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Lauren doesn't expect much
to come from her attempts to get a babysitting job, at least until
she meets Mr. Dorian. He's rich, incredibly handsome, and
frustrated by his ungrateful wife. Wanting to be with him seems
like an impossible dream, but if she could only show him how much
more appreciative she'd be of a man like him.



And when she glimpses him watching her change, she realizes he just
might feel the same way. The feeling of being watched is so much
hotter and more thrilling than she'd ever expected,
and now that
she has the older man's attention, it's only a matter of time
before he decides to take control and take what he wants
...















Preview

A wave of hot, forbidden excitement rushed through
her body as she glimpsed movement out of the corner of her eye
through the gap in the door. Yes, he was in the study. She was
situated perfectly in his line of sight, standing in front of the
mirror, looking at her own flushed, excited face.

Slowly she peeled away her uniform. First was the
soft nylon top, and she let it flutter to the corner of the
bathroom with a little flick. She made a show of looking at herself
in the mirror, turning around and bending to push her ass out as
she slid the athletic shorts down her thighs.

Now she was standing in full view in just her
underwear. She didn't dare sneak a peek at whether Mr. Dorian was
still in the office, but she hadn't heard him leave. She could
almost feel her eyes on her, running over her body. It was
incredible. She had never imagined being watched could feel like
this.
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Seduced by the Sitter






Lauren twisted in front of the mirror. Her lower lip
was between her teeth as she mulled over her reflection. The red
dress was an old stand-by. It had been a bargain bin find, but it
fit her perfectly. It was low cut and tight at the bust, keeping
her firm breasts center stage. The fabric was light and only
reached to mid-thigh to show off her long, smooth legs.

And yet, she had already worn it two Friday nights
in a row. She was worried Brad was going to start getting bored
with her, but sometimes she thought she wouldn't really mind if he
did. He was sweet enough, but in a sort of puppy dog way that never
really lit any fires. They had been seeing each other for more than
four weeks and he still hadn't made a move to take things to the
next level. Maybe that was normal in high school, but this was
college. They were supposed to be pushing boundaries together,
weren't they? Discovering new secrets and exploring their young,
inexperienced bodies? She wanted to do more than just imagine the
feel of his hand running up her thigh, a strong arm around her
waist as he pressed against her … when was the last time she'd felt
that hot, breathless excitement?

But that wasn't the point at the moment.

"It's been months since I could afford something
new," she said without taking her eyes from her reflection. "It'd
just be nice to have something I was excited to put on every once
in a while, you know?"

Sarah nodded in solidarity from behind her. "So
let's go poking around tomorrow. There's a sale –"

"I can't," Lauren said without letter her
finish.

"This is what you do," Becky said, leaning back in
the dorm room chair with that air of authority she always took when
giving advice. "You put out an ad for babysitting. This town is
absolutely full of rich parents desperate to get some time to
themselves, and they'll pay way more than they should for someone
to watch their kids. I used to do it in high school. You work a
couple nights a week. You feed them stuff about being a good
student and how you'll help their little kiddies with their
homework and boom, they love you."

"I don't know," Lauren said dubiously, adjusting the
strap of the dress. "Do I really want to get stuck looking after
some rich couple's spoiled kids two or three nights a week?"

"Why not? Have the kids watch a movie, stick them in
bed when it's over, and have yourself a nice relaxing evening. Back
me up, Sarah."

And after a bit more prodding, Lauren decided it
sounded worth a shot. Anything was better than sitting around
wishing things were different. Becky showed her where to advertise
and it was only a day or two before she started getting calls.

 


The evening was crisp as she made her way up the
brick-lined front walk of a sprawling house on the outskirts of
town. Lights were on in a couple windows. This was her third
interview, but already she was starting to get the hang of things.
Show up, play the part of a boring, dependable, bookish college
student, and then be nice to the kids for a couple minutes until
the parents were satisfied. Nothing too difficult.

She rang the bell loudly, her confidence giving her
a bit of gusto. After a few seconds there were footsteps beyond the
big oak door and it swung in, spilling warm light out across the
front porch.

"Hello? You must be Lauren."

Lauren stared, and after a moment started trying to
pick her jaw up off the ground. The man opening the door for her
was easily the most handsome man she'd ever seen. He looked to be
in his mid-thirties, with dark hair and bright grey eyes. His jaw
was strong and defined, and he smiled at her with white teeth. He
was wearing an impeccable suit that looked like it was worth as
much as her car. He'd pulled off his tie and his collar was
unbuttoned to reveal just the hint of chest that left her wanting
so much more. My God, that suit hung well on him. "Ah, yes," she
finally managed to say, a bit breathlessly. "Lauren."

He opened the door wider and gestured her inside.
"I'm Evan Dorian. Come in. My wife and I have been looking forward
to meeting you."

Lauren followed him in, trying to reign in her
thoughts that had so suddenly gone out of control. She wasn't here
to go googlie-eyed over a married man; she was just here for an
interview.

An attractive woman in a tight blue dress and tied
back hair stood in the doorway between the kitchen and the front
hall. "Is this the sitter?"

"Lauren, this is my wife Sasha. Sasha, this is
Lauren," he introduced them.

Lauren smiled politely, but Mrs. Dorian didn't
return it.

"Can I get you something to drink?" Mr. Dorian
offered her.

"I'm alright, thank you," Lauren said, glancing
between the gorgeous man and his wife, who was starting to give her
the impression that they were not going to be friends.

Mr. Dorian led her into the living room, with Mrs.
Dorian following close behind. He had a printed out copy of her ad
on a table, and he picked it up as he offered Lauren a seat on the
couch.

"So you advertised as being available weeknights,"
he said, gesturing at the paper. "Are you often available for those
on short notice, or does your schedule tend to fill up?"

Lauren forced herself to stare at the floor so she
could concentrate on the question.

"Have you ever been arrested?" Mrs. Dorian asked,
before Lauren could start to answer.

"Sasha, don't be rude to our guest," Mr. Dorian
chided.

"Well, maybe I'm crazy for thinking it's an
important question," Mrs. Dorian flared. "You're going to let this
strange girl into our house, and –"

"We talked about why we needed to hire a
babysitter," he cut her off. "If you're still upset by the idea
then let me talk to her and I'll make the decision myself. This
nice young woman doesn't need to be a part of our argument."

Mrs. Dorian made a gesture that looked like it was
supposed to be dismissive and stormed out of the room. Mr. Dorian's
gaze followed her as she left, and Lauren thought she caught a
flash of annoyance in his eyes as he watched his wife leave the
room.

Lauren looked at him a little questioningly.

"I'm sorry about that," he apologized. "She's just a
little uncomfortable with the idea. It's hard for her to think of
hiring someone to watch the kids, but now that she's back at work
part-time working evenings, I really had to insist."

"It's okay," Lauren said a little uneasily. "I
didn't mean to cause any problems."

Mr. Dorian laughed. "You're sweet. But it really has
nothing to do with you. She just has a lot on her mind right now.
Please don't hold it against her."

 


Lauren left that evening with a job and a head full
of whirling thoughts. This wasn't something she had ever bargained
for. She signed up to watch some kids, but suddenly she was the
source of a fight between this couple. The wife seemed like a total
bitch, if Lauren was being honest.

Mr. Dorian had said it was because she had things on
her mind, but if that was the case, she had things on her mind just
about all of the time. Lauren started working for the Dorians a
couple nights a week, sometimes more, and Mrs. Dorian always
treated her like a barely tolerated intruder in their home.

But her husband more than made up for it. He wasn't
just handsome and successful. He was funny and kind and
understanding when she messed up. He seemed to like her, but maybe
that was just the impression everybody got from such a friendly,
gracious man. She found herself looking forward to the nights she
babysat for the Dorians just for the brief five minutes at the end
of the evening when Mr. Dorian would arrive home and thank her and
wish her a goodnight. Making him smile and pleased with her became
her great motivation when she was there. Anything for that warm
smile and appreciative words.

Why did such a wonderful, handsome, successful man
put up with a woman who had clearly decided she could treat people
any way she wanted? The puzzling question first entered Lauren's
head her very first meeting with them, and it only grew more and
more unclear as she got to know them better. He had the patience of
an angel, but at some point it had to stop being worth it,
right?

It was stupid to be falling for her employer like
this. He was a lot older than she was, not to mention married, but
rationality seemed to have less and less effect on the feelings
stirred inside of her by something as simple as his voice or his
smell or a brief touch on her arm as he ushered her out into the
night.

When Mr. Dorian asked if she could work Saturday
afternoons, she jumped at the chance, even though it meant she'd
have to race to make it on time from field hockey practice. It was
funny to think she had been worried taking on a babysitting job
would take away all her free time, and now here she was excited at
the prospect of being there more often.

But it turned out Saturdays were tighter than she
had expected. Practice was supposed to end at 2, but it was 2:10
before the coach let them head inside to clean up. She had promised
she'd be at the Dorians by 2:30 and it was a twenty minute drive
under the best circumstances, so she ran to her car without
bothering to change.

"I'm sorry I'm late," she gasped to Mr. Dorian as he
opened the door for her. "My practice went long. I got here as fast
as I could."

He took in the sight of her in surprise: her chest
heaving for breath as she fiddled with her appearance, trying to
look less disheveled in her tight athletic shorts and tank-top. His
eyes lingered for a moment on the long, soft shape of her thighs
under her shorts and the way the uniform clung to her overheated
body. "It's completely alright," he said, concern in his voice that
she was clearly so distraught. "Come in and clean up. You really
shouldn't have put yourself through this. I don't have to leave
this minute."

Lauren caught her breath. "I'm sorry, I just didn't
want to be late. I know you have important things to be doing."

He laughed. "Yes, very important. Sasha's gone for
the day and my tee time isn't until 4. Please come in. Do have
anything to change into? You're welcome to use our shower. I can
keep the kids occupied until you're put together."

Lauren nodded in embarrassment and went back to the
car to retrieve her clothes and then slipped into the first floor
bathroom. She peered into the shower. It was clear this shower
wasn’t used very much, but it was still kept well stocked with
little shampoos and soaps for guests.

She sighed in contentment. It always felt good to
get out of her field hockey clothes. She luxuriated as she peeled
the tight layers from her body. Her sports bra was essential for
running around, but she wasn't a small-chested girl, and of
necessity it had to be tight and constricting to do its job. She
sighed in relief as she freed herself from it and massaged her soft
breasts.

Once she was fully undressed, she took a moment to
stretch before hopping in the hot shower. It always felt good after
a hard workout, but it was also strange and … just a little bit
exciting to be naked in Mr. Dorian's house. She imagined him
barging into bathroom, taking her in his arms …

Realizing she'd started rubbing at herself, she
forced herself to be good and hopped in the shower. Five minutes
later she was clean, scrubbed pink and feeling refreshed. She
buried herself in the softest, fluffiest towel she'd ever felt in
her life.

She dressed quickly, aware that she had already
taken longer than she really should have. As she turned to the
door, she noticed that in her initial hurry to get ready she'd left
it cracked open. She let out a slight gasp of embarrassment. Had
Mr. Dorian noticed? She looked out and saw with a tight feeling in
her chest that the crack in the door looked directly across the
hall into his office, where he had been working when she arrived.
She peered out, but it appeared empty now. What had she been
thinking, not even bothering to close the door like that?

She decided to put on a brave face and hope he
hadn't noticed. "Sorry I took so long," she said brightly when she
found Mr. Dorian in the kitchen, hoping the blush in her cheeks
wasn't noticeable.

He was doing dishes with his back to her, and when
he turned slightly she noticed a long, hard shape in his pants too
large for him to conceal completely.

"I'll get going then," he said quickly, and moved
past her towards the door. She noticed the look in his eyes, hungry
but restrained, like he wanted something he knew he shouldn't
take.

He left her in silence with his abrupt departure, as
the reality of what had just happened rushed through her. He had
seen. He had watched. She had made him hard. The thought was
overwhelming. The throbbing ache between her legs that she often
got around Mr. Dorian intensified as she dwelled helplessly on the
sight of that bulge in his pants. She wanted that inside of her.
She turned him on. He wanted her. And good God, did she want
him.

The intensity of that feeling drowned out any
possible shame or humiliation at having accidentally exposed
herself to him. Sounds of the kids upstairs snapped her out of her
daze and back to the job, but her thoughts were fixated on what had
happened between them for the rest of the day.

That night she lay in bed, hot and unable to sleep.
She was supposed to be flirting with college boys, but these days
she barely looked twice at them. Her dates with Brad had fizzled
and stopped altogether weeks ago. For so long her defense against
her forbidden desire for Mr. Dorian was to assure herself that he
would never want her, she was too young and inexperienced and his
wife too beautiful, even if she was a bit severe. But now that
image of him concealing his attraction for her as he left the
kitchen replayed over and over in her mind. She fantasized about
how it could have gone differently if he had stayed, rubbing
herself through thin cotton of her panties as she lay in bed.

After being almost painfully aroused for hours, she
came almost instantly. It was practically her first touch that
unleashed it, hot and overpowering her quivering body after so long
bottled up. She had to stuff a hand into her mouth to stifle her
desperate moans. When it was over, she sat in the darkness gasping
for a long time. That had been by far the most powerful sexual
experience of her life.

She resolved she was going to feel it again.

 


 


 


The next Saturday was carefully orchestrated for the
events to repeat themselves without appearing intentional. She
arrived in her field hockey clothes, today just about on time.

"I'm sorry," she apologized helplessly. "Coach just
works us hard. I get away as fast as I can."

"It's quite alright," Mr. Dorian assured her.
"You're always welcome to use our shower if it makes things easier
on you. You really help out by being able to work weekends in the
first place."

Her heartbeat was already racing as she walked into
the bathroom. Did she have the nerve to go through with it? Last
time it had been completely by accident.

She let the door swing almost closed behind her,
careful to leave it a couple inches ajar without looking like she
meant to. Her heart was really hammering now. She'd never knowingly
gotten naked in front of a man. The fact that she had done it
accidentally last week didn't make it seem any less terrifying and
forbidden, but the memory of that erection in his pants threw her
back on course. Anything in her head that wasn't desire for him
pretty much went away when she remembered that sight.

But did he feel the same way? Maybe he would stay
away, remembering what had happened last time. Maybe he … didn't
want to see her again. Maybe he felt guilty.

A wave of hot, forbidden excitement rushed through
her body as she glimpsed movement out of the corner of her eye
through the gap in the door. Yes, he was in the study. She was
situated perfectly in his line of sight, standing in front of the
mirror, looking at her own flushed, excited face.

Slowly she peeled away her uniform. First was the
soft nylon top, and she let it flutter to the corner of the
bathroom with a little flick. She made a show of looking at herself
in the mirror, turning around and bending to push her ass out as
she slid the athletic shorts down her thighs.

Now she was standing in full view in just her
underwear. She didn't dare sneak a peek at whether Mr. Dorian was
still in the office, but she hadn't heard him leave. She could
almost feel her eyes on her, running over her body. It was
incredible. She had never imagined being watched could feel like
this.

With an arch of her back, she began to take off her
bra and lift it over her head. She felt her soft, full breasts slip
into view. Her nipples were hard with excitement and desire for the
man for whom she was performing. She threw the bra aside and put
her hands to her breasts. She massaged them gently, hefting them
and kneading at them. It felt good to touch herself, aroused as she
was. She didn't bother to suppress her moans of pleasure as she ran
her own fingers over her skin.

Finally, she slid down her panties. She clung damply
to her groin as she pulled them away, and she looked down in
surprise to see she was wetter than she'd ever been. The urge to
plunge her fingers into herself right on the spot and bring herself
to completion was overpowering. She needed something inside of
her.

But with a tremendous amount of self-control, she
turned and slipped into the shower. She was trembling all over, and
turned the water on cold without realizing it. It almost took the
breath away as it cascaded over her, but when she realized what
she'd done she left it for a moment, letting the cold water run
down her body and whisk away the heat of the moment. Had she gone
too far?

Mr. Dorian was waiting for her when she got out of
the shower. His eyes were unreadable as he looked at her, though he
looked like he was trying to decipher something in her movements.
He seemed a bit bolder in the way he let his eyes rest on the soft
curves of her body, and she felt herself blushing anew as she stood
facing him.

"Are you all set for the afternoon?" he asked
her.

 

She nodded, suddenly unsure of herself.

"I'll be back tonight, then," he said. "It should be
late. Sasha is gone for the weekend. Call if anything comes
up."

"Of course. Thank you, Mr. Dorian."

He departed with a speculative smile.

 


 


As he walked in the door that evening, that smile
had changed to a knowing grin. Lauren had put the kids to bed and
sat reading on the couch in the living room, and looked up to see
his eyes on her.

"Hello, Mr. Dorian," she said, her voice catching
slightly as it often did when she first entered a room with
him.

His eyes never moved from her as he stepped into the
room. "Lauren," he said by way of greeting. "Have you had a nice
evening?"

"Very nice, thank you," she said. "The kids were
good tonight."

He cocked his head as he looked at her.

She tried to hold his gaze and felt a blush coming
into her cheeks. She looked down, furious with herself that she
could never keep her cool in times like this. All the thoughts and
sensations of the past two weeks were swirling in her mind and
thrumming deep in her body.

"You're a bold one, aren't you?" he said, still
watching her, as much to himself as to her.

"What do you mean?" she asked, her pulse
quickening.

He walked into the room and she stood up to meet him
without entirely knowing why. He drew within a step of her and put
a hand out to brush a strand of hair from her face.

"Tell me," he said, "was your little display last
Saturday a mistake? Or was it on purpose, like today?"

Her breath caught in her chest, and she could feel
her face burning a deep crimson. She didn't know what to say or how
to justify her actions. Somehow it had all felt much safer when it
wasn't out in the open.

His finger trailed down her cheek and brushed her
throat.

"That wasn't very nice," he chided. "Do you know how
hard it was for me to concentrate today?"

Lauren looked at him. Desire was in his eyes. Desire
for her. Desire to be inside of her. "I want you," she breathed
helplessly. "I …"

She trailed off and he ran a finger of her lips to
let her know it was alright. She fell silent, expectant.

"I've been thinking about you recently," he said
quietly, his hand still cupping her head and holding her face up to
his. "I don't know how it happened. I never wanted it to happen,
but I can't stop it. I can't stop wanting you."

He took another step and their bodies were against
each other. She conformed to him. Her soft curves pressed against
the firm, muscular contours of his body. She felt the stiff, long
shape of his cock against her stomach. God, she wanted him.

His hand held her head. His fingers were twined in
her hair, gently caressing her. And then his mouth was on hers,
soft and wet. She pressed herself against him, holding him and
running her hands down his back in long-awaited exploration. She
wanted to touch every inch – every incredible part of him.

He pressed her down to the couch, and she obeyed
every physical instruction eagerly. For a moment his weight was on
top of her, heavy and welcome and comforting as his arms enfolded
her and held her against him.

He drew back and his hands went to her blouse.
Button by button, it opened under his fingers as she pressed her
hips up against his in eager impatience. He slid it from her arms
and set it aside to unclasp her bra.

The touch of his palms cupping her naked breasts was
incredible, and she arched her back to press herself up into the
contact as a soft moan escaped from her lips. Jesus she was wet.
She wanted him so, so badly.

He lowered his head and licked at her nipple. The
warm, wet sensation was incredible. Waves of pleasure pumped
through her body as he took her already stiff nipple into his
mouth.

"Oh God," she gasped. Her fists clenched against the
fabric of the sofa. If he kept this up, she was going to come
without even feeling him inside of her.

As though he could sense that precise realization in
her body, he moved to her other nipple and redoubled his
intentions. Her thighs clamped together, rubbing impotently as the
feeling built. She couldn't move. She was helpless to the
sensations roiling in her. Every muscle in her body was clenched
tight.

And then she came. It was the strongest orgasm of
her life, driving everything else out of her head. She didn't know
where she was. She could feel a strong arm pressed against her
stomach, holding her.

Slowly, the feeling settled. She looked up into
bright grey eyes, hungry and lust-filled and sparkling with
satisfaction at her pure, helpless almost innocent response to the
pleasure he evoked in her.

He leaned back and removed his shirt. His bare chest
gleamed softly in the dim light of the room. Lauren's eyes feasted
on the muted ripples of muscle in his chest and shoulders as he
moved back. His hands went to her skirt and she felt it sliding
down her thighs as his fingers trailed against her smooth skin.

His hand dipped into her panties, running along her
hot lips and probing at her hole. He pulled the panties away, and
she felt the rush of cool air as the hot, wet region was
exposed.

He stood to remove his pants, and her eyes locked to
the hard cock pushing out against the soft cotton of his briefs.
She put out a hand to feel it, running her fingers down its
throbbing length and cupping his heavy sack through the cloth.

He pulled the underwear away and his erection
emerged naked and eager as it stood straight out from him.

He mounted her with an smooth movement and caressing
hand. She could feel the length of his cock against the lips of her
pussy, sliding in her juices. She had never wanted anything more
than she wanted him inside of her.

He entered her in a single movement, eliciting a
sharp gasp as she stretched to accommodate his girth. She was so
wet that he slid in much more easily than she'd expected when she
saw him, and now that he was inside she felt grateful for every
part of him. He felt more amazing than anything she'd ever
experienced. She was afraid it would be more intense than she could
handle, and yet she wanted it that intense. She wanted it hard and
fast, and if she couldn't take it she'd take it anyways.

"Fuck me," she begged him softly.

He kissed her roughly and drew back to pound into
her. She moaned helplessly as he started to fuck her. Every thrust
felt like it was going to make her explode. It was too much, but at
the same time it wasn't enough. She needed more of him, and he gave
her more: harder, faster. He was losing control. The desire that he
had fought to restrain was taking over. She could see it and feel
it in every movement. Lust was taking him over and he was fucking
her harder and harder, as though he couldn't possibly get enough of
her. His hoarse grunting as he gave into the bestial instinct was
the most arousing sound she'd ever heard.

When she thought she might not be able to take it,
she felt him thrust heavily into her and explode. The feeling
pushed her into orgasm for another time, taking her body and mind
over in a whirlwind of physical ecstasy. Her pussy clenched
gratefully at his spasming cock as he filled her with his seed. She
could feel the hot liquid deep inside of her.

When at last the earth stopped shaking, she lay
gasping for breath. His body pressed down against hers, heaving
with the exertion he had driven into her. Their skin was slick with
perspiration.

She ran her fingers through his hair as she pressed
herself up against him. The relaxed, post-climax feeling of being
with him, their bodies entangled, made her feel like she'd never be
unhappy again. All she wanted to do was lie here with him and feel
him and listen to his heartbeat.

Mr. Dorian rolled to the side and gathered her in
his arms. "You don't know how badly I've been wanting to do that,"
he murmured into her ear.

She snuggled against him. "I think I have some
idea," she said.

The night was young. He wanted her to stay with him,
and there was no place in the world she would rather have been. But
even with so many hours left in the night, it still felt like no
time had passed when morning light woke them as it glinted through
the east windows.

Lauren went away, but the happy little feeling never
went away. She knew she would be back soon, and that what she could
have here was worth waiting for.
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"So tell me what happened!" Katie pleaded with me
for the fourth time, her voice starting to sound a bit annoyed over
my cell phone's car speaker.

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

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

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

"It -"

"Well?"

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

"Nothing?" She sounded disbelieving.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded.

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

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

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

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