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      This is a nightmare, right?

      I’m trapped inside of the worst dream of my life. That has to be it.

      A man lowers a boom microphone over my head and I lift a hand to keep myself from being blinded by a huge, rolling light. Someone runs by and slaps a chef hat on my head, drawing raucous laughter from the audience behind me.

      Audience.

      I can feel their amusement as they watch me and two other, unsuspecting members of the public get ambushed on a reality television baking show. At least, I think that’s what this is? When I woke up this morning, my boyfriend told me we were going on a tour of a movie studio.

      None of it was true. He set me up.

      I turn around and spy Clyde in the front row, laughing with two of his friends.

      His grin says gotcha, and turning back around, I feel sick to my stomach.

      A man in a flashy gold suit comes into view holding a skinny microphone, his smile bleached white. “Hello contestants! Or should I say victims?” The audience cackles behind me. “You’re probably wondering what you’re doing here dressed in an apron and chef’s hat. Well, I’m about to tell you!” He glides across the soundstage in front of an elevated platform with three empty chairs behind it. “You’re on a brand new reality show called…” He cups his hand around an ear and the whole crowd chants the next three words. “You’ve Been Ambushed! It’s the only live baking competition show where the contestants are nominated by their friends and family to compete in one challenging round of utter humiliation.”

      Oh my God.

      I slowly realize there are cameras facing me from every angle. Not just me, though. To my left, there are two other victims at their own stations. A huge, bearded dude with tattoos snaking down his thick, muscular arms. He appears to be taking the whole situation in stride, his booming laugh echoing around the studio. On the other side of him is a beautiful redhead. Her lips are turned up in a flirtatious smile, but her cheeks are stained with pink.

      “As I mentioned, we are live right now. Wave to the studio audience at home!” croons the host. My hands remain limp at my sides and the host clucks disapprovingly. “For today’s competition, you will bake us a three-tier red velvet cake! So much room for error, am I right?”

      I zone out at that point, the host’s voice drowned out by the ringing in my ears. I can’t believe this is happening. It’s a running joke that I’m a terrible baker and normally I avoid it at all costs, but Clyde witnessed my ineptitude first hand. I’ve only been seeing Clyde for a couple of weeks and our first date was a bake sale fundraiser for his church, to which I contributed an absolute disaster of a pumpkin pie. Even the person who won the free pie didn’t want it.

      I’m going to walk out.

      There’s no way I can go through with this.

      It’s one thing to have a church lady turn her nose up at my pie, but I draw the line at being humiliated on television.

      The host has been busy interviewing the other two contestants, but he stops in front of my workstation now, beaming like the Ryan Seacrest from hell. “And here we have Alice, who has been nominated by her boyfriend, Clyde! Alice is a restaurant manager from Manhattan, New York and it’s a good thing her boss keeps her out of the kitchen, because she burns everything she touches.” I give him my signature dead-eyed stare perfected throughout years of riding the subway. “Is there anything you would like to say to the man who nominated you?”

      “Yes, actually. There is.” I turn slightly to face my boyfriend in the audience where he is just basking in the attention. “Clyde? We’re over. Done. Caput.”

      Clyde’s smug smile deflates and I turn to face the frozen host.

      “Also, I’m so not doing this.”

      Panic cracks like lightning across his features when I start to remove my apron. “Uhhh. B-but…don’t you want to meet our celebrity judges first?”

      “Nope.”

      “Um. First up!” Ignoring me, he keeps going. “All the way from jolly old England, this judge is the owner of three Michelin star restaurants and is known throughout the industry for his icy blue glare. Oooh. Please welcome baking master, Sebastian Cove!”

      I stop cold, my hands stilling behind my back in the act of untying the strings of my apron. Did he really just say Sebastian Cove was a judge on this show?

      Oh my God.

      My pounding heart shoots up into my mouth and I turn lightheaded.

      No, it can’t really be him. No way.

      For all my incompetence in the kitchen, I’ve lost countless hours of my life watching the experts bake on television. And I’ve always, always had an infatuation with Sebastian Cove. He has starred in my fantasies for years.

      My very, very naughty fantasies.

      Fantasies that I’ve never told anyone about.

      The frilly pink underwear I’m wearing beneath my skirt feels so tight all of a sudden. So much more meaningful than when I put it on this morning. I definitely didn’t put it on for Clyde. He’s never seen my underwear, let alone touched me in a sexual way. No man has. I might be a serial dater, but I’m a virgin to the bone.

      Sebastian Cove’s name is still lingering in the studio when he walks out from behind a black curtain and I almost drop to my knees. My pulse spins out of control. It’s him. It really is him. He’s here.

      His silver hair is lit by the television lights, his handsome features arranged in their signature bored expression. He’s the surly head angel, come down from the heavens to check on the mortal proceedings. And oh, the way his back and shoulders flex as he prowls to his chair, rolls up his dress sleeves in very precise motions and sits down and—

      He looks directly at me.

      The breath evacuates my lungs.

      I have the most insane urge to play with a lock of my hair and peek at him through my eyelashes, like a shy girl. The way I would in my multitude of fantasies.

      Briefly, his attention strays to Clyde and a muscle pops in his jaw.

      Sebastian goes back to watching me as the host moves on and introduces the next two judges. I’m barely listening, but apparently one is a professional hockey player and the other is a restaurant critic. She’s a petite woman with huge eyes, which she can’t seem to tear off the tattooed contestant to my left. Similarly, the hockey player seems quite interested in the redhead contestant—and his interest is surprising and pissing him off in equal measure.

      Wasn’t I leaving a second ago?

      Yeah, I was, but now I can’t seem to move my fingers. Sebastian Cove almost looks like he’s daring me to walk off the set. His dark eyebrow arches at me and then he does something that makes the ground tremble under my feet.

      He shakes his head at me. Just a quick tweak of his head. Just one. He’s telling me no. That I can’t leave.

      That he isn’t allowing it.

      I feel the certainty of our communication down to my toes and automatically, my fingers leave the strings of my apron. I press my thighs together as tightly as possible so the resulting wetness doesn’t run down my inner thighs. Thank God my lower half is hidden by the worktable. Based on the way Sebastian’s blue eyes darken, however, he knows very well the effect his silent command is having on me.

      My hands fold together on the table in front of me and I do what comes naturally, so naturally. I bow my head contritely and look up at Sebastian Cove through my eyelashes. As if to say, “Yes, sir. I’ll stay.” And my heart races faster when satisfaction settles him back in his chair.

      Ten minutes ago, I thought I was having a nightmare.

      Now, it feels like I’m trapped in one of my secret dreams—and I have no interest in escaping.
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      Why can’t I take my eyes off this girl?

      She’s an abysmal baker. As a master of the craft, her lack of skill should be a deal breaker for me. But I’m barely aware of the other two contestants. Or judges. Or even the cameras and lights. I can only see her. Every bite of her lip or tremble of her finger has a butterfly effect on my entire being. Each action from her ripples through me and seems to go on forever.

      What is it about her that has my hands gripped together on the table, zero blood left in my fingers? I hear the rasp of my breath. I hear the quick intakes of hers.

      I hide my wince as she cracks an egg into a bowl, losing half of the shell in her mixture. There is flour in her blonde hair, on her pink-stained cheeks. It’s on her backside, as well—a fact of which I’m extremely aware. Every thirty seconds, she wipes her hands on the back of her skirt, leaving white handprints and by God, I think I’m jealous over the fact that she gets to touch herself.

      The host called her Alice.

      I drop one of my hands beneath the judges table and fist my erection through my trousers, saying her name one more time in my head.

      Alice.

      As if I’d called to her, she looks up at me through loose strands of blonde hair, red lips and one green eye peeking up at me. Fuck. I squeeze my cock until it hurts.

      To say this reaction to Alice is unusual would be a laughable understatement.

      As a young man, I had a series of unsatisfying relationships that ended much the way they started, with little fanfare. As a man in his forties, I’ve long given up on the notion of settling down. I’ve never been sure what to look for in a relationship. I only know there’s always something…missing. There has certainly never been this wild energy, this hunger inside of me at the very sight of a female. As a well known bastard, I’m usually already wondering what the hell a woman wants from me.

      This girl? Alice?

      I’d like her to need things from me. I’d like to provide them.

      And I’d like to get on with it now.

      There’s a mixture of shame and excitement in the way she’s peeking up at me through her eyelashes. As if we’re in on a secret. She’s wet beneath that short, little skirt and she needs me to decide what’s to be done about it.

      Decide for me, please?

      Show me.

      Her unspoken pleas tighten my muscles until I think I’ll snap.

      My cock throbs in my palm and I force my hands back onto the table, grasping the edge tightly. I need to get through the next hour of filming so I can get her alone. It’s all I can think about.

      The insufferable host has been interviewing the other two judges. Now it’s my turn, though I’d like to shove the blasted microphone up his ass. “Ooooh. Is there a chill in the air? Sebastian Cove must be in the building.” He laughs along with the audience and I stare back at him blandly. “Oh. Erm.” The host coughs uncomfortably. “Mr. Cove. You’ve built three Michelin star restaurants from the ground up in your home city of London. Critics call your desserts some of the most successful in history, some even ranking you above Julia Child. My question is: Do you plan to rip our contestants to shreds today and can I bring popcorn?”

      Suddenly, I regret agreeing to shoot this pilot. Very much.

      If they didn’t offer my charity a disgusting amount of money, I never would have subjected myself to less than stellar baking. After all, I can do that at just about any restaurant that doesn’t have my name on the doors. More than anything, I’d like to scoop Alice up in my arms and make an escape somewhere private. But the British Humane Society will receive half a million Pounds in exchange for one more hour of my time. It would be selfish to quit now. I don’t give a shite about letting people down. Animals are a different story.

      The host’s question is still hanging in the air and I realize I’ve been glaring at him in silence for long moments. Do you plan to rip our contestants to shreds today and can I bring popcorn?

      “I never plan on ripping anyone to shreds. It’s something that happens in the moment,” I say quietly, giving him a disgusted once-over. “A moment like this one. Would you like a demonstration?”

      “N-no, I’m good for now,” he stammers. “Um. After watching the contestants for the last hour, do you think there is a front-runner?”

      Hell. I’ve paid almost no attention to the other two people, but I’m forced to examine them now. One is a fireman with a laugh that sounds like cannon fire. The other is a redhead from Vegas. A showgirl, I believe they said.

      I’ve only had my eyes off Alice for a matter of seconds and already I’m anxious to get her in my sights again. My gaze roams over her and thirst closes my throat, like I haven’t seen her in months instead of seconds.

      As I noticed early on, she’s nervous. Embarrassed by all the eyes on her.

      I don’t…like that she feels anything negative.

      I don’t fucking like it at all.

      Not for the first time, my attention strays to her ex-boyfriend where he sits looking crestfallen now in the front row. This mangy little pipsqueak put Alice in this situation without her knowledge and I’d like to bury my fist right between his eyes.

      Some of the blame is mine, too, however. Alice was going to leave until I arrived and ordered her without words to stay, simply because I couldn’t bear her leaving. And now, for the first time in my life, I have the urge to reassure someone.

      Soothe her. Apologize. Take away the tremor in her fingertips.

      I clear my throat. “Front-runner? No. It’s impossible to tell until the final product is presented.” I make eye contact with Alice and hold it. “However, there is potential here.”

      The host dissolves into skeptical laughter, but quiets immediately when I drum a single finger on the judge’s table. “Why don’t you bring me a coffee?” I say, flashing him my teeth. “Milk. No sugar.”

      “Oh, I’m the…host…” He backs up a pace. “Never mind. I’ll get it now.”

      I wave him away. “Piss off, then.”

      Predictably, the audience goes wild, laughing the host off the soundstage. I’ll never understand why the public is so amused by behavior that simply comes naturally to me, but in this one case, I don’t mind the host becoming the butt of a joke. Not after his treatment of Alice.

      When I look back at her now, there’s a soft, grateful smile on her lush mouth and I forget my own name. Baked goods are the only things I’ve ever deemed a work of art, but her? She’s the ultimate masterpiece. I think I’d permanently give up my taste buds, as long as I could commit her flavor to memory first. For a man who has never placed much value on anything but dessert recipes, that’s quite a statement.

      But I damn well mean it.

      I damn well need her.

      An hour later, when the red velvet cake is presented and the winner is announced, the director yells cut and I finally get my chance.

      I never expected I’d have to chase her.
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      Heat stings the back of my eyes as I run backstage.

      Spoiler alert: I didn’t win.

      My cake didn’t couldn’t even remain standing long enough for all three judges to sample my three-tiered catastrophe. It slumped and kind of oozed onto the counter while the crowd cackled like hyenas. And honestly, I shouldn’t care so much. So what? I can’t bake. There are plenty of other things to be good at in this world. I’m a pretty smooth dancer and I can apply a smoky eye in like, three minutes flat.

      I’m organized. I have to be. As the manager of a successful New York City restaurant, I have to juggle employee schedules, mollify customers, soothe tempers in the kitchen and keep a cool head even on the most chaotic Saturday night.

      My red velvet cake slumping like it was drunk is probably already a viral GIF right now—and I really should laugh the whole thing off. When you laugh at yourself, the whole world laughs with you and all that jazz, right? I could have left! I chose to stay. So I should be taking the consequences in stride, right?

      I might be, if it wasn’t for Sebastian Cove witnessing my humiliation.

      In the fantasies I’ve been entertaining of the master baker for years, I’ve always been an infallible pixie of a girl that makes him laugh like no one else can. In my dreams, I enchant him, dammit. I don’t set down a leaking pile of batter in front of him while looking like I’ve been swimming in butter.

      And all this, after he said I had potential.

      God, he’d made my heart dance with that single word. I’d felt hopeful and…cared about…for the first time. From a man, anyway. He’d put his sterling reputation on the line with that single word—potential—and I blew it. Not only have I humiliated myself on national television, but I’ve embarrassed him, too, haven’t I?

      Finally, I find a deserted corner of the backstage area and plop down on a wooden crate, burying my face in my hands. They smell like sugar and normally I wouldn’t mind that, but I want nothing to do with the stuff right now. I’m in the process of wiping tears and sugar off my hands and onto my skirt, when Sebastian Cove flies around the corner, intensity rippling from his every solid inch.

      I can’t explain why I start to cry harder.

      My brain is telling me to suck it up, buttercup. I’m made of sterner stuff than is currently on display. I can only compare the sudden onslaught of tears to one thing. Trying to hold emotions in check and succeeding until that one person who understands you the most shows up—and the cap twists off, spewing feelings every which way. How can this be, though? Sebastian couldn’t possibly be that person who understands me most when we’ve never spoken, can he?

      He approaches me slowly and stops, right in front of my crate. His belt winks at me, mere inches away from the red tip of my nose, and shivers inundate me.

      Sebastian lifts a hand and cups the side of my face.

      Oh God, he’s so warm. So steady.

      I whimper and lean in, the inner walls of my femininity contracting wildly.

      “Shhh, Alice. It’s only one cake.”

      More tears roll down my cheeks, big and sloppy. I don’t know what’s happening to me. I’m usually so in control, but my senses are being overwhelmed from all sides. The adrenaline spike I experienced while baking for my life while a timer ticked overhead has faded. Another, more poignant one is taking its place now. Being touched by Sebastian Cove is flooding me with sensation. One press of his palm to my cheek and I’m exposed. Needy. Raw and wet and pliable.

      My breath comes faster and faster until I’m basically hyperventilating.

      Oh God. Make it stop.

      Sebastian’s warmth leaves my cheek, his fingers delving into my hair. His fist turns slowly, winding my hair around his wrist. “Stand for me, darling.”

      My body does as he says without hesitation. On wobbling legs, I reach my full height and I’m still only eye-level with his carved granite chin. The stupid moisture won’t stop raining down my cheeks and he seems extremely troubled by the sight of it, a groove deepening between his ice blue eyes. Then he nods as if he’s seen something important in me.

      “Were you serious when you ended things with him?”

      “Yes,” I gasp, my nod vigorous. “It’s over.”

      Relief radiates from Sebastian. “Good.”

      On the other side of the small, dark backstage corner, there is an old dressing table and he leads me to it now, turning me gently so I’m facing the unlit mirror. I’m still sobbing, gulping air and trembling, but I gasp and hold my breath when his lips open on the nape of my neck. “Lean forward,” he rasps, guiding me down until my cheek presses to the cool surface. “I know what you need. I know what we both need.”

      “What?” I ask through swollen lips, my fingers curling into my palms.

      He doesn’t answer. Not directly. “Tell me what I’m going to find under your skirt when I lift it up, Alice.”

      Heat slicks my flesh. I started getting damp when he walked out onto the set, leaving my inner thighs sticky and sensitive now. “Panties,” I breathe. Is this really happening? Holy crap. Holy crap. “J-just panties.”

      “Not just panties.”

      After a moment, I shake my head. “No.”

      He pinches the hem of my skirt. “Are there frilly, little girl panties under this skirt, Alice?”

      My vision winks at the words little girl said in his clipped British accent, and I know if I wasn’t leaning on the piece of furniture, I’d be kneeling at his feet. Unable to do anything else. “Yes. Pink.”

      “Pink, are they?” he murmurs, inching up the garment, higher and higher until the bunched material is settled around my hips—and for the first time in my life, I’m sharing my secret with a man. I’m showing Sebastian panties that aren’t meant for women. Not really. They have ruffles on the backside and bows on the hips. They’re not meant to be sexy, they’re meant to be innocent, but…

      They’re the only underwear that make me feel sexy.

      That make me feel like Alice at all.

      “Fuck me,” he breathes.

      I tense. “Do you…like them?”

      “Yes. God, yes.”

      “How did you know I was wearing them?” I whisper.

      “I have no idea,” he admits, his voice thick, deeper than before. Like he can’t swallow. His fingertips graze the ruffles, drawing a sob from my throat. “Just like I have no idea why I need to pull them down and spank the tears right out of you. Only that I sense how much you need it.”

      Do I need to be spanked?

      Joyful little pinpricks are spreading from my belly, up to my breasts where my nipples peak excitedly. The mere suggestion of his palm cracking down on my bottom eases the anxiety inside me. The anxiety I’d been feeling since I was ambushed on the baking show, which only got worse when I lost in spectacular fashion. There’s been a knot of tension in my middle and I didn’t realize it until now when his hand on my backside starts to loosen it.

      I lift my chin and meet his glittering eyes in the darkness, my heart thumping over the intensity I find in his expression. All of it focused on me. “I’ll take whatever you think I need, Sebastian.”

      He appears rocked by hearing his name on my lips, his unsteady hand fisting in the waistband of my underwear. “Yes, you will.” His jaw flexes as he yanks down my girly, pink panties, letting them catch around my knees. “By God, this perfect, round little ass will feel the strike of my hand and when I’m finished, your tears will be dried. Won’t they, my sweet darling?”

      It’s so perfect. Exactly as I’ve dreamed. How have I known all along it would be like this between us? “Yes.” I drag my breasts side to side on the dressing table, desperate for friction, but it’s too smooth and I whine in frustration. “I promise I’ll be all better…” Daddy.

      I clamp my lips together before the word can escape, but it burns in my throat, dying to be let out. What would he think of me if I called him that?

      In the mirror, I watch Sebastian rear back with his hand, connecting with my right ass cheek with a precise swat—and it’s like I suddenly have twenty-twenty vision in a world that’s always been blurry. My mouth falls open and my hips tilt up shamelessly, as if my body has been waiting for this. There’s a ripple of completion traveling from my head, down to my toes.

      Oh Lord. Again. Again.

      I don’t have to beg out loud to get what I want. Sebastian simply gives it to me, harsh slap after harsh slap, wetness spreading in the folds of my sex and coasting down the insides of my legs. I can breathe. I can breathe for the first time.

      On the fifth swat, Sebastian leans down, breathing heavily in my ear. “It upsets me to see you cry.”

      There’s a twist in my chest at his honesty. “I’m sorry.”

      “When you cry…I want to comfort you.” I catch his frown reflected in the mirror. “I also want to feel your tears sliding down my stomach.”

      If he can be honest with me, I can do the same. I feel so free and myself right now, I don’t know if I have any other choice but to say the words bursting free of my mind. “You want comforting me to turn into…more. Even if it’s…wrong. Or if we pretend it’s wrong,” I whisper, my cheeks flaming. “You want to dry my tears and make more of them at the same time.”

      “Yes.” His forehead falls to my shoulder, his voice raw and hoarse. “What are you doing to me? How the hell do you know this?”

      I whisper my confession. “I’ve been dreaming about it since I…”

      “Since you were a little girl,” he finishes in a growl. “Is that the way of it?”

      I nod contritely, meeting his wolfish gaze through my lashes. “You can spank me more, Daddy. You can do anything. I won’t tell anyone.”

      We make blistering eye contact in the mirror, his expression intense, mine vulnerable. Hopeful. Maybe even a little desperate, because I’ve been pining for this feeling since I can remember. Being at the mercy of a man. This man. My needs and wants and desires all tied to a string and wrapped around his big finger.

      Sebastian opens his mouth to say something—

      “Mr. Cove!” A male voice yells from the set. “We need you for the wrap-up interview.” Then quieter, “Do you know where he went?”

      “Back there, I think,” someone answers. “Far corner.”

      We move quickly and at the same time, pulling my panties and skirt back into place, his hands far steadier and more capable than mine. One look in the mirror tells me nothing can hide the fact that I was hovering on the edge of an orgasm. Just from being spanked. Whoever comes around that corner will know it, though, and Sebastian seems to realize it, too.

      “I don’t want anyone to see you like this,” he says, his hand hovering over my hair for a second, then stroking it once, before his touch falls away. “Alice, I—”

      Footsteps draw close.

      Really close.

      “Mr. Cove? You back here?”

      With a biting curse, he spins away and intercepts the man just before he can invade our little corner of the backstage area. “Right. I’m here,” he snaps. “Let’s get this nonsense over with.”

      Their footsteps fade. And then I’m alone.

      The high I was experiencing a minute ago drops and shatters like a glass on concrete. Did I just…call Sebastian Cove…Daddy?

      Did I just essentially confess that I want to be his little girl, like I’ve always dreamed?

      He said he wanted it, too, in the heat of the moment, but as I understand it, men will say whatever it takes to get sex from a woman. I was so ready to give it to him, too. Maybe he was secretly laughing at me. There’s a reason I never get physical with the men I date. I’m afraid of being told I’m a freak.

      Maybe I am a freak and Sebastian thinks so.

      I look around in the darkness. The silence falls like a heavy drape and suddenly I’m freezing cold. Just another failed reality show contestant.

      You should go.

      He didn’t even say he was coming back. What am I going to do? Stand here and wait, hoping Sebastian motherloving Cove wants to return and satisfy my Daddy issues? Am I serious?

      Before I can talk myself into doing something stupid and staying, waiting around like a lovesick puppy, I lunge for the emergency exit and blow the joint.
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      As soon as the absolute knob of a host finishes asking me the final interview question, I rip the microphone off my lapel and make for the backstage area. There is a rather unsettled feeling in my stomach and I’m not used to being anything but calm. Confident. As soon as I sat down for the interview, though, I got a terrible feeling that I shouldn’t have left Alice.

      I was torn between two instincts.

      Keep the other man from seeing her and getting my mouth on her gorgeous body. I reasoned that I could accomplish both, just not at the same time. After all, there needs to be an order to things. When I make my famous amaretto genoise, there is a step-by-step process to achieving the end result. I start by beating the egg yolks on medium speed and slowly adding the sugar, at a very precise rate. Order. Directions. Recipes. That’s how I live my life.

      Alice has only been in my life for less than a day and already, I’m questioning my actions. Worrying I made the wrong decision when I’ve never once second guessed myself with a woman.

      Alice isn’t just any woman, is she?

      She’s the female I took one look at and needed to possess. Yet I had no idea the level of possessiveness I would reach when we met face to face backstage, in the dark, in the absence of cameras. Just breath, hands and the kind of honesty that threatens even now to steal my sanity.

      You can spank me more, Daddy. You can do anything. I won’t tell anyone.

      A low groan leaves me the farther I move into the darkness backstage. Most of the action has died down and I don’t like that. I don’t like the fact that I’ve been gone long enough for people to start leaving. If Alice isn’t where I left her, what the fuck am I going to do?

      I never expected the types of things she said to me to make my dick so hard. To make me feel like I was standing in the exact right place, with the exact right woman, but her words opened up a door inside me and there’s hunger on the other side. There’s more than that. There’s…responsibility. Alice needs a man who will touch her, speak to her, treat her a certain way—and I need it to be me.

      It will be me.

      With anticipation tightening my gut, I turn the corner into the area where I left Alice…

      Gone.

      She’s gone.

      A headache roars home, right between my eyes, and the moisture in my mouth evaporates. No.

      Helplessness pours into my stomach like wet cement and I turn, kicking over a garment rack. “Fuck!”

      On some level, I knew she wouldn’t be here, though, didn’t I? Goddammit. Was I daft leaving her when she’d just been so brave and open with me? I don’t know where these new instincts are coming from, either, but I know with dead certainty that spanking her and walking away was a huge mistake. She needed soothing and it was my duty to provide.

      Refusing to be defeated, to be without her, I find the closest grunt in a headset, grabbing him by the elbow. “The girl, Alice. The contestant. Where has she gone?”

      His face is bone white. “I-I don’t know. We took care of the release forms during the first break. She had no reason to stick around, so she probably left.”

      The hell she didn’t have a reason to stick around.

      I was about to take her from behind against the dressing table.

      I was…yes, I think I would have taken her home with me. Maybe even permanently. Which might have taken quite a lot of convincing, considering we’re in New York City and I live in London.

      Am scheduled to return there tomorrow, in fact.

      Dread and urgency are thorns in my side. “Release forms,” I bark. “Does that mean you have her contact information?”

      He’s already shaking his head. “I’m not allowed to give out—”

      “Oh. You will.”

      I extricate my wallet and start counting out bills. When I press them into the young man’s sweaty palm, his eyes light up. “She used her work address on the forms. I only remember because I took a date once to the restaurant she manages.”

      Impatience makes me want to shake him. “The name of it, if you please.”

      “Landmark. It’s downtown. Real nice place. I had the lobster—”

      I turn on a heel and walk away, cell phone in hand so I can check the time. It’s almost dinnertime. If she’s not working tonight, I suppose I’ll have to pay off someone at Landmark to give me her home address. And I’m more than willing.

      You’re not going to enchant me and then disappear, Alice.

      I hope you’re ready, because I’m coming to get you.

      
        
          
            

        

        * * *

      

      When I walk into Landmark, I immediately know it’s a well-run establishment and it pleases me to know my Alice has a hand in making it so. The low, intimate lighting is perfect, the music is the right volume, the wait staff’s uniforms are clean and starched. There isn’t a wrinkle to be found on the white tablecloths, the overhead chandelier making the silverware shine.

      It’s a large restaurant. Two levels. And it’s packed full of customers.

      But it only takes me ten seconds to spot Alice.

      The sight of her shuts down everything around me until all I can hear is the shuddering intake of my own breath. All I can feel is my cock stiffening in my trousers. She’s magnificent in a short, black skirt that makes her legs look like sin, her tits jiggling underneath the starched white of her tucked in dress shirt. She’s making her rounds through the sea of tables, smiling and asking the patrons if everything is to their liking. To anyone looking at her, she appears to be a very intelligent, independent woman—and I’m sure she is. Secretly, though? She wants her tight ass backhanded by the man in charge.

      I’m that man.

      These tastes she’s woken up inside me are unexpected, but Lord, I don’t think I could deny them even if I wanted to.

      “Oh my God. It’s Sebastian Cove,” someone says in a furious whisper as they pass. Heads are beginning to turn in my direction. I notice this only in my periphery, because I can’t take my eyes off Alice. When she finally notices me standing off to the side of the hostess station, she stops in her tracks, her cheeks turning a deep shade of pink. In my mind, I imagine kissing that blooming spot of color while holding her in my lap. Telling her not to be embarrassed about the wet spot on her panties that’s blooming just as fast as the two on her face.

      Alice visibly gathers herself and comes toward me. Before she can reach my side, however, a man steps in between us. He takes my hand in an enthusiastic shake, trying and failing several times to form a bloody sentence. “I-I don’t believe it. It’s…you’re Sebastian Cove. In my restaurant. No one told me you were coming. Well we must get you a table immediately—”

      “That won’t be necessary,” I say briskly, cutting him off before he can start recommending entrees. “I’m here to speak with your manager. Alice.”

      His brows shoot to his hairline. “Alice?”

      “Yes.” She stops behind the restaurant owner, seeming to balance on the balls of her feet and something inside me goes…soft. Like the center of a lava cake when it’s been sliced open. This effect she has on me is as alarming as it is addictive. “In fact…if you’ll kindly give her the night off, I would be happy to return the favor.”

      The owner turns and looks at Alice, then back at me, his eyes as wide as an owl. “I suppose I could step in tonight…in a managerial capacity…if you would be willing to tweet about Landmark and its delectable dessert menu?”

      On the inside, I’m rolling my eyes. Everything these days is about social media. Thank God I have people on the payroll to handle that nonsense on my behalf. “I’ll have my assistant contact you.” I move past the man who dares to block Alice from my view. “Shall we?”

      She blinks several times. “Just like that, you expect me to walk out of my job? On a Saturday night?”

      I raise an eyebrow. “Yes.”

      A sound puffs out of her. “Have you considered the fact that you’re the second man today to decide the course of my fate without even consulting me?”

      “This is not the same thing,” I growl, moving into her personal space. The scent of sugar wraps around me and I momentarily lose my train of thought. Where was I? Right, she compared me to that wanker ex-boyfriend of hers. Is she serious?

      I press my mouth to her ear and despite the sparks in her eyes, she goes pliant immediately and moans, the pointed tips of her breasts grazing my stomach. By God, if I don’t get between her thighs soon, I’m going to go insane.

      “I don’t want to put you on some ridiculous reality show, Alice. I want to take you home and fuck you until your legs shake.”

      She whimpers, swaying closer, and I can’t go any longer without feeling her body up against mine, so I wrap an arm around her lower back and pull her close.

      “But…” The pink stain of her blush climbs to her hairline. “What about the things I told you? I thought…”

      “What, darling?”

      Her whisper is barely audible. “I thought maybe you weren’t feeling it.”

      “Feeling it?” Her adorable American slang reminds me of our age difference. People in the restaurant are wondering if I’m her father, but I don’t give a damn about what anyone thinks.

      No one except this girl.

      I care quite a bit what she thinks about me and it’s not sitting right that she’s compared my actions to some dolt she’ll never see again—mark my words. It’s sitting even less right that her assessment is correct. “Alice, I’m…sorry for assuming you would come with me.” The apology sounds odd in my voice. When was the last time I apologized to another human being? Have I ever? “I’m scheduled to return to London tomorrow and I find I’m rather resentful of every moment that passes in which we’re not alone.”

      Alice’s green eyes tick to mine and she seems to be holding her breath. “Tomorrow?”

      “Yes.” I don’t want to think about time limits now. The very possibility of getting on a plane without this girl and leaving…I don’t like the pressure it puts in my chest. But there is an order to everything, just like baking ingredients. This matter of not leaving Alice behind in New York will be handled in due time. After I’ve been inside her and I can bloody concentrate. “Will you come to my hotel tonight?” I keep my voice low, my lips grazing her earlobe. What I say next sends my world spinning in a new direction—one that feels right and makes sense. It’s everything that’s been missing. Alice is everything that’s been missing. “I need to be your Daddy.”

      Her legs give out and I catch her right before she crumples the floor.

      “Is that a yes?” I ask, my lips twitching.

      She nods. Vigorously.

      Swinging her up into my arms, we leave the restaurant in a wake of camera flashes, but nothing lights up the night like her shy smile.

      Mine.
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        Alice

      

      

      

      Sebastian buckled me into the cab.

      Buckled me in and double checked the strap, kissed me on the forehead.

      It’s all I can think about on the short drive to his hotel.

      How caring for me comes so naturally to him. He holds my hand on the seat between us, his thumb brushing my knuckles, right to left. I can see the jut of his erection and when he sees me looking at it, he holds the index finger of his free hand to his lips. His obvious state of arousal is our secret.

      I need to be your Daddy.

      Oh my god. Is this real?

      I’m achingly wet beneath my short, black skirt and the white button-down top does nothing to hide my hard nipples. Every fantasy I’ve ever had is coming true and I swear if I couldn’t feel the reassuring weight of his hand, I’d think I was dreaming. But I do feel it. And I smell his expensive cologne. His five o’clock shadow is bristling his jaw and those are real, tangible details I’ve never come up with while alone in my bed with my fingers down my panties.

      He lifts our joined hands and settles them on my thigh, his attention sliding from the rearview mirror to me. My legs. Slowly, he lets go of my hand and smooths his palm over my knee, cupping it tightly.

      “You’ve grown up so nicely,” he murmurs, sliding his fingertips up my inner thigh. Before he can reach my apex, I squeeze my legs together with a giggle and stop his progress. “And yet, you’re still my innocent girl, aren’t you?” His voice hardens ever so slightly. “Aren’t you?”

      “Yes,” I whisper quickly. “I’m still innocent.”

      He relaxes in the seat, but doesn’t take his hand off my inner thigh. His fingers stay there, brushing the sensitive skin up and back, up and back. “Have you ever thought about what it would be like to change that?”

      “Maybe a little bit,” I say in a small voice.

      His fingers stop moving. “With who?”

      My gaze is drawn to the curved bulge in his lap, then quickly away. “Um. I don’t know.”

      Sebastian’s low chuckle has me clutching my thighs together again, but this time it’s involuntary. I don’t know what I was expecting tonight, but I thought there would be some discussion first about…how all of this is going to work. I never thought we would fall into our fantasy roles so easily, so perfectly, without even having to exchange a word and it’s the most amazing gift.

      “I think you do know,” Sebastian leans over and breathes in my ear. “I think you’re worried what you’ve thought about is bad.”

      “Isn’t it?”

      “A little.” He presses a single finger to my mound, teasing the very top of my clitoris. “That’s why we have to think of a good story to tell everyone. When they ask how you spent your weekend with Daddy.”

      I can’t catch my breath. Moisture seeps into the material of my panties and I know he can feel it. His slow, satisfied grin tells me so. This man has total control over my body, but there’s more. There’s the line of connection between us that seems plugged directly into my heart. It’s pounding, telling me this is where I’m supposed to be. That I was lost until now.

      He’s leaving tomorrow.

      “How are we really going to spend it?” I whisper, ignoring the ticking countdown clock until Sebastian flies back to London and out of my life.

      His index finger traces down the slit of my femininity. “At some point, we’re going to get these bratty, little panties off.”

      I swallow hard. “We are?”

      Blue eyes twinkle an inch from mine. “But first, we’re going to bake.”

      The cab comes to a halt at the same time my heart drops. “What?”

      He takes my hand and brings it to his amused lips. “I wasn’t lying when I said you had potential today, Alice.”

      “I…you…” I sputter, trying to wrangle my hormones. “You weren’t?”

      “No. You just need the right guidance. I’m going to give it to you. Among other things.” He kisses my hand and lets it go so he can pay the driver, then he helps me out onto the street, tucking me protectively into his side. Of course he’s staying at the Four Seasons. I’m still so turned on from our conversation in the cab, I feel like an exposed nerve walking through the elegant lobby, passing the eagle-eyed receptionist and guests.

      When we step inside the elevator, he presses a button simply marked “penthouse” and the reality of the situation begins to take hold. I’m going home with Sebastian Cove—and we’re going to sleep together. After he gives me a private baking lesson. What planet have I crash-landed on? This day started off terrible…and while I might be aflutter with nerves about what’s to come, it’s ending in the most incredible way I could have imagined.

      The hotel room overlooks the glittering city from all sides. I grew up in this town and even I’m dazzled. There’s a balcony running along the left side of the space, complete with a gazebo and hot tub. To the right is a sixteen-seat dining area and chef’s kitchen, all overlooking a fireplace where a roaring fire is crackling merrily. “Wow,” I whisper, taking off my sensible work heels by the door and sighing as my feet sink into luxurious white carpet. “This place is…something else.”

      Sebastian comes up behind me and kisses my neck, turning my knees to jello. “It was just another room until you walked into it.”

      And then he just walks away, as if he didn’t spout poetry in my ear in his delicious accent. “You too,” I say, in a daze, following in his footsteps to the kitchen. I draw up short when I see someone has laid out bowls, pre-measured ingredients and chopping boards for this baking lesson. “Did you do all this?”

      “No, my assistant is somewhere in this hotel. Probably hiding from me. I wasn’t in the best mood when I found you’d run away from me.”

      Shyly, I tuck some hair behind my ear. “How did you find me, anyway?”

      He picks up a package of butter and examines the label, looking every inch the culinary genius. “I paid off someone in a headset.”

      “That has to break some laws.”

      “I’d have done far worse to track you down.” He reaches down to preheat the oven, then crooks his finger at me. “Come, Alice.”

      I join him in the kitchen, no choice in the matter. He’s the silver fox of my dreams and I’m the little girl who’s going to obey him, because I need to.

      Because I want to.

      Sebastian catches me by the hips and settles me in between his hard body and the kitchen counter. Slowly, he fits my butt against his lap and he grunts into my hair, subtly rocking his erection between the split of my cheeks. “When people ask what you did this weekend, you can say baking.” His breath is hot on my neck. “It won’t be a lie, will it, darling?”

      “No.”

      “That’s a good girl.” His fingers find the buttons of my shirt, starting at the top and popping each one through their holes. Slowly, slowly. “I want you to be comfortable here.” He tugs the open shirt down my arms, untucking it along the way, before letting the white material slip to the ground. “We can be comfortable with each other, can’t we, Alice?”

      I nod, biting my bottom lip hard when he unsnaps the front of my bra, easing the silky cups aside and exposing my breasts. They’re already heaving up and down, the air conditioning causing my nipples to pucker.

      He traces a single fingertip up the center of my belly, dragging it between my breasts and around each nipple with breathtaking lightness. “These are very pretty and your Daddy wants to see them.” His voice is a thick, masculine scrape of sound above my head. “Good Christ, I better leave on that skintight skirt or we’ll never get this cake in the oven.”

      “Why?” I whisper innocently, tilting my head back to look up at Sebastian.

      His palm cradles my right breast, molding it gently. “Ah, Alice. You’re going to get quite an education tonight.”

      My brow furrows. “The kind I learn in school?”

      “No, the kind only I can teach you.” His hand travels to my opposite breast and teases my nipple with a rough knuckle. “The secret kind, remember?” I start to question him further, but he takes my chin in his hand and directs my attention to the cake ingredients. “Right. First, we’re going to make the mixture. These are the ingredients for a basic Black Forest cake.”

      “Okay,” I say, eyeing the pre-measured cups with distrust. In addition to the cups, there is a standing mixer, greased cake pans, bowls and several utensils I recognize from the kitchen at Landmark, but don’t own myself. “Um. I’m using the standing mixer, right? Which ingredient goes in first?”

      Sebastian’s mouth lands on my neck and licks in a slow line up to my earlobe. “Start on the left and work your way right. Flour, sugar, cocoa, baking soda, salt. Combine them slowly,” he rasps, making goosebumps break out down my arms. Nearly shaking from our closeness, I do as he says, which is incredibly distracting considering he’s raking that wicked tongue up and down my neck and his fingers are busy playing with my nipples. “Good. Now use the bowl to whisk the wet ingredients. Pour in the hot water slowly. We don’t want to cook the eggs.”

      I huff a sound. “This is where I went wrong today, isn’t it?”

      There’s a smile in his voice. “Perhaps.”

      “I can’t believe you even tasted it.” My head falls back on his shoulder, enjoying the gentle way he’s kneading my breasts. “I’ve seen you refuse to taste way better cakes than mine on television.”

      “This was different, Alice,” he says, kissing my temples. “It was you.”

      My heart belts out a high note in my chest and it’s almost impossible to concentrate on the task at hand. With Sebastian’s hands on mine, guiding me through the process of cracking an egg, it’s suddenly easy. Time has slowed down and the stress of making a mistake has vanished. There’s only him and me and the perfect buildup to what’s coming.

      Once all of the wet ingredients are combined, he guides me through combining them with the dry mixture. He hums in my ear as we run the standing mixer, his hands over mine, grinding his erection slowly against my bottom, almost as if by accident. But we both know it’s not. We’re both well aware that he continues to inch up my skirt, little by little, leaving my cheeks exposed. By the time we pour the cake mixture into the waiting pans, my panties are soaked through and it’s taking all of my willpower not to push my backside into his lap and beg for more, more, more of whatever he’s planning to do.

      How freeing is that? Leaving the night in his hands, knowing he’ll take care of everything, including me? This is what I’ve been pining for since I can remember.

      Sebastian leaves me briefly to put the cake layers in the oven. He returns quickly, before I can miss him too much, breathing heavily into the crook of my neck. “Now we make the frosting.” I hear him unbuckling his belt and the zipper of his pants comes down, the metal zlick making the flesh between my thighs constrict. My hands are shaking as he walks me through the process of creating the whipped cream frosting. I’m breathing like I just ran a race and I can barely follow his instructions, my need has built to such a fever pitch. “Would you like to lick the whisk?”

      “Yes,” I pant.

      He whirls me around, pressing the small of my back against the counter and I almost break at the sight of him. The masculine lust darkening his eyes, the strain around his beautiful mouth. Between us, I can feel his stiffness against my belly, but I don’t dare look down until he tells me. He brings the cream-covered whisk to my lips. “Lick it up, darling.”

      Watching him shyly from beneath my eyelashes, I do what I’m told, treating my tongue to a long swipe of the delicious-tasting cream.

      “Mmm.” He drops his face toward mine. “Shall I taste it, too?”

      After a short hesitation, I nod.

      Sebastian’s eyes glitter at my response. His full, hard mouth presses to mine, lingering, kissing me softly in an almost fatherly way. Once, twice. Then ever so carefully, he parts my lips and dips his tongue inside, stealing my gasp with a testing swipe of his tongue. “Do you like that, Alice?”

      I sway on the balls of my feet. “I-I think so.”

      “Your hard little nipples are telling me you do.” He touches the whisk to my erect nipple, leaving a dollop of cream behind, before dipping his head and licking it off. My back arches involuntarily and I moan. “Yes, I think you like my mouth on you very much.”

      “Is that bad?” I sob.

      “We’ll worry about that in the light of day.” Sweat is beginning to appear on his upper lip when he holds up the whisk again. “Would you like more?”

      “Yes, please.”

      Sebastian takes me by the hand and leads me to the living room. My heart is going a hundred miles an hour, waiting to see what he’ll do. I’m caught off-guard when he lies down on the couch and instructs me to straddle his chest. I can’t see his face. I’m facing the opposite direction and now I can finally see that male part of him, so stiff and hard where it protrudes from his unzipped pants.

      The whisk appears in front of me. “Have some more.”

      Dutifully, I lick the utensil, briefly catching sight of us in the picture window overlooking the city. I’m topless, sitting on Sebastian Cove’s chest, my skirt leaving nothing to the imagination, and licking cream off a whisk.

      What incredible life is this?

      I lean in for more, but Sebastian moves the utensil out of reach, down near his lap, carefully rubbing a length of white cream on his shaft. “Do you want another taste bad enough to lick it off my cock, Alice?”

      “I…I don’t know,” I say, sounding unsure.

      His chest is heaving beneath me. “We don’t want it to go to waste, do we?”

      “No…”

      “Lean forward and lick it off, darling.” His hand presses to the center of my back, pushing me face down toward his lap. “Daddy needs this.”
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      Sweet bloody hell, the first swipe of her tongue on my cock nearly ends me. I almost lose my seed all over her angelic little face, but bear down on my lust and hold off. I have no idea how I managed to draw out the evening this long when I wanted to drag her down and fuck her the moment we walked into the hotel room.

      Alice. This girl has turned me inside out. From her humor, to her beauty, to her backbone, to the way she submits to me. Trusts me. She’s a treasure that I might have never discovered if I’d stayed in London. The mere thought causes panic to well up like a geyser in my chest and I have to stroke my hands down her smooth back to remind myself she’s here.

      Oh, she’s definitely here. She’s lapping at my cock like an innocent, but my view is anything but. With her leaning forward, giving my aching dick the attention that it needs, her bottom has fully come out of her skirt, showing off her lily white panties, ruffles and bows sewn into the sides.

      She’s every inch my little girl and I’m her Daddy.

      This was never a fantasy I entertained, but as soon as I found out it was Alice’s, it became an addiction I couldn’t live without. With every passing moment in the taxi and the kitchen, being Alice’s man in charge went from addiction to obsession. I’ve never been so hard in my life—and I’ve never been so positive I’ll never get hard again for anyone but Alice. For anything but this. The roles we both seem born to play, with only each other.

      Her tongue dances over the tip of my cock and I groan, long and hard, precome spurting from the tip. I want more than anything to fist my erection and stuff it in her cherubic pink mouth, but Alice deserves better. And besides, getting there is proving to be an intoxicating experience in itself.

      “What is that?” she asks, obviously referring to the milky liquid dripping down the sides of my dick.

      “It’s a different flavor of cream, Alice.” I drop the whisk beside the couch and reach forward, massaging her sexy ass cheeks. “Would you like to try it while I test the flavor of yours?”

      “Um…I don’t know,” she hedges, beautifully.

      “I can see how wet your panties are, darling. I think you do know.” I ease aside the drenched material of her underwear, my loins coiling at the sight of her sweet pink slit and her pretty puckered asshole. Fuck. In a million lifetimes, I could never come upon a sight as perfect and arousing and she’s all mine. “I saw the way you looked at Daddy’s cock on the ride home. It’s all right to be curious.” I trace a finger along her back entrance, down to her cunt, sliding my digit ever so slightly into her tight, girly fuck hole. “It’s only you and me here.”

      Her breath catches. “Should you be d-doing that?”

      “Little girl, if anyone has the God-given right to finger you, it’s me.”

      “Oh. Okay.” She shifts on my chest and then I feel her lips graze my cock. I hold my breath as she circles my pulsing tip with her mouth and tests the slit with her tongue. “Like that?”

      “Yes,” I grit out. “Hold the very bottom in two hands and try to get me into your mouth far enough that your lips touch your fingers.”

      “That’s far.”

      The wonder in her tone makes my gut ripple with lust. “Try for me.” I tug her hips back just a little and lean my head in, teasing her folds with my tongue—earning a squeak from Alice. “Now, relax. I’m just tasting my little girl’s pussy.” I press my tongue into her flesh and wiggle it against her clit. “It’s sweet, just like your smile.”

      Her cunt flexes against my mouth and her unique moisture greets my taste buds, inciting my hunger further. Keeping her panties to the side with my hooked thumb, I spread her ass cheeks in my hands and feast. Her tentative licks of my cock make me wild, but nothing prepares me for Alice trying to deep throat me with frustrated little gags and sobs. Her clit swells under repeated writhes of my tongue and I can do nothing but worship that vibrating little bud, increasing my pace when her thighs begin to tremble on either side of my head.

      “Daddy,” she whines. “Something is ha-happening to me.”

      “Let it happen,” I growl, drawing her bud between my lips and suckling lightly. Letting it go and batting it with the tip of my tongue, licking it hard.

      “Oh my God.” She presses her cunt to my mouth, like she can’t help it, rubbing her drenched pink flesh all over my chin and tongue, whimpering like a confused angel. “It feels so good. And it aches and…oh. Oh!”

      Her nails dig into my thighs and her trembles turn violent, her throaty sobs of my name a thing of beauty. I lap at her hungrily, unwilling to let a single drop of her pleasure escape me. I made it. I own it. It’s mine.

      As soon as she’s finished convulsing, I reach up and fist her hair, guiding her face back down to my lap, lifting my hips urgently. Need. Need to come. The taste of her has turned me into a crazed animal. “Good girl. Now do the same for me. I need it so bad, darling. Sink your pretty mouth down to my balls and open your throat. We’re going to fill your tummy with cream. Won’t that be nice?”

      She only manages to work her lips down halfway when my balls lose the battle and I come down her tight throat. My stomach knits up so tight at the fierceness of my climax, my head flies back on a roar. And ah fuck, she loves it. She moans loudly and tries to get close as humanly possible, fisting my cock in two hands and twisting, slicking me with spit and sucking the seed out of me. I feel it overflowing her pretty mouth and splashing out onto my thighs and the couch beneath, but she keeps going, trying to swallow as much as she can while I praise her with rough strokes of her bottom.

      “My darling girl loves her cream, doesn’t she?” I lean in and kiss her smooth pussy once, twice. “There’s more. Make sure you save room for later.”

      She flops down on me with a lusty sigh, her sides heaving, that sweet backside still inches from my face—and when the oven timer goes off, we laugh. It’s the most perfect moment I’ve ever experienced in my life, knowing I’ve satisfied this girl physically and now her tinkling laugh expands the warmth in my chest. Warmth I’ve never known I was capable of.

      Determined to keep her happy and smiling, I pick Alice up in my arms and carry her to the kitchen to assemble her cake. With her eyes looking up at me with such trust…and dare I say affection? I am suddenly desperate to know every single thing about her. Alice. This woman I have already fallen in love with.
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        Alice

      

      

      

      I’m wrapped a hotel robe that feels like a cloud, huddled in the middle of a king-sized bed and Sebastian is forking Black Forest cake into my mouth. This has to be heaven because God himself wouldn’t be able to top it. My body is still buzzing from the orgasm he gave me with his mouth and oh my God I can’t even think about it without squealing internally, my toes curling like a pig’s tail.

      “Where do you live, Alice?”

      “I have a one-bedroom in Morningside Heights.” I squint out the picture window overlooking the city, trying to get my bearings and finally point north. “Way up that way.”

      “Mmm. Do you like it there?”

      “It’s nothing special, but it’s mine.” I lick a crumb off my finger and watch his blue eyes darken. Oh man, look at him sitting there. Shirtless and ruthlessly fit and sprinkled in black and gray hair. I could snap a picture of him just like this and it could pass for the cover of People magazine’s sexiest man alive edition. “My parents are civil servants. They worked really hard for what I had growing up and I like to do the same.” I lift my chin with mock pride. “I’m kind of cheap, actually. I love a bargain.”

      His expression is intense. “You deserve spoiling.”

      “I’m being spoiled right now.” I accept another forkful of cake from Sebastian and just like the last bite, it’s the most delectable thing I’ve ever tasted. “How did I have anything to do with this wonderful cake?”

      “You let yourself enjoy making it. That’s how.” He takes his own bite. “You’re someone who likes being good at things. I could tell when I saw you at Landmark. You take pride in running a tight ship.”

      “You’re right.” Pleasure flushes me at the proof he’s been paying close attention. “The first time I tried baking, I failed. Hard. It was a birthday cake for my mother and it looked more like a mud pie than anything.”

      “And every time you tried after that, you were too afraid of messing up to enjoy the process?”

      “Something like that.” I flop sideways on the bed, my body sated and my belly full of cake, folding my hands under my cheek and looking up at the man of my dreams. Literally. “Maybe you’ve cured me.”

      He sets down the fork on the plate in favor of stroking my hair. “Maybe.” A thoughtful light enters his eyes. “We’ve established you like being good at things, so explain your choice in men.”

      A flush climbs my neck. “You are my choice in men,” I whisper.

      “Yes. And I’m grateful as hell for that. But I’m talking about the tosser who nominated you to be ambushed.”

      “Oh. I’d forgotten about him,” I say honestly, my forehead in a pucker. “I’ve dated. A lot. I didn’t think I’d ever meet someone who made me feel like…you. Or meet someone who could fulfill those fantasies. But I had to try and capture the feeling of being…precious. Belonging to a man who was in charge.” My laughter is quiet. “It usually only takes me a couple of weeks to realize a guy doesn’t have what you have. And I break up with them. But I’ve never…I didn’t have to be physical with them to find out. It was just a feeling. I knew.” I drop my voice to a murmur. “I wasn’t lying when I said I was a virgin. I’ve barely even kissed anyone. I think part of me was waiting. Just in case…”

      Sebastian eases me onto my back and climbs on top of me in nothing but his boxer briefs—and I almost pass out from the heat that swamps me. “Just in case the man you’ve been having fantasies about since you were a young girl…ends up as a judge on a reality show and you a contestant?”

      I giggle. “Kind of a long shot, huh?”

      “Yes.” A frown mars his brow. “But thank God it happened.”

      “Yes,” I whisper. “Thank God.” Feeling absolutely decadent, I wrap my legs around his hips. “What about you, Mr. Cove? What have you been doing all your life, besides taking the world by storm with your desserts and making people cry on television?”

      He chuckles and a hot tingle passes through me, head to toe. Wow. I thought he was beautiful when he glared, but when he’s amused, he’s a five alarm fire.

      “I’ve been…” He stops short, his stare turning a little distant. “Going through the motions. Only I don’t think I realized it until now. I’ve always thought, I have fame and money and respect, so if I’m still unhappy, that’s my own bloody fault.” His gaze is drawn back to mine, his hand coming up to cup my cheek. “I thought there was something missing inside of me. Something I needed to be happy. But I don’t think that’s true anymore. I was missing you.”

      Sebastian’s lips graze over mine and neither one of us can seem to break eye contact. This part of me I’ve always guarded so tightly from other men? I give it to him freely. Letting him see past the woman to the girl beneath. She needs a firm hand, to be cherished, to be used for wicked purposes. All of it. Only from him.

      He leans back a little, his right hand moving between us to toy with the tie of my robe. Through the thickness of the terrycloth, I can feel the heat of his touch and it makes my thighs jerk around his hips. I can feel the shift in the energy between us, this man turning from Sebastian to Daddy right in front of my eyes.

      Slowly, he loosens the belt of my robe. “Have you been taking those pills I bought you?”

      Breathless, I nod dutifully. Obviously he didn’t buy me any pills. He’s setting up part of our fantasy scenario and it sends a thrill of anticipation through me. “Yes, I’ve been taking them.”

      “That’s my good girl.”

      He parts my robe all the way, exposing my body, which is naked except for my sodden, stretched out panties. “But why do I have to take them?”

      Sebastian traces a fingertip down the center of my body, starting at the hollow of my throat and ending at the rosebud that’s sewn into the waistband of my underwear. He hooks that finger beneath the elastic and begins drawing the white panties down my legs. “Remember when we were in the living room and you took my cock in your mouth?”

      A flush floods my cheeks. “Yes.”

      “Remember my come going down your pretty little throat?”

      I bite my lip and nod again, the muscles in my abdomen spasming over the terribly delicious way he’s speaking to me.

      Sebastian tosses away my panties and cups his hand around my womanhood. “This time, I’m going to put my seed in here. Deep, deep inside here, darling.”

      “Isn’t that how babies are made?”

      “That’s what the pills are for. Alice and Daddy need to fuck without having to answer any difficult questions nine months down the road.” Sebastian removes the robe from around my shoulders and I almost gasp at the sensation of being exposed, in the center of this huge, heavenly bed, knowing he plans to be inside me soon. Next, he stands, making me watch as he strokes his erection through the light material of his boxer briefs, gritting his teeth when a spot of wet appears near the tip. “Someday I’ll take you far away from here and make your belly nice and round, over and over again. Someday.” He shakes his head while looking me over. “When you look old enough to pass for my young wife.”

      His briefs come off, leaving us both naked, and he prowls over me on the bed, his tongue licking a path from my belly all the way up to my throat.

      “You make me so crazy, little girl,” he breathes, his mouth descending down again, going lower than my belly this time. His teeth scrape over the bare flesh of my mound, before he kisses it gently. Once, twice, a third time. His hands are on my knees, moving them apart and I whimper, fisting the bedcovers when he parts my folds with his tongue, seeking out my already sensitive clit. “Still so swollen from riding my face, aren’t you?”

      “Please. Please.”

      “Please, what? Lick you again?”

      “Yes,” I whisper, closing my eyes.

      “No, no. You’re going to look this time. We’re not dancing around what this is anymore.” He gives my femininity a light swat.” I’m finally licking and fucking my sweet, little Alice tonight and she knows it. She’s asking for it.”

      Inundated with lust, I look down my body through the fine haze of desire, watching my breasts heave, their nipples in aroused crowns. I watch Sebastian’s tongue dip between my flesh and pet my clit, plumping it further by rubbing it with incredible texture. His middle finger pushes inside me and unlike earlier on the couch, I don’t encounter an uncomfortable twinge. No, it feels wonderful and fills me with the most exciting pressure.

      He worries my sensitive bud between his lips and adds a second finger inside me, stretching my walls and making my cry out. There is pleasure folded into the new feeling, but it promises to be so intense, it takes me looking into Sebastian’s eyes to trust it. But I do and with one final flick of his tongue against my clit, my orgasm crashes down on me. With the upheaval of sensation taking away my ability to see, my hips buck—at least until Sebastian pins them down with his own, anchoring my quivering body to the bed. Oh it’s so good. It feels so good.

      “This first time might seem a little frantic, darling.” He pushes his fisted shaft between the lips of my sex, leaving it poised at the entrance and his breath turns labored. “You’ve had me worked up for a very long time.”

      “I’m sorry, Daddy,” I whisper, shifting beneath him on the bed.

      He groans at my use of the title and eases his thickness inside me, inch by inch. “Are you? The wider you open your legs, the sorrier I’ll know you are,” he rasps. “Show me.” Keeping my expression contrite, I let my knees drop open, splaying my thighs as wide as possible—and Sebastian thrusts home, growling wildly as he sinks into me fully. “Good girl. Good girl. Ah, fuck, it’s so tight.”

      There is a definite edge of discomfort with Sebastian’s rock hard arousal filling me so completely, but I’m so turned on by how we play, I almost enjoy it. The pain of being taken by a man is part of the excitement.

      “Does it hurt?” he asks, kissing my neck reverently once, then lifting his head to study my face with a mixture of concern and hunger.

      “I love it,” I manage, smoothing my palms over his muscular shoulders. Clinging to them. “Weekends with you are my favorite.”

      His open mouth drops into my neck and he starts to roll his hips forward, impaling me with thrusts that come faster and faster. “Fucking hell,” he growls. “Believe me, they’re my favorite, too, little girl.”

      Sebastian’s lips find mine, taking them in a kiss of possession. He takes my hands from his shoulders, pinning my wrists above my head, and I’ve never felt more feminine. More conquered. More myself. He appears almost angry on top of me, his face in an expression of pain, but I have the new knowledge of the kind of hurt that leads to pleasure. I learned it from this man. And I want to give him release so badly, I work my hips to meet his thrusts, the sound of my girlish mewls filling the room along with the smack of his heavy testicles hitting my bottom.

      “That’s right, darling. Squeeze me into your fresh, little cunt. Make amends for all the teasing. Daddy’s needed this so badly.”

      “I’ve needed it, too,” I sob, tightening my inner walls around him, turning his jaw slack and making him pump all the harder.

      “We don’t have to need anymore. We can take as much as we want.” He drops his head and licks my nipples, one and then the other. “I’ll gladly go to hell as long as I can ride this pussy all the way there.”

      He closes his mouth around my right nipple, sucking and laving me with his tongue and a line pulls tight inside of me. My clit is already so sensitive from being loved by Sebastian’s mouth that a mere graze of his shaft, combined with his tongue curling around my nipple, pushes me into a climax. It’s even more intense than my first two orgasms, because Sebastian grinds down on my swollen button of flesh and gives me a savage flash of teeth. The sensations pouring through me are pure elation and sex and freedom, holding me in their grip. I scream and writhe beneath Sebastian, but he simply drops his mouth to mine and whispers me through the tumult, his hips continuing to drive at a breakneck pace.

      “You’re all I need. You’re all I need, beautiful little girl. My cock is so wet from your come and now I’m going to fuck you harder with it. I’m not mad at you, but it’s going to seem like it, hmm? Daddy’s dick just hurts so bad and you’re the cause.”

      I’m glad he prepared me, because I have time to suck in a breath before Sebastian lets go of my pinned wrists. He throws my legs over his shoulders, folds my body in half and wraps his right hand around my neck, squeezing. He bears down on me like a beast, his eyes clenched shut as he rams into me, crazed, the wet smacking sounds echoing off the bedroom walls along with his curses. I’m aroused beyond belief by his show of dominance and with my body in this position, there’s nothing I can do but take it. This is heaven. Dark, twisted heaven and I want to take up permanent residence here.

      I watch in worshipful awe when a shudder passes through Sebastian and his thrusts speed up, my body bouncing up and down on the mattress with the strength of his pumps. “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” he chants. “Alice.”

      He flattens me to the bed and plows into me one final time, his big frame shaking above me. His thick sex is so deep inside my body, I swear I feel the pressure of it in my stomach. I certainly feel the flood of heat he’s giving off, the thick moistness he’s leaving deep in my loins. His hand remains around my throat, but not tight enough to stop me from crying out his name, again and again.

      And when he collapses, I rejoice in the weight of him. It feels new, yet it also seems like he’s been there forever. Like I was just waiting for him to show up and make me a woman. Make me his. Make me…happy.

      “Wow,” I whisper, tears pricking the back of my eyelids.

      He turns us onto our sides and I tuck my face into the crook of his neck, before he can see my emotions, which are plain as day on my face. I’ve fallen in love with the real version of Sebastian Cove. Not just the one in my head. I’m so happy about it, but I’m also scared. He’s leaving in the morning, isn’t he?

      What happens now? We haven’t spoken about whether we’re going to see each other beyond tomorrow. Am I crazy to think there could be more for us after we only met this morning? He lives in London and I live in New York. We’re an ocean away. I can’t really expect Sebastian to change his life at the drop of a hat, can I? Even if I am willing to change mine.

      I am, I realize. I would go anywhere with him.

      If he feels as strongly as I do.

      If.

      I start to panic, but when his strong arms close around me and he holds me like he’ll never let me go, I decide to trust him. And if the worst happens and he decides to fly home tomorrow without a backward glance, at least I’ll have this one perfect night to remember forever.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            7

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Sebastian

      

      

      

      If I don’t make Alice my wife, I don’t know what I’ll do with myself.

      She’s given me a glimpse at what true happiness feels, looks and tastes like and I want her by my side forever. In my home, in my bed, everywhere and anywhere I happen to be. I want to be able to reach out and take Alice’s hand.

      I’ve woken up far too early this morning, desperate to soak her in. Soak in the very first time I turn over in bed and find her blonde hair in a fan on the pillow, her hands tucked beneath her cheeks. In the first blush of sunrise, she looks like a fairy that has been debauched by a wolf. There are bruises and red marks on her neck, breasts and shoulders, left there by my mouth, teeth and hands.

      Good God, I was rough with her.

      And my cock is already hard as lead beneath the sheets. If I didn’t suspect Alice was sore, I’d already have her on hands and knees, making her pay for my morning erection. Look what you did, little girl.

      I rake a hand down my face and laugh without sound. With her in my life now, I don’t know if my cock will ever be anything but achingly hard ever again.

      That’s fine with me.

      There is a lightness in my chest I’ve never known. I found her. I found the girl I didn’t even know my soul was seeking. Yesterday morning, the rest of my life looked like an endless maze and now…it’s like an open field soaked in sunshine with Alice standing in the center of it. Smiling.

      I’ll make her smile forever. I’ll give her reasons to smile, every single day.

      Mere words don’t seem sufficient. I can’t very well just wake her up and ask her to be mine, to come live with me in London and be my wife. She deserves a fucking monument in her honor. I have to do better than words. I don’t even have a ring to put on her finger when I pop the question.

      Resisting the urge to kiss her shoulder, lest she wake up and find me totally unprepared, I get out of bed and dress quietly, watching her like a hungry, lovesick fool all the while. I ache to run my palm along the curve of her hip. My fingers hurt without the feel of her skin beneath them. But it won’t be too long until I’m back here with something real to offer. Something worthy of Alice. After all, I need to do better than feeding her cake in bed if I’m going to convince her to marry me after one day of being acquainted.

      One day is all I need. Honestly, one minute had been enough.

      She’s everything I never knew I was missing.

      With one last look in her direction, I promise her without words that I’ll be right back and leave the hotel room. By the time I reach the street, I’m already on the phone with the Tiffany’s store manager, requesting they open immediately so I can buy an engagement ring approximately the size of an egg.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Alice

      

      

      

      The sound of papers being shuffled wakes me up.

      I sit up in bed, the sheet slipping down to my waist and bathing my naked body in sunshine. Reflexively, I shield my eyes from the light. What time is it?

      Moments from the night before flip through my mind and I gasp, whirling around to look for Sebastian in the bed. But I’m alone.

      That must be him making noise out in the other room, right?

      I wish he’d woken me up with a kiss or some kind of reassurance, because as I pull on the white robe, my heart is beating in my throat. What will today bring? Is there a chance Sebastian wants our relationship to go somewhere? If he doesn’t, how am I going to go back to my black and white world where I hide my needs, my true self?

      At the threshold of the bedroom I square my shoulders and take a deep breath. I’ll never know what’s possible if I don’t ask.

      Expecting to see Sebastian in the living room, I freeze when I see a man I don’t recognize. He’s a short man. Young. He’s wearing a suit and he’s flipping through a folder of paperwork in a very agitated manner.

      “Uh. Hello?”

      “Look who’s decided to wake up.” The man glances up with a tight smile. “Would you mind getting dressed? I’ll need you to sign a non-disclosure agreement before you leave.”

      “A…what?” I shake my head to clear it of the shock. “I mean, I know what an NDA is, but why do I need to sign one? Who are you and where is Sebastian?”

      “I’m his assistant, Dan. The one who set out all the ingredients for your little baking class last night?” His tone is snide. “I hope you had fun.” He runs his eyes up and down my body in a lewd manner. “It certainly looks like it.”

      “Where is Sebastian?” I whisper past numb lips.

      “I don’t know. He probably went out so I could clean up the mess before he gets back.” By mess, he means me. That much is obvious. “Please get dressed. I’d like to get the document signed.”

      Pain begins to bloom in my chest, gradually but thoroughly. “Do you do this often? Have women sign agreements that they won’t speak to the press about—”

      “Your one night with Sebastian?” He shrugs. “It’s definitely been a while, but I’ve done it a few times. It’s ugly but necessary.”

      I can’t speak. Or move.

      He flicks a hand toward something to my right and I find my work uniform and bra folded neatly on a console table “If you don’t mind…?”

      My hands are shaking as I pick up the garments and turn back into the bedroom, dressing with tears burning my eyelids. Is this really happening? Did my night with Sebastian really mean so little to him? He couldn’t even end things to my face, he had to ask his assistant to do it? There’s a hole in my lungs and it’s growing so fast, I feel short of breath. Dizzy. But I manage to get my button-down and black skirt in place and walk on trembling legs back to the living room.

      Dan starts talking without looking up. “You caused quite a stir last night. All the gossip sites are going crazy with pictures of Sebastian carrying a woman half his age out of a restaurant. I’ll be spending the day spinning the story so he doesn’t come out looking like a sleaze bag who dates fucking teenagers.”

      “I’m twenty-one,” I say uselessly, taking a seat on the couch. “I-I…are the pictures really going to cause a problem?”

      “Not if I do my job. Speaking of which…” He slides an open folder in my direction. Words jump out at me from the page. Alice O’Donahue, henceforth known as Party B, agrees to keep confidential any information imparted by Sebastian Cove, henceforth known as Party A. Furthermore, Party B agrees to keep confidential any activities engaged in with Party A, including but not limited to sexual congress…

      Not wanting to read another word, I pick up the pen and sign my name at the bottom in shaky script.

      “Thank you,” Dan says briskly, plucking the pen out of my hand. “Now if you’ll excuse me, I need to pack Mr. Cove’s belongings so he makes his flight on time.”

      I lurch up from the couch and shove my feet into my heels. I spin in a circle looking for my purse, wanting to slap myself when I realize I left it at Landmark last night. That leaves me with no phone, no MetroCard and no cash.

      “There’s a couple of twenties for a cab on the counter,” Dan says breezily.

      Hating how cheap it makes me feel, I have no choice but to pocket the money on my way out the door. I don’t even make it to the elevator before my heart seems to rupture and liquefy in my chest.

      You are a stupid, naïve girl, Alice.

      Stupid, stupid, stupid.
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      I’ve got an armful of blue bags and I still feel underprepared when I step off the elevator onto the penthouse floor. I found the perfect the engagement ring moments after I stepped into Tiffany’s. A thick band of diamonds interwoven like leaves. Leaves that remind me of the green of Alice’s eyes. Before I could pay for it, though, I found a necklace that made my cock hard, just imagining it draped around her neck. And then I wanted her in bracelets, five for each arm, so I could listen to them clink when I fuck her. I barely escaped without buying the whole shop.

      Jewelry, even an abundance of it, doesn’t seem like enough. On the ride back to the Four Seasons, I reminded myself over and over that I have time. All the time in the world to spoil her rotten. Oh, and I plan on it. When I get Alice back to London, I’m going to bury my little girl in silk and diamonds and gowns and vacations. Not to mention, as many desserts as she can stand.

      I key in the code that opens the penthouse door and stride inside, stopping short when I find my assistant with his heels kicked up in the living room. My God, I’ve been so wrapped up in Alice and coming up with a proposal worthy of my future wife, I’d forgotten about him. Fire burns a trail in my esophagus, just knowing he’s been alone in the same hotel room as Alice.

      “Boss,” Dan says, hurriedly dropping his feet from the coffee table and standing at attention. “Welcome back. Your things are packed and I’ve taken care of…” He chuckles under his breath. “Well. You know.”

      I drop the Tiffany’s bags on the nearest table, my pulse started to tick wildly in my temples. “No. I don’t know. Enlighten me.” Without waiting for an answer, I call for her. “Alice!”

      There’s no response.

      My mouth turns dry, along with my throat. “Where is she?”

      “Erm…gone?”

      An arrow lances me in the gut. “Gone?”

      Dan laughs again, but with far less confidence. “You’re welcome?” He fidgets nervously—as well he should. “She’s half your age, Mr. Cove. The gossip sites—”

      “Since when have I ever given a fuck about gossip sites?”

      “Well your brand—”

      “Oh, sod off. My brand,” I spit, storming toward the bedroom, as if Alice is going to magically still be in bed, looking like a fairy. I can’t believe this. I can’t stand it. My skin is crawling with red ants and I want to tear it off. She’s gone. She’s gone. “What the fuck did you say to her?”

      “Not much. Small talk.” When there’s a long pause, I turn and find my assistant trying and failing to stuff a folder of paperwork into his trousers. He turns bright red when he realizes he’s been caught. Oh God, this can’t be happening.

      “Don’t tell me that’s what I think it is.” I truly feel like I’m going to lose the contents of my stomach. “You had her sign an NDA.”

      “It’s standard procedure.”

      Rage takes me by the throat. “I plan to make her my wife.” Now she thinks she’s just a conquest. That knowledge is too much to bear. My body moves on its own and I turn, burying my fist through the wall, sending plaster and dust in every direction. “Leave the folder and get out. You’re fired.”

      “But Mr. Cove—”

      “Consider yourself lucky I’m not throwing you off the balcony.” I face him again and the hell I’m feeling must be written on my face, because he pales. “I can still change my mind,” I growl, sending him running for the door.

      As soon as it closes behind him, I’m a man on a mission.

      I can fix this. I have to fix this.

      Jewelry definitely isn’t enough now.

      I’m not only winning back the woman I love, but making her understand she owns my soul now—and will until the end of time.
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        Alice

      

      

      

      It has been two days since I spent the night with Sebastian.

      Two days since my heart was shattered to pieces.

      It’s hard to believe I’m back at work, going through my normal routine, after briefly living in a fairy tale. My body performs the functions it’s supposed to perform, creating the work schedule, making supply orders, inspecting the dining room of Landmark. But nothing feels the same. All the activities that used to be my normal are now out-of-body experiences.

      There is construction taking place at the restaurant across the street from Landmark and I wish the noise would stop. The drilling and hammering is making my permanent headache even worse. What are they even doing over there? I overhead a rumor that the restaurant is changing hands, but did they have to start renovations in the middle of my agony?

      Highly inconsiderate of them.

      Several members of the wait staff whisper as I pass by, but I ignore them. None of them have gotten up the courage to ask me what happened the night world-famous chef Sebastian Cove carried me out the door in his arms. What would I say if they did ask?

      He brought me back to the most magical hotel room and fulfilled my every fantasy, fed me the perfect cake—and then kicked me to the curb?

      They probably suspect a version of that story, anyway.

      It probably happens all the time.

      Celebrities sleep with fan girls and move on without blinking.

      Unfortunately, I might have started off as a Sebastian Cove fan girl, but I definitely ended as much more. I fell in love with him over the course of our night together and I don’t think I’ll ever be the same. Not after experiencing the highest high and the farthest drop I could have imagined.

      There’s a loud metal whine across the street and I stomp to the front window of Landmark to find out, once and for all, what the hell is going on.

      I’m surprised to find a sign dangling from a crane. The operator moves the sign into the place, a construction crew centering it on the top of the restaurant across the street.

      The sign says Alice.

      I frown through the glass. The new restaurant is named Alice?

      That’s a weird coincidence.

      I start to turn away from the window and go back to work when something—or someone, rather—catches my eye across the street. No way. My eyes must be playing tricks on me.

      That is not Sebastian Cove in a hardhat overlooking a set of plans with one of the construction workers. But even as my brain issues the denial, his head comes up and we lock eyes. My body is wracked by a hot shiver, my womb seeming to contract at his nearness. Is…is Sebastian the new owner of the restaurant across the street?

      Did he name it Alice…for me?

      Tears crowd my eyes, blurring the image of Sebastian. When I manage to blink them away, he’s halfway across the street, arrogantly halting traffic with his glacial blue stare. My feet move on my own, carrying me out the door of Landmark where I wait for him on the sidewalk with my heart in my throat.

      “Alice,” he rasps when he’s a few feet away, his steps slowing. “By God, you somehow got more beautiful.”

      I clutch my hands to my chest to keep it from bursting open. “You didn’t go back to London?”

      “Without you?” He takes off the hard hat, leaving it dangling by his thigh, and without the shadow of the hat, I can see the intensity whipping in his eyes. “Never, darling. Never.”

      A whimper escapes me. “Is…is that your restaurant?”

      “No. It’s yours.” He comes a step closer, his eyes tracking over every inch of my face. “It’s ours.”

      “I don’t understand.”

      “I’m giving you the choice. London. New York. Both. Tell me where I can make you the happiest and that’s where we’ll go.” He tosses the hard hat to the ground and goes down on one knee. Until now, I’ve been aware of nothing but Sebastian. But as soon as he’s kneeling, the crowd that’s formed around us starts to applaud and whistle. Oh my God. This isn’t a dream. It’s real. It’s real and I’m probably going to faint right in the middle of it.

      “Sebastian…” I wheeze.

      “I know. I know I hurt you indirectly. I never meant for it to happen. I’ll never, ever put you in a position to be anything but happy. Ever again. Just agree to be my wife and give me that chance.” He takes a small black box out of his pocket and opens it, revealing what is the most spectacular, over-the-top ring I’ve ever seen in my life or the next. “Now that I know you exist, Alice, I can’t go back to the emptiness I lived in before. You make me look forward to the next day, because I know you’re alive inside of it.” He closes his eyes. “I’m in love with you. Marry me.”

      “Yes.” I fall to my knees in front of him and throw my arms around his neck. “I’ll marry you. Of course I will—I love you. And I don’t care where we live as long as you’re there, Sebastian.”

      Flashbulbs go off around us as our lips meet in a kiss, knelt down in the middle of a filthy Manhattan sidewalk. I’m still reeling when Sebastian slides the ring onto my finger, hoists me into his arms and carries me across the street to Alice, my apparent new restaurant. I only catch a brief glimpse of my face being painted mural-style onto the main wall when Sebastian roars, “Out!”

      He sets me down on the closest table and starts to unbuckle his belt even before the last construction worker exits onto the street. There is a partial barrier blocking us from passersby, but it would be a stretch to call our location private. Ask me if I care. I just want his hands on me. His mouth. I need to feel him everywhere so I know this is real.

      “I need you, Alice. One more second without and I’ll go fucking mad.”

      “I need you, too,” I breathe, opening my thighs. “Take me.”

      Moaning at the sight of his hard shaft, I allow Sebastian to hike up my skirt, work aside my panties and shove himself home inside me. The table rocks beneath us, but Sebastian steadies it in his hands and begins to thrust hard hard hard. “Mine forever,” he grits into my ear. “My Alice.”

      I arch my back and let him rip my shirt down the middle. “My Sebastian.”

      We don’t let the construction crew back inside for hours.
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        Sebastian

        Seven years later

      

      

      

      Tonight marks the grand opening of mine and Alice’s fourth restaurant.

      This one is in London’s West End.

      She put up an adorable fight, as always, when I insisted on naming this restaurant Alice, as well. But if she thinks I won’t open a hundred more establishments and name each and every one of them in her honor, she’s wrong. As the years have gone on, I’ve become more and more obsessive where my wife is concerned and there is no better word in the English language than her name.

      Where is she?

      I walk through the dining room, taking notice of her finishing touches. The little stems of lavender tucked into the place settings, the slight champagne tone to the wine glasses. The place is full of my wife and as I can’t get enough of her, I couldn’t be more pleased.

      Outside on the sidewalk, hundreds of patrons wait to be let inside for the inaugural dinner. I will spend the night overseeing the kitchen, but first I intend to find my Alice and kiss her beautiful mouth. If I don’t, my concentration will be shot.

      “Have you seen Alice?” I ask a passing waiter.

      He halts and faces me with a puffed up chest. “Last I saw, she was heading into the coat room, I believe.”

      I nod. “Thank you.”

      My lips curve into a smile as I continue my journey through the candlelit restaurant. The coat room. Interesting. Already my cock is bulging against the fly of my trousers in anticipation of cornering her there. Let the customers wait.

      And they will.

      After our weekend of notoriety in New York City, we’ve become an object of public interest. It serves our business well, though I’ve had to pummel a few photographers who dared get too close to my wife or twin sons. I don’t like having their faces in the magazines, papers or online, but Alice always finds a way to soothe my temper when it happens.

      Oh yes she does. A memory of her riding my cock in the bathtub while water splashes over the rim has my steps accelerating.

      Good God, what was life like before this girl arrived and made it worth living? I can’t remember. I don’t want to remember. My fingers are already flexing in anticipation of brushing her soft skin. I need to kiss her, goddammit.

      One might think a married man of seven years would be able to go a bloody hour without making out with his wife, but I haven’t been able to accomplish it. If one of us travels to New York or London for work, the other goes with. We simply cannot be apart. In the interest of Alice and our children being comfortable no matter which city we’re staying in, we have residences in both places, complete with a team of nannies so I never have to wait to be alone with my wife.

      After all, I might have softened thanks to falling in love, but I’m still an uncompromising bastard—and she loves me anyway.

      Finally, I open the door to the coat room, step inside and close it behind me. I catch the scent of her perfume, light and girlish, and I know she put on extra just to tempt me. To let me know she wants to play.

      “Alice, are you in here?” I drop my voice to the sternest possible note. “I told you, this isn’t the time to play hide and seek.”

      From the back corner of the room comes a muffled voice. “Please?”

      I drop a hand to the front of my pants to massage my thickening cock. “You know what happens when Daddy finds you at home. It won’t be any different because we’re in a restaurant. Did you think it would?”

      “No…”

      Slowly, I lower my zipper and I know she hears it, because she gasps. With excitement. Nerves. “People will wonder where we’ve gone, little girl. They could come looking.”

      There she is. Finally. Through the darkness, I spot my beautiful wife in the short green dress that is the exact shade of her eyes. She’s in between two coats that must belong to the staff, her hips twisting side to side. “You found me.”

      “You’re starting to like this game a little too much,” I say, pulling her off the wall, spinning her around and yanking her shapely little ass up into my lap. “How am I supposed to resist your tight pussy when you offer it to me so sweetly?”

      She wiggles against my erection. “Don’t you like me sweet, Daddy?”

      “Yes,” I groan, being totally pulled under by her perfect voice, body, scent, heart. All of them are in perfect sync with mine. “I love you sweet. You know I do. Way more than I should.” I slide the hem of her dress higher to reveal her bare backside. “You already took your panties off, hmm?”

      “Uh-huh. I knew you’d find me,” she whispers, smiling at me mischievously over her shoulder.

      Yes, I did find her. And I thank God several times a day for that fact.

      Seconds later when I slide my dick into her wet heat, I plant a kiss on the side of her neck and take a moment to savor what we’ve found. The love that’s made me such a happy man, husband and father, I can barely fathom it. “I love you, darling.”

      She leans her head back and lets me kiss her long and hard, affection shining up at me in her eyes. “I love you, too,” she whispers—and my heart is full.

      

      THE END

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Coming Soon…

          

          The sizzling second installment in the Lights, Camera, Insta-love Series…

        

      

    

    
      
        
        A Dash of Spice

      

      

      Professional hockey player Aidan “the Brooklyn Brawler” Tulane is known for his temper on the ice. When Aidan’s agent suggests he judge a reality television baking competition to soften his image, he reluctantly agrees, even though he’d rather get hit in the head with a ninety mile per hour puck.

      

      That is until he locks eyes with one of the contestants—a beautiful Vegas showgirl named Lola. He wants her immediately, with an intensity he’s never felt for anything but hockey. Unfortunately, Lola’s employer is a demanding mob boss. She claims that being with her is dangerous and she won’t let Aidan take the risk. But Aidan is ready and willing to take his brawling skills off the ice in order to make Lola his…

      

      Subscribe to Jessa’s newsletter to be notified when A DASH OF SPICE goes live! Join here:

      

      https://www.jessakaneauthor.com/newsletter-sign-up

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Also by Jessa Kane

          

        

      

    

    
      His Outlaw Valentine

      

      Philadelphia detective Ryan has been keeping a secret from his best friend and roommate, Jessie. She thinks he’s a quiet, nerdy shoulder to lean on. But underneath his oversized clothes and glasses, he’s been hiding a body built to guard Jessie from anyone who would dare harm her. He’s also a man harboring a deep obsession with her.

      

      When he finds out Jessie is planning on doing something that will put her in danger, he’ll have no choice but to reveal the man beneath the disguise to keep her safe…and claim his valentine once and for all. 

      

      Get it here: https://bit.ly/2GEyDY9
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