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    Bianca 
 
    “Are you ready to order?” the waiter asked for the third time since bringing me my water, and I felt annoyance build in me while I looked up at him with a forced smile. 
 
    “I suppose I am,” I finally decided, happy to get the waiter off my back. 
 
    Zane was supposed to meet me an hour ago for dinner, but he still had yet to show.  I kept checking my phone to see if he had responded to the long list of messages I sent him, asking him where he was, but my phone was more silent than it had been in years.  I wasn’t surprised at all and thought that he was just too busy.  Thanks to Bernice leaving the company, I found myself drowning in work with no way out.  Zane swept in to my rescue and offered to buy the company off me, promising me that, once we were married, it would benefit us both.  Now that he owned the company, he was dealing with all the work, and I was finally able to enjoy some well earned free time. 
 
    “I’ll take the steak dinner with the baked potato and the caesar salad on the side, hold the dressing,” I stated as I stared back down at the menu.  “For my appetizer, I’ll take the breaded mushrooms and the mozzarella sticks.  Leave a dessert menu when you bring out the food, please…”  The waiter looked relieved as he took down my order and started off towards the kitchen while I looked back down at my phone. 
 
    Zane should have been here by now…  The more I thought about it, the more I got a sinking feeling that I just couldn’t shake.  Anyone in their right mind wouldn’t start dating their sibling’s cheating ex, even if the ex had cheated on them with their sibling, but I thought Zane was different.  Thankfully, after Bernice left the company after finding out Zane was cheating on her with me, I decided to hide certain assets from him so that, if I decided to leave him, I would be financially stable just like Bernice had been when she left the company. 
 
    I had wondered for the longest time about Bernice and how she was doing.  After all, we hadn’t spoken since that day, but, after seeing her picture on the bus bench next to Skye and Stephanie’s photos, I knew she was still doing what she loved.  Regret filled me as I thought back to how I hurt my sister.  She had always been there for me, and I always treated her like dirt.  What I wouldn’t give to go back in time and do it all over again, but, this time, I would do it right and not hurt Bernice.  The sound of my phone’s ringtone startled me, and I looked down.  Of course, it was Zane.  Taking a deep breath, I answered the phone. 
 
    “Hello?” I asked as soon as the phone connected.  The sound of music blaring and people laughing wafted from the phone, and I had to turn down the volume so that I didn’t bother the other customers.  Above it all, Zane shouted at me. 
 
    “Hey, I got all your messages,” he called out, barely audible over the music.  “What do you want?”  Anger rose in me as I rolled my eyes. 
 
    “Did you forget that we were supposed to have dinner in order to celebrate you taking over the company?” I asked, my heart sinking in disappointment as I realized my gut had been right. 
 
    “So, about that,” he droned on before biting the bullet.  “I sold the company to a close friend of mine, and I’m using the money to move to New York.”  My jaw dropped as I shook my head in disbelief. 
 
    “And where was my input in all this?” I asked.  He sounded eager to get off the phone, and I knew it was over before he even said the words. 
 
    “Why would you care?” he asked, sounding carefree.  “It’s not like we’re married or anything.”  I glanced down at the engagement ring on my left hand. 
 
    “You’re right,” I agreed, my pride rising in my chest as I held my head a little higher.  “Oh, before you move to New York, you should come pick up that ring you gave me.”  His words made the anger inside me rise as he spoke. 
 
    “Naw, you keep it,” he told me.  “After all, it was a parting gift.  Kind of a thanks for the sex and sorry you’re too old to be a Little.”  Something inside me broke as I dropped the phone to the table, my heart pounding as if it was trying to escape my chest. 
 
    So, that’s what all this was about…  My twenty-third birthday was around the corner, and Zane decided to move on to the next pretty Little.  Whoever that ended up being, I hoped he treated her better than he had treated Bernice and I.  I picked up the phone and forced a smile. 
 
    “Well, I better get going,” I retorted, my voice broken and hurt.  “I have a lot of work I need to do.”  Before he could even respond, I disconnected the call and put the phone face down on the bright red table cloth. 
 
    Well, this was just great…  He bought my company only to sell it to the highest bidder and left me before I knew what hit me.  What amazed me about it all is that his actions didn’t surprise me at all.  Once a cheater, always a cheater.  I may have messed around with Bernice’s Daddies before, but Zane was the first one I had ever had a committed relationship with.  As the waiter brought out my appetizers, I smiled and remembered I still had all the cash Zane gave me to pay for a hotel room that we were supposed to share that night. 
 
    “You mind bringing me a glass of red moscato?” I asked before the waiter disappeared into the kitchen once again.  “Actually, scratch that and make it a bottle of the wine.” 
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    Lance 
 
    “Special occasion, sir?” the waiter asked as I entered the restaurant.  I shrugged off my jacket and smiled politely. 
 
    “You know it, Barry,” I told him.  “I just bought Darling Realty.”  His eyes widened as he stared at me. 
 
    “Wait, are you the one who was supposed to meet Bianca Darling for dinner?” he asked, and I frowned in confusion. 
 
    Bianca Darling was here?  Even though she was no longer the owner of Darling Realty, I had wanted to meet with her and see if she would be interested in becoming an investor and owning a share in the company.  Her sister, Bernice, and she had both made Darling Realty the best company in the city, which said a lot, especially after my brother, Derek bought their rival company from his Little.  Seeing the expectant look on Barry’s face, I smiled, a plan forming in my head. 
 
    “Yes, I am,” I lied, hoping he would buy it.  “Is she still here?”  Barry nodded and motioned towards the dining room. 
 
    “She’s right this way,” he informed me as he led me into the dining room.  “Please forgive us.  She waited an hour, and she just got her appetizers.”  Part of me wanted to learn more about this strange behavior, but I knew it would blow my cover. 
 
    “That’s quite alright,” I told him as I followed him towards her table.  “It’s my fault for being so late.”  That’s when I saw her. 
 
    Bianca Darling was sitting alone at a table for two with a plate of appetizers, which were completely untouched, a bottle of 1965 red moscato, and an empty wine glass.  Even though her facial expression was stony and professional, I could tell right away that something was off.  I never had the breaded mushrooms, but I had heard from everyone who had that they were beyond compare, especially when paired with the steak dinner.  As soon as we arrived, I smiled at her. 
 
    “Hello, Bianca Darling,” I said loudly, wondering how much of the wine she had consumed by this point.  “Forgive me for being late.”  She frowned as she looked up at me, her frown disappearing as soon as she looked at my face. 
 
    “Lance Lanberger?” she asked as she stared at me in disbelief.  “What are you doing here?”  Seeing the confused look on Barry’s face, I chuckled. 
 
    “Did you know I was the one meeting you for the dinner meeting?” I asked, and, after seeing the look on Barry’s face, she seemed to finally understand what was going on. 
 
    “Oh, right,” she said as she gave me a professional smile.  “Sorry, I never got the name from Zane, so I wasn’t sure who I was supposed to meet.”  Taking this opportunity to complete the charade, she stood and offered me her hand.  “Please forgive me for not waiting.  Zane gave me the wrong time.”  I shook her hand and took the opposing seat before looking at Barry. 
 
    “I’ll have the same thing she’s having, right down to the dessert and appetizers,” I informed him before examining the bottle of wine, which was barely touched.  “We’ll also need another bottle of wine.”  Barry nodded and rushed off to the kitchen.  As soon as we were alone, Bianca lowered her gaze, looking embarrassed and confused. 
 
    “So, to what do I owe the pleasure of your company, Mr. Lanberger?” she asked, her voice calm and professional.  I unwrapped the spare utensils and placed the napkin in my lap, following her example. 
 
    “Barry assumed that I was your dining companion once I mentioned I bought your company,” I admitted, hoping that she didn’t think little of me.  “I’ll admit that I have been simply dying to meet you, so I took the opportunity.”  Once the napkin was in my lap, I smiled at her.  “May I inquire about your evening?”  She winced as she dipped her hands under the table, and I caught the glimpse of an engagement ring. 
 
    “I got dumped by my fiance,” she informed me.  “He stood me up, went to a party of some kind, then called me to inform me that he had sold the company and was moving away.”  Looking around at the dining area, she pulled her hands back up and showed me her left hand.  “He said this was a parting gift.  Can you believe it?”  I frowned as I examined the pitiful excuse of a ring she wore. 
 
    It was a thin banded gold ring with what looked to be a twenty-four karat diamond gracing it with its presence.  However, upon further examination, I saw that the diamond was actually moissanite, not diamond.  The closer I looked at the band, the more I realized that it was actually a nicole band plated with the lowest grade of gold I had ever seen.  Sympathy for Bianca washed over me as I looked back up at her. 
 
    “Where did you fiance get this?” I asked, and she shrugged. 
 
    “He wouldn’t say,” she told me as a look of disappointment replaced her cringe.  “It’s a fake, isn’t it?”  I cleared my throat and winced. 
 
    “As much as I hate to be the one to tell you this,” I began, feeling even worse for her than I had already, “it is.”  She sighed and poured herself another glass of wine, shaking her head as she did so. 
 
    "That doesn't surprise me," she told me before looking back up at me.  "He's already done so much bad that I don't know what good he actually did."  When Barry brought me my appetizers and wine glass, I poured myself a glass of wine. 
 
    "You know, this could actually be your lucky day," I told her as I looked up from my wine glass.  "I have been meaning to contact you with a business proposition." 
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    Bianca 
 
    The second he mentioned the business proposal, my attention peaked, and I grew genuinely curious as to what he was planning.  Originally, I was confused as to why he would want to join me at my table, but, now that he was done pretending for the waiter, he had an entirely different look to him.  It was mysterious and sexy, but it was also cool and collected, completely what you would expect from a professional like him.  I noticed that a wet spot had grown in my panties and shifted my weight, making it look like I was truly interested in what he was about to say rather than to hide a rather embarrassing arousal. 
 
    “I’m listening,” I told him with a coy smile, unable to hide it.  If he noticed anything off about my behavior, he didn’t say anything at all.  Instead, he leaned forward, seeming eager to tell me a secret rather than a business proposal. 
 
    “Are you possibly looking to get back into the real estate game?” he asked me.  “You know, in light of everything that just happened?”  I paused for a moment, completely caught off guard by his question. 
 
    In the last twenty minutes of being single, I realized that I hadn’t even thought about what I was going to do now.  I had been too busy feeling sorry for myself that I forgot that I still had plenty of options from here.  The more I thought about it, the more I realized that Lance Lamberger’s chance encounter here in the restaurant was practically a miracle.  It had snapped me out of my shock and jump started the mind that made me such a good real estate agent.  I shrugged as I decided to play cool and wait to see what he said. 
 
    “Well, I have considered it,” I admitted, playing into his proposal.  “Why do you ask?”  He smiled at me as he sipped his wine. 
 
    “I have an idea that could help make the company the best in the city,” he informed me before putting his glass down.  “You see, I can’t go into too much details without it being illegal, but I want you to invest in Darling Realty and come back to work for the company as the co-owner and star real estate agent.”  My eyes narrowed at him suspiciously. 
 
    The amount of secrecy he was he was exercising with this conversation struck me as a bit weird, but I knew this man was rather business savvy.  In all honesty, how many people can identify a fake engagement ring and understand the concept of insider trading and do everything he could to make sure that he didn’t actually break the law?  In my opinion, the only thing that would have made him a triple threat was if he could cook better than anyone. 
 
    “Do you have any experience in the real estate business?” I asked, and he shook his head. 
 
    “Not exactly,” he informed me.  “I’m a lawyer, just like my brother, but I have been picking up more hobbies that have been paying more than I ever expected.  In business school, they taught us to always look for new opportunities to capitalize your gain, and I’ve already conquered two industries that are huge money makers while using my day job to help me stay out of trouble.”  I raised an eyebrow, amazed at this man’s ambition. 
 
    “And what are those two industries?” I asked as I leaned back, doing my best to remain as calm and collected as possible without looking like I lost interest.  He shrugged. 
 
    “Culinary and jewelry,” he told me, and my jaw dropped.  “I managed to open my own restaurant from the ground up, and it’s now managed by the best I could find.”  He looked around proudly at the dining area around us.  “What do you think?”  Realizing that he meant this restaurant, I couldn’t help but  feel amazed at his accomplishments. 
 
    Of course everyone knew that Lance Lanberger owned and opened the restaurant, but it wasn't the same as being told by the man himself.  It gave the knowledge a whole new meaning and made one marvel at how one man could accomplish so much.  The longer I thought about it, the more I realized just how much this man could offer me and took another look at him.  He was about the same age as Zane and Xavier, and he was pretty hot for his age.  His dark hair was slicked back with hair oil, and the smallest amount of gray and white peppered his hair.  He looked like he belonged in an action movie just based on how the suit masked the hunkiness of his body.  Normally, everyone would automatically assume that, with his build, he was the hero, but, the way his words slide from his tongue made him sound more like the villain that actually had a good point.  Call me crazy, but I always had the hots for villains. 
 
    "So, you want to give me back part ownership of my old company and have me return to work?" I asked, my doubts rivalling my arousal, which was growing by the second.  "What are you wanting in return?"  He chuckled and shook his head. 
 
    "Nothing," he told me, and I stared at him for several minutes. 
 
    Nobody ever wanted nothing from a business deal, especially one too good to be true.  Something was up, and I had to know what it was.  However, it was next to impossible thanks to his charismatic smile, charmingly handsome face, and silver tongue.  I vaguely wondered what else he could do with that gifted tongue of his, but I held my ground.  After all, this was business, and, in the business world, there were sharks and minnows.  I was no minnow. 
 
    "I'm going to need some time to think about it," I informed him as our main course came from the kitchen.  "After all, even though it sounds like a good deal, how do I know I can trust you?"  He smiled proudly as he cut into his steak. 
 
    "Because I'm a lawyer," he remarked before taking a bite.  "I'm going to make sure everything is one hundred percent legal and beneficial to all parties."  I shrugged as I cut into my steak, the sawing motion of the utensils slow and deliberate. 
 
    "You're also a business man," I reminded him eating.  "That means that you can't be trusted."  He chuckled as he looked at me from across the table. 
 
    "Guess that makes two of us, doesn't it?" he asked.  "That means we'll have to do what we can to earn each other's trust." 
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    Lance 
 
    The game of cat and mouse had begun, and I couldn't tell which of us was the cat and who was the mouse.  As much as I hated to admit it, the only thing I found myself imagining the entire dinner was how badly I wanted to get Bianca alone and make her my Little.  While most Daddies preferred sweet and innocent Littles who minded their P's and Q's, I often found myself drawn to the more bratty kind.  To me, there was nothing more bratty than a smart woman who played hard to get. 
 
    Normally, when I met up with women, panties dropped, and they all threw themselves at me, asking me to have them, but Bianca was different.  She remained cool and calm, strictly professional, and it excited me to no end.  The erection I had beneath my silk suit was a clear sign of all this.  All I had to do was look for the right angle. 
 
    Of course, my main goal had been to keep things strictly professional between us, but, after meeting her in person, I was in for a huge surprise.  The way everyone talked about Bianca and Bernice Darling made them seem like they were much older, more on Auntie level than Little, but I had come nowhere near prepared for the bratty Little before me.  The longer we talked, the more I wanted to take her home, the more I wanted her.  My meeting with her was like a game of poker: if I showed my hand too soon, the game would be over, and I would lose.  To me, that's all this was…  A game. 
 
    By the time we were topping off our luxurious dinner with some New York style cheesecake with fresh berry syrup, including the berries themselves, Bianca started to look around.  She did so intently, almost as if she was searching diligently for something or someone she knew was there, even if she couldn't pinpoint where.  After a few minutes of watching her, I shook my head at her. 
 
    "What are you doing?" I asked, and she frowned as she looked back at me. 
 
    "Looking for the waiter," she informed me, her tone both confident and confused.  "The waiter always brings out the bill with the dessert.  I wonder why he didn't."  Unable to help myself, I erupted in laughter, loving how naive and innocent she looked in her confusion. 
 
    "There will be no bill," I informed her, and her frown deepened as she stared at me.  "This is my restaurant, therefore I don't pay to eat here."  She considered this for a moment, but she grew even more confused the longer she tried to grasp what I was telling her. 
 
    "What about my bill?" she asked.  "I ordered some pretty expensive stuff.  Won't you lose money?"  Her concern for my overall business was adorable, and I couldn't help but shake my head. 
 
    "Of course not," I promised her.  "With this being my restaurant, I conduct business meetings here all the time, and I've never once lost a single penny unless business dealings with said parties turn bad."  I took my wine glass and hefted it up in salutation.  "Of course, that's basic business for you."  She thought for a moment as she looked around, still seeming confused. 
 
    "So, I don't have to pay for my meal?" she asked, almost sounding nervous as she looked back at me.  I gave her my most confident smile as I rose to my feet. 
 
    "Consider it my thanks for your time this evening," I told her as I offered my hand to her.  "I do hope you'll consider my business proposal.  Darling Realty wouldn't be the same without you."  She rose to her feet and shook my hand. 
 
    "How will I get in contact with you once I've made my decision?" she asked politely.  Cursing myself for having not thought of it sooner, I reached into the inner pocket of my jacket and pulled out a business card, relieved that I had recently printed up the stack of special cards I had made. 
 
    "With this," I told her as I handed it to her.  "All my business information is on the front.  On the back, however, you'll find my personal number.  Just in case, you know?"  She stared at me, her eyes full of wonder, and I gave her a wink.  "Whatever your decision is, I promise to support one hundred percent.  I do look forward to working with you, though."  With that, I nodded at Barry, who was watching us in the same shocked amazement, and started towards the door, where the valet quickly rushed off to retrieve my car. 
 
    Once alone in my stunning car, I attached my Bluetooth and called my brother, Derek.  He didn't answer the first time, which, after seeing the clock on my dashboard, I didn't blame him.  He was probably spending time with his Little before having her go to bed, despite it being a Friday night.  I was just pulling into the driveway when my phone rang.  Looking down, I saw it was Derek. 
 
    "Hey, Lance," he said as soon as I answered the phone.  "What's up?  You called?"  I nodded while I walked into my giant, luxurious house, which was conveniently in the same neighborhood as Derek's house. 
 
    "You'll never believe who I met today," I told him with a proud smile on my face.  When he didn't respond right away, I continued.  "Bianca Darling."  He sounded in awe and slightly confused as he processed this. 
 
    "Bernice's sister?" he asked, and I nodded. 
 
    "Yes, Bernice's sister," I said as I unlocked the front door and entered my home.  "The one I've been trying to find ever since buying Darling Realty."  Derek had said I was crazy and better off with trying to get Bernice to rejoin the company, but Bernice was too busy being Nathan's Little and helping with Skye, who was currently four months pregnant with Derek's baby, that she didn't want to go back to work. 
 
    "That's amazing," he exclaimed, and I heard someone mumbling in the background.  As if responding to their inquiry, Derek's voice grew distant.  "Sorry, I didn't mean to scare you.  Go back to sleep, and I'll be back in a bit."  He then went silent for a few minutes, but I heard the sound of a door closing and another opening shortly after.  After the sound of yet another door closing, Derek continued.  "Sorry, I had to take the conversation to the office.  Skye's been pretty sick lately, so it's best not to bother her when she's trying to sleep."  I shrugged as I made my way to the kitchen, carrying the nearly forgotten leftovers from my dinner with Bianca to the fridge. 
 
    "That's okay," I told him as I put everything away.  "Is she doing any better at least?"  Derek sounded uncertain. 
 
    "I'll tell you a bit later," he said, sounding a bit rushed as he avoided my question.  "Anyways, tell me more about Bernice."  I chuckled and proceeded to get myself a nice glass of brandy before heading up to my study. 
 
    "Okay," I told him, "but you'll want to sit down for this." 
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    Bianca 
 
    The fact that the restaurant provided me with a to go bag of everything I had just eaten for dinner along with my leftovers, all compliments of Lance Lanberger, was still processing in my mind as I pulled up to my apartment.  Say what you will about Lance, but he was very extravagant and charismatic.  Not to mention generous… 
 
    As I made my way over to the kitchen to put away the food, promising myself that it would be lunch tomorrow, not a midnight snack, I turned back around and examined my apartment.  It was luxurious and coated a decent amount in rent, and, back when Bernice still lived with me, it truly felt like home.  Now, even though nothing had actually changed throughout the apartment, it felt bare and empty.  I had repurposed Bernice's room into a home office, unable to stand the sight of the empty bed in the abandoned room.  Now, standing here alone with so much on my mind, I found that I truly missed her. 
 
    Hoping to take my mind off the emptiness I felt inside now that both Zane and Bernice were out of my life, I decided to treat myself to a movie night with some popcorn and a glass of wine.  Along with my to go order, secretly placed by Lance when I took off to the bathroom during dinner, they had included two bottles of wine that looked a lot more expensive than he cared to admit.  I wasn't sure if it was an attempt to manipulate me into agreeing to his proposal or if he had simply done it for the heck of it, but I was deeply interested in the one that I had never heard of.  First, I had to get ready for bed. 
 
    After a nice, hot shower to wash away the day's disappointments, I put ony favorite fuzzy pajama pants with the faces of various cartoon characters on them along with a black tank top.  Seeing as the following day was Saturday, and I didn't really have any plans, I decided not to roll my hair like I did every night and settled for two French braids instead.  After completing my nightly routine, with the exception of brushing my teeth, I went to the kitchen to make my popcorn, my practiced hands making sure that, no matter what I did, neither the caramel nor the popcorn itself got burnt as I worked.  Once the popcorn was ready, I poured a small glass of wine and made my way to the living room to watch my movie. 
 
    After aimlessly scrolling through the different streaming services, I finally settled on a Disney movie and sat back to enjoy my treats.  As always, the popcorn was the perfect amount of sweet and salty, and the caramel was spread evenly on the popcorn pieces themselves.  After a little while, I decided to try the red wine.  It was a rich and fruity wine with a subtle hint of earthiness from the fermentation.  It was much sweeter than anything I ever tasted, and, when I swallowed, I instantly regretted not savoring it longer.  By far, it was the best wine I had ever had. 
 
    Once the wine glass was empty, same as my popcorn bowl, I found it much harder to focus on the movie.  Instead, my thoughts went to Lance and his charming good looks and award winning smile.  As much as I hated myself for it, I was intrigued by his offer and even more intrigued by the way he made me feel at dinner.  Remembering that I had seen this movie over a hundred times and knew every line by heart, I turned off the TV and made my way to the kitchen to clean up my mess.  Upon finishing this meaningless task, I went to the bathroom and brushed my teeth, removing the remaining kernels from my teeth as well as the lingering taste of the wine.  Soon enough, I went to my room and closed the door, locking it behind me strictly out of habit. 
 
    Rather than turning off the light and going straight to bed, I went over to my nightstand and opened the drawer, revealing my secret stash of sex toys I kept in case I ever needed some form of release.  My mind was locked on the memory of Lance pouring me wine as I pulled out my latest addition to the collection, a much larger dildo with lumps on it that were meant to stimulate the female body for more pleasure.  Deciding to make it a bit more interesting, I stripped down out of my pajamas and turned off the lights, leaving myself completely alone in the dark.  Making my way to the bed completely based on memory, I laid down on top of the covers and stroked the dildo, imitating the movements of a well practiced hand job. 
 
    "Oh, Lance," I whispered into the dark coyly, wishing was I truly talking to Lance.  "It's so big."  I could already imagine what he would say. 
 
    "Oh, you think so?" he would ask, and I nodded as I laid on my back.  "You think you can take it?"  At this point, my imagination had fully kicked in, and I could almost hear his voice in the darkness, making it seem real, and I loved it. 
 
    "There's only one way to find out," I remarked, my voice low and smooth. 
 
    I imagined him standing at the end of the bed, completely naked with his cock in his hands.  I would have him climb up to meet me at the head of the bed, his face hovering above mine before kissing me passionately while he rubbed the head of his cock at the opening of my sex.  I would have him nuzzle my neck before entering my body with a powerful thrust… 
 
    I gasped when I felt the massive plastic dildo enter my body, and moans escaped me as I worked it in and out of me, mimicking sex.  However, the whole time I pleasured myself, playing with my own breast while I used the dildo, I wasn't thinking about the dildo or Zane or anything else.  Instead, I was imagining Lance, wondering how it would feel to have him inside me.  I moaned his name as I pictured his face, and, after a long session, I cried out as my body orgasmed, and I felt my bodily juices coat the washable plastic of the sex toy. 
 
    "Definitely worth it," I said aloud as I flipped on the lamp and went to clean myself, referring to my fantasy rather than the dildo itself, even if the dildo had done its job. 
 
    Once I had cleaned up and gotten back into my pajamas, I laid down in my queen sized bed, smiling sleepily as I prepared to go to sleep.  Lance had given me the best dinner, plenty of leftovers, and the best orgasm I had ever had all within the same night, and I wanted to do something to show my gratitude for it.  After tossing and turning for about an hour, I finally decided that I would take him up on his proposal, figuring that the worst that could happen is that I would likely end up falling in love with him, giving him back full control of everything.  Resolving that I would call him first thing in the morning, I was finally able to fall asleep. 
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER SIX 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Lance 
 
    I had just gotten up the following morning, my body and mind still buzzing from my dinner with Bianca the night before, when my phone started to ring.  It was my home office phone located in my study, and I found myself a bit confused when I saw what time it was.  Knowing that it could be a potential client, I rushed into the office to answer the phone. 
 
    Much to my surprise and delight, it was Bianca.  She started off by thanking me for dinner the night before as well as my secret surprise of food to take home and wine.  After the friendly banter ensued, I asked her what had printed her early morning call.  After pausing to collect her thoughts, she informed me that she had considered my offer and was prepared for the answer.  I stopped her immediately and told her that I refused to accept any answer over the phone and promptly invited her to breakfast in order to discuss everything.  Without hesitation, she immediately accepted my offer, and we made plans to meet at my favorite diner for a lovely breakfast meeting.  As soon as she hung up the phone, I found myself genuinely curious about what her answer might be. 
 
    As much as I hated to admit it, I was absolutely terrified the answer was no and recommended a breakfast meeting in order to maintain control of the situation.  After all, it was much easier to persuade someone of my good intention in person rather than over the phone.  As I prepared for my business breakfast, I thought back to the fantasy I had about Bianca the night before.  Having not been able to fall asleep for a good portion of the night thanks to the lustful desire that burned inside me, I had taken a chance to relieve myself of some of the sexual tension I had by imagining what it would have been like to take Bianca home and have my way with her. 
 
    Upon arriving at the diner, I looked around the dining room, looking for Bianca.  Seeing that she had yet to arrive, I grew even more curious as to what she might say when she arrived.  She sounded so strange on the phone, and I had been much too quick to cut her off.  I had just started to wish that I had heard her out when I watched her walk into the diner.  She was dressed in a professional business suit with a pencil skirt and sharp jacket over a silky white blouse.  Her strawberry blonde hair was tied back in a ponytail, and her shiny blue eyes were hidden by the shades she wore.  She saw me and immediately made her way over to me. 
 
    "Good morning, Bianca," I said in my best attempt to sound as professional as possible.  She smiled back politely, looking both flushed and nervous. 
 
    "Good morning," she said as she sat down across from me.  "I'm not late, am I?"  I shook my head. 
 
    "Of course not," I reassured her.  "I just barely arrived."  She sighed with relief, and I wondered about the conflicted expression that took over her pretty face. 
 
    "So, should I tell you my decision now?" she asked, sounding uncertain, and I got a feeling that I wouldn't like the answer.  Thinking quickly, I shook my head. 
 
    "Let's eat some breakfast first," I told her.  "Then we'll talk."  She was about to protest, but the waitress came over to take our orders at that exact second, saving me from Bianca's response. 
 
    We both got the same breakfast of pancakes, scrambled eggs, sausage links, bacon, hash browns, and coffee.  As we ate, we talked about our experiences with different clients, and I realized how the woman had gotten so good at the career she had chosen.  She was both ambitious and hard working, and she was also rather persuasive, just like me.  As soon as we finished our breakfast, I poured us both some more coffee and prepared for the worst. 
 
    "So, you made up your mind?" I asked, and she nodded. 
 
    "I took a lot of time to consider the pros and cons," she informed me, "but, in the end, I finally made my decision."  I raised an eyebrow at her as she took a deep breath.  "I'm willing to accept your offer."  For some reason, as soon as she said this, I felt relieved. 
 
    "That's great," I told her, doing everything I could to remain professional.  "Would you like to come to the office with me?  We could fill out the paperwork real quick."  She contemplated this for a while before responding. 
 
    "Why not?" she asked with a coy smile.  "I didn't exactly have anything else planned."  Immediately, I paid the bill, and we went out to our vehicles.  As soon as she arrived, she thought for a second.  "Should we take the same car, or do you want me to follow you to the office?"  I smiled, having hoped she would ask this.  In all honesty, it gave me the perfect excuse to keep her close by so that, by the end of the day, I could make her mine. 
 
    "We can take my car," I told her.  "That way, you can save your gas for when you start Saturday."  She hardly reacted to this, which surprised me, but I didn't think too much of it. 
 
    Within minutes, we were at the office, and I led her to my office, which was full of filing cabinets, boxes, and my desk.  I winced when I realized that, out of all the things I had thought over, the state of my new office was not one of them.  I paused when I saw the mess and quickly thought of any and every excuse I could use within reason.  After several minutes, I finally thought of one and turned to smile at Bianca. 
 
    "Please pardon the mess," I told her as we made our way over to the desk.  "I've been reviewing everything for legal purposes, and it's better to have it all in one area close by."  She smiled and shook her head at the disaster before her. 
 
    "I understand completely," she reassured me as she looked back at me.  "Despite popular belief, my office was always the same way.  There was always a reason for the chaos."  Relieved that she wasn't disgusted, I made my way over to the desk and pulled out the forms I had saved just for her. 
 
    "These are the legal contracts and employee paperwork I would like to have on file," I explained as I turned back to face her, pausing when my gaze landed on her. 
 
    Her complete appearance had changed from strictly professional to sexy and confident in the few seconds it took me to gather the paperwork.  She had removed her jacket, and her blouse was halfway unbuttoned, exposing part of her luscious breasts.  She smiled at me as she sauntered over, and I felt my arousal grow as she took the paperwork. 
 
    "I better get to work then," she said, her voice calm yet seductive.  I wondered where the change in behavior came from as she sat down to fill out the paperwork.  "Did anyone ever tell you this was my office?"  I looked around and shook my head, completely lost for words.  "If these walls could talk, they could tell you quite the story."  I gulped for air completely lost for words. 
 
    Clever girl… 
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Bianca 
 
    The whole time at breakfast, a wet spot had grown in my panties, being stopped by the pantiliner I had worn in order to prevent it from showing.  Lance's charm was my greatest enemy, and I had almost completely forgotten my greatest asset.  So, when he took me to the abandoned office and handed me stacks of contracts and paperwork, that was my chance to work my magic on him and gain the upper hand.  Men were suckers for sexy women, and all I had to do was unbutton a few rows and remove my jacket, and he was putty in my hand.  For the first time since we met the night before, he was speechless. 
 
    As I started reviewing the paperwork, I looked for anything and everything that even remotely looked like a conflict of interest, intent on finding anything I could use as ammo against him.  I was confident that my body would help persuade him to change anything I didn't like, but I needed something else to wave around.  After several minutes, I finally found what I was looking for. 
 
    "So, you're only wanting to offer me ten percent of the company on top of employment?" I asked as I looked back up at him.  He was still stunned like a fish out of water, still barely clinging to life, and I knew I had him where I wanted him. 
 
    "Well," he stammered as he fought to regain his power.  "Yes, I'm prepared to offer you ten percent."  I thought for a moment and shook my head. 
 
    "You know, even when it was just me, this company was worth well over three hundred million dollars," I informed him.  "Granted, the housing market has been booming, therefore sales were as easy as ever, but it was still a lot of money.  If I can keep it at that worth, I don't exactly see ten percent as fair."  I thought for a moment before continuing.  "I'm prepared to buy back seventy-five percent of the company."  When I saw the color drain from his face, I knew the real battle of wills had begun, and I was excited to see if he was a worthy opponent. 
 
    "Too much," he said as he struggled to pull his eyes away.  "I'll give you fifteen percent."  I shook my head. 
 
    "Still too low," I told him as I tapped a finger against my chin, exaggerating my thought process.  After all, it was all for show.  "How about seventy percent?"  He shook his head immediately, gaining more confidence as he negotiated with me. 
 
    "Absolutely not," he argued, as he started towards me.  "I refuse to part with more than forty percent of the company."  I scoffed and shook my head. 
 
    Fifty percent was my official goal, and I wanted all the benefits I could get from him so that I controlled more of my work life than he did.  It was all a matter of getting up ten more percent and draining him from his power.  I stood up and dropped the papers on the desk. 
 
    "Fifty percent," I retorted.  "I'll buy up to fifty percent of the company from you, come to work as an employee, and I want full control of my schedule."  He narrowed his eyes as he stared at me, contemplating my final offer. 
 
    "Why would you want full control of your hours?" he asked suspiciously, and I knew that it was my opportunity to win him over.  If there was one thing I had learned from him, it was that he loved a challenge, and I wanted to be his biggest challenge yet.  Leaning against the desk, I smiled at him. 
 
    "That way I'm back where I started," I told him with a smile.  "Zane was a bit of a bad investment, and I lost far too much thanks to him.  Least I can do is break as even as possible without the rules of a standard nine to five job."  Crossing my arms, I angled my body in the light, showing off the curves that were defined by my outfit.  After a few minutes to consider this, Lance shook his head. 
 
    "Seems like a lot to ask from your soon to be boss," he clarified as he examined me, taking in everything I had to offer.  "The only person I would ever consider giving that much to is a partner."  I gave him a knowing smile and shrugged. 
 
    "Is there an opening?" I asked, and the bulge in his pants answered my question long before he did. 
 
    "Maybe," he said as he moved closer to me.  "I do like a trial, though.  So, I'll make you a deal.  I'll give you the rest of the weekend to show me exactly what you're capable of, and, by Monday, I'll decide if you're right for the position."  He drew closer, and I could feel his hot breath on my face as he stared me down.  Thinking about it, I shook my head. 
 
    "One day," I insisted.  "I'm not like other partners.  I have very specific needs that must be met…"  He raised an eyebrow at me. 
 
    "Like what?" he asked, genuinely curious.  Thinking about it, I smiled at him. 
 
    "A good partner doesn't think only about business," I informed him.  "A good partner always gets to know the other person, from their interests to their deepest, darkest of secrets, all the way down to their hobbies, likes, and dislikes."  I wasn't sure if Lance was a Daddy, nor did I know how he would feel about a relationship with a Little.  Worst case scenario, he would turn me down, and I would have had some fond memories. 
 
    "And you think one day is enough for me to learn all this?" he asked me, his gaze hungry and lustful.  I shrugged. 
 
    "You can learn a lot about a person based on how they spend a regular day," I informed him.  "I think we best get to know each other before we get too deep into anything."  He chuckled and nodded his head. 
 
    "Alright," he agreed.  "It's a deal.  We'll get to know each other, then I'll decide if I like the idea of being partners."  He leaned forward and whispered in my ear.  "Be warned, I'm very picky about those I choose to partner with.  It's best to make sure that you know exactly what you're doing before playing with fire."  A chill ran down my spine as I smiled at him. 
 
    "Very well," I said, thankful for the pantiliner I was wearing.  "My place or yours?" 
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Lance 
 
    The game I was playing with Bianca was far more exciting than I ever imagined, and I was growing more curious by the second to see how she would do.  In all honesty, she seemed like a Little, even if she was a bit unorthodox.  With the proper discipline and the right amount of persuasion, I knew that she had the potential to be the perfect Little, and I had one day to see if she was truly up for the task.  Despite how crazy it seemed, I didn't care.  All I wanted was her… 
 
    The ride back to the diner to pick up her car was silent, which I didn't mind, especially after Bianca refused to wear her jacket again.  Her luscious breasts popped through her blouse, teasing the world with their ripeness, and I swore that, if I could have, I would have claimed her right there in the office.  She knew exactly what she was doing, and I was up for the challenge.  By the end of the day, she would be at my mercy, not the other way around.  After retrieving her car, I followed her across town and found that she lived in one of the best apartment complexes in the city.  Realizing that she was showing off, I smiled as I imagined the look on her face when she would see my house. 
 
    "I like the apartment," I said when we entered the apartment, and I finally got my first look into her daily life.  She blushed a little as she made her way to the bedroom to put away her purse. 
 
    "Thank you," she said with a smile as she came back.  "I'm a bit overdressed for my typical Saturday…"  I looked her up and down skeptically. 
 
    "Go change clothes then," I told her.  "I want to see every aspect of a normal day in your life."  Immediately, she disappeared into the bedroom, and I made myself right at home in her living room. 
 
    Within minutes, she came out of the bedroom, and I barely recognized the woman before me.  In place of the professional woman who was both sexy and confident, I saw a grown woman with well defined curves that showed through the most adorable pair of pajamas I had ever seen.  The were fuzzy cartoon pajama bottoms and a matching tank top, and her hair was braided down the sides.  Seeing the shocked expression on my face, she lowered her gaze. 
 
    "It's not what you were expecting, was it?" she asked, sounding both insecure and disappointed.  Immediately, I came to regret everything I thought to be true about her and shook my head. 
 
    "No," I admitted, a smile forming on my face before I could stop it.  "It's better…"  a look of hope lit up her face as she stared up at me, and my coxk throbbed more than I thought possible. 
 
    "You mean it?" she asked, her tone matching the expression on her face.  "You don't mind dating a Little?"  Gone was the professional woman, and the perfect Little stood in her place. 
 
    "Of course not," I told her, glad that she wasn't the woman I thought she was.  "I'm just amazed at how well you hid it from everyone.  Too many Littles are so obvious that it makes it hard to go in public unless it's with other Daddies and Littles."  She blushed as she nodded. 
 
    "So, would you mind joining me for a movie day?" she asked sweetly, and I shook my head. 
 
    "Not just yet, Little One," I told her as I started towards her.  "There's one thing I need you to do first for me."  She frowned at me in confusion. 
 
    "What is it, Daddy?" she asked, and I smirked as I stood beside her, pressing my body against hers. 
 
    "You have to fix a problem you caused," I told her while I wrapped my arms around her.  She froze when she felt the stiffness of my cock brush against her belly, and the teasing smile returned to her face. 
 
    "Of course, Daddy," she said coyly, and the little vixen in her returned briefly, exciting me.  "Are you going to punish me for being a bad girl?"  I shook my head as I ached for her. 
 
    "No," I told her.  "I'm going to make sure there's no chance of you ever escaping me."  Before she had a chance to respond, I lifted her into the air and carried her to the bedroom. 
 
    As soon as I crossed the doorway, I closed the door and locked it before putting her down on the ground.  She looked shocked by my actions, but I wasn't done.  She had been reading me ever since the night before, and I was done restraining myself.  I pressed my lips to hers in a passionate, hungry kiss, and she caved in, molding her lips to mine while my tongue probed her mouth, tasting maple syrup and coffee.  As we kissed, I pushed against her, guiding her towards the bed in my desperate attempt to get as close as possible to her. 
 
    When she fell back onto the bed, I didn't stop.  Instead, I unbuckled my belt and dropped my pants to the ground, exposing myself to her.  She gulped as she stared at me, and I didn't give her a chance to respond.  Lacing my fingers through her hair, I guided her head towards me, and, seeming to know exactly what I wanted, she cupped my shaft in her hands and put me in her mouth, her warm, wet tongue grazing the soft skin of my cock. 
 
    It took every ounce of self control I had not to cum in her mouth right away as she moved her head back and forth, moving me in and out of her mouth.  I groaned loudly as her tongue grazed the vein of my cock before teasing the head.  She seemed well practiced, which, under normal circumstances would have bothered me, but, at this exact moment, I didn't care.  I like the way she felt on my cock. 
 
    "I'm going in," I decided aloud as I pulled her mouth off my cock.  She paused as she looked at me. 
 
    "Already?" she asked, sounding a bit hurt.  "Was I not doing a good job?"  I frowned at her question. 
 
    "You're doing a great job," I reassured her.  "I just want you already."  She nodded as I finished undressing and followed my example.  As soon as she was undressed, she made her way over to the nightstand by her bed. 
 
    "I have condoms in here," she told me.  I was about to protest, but I saw the contents of the drawer and grew curious. 
 
    Inside was an assortment of dildos, strap-ons, lube, and other various sex toys right up to the pink, fluffy handcuffs.  Seeing the collection excited me, and I began to wonder what she would say if I used any of it on her.  After digging around, she finally pulled out a box of condoms. 
 
    "Here they are," she said as she moved to close the drawer.  I shook my head as I stopped her. 
 
    "Just what is all this?" I asked, motioning towards the other items.  She blushed in embarrassment as she looked away. 
 
    "These are all just some items I kept around," she lied, and I shook my head. 
 
    "Ever use any of it?" I asked, and a panicked look passed her face. 
 
    "No," she replied, and, based on the way she was acting, I knew it was a lie.  Seizing the opportunity to teach her a lesson in lying to her new Daddy, I looked back at the contents. 
 
    "We, we're going to have to change that now, aren't we?" I asked as I picked up the handcuffs.  "Get on the bed, now."  She looked a little scared as she did as I said, but she didn't protest. 
 
    As soon as she was on the bed, I pulled her shirt over her head, exposing her luscious breasts, which were confined by a lacy white bra.  It suited her, in my opinion, and I decided to leave it on her.  It gave her a sense of innocence, and I planned to take that innocence away.  Climbing on the bed with her, I helped position her at the head of the bed and handcuffed her to the headboard, making sure that, if I decided to have her flip over, she would be able to without hurting her tiny delicate hands.  Once she was secured, I reached back into the drawer and pulled out the giant, black dildo as a look of panic overtook her. 
 
    "What are you doing?" she asked as she tugged against the handcuffs, helpless to free herself.  I smiled as I climbed onto the bed next to her. 
 
    "I know you lied to me," I told her as I kissed her neck before positioning myself between her legs.  "So, I have to punish you."  She whimpered a little as I teased her sex with the dildo. 
 
    "Please," she begged, and my cock throbbed in anticipation as I rubbed the dildo against her opening. 
 
    "I'll be gentle," I informed her, and she moaned as I pressed the dildo into her.  "By the way, the safe word is banana." 
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER NINE 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Bianca 
 
    Before I could even ask why the safe word was banana, he thrusted the big dildo into me, and I gasped as the plastic toy entered my body.  It didn't hurt me, but seeing him just out of my reach with no way to reach him was absolute torture.  The worst part about it all was, as he pushed and pulled the plastic toy in and out of my body, I moaned in delight, wanting more and more while enjoying every second of it.  I arched my body up to meet his touch, and he pulled away, leaving me with nothing but the torturous motions of the dildo. 
 
    "Please," I pleaded when the agony of being deprived of his touch was getting to be more than I could stand.  "I need you.  Please, I'll be good."  He shook his head at me, teasing me with the hard plastic. 
 
    "Say the magic word," he told me as he continued with my torture.  "Say it, and I'll forgive you."  My pride tried to get in the way, but the lust inside me burned like fire in my veins.  Each stroke felt like an eternity, and I couldn't bear it anymore. 
 
    "Banana," I gasped when he pushed the dildo deeper inside me.  He slowly withdrew and tossed it to the side. 
 
    "See?" he asked as he stared down at my naked body while climbing over the top of me.  "How hard was that?"  I didn't get the chance to respond to his rhetorical question before his lips connected to mine, and his tongue delved into my mouth, poking and prodding the furthest reaches. 
 
    I moaned in delight as I tasted him again, enjoying the warmth that radiated from his body while his hands gripped me by the waist.  A chill ran down my spine as I grew excited, hoping to finally have him inside me, but, much to my dismay, when he released my lips from captivity, he dipped his head down to my neck and bit down hard.  I cried out in pain, and he kissed the tender spot before moving down to my breasts.  I watched as he ran his tongue around one nipple then the other before dipping his head down to the valley between them.  Before I could even ask what he was going to do, he trailed his tongue from my breasts to my navel all the way down to my sex.  A new wetness spread between my legs as his warm wet tongue teased the clit before entering my sex. 
 
    This was even more tortuous than the dildo, and I cried out as my body went stiff and arched up into the air, putting itself at his mercy.  His tongue darted in and out of my body, and I moaned as I tried to move closer, but the restraints held me in place, keeping him out of reach.  Unable to take it anymore, I did the only thing I could think to do. 
 
    "Banana!" I called out, and he lifted his head from between my legs, wiping my juices off his clean  shaven face as he smiled at me. 
 
    "Well done," he said in a hushed voice.  "You're learning."  Seeing that he wasn't done, I whimpered softly. 
 
    "Please," I begged him.  "I need you inside me.  Please, let me have you."  He chuckled as he held up the box of condoms. 
 
    "Still want me to use these?" he asked, a strange look on his face, and I realized he was testing me.  A strange feeling settled in my gut as I shook my head. 
 
    "No," I told him.  "Just you."  He smiled as he tossed them to the side. 
 
    "Good answer," he told me gruffly, and I smiled as he looked at me.  "Now, turn over."  I frowned a little as I processed this  
 
    "Turn over?" I asked, and he nodded. 
 
    "On your belly," he clarified.  "I want you face down, ass up."  Hoping that he wasn't going to do what I thought he was, I did as I was told, carefully maneuvering around the cuffs that restrained me.  As soon as I was positioned exactly how he told me to, he positioned himself between my legs and rubbed the head of his cock against the opening of my sex.  "I'll warn you now that the only thing I will ever use a condom for is anal."  Feeling relieved that I made the right choice, I felt him grab onto my hips and thrust inside me, entering my body with more force than he had used with the dildo. 
 
    I cried out in both pain and delight as he reached deep within me before pulling out once again, setting himself into a powerful motion that gained speed and momentum the more he worked.  He grunted as he did, sounding more primal as he did, and I moaned loudly, loving the way he took me.  With everyone one I had been with before, it was always a quickie here or there or I would do all the work in order to please my partner.  It was a nice change of pace to be allowed to sit back and enjoy the ride with a Daddy who felt every bit as good as he did. 
 
    "I'm going to cum," he warned as he slammed into me again and again, working towards that singular goal. 
 
    The tension was already building up inside me, and I couldn't wait for the orgasm to wash over me.  With a final thrust, he reached deep inside me and groaned, his hot seed spilling into my body.  As he did so, I felt the orgasm crash over me, and I didn't even think about the idea of getting pregnant not being very appealing.  I just liked how it felt to have him inside me.  As my body clung to him, attempting to suck all his seed from him, I looked over my shoulder at him. 
 
    "That was the best I ever had," I informed him, and he grunted as he pulled out of me. 
 
    "Roll back over," he grumbled in a primal grunt.  "I'm not done with you yet."  Finally able to move, I rolled over and looked up at him.  He leaned forward and grabbed my breasts, one in each hand, and gave them a squeeze.  "I won't punish you any more than I already have, but there's a few things that are going to change around here."  Gone was the charming silver tongue of the business man, and I shuddered softly at the very dominant, slightly aggressive Daddy who was still positioned between my legs.  "First of all, if you're going to be my Little, you don't get to work.  Your job is to be at my beck and call.  If I say I want something from you, I get it."  I moaned loudly as he squeezed my breasts a little harder.  "Meanwhile, I'll take care of you in every way necessary.  There's only one more thing I ask from you."  He squeezed a little harder, and I moaned again. 
 
    "Anything, Daddy," I promised, the torture being too much to bear as this new Daddy leaned forward and smiled at me. 
 
    "No more grown up shit for you," he hissed in my ear, sending chills down my spine.  "You want to be a Little, you're going to have to act like one at all times.  No more games…"  I moaned even louder as he squeezed again before releasing me.  "Do we have a deal?"  I nodded my head at him, eager to satiate his hunger as I saw that his cock was still erect and attentive. 
 
    "Yes, Daddy," I agreed, and he climbed back in top of me, readying himself for round two. 
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    Lance 
 
    "Bianca, I'm home," I called out as I opened the door to the apartment.  Bianca was in the kitchen, making dinner, when she turned to look at me. 
 
    "Welcome home, Daddy," she said as she rushed over to my side to give me a hug. 
 
    We had been together for nearly a month now, and Bianca had gone from the unorthodox bratty Little to a proper Little in no time.  Gone was the vixen that played with fire, and before me stood a proper Little, submissive, pleasurable, and better behaved.  I kept the apartment in order to save time coming back to my perfect Little on the weekdays, but we spent our weekends at the house.  Of course, this was only temporary.  Bianca's lease would be up in about a year.  I looked around at the mess she had made in the kitchen while making dinner. 
 
    "What's all this?" I asked as I looked back at Bianca.  She smiled when she looked up at me. 
 
    "Baked chicken, macaroni and cheese, and salad," she informed me.  "I know it's no five star chef's meal, but I made it just for you."  I chuckled and shook my head as I removed my shoes at the door. 
 
    "Go serve up dinner," I instructed her as I made my way towards the bedroom.  "Did you finish all that work I asked you to?"  I changed out of my suit and tie as I asked her the question, so I didn't see if she responded with a nor or not. 
 
    "I did," she called out from the chicken while she worked.  "It's still up on the computer if you want to see it."  I nodded as I pulled a fresh T-shirt over my head to go with the sweat pants I had put on. 
 
    After seeing how not working was driving Bianca crazy, I agreed to take her on as an official employee, and she worked as my assistant.  Everything I needed from business cards to flyers for my employees and everything in between was handled by her.  At first, I was afraid that she would hate doing so little, but I quickly learned that she just enjoyed the idea of helping in some form.  As I examined the flyers she made for the new properties, I smiled at her handy work. 
 
    "These look really good," I called out as I looked at each item individually.  "These are going to look great at the open houses this weekend."  Once I had seen them all, I made my way back out to the kitchen, where Bianca had served up dinner.  She smiled at me as she held up the plates. 
 
    "Dinner is ready," she stated proudly as she put the plates down on the table.  "I hope you like it."  As soon as we sat down at the table with the food, we immediately started eating. 
 
    The chicken was dry, and the pasta was a bit undercooked, making it next to impossible to eat.  I was going to say something, but Bianca looked so proud of her work, so I resolved to eat the salad and claim I was full.  As soon as the salad was gone, I leaned back in my chair and gave a satisfied smile. 
 
    "Thank you for dinner, Little One," I said as I looked over at Bianca.  "It was delicious."  She frowned a little at me as she looked up from her plate. 
 
    "You really liked it?" she asked, and her eyes landed on my plate of food.  "Because you didn't eat much."  I winced as I shook my head reassuringly at her. 
 
    "Oh, I wasn't very hungry," I informed her.  "Someone brought pizza to the office, and I had a couple slices."  She didn't look like she believed me, but she no longer looked hurt by the fact that I wasn't eating her dinner. 
 
    "Can I make a request?" she asked as she gave me a gentle smile.  When I didn't respond, she continued.  "I want to take a cooking class."  I choked on my water and looked at her. 
 
    "Why would you want to do that?" I asked, and she rubbed the back of her neck. 
 
    "Because I suck at cooking," she admitted as she pushed her plate away from her.  "I did everything I could, yet I can't even make a simple meal."  She covered her face with her hands, a look of disappointment burned away by the blush that confused her.  I felt bad for her and realized that all she wanted to do was help.  After considering this, I got up and wrapped my arms around her in a hug. 
 
    "Tell you what," I reassured her with a smile.  "Since I'm off on the weekends, how about I teach you to cook on my days off?  That way you get to learn to cook, and we're not spending money on expensive classes."  She uncovered her face and stared at me. 
 
    "You would be willing to do that for me?" she asked, her voice hopeful and happy.  "You don't mind?"  I chuckled at her. 
 
    "Of course not," I reassured her.  "I've been trying to think of new things to do with you on the weekend."  She leaped up from the chair and threw her arms around me. 
 
    "I would love that!" she exclaimed as she hugged me.  "Thank you, Daddy!"  Rather suddenly, she stopped and looked around at the mess in the kitchen.  "What are we going to do about dinner?"  I thought for a moment as I looked around. 
 
    "How about I order some take out while you clean all this up?" I asked.  "Also, I'm going to look into an Auntie to help you with the apartment throughout the week while I'm at work.  That way you have someone to spend time with."  She smiled and nodded. 
 
    "That sounds like a great idea," she agreed as she went back over to the kitchen.  "I have been a bit lonely while you're at work."  I chuckled and went to retrieve my phone. 
 
    "If you hurry up with the kitchen, I'll watch a movie with you while we eat dinner before bed," I offered, and she agreed. 
 
    "I would love that," she told me.  "Can we get Chinese takeout?  I like the sugar donuts from that place over by the office."  Thinking about it, I shrugged. 
 
    "Why not?" I agreed.  "I could go for some orange chicken." 
 
    I hope you enjoyed this fifth book of Daddy’s Accidental Little series and thank you for reading. Didn’t you think Lance and Bianca were fated for each other? Their love is stronger than any force in the world! 
 
    Hannah has never had an easy life.  Having never had a true family that loved her or cared about her, she's ready to join the workforce by answering the ad for a secretary at Darling Realty.  To join Hannah on her quest of love, order the sixth book in the series “Daddy’s Accidental Little Fighter" by clicking HERE. 
 
    Daddy's Accidental Little Fighter book description: 
 
    She's had to struggle to survive almost all her life. He's got everything he could possibly want… 
 
    HANNAH 
 
    I've always been on my own, and I never count on anyone. 
 
    That's the way it has been, and it's the way it may always be. 
 
    It would take a miracle to rise to the top from here. 
 
    Getting the job at Darling Realty, freshly reformed, is that miracle. 
 
    I may have to start from the bottom, but I know I can do it. 
 
    That is until I meet him… 
 
    Sexy, mysterious, handsome, and rich 
 
    However, he doesn't seem to care about anyone but himself. 
 
    ASHTON 
 
    My brothers are making their fortunes in real estate, and they have love. 
 
    Meanwhile, I'm all alone with nothing better to do. 
 
    That's why Lance asked me to help him manage Darling Realty. 
 
    He hopes that spending time among normal people will help me open up. 
 
    That's when I met her… 
 
    Sweet, innocent, tough, sexy, curvy 
 
    She's the whole damn package. 
 
    Maybe meeting normal people isn't such a bad idea after all. 
 
    Daddy's Accidental Little Fighter is a hot, short, sexy Age Play romance featuring two consenting adults who are the perfect match for each other. It includes some DDlg elements, some moments of suspense, lots of lust and love, and a Happily Ever After you can root for. Enjoy! 
 
    Click Here and read Daddy's Accidental Little Fighter! 
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