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      Sadie Beaumont is all things soft, warm, and sweet—a little ray of sunshine with flour-dusted cheeks and a heart full of dreams. Her days are spent kneading dough, decorating cupcakes, and filling her small-town bakery with the scent of sugar and spice. But no matter how cozy her world is, she can’t ignore the smoldering presence of the man next door.

      Daniel Cross is older. Gruff. A man of few words but dark, possessive thoughts. From the moment Sadie moved in, he’s been obsessed—watching her, wanting her, craving a taste of the one thing he knows he shouldn’t touch. But self-control has never been his strong suit, and when Sadie flashes him that sweet, innocent smile, he knows he’s doomed.

      She’s his little baker. His sugar lips. And he’s done pretending he can stay away.

      Daniel is ready to claim her, to ruin her for anyone else. He’ll devour her softness, consume her sweetness, and make sure she knows exactly who she belongs to. And Sadie? She’s about to learn that once Daniel Cross sinks his teeth in, he never lets go.

      

      The Cute Little Creampies series is perfect for readers who crave zero plot and 100% indulgent, smutty goodness. Dive in for steamy, over-the-top fun that turns the heat all the way up!
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      I don't belong here among the pastel frosting and sugar-dusted displays. My hands, calloused from years of hard work, look alien against the delicate glass of the bakery counter. But I come anyway. Every day. Because she's here, flour on her cheek and sunshine in her smile, moving through her little sugar kingdom like some kind of sweet-scented dream I have no business dreaming.

      "Good morning, Mr. Cross!" Sadie's voice lifts over the sound of the display case opening. It's musical, innocent—everything I'm not. "The usual today?"

      My usual. A cinnamon roll I never eat. I toss it in the trash the moment I'm back in my own shop next door. The hardware store I've owned for fifteen years, built with my bare hands after dropping out of college to support my mother when dad left. The place smells of metal and sawdust and honest work. Nothing like the cloud of vanilla and butter that clings to Sadie's skin.

      "Yes." My voice sounds rough even to my own ears. I clear my throat. "Please."

      She beams at me, this girl barely into her twenties, while I stand here, forty-three and harder than the hammers I sell. Her fingers, delicate and pale, pluck the roll from the display with a pair of tongs. I imagine those same fingers pressed against my chest, my stomach, lower.

      Fuck.

      "It just came out of the oven," she says, sliding it into a paper bag. "Extra icing today. Just for you."

      Just for me. The words sink into my gut like stones. She has no idea what she does to me. How could she? She's sunshine personified, while I'm a storm cloud with thunder in my veins. The kind of man who looks at a sweet young thing like her and thinks about bending her over that flour-dusted counter.

      I hand her a twenty, our fingers brush, and I feel a jolt of need so sharp it might as well be pain.

      "Keep the change," I manage to say, though my throat feels lined with sandpaper.

      "That's too much!" Her eyebrows draw together in concern. God, she's so fucking earnest it hurts.

      "Consider it an investment in local business."

      That makes her laugh, the sound light and airy. "Well, in that case, thank you, neighbor."

      Neighbor. That's all I am to her. All I should be. But when she turns to put the money in the register, the morning light catches on her hair, turning the blonde strands to spun gold, and I can't help but notice how her simple dress hugs the curve of her ass. I grip the counter edge, my knuckles white.

      That's when another customer walks in—a woman with a stroller and a toddler in tow—and I take my exit, the paper bag warm in my hand like a secret.

      I don't even make it back to my store before tossing the cinnamon roll into the trash can on the corner. The sugar makes my teeth ache just thinking about it. But I'll be back tomorrow for another one. And the next day. And the day after that.

      Because I'm fucking pathetic.
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        * * *

      

      It’s Thursday, and I'm watching the clock like a man condemned. 10:15 AM. That's when I allow myself to cross the twenty feet of sidewalk between my door and hers. Never earlier—I don't want to seem eager. Never later—I don't want to miss her fresh-baked morning selection.

      The bell over her door chimes as I enter, and Sadie looks up from where she's arranging cookies in the display case. Her cheeks are flushed from the oven heat, a smudge of flour decorating the bridge of her nose like the world's most innocent war paint.

      "Mr. Cross!" she says with genuine pleasure, as if I'm not just the grumpy bastard next door who barely speaks.

      Today, there's a streak of pink frosting at the corner of her mouth. I imagine licking it off, then pushing my tongue between her lips to see if she tastes as sweet inside as out. My cock twitches in my jeans, and I shift my stance to hide what would be an obvious bulge if I weren't wearing a heavy work jacket.

      "Morning," I manage, letting my eyes roam the display case instead of her body. "What's good today?"

      This is part of our ritual. I ask what's good, pretending I might order something different, though we both know I'll take the cinnamon roll.

      "I tried something new," she says, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper that makes my stomach clench. "Maple bacon donuts. I know you don't like things too sweet."

      She's been paying attention to me. The realization hits me like a fist to the chest. I don't know what to do with it.

      "You're right," I admit, surprising myself. "Never had much of a sweet tooth."

      Her eyes widen slightly at getting more than my usual grunt. "Then why do you come to a bakery every day?" The question is innocent, genuinely curious.

      To see you, I think. To torture myself with what I can't have.

      "Habit," I lie instead.

      She tilts her head, studying me, and for a moment I worry she can see right through me—see the filthy thoughts that run through my mind every time she bends to retrieve something from the lower shelves.

      "Well, try the donut today. On the house." She slides one onto a small plate and pushes it toward me.

      "I can pay," I protest, but she waves it away.

      "Consider it product testing. I need an honest opinion from someone who doesn't just love everything sweet."

      I can't refuse without seeming like more of an asshole than I already am, so I take a bite while she watches expectantly. The salty-sweet combination hits my tongue, and I'm surprised to find I actually like it.

      "Good," I say, and her entire face lights up like I've handed her the world.

      "Really? You're not just saying that?"

      I snort. "I don't 'just say' anything."

      That gets a laugh from her, a real one that crinkles the corners of her eyes. Something shifts in my chest—that uncomfortable heat that feels like guilt but isn't quite. It's worse. It's want mixed with the knowledge that wanting her is wrong.

      She's leaning over the counter now, close enough that I can smell the vanilla on her skin. "I'm so glad you like it. I was thinking of you when I came up with the recipe."

      Thinking of me. Christ.

      She has no idea what I think about when I think of her. How I imagine her pretty pink mouth stretched around my cock. How I fantasize about spreading her legs and eating her sweet pussy until she's crying and begging for release. How I dream of ramming into her tight little body until she's full of my cum.

      The donut turns to ash in my mouth.

      "Thanks," I say gruffly, setting the half-eaten pastry down and pulling out my wallet. I drop a twenty on the counter. "Keep it."

      I turn and stride out before she can protest, before I can do something stupid like reach across the counter and pull her to me. The cold air outside is a shock, but not enough to calm the heat in my blood.
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        * * *

      

      It's worse on Fridays. The bakery stays open until seven instead of five, and sometimes I find excuses to walk past after closing my own shop. Sometimes I see her through the window, alone, cleaning up or experimenting with new recipes. Her hair tied back, her face serious in concentration, her slender fingers working dough with careful precision.

      Today, I watch her longer than I should. The sky has darkened to purple-blue, and the streetlights have flickered on. She's wearing a dress I haven't seen before—light blue with small flowers, the hem hitting just above her knees. When she stretches to reach something on a high shelf, the dress rides up, revealing more of her smooth thighs than I have any right to see.

      My cock is hard in an instant, pressing painfully against my zipper. I shift in the shadows, telling myself I should walk away, go home, take a cold shower, and forget the existence of Sadie Beaumont and her fucking sweet thighs.

      Instead, I keep watching.

      She's humming to herself, swaying slightly as she decorates what looks like a cake. Happy in her little world of sugar and butter and flour. I wonder what it would be like to be part of that world. I just want to have her look at me with something other than polite customer service friendliness.

      No, that's a lie. I know exactly how I want her to look at me—with those big eyes wide with desire, her lips parted and begging, her body trembling beneath mine as I claim her in ways no man has before.

      I press my palm against my erection, giving myself the briefest relief before
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