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Jen was so young and
trusting when she gave herself to
the wrong guy only to be dumped for a girl from a rich family. She
never knew she could feel so lost and vulnerable ... or that the
strength and comfort of a real man could make so many problems go
away ...



Mr. Beaumont has always had a bit of a soft-spot for the college
student he's paid to watch his kids since the divorce. She's
charming and attractive, but he's always looked on her more as a
daughter than as a woman. And yet, when he finds her in his home
crying over another man, he starts to realize his feelings for her
are more real and more possessive. He wants to comfort her and
protect her ... but more simply and undeniably, he wants her for himself.
















Preview

 


He smiled a little to himself and brushed a lock of
her hair from her forehead. "I wish you could see what I see," he
told her.

"What do you see?"

"I see a beautiful young woman who deserves to be
treated so, so much better than she's been treated. I see a girl
who deserves a man smart enough to recognize how special she is and
cherish her, who wants and desires everything about her."

Her eyes were wet as she looked back at him. "You
think so?"

She was leaning in towards him as she asked. He could
smell the delicate scent of her body. Her thigh was soft against
his knee as she bent towards him, looking at him with trust and
yearning that he hadn't seen directed at him in a long, long time.
His hand was stroking her hair and he could feel its softness and
the warmth of her neck and she was so very close.

He realized he had never really looked at her before.
He had seen her, of course, but she seemed so young and carefree
that it was as though she was a completely different type of person
from himself. But no, she was very much human. She was very much a
woman, and she was so breathtakingly beautiful in the dim light of
the kitchen. The intensity of his sudden desire for her surprised
him.
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Wanting the Sitter

 


"He's an asshole, Jen," Megan was saying through the
steam of her tea as the two girls sat on the bench at Lakeside
Park. "He was always an asshole. You're better off without
him."

Jen swallowed a lump and for what felt like the
thousandth time today managed to blink back tears. "Yeah, but he
was my asshole," she said, laughing a little self-mockingly. "You
know? It was almost endearing. I kind of liked putting up with his
bullshit because I thought it all meant something."

Megan put a hand on her back consolingly. "Oh honey,"
she said, "you're just about the sweetest there is. He never, ever
deserved you."

Jen took a long drink of her own nearly scalding tea.
The warmth felt good as it filled her stomach and radiated out
through her body. "He's just the only guy I've ever been with. I
don't know what I want if it's not him."

"Well, in my opinion, you have nowhere to go but up,"
Megan said. She checked her watch. "Damn, I'm going to be late."
She stood up and held Jen by the shoulders. "You gonna be
okay?"

Jen sighed. "Yeah."

"Can you take it easy for a couple of days? Or
sometimes it helps to be busy."

Jen shrugged. "I'm working at the Beaumonts' tonight.
I don't really mind being there."

Megan shook her head. "I still don't understand how
you managed that. We have exactly one good looking administrator in
the entire university and you got a job babysitting for him."

"He's not an administrator, he's the provost of the
management institute," Jen corrected absently.

"Well, all I know is that I'd watch his kids for him
any day, and I wouldn't even ask for a paycheck."

"Okay, stop."

Megan pushed her playfully. "There's that smile.
Okay, everything's going to turn out for the best. I can tell
already. I've got to go, kiddo, but you're going to pull
through."

Jen sniffled and hugged her. "Thanks. I don't know
what I'd do without you."

"You'd probably make even worse decisions about men
than you already do."

And with that she turned and hurried back along the
walkway.

Jen was left alone, watching her condensed breath and
the steam of her drink mingle in the chilled air.

 


 


At seven o'clock that evening, Jen made her way up
the familiar brick-lined path of the house on Essex Street. Lights
were on in the broad curved windows of the foyer, but most of the
house was dark. Jen fixed on a chipper, care-free smile and knocked
on the thick oak door.

"Come on in, Jen," a voice called out from inside the
house.

She pushed her way inside and swung the heavy door
shut behind her. The main staircase was lit in the usual welcoming
glow of its recessed fixtures.

Jen wound her way back into the kitchen, where
Michael Beaumont was just finishing up feeding his two kids at the
table.

He looked up when Jen entered. His smile was broad at
first, but clouded to concern as his eyes fell on her.

"Is everything okay?"

"What? Of course," she denied, her voice a mixture of
surprised, embarrassed, and touched that he could see through her
so easily. "Why wouldn't it be okay?"

He cocked his head a little bit. "Must have imagined
it," he said tactfully. "It's good to see you. Did you eat?"

"Ah, yeah, I grabbed a bite of something. But thank
you, you're always so nice to offer."

Jen took a seat at the table as Mr. Beaumont finished
with his children.

While he was distracted, she found herself studying
her boss. Megan's admiring, even jealous comments from earlier came
back as she studied him. He was undeniably handsome, and in his
late thirties was still very much in his prime. His hair was dark
and cut short in a style that seemed an impossible mix of elegant
and effortless. His face was strong, with bright eyes that glinted
a metallic blue and a jaw darkened by the hint of stubble. He was
dressed in his usual tailored suit, a garment whose formality never
quite concealed how good the body within it must be:
broad-shouldered and athletic.

Jen was always a bit uncomfortable when people
brought up how attractive he was, maybe in part because it stirred
similar thoughts in herself ... thoughts she knew she shouldn't
have. He was her boss, much older, and saw her as more of a
daughter than anything. There was something deliciously guilty
about imagining what it would feel like to ... but she wasn't that
kind of girl. She might not be able to help those kinds of
thoughts, but she certainly didn't have to dwell on them.

Let the other girls giggle and make comments. The
closest they ever got was seeing him lecture at the endowed
seminars. She was the one who was here, now. She was the one he
trusted in his home, trusted to watch his kids and keep his house.
She would be the one here on a Friday evening, getting bid
goodnight. She was the one who knew his smell, felt his touch on
her back as he said goodbye for the evening ...

That wasn't the kind of trust she wanted to betray.
That wasn't the kind of girl she was.

"Jen?"

She jumped. Had she been staring? Was she being
weird?

"I'm going to take off. Are you all set for the
evening?"

"Ah - yep, looks like it," she said. We'll be just
fine here 'til you get back, right guys?"

The two toddlers cooed and made noises in
enthusiasm.

"Alright then," he said, "I guess I don't have
anything to worry about."

"Good luck at your meeting," Jen called after him as
he disappeared towards the front door.

She turned back to the twins. "Okay, then. We've got
the house to ourselves. Who's ready to do some keg stands?"

They gurgled at her.

 


 


 


The kids were hopefully long asleep that night when
Mr. Beaumont pulled into the broad circular drive and switched off
the car. All the front windows were dark. Only the bulb above the
front door was shining out into the night, throwing long shadows
off the shrubs that lined the lush yard.

He opened the door quietly to avoid waking the kids
upstairs and set his coat on the rack by the door. Light was coming
from the kitchen, but the rest of the house was still and
quiet.

As he made his way back through the front hall, he
started to make out a sound breaking that silence. It was the sound
of crying. Soft sobs were making their muffled way out through the
closed door at the end of the hall.

Surprised and concerned at what he might find, he
pushed open the door.

Jen was at the table, a book closed and pushed away
from her. She now had a box of tissues in its place.

Even when her face was puffy and red, she was
beautiful. Even when her eyes were tear-streaked and her hair was
disheveled from pushing it angrily off her face, she seemed
perfect. Seeing her sitting there, so obviously distraught and in
pain, threatened to break Michael's heart.

"Jen? What's wrong?" he said, his voice soft as he
went over to her.

"Oh," she said, looking up in seeing him. "I'm sorry.
I -"

"Don't be sorry," he said, taking a seat beside her.
"Talk to me. What's going on?"

She sniffed and wiped her eyes with a tissue before
she could manage to face him. When she looked up, her face was the
absolute picture of vulnerability.

"Have you ever realized you loved the wrong person,
Mr. Beaumont?"

He laughed, and Jen looked at him in surprise.

"You see this home?" he asked, gesturing around him.
"I built this home to share with my wife, for us to raise our
family in. She decided she couldn't handle the stresses of being a
mother and starting manufacturing problems, anything for an excuse
to escape. She was beautiful and smart and I had always told myself
she could be a good mother when the reality set in. Now here we
are." He sighed. "I understand a lot better than most do. Why don't
you tell me what happened?"

It took her a couple more minutes, but eventually Jen
started to talk. She told him how they had met and fallen for each
other. She told him how they had started to make plans for after
graduation, how she could support him through law school and where
they would live and when they would get married. She told him how
she never got over the feeling that he wasn't an honest person with
her, but put it aside because everyone needs their privacy.

The tears came back, and he wiped them from her
cheek.

She told him about how she discovered what was going
on and confronted him.

Michael wanted to find the one who did this to her
and make sure he never did it again. But he knew that letting his
anger show wouldn't make her feel any better. Instead, he put his
arm on her shoulder and wiped her cheek dry again.

"I just ... I don't know what it would feel like to
be with someone I could trust and would make me feel worthwhile,"
she finished. "Maybe that's too much to ask. Maybe I was
unreasonable."

"No," Michael objected. "That's never too much to
ask. That's the very least you can ask."

She looked up at him with vulnerable, questioning
eyes.

"You get what you put in, right?" she said. "Maybe I
just don't deserve it."

He smiled a little to himself and brushed a lock of
her hair from her forehead. "I wish you could see what I see," he
told her.

"What do you see?"

"I see a beautiful young woman who deserves to be
treated so, so much better than she's been treated. I see a girl
who deserves a man smart enough to recognize how special she is and
cherish her, who wants and desires everything about her."

Her eyes were wet as she looked back at him. "You
think so?"

She was leaning in towards him as she asked. He could
smell the delicate scent of her body. Her thigh was soft against
his knee as she bent towards him, looking at him with trust and
yearning that he hadn't seen directed at him in a long, long time.
His hand was stroking her hair and he could feel its softness and
the warmth of her neck and she was so very close.

He realized he had never really looked at her before.
He had seen her, of course, but she seemed so young and carefree
that it was as though she was a completely different type of person
from himself. But no, she was very much human. She was very much a
woman, and she was so breathtakingly beautiful in the dim light of
the kitchen. The intensity of his sudden desire for her surprised
him.

Before he could stop himself, he had brought her lips
to his. They were soft and wet, and the kiss was lingering and
passionate. She didn't hesitate, not even for a moment. It was as
though she had been on the very edge of leaning in herself when he
drew her in.

They dew apart only for a moment, and then she was
pressing herself against him eagerly, almost pleadingly. Physically
she was passive, but every movement and feel of her body told him
how much she wanted him.

But instead, he drew back. His hand on her side held
her away. "Wait," he breathed.

She obeyed instantly, as though it was impossible not
to, but her reluctance was clear.

"I couldn't live with myself if I ..." he began to
say. "It would be taking advantage. I can't. You should go
home."

He could tell that she couldn't bring herself to
argue, as much as she wanted to. Her eyes were pleading, but it was
too late. He had regained control. He had made a mistake that
wouldn't happen again.

"I'm sorry," he said. "I shouldn't have let that
happen. I don't have an excuse."

"But -"

"Go home. Don't be hurt. You haven't done anything
wrong. This just can't happen. We'll go back to the way things have
been."

She blinked back tears. "It can't?"

"It can't," he confirmed. "Things need to stay how
they are."

She thought about it for a moment, naked
disappointment on her face. "I'll see you on Sunday, then?"

"Five o'clock," he confirmed, trying to smile at her
the way he used to.

"Well, goodnight."

"Goodnight."

"Oh, and Mr. Beaumont?"

"Yeah?"

"Thank you for what you said."

He let out a long breath. "I meant it."

"Goodnight."

 


 


Jen couldn't sleep that night. It seemed so crazy
that her world could suddenly seem so empty because she didn't have
something she hadn't even known she wanted a day ago. It was almost
too much to bear, experiencing two rejections, so different and yet
both so biting, this close to each other.

She couldn't stop thinking about the feel of Mr.
Beaumont's hand on her side and his lips against hers. She couldn't
stop remembering the safe, enfolding embrace and barely restrained
passion. She had felt his desire in every tiniest contact between
them, but in the end she had only been allowed to taste enough to
miss it. He wouldn't let it happen.

She went out to dinner the following night, and her
friends all assumed she was upset about her break-up, but the truth
was all the pain of that betrayal had been erased in an
instant.

 

They gave her her space, and she was left to her
thoughts. She wasn't really herself until Sunday morning, when the
prospect of seeing him again began to draw close to a reality.

She felt alternatingly sick and excited, scared and -
in spite of everything - stubbornly hopeful. Even if she couldn't
have everything she wanted, she could have some little glimmer of
it. Now, when she looked at Mr. Beaumont she'd know that deep down,
as far as he could repress the feelings, he wanted her. She had
felt it, and that was something, at least. It was something nothing
could ever take away.

As five approached, she dressed meticulously.
Butterflies in her stomach became 747s.

But when she reached the front door, she found a note
pinned to it:

"Hey Jen, kids are on a playdate. They'll be getting
dropped off around 6. I've left early, but should be back around
11. Key's in the normal hiding spot. If you need anything,
call."

Thus, instead of the slightly awkward conversation on
the sunlit front porch on a Sunday afternoon, for which she had
steeled herself and was ready to act like nothing had ever
happened, her next encounter with Mr. Beaumont was much more
intimate and defenseless.

"Jen."

She blinked groggily and stretched back into the soft
cushions of the sofa. The dim surroundings of the Beaumonts' living
room swam into focus, as did his face. He was close.

She blinked up at him, still warm and sleepy and not
entirely sure she wasn't still dreaming.

"Jen, are you awake?" he asked.

"What time is it?" she asked groggily.

"It's a little past midnight. Sorry I got held
up."

She struggled to sit up. She pushed her hair out of
her face and tried to neaten herself. "It's okay. I - guess I fell
asleep. I was dreaming."

"Oh? Nice dreams, I hope."

The answer hung on her lips, and she caught it before
it escaped. It was about you, she had almost said. Instead she
smiled shyly and nodded, keeping the details to herself. Most of
them she would have been embarrassed to say aloud in any case. But
the end result was harder to hide. Her skin was flushed and her
hand was pressed to her right breast. She was also very wet, and
the sight of Mr. Beaumont here in the room, bending over her
relaxed form wasn't helping any. It was like he could take her at
any minute, without the slightest effort.

"Do you want to sit with me?" Jen managed to ask. "I
- need a minute to wake up."

He looked at her speculatively, his eyes traveling
over her supine form unhurriedly, deliberately. It was as though
she could see the thoughts and doubts in his head. Could he trust
himself?

"Can I get you something to drink?" he asked.

"I'm alright," she said, sitting up enough to allow
him a space on the couch beside her.

He took the seat, letting his hand stray to her
shoulder as she lay back onto the cushion.

"I'm sorry I dozed off," she said. "I've ... been
having trouble sleeping since everything." Still in the hazy,
erotic mood of her dream, it seemed natural to reference what that
had happened between them.

If Mr. Beaumont was surprised at her forwardness, he
didn't show it. Instead, he sighed - the thick, husky sound of a
man who knows what he wants. "I got you mixed up," he said softly.
"I should never have let that part of how I feel about you get the
better of me."

"Why?"

He laughed softly to himself. "Jen, you're a sweet
girl. Too sweet. You don't know how crazy you make me. If I did
what I want to do to you ... I'd break you in half." There was a
note of hunger that came into his voice as he uttered the last
phrase. It sent shivers down her spine and she was suddenly much,
much more wet.

"I'm ... not as delicate as you think I am," she
breathed, twisting a little further upright so that she was almost
pressing against him.

He looked at her. His hand caressed her cheek and his
fingertips brushed through her hair. Her eyes were locked to his,
only a few inches away. It was like he had already taken possession
of her body, owning it in every possible way. The only thing left
was for him to take what was already his. "Please," she breathed.
"I want to know what it feels like to please you. Let me."

His hand was pressed to her side, feeling the soft,
slender line of her abdomen. She was trembling against him, whether
from eagerness or nervousness, even she didn't entirely know. His
body was strong and firm against her softness. She conformed to him
like her body had been seeking his all her life.

And when he kissed her this time, it wasn't the fast,
passionate mistake of three evenings before. It was slow,
tantalizing, deliberate. It was a door opening between them, each
of them realizing in spite of their own respective hesitations that
this forbidden, desperately welcome thing could happen.

"You could please me more you know," he breathed.

"Let me feel it."

He pushed her back, leaning forward to move on top of
her. He put out one thick arm to keep his weight from pressing to
heavily on her as his other arm encircled her and pressed her to
him. The scent and feel of his body dominated her world, so much
more real than the thousand fantasies and dreams that had preceded
this moment.

His hand pressed against her breast through her top.
She moaned in delight as the touch filled her body with thrumming
pleasure.

She slid her hands over his torso, marveling at the
sudden access to his body. She felt the dense, shifting muscles of
his chest and shoulders as he pressed against her.

He took her blouse and lifted it. She raised her arms
and he pulled it over her head. With a click her bra came free as
well, and his experienced hands were exploring the soft shape of
her young body.

He cupped her breasts and she moaned again. The
gentle strength of his fingers holding and massaging unleashed
pleasures she had never known were possible.

He bent and kissed her nipple. It stiffened eagerly
at the wet touch, and she reveled in the delicious tightness of the
feeling. "Oh God," she breathed. Her back arched up into his touch
almost involuntarily.

His lips and tongue worked over her, renewing and
strengthening the waves of pleasure that were threatening to carry
her away completely. His leg was pressed against her groin and she
clamped her thighs around it, grinding slightly in need. She had
never been more turned on in her life.

He kissed her lips and she took advantage of the
moment to reach down and unbutton his shirt. Halfway down she
slipped her hand inside and felt the softness of his skin, the fuzz
of his chest, the warmth of his body.

She looked up at him with eager, excited eyes. The
nervousness of a few moments ago had been washed away by the hot
desire that left room for nothing else.

He pressed her into the cushions with a hand as he
shed his opened shirt.

When he brushed against her thighs, she could feel
the growing hardness in his pants. The long, thick shape pressed
between her legs as he bent down to kiss her, and when he leaned
back to pull his shirt away, she could see it full and straining
against the groin of his pants.

She put out a hand and rubbed along its length.

"Fuck I want you," he groaned. His hands went to her
skirt. It was unclasped and sliding down her thighs in an instant.
She raised her legs slightly and he pulled it away and let it fall
behind him.

He put a hand to her groin, rubbing over her wet lips
through the damp cotton of her panties.

She gasped and squirmed up against him, taken aback
by the intensity with which she wanted him inside her. His
expression at the feel of her wetness and her eager response was
one of pure lust. So close to what he wanted, he seemed a man who
could not stop or even think. He only desired.

He unzipped his pants and freed himself. His thick,
hard cock stood out from his body, throbbing with the hot blood
that swelled into it at the sight of her spread out and panting
beneath him.

He hooked a finger into her panties and pulled them
down. They left a damp residue of her juices on her thighs.

He pressed down onto her again, and she could feel
the hot organ against her wet folds.

"Fuck me," she gasped almost pleadingly.

With a hand he positioned himself and slid in.

"FUCK!" she gasped. He felt so incredibly, welcomely
big. He filled her so completely and perfectly. She just wanted to
feel him. She never wanted anything more in life, other than to
feel him.

He pushed in deeper and deeper. "God you're tight,"
he breathed.

He pulled out and drove into her. His thick shaft
slid into her wet pussy and she felt his heavy sack hit against
her.

Her fingers clenched the fabric of the sofa beneath
her. The sensations were almost more than she could stand, and yet
she wanted more.

He drove into her aggressively, hungrily. His
restraint seemed in place by only a thread and progressively
non-existent. He needed her and would take her as hard and fast as
possible, harder and faster than she could take.

Jen's eyes were closed. She felt orgasm approaching.
Part of her was screaming to slow down, that it was too much, but
every other part wanted more, harder.

She spread her legs wider, raising them in the air
and suddenly he was driving into her so deep that the orgasm came
almost instantly. It exploded in her and consumed her body in an
endless, helpless moment. Nothing else existed but that one feeling
dominating her and the cock slamming into her.

As the intensity started to lessen, she could hear
her own muffled yells. Mr. Beaumont's hand was pressed over her
mouth to keep her from being too loud as he drove into her, harder
and harder, building towards something.

And then, before she was prepared, she felt the
swelling, pumping come as he filled her with his seed. Her body
clenched around him and a second orgasm was overtaking her before
the glow of the last had fully faded. Her eyes screwed shut. Her
thighs clamped around his waist, holding him deep inside of her as
a wave of ecstasy raced through her as though it would boil her
away until she was just a cloud.

 


 


Mr. Beaumont lay on top of her, holding her softly
against him. His chest was still slightly heaving from the
exertion. She felt the soft kiss of his lips on her shoulder and
throat. His hand cradled her ass.

"You were amazing," she breathed. "I never knew it
could be like that."

"Neither did I. I've never wanted anything nearly
that badly. I've never …" he paused, his fingers tracing a circle
on her skin. "I don't know how this happened, but I'm grateful it
has."

She nestled into him, a smile growing on her face
that felt like it would never go away.

"Stay here for the night," he told her.

"I will."

"I want to hold you some more."

She pressed herself up against him to show that
wasn't something he needed to worry about running out of. "I'm
here."

She could feel him smiling against her. "Yes. Here
you are." He ran a hand through her hair. "Are you alright?"

"I'm really, really wonderful, actually," she said,
her voice almost a hum.
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"So tell me what happened!" Jen pleaded with me for
the fourth time, her voice starting to sound a bit annoyed over my
cell phone's car speaker.

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

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

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

"It -"

"Well?"

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

"Nothing?" She sounded disbelieving.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded.

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

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

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

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