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man of the house and a young inexperienced babysitter, forbidden
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Laura's job babysitting for
the Glasgows didn't start out smoothly, but the twenty year old partygirl is
starting to appreciate the work she never expected to
want. She's
wild and free-spirited, but the man of the house makes her
want to behave. A smile of his approval and affection still puts butterflies
in her stomach after working for him for a month.



At first Mr. Glasgow doesn't have a lot of patience for the
irresponsible young woman he's hired. But it isn't long before her
young charm and soft, inviting body are starting to bring back
desires he hasn't felt in years. When Laura loses track of time at
a party and has to show up for work dressed in an outrageously
revealing top and miniskirt, it's the final straw for the man
who always thought he had more self-control ... 














Preview

 


"So it's the dad you like," Nina guessed
shrewdly.

Laura felt herself instantly turn red. "What? No,
it's not - I don't!"

"Really?"

Laura fought to regain her composure. "He's like a
million years old and he's married."

"Older guys are sexy," Nina said. "How old is he
really."

"I don't know, forty, I guess."

"That's not old at all. Is he handsome?"

Laura struggled to think of a way to sound
convincing. "Well, not ... yeah, I guess he is."

"What did you say his name was?" Sandy asked.

"Mr. Glasgow."

Sandy pulled out her phone and had found a local
article about him in less than thirty seconds. "Damn," she said,
holding up the accompanying picture.

"Jesus Christ!" Nina sucked in her breath. "No
wonder his wife gets territorial. Look at that jaw line!"

Laura was now a deep red and would have liked to
change the subject, but her friends were having none of it. She
took a long drink of her margarita to hide her embarrassment.
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Tempted by the Sitter

 


Laura hadn't had any idea what to expect, but it
certainly wasn't this. When she'd set up the interview over the
phone, she'd assumed she was meeting a frumpy woman in mom jeans
who would call her to babysit when she needed to spend an evening
at a PTA meeting.

Instead, Janet Glasgow was still in her mid-thirties
and stunningly beautiful. That was not a dress you wore to a PTA
meeting. Laura was pretty sure she was straight, but ... wow.

She was a full-figured woman, with generous breasts
pressing softly against the low-cut satin of her dress. Her hair
was dark and her face was elegant and intent.

"Chris is out for the evening," Mrs. Glasgow
explained as she led the taken aback college student around to the
rear parlor of the lavish house. "We'll just have a little chat
tonight, you and I. Would you like something to drink?"

Laura managed to stop herself before the instinctual
request for a glass of wine or cocktail escaped her lips. "Umm, no,
that's okay. Thanks."

Mrs. Glasgow indicated the armchair Laura was
standing in front of. "Sit, please."

Laura sat.

"So we talked on the phone," Mrs. Glasgow reviewed.
"You said you've always been good with kids."

Laura nodded, bobbing her head. "I used to look
after my kid brother growing up. He was a little asshole, so if I
could handle him I think I can handle anybody."

Mrs. Glasgow raised a eyebrow ever-so-slightly and
surveyed the enthusiastic young woman before her. Laura found
herself blushing inexplicably as she felt the cool, unapologetic
scrutiny.

Mrs. Glasgow's gaze traced over her body, noting her
miniskirt and low-cut tank top, both considerably skimpier than the
cool autumn day really required. Laura straightened her back
nervously, more than a little intimidated by this beautiful older
woman. She was starting to get the feeling Mrs. Glasgow didn't
really like her.

"Well," Mrs. Glasgow said, "it's most important we
find someone we can trust. That's the sort of thing that you build
over time, of course."

Laura nodded again. "Sure. I'm a good person,
though. Ask anyone at my college. They all like me."

Mrs. Glasgow concealed a smile. "I'm glad to hear
that. I just hope you don't take your responsibilities ...
lightly."

Laura nodded again. "Sure, of course, ma'am."

"You'll understand someday, I think. When you build
a home with a man, the prospect of letting another woman in to
watch the children and look after things is not something you do
lightly. You know what I'm talking about? How old did you say you
were?" She asked it as though the answer couldn't possibly be
relevant, but she was obliged to ask anyways.

"Twenty," Laura replied, flicking her hair a little
in pride at the number. Her birthday had been barely a week ago,
and it was still fun to sound so mature and grown up.

"Well," Mrs. Glasgow said, "that's certainly old
enough to know what's right and wrong. I just thought I'd take this
opportunity when we had this little moment all to ourselves to tell
you that you don't want to cross me."

Laura paled a little and struggled to meet the
woman's eyes. After only a second, she let her eyes drop to the
floor. "Yes, ma'am."

She felt her blush deepening. The older woman's gaze
was almost predatory. It would have all been confusing enough even
if Laura hadn't been a little bit turned on. This was a woman in
her prime, almost intoxicating in her sexual allure, looking her in
the face and saying 'don't touch my man or I will own you.'

"So we understand each other?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"Good. Then I'll give you a tour of the house and
anything you might need."

 


 


"And then we spent half an hour going over where all
the different kinds of dishes went in the kitchen cabinets and as
much again on the detergents for the laundry and all this other
stuff," Laura recounted in the common room of her dorm over on
Bishop avenue. She was sitting with her two best friends as they
sipped Margaritas before the big Kappa Kappa and Delta Nu weekly
Sunday funday afternoon party.

It was a month later, and after spending three
nights a week at the Glasgows' since her interview, she was finally
coming to terms with the idea that it wasn't some weird, alternate
universe.

"What a bitch," Nina said. "That was seriously the
first time you met her?"

"Yeah. First time," Laura confirmed. She took a long
sip from the glass in her hand and shook her head. "She hasn't
gotten any better, honestly. It feels like she does nothing but
look for ways I screwed up."

"Sounds like my mother," Sandy commented
gloomily.

"So why do you even still work there?" Nina
asked.

Laura rolled her eyes at her friend. Nina was tall,
blonde, and had never worked a day in her life. "They're not all
like that. It's just the mother."

"Are the kids cute?" Sandy asked.

Laura shrugged. "They're okay, I guess. They aren't
as spoiled as I'd expect them to be with such a rich father. They
mostly just sit around and watch movies when I'm there."

"So it's the dad you like," Nina guessed
shrewdly.

Laura felt herself instantly turn red. "What? No,
it's not - I don't!"

"Really?"

Laura fought to regain her composure. "He's like a
million years old and he's married."

"Older guys are sexy," Nina said. "How old is he
really."

"I don't know, forty, I guess."

"That's not old at all. Is he handsome?"

Laura struggled to think of a way to sound
convincing. "Well, not ... yeah, I guess he is."

"What did you say his name was?" Sandy asked.

"Mr. Glasgow."

Sandy pulled out her phone and had found a local
article about him in less than thirty seconds. "Damn," she said,
holding up the accompanying picture.

"Jesus Christ!" Nina sucked in her breath. "No
wonder his wife gets territorial. Look at that jaw line!"

Laura was now a deep red and would have liked to
change the subject, but her friends were having none of it. She
took a long drink of her margarita to hide her embarrassment.

"So when are you going to introduce us?" Sandy asked
her. "You're working there tonight, aren't you?"

"Yeah, right," Laura said, her embarrassment
starting to turn into annoyance. "Can we talk about something else,
please?"

And finally they relented, although not without a
couple last jokes and snickers about what they would do if they had
a chance to babysit for a man like Mr. Glasgow.

They mixed up a couple more margaritas and retreated
back upstairs to get dressed for the party. Laura felt a bit left
out as she had to stay sober enough to drive them across town.

She made up for it by deciding to break in her
newest outfit, an outrageous little skirt and a wispy top that
looked like it was painted on. It was definitely not the sort of
top you could hide a bra under, and she felt pretty confident she
was going to turn heads.

"My God," Sandy said as she popped over to see Laura
admiring herself in the mirror.

"Pretty fun, don't you think?" Laura asked her.

"You're a total slut," Sandy said in approval. "You
don't know how jealous I am of that body."

Nina appeared behind Sandy and echoed her
sentiments, although maybe with a bit less enthusiasm at the
prospect of Laura getting more attention than she would.

 


The music was already pumping as the three girls
approached the house on Chrysler. Barbecues were going out back,
manned by shirtless frat guys who were shot-gunning beers between
flipping burgers.

"Ladies!" An attractive guy in a tight white t-shirt
and sunglasses that spelled 'The party is now' around the rims
strolled up to them. "Finally, we can begin!"

"Hey, Ted," Nina said. "This is Laura and
Sandy."

Ted flashed a very bright smile. He was a handsome
devil, Laura had to give him that. He had short blond hair and a
smooth-cheeked all-American face. "Welcome. Have a drink." He
handed them some beers still dripping with ice water from a cooler.
"Come inside, relax, take some clothes off."

Nina punched him playfully in the shoulder, but his
eyes seemed to be spending a lot more time on Laura than
elsewhere.

Inside, there was already a good-sized crowd. Most
were packed into the open rooms, dancing and grinding. Laura's two
friends dispersed to greet the people they knew, leaving her alone
with Ted.

"So she said you're Laura," he confirmed over the
blaring music.

"That's right." She had to shout a bit for him to
hear her.

"You're a sophomore?"

"Yeah."

He let his eyes run over her appreciatively. "You
always look this good?"

She laughed. "Only on special occasions."

She took a long drink from the beer he had handed
her. "Do you have any mixed drinks?" she asked him.

He beckoned her to follow and soon had placed a
screwdriver in her hand. She took a sip and fought back a coughing
fit. It was very, very strong. "Thanks," she yelled.

He spotted some old friends of his and left her to
make her way back to the dance floor. She watched him go, enjoying
the last sight of his thick-muscled back and broad shoulders in
that wonderfully tight t-shirt.

Laura was the kind of girl who knew how to enjoy
herself at a party. There were hot guys all around, eager to dance
or flirt, and whenever her drink was getting low they were quick to
get her another. Before long, she was having an absolutely
wonderful time.

"Hey!" she howled enthusiastically over the music as
she saw Ted crossing back through the crowd. "Come dance with
me!"

He looked over and smiled when he saw who had called
his name.

He approached, undulating to the music with an easy
confidence that made her want to rip his clothes off then and there
and skip all the formalities.

For the time being she contented herself with
drawing up against him and running her hands over his torso. His
body felt fantastic to touch, hard in all the right places and soft
in all the right places. She put her face into his neck, relishing
in the warm skin against her cheek and inhaling the scent of his
body, mixed with the ambient aroma of beer.

She turned and pressed back into him as the music
pulsed through her. She felt his broad, comforting chest against
her back and writhed against him. She pushed her ass back against
his thighs and moved up and down. She could feel the hard shape of
his erection pressing into her ass, often nestling between her ass
cheeks as she moved.

The room seemed a little unsteady, and the lights
were pulsing with the music. She felt so alive! Today seemed like
such a wonderful day for making mistakes.

She turned back and pressed her front against him
again. With a coy hand on his pec, she brought her mouth close to
his ear and whispered, "I'll suck that cock if you want me to."

She felt his hand on her neck and the side of her
head, and he was pushing her back a little to bring his lips to
hers. She gave herself to the kiss, conforming her body to his. She
didn't care that they were surrounded by people. This all felt so
good; it couldn't possibly matter.

She felt a buzzing in her purse and looked down at
it in surprise. There was an alarm going off on her phone. Why was
that?

It was only after she'd pulled her phone out and
silenced it that she realized why she'd set an alarm. She had to be
at the Glasgows in two hours. She groaned. She'd promised herself
she'd leave herself enough time to go home, shower, change, and do
a little cleaning before she was due for the evening's
babysitting.

"I have to go," she mumbled to Ted, and turned
before he could stop her. Moments later she was outside, blinking
in the light as she stumbled down the sidewalk. The world was
spinning lazily around her. She stopped and put a hand out to a
telephone pole beside her.

"Damn," she said aloud, "I can't drive like
this."

She looked at the time. She had to be at the house
by 6. If she took the next 2 hours to sober up, she could drive
straight there and make it in time. That would be fine. No harm
done. She was the kind of person who normally liked to give herself
extra time for things, so this wasn't an issue at all.

She set another alarm and headed back inside.

Within a few minutes, Ted had spotted her.

"Well," he said after making his way over, "I
thought you couldn't pull yourself away so easily. Where'd you run
off to?"

"I decided to stick around," she said, looking at
him a bit shyly. The fresh air of the afternoon had robbed her of a
little of her confidence of only a few minutes before.

"Come with me," he said, taking her by the hand and
leading her into the hallway behind the main common area. A set of
stairs led up to the second and third floors, and she followed
after him, her heart pounding in her chest. He stopped at a door on
the second landing and held it open for her.

She barely had time to take a breath before his
mouth was on hers again, pressing her into the room and kicking the
door shut behind them. His body was hard and strong against hers,
enfolding her and lowering her onto the bed. The weight of his body
was warm and heavy and thrilling, and she explored him with her
hands even more boldly than she had on the dance floor. She felt
his full, firm ass and ran a hand over the hard cock she had felt
pressing against her in their intoxicated movements downstairs.

She felt him smile and kiss her neck before he
straightened and put a hand to his belt. "You've got a bit of a
dirty mouth," he said. "Anyone ever tell you that?"

"You must be the first," she teased, hoping to cover
her sudden nerves with playful flirting. What had possessed her to
say that about sucking his cock? She didn't know how. Well, she
knew the theory, but she'd never really done it before. It had all
just gone to her head so fast ...

But damn was he hot. How had someone like this
picked her out of the crowd? There was saliva in her mouth, and
that wasn't the only place she was wet.

She put out her hands to his belt and he let go,
letting her open the buckle and unzip his fly.

His cock pressed out through his underwear and she
reached into his waistband and retrieved it. It was hard and hot in
her hand, and big. Her fingers barely reached around it. She pulled
his underwear down his thighs and the thick cock stood out from his
groin, throbbing and red.

She looked up at him with questioning eyes, and he
put a hand and ran it through her hair. His touch felt so good.

She bent forward and pressed soft, wet lips against
the underside of his shaft and then worked back towards the tip
with little exploratory kisses. His masculine musk and the scent of
sex dominated her nostrils.

 

When she took him into her mouth, she could feel the
pulses of blood that rushed into his cock. She tasted the salt of
pre-come on his tip and licked at it curiously.

He shuddered in pleasure and his hand in her hair
curled in gratitude.

She warmed to the task and moved up and down his
length, unable to take him in fully but determined to do her best.
The skin of his cock was soft on her tongue.

She was incredibly, almost uncomfortably wet. The
movements were coming very naturally to her now. She wanted him to
come. She wanted to taste and feel him come down her throat.

She could tell that he was getting close. His body
was tensed and his hips pushed forward as his animal urge for
release took over. She worked faster and faster, eager to please
him.

He came in hard, long spurts down the back of her
throat. The hot liquid exploded in her mouth and she struggled to
swallow it down dutifully. The taste and sensation was unexpectedly
satisfying. She licked at the softening cock until it was clean,
wet with nothing but her saliva, and then sat back.

"Jesus," he said. "That was incredible." His chest
was heaving and he sat back on the bed and pulled her up to be next
to him.

"Where did you learn to do that?" he asked her.

She shrugged shyly.

He took a paper towel from his night-stand and wiped
her mouth before kissing her. His hand was on her thigh, tracing
upwards.

Her body craved his touch, and it responded to it.
Heat rushed through her. His fingers reached the hem of her
miniskirt and toyed with it before pushing beneath it.

Her heart was pounding in her throat as his fingers
explored closer and closer, caressing as they went. She had never
felt desire like this.

He hooked a finger into her panties, just brushing
the folds of her pussy. She gasped at the intensity of the
sensation.

"Damn you're wet," he breathed approvingly.

He pulled at the damp garment and it slid slowly
down her thighs. Cool air flowed over her hot, wet groin, and she
moaned softly.

"Oh God," she whimpered.

He pulled them from around her ankles and tossed
them away into a corner. His lips returned to hers, and she could
feel as he pressed against her that he was already hard again.

From somewhere far away there was a beeping sound,
but she tried to ignore it. What was happening was too ...

"Oh shit!" she exclaimed when she realized what the
beeping was.

"What?" he asked, startled.

"I can't believe this. I have to go. I actually,
really have to go this time. I have work."

"You have work?"

"I'm babysitting tonight."

She hopped up and straightened her clothes. "I'm
sorry," she said. "I don't want to go. I can't believe ..."

"It's alright," he said. "Don't apologize." He
pointed towards his desk in the corner of the room. "Find a scrap
of paper over there and write your number down. Maybe we can do
this again sometime."

She did so, apologizing again and cursing herself
under her breath. In another minute she was flying down the
stairs.

She had ten minutes. It was doable. She might not
even be late.

She reached the car at high speed and made it to the
Glasgows' house only about five minutes after she was due. She
hurried up the long brick walk and knocked on the door.

She managed to mostly catch her breath by the time
the door opened. It was Mr. Glasgow, he was talking on his phone
and held the door for her without looking at her.

She slipped inside the landing, a feeling of relief
washed through her. She studied Mr. Glasgow's profile as he spoke.
Hormones and desires were still raging through her, unsatisfied
with how her little afternoon romp had cut off so sharply, and
there was certainly no lack of things to fantasize about in front
of her …

Mr. Glasgow really was incredibly handsome. His face
was strong and mature. His jaw was slightly stubbled, and his brown
hair was cut short. He was always in a suit, and his clothes always
fit him incredibly well. Her feelings were a bit confused as she
looked at him. She'd never really looked up to a man the way she
did him. He was successful, even influential. He knew everybody. He
looked ... the way he did. If she'd had a man like that for a
father, maybe she'd have been a bit better behaved as a girl. Isn't
that a strange thought to have?

He held up a finger over his shoulder, indicating
that she should wait a minute for him to get off.

She waited, trying not to eavesdrop and shifting a
little on her feet. She was uncomfortably aware of how horny she
was.

After a minute, Mr. Glasgow hung up. He turned, and
she saw the smile freeze on his face and then turn to one of shock
and anger.

She quailed under the unexpected look. What? He was
looking at her, at her outfit, and she followed her eyes and
realized with a clench of horror why he was so angry. Look what she
was wearing!

She had been more than a little tipsy when she had
decided she could show up in her party outfit, and then she'd never
really had time to second-guess the decision. But now, looking down
at herself, it seemed inconceivable that she had thought this was
okay. She should have called a cab and changed, or ...
something.

Her top was thin to the point of being almost
see-through. Her nipples were stiff and prominent in the chilly air
and the soft shapes of her naked breasts were very obvious. Her
skirt was little better. It barely covered her ass, let alone any
significant amount of thigh.

She blushed furiously and tried to bring her eyes
back up to meet Mr. Glasgow's but she couldn't quite manage it.

At last he spoke. "Is - is this what you consider
appropriate clothing, young lady?"

"I ... I didn't have time to change," she said
almost inaudibly. "I lost track of the time."

He set the phone down on a side table by the front
stairs and considered her. "Well, it's absolutely
unacceptable."

She swallowed. "Yes, sir."

"You're lucky Janet isn't here to see this, or she
would insist I fire you on the spot. I just - is this what you wear
in public?"

"I ... sometimes," she murmured inaudibly.

"What?"

"Sometimes," she repeated, finding it difficult to
speak.

"Well, it is absolutely not how a respectable young
woman dresses herself," he said, shaking his head.

He walked over to her and took the plunging neckline
of her top between two fingers and felt the wispy material.

The surprise of him moving so close made her look
up, and for a crazy, confusing moment, she thought she saw a
flicker of lust in his eyes as he looked down at the barely
concealed body of the young babysitter.

"Do you know what it says to people when they see
you dressed like this?" he asked.

"No, Mr. Glasgow."

"It tells them your body is free for the taking. Is
that what you want?"

He was standing very close to her, the fabric of her
top in his hand.

His hand brushed against her skin, and then his hand
was down her front, cupping her naked breast. She let out a tight
breath of surprise, but didn't move. His fingers and palm were
slightly rough against her sensitive nipple. She had to bite back a
moan.

"Do you want just anyone to come up and have their
way with your body? Are you just a toy for everyone to play
with?"

She closed her eyes, trying to breathe. His touch
felt good. Was she still so wet from before, or was she wet now?
She didn't know how she was supposed to be reacting.

"Well how are people supposed to keep their hands
off you, if you broadcast such a clear message? If you've got your
tits out like this?" he asked her.

He said people, but he might as well have said
'I'.

She shook her head, not sure what she was being
asked or what she was supposed to say. All she could focus on was
not giving away how good it felt for him to touch her. She clenched
her thighs together and took deep breaths, feeling her chest rise
and fall against his hand inside her clothes.

After a few more seconds, an incredible, paralyzing
eternity, his hand came out and started to explore downwards across
her clothes.

She caught her breath as she realized he was working
down to her skirt. Would he ... would he discover she was missing
her panties? Would that be too much? Or maybe he'd just fuck her on
the spot. She was so turned on that it seemed like the only
possible solution.

His hand slid around the small of her back and his
thumb tucked under her skirt to feel the firm, ripe curve of her
ass. She stood still, eyes still closed, chest heaving, limbs
paralyzed.

She heard his own intake of breath as he realized
that her ass was completely naked under her skirt.

"Maybe that really is what you want," he murmured.
"Maybe you really are here to be played with."

"I -" she started to say. His fingers tucked between
her thighs and stroked across her wet pussy. Her whole body
contracted in eagerness. "I -" she tried again, but cut off again.
His finger pushed between her wet lips, nestled lengthwise, and
started toying with her clit. "Yes!" she moaned, unable to keep
quiet.

"Yes?"

"I mean -" she had already forgotten the question.
It didn't seem important. She pushed her groin into his hand. She
had never been so turned on. She couldn't think straight. She
couldn't imagine having ever thought straight in her life.

Slowly, he pushed a finger inside of her. She moaned
softly, feeling her body respond and tighten around his probing
fingers.

He explored within her, each little movement
unleashing a new kind of pleasure. She was trembling, every muscle
clenched against the new, physical excitement that she could feel
building in her.

"I want to feel you come," he breathed in her ear.
"Come for me."

It was as though her body had been waiting for
permission. The words trickled through her ears and seemed to fill
her body with warm acceptance to the ecstatic pressure deep inside
her.

He pressed her back against the wall so that her
legs wouldn't buckle beneath her. The orgasm poured through her,
filling her head and body with crimson blindness. She clutched at
him, holding on to him as the world seemed to spin around her. "Oh
fuck!" she cried out. She knew they weren't alone, but she couldn't
keep quiet.

At long last she regained control of herself,
gasping for breath and swaying slightly on the spot. She pressed
against him, put her cheek to his chest, and felt the erection in
his groin thick and long against her stomach.

"I want you inside me," she murmured weakly.

Her head was swimming. The experiences of the past 3
hours were intense, almost overwhelming, but she wanted more. It
felt within reach. The difference between how the two men had
treated her was telling. One had wanted to use her for a bit of
physical pleasure, but Mr. Glasgow relished the feeling of taking
control of her, mind and body. She wanted that - wanted to give in
and give herself to him.

He took her and led her beyond the foyer into a
smaller, more intimate study with soft couches.

He closed the door behind them and pulled her
against him. His lips met hers and she moaned in unexpected delight
at the feeling of his strong arms enfolding her.

In a second, he had pulled her top over her head and
was removing his own shirt. He seemed past the limits of his own
self-control, as though he needed to be inside her immediately.

Her skirt flew away, leaving her fully naked in his
arms, and he bent her over the back of the nearest couch with a
strong hand on her lower back.

He pulled her ass towards him and she felt the hard,
hot shape of his cock against her thigh. She pushed back against
it, eager as though any second it wasn't in her was torture. It
certainly felt like it.

He was big, bigger than she had ever expected a man
to be. But she was so incredibly wet that he slid in smoothly. She
felt herself stretch around him, tight and hot. Her moans grew
louder, hard as she tried to clench her teeth against them.

And then he started to fuck her. Dear God, the
feeling was almost more than she could take.

He movements were aggressive and hungry, slamming
into her hard and fast. She let out a tight moan of pleasure as she
felt his full balls swinging into her clit with each thrust. She
had never thought being fucked could feel like this, and still
there was a small, masochistic part of her that wanted harder and
harder until she was split into oblivion.

Mr. Glasgow's hands were tight on her hips as he
rammed into her, harder and deeper until it felt like she couldn't
possibly take any more of him inside her. She orgasmed again, this
one tighter and sharper. It took her over in a wave and left her
gasping and clinging to the couch back for dear life.

With a final fury, he pounded into her and drove
himself incredibly deep. She felt the surge of his come. Her body
responded with ecstatic gratitude that launched her back into the
throes of orgasm as his hot seed pumped into her.

She sank forward and hugged the soft top of the
couch to her chest and throat. Her face buried in the fabric to
stifle the sounds of ecstasy that might have been audible
throughout the house anyways.

The mind-numbing intensity faded into a brilliant
glow, and she nestled her face against the fabric and savored the
feeling of Mr. Glasgows hand caressing her ass.

After a long, blissful minute, she felt him back
away and start to clothe himself. She turned and looked at him.

"That was really incredible," she said, finding it
impossible not to be smiling.

His look was both stern and fond. "I thought I'd be
able to keep myself from wanting you, but you had to make it that
much harder." He shook his head. "Now go change. You can take some
clothes from my wife's closet for the evening, and don't come here
like this again, or we'll have to have another ... discussion."

She laughed and nodded, before disappearing up the
stairs to find something to make herself more presentable for the
evening.
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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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