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A babysitter is meant to be
keeping the kids well-behaved, but when the man of the house
discovers she's the one getting out of line, he needs to take
matters into his own hands ...
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Preview






He stood up and came around behind her. His hand
positioned her waist, pushing her ass further outwards and her
torso down into a more humiliating posture. His touch was strong
and authoritative against her trembling stomach.

"Lift your skirt up."

Her face burned more hotly as she reached back and
lifted the hem of her skirt up to her waist, exposing her
panties.

She couldn't stifle a gasp of chagrin as she felt
his fingers hook into the waistline of the panties and pull them
down her thighs, leaving her suddenly and mortifyingly uncovered.
She stood there frozen, holding up her own skirt to expose herself
for the man about to spank her.

As she felt the cool air of the room playing across
her bare ass and pussy, she realized with a tremble that she was
wet. Not just a little wet, but very wet.

Mr. Green's hand ran lightly over the full, tight
curve of her ass. His fingertips made her skin tingle as they
passed over her, effortlessly and perhaps unintentionally
communicating how thoroughly he had come to control her, mind and
body.

"This will happen every time you are bad," he said.
"Every time you are lazy or apathetic to the job you were hired to
do. You will be spanked. I will bring you into my kitchen and you
will lift up your skirt for me and then I will punish you just like
I am about to do now. I don't care if my children hear you. They
know what happens to rule breakers in this house. Do you
understand?"

"Yes - yes, sir," she said, her voice halfway
between a whimper and a moan.

"Good. Count for me."
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Spanking the Sitter






"I'm serious, Katy, you should have seen the way
they were looking at each other. It's obvious he must have been
fooling ar -" a loud sound came from back in the house, cutting
Sandra off mid-sentence. She took the phone from her ear and glared
down the hallway. "Hold on," she said back into the phone, and
muffled the receiver against her chest. "Hey, keep it down!" she
yelled through the doorway without getting up.

There was no response, but she could hear the two
kids laughing about something.

She let out an exasperated sigh and looked up at the
high-arching egg-shell ceiling of the entrance hall.

Little words chirped tinnily from the phone and she
picked it back up. "What? Sorry about that. It's just these -" she
raised her voice with the hope of being overheard "- goddamn brats
- I'm supposed to be babysitting."

"What? What are you doing babysitting?" Katy
asked.

"I just needed a little money. It's not as bad as it
sounds. The mother's gone and the husband is away too much to know
what's going on. I seriously don't have to do anything but make
sure the house doesn't burn down."

"Oh yeah? What are you shouting at them for
then?"

Sandra forced a laugh. "Oh, they're just being loud.
I mean, I guess if your dad is CEO of a big company you can't help
but grow up a little spoiled, but seriously. They're ten and twelve
years old. They should be able to keep themselves out of trouble,
right? Is that really too much to expect?"

"Wait, their dad runs a company?"

"Oh yeah, he's like super rich and kind of intense.
But he's also pretty much gorgeous, so working for him could be
worse. Whoever his wife was must be crazy for leaving."

"Yeah? Sounds like you're about ready to take her
place." Katy's voice sounded snarky. Katy always got snarky when
she was jealous. That's one of the main reasons Sandra liked making
her jealous.

"I'm just saying," Sandra said. "Listen, I should
probably go make them go to bed. I was supposed to do it hours ago
and their dad'll be home in a few minutes. I'll catch some real
problems if they're still up when he gets in. I'll call you back in
a few minutes."

"Tuck them in extra tightly for me," Katy said in a
sing-song voice.

Sandra hung up.

"Hey, kids, it's time for bed," she called.

They didn't answer, so she pulled herself up off the
couch and went back looking for them. Sound was coming from the
basement.

"Hey!" Sandra called down the stairs. "I said it's
time for bed! Your dad'll be home any minute."

Lights shone in through the front windows, and she
looked back in chagrin. Headlights in the driveway. Mr. Green was
home early.

"Okay, seriously, get your butts up here," she
yelled in rising panic. She descended the stairs. "I am not getting
in trouble for you guys!"

She found them lying around, watching some
late-night cable show full of half-naked women. Jason and his
little brother Andrew were sprawled in front of the TV. The floor
was littered with pieces of popcorn trampled into the rug.

"Jesus Christ, look at this mess!" Sandra
barked.

They turned around. "Oh hey, Sandra," Jason said.
"Didn't realize you were here."

"Come on, up up up. Do you want your father to see
you awake at 11:30? Let's go!"

But it was too late. As she herded the two boys up
towards the front stairs, Mr. Green was already in the landing,
hanging up his coat and looking surprised at the commotion.

"Andrew, Jason," he said. "What -"

Sandra switched gears fast. "I'm sorry, Mr. Green!"
She moaned in her best distraught pretty girl voice. "They've been
awful all night. I absolutely couldn't get them to do anything."
She managed to tear up just a little.

"Boys!" Mr. Green said in dismay.

"That's not true!" they protested in unison.

"She's just been in here talking on her phone all
night!" Andrew said. "We didn't even see her until she came running
downstairs just now, screaming about how we had to get to bed."

Sandra turned on them. "You two are -"

"I saw her drinking your wine!" Jason blurted. "I
came up to go to the bathroom and she was pouring herself a glass
of it!"

Sandra froze. How had the little sneak seen that?
She tried and failed to speak.

Mr. Green surveyed the three individuals with a
regretful look on his face. "Andrew, Jason, get up to bed."

"But she -"

"Now!"

They knew when to shut up. Much quicker than Sandra
was comfortable with, she was alone with Mr. Green. He surveyed her
with grey, piercing eyes. His handsome face was unreadable.

Without saying a word, he turned and made his way
into the kitchen. He stood in the doorway, waiting for her. She
jumped to follow and slid in past him, just brushing against him at
the doorframe. She caught a breath of his scent, strong and
masculine. He closed the door behind her and made his way around
the table.

She watched him fearfully.

He took down a wine glass from the shelves above the
sink and then retrieved the open bottle of Malbec from the
refrigerator. All this he did, slowly and very deliberately,
without looking at her. Instead, he raised the bottle, noted the
level of the liquid inside, and then poured himself a glass.

He sat at the table, swirled the wine, and took a
drink from it. "It is an excellent vintage," he noted, as though
complimenting her taste.

"Mr. Green," she started to say, "I -"

He held up a hand to stop her, and she fell
silent.

His strong, smooth-shaved face gave nothing away,
and he ran a hand lightly through his medium length auburn hair. It
was obvious this was not how he had wanted to end his long day.

"Tell me," he said at last. "Are my sons telling the
truth?"

She paused, a denial hovering on her lips but she
couldn't quite seem to give it voice. It all seemed so transparent.
She struggled to find something more plausible to say to defend
herself.

"I see," he said. "You have abused my trust."

She swallowed the lump in her throat.

"I'd like to hear you say it."

She looked at him questioningly, even
pleadingly.

"Say 'It's true.'"

She tried to wet the dryness of her mouth. She had
never felt dread quite this intense before. "It's true."

"You've abused my trust."

"I've abused your trust."

He nodded in small satisfaction. "I've noticed the
orderliness of the house has gone down when I leave the boys with
you. I thought maybe you just weren't a very firm hand with them
and couldn't get them to behave. I even felt a bit bad for you. But
I suppose that was a bit misplaced, wasn't it? You just didn't
care."

She tried to swallow again. "I ..." She trailed
off.

He politely waited for her to continue, but she had
nothing to say. Every lie seemed to wilt on her lips before that
steady, stern gaze.

"Well," he said at last, "I suppose the simplest
thing to do would be to end our arrangement right here, wouldn't
it? I hired a babysitter, not a third child to look after."

Sandra felt a hot flush rising in her cheeks. His
words stung worst of all because she knew she deserved them.

"But that's not how I've run my business and it's
not how I like to conduct my affairs." He shook his head. "I see in
you a perfectly capable young woman who simply needs guidance. You
aren't weak. You aren't stupid. You're impulsive, and you need a
strong hand to show you why hard work is worthwhile."

He took another long drink from his glass. He paused
to admire it's luster in the light of the lamp overhead, turning it
slightly in his hand as he savored it.

"So, Sandra, I'd like to help you. But of course,
it's not just up to me. Maybe you're just interested in taking
people's money for a job you have no interest in doing. You can run
away, pretend this didn't happen, admit you're just some silly
girl, and try to find someone else stupid or naive enough to pay
you to let their children run amok." He paused, watching me. "But I
think you need direction, and I think you realize you need
direction. Am I right?"

She stared at him, hanging on his every word so
helplessly that it took her a moment to realize he expected her to
speak. There was something chilling and scary about what he was
telling her, but it was also compelling. She had never experienced
this kind of interest in who she was and what she was capable of
before. Did he want to help her? Did she need his help?

"I -" she started again. "Yes."

He leaned forward. "I'm sorry, I didn't hear what
you said."

"You're right," she said louder. "I'm sorry."

"I'm right? You want to continue to work for me? And
for me to help you do so effectively and appropriately?"

She nodded, a strange combination of miserable and
masochistically excited. There was something so compelling about
the way he was talking to her that - despite everything else - she
couldn't bear the thought of walking out of here and never really
knowing what his guidance would feel like.

He nodded in satisfaction. "Good. Then stand
up."

Again she took a moment to respond, so drawn in by
his quiet, direct voice that she had to remember how to use her
legs. She scrambled to her feet, swaying slightly behind the chair
at the table.

"Come around to the end here and bend over."

Her mouth opened slightly as she realized what he
intended to do. He was going to spank her? Right now, in the
kitchen? With his kids upstairs?

Her face burned in humiliation and resentment. She
wanted to refuse, to tell him no, that she was done here and didn't
care and wanted to leave. But just like all the lies before, those
words too simply couldn't make it past her lips.

She walked over to the end of the table. The noise
of her footsteps seemed suddenly loud as it bounced back off the
hard, bare surfaces of the kitchen.

She put out her hands to the end of the wooden table
and bent over.

He stood up and came around behind her. His hand
positioned her waist, pushing her ass further outwards and her
torso down into a more humiliating posture. His touch was strong
and authoritative against her trembling stomach.

"Lift your skirt up."

Her face burned more hotly as she reached back and
lifted the hem of her skirt up to her waist, exposing her
panties.

She couldn't stifle a gasp of chagrin as she felt
his fingers hook into the waistline of the panties and pull them
down her thighs, leaving her suddenly and mortifyingly uncovered.
She stood there frozen, holding up her own skirt to expose herself
for the man about to spank her.

As she felt the cool air of the room playing across
her bare ass and pussy, she realized with a tremble that she was
wet. Not just a little wet, but very wet.

Mr. Green's hand ran lightly over the full, tight
curve of her ass. His fingertips made her skin tingle as they
passed over her, effortlessly and perhaps unintentionally
communicating how thoroughly he had come to control her, mind and
body.

"This will happen every time you are bad," he said.
"Every time you are lazy or apathetic to the job you were hired to
do. You will be spanked. I will bring you into my kitchen and you
will lift up your skirt for me and then I will punish you just like
I am about to do now. I don't care if my children hear you. They
know what happens to rule breakers in this house. Do you
understand?"

"Yes - yes, sir," she said, her voice halfway
between a whimper and a moan.

"Good. Count for me."

His hand came down before she was ready for it, and
the sudden and immediate sting of pain caught her by surprise. She
let out a wail before she could stop herself, and heard its echo
resound through the quiet house.

"One," she gasped.

"One what?" he asked.

His hand came down again before she could answer,
again before she could prepare for it. Another howl of discomfort
escaped her lips and resounded through the house. "Fuck," she
gasped under her breath, shifting slightly from one leg to the
other.

"Two, sir," she said through clenched teeth.

"One," he corrected.

"One, sir," she agreed helplessly, her flesh
stinging.

His hand came down again. This time, finally, she
was able to clench her teeth and take the punishment in relative
silence. The only sound was the resounding smack of his hand
against her exposed flesh.

"Three, sir," she gasped.

It was taking significant concentration just to keep
her hands from flying to her stinging ass. Her face was scarlet and
tears streamed down her cheeks.

When she had counted twenty aloud, Mr. Green
stopped. He left her standing, reddened ass thrust out, as he
walked around the table and took another drink from his glass of
wine. Then he stood there, surveying her.

"How does it feel?" he asked.

"It hurts."

"Sir."

"Sir," she repeated submissively.

"Do you think this will be a sufficient deterrent
for you, or do you need something more persuasive?"

She shook her head violently. "It's enough, sir.
I'll be good."

"You will?"

"Yes, sir."

He nodded thoughtfully, and then walked back around
to stand behind her. He held his wine in one hand, and traced again
over the reddened, sensitive skin of her ass cheeks - surveying his
handiwork.

"I suppose this will do for now," he agreed. "I
don't doubt we'll be here again soon, but it's a good start."

He reached down to her knees and brought her panties
back up her thighs and fit them into place. He ran a finger around
her waistband to ensure they were properly positioned. A breath
caught in her chest as his finger passed through the thin, groomed
hair of her groin, so very close to touching things even more
sensitive and intimate.

"You may lower your skirt and stand up," he
said.

She did so, her face burning anew as she failed to
meet his gaze.

"Look at me," he instructed her.

She lifted her eyes to his. It was one of the most
difficult things she had ever done.

"I didn't do this to you. You did this to yourself.
Do you understand?"

She nodded.

"I hope you don't bring this upon yourself more than
necessary."

"Thank you, sir," she mumbled in a barely audible
voice.

"Good." He finished his glass and put it by the
sink. "It's late," he observed. "Wash the glass and then you may
go."

"Thank you, sir."

"And Sandra?"

"Yes, sir?"

"That wine is fifty dollars a bottle. I'll be taking
it out of your payment for this week."

"Yes, sir."

And with that, he strode from the kitchen.

 


 


Sandra could barely sleep that night, and it wasn't
because of the lingering sting of the punishment. She wasn't
entirely sure that it had all really happened, and not been some
strange, surreal dream. Had she really been spread out in Mr.
Green's kitchen, panties pulled down, getting spanked for the
neighborhood to hear?

Katy had sent a few angry texts about not getting a
call back as promised, but Sandra ignored them. She had absolutely
no intention of sharing this little experience with anyone.

She briefly considered never going back. She could
ignore any calls to schedule future nights and let it all slip away
as if it really had been just a horrifying but strangely exciting
dream.

In truth, it was that more than anything that
confused her about the experience. Mr. Green had always struck her
as a man she didn't want to cross, and the punishment she'd
received seemed to validate everything she had been afraid of in a
very fitting way.

No, what really surprised her about the ordeal was
how she herself had responded to it. It had been ... exciting. It
had turned her on. Being treated like that by a man, disciplined
over his kitchen table, had opened up parts of her she had never
known existed.

Over the next couple days, a chance remark in
conversation or a slight twinge of lingering discomfort in her
buttocks would bring back an image of that evening. Instantly she'd
be wet. Instantly she'd be horny. It was tremendously distracting
and more than a little confusing.

And so when the call came for her to babysit again
on Thursday, she agreed easily. She intended to never put herself
in that position again, but shutting off any link to that secret
world seemed even more unthinkable.

When she arrived, Mr. Green greeted her on his way
out of the house. He gave no indication that anything had
transpired between them, other than to say, "I trust you're ready
to be a good girl for me this evening."

The comment alone had her flooded before she could
so much as nod and mumble an embarrassed response.

Judging by the way the two boys snickered and
exchanged looks when she showed up, they had heard enough to guess
more or less what happened. It was mortifying, but she wasn't going
to let her embarrassment prevent her from doing a better job
keeping them in line.

Despite enduring any number of jokes and threats to
"tell on her to Dad," she managed to keep them in line and get them
to bed at the appropriate time. She spent the rest of the evening
cleaning the house, and when Mr. Green returned that night he found
nothing to reproach.

Maybe it wasn't all that much of a victory, but it
sure felt like one.

In any case, it was short-lived. The following
Saturday, Sandra forgot to change the loads in the washing machine
as requested, and back she was at the kitchen table, biting her lip
to keep from calling out.

It became a familiar position. And far from growing
accustomed to it, it seemed to affect her even more intensely with
each new session.

Often she would be so horny after a spanking that
she could barely drive home before fingering herself furiously to
climax, and when the orgasm did come it was overpowering - more
intense than anything she'd experienced before.

It didn't just distract her on nights at Mr.
Green's. She was wet all the time. Often when trying to work on
other things, she would catch herself switching over to search
through the internet for discipline porn, imagining herself tied up
and whipped like the women in the videos.

And the less she came to dread the little discipline
sessions, a new fear began to grow. She was desperately afraid that
Mr. Green would discover his effect on her. Did he notice that her
pussy was always so wet when he pulled her panties down? Could he
tell the difference between the moans of excitement that slipped in
between the moans of discomfort when she was starting to lose
control?

And then late on a Friday, about a month after the
change in relationship with Mr. Green, the unthinkable
happened.

She had been asked to close up the house after
sending the two boys to a sleepover at a friend's house. Around 10
pm, she received a call from Mr. Green, summoning her back.

"I trust you to leave the house orderly and I come
home to an unlocked front door and an open window?" he demanded of
her.

"I - I'm sorry," she said, dismayed at the intensity
of his anger.

Before she could say more, she was in her usual
position: legs splayed, ass out, skirt up, and panties down.

"Eighteen, sir," she gasped.

Thwack!

"Ni - Nineteen, sir!" she gasped.

From the first hit she had recognized how angry he
was. This was much harder than usual, and he didn't seem to have
any intention of slowing down at twenty. Each blow was sharp and
intense, and they came faster and faster. He wasn't giving her the
usual second or two to collect herself, and the cumulative effect
was starting to build.

"Twenty-five, sir!" she moaned, her body
involuntarily stretching backwards to press her ass out into the
biting contact. The pain was so ... welcome. The humiliating
posture felt so right. She could feel an intense warmth in her
groin, and every few spanks or so Mr. Green's hand would land just
near enough to her pussy to send a wave of physical pleasure
through her quivering body.

"Twenty - twenty ..." she realized through her
distracted fog that she had lost count.

"Start over, then," she heard him grunt behind
her.

"Yes, sir." Thwack. "One, sir!"

She squeezed her thighs together, trying to stop the
sensation that threatening to overtake her completely.

"Two, sir!"

But it wasn't any use. She couldn't fight it. She
couldn't keep count and she stopped trying. Mr. Green increased his
intensity, but all she could do was shout "One, sir!" over and over
and over.

And then the pain transformed entirely. Her body was
curling in on itself, closed off to any sensation but blinding
ecstasy. She could feel it in every part of her body. She could
hear herself moaning helplessly. She had collapsed against the
table, but that didn't seem important. The only thing that mattered
was how good this felt.

Slowly the feeling ebbed to a lingering bliss. She
opened her eyes and looked down at the object she was clinging
to.

She remembered where she was and what had just
happened.

She scrambled to her feet and thrust her ass out,
trying to pretend nothing had happened.

"No, that's alright, Sandra," Mr. Green said. "I
think we're done with that. You've had enough for tonight."

She swallowed, still trying to process everything
that had just happened. How obvious had she been?

"Well," he said, "what a fun little discovery this
is. You like being put in your place."

She hadn't moved yet. She still stood bent over,
bare ass out. She could feel a bead of her juices run down her
thigh.

"I was starting to suspect you liked getting told
what a bad girl you are. It was hard to explain how you kept making
mistakes, otherwise."

She felt a hand cupping her ass and then fingers
wandered down, down between her legs, parting and rubbing curiously
between her slick folds. She whimpered slightly, still sensitive to
every smallest sensation.

"Tell me," he said, "do you like being spanked?"

She bit back the answer as long as she could. "Yes,
sir."

"You like it when I punish you?"

"Yes - Oh!" she gasped in mid-response as his
fingers pushed slightly inside her wet hole. "Yes, sir."

"Well," he murmured. "We can't have that. I guess
I'll just have to be a little more exotic. Turn around and get on
your knees."

She dropped to her knees immediately. Her legs had
felt on the verge of giving out on her anyways. Her skirt fell
loosely back over her ass, stinging at the angry red marks she
could feel there. With difficulty she shuffled around to look up at
him.

His hands were on his belt, and in a moment the
buckle was undone. She could see a growing shape in his pants, and
her mouth had started watering even before she fully processed what
was about to happen.

He pulled his cock out of his pants. It was long and
thick and still swelling. She could see the slight throbs as his
hot blood flowed into it. She didn't need to be told what to do.
She leaned forward and ran her tongue over it, curiously at first
and then with relish.

When she breathed, her nose was full of the scent of
sex and of his masculine musk. Her mouth was full with the hot
sensation and taste of his cock.

He gathered her hair into his fist and pulled her
further down his cock, then back out and in again: guiding her to
take him deeper and faster and more eagerly. She obliged, but his
hand stayed where it was, controlling her movements and giving her
a feeling of helplessness and lack of control that made everything
that was happening a thousand times more thrilling.

His low sounds of appreciation and arousal were also
an exciting thing. The idea that she could have an effect on him,
such an apparently implacable and powerful man, changed everything.
She worked harder and harder to evoke those sounds. She wanted him
to want her. It would feel so, so good to be wanted by him. And she
could feel that desire in his body, in the way he drove himself
into her and caressed her neck and cheek.

"Fuck, you do that well," he gasped.

She worked harder and more eagerly, relishing the
feeling of his desire and pleasure. He was going to come soon; she
could feel it building.

She took him even deeper, encircling him with her
tongue. She felt his balls tighten and his muscles clench as he
thrust himself deep, deep into her.

She felt his cock spasm, and then it spurted his hot
seed down her throat in several long, thick loads. She swallowed
eagerly, and when he was finished, she withdrew his cock slowly,
licking to clean him as she went.

"Oh, fuck," he groaned, cupping her cheek. His chest
was heaving with the pleasure she'd evoked in him.

He looked down, his eyes locking to hers. With a
gentle, guiding hand, he drew her back up to her feet so she stood
in front of him, looking up into his face. Lust was burning in his
eyes.

His hands were at the front of her shirt, pulling it
up. She raised her arms and he pulled it over her head and threw it
on a chair beside them. Her bra followed as he exposed her tits and
cupped them in large, strong hands. His caressing massage brought
renewed moans from her lips as she arched her back to reflexively
push herself into him.

Instead, he turned her around. His finger hooked
into the waist of her skirt and he pulled it down to her ankles.
When he stood behind her she could feel his cock against her ass.
It was slick with her saliva, and it hadn't even gone fully soft.
She could already feel it hardening again, stiffening against her
soft, punished body. Soon, she could tell, soon he'd be inside of
her. That was what she wanted. That was what she needed. It was
startling how quickly she'd gone from first realization that she
wanted it to knowing she absolutely had to have it.

He put a hand to her back and bent her forward over
the kitchen table. Her arms reached out wide to grab its edges to
steady herself.

He pushed his cock between her legs, rubbing between
her thighs and between her lips in a maddening tease. She almost
cried out in frustration. She could feel the heat of his cock
against her pussy. She needed him inside of her.

And all of that need became intense pleasure as he
slid inside. She felt all of his full girth, stretching her to
accommodate him.

He had her pressed against the table with one hand
as he took her by her waist with the other. He held her down as he
thrust into her, slowly relishing the feeling of her tight pussy at
first and then driving into her with increasing intensity as the
urge to fuck her overtook even his ability to enjoy the moment.

"God you're tight," he groaned. "I'm going to
destroy your little pussy."

She gasped helplessly as he dominated her body. His
cock drove pleasure deeper into her than she could have ever
anticipated. She orgasmed, her pussy clenching around him as a new
rising tide of pleasure flooded her.

She couldn't control what was happening, either to
her or inside of her. She could only take it, and taking was giving
her almost overwhelming waves of ecstasy, again and again, as
though every powerless fantasy she'd had in the past month were
playing out simultaneously.

"Jesus," she moaned. "Jesus."

His pace increased. He was getting rougher and
harder. She couldn't take it. It was too much.

And then he exploded inside of her, pumping his
liquid into her body like he had never come before. She felt the
warm fullness.

She gasped as the feeling swept through her body
like an orgasm all its own. God, it felt so right for him to come
in her. It felt so fucking right!

After a minute, she felt him pull out. A small
rivulet of his come leaked down her thigh. Her fingers ached from
clenching against the table so hard.

With difficulty, she turned to see him dressing
himself.

He put out a hand to her cheek and caressed it.
"Well," he said, "now we both get to enjoy it when you misbehave.
It did seem a waste to be doing nothing but spanking such an
incredible young body."

She pushed hair out of her eyes and tried to regain
her wits.

"So is this what will happen from now on?" she
asked, wondering whether she was better off keeping the hope out of
her voice.

He considered her, running his eyes over her nude,
heaving body and relishing in what he'd just done to her. "I guess
we'll have to see if it's effective."

 










Disciplining the Sitter




"I believe in holding people to clear standards. If
they don't meet those standards, then they can expect clear
repercussions."

Those had been Mr. Aspen's final words before
stepping out for the evening, and they had made a strong impression
on Sophia. His handsome, mature face had had that slightly stern
warmth to it that made her heart beat twice as fast.

Even though this was now her second week working for
Mr. Aspen, she still took extra time to double-check and
triple-check that she was doing everything as she'd been told. It
wasn't that she was scared of him, exactly ... but she couldn't
pretend he wasn't at least a little intimidating.

He wasn't really like the other parents she had
babysat for. He was young, wealthy, and much too handsome to be a
single father. His brownstone townhouse here on Parkview was
probably worth more than the entire block she had grown up on, and
she couldn't shake the feeling that she was about to break some
priceless piece of modern art or be seen by the neighbors in an
outfit from the discount racks at JC Penny. She shouldn't have been
so pre-occupied with it, but it was enough to make the usually
bubbly nineteen year old a little nervous.

When Mr. Aspen's town car appeared in the driveway,
she was in the living room folding clothes. The sound of his
footsteps on the front walk sent a little thrill through her, but
when he stepped inside she managed to smile at him without letting
a trace of the butterflies in her stomach show on her face.

"Hello, Mr. Aspen," she said brightly. "Did you have
a good evening?"

"Sophia," he said, a smile of approval coming to his
lips when he saw her still at work. "Everything go smoothly
here?"

"Oh absolutely, sir," she nodded. "Your son's really
wonderful. I've never seen a toddler eat so well, and he went right
to sleep when I put him upstairs."

"I'm glad to hear that. He isn't always so easy to
manage."

Sophia finished folding the last of the undershirts
and set them all in the basket beside her. She stood up,
straightening her back a little nervously, as she waited for Mr.
Aspen to inspect her handiwork.

"Kitchen cleaned?" he asked.

"Yes, sir," she nodded.

"You took the trash out?"

"Yes, sir."

"No lint left in the dryer?"

"No, sir."

"Good. Our little lesson last time made an
impression."

Her face reddened at the memory. "Yes, sir."

He walked over to inspect the laundry. The
undershirts shone a crisp white.

She watched him nervously. A frown appeared on his
face, and her heart froze.

"These are done?" he asked. "You feel satisfied with
them?"

She looked at them helplessly, trying to see what he
saw.

"This is a wrinkle, isn't it?" he asked, pointing to
the very top t-shirt. "Why would I have you fold them if I wanted
them wrinkled?"

Sophia's face burned. She couldn't deny that she had
left it a little wrinkled. She just ... it had been the one she was
working on when she saw the lights in the driveway. She could never
seem to concentrate when she was around him. She felt
breathless.

"Well, I suppose it's another imperfect record for
the evening," he said, studying it.

"Yes, sir," she agreed helplessly. "I'm sorry,
sir."

"You appreciate the importance of being properly
clothed, don't you?" he asked her.

"Of course, sir," she nodded unhappily.

"I wonder if you do," he said, his eyes thoughtful.
"Do you think this is the only shirt you left wrinkled?"

"I - I think so, sir."

"Well, if that's true then our little punishment
shouldn't need to be too bad." He stroked a finger along his
strong, slightly stubbled jaw. "I want you to feel the mistake
you've made," he said absently.

"Yes, sir."

"When I find myself wearing a wrinkled shirt, it is
an embarrassing thing. I want you to share that feeling."

"Y - yes, sir."

"Let's say, then, that for every wrinkle I find in
this pile, you must leave one piece of your own clothing here when
you leave. That seems fair, doesn't it?"

Sophia looked at him helplessly, then down at
herself. "But -"

"Tell me if I'm being unreasonable."

Her face was turning crimson. One wrinkle wouldn't
be so bad, but ...

"No, sir," she said, very quietly.

He took the first shirt and set it on the table.
"That's one." He worked his way through the pile, stacking them on
the table. He studied the shirt in his hands. "That's two." He
continued as she looked on helplessly. "That's three."

He finished the pile. "Three wrinkles. It could have
been worse."

Her face flaming, Sophia stared in dismay at the
three slightly wrinkled shirts he had extracted, and then slowly
raised her eyes to meet his steady gaze.

"Yes, sir."

"Your choice."

She looked down at herself. She was wearing her
favorite medium-length skirt with a soft cotton top and a low-cut
sweater.

The first was easy. She pulled her sweater over her
head and paused to neaten her hair before handing the garment over
to him.

The second, too, could have been worse. She stepped
out of her shoes and drew her winter panty-hose down her thighs and
peeled them from her feet. As she started to hand them over, her
fingers brushed the crotch and she was mortified to feel they were
noticeably damp. She was so wet she had soaked through her panties.
Why did he always affect her that way, and most of all during these
little discipline sessions?

"Is there a problem?"

Her face burned almost impossibly red as she looked
up at him. "Ah, no, sir. Sorry, sir." She held out the pantyhose
and he took them.

He watched her speculatively as she studied herself
desperately to find a third item that would leave her respectably
clothed.

It was a cold night. She couldn't go home without
shoes or a shirt. And she certainly couldn't take off her
skirt.

Resigning herself to the humiliation, she reached
back and unsnapped her bra through the cloth of her top. She pulled
her arms in and managed to work the straps around her elbows and
extract the black silk push-up bra. It seemed like the single most
humiliating way imaginable to reveal that she had been trying to
dress up for him. She hadn't even really been conscious of it
herself, but now here it was, dangling from her hand.

"Thank you, Sophia," he said, taking the bra and
running his gaze unabashedly over her. His eyes lingered on her
soft breasts, their naked shape unobscured by the thin cotton of
her shirt. The room was cold and the feeling of her nakedness in
front of him was undeniably affecting her. She could feel her
nipples stiffening, becoming painfully obvious through the thin
covering. She shifted a little, now not at all surprised that the
pantyhose had been damp.

"I think that will be all for the evening," he said,
placing the three pieces of clothing on the lamp table beside the
couch. Report on Wednesday night missing these same pieces of your
outfit and they'll be returned. Do you think this will help you
learn your lesson?"

Sophia nodded submissively. "Yes, sir."

"You won't make the same mistake again, will
you?"

"No, sir."

And he let her out into the night. Her arms clamped
across her chest as soon as she heard the door shut behind her.

 


 


That night she lay in bed, her hands cupping and
massaging those same breasts as she lingered on the humiliating
experience. She couldn't think about anything else. She didn't
really know precisely what it had been that had affected her so
intensely. Was it the way he had simply and authoritatively asked
her to take her clothes off for him, and that it had never crossed
her mind to disobey? Was it that stern, disciplinarian tone in his
voice? Or was it that terrible, forbidden feeling of nakedness in
front of him? It was all of it. All of it excited and thrilled and
embarrassed her in ways she couldn't completely understand.

She rubbed a hand over her panties, moaning slightly
as she felt her swollen, sensitive lips and clit. Did he know that
he had this affect on her?

She pushed aside the thin band of her panties and
slipped two fingers into her hole. She was wetter than she'd ever
felt. She pushed in as deep as she could, circling her clit with
her thumb. Her thighs were clamped around her wrist. It was
impossible not to touch herself. She could only give in.

She stifled her cries in her pillow as she came. The
orgasm ripped through her like she had been holding it back all her
life. It seemed like an eternity before it was over, depositing her
back between her sheets, her chest heaving and her body curled up
in ecstasy that would only temporarily satisfy.

For the next two days, it haunted her and excited
her and distracted her. It popped into her head at the least
appropriate times. Worst of all, it was going to happen again. It
would be one thing to write it off as one humiliating moment she'd
never have to revisit. But he had ordered her to report for work in
the same state she'd left on Monday. It would all happen again, and
the thought dominated her mind, exactly as he would have known it
would. Even after only two weeks working for him, she had already
started to appreciate how perfectly he orchestrated these little
punishments to play with her mind. It was infuriating to be so
easily and perfectly toyed with, but the idea of trying to put a
stop to it never crossed her mind, just as it had never crossed her
mind to keep her clothes on when Mr. Aspen had held out his hand
expectantly.

So it was that on Wednesday evening she was hurrying
up past the brickwork gate, her legs and arms bare to the chill and
her breasts jiggling mortifyingly freely with each step. The cloth
of her shirt rubbed over hard nipples, constantly distracting
her.

"Sophia," Mr. Aspen greeted her at the door.

"Good evening, Mr. Aspen," she said, immediately
blushing despite all the times she had promised herself she
wouldn't.

He admired her for a moment. "You must be cold."

"Yes, sir."

"Well, come in."

He held the door for her and then stepped back into
the foyer. Her surrendered clothes lay folded neatly - a subtle
joke of his? - on a table by the front stair. He moved over and
retrieved them, but just as she reached out to take them, he held
them back.

"I do appreciate your cooperation," he said. "You
may not be perfect, but the ability to accept criticism and strive
to do better is much more important, in my opinion."

Her eyes followed the clothes in his hand. He
gestured with them as he spoke, again appearing as if he was about
to offer them to her. Instead, he lingered, going over the
timetable of the evening and the tasks he'd like her to take care
of. It all sounded like the usual requests, and it seemed more an
excuse to keep her half-clothed as he waved her bra just out of
reach. She couldn't fully concentrate on what he was saying. She
just watched the little bundle of clothes in his hand, a thousand
times more conscious of her body than the words he was speaking,
and tried not to blush any deeper than she already was.

"Does that sound reasonable?" he asked at last.

She snapped out of her daze. "Ah, yes, absolutely,
Mr. Aspen," she nodded, stopping herself from her usual bob of
agreement that would probably have a different effect under the
circumstances than her default innocent charm.

"Good. Take these, and I hope you do better next
time."

He handed her the clothes and went out the door into
the idling car.

She watched the tail lights disappear around the
block before slipping into the garments. Five minutes later, her
heartbeat was returning to normal.

She was on edge all night, determined that this
night she was going to escape rebuke and even illicit a 'good job'
and that smile of his that was like water in the desert. It
tormented her that she craved his approval so much and that he
withheld it just out of reach. But of course, that was what made it
so valuable, after all. It really meant something to please a man
who was so demanding.

She was so focused on her work that the time seemed
to fly by. Before she turned around twice, it was time to put
little Jason to bed, and then in even less time it had already
turned 11. The kitchen was spotless, the laundry was impeccable,
and the front entry had been swept.

When she heard his car returning, she hurried into
the foyer, her face eager for her anticipated thanks. She'd never
done anything quite so meticulously in her life.

"Hello, Mr. Aspen," she beamed when he came in
through the door.

He looked at her in surprise. "Well, to what do I
owe such enthusiasm?" he asked.

"Oh, sorry, sir," she said, taking a step back. "I
just think I've done a good job tonight."

He looked around, noting the surroundings. "I'm very
glad to hear that. I take it the dishes are done and the
refrigerator is organized?"

"Yes, sir."

 

"No wrinkles in the laundry?"

She didn't blush, at least not a lot. "No, sir."

"And you vacuumed the first floor carpets?"

Sophia started. Had he asked her to do that? When
had -

"Your look of surprise answers the question," Mr.
Aspen remarked with a slightly regretful note in his voice. "I take
it you forgot?"

Sophia paled and struggled to remember when he had
asked her. "I -"

"You did say that everything was clear before I
left, didn't you?"

"I - yes, sir," she admitted, trying to buy some
time.

"I'm not used to being ignored."

"No, of course not, sir, I -"

He frowned at her. "You did hear me, didn't you? You
were listening?"

She quailed under his gaze.

"I see," he said softly. He considered he for a
minute, his eyes running over her anxious, upright form. "Something
distracted you."

"I -"

He watched her struggle to find words, and an amused
little smile came onto his face. "Sophia," he said, his voice
almost affectionate.

"Yes, sir?"

"You still weren't fully clothed when I asked you to
vacuum the carpets. Is that what had your mind somewhere else?"

She pinkened. "I suppose so, sir."

"Tell me, were you a little turned on by your most
recent punishment?"

Pink became red. "Yes, sir."

He nodded, the amused smile broadening on his lips.
"You're a little fun, you know that, Sophia?" he asked her. "But
being so distracted that you can't listen to simple instructions is
simply not acceptable. You'll have to learn to ignore such
distractions, and I'm going to ensure that you do."

She stared at him, chagrin and disbelief on her
face. What was she in for now?

He put a finger to his lips and considered her
thoughtfully. "Alright, this is what we're going to do. In the
basement, on the table behind the stairs, there's a cardboard box
about this long. Among its contents should be another, smaller box
labeled 'VLP.' Bring the contents of that smaller box here to
me."

"Yes, sir," she agreed, her mind already flying
through the thousand different possibilities of what she would find
there.

The box was easy enough to find. There was only one
of the appropriate size. But when she opened it, she froze,
convinced that she had the wrong one.

The box was filled with sex toys. She pushed a pair
of handcuffs aside with a clink. There was rope and a blindfold.
There was a small wooden paddle. Beneath these was a long, narrow
box with 'VLP' printed on it in curved lettering. She picked it up,
her heart hammering, unsure if she was ready to look inside.

When she did, she let out an audible gasp and again
it took a moment to convince herself that she didn't have the wrong
box. It was a dildo, maybe 8 inches long and thick. It looked
unused. Batteries were taped to it.

She picked it up in dubious hands, her stomach in
her throat. What was he going to do with this? It seemed obvious
enough, but -

She knew she'd already delayed too long. He was
waiting for her upstairs. She took the box in trembling fingers and
made her way back to the first floor.

Mr. Aspen had taken a seat on one of the couches in
the adjoining living room, and had placed a vacuum cleaner leaning
against the wall beside him.

"I have it, sir," she said, her voice sounding
strange and high-pitched even to her.

"Thank you, come over here."

She went to him, holding out the box.

He removed the dildo and inspected it for a moment
before inserting the batteries. It turned on with a click and
buzzed to life in his hand.

He held it up for her to see and she regarded it
with big eyes. The buzzing sound was very distracting, like she
could already feel it inside of her as she looked at him.

"A fun little exercise," he said, gesturing with the
device. "Maybe you'll learn to ignore distractions in order to do
your job. Take it."

She took it. It felt alive in her hand, and she
almost lost her grip for an instant.

"I'd like you to catch up on your vacuuming," he
said, gesturing at the vacuum propped against the wall.

"With this ... ?" Sophia couldn't quite say it
aloud.

"Yes."

"Now, sir?"

"Yes."

She turned away and lowered the dildo to her groin.
The idea of having it inside of her with Mr. Aspen watching was
terrifying. But even as she just held it against the outside of her
skirt she could feel the hot, eager feeling of excitement. God, was
she turned on. It was impossible to ignore.

She lifted up her skirt and pulled down her panties
just enough to start to insert the long shape. It hummed against
her slick folds, electrifying her body and urging her to push it
deeper and deeper. By the time she had it all the way in she
already felt weak on her feet and like her insides were about to
catch fire. The feeling of being stimulated like this with her
clothes on was very strange and took a moment to get used to.

She pulled her panties up, holding the dildo deep
inside her, and lowered her skirt. Her legs felt like jello. All
she wanted to do was curl up and give in to the surging warmth and
pleasure that was threatening to engulf her. Slowly she turned
back.

"How does that feel?" Mr. Aspen asked, watching her
mildly.

"V - very good, sir," she said, fighting to keep her
tone normal.

"You like my little toy?"

"Yes, sir."

"Shouldn't you thank me for making your chores more
enjoyable?"

"Thank you, sir," she breathed, clamping her thighs
tight and fighting to hold back a moan.

He gestured at the vacuum. "Please, we don't want to
be here until morning."

She took her first faltering step and had to fight
to steady herself, gasping. The movement of walking pressed it
against parts of her that felt very, very good.

She took the vacuum in a trembling hand and bent to
turn it on. This time she couldn't completely contain the moan of
pleasure as moving against the vibrating device brought entirely
different parts of her to life. She clutched at herself, fighting
to stop the imminent orgasm. Holding back was a thousand times
harder knowing who was doing this to her and why, and that this was
all happening right in front of him.

She managed to get the vacuum running and started
moving in a slow, jagged line across the carpet of the living
room.

She had to clench to keep the dildo from slipping
out too far and pushing her panties down, but clenching around it
made it much, much worse. Another moan, louder and more urgent than
the last, burst from her mouth. Her head was swimming. Pleasure was
thrumming through her body. She couldn't stop it. She couldn't
fight it. "Oh fuck," she gasped, trying to hold herself upright
with the vacuum, but when the wave broke it didn't make any
difference.

She came intensely and loudly, sinking to her knees
as she clutched a hand over her pussy. An electric ecstasy raged
through her body, immobilizing every limb and clenching her around
the wonderful little object buried inside her. God, it was so easy
to forget a person could feel this way. She could hear herself
moaning. Her chest was heaving as she gasped for air.

After a few seconds, she started to stand. The cool
metal of the vacuum cleaner handle was welcome against her flushed
skin and she pressed her forehead to it for a moment before she
could stand all the way upright.

She took a deep breath and started again. She
imagined how ridiculous she must look, fighting like this to move
up and down the length of the room, but there wasn't anything she
could do. The thrumming energy was still there. She was never very
far away. Soon, much too soon, she could feel another orgasm
building, and it was going to take her before she could even begin
to stop it.

She was on the ground again, curled up, a hand
pressed to her panties, moaning softly as an orgasm ripped through
her, and then another. She couldn't get a second to catch her
breath, it just kept boring into her, constant driving energy that
peeled back the layers of her self-control and ability to think and
move until she was just a pulsing, quivering body awash in helpless
ecstasy.

She forgot where she was or what she was doing. The
light in the room seemed very far away. Everything was crimson.

Distantly, she felt a hand on her thigh, and then
her panties were being pulled away. Cool, dry air rushed in over
her slick, buzzing pussy, and then the dildo was being removed. It
slid out with a wet sound and left a residue on her skin.

She felt hands on her hips and then she was being
lifted up onto a man's knee. She was sprawled across his lap,
stomach down, his knee pressing up into her groin and pushing her
ass up. She felt her skirt being lifted.

"This is for failing your duties twice," he
said.

His fingers traced over her naked lower half,
probing for a moment at her wet pussy and squeezing at her ass.

Then she felt a sudden, stinging pain as the hand
came down.

She let out a gasping cry, still so overcome and
confused that she couldn't separate pleasure from pain.

The hand came down again and again. She wriggled on
his lap, unintentionally presenting new, fresh and vulnerable
angles of her ass to be reprimanded. Her eyes were wet with the
pain and humiliation.

It didn't last long: maybe 10 or 20 times in quick,
merciless succession, as though even he were impatient to get
through it. The thick, hard shape of his erection was pressing up
into her stomach as he spanked her.

"I won't reward your lack of self-control," he was
saying as he finished. "But it's obvious what you really need. Ask
me to fuck you, if that's what you need so badly."

"Wh - what?" she moaned, still reeling.

"I said beg me to fuck you."

"Fuck me, sir," she cried out. "Fuck me,
please!"

In another second she was face-first in the couch,
her sensitive ass still stuck out and the warm, muscled body of her
boss behind her. His cock throbbed hotly against her ass cheek as
he bent forward and ran his hands over her, removing the last of
her clothing. He massaged her naked breasts and pressed his face
into her neck. She didn't understand how his body could so soft and
so hard at the same time. It felt so incredibly right.

And then he slid into her, and her standard of what
'right' felt like reached an entirely new level. He was big, much
bigger than she'd have thought she could take. But her body
accommodated him, clenching around him wetly and welcomingly.

"Fuck me, sir," she gasped, her voice muffled as his
arm pressed her into the cushions. "Fu - fu - fu -"

It was obvious that he wanted to, needed to drive
himself into her. The uncontrolled need of his body was discernible
in his every touch and caress, but it still felt good and necessary
to urge him on. She wanted everything faster and harder.

"Damn your pussy's tight," he breathed in her ear.
"I've wanted to be inside you so fucking badly."

His cock seemed even bigger now. He had his arm
crooked under her hips to bring her ass up, and push in even
deeper. She felt his heavy sack hitting her clit with every
thrust.

He was going harder and harder, pulling her soft,
slender body up against his and penetrating her fully and
deeply.

And then he pushed himself in and came. She felt the
spasm of his organ and the rush of warmth, again and again as he
pumped his seed into her. Her body exploded with the climax of
being filled. Her pussy clenched around his shaft, milking his come
from him and ushering it deep into her body.

When she felt the last of it come to a stop, she
clutched at the cushions beneath her, totally consumed by the
thrill and passion of what had just happened and the sensations
still writhing through her.

At last she managed to turn her head to the side and
fight for breath. The warm, heavy weight of his body was welcome
and comforting on top of her, and he shifted behind her on the
couch so that she could turn and rest her cheek on his chest. Her
eyes were closed and she felt like she'd never be able to get the
grin off her face.

"Hey," he said.

"Hey," she breathed. "I - I think I learned my
lesson, sir."

She felt him smile into her hair. "I think I learned
one, too."

She nestled in against him. "I'm just here to
help."

He lifted her chin with a finger and kissed her.









Punishing the Sitter




 


"Come on, Jake," Lacey pleaded with the boy. "You
need to eat your green beans, or you'll never grow up big and
strong like daddy."

Jake scrunched up his face at his plate. The seven
year old always made a fuss about the vegetables, and last time
Lacey had given in. She still remembered with a slight shiver the
look on his father's face when Mr. Lincoln had seen them in the
trash. He wasn't the kind of man you wanted to disappoint, and
Lacey knew she was already on thin ice.

"I tell you what," she said. "If you eat half, we
can go watch TV for half an hour."

He mulled over the proposition, and finally took a
hesitant bite. By his face, you'd have thought it was pure arsenic,
but after a long moment he took another.

Lacey sighed and sat back, flushed with the small
victory. Every little success mattered if she wanted to keep this
job.

And keeping the job felt about as important as
anything for the recent college freshman. Jake's wealthy single
father, doting on his young son just like he did in most other
situations, paid about three times as much as she'd make anywhere
else.

Lacey tried not to be jealous, but that wasn't
always easy for the eighteen-year old, a product of struggling
parents who usually had more interest in things other than their
children. Coming here was like a cruel little display of everything
she'd dreamed about dangled in front of her. But of course, Mr.
Lincoln didn't know any of that. He was a good man who made sure
she had enough money to buy textbooks and clothes and any other
little incidentals as she started classes.

It was almost Jake's bedtime before he - with great
suffering and theatrics - swallowed the last bite of green beans.
But he did it. In the end, that made it a pretty good evening.

Lacey was still flying high from her triumph as she
tip-toed down the stairs, the boy safely tucked in bed behind her,
at quarter to nine. She had just made it to the front landing when
she heard her phone ringing back in the kitchen.

"Hey," she said when she reached it and recognized
the handsome, smiling picture of Clay on her phone screen.

"Hey, beautiful, what're you wearing?" His tone was
playful. It was good to hear him in a bright mood. He'd been pretty
stressed out about school for the past two weeks.

She hid her smile in her hand. "Oh, I don't know, a
few splatters of mashed potato and some apple juice."

"That all? I like the picture you're painting."

"Seriously, I'm at Mr. Lincoln's."

"Oh yeah? How would you feel about some
company?"

Lacey sucked in her breath. "Here?" It'd been five
days since they'd had an evening together, and she knew what he had
in mind. They had only recently reached the stage of feeling
comfortable exploring each other's bodies, and every opportunity
was breathlessly exciting. She felt herself responding to the
thought before it had even been voiced aloud.

"I do deliver," he crooned through the phone.

Lacey took a deep breath. "No. I don't think that'd
be a good idea."

"Why not? Is the kid still up?"

"Well, no, but ... what if we get caught?" Her voice
was tight and strained, as though it were physically difficult to
hold both her eager excitement and dread of discovery in one,
relatively small body.

"What time does Mr. Lincoln get back?" Clay
asked.

"Eleven-thirty."

He mulled it over. "Tell you what. I'm pulling out
of the Essex Hall parking lot now. I can come directly there and
I'll leave by 10:30 at the latest. I'll be long gone before he's
anywhere near getting back."

She chewed it over. On the one hand, how was she
even considering doing something like this? On the other, the
forbidden thought of being with Clay in a stranger's home, in the
midst of lavish furniture underneath the arched ceilings had her a
little wet already.

"You know tonight's my only night off this week," he
reminded her.

"Okay," she decided after an agonizing minute. "But
ten-thirty, no matter what."

"No matter what," he agreed.

"Absolutely no matter what."

"Alright, alright, I get it."

He was on the doorstep by 9, his face split in a
broad grin as she opened the door for him.

Lacey took a moment to admire her good fortune. Clay
wasn't a guy she'd normally expect to be interested in her. He had
the handsome face and perfect, toned body she'd dreamed about as a
teenager. His blue eyes were always bright when he looked at her,
and just seeing him smile sometimes was enough to make her a little
light-headed. The four weeks they'd been together felt like a
whirlwind of new experiences and surreal good luck.

"Damn," he said, looking around. "I know you said
the house was nice, but you never said it was this
nice."

She glanced back around the foyer, inexplicably
embarrassed. "Yeah, it feels a bit weird sometimes. Mr. Lincoln is
really nice, though."

Clay stepped inside and closed the door behind him.
He had an arm around her before she had time to react, and pressed
her soft, willing body against his own as he kissed her. His lips
were soft and his body was muscled and broad as she nestled in
against it. She inhaled his familiar, masculine scent.

"It's good to see you," she breathed. Her heart
still felt like it was going to beat out her chest every time he
touched her.

His lips smiled against hers. "Tell me about it.
Five days is too long." His fingers pushed a strand of hair off of
her face. "So you want to give me the tour?"

She shrugged a little self-consciously and turned to
lead him back through the house.

"That is a hell of a chandelier," he said, pausing
at the doorway to the dining room.

The glass crystals glinted in the dim, reflected
light of the hallway and were reflected in the polished oak of the
long table. It gave the room the atmosphere of the gallery of a
fine museum or state room, instead of a place in a person's home
were people stuck food into their mouths.

Clay was like her, born and raised a town over where
houses like this were rumors people told each other when describing
how they'd 'get out of this dump.' It was kind of like experiencing
her own wonder all over again to see how he admired this place she
had come to know and feel a part of.

He pointed over into the living room. "Is that a gas
fireplace?"

"Ah, yeah, I think so," Lacey agreed. "I think
there's a switch for it by that bookcase."

He went over to look, and a moment later there was a
click and the room was filled with warm, dancing light. It cast
romantic shadows across the back of the room and threw heat out to
bathe the sofa and armchairs positioned in front of it.

He led her over to stand in front of it and turned
to her. "This place is incredible," he said, his face bright. "It
suits you."

"What do you mean?"

"I mean, you seem very natural in such beautiful
surroundings, like they match you."

He ran a finger through her hair, his eyes on her
lips. She leaned forward and he kissed her again.

His hand traced the soft line of her throat and held
her head. Her body conformed to his, fitting against the strong
muscles of his frame and echoing the desire she could feel in his
every touch and caress.

He pushed her back onto the couch in front of the
fire. He sank to straddle her and took the hem of her shirt in his
hands and lifted it up. She felt the first breath of air flowing
over her exposed abdomen and raised her arms to let him pull the
garment away entirely.

He tossed it aside and followed the band of her bra.
His finger was hooked under the fabric, tracing it around to the
clasp at the back. The cups fell away as he opened it, and her
soft, full breasts breathed out as he freed them.

He admired her body, young and untouched, with eyes
full of appreciation and lust. The desire in that look made her wet
all over again. The feeling of being so openly and intensely wanted
was still new and foreign to her, but breathlessly exciting. It
seemed like every possibility in the world was contained in that
look.

He cupped her naked tits in his hands and massaged
them gently. A wave of heat and excitement rose within her and she
moaned, half for what he was doing to her and half for what she
wanted him to do to her. She wanted him inside her.

But instead, he lowered his head and kissed her
nipple tenderly. He circled it with his warm, wet tongue. It
stiffened dutifully under his attentions, and he took the whole of
it into his mouth. The feeling of the gentle sucking was
incredible. It had her head swimming.

"Oh God, Clay," she breathed.

She ran her fingers through his thick, blond hair
and then down the back of his neck and over his thick, full
shoulders. Every movement of his tongue sent ecstatic thrills
through her body. Her chest was heaving, and she reflexively arched
her back and pushed herself up into him, yearning for more complete
contact.

He backed away for a moment to pull his own shirt
over his head, and once again she could marvel at the perfect shape
of his body and the way his muscles bunched and stretched lithely
beneath his smooth, tanned skin.

He reached down and ran a hand up the inside of her
thigh. She shivered in pleasure as his touch approached her center,
traveling along her inner thigh until it turned aside at the last
moment and traced back out again.

She could see the hard bulge in his crotch that said
that he wanted to take her, then and there, but he wasn't going to
just yet. He wanted to toy with her. He wanted to enjoy how much
she wanted him as he felt it in every inch of her trembling
body.

He reached beneath her skirt and hooked a finger
through the damp cloth of her panties. He smiled in satisfaction
and hunger at the feeling of her wetness, and the look of
possessiveness and satisfaction in his face made her all the
wetter. God he was sexy when he got like this. They had never quite
gone all the way, but suddenly there was no doubt in her mind that
this would be the night it happened.

The deliberateness and confidence and eagerness were
in every movement he made. I'm here to fuck you, his eyes said.

He drew her panties down her thighs and she sucked
in a sharp breath as the outside of his finger brushed along her
wet folds.

Once past her knees, he let the panties fall to her
ankles. His hand returned, tracing ever closer until he finally
made contact. His fingers felt slightly rough as they explored
down, starting at her clit, circling it teasingly, and then moving
down to push ever so slightly into her.

"Jesus, Clay," she gasped tightly.

His thumb, wet with her juices, probed and toyed
with her clit. It sent hot radiating pleasure up through her body
until it felt like he was touching her everywhere at once. Her body
tightened around his fingers as he curled them inside her, stroking
at one sensitive spot after the next.

She put her hands out to grasp the fabric of the
sofa, trying to hold on as her body became more and more helpless
to the ecstasy building in her. His touch controlled her utterly.
It was impossible to think. It was impossible to feel anything
else.

His lips pressed to her throat and he held her
against him as he brought her to climax. She moaned explosively and
curled in on herself and against him. Her body clutched at his
fingers inside her and her groin and thighs ground against his
wrist.

Her moans became a full-throated yell as it peaked.
The world was crimson and his touch was the only thing that
mattered. The physical ecstasy was total.

And then it slowed. She gasped for breath. Gradually
she remembered where she was and what was happening. She encircled
Clay's head and shoulders in grateful embrace and held him as warm
bliss filled her body and thrummed through her limbs.

"That was incredible," she breathed softly.

But instead of the warm, affectionate response she
expected, he stiffened. He was looking over her and over the back
of the couch.

She heard a door close and footsteps in the hall. It
took her too long to process. Her mind was still too fogged by the
bliss of the orgasm, and in any case, her shirt and bra were out of
reach. She didn't even have time to pull up her panties.

Clay leapt to his feet, his face dismayed and
embarrassed as he looked in the direction of the door to the hall.
There were sounds of another person in the room.

"What's -"

Even in one, cut-off syllable, Mr. Lincoln's voice
was unmistakable.

"I'm sorry, sir, I -" Clay started, but he didn't
know what to say.

Lacey turned with cold dread flooding through her
and mixing with all the happy, befuddling post-orgasm chemicals in
her brain.

"Mr. Lincoln," she stammered.

He was standing, briefcase still in hand, his suit
as impeccable as always, and his eyes flashing from surprise to
anger.

"Lacey!"

She winced and managed to push her skirt down to
cover her slick, naked groin.

"This is what I come home to?" he asked. "This is
what I find in my own living room? This is how I am treated by the
young woman I trusted to take care of my child?"

The couple were frozen, Clay standing up with his
back to the fireplace and Lacey with her thighs clamped together
and her hands over her bare breasts.

Mr. Lincoln surveyed the two of them with stern
deliberateness. He took in Lacey's flushed face, her nakedness, and
the panties still lying around her ankles. His face was unreadable,
and then it slowly hardened.

"Stand up."

Lacey took a moment to react.

"Now!" he commanded, and she was on her feet before
the word had finished echoing off the soft egg-shell walls.

She wanted more than anything to reach down and pull
up her panties, but she seemed incapable of moving except when he
told her to. All she could do was watch him with big, fearful
eyes.

He was looking particularly handsome tonight, she
noted miserably. His short, dark hair was as impeccable as always.
His perfect face was stern, and his jaw was darkened by the hint of
five o'clock shadow after a long day at the office. There was
something that had always turned her on just a little bit when she
saw Mr. Lincoln intent on something, often her own short-comings.
The fact that her mind was still swimming through the feelings and
sensations of having just been fingered to climax wasn't really
helping her respond differently now.

"I've tried to be tolerant of your mistakes, haven't
I, young lady?" he asked. "I've tried to be understanding. You're
young, and I remember what it's like to be your age." He shook his
head. "But this is different. This is fundamental disrespect. It's
disrespect of my home and my family, and I'm going to put a stop to
it."

Lacey stood, trying to focus on his words and not on
her own nakedness in front of him. She was slowly becoming crimson.
She had never been so humiliated in her life.

"I think deep down you're a good, well-meaning young
woman. I don't want to fire you, but I'm very tempted."

"No," she cried out. "Mr. Lincoln, I'm sorry.
Tonight was a mistake. I -"

He waited for her to continue, but she didn't know
what to say.

"Please don't fire me," she finished softly, staring
at the floor.

He considered her for a long moment. "Well, it's
clear you need a more firm-handed source of direction," he said.
"And I need to see evidence that you know that the way you've been
behaving is wrong and that you want to be better."

He pointed at the arm of the sofa. "This is
something I would only do to a child, but you have been behaving
like one, haven't you? Stand here and bend over."

She looked at the place he was pointing to and then
at him, her face betraying her rapid progression of emotions. He
... was going to spank her?

"And your little boyfriend is going to watch,
because I want him to understand that there are consequences to his
actions, too. I want him to know that you've been behaving like a
little girl, treating my house as your own, and that I am going to
treat you accordingly."

Lacey glanced around at Clay, mortification on her
face. His responding expression was one of helplessness.

"Now, Lacey!" Mr. Lincoln ordered.

She jumped and hurried to the spot. The thought of
disobeying never crossed her mind. She moved in short, embarrassing
little steps constrained as she was by the damp black panties still
encircling her ankles.

Slowly, closing her eyes to ward off the
humiliation, she bent over.

She felt his hand on her hip, positioning her:
pushing her lower and bringing her ass out. The hand held her
there, immobile.

"I want you to think about why this is happening,"
he told her. "I want that going through your head over and over
again. Tell my why this is happening."

"Because I abused your trust."

"You abused my trust, sir," he corrected.

"Yes, sir. Sorry."

"You disrespected my family."

"I disrespected your family, sir."

"And you put your own dirty needs in front of your
duty."

"Yes, sir."

His hand came down swiftly and without warning. She
let out a sharp breath as the sound of his hand landing on her ass
rang out through the living room. She clenched her teeth to avoid
calling out as the sting intensified.

"Thank me, Lacey."

"Thank you, sir."

"Thank me for showing you that you're a bad girl and
for helping you to be good."

"Thank you for showing me I'm a bad girl, sir. I do
want to be good."

The sharp, intense pain came again as his hand
struck her ass. With each blow she felt her naked breasts bouncing
as they hung down from her chest.

"Thank you, sir," she gasped.

This was beyond humiliating. She closed her eyes,
burying her face in her outstretched arms. She couldn't bear to
look at Clay. Why did this all have to be happening in front of
him?

But Mr. Lincoln apparently wasn't satisfied with how
things were going.

"This isn't quite getting the job done," she heard
him observe. "There's too much padding."

She gasped again as she felt his fingers tracing
around beneath the waistline of her skirt. He found the clasp and
opened it, and her skirt fell loosely down her thighs and fell at
her ankles, leaving her totally and utterly naked.

"There," he said. "That should get more to the meat
of the matter."

His hand came down again and the sharp sound was
like a gunshot. She moaned in pain and blinked water from her
eyes.

"Thank you, sir," she managed to whimper after a
moment.

"Yes, that was much better," he said.

She stiffened as she felt him rest a hand on her
ass. He felt her full, firm cheeks and traced the curve down to her
thigh, exploring and evaluating his misbehaving young babysitter.
She was intensely aware of her nakedness, with her reddened ass and
bare pussy stuck out in her boss's home.

"Well," Mr. Lincoln murmured. "I see your boyfriend
at least got you nice and wet before I interrupted the
proceedings."

She froze, her thighs clamped together and
mortification stamped across her burning, hidden face. She couldn't
bear to respond.

"Or maybe you just really like being put in your
place. Maybe you really like being told you're a bad girl. Is that
it, Lacey?"

She tried to lie. She mouthed the words, but no
sound came out.

"I said, is that true, Lacey? Do you like being
spanked for being such a bad girl?"

Softly, almost painfully, she moaned her answer.
"Yes, sir."

Mr. Lincoln's hand went away. "And what's your
name?" she heard him ask.

"Clay."

"Well, Clay. I don't seem to be getting through to
her, so I'm going to have you take a crack at it. Step over
here."

"What, but I-"

"Do you want me to fire her?"

"No, of course not but-"

"Well, if she doesn't recognize how unacceptable her
behavior has been, I'll have no choice but to fire her. You're her
only hope. Stand here."

Lacey whimpered softly into her arms as she
listened, helpless and humiliated. Every time she thought he
couldn't go any farther or come up with anything worse, Mr. Lincoln
did so easily.

"Sorry, Lacey," she heard Clay whisper to her.

"Don't apologize to her. Apologize to me!"

"Ah, sorry, sir."

"Now spank her."

Clay's hand rested on her naked hip, holding her
steady, and then his hand came down in a forceful pat.

"Did I tell you to feel her ass up or to hit it?
Hard!"

Clay tried again, a little harder. It still wasn't
enough, and Mr. Lincoln barked at him to be rougher and rougher
until Clay was spanking her every bit as hard as Mr. Lincoln had
done. It knocked the breath out of her, it stung so badly

And after every spank she had to say, "Thank you,
Clay." Feeling his name come from her lips brought it all home
again. Every time, she couldn't escape it.

"Thank you, Clay."

But Mr. Lincoln was far from done with them. "Tell
her this is what she gets when she thinks of her own slutty needs
over her duty to my family."

Clay repeated the words, spanking her as he did
so.

"Are you ashamed, Lacey?" Mr. Lincoln asked. "You
can't keep your panties on for one evening? I guess now he knows
who you are, doesn't he? Why don't you tell him?"

"I'm a horny little slut," she wailed.

"If you're so horny, why don't you suck his dick.
That's what you brought him here for, isn't it?"

She looked around at him, pain and arousal and
confusion weaving through her body and mind.

"Put your mouth on his cock!" he ordered. "I want
you to swallow his come so we all know exactly the kind of slut you
are."

"Yes, sir," she said. At first it had been hard, but
now it had become almost easy to obey. She was a bad girl and she
was being made to see it for herself.

She sank to her knees in front of Clay, clutching
her breasts in absent-minded arousal as she did so. His cock was
already hard. She had seen him getting hard as he spanked her, or
maybe he'd been hard the whole time since fooling around with her
on the couch.

She reached up and opened his fly to slide his jeans
down his legs. His cock pushed out, thick and stiff, through the
soft cotton of his underwear. She could smell the heady musk of his
scent, and suddenly she wanted to have him in her mouth. She was
desperate for it.

She freed his long shaft and kissed it timidly on
the tip. She'd never done this before. What a way to start.

She circled the head with her tongue, exploring his
shape, and she felt a shiver of pleasure run through his body.

Slowly, she took him into her mouth. He was big
enough that she couldn't get all of him in, but she did the best
she could. She ran her lips up and down his shaft. Her mouth was
soft and wet and his cock was hot on her tongue. She felt the throb
of his desire when she circled him with her tongue again.

His hand moved through her hair, coaxing her and
grateful. He groaned softly in pleasure, and she redoubled her
efforts.

She could tell he'd been very turned on for a long
time, and it wasn't going to take much more to bring him to orgasm.
His fist tightened in her hair. She liked that. She had a hand
around his thighs while her other cupped his full sack.

She moved faster, sensing how close he was. His
touch urged her on. And then his hips thrust forward and he came in
long, intense spurts, sending his hot seed down her throat. She
swallowed and licked at him, cleaning him until his cock was simply
wet with her saliva. Slowly, she sank back onto her ankles.

The look of bliss on Clay's face slowly faded and he
looked down at her with affectionate, grateful eyes. Then,
remembering where they were, he glanced over at Mr. Lincoln. He
tucked his softening cock into his pants and took several steps
back as the older man approached the young woman still kneeling
naked on the floor of his living room.

Mr. Lincoln reached down and pushed a strand of hair
out of Lacey's face. "Well, you certainly seem to know how to suck
a cock," he murmured. "Maybe you are a dirty little girl. But it's
easy to please boys. I want to know if you can please a man."

He reached into his pants and pulled out his own
cock. Clay was far from small, but Mr. Lincoln was much bigger. His
shaft stood out from his body, thick and red. Lacey looked at it
with slight nervousness, but she couldn't deny that the sight
turned her on and made her want to touch it. She felt a bead of her
own juices run down the inside of her thigh.

She reached out and ran her small hand down the
length of the shaft. It throbbed full and hard under her touch. She
moved forward and ran her tongue down along the underside,
exploring his taste and smell with relish that surprised even her.
It was impossible not to be attracted to him. It was impossible not
to be turned on by how powerful he was and the way he controlled
the room with severe but effortless authority.

"Take it all in," he ordered her.

She tried, but she couldn't get more than a third of
it inside her. He was too big. She started to draw back to suck on
him, moving in and out, but he took her by the back of the neck and
pushed her down his shaft. With a gasp of surprise she felt him
push into the top of her throat and down, until her lips and nose
nestled against his groin. Then he let her draw back and once she
was back at the tip she spluttered and gasped for a moment.

"Like that," he said.

She struggled to replicate the feat without his
help, but again he had to force her down his cock. The third time
she managed it on her own, and began to repeat it with growing
enthusiasm. It was a strange and wonderful feeling to have a thick,
throbbing cock stuffed her down her throat like that. The feeling
of powerlessness and danger was intoxicating.

Soon she was moving on him well, circling him with
her tongue and being rewarded with a soft groan of appreciation and
pleasure.

His hand urged her off his cock and she sat back,
looking up expectantly.

"Get up," he said huskily. She could see what he
wanted in his eyes. She stood shakily before him, and he turned and
put her back against the couch, stomach down, arms splayed out to
hold her.

And then he was behind her, his wet, throbbing cock
brushing her ass cheek as it moved between her legs. She shuddered
as she felt it press against the outside of her pussy.

The shudder became a hoarse, desperate moan and he
slid in. He kept going in and in and in, stretching her as she took
a man inside her for the first time. She couldn't believe he could
fit, but he did. Her own saliva was mixing with the juices of her
wet pussy as he took her by the hip and by the hair and started to
fuck her from behind. His hips slammed into her ass and his sack
slapped heavily up and against her clit as he rammed into her.
She'd never imagined being fucked could feel this way. It was
intense - frighteningly intense. She didn't know if she could take
it. Pleasure and that same sense of powerlessness were rising in
her, surging outwards. She orgasmed before she was ready for it,
plunging into a hot, intense world of angry ecstasy.

"Oh God!" she called out.

He was getting into it, now. His cock plunged in and
out of her. His grip on her was intense and his fucking was getting
harder and more aggressive.

"You feel great when I make you come," he grunted.
"I'm going to do that again."

And he did. This one was different. For a long,
strange moment she felt weightless. The only physical sensation was
the ecstasy of penetration, and all else was muted. It flooded her
hotly and left her gasping and amazed, trying to hold herself up
and still against the onslaught of his urges and desires.

Finally, when she thought she might break in half,
he plunged deep, deep into her and pumped his thick, hot seed into
her. Her body responded, tightening around him and orgasming a
final, grateful time. Every good feeling of warm desire seemed to
pour into her with that welcome liquid, and she collapsed forward,
unable to support herself any more.

"Holy shit," she moaned, burying her face in the
couch.

She managed to look around at Mr. Lincoln, who was
surveying her naked, trembling body in satisfaction. She felt a
dribble of his come escaping her pussy.

"Good," he said. "You do know how to get
fucked."

He ran a slow, deliberate hand up the curve of her
ass and held her breast for a moment. "If I see an improvement in
your behavior, this can become a more regular thing," he said.

He looked over at Clay. "Next time we'll fuck her
together."

He walked over and found Lacey's discarded bra and
panties on the floor beyond the fireplace. He brought them back and
dropped them on the couch beside her.

"Now say thank you, sir, and come back on
Monday."

"Thank you, sir," Lacey breathed.

Mr. Lincoln left to go into the kitchen, where she
heard him pouring himself a drink.
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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?"
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