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Dedication




To those who adore a sweet gift and hot kitchen sex.











  
  
Note to Readers




Thank you so much for picking up my book—I’m truly delighted (and doing an undignified happy dance) that you’re here! 

Before we step into the historical world of Christina Diane, I wanted to share a little something about what to expect. While my books are set in the Regency era, I write with the modern reader in mind. You can expect stories that are character-driven, fast-paced, and heavy on the spice, with lively dialogue and plenty of heart.

I do my best to capture the setting and language of the time through research, but strict historical accuracy isn’t my primary goal. Sometimes my characters insist on doing and speaking things their own way—and I let them. So, if you’re looking for meticulous period detail and perfect historical precision, this book may not be what you are looking for (and that’s completely okay!).

But if you're here for passionate heroines, swoonworthy gentlemen, witty banter, high stakes, high heat, and happily ever afters, all wrapped in a Regency-inspired world that welcomes diverse, bold, and intriguing characters—you’re in the right place.

I hope this story sweeps you off your feet and carries you into a world of romance, tension, and a touch of scandal.



Much love and swoon,
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Sweets for My Earl


Norfolk, England: February 1819





Grace, the Countess of Sidmouth, stared at her sleeping husband with all the love and adoration she felt for him in their almost two years of marriage. Arthur, the Earl of Sidmouth, was the kind of man who worked alongside his tenants, rubbed her back and waited on her hand and foot when she had been sick from pregnancy, and stayed up all night rocking their son when James struggled to sleep at night. All of which were tasks considered unfashionable and beneath most men of their society, but not Arthur. 

He blinked his eyes open and grinned at her. “How long have you been awake, Sweetheart?”

“Not long,” she replied, tracing her finger along the ridges on his hard stomach.

“And just what are you smiling about?”

“I’m just looking at my handsome husband.”

Handsome was a bit of an understatement. Given the work he frequently did outdoors when his tenants required a helping hand, he had a chiseled, taut form. A bit of his chestnut hair fell across his forehead as his green eyes sparkled with nothing but love and a hint of mischief. He was utterly irresistible, which had been proven time and time again in the number of times they’d scandalized their servants with the compromising positions they frequently found themselves in.

Her wicked husband put his hand on hers and slid it lower. “Are you just intending to look, or shall there also be touching?”

She was wanton when it came to Arthur and shifted so that she straddled him, his cock protruding between them. As she reached over him to the bedside table, he took the opportunity with her chest so near to his face to cup her breast and suck one of her budded nipples into his mouth. 

Grace arched her back, releasing a series of low moans, as she continued to reach for Arthur’s spectacles. She sat up, and he shifted his hands to grip her hips.

In a careful movement, she placed her husband’s spectacles to rest on his nose and ears. “There,” she whispered, “now you can see me.”

While she wished to enable Arthur to see what she intended to do to him, it was equally a self-serving gesture. He was far too attractive in his own right, but add the spectacles and she’d turn feral. The spectacles also weren’t considered high fashion amongst the members of their society, but that was their loss.

The way his emerald eyes, hooded with desire, looked at her through the gold rims, had her so wet and needy for him. Grace shifted higher on her knees and then speared herself with her husband’s cock in a single fluid motion.

“God yes,” he ground out, biting into his bottom lip.

She braced herself with her hands on his hard chest and leaned closer to look into his eyes.

“Does my earl like this?” she teased, rocking her hips with intentional slowness.

He pushed his head up to meet her mouth and kissed her, then smiled against her lips. “You tease, my little minx, but I know what you wish for me to do.”

Grace pressed her lips to his again before pulling back and smirking at him. “Well, are you just intending to talk, or shall there also be doing?” 

Arthur gripped her hips and thrust himself up while helping her to ride him. He had been correct in what she wanted, always in tune with her every need.

No matter how many times they had coupled, of which she had lost count, the passion and intensity never diminished between them.

She released her long blonde hair from its plait, knowing it would drive her husband to the brink of madness when her curls fell around her. The way he turned primal and moved her hips to ride him in an unbridled frenzy was her reward for knowing him so well.

A few moments later, she was crying out and moaning from the way the pleasure overtook her entire body when he brought her over the brink of her orgasm. He held her tight against him when he groaned and filled her with the warmth of his release.

Leaning down, she kissed her husband as they both fought to catch their breath. “I love you,” she whispered against his lips.

“And I love you,” he replied, running his fingers through her hair.

They remained that way for several minutes, him still inside her while she laid on top of him, feeling his heart beat against her chest. 

“Are you still helping repair that door today?” she asked, knowing they’d have to get out of bed soon.

“Indeed. I should get dressed.”

She feigned a pout, not because she truly wanted him to leave as she would much prefer to spend the day abed with her husband, but on that given day, she needed him away from their home.

Grace climbed off of him and then scooted to the side of the bed until she could place her feet on the floor. After grabbing her dressing robe, she wrapped it around her shoulders and departed to the adjoining chamber that she only used as her dressing room.

Once she was dressed, she returned to their shared chamber and found Arthur waiting for her.

“Are you departing soon?” she asked.

He eyed her curiously. “What exactly do you have planned for today?”

“Nothing much,” she replied. It was a bit of a white lie, depending on how one looked at it. “Marina is going to visit this morning.” Marina was Arthur’s sister and only sibling. It was convenient that Marina and her husband Evan, Viscount Ockham, lived in the next estate over. Their lands bordered each other. 

It would mean that Grace and Arthur’s son, James, and any other children they might have, would grow up to be quite close to their cousins.

“What is she up to?” Arthur asked in an accusatory tone. He adored his older sister, but the pair could bicker and fight worse than anyone Grace had ever seen, and she had grown up with an older brother and two older sisters.

Grace waved him off. “She’s just visiting. Probably to catch me up on the latest news she’s heard from friends.” A point that likely wasn’t untrue.

Arthur grabbed her hand and brought it to his lips. “Let us visit James and then I shall break my fast with you before I depart.”

“That sounds lovely.” And it would work out well if he departed before Marina arrived.

James had been awake when they visited, each taking their turns to hold him. He would be one in a couple months, and time seemed to fly far too quickly.

Afterward they broke their fast, with Arthur reading the paper and discussing current events with Grace while they ate.

Finally, he kissed her goodbye, then gave her another curious glance before departing.

A quarter hour later, Marina came strolling into the drawing room where Grace waited. Marina had grown up in the home, so they never stood on formality or found it necessary for their butler to introduce her when she arrived.

“Am I too early?” Marina asked, crossing the room with a basket in her hands. The women bussed each other’s cheeks.

“Your timing is perfect. We should have a few hours.”

A noise came from the basket. Something that sounded like a low mewl.

“What do you have in there?” Grace asked, staring at the cover of the basket.

“I wanted to show you this gift,” Marina said excitedly. She opened the basket and pulled out the cutest, fluffiest little kitten Grace had ever seen. “Isn’t she the sweetest?”

“Oh, she’s darling,” Grace said, reaching for the kitten. She nuzzled her to her cheek and the kitten instantly settled against her. Cradling the kitten in her arms, Grace stroked and patted down her back. Her fur was longer and solid white. “She looks just like this cat I had growing up, Snowball.”

Grace had loved her cat, and still got teary-eyed every year on the anniversary of Snowball’s passing. She thought Arthur would think she was a ninny when she told him, but he just hugged her and listened while she spoke of Snowball.

“She used to sleep in my bed and followed me all over the house.”
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