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How Rachel ended up
babysitting for the most eligible single father in the greater
metro area, she still doesn't really understand.


Pierce Krakauer is any girl's dream,
and twice a week the handsome thirty-five year old personally gives
her a ride home after babysits his infant son. She can't help but fantasize,
especially with the way he flirts shamelessly with her, but the
pretty young nineteen year old is still grown up enough to know
that nothing real could ever happen.



But when she gets stranded downtown in the rain after the last bus
of the night, he's the only one who picks up the
phone. All
sorts of things of rules suddenly seem ready to be broken and the
restraint he's always shown seems to be wearing thin ...









Preview

 


She nodded, chastened.

"Thank you," she said quietly. "I was getting pretty
scared."

"I'm very, very glad I was there."

She blinked back another tear. Why was she so
emotional? She had never in a million years suspected he would care
this much one way or another. Maybe all this time she hadn't been
the only one who valued their time together.

"You're always so good to me," she went on. "I just
wish I knew how to ..."

He reached out and brushed away a tear that she
hadn't quite managed to blink away. His hand rested under her chin,
and suddenly she was looking him in the face, into his eyes,
perfect hazel clouded with concern and soft with affection. Of all
the parts of him she'd admired and dwelled on, how had she never
noticed such beautiful eyes?

"You're a really incredible man," she said simply.
"I've never met anyone like you before."

He smiled. "A lot of people seem to say that to me.
It means a lot more coming from you."

She shrugged off her coat, warming after the chill
wetness of the weather. She saw his eyes flick down over the
revealing dress she'd worn for the evening. His gaze lingered on
its plunging neckline that revealed the tops of her soft breasts
and the way the fabric clung to her hips.

"I just wish I had something I could give back, you
know?" she said, following his eyes. "Some way to show you how much
I appreciate you. I guess a silly girl like me doesn't have
much."

She could see that desire in his eyes again, the
look she practically lived for these days, but she knew he wouldn't
put a hand on her. It was wrong. She knew it was wrong.
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Picking up the Sitter

 


Rachel laid a hand over her bare thigh and pressed
back into the seat of the little sports car, trying to savor these
last moments before the ride would be over. She'd never known
leather could be so soft.

She cast another long, eager look at her boss. In
thirty seconds she'd have only the memory of his perfect, mature
face to remind her this was all real.

She'd started babysitting for him almost two months
ago, and it still seemed so surreal whenever she didn't have the
physical evidence in front of her. But here she was, savoring the
perfectly heated seat of his Lamborghini and sneaking glances at
the way the lithe muscles of his forearm bunched as he turned the
wheel.

"I don't get to drive much anymore," he'd told her
after that first night working for him. "Let me save you a walk."
And just like that he'd told his chauffeur to take the night off
and she'd fallen backwards into the thrill of his company for the
seven absolutely wonderful minutes between the opulent townhouse on
Windemere and her family's little residence over on Jacobs Lane.
Now it was a twice a week thing, and she'd learned to dread that
final turn that brought her family's familiar home into view.

She pressed her thighs together and ran a hand over
them again, the way you do when you can't keep your hands off
yourself but you aren't in a situation you can actually touch
yourself, either. She enjoyed being turned on, but the way she got
around Pierce Krakauer took it to extremes. Sometimes she had to
bring a change of panties just for the evening, and that was while
he was at work! Sitting here, inches from the city's most eligible
bachelor, was enough to make a girl insane. Her pussy ached and her
skin tingled.

"Do you like my new nail polish?" she asked him,
putting a bare foot up on the glove box. She ran a hand down her
leg and wriggled her toes at him. "It's called Aquazail
Magenta."

He looked over. "That's not magenta," he
disagreed.

"Not magenta?" She giggled. "Of course it is."

"It's cute, but it's not magenta."

"Anyways, it's not magenta, it's aquazail
magenta."

He took her ankle in a strong, gentle hand and
lifted her foot up into the better light. "Nope, still not
magenta." His voice was teasing.

Rachel slid down in the seat, unbalanced a little,
and felt her skirt riding up from the friction. "Well, your son
thought it was very pretty."

"He told you so? I always hoped I'd be there for his
first words."

"Well, he kept crawling for them, is all."

"He has very good taste in women. He likes you with
or without painted toes."

His thumb brushed against the bottoms of her toes
and she gasped. "That tickles!" she protested, sliding a bit lower
in her seat.

He glanced over at her in surprise. "That easily?"
There was a mischievous little twinkle in his sudden grin.

"I mean, if you want to give me a foot rub ... " she
said, flicking her hair. "But no tickling."

She pulled her foot back and stretched out against
the dashboard.

He laughed. "Well aren't you demanding. What would I
get out of it?"

He glanced over at her, his eyes running over the
enticing lines of her body: the way her soft, young breasts pushed
out through her shirt and the way her short skirt was bunched up
beneath her to reveal long, smooth thighs and even the hint of
panties. Rachel was pretty sure she wasn't showing enough that he'd
guess how wet he got her, but she did want to show enough to at
least catch his interest for a moment. She loved those little
instants, before he caught himself, when she could tell that he
wanted her.

The boys in her classes at college made a big deal
about her, but they'd chase after a stump if it teased its hair and
wore a bra. Trying to catch the attentions of Mr. Krakauer felt
much more exciting, and much more dangerous.

"You're the big negotiator," she reminded him.
"You're always talking big business people into giving you millions
of dollars. I read about it online. Name your price."

He laughed again at that. "No, no, you're much too
tricky for me. Investors are easy."

He turned the corner and Rachel watched her house
approach with dismay. "Well, maybe you'll think about it," she
said. "My door's always open ..."

He laughed again, but it felt a bit too real to be
entirely funny. "Out you go," he told her. "I'm about to crack. Any
more enticement might be more than I can handle."

He unlocked the doors with a click and the soft,
warm lights of the car interior came on.

Rachel sighed. "Alright. Thanks again for the ride,
Mr. Krakauer. Hope you have a good night."

What she wouldn't do to linger a few more minutes
before facing that dark, lonely house. Her pussy was flooded: eager
for him to take her over the hood of the car or right here on the
rich leather seats. She wanted to feel his hands at her throat and
his body against her and his mouth on her lips. God, what it must
feel like to have his thick cock between her legs. If she ever
needed to bet on what man probably knew how to fuck a woman into
oblivion, he was sitting next to her, waiting for her to slip out
of his exotic sports car.

She didn't want to, but as had been happening twice
a week for a month now, she did it anyway. She managed to make it
up the walkway without looking back, hoping she could feel his eyes
on her.

At the porch, she turned, prepared with an artful
little wave of goodnight, but he was already gone.

She checked her watch. Midnight. The house was dark,
so she made her way to her bedroom unintercepted and plunged her
fingers into herself while the door was still closing behind
her.

She curled up on the bed, giving in to every
forbidden thought of the past half hour, gasping and moaning into
her pillow as she imagined it was his thick cock plunging into her
and his strong hand cupping her breast and teasing her nipple. When
she came, it was like releasing every sexual desire and sensation
she'd ever felt in one earth-shaking moment.

"Fuck," she gasped into the stillness of her
bedroom.

Was it getting to be too much? Was she letting it go
too far? Any illusion of control over her feelings she might have
had in the beginning was long gone.

 


 


The following Tuesday, Rachel managed to get a night
away from coursework and join a couple friends for dinner downtown.
One of the perks of working for a man who paid as well as Pierce
was that she didn't have to think twice about accepting a dinner
invitation, the way she used to.

The city lights were beautiful shining in the dark,
and it was a gorgeous evening. They even managed to avoid getting
IDed at a little bar called the Red Bird.

"Jack is such a goddamn child sometimes," Caitlyn
was saying. "I just tell him if you want to go out every night with
your friends, don't pretend you feel bad about it later. I was
there, you know?"

Rachel and Sarah nodded in agreement, pretending
sympathy for the one friend in a relationship.

"But I guess if the sex is good at the end of the
night it's whatever," she concluded. "A girl's gotta pick her
battles."

Rachel glanced down at her watch. "Oh, shoot. I
should probably get going. My last bus leaves in twenty
minutes."

Caitlyn shook her head. "When are you going to move
into the city. I can't imagine living at home for college. It must
take all the fun out of everything."

Rachel shrugged, embarrassed by the subject. "Well,
there are some upsides, I guess. You guys have a good night."

She paid her part of the tab and left. The sky
overhead was starless as dark clouds had started to roll in. Even
the moon was barely discernible as a fuzzy glow through the thick
cover. It smelled like rain, and she started to hurry. She checked
her watch again and realized she was really cutting it close. The
bus terminal was still a ten minute subway ride away. She broke
into a run.

 


But it was no use. She dashed out of the subway
terminal just in time to see her bus pulling out into traffic,
blinking that fateful little Route 101S as it turned out of sight.
Shit.

It was 11. There wasn't another bus until the
morning. It was also starting to drizzle, and she retreated
miserably back to a bench under the roofed transit terminal to mull
over her options.

During daylight in good weather, walking wouldn't be
completely out of the question. With some pedestrian shortcuts it
was only about 3 miles. But doing so would cross some parts of the
city that weren't exactly the nicest neighborhoods. And it was at
night. And the rain was only getting harder.

She was angry with herself, but knew that wouldn't
do any good. She combed water droplets out of her hair and studied
the cement in front of her, trying to come up with a solution that
didn't involve waking her parents up and asking them to come into
the city to pick up their tipsy nineteen year old daughter at past
eleven on a weeknight. That wasn't going to be fun.

But unless she planned on pitching a tent and
settling down for the night, there weren't any other options. She'd
tried once before to share a cab with some friends out to the
suburbs, only to be told by the only company that took calls at
that time of night that it was against policy to go that far out of
the city.

She sighed and picked up her phone. This wasn't
going to be fun.

It rang once. Twice. Three times. No answer. She let
the answering machine play - her father's voice was oddly
comforting as she sat cold and alone in the dark - and then hung
up. She tried again, and again there was no answer.

Well, this was unexpected. This was suddenly a whole
different problem. How exactly had she ended up in this position?
How had she been this stupid?

It was just easy to get carried away, trying to
forget that this glamorous life in the bustling city was something
she saw from a distance, at least for the foreseeable future.

She tried her parents one more time. Again no
answer.

A noise from the street corner caught her attention
and she glanced over discreetly. A couple guys with hoods up to
keep the rain off were talking underneath a streetlight down the
block. Behind her, the lights of the transit center shut off. It
was closed for the night.

Fighting a rising nervousness, she looked around.
There was no one else in sight. In the space of about ten minutes
the last of the thin crowds had dissipated, leaving her alone.

"Okay, think," she muttered to herself. "Don't
panic. Those guys aren't going to bother you. They're just over
there minding their own business."

She stared at the 3 unanswered calls in the log on
her phone. Her parents probably couldn't hear the phone with the
rain beating on the roof.

As much to distract herself from the increasingly
scary surroundings as out of any real interest, she flicked back
through her recent calls. Who else did she know who had a car?

Her eyes settled on 'Pierce Krakauer.' The call was
from Monday night. She had talked to him Monday night to confirm
babysitting for the following evening. His dry, warm house, lavish
in a sort of understated way, felt so incredibly far way. Even the
soft, warm seats and the comforting internal lighting of his
Lamborghini seemed like an impossible luxury. She always felt so
safe with him. It was a memory she could cling to ... but calling
him was out of the question. She didn't dare.

Another sound came from the alley on the other side.
She glanced around to where the two men had been talking, and saw
that they were gone. Absolutely no one was in sight along the
desolate city block. Small patches of light from widely spaced
street lamps bounced reflected off pelting rain drops in the
otherwise impenetrable darkness.

She had pressed the little icon beside his name
before she had time to rethink it. Her heart rate tripled in the
space of an instant when she realized what she'd done, and she
managed to hang up the phone before it could ring.

She sat back, heart still hammering. Of all the
inappropriate things ... and if there was any faster way to ensure
he thought of her as a child ...

Her phone suddenly buzzed to life in her hand. She
looked down in chagrin to see Mr. Krakauer's name on the
screen.

She screwed her eyes shut and clicked ignore. It
seemed impossible that she could have created a new problem that
made her forget about her current predicament, but she seemed to
have a talent for these things.

The phone rang again. Damn. This wasn't going
away.

"Hello?" her voice was tight and high-pitched as she
answered the phone.

"Rachel," his comforting baritone was almost enough
to send her to tears. "How're you doing this evening?"

"Ah, fine, Mr. Krakauer," she mumbled.

"So what's up?"

"What's up?"

"You just tried to call me."

"Oh, I - ah - I think it was a mistake."

But he seemed to hear something in her voice. "Is
everything okay?"

"Yeah, I -"

"Where are you?"

"I'm downtown for the evening."

"You sound frightened."

The draw of a sympathetic ear was too much. "I'm
kind of stranded," she admitted. "I missed the last bus, and I'm
here at the terminal and it's raining and there's nobody here." She
tried to keep the quaver out of her voice, but she didn't quite
manage it. "It's not a super nice neighborhood and -"

 

"Tell me where. I'm going to come pick you up."

A tear escaped from her eye and she wiped it away
with a sniff. "I feel awful. I didn't even mean to call. I -"

"Just tell me where you are," he said.

She could hear the jingle of keys in the background,
and a door closing.

"I'm at the Avery bus terminal at Twelfth and
Avery."

"Stay where it's well lit. I'll be right there. Call
me if anything starts making you nervous."

She nodded, not really thinking clear enough to
realize he couldn't see her. But he had already hung up.

He was there in six minutes. They seemed like an
eternity, but in retrospect she wondered how fast he had had to
drive to make it so quickly.

"Thank -"

She realized he was angry as she slipped in. Her
gratitude froze on her lips.

He bit his tongue long enough to be concerned. "Are
you alright?" he asked.

She nodded.

"And I suppose you'd like to tell me what the hell
you were thinking?"

"I -" she started, but quailed under his furious
expression. "I just lost track of the time."

"Lost track of the time? So you just decided to skip
over to a rough side of town at almost midnight and hope you caught
the last bus? What kind of judgment is that?"

"I'm sorry," she backpedaled, "I didn't mean -"

"What a complete lack of common sense," he growled.
"I don't even want to think about what could have happened - what
almost certainly would have happened if I hadn't noticed the missed
call. Of all the irresponsible ..." he trailed off, glaring at the
rain pattering on the windshield.

Rachel shrank back against her seat. She'd never
seen him like this. Her eyes were wet, and it wasn't from the
rain.

"I'm sorry," she said, guilt threatening to
overwhelm her. "I'm sorry I scared you."

He looked at her steadily, calming down. "You're a
very lovely young woman, and there are a lot of people who care
about you," he said simply. "And you have a better head on your
shoulders than this."

She nodded, chastened.

"Thank you," she said quietly. "I was getting pretty
scared."

"I'm very, very glad I was there."

She blinked back another tear. Why was she so
emotional? She had never in a million years suspected he would care
this much one way or another. Maybe all this time she hadn't been
the only one who valued their time together.

"You're always so good to me," she went on. "I just
wish I knew how to ..."

He reached out and brushed away a tear that she
hadn't quite managed to blink away. His hand rested under her chin,
and suddenly she was looking him in the face, into his eyes,
perfect hazel clouded with concern and soft with affection. Of all
the parts of him she'd admired and dwelled on, how had she never
noticed such beautiful eyes?

"You're a really incredible man," she said simply.
"I've never met anyone like you before."

He smiled. "A lot of people seem to say that to me.
It means a lot more coming from you."

She shrugged off her coat, warming after the chill
wetness of the weather. She saw his eyes flick down over the
revealing dress she'd worn for the evening. His gaze lingered on
its plunging neckline that revealed the tops of her soft breasts
and the way the fabric clung to her hips.

"I just wish I had something I could give back, you
know?" she said, following his eyes. "Some way to show you how much
I appreciate you. I guess a silly girl like me doesn't have
much."

She could see that desire in his eyes again, the
look she practically lived for these days, but she knew he wouldn't
put a hand on her. It was wrong. She knew it was wrong.

She leaned forward and kissed him. She felt the
surprise in his body, the way his lips opened slightly. Before he
could stop her, she pulled back and laid a hand on his thigh.
"Please let me show you," she whispered, her lips only an inch from
his mouth. She bent her head and kissed his neck with soft, wet
lips. The familiar, thrilling scent of his body was infusing her
and bringing back every desire she had ever repressed.

He put up a hand and caressed her hair. He wasn't
committing but he wasn't stopping her, either.

Her hand traced up his thigh and she let out a
little breath of amazement as she first touched the thick bulge at
his groin. It took away all sense of place and time. All she knew
was her body and his, responding to each other, reluctant though he
was to do what he knew he shouldn't do. It was so very wrong.

Her hand circled upwards to his belt and she opened
it with a soft click. She explored down into his pants. His fly
opened against her wrist. Her fingers wrapped around his hard, hot
cock and her body almost exploded with need.

She stroked once and brought his shaft up above the
waist of his pants. She bent down and kissed it with shy but
appreciative lips. God she was wet. She wanted him in her. She
wanted to feel that thick cock inside her like she'd never wanted
anything, but she knew she had to push him. She could feel his
self-control wavering, and she pressed her lips to him again. The
tip was wet and she tasted the slightly salty liquid on her
lips.

She took him slowly into her soft mouth. At first it
was only an inch or two, and then a bit more. Her hand wrapped
around his base and she stroked with fingers and lips while her
tongue explored his shape and soft skin.

He groaned in pleasure and the hand resting in her
hair pressed against her subconsciously, urging her deeper. She
obliged, and felt his tip pushing into the top of her throat and
then back. Her own sex felt like it was going to catch fire. She
was so impossibly turned on.

He groaned again, and she felt his cock throb
between her lips.

After a moment he pushed her back and off his cock.
He was breathing heavily and his eyes were intense with desire.
"Not here," he said. "I want to come inside you."

Just hearing him say the words seemed to bring
everything into sharper, realer focus. Rachel sat back, staring at
him with urgency and impatience.

He zipped his pants and started the car. They were
back at his home in what felt like the blink of an eye, and he was
leading her up through the lavish foyer and back to the master
bedroom. He tossed her down onto its soft expanse with rough hands
and was peeling her tight dress from her with animal hunger. All
traces of self-restraint were gone. Every inch of his body said he
needed her and would take her. All she could do was let it
happen.

Her naked breasts tumbled free into his grip and he
licked and sucked at them easily, driving her back into an arch of
paralyzed pleasure. "Oh God," she moaned. "I want you so bad."

He palmed her sex, hot and wet even through her
panties. He tore them away, snapping the fabric in his haste and
aggression to take her. She was naked on his bed and he had his
cock from his pants and ready to plunge into her before she could
lie back and prepare for what was about to happen.

His cock had been achingly hard for the entire drive
back, and sliding it into her wet little hole was the most
incredible sensation he could remember feeling in his life. It
unleashed something in him. He had never wanted anything so
badly.

He palmed her breasts as he pushed in deeper, and
she let out a yell of what was as much relief as it was ecstasy. It
felt like she couldn't have survived another second without him
inside her.

He filled her completely. She felt her tight muscles
stretching to accommodate him, pushing back in a loving grip, eager
to milk the seed from him.

His surged into her, muscles standing out on his
chest. She put a hand up and tore his shirt open the rest of the
way and let it fall to the floor.

His grip was firm on her hips as he slammed into
her, hard and unrestrained. She gritted her teeth against the
onslaught of pleasure threatening to engulf her and destabilize
her. It was so much to take. And then she couldn't fight it anymore
and the orgasm engulfed her: long and intense as it radiated
throughout her body.

"Oh fuck yes," she heard him grunt, pounding into
her spasming pussy. "Come for me, Rachel."

She put a hand back to steady herself, gasping.
Pierce drew back for a moment, extracting himself just long enough
to flip her over onto her stomach, and then drove into her anew
from behind.

The different angle exploded a new wealth of
pleasures deep inside her and she cried out. She could feel his
heavy sack slapping against her folds and clit as he went harder
and harder. She bit the cool fabric against her face as she felt
him driving towards final release. He was untamed. All she could do
was take it.

He erupted inside her, and she came again. Her body
drew at the seed being pumped deep into her and she contracted
around a single point. She forgot where she was or anything other
than what she was feeling.

"God yes!" She heard herself yelling.

Her thighs reached back and clasped around his,
pinning him against her and making sure he stayed deep. It felt
like the world would end if he drew back. She had never felt
anything like this.

When the most intense part was over, she lay
forward, gasping. Her whole body tingled, and she felt Pierce
laying down beside her. His chest was heaving against her back. She
wriggled back against him happily and closed her eyes, savoring how
good she felt.

 


 


"Hey," he murmured. "You okay?"

She pressed her smile against his shoulder.
"Yeah."

"I didn't hurt you? I shouldn't have lost control
like that."

She shook her head, grinning wider. "It was
amazing."

"Good. I ... have been wanting to do that for quite
a while now. I thought I'd be able to stop myself."

She laughed softly. "I guess I won, then."

"You did."

His thick, strong arms were around him, and his
breath was warm on her cheek.

"Do you need to go home tonight?"

She leaned back and thought about it. "No, I can
tell them I stayed with my friends in the city."

His smile was like the sun coming up. "Good. I don't
think I can let you go just yet."

She smiled too and nestled in deeper. The
prospect of a night spent in these arms sounded almost as good as
what had just happened. It would take her a long time to accept
that this was all really happening.
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Sarah loved Mr. Collins. Well, she didn't love him
like that. She just thought he was incredible. He was super
handsome and always knew what to do and what to say. He'd been
friends with her father since before she was born, and over the
years she started gravitating towards him more than her own dad for
advice about life or school or boys.

So when he had kids of his own, she was at first a
little jealous. She shouldn't have been, and she knew she probably
shouldn't have been, but she couldn't help it.

But of course he still liked her and was always
happy to see her, so it really wasn't that bad after all. In the
end it even became a good thing, in a way. When the kids were old
enough to run around on their own he started asking her over to
babysit now and then. He was happy to pay her well, and it was fun
to have a reason to spend so much time at his house.

But now that she was seeing him so much more
frequently, she was starting to realize how much had changed
between them in the past couple of years. Gone were the days when
she would run happily in through the door, hop up in his lap, and
ask him to help her with her homework.

It made sense, she supposed. That wasn't the only
thing that had changed. She'd finally started growing into herself.
After waiting to catch up with the other girls, she had slowly but
unmistakably blossomed into a very beautiful young woman. Her young
breasts had become full and firm, her ass was enough to make a man
do a double take, and her legs had gone from awkward and gangly to
long and smooth. With the changes in her body, her curiosity to
experience this new world of sexuality was becoming stronger and
stronger.

If Mr. Collins had noticed these changes in her, as
she sometimes lamented to herself, he was certainly the only one.
The boys of the town seemed determined not to give her a second
glance.

She tried to dress more invitingly, but that didn't
seem to change anything. She often found herself watching porn
wondering what the women had that she didn't, and wondering whether
she couldn't find herself men more like the aggressive, older men
in the videos instead of the boys she was trying in vain to
distract from their video games and their homework.

It was a beautiful late spring day as she walked up
to the Henderson's on Marwood Street. They had two kids close in
age to Mr. Collins' pair, and she was often asked to pick them up
there after play dates.

"Good afternoon, Mrs. Henderson," she said brightly.
"How're you doing today?"

"Fine, Sarah," the woman said a little stiffly,
opening the door to let her in. "The boys are out back."

Ten minutes later she was feeling a bit like a
mother duckling as she led Mike and Aiden toddling after her down
the sidewalk towards Mr. Collins new house a few blocks over.

"So did you guys have a good time?" she asked
them.

"Timmy's got a new Lego set," Aiden informed her
very seriously. "It's got spaceships and a space station and
astronauts."

"Really? That sounds fun."

"He'd already put all the pieces together," Mike
said. "He'd only let us look at it."

"Well I'm sure he worked very hard on it," Sarah
said sagely. "Maybe after he's had it for a while he'll let you all
take it apart and put it back together again."

Sometimes it was a bit surreal how much the two
young boys took after their father. Their little faces were little
shadows of the handsome men they'd be someday. Good genes.

Maybe that was why she liked babysitting them so
much. It felt so incredibly intimate to be caring for his children
while he was busy. All the self-doubt and unreciprocated longing in
the world couldn't take away the special place he had assigned her
in their lives.

 


 


Grant Collins had had a long day, and it was well
after ten o'clock when he pulled into the driveway of the big house
on Wabash.

It was a lavish building - more space than they
really needed, he sometimes thought. But since assuming CFO duties,
the money came in so fast that it seemed a shame not to spend it on
something his family could enjoy and take pride in. He was glad he
had been able to find something so nice without going far from the
old neighborhood.

It didn't quite feel like home yet, but it would
soon.

He saw the dark outline of a person move past one of
the windows. He instantly felt his mood lift a bit, knowing that
outline would be Sarah, relaxing after an evening of watching the
kids. He'd never say as much, but she was as big a part as anything
in his not wanting to transplant too far away. As much as he loved
his boys, in a way he'd always think of her as just as much his
daughter as they were his sons.

He'd been friends with her father since college,
when Grant had been the young up-and-coming tailback that the
veteran fullback had taken under his wing and shown the ropes.

Since those days, success hadn't come as easily to
his old friend, but Grant had to hand it to him: he'd raised a hell
of a daughter. Sarah was an exceptionally sweet girl: warm,
chipper, and helplessly cute. She always had a smile on her face,
and it was impossible not to smile along with her.

Moving too far away to see her regularly would have
been like estranging his own family. He was already smiling as he
opened the door.

He stepped inside and felt his stomach clench. Sarah
had looked up from her seat on the sofa in the living room
beyond.

All the warm, innocent memories of her as a girl
flew out of his head in an instant, replaced by a now all too
familiar dread.

His little Sarah stood up and made her way down the
hall. He'd tried to ignore the changes in her body over the past
several years, but recently she seemed determined - intentionally
or not - to make that impossible.

She was dressed in a tank top and very, very short
shorts. Her toned, tan thighs rounded into the most perfect ass as
they disappeared under the tightly stretched denim. The tank top
was loose and thin, and it was painfully obvious that she was
wearing no bra beneath it. Her young, perky breasts were nestled
against her folded arms, and their soft shape and nipples were
perfectly visible even in the imperfect light that spilled out into
the foyer. Her blonde hair was teased and tucked back into a
partial pony-tail.

She bounced slightly on the balls of her feet as she
came over. "Hello, Mr. Collins," she beamed.

He looked away as she moved, his heart pounding in
his chest as he fought the unruly feelings rising in him.

"Good evening, Sarah. How's everything?"














Continued…

[image: ]

Craving the Sitter

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



tmp_e597be096ab80c12fc0be06fc41aa700_NtUKsB_html_17f5d3a4.jpg
FRST TME |
DR My

mmce \ =
CRAVING

A
gm;m?!






cover.jpeg
L FRST TIME
JOLDER MAN
TAB00

ROMMCE






js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



