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Next Door Daddy


Blurb
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I’ve been saving my V- card for the s$xy single dad next door, 

So what if he doesn’t seem to notice me yet. 

I’ll do everything in my power to seduce him, 

Even if it means being a nanny to his 5 year old. 

Every moment spent in his house makes me fall further and further in love with him. 

Talk about chiselled abs and hard muscles! 

I don’t care about his billions, 

All I want is being with him forever. 

But he’s damaged goods, 

And his past haunts us both. 

The question is – Is love enough for this relationship to flourish?
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Chapter One: Zoe
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There are two major problems in my life.

The first I can see as I put my paintbrush down, sighing at the unfinished work on the easel in front of me. I eye it carefully, frowning at the harsh sketch lines and the contrasting colors on the canvas. I have been working on this piece for the last three days.

I don’t like it.

With another sigh, I pick it up and carry it over to a corner of the room, where several other canvases are sitting, abandoned. For weeks, I have been trying to find my muse and finish a painting. But nothing ever feels right.

Maybe it’s because of the colors? I cross the room and pick up my palette, studying the paints that I have squeezed onto it. Then I turn to look at the scattered paint tubes around the room. Maybe I should stop by an art supply shop on the way home and pick up some more paint? I did notice, yesterday, that some of the tubes are running out.

To get more paint, though, I need money. To get money, I need to either sell my paintings (which won’t happen while I can’t even finish one) or go to my job, which I hate.

Speaking of which...

I look at the clock. It’s eight thirty in the morning and I’ve been up for some time. It was stupid of me to have wasted so much time on a painting I can’t finish, but I am desperate to finish something.

Shaking my head at myself, I pick up my cooling cup of tea and carry it into the kitchen so I can tip it down the drain. I wriggle out of the apron I am wearing and toss it carelessly over the back of a chair.

I can see the sun shining brightly and I open my front door to catch a whiff of fresh, morning air. This is my favorite time of day, when the sun is casting beams of light over the green, dew-sodden grass, making it glitter.

Though, if I am honest with myself, there is another reason why this time of the day is my favorite. I step onto my porch, just in time to see the distant figure of my second problem in my life step out of the house next door.

Seth Gray, resident rich-guy and as hot as the sun. I see, as he walks down the path and gets closer, that, like always, he’s wearing a suit. As I watch, he’s adjusting the knot of his tie while he walks. I trail my eyes down the length of his body, appreciating the way the steel gray is cut perfectly to suit his tall, slim figure.

Pretending that I am here for more than just to catch an eyeful, I wander down the path to my mailbox. On the street, I can see a sleek black car, the driver at the wheel tapping on his phone as he waited for his employer.

I wonder what it would be like to be so rich that someone would arrive every day to drive me to work. When I moved into this house, excited because I had won a small fortune on the lotto and I was putting it all toward buying a house, I wasn’t told that I would be living next to a genuine billionaire. It had been hard to miss the sweeping grounds and the massive, two-story mansion that lived right next door, though.

I have never spoken to Seth, as much as I would like to. He’s always in a rush from one place to another, and his only visitors seem to be a revolving door of nannies for his young daughter, who I see playing in the yard on occasion. Sometimes, I attempt to catch his attention, but he never notices me. I don’t think he even knows I exist.

On the other hand, I took one look at Seth on the day I first moved in and found it impossible to look away. Everything about him captivates me, from his jet-black hair and dark eyes to his long, pianist fingers, to the smile that I only ever see if his daughter is around.

Sometimes, I imagine how our encounter will go. I can picture the way his eyes will linger on me, the deep, delicious baritone as he speaks to me, and the attraction that I know would spring up between us. I have never seen his daughter’s mother, nor have I ever seen him with a girlfriend, so I assume he is single, and that I might be the one to draw his eyes.

“Be good!” I hear him call, and I look up in time to see him rush through the gate, still doing up the buttons on his jacket with one hand, a briefcase swinging in the other.

He’s so close now that I can read the concentration on his face. I raise my hand and open my mouth to call a greeting. But the words get stuck before I can force them out, and he doesn’t even notice me as he goes through the gate and gets in the car.

The driver does, though. He has seen me trying to speak to Seth before, and he gives me a sympathetic look before nodding at something Seth says and driving away. I hunch my shoulders in embarrassment and disappointment before sighing to myself.

Not today, then.

I collect my mail, looking at the two envelopes. Neither of them is very interesting; one is a bill that I could deal with later, and the other looks like it could be from the local library, reminding me that I need to return the books that I had borrowed.

The books in question are sitting on the kitchen table, all of them about art. I went to the library to borrow them a few weeks ago, in the hopes that looking at the pictures would inspire me, but it had been useless.

I sigh. Art and Seth...the two largest interests in my life, and I continue to fail at doing anything about either. I can’t finish a painting and I can’t say even a single word to Seth.

My phone rings at this moment, and I look at it, startled by the loud sound which cracks the silence of the morning. For a moment, I contemplate ignoring it, but then I sigh and pick it up. There are only so many people that would be calling me.

“Hello?” I say.

“Zoe!” I recognize the voice straight away, and I sigh; my best friend, Katherine, is always up with the sun, and I should count myself lucky that she waited this long to call. “How are you?”

“Busy,” I say bluntly.

Katherine is silent for a long moment. “The painting didn’t work out?”

I wince. She knows me better than I know myself, sometimes. “No...it’s no good.”

“Sorry,” Katherine says with a sigh. “What are you going to try next?”

“Mmm...maybe a beach theme?” I ask, tapping my fingers on the table. “You know, with the sunrise, and the water and the sand...maybe something beautiful like that will give me some inspiration.”

“Maybe,” Katherine agrees. “Or maybe you could try painting that hunk you live next door to.”

I regret the day I ever told Katherine about Seth.

“You know I can’t do that,” I sigh. “I haven’t even spoken one word to him.”

“That doesn’t mean you can’t paint him,” Katherine points out in what she likely thinks is a logical manner. “After, you can go show him. It would be a conversation starter!”

“Oh yes, I can see how that will go,” I snort. “I can just say, ‘Hey, we’ve never spoken, but I live next door to you, and I needed inspiration to do art, so I decided to paint you’, right?”

“That sounds good to me,” Katherine agrees, and then she laughs. “Seriously, Zoe, just talk to the guy. That way you’ll stop pining after him, one way or another.”

“Katherine, he’s a billionaire,” I remind her. “Remember that time we looked him up? He’s internationally famous. You don’t just go up and talk to people like that.”

“I don’t see why not,” Katherine says, and I can almost hear her rolling her eyes. “If he has a problem with someone like you talking to him, then he’s just a snob and not worth your time anyway.”

I sigh. “That’s hardly the point.”

“No, the point is that you keep thinking about the guy, and you aren’t even giving him a chance,” Katherine says, and I wince. Her voice softens. “Just go for it, Zoe. You’re gorgeous, he’ll definitely take a second look at you.”

I flush, not sure how to respond.

“I need to go; the kettle just boiled,” I cough.

“Yeah, yeah,” Katherine says. “You on for drinks later?”

“You bet!” I agree, glad to be off the subject of Seth. “The usual place?”

“Of course,” Katherine laughs. “You better come in with lots of cute stories about your animals!”

We bid each other farewell, and I hang up, feeling a little better. Katherine has been my best friend since we were children, and I can always count on her to make me feel better.

This morning, though, it’s hard to stay upbeat for long. I look around my home, taking in the dishes on the sink, the paints scattered everywhere, and I remember, once more, the way Seth’s eyes had simply slid over me, as though I wasn’t there.

Is this what my life is? Sitting in a tiny house, working a job that I hate because I can’t find the inspiration to do what I love, pining after a neighbor that doesn’t see me?

Not, I must say, that my job is all bad. I don’t like my boss, who is loud, obnoxious and likes to try and pay me less than what I normally earn. I also don’t get along very well with my co-workers; Sadie spends most of her time on the phone and Rick is arrogant.

But I like working with the animals. Since I work in a pet store, I can play with lots of different animals every time I work. My favorite animals are the cats; my main job is to play with them, feed them and keep them clean until someone comes in to buy them. Last week, we got some kittens in and they are adorable, especially a tiny, black brother-sister pair that stick to each other like glue.

Sometimes I wonder if having an animal around might help me. Looking after an animal would give me something to do, and I might not feel so lonely all the time. Then I remember that I don’t have the money to afford to keep an animal and that having an animal around paints would not be a good idea.

“I’ll get a cat when I’m rich and famous,” I promise myself, not for the first time, as I pick up some empty paint tubes and put them in the bin.

If I become rich and famous. At the rate I’m going, I’ll be lucky if I ever manage to sell a single painting.

Pushing away the dark thoughts, I look at the time again on the clock. It’s still early, and I don’t have to be at work until this afternoon. Yawning, I wander into the bathroom and look at myself in the mirror.

I have paint on my fingers, and my hair is a nest of curls and knots. My uniform is folded neatly on the table, waiting for me to wear to work, so I head to the bathroom, pulling my shirt over my head as I walk and dropping it to the ground. The white sink, once pristine, is covered in paint stains, reminding me that I really need to give it a proper clean one of these days.

Maybe a little more sleep will do me good, I decide. I’ve been up since the early hours, working on the painting that I just discarded, and I have time for a nap before work. Sighing to myself, shrugging my shirt off so I’m just in my underwear, I slip under the sheets on my bed. I’m asleep in moments.

***
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OF COURSE, I DREAM of Seth. It isn’t the first time, and it won’t be the last.

Seth smiles at me, sultry and inviting, as he steps toward me, his hands raising toward me. His fingers brush against the skin of my smooth shoulder, and I shudder at the feel of his calloused fingertips.

“Seth,” I moan. “I want you so badly.”

“Then you can have me,” Seth says, his voice low.

I groan and step forward, pressing the full length of my body to his. He’s naked while I am only wearing my underwear, I realize hazily, and the heat around us swells faster. Seth’s hands reach up and he tangles his fingers in my silken hair, winding it around his hand.

“Such beautiful curls,” he purrs, lifting a handful of hair to sniff it. “You smell so good.”

He does too. The smell of his cologne, deep and musky, is driving me crazy. I choke off a few gasps as his hips thrust against mine, his erection pressing against me.

“Do you want me?” Seth asks. “Do you want me to fuck you?”

“Yes,” I moan, my eyes fluttering closed. “Fuck me hard, Seth.”

He chuckles, and I can feel the sound go through his chest, the vibrations traveling through my breasts, when they are pressed tightly against him.

I wonder what he sees as he looks at me. I remember looking at myself in the mirror.

Does he see the curve of my hips? His hand runs over the smooth skin, his nails scraping lightly over it, causing goosebumps to rise everywhere. His hands are large and strong, and they cup my hips easily. Then his fingers find the edge of my bra, and I groan as he runs a nail beneath the hem, lightly, teasingly touching the underside of my breast.

I can almost feel his strong arms around me, wrapping me in warm, comforting heat. I drop my hands to his shoulder as he slowly explores my body. I reach behind me and unclasp my bra.

“Touch me more,” I beg.

“I’m going to set you on fire with my touch alone,” Seth breathes in my ear, and I shudder.

My bra comes loose and the straps slip down my shoulders. I shrug it off and it falls to the ground with a soft whump. My nipples, free of their clothed confines, harden in the chilly air, and Seth cups my left breast in one hand, kneading it softly. Then he pinches the nipple, and I shudder again at the touch.

“Seth,” I groan, leaning back, his hand on the small of my back so I don’t fall.

Seth is leaning over me, his eyes dark with desire, his body so hot that it’s like pressing hard against a furnace. His hands slip down toward my vagina, tugging gently at the hair that’s there, teasing at the skin just above, making my toes curl as I arch my back.

“More, more,” I pant, wriggling impatiently against him, his cock pressing against my thigh.

Then, suddenly, he pulls back.

“Not yet,” he says, his voice low, his eyes dark and intent on mine. “First, I want to watch you touch yourself.”

I almost come apart right then and there. Seth suddenly pushes me backward, and I hit the bed that’s suddenly there.

“Touch yourself,” Seth breaths. “Fuck yourself on your own fingers and know that I’m watching every moment of it.”

I throw my head back and moan.
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Feeling Seth’s eyes on me, I scoot back up onto the bed, my skin trembling on t the silken sheets beneath me. Then I rub one hand beneath my legs, feeling the moisture that’s beginning to pool there, and I let my calves fall apart, throwing my head back against the duvet.

Seth has found a chair and he’s sitting back, watching me touch myself, his eyes encouraging me on, his fingers twitching as though he wants to join in. I moan at the waves of lust and heat that crash over me at the thought, and I rub my fingers around my entrance for a moment before slipping one fingertip inside the tight heat.

“That’s it,” Seth hisses. “Fuck yourself hard, show me how you like it.”

I press my fingers in deeper, my movements hurried and feverish, egged on by the look in Seth’s eyes as he watches me. As I watch, he begins to lazily stroke his cock, and it twitches at the attention, almost as impatient as I am for the main event.

“Please, please, come and fuck me,” I groan.

“Get yourself good and ready for me,” Seth says. “And I’ll let you feel every bit of me.”

I imagine Seth sliding into me, and I press in deep, thrust my own fingers deep into my body. I rock my hips desperately against my hand and, feeling like it’s not enough, I add a third finger.

“Now, touch your breast, play with the nipple,” Seth orders.

I’m helpless to do anything other than listen and obey. Sobbing at the overwhelming pleasure that crashes over me in wave after wave, I lift my free hand to pinch at the nipple of my right breast. I cry out at all the sensations, sure that this is enough to send me over the edge into my approaching orgasm.

But it isn’t. My fingers aren’t large enough, no matter how deeply I try to take them into my body. I writhe and groan on the bed, and look over at Seth, who is still just watching me, his cock jutting upwards.

“Please,” I moan.

Seth chuckles darkly, and the sound sends a fissure of electricity through me, making me throw my head back, too overwhelmed to speak.

“We’re almost ready,” he promises. “Now, why don’t you come over here and slick up my cock with your mouth?”

It takes me a moment to register what he says. When I do, I pull my fingers from my body and shakily get off the bed. It’s not fair that he looks so calm while I’m trembling with need. Later, when I’m thinking back to this dream, I won’t be able to help wondering if this is what Seth would be like in real life, or if he will be just as overwhelmed with pleasure as me.

Seth’s knees open invitingly as I drop down in front of him, his cock right in front of me. I eye it hungrily as it leaks, showing me exactly how hard he is for me. He’s sitting here, watching me, and he’s this hard just from watching me touch myself.

“Suck me, Zoe,” Seth groans.

I wrap my lips around the tip of his cock and swirl my tongue around it. For the first time, Seth shows signs of coming undone at my touch. He bucks his hips and moans, his eyes closing as his hands clench in my hair.

Encouraged by this reaction, I take more of his cock into my mouth, bobbing up and down on it, slicking it up with my saliva. His cock throbs in my mouth, pulsing with heat and need, and I chuckle around it, the sound sending vibrations straight through it.

“Fuck!” Seth cries, his hands tightening on my hair almost painfully. “Shit, what was that?”

I laugh again and he groans, thrusting his hips up. His cock slides over my lips, and I lick the cum that is swiftly forming now, tasting it. I imagine that this taste is uniquely Seth, and I moan at the thought, causing him to groan again at the sensation, thrusting up more desperately.

“Keep doing that, it feels so good,” he gasps. “Crap, Zoe, what do you do to me? You’re perfect, you look so amazing with your mouth wrapped around my cock like that.”

I suck on him, and he writhes beneath me, panting harshly above my head. He’s tugging on my hair now, both trying to pull me off and push me down further so I can take more of him in my mouth. I breathe in the musky smell of him, and fire races through me. His body trembles.

I want this so badly. I’ve always wanted this. I watch him from afar and imagine how it will feel to have him with me, to touch him and to be touched by him. I run my hands over his muscular thighs, and they fall further apart as he slides down a little in his chair, making me turn my head slightly to move with him. He’s falling apart beneath me, and it’s glorious.

Then, suddenly, Seth pushes me back. He’s panting, his breathing ragged with need, and his eyes are dark with lust. He tugs me up with his hands in my hair and presses a hard kiss to my lips, pushing his tongue inside my mouth as he tastes himself. His tongue swirls everywhere, and I moan into his mouth, my hands falling to his hips.

He pulls me up more, and I scramble into his lap, straddling his thighs. His cock digs against my leg, and his hips buck upward against me as he ravages my mouth, stealing my breath away. He pushes his hand against the small of my back, pulling me impossibly close, and I try to breathe through my nose.

Eventually, though, air becomes an issue, and I pull back, gasping. His lips glisten with silver, and I eye the way I’ve bitten his bottom lip, making it swollen and red. Seth doesn’t pause, though. He presses kisses along my throat, and then he bites my collar, hard, his teeth pressing into my skin.

“Fuck,” I hiss, grinding my hips down on his, bouncing slightly as I wait for him to be in me, my head thrown back to give him better access.

He licks the bite mark, soothing it, and electric sparks dance from the area, making me shudder with need.

“No more,” I gasp. “I need you in me.”

“Then fuck yourself on me,” Seth says, biting my ear.

I waste no time in raising myself on my knees. I grip his cock firmly in my hand and guide it towards my entrance, teasing the tip into me. Even that is almost too much, and I have to pause for a moment to catch my breath as Seth grips my hips.

Then, in one, smooth movement, I thrust downward, taking his cock into my body. I clench around him at the sudden intrusion, and we both groan at the sensation, both too far gone to think straight anymore.

“Yes, take it all,” Seth moans. “Take all of my cock into you. Ride me hard.”

I pant in reply, circling my hips slightly on his lap as I adjust to him. Then I raise myself up and push down again, his hips snapping up to meet mine.

His fingers dig into my hips, helping me raise myself up and pushing me down. We strike a fast pace, skin slapping against each other, every ridge of his cock disappearing eagerly into me. I slam down as hard as I can, trying to take him deep into my body, and his hips thrust up over and over again.

Then his cock hits a certain spot in my body and I stop with a strangled scream as my vision goes white. When my eyes clear, Seth is grinning wickedly at me as his hands encourage me to raise myself back onto my knees until only the tip is left in me. Then he pulls me down, his hips snapping up at a different angle to before, and pleasure wracks me as my g-spot is struck again.

“More, more,” I sob, my movements become frantic and desperate as I rock against him. “I need more of you in me, fuck me deep, Seth!”

“I’m going to fuck you and come so deep inside you that you’ll feel it for days,” Seth promises in a low voice.

I choke on the heat that’s surrounding us. I can barely breathe, and lust is ravaging me, wrecking me as I cry and thrust helplessly. I’m barely moving on my own anymore, too overwhelmed to do so, and Seth just grips hard and rocks into my body, the chair creaking beneath us.

Then he suddenly stands, my legs latching around his waist to keep him in me, and my back hits the mattress of the bed. My legs fall open and my hands grip his shoulder as he adjusts the angle and drives into me over and over again, plowing so deeply inside me that I’m seeing stars.

“Take all of it,” Seth growls. “Take every inch of me into your body.”

“Yes!” I cry out.

The pleasure is almost painful now, and I writhe, sobbing, seeking release. It builds and builds and builds; the inferno blazing through me, trying desperately to drive myself over the edge as I buck my hips forward, taking more and more of him, almost impossibly deep...

I start awake with a cry, barely aware of where I am. The world around me is far too hot, and my body is trembling. My legs are spread on the mussed sheets, and two of my fingers are already in my body, chasing my orgasm in my sleep. Too far gone, needing more, I throw my head back and groan, images from my dream still haunting me.

I could imagine it was Seth’s finger, pushing inside me to prepare me for something larger. I push in further, massaging the inner walls, and my legs tremble from all the overwhelming sensations. My other hand is shaking as it skates across my body, exploring every inch of it as though it was the first time, until I find a sensitive spot just inside my leg, and I pinch it, imagining someone’s teeth closing lightly over the skin. Pleasure races through me, and I fall off the edge, into a pool of fire as my back arches off the bed.

When the sensations recede, I lie still for a moment, dropping both hands from my body, trying to calm my racing heart. Reality returns around me, and I’m back in my bed, alone, blinking sleep from my eyes. Catching my breath, I look up at the ceiling as my trembling subsides.

Then I turn my head and look at the clock. I slept longer than I had expected. If I don’t leave soon, I’ll be late for work.

A wave of loneliness, almost as strong as the pleasure that had rocked me, comes over me. It was great to imagine that Seth was here, and having his image in my mind as I touched myself just makes my desires more powerful.

But it is always afterward that is the hardest; when it strikes me that Seth isn’t here, that no one is. When I have to pick myself up and move on with my life and remember that nothing has changed.

Sometimes, that instant of gratification is almost not worth this.

With a sigh, I roll out of bed. I am sweaty, now, and I need a quick shower, despite having taken one earlier. I don’t want to go into work smelling of sweat and self-pleasure, after all.

One day, I tell myself, things will be different. I will catch Seth’s eye, and show him everything that I have. In return, I will take what he gives me, and explore him as much as I am able.

Until that day, I will just live my life as I always have. I will go to work, watch him from afar and try to paint.

It is all I can do right now.
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“Heading out?”

I look up at the sound of my secretary’s voice, giving him a tired smile as he leans in the doorway.

“About to,” I say. “You?”

“Nah, my boss has given me a crazy amount of paperwork to finish,” he says, and then grins. “But, if you insist, I can leave it until tomorrow.”

I laugh, shaking my head at him. Jason Grant has been my secretary for three years now, and he is brilliant at his job. He also isn’t as intimidated by wealth and station as everyone else seems to be; he is always around the corner with a joke, and he never lets anything get him down, even when I overload him with work because I’m already overloaded.

“That’s probably a good idea,” I say, standing and stretching. “We’ve done a lot, today; we can finish tomorrow. It’s getting late, after all.”

“Late” is an understatement. It’s already nine o’clock at night. Alicia, my five-year-old daughter, is likely already in bed, and Yvonne, her latest nanny, is probably impatiently waiting for me to get home so that she can return to her own bed.

“Everything alright?” Jason asks me, peering at me closely.

“I think Yvonne is going to quit,” I admit, voicing the worry that had been on my mind all week. “Yesterday, Alicia pretended to be hiding outside, and Yvonne spent most of the day in the heat, searching for her. When she came back in, she found that Alicia had eaten an entire tub of ice cream.”

Jason winces. “Ouch. But she’s still there after that, so that has to count, right? It’s only been a few weeks with this one.”

“One week,” I correct glumly, not wanting to remember how many nannies I have gone through this year alone. “I really thought Georgia, the last nanny, was going to stay; she was there for two months, the longest yet.”

“Yeah, what happened to her, anyway?” Jason asks curiously.

I grimace at the memory. “Alicia dig up some worms and put them in her hair. That, apparently, was the last straw for her.”

“Hate to say it, but that would have been the last straw for me, too,” Jason says.

“I know, I wasn’t surprised... It just made things more difficult,” I sigh. “Barely anyone is applying for the position anymore. Yvonne came in at the last minute. If she leaves, I don’t know what I’ll do.”

“Bring Alicia to work?” Jason suggests.

We both take a moment to consider my five-year-old daughter being in the office. We both shudder.

“No,” I said firmly. “I don’t think that will be a good idea.”

I love my daughter. Alicia is the only thing I have left of my wife who passed away four years ago. I would give her the world if I could. Unfortunately, Alicia is not so great with being separated from me, and she is an absolute terror to her nannies in the hopes that I will come home and stay with her.

It’s getting to the point where working from home may be the only option available to me. I don’t even want to think about trying to find a new nanny if Yvonne leaves...but I also know, based on how my most recent nanny has been speaking lately, that I am going to have to face this problem very soon.

“She’d run riot,” Jason agrees with a laugh. “Either that, or she’d be ruling the place within the week.”

I sigh and pull myself to my feet, tugging my jacket back into place. Neither Yvonne or Alicia (if she is still awake) would care if my clothes weren’t pristine, but I am always uncomfortably aware of the fact that their eyes are always on me. Alicia is too young to be affected by articles about me and, by association, her, but, one day, she will be old enough to look back and see what the world thought of us. I am determined to make sure she reads nothing but good things.

“I’d better get home,” I say, picking up my briefcase.

Jason waves me off, hurrying back to his desk to grab his possessions, and I head down to the atrium, giving the receptionist a tired wave. She smiles back just as wearily, and I suppress a yawn as I leave through the tall, automatic glass doors.

My car is already waiting for me, idling on the curb, exactly as I knew it would be. I sent Matt, my driver, a message a half hour ago to let him know how much longer I would be, and he is where I want him to be, on the dot, as always.

“Thanks,” I say to Matt as I slide into the back seat.

“No problem,” Matt says with a small smile. He flicks his indicator on and joins the traffic. “Did you have a good day at work?”

“A busy day,” I said with a shrug. “Now I have to get home and see what my daughter has done to her nanny this time.”

Matt chuckled. “She’s your daughter, all right; stubborn as a mule, and determined to get her way.”

“I could have done without her inheriting the stubbornness,” I sigh. “I wish she got her mother’s temperament.”

Rose, my beautiful wife, was gentle and kind, and it is still a shock that the world could have taken her the way it did. I close my eyes and lean back; there are still days when her loss hurts.

“She just has some separation anxiety,” Matt says, bringing me back to the present. “She’ll get over it.”

“When?” I ask, grimacing. “She starts school next year. Is she going to terrorize her teachers until I have no choice but to homeschool her? I hoped that the nannies could teach her and help her get ready for school, but they spend most of their time running after her and ducking whatever she throws at them!”

“Have some patience,” Matt says. “I think it will all be fine.”

I sigh. It’s an easy thing for him to say. He isn’t the one who has to juggle an international company and a daughter that runs off every nanny I try to employ for her.

If only there was someone out there who could handle Alicia. As it is, I spend half my time at work worrying about how my daughter is doing, and whether she has finally managed to run a nanny off before I get home. I need someone who can both keep Alicia in line and be kind to her.

“Have you tried any of the nanny agencies?” Matt asked. “Aren’t they trained for this sort of thing?”

I give Matt an incredulous look. Then I remember that he has only been in my employment for three months.

“I did,” I inform him. “It was the first place I looked. But it was no good. All of them left.”

Matt whistles. “Your daughter is a master.”

“Don’t I know it,” I say glumly.

We pull up at the house and I stare at it for a long moment. The gardens are dark and there is only a single light on downstairs, which is a contrast to the quaint home next door, which is lit up with tiny, solar lights dotting the yard.

“Better go face the music,” Matt advises.

“Right,” I say, shaking myself from my musings. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Matt, thank you.”

I leave the car and close the door behind me. As I walk up the path, I hear it depart, leaving me alone to face the large, almost empty house, and the angry nanny who is no doubt waiting for me.

Still, as Matt said, I need to face her sooner or later. I count to ten, draw in a breath, and open the front door.

Yvonne is standing in the hall, waiting for me. Her thin arms are crossed, her lips are pressed into a tiny line, and her shoulders are stiff. It’s a bad sign.

“Yvonne,” I greet, trying to smile at her.

Then I notice the bandage on her head, and I close my eyes briefly, praying for patience. I know what will happen next.

“Accident?” I ask.

“There was a car on the stairs,” Yvonne says stiffly. “I went up the stairs to find Alicia and returned downstairs when I could not find her. The car appeared in the time between.”

I wince. “Sorry.”

“It is not you who should apologize,” Yvonne snapped before drawing in a deep breath. “She is lucky that I didn’t break anything. Unfortunately, I have hurt my back. I will need to withdraw from your employment.”

“Just until you’re better?” I try.

She gives me a look that clearly says, “Don’t be stupid”. I sigh.

“Please reconsider?” I ask, even though I know better. “I know Alicia is difficult, but she really is a sweet girl when you get to know her.”

“If she was so sweet, she wouldn’t have tried to force me to quit,” Yvonne points out.

“She’s also five,” I counter. “She’s five, and she misses me and she’s trying to get attention.”

Yvonne grimaces. I know what’s going through her mind. She’s thinking that Alicia may only be five, but she’s a spoiled princess who is determined to make everyone’s life difficult.

I’ve heard the same thing from several previous nannies.

“I just...can’t afford to have you leave,” I continue when she doesn’t voice what she’s thinking. “I had to take several days off before you applied, and I don’t think anyone else will reply to the ad.”

Yvonne wavers for a moment, and then she sets her shoulders, and I know I’ve lost.

“I’m sorry, Seth... I just can’t do this anymore,” Yvonne finally sighs. “I know this is putting you in a bad position, but...”

She looks guilty, which is more than I can say for some of the old nannies. It’s for that reason that I sigh again and try to smile at her.

“I understand,” I say, holding out my hand. “I wish you the best of luck.”

“And I, you,” Yvonne says with a small smile, shaking my hand. “And I am sorry.”

“It’s okay,” I say.

Except that it’s not, but I don’t say that to Yvonne as she leaves the house, leaving me without a nanny once more.

When she is gone, I head further into the house and sit heavily in a chair at my dining room table. I don’t know what I am going to do now. I’m not lying when I say that I don’t think I will have any more luck with nannies. It’s more surprising that I’ve managed until this point if I’m honest.

But that begs the question of what happens next. I’ll try my luck, of course, but what happens when I fail? What do I do? I cannot leave Alicia on her own. But I also cannot quit my job; not only do we need money to continue living and for Alicia’s future, but I can’t abandon the company that I created. This is my life’s work.

I had considered, earlier, working from home. But how long could that last?

Though, perhaps it doesn’t need to last very long. I only need another year. Then Alicia will be at school. As long as she doesn’t fulfill my own dark prophecy about forcing me to homeschool her, then I’ll be able to return to work full-time and adjust my work schedule to work around her school hours.

But that’s still a whole year away. That doesn’t help me now.

With a sigh, I pull out my phone and send a message to Jason.

“Yvonne quit. Won’t be in for a few days. Bring me anything I need to sign.”

Within seconds, I get a reply.

“Ouch. Will do!”

Well, at least work is fine for now. One of the perks of being the boss is that I can take a couple of days off if I need it, but I can’t leave the company to look after itself indefinitely. It’s already bad enough that I’m taking a few days off so soon after I did the same before finding Yvonne.

I wish that I could blame Yvonne for this, but I can’t. It isn’t entirely her fault, and I do understand what happened. It’s just unfortunate that it’s left me in such an awful position.

With a sigh, I pull my laptop out of my briefcase and boot it up. The advertisement that I had typed up when Georgie left is still sitting on my desktop, so I click it open and read it over to make sure that I don’t need to make any changes.

Experienced Nanny Wanted

Looking for a caring, responsible nanny for one child, a girl aged five. You must have some experience in looking after young children, and you must be mature, reliable and well-presented. You will be required to work Mondays to Saturdays, from 9 am until late. Any hours over 4 pm will be paid in overtime. This is a non-smoking household.

Your duties will include:


·  Preparing meals and snacks

·  Washing and drying clothes, as required

·  Taking the child on outings, as required

·  Teaching the child basic literacy and numeracy

·  Some cleaning and general housekeeping


Further duties and pay will be discussed at the time of employment, and I will reserve the right to do a background check.

Please email a current resume with a cover letter and references to Seth Gray at s.gray@aapparel.com.

There is nothing else I need to change about it, though I am strongly considering adding “Must be well versed in dealing with problem children” in the duties. I sigh and find the websites I normally use while searching for nannies, and put the advertisement up on them all.

I know it won’t work, though. Anyone who regularly looks at these sites will know that I have put this ad up more than once in a short space of time. No one in their right mind will respond to it.

My only hope is to find someone who is new, someone who isn’t aware that I have been trying desperately to find a nanny for my daughter for longer than I care to remember. Then it will have to be a miracle if I can find someone like that in the next few days.

I finish posting the ad and stand, shutting the lid on the laptop with a yawn. Loosening my tie, I make my way up the stairs, my feet sinking into the soft carpet. It isn’t very late, but I feel ridiculously tired all of a sudden.

Alicia’s door is half open, and I make my way toward it, nudging it open a little further. The soft glow from her nightlight spills across her face. She is clutching at her favorite doll and a lump forms in my throat. Rose made that doll before she died, and Alicia never allows it out of her sight.

I open the door further and step into the room, taking care not to tread on any of the many toys scattered on the floor. It’s a mess in here, and I can only imagine Alicia throwing everything around in a temper when she realized that her antics weren’t bringing me home any quicker.

“What am I going to do with you?” I sigh.

Alicia stirs, one eye flickering open briefly. She doesn’t seem to really see me, but a small smile curves on her lips as she drops back into sleep, and she pulls her doll in tighter.

I lean in to kiss her gently on the forehead, and then leave the room, pulling the door ajar once more. Once outside, I run my hand through my hair.

I wish I knew what to do. I can give my beautiful daughter everything she desires... except the thing she seems to want most, which
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