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One


Marcus

I hadn’t even made it through the front door of my best friend’s, Josh’s, apartment and my dick was hard. Hard. Painfully, achingly hard. It wasn’t because of him. God, no. It wasn’t Josh who’d answered the door, but with him stood two young women. One was his new love interest, Megan. And although she was pretty—striking even—it was her friend who unraveled me. Who made me feel like a beast waking from hibernation, starving and ravenous and ready to devour. One look at her and I was undone. When Josh told me he had someone in mind to babysit my niece, I’d been expecting some socially awkward teenager who’d gotten the short end of the puberty stick. Wasn’t that how babysitters were portrayed in movies? Complete with the thick glasses, unfortunate bangs, and a forehead dotted with pimples? The kind of girl who blended into wallpaper and spoke in whispers? I looked at her—Beth—from head to toe. Yes, she had the bangs, dark and silky and brushing against eyebrows that framed eyes the color of spring grass. Emerald. Vibrant. Alive. But those eyes were scot-free of any glasses, and every inch of her gorgeous skin looked flawless. Porcelain and cream and rose. It didn’t even look like she was wearing makeup, it was so subtle, so natural, yet she could stop traffic. She’d stopped my heart. My lungs forgot how to work. I blinked, forcing myself to breathe, and my gaze traveled—traitorous, hungry—down to those perfect D-cups. I hadn’t meant to. Fuck, I hadn’t meant to, but they were right there, pointed at me like an invitation, and I was only a man. A desperate, starving man. When I dragged my head up, I caught it. Beth’s grin. Lips curved very slightly into a small, knowing smile that told me she knew exactly what I’d been looking at. That she liked it. I was good at reading people. It was a skill I’d honed as an architect, reading clients, reading rooms, reading spaces between words. And I read Beth loud and clear: she liked the way I was looking at her. The way I was reacting to just the sight of her. I should behave, I knew it in some distant, civilized part of my brain, but I couldn’t control the urge to ogle her. To drink her in. To memorize every curve, every line, every breath she took. What I really wanted—the primal, base need clawing at my gut—was to touch. To kiss. To taste that creamy skin until she was panting and writhing beneath me. I wanted to put a flush on her cheeks as I made her whimper with need, fill her with my cock and watch her curves bounce as I thrust hard and deep and merciless until she screamed my name. God. I was screwed. I hadn’t even gotten past the doorway. I was an animal for thinking about her in such a way, but she was gorgeous, with her oval-shaped face and high cheekbones that could cut glass. And sexy—Christ, so sexy—with slender legs that went on for miles, a full, round ass that begged for my hands, and an endowed rack that made my mouth water. Her hair was long and dark, almost black as midnight, framing her perfect face, pouting pink lips and green eyes that sparkled with innocence and desire at the same time. That combination—that deadly, intoxicating mix—made my entire body go on high alert, my cock turning rock hard and throbbing against my zipper. This was a woman I could teach. Protect. Thoroughly enjoy introducing to the world of sex and heat and breath-stealing pleasure. I had no doubt she was innocent. She might have fucked some clumsy high school boy before, fumbling and fast and forgettable, but there was no doubt she’d never been with a man. A real man. With most women, I usually had to pick between innocent and sexy. I couldn’t have both. The innocent ones were sweet but timid, and the sexy ones were experienced but jaded. But Beth? She was perfection incarnate. The best of both worlds wrapped in a package that made me want to kneel at her feet and conquer her, all at once. I wanted her. Which was stupid. So fucking stupid. She was eighteen. Eighteen. Megan’s best friend. The fucking babysitter. And just that fast, I felt like a schmuck. A real asshole. A dirty old man at twenty-eight, lusting after a teenager who’d just graduated high school. I should walk away. I should thank Josh, make my excuses, find someone else to watch Olivia. Someone older. Someone who didn’t make me want to commit sins. But I couldn’t. Because this was insta-love or some shit like that—this was recognition, pure and simple. Bone-deep, soul-shaking certainty. She was going to be mine. Beth was mine, she just didn’t know it yet. “Hey man, you alright?” Josh’s words brought me back down to Earth with a jarring thud. I sucked in a breath, trying to clear the fog of lust from my brain. “Yeah,” I easily recovered from my daydreaming. From my salivating. I forced a casual smile, the kind I used in business meetings. “So, you’re Beth?” Our eyes maintained contact—my blue meeting her green—and the world narrowed to just her. Just this moment. Just the electricity crackling between us like a living thing. She looked at me with her bottom lip pouting slightly, irresistible and plush, and her arms were crossed, one over the other, to rest below her breasts. With the additional support, her cleavage deepened, and so did her smile. I didn’t know which to look at. The temptation of her mouth or the promise of her body. “It’s nice to meet you…” “Marcus,” came my smooth reply, though my pulse was hammering, as I extended my arm to shake her hand. “That’s so formal,” Beth responded, her voice like honey and smoke. She took a step, then two, closer to me, closing the distance until I could feel the heat radiating from her skin. Opening her arms wide, she brought me into a hug. I was too surprised to hug her back. Too caught up in the feel of her—soft, warm, perfect—pressed against my chest. Her breasts molded against my hard planes, and I felt the contact in every nerve ending. My hands hovered, uncertain, wanting to grip her waist and pull her closer, to feel the full length of her against me. “Don’t tell me you hug your teachers that way?” I asked, my tone teasing though my throat was tight. When she pulled away, she raised an eyebrow at me, that smirk playing at her lips again, and turned to face Josh. He taught math at the nearby private school for girls, and Beth had been his student. She’d just graduated and wanted to earn some extra income before college started in the fall, and it just so happened I was looking for a sitter. I’d promised my sister, Jackie, that I’d look after Olivia, her two-year-old, during her six-month deployment to the Middle East, but I still needed to work. As an architect, construction sites weren’t exactly the place to take a toddler. When I stole another glance at Beth, I couldn’t help but think she was heaven-sent. Not only did she look like an angel, but she was one, too. I wouldn’t know what I’d do without a sitter. I loved my niece, but I couldn’t be with her twenty-four/seven. Besides, I had no mothering instincts whatsoever. “Isn’t anyone hungry yet? I’m starving!” Megan exclaimed, her voice bright and oblivious. Josh had met his match with her, and by the satisfied look on his face, he’d put her in her place: beneath him. Or maybe on his lap. Or on her hands and knees. I wasn’t interested in Megan, and my thoughts immediately shifted to Beth in those positions. With me. Under me. Around me. “Did Josh wear you out? Is that why you’re hungry?” Beth teased her friend, and I choked, actually choked, shocked. Yeah, I’d had similar thoughts, but those words from sweet Beth? From this innocent-looking creature with the face of a saint and the mouth of a sinner? I switched my glance from Megan to Josh repeatedly, and I could see Megan’s cheeks start to turn pink, then red. That was the kind of shit I liked to give Josh non-stop, and that was exactly why we were friends. That Beth was joining in on the fun, that she had that wicked sense of humor hidden beneath her angelic exterior, made her twice as interesting. Three times as desirable. I just hoped I could get her to blush like that. To turn that pretty pink all over her body while I whispered dirty things in her ear. I couldn’t help but stare at the girl…or rather, woman. Woman—that was what I meant. For a couple of eighteen-year-olds, Beth and Megan looked mature, all grown-up—in an extremely good way. Their clothes were tight, hugging perky breasts and tight asses, but Beth knocked me dead with a megawatt smile that made my dick stir and my chest ache. Which was not good, not right now. Not on Josh’s front stoop with everyone watching. But a man who didn’t stare at them was probably dead. Or gay. It was no wonder Josh was nuts for Megan, that he got some all the time. When he first told me he had the hots for an eighteen-year-old, I gave him shit. Endless shit. Josh was handsome, and he knew how to work the beard. He was even a lawyer, or would be once he passed the Bar exam. He was a catch. Women his age would flaunt themselves at him, but according to him, there was just something about Megan, something that actually made him get into a committed relationship. Last time I talked to him, he was thinking marriage—which was nuts. He hadn’t asked Megan yet, but she’d practically moved in with him. Her family was usually off traveling the world, so devoting her time to Josh appeared to be an easy choice. And if I had a woman like her in my bed every night… A woman like Beth. “You’re just jealous you don’t have a hot, young girlfriend…and sex-on-demand,” returned Josh, his voice smug. Yeah, he’d read my mind. “That was gold, man.” I clapped my friend on the back, trying to play it cool. “You got me there. No sex-on-demand, and I’m done with the one-night-stands.” It was true. I was tired of empty encounters. Tired of waking up alone. Tired of searching for something I couldn’t name, something that had been missing. Until now. “Hmmm…” My head moved to look at the owner of that soft voice. Beth was looking at me with a curious brow raised, those green eyes assessing, before she curved her lips up into a small, secret smile. Then, she looked away and wrapped an arm around Megan’s, dismissing me. Dismissing me. And I felt the loss of her attention like a physical blow. “I heard we’re having steaks,” she said, already turning toward the door. “I’ll help get things ready.” “All the food’s been prepped,” Josh told her, stepping aside to let us in. “I just need to grill the steaks. Come on in.” Josh and Megan, hand in hand, led us toward the kitchen. Beth said, “Thank you for inviting me over for dinner, Mr. Bradley. Your home’s lovely.” “No, thank you,” came his response before he glanced at me for a second, something knowing in his eyes. “You’ll be doing Marcus a huge favor by looking after his niece this summer.” “No problem, I love children,” she replied, her tone almost cooing, soft and sweet, as she met my eyes again. “How often does she need to be watched?” Before I could open my mouth to speak, to find my voice and answer her, Josh was quick to say, “Before you two talk business and start being boring, let’s eat first. Potatoes and salad are ready, and the steak will come in a few minutes.” With a series of nods, the three of us took our seats. I sat beside Beth, our legs touching beneath the table—thigh to thigh, heat against heat—and I couldn’t help the sudden stirring feeling inside me. The possessiveness. The need. Damn. Damn. Damn. Damn. I was in trouble. My dick was getting a zipper imprint just because our thighs were touching. Just from the casual press of her leg against mine. That was all I thought throughout dinner. That and a thousand other sinful things. When Beth tied her ebony hair up into a ponytail, exposing her nape—the vulnerable, delicate curve of it—I couldn’t help but hitch my breath. I wanted to press my lips there. To taste her pulse. To feel her shiver. I tried my best to be as subtle as possible, but I was failing. I knew I was failing. When Beth opened her luscious, red lips to take a bite of the steak, I used all my willpower not to wonder what they would look like wrapped around my cock. How they would feel. How she would taste. When she easily contributed to the conversation with her light, feminine voice, I discovered she was smart and witty as well as beautiful. Everything about her—I just wanted to experience more. Hell, I fucking wanted to taste her. All of her. Every inch. “How’s your steak?” she asked, turning those emerald eyes on me. Out of courtesy and a little nudge from my dick, I glanced at her, more like stared, actually. Her lips curved up into a small smile, and she turned so her upper torso leaned toward me. An invitation. A tease. My eyes glanced down to look at her cleavage. I couldn’t help it. I was only a man and fuck… it was lush and she was more than a handful. I clenched my fists under the table so I wouldn’t cup her in my palms and feel how heavy they were, see how they would overflow over my fingers. When I looked back up, her smile had turned into a curious smirk. It was as if she was taunting me. Daring me. There was no doubt she was flirting. I’d had experience with women trying to grab my attention; I knew most of what they stored in their bag of tricks, and it looked like Beth was playing the same game. But better. So much better. I shook my head subtly. I didn’t want to think about it too much. She was eighteen years old. Eighteen. When I’d been eighteen, I was an awkward, lanky kid who didn’t know how to flirt. The girls back then were the same. We were all naïve and knew close to nothing when it came to attracting the opposite sex. From the looks of it, Beth had no problem with getting my attention. Hell, I wasn’t going to be able to forget her. No, her scent—that intoxicating mix of vanilla and something uniquely her—her eyes, her curves were burned into my brain. She had me, and my dick, wrapped around her little finger. And she knew it. “Marcus?” she called out my name when I still hadn’t responded to her, drawing out the syllables like a caress. I swallowed, trying to find my voice. “It’s great. Want a bite?” It was automatic. Unthinking. I sliced my meat, forked the small portion, and held it up right in front her mouth. An intimate gesture. A test. I saw the way her eyes widened at my gesture, surprise painted on her face. But something else, too. Interest. Curiosity. Heat. Looking at her, I couldn’t move my head away. From her high cheekbones and full lips, every part of her complemented each other to form a masterpiece. She finally leaned forward, opened her lips—those perfect, pink lips—and had a taste of my steak. When the medium-rare meat touched her tongue, she closed her eyes, savoring the taste, before she opened them again. Holy fuck. The sound she made. Part moan, part gasp, all sex. I wanted her to make that sound again. Over and over. But when she came all over my cock. When I was buried deep inside her and she was falling apart beneath me. This was an intro to a fucking porn video. Especially with the way she looked and moved—feminine, youthful, and yet calculating—it was hard not to want to know more about her. She didn’t act or speak or look like an eighteen-year-old. My dick didn’t care about her age. She was legal, she was gorgeous, she was smart, she was into me. She was mine. As dinner continued and conversation lengthened and turned lighter and more informal, I was starting to see her as someone who didn’t let herself be dictated by her age. She talked about her plans for the future; she was going to take up early education since she wanted to be a pre-school teacher. It was noble, and I saw myself wanting to know everything about her. She wasn’t just the gorgeous and sexy Catholic schoolgirl that made my dick hard, although the thought of her in her plaid uniform skirt was making my cock press painfully against the zipper of my jeans. She was a complex human being who wanted more in life than just to coast through. She had hopes and dreams and was going to move across the country for college. The thought made my chest tighten. She was leaving. Moving away. And I’d just found her. “Are you ready for the big move yet?” I asked her, my voice rougher than I intended. Megan had just come back from the kitchen to take the strawberry cheesecake from the refrigerator. She cut a slice each for us, handed the plates over, then took her seat beside Josh. All eyes turned to Beth. “Hmm…” There was a tinge of hesitation in her voice. Fear, maybe. Or doubt. “Not really. Honestly, I don’t want to move, and I planned to go to the local college, but my mom keeps telling me that specific college is the best for a degree in education. And that’s the only school she’ll pay for.” I frowned, a surge of protectiveness rising in me. “I’m sure you can talk to her about it,” I offered, tilting my lips up into a warm smile which she returned. Her mom sounded like a bitch if she was dictating where her daughter went to school. Withholding money for any other place? That was blackmail. Control. I didn’t want to see her upset and this conversation was clearly ruining her mood. I decided to change the subject. “I’m just thankful I found you to look after Olivia. I promise she’s well-behaved.” Beth was quick to shake her head, obviously disagreeing with what I just said. “She’s two. She shouldn’t behave all the time. It’s not a problem at all. I swear. I love kids, and I’ve already planned to take her to some parks and the science museum. I’m sure there’s also more than enough time to take her to the zoo.” “Save the zoo for the weekend,” I quickly piped up, the words out before I could stop them. “The three of us will go together.” I didn’t miss the sneaky smirks that surfaced on Megan’s and Josh’s faces. My friend looked at me and raised his eyebrow. Yeah, I was just as fucked as he was. No, I hoped to be getting fucked as much as he was. Soon. I just had to get Beth naked and beneath me, show her she was mine. Convince her to stay. Megan started shaking her head as she looked from me to Beth. I knew what they were thinking. They’d put us together as employer and babysitter, but had they done a little matchmaking, too? I didn’t care if they thought that. I just wanted Beth any way I could get her. “We’ll leave you two,” said Josh, taking the dinner plates off the table and leaving the cheesecake. “I’m sure you want to come to an agreement before she starts sitting for Olivia. Megan and I will be in the kitchen.” Yeah, matchmaking. Worked for me. I had to remember to buy Josh a beer the next time we had a guy’s night. I owed him one. I owed him everything if this worked out. When the two of them left the room, the air shifted. Changed. Became charged. I turned to face Beth, to give her my full attention. Our knees touched and she stared up at me with a mix of a smile and a blush that made my blood run hot. With our closeness, I couldn’t help but inhale her womanly scent—sweet and warm and maddening—and I knew right then and there that I was a goner. She might be my new babysitter, but there was no fucking way I’d be able to keep my hands off her. No way in hell.





Two


Marcus

I shouldn’t have left the house. The words repeated in my head like a mantra, a prayer, a curse as I sat in my car outside the construction site, my hands gripping the steering wheel so tight my knuckles were white. White as bone. White as my fear. I’d been there for twenty minutes. Twenty minutes of staring at concrete and steel instead of walking inside. Twenty minutes of wondering if Beth and Olivia were okay. Twenty minutes of imagining everything that could go wrong. Olivia was two. Two years old and the most important thing in my world, the little girl who’d stolen my heart the moment she’d wrapped her tiny fingers around my thumb. And I’d left her. With a stranger. With a teenager. With Beth. Fuck. I closed my eyes and saw her again—those emerald eyes, that knowing smile, the way her body had pressed against mine when she’d hugged me. The way my cock had stirred to life despite every warning bell in my head screaming that she was too young, too innocent, too everything I shouldn’t want. And now she was in my house. With my niece. Playing mommy. An image I found it all too easy to get used to. The thought should have sent me racing home. Should have had me firing her on the spot, finding someone older, someone who didn’t make me think of sin and salvation in the same breath. Someone
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