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John Fitzpatrick seems like
a man with everything he could possibly want: wealth, success, good looks, a
beautiful home, and a family. But six months ago he hired Maya, a
student at the local college, to babysit for his kids,
and now the
unflappable man can't get her out of his head.



Maya loves working for Mr. Fitzpatrick, as much for the thrill of
being around him as for his generosity. She won't let herself hope
for anything more, but sometimes she can't help but fantasize just
a little. What's the harm, as long as no one finds out?


But when John walks in on the
impressionable young woman trying on some of his wife's lingerie,
he loses control. He has to have her, even if it is desperately
forbidden and much too rough for Maya's first time
...















Preview

She hooked a strap with one finger and pulled the
small garment out of the box. It unfolded smoothly to hang from her
hand and she held it up to inspect it.

It was a sheer camisole - meant to enhance and make
prominent rather than conceal. A narrow band of fabric ran beneath
the bust and connected to string straps at the sides. The rest of
the garment was barely there at all. It could have been stuffed
into a napkin ring.

Maya was blushing furiously as she held it up. Was
this Mrs. Fitzpatrick's? Or a gift for her?

It was exquisite, and the thought of a woman's body
softly revealed underneath the wispy, flowing fabric had her wet
all over again, but that was something that happened a little too
easily when she was in this house anyways.

She had never seen something like this in person.
She couldn't help but wonder what she might look like in it. She
looked down at herself, pensively evaluating her body. Keeping a
relatively athletic body wasn't that hard for the nineteen year
old. Her thighs were soft and slender but her breasts were on the
larger side, full and firm. She'd never slept with a man or been
seen naked by one. She liked to think she was pretty, but it was
sometimes so easy to think no one thought so or would ever think so
...

She took the camisole and held it against herself,
looking down to see how it matched her in size. At first glance it
looked like a surprisingly good fit. The soft fabric fell down to
the tops of her thighs.
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Drilling the Sitter






Maya was about fifteen minutes early when she made
her way up to the front porch of the sprawling white house at the
end of Ringling Boulevard. She liked being early. College students
had a reputation for being late to things, and she was always
committed to avoiding that stereotype, especially where someone
like Mr. Fitzpatrick was concerned. He was always on time, and the
time of some big business executive was a whole heck of a lot more
valuable than some college student's, so it was the least she could
do.

"Good evening, Maya," Mr. Fitzpatrick’s voice came
out through the door as the door swung open. "Come in."

Maya looked inside and stopped. She stared for a
long, embarrassing moment, her eyes wide in shock and ill-concealed
appreciation, before she pulled herself together. Instead of his
usual impeccable suit, her boss was in athletic shorts and a tank
top. His thick arms gleamed with perspiration that also dampened
the front of his shirt. Thick, well-defined legs disappeared into
relatively thin athletic shorts that weren't quite loose enough to
obscure the casual bulge of his groin.

His scent was fresh and masculine, and she found
herself inhaling deeply before even realizing she was doing so.

"I -" she stammered.

Noticing her surprise, he looked down at
himself.

"Sorry I'm not presentable," he joked. "Just trying
to squeeze in a workout before the meeting. Make yourself
comfortable; I'll be a few more minutes."

She followed him into the entrance hall, trying not
to let her eyes wander quite as brazenly as they wanted to. She had
always appreciated Mr. Fitzpatrick's appearance in a sort of
theoretical way. His suits were tailored perfectly, and he was
obviously in good shape, but she tended to think of his body as a
bit of an abstraction beneath the expensive Italian fabric.

But this was entirely different. The simple, animal
appeal of this man, sweaty and flushed from exertion, was almost
painful. His ass was incredible: firm and full as he walked in
front of her back into the foyer. She could feel herself getting
red, and her heart was suddenly hammering in her chest. All the
forbidden thoughts of what it would feel like to press against him,
run her hands over him, taste him ... were currently impossible to
suppress. It was hard enough to keep her head on straight under
better circumstances than this. It was almost cruel.

As Mr. Fitzpatrick went upstairs to shower, Maya
slipped into the kitchen and poured herself a glass of water. She
stood at the counter, fanning her face and trying to get her
suddenly raging thoughts under control.

She rubbed her thighs together, trying to press out
the empty little feeling in her groin. She was wet, very wet.

He's a married man, she told herself, and fifteen
years older than you.

By the time he reappeared at the foot of the stairs,
now dressed in his usual elegant style and running a comb through
damp hair, she had more or less recovered. This was the man she
knew and adored in a more controlled, secret, less intimidating
way. He was still heart-throbbingly handsome, of course. His smile
could still brighten her day, and his rugged jaw line still made
her a little weak at the knees. But he was familiar Mr.
Fitzpatrick, a good father and a good man to work for.

"Kids should be home any minute," Mr. Fitzpatrick
told her. "They're getting a ride back from a friend's mother."

"Alright, Mr. Fitzpatrick," Maya said, trusting
herself to speak. "Have a nice meeting."

He rolled his eyes and laughed. "That'll be the day.
This group has been trying to buy out one of my subsidiaries for
six months. If they weren't such useful contacts in other markets
I'd have stopped taking their meetings a lot time ago. Hopefully
I'm not back later than 10."

Maya nodded. "Well don't rush on our account back
here," she said. "We'll have ourselves a nice time." Every hour she
worked after the kids’ bedtime was pretty easy money, so she never
minded these late evenings.

Mr. Fitzpatrick smiled. "I know it. Thanks again.
I've told you before how much it means to me that there's someone
here looking after the kids that I trust the way I trust you."

Maya blushed and made a self-effacing little gesture
to cover her embarrassment.

"Well, my number's on the fridge like always," he
said as he departed.

She went to the window and watched as his town car
peeled out into the street. She sank onto the couch, her mind
wandering back of its own volition to the vision of him in the
doorway.

She imagined what it would feel like to be wanted by
a man like that. She imagined what it would feel like to have those
hard muscles pressed against her, embracing her with fire and
passion. She could still smell his lingering musk in the air of his
home.

Ten minutes later, the kids were dropped off by a
woman in a tight blue sweater.

"Is their father home?" she asked.

Maya shook her head. "He left a few minutes
ago."

The disappointment on the woman's face spoke
volumes, and Maya was struck by the idea that she wasn't the only
woman helplessly captured by her boss's charms. The thought made
the kind way he spoke to her all the more special and
important.

The kids were particularly energetic that evening,
and the task of keeping them more or less in one piece made the
evening pass quickly. She tended to have more fun here with the
Fitzpatrick children than at her other babysitting jobs, if for no
reason than that it seemed so much more rewarding for the precious
appreciation of their father.

But she stayed busy enough that it wasn't until
after their bedtime at 830 that she so much as thought again about
the man of the house.

She made her way back downstairs quietly and took a
seat at the table with a glass of ice water. She leafed idly
through the newspaper spread across the breakfast table from that
morning. Mr. Fitzpatrick got the Times and the Wall Street Journal,
and the idea of such a relentless, motivated man taking the time in
the morning to peruse a newspaper seemed endearingly domestic. She
wondered if he had a robe and slippers.

She sighed. What an incredible feeling it would be
to wake up in a warm bed with the arms of a man like that draped
over her protectively. She would lie there, savoring it, thinking
that they had nowhere to be but enjoy the feel of each other’s
bodies against each other in that cozy intimacy.

The image was enough for her to suppress a lustful
sigh. She could imagine it well enough. She could imagine it well
enough to know it could never happen. It was wrong of her even to
think it, but she couldn't really help that.

Her eyes fell on a small brown box on the counter
that she hadn't noticed before. It looked like a package that had
come in the mail. The cardboard flaps had been cut open, but it
looked like the contents hadn't been removed.

Curiously, she got up and approached the box. She
turned her head slightly to read the label and she let out a
shallow breath as her eye fell on the shipping origin. "Victoria's
Secret, Catalog Processing."

Too enthralled to stop her nosy instincts, she poked
open the top flaps and looked in at a piece of light, airy fabric
that glinted softly in the light of the kitchen.

She hooked a strap with one finger and pulled the
small garment out of the box. It unfolded smoothly to hang from her
hand and she held it up to inspect it.

It was a sheer camisole - meant to enhance and make
prominent rather than conceal. A narrow band of fabric ran beneath
the bust and connected to string straps at the sides. The rest of
the garment was barely there at all. It could have been stuffed
into a napkin ring.

Maya was blushing furiously as she held it up. Was
this Mrs. Fitzpatrick's? Or a gift for her?

It was exquisite, and the thought of a woman's body
softly revealed underneath the wispy, flowing fabric had her wet
all over again, but that was something that happened a little too
easily when she was in this house anyways.

She had never seen something like this in person.
She couldn't help but wonder what she might look like in it. She
looked down at herself, pensively evaluating her body. Keeping a
relatively athletic body wasn't that hard for the nineteen year
old. Her thighs were soft and slender but her breasts were on the
larger side, full and firm. She'd never slept with a man or been
seen naked by one. She liked to think she was pretty, but it was
sometimes so easy to think no one thought so or would ever think so
...

She took the camisole and held it against herself,
looking down to see how it matched her in size. At first glance it
looked like a surprisingly good fit. The soft fabric fell down to
the tops of her thighs.

She pressed it against herself. Wouldn't it be
wonderful to put something like this on for a man? To wrap herself
up in such a seductive garment, knowing it would drive him wild and
relishing the feeling of being desired?

She set it down and circled around the front hall to
the foot of the main stairs and listened for sounds coming from the
children's rooms. Everything was still and silent. The only light
spilled out into the foyer from the kitchen. The rest of the house
was dark.

She hurried back to the kitchen and took it into the
dining room beyond, where a floor length mirror stood on the north
wall.

With the guilty thrill of knowing she was doing
something she absolutely should not be doing, she set the box on
the dining table beside her and began to slip out of her
clothes.

Her skin was hot and flushed as she wiggled out of
her dress and the air of the house was slightly cool as it flowed
over her, particularly where it moved like a breath against the
dampness of her panties.

She stood looking at herself in her underwear. Her
nipples were already hard and poking out through the cups of her
bra.

She unsnapped back claps and let the soft cups fall
away. Her breasts settled against her chest, naked and
stiff-nippled.

She slipped the camisole over her head, watching
herself in the mirror as she did it. It settled snuggly and well
fitting. Other than the constriction at the bust which kept the
see-through fabric tight over her breasts, the camisole hung
lightly over her body. It seemed to brush her hips and the tops of
her thighs as light as air.

She turned first this way and then that, admiring
herself. She looked good. It was impossible not to feel sexy when
wearing something like this. She moved and felt the soft fabric
slide over her skin like silk. It felt amazing.

If only there were someone to see her like this. If
only there were someone who made her feel desirable instead of shy
and self-conscious. How good it would feel. How good it would feel
to have his body against hers as he explored with appreciative
hands.

She closed her eyes and pressed a hand to her
breast, imagining the touch was someone else's. A soft moan escaped
her lips. She was so turned on that even that simple touch felt
incredible.

Her other hand was between her thighs, rubbing at
that persistent itch - that feeling of empty space that only one
thing would really fill.

She pressed harder into herself, feeling the wet
lips of her pussy through her panties.

It felt too good to stop. It felt much, much too
good. Powerless to reign herself in, she pushed her panties to the
side and ran a finger down between her folds.

"God," she breathed into the empty room. Her palm
pressed against her swollen clit. Her finger circled her hole and
then dipped inside. She had never been this aroused in her life.
Everything that was not her body felt a million miles away and
irrelevant.

She gulped in a breath of air. Her heart was
pounding in her chest, and her legs were getting too weak to
support her. She needed to sit down. She opened her eyes.

The sight in the mirror was enough to elicit a gasp.
The reflection of the mirror held the image of the kitchen doorway
behind her. Mr. Fitzpatrick was standing there, framed in the light
spilling from the kitchen.

She froze. Her eyes locked to his. She watched him
in the reflection as he approached in the suddenly hot
darkness.

It wasn't until he had reached her that she regained
her wits enough to try to turn around, but as she started to do so
a strong hand pressed to her side and held her in place.

"What do you think?" he asked. He was standing
behind her, his hand on her side. His eyes were bright as he took
in her reflection, standing tall over her shoulder. "It's a
beautiful little thing, isn't it?"

"I -" Maya stammered, "I didn't mean -"

He hushed her with a sound, his eyes running
brazenly over her exposed body. She could feel his warmth as he
stood only an inch or two from her.

She watched him silently, both scared and excited by
the look of naked desire in his gaze.

He put a hand in her hair, running his fingers
through it, and then started to trace slowly down her body. He
brushed her arm and followed the soft curve of her breast. The
caress of his fingers took her breath away, and she bent forward
slightly into the contact.

He ventured lower over her trembling stomach.

"I -" she started again, but again he hushed
her.

"I've been fighting to keep my hands off you for
weeks," he breathed in her ear. "I'm done fighting it."

His hand moved to the hem of the camisole and lifted
it up. Maya let out a long, desperate breath as his fingers found
where she had pushed her panties aside. They still clung wetly to
her thigh, exposing her sensitive folds to his exploratory
touch.

He traced between her lips. His touch was the most
electrifying thing she had ever felt in her life. It was more
important than anything she had ever felt, and the only thing that
mattered was that she get more of it. She moaned a small little
helpless moan as he ran his fingers over her, circling her.

She gasped as he slid two fingers inside. She was so
incredibly wet. She pushed her hips back against him and her ass
brushed his groin. She felt the stiff erection trapped in his
pants, large and hard. She moaned again.

"Do you know what I want?" he breathed in her ear,
pushing his fingers in deeper until she cried out at the intensity
of the sensation. She couldn't answer or ask him what he wanted.
She couldn't speak or think.

His fingers moved in and out, shallow and then deep.
Her body clung to them, desperate and yet wishing they were
something else, wishing they were that shape she felt nestled
against her ass. She moaned again.

"I want to feel you come," he breathed.

 

And as though her body had been waiting for the
instruction, it obeyed almost instantly. The orgasm wracked her
body more intensely than any she'd ever felt. Every muscle clenched
and released in a flood of ecstasy. She could feel her pussy
wrapped tightly around his fingers, squeezing at them. Her legs
went limp and his strong arm held her up and against him. She had
to fight to keep herself from yelling loud enough to wake the
household. God, it felt incredible. It was like nothing she had
ever felt before.

Slowly she melted back against Mr. Fitzpatrick,
dazed and gasping in weak delight. A glow of giddy happiness was
pulsing in her chest.

She opened her eyes to see a look of hungry
satisfaction in his handsome face.

"You're beautiful when you come," he said softly.
"I'd like to make you do that again."

He pulled his hand away from her groin and turned
her around to face him. His mouth met hers, soft lips pressing
against hers. His embrace was strong and welcoming and safe and so
incredibly thrilling that it almost felt like an orgasm itself.

"God I've wanted you," she breathed.

He pulled her back from the mirror and through the
hallway beyond to where one of the guest rooms sat. He stood her
back against the bed and pulled the camisole up over her head. The
fabric slid over her skin, snagging momentarily on her stiff
nipples, before he cast it aside into the darkness.

His hands went to her breasts, massaging her as he
bent and put his lips to her nipples. The warm, wet feel of his
tongue was spectacular.

She ran her fingers through his thick hair in mute
gratitude. Her body was thrumming with pleasure, both lingering and
acute.

She reached down and started to work on the buttons
of his shirt. It was hard to concentrate, but with gasping pauses
she managed to open his shirt as he licked and sucked at her
breasts.

He pulled the shirt off and laid it aside, and she
took the opportunity to grab his belt. It opened with the soft
click of metal and she slipped her hand into his pants.

His cock was hot and full. She could feel the rigid
eagerness as she wrapped her curious fingers around it. He groaned
softly and tensed against her body as she stroked him in slow
exploration. She worked lower and felt at his sack, soft and full
and she cupped it in her palm as she bent up to kiss him.

She pushed his pants and underwear down his thighs,
freeing his thick cock. It stood out from his body, long and hard,
and she bent to kiss it with soft, appreciative lips.

He groaned again, and she seized the opportunity to
experience and feel his pleasure as he had hers.

She planted another soft kiss on his tip and then
slowly took him into her mouth. The smell of his groin in her
nostrils was thick and headily masculine. She felt at the underside
of his shaft with her tongue and felt the shudder of pleasure in
his body that told her more clearly than any sound or word that he
wanted her.

She gasped for breath and struggled to take more of
him into her mouth, but finally he took over. He took the back of
her head in his hand, twining his fingers in her hair, and pushed
himself into her mouth until she felt the tip of his cock in the
top of her throat.

She surrendered to his control and worked her tongue
around his cock as he moved in and out of her mouth.

She put her hand on his thigh and worked it up to
feel the full, taught curve of his ass. His desire and need were
obvious in every inch of his body.

He groaned again, and she could feel his body tense.
He was gasping in pleasure.

She redoubled her attentions. She wanted to taste
him come in her mouth.

But pulled out before it could happen. He wanted
something else. He lifted her up and pushed her back onto the bed,
front down. He pulled her panties down her legs in a single,
aggressive movement and she could feel the hot cock, now slick with
her saliva, pressing against her ass as he positioned her at the
waist.

When he moved himself between her legs and pushed
inside, she almost came immediately. Her wet pussy stretched to
accommodate his girth as he slid in. She had never felt anything so
deep inside her before. She could feel the hot blood pumping into
his hungry cock.

He pulled out and slammed into her, driven by desire
he could no longer control. She gripped the covering of the bed in
her hands, unable to do anything but try to take it. The intense
pleasure of his penetration wove through her body in waves, pulsing
stronger and stronger.

"Oh fuck," she gasped. She was going to come again.
It built and built, hot and strong. The growing ecstasy made her
feel like a electrical charge was running through every part of her
body. The climax came hard and fast, making her world crimson.

After a few seconds, it started to subside, and in
spite of herself she felt a small surge of disappointment that the
exquisite feeling hadn't lasted longer.

But Mr. Fitzpatrick was driving into her harder and
harder. The slam of his cock into her pussy was like a shockwave
that ran through her body. He was going faster and faster. She
could feel him losing control, pushing faster and faster in bestial
drive.

And when she felt him thrust deep and pump his hot
liquid into her, it took the fading warmth of her orgasm and
exploded a second climax a thousand times more powerful. Her body
curled in on itself, clenching against and around him in simple,
all-consuming physical ecstasy.

It seemed an eternity, but slowly she floated back
to earth. She opened her eyes slowly and pressed back against the
man behind her, relishing the weight and contours of his body
resting on her.

Their flesh was slick with sweat. She felt him kiss
her neck. His lips were warm against her soft skin.

She felt him slip out of her as he turned her hips
beneath him to face him. They lay against each other, his hand
resting on her side and stroking her skin.

"You don't know how badly I've wanted to do that,"
he said softly.

She smiled, the wonder of the intimacy still new and
wonderful in such an impossible way. "I really, really do,
actually," she laughed.

She nestled in against him, listening to the slowing
sound of his breathing against her. It was the perfect moment. It
was the perfect vantage point to savor everything that had
happened. She laid her cheek on his chest and let her eyes close,
thinking about everything she had wanted for so long that now she
had. Slowly, she drifted into a doze.
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Caitlyn had fallen asleep on the couch again. It had
gotten late, and she had put the kids to bed hours ago. Usually she
only had to work at the Radcliffe's until ten or so, but since Mrs.
Radcliffe had been travelling, the nights had gotten much later.
When Mr. Radcliffe worked nights, he usually wasn't back until
almost midnight, and tonight, like several in the past, he found
the young babysitter dozing lightly in the living room, her soft
hair loose and surrounding her young, gently smiling face.

She woke slowly as she felt his hand on her shoulder
and looked up, blinking sleepily.

"Oh, Mr. Radcliffe," she brushed a lock of hair out
of her eyes and smiled sheepishly.

"Sorry it was so late again, Caitlyn," he said. "You
know I hate to keep you so long."

She sat up. "Oh, it's alright," she said. "I'm happy
to stay late."

Her eyes stayed on his handsome face, following the
strong line of his jaw and lingering on the salt and pepper of his
short hair. She'd probably never admit it, but she loved waking up
to him like this. It felt so familiar and intimate. It was like she
was stealing a little piece of what it would be like to wake up in
his arms in the morning.

Increasingly over the months since she had started
working for him, she had been forced to acknowledge those feelings,
even if she would never dare let them show. Her boss excited her.
He was incredibly handsome in the distinguished way of a man in his
forties, influential and wealthy, and basically a good man who had
never quite lost the bad boy streak she was told he used to be
known for in his younger days. She had been taken into his home,
trusted to watch his kids, and it was a moment like this, waking up
to him, warm and comfortable with his hand on her arm, that
everything forbidden and impossible that she wanted seemed almost
real.

But she was just twenty, and she was smart enough to
know that they were just the fantasies of a silly girl spending
time around a man she could never have.

At least, that was what she thought until tonight as
she looked up, still blinking sleepily, and saw the way he was
watching her.

"You know you're very beautiful when you sleep," he
said.

A slight blush rose in her cheeks and an
embarrassing grin came onto her face.

He put out a hand and straightened her blouse which
had been shifted to lie a little crooked across her soft body as
she slept.

"There's something incredibly wonderful and natural
about a woman who sleeps beautifully," he said, setting a glass of
something dark on the table next to the couch.

Caitlyn blushed, as much to hear him refer to her as
a woman as anything. There was something incredibly exciting about
the word when he said it.

She pulled her legs up to her chest so he could join
her on the couch and he did so with a bit of a sigh. He looked like
he'd had a long day, and looked like being here with her was
something very welcome.

"Is everything alright, Mr. Radcliffe?" she
asked.

He took a drink from the glass. "It's Peter, I
thought we agreed," he said.

"Sorry," she apologized, but was still too shy to
try saying his first name.

"It's nothing," he said after a minute. "It's just
problems at the office. Problems I gladly leave behind when I come
home. It's just been a long day."

Caitlyn turned to sit up straight and ran a hand
over his shoulders. When he didn't stop her, she put hands to
either side of his neck and massaged at the tension she felt in the
thick muscles.

"Oh, that feels wonderful," he breathed. "Thank
you."

She slid over to have a better angle for her arms.
Her heartbeat was rising a little to feel his strong shoulders
under her fingers. He shifted in appreciation and she felt the
strength of his body.

"Is there anything I can do to help?" she asked.

He leaned back into her hands, breathing deeply in
satisfaction as he pulled the tie from his collar and set it on the
arm of the sofa.

"No, no, I should send you home. It's late and
you're tired."

"I'm not tired," she said. It wasn't a lie. She
might have been tired a few minutes ago, but not now. Something was
different tonight, and she could feel it. Everything happening had
become vivid and exciting when he walked into the room. She and Mr.
Radcliffe had never talked like this. She had never seen him
relaxed and unguarded and comfortable. "I'd like to stay for a
little bit."

Sure, he was good to her, paid her well, thanked her
often. But it felt like a professional relationship between two
people very far apart. Not like this.

He turned and looked at her. His gaze wandered over
her, lingering for a moment before returning to her face. "I don't
mind a little company after a long day," he said. "I suppose the
least I can do is offer you a drink."

Caitlyn blushed deeper. Of course she'd tasted beer
here and there at parties, but she wasn't quite twenty-one yet, and
she'd never had a drink with an adult, much less a sophisticated
man like Mr. Radcliffe.

"Alright, that would be lovely," she said.

He stood up and went into the kitchen. She stayed in
place, nervous to break the spell. In a moment he had returned and
handed her a glass of dark red wine. It smelled deep and woody, and
lingered potent on her tongue as she sipped and placed the glass
down.

"Thank you," she said. "It's delicious."

He smiled. "You're an easy crowd to please.”

She took another sip and felt warmth growing in her
stomach. She sat up straighter and ran a hand across Mr.
Radcliffe's shoulders.

"Did the kids give you much trouble tonight?" he
asked.

"No, not at all. They're little angels, really."

He laughed. "You must be talking about someone
else's kids. I thought I was paying you to watch mine."

"Oh, don't be so mean. They just get excited
sometimes. That's a world better than kids that really want to
cause trouble."

"Well, I know you're very good with them," he said.
"I still can't believe we found you. They absolutely hated the last
sitter we had. For a while we thought we'd never find someone who'd
fit."

Caitlyn bit her lip, afraid that he'd turn around
and see how hard she was blushing. Even little compliments from Mr.
Radcliffe always felt a thousand times better than any praise from
her parents or anyone at her university.

She took another drink from the wine, and the heat
in her face increased. The clock on the wall said it was almost
midnight, but there wasn't a single part of her that wanted to
leave.

"Do you think you'll have more evening meetings this
week?" she asked.

Mr. Radcliffe took her hand from his shoulder and
turned to sit back on the couch beside her. "Thursday, probably,"
he said. "Will you be available that night?"

She nodded. "I'm pretty much always available, Mr.
Radcliffe."

He cocked his head slightly at the phrase, and again
his eyes lingered on her blushing face and wandered slowly over
her. It was as though she could physically feel his gaze following
the soft curves of her body.

He put a hand out and again brushed a strand of hair
out of her face. This time his fingers lingered on her cheek. "It's
really nice knowing that someone I trust is here when I'm
away."

Her blush deepened. "I … I'm glad I …" she began,
but stopped herself before she could speak her true feelings.

But it had been enough.

"Caitlyn, you're a really lovely young woman," Mr.
Radcliffe said. His thumb was resting lightly against her cheek and
his hand encircled the base of her head. She felt his fingers in
her hair. "It took me a little while to notice, but now that I've
seen it I really can't look away."

Caitlyn felt her heart rising in her chest, pounding
in her throat. The light brush of his fingers on her skin and in
her hair was sending a feeling of warmth and excitement deep, deep
into her. She looked into his eyes. She was lost for words, but she
knew the desire she'd been fighting to hide was now plain on her
face.
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