
  
    [image: Nanny for the DJ]
  


  
    
      NANNY FOR THE DJ

    

    
      
        STACY KRISTEN

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Nanny for the DJ

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        Excerpt

      

      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        About Stacy Kristen

      

      
        Books by Stacy Kristen

      

      
        Newsletter

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Copyright © 2025 by Stacy Kristen

      

      

      

      
        
        All rights reserved.

      

      

      

      No part of this work may be reproduced in any manner without the expressed written consent of the author. If you wish to share this book, please have the reader buy his or her own copy.

      

      This is a work of fiction. All names, characters, situations, and events portrayed in this novel are purely from the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. The author has also used certain places for the purposes of this fictional work and acknowledges any and all trademarks.

      

      The eBook version is authorized for legal download only. Any other site or entity found offering this book for download in any form is guilty of copyright infringement and intellectual property theft, a crime punishable by up to 3 years in prison and a $250,000 fine.

      

      Proofread by Proof Positive Author Services

      Cover design © Lee Ching of Under Cover Designs

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            NANNY FOR THE DJ

          

        

      

    

    
      World-renown American DJ and producer Felix Walsh is failing at fatherhood. He’s in desperate need of a nanny.

      Morgan just graduated from college and needs a job. She applies for a nanny position overseas, hoping like hell she’ll get an interview. When she does, she’s shocked at who the position is for—The Felix Walsh. He has a child? That’s newsworthy, to say the least. When she’s offered the job, she hesitates. His playboy reputation is well-known. But she really needs this job. What’s the worst that could happen?

      When Felix sees Morgan for the first time—he can’t take his eyes off her. The problem? He doesn’t have time for a relationship, let alone one with his nanny. But one kiss is all it takes for sparks to ignite between them.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        This is dedicated to my husband.

        Thanks for everything babe.
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      IBIZA, SPAIN

      FELIX

      I’ve been going for almost four hours and the crowd hasn’t let up. The place is packed and club goers are still high-energy, bouncing and swaying to the beat, the pulse of the music racing through their veins. I queue up another song and remix it, the energy of the crowd near a fever pitch. This is my last song for the night and I saved the best for last. Putting everything I have into it, I go for broke. The bass is heavy and the beats fuel the crowd, the music coming to a crescendo before tapering off, coming to an end. My heart beats in time with the thump of the music and I’m sweaty as shit. It’s been one hell of a night.

      Catching my breath, I gulp air into my lungs and grab the mic. “Thank you! Thank you!” The crowd roars their approval. I acknowledge the crowd with a dip of my chin, then set down the mic and grab my computer. Heading off stage, cheers and applauds float behind me.

      Following the promoter down a back hall, I head towards the lounge area reserved for DJs and musicians. My adrenaline is still pumping and hasn’t waned yet. I’m gonna need something to take the edge off. And I know just what’ll do the trick. Reaching for the door, I’m stopped by my manager before I can even open it.

      “My man! Another successful night!” he exclaims, clapping me on the back.

      I nod. I love what I do. It’s exhilarating. Not as good as sex, but still pretty damn thrilling.

      I head into the lounge and as soon as I’ve stowed my computer, a fake blonde wearing a short, clingy dress catches my attention. Sneaky. It’s not easy getting in here. She comes over to me, her hips swaying, eyeing me like I’m her last meal. Like she wants to eat me up. Her fake tits and ass are practically bursting out of her dress.

      “Hey, sugar,” she coos at me, her accent pronounced.

      I plop down on the couch and lightning quick, she makes herself at home on my lap. Placing her hands on my shoulders, she kneels over me, shoving her giant tits in my face. I know what she’s after. And I’m happy to oblige. She’ll do nicely to take the edge off my adrenaline high.

      I give her a salacious smile. She probably doesn’t even see it, because she’s about to smother me with her balloon-like boobs. I don’t mind a bit. Pulling down the front of her tight, yet stretchy dress, I free her tits. Palming them, I give them a good squeeze, then take a hard nipple into my mouth. I bite down softly and she grinds against my now-throbbing cock, moaning in my ear. Her hands paw at me, finding the button of my jeans. Popping it open, she shoves her hand into my boxer briefs and finds my hard cock, weeping with pre-cum. She squeezes my shaft and I pulse in her grasp, dripping into her hand. As she continues to play with my cock, I push up her dress over her plump ass. Palming her bare cheeks, I give each cheek a little slap for good measure, then slide a finger down the crack of her ass to her dripping wet pussy. Brushing her pussy lips, I find her wet. Taking my mouth off her tits, I momentarily scoot her back on my lap, then lift my hips, reaching into my pocket for a condom.

      Suited up, I lean back and get comfy.	“Ride me,” I command. The woman doesn’t hesitate because that’s what she came here for.

      Her tits, now back in front of me, look like an offering. One I’ll gladly feast on. The woman rocks her hips, sliding deliciously up and down on my length. I play with her nipples, pinching and biting them. Once I’m satisfied, I bite the top of each breast, leaving a mark. It’s a total dick move, but she could have asked me for an autograph like a normal person. Instead, she chose to use her body and be the lucky recipient of my dick for the night.

      She starts to slow down, so I find her clit and rub until I feel her pussy tighten around me. Her orgasm starts and I lift my hips and slam her down onto my cock, meeting each thrust of her hips. All too soon, I feel electricity zip down my spine, straight to my balls, making them tighten. I go deep and let go, my orgasm overtaking me. Spent, my hips fall back to the couch as I close my eyes. I try to breathe deeply, but this woman is clinging to me. Which is annoying.

      Snapping my eyes open, I smack her ass. “Off you go,” I tell her dismissively.

      She’s just a piece of ass for the night. Lifting her head, she slides off my lap. She glances at my dick one last time, then fixes her dress and leaves without saying a word.

      She came to me for one thing only. And she got it. There’s nothing more to say. Well, except she slept with a world-famous DJ. But hell, she’s earned the right. Somehow, some way, she was able to get past security. It’s no small feat. Not that I’m complaining. Nope. She was the perfect outlet for my adrenaline high. Willing women always are. That’s why I’ve secured the reputation of being a complete manwhore. I don’t love it, but sex is better than drugs, in my opinion. Grimacing, I get up and dispose of the condom. It’s time to get out of here.
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      BRAČ ISLAND, CROATIA

      FELIX

      In front of me lies soft white sand and a perfect blue sea, gentle waves lapping at the shore dotted with palm trees gently swaying in the breeze. It’s a hot, sunny day. Even though the sun’s rays have turned my skin golden, I’m back out here, soaking up the sun and the salty tang of the warm ocean breeze. I live for moments like this because they’re few and far between.

      As I soak up the sun, my eyes shielded by a pair of stylish sunglasses, I let my body get some much-needed rest and relaxation. I’m about to close my eyes, when a shadow falls over me.

      “Felix,” a familiar voice calls.

      What the actual fuck. I told Tom, my manager, I didn’t want to be disturbed.

      What the hell is he doing here?

      “Go away,” I say, without opening my eyes or even moving an inch.

      “Trust me. The last thing I wanted to do was track you down. But you left me no choice. You didn’t answer my calls or my texts,” Tom tells me, exasperation lacing his words as he walks closer to me.

      I tilt my head to look up at him. “I turned off my phone for a reason.”

      “I get it. I do. That’s why I’m here.”

      I sit up. “Out with it, then.”

      “I need you to come with me.”

      “What’s so urgent?” I ask, not happy that my relaxation time is being interrupted.

      “I think it’s better you see for yourself.”

      “See what?” I ask, getting up, grumbling under my breath.

      Following Tom toward the beach house, my toes sink into the soft sand, the super-fine particles sticking to my sweaty skin. Paying them no mind, we walk up the path. I still have no idea what Tom thinks is so important that he needs to show me in-person. Couldn’t this have been done online or something?

      Rounding the corner, I step onto the deck, heading to the outdoor shower to rinse off my feet. After I do, I invite Tom inside. He glances at his watch. “In a hurry?” I ask, still not understanding what Tom is all about at the moment.

      “Not in a hurry. But it’s almost time.”

      “Time for what?” I ask, getting more annoyed by the minute.

      “You’ll see,” he tells me. Then the doorbell of the beach house chimes. What in the bloody hell is going on?

      “Expecting someone?” I ask Tom, because I’m not expecting anyone.

      “Yes. Answer the door.”

      “Yes, sir,” I jibe, walking through the beach house, toward the front door. I don’t know what to expect, but if Tom knows what it is, then I’m not worried.

      As I swing open the door, surprise is written all over my face. “Uh…” I say, eyeing the matronly lady in front of me who’s wearing a backpack. She’s also gripping a car seat with a baby inside. “Hi,” I manage to get out. Why is there a woman and a baby on the front steps of my rented beach house?

      “I’m Rosie. And this is Emory,” she tells me, giving the car seat a small boost in her arms. Okay. What do they have to do with me?

      “Uh, Tom?” I say suspiciously. I’m still very much in the dark about this whole situation.

      “Let them in, Felix.”

      “I’m sorry. What?” I stammer, blocking their way inside. I’m not that much of an asshole to deny a lady and a baby entry, but why are they here?

      “Just do it. I’ll explain everything,” he tells me, getting impatient. I’m pretty sure I should be the impatient one, as I still have no idea what the hell is going on. Tom had better explain himself ASAP.

      “Have a seat,” he tells the woman, gesturing for me to do the same. I plop into a wicker chair adjacent.

      The woman sits the car seat down on the floor and slips off the backpack, sitting on the wicker couch.

      My eyes snag Tom’s. “Explain.”

      He exhales loudly. Sitting back in his chair, he tries to find the right words. “She’s yours.”

      “Who?” I ask, confused. Tom directs his gaze at the baby. Falling back against the cushions of the chair, it hits me like a ton of bricks. Bricks that feel impossible heavy upon my chest. He means the baby. Emory. “She can’t be mine,” I say, dumbfounded. I have a kid? No way. I always use protection. Tom’s next words snap me out of my stupor.

      “We won’t know for sure until you submit to a paternity test. But the similarities are there. Look at her, Felix.”

      I take a good look at the baby in front of me. Her hair is a medium shade of brown and curly, but then I see it. It’s her mouth and eyes. They’re a mirror image of my own. Bright green eyes with flecks of brown and full lips. The blow is like a kick to the gut and I feel like I could puke. Fuck, she’s mine. There’s no doubt about it. I need to take a DNA test just to be sure, although, there’s no doubt in my mind that she’s my kid.

      “And her mother is who?” I ask reluctantly, cringing as the words leave my lips. I should probably know the answer, but I don’t.

      “Her mother is Katerina.”

      I search my brain and then it hits me. Rina. The fun brunette with killer⁠—

      “From the look on your face, you remember. That’s a start.”

      “I do remember. Why is she not with her mother?” I ask, my throat tight. I’m shocked that I have a baby and no one told me until now.

      “She’s dead. Car accident.” he tells me. Rina is dead.

      It hits me hard. I take a few deep breaths, gathering my thoughts. I’ve just been handed two pieces of news I never thought I’d hear. I look at Tom and ask, “So what’s next?”

      He gets up and pats my shoulder. “Now, you take care of your little girl. We’ll talk soon,” he tells me, gesturing for the woman to follow him.

      “Wait! You can’t leave yet,” I call pathetically. But it’s no use. I hear the front door of the beach house close. Then it sinks in. I now have a baby to take care of. It feels so foreign. Fuck! I almost let loose a scream of frustration, but I catch myself at the last moment. You idiot. If this is hard for you, what about Emory? Turning back to the wicker couch, I look down at the sleeping child. She looks so peaceful. So much so that I don’t want to move her. So I leave her be and let her sleep.

      
      A Few Hours Later

      I hear a baby crying. Odd. I don’t remember dreaming about a baby. Slowly, the sleepy fog clears and I wake violently, jackknifing into a sitting position. Emory. Getting up, I go to her. She’s crying and waving her hands. She wants out of her car seat. I stare down at her. I have a daughter. And her name is Emory. It’s a beautiful name. Gazing down at her, I marvel at how tiny she is. And how much she looks like me. It’s uncanny. Suddenly, her cries intensify, snapping me out of my reverie. I have minimal knowledge of babies, but I’ve seen enough of them in movies and on TV so maybe I’ll be okay. Cradling her to my chest, I inhale her baby scent. She doesn’t stop crying, though. She’s still upset. Maybe she’s hungry? Or needs a diaper change? I’m not sure. Holding her tight, I grab the backpack and head into the bedroom. I can check for a dirty diaper while I lay her on the bed.

      “Oh, girl! You stink!” I joke, peeling her poopy diaper away, feeling like I want to throw up. Words cannot describe the sheer level of stink coming from one small child. “Time for a fresh diaper,” I say soothingly.

      Opening the backpack, I dig around, looking for baby wipes and a diaper. It’s no small feat, as Emory won’t stay still. Eventually, I find clothes, pacifiers, and a whole bunch of other things. And wouldn’t you know, the last things I find are what I need: a fresh diaper and some baby wipes. At least Emory came with the essentials. I’ve never done this before, so this will be interesting. I begin to clean her up, but she won’t stop squirming. I’m persistent, though, and I finally get her cleaned up. Next up: fresh diaper. Scooting the diaper under her, I position it and get it fastened. It passes muster, but just barely. It’s crooked and a little loose. But it’s on. Eh, whatever. I’ll do better next time.

      As I gaze down at Emory, she gazes up at me, her big hazel eyes staring right at me. Her arms bounce and she kicks her legs. She’s stopped crying. “I’d cry, too, if I had to be in a poopy diaper,” I muse, scooping her up. “Are you hungry? I think I saw some formula in the bag,” I ask. I don’t expect an answer, but I think she understands because she smiles up at me. “Okay. I’ll take that as a ‘yes.’”

      Back in the living room, I carefully place Emory back in her car seat, and she’s not amused. She starts to cry again. And the sound slices my heart in two. But I press on. As quickly as I can, I stuff baby things back into the bag and loop the strap over my shoulder. Grabbing Emory, I head into the kitchen, where I sit the car seat on the floor. And just when I think she’ll calm down a bit, she doesn’t. Her crying only increases once again.

      “One more minute, baby girl. I promise you I’ll get some formula made. Just a couple more seconds,” I coo, trying to sooth her incessant crying. But it’s no use. She just keeps crying. I have no idea how to make formula. Digging back into the bag, I find the canister and a bottle. Turning the canister in my hands, I see there are directions. Thank god. But how much do I make? Does it really matter?

      Making the formula as directed I place the nipple of the bottle in her mouth and she instantly latches on, sucking vigorously. Well, at least that worked. So far so good. Soon, my arms starts to fall asleep. I’m saved when she gets sleepy and her eyes start to close. Almost immediately, her lips pop off the nipple and she falls asleep. Like, she pretty much passes out. I carefully remove the bottle and step back. She’s so peaceful when she sleeps. Picking her up, I walk around with her. Am I supposed to pat her back or something? I’m not sure, so I do it anyway and let her nap as I walk around the house enjoying the quiet for a few minutes. I don’t know how long it will last.

      By the time Emory wakes up, my arms are tired. I really need to get her a few things, namely a place to sleep. Making another mental note, I tuck that away for later. The evening is starting to cool off, the sun lowering closer to the horizon. Maybe Emory would like to see the sunset? I know I would. Decision made, I carry her out of the beach house and down the path towards the beach. Once my feet hit the sand, I feel a sense of calm. And Emory does too. Glancing down, she’s looking at the ocean and the miles of sand. She’s taking everything in around her. Well, I’d say she’s like me in that regard: she’s enamored with beautiful beaches.

      Settling into the lounge chair I vacated earlier, I hold her in my arms. But that lasts all of two seconds. She starts to squirm almost immediately. Getting out of the chair, I start walking along the beach, the salty waves gently lapping at the shore, the calming sounds soothing to both Emory and myself. She’s gurgling happily, her cries silenced by the breathtaking beauty of the beach as the sun sets. I walk back and forth along the beach, rocking her gently until the sun disappears. I can feel the cool ocean breeze take the place of the warm sun on our skin. Looking down at the baby in my arms, I see Emory has nodded off again. And that’s my cue. It’s time to go back to the beach house and call it a night. At least for Emory. Me? I’m still wide awake, as I normally don’t go to sleep until the wee hours of the morning.

      
      The Next Morning

      I wake up to Emory crying. What time is it? My head is foggy and my mouth feels like cotton. Prying my eyes open, I reach for my phone on the nightstand. Flicking it on, it flashes the time: 5:30 a.m. Fuuuck. I’ve only been asleep for four hours. Gathering up the little energy I have, I scratch my abs and get out of bed. I gather Emory into my arms, laying her against my bare chest. “Morning little one. Are we hungry or need a diaper change? Or both?” I ask, not expecting an answer. And of course, Emory fusses. I start with a fresh diaper, then mix a bottle of formula. She eats like a champ. Thank goodness for small favors.

      Once I have Emory sated and she’s stopped crying, I lay her against my chest once again and make myself some coffee. Not just one cup. Oh, no. I make a whole pot. I’ve a feeling I’m going to need it. Waiting for the coffee to finish brewing, I take stock of my life. One moment I’m a twenty-six year-old carefree bachelor with an amazing career, now I’m a single dad. I am so fucked. There’s no way I can make this work. But I want to try. Being a foster kid myself, I’ll never let Emory end up in the system. What am I going to do? And then it hits me. I need to text my manager. I have to make this work. For not only my sake, but the sake of my child. My child
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