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It's been two years since
Melanie's been home from college, but she's not likely to forget
Mr. Lakewood. Her handsome older neighbor always awed and thrilled
her as a girl, but she never expected that she could have the same
effect on him.



Melanie's mother volunteers her to babysit for the Lakewoods while
she's home over the summer, and when Mr. Lakewood sees the young
woman she's become, it's quite obvious she's not the little girl
next door anymore. He knows it's wrong to want her, and even worse to act on
those desires, but it's becoming more and more obvious
that he just
won't be able to stop himself. 


And when he takes his inexperienced
new sitter, all that pent-up lust is sure to burst through a lot
faster and harder than the untouched young woman is ready to
handle.















Preview

 


I was looking at him. "I just think it's kind of
amazing, that's all."

He returned my gaze, looking long and deep into my
eyes. Neither of us had noticed us drawing so close. There didn't
seem to be enough air between us. "When did you grow up so fast,
Melanie?" he asked after a minute, his voice soft.

I could hear my heart pounding in my ears. "Well –
when you weren't looking, I guess."

"I'm trying not to look now."

"Why?" I knew the right answer. I knew a thousand
possible right answers. But just now none of them seemed good
enough.

He put out a hand and ran the back of a finger
across the skin of my neck, wandering down across my bare shoulder
and upper chest. "Do you always dress like this?" he asked.

"No," I said simply. I had spent almost an hour,
torn between needing to look good and being terrified that he'd be
able to tell how much I cared about how I looked for him. Now I
wanted him to know. Now it seemed important that he understand what
I had done for him.
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Desiring the Sitter

 


I reached out to knock on the door a bit nervously.
No one answered.

I took a deep breath and prepared to knock
louder.

It had been a couple years since I had seen Mr. and
Mrs. Lakewood – since I had gone off to college. Maybe it was silly
to care so much that they approve of the way I had changed, but I
had always kind of looked up to them, Mr. Lakewood in particular.
They were somewhere between my generation and my parents, and he'd
seemed like an older person I could relate to more than my own
parents, but it never felt like I was his peer.

I was back in my old neighborhood for the summer,
and when my mother heard the Lakewoods were looking for a
babysitter, she had volunteered me immediately. She even seemed
surprised that I was annoyed she hadn't asked me about it, but by
then it was too late. And of course I couldn't really explain to
her why Mr. Lakewood always put butterflies in my
stomach.

I put my fist solidly into the door.

This time someone on the other side heard. Footsteps
sounded from the front hall and then the door opened.

It was Mr. Lakewood. His strong form was a
silhouette in the doorway for a moment before he stepped back and
the light washed over his face. A warm, excited feeling rushed over
me the way it always used to when I was a girl.

"Hello, Mr. Lakewood," I said, trying not to sound
as breathless as I felt.

"Melanie?" he asked. His expression was surprised.
His eyes ran over me with open amazement. The look became one of
surprised appreciation, and I found myself starting to blush on his
doorstep. "My God, you've grown up," he observed.

My blush deepened. "Thanks," I stammered, looking
down at myself shyly.

"You're – you're here about the babysitting," he
seemed to remember, as though with difficulty.

"Ah, yeah, that's right. My mother said you wanted
me at seven."

"Of course, come in," he said, stepping back but not
yet taking his eyes from me.

"Thanks," I said, my face still hot.

He ushered me in past him and then followed me down
the entrance hall. I walked in front of him, not knowing where his
eyes were, suddenly taken aback and excited by the way I seemed to
effect him. I guess it had never really occurred to me that he
would ever see me as anything other than the little girl he used to
see playing in the street in front of the house next door. I didn't
know what to think.

"Is Mrs. Lakewood in?" I asked, looking around at
the familiar living room, but finding it empty.

He closed the door behind us and joined me in the
living room. "No, she's been spending nights in the city recently.
It's a project her boss has her working on for the next month or
so, and that's what's made it so tough without a good babysitter."
He smiled at me. "We were thrilled when your mother said you'd be
interested."

"Of course," I said, my heart trying to jump up into
my throat.

"Can I get you a glass of water or something?"

My mouth was dry. "That would be great, thanks."

He led me into the kitchen. "Anyways, the kids are
off with their godmother tonight. I know they were very young when
you left, but I think at least Kylie will remember you when she
sees you. I know you'll all get along, so I'm not worried about
that." There was a sort of business-like quality to his tone, as
though he were trying to force himself to stick to the matter at
hand. "I just wanted to make sure you knew where everything was and
see if you had any questions. Sometimes things come up on a bit of
short notice, which is why it's so nice that we've got someone like
you who lives right next door."

He stopped and poured a glass of water and handed it
to me. "I feel like I should be offering you something stronger,"
he joked. "Your parents would kill me, of course. But you're not
really their little girl anymore, are you?"

I brought the glass to my face and drank to avoid
trusting myself to answer. Why couldn't I stop blushing? It made me
feel like a kid again, the way any little thing he said made my
face go up in flames.

He shook himself, as though rebuking himself for
what he had just said.

"Anyways, you remember the house well enough, right?
This is the kitchen. The laundry room's downstairs. Bathrooms are
in the hallway on both floors." He pointed down the hall. "We keep
all the medical things in that closet." Rubbed a hand over the
stubble on his chin. "Let's see, what am I forgetting?"

Without meaning to, I found myself staring at him
openly as he thought. His hand was wide and strong as he rubbed his
chin. His face was as handsome as I remembered it. His features
were strong and good-natured, and his crystal blue eyes were
resting on the table as he tried to remember everything he needed
to go over. Short, dark hair just brushed the top of his
forehead.

He was in his late thirties by now, but still in
great shape. I remember hearing he had been a bit of a track star
when he was in college, but when I had asked him about it,
wide-eyed and excited, he had just laughed and told me those days
were behind him. Seeing him here and now was bringing back an
unwelcome rush of memories – nights of hot disappointment and
frustrated longing for a man who never even suspected I had
feelings for him or would only be embarrassed and uncomfortable if
he knew about them. But … the way he had looked at me on the
doorstep was different.

"Well, I'm sure it'll come to me," he said after a
moment. "Do you have any questions about anything? Have you done
much babysitting?"

"Yeah, here and there," I said. "I love kids. I
remember yours being really wonderful."

"Good, good," he said, nodding. "I know you'll all
get along wonderfully." He offered me a seat at the table and then
took one himself. "So how's college treating you? You've been away
for quite a while."

"Yeah," I agreed, setting my bag down and joining
him. "It was just that I managed to get a research position working
with one of my professors last summer, so it really has been a
while since I could get back."

"It's going well though?"

I nodded. "I love what I'm studying. But I do miss
home. You know, it was sad to be away from everybody here for so
long."

He smiled knowingly. "I remember going away to
college was like that for me. I went out of state, and I didn't
think I had much in common with the other students. For the first
couple months I was pretty unhappy."

"Really?"

He nodded. "Definitely. They gloss over it, but a
lot of people struggle with the transition at first. But then I met
a really wonderful girl and I pretty much forgot about everything
else." He laughed. "It's funny how that works, isn't it?"

I nodded a little glumly.

He caught the look on my face. "Haven't you met
anyone that makes you feel that way?" he asked.

"Not really," I said, looking down at the table. It
wasn't a subject I liked to talk about. I wasn't bad looking, was
I? But I just didn't seem to meet the right people.

"No?" he repeated, taken aback. "I find that hard to
believe."

"Yeah, nothing really."

He shook his head, letting his eyes run over me with
that same appreciative expression on his face. "Well, maybe the
guys at your school aren't as smart as I thought they were,
then."

I looked up at the kind words, my heart in my eyes.
"Really?"

He put out a hand to my arm. "Of course. What's not
to like? I've known you since you were a girl. If I were their age
…" But he caught himself, perhaps realizing that he was about to
say something he shouldn't. "Well, you're beautiful, Melanie," he
said. "Inside and out. Don't let them make you forget that."

"Thanks," I said, looking at him gratefully. It
struck me again how handsome he was, and how strange and wonderful
it was that I was sitting here in his beautiful home with him. What
had I done to have someone like him in my life? It was strange and
wonderful and something I had always taken for granted, until now,
looking at him. "You're really nice to say that," I said, my sudden
emotion in my voice.

He got up. "Doesn't cost anything to speak the
truth," he said, his voice a little gruff. "Why don't I show you
their rooms?"

He ushered me in front of him and out back into the
front hall, where the stairs led up to the second floor. As I made
to step up, my shoe slipped on the stair and I stumbled back.

His arms caught me as I almost fell. For an
incredible moment his strong arms were around me as I breathed in
air infused with his scent and felt the warmth of his body against
mine. The muscles of his chest pressed against my back as I
struggled to right myself.

"Sorry," I said, laughing and putting a hand on his
bicep as I straightened myself. "New shoes. Thanks."

His hand lingered on my arm for a moment, ensuring I
was stable or maybe for some other reason.

I made to climb the stairs more carefully, and he
started up behind me. My legs moved in my skirt, pulling it up as I
stepped. Again I wondered where his eyes were. A guilty little
thought that they were watching me from that angle, watching me
move, gave me a forbidden thrill. I found myself exaggerating my
movement ever so slightly, because I didn't dare be obvious, but it
was incredible to think of him looking up at me, wanting me. Is
that the look I had seen in his eyes?

I realized with another forbidden thrill that I was
getting wet – was already wet from the feel of his body behind
mine, his strong arms around me, and the way he had looked at me.
Would he be able to tell? Would he see it in my face? The way I was
flushed and breathless?

I reached the second floor hallway and turned
down.

"This is Kylie's," he said, coming up behind me and
pointing to the door on the left. He opened it. "Her bedtime's
8:30, and she probably won't argue about it. Jake is a bit more
trouble. This is his room here. We try to get him in bed by 8, but
sometimes he just won't go to bed until his sister. It's not always
worth the fight." He paused next to me, looking into the second
bedroom with a fond, loving look on his face that gave me a strange
pang of completely inappropriate jealousy. "It's so cute the way he
wants to do everything like his sister, who has the heart to split
them up?"

He looked at me to see me smiling.

"What's that big smile?"

"Nothing," I said. "I just think you're probably a
really, really great dad."

He laughed. "Am I that sappy? You'll understand
yourself pretty soon. It'll happen sooner than you think."

I was looking at him. "I just think it's kind of
amazing, that's all."

He returned my gaze, looking long and deep into my
eyes. Neither of us had noticed us drawing so close. There didn't
seem to be enough air between us. "When did you grow up so fast,
Melanie?" he asked after a minute, his voice soft.

I could hear my heart pounding in my ears. "Well –
when you weren't looking, I guess."

"I'm trying not to look now."

"Why?" I knew the right answer. I knew a thousand
possible right answers. But just now none of them seemed good
enough.

He put out a hand and ran the back of a finger
across the skin of my neck, wandering down across my bare shoulder
and upper chest. "Do you always dress like this?" he asked.

"No," I said simply. I had spent almost an hour,
torn between needing to look good and being terrified that he'd be
able to tell how much I cared about how I looked for him. Now I
wanted him to know. Now it seemed important that he understand what
I had done for him.

He drew back. "There are some more things we should
go over," he said.

Something hard and heavy sank into my stomach and
embarrassment rose in my cheeks. I swallowed and nodded. "Yeah,
sorry. I didn't mean – I don't know what came over me."

He led me back to the stairs and down to the first
floor, listing a few more odds and ends that I could tell even he
didn't think mattered. We paused at the front door.

"So you'll let me know when you need me?" I
asked.

He nodded. "I think Saturday night. I'll give you a
call by Thursday if it turns out that way."

"Alright," I said, my voice sounding weak. I
couldn't believe I was about to walk out the door. What had just
happened? Why wasn't it still happening? "Have a nice night."

"You, too, Melanie," he said as he ushered me out
into the fading light.

My footsteps were numb as I walked down the path out
to the street. I had been in such a different mood only half an
hour ago. I was nervous, excited to see him again, but still not
daring to admit what I wanted. Now that thing had felt like it was
there, felt like it could be, but of course it couldn't, couldn't
ever be, and had been dangled in front of me so painfully. That was
what I deserved, I guessed, for wanting it in the first place.

I stopped, and realized with a wave of impotent
frustration that I needed to go back. I'd left my handbag on the
kitchen table. I had to face it all again.

 

Before I could lose my nerve, I turned back up the
path, up the stairs, and knocked on the door. 'Don't look upset,' I
told myself, blinking water from my eyes. 'Don't you dare look
upset.'

He came to the door and opened it. For a moment he
looked at me, his face intense, his eyes sharp. He took me in,
standing on his doorstep, flushed, embarrassed, vulnerable, wearing
the clothes I had picked out for him so painstakingly.

He opened the door wider and I stepped inside. It
closed with a click behind me and then he was on me before I
understood what was happening. His hand pressed into the small of
my back and brought me to him, rough and strong. His lips were
against mine, his body coming around me.

I pressed myself into him, conforming to fit
perfectly into his embrace. His flesh was warm against mine. The
rich masculine scent of his body was thick in my nose and fogging
my head with need and gratitude and desire.

I could feel the need in his body, too. I could feel
how he couldn't stop himself, how he needed me. His other hand
moved up into my hair at the back of my head, pressing my lips
against his. In that simple feeling I could sense how everything he
had implied, the coldness, the refusal to give in – it had all been
a lie. This, now – holding me, kissing me – was the truth, his
truth.

He drew back, his hand still holding my head and
turning my face to his. His fingers were gentle and coarse on the
soft skin of my neck. I could see the need in his eyes. The way he
looked at me sent a thrill through my willing body. I was nervous.
I didn't know what happened next.

His hand hooked into the waist of my skirt and he
pulled me by it, leading me back into the house, to the living
room. He pushed me back onto a couch and straddled me, his hand
roving up my stomach and pressing against my breast.

A breath of grateful pleasure escaped from me at his
touch. It was firm but caressing. A wave of hot pleasure ran
through me. I took his hand and pressed his touch harder into my
breast. I wanted him to take me now, whatever it felt like, I
needed it from him. I needed him to show me he wanted me.

But I didn't need to worry. It was obvious in every
movement he made. He was a cat playing with a mouse, savoring every
moment. He pressed me back into the cushions and kissed my throat.
His breath was hot. His body was heavy on me. God I was so
incredibly, overwhelmingly turned on. I could feel the hot wetness
between my legs.

"God, I wanted this," he breathed.

His hands moved down to the hem of my top and pulled
it up to my armpits. I raised my arms and he slipped it over my
head and threw it aside. It fluttered across the room, landing with
a soft sound out of sight. My eyes returned to his. The way he was
looking at me was incredible. I could have taken a picture and
fantasized about that look for a year. It was like everything I had
ever wanted was about to happen.

His hands moved around my body and unclasped my bra.
It came loose with a soft click and my young breasts fell softly
out of the cups. He pressed his hands to me and I gasped softly in
exquisite pleasure.

"Oh God," I moaned.

His fingers played across my nipples and they
stiffened under the attention, hard and eager. I looked up at him,
and he kissed me again. My bare breasts pressed against his torso
and a breath of pleasure escaped my lips.

He sat back and undid the buttons of his shirt. He
cast it off and pulled his undershirt over his head. He leaned back
forward and pressed into me, his lips on mine, the soft hair on his
chest brushing over my trembling nakedness.

"You've never done this before, have you?" he
asked.

I shook my head, anxious but too turned on to be
afraid.

His fingers hooked into the waist of my skirt and
followed it around to the clasp. He pulled it down my thighs, his
fingers skating over my skin, and I lifted my legs so that he could
slip it from me.

His hand went between my legs and rubbed over my
pussy, feeling my hot, swollen lips through the soft cotton of my
panties. The cloth was damp against me as his fingers pressed it
against me.

He smiled. "Well aren't you excited," he said with
pleasure.

The warm feeling of his approval hummed through my
body. I wrapped my legs around his waist and ran a hand over his
chest, eyeing him with desire I no longer needed to hide. It felt
incredible. His body was everything I wanted and needed.

He hooked my legs under his elbows and brought them
up above his head so he could pull my panties away. They left a wet
residue on my thighs as they slid off, and he let them fall to the
side of the sofa.

His fingers returned to their previous spot, running
over my wet folds, circling my clit. He watched me, enjoying the
desperate, eager way my body responded to him.

I laughed in spite of myself at the deliberate,
teasing way he played with my intense arousal. "It's not funny," I
told him. "I've been like this for an hour."

He laughed to and kissed me, his hand never leaving
my pussy. His finger probed between my lips and dipped inside of
me, and I curled around him at the sudden, intense sensation. "I
need you," I moaned. I pressed up against him and felt a hard, hot
shape in his pants. I rubbed against it, every fiber in my body
begging to feel more of it, feel it inside of me.

His hand went to his belt buckle and he shed his
pants with the click of brass and the sound of a zipper. I put my
hand to his groin and felt the shape of his cock, swelling hot and
full beneath the soft cotton of his underwear. I rubbed it, feeling
its length.

He pulled his underwear down, too, and suddenly the
cock was in my hands. The skin was soft over the stiff shape and I
stroked it, enthralled. My fingers ran over the head and along its
underside, feeling at his balls and then back. His breathing
tightened as I explored.

He reached out and pulled me up to a sitting
position, so that his cock was in front of my face. I looked up at
him and then understood what he wanted. Obediently I took him into
my mouth. It was slow. He was thick and long, and I couldn't get
more than part of him into my mouth.

His hand twined in my hair and pushed me to take it
deeper, deeper, until I felt it pushing at the back of my throat.
My gasping breaths were full of the sexual scent of his groin. The
feeling of being used like this was incredible. I ran my tongue
over the shape in my mouth and felt the muscles of his thighs
tighten in pleasure.

I did it again, moving in and out. Shudders of
pleasure ran through his body and when I felt them I repeated what
I had just done. I could taste something faintly salty at the back
of my throat.

His hand grasped my tits and I moaned around his
cock, pressing my thighs together in desperate anticipation of
having what was in my mouth between my legs.

He stroked my hair in appreciation and then pulled
himself out of me. With rough hands he took me by the hips and I
let myself be turned over, not resisting anything he wanted to do
with me.

The thick, dense muscles of his thighs pressed
against me from behind and I felt the hot length of his cock, now
wet with my saliva, pressed against my ass. He reached around and
held my tit and I pushed my chest into his touch, a moan passing
from my lips. God, he was about to take me. It was so close. I
almost couldn't stand it.

His hand moved between my legs again, feeling at my
hole, and then guiding himself in. His cock entered me slowly at
first, pushing past my body's weak resistance.

I gasped as he thrust in his full length,
penetrating me deeper than I ever expected I could be penetrated.
The sense of fullness was incredible.

He drew back out and in, his hands tight on my hips
as he partially thrusted and partially pulled me against him. My
body felt soft and limp in his hands as he made me move where he
willed. A yell of intense pleasure escaped my lips. God this felt
incredible.

His breathing was harsh and heavy, and he groaned
with pleasure behind me. "Damn you're tight," he breathed in
approval, thrusting deeper again.

I felt warmth and heat in my stomach, growing and
then running through my body. I realized I was about to have an
orgasm and I closed my eyes as the intense ecstasy poured through
me. My fists gripped the couch fabric as my body tensed around his
thrusting cock. Another yell, uncontrollably loud, escaped my lips.
I couldn't control it. It was so much more intense than I had been
ready for.

But he was only fucking me harder and harder. He put
his hand around my waist and lifted me up so that I was almost
standing in front of the couch as he drilled me from behind. I put
my hands out for balance, but he was so in control of my body that
I just let go and felt myself move back and forth in his arms as he
pressed me forward, my hot face an inch from the cushions.

He grabbed my hair and used it to pull me back
harder around his cock. My head bent back and I was gasping for
air. I couldn't get breath. Oh God, it felt so good. I was being
used. I was being fucked.

And then he plunged deep, incredibly deep, and I
felt him swell inside me. He exploded hot liquid into me, pumping
me full of his come. My body contracted around the incredible
sensation and I was orgasming again, even more intense than the
first one. I could feel him filling me with his seed.

He held me, poised and gasping. His hands were on my
hip and shoulder. After a moment, after we had started to catch our
breath, he pulled me back against him and sank onto the couch,
enfolding me in his arms. His breath was warm on my neck as I felt
his chest continuing to move against me.

Slowly, our breathing became softer and more
relaxed. I pushed back into him, relishing the feeling of his body
and of his arms around me.

Everything about why this shouldn't be happening was
gone from my mind. It felt so incredibly right. I lay against him
with my eyes closed, not wanting to let a second of it go by
uncherished.

"Hey," he murmured, his mouth near my ear.

I smiled, my eyes still closed. "Hey."

"I've been wanting to do that for a long time."

I nuzzled my cheek back against him. "Yeah, me
too."

"I just couldn't fight it anymore."

"I didn't want to fight it."

I felt him smile against me. "That was incredible. I
don't know why I did."

I relaxed back into his arms. It was so warm and
safe that I almost couldn't stand it. I sank into a doze for a few
wonderful minutes, utterly relaxed in a way I had never been before
in my life.
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"So tell me what happened!" Katie pleaded with me
for the fourth time, her voice starting to sound a bit annoyed over
my cell phone's car speaker.

"I'm running really, really late, Katie," I pleaded,
trying to delay this conversation a little bit longer. "I was
supposed to be at the Claytons' house ten minutes ago."

"Just tell me if something happened. You can't keep
me in suspense like this. Don't I tell you all my juicy
secrets?"

I rolled my eyes at the road ahead. As if making me
sit through one of her hour long stories about some hot guy at the
gym was really her doing me a favor.

"It -"

"Well?"

"Fine. It didn't quite happen, okay? It was just a
quiet evening." I hoped I had kept the disappointment out of my
voice.

"Nothing?" She sounded disbelieving.

"I mean, it was nice, I guess. We kissed a little
and watched a movie."

"But his roommates were out of town. How did he not
... you know. I mean, I really thought he liked you."

I glared at the road. "Thanks for putting it like
that, Katie. I'm actually fine with it. He's just being …
responsible."

They felt like empty words. What was I even saying?
I mean, I didn't know I'd wanted something to happen. Maybe
it really was for the best that nothing had.

Jason was a great guy. He had those
boy next door looks. He was athletic, nice, and basically a
good person. I didn't feel like he was trying to get me to do
anything I didn't want to do. But we had been together for a couple
months now, and sometimes it seemed like I was always the one who
had to nudge him along.

I was only eighteen. I shouldn't have wanted
something to happen. I mean, maybe it really was for the best. But
I just kept remembering that moment the night before, sitting on
the couch, my legs crossed and jiggling in a very cute new blue
skirt. I had been so nervous and so excited, thinking something was
about to happen.

"He's a boy, Laura," Katie's voice said matter of
factly. "You need to find yourself a man, someone who appreciates
you and shows you what you want and shows you what's possible.
Someone who'll take you in his arms and just … show you, you know?
That's what you need."

"No, I really don't," I said.

But again it must have been so obvious how empty my
words were. I could still feel the warm, empty ache somewhere in my
groin. Every time my mind wandered back to what I had been
expecting would happen … I shifted in the seat, trying to focus on
the road ahead – trying to focus on where I was going. "Well, I've
got to go, Katie. I'll talk to you later."

I hung up before she could sneak in a last snarky
comment. Did she think she was being helpful?

Oh damn. I had missed the street. I shook myself,
trying to clear my head as I swung into a U-turn.

It was almost 8:20 by the time I was pulling up in
front of the big grey house. I grabbed my bag and half-walked,
half-ran up the path to the oak front door. I could hear Mr.
Clayton's voice inside. I winced, angry at myself for the time.
Would he be angry? Would he yell?

I put a hand out and knocked on the door. The voice
stopped, and a few moments later the door swung open.

Mr. Clayton was still in office clothes. Even after
a day of wear, his suit still looked fresh-pressed and expensive.
His tall, broad-shouldered frame cast a shadow out of the doorway
and across my face.

"Laura, good," he said. "You're a little late."

"I'm really sorry," I pleaded. "I won't let it
happen again."

He stepped back and watched me step inside, and an
anxious little shiver ran up my neck in the way it always did when
I felt his eyes on me. I usually got along fine with the parents
who hired me to babysit, so I didn't know why I was always so
nervous around him. Was it in the way he looked at me, as if he
could take all of me in and see right through me? Or was it just
the way he was every bit as handsome as a successful man of forty
as any guy at my school?

"Well, there's no great disaster this time," he said
after a moment. "The meeting isn't going to start without me. But
let's do try to make this little slip-up a one-time thing."

"Of course, Mr. Clayton," I babbled. "I shouldn't
have – I mean, it was terribly inconsiderate that I even let – I
really won't let it happen again, I promise. I'll do the night for
free, if you want."

He laughed, and everything was alright. "Laura, What
is it about you that makes you so hard to be mad at?" he asked.

I looked up, hearing a different tone in his voice.
There was a sort of fond smile on his face, and it struck me that
we had sort of been getting to know each other a little bit these
past couple of months since I started working for the Claytons.
Even so, I had never seen him look at me like that. His eyes played
over me, half-amused and half-sympathetic for the anguish I had at
being late.

I didn't really know why, but suddenly I was
blushing.

"Ah, will you be very late tonight?" I asked,
flustered.

"No, it shouldn't be all that long. Maybe three
hours. Kids are in the den watching a movie."

I nodded.

He stepped towards the door. "You're look very nice
this evening," he complimented me as he glanced back.

I looked down at myself. "Oh, thanks – thank you," I
stammered, straightening. I was a little embarrassed about how long
I had spent deciding on an outfit, but suddenly it seemed the most
natural thing in the world to try to earn a compliment like that.
Was it strange that I suddenly felt so good? "Have a good meeting,"
I called after him.

But he had already slid into his town car and didn't
hear me. I watched the lights disappear down the street and then
turned back inside.
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Taking the Sitter

To read this story in its entirety, find it
available now at your online bookstore of choice.
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