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      Ginger Brown is all things fire and temptation—a sweet little secretary with big doe eyes and a wicked streak a mile wide. She spends her days taking notes, filing papers, and driving Senator Stan White out of his goddamn mind. She’s young. Too young. And he’s spent far too long pretending she isn’t the one thing he wants most in the world.

      Stan is older. Powerful. A man who built his career on control and discipline. But when Ginger tosses her red curls over her shoulder and calls him sir in that soft, teasing voice, every bit of restraint he has shatters. She’s a distraction, a danger, a temptation he should walk away from.

      But self-control has never been his strong suit.

      She’s his little ginger snap. His sweetest sin. And he’s done pretending he can resist.

      Stan is ready to claim her, to own her, to make sure she knows exactly who she belongs to. He’ll ruin her innocence, taint her sweetness, and leave his mark so deep no one will ever touch her again.

      And Ginger? She’s about to learn that once Senator White gets a taste… 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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      The lock clicks into place and I'm already unbuckling my belt, fingers trembling with a familiar urgency. My office bathroom—the scene of countless surrenders to thoughts of her. Ginger. Even her name floods my mouth with sweetness, makes my cock throb painfully against my expensive slacks. A respected senator shouldn't be hiding in bathrooms like a teenager, stroking himself raw to visions of his secretary. But here I am. Again.

      I lean against the cool marble counter, catching my reflection in the mirror—flushed face, the slight shadow beneath my eyes from another restless night thinking of her. The contrast between the dignified man who commands respect in committee hearings and this creature of naked want is jarring. But I can't stop. God knows I've tried.

      This morning, she walked into my office with coffee balanced in one hand, stack of briefing papers in the other. That skirt—Christ, that skirt. Tight black fabric hugging the perfect curve of her ass, stopping just above her knees. Conservative enough for Capitol Hill on paper, but on Ginger, it might as well be lingerie. The way she bends slightly at my desk to set down the coffee, giving me that split-second view of cleavage beneath her silky blouse. She knows exactly what she's doing.

      "Your nine o'clock was pushed to ten-thirty, Senator," she'd said, voice honeyed and professional, those big doe eyes looking up through lashes that seem impossibly long. "I've adjusted your schedule accordingly."

      My cock is fully hard in my hand now as I recall how she'd lingered a moment too long, her perfume hanging in the air between us—something light and sweet that makes me think of peaches warmed by summer sun. I'd thanked her, maintained the facade of professional detachment that's becoming increasingly impossible to sustain.

      "Is there anything else you need, sir?" The way she says 'sir'—respectful on the surface but with an undercurrent that makes my blood run hot.

      I stroke myself faster, picturing those full lips forming the word. Sir. Like she's offering more than just administrative assistance. Like she's inviting me to cross the line we've been dancing around since she first walked into my office six months ago, all fiery hair and soft curves wrapped in business attire that somehow makes her more tempting than any lingerie could.

      I imagine pushing everything off my desk—reports, legislation drafts, meaningless paperwork—and laying her across it. In my fantasy, she's wet already, her panties soaked through because she wants me as badly as I want her. I'd hike that tight skirt up around her waist, hook my fingers into the delicate fabric between her thighs and⁠—

      A groan escapes me, echoing slightly against the bathroom tiles. I bite my lip, even though I know my outer office is empty at this hour. Most of my staff cleared out an hour ago, leaving just security down the hall. Just me and my shameful addiction.

      In my mind, I spread her thighs, revealing her to my hungry gaze. I'd make her wait, make her beg for it. Force her to say exactly what she wants from me in that sweet voice. Make her admit how long she's been teasing me with those little skirts and meaningful glances.

      My hand works faster, my breath coming in short pants. The guilt that should be overwhelming is barely a whisper beneath the roar of desire. I know it's wrong—the power imbalance, my position, my reputation, the twenty-something years between us. But none of that matters when she walks into a room and the air changes, becomes charged with possibilities.

      I've never touched her inappropriately. Never said anything that crosses the line. But in the privacy of my mind, in moments like this, I've had her a thousand different ways. Bent over my desk. Pressed against the wall of my private office. On her knees before me, those big innocent eyes looking up as she takes me in her mouth.

      My legs start to tremble as I approach the edge. I brace myself against the counter with my free hand, eyes squeezing shut as the fantasy takes shape with painful clarity. In it, Ginger is stripped of her professional armor, naked and flushed beneath me as I drive into her. In it, she gasps my name—not "Senator" or "sir" but my actual name—like a prayer, like salvation.

      The pressure builds at the base of my spine, hot and insistent. My hand is a poor substitute for what I really want, but it's all I allow myself. All I can have without risking everything I've built over decades in public service.

      I come with a stifled grunt, spurting hot and thick into my palm. The release is intense but hollow, leaving me drained and slightly disgusted with myself even as the last waves of pleasure pulse through me. For a moment, I stand there panting, reality slowly reasserting itself in the afterglow.

      The fantasy version of Ginger fades, replaced by the uncomfortable awareness of what I've just done. Again. I clean up methodically, washing away the evidence of my weakness. My reflection stares back at me, composed once more, the mask of Senator White firmly back in place. But beneath it, the want remains. It always does.

      I straighten my tie, running a hand through my hair. By the time I exit the bathroom, I'll be fully armored again—the respected, commanding public servant. I'll sit at my desk and review legislation. I'll make calls to constituents and colleagues. I'll be the man everyone expects me to be.

      And tomorrow, when Ginger clicks her way into my office in those heels that sound like sin against the marble floors, I'll greet her professionally. I'll thank her for the coffee. I'll discuss the day's agenda with appropriate distance.

      And then, at some point, I'll find myself back here, locked in this bathroom, cock in hand, surrendering to thoughts of her all over again.

      It's a cycle I can't seem to break. Don't really want to break, if I'm being honest with myself. Some men have alcohol. Some have gambling. Some have drugs. I have Ginger—or at least, the version of her that exists in my mind. My own personal addiction, dressed in tight skirts and silky blouses, with fiery hair I long to fist in my hands and a mouth I'd sell my soul to taste.

      As I zip up my pants and prepare to return to my office, I wonder absently if this is what madness feels like—this constant, grinding want that never fully abates no matter how many times I try to satisfy it alone in this bathroom.

      I check my watch. Nearly seven. The building is mostly empty now. I should go home, try to get some rest before tomorrow's committee hearings. But the thought of another night in my empty Georgetown townhouse, with only these fantasies for company, makes something in my chest ache.

      Maybe I'll stay late. Catch up on reading those policy briefs Ginger left on my desk this morning. The ones her slender fingers touched, sorted, organized. The ones that still might carry a trace of her scent if I hold them close enough.

      God, I'm pathetic. A powerful man reduced to sniffing paper for a hint of a woman who probably sees me as nothing more than a paycheck and a stepping stone in her career.

      But I'll stay anyway. Because tomorrow she'll be back, and the cycle will begin again. And despite the shame, despite knowing better, despite everything—I can't wait.
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        * * *

      

      I'm so lost in the fantasy—so close to the edge—that I don't hear the soft knock at first. Don't register the turning of the doorknob. It's only when a gasp cuts through my groans that I realize I'm not alone. My eyes fly open, hand still wrapped around my cock, to find Ginger standing in the doorway, manila folder clutched to her chest, those big doe eyes wider than I've ever seen them. Time suspends between us—her frozen in shock, me caught in the most vulnerable position imaginable. I should stop. Cover myself. Apologize. Instead, something primal takes over.

      "Sir, I'm so—" she starts, color flooding her cheeks, but makes no move to leave. Her gaze drops to my hand, still gripping my erection, then back to my face.

      "Close the door, Ginger," I command, voice deeper than usual, rough with want.

      For a heartbeat, I think she'll run—report me, end my career with a sexual harassment claim that I'd deserve. Instead, she steps inside and pushes the door shut behind her. The lock clicks, sealing us in together.

      "I thought you'd gone home," I say, not stopping the slow stroke of my hand. It's madness, continuing like this, but I'm beyond the point of reason. Months of fantasy have crystallized into this moment, and I can't bring myself to end it.

      "I was... finishing up the notes for
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