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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, dominance and submissiveness. All
characters are 18 or older.









He was strong, mature, and
handsome, and he had never been tempted to be unfaithful to his wife by
the beautiful women whose attentions he
attracted. She
was the pretty, young college freshman that he never thought twice
about hiring to babysit his two children.



But Kelly's innocent charms eat their way into Mr. Clayton's mind,
just as his mature allure quickly begins to dominate her young
fantasies. When he walks in on her in his bedroom, helplessly
surrendering to her taboo thoughts, it's the last straw to push the
forceful older man to take what he wants, and at this point he just
can't help that he's going to make her first time as hard and rough
as she can take.















Preview

He laughed softly as he surveyed the situation. "So,
isn't this something." He walked over and put a hand to my cheek,
holding my gaze on him. "For days now I've been wound up, knowing I
shouldn't want you, knowing it would be wrong to put my hands on
you."

I looked into his eyes in sudden disbelief.

"All of that restraint, and all of it over a young
woman like you I never I expected to want." He laughed again. "And
here I find you, in my bedroom."

"I'm sorry," I repeated, still unsure if I was in
trouble. "It's my fault. I'm just some silly girl who –"

"No," he said. "You're so young. How can it be your
fault? I'm the one who let … this happen." His eyes were playing
over me and the way he said the word "this" sent a strange,
forbidden shiver running through my body.

"You found my wife's favorite camisole," he observed
looking at the garment on the bed beside me.

Guiltily, I nodded. "It was … just sort of fun to
imagine for a minute being a woman who could please you."

His eyes traced over me again. "You know, you don't
have to compete with women like her. Here you are, so young and
soft and innocent … you don't have to have what she has." He put a
brushing hand to my face and then ran it down my throat and along
the outside of my left breast. "Have you ever been with a man,
Laura?"

After a moment, I shook my head weakly.

"Do you want me to show you how you already please
me?"





























Taking the Sitter






"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.

Lila and Peter were sitting on a towel on the floor
of the den, happily watching one of the new Disney movies I didn't
know.

"Hey Laura," they chirped in unison when I tip-toed
in behind them.

"Did I miss anything good?" I asked in a hushed
voice.

"Only everything," Peter said exasperatedly. He was
six, and he knew much better than anyone else. "The prince already
got Princess Something's letter and fought the bad guys and now he
knows how to talk to the little animals and they're going to show
him where she's locked up."

"Hey Laura, how come we only see you when Mom's out
of town," Peter's younger sister Lila asked me. "You weren't at my
birthday party on Saturday."

"Well happy birthday!" I said. "How did I forget? I
was trying to figure out what was so different about you. I guess
it must be that you're all grown up. Did you get many good
presents?"

But Peter shushed her before she could start to list
them, and the two of them turned back to the movie.

Smiling, I gathered up the dirty dishes from their
dinner and took them back into the kitchen to wash.

It was always so pleasant babysitting for the
Clayton's. Some of the houses I babysat felt like warzones, but
these two kids were always just so … happy.

I paused on my way through the hallway to admire one
of the family photos on the bookshelf.

My eyes came to rest on Mr. Clayton, smiling at me
from the photograph. That look he had given me on the doorstep a
few minutes ago was still lingering in my mind. There was something
so gratifying and right about the way he seemed to approve of me in
that look. It was one of fondness and appreciation and … something
else. It was something that made that hot, insistent ache deep
inside me throb. It was something that made me need him to keep
looking.

I peered more closely at him, savoring the way I had
felt as he smiled at me. He was smiling in the photograph, too, his
broad, handsome face split in genuine happiness as he held his wife
and children around him. I imagined what it would feel like to be
held like that, by a man who must make his family feel so safe and
cared for. Even now he was off at a meeting, paying for this
sprawling house with its carefully trimmed rose bushes and warm
memories.

Suddenly, I wanted this so badly it was starting to
hurt. I wanted to feel his arms and know that he was powerful and
strong and caring and that he did everything for me and that he
knew everything was going to be alright. I …

I put the dishes down on the floor and sat heavily
beside them, holding a hand to feel my hammering chest. Stop it, I
told myself. You're not supposed to be thinking these thoughts.

But it took me a long minute to escape the sudden
yearning. Even just a taste of it would be enough. Even just
another look like the one he had given me, to see a touch of desire
in his eyes and think that maybe, someday, a man like him could
look at me and want to be all those things for little old me.

I studied the immaculate face of Mrs. Clayton,
smiling beside her husband, her auburn hair cascading down her
shoulder and reaching to just the tops of her perfect, full
breasts. It was amazing to think she had borne Mr. Clayton two
children and still looked like that, obviously matured but still
beautiful.

Did I have to look like that to get a man to want
me? I had never wanted something so desperately in my life.

But sounds from the other room brought me out of my
trance. What am I doing, I asked myself? Going all to pieces
fantasizing about a married man while his children are in the next
room?

I gathered up the dishes and took them to wash in
the kitchen. I scrubbed at them furiously, trying to lose myself in
the work. I suddenly didn't want to be here. I couldn't take it.
Why was I hear, in his home? It was cruel in a very strange, very
embarrassing way.

The music from the ending credits to the movie
played out into the hallway and I checked the clock.

"Okay, kiddoes, you know what time it is," I called
down the hall.

"It's not nine yet," Peter yelled back in
protest.

I went in to get them moving. Peter was pointing at
the clock on the DVR. "See, we've got three minutes."

I put my hands on my hips, trying to keep a smile
off my face. "That's the slowest clock in the house."

"That doesn't mean it's wrong."

So I sat down on the couch and we watched the
credits scroll by.

It only took about fifteen minutes to herd them
upstairs and another fifteen minutes to get them to change and
brush their teeth. I left them tucked in, still vocally denying how
sleepy they obviously were.

There, I thought, not bad. Four hours pay for about
half an hour of work.

I looked at my phone. Seven texts from Katie, and
another three from Amanda. Reading them was the last thing in the
world I wanted to do. What did they care if Jason was a little …
passive in our relationship? Now, of all times, I wasn't in a mood
to defend him.

I looked around the upstairs hall. I was feeling a
little guilty about the evening, to be honest. Mr. Clayton was
going to pay me for 4 hours, and all I had done was show up late
and let the kids watch a movie. Maybe I could do a couple little
things to make his life easier that would show him I appreciated
the job, not to mention the generous hourly rate he paid me. Yes,
doing something a little extra for him was exactly what I wanted to
do.

My eyes fell on the closed door at the end of the
hall. Maybe I could do a few loads of laundry. Yeah, that seemed
like the perfect thing to do. I had a bit of time before he was
likely to be back. Maybe he would be pleasantly surprised.

But the more I thought about it, the more it felt
like I was just rationalizing poking my way through that bedroom
door. It was the only room in the house I had never seen.

A guilty, forbidden shiver ran up my body,
reawakening all the fear and nervousness and excitement I had
wasted on my date with Jason. My heart was pounding in my chest.
The forbidden intimacy of standing in his bedroom was tugging at
me. All of a sudden, I knew I wasn't going to be able to walk
away.

My footsteps were quiet as I passed back by the
kids' rooms. There was no sound in the house. I half expected my
hand to be shaking as I put it to the doorknob.

A beam of light fell into the room as I pushed the
door open. A large bed sat on the far side, and two dressers sat on
either side of the door. I flicked the light on and stepped inside.
The air smelled like them, Mr. and Mrs. Clayton. The lingering
smell of her perfumes didn't mask the rich masculine essence of his
scent.

I went and sat on the edge of the bed, looking
around. Blood was pounding in my ears. What was I doing in here?
This could only lead to bad things.

I stood up and looked around for a clothes hamper. I
spotted one over next to the dresser on the far wall and went over
to see if it was full. It certainly looked like enough to wash. I
pulled the hamper into the middle of the room and picked up an
undershirt from on top. It felt so strange to be standing here,
holding this. This was all so wrong. This was all so very much NOT
what I should be doing. I could smell him on the cotton. I put it
back in the hamper and turned around to see if this was
everything.

A second hamper stood next to the other dresser.
Having now set foot in the room, I couldn't leave my curiosity
completely unsatisfied. I looked sideways at the dresser, and then
idly pulled open one of the drawers.

It was full of bras, expensive designer brands, but
they all looked sort of utilitarian. I plucked at a couple in
voyeuristic disappointment. Didn't she ever wear anything more
exciting? I opened another drawer to find sweaters and a few
blouses. The third made by breath catch in my throat.

Slowly, I lifted out a black lace camisole of sheer
fabric. I ran a finger along one of the lines of black cloth. It
was incredibly sexy, and I could imagine so vividly how light and
soft and smooth it must feel against the skin, almost as if it
weren't there at all.

My face was hot. I realized I was blushing a deep
crimson, standing there in the empty room.

I went over to a floor length mirror on the other
side of the dresser and held the garment up against myself. It lay
lightly across my front, coming to rest against my upper
thighs.

So this was what Mrs. Clayton wore when she wanted
to get her husband riled up. I could only imagine how effective it
was. What an incredible feeling that must be, to feel sexy and
wanted by a man like that.

"Could I ever have that effect on someone like him?"
I asked the empty room. I turned slightly, examining the way the
camisole hung against me.

With a juicy, forbidden shudder I realized how wet I
was getting.

I pressed the garment against myself, imagining
standing in the doorway and looking in at Mr. Clayton on the bed.
My hand held it against my chest, pressing into my breast, and I
let out a soft moan.

My hand slid lower, down over my front and across
the folds of my skirt onto my bare thigh. God, was I trembling. I
ran my fingers up my thigh and felt the warm, damp cloth of my
panties and rubbed at myself. Another moan escaped from my
lips.

I took a step back and sank back onto the bed. My
fingers were inside my panties. I forgot where I was. I only knew
that the thoughts and sensations here were driving me absolutely
crazy, and I really, really needed to keep touching myself.

"Oh fuck!" I moaned. The sound of my voice sounded
terrifyingly loud, breaking every rule of the silent house. But I
couldn't stop. My eyes were closed.

And then I felt a rush of air over me. My eyes flew
open and a final, desperate moan caught choking in my throat.

"Mr. Clayton!" I scrambled to cover myself, edging
back onto the bed in visceral horror. "I – I was going to do a load
of laundry."

He was standing in the door, his eyes alight with an
unreadable intensity. "That's not what you were doing in here."

"I –" I stammered. "It's … what I meant to be
doing." I sank farther onto the bed, a wave of dread making the
world seem cold. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to. I'm sorry, Mr.
Clayton." My hands were clutched between my thighs.

He stepped into the room and closed the door behind
him. "Stop," he said.

I stopped trying to cover myself and became
still.

He laughed softly as he surveyed the situation. "So,
isn't this something." He walked over and put a hand to my cheek,
holding my gaze on him. "For weeks now I've been wound up, knowing
I shouldn't want you, knowing it would be wrong to put my hands on
you."

I looked into his eyes in sudden disbelief.

"All of that restraint, and all of it over a young
woman like you I never I expected to want." He laughed again. "And
here I find you, in my bedroom."

"I'm sorry," I repeated, still unsure if I was in
trouble. "It's my fault. I'm just some silly girl who –"

 

"No," he said. "You're so young. How can it be your
fault? I'm the one who let … this happen." His eyes were playing
over me and the way he said the word "this" sent a strange,
forbidden shiver running through my body. "You found my wife's
favorite camisole," he observed looking at the garment on the bed
beside me.

Guiltily, I nodded. "It was … just sort of fun to
imagine for a minute being a woman who could please you."

His eyes traced over me again. "You know, you don't
have to compete with women like her. Here you are, so young and
soft and innocent … you don't have to have what she has." He put a
brushing hand to my face and then ran it down my throat and along
the outside of my left breast. "Have you ever been with a man,
Laura?"

After a moment, I shook my head weakly.

"Do you want me to show you how you already please
me?"

Again unable to voice a response, I nodded.

His hand returned to my throat and then took me by
the back of the head. He pressed his lips to mine, strong and soft
and wet. I went tense in amazement before I could respond to his
mouth. I kissed him back, awkward but eager and affectionate.

He moved forward to straddle me on the bed, his
strong body pressed me back and down into the soft comforter. Even
as he kissed me, his hand was moving down. He took my top and
guided it up my torso, his fingers playing over the soft, bare skin
of my stomach.

I lifted my arms up and he pulled the shirt over my
head and tossed it aside.

He moved forward to put his arms around me, and I
felt his fingers undo the clasp of my bra. His breath was warm on
my skin as he kissed my neck.

He leaned back, pulling the bra away, and my soft
breasts emerged, naked and stiff-nippled in the cool air of the
room.

I felt the thrill of a man's gaze roving over that
part of me for the very first time. My eyes looked to his, seeking
approval, and the hot desire I found there was even better.

His hands came around and pressed into my tits,
feeling them roughly and then gently, sending waves of thrilling
pleasure through me. I moaned in disbelieving delight and pushed my
chest forward into his hands, arching my back and taking his wrist
in my fingers to press him harder against me.

"Take me," I begged him. "Please."

I felt him draw in a breath of intense lust, and
then his hands pressed me back and down against the bed. He kissed
me again, more possessively, and his hands undid his shirt and tie.
He pulled free of his undershirt and I looked up at him, feasting
on the thick muscles of his chest and shoulders.

Then his hands were on my skirt, unbuttoning the
clasp and pulling them down my legs. I let out a slight breath as I
felt his fingers dip under the waistband of my panties, and the air
rushed in cool and dry around my hot groin as he pulled them
away.

I moaned softly as his fingers traced over my folds,
and that moan became high and desperate as I felt two of his
fingers dip inside me.

"God you're wet," he breathed in approval.

He unbuckled his belt and pulled his pants away. I
looked down at his underwear to see a long, thick shape pushing out
beneath the soft cotton. The sexual smell of his body was
overwhelming, and I clutched at the bed beneath me in impotent
need.

"Take me," I repeated. "I want you inside of
me."

He leaned forward and kissed me again, and I could
feel the hot shape press against my thighs and groin. He leaned
back and pushed away his underwear, freeing a thick cock. My whole
body curled in on itself to see him hard for me and about to take
me.

He moved forward between my legs and held me by the
hip as he brought himself to my opening. My whole body was
thrumming in need and expectation and impatience. There was an
empty place inside of me that needed to be filled. GOD I was
wet.

"Fuck!" I gasped as he started to push in. It was a
feeling of fullness I had never experienced. He was large, almost
too large, but my body was so wet and eager that slowly I stretched
to accommodate him.

"You feel incredible," he breathed, kissing my
throat again as he pushed deeper inside of me.

My eyes screwed shut as the sensation threatened to
overwhelm me. I had never felt anything like this. It felt so
right. How could something so wrong feel right the way this
did?

He pressed a hand to my shoulder, taking leverage
from my soft, compliant body, and started to push into me harder.
In and out, quickly finding a fast, aggressive rhythm that pushed
my body back and forth across the bed in a thrilling feeling of
powerlessness and fullness.

Something was changing about the experience. All the
hot pleasure was becoming louder and stronger and growing inside
me. It all radiated out from the feeling of him inside me. My body
was clenching around him. Something was happening.

The ecstasy of orgasm grew quickly and then burst
through me. I was grabbing the bed so hard my hands should have
been hurting. My whole body was tensed tight around him as the
pleasure ran hotly overpowering through my abdomen and out through
my body.

"G - God!" I gasped.

He was pounding faster now. Harder. His hand was
tight on my hip as he held my body down and drilled into me, like
he was losing all control. He was an animal. The bed was shaking
beneath me, and all I could do was let it happen.

With two long, deep thrusts, I felt him swell inside
of me, and then he was pumping me full of his hot liquid. My body
clutched around his spasming cock and a second, even stronger
orgasm ripped through me as I felt him coming.

My body curled around the gratifying sensation and
ushered his liquid deep into me.

His movement slowed, and he encircled me in his arms
as our chests heaved at the intensity and exertion. The firm weight
of his body was the most comforting and gratifying sensation in the
world as I lay there in the warm afterglow of the most intense
experience of my life.

"That was incredible," he breathed. He brushed a
hand across my cheek. "How did that feel?"

"Amazing," I whispered, clasping my legs around his
back and burying my face in his chest. I breathed in his smell and
wanted nothing more than to savor what was happening.

"You are what's amazing," he told me, his eyes
bright with wonder and affection. "You don't know how much I've
wanted to do that."

We lay in each other's arms for a while longer,
before at last it was time for me to get myself cleaned up and
dressed. I was reluctant to go, but knew I couldn't stay.

That night, as I saw again the missed texts from my
friends, I smiled to myself. I really didn't care one way or
another, all of a sudden.
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The hallways of the Cray-Wheeler Institute were
always full of people who seemed to be headed towards the most
important place in the world. They all had expressions of
suppressed excitement or concern or conviction on their faces. I
immediately found the whole place overwhelming. It felt like I had
spent all my life cooped up in the padded outskirts of nowhere and
now, finally, at the well-traveled age of twenty-one I had found
the place where real things happened – where real things mattered.
My primary instinct was to stay out from underfoot and not give any
of these important people reason to question whether I really
needed to be there.

At first I had been in disbelief that the department
that housed the most famous behavioral researcher in the field
would bring someone like me on, but reality set in quickly. Even
though I had not laid eyes on him, I had no doubt from the moment I
set foot in the place that a man like James Vellano would work in a
building like this. He could go anywhere, of course, and do
anything, and if I could go anywhere and do anything I'd want to be
here, and I wouldn't think twice about it.

The woman who hired me was a helpful HR rep with one
piece of advice. She told me, "Jump when they say to jump, run when
they say to run, and keep your ears open. You might just meet the
sort of person who can make or break your chances in this
field."

I did my best to follow her advice. I wasn't
perfect, of course, but everyone seemed to know what they were
doing and what they wanted, and it seemed about the most natural
thing in the world to stay out of their way and do what they asked
without thinking. Mostly it was little office tasks, getting
coffee, making sure visiting researchers found their way around the
building, and that sort of thing, but it was thrilling to be a part
of it and it always left me a little breathless at the end of the
day to think that somewhere in the distant future I could actually
belong in a place like this.

It was on a morning sometime into my second week
when I was asked to make a few hundred copies of a packet of papers
that my quiet little role on the periphery fell into exactly the
type of spotlight I had dreaded so much. The papers were a handout
for a conference starting in less than twenty minutes, and I had
managed to jam the copier twice. My heart was in my throat as I
dashed into the elevator and hammered the button for the ground
floor.

"Hold the door, would you?"

I groaned inwardly and looked up to see who was
going to make me late. I froze. My breath caught in my chest.
Recognition flooded my brain in a hot, pounding rush. I was almost
too surprised and star-struck to notice how much more handsome he
was in person than he was in the newspaper. Almost.

With a ding, the doors started to close. I let out a
startled gasp and lunged to catch them, spilling my papers and
almost falling out of the elevator myself. I threw out a hand to
catch the smooth metal and found myself staring down at a pair of
polished shoes. Slowly, I looked up.

"Jesus," the shoes exclaimed, stepping forward and
putting a hand out to catch me. It was a firm grip but it felt so
very light against my arm, like all I could think about was if it
was going to go away. "Are you alright?"

I looked up and mouthed an unintelligible syllable.
His expression was a mixture of surprise and skeptical concern. It
seemed a very unnatural emotion on his strong, attractive face, as
though he wasn't surprised often.

"So sorry," I managed breathlessly. "I – you're Dr.
Vellano. I meant to catch the door –"

"Flattering," he said, helping me to straighten up.
He smelled very good. "It's rarer and rarer these days for someone
to try to kill themselves to save me a ten second wait. Do you
think you've got yourself back under control?"

I wobbled and nodded, backing away as he released my
arm. He stepped around me into the elevator as I hurried to pull
together the fallen papers in the hallway before the doors began to
close again. I managed to squeeze inside just before they shut, and
shifted breathlessly to the far corner of the elevator
compartment.

He looked up at the changing floor number and
glanced over at me with a hint of boredom on his face. His eyes
seemed to linger for a moment, tracing their way down my body, and
I felt a warm blush come into my cheeks as I stared abashedly
forward at the closed doors.

When his eyes left me, I couldn't help looking down
self-consciously and let out a sharp, audible breath. The top two
buttons of my blouse had come undone in my little bit of impromptu
acrobatics and my top had opened to reveal more than a hint of
cleavage. Hot embarrassment flooded through me and I instinctively
brought my hands to my chest, hovering in that way hands do when
you are desperate to cover yourself but don't want to look like
that's what you're doing.

An amused smile came to his lips as he saw my
ill-concealed discovery. "If those are the reference sheets for the
Gardner talk you're not going to get them there in time," he
said.

"What?"

He indicated the stack of papers I had clasped just
beneath my chest.

"Oh, right," I said, my stomach sinking as the
reason for my previous urgency returned with accompanying dread, "I
know. I know. I can't believe I jammed the copier twice trying to
get them printed." I swallowed, trying not to look as upset or
afraid as I was. I couldn't help but feel like I had found the
single most public way to screw up this job. A hot tear threatened
to leak out, but I blinked it away in mortification and tried to
pretend something had gotten into my eye.

I looked up to see Dr. Vellano considering me. "They
don't fire you for something like that," he said.

I swallowed again and nodded. "I hope not. It's just
– it's not the first thing I've managed to screw up, you know? I
can't believe I let this happen. Dr. Gardner has been so good to
me. I just wanted him to feel …" but I trailed off, not really
knowing how to put my guilt into words.

"You're eager to please," he offered. "That's a good
quality."

I nodded gratefully. "That's very nice of you to
say, sir."

"So you work in Dr. Gardner's office?"

"Yes, sir, I started last week."

"And your name?"

"Kelly Munson, sir."

"You seem too young to be a post-doc."

"Oh, I'm just an intern."

"Is that so?"

"Yes, sir."

He ran a finger along his slightly stubbled jaw
thoughtfully. "You've graduated college, though, haven't you?"

"Yes, just this past May, sir."

He nodded. "You know, I've been in the planning
stages of a new project that's going to need additional help. How
long is your internship?"

The doors dinged open at the ground floor, but
suddenly I was riveted to the spot I was standing on. Almost
without thinking, he guided me out of the doors with a firm hand at
my waist. "What I mean is, I might have a very special position for
a girl like you. Would coming to work in my office be something you
might consider?"

I looked up at him. Hopeful, eager astonishment was
plain in my eyes. "I – yes, sir! I would, without a second thought,
I mean."

He laughed approvingly at my eagerness and my spirit
soared. "Alright, then drop those papers off and be up on the
seventh floor when I get back from lunch. We might have to run some
tests to see if you're compatible."

"Yes, sir!" I exclaimed. "Thank you, sir. I'll be
waiting."

He waved me off with a hand and turned toward the
front atrium where several men in impeccable suits were waiting for
him. I watched him leave with mouth open and a sound buzzing in my
ears.

I felt like I was walking on the ceiling as I all
but ran to the conference center. I kept looking around desperately
for someone to tell my news, but of course I didn't really know
anyone here that well.

I got chewed out about the reference sheets, of
course, but now it was all I could manage to keep an apologetic
expression on my face. Even when the program director threatened to
let me go, all I could do was nod and say I wouldn't let it happen
again. Inside I was alight with electricity. My head was full of
all sorts of grandiose roles Dr. Vellano would assign me. He might
mention me in the acknowledgements of his next academic paper.

I had never suffered through a longer two hours in
my life than I spent waiting on the seventh floor. I was too
excited to eat my own lunch, so I spent the entire time pacing back
and forth in the vicinity of Dr. Vellano's office trying not to
look like that was what I was doing. I registered every face going
in or out, thinking these might be the people I'll be working
with.

At last Dr. Vellano re-appeared from the elevators.
I rushed to meet him, smiling brightly. He gestured me inside and I
looked around with wonder at the high-ceilinged room, filled with
interview cubicles and medical apparatus. Doors to offices broke
off along each wall. Even though it was almost empty at the moment,
it had the feeling of a place that was often teeming with
activity.

But now, the only other person in the entire area
was an attractive man in a lab coat and glasses, who turned around
to look at us from a desk near the door. "This is a candidate for
the experimental program, I'm guessing," he said by way of
greeting.

"On point as always, Bret," Dr. Vellano complimented
him mildly.

The man approached us, his expression curious. "You
talked to the Williams Memorial people about body-type, did
you?"

"Not yet, but I'm sure they won't have a problem
with it."

The man put out a hand to my cheek and held my head
in place as he looked at me. "Age?" he asked.

"Ah, twenty-one," I responded uncertainly, my heart
fluttering a little as the man continued to examine me, turning me
slightly this way and that.

"Oh, stop that," Dr. Vellano said impatiently. "Ms.
Munson, come here."

Apologetically I extracted myself from the man's
examination and went over to Dr. Vellano at a nearby table.

He held a clipboard and several packets of paper.
His face was matter-of-fact as he addressed me. "I talked to your
supervisor about having you transferred, and he expressed a desire
to let you go whether we would take you or not."

I stared at him, frozen in consternation. "I'm
fired?"

"Well, that's to be determined. I'd hate to see that
happen, so we're going to do everything we can to accommodate you
into our little experiment, alright?"

"Oh thank you, sir," I said, hot tears once again
threatening, though this time of gratitude as much as of dread. I
felt overwhelmed. The day had started out so normal, and now I
would either finish it jobless or with the most important
opportunity of my life.

"Yes, yes, we're all very altruistic here," he said
a little impatiently. "But we need to go over just exactly what
this project entails before it can go any further. We need you to
sign on wholeheartedly to what we're trying to do here: advanced
behavior modification and the study of sexual relationships. That's
really what I'm trying to get at, and I think you can help me get
there."

"I – what?" I stammered.

"You would undergo a series of behavior modification
treatments. They'll make you more outgoing, help you to be a more
loving partner, and give you a more rewarding sex life. It's hard
to argue with that, isn't it?"

"So I'm the subject of an experiment? I – I thought
you wanted me to work with you …" I trailed off a little abashedly,
trying not to sound disappointed.

He shook his head. "Don't think of yourself that
way. You have to help us as much as we help you, or we won't
accomplish anything at all."

I frowned at the tabletop. Behavior modification?
The idea seemed so invasive and frightening, and what exactly was I
being modified to become? He had mentioned a sexual aspect of
things. Inexperienced as I was, there were a lot of things I still
wasn't really comfortable with about myself. Could I even do
this?

But looking at him I couldn't help but feel the warm
glow of relevance and security. He could do anything, accomplish
anything, and here he was trying to make me a part of it. And if I
said no, what was left for me? That would be it. I'd never be here
again, and more than anything I couldn't stand the thought of being
sent away from this place where my future seemed attainable instead
of some distant dream.

"Obviously it'll be an intense and demanding
experience for you," he said, reading my unspoken reluctance. "No
one will stop you if you try to walk out that door."

I looked up at him, into his eyes, trying to read
him. There was a slight intensity I hadn't seen there before, and
for a moment I doubted what he had said. He would try to stop me, I
thought. He wants me to be a part of this. He thinks I'd be good
for it, or he wouldn't have gone to the trouble he already has.

And maybe it was that more than anything that put me
over the edge. I only knew him by what I read about him and heard
about him from a distance, but I had already almost forgotten
already. It felt like he was a presence I had always known and
wanted to make happy, a distant figure of natural authority and
competence that alters and moves the world without really trying
to. After only a few words I already felt a compulsion, a need
even, to make him happy with me.

I should have asked more questions, learned more
about what he was asking, but without even meaning too I had
already made a decision, so what was the point? All it would do was
imply that I was doing it for me and not for him.

"I want to do it," I said.

The brief smile of satisfaction on his face was
thanks enough for the moment.
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