a way which would have been guaranteed to have had me rock hard if I wasn’t already. “We don’t want to eat you alive. In fact, we’ve already agreed to go easy on you this weekend. We’ll do all the work, you just have to enjoy it.”

“Oddly enough, I’m fine with that.”

“Good. Then prepare to enjoy it.”

It was no idle threat. I did.

“I love you,” I murmured into her ear a while later.

She turned her face up to mine, and her eyes were shining. “I love you, too. From the first time I saw you with Joshua. I knew right then that you were the perfect man for me.”

“Is this going to be a problem with your parents?”

Hannah gave a tiny shrug. “Maybe at first, but they’ll come around. Dad’s quite a bit older than Mom, so it isn’t like they can make a big deal out of the age difference. They might kick up a fuss about Chloe, but the idea of grandkids will win out.”

“Grandkids, huh?”

Her expression turned wistful. “You won’t mind, will you? Having more kids? I’m not sure about Chloe, but I’d like to have at least a couple of my own.”

A couple? I could see Hannah wanting half a dozen. I imagined golden-haired little girls running around the house and smiled.

“I would love having kids with you. You are going to be the world’s best mom.”

She kissed me and squeezed me until my ribs groaned, and then we both did our best to show how much we loved each other.

Chloe was feeding Joshua when we finally made it to the kitchen. My son squealed at the sight of Hannah and knocked over his bottle. While she crawled under the table to retrieve it, I poured us two cups of the coffee Chloe had brewed.

“Did you tell him?” Chloe asked.

“Yeah. He took it surprisingly well.”

“From the sounds of it, you took it surprisingly well, too.” Chloe’s eyes met mine. “It’s my turn next.”

“Jeez. At least let the poor guy eat breakfast first.”

Chloe poked her upturned ass with a toe. “Why? You didn’t.”

“Hey! That was different. We were still in bed.”

I took a sip of coffee. “Do I get a say in this?”

“No!” they both yelled at once.

“Fine.” I sat down beside Joshua and handed him a cheese cube. “I guess you’ve got two babysitters from now on. You are one lucky boy. Just remember the sacrifices that Daddy made for you when it comes time to pick out a nursing home.”

Hannah poked her head out from under the table. “Sacrifices?”

Chloe’s eyes fixed me with a death stare. “I don’t think he’s taking us seriously, Hannah. Maybe we should impress upon him again just exactly how lucky he is to have the two of us.”

“After breakfast? Please? I’m starving after last night. And this morning.”

“I guess we can wait that long,” Chloe grumbled.

I smiled to myself as I took another long sip of coffee. Could life get any better?

Hannah stood up and handed Joshua his bottle. “When do you think we should ask him?”

“Might be better to wait until after he’s eaten and gotten laid again”

“Ask me what?” I asked, instantly suspicious.

Hannah bit her lip and looked distinctly nervous. “Well... See, one of our friends, Mia, needs to pick up some money fast to get her car fixed. Do you think you could let her take over babysitting for a couple of weeks?”

I glanced at Chloe, who was smiling like the cat who ate the canary. All of a sudden, I was pretty sure there was more to this than they were saying. Surely they didn’t mean... There was no way. But Chloe’s wink dismissed all doubt. That was exactly what they meant, what they were asking.

Another babysitter. Holy. Shit.
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I’ve been publishing erotica and erotic romance since 2011, which makes me one of the oldest erotica authors still around! Check out my blog for the latest and greatest, and if you’d like to be notified when new releases come out or when I’m running sales, sign up for my newsletter.

For those interested in my more romantic stories, I also write romance under the pen name Olivia Blake.
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