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      Sharon Miller is all sweetness and light—a young woman with a heart full of care, spending her days watching over children with a smile on her face and warmth in her soul. Her world is filled with giggles, bedtime stories, and the innocent joy of taking care of her young charges. But there's one little distraction she can’t shake—the man whose niece she’s been entrusted to babysit. Adam Banes.

      Adam is older. Gruff. A man who carries the weight of responsibility on his broad shoulders, especially now that he’s the guardian to his beloved niece. He’s used to keeping his emotions tightly locked away, but the more he sees Sharon, the harder it gets to ignore the heat burning beneath his calm exterior. Her innocence, her gentleness, and the way she makes his niece light up—it all tugs at him in ways he doesn’t understand.

      Sharon doesn’t realize the effect she has on Adam—how his intense gaze follows her every move, how the air crackles with tension when they’re alone. She’s just doing her job, but he can’t stop thinking of her as something more. His little baby cakes. The woman who has stirred a longing inside him he never thought he’d feel again.

      Adam’s self-control has always been strong, but Sharon’s sweetness is a temptation he’s about to succumb to. He’s done pretending he can keep his distance. She’s his little babysitter, his baby cakes, and now, he’s ready to claim her—body and soul.

      Sharon? She’s about to find out that once Adam Banes lets his walls down, he’ll never let 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 house feels like a cage tonight. Every tick of the clock on the mantel is a reminder that she'll be here soon, walking through my door with her sweet smile and those eyes that see right through me. I pace the living room, trying to ignore the tightness in my chest, the heat that's been building there for weeks now. Sharon. Even her name in my thoughts feels dangerous, forbidden. I shouldn't want my niece's babysitter the way I do, but God help me, I can't stop.

      I straighten a throw pillow for the third time, then drag my fingers through my hair. The refrigerator hums in the kitchen, the sound punctuated by the occasional clink of ice shifting in my untouched whiskey. I'd poured it thinking it might steady my nerves. It hasn't helped.

      Six months ago, when my sister asked if I could take care of Lily while she and her husband took an overseas job assignment, I didn't hesitate. I love my niece like she's my own. But living in the suburbs, working full-time, I needed help. Sharon Miller came highly recommended—twenty-four, responsible, with a degree in child development and a way with kids that bordered on magical. What no one warned me about was her effect on thirty-five-year-old men who should know better.

      The doorbell rings and my heart slams against my ribs. I take a deep breath, wiping my palms on my jeans before pulling the door open.

      "Uncle Adam!" Lily launches herself at my legs, her blonde pigtails bouncing. I scoop her up, breathing in the scent of her strawberry shampoo, letting her enthusiastic hug ground me.

      "There's my favorite girl." I press a kiss to her forehead, but my eyes drift upward, finding Sharon standing on my porch.

      She's wearing a simple sundress, pale yellow fabric floating around her knees, her chestnut hair falling in soft waves past her shoulders. The evening light catches in those strands, turning them to liquid copper. Her hazel eyes crinkle at the corners when she smiles at me, those damn freckles scattered across her nose making her look even younger than she is.

      "Hi, Adam." Her voice is soft, musical. "Sorry we're a little late. Someone insisted on making you a special picture before we left the park."

      Lily wriggles in my arms. "I drawed you and me and Sharon at the swings! Can I show you?"

      "Drew," Sharon corrects gently, "and of course he wants to see it, sweetie."

      I step back, holding the door wider. "Come in, both of you."

      Sharon's shoulder brushes mine as she passes, and I breathe in the faint scent of vanilla and something floral. My stomach tightens. I set Lily down, watching as she skips to her backpack and begins rummaging through it.

      "She had a great day," Sharon says, lingering closer than necessary. "We visited the duck pond, then spent the afternoon at the playground."

      I nod, trying to focus on her words rather than the curve of her neck, the delicate hollow of her throat where a drop of sweat glistens. The summer heat has left a pink flush on her cheeks, making her look like she's just been thoroughly kissed.

      The thought hits me like a physical blow. I want to be the one to put that flush on her skin.

      "Adam?" Her head tilts slightly, concern crossing her features. "Are you okay?"

      "Fine. Just... tired." I force a smile. "Coffee hasn't worn off yet."

      She laughs, the sound achingly sweet. "I know that feeling. Lily has enough energy for ten adults."

      "Uncle Adam, look!" Lily proudly holds up her drawing—three stick figures by what I assume is a swing set. The tallest figure has an enormous smile and brown scribbles for hair.

      I crouch down to her level. "This is amazing, Lil. Is that me?"

      She nods enthusiastically. "And that's me in the middle, and that's Sharon pushing me on the swing!"

      I glance up to find Sharon watching us, something soft and wistful in her expression. She catches my eye and looks away quickly, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. The gesture is shy, almost nervous. Different from her usual confident self.

      "I thought we could put it on the fridge," she suggests, voice slightly breathless. "Add it to her gallery."

      "Definitely fridge-worthy." I stand, feeling too large suddenly, too aware of the space my body takes up as Sharon moves toward the kitchen.

      I follow, watching the gentle sway of her hips beneath the sundress. There's an electricity in the air tonight that wasn't there before, a current running between us that makes each movement, each glance, feel weighted with meaning.

      Lily chatters about her day, oblivious to the tension thickening the air as Sharon helps her attach the drawing to the refrigerator with magnets. I lean against the doorframe, arms crossed over my chest, trying to appear casual while my insides twist into knots.

      "Are you staying for dinner, Sharon?" Lily asks hopefully. "Uncle Adam makes the best mac and cheese on Tuesdays."

      Sharon's eyes flick to mine, and something passes between us—a question, a possibility. She wets her lips, and I track the movement, heat pooling low in my stomach.

      "I don't think—" she begins.

      "You should stay," I interrupt, surprising myself. "There's plenty."

      She blinks, that flush deepening on her cheeks. "I don't want to impose."

      "You're never an imposition." The words come out rougher than I intended, loaded with meaning I shouldn't express.

      "Please, Sharon?" Lily tugs at her hand. "Pretty please with sugar on top?"

      Sharon laughs, her gaze still locked with mine. "Well, when you put it that way..."

      "I'll set the table!" Lily announces, darting toward the drawer where we keep the silverware.

      Left momentarily alone, Sharon and I stand in heavy silence. The kitchen suddenly feels too small, the air between us charged with all the things we never say.

      "You really don't have to stay," I offer quietly. "I know you probably have plans."

      She shakes her head, those waves catching the light. "No plans. Just... are you sure you want me here?"

      The question feels weighted, layered with meaning. I take a step closer, close enough to count each freckle scattered across her cheeks.

      "I'm sure," I say, my voice dropping to something just above a whisper.

      Her lips part slightly, her chest rising with a quick intake of breath. For a moment, I think she might step back, maintain the careful distance we've always kept between us. Instead, she tilts her chin up, holding my gaze with a boldness that makes my blood rush.

      "Then I'll stay."

      Through dinner, I watch her hands—delicate, nimble fingers cutting Lily's food into bite-sized pieces, brushing crumbs from the corner of my niece's mouth. I imagine those hands on me, and heat crawls up the back of my neck. She catches me staring and something changes in her expression, a knowing look that tells me she can read every inappropriate thought crossing my mind.

      The room feels smaller with each passing minute, more intimate. The casual brush of her arm against mine as she helps clear the table sends electricity shooting up my spine. This isn't just desire anymore—it's something consuming, overwhelming. I want her in a way that frightens me with its intensity.

      "Bath time, Lily-pad," I announce when dinner's finished, desperate for a moment to collect myself. "Say goodnight to Sharon."

      "But I want Sharon to read
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