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Reader Advisory: This story is for mature
audiences only and features intensely erotic situations, a mature
man of the house and a young inexperienced babysitter, forbidden
desires, rough first time sex, group sex, dominance and
submissiveness. All characters are 18 or older.









Caitlyn's had a crush on Mr.
Radcliffe for months, but he's older, successful, and married, and
silly fantasies only get a girl in trouble. Besides, babysitting for the Radcliffes is a great part-time
job and she'd never risk letting her feelings show if it could cost
her all that.



But Mr. Radcliffe - wealthy, handsome, and used to getting his way
- isn't nearly so skittish about recognizing what he wants and
deciding to take it. And as weeks go by, the older man starts to
realize that's exactly how he feels about the pretty young woman
he's hired to watch his children.



And once she's his, the fun's only started, because a man like Mr.
Radcliffe never does things half-heartedly. What starts out as a
sweet, forbidden romance starts to push her boundaries in a hurry,
and when she inadvertently shows up while he has several friends
visiting, she finds herself the center of some very intense
attention.













Preview

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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Sharing the Sitter






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.

In a single movement, fluid and decisive that left
no room for argument, he leaned forward and kissed her. It was like
a statement, and she gave herself to it. She returned his kiss,
pressing her lips to his, softening and conforming her body against
his strong form. His arm came out and wrapped lightly around her
waist, drawing her against him. She could taste the slightly smoky
flavor of his liquor and smell the heady musk of his body.

He drew back for a moment, eyes closed, inhaling and
savoring her. She watched him for a moment, suddenly afraid that he
would pull away and say there had been a mistake.

But there was no such look in his eyes. It was
simply a look of satisfaction, bordering on triumph, as he leaned
forward and claimed her. She was his, simply and entirely and
suddenly, and when he smiled it was possibly the sexiest expression
she had ever seen on a man.

He pulled her against him. His hand was on her lower
back, bending her body into his. It wandered down and felt the
fullness of her ass, telling her your body is mine and it is
everything I want.

His other hand was still on her neck, and it
caressed the soft skin of her throat with a gentle strength that
made her body feel like water.

She kissed him fiercely now, wanting to show him how
eager she had been for this, but he had other ideas.

He sat back and began to undo the buttons of her
blouse. She watched him breathlessly itching to put her hands on
him but unsure of how forward she could be. For the moment it was
enough to feel his hands on her and see the hungry look in his
eyes. Her garment opened, letting in the cool air of the room to
play over her hot skin.

She let the blouse fall from her shoulders and he
let it fall to the side as he unclasped her bra. Her breasts
breathed outwards and he cupped them in his hands. The feeling was
incredible, and she felt her nipples stiffening into his palms as
he kissed her again.

He moved forward to straddle her. His groin brushed
against her stomach and she felt a thick, hard bulge in his pants.
She felt a flood of wetness between her legs as the outline of his
erection brushed the tops of her thighs.

She had had a crush on him in a sort of helpless,
dreaming way for many weeks, but until this moment she had never
experienced such a hard, driving need to have him inside her. No
other thought could penetrate her mind.

Tentatively at first, seeking his approval, she put
out a hand and rubbed along his length. She felt as much as heard
his soft groan of approval. She grew bolder, and touched his
belt.

He helped her unbuckle it and slide his pants down
his thighs. His thick cock pushed out in profile against the soft
cotton of his underwear, and it resisted for a moment as she tried
to slide the elastic waistband down to uncover it.

It was bigger than any she had seen or expected to
see, thick and hot as it stood out from his body. She started to
stand, but he pushed her back gently with a hand on her shoulder
and guided her face to be level with his throbbing shaft.

She recognized the gesture and wetted her lips with
an eager tongue before opening her mouth to receive him. The scent
of his groin was full in her nostrils as she breathed in. His cock
was hot and stiff. She could feel it still swelling with every
throb of his heart.

She struggled to take more of him into her mouth,
but she could barely get her lips halfway to his base. She felt a
hand on the back of her head, pushing her to take it deeper. Mr.
Radcliffe's urging was hard and dominant. He was driven by need
now, rather than simple desire. He needed her. She could feel it in
the tenseness of his muscles and the responses to her attentions,
and knowing and experiencing it felt better than she could have
ever expected. He was an animal taking his prey.

He pushed himself deeper into her mouth and she
could feel him entering the top of her throat. She fought not to
gag at the intense penetration and after moving on his cock for a
moment the sensation started to fade. There was something deeply
arousing about being used and pushed to her limit like this, and it
was worth the initial fear that she was being over-strained.

Her tongue worked around him, licked and feeling at
him as she moved in and out along his length. She put out a
tentative hand to his leg. Becoming bolder, she wrapped it around
his body and felt his ass, taut and firm as he pushed himself into
her.

A soft moan escaped her lips and she felt herself
getting wetter and wetter. There was a deep, needy emptiness in her
groin.

Mr. Radcliffe groaned again, and she felt the hand
tense on the back of her head. Then he put his hands to her chin
and pulled himself out of her mouth. She released him a little
reluctantly, but turned up to look at him, expectant and excited
for what was to come.

He unbuttoned his shirt and let it slide from his
shoulders. The muscles of his chest rippled as he tossed it on the
floor behind him. He stepped forward and put a hand to Caitlyn's
side to push her to lie back on the couch.

Even as she obeyed his physical command, his other
hand was on the waistband of her skirt. He unclasped it and slid it
down her thighs. He spared only a glance before pulling away her
panties, too, and his hand cupped against her hot groin.

He smiled, leaning forward and spreading her legs
with his hand. "I see you're ready for this."

It took her a moment before realizing what he meant,
and a blush came to her face at how wet she was, but it was obvious
that Mr. Radcliffe was turned on by it.

She let out a shrill gasp as he ran a finger down
between her hot, sensitive lips and slid it inside of her. The
sensation was incredibly intense, and her thighs jerked around his
wrist in mute ecstasy and gratitude.

He lowered himself above her, his thigh hard against
her side. He leaned forward and kissed her, his finger still inside
her, and she marveled at how absolutely and fully he controlled her
every breath and feeling and thought. She wanted him, more than
anything in the world.

He withdrew his finger, drawing it up her groin, and
replaced it with the hot shape of his cock. He rubbed his length
between her lips, spreading her juices up onto her trembling
stomach. She didn't know if he would fit.

But he moved slowly at first, and she was so wet
that it became easier and easier as he pushed into her. He filled
her incredibly, impossibly deeply. He was at the center of her,
filling every space she'd never known she had.

His thrusts were powerful, driven, and hungry. She
could feel the way he wanted her in every movement. His grip on her
side was tight, and his free hand pressed against her breast. She
arched her back up into his hand. A soft, ecstatic moan escaped her
lips.

"My God," she breathed, wrapping her legs around him
and luxuriating in the feel of his body on her and in her. It was
incredible. Her eyes were screwed shut, concentrating only on the
feel of his body. She had wanted this without ever realizing
exactly what she wanted. It was this. It was this.

Her body responded more and more strongly. She could
barely get breath. Every muscle in her body was clenched. She could
feel an orgasm rising. It felt so incredibly, incredibly good.

She felt her body tighten around him and an intense,
physical ecstasy rushed through her. She could hear her moans
bouncing off the ceiling, loud and uncontrolled, until Mr.
Radcliffe's hand covered her mouth.

 

The feeling of being controlled by him intensified
every feeling and emotion, and she was lost in bliss for several
incredible, eternal moments.

"You feel incredible," she heard him groan, driving
himself into her.

When she opened her eyes, awed and grateful, he took
her by the hip and pulled himself out of her. He guided her to roll
over and get up onto her knees, and then moved to take her from
behind.

She gasped as he slid back in. He felt even bigger
from this angle, and the different leverage he had on her hips
meant he was thrusting into her harder and faster than ever. Soon
it was all she could do to hold on. Her fingers gripped into the
fabric of the couch.

His hands gripped tighter and his hips moved faster
and harder. The warm haze of her first orgasm gave way to a
renewed, different kind of pleasure. She twisted her hips slightly,
desperate to give him access as deep as he could go. He responded,
groaning in ecstasy and pushing harder and harder until she thought
she might break apart.

His grip on her hips strengthened and he pulled her
hard against him. With a final thrust she felt him grow and explode
inside of her, and the new sensation unleashed an entirely
unexpected kind of ecstasy. Her body clenched around his spasming
cock, ushering his seed deep into her, and sending her into the
throes of a second orgasm even more intense than the first.

The world of her closed eyelids was red. God. Slowly
her body became her own again. She was gasping for breath. Her skin
was wet with perspiration, and his flesh slid smoothly against her
as he pressed forward to lie with her on the couch. They lay
together, chests heaving. His legs were splayed against hers and
his breath was warm on the back of her neck. She felt him kiss her
shoulder and run a hand through her hair.

She luxuriated in his embrace. She had never felt so
wanted, so necessary, or so possessed. She could barely register
that what was happening was wrong. It felt right in every way. It
felt all the more right for how impossible it supposedly had
been.

She turned slightly to look into his eyes. He put
out a hand and stroked her cheek with his thumb.

"You're really an incredible young woman, Caitlyn,"
he murmured. "Was that your first time?"

She nodded.

His smile warmed. "I'm going to get to show you some
really wonderful things."

 


She stayed with him that night and left early in the
morning, her thoughts still tangled in disbelief and her body still
humming. She couldn't keep her head in anything she was doing, her
thoughts just strayed back to Mr. Radcliffe and those incredible,
forbidden moments in the living room. He called to schedule her to
babysit for him again on Thursday, and his tone seemed to contain
every hint and promise of that experience all over again. She could
hardly wait.

Surprisingly, her thoughts seemed to clear when she
picked his kids up from their afterschool programs. It was so easy
to focus on them, knowing she was looking after the children of
such a wonderful man, a man who seemed to like her and want her. It
really amazed her when she stopped to think about it, and a
terrible part of her worried she'd wake up from a dream.

But no, he came home at the end of the night and it
was even more incredible than the last. She wasn't as nervous, and
he let himself be a little more aggressive. She surrendered totally
to his desires and was rewarded again and again.

The nights at the Radcliffes' house became the
highlight of her weeks. Each experience was new and exciting, and
he seemed to love pushing her just beyond her comfort level and
obediently struggle to please him, opening up new worlds of her own
in the process.

But nothing prepared her for the Tuesday perhaps a
month after that first night of forbidden passion.

She was scheduled to babysit in the evening, and got
to the house around 7. Loud voices were coming from inside, but she
knocked anyways. The door opened.

"Caitlyn!" Mr. Radcliffe said as he looked out.

"Hello, Mr. Radcliffe," she said.

"Didn't you get my message?"

She shook her head, confused. "No. What was the
message?"

He stepped back and opened the door slightly wider.
"I cancelled you for the night. There are a couple of friends from
work by. We were going to play a bit of poker at a friend's house,
but he had to cancel. You've got the night off. Don't worry about
the money."

"Oh, ok, thanks," she said, slightly
crestfallen.

He looked speculatively at her disappointed face.
"I'm sorry I called so last minute. Why don't you join us for a
drink?"

She looked past him, intimidated. She could see two
men around a table beyond the entrance hall. They were about the
same age as Mr. Radcliffe, very well dressed, and both were very
handsome. One had dark hair and an elegant, high cheek-boned face,
while the other was stouter with a thick, athletic build.

"Ah, you think I should?" she asked a little
nervously. She was eager to spend time with Mr. Radcliffe again,
but she felt out of place.

He nodded. "Yes, actually, I think you very much
should. We might just have some fun together."

She bobbed and stepped inside, her eyes flicking
back and forth between the man she came to see and his two friends
beyond the kitchen.

"John, Clay, this is Caitlyn."

Caitlyn waved shyly as Mr. Radcliffe introduced her
to each in turn. John was the dark-haired man, and Clay the more
muscular chestnut haired man to the right.

She jumped slightly as Mr. Radcliffe put a hand on
her ass to guide her into the room. Wasn't that inappropriate in
company like this?

He invited her to sit on his lap as he took his
place at the table, and she sat obediently. She perched on his
thigh, pressed to his chest and enjoying the feel of his body. He
offered her a sip from his glass and she sampled it, coughing at
the intense, biting flavor of the liquid.

John and Clay eyed her speculatively and in open
admiration. Mr. Radcliffe ran his hand through his hair.

"This delightful young woman is the babysitter," he
explained to the two men. "But I've been finding other interesting
things about her, haven't I, Caitlyn?"

She blushed bright red, looking from Mr. Radcliffe
to his guests. They laughed warmly at the sight of her
embarrassment. It didn't seem mean-spirited, but that they found
her obvious shyness endearing, and she started calming down.
Friends of Mr. Radcliffe couldn't be bad men.

"She's a little inexperienced with men," Mr.
Radcliffe noted. "I've been enjoying myself very much in educating
her. I thought since I was inconsiderate enough to cancel on her at
such late notice, we might find something else to make it worth her
while for having come." He turned to Caitlyn and ran a hand down
her spine that sent a slight shiver of pleasure through her at his
touch. "Would you like that?"

Uncertainly, she nodded.

John stood up from his seat across the table and
came over to see her. He put a hand out and lifted her face to look
up at him. "Would you like to suck my cock?" he asked.

His forwardness startled Caitlyn, and she looked
around. She wasn't supposed to say yes, was she? These men were
hot, and the way they were looking at her made her legs weak and
her heart pound. She didn't know what she wanted.

Seeing her indecision, he took her hand and brought
it to his belt. It rested there on the smooth brass for a moment,
Caitlyn staring at it. She could feel the eyes of the other men on
her. Mr. Radcliffe's hand was still resting on her hip, just
brushing the cheek of her ass.

Curiously, she opened the buckle and helped the
pants slide down the man's legs. She rubbed at the growing erection
in his underwear. This house seemed like its own little world.
Outside she was supposed to be innocent and proper, but in the few
weeks since she had crossed the forbidden boundary with Mr.
Radcliffe, she had entered another, secret world. It was a world
full of intoxicating possibilities, where her simple pleasures and
desire to please were rewarding by handsome, powerful men. Doubt
and nervousness flowed out of her as she stared at what she wanted
inside of her.

She pulled down the waistband of the man's underwear
and took him into her mouth. He was still growing and stiffening as
she sucked. It was incredible to feel him swell between her lips,
each little lick rewarded visibly.

His hands caressed her encouragingly as she licked
and sucked at him. He pulled off his shirt and the other men began
to undress her as she worked. She felt her shirt taken away and her
bra removed. Hands ran over her body. She pulled back, looking
around expectantly, and Mr. Radcliffe lifted her up onto the table,
pulling away her skirt and panties in the process. John moved back
to bring his cock to her mouth and she took him back inside.

The other man, Clay, was already hard as he moved
between her legs. She gasped around the thick shaft in her mouth as
he entered her wet hole, stretching her and sending a sharp wave of
pleasure and gratitude through her body. His hands squeezed into
her ass and she flexed back against him instinctually.

John squeezed her breasts as she worked on his cock,
and the sensations of two men simultaneously moving against her and
inside of her were almost overwhelming. She shuddered as a new,
intense wave of physical pleasure ran through her tensed body.

Clay picked up his pace, driving harder and harder
into her from behind. She orgasmed as he came inside of her, her
body clenching around him and shaking in acute ecstasy. Mr.
Clayborne took his place and feeling the familiar man behind her
and inside of her made this new, strange, thrilling experience all
the more surreal.

She felt herself getting close to finishing John,
working him with her lips and tongue. But he pulled out, and he and
Mr. Clayborne moved her around so she was lying back against Mr.
Clayborne, her legs spread and her front exposed.

With a gasp, she realized what was happening. Mr.
Clayborne's wet cock pressed between the cheeks of her ass and
probed at her tight asshole. She looked around at him and he put an
encouraging hand to her side, stroking her bare flesh. Slowly, she
lowered herself down onto him. The feeling was tight and strange,
but exciting, and became a thousand times more so as the other man
stepped forward to slide into her pussy.

The feeling of tightness from the two cocks was
incredible. She could hear herself yelling. "Oh fuck," she gasped.
It was all she could do to hold on and let the men pound into her
young, inexperienced body. John finished first, and Mr. Clayborne
lifted her back slightly to give himself a better angle as he
redoubled his drive into her ass. He was taking her harder and
harder, driving towards that moment.

She felt him explode in her ass and orgasmed yet
again, arching her back helplessly as waves of pleasure unlike
anything she had felt before wreathed through her.

As she recovered from the incredibly intense
experience, one of the men gave her a drink of water. They gave her
a seat at the table and she lay back, gasping. They were attentive
and wanted to be sure she was alright, but it took a while before
she was back in control of herself. Her eyes sought out Mr.
Radcliffe, eager to show him that despite her doubt and fear
beforehand, she trusted him.

His return expression was one of approval and
satisfaction. "You did well," his eyes said. "I can make things
like this happen for you if we keep that trust."

She stayed with Mr. Radcliffe again that night, and
his soft attentions soothed and perfectly completed the intense
experiences of the evening. Falling asleep in his arms felt like
this most perfect and right thing she had ever experienced, and
spent the night dreaming of what else was in store.
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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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To read this story in its entirety, find it
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