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Chapter One

 


“Thank you for your time. I’ll let the
agency know in due course.”

Aaron Gibson fixed a polite smile on his
face, and breathed a sigh of relief, when the heavily made up
blonde released his hand, and settled for fluttering her eyelashes
at him.

“I think we would work beautifully together,
and she’s just adorable. Such a good baby.”

His smile slipped at that inane statement,
and some of his annoyance must have shown in his face, because
potential nanny number one hundred and two—at least it felt as
though he’d interviewed that many over the last few days—sobered,
and dropped her gaze to the floor. In other circumstances that move
would have pleased the dominant in him greatly, but like so many
other things in his life, any chance to indulge with a willing
submissive had taken a back seat. Sunshine’s early arrival had sent
his whole ordered existence into a tailspin that he seemed utterly
unable to control. How such a tiny scrap of a human being could
leave such chaos in its wake, while claiming such a big piece of
his heart, was beyond Aaron really.

“Tell me, Ms. Janus,” he said, and the woman
froze mid getting out of her chair, and threw him a worried look,
when he’d inadvertently used the tone of voice he reserved for
bratty subs. “How exactly can a baby not be good? It’s not as
though she could roam the streets and rob a bank now, is it? I’d
expect better from a nanny of your supposed qualifications.”

He glanced down on the sheet of paper,
listing this woman’s achievements, and pinched the bridge of his
nose. Like so many others before her, she ought to be up to the
job, but they were either too strict, or too lenient for his
liking, and then there were those like Ms. Janus here, who’d
clearly looked him up, and decided to try for the position as
future Mrs. Gibson. It was beyond frustrating, and meant Aaron’s
workload was piling up. He simply couldn’t get anything done,
without the right help to take care of his little Sunshine, and
that was most certainly not this person.

“Well, I didn’t mean it like that of course.
It’s just, she’s slept right through this interview, and she is
just so pretty, and tiny … and … err. ..” She seemed to run out of
words, when he didn’t react to her prattling, and simply continued
to study her. “You must be so proud of her. That’s what I mean. I
certainly didn’t mean to cause any offence.”

Little Sunshine chose that moment to stir,
and knowing his daughter’s propensity for erupting into loud
squeals of protest at his audacity of having put her down, Aaron
bent to pick the little mite up out of the basket by his feet.

Sunshine made snuffling noises, popped one
eye open, and then shoved her fist into her mouth to suck on it.
Aaron moved her higher up his chest, so that her head rested on his
shoulder and pressed the intercom for his assistant.

“Nicole, will you please put the kettle on,
so that the water will be ready for Sunshine’s next feed.”

“Of course, Mr. Gibson. Is she hungry
again?” The astonishment in his assistant’s voice made Aaron smile,
and closing his eyes briefly, he rubbed his chin over his
daughter’s downy head. Like it always did, the action grounded him,
and a rush of emotion tightened his chest.

“It would seem so, Nicole,” he said, and
opened his eyes to see Ms. never-going-to-let-you-near-my-child
frown at him. “When you’ve done that, please show Ms. Janus off the
premises, and send the next one in, will you?”

Said Ms. Janus pursed her lips, and finally
took the hint.

“There’s no need. I can find my own way out
of here, but I will say this before I leave. Your daughter ought to
be on a feeding schedule already. Makes life much simpler for
everyone, and it’s never too early to start. The book says—”

“Enough.” Baby Sunshine squealed in protest
at his raised voice, and the infuriating and completely unsuitable
excuse of a nanny from hell jumped.

“That statement right there is why we would
never work well together, as you put it. My daughter is not an
object to be fit into schedules, and her mother was most adamant
that she is raised according to attachment principles, so, I
suggest you take your own advice and leave, Ms. Janus.”

The iron band around his chest squeezed
tighter at the mention of little Sunshine’s mother, and Aaron
turned his back on the nanny, and stared out of the wall of plate
glass that made up his office, dimly aware of the woman huffing and
puffing, and Nicole showing her out.

The view over London’s Docklands was
magnificent, and testament to how far he had come since Sunshine’s
mother and he had played in the sand together as children, and he
wished with all his heart that things were different.

Hope, her cousin Kenna, and he had formed a
firm friendship back in those days when life was simple, and their
only worry had been to make it back in time for tea, before their
mothers sent out search warrants. The three musketeers, that had
been them, and their friendship had simply grown stronger when
they’d become adults, with Aaron looking at Hope and Kenna as the
sisters he’d never had.

Hope’s death from pregnancy-accelerated
cancer and Sunshine’s subsequent early arrival had changed
everything.

Aaron swiped the unwelcome tears off his
face and hugged the precious bundle in his arms tighter.

“Sorry, kiddo, it’s just you, me and Auntie
Kenna now.” His daughter screwed up her little button nose, as
though she was disgusted with that idea, and Aaron laughed.

“Yeah, I know, not the most appealing
process, is it baby girl?”

“I don’t know, that depends on your view
point.” The deep gravelly voice with the hint of an accent he
couldn’t place shook Aaron out of his morose thoughts, and he spun
round to face the intruder to his office. He was all ready to give
him a piece of his mind, but the words stuck to the roof of his
mouth, when he took in the new arrival.

At least six foot three of lean muscle, the
stranger smiled at him. The action exposed enticing dimples in his
hard jaw. It was the incongruous sight of this man holding
Sunshine’s bottle in one hand, and a motorbike helmet in the other,
however, that really got to Aaron.

The biker put down his helmet, shrugged out
of his jacket, and taking the lid of Sunshine’s bottle, tipped it
to test the temperature of her feed on his wrist. The action
exposed the swirling designs of this man’s ink, and his biceps
flexed as he ran a hand through his straggly brown hair, and then
took a step toward Aaron.

“Hope you don’t mind, but I was waiting
outside and couldn’t help but overhear. As your assistant was busy
showing the so called nanny out, I took the liberty of finishing
off the baby’s bottle. If you hand her over, I’ll feed her. The way
she’s sucking on that fist, she’ll erupt any minute now, and
knowing babies, we won’t be able to hear ourselves think, let alone
try and have a conversation, Sir.”

The unexpected intonation on the title
further caught Aaron off guard, and he handed Sunshine over without
protest, when the biker stepped so close that his scent invaded
Aaron’s nostrils. Sunshine, leather, oil, and that unmistakable
aroma of virile man that meant most of Aaron’s blood shot south,
and his dick sat up and took notice. A most unwelcome development,
considering where they were, and the fact that this man was
currently feeding little Sunshine with a practiced ease that spoke
of years of experience.

“Right, yes, and you are?” he asked. The
biker flashed him another quick grin, before he dropped his gaze to
Aaron’s collarbone and kept it there. The inherently submissive
tell meant that Aaron grew hard as nails, and clearing his throat,
Aaron sought refuge behind his desk to hide his body’s reaction to
this man. He gestured to the chair opposite for biker man to sit
down, and after another quick glance up the stranger did so.

“Jordan Carole, and your four o’clock
appointment, I believe. At least that’s when Kenna said I should
come here,” he said. “I was waiting my turn when everything seemed
to kick off, and pardon me saying, Sir, I’m mighty glad you kicked
that sorry excuse of a nanny out of here. Fancy wanting to put a
newborn on a feeding schedule, let alone a preemie. The daftest
thing I ever did hear.”

He glanced up again, rewarding Aaron with a
glimpse of warm, amber eyes, which crinkled up into laughter lines.
This was a man who smiled easily, and despite appearances clearly
knew what he was doing, if the contented sucking noises coming from
Sunshine were anything to go by.

“Quite so.” Aaron said, and Jordan smiled,
put the bottle on the desk, and lifted the baby up to wind her.

“She doesn’t wind easily.” His daughter
called Aaron a liar, when she immediately gave a huge burp, and
Aaron shook his head in amazement.

“How the hell did you do that? It takes me
hours to get her to burp, let alone take a freaking bottle, and
then the minute we’re finished she wants another one.”

“Ah, can’t tell you that, Sir. Trade secret,
see.”

Jordan Carole winked at him, and then turned
his attention back to Sunshine.

“Like I said I couldn’t help but overhear
your earlier exchange, and if you’re looking for a more holistic
approach to bringing up your daughter, than I’m your man, so to
speak.”

Aaron groaned under his breath at the erotic
images that immediately assaulted his brain at those innocent
enough words, and he picked up the stack of CVs on his desk.
Anything to take his mind out of the gutter. Sure enough
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