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Sleepover Harem: Part 2

My heart stuttered as about a gallon of adrenaline dumped into my veins, and Avery jerked upright. Her hand gripped my arm so tightly that her fingernails dug into my flesh, and her eyes were round in panic.

“What do we do?” she whispered.

“Get behind the bed! Quick!”

The far side of the bed wasn’t visible from the doorway, and I gave her a sharp push to get her moving. She slipped over the edge and squeaked when she landed on the floor with a dull thump. I coughed loudly to cover it as I leaped out of bed. At least she was out of sight.

“Just a second, Claire,” I called out. “I was about to get in the shower.”

I kicked the clothes we’d shed into the bathroom and grabbed a towel from its hangar behind the door, whipping it around my middle so fast that it stung. Once I was sure I was decently covered, I darted for the bedroom door and cracked it open. Claire’s pretty face looked up at me with a puzzled smile.

“It’s a little late for you to be showering.”

I shrugged. “I did a few laps in the pool earlier to wind down and wanted to get the chlorine stink off before I went to bed.”

“Oh, okay. Have you seen Avery?”

I’d seen more of Avery than I’d ever imagined I would. “I checked on her after you guys left. She seemed all right, except for the headache.”

“I’ll see how she’s doing when I go upstairs to change.”

“Did you guys have a good time?”

Claire nodded. “We did, but my feet are killing me. I’ll let you get back to your shower. I really want to get out of these shoes.”

When she turned away, I spotted Lainey at the end of the hallway. She waggled her fingers at me with a cheeky grin before following Claire upstairs. I pushed the door closed and sank against it with a huge sigh of relief, my heart still hammering wildly.

Avery peered at me from behind the bed. “Is it safe to come out?”

Fuck. When they didn’t find her upstairs, they were going to come looking for her. I snatched up her bikini from the bathroom floor and tossed the pieces at her.

“Go out the way we came and get back into the hot tub,” I urged. “Tell them you thought it would help with your headache.”

“Okay. I love you, Daddy,” she murmured.

She hurried out the door to the backyard without even bothering to get dressed first, and my cock twitched under the towel at the sight of her sweetly rounded ass bouncing before she disappeared into the night. The girl was so damned sexy that I already wanted her again. I was never going to have to worry about needing Viagra with Avery around. I pushed myself upright with another sigh, this one of longing, and stumbled for the shower.

As the hot water sluiced over my body, I shook my head. That had been way too close. Claire wouldn’t usually come into my room without asking, but that didn’t mean it never happened. I’d have to be way more careful from now on. Once I’d washed away the remnants of my encounter with Avery, I slipped on a pair of cargo shorts and a t-shirt then ventured out to make sure her story was holding together.

Muffled voices and laughter came from the backyard where the girls had found Avery, but Lainey was leaning over the kitchen island, looking soft and cuddly and ridiculously sexy in an emerald sleep shirt that ended mid-thigh. My dick stirred insistently at the sight of her. Two of them. Holy crap. I grabbed a bottle of cold water from the fridge, thinking I might need to pour it on my crotch, then joined her.

“So,” she said softly. “Did you have fun while we were gone?”

“What the hell were you thinking, Lainey?”

Her slender shoulders lifted in a shrug. “She’s always wanted you, Daniel, even more than I did. It seemed to me like she deserved her chance.”

“She cried,” I grumbled.

Lainey nodded sagely. “I figured that would work.”

“You told her to do that?” I shrilled.

She let out an amused huff. “No, I just know Avery. If you turned her down, she was going to cry. And I knew you’d try to turn her down for the same reasons you tried to turn me down, as well as not wanting to hurt me by messing around with one of my friends.” Her brilliant green eyes fastened on mine. “It’s fine, though. We both really are happy to share you.”

Avery had said it, but it still seemed unreal. “I don’t even…”

“Consider it karma for being such a wonderful man.” Her fingertips trailed down my arm until her hand rested on mine. “We love you. You’re everything we ever wanted, and we’ll make this work. You’ll see. After Claire is gone—”

She yanked her hand away as the back door opened. Claire came inside followed by Elena and then Avery, who froze when she saw me.

“Close the door, silly,” Claire chided her. “You’ll let bugs in.”

The tiny blonde hastily shut the door then looked anywhere but at me. Lainey rolled her eyes but edged closer to me to make room for Avery at the counter. That put her near enough that her soft hair brushed against my arm. I breathed in the scent of her perfume and got swept up in the memory of her in my bed for a few seconds before I was able to push past it and focus on the other girls.

“Where’s Skylar?” I asked.

“She went straight from the club to the hospital for her shift,” Elena said, “but she’ll be back after work.”

“I gave her my key since she gets off so early,” Claire added. “That way none of us has to drag ourselves out of bed to let her in.”

“That’s fine,” I said with a yawn, and gave her a quick hug. “Well, I’m going to bed to read. Good night.”

“Nite, Dad.”

“Nite Mr. Connor,” the other girls chorused.

As I turned away, Lainey gave my ass a playful squeeze where the other girls couldn’t see. She knew it was dangerous, but I think she just liked pushing things. That could be worth exploring later.

I left my door unlocked, but I failed to receive any sexy visitors. The girls stayed up half the night in the living room binge-watching some show they’d been waiting to finish together and only went to bed long after I dozed off. I probably should have been relieved by that, but all I felt was disappointment, and I couldn’t dredge up so much as a single crumb of guilt about it. I was already completely hooked on Lainey and Avery. I consoled myself with the knowledge that I’d have plenty of time alone with them after my daughter and Elena left for the week.

Sunday was supposed to be a lazy day so everyone could rest up since Claire and Elena were leaving on their road trip to College Station early the next morning, and the other girls had to go back to work except for Lainey. She and I made breakfast for everyone, and then the girls migrated out to the pool. It was pure torture when Avery and Lainey pranced into the kitchen in their bikinis. Lainey made a show of bending over while digging through the refrigerator for bottled water. The sight of her ass thrust back towards me with nothing between me and her sweet pussy except that miniscule scrap of cloth almost undid me. Avery didn’t help matters, leaning low over the island to show off her perfect tits while slowly licking her lips.

“You’re killing me, here,” I growled, “and you’re going to get us caught.”

Avery rolled her eyes. “You always worry too much.”

“You really do,” Lainey agreed as she emerged from the fridge with two water bottles and slid one teasingly into the valley between her tits. “Man, I’m already hot.”

“Getting hotter every minute,” the petite blonde agreed.

I desperately tried to will away the erection swelling inside of my shorts. “Get out of my kitchen before I spank both of you.”

“Ooh!” Lainey exclaimed. “Now that just makes me want to stay longer.”

“Me, too,” Avery moaned. “Would you really spank me?”

I glanced furtively around on reflex, but all their friends were already out at the pool. “This is starting to look like a great day to get out of here and play a long round of golf.”

Lainey snorted in derision. “You don’t even play golf.”

“I could learn.”

Avery grabbed her friend’s hand and dragged her towards the door to the backyard. “Come on. I’m getting myself as worked up as him.”

“I know,” Lainey sighed morosely. “I’m going to be wet and achy all day.”

Avery gave me a finger wave as they walked out. “Bye, Daddy.”

I took a deep breath and leaned against the counter. Holy shit. What had I gotten myself into? Not that I’d change a damned thing. I was really looking forward to when it was just the three of us, when we wouldn’t have to hide or pretend anymore. Assuming I survived that long without them giving me a heart attack.

By the time I finished cleaning up the kitchen, the girls had turned on the outdoor music and were having an impromptu karaoke session with the diving board serving as the stage. My dick twitched hard as I took in all of them in their bikinis. Since I wasn’t into masochism, I decided to hide in my office. I couldn’t concentrate on anything for shit, though, and eventually I gave up and decided to watch television instead. Something I didn’t have to think about or even pay much attention to would be ideal. After flipping around for a while I found Star Trek:TOS on one of the live streaming channels.

I sank into the old, familiar episodes I’d seen so many times before and let my mind go blank. It was working great until I imagined Lainey and Avery in those Star Fleet uniform mini dresses—Avery in blue and Lainey in red. Damn it. I’d obviously picked the wrong show, or else my brain had locked into a single track. I hung on for a while longer, but when I started picturing Skylar with her long, dark chocolate hair in one of the gold uniforms, I clicked out of it in disgust. I really was turning into a filthy old man.

I flipped through more channels. Slumber Party Massacre. Almost certainly a bad idea. Finally, I found a grilling competition and settled back into the couch with a sigh. Even I would have a hard time sexualizing that. I’d made it through most of two episodes before all five girls crowded back into the house.

“We’re bored,” Skylar announced in a plaintive voice.

Claire batted her eyes at me, knowing how hard it was for me to resist that. “Take us to play mini golf, Dad. Please?”

“Pleeeaase?” the others echoed.

As I looked at them, laughter bubbled up in my chest. “It’s like the last four years never happened. It’s high school all over again.”

Well, why the hell not? It would get them out of the house and out of those oh-so-distracting bikinis, while getting me some fresh air to clear my head.

“All right. Get changed and we’ll go.”

“Can we get food on the way?” Claire begged.

I glanced at the clock in the kitchen, which informed me that it was already well past lunchtime. “Sure. Burgers okay?” I nodded at their murmurs of agreement. “Good. Scoot!”

They bolted for the stairs, and I demonstrated my iron willpower by not staring at Avery and Lainey’s asses jiggling as they bounded up. It only took them a few minutes to change clothes, but it turned out that I’d expected too much. The tiny shorts and clingy t-shirts and crop tops they were wearing when they came back downstairs weren’t a huge improvement over the bikinis. I steeled myself for a long, long day as I grabbed my keys and led them out to the SUV.

“Shotgun!” Skylar sang out.

The others grumbled, but Lainey and Avery slid into the middle row of seats while Claire and Elena climbed into the back with only token complaints. We went through a drive-through to get hamburgers for everyone. It was half an hour from there to the mini golf park, plenty of time for everyone to eat on the way. During the whole ride the girls were chatting or singing along to the radio. It was like I’d stepped through a time warp to their high school days, except for Lainey and Avery watching me in the rear-view mirror and licking their lips or miming kisses whenever they caught my eye. That had definitely never happened during high school. Or if it had, I’d somehow been oblivious to it. 

I managed to get us to the mini-golf park without wrecking. That had to be considered a victory, given the distractions riding with me. Since it was a Sunday in late summer, the place was pretty crowded. That suited me just fine. The crowds would give me a reprieve from the flirting and teasing, or so I hoped. I wasn’t entirely convinced that Avery and Lainey would let that stop them.

I handed the cashier my credit card, and everyone collected their putter and balls. As I was checking out, Elena downloaded the scoring app onto her phone. They’d decided that they all wanted to play together instead of splitting into smaller groups. While I was waiting for everyone to gather at the first tee, Lainey bumped me with her hip.

“You did threaten to go play golf,” she teased me with a grin.

“I should have kept my big mouth shut.”

She gave me a sidelong glance. “Admit it, Daniel. You’re enjoying this.”

“Yeah,” I sighed. “It feels like I’ve got everybody back.”

Her smirk faded. “It won’t just be today, Daniel. You’ll see more of us now that everyone is home again. You keep saying we’re family, but you’re our family, too. We all care about you, and we’re not just going to forget about you when Claire leaves.” She hooked her arm in mine. “Come on. You’re about to be up.”

By the fourth hole, I was in the lead. I had my first shot on the fifth lined up when Lainey licked her lips while running her fingers over one nipple through her t-shirt. I lost all track of what I was doing, and the ball ended up flying into a trap. The girls laughed uproariously and jeered at my bad putt.

“Oh, that’s going to cost you,” Claire gloated.

Lainey offered me her sweetest smile and shrugged. I couldn’t even be mad about it. That hole cost me my lead, but it was hard to care. While I was waiting at the back of the group for my turn on the next hole and everyone else was preoccupied, Lainey grabbed my hand and dragged me out of sight behind a concession stand.

She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled my mouth down to hers. There was no time for messing around. Her tongue pushed through my lips and twined around mine while her firm tits pressed against my chest. Burning with need, I grabbed her hips and drew her luscious body closer. Neither of us gave a single fuck that we were in public—we were both too hungry for each other. Our tongues twisted and played until we’d tasted every inch of the other’s mouth, but all too soon we pulled apart.

“Sorry,” she murmured. “I couldn’t help it.”

“Don’t ever apologize for that.”

“We’d better get back before we get in trouble.”

“As the chaperon, I’m pretty sure we’re safe.”

She snorted. “Yeah, let’s see how that works out for you if we get busted by Claire.”

I peered around the corner, but since no one was paying attention to us, we were able to slip back into the group unnoticed. While that was a relief, Lainey’s kiss had left me aching for more and my mind was no longer on the game. Incidentally, it’s extremely difficult to get into proper putting form when you have an erection that could hammer nails. It really was going to be a long day.

We paused after the ninth hole to get drinks and cool off. Skylar had taken the lead, so the girls spent the break shit-talking each other. It was still better than playing Monopoly, though. At least no one was bleeding out on my living room floor.

We played through a few more holes then got stuck behind a church group with a bunch of small kids. While Lainey and Elena cooed about how adorable they were, Claire and Skylar made gagging noises in the background. With their attention elsewhere, Avery slid in front of me and surreptitiously ran her hand along the bulge of my cock through my shorts.

“Daddy,” she whispered, then continued more loudly. “I need to go to the restroom. Come with me so I don’t get kidnapped or anything.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Kidnapped in the middle of the day in a crowded mini-golf course?”

“It could happen.”

She caught Lainey’s eye and pointed to the restrooms. Lainey nodded then turned back towards the kids. With her to cover for us, Avery and I struck out across the park. Once we had some distance and a decent crowd between us and her friends, Avery grabbed my hand and laced our fingers together. Tingles raced up my arm and a contented warmth settled in my chest. Damn. I really was falling hard for both of them, and it was pointless trying to deny it.

I studied the petite blonde as we walked. She was smiling and looked happier than I’d seen her all week. While I wouldn’t have dared to claim responsibility for all of that, it made me feel good to think that at least some part of it was due to me. Avery was a total sweetheart and she deserved to be happy like this all the time, deserved to be loved and wanted. I intended to make damned sure she felt that way every single day for as long as she chose to be with me. Lainey, too. Neither of them was ever going to feel like an afterthought again.

As we neared the restrooms, Avery looked around cautiously. We were out on the edge of the course where the crowd wasn’t nearly as thick. She ducked inside, then after a few moments she reached out and yanked me in with her.

“What are you doing?” I protested. “What if someone comes in behind us?”

Rather than answering she leaped onto me, her arms going around my neck and her slim legs around my waist. Her mouth was hot and demanding on mine, and I quickly slid my hands under her ass to support her while our tongues thrashed. She moaned into my mouth when I squeezed her firm ass, and then ground her center against the hard rod in my shorts.

“Daddy,” she whined. “I’m so wet. I need you.”

While I wanted nothing more than to drive my cock into her slick heat, there was no way I was going to fuck her in in a public restroom where anyone could walk in on us. There was also the matter of it making more of a mess than we’d easily be able to clean up with a couple of paper towels. But at least I could give my girl some release to let her get through the rest of the day.

Without letting her go, I staggered forward into a stall and shoved the door closed with my hip. I kissed her again, first her lips and then down her neck and behind her ear until she was moaning. She was so fucking delectable, and I wanted to spend an entire day doing nothing but devouring her very soon.

“Stand on the seat,” I told her.

I held her up while her legs released their hold on my waist and she found her footing. Once she was steady, I fumbled the button of her mint green shorts free and tugged them down her legs.

“What are you… Oh!”

Her pink panties were so wet that she’d soaked through them, and her bare slit was clearly visible through the translucent material. When I dragged my fingers between her legs, she shuddered.

“Please, Daddy,” she begged.

We didn’t have much time. I pushed my fingers inside her panties and then into her slick channel. My dick pulsed insistently in my shorts, but I ignored it. Instead, I grazed my fingertips along her lips until I found her swollen nub. Avery gave a choked cry at my touch.

“Shh, baby,” I urged her. “Gotta be quiet.”

I knew that wouldn’t be easy for her, but we needed to hurry and get out of here. Fortunately, she was so worked up that I didn’t think it would take long. I didn’t waste any time playing around. I massaged and pinched her clit, pushing her as hard and fast as I dared towards the edge.

“Come for me, baby girl.”

I curled an arm around her waist to support her, and she panted against my ear. My fingers circled and stroked, and I used still more pressure to increase her stimulation. Avery voiced little chirps of pleasure while she ground her pussy against my hand. She got wetter every second, until fat droplets rolled down her tanned thighs.

“Daddy.” It came out in a strangled whisper.

“Come for me now.”

I knew right away when she broke. Her whole body went rigid, and she threw her head back. I was afraid she was going to cry out, but she clamped her jaws shut so only muted whimpers escaped. I continued to stroke her while she rode out her climax, her honey spilling out until my whole hand was coated. When her legs started to wobble, she put her hands on my shoulders to hold herself up.

Eventually it passed, and she stood up straight. “Thank you, Daddy,” she murmured.

“My pleasure, sweetheart.”

“Not yet,” she replied saucily.

I rolled my eyes. “That’s going to have to wait until later.”

I licked most of her tangy juices from my hand so it wouldn’t get smeared onto our clothes, then pulled her shorts back up. As soon as she had herself presentable again, I helped her down and she cracked the stall door to make sure no one else had come in while we were otherwise occupied. Satisfied the coast was clear, we hurried out of the stall. I paused just long enough to wash the smell of her sex off my hands before we crept back outside.

I heaved a sigh of relief as we emerged into the bright sunlight. We’d gotten away with it. Avery took my hand again as we walked to rejoin her friends.

“Feel better?” I asked quietly.

“Oh, yeah. I’m still aching to have you inside of me, but I don’t feel like I’m going to spontaneously combust just from standing next to you.” Her eyes dropped towards her toes. “I’ve never done anything like that before.”

“Me either,” I admitted.

“I just needed you so badly. I’ve never craved anyone the way I do you. Your touch, your hands on me, your kiss, your… You know. Is this normal?”

I didn’t have to ask what she meant. While I’d loved my wife immensely, thought that she was beautiful and sexy as hell, I’d never felt this all-consuming passion for her that I did for my two new girlfriends. This was something new to me as well. I wasn’t sure if it was because of my age or from being alone for so long or what, but it was overwhelming.

“I don’t know,” I answered honestly, “but I feel the same way.”

She squeezed my hand. “I’ll be so glad when we can spend more time alone together.”

“I’m looking forward to that, too.”

While the sex was unbelievable, I was eager to get to really know the women my girls had grown into. I wanted quiet dinners at home with them, and movie nights snuggled together on my big couch. I wanted to take them out to restaurants they’d never visited, to take them on trips to places they’d only dreamed of. I wanted to fall asleep with them in my bed every night and wake up next to them every morning. They were like mysterious and exotic unexplored continents, and I was the adventurer who wanted to discover everything about them.

Avery reluctantly let my hand slip from hers when we approached the others. I got a curious look from Claire, but when I mouthed bathroom at her, she smiled and nodded. I just hoped like hell I’d gotten all the smell of sex off of my hand.

It turned out that it didn’t matter. A few minutes later Lainey sidled up next to me with an impish smirk. The others had moved ahead of us to the next hole, so we didn’t have to worry about being overheard.

“So,” she said nonchalantly. “Avery reeks of sex.”

Damn. “She was feeling a bit… anxious,” I told her.

She giggled. “I’m assuming you were able to help her relax.”

“I just tided her over for now.”

“Wow. She hardly even dated in college. I didn’t know she had it in her.”

“Well, she definitely does.”

“She’s been saving it all for you, you know. You were her first.”

I opened my mouth then closed it again. Her first? Holy fuck, how had I not realized? How had I not known? I would have tried so much harder to make it special for her. I felt like an absolute shitheel. My poor, sweet Avery.

“Oh, jeez. Seriously?” I groaned.

She nodded. “I’d warn you to be good to her, but I know I don’t have to. You can’t help it. I am a bit jealous, though.” She pushed her lip out in an adorable pout. “I only got a kiss.”

Well, if I was already headed to Hell, I might as well go all out. No one was looking, so I gave her ass a hard squeeze then trailed my fingertips down the back of one satin thigh. “I guess we’ll just have to see what the evening brings us.”

Skylar won the first course, but that was mainly because three of her five competitors were so distracted that they barely paid attention to the game at all. We took another break to hydrate then crossed over to the second course in the park. The girls wanted to make a whole day of it, and I wasn’t about to deny them. Claire was obviously ecstatic at getting to relive a childhood experience with her friends. While I knew how excited she was to be starting the vet program at A&M, these had been her best friends for over a decade and she was going to miss them badly when she left.

She came up and wrapped an arm around my waist while Skylar and Elena argued vigorously over a putt.

“Having fun?” I asked her, planting a soft kiss on top of her head.

“I really am. We all are. How about you?”

I grinned down at her. “Best time in years.”

She rolled her eyes. “That’s just sad, Dad. Sometimes I think you’d have been better off if you hadn’t put quite so much effort into being such a great father and had taken more time for yourself.”

“I wouldn’t change a thing, hon. You are the most important thing in my world.”

“Me and all the strays you took in,” she said, pointing with her chin towards her friends.

“Yeah,” I laughed. “Them, too.”

“I’m glad Avery is staying with you, at least for a while. For your sake as much as hers. I don’t want you to be lonely.”

“I’ll be fine, Claire.”

“I’m sure you will, but that doesn’t mean I don’t worry.”

“I’m the one who’s supposed to worry about you.”

“Yeah, well, it goes both ways. I know what you gave up to be the dad that you are. You haven’t had a personal life since Mom died.”

“That was my choice.”

“I know, and for all our sakes I can’t regret that. We wouldn’t be who we are today if you hadn’t. But,” she continued, waggling a finger in front of my nose, “now that I’m grown up, if the opportunity comes along you need to take it. You deserve your own happiness, Dad.”

“All right, Dr. Phil.”

“I mean it. You’ve given and given so much to all of us. You deserve someone who will give you just as much. If you find it, don’t screw it up and let it get away.”

I squeezed her. “I won’t. I promise.”

I felt guilty as fuck over the satisfaction I saw on her face at that. I was pretty sure she wouldn’t be nearly as thrilled if she found out that I’d already taken her at her word with two of her best friends.

The afternoon had slipped away by the time we turned in our putters and balls. Elena had won the second course by enough points to put her above Skylar’s overall score, so she was awarded shotgun on the ride home. As I drove, I kept getting distracted by glimpses out of the corner of my eye of her long, tanned legs and her generous tits straining against her t-shirt whenever she moved. My two girls had me so wound up that my senses were on a hair trigger. It didn’t help that Elena was so damned gorgeous. Even dressed down to play mini golf she managed to look like a princess who was slumming with the peasants.

Her warm, hazel eyes snagged mine when I glanced over at her, and she gave me a lazy, sexy smile. Damn it. I had to be more careful. I blinked to try to clear my head and tried to come up with a distraction.

“Hey!” I called out over the music. When Elena turned the volume down, I continued. “You guys want to go out to dinner tonight?”

A chorus of excited yeses answered me, so I thought for a moment. We hadn’t had Mexican since Claire had gotten home, and I knew just the place.

“How about Angelina’s?”

“Yeah!” my daughter exclaimed, pumping her fist.

“Oh, I love their fajitas,” Skylar agreed.

“Everyone okay with that?” No one voiced any objections, so I nodded. “All right. We’ll get cleaned up at home then go.”

When I pulled into the driveway, the girls bailed out and ran inside. I followed them a bit more sedately. All of us had gotten sweaty after a long afternoon out in the Texas summer heat and needed to shower. After I’d cleaned up, I ran the water as cold as I could stand it to try and get rid of the erection which had kept threatening all afternoon. Would I ever get over that instant reaction to Lainey and Avery? Probably not. They were both ridiculously hot—wet dreams come to life. Maybe if I was in a coma or something I could be around them without going into hormonal overload. I wouldn’t put money on it, though.

I dressed in a pair of dark jeans and a burgundy button-down shirt that Claire said suited me. Angelina’s wasn’t exactly upscale, but I was going with the girls and didn’t want them to be embarrassed to be seen with me. As I studied my reflection in the mirror, I shook my head. I just didn’t understand what Avery and Lainey saw in me. I wasn’t overly tall, and while I didn’t think I was ugly, I certainly wasn’t anything special. I did work out so I wouldn’t get flabby from all the hours I spent in front of the computer, but I wasn’t built like a gym rat or anything. Letting out a sigh, I combed my hair, which was still damp from my shower, then went to go collect my flock.

Skylar and Lainey were already waiting in the living room. Lainey’s legs looked mouth-watering in a pair of skinny jeans, and her teal cami made her green eyes pop. Her chestnut hair was clipped back so that it was off her neck, but the long curls still fell midway down her back. That cold shower had been worthless, because my cock stirred restlessly at the first sight of her.

Skylar’s hourglass curves were wrapped in a skin-tight, dark blue mini dress that showed so much thigh she’d stop traffic. Or cause heart attacks. She’d left her wavy, dark chocolate hair loose, and my hands itched to slide through its silken lengths. I mentally cursed at myself for ogling her. I had Lainey and Avery. What the hell was wrong with me that I was lusting after Skylar now, too?

Her blue eyes roved over me for long seconds then she let out a low whistle. “Looking good, Mr. Connor.” She sauntered over and eyed me critically. “Hm. Just one thing.”

As she ran her fingers gently through my hair until it was mussed my heart skipped a few beats, and I thought I might melt at her touch. Her head tilted to one side as she considered the effect critically, then she took a step back and nodded in satisfaction.

“Better. You don’t want to look too put together.”

Lainey grinned at me. “I agree. That’s much hotter.”

Holy crap. My face was on fire. However hot they thought I was, my cheeks were hotter. My skin felt like it was sizzling.

Before I could be too embarrassed, though, Avery danced down the stairs in a forest green sundress with spaghetti straps. It left her delicate shoulders and slender legs bare, showing an impossible amount of tanned skin for someone so tiny, and made her big, brown eyes look like they were glowing. Her golden hair was up in a messy bun that left a few strands free to frame her elfin face. She jumped down the last couple of stairs to the floor then spun so the dressed swished around her thighs.

“How do I look?”

She looked incredible, like Tinkerbell sprung to life from a movie reel, innocently adorable and sexy as sin all at the same time. My mouth went bone dry as I stared at her, and my dick practically groaned in agony. It was hard to believe that this was even my Avery.

“You look beautiful,” I managed to say.

“Thank you!” She flounced over to the couch and crossed her legs demurely as she took the spot next to Lainey. “Claire and Elena should just be another minute.”

They came downstairs together, Claire in a flower print sun dress a little longer than Avery’s, and Elena wearing tight, dark jeans that made her legs look a mile long and a black knit top that emphasized her amazing tits and slender waist. She’d left her hair down, and thick curls the color of dark honey shone against the sable of her top.

I looked them all over again, lingering a couple of extra seconds on Lainey and Avery. “Every guy in the place is going to be jealous as hell of me,” I told them.

Elena blushed prettily, but Skylar just laughed. “Damn straight. You’ve got the hottest girls in town with you tonight.”

Claire heaved an exasperated sigh. “Stop stroking their egos. They’re hard enough to live with as it is.”

“Everybody ready? Then let’s go.”

“Shotgun!” Avery sang out.

I groaned inwardly, knowing exactly what I was in for on the ride to the restaurant. When she slid into her seat, her dress rode a couple of inches higher up her thighs. My heart started pounding, and I took a deep breath to settle my nerves.

Avery reached across the console and patted my hand. “Relax,” she whispered.

“Easy for you to say,” I muttered back.

“Oh no, it’s not,” she said, and slowly licked her lips as her eyes roamed over me.

“Avery, quit flirting with my dad!” Claire said, giving the back of her friend’s head a playful swat. “Or at least have the decency to do it when I don’t have to watch.”

Avery blushed beet-red and sank deeper into her seat. Of course, that just made her dress ride up higher, so even more of her lovely legs were on display. Dear god, I was going to kill us all. We weren’t even going to make it to the restaurant.

“Seat belts on!” I called over my shoulder.

Somehow, I managed to get us all to the restaurant in one piece, and I held open the door so the girls could go in. Avery and Lainey both managed to brush suggestively against me as they passed. They timed it so Claire wasn’t looking, but I wasn’t sure that Skylar and Elena had missed it. Being an inveterate flirt herself, Skylar would probably blow it off as just screwing around, but Elena might be suspicious enough to keep a closer eye on us. I could only hope my girls would behave themselves through dinner.

Fat chance of that.

“Table for six,” I told the hostess.

She was a few years older than the girls with me, and her eyes flickered over them before returning to me. “Right this way.”

She led off with an extra sway to her hips that flicked her short, black skirt back and forth. Lainey gave me a playful nudge.

“She thinks you’re hot, too,” she murmured.

“Quiet,” I hissed through my teeth. “Do you want them spitting in our food?”

The hostess led us to a long table, and I ended up with Claire on one side and Lainey on the other. A disgruntled Avery pouted as she dropped into the seat across the table from me. I ducked my head and did my best to focus on the menu and not the gorgeous girls surrounding me. That was easier said than done when Avery kept running her foot up and down the length of my calf. She tried to hide her smirk behind her menu, but it didn’t get past Lainey, who carefully slid her hand up my thigh until her fingertips were only a couple of inches away from my cock.

She had a much better poker face than Avery and showed no reaction at all when she squeezed my leg. I was ready to melt into a damned puddle of hormones. When the waiter came by for our drink orders a couple of minutes later, I asked for a margarita. I don’t know how the hell he got the order right, because the poor kid couldn’t tear his eyes away from the bevy of beauties at the table. Not that I blamed him. He looked like he was still in high school and stammered as he read our order back to us. Once he was out of earshot, the girls huddled together.

“Poor guy looked like he was going to burst,” Elena giggled.

Skylar tossed her head. “He wouldn’t know what to do even if he actually got one of us.”

“Spend all of his time playing video games and never texting you,” Lainey said in a saccharine-sweet voice.

Skylar glared back at her. “Like your boyfriends have been so much better.”

Lainey frowned with a little sigh. “You’re not wrong,” she admitted glumly.

I made a promise to myself then and there to spend less time on the computer and never forget to text my girls. I wasn’t perfect by any means, but I would by god be better than any boyfriend they’d ever had.

I got the brisket tacos, while the girls all got fajitas. As they lingered over their meals, I sipped on my margarita and did my best not to let my gaze dwell for too long on Avery and Lainey. It wasn’t much easier keeping my eyes off Skylar and Elena, even though I felt like a total bastard for it. My new girlfriends had at least invited my attention, but the other two only saw me as Claire’s dad. They’d feel betrayed and disgusted if they had the faintest clue about the thoughts running through my head about them, and rightly so.

I struggled to shut those thoughts out while I listened to the girls reminiscing about UT—their classes, professors, jobs, and former boyfriends. They moved on from there to their current jobs and hopes for the future, and then to Claire’s impending move to College Station.

Lainey’s hand landed on my thigh again, but this time her hand moved slowly and gently, soothing rather than inflammatory. Only seconds later Avery’s bare foot brushed down my leg and came to rest on my shoe. Her big, brown eyes welled with sympathy rather than the heat which had fired them earlier. They’d picked up on the melancholy I was feeling over Claire’s imminent departure, and while they had their own problems and felt Claire’s loss every bit as keenly as I did, they were still concerned for me.

I really didn’t deserve them. I put on a reassuring smile for Avery and squeezed Lainey’s hand under the tablecloth. It was so damned hard for me to accept any support because I’d been on my own for so long and gotten used to being the one doing all the supporting, but I pushed through and let them in. Lainey was right. We were a family, and it went both ways. And they were both here for me when I needed them.

While the rest of us were stuffed and done with dinner, Claire, Avery, and Skylar had ordered dessert, so we sat a bit longer until they finished that off.

“Ugh,” Skylar groaned as we finally walked back to my SUV. “I ate way too much. I feel like I’m waddling.”

Elena whimpered in sympathy. “Same. I can’t wait to get out of these jeans.”

My mind helpfully conjured up an image of slowly peeling those tight jeans from her long legs, and I stumbled over my own feet. Lainey’s hand shot out and grabbed my arm before I fell on my face.

“Careful. Don’t hurt yourself.”

Her smirk told me that she knew exactly what I’d been thinking and thought it was funny as hell. Avery skipped up and claimed my other arm.

“What’s the matter? Are you tired? Do we need to put you to bed when we get home?”

The casual way she referred to my house as home made my heart stutter more than any mere sexual imagery could. That more than anything else made what was happening feel real. This was really happening. Avery and Lainey wanted me. They wanted a life together with me.

“I’m fine,” I murmured.

“Yeah, ya are,” Lainey said quietly. “Don’t worry, Daniel. We’re going to take good care of you.”

Avery squeezed my arm from the other side. “We really will, you know. You’ve been taking care of us for so long. Now it’s our turn to take care of you.”

I sank into their concern like it was a warm, cozy blanket. Was this how they felt with me? I hoped so, because it was pretty damned amazing.

When we got back to the house, I let them talk me into a movie night. No one planned on staying up too late because we knew Claire wanted to get an early start in the morning, but we had time for a movie or two before bed. I’d changed back into my usual shorts and a t-shirt, and the girls came back downstairs in their pajamas. For most of them that meant comfy shorts and t-shirts, but Avery came down in nothing but a pink sleep shirt that almost reached her knees, while Elena wore cream-colored satin shorts with a matching cami.

Avery looked so damned adorable that I wished like hell that I could pull her onto my lap and cuddle her for the rest of the evening until she fell asleep. Damn. I really was falling fast, and it scared the shit out of me. What if it didn’t last? What if it did? Both outcomes were equally terrifying in their own way.

I sought refuge on a recliner where I’d be safely out of reach. The girls all settled onto the couch and the other recliner. Since it was Claire’s last night, they let her pick the first movie. We made it through a romcom I’d never heard of, but Claire was asleep before the opening credits finished rolling for the second movie. When she started snoring, everyone looked at her then burst into laughter.

“How many times does that make?” Skylar asked.

“About a million,” Elena replied.

Normally I would have let her sleep in peace on the couch, but since she’d be driving all day tomorrow, I decided she really needed to spend the night in her own bed. Gently I scooped her up in my arms and carried her up to her room then tucked her into bed. I looked down at her for a long time, remembering all our moments together from the years since her mom had died, then I snugged the comforter up around her chin and went back downstairs.

When I walked back into the living room, Skylar held out her arms. “My turn!”

Elena gave her a playful shove. “No one is carrying you upstairs, lazybones.”

“Fine! I’m going to bed, though. I can still get a short nap in before I’ve got to get up for work.”

“Good night, Skylar,” I said.

“Nite, Daniel. Thanks for everything today. I had a great time.”

“You’re welcome.”

Even before Skylar had disappeared upstairs, Elena sighed. “I should probably call it a night, too. Claire is going to be champing at the bit to get on the road first thing tomorrow. G’nite, guys.”

She trudged upstairs and left me alone with my two girls. As soon as we heard their doors close, Avery climbed onto my lap and buried her face against my neck.

“Mmm. You smell good,” she murmured then snuggled in even closer.

I stroked her hair and held her tightly against me. “Want me to carry you upstairs?”

“That’s okay,” she said brightly, then sat upright. “Thank you for today. For everything.

I hugged her tightly. “Anytime. And once it’s just the three of us we’ll go out and do more fun things together on the weekends.”

She gave me a happy smile. “I can’t wait.”

I bent down and shared a long, lingering kiss with her. I was already far past the point of knowing what the hell I’d do without her.

“I’d stay down here with you,” she said, “but not with everyone here.”

I could tell she was still uncomfortable with that that, so I gave her a tender kiss on the cheek to make sure she knew it was all right. “Don’t worry about it. We’ve got all the time in the world for that. It’s not what’s important.”

“Nite, Daddy,” she whispered as she headed upstairs.

“And then there were two,” Lainey murmured.

“Are you waiting for me to carry you upstairs?”

“I was hoping you’d let me stay downstairs with you,” she said, her green eyes sparkling with promise.

“I’d really like that.”

She let me pull her to her feet, then she molded her body against mine as we headed towards my bedroom. My heart was already thrumming in anticipation.

“We didn’t want you to be alone tonight,” she said so quietly that I almost didn’t hear her.

“I’m fine, Lainey.”

“You’re not. But you will be. You just need to let us take care of you. We’ll be really good at it. You’ll see.”

She was right. By the time she was done I felt a million times better, and I fell asleep with her head on my shoulder and every inch of her body pressed against mine, wrapped together as though we couldn’t possibly get close enough. And even though no one else had slept in my bed since my wife’s death, Lainey felt like she belonged there.

I woke up alone not long after sunrise—Lainey must have slipped back to her own bed sometime in the early hours of the morning—and padded into the kitchen to start the coffee before heading into my office to check my email. I’d taken the day off because Claire was leaving, but shit still had to get done. When I returned to the kitchen a few minutes later Avery was already at the counter pouring coffee into a travel cup.

“Morning,” she said quietly. “I’ve got to get to the station early.”

“Want breakfast?”

“No time. I’ll grab something on the way in.”

I made a mental reminder to stock up on breakfast foods while I drank her in. Avery was the perfect combination of sexy and classy in a cream, midi pencil skirt and long-sleeved, lacey black blouse, her hair a sleek fall of pale gold gleaming against the dark fabric.

“You look fantastic, sweetheart.”

She blushed prettily and looked down towards her shoes. “Thanks. I get off work at three today. Do you think… I mean, would you mind coming with me to Mom’s to pick up my stuff after? There’s not really a lot, but I’d feel better if you were there.”

“Of course I will. Meet me here and I’ll take you over in the SUV.”

“Thanks. They shouldn’t be home until after six, but still…”

“I understand. I’m happy to go with you, Avery.”

She put her arms around my neck, lifted up onto her toes, and planted a kiss at the corner of my mouth. “You really are the best.”

Suddenly she gave a start and let go with a gasp. I turned to find Elena watching us from the bottom of the staircase with wide eyes.

“Mr. Connor is going with me to pick up my stuff from Mom’s after work,” Avery blurted out. “I was just thanking him.”

Elena’s eyes remained glued to the petite blonde as she walked into the kitchen. “That’s nice of him.”

“I know, right?” Avery agreed as she hurried to put some extra distance between us. She snatched up her travel cup and clutched it to her chest. “Oh, crap! I’ve got to go!”

The little blonde whirled and practically ran out of the front door before either of us could say anything else.

“Jeez,” Elena muttered. “What’s with her?”

“I think she’s just nervous about the move and running into her mom’s boyfriend when we go to get her things.”

I avoided eye contact as I filled another mug and slid it in front of Elena, who scooted onto one of the stools. She was wearing a pair of light pink shorts with a white tank top that set off the tanned skin of her shoulders, and dark blonde curls tumbled loosely down her back. All of Claire’s friends were gorgeous, but Elena had the cool, regal beauty of the statue of a Grecian goddess.

“Mm,” she said appreciatively as she took a sip. “You’ve always got the good stuff here. If I had any sense, I’d move into the room across from Avery’s.” She took another long sip. “She has a crush on you, you know.”

I choked and sputtered coffee onto the granite countertop.

“Are you okay?”

“Yeah,” I wheezed. “Just went down the wrong way.”

Wide hazel eyes with glowing flecks of gold peered at me over the rim of her mug. “We’ve all had crushes on you,” she continued softly.

“So Lainey informed me,” I replied drily.

Elena giggled and tossed her head so that her sleep-tousled curls bobbed. “And you never had the faintest idea.”

“No, I didn’t.”

She gave a wistful sigh. “God, I wish my dad was more like you. Every time one of my friends came over, he was eye-fucking her the second she walked through the door. So embarrassing. Then he’d start running her down as soon as she left.”

I hadn’t known that, but having met the man I wasn’t surprised. “I’m sorry. I know that had to make things really uncomfortable for you.”

Elena waved that away. “Not your fault. But it was why I always preferred having sleepovers here instead of at my house.”

When she leaned forward and cupped her hands around the coffee mug, it took a conscious effort not to stare at the lush swell of her breasts revealed by her tank top. “I don’t blame you.”

“It was a shock coming home to that crap again. I’d almost convinced myself that it was just my teen angst or something, until they started in on me the day I got back. You know, they’re actually giving me shit about going to College Station with Claire? They expected me to go to work right away at Dad’s company and threw a fit when I told them I was taking some time first.”

Elena’s father owned a chain of fine antique stores and apparently assumed that she was going to be a part of that, but she sounded less than thrilled at the prospect. “Is that what you want to do?”

She responded with a bitter snort of laughter. “I’ll be bored to death. Dad always talks like he built the company himself, but he just inherited it from his father and hasn’t done anything except keep it running for the last twenty-five years. He couldn’t innovate to save his life. It will be nothing but sitting in the same office every day and going to the same cookie-cutter meetings every week, and then weekends going to godawful events full of people just like Dad.”

“So why do it?”

“I don’t have much choice. When they paid for college, it was understood that I’d go to work there.”

“That’s not right.”

She flashed me a resigned smile. “But it is reality. I’m kind of stuck with it.”

I squared my shoulders and met her eyes firmly. “I’ve still got spare rooms if you need to escape. You’re welcome any time.”

“I appreciate it, but I couldn’t.”

“Elena, you’re family. Every bit as much as Avery. I was happy to have her move in, and I’d be just as happy to have you.”

Which was true, even if it would throw a huge monkey wrench into my budding relationship with Lainey and Avery. But Elena was important, too, so if we had to postpone things while she got her life sorted out then we’d live with it.

She cocked her head with an expression of bemusement. “You really mean that, don’t you?”

“Of course, I do. Think about it this week while you’re with Claire. Talk to her about it if you want, but she’ll tell you to stay here if you want to.”

“Avery might not like it,” she teased, her eyes dancing above the rim of her mug. “I think she’d prefer to have you all to herself.”

My face flamed at the insinuation, but I held her gaze. “I have a feeling that Lainey is going to be hanging out here with Avery a lot to avoid her mom and siblings, so you’ll have plenty of company.”

Elena shook her head. “I don’t blame her. She barely got home, and her mom was already trying to fix her up with guys she works with. And she set a curfew! Do you believe that?”

Sadly, I did. “Yeah, which means the two of them will be around a lot. So, think about it and remember that you always have an option.”

Her expression turned shy, vulnerable, and she quickly looked away. “Thanks, Mr. Connor.”

“Daniel.”

“Daniel,” she repeated with a tiny smile. “I’d better go see if Claire is out of the shower, yet. She wanted to get on the road early.”

As she headed upstairs, I wondered if I’d done the right thing. I’d never really interfered in the girls’ lives before, certainly never gotten between them and their parents, but what else was I supposed to do? I couldn’t sit back and watch Elena be miserable any more than I could Avery or Lainey. Just because they were grown up now didn’t mean that they couldn’t still use some kind of haven.

Besides, I absolutely loathed Elena’s parents. Their emotional neglect while they tried to force her into the mold of what they thought the perfect daughter should be was no less damaging than the utter neglect Avery’s mom put her through. Elena deserved a chance to be the woman that she wanted to be, rather than just a beautiful puppet with her parents pulling the strings. Hell, they all did. They all deserved to live their dreams, and I’d do whatever I could do to help them get there.

Lainey was the next one to appear. I practically salivated at the sight of her long legs coming down the stairs. She was barefoot, in a pair of deep purple running shorts that molded to her hips and ass, and her chestnut curls tumbled carelessly down her white t-shirt. Somehow, she managed to look innocently lovely and sexy as hell at the same time, and I couldn’t decide if I wanted to cuddle her or tear her clothes off with my teeth. Hell, why choose? I could do both.

“Avery left already?” she asked as she made a beeline for the coffeepot.

“She said she had to get to the station early.”

“Ugh. I am so not looking forward to that. Did you know that kindergarten starts at 7:45?”

I chuckled. “Yeah, I remember.”

She came up beside me, glanced over her shoulder to make sure the coast was clear, then brushed her lips against mine. Soft at first, her kiss quickly ramped into something hot and needy as our tongues met. We twined together and my hand found the back of her neck to pull her more tightly against me. I could never get enough of her. I could have spent the whole day doing nothing but kissing Lainey and been a happy man. My heart was pounding and my breathing ragged when she finally pulled back.

“Good morning,” she murmured, green eyes sparkling with mischief and desire.

“I could get used to starting my days out like this.”

“Good, because you’re going to get a lot more of it.”

“Hm. About that…”

Quickly I filled her in on the offer I’d made to Elena. To my surprise, she simply accepted it with a smile.

“It won’t be a problem. At least not like you’re thinking.” When I raised a skeptical eyebrow, she laughed. “Daniel, she’s not stupid, and she already knows we crushed on you hard. She did, too, you know. And because her parents are such judgmental assholes, she tries really hard not to be one. If she finds out about us, Avery and I will take care of it. Trust me.”

I wanted to. I really did. I couldn’t help but worry, though. Out of all of them, Elena was the one closest to Claire. I was terrified of what would happen if Elena told my daughter what was going on between me and Lainey and Avery. Lainey must have guessed what I was thinking because she patted my hand gently.

“You need to stop worrying. It’s like you don’t know us at all, sometimes.”

“I almost feel like I don’t,” I grumbled.

She offered a sympathetic smile. “You’re just seeing facets of us you didn’t know about before because your relationship with us was different. That’s all. But we’re still the same people you’ve known for years. Elena and Skylar love you as much as Avery and I do. They’ll both understand.”

“That doesn’t mean they’ll be okay with it.”

“Have some faith in us, Daniel. You’ve always been there for us, and we’ll be there for you.”

I took a deep breath. It was still difficult to get my head around the sudden changes of the past few days. She was right, though. Whatever happened, they were still the same girls I’d known for years.

“All right. I trust you.”

We were interrupted by the other three girls bumbling downstairs in a wave of chatter and laughter. Lainey gave me a last, lingering look before settling onto the stool beside me, her satisfied smile hidden behind her coffee mug. Later, she helped me whip up pancakes while Claire and Elena loaded the car and Skylar played listlessly on her phone. She was still wearing her green hospital scrubs and had her dark hair up in a messy bun.

“Rough night?” I asked.

She shrugged. “Just long. It’s too quiet on the floors. Can’t wait until I get transferred to the ER.”

“How long will that take?”

“One of the ER nurses is leaving at Christmas. My supervisor says I have a good chance at getting her slot as long as I keep doing well.”

Lainey bumped Skylar’s shoulder as she slid a plate of eggs in front of her. “You’ll get it. You know you will.”

“I hope so.”

“You will,” I told her. “I have faith.”

“So, how are things with The Jerk?” Lainey asked.

Skylar’s face twisted in disgust. “I broke up with him.”

Lainey spun around and stared at her in surprise. “No way!”

“Yep.” The brunette smothered a giggle with her hand. “I did it by text, too. Then I blocked him.”

The other girl hooted with laughter. “Holy crap, Sky. That’s hardcore.”

“He deserved it.”

“He really did. He was an asshole.”

“Alphahole. And I am done with them. No more alphaholes for me.”

Lainey cocked an eyebrow. “I’ll believe that when I see it.”

“I’m serious!” Skylar protested, setting down her phone. “I really mean it this time.”

“You always mean it, Sky, until some new hot bad boy comes along and gets your panties moist.”

Skylar’s face turned scarlet as her eyes landed on me then darted away. “Lainey!” she shrieked.

“Well, it’s true,” her friend persisted.

The brunette’s eyes flickered to me then she buried her face in her arms. “You are the worst. I cannot believe you just said that in front of Mr. Connor.”

“Daniel!” Lainey chirped helpfully.

“Omigod,” Skylar moaned again. “I’m never going to be able to look him in the face again.”

“He’s a grown man. Do you think he’s unaware that your panties get moist?”

I shook my head in disbelief. “Holy shit, Lainey.”

“What?” she asked, all innocence. “My panties get moist when I’m around hot guys I like, too.” The look she shot me could have melted glaciers. “It’s a perfectly natural reaction.”

Skylar banged her forehead on her arms. “You are freaking unbelievable. How can you talk about this stuff in front of him?”

“He’s been married, you know. It’s hardly some great mystery of life to him.”

“I’m so glad Claire isn’t here,” Skylar moaned. “She’d be mortified.”

I cleared my throat. “Yeah, how about let’s not have this conversation when Claire is around. Or better yet, let’s not have it at all.”

“Not at all works for me,” Skylar agreed fervently.

We were saved by the arrival of Claire and Elena, who had finished loading the car.

“All done,” my daughter announced.

I gestured towards the plates on the island. “Sit down and eat before your food gets cold.”

They both claimed a stool and dug in. After a while Elena cocked her head and stared at Skylar.

“What’s with you?”

Lainey answered for her. “She dumped her boyfriend.”

“Good for you!” Claire said, offering a fist bump.

Skylar returned it with a wry smile. “Thanks.”

Claire’s gaze turned to Lainey. “Should we start a pool on how long it takes until the next one?”

The brunette glared at them. “Why the hell do I even hang around with you assholes?”

Elena wrapped an arm around her neck and planted a loud, smacking kiss on her cheek. “Because you love us!” 

“She says she’s done with bad boys,” Lainey announced.

Claire and Elena shared a look. “Two weeks,” they chorused.

I reached over and patted Skylar’s hand. “I believe you, Skylar. This time you’ll find a guy who deserves you.”

“Thanks, Daniel.”

Claire’s eyes got big. “Oh, so he’s Daniel now?”

Lainey dumped a pile of freshly cooked bacon onto her plate. “He told us we should stop calling him Mr. Connor since we graduated college. He said it makes him feel old.”

“You’re not old, Dad.”

“No, he certainly isn’t,” Lainey said in a low, sexy voice.

“Lainey!” my daughter growled. “Don’t even.”

“He is pretty hot,” Elena agreed, giving me a speculative look.

My daughter scrunched her face in disgust. “Ew! You guys are so gross.”

Skylar nodded sagely. “I tried to tell you, but you didn’t believe me.”

Lainey nudged her with an elbow. “Oh, you be quiet. You think he’s hot, too.”

“Jesus, you guys,” I sighed.

Claire shoved her plate a way. “Okay, I’m done with this conversation. Come on, Elena. Go pee before we leave. I don’t want to have to stop for at least an hour.”

The two girls returned a few minutes later with their purses, and we followed them out to the driveway.

“Drive carefully, sweetheart,” I told Claire as I squeezed her in a hug. “And text me when you get there so I know you made it.”

“I will, Dad,” she replied as she slid into the driver’s seat. “Bye, guys!”

We watched until the car was out of sight, then went back inside together. My feelings were a jumble of sadness, pride, and eagerness. The life I’d lived for so long was about to change in ways I had a hard time imagining.

Skylar’s jaw popped with a huge yawn. “Do you mind if I crash here for the day? I’m too wiped to drive home. Plus my parents are fighting again, so getting any sleep while they’re around is freakin’ impossible.”

“Go ahead,” I told her. “We’ll keep the noise down.”

I followed Lainey into the kitchen. “I guess I should get some work done.”

No sooner had the sound of the bedroom door closing upstairs reached us than Lainey flung herself at me. 

Her arms tightened behind my back, and she hooked one leg around mine while our mouths met in a desperate kiss. As soon as our lips touched, I was lost in her. The rest of the world faded out, and for a long time there was nothing but Lainey. Even when we finally came up for air, I couldn’t seem to tear my eyes away from her.

“Sorry I left you alone this morning,” she said, “but I didn’t want to risk someone seeing me coming out of your room.”

“No, that was a good idea. It was risky enough for you to be there at all with everyone staying here.”

“It worked out okay.”

“It was a lot better than just okay. What are you going to do today?” I asked.

One hand waved in a broad circle to encompass the kitchen. “I’m going to start by getting this mess cleaned up.”

“I can help.”

She chuckled and kissed the tip of my nose. “Nah. You go work. I’ve got this.”

I spent the rest of the morning in my office going over the progress reports my project managers had submitted on Friday. Now and then I’d hear Lainey clattering around in the kitchen, and after a little while light, boppy K-pop began playing softly from the living room sound system. None of the noise was loud enough to be disturbing. In fact, the sounds were oddly soothing, reminding me of times with my wife before Claire was born. I’d spent the last four years mostly alone here, and Lainey’s unobtrusive yet pervasive presence filled a void I’d done my best to pretend didn’t exist.

If things worked out with Lainey and Avery, was this what my life would be like? Would this house turn into the home it once had been? I smiled as I caught the faint sound of Lainey humming along to the music and returned to my reports. No, it wouldn’t be like it had been. It would be something very different, but every bit as wonderful.

Around 12:30 there was a soft knock on the doorframe. When I looked up, Lainey was waiting just outside with a tray.

“I brought you some lunch. I whipped up a batch of chicken salad and made sandwiches.”

“You didn’t have to do that.”

Her smile was oddly shy as she set the tray on my desk. “I figured you probably haven’t been getting a lot of home-cooked food and might like a change of pace. Besides, I’ve always loved your kitchen. It’s fun to have a chance to really play around in it.”

“It hasn’t gotten a lot of use since Claire left for UT. Not much point in cooking when it’s just one person.”

I took a bite of the sandwich on the tray and moaned as the flavor exploded on my tastebuds. She’d toasted the bread, and the chicken salad was well-seasoned with basil and oregano and a hint of smoked paprika. There were also chips and a pickle spear on the side.

“That’s really good,” I told her and took another bite.

She blushed at the praise and glanced away. “It’s just chicken salad.”

“But it’s really damned good chicken salad. Thank you.”

Keeping her gaze averted, she shifted nervously from foot to foot. “I was thinking. If you don’t mind me hanging around, maybe I could do some cooking?”

I blinked at her in surprise. Where the hell was this coming from? She was the one who’d told me that I was her boyfriend, and she’d just spent the night in my bed. It wasn’t like Lainey to be so unsure of herself. Normally she was simmering with self-confidence.

“Lainey,” I said, holding out my hand to her.

When she took it, I drew her onto my lap and wrapped an arm around her waist. I stroked my fingers through her silken, chestnut curls until she sighed and relaxed against my chest.

“You’re not hanging around,” I told her softly. “I want you here with me, for this to be our home. I don’t want you to leave—ever.”

She turned her head so she could peer up at me. “Do you mean that?”

“Oh, sweetheart. Of course I do.” I cupped her cheek and looked deep into the gold-flecked green of her eyes. “I love you.”

I hadn’t said the words to her before, hadn’t planned on saying them to her now. Hell, I hadn’t even gotten to the point of admitting it to myself yet, but as I spoke them I meant them with all my heart. Maybe it was too soon, but I didn’t particularly care. Any doubts about what I wanted were gone, and I needed to make sure that she knew that.

“You’re absolutely amazing. I want to spend every day with you here. This is your home now, if you want it.”

“You’re sure?” she asked hesitantly. “It isn’t just the sex?”

I snorted a laugh. “While the sex is goddamned incredible, there’s so much more to it than that.” I paused, struggling to find the words to explain what I felt. “You make this place feel like home again. You make me feel alive again. I haven’t felt like this since Claire’s mom died. You make me believe in the future for the first time in a very long time, and I want to build a life with you.”

“I’m sorry,” she sighed. “I think I just needed to hear you say it. With Avery moving in, I wasn’t sure if you still really wanted me, or if you were just being nice.”

I gave myself a swift mental kick. While Lainey might project confidence, she needed reassurance—a lot of it. They all did. It was just part of the lives they’d lived, afterthoughts to their own parents, never really wanted by anyone. But I could handle a little insecurity. I’d just have to make sure I didn’t repeat this mistake with Avery.

“I will always want you. I love you, Lainey. It’s so damned easy to love you, as easy as breathing. It’s like it was always supposed to happen this way.”

“Yeah. I know exactly what you mean.”

I squeezed her and pressed a kiss against her hair. “This is all really new for us, and I’ve been distracted because of Claire. I’m sorry I didn’t make how I felt about you clearer. So, after we get Avery situated, how about we get your things and move you in too?”

That earned me a real smile. “I’d like that. Oh, man. Skylar is going to freak when she finds out.”

“We’ll worry about that when it happens, but it doesn’t matter. The important thing is that you’re home. For good.”

She nodded and nestled into me again, and it was the best feeling in the whole damned world. Finally, she unfolded herself and got back on her feet.

“I’d better let you finish your lunch and get back to work.”

I held onto her fingers. “I love you, Lainey,” I told her again, trying to pour everything I was feeling into the words.

“I love you, too.”

After she left, I stared at the empty doorway for a long time. How in the hell had I gotten here? How had I gotten so damned lucky? I’d gone from being alone to having two gorgeous, amazing women in my life, living in my house, loving me. It didn’t seem real, but the proof was out there humming in my kitchen. I couldn’t stop smiling as I turned back to my computer and the reports that suddenly didn’t seem nearly as important as they had half an hour ago.

I was still at it that afternoon when the front door opened. Moments later Avery’s elfin face peered through my office doorway.

“Am I interrupting?”

“Nope. I’m ready to wrap up for the day.”

“Goodie!”

Before I knew what was happening the petite blonde was in my lap with her eager mouth fastened to mine. There was nothing at all shy about the way her tongue played with mine, and when she pulled away her brown eyes were shining with happiness.

“Hi.”

“Welcome home, sweetheart. How was your day?”

“Long. All I could think about was you.”

I kissed the tip of her adorable little nose. “Ready to go get your stuff?”

“Let me get changed. I’ll just be a minute.”

“Okay.”

A thought struck me. I hesitated to say anything at first. It felt odd to discuss the girls with each other, but if we were going to do this together, we were all going to have to work together on it.

“Avery? Could you be extra sweet to Lainey? She’s feeling a little vulnerable today.”

Avery nodded solemnly. “Sure. Is she okay?”

“She’s fine, but she could use a little extra assurance that we both love her and want her here.”

“Is she moving in, too?”

“That’s the plan.”

“Yes!” She pumped her fist in the air. “I was really hoping she would.”

“You’re not jealous?”

“No way! This is going to be the best thing ever!”






“I think so, too. We just need to make sure Lainey knows we both feel that way.”

Avery tilted her head and studied me with a tiny smile. “See? This is why we love you so much. You always take such good care of us, make sure we feel wanted, like we matter and our feelings are important. You’re really good at seeing what we need to be happy and trying to give it to us.”

“All right,” I laughed, pushing her upright and giving her a playful swat on her pert ass. “Scoot and get changed so we can get your things. Then we’ll come up with a way to celebrate you officially moving in.”

She gave me a heated look. “I know how I want to celebrate.”

“That, too. But we’ll pick up some special takeout on the way home.”

“Home,” she sighed dreamily. “I really love the way that sounds.”

I smiled after her as she scampered off. Lainey came in a few moments later.

“Was that Avery?”

“Yeah. As soon as she’s changed, we’re heading to her mom’s.”

“I’ll go with you. An extra pair of hands to help pack and load can’t hurt.”

“Start thinking about what you’d like to have for dinner. We should probably do a grocery run tomorrow, but tonight we’re celebrating with whatever you two want.”

“Sweet! Let me go get my shoes.”

This was it—the first big step in the three of us building a new life together. It was exhilarating and a little scary, but I cast the last remnants of my doubts aside. I wanted this, wanted two of them and the unlooked-for future that had fallen into my lap. And I was going to give my girls the kind of life they’d only dreamed of.

Avery’s mom lived in a poorer part of town, but even for that neighborhood the house stood out as shabbier than the rest. The yard was gone to weeds, the paint on the trim was faded and peeling, and deep cracks ran through the driveway and sidewalk. I’d always felt bad for Avery whenever I’d come by to pick her up or drop her off, but not today. She had a new home now. This was the last time she’d ever have to set foot inside this place.

It looked deserted, and when I pulled into the driveway Avery was the first to jump out. “I want to get this done fast. They shouldn’t be home for another couple of hours, but…”

The fear lurking in her eyes made my jaw clench in sudden anger. I realized then that she still hadn’t told us everything about what went on in this house, and I was more determined than ever that this would be the end of it. I was going to make damned sure that no one ever hurt her again.

“We’re with you. Don’t worry. Let’s get it done and get out of here.”

The house was even trashier inside than outside. Stains blighted the dingy carpets like a plague, and the cheap furniture was cratered with cigarette burns. Empty beer cans and bottles occupied almost every flat surface, while inside the tiny kitchen piles of dirty dishes spilled from the sink onto the counters, many with leftover food still on them.

“She’s the only one who ever cleans anything,” Lainey told me in a low voice. “This place is going to be a total disaster area with her gone.”

We followed Avery to her room, which bore no resemblance to the rest of the house. It was neat and tidy with everything in its proper place. That was Avery in a nutshell, though.

“You pick out everything that needs to go,” I told her, “and I’ll start loading the car. Are you taking any of the furniture?”

She shook her head. “No, just my clothes and personal stuff.”

I’d already folded down the back row of seats in the SUV to make room for boxes, which we’d gathered up from my garage. The girls piled books, DVDs, toiletries, and everything else Avery wanted to keep into them, and I carried them out and arranged them in the car. Those were followed by plastic trash bags filled with clothes and Avery’s stuffed animal collection. There weren’t nearly as many clothes as I’d imagined, and I made a mental promise to take her shopping for some new things as soon as we had a chance.

In the grand scheme of things, she didn’t have a lot, but it still took time to gather, pack, and load. When we’d been there for a little over an hour, I started getting nervous.

“Lainey? How about going and playing lookout while we finish up? Just in case.”

She snapped a cheesy salute. “Yes, sir! I’m on it.”

“What’s left?” I asked Avery.

“Just the shoes, mainly. Everything else we can leave.”

“You sure?”

“Yeah. The rest is all either replaceable or stuff I just don’t care about.”

While she finished up, I carried out two more bags that were ready. I’d just shoved them into the back of the SUV when I heard Lainey gasp.

“Oh, shit. That’s Carl.”

A beige Honda beater that was probably several years older than either of the two girls pulled up at the curb. Its occupant was a beefy guy around my age with the florid face and matching gut of a devout alcoholic. He was a couple of inches shorter than me, and his lanky, brown hair was already showing signs of thinning.

This was the sleazy asshole who had been creeping on Avery. My hands unconsciously clenched into fists, and I had to force myself straighten them out again. No matter what he might deserve, it would be better for Avery if we could get out of here without any trouble.

“Just what the fuck are you doing in my house?” he demanded as he swaggered up to us.

“Helping Avery move out,” I replied.

Lainey had moved into the middle of the yard and had her phone ready. Smart girl. She was either getting this all on video or ready to call 911.

Carl shook his head. “You’re not taking shit out of here without Vanessa’s say so.”

“We’re just taking her personal things. Not any furniture or anything.”

“Not unless Vanessa says it’s okay, you ain’t.” He got right up in my face, and I winced at the odor of stale beer wafting from him. “Just who the fuck are you, anyway?”

“Daniel Connor. Avery is my daughter’s friend. I’m helping her move since she couldn’t fit everything in her car.”

He looked me up and down with naked contempt. “Well, Daniel, you can just carry all that shit right back into the house.”

I met his gaze evenly. “Not going to happen. We’re getting the rest of her things and we’re leaving.”

“And just where is she moving, anyway?”

“In with me,” Lainey piped up.

It was true, if not exactly the whole truth. And the less Vanessa and Carl knew about Avery’s future living arrangements, the better.

“Is that so? Well, we’ll see what Vanessa has to say about that, too.”

Lainey glared at him. “Avery is an adult and can do whatever she wants!”

“Then she can do it without all that stuff Vanessa paid for.”

“She didn’t pay for any of this, and you know it,” the feisty brunette growled. “Avery bought all of it.”

“Maybe you should mind your own business, you little bitch.”

My simmering anger flared up again. “Don’t talk to her like that.”

Carl snorted in derision. “Or what? You gonna do something about it, Pretty Boy?”

He shoved my shoulder hard enough that I rocked back a step. Before I could do anything, the front door slammed behind me. Avery stood on the porch with two bags, which she dropped so she could storm over to us.

“Carl! Don’t you dare touch him, you piece of shit!”

“Watch your language with me, little girl. I told your momma that mouth of yours was going to get you in trouble.”

Fury radiated from the tiny blonde as she stared him down with her small fists on her hips. “I’m done with her, and I’m sure as hell done with you. I’m leaving with Daniel and I’m never coming back.”

Oh, shit. Well, the secret was out now. Carl’s eyes widened as they flickered to me then back to Avery, and he let out a hearty guffaw.

“So that’s it. Honey, your sorry ass will be crawling back here in a month once he gets tired of you.”

“Daniel loves me, and he’s more of a man than you could ever even imagine being, you fucking perv!

Carl drew his fist back, and Avery shrank away in sudden terror. My hand whipped out and snagged his wrist before he could swing.

“You really don’t want to do that.”

“Better let go of me if you want to keep that hand, Pretty Boy.”

“Avery, get back.”

She darted over to stand beside Lainey, and I let go of Carl’s wrist. With her safely out of the way, I breathed a bit easier. I positioned myself between Carl and the girls.

“We’re leaving. Girls, grab the stuff off the porch and get in the car.”

“You don’t listen so good, do you, Pretty Boy? I said you’re not taking anything out of here.”

I stared him right in the eye. “I’m taking Avery and her things, and you’re never going to see her again. You’ll never lay one finger on her. All those sick fantasies you’ve had about her are over.”

He took a swing at me. I’d hoped to avoid anything physical, but that didn’t mean I hadn’t been expecting it. I leaned out of the way, hammered him with a quick jab to the stomach, then followed it with a solid cross to his jaw. Carl stood there for a second, his eyes gone glassy, then his knees wobbled and he crumpled to the sidewalk. The girls stood frozen, staring at us with their eyes wide in shock.

“Get the bags and get into the car,” I repeated. “Now!”

They dashed to the porch, grabbed the two bags, and were in the car before Carl blinked and shook his head.

“We’re leaving,” I told him. “In case you get the bright idea of calling the cops, Lainey got this whole thing on video. You shoving me, trying to hit Avery, taking a swing at me. I’m sure my lawyer could have all kinds of fun with that.” I leaned down close to him and lowered my voice. “And if I ever find out you’ve come anywhere near Avery again, you will disappear and no one will ever find the body. You understand me?”

He glared up at me. “This how you get off? White knighting for little white trash whores like her?”

“Avery was never white trash, dumbass, and she’s certainly not a whore. She’s got more class in her little finger than there is in this entire neighborhood. She’s going to be somebody, and she’s never going to look back. And I’ll be there cheering her on the whole way.”

Carl let out a harsh laugh. “Whatever, man. You’ll tap that fine little ass until you get tired of her mouth, and then dump her right back in the gutter where you found her. Then it’s gonna be my turn.”

I really wanted to hit him again. No, I wanted to beat the living fuck out of him and leave him bleeding out in the yard. Instead, I took a step back, drew in a deep breath, and walked away. When I got into the driver’s seat, Carl levered himself up off the sidewalk and staggered towards the house. Avery quickly rolled down her window.

“Carl!” she called. When he turned towards her, she flung her house key at him. “I’m not coming back. Ever. Tell Mom that.”

She rolled the window back up then sank into her seat. I half-expected Carl to lob a rock or beer bottle at the car as we drove away, but apparently he was done. We turned the corner without any issues, and I let out the breath I’d been holding and started towards home.

I was still buzzing with an adrenaline high, so it took me a couple of minutes before I realized how quiet the car was. At first, I thought it was because the girls were shaken by the encounter with Carl, but then I saw that both of them were staring at me wide-eyed.

“You two okay?” I asked.

Avery opened her mouth then slowly closed it again. It was Lainey who finally spoke up.

“That was absolutely sick,” she said in an awed tone.

Avery finally found her voice. “How did you…? He makes like two of you. And you dropped him like it was nothing.”

It finally sank in what they were talking about. “Oh. I boxed in college. When he threw that punch, I just reacted. It was all reflex.”

“Holy crap,” Lainey breathed. “I am so wet right now.”

Avery let out a long, shivery sigh. “I know, right? I think I just ovulated or something. I totally want to have your babies.”

I laughed so hard I almost swerved into oncoming traffic. “You two are something else.”

They shared a knowing look, and Avery snorted in disbelief. “He thinks we’re kidding.”

“You are so going to get laid when we get home,” Lainey said, nodding.

I shook my head. “I didn’t really do anything.”

Avery put her hand on my arm. “You stood up for us, Daddy. Both of us.”

Lainey made a choking sound and stared wide-eyed at her friend. “Daddy?”

“Shut up!” Avery snapped then turned back to me. “Carl is a lot bigger than you, but you stood up to him because of me.”

“Because of both of us,” Lainey corrected.

I shifted uncomfortably under their gaze. “I just did what any guy would do.”

Both girls burst into laughter. “No,” Lainey said. “Oh, no. They wouldn’t. Trust us on that one.”

“Well, they should,” I grumbled. I really didn’t want them making a big deal out of it, so I said the first thing I could think of to distract them. “Food. We’re celebrating Avery officially moving in. What are we getting?”

In the end, Lainey ordered takeout steaks, baked potatoes, fried mushrooms, and salads from the girls’ favorite steakhouse. When we got home, I handed Avery the keys.

“You get the door, and we’ll bring the food. We’ll come back for your stuff after we eat.”

The girls lagged behind, and when I was sure they couldn’t see, I heaved a deep sigh of relief. Thank fuck that was over. I set the bags on the kitchen island and realized the two of them were still in the foyer, speaking in low voices. I couldn’t quite make out what they were saying, but then Avery wrapped her arms around Lainey’s neck, and the other girl hugged her back fiercely. I smiled to myself, a feeling of warmth spreading through my chest. This was all going to work out.

I placed the food we’d gotten for Skylar into the fridge then winced as my hand brushed against the door. Fuck. The knuckles were an angry red and swollen. I hadn’t even felt it before, probably from adrenaline.

“You okay?” Avery asked in concern.

I gave her a wry smile. “This is why you use gloves when you’re boxing.”

“Damn,” Lainey hissed when she saw my hand. “You need ice on that.”

She dug through the freezer until she found an ice pack then made me sit down while they doled out our meals. Avery insisted on cutting up my steak so I wouldn’t have to use my damaged right hand. When I protested, Lainey silenced me with a finger against my lips.

“Just hush. You take care of us, and we take care of you. That’s how it’s going to be from now on. It’s not open for discussion.”

I shut up and let them do it, disgruntled at being fussed over, but at the same time enjoying it a little, too. It was kind of nice having someone taking care me for a change. The conversation around the kitchen island was easy, with plenty of laughter and teasing. It was like all the other times we’d eaten here together during sleepovers, except now the air was charged with sly smiles and smoldering glances, and we exchanged little touches as we talked for no other reason than because we could. It was all still so new and exciting for all of us, and I hoped that we could hold onto that thrill forever.

When we finished dinner, I had a full stomach and two gloriously lovely young women looking at me as though they wanted to eat me alive. It made me feel twenty years younger and brimming with energy. Together we carried Avery’s things up to her new room and helped her start unpacking. I noticed Lainey looking around the room a little wistfully and guessed what was on her mind.

“So, which room do you want?” I asked her.

She blinked at me in surprise. “Huh. I guess I need to pick one, don’t I? It still doesn’t seem quite real. I’m actually moving in with you.”

I brushed her hair out of the way and kissed her forehead. “It’s as real as you want it to be, sweetheart. Move in tomorrow if you want, or if you’d rather take it slow and live at your mom’s for a while and just do sleepovers when you’re up for it, that’s okay, too. Whatever you’re comfortable with.”

She traded a look with Avery, and both of them sighed.

“He’s the most amazing man in the history of ever,” the petite blonde said.

Lainey wrapped her arms around me and buried her face in the crook of my neck and shoulder. “Have I mentioned that I love you?” she murmured. “I want to be here with you forever. But I want Claire’s room, because it looks out over the backyard. I can hold off on moving in until she’s gone. Besides, I’ve still got to think about what I’m going to tell Mom.”

Avery’s eyes got big. “Oh, shit. I hadn’t thought of that. We’ll have to brainstorm and figure out some kind of story for her.”

I frowned. “You know she’s going to find out the truth eventually, right?”

“Yeah. But if I’ve got some time, I can think of a way to ease her into it so she doesn’t pitch a fit.”

Avery lifted sweaty strands of her pale blonde hair away from her neck. “I don’t know about you two, but I’m ready to cool off in the pool.”

“Hell, yeah!” Lainey agreed.

“Me too. You two get changed and I’ll meet you out there.”

“Do you need help changing?” Avery asked innocently, although the playful smirk on her face belied her tone. “Because of your hurt hand, I mean. We’d be more than happy to undress you.”

I rolled my eyes. “I think I can manage. See you in a few minutes.”

I almost regretted telling her no when I had to get out of my jeans. The joints on my hand didn’t want to bend, and the pressure on my fingers hurt like a bitch. I managed to get them off by mostly relying on the other hand, though, and the swim trunks weren’t nearly as hard to manage. Afterwards I popped a couple of ibuprofen before joining the girls outside.

They were already in the pool, splashing around and laughing while K-pop played softly through the outdoor speakers. Most of the songs were new to me, but I recognized some older ones from when they were in high school. I sank down with a groan into one of the deck chairs to watch them. I probably shouldn’t have volunteered to carry the heavy boxes upstairs with my hand so swollen. They could have waited in the foyer, but I’d wanted Avery to have all of her things so she could get settled in and feel at home as soon as possible.

I ought to let her redecorate, too. The spare room she’d picked was awfully vanilla. Maybe tomorrow we could go pick some new things out for her after she got off work. I wasn’t normally big on shopping but imagining the tiny blonde’s enthusiasm got me a little excited about it.

A wave of cool water splashing over me yanked me out of my meandering, and I sat upright spluttering. “Hey!”

“Come in the water, Daniel!”

“Yeah! Come play with us!”

The girls grinned up at me, eyes sparkling with mischief. My cock twitched and swelled at the sight of their lithe, wet bodies. They’d both picked what had to be the skimpiest bikinis they owned, and they left very little to the imagination. But I certainly wasn’t going to complain about that.

“Like what you see?” Lainey teased, arching her back to thrust her tits up out of the water.

Avery batted her eyes at me. “Jeez, the way you’re staring, you’d think you’d never seen us in bikinis before.”

I sort of hadn’t until the last few days. Or rather, I had never really noticed them as very sexy women wearing them. Now it was impossible to see them as anything else. I was still having a little trouble reconciling the change, but damned if I was going to let that stop me. Instead of answering them, I dived into the water between them. Both of them squealed and splashed away, but that wasn’t going to save them.

Lainey darted out of my grasp, but Avery’s feet slipped on the bottom of the pool, and I was on her before she could recover. The tiny blonde squealed as I grabbed her and pulled her under with me. Rather than struggle, though, she wrapped herself around me and pressed her mouth against the hollow of my throat. Her kisses set my skin on fire while she slowly rubbed the heat of her core against my groin.

I burst upward and sucked in a gasping breath as I breached the surface. Avery didn’t so much as slow down. If anything, her kisses grew even more frantic while she ground harder on my hard cock. I planted my feet well apart so her movements wouldn’t push me over then grabbed her round, little ass with both hands to hold her against my hardness.

“Damn, Avery,” Lainey said as her arms came around me from behind. “Just going to go for it right here, huh?”

“I can’t help it,” the other girl panted. “I want him so bad, all the freakin’ time. It’s like I’m always ready for him.”

She moaned as she rubbed her pussy against me. She was so wet that her slippery juices were already soaking through both of our swimsuits. I squeezed my fingers between us then slid them into Avery’s bikini bottoms until I found her clit. The girl threw back her head with a loud squeal as I stroked it, and her hips went wild thrashing against me.

Oh, fuck,” she gasped.

At the same time, one of Lainey’s hands fondled my balls while the other played against my bare chest. I was steel-hard now, and I gripped Avery’s ass hard enough to leave marks while I relentlessly worked her nub with my fingers.

“Come for me,” I urged her. “Come for me, baby girl.”

Avery clung to me as though she was afraid she’d drown if she let go, and she buried her face against my neck. “Fuck, fuck, fuck. I’m so close.” Her lips fastened onto my neck, and she nipped me with her sharp, little teeth. Suddenly her body went rigid.

“Oh! Oh!” she screamed against me while her legs squeezed me so tightly that I could barely breathe. “Daddy! Oh, Daddy!”

I continued rubbing her swollen pearl as she rode out the successive waves of her climax, then she shivered and jerked as the aftershocks rolled through her lithe frame. Finally, she sank limply against my chest, spent.

“Holy shit, Ave,” Lainey murmured.

“I told you,” the other girl said in a dreamy voice. “It’s like that all the time, like I’m on a hair trigger or something.”

I slogged through the water then lifted Avery and set her gently on the edge of the pool. The instant I turned, Lainey was in my arms. Her slick skin slid against mine as she pressed every inch of her body against me. Fingers in my hair tilted my head down until she could reach my lips with hers. She kissed me as though she was starving for it, her tongue darting and twining against mine until my erection was straining against her flat stomach.

“I’m the same way, you know,” she told me. “I’m wet all the time thinking about you, about what you do to me. I damned near came just from watching you with Avery.”

“Then we’d better see about getting you taken care of, too.”

“Please,” she urged me with a wry smile. “I am aching for you right now.”

I wrapped my hands around her slim waist and heaved her up beside Avery, then took a moment just to drink them in. Their wet hair hung low, darkened by the water, and droplets glittered in the sunlight like jewels on their perfect skin. They were both so fucking beautiful that it staggered me a little. They were the kind of women that most guys can only dream about, as different as they could be physically, but each completely incredible in her own unique way. And somehow they were both mine.

Water streamed from my body as I hauled myself out of the pool. It wasn’t until then that I realized just how badly my dick was tenting the wet fabric.

“Let me help you with that.”

Lainey’s nimble fingers snagged the waistband of my shorts and deftly tugged them over my hips without snagging my straining cock. It jutted proudly, eager to get close to both of my young beauties. Her hand wrapped around my girth then gave it a couple of tight, leisurely strokes that brought a groan to my lips.

“My turn,” she said.

Taking my hand, she drew me to one of the deck chairs and pressed me down onto it. Swiftly she skinned out of her bikini to reveal the stiff, pink nipples standing up on her round tits and the soft tuft of hair at the join of her legs before she crawled up my body until she was straddling my lap. With a saucy smile she braced one hand against the back of the chair, lifted herself up onto her knees, and then guided the head of my cock to her entrance. Lainey gave a deep moan as she lowered herself onto my erection, taking it slowly inside of her until she was sitting on my lap with my whole length captured within her tight walls.

Once she was settled, she leaned in and gave me a slow kiss. “Hi there,” she said softly.

“Hi, yourself.”

I palmed both of her tits to massage her water-slicked skin. She gasped at the friction on her pebbled nipples and let out a low moan of pleasure.

“That feels so good, Daniel.”

Then she did something I didn’t expect. Instead of riding me like a stallion the way she usually did, she only lifted up slightly and rocked her hips just enough to move me inside of her while bearing down on me with her inner muscles. It was like being slowly squeezed by a slippery fist and felt amazing.

“Oh, shit,” I groaned.

“I don’t want to break your chair,” she murmured as she shifted gently on top of me.

Right then I didn’t give one single fuck about the stupid chair. I’d buy a whole new set of them just so we could break them this way. Behind her, Avery had stripped off her bikini as well and sprawled on a towel while she watched us, nimble fingers dancing between her legs.

“That is so hot, Lainey. You look amazing riding him, with his cock stretching you out.”

However good it might look, it felt even better, and the pressure on my cock sent ripples of pleasure zinging through me. Lainey kept up the rhythmic rocking of her hips, never slower, never faster, moving to a perfect beat as though she was listening to a metronome inside her head. As much as I loved taking her hard and fast, this leisurely buildup was doing even more for me.

Lainey’s eyes fluttered, and her head lolled from side to side as she lost herself in the overpowering sensations within her body. I was right there with her, ready to do this for the rest of the day and night. I gently rolled her nipples beneath my thumbs and was rewarded by the rippling of her inner walls against my cock.

She arched her back. “More,” she breathed.

I squeezed those gumdrops harder, pinching enough for it to hurt just a bit. Lainey cried out and a gush of hot honey slicked my balls. We were both soaked now, and her pussy squelched loudly around my cock as she rode me. Her tits heaved under my hands as her breathing deepened. Another shiver ran through her, so I knew she was getting close. I let my eyes shut and focused on the way her pussy clutched my dick.

“I knew it!”

The shout from the back door froze all three of us and yanked our eyes towards the house. Skylar stood there in the doorway wearing a royal blue sleep shirt, her sable hair sleep-rumpled, both fists planted firmly on her hips as she glared at us.

Fuck. I’d completely forgotten she was even here.

“Oh, shit,” Avery squeaked, then rolled off the deck into the pool like she thought she could hide beneath the crystal water.

Lainey slid off my cock and huddled beside me, face burning and eyes wide. “Skylar, I…” Her voice trailed off while her mouth continued to work soundlessly.

“I freakin’ knew there was something going on with you two,” Skylar continued, thrusting damning fingers at me and Lainey. “I wasn’t sure about Avery, but I just knew you two had something going on.”

What could I even say? It’s not what it looks like? My extremely obvious erection in the presence of two very naked young women kind of spoiled that idea. I would have laughed if I wasn’t about to have a heart attack. I pushed myself upright while Skylar stalked towards us.

“I mean, what the hell?” she demanded. “You guys weren’t even going to tell me?”

Lainey blinked at her in confusion. “What?”

“If you two think that you’re keeping Daniel all to yourselves, you’ve got another think coming. You are damned well going to share.”

When she was almost upon us, she grabbed the hem of her nightshirt and yanked it up over her head then tossed it over the back of a nearby chair. My mouth dropped open at the sight of her high, rounded tits and black thong panties. Her body was every bit as mouth-watering as I’d imagined, with the kind of curves to bring a man to his knees and make him weep. She could have put centerfolds to shame.

“We were going to tell you and Elena after Claire moved out,” Lainey protested weakly.

“Yeah,” Avery chimed in from across the pool. “It wasn’t exactly like we could make a group announcement or anything.”

“Plus, you had a boyfriend,” Lainey added.

Skylar ignored them, instead plopping herself onto my lap, wrapping her arms around my neck, and planting her plush lips on mine. I might have been shocked, but I wasn’t dead. I slid my arms around her waist and pulled her against me until her soft tits pushed into my chest.

She was gorgeous, curvier than either of the other two girls, with a waspish waist and generous hips and tits and the kind of round ass that made you want to take a bite. She kissed me slowly, taking her time to savor it despite the hard rod of my cock pulsing insistently against her firm ass. There was nothing shy about it—Skylar knew exactly what she wanted; she just wasn’t in any kind of hurry.

After what felt like an hour of that she drew back, then reached behind her and grabbed my dick. “Mmm. Nice.”

Lainey snorted in irritation. “That was mine, you know.”

The brunette smirked at her over her shoulder. “From the look of things, you’ve both had your share already. It’s my turn, now.” Her eyes turned back to me. “Unless you have any objection, Daniel,” she purred.

I shook my head, not trusting myself to speak. Hell, I wasn’t sure whether I was even able to talk. There wasn’t much in the way of coherent thought going on in my head just then.

“This chair makes me nervous,” Skylar said as it rocked beneath us. “How about we find a towel on nice, sturdy solid ground instead?”

I ended up flat on my back with the curvy brunette hovering over me, her eyes latched onto my throbbing cock.

“God, I cannot wait to ride that thing. Do you have any idea how many times… Well, never mind. But first, I want a taste.”

She slithered between my legs so that she was bent over my erection and tucked her long, ebony hair over her shoulder. Her deep blue eyes bored into mine as she lowered her mouth to my head. Fingers gripped the base of my shaft as she swirled her tongue around the tip then dragged it along the underside with excruciating deliberateness.

“Damn, Lainey, you taste amazing,” she said.

I blinked and my dick jerked so hard at her words she almost lost her grip. Holy shit.

“You like that?” I asked.

She squeezed me in her fingers. “Yeah, but I like this even more. So, why don’t you two come give me a hand here? I bet Daniel would love to see all three of us on his cock at once. Come on. There’s enough to go around.”

Lainey looked shocked by this, but Avery jumped out of the pool with a whoop. “Oh, this is going to be awesome!”

She darted over and positioned herself on my right side while Lainey edged up more uncertainly on my left. There was an impish glee glowing in Skylar’s eyes as she took the base of my erection in her hand and went back to tonguing my cock. Avery dove in beside her, running her small tongue in circles around the tip, then Lainey finally joined in and mirrored Skylar’s longer licks along my shaft. My eyes rolled back, and I sank back against the towel. Just the sight of the three of them tonguing my cock was almost enough to make me explode.

“Oh, fuck me,” I moaned.

There was no response except some giggles as they licked and slurped together. My mind roiled in disbelief. How the hell had this—three of my daughter’s gorgeous best friends worshipping my cock—become my life? I felt like an eastern potentate enjoying the ministrations of his harem or something. Everything was going great until Avery got carried away and swooped down to take the entire length of my dick in her mouth.

“Hey!” Skylar protested, bumping the other girl with her shoulder. “It’s my turn, damn it!”

Avery just sucked harder until the other two dragged her off, kicking and spluttering.

“Brat,” Skylar muttered.

“I couldn’t help myself,” Avery said. “It’s just so good.”

Lainey shook her head in mock sadness. “You just can’t trust her with Daniel’s cock.”

“It’s time to mix things up anyway,” Skylar said as she planted her feet on either side of my hips and knelt down until my erection slid into the hot, slick channel between her legs. Her eyes gleamed with mischief as she rubbed herself slowly against my length. “What do you think, Daniel? Ready to see how I measure up to these two?”

Her movements against me were sweet agony. “Oh, hell, yes,” I breathed.

With a smirk, Skylar expertly wiggled her hips and captured the head of my cock without needing to use her hands, then impaled herself on it in one swift motion. She bore down on me with her inner muscles as she sank onto my hips, so the slippery heat of her walls squeezed the full length of my shaft for one blissful moment. She grinned at my groan of ecstasy, then lifted up until only my head remained wedged inside of her. For a few very long seconds she held herself there, building up the tension, before dropping onto my lap once more. It was pure fucking Heaven inside of her. While she wasn’t quite as tight as Avery, Skylar knew how to use the muscles inside of her pussy to make it feel as though she was kneading my cock.

“So, what do you think?” she asked.

“I think you’re fucking incredible,” I told her.

“That’s because I am,” she said with a smirk.

“And so modest,” Avery chirped beside us.

The lovely little blonde was stretched out on a towel nearby, fingering herself without so much as a hint of self-consciousness while she watched us. Skylar started riding me in earnest, and once she got into a rhythm she glanced over at Lainey.

“You should join in.”

Lainey blinked in confusion. “Huh?”

“Sit on his face. I’m pretty sure Daniel can handle us both at once.”

I gulped hard and hoped like hell that I could. This wasn’t exactly something I’d prepared for in my long years as a single dad. One of them at a time was enough to completely absorb my attention, and now I’d get two of them while Avery watched? But I was determined not to disappoint my girls. I’d manage it—somehow.

Lainey quickly grabbed a towel, rolled it up, and slid it under my head before straddling me and then carefully lowering herself over my face. She was sopping wet, her pink folds glistening with her honey, and the scent of her arousal was a drug I was already addicted to. As she settled, I wrapped my arms around her thighs and grabbed her ass. The girl was so fucking perfect, and my mouth watered at the sight of her bare sex only inches away from my face. I pulled her a little lower so that she was within easy reach then ran my tongue lightly along her thin, pink lips.

“Daniel,” she whined, pushing herself against my tongue. “Oh, please.”

I thrust my tongue into her entrance, reveling in her unique, tart flavor. Skylar was right—she tasted amazing. I focused on her, leaving Skylar to pleasure herself on my dick at my own pace. It had the added benefit of distracting me so that I didn’t finish too quickly in the clutching embrace of the sultry brunette’s incredible pussy.

I zeroed in on Lainey’s clit, caressing it with slow, light strokes of my tongue while she emitted little mewls of pleasure above me. Her back arched, and she pressed her dripping slit against my face.

“More,” she moaned. “Don’t tease me.”

Skylar slowed her bouncing on my dick and leaned forward. From Lainey’s sudden gasp, I guessed the other girl was fondling her tits. She tilted over my face to give her friend easier access, which was fine with me because it caused her slit to spread even wider above me.

“Fuck,” Avery murmured as she watched. “That is so fucking hot, you guys.”

The tiny blonde left her towel to kneel beside Lainey, and she pressed a soft kiss against her shoulder while her small hand reached for Skylar’s swollen clit. The brunette shuddered, and her walls rippled against me from this extra stimulation. Avery’s other hand snaked down between us to grip the shaft of my cock, giving it a good squeeze before gliding down to the base and caressing my balls.

My mind went totally blank for a minute, and I had to divert all my attention back to Lainey to keep from coming. I lashed her clit furiously, and when I drove my tongue as deeply as it would go into her sodden tunnel, she angled her hips to take even more.

“Yes,” she hissed. “Like that. Fuck me with your tongue.”

I was more than happy to oblige her. Hot juices from her pussy drenched my tongue, and I couldn’t get enough. At the same time, Skylar had gone back to bouncing on my cock. Avery’s fingers on her clit had her as wet as Lainey, now. So much nectar had leaked out of her that my groin was soaked, and the brunette’s round ass smacked wetly against my hips each time she landed on me.

As she rode me even harder, her motions became more erratic so I could tell she was right at the edge. Her breath was coming in ragged gasps punctuated with sharp little moans within her throat.

“God, Daniel. Oh, fuck. I’m going to come.”

I dragged myself away from Lainey’s delicious cunt so I could answer her. “Do it, sweetheart. I want to feel you. Come all over my cock.”

Avery’s fingers danced faster on Skylar’s nub, driving her friend to the brink. The young nurse bottomed out with my erection buried inside of her to my balls and froze there while her pussy spasmed around me.

“Fuck!” she shouted.

While she quivered and shook through her orgasm, I buried my face against Lainey’s sweet pussy and licked her for all I was worth. Only seconds passed before she cried out with her own release, and a gush of her sweet cream spilled onto my tongue and smeared my face.

I lapped it up hungrily while she trembled and cried out, and I only kept her from smothering me by propping her up from beneath. At the same time, I was holding on with all my might to keep from emptying into Skylar. I still owed Lainey for what we’d started before this little interruption.

Skylar rose first and pulled Lainey down onto the towel Avery had abandoned minutes before. They quickly formed a sixty-nine with Skylar tucked beneath the sexy brunette.

“I want you to lick me while Daniel fucks you from behind,” the nurse said.

Lainey squeaked in protest. “I’ve never…”

“There’s a first time for everything,” Skylar replied with a smirk. 

I stared at them in disbelief. Holy crap. Where had this even come from?

“You were a lot more adventurous in college than we were,” Avery chimed in.

Lainey rolled her eyes. “Everyone was more adventurous in college than you were.”

“You’ll both be glad that I was,” Skylar told them. “I promise you that.”

With a little moan, Lainey crouched lower on her elbows and brought her face to Skylar’s pussy. She gave the cum-drenched skin a tentative lick while I moved around to position myself behind her. That perfect ass drew me like a beacon, and I nudged her legs further apart to reveal the pink treasure hidden below.

Lainey was so wet that the head of my cock slid right into her. She gasped and arched her back, revealing the lovely dimples of her ass. Fuck, the girl was sexy. Even as I pushed inside her, she kept her mouth on Skylar.

The brunette regarded me from beneath, her blue eyes glassy with lust while she watched my cock disappearing into her friend. “I wanted you, Daniel,” she said. “But having all three of you is even better.”

“I cannot argue with that,” I panted as I grabbed hold of Lainey’s hips to drive myself into her until my balls brushed her mound.

Her tight heat wrapped around me was utterly fucking amazing. I wanted to keep my dick buried in her forever. After a moment, Avery came around and knelt beside Lainey so she could watch from over her friend’s ass as I fucked her. She draped an arm over Lainey’s back and leaned in close for a bird’s eye view.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” she breathed, one hand stroking lightly along Lainey’s ass while the other darted between her own legs. “You look so good taking Daniel’s cock.”

“She really does,” Skylar murmured, her voice husky. “I bet you do, too.”

Avery stretched up to kiss me, her satin little tongue eager as it sought mine. We kissed, hot and frantic, while I hammered into her best friend. This really was Heaven.

I was getting desperate for air, though. When we broke apart, she wrapped her arms around Lainey’s hips and held onto her ass, squeezing her cheeks and spreading her wide open for me. I took advantage of that little bit of extra room to drive myself even deeper into Lainey’s pussy.

Avery stared as though she’d never seen people fucking before. “Isn’t she beautiful?”

“Fuck yes, she is,” I panted. “She’s goddamned gorgeous. You all are.” And I was the luckiest man on the whole planet.

“I wish I could watch you taking me from behind like this,” Avery sighed wistfully.

“Naughty girl. I’ll bet you could talk Skylar into taking a video.”

She closed her eyes and shivered. “I think I’d like that.”

“So would I.”

Lainey let out a muffled cry and buried her face against Skylar’s thigh. The brunette nurse didn’t seem to mind being abandoned, though. She stroked her long fingers along Lainey’s trembling thighs and crooned at her.

“Come for us, Lainey. Cream all over that thick cock inside of you. I want to feel you on top of me while you come.”

I shook my head in bemusement. Sex with the other two girls hadn’t been remotely boring, but Skylar was adding a whole new dimension that I wouldn’t have dreamed of. I’d be dreaming about it a lot more from now on, though, that was for damned sure. At this rate, I might never lose my erection again.

My attention went back to Lainey. Her ass and thighs were quivering, and her fists had clenched in the towel beneath Skylar.

“Oh, fuck,” she panted. “Oh, shit.”

Her words trailed off in a long cry while her pussy squeezed me so hard I thought the head might pop off inside of her. The tingling burn low in my balls surged through my dick and my breath caught. I gripped her hips until my fingers ached and slammed into her.

“Do it,” Avery urged. “Come inside of her.”

Shit. I shoved all the way into Lainey’s pussy and exploded. My cock pulsed and jerked as I filled her depths with gouts of boiling cum. It kept spurting into her for so long that I began to wonder if it was ever going to stop. Lainey’s slick walls fluttered against me and milked out every drop until it spilled out of her and ran in thick streams down her tan thighs.

I drew in a deep, shuddering gasp of air while my legs trembled and my vision dimmed. “Holy fuck,” I wheezed. “That was intense.”

The muscles in my legs were quaking, so I slipped out of Lainey’s tight grip and collapsed onto my ass while trying to get enough oxygen into my lungs to keep from passing out.

Before Lainey could move, Avery swooped in behind her and began licking away the cum coating her skin. The tiny blonde smacked her lips and looked over her shoulder at me with an impish smile.

“Didn’t want to let any go to waste.”

“Damn, girl,” Skylar chuckled.

I shook my head. “We’ve created a monster.”

Avery just laughed. “Nom, nom, nom,” she said as she went back to licking.

I met Skylar’s eyes and we both burst into laughter. Three of them. Holy crap.

“It’s a damned good thing none of the neighbors are home,” I muttered as we walked into the house. “We’re going to have to be a lot more careful about our outdoor activities from now on.”

“Outdoor activities,” Avery mimicked, and all three of them burst into laughter.

I pretended to ignore them. “Skylar, we brought you dinner. It’s in the fridge.”

When she pulled the Styrofoam container out, her eyes lit up. “Steak? Fuck, I love you guys.” She dumped everything onto a plate and stuck it in the microwave. “So, tell me how this got started. I’m dying to hear this story.”

“First tell us what clued you in to us,” Lainey demanded.

“I saw you kissing Daniel in his office the other night,” Skylar said, biting her lip. “That’s when I broke up with my asshole ex. I decided right then that if I had any shot at Daniel, I was sure as hell going to take it.”

“You don’t mind sharing him with us?” Avery asked anxiously.

Skylar set her plate down on the island and gave the blonde a firm hug. “No, sweetie. There are a billion douchebags like my ex out there, but only one Daniel. I’d much rather share him with my friends than have a douchebag all to myself.” Her big, blue eyes met mine. “What about you, Daniel? Got room for one more woman in your life?”

Three of them? What the fuck was I going to do with three of them? But I loved Skylar every bit as much as I did her friends, and there was no way I’d ever shut her out. If this was what she wanted, I was more than happy to include her in this new family.

I nodded firmly. “There’s always room for you.”

With that assurance, Lainey and Avery launched into the tale of how it all started with the three of us. When Avery got to the part where Claire almost walked in on us in my bedroom, Skylar laughed so hard I thought she was going to fall off her stool.

“Omigod,” she gasped. “I wish I could have seen your faces.”

“It wasn’t that funny,” I muttered.

Lainey snickered beside me. “Oh, yes it was. When Avery told me about it later that night I laughed until I almost peed myself.”

“I just can’t get over the three of you sneaking around and screwing like bunnies right under everyone’s noses,” Skylar giggled. “It’s like a bad eighties romcom or something.”

“You cannot imagine how stressful it’s been,” Lainey said, snatching a mushroom from the other girl’s plate.

“Hey!”

Avery sighed. “I thought I was going to freakin’ die when you guys came out to find me in the hot tub. I only just had time to put my bikini top on and was sitting on the bottoms. I was absolutely terrified one of you was going to hop in and then I’d have to explain why I was half-naked.”

Skylar cocked her head. “We would have just assumed you were fingering yourself while you thought about Daniel.”

“Skylar!”

Lainey let out an amused snort. “It wouldn’t be the first time.”

“Omigod!” Avery shrieked as her face turned bright red.

I took pity on her. “Don’t give her a hard time,” I told them.

Lainey smirked at me. “Picking favorites already, Daddy?”

Skylar’s jaw dropped open. “No. She didn’t.”

Lainey nodded. “Yeah, she did. Weirdly enough, it’s kind of cute, though.”

“Sometimes I hate you guys so much,” Avery grumbled. “I’m never telling either of you anything again.”

Skylar patted her hand. “We love you, Ave. We’re just teasing.” Her blue eyes flickered to me. “It’s nice not having to hide how we feel from Daniel anymore. If only you’d known, huh?”

“It would have embarrassed the hell out of me then,” I admitted.

“What about now?”

My lips curved into a wry smile. “It’s actually kind of funny. But I never would have…”

“We know,” Skylar sighed. “We knew it then, and as much as we would have liked for something to have happened, we all knew you weren’t that guy. But I’m really glad you’re that guy now,” she added with a saucy wink.

“I’m still the same guy. It’s just that you’re all older now, out of college.”

“And we still had to jump you,” Lainey pointed out. “You never would have made the first move.”

Skylar turned to her. “Are you moving in, too?”

“As soon as Claire is gone.”

Skylar’s face grew wistful. “That’s good.”

“You’ve already got a bedroom,” I reminded her. “It’s yours as long as you want it.”

Her eyes went wide. “Seriously?”

“You’re part of the family, Skylar. It’s kind of a different family, but I think it’s going to be a good one.”

Lainey took my hand and laced her fingers through mine. “I think so, too,” she said with soft smile.

Skylar nodded to herself. “I kind of pictured the three of you all piled into Daniel’s bed. That wouldn’t work well with my graveyard shifts, but if I had my own room to crash in it would be perfect.”

“I’m all for everyone piling into my bed, but I also think you should all have your own space too, at least for a while until we get used to this. Long term, well, we’ll figure it out.”

I was pretty sure that Avery and Lainey would end up moving into my room before too long. Thank goodness when we’d had the house built, we’d included a huge walk-in closet in the master suite that was almost as big as one of the upstairs bedrooms. There was also a garden tub in the bathroom that was big enough for two people—three if they were okay being cozy with each other. The closet was mostly empty, and the tub had gone unused after my wife died. Happiness filled me at the thought of the house being used as it was intended after so long.

Lainey squeezed my hand. “What are you smiling about?”

Skylar snorted again. “He’s shacking up with three smoking hot younger women. Why wouldn’t he be smiling?” Despite her words, her eyes were soft as she smiled at me. “Are you sure you’re okay with this, Daniel? I’d understand if it’s too much.”

I stood up, moved to her side, and turned her face up to mine with a fingertip under her chin. “I’m sure,” I whispered, then brushed my lips against hers. Our kiss this time was slow and sweet. “I love you, Skylar. You belong here with us like you always have. You’re just coming home.”

“Home,” she breathed when our lips parted. “You have no idea how nice that sounds. But right now, I’ve got to get some more sleep before I have to be up for my shift. If you guys go back out to the pool, try not to be so loud. Especially you, Avery!” As she headed up the stairs, she called back, “How someone so tiny can be so loud I’ll never understand.”

The tiny blonde glared after her, scandalized. “Hmph!”

“You are kinda loud,” Lainey agreed.

Avery turned her soft, brown eyes to me. “You don’t mind, do you Daddy?”

“Hell, no. You be as loud as you like, sweetheart. Just lets me know I’m doing my job right.”

Lainey bumped her friend with her shoulder. “You are such a daddy’s girl.”

“You say that like it’s a bad thing,” Avery replied primly.

We spent the rest of the evening hanging out together in the living room. They were ecstatic when I suggested we go shopping the next day for things to redecorate their new rooms, even though Lainey would have to wait until Claire moved out to get hers done.

Shortly after Skylar left for work, Avery yawned. “I need to get to call it a night. Can we sleep in your bed tonight?”

“Of course.”

Both girls ran upstairs and quickly grabbed their things. I pointed to the master bathroom when they came back.

“Keep whatever you like in there. There’s plenty of room.” Which was true—my things took up maybe a tenth of the counter and shelf space in the huge bathroom. “And I’d love it if you spent every night in here with me.”

“Really?” they both asked at once.

I swept them both into a hug. “You’d better believe it. I spent too many years sleeping alone in this bed, rattling around in this space. I want you to fill it, make it a home again. And Skylar can join us when she’s off and doesn’t have to worry about us waking her up.”

“That would be really good,” Lainey agreed.

I honestly couldn’t imagine anything better than waking up next to the three of them.

Since I didn’t have to go into the office the next day, I took Avery and Lainey on a shopping trip to Wayfair. I made each of them get a cart and turned them loose to find things to redecorate their new rooms. While I wasn’t much of a shopper, it was fun watching them enthuse over everything they saw. They never got to do anything like this, so I enjoyed the hell out of being able to give them the opportunity to go wild spending on themselves.

They oohed and aahed over curtains and bedding. Avery went with girly pinks and pastels, while Lainey stuck with her favorite jewel tones. New bedside tables and lamps made their way into their carts, along with towels and rugs and knickknacks. I encouraged them to get whatever struck them because I wanted them to make the rooms theirs and not just feel like they were visitors. Once they were comfortable, I hoped that their influences would spread beyond their rooms to the rest of the house, and they would make the whole place truly theirs.

Lainey got distracted in kitchenware, drooling over the pots and pans while Avery drifted into the bathroom section, and as I watched them the warmth in my chest swelled until I could barely contain it. Even now it was so hard to believe that this was real, that these incredible, gorgeous young women were with me. I kept expecting to wake up and find myself alone again. But it wasn’t a dream. I was just the luckiest guy in the whole damned world.

I couldn’t wait to take Skylar on her own shopping trip. All three of them deserved to be settled and happy, and to know that they were loved and wanted and appreciated. I was going to give them a real home, filled with love and laughter, where they would all feel like they belonged. And frankly, I wanted to spoil the shit out of them, because no one else ever had and they deserved that, too.

Avery balked when we went through checkout and saw what the total for her cart was. She shrank into herself, and her face went pale.

“I’ll put some of it back,” she murmured.

I took her hand and drew her aside. “Listen to me, sweetheart. This isn’t even a rounding error in my bank account. You don’t need to worry about how much things cost. All that matters is that you’re comfortable and happy, and money is no object where that’s concerned.”

Her big, brown eyes filled with tears, and she pressed herself against me. “I love you so much,” she whispered.

“I love you, too. I will always take care of you—all of you. You’ve had to deal with so much shit, and there wasn’t much I could do about it before. But I’m going to make damned sure that you all have the best lives from now on.”

She buried her face against my shoulder. “I’m never going to be able to repay you for all of this.”

“Oh, honey. You love me. I’ll spend the rest of my life paying you back for that. I still don’t know what I did to deserve it, but I’ll do my very best to make sure you never regret it.”

“I could never regret it. You’re what I’ve always wanted, and this is better than anything I ever dreamed of.”

“So, we’re okay?”

“Yeah. I just never had anyone do anything like this for me before.”

I brushed her pale, golden hair back and swept away a tear that had run down her cheek. “Well, I plan to spoil you absolutely rotten, so you’d just better get used to it. Now, let’s finish this up and get home so you can start redecorating.”

“Okay!” she said, much more cheerful now.

Lainey must have caught the gist of our conversation because she didn’t say a word while she checked out her things. But when Avery skipped ahead to the SUV with her cart full of loot, the lovely brunette slowed her pace and gave me a worried look.

“Is this really all right, Daniel? We don’t want to take advantage of you. We’re already moving in with you and not paying rent or anything.”

I squeezed her hand then twined my fingers with hers. “Lainey, love, it’s more than okay. Money isn’t an issue. I want you to make our house your home, and to give you everything you’ve ever dreamed of.”

“This isn’t just about stuff, about giving us things,” she objected.

“No, it’s about taking care of you. It’s about making you feel loved and appreciated. It’s about making sure that the house feels like your home, now, and that you belong there. The more comfortable you are there and the sooner you make it yours, the better.” I pulled her into a side hug. “I don’t want you walking around on eggshells feeling like you’re a guest. Because you’re not—you and Avery and Skylar all belong there with me.”

“It’s going to take some getting used to,” she sighed.

“I get that. But you are home, now. I love you, and I want you to live with me forever.”

She melted against me and brushed her lips gently against mine. “I love you. Thank you for loving me back.”

“Oh ,Lainey. Loving you is the easiest thing I’ve ever done in my life.”

Once we’d filled the back of the SUV with their new things, I glanced at the clock on the dashboard display. It was early evening, so Skylar would still be sleeping. Carrying all of this stuff upstairs and rearranging the rooms would make a fair bit of noise, and I didn’t want to wake her up. We hadn’t had dinner, though, and lunch had been a long time ago.

“Who’s hungry?” I asked.

“I’m starving,” Lainey admitted.

Avery nodded in agreement. “Shopping always makes me hungry.”

“Feel up to eating out?”

“Sounds good to me,” Lainey said.

“Me, too,” Avery agreed.

They were both dressed for a casual day out, Avery in denim shorts and a white tank top and Lainey in a red, floral print sundress, so we were good to go most anywhere. I pondered our options, wanting a change from the pizza and burgers that we’d been mostly living on for the past week.

“How about the Black Walnut Café? It’s not far from here.”

Lainey frowned thoughtfully. “I don’t think I’ve ever eaten there before.”

“I haven’t, either,” Avery said.

I grinned back at her. “I think you’re both going to like this.”

It was a lot higher end than the usual fast food and diner fare they were used to. The hostess took us to a booth in the back and left us with our menus.

“This is nice,” Avery remarked, and her eyes got big as she studied her menu. “Fancy!”

We ordered drinks and vindaloo wings as an appetizer while they looked over their menus.

“Holy crap,” Lainey muttered. “This all sounds amazing.”

“I know, right?” Avery agreed before turning to me. “What are you getting?”

“The pot roast grilled cheese sandwich.”

Lainey’s eyes went wide. “Pot roast grilled cheese?” she asked incredulously. “You’re kidding me. That’s brilliant.”

She wasn’t wrong. It was to sandwiches what my two girls were to sex. When the waitress came around to take our orders, Avery got the coconut shrimp tacos and Lainey the Mediterranean chicken, with each of us promising to share so everyone got a taste of everything. Then they munched on the wings while discussing what they intended to do with their new rooms.

“I’ll have to hide my stuff until Claire is moved out,” Lainey sighed.

“It’s only a few more days,” I reminded her. “Then it’s all yours. And in the meantime, I should take you two clothes shopping.”

“What’s wrong with our clothes?” Avery asked a little defensively.

“Not a damned thing, except you don’t have a lot of them. And I’m pretty sure half the t-shirts and shorts I helped you pack were ones you wore in high school. I think you both deserve some nice, new things.”

The tiny blonde sighed. “You can’t keep buying us stuff.”

“I can’t?”

“It isn’t fair. We’re not moving in with you to sponge off of you.”

The truth was that I could afford to keep all three of them as pets and not make a dent in my bank accounts, but I understood her concern. All three of them had gone to college so they could have careers, and they were all independent and capable. They were going to want to contribute, and that was fine. It wasn’t going to stop me from spoiling them to the best of my ability, though.

“This isn’t a tit-for-tat relationship, love. Money is nice, but I’ve only ever cared about it for what I could do with it for Claire—and now you three.”

“You’re going to make this difficult, aren’t you?”

I grinned at her. “Not gonna lie. I intend to spoil the crap out of all of you. I would have done it when you were younger if I could have.”

“You kind of did,” Lainey said.

“Not like I wanted to. I want you to have everything you’ve ever wanted.”

Lainey tilted her head and gave me a speculative look. “You wearing nothing but sunglasses and bringing me drinks by your pool then slathering me with sunscreen?”

I blinked at her. “Seriously?”

“Oh, yeah. That’s been a big part of my fantasy life for a while.”

“I think I can make that happen,” I laughed.

Avery sighed and shook her head. “I guess it’s silly to argue with you.”

I took her hand in mine and stroked it gently with my thumb. “I’m not trying to take over, or to control you or marginalize you. It’s just that I have money, and it makes me feel good to spend it on you. And you deserve some spoiling.”

Lainey wiped vindaloo sauce from the corner of her mouth and shot me an impish grin before nodding towards Avery. “I think she could use a trip to Victoria’s Secret. Imagine how adorable she’d be in a pink babydoll. Or a lacy black teddy.”

The thought of the pixie blonde dressed in sexy lingerie was so arresting that I forgot to chew. I think my eyes glazed over, and I was probably drooling on the table.

“Daniel? Crap, Lainey, I think you broke him.”

Lainey nudged my arm. “Breathe, Daniel.”

I swallowed hard and gave my head a shake. “Holy shit.”

“We are definitely taking a trip there,” Lainey said with a smirk.

Avery nodded slowly, her wide eyes still on me. “Yeah. I think he’d like that.”

“Hell yes, I would. It might give me a heart attack, but it would be totally worth it.”

“I’d like to get some new pots and pans for the kitchen, too,” Lainey said. “I think yours are older than I am.”

“They’re probably close to it,” I agreed with a sigh. “I tell you what. I’ll send you shopping tomorrow. You can get new pots and pans, and then stock up on everything you two and Skylar will need while I’m in College Station with Claire. Food, snacks, drinks, beer. Whatever. Then after I get home, we’ll go clothes shopping.”

Lainey pumped her fist. “Yes! Oh, would it be okay if I cooked a big Thanksgiving dinner for all of us this year? I’ve always wanted to do that.”

“That would be absolutely amazing. And you don’t have to ask, sweetheart. You’re home.”

She glanced down and fiddled with her fork. “I wasn’t sure if you already had plans.”

“You three are my plans,” I assured her. “From now on.”

Avery’s lower lip began to tremble, and a couple of fat tears rolled down her cheeks as a silent sob shook her slender frame. Lainey swooped in on her and daubed away the tears with a napkin.

“Ave, honey. What’s the matter?” she asked.

The blonde drew in a deep, shuddering breath. “I have a home,” she whispered.

“Aww, sweetie,” Lainey sighed, wrapping an arm around her. “You do. From now on. You’ll be with us where you belong.”

Avery wiped her eyes. “Sorry. I never had Thanksgiving at home before. I only ever had it when I was staying with one of you. Not that it wasn’t nice, but it’s not the same.”

Her friend gave her another squeeze. “Avery, I am going to make us the best Thanksgiving dinner ever. And we are going to have it in our home, on our dining room table, with our family.”

“We love you, and you are home now.” I scooted over and folded Avery in my arms. “We’ll have Thanksgivings and Christmases and birthdays and anything else you want. Together.”

Her eyes lit up. “Can we decorate for Christmas?”

“Absolutely! As much as you like.”

While I hadn’t bothered with holiday decorations after Claire went off to college, there was a huge tree in the garage and a ton of decorations in the attic. And I’d let them get more, so they could add their own touches and it wouldn’t just be mine. I made a mental note to start planning for Christmas early. I was going to make our first one together as a family something they would never forget.

Lainey shook her head in bemusement. “Christmas. Damn. This is really real, isn’t it?”

“It really is,” I replied with a laugh.

“It still seems like a dream or something.”

I pulled her into a three-way hug with Avery. “It’s all real, and it’s just going to get better from here.”

Avery gave a wistful sigh. “I wish we could have done this years ago.”

“Me, too,” Lainey agreed.

“You’re here now—that’s what matters. You’ve got a whole new life ahead of you, with everything to look forward to.”

I’d take them on vacations to places they’d only dreamed of, let them live their best possible lives. Make sure they were always loved and cared for, and that they never again had to doubt whether they were wanted and important.

Avery eventually sat up with a final sniffle. “I didn’t think I’d ever be this happy. I never dreamed I’d really get to be with you, and now I’ve got you, and Lainey and Skylar, too. We’re more than just friends now. We really are a family.”

The waitress chose that moment to come and clear away our plates. “Would you or your daughters be interested in dessert?”

Lainey had been taking a sip of her tea and choked. “Daughters?” she wheezed.

The tiny blonde looked up at me with mischief sparkling in her eyes. “Daddy, can we have dessert?” she asked sweetly. “Please?”

Somehow, I managed to keep a straight face. “Sure, sweetheart. Whatever you want.”

They ordered two decadent-looking chocolate shakes to go, while I ordered another pot roast grilled cheese sandwich to take home to Skylar. When the waitress was gone, Lainey burst into a fit of giggles.”

“Jesus, Avery. You’re terrible.”

Her friend shrugged. “What? Were you going to tell her we’re both his girlfriends? It’s easier just to go with it.”

Lainey slumped back against her seat with a sigh. “You know we’re going to be getting this all the time. Especially when Skylar comes with us.”

“Exactly. And there will be less grief for all of us if we just let them go on believing it.”

“True. No one would understand this. They’d just get all judgy.”

“So why borrow trouble? We’re happy, and it doesn’t matter what they think.”

“You’re as smart as you are beautiful,” I told Avery.

She flashed me her megawatt smile and made my heart stutter. “I’m just happy for the first time in my life, and I’m not going to let anyone mess that up.”

After I paid the check, we carried our to-go items out to the car. “So, what did you think?”

“I think I’m going to have to learn how to make those pot roast grilled cheese sandwiches,” Lainey replied.

“Do that and I’ll love you forever.”

She gave me a saucy grin. “You’ll love me forever anyway.”

“You’ve got that right, beautiful.”

Her expression softened as she looked at me shyly from under her eyelashes. “Forever?”

“Forever.”

It was the easiest promise I’d ever made in my life.
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