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Sleepover Harem: Part 3

I had to go into the office on Wednesday, and I absolutely hated it. The only thing I wanted was to be at home spending every possible second with the three young women who were now part of my life, and I counted the hours until I could call it quits for the day then cursed every minute of sitting in traffic on the way back. The sight of their three cars parked in front of my house gave me a sense of relief so strong it made me giddy. Some part of me still worried that this wasn’t real and was all going to vanish like a dream when you wake up.

But when Lainey and Avery met me as I walked in the door and wrapped me in a three-way hug, they dispelled any lingering doubts. My imagination was good, but it simply wasn’t up to the task of conjuring something like that.

“I missed you so much!” Avery said.

“Me, too,” I admitted. “The only thing I could think about all day was coming home to you.”

Lainey gave me a final squeeze before letting go. “I cooked dinner. Grilled chicken with garlic parmesan sauce, and blackberry cobbler for dessert.”

“It smells wonderful.”

“She made the cobbler from scratch, too,” Avery piped up.

I gave Lainey a knowing smile. “Are you trying to impress me?”

“Maybe a little. Mostly I was just having fun with your kitchen.”

“Our kitchen,” I corrected.

She tossed her head with a little shrug. “It’ll sink in. Eventually.”

“It will. And how was your day?” I asked Avery as we all headed for the kitchen.

“Great! Work was the usual grind, but I knew at the end of the day that I was coming home, which made it awesome.”

“Awww,” Lainey cooed, bumping the other girl playfully with her hip. “So sweet.”

It was, and it filled my heart with happy warmth that I was able to give Avery that. “Every day from now on, sweetheart,” I told her. “Every single day. You’re home.”

Dinner was every bit as amazing as it sounded, and we all ate too much—especially when it came to the cobbler. Afterwards the girls changed into their pajamas, and we spent the rest of the evening watching movies while snuggled up together in a cozy pile on the couch. I didn’t think of my computer even once the whole time.

When Skylar woke up later that night to get ready for work, she was just as impressed with the food as the rest of us. “Jeez, Lainey,” she announced when she’d finished eating. “You keep cooking like that and I’m going to gain fifty pounds by Christmas.”

She shoved Avery out of the way on the couch so she could cuddle up against me, ignoring the blonde’s indignant sputtering, and met my eyes with a coy smile. “Hiya, handsome.”

“Hello, beautiful.”

I put my arm around her and bent down for a kiss. While I’d planned on a quick peck, Skylar grabbed the front of my shirt and drew me down for a serious smooch. It was long, slow, and deep, and I don’t think I’d ever been so thoroughly kissed in my life.

“Wow,” I gasped when she finally let me come up for air.

She settled against me with a contented sigh. “I need a lot more of that.”

“Damn, Skylar,” Lainey said, fanning herself. “Warn a girl next time. Whew!”

The brunette patted my chest. “I wish I could stay and play, but I’ve got to go shower and get changed.”

Avery shot me a wicked smile. “Don’t worry. We’ll take good care of him for you.”

“I’ll bet. But I’m off tomorrow.” Skylar’s eyes locked on mine again. “You’d better save some energy for me.”

Her goodbye kiss was every bit as amazing as the first one, and my whole body was tingling as she disappeared upstairs. The other two girls stared after her with something approaching awe.

“Holy crap,” Lainey breathed.

“I am so wet right now,” Avery agreed with a little shiver.

The brunette grabbed my hand. “Screw the movie. Let’s go to bed.”

My erect cock pulsed in agreement. “I think that’s a fantastic idea.”

Avery snatched up my other hand and together they led me off to enjoy what was rapidly becoming my favorite part of the day—bedtime.

The next morning was Thursday, one of my work-from-home days, and I took shameless advantage of being the boss to sleep late. Avery was long gone by the time I crawled out of bed, but Lainey pattered after me into the kitchen on my quest for coffee.

She smothered a yawn as she plopped down at the island. “I’m going shopping. Any requests?”

“Surprise us. Don’t forget Claire and Elena are coming back tomorrow, and I’ll be going to College Station with Claire next week so you three will have to fend for yourself.”

“Okay.”

Skylar was visible through the kitchen windows out on the deck, bent over her phone and a cup of coffee. She was off tonight, and I resolved to spend some one-on-one time with her before Claire got home. I also resolved to get a bigger coffee maker. Mine wasn’t up to supplying four dedicated caffeine junkies.

“You should ask Skylar if she needs anything.”

Lainey took one look at the other girl and shook her head. “You know what she’s like in the morning. You ask her.”

I laughed. “Fine. I’ll get you a credit card.”

Her mouth twisted into an aggrieved frown. “You can’t pay for everything.”

“I can’t?”

“It isn’t fair to you,” she protested. “Plus, it makes me feel like a leech.”

The money wasn’t an issue for me, but I understood and knew she had a point. While the girls would probably put up with me spoiling them, they’d feel guilty if I didn’t let them contribute, too. That was fair, and the last thing I wanted to do was screw with their self-esteem. At the same time, Lainey hadn’t started her new job yet, and Avery was barely squeaking by on the pittance she got from her internship.

“How about we compromise,” I said after a minute’s thought. “You guys pay for your personal things—clothes, car notes, insurance, things like that. Then I’ll pay for the things that we all use, like groceries.”

Lainey frowned stubbornly as she mulled it over. I could tell she wasn’t convinced. When she seemed about to protest further, I squeezed her hand.

“We’re a family, Lainey. We’re going to take care of each other, just like you’re going grocery shopping and doing the cooking. Everyone will contribute along the way.”

She let out a long sigh. “I know, I know. Fine.”

“It really is. Especially since it’s an argument I’m going to win.”

That earned me a laugh. “We’ll see. Text me if you think of anything you need.”

“Just you,” I told her as I put my credit card into her hand.

Lainey patted my cheek. “You really are sweet. Be back soon.”

After she left, I refilled my coffee and started towards my office when I remembered that I’d promised to ask Skylar if she wanted Lainey to pick up anything at the store. I turned back to the kitchen then stopped dead as the sound system came on and the low, melodic strains of an ancient George Strait song played from the speakers overhead.

Skylar stepped around the corner and into my path, and I froze at the sight of her. She’d pulled out her hair tie so that her long, dark hair fell free in an alluring tumble of rich curls that floated around her shoulders. She was wearing a gray and pink plaid skater skirt with a darker pink cami top that set off her tanned skin. I stared at her, probably with drool running down my chin, as she stepped close to me and gave me a flirty smile.

“Dance with me, cowboy.”

Without a word I took her into my arms. Her arms twined around my neck, and she leaned her head against my chest as she swayed slowly to the music. For the first time ever I was glad the girls had roped me into practicing dancing with them all those years ago when they’d first started dating and going to school dances.

“Mmm,” she purred. “This is nice.”

Nice didn’t begin to cover holding Skylar in my arms. After a moment she lifted her lips to mine, and we shared another of those deep, slow kisses that she was so damned good at while we continued to dance. My whole body was thrumming with need when she finally pulled her lips away.

I grinned down at her. “I sure haven’t met any girls like you.”

Her eyes widened in surprise. “No. No, you sure haven’t,” she replied with a pleased little huff of laughter. “I can’t believe you remembered.”

“Like I’d forget Near Dark. Sweetheart, I watched that movie with you at least a dozen times.”

I dipped her then pulled her close again, gazing down into her sparkling blue eyes. She was so damned beautiful that it almost hurt to look at her. The incident at the pool had been one thing, but this was new territory. It was far more than just amazing sex. This was my first real one-on-one experience of Skylar as the wonderful young woman she’d grown into—still the same Skylar I’d known for years, but so much more. And this was what I wanted. The real Skylar. All of her.

“I’ll let you in on a secret,” I whispered into her ear. “I ordered it on DVD and watched it a few times while you were at UT.”

“Seriously?”

“Yep. After all, it is the best vampire movie of all time.”

She nodded. “Even better than 30 Days of Night.” Her arms tightened around my neck. “How are you so perfect?”

“Hardly perfect. Just luckier than anyone has a right to be. And with great taste in vampire movies.”

“It’s so hard to find good ones.”

“Because vampires are supposed to be scary, not romantic. And definitely not sparkly.”

“You really do get me,” she sighed. “I love you. Always have, even if I didn’t obsess about it quite as much as Avery.”

I brushed my lips against hers. “I love you, too. And I’m so glad you’re here.”

“God, I can’t believe this is real.”

“It’s real, Skylar. You’re home, and this cowboy isn’t riding away.”

She ran her tongue lightly over my lips then smiled. “I don’t suppose you’ve got that DVD handy, do you?”

“It’s on the shelf. And we’ve probably got time to watch it before Lainey gets back.”

Her smile grew predatory, and she tightened her hold around my neck. “Maybe we’ll have time for something else before Lainey gets back, too. Yesterday was fun, but I’d like to have you all to myself this time.”

“I’d really like that, too. But movie first.”

“Avery’s right. This is going to be the best thing ever.”

We honestly did try to watch the movie, but the effort was doomed from the start. I was spooning Skylar on the couch when about halfway through she turned her head to kiss me, and I was far more interested in her lips than any vampire movie. It was a leisurely, sweet dance of tongues that seemed to go on for hours. When she pulled away, her deep blue eyes looked into mine like they held the secrets of the universe or something.

“I love you, Daniel.”

“I love you, too, sweetheart.”

We kissed again and just kept going. The girl had developed kissing into a fine art, and I was pretty sure she hadn’t learned the technique from any of her long string of shitty boyfriends. Regardless, I didn’t push it any further. I was perfectly content to hold her and kiss her all day. Kissing Skylar is a thing worth enjoying all on its own.

She smiled with a little hum of satisfaction when we came up for air for the fourth or fifth time. “I knew you’d be different.”

“How so?”

“Any other guy would have been feeling me up after the first couple of minutes.”

I ran my fingers through the thick, silken mass of her dark hair. “There’s no need to rush, and I’ve never met anyone who kisses like you do. I’ll take all of it I can get.”

“Good answer.”

We kissed some more, until she rolled over and turned off the movie. “Let’s pick that up later.”

She stood up and held out a hand to help me up from the couch. Rather than letting go when I was on my feet, she led me to my bedroom. The sway of her lush ass under that little skater skirt was hypnotic. I would have followed her right off a cliff. My sexy nurse would never be able to work in a geriatric ward; she
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