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      Ally stood at the window, her face pressed against the glass. Her cheek was squashed on the hard surface as she peered into the babies and toddlers’ section of the kids’ club. She ached to go inside and play with the little ones. They’re so beautiful.

      Her heart did flip flops as she peered at a little boy who was sitting on the floor banging building blocks with a plastic hammer. He had a double chin and drool dribbling over his lips. She wanted to inhale that gorgeous baby scent and tickle his tummy while he giggled.

      But Ally had to make do with being outside looking in. No one could wander into the cruise ship’s kids’ club if they weren’t a parent or guardian. While she adored children and desperately wanted one of her own, it was the fathers she was most interested in.

      Her gaze shifted to one man who was showing a picture book to his daughter. Nice! His long, tapered fingers pointed to the colorful images but the little girl snatched the book and banged it on the floor. He grinned and kissed her head before gazing around the room.

      His eyes found Ally’s at the window and he flashed her a smile. Her heart fluttered and she gave a tentative wave. Is he a single dad? He glanced over his shoulder before winking, and she squeezed her thighs together when wetness pooled between her legs and seeped onto her panties. A possible candidate.

      Beads of sweat dotted her brow as she got on tiptoes and peered between his legs. She pictured him naked, his cock stiff and swollen as he hovered over her and nudged her legs apart. Closing her eyes as her body trembled, she imagined him plowing into her. A tiny mewing sound escaped her lips.

      “Are you all right, dear?”

      Ally’s eyes flicked open to find an elderly man and woman peering anxiously at her side.

      “I’m fine, thank you.”

      The pair moved on. They aren’t convinced.

      Her eyes returned to the dad in the kids’ club. She traced around her mouth with one finger, and his brows shot up. While his daughter played with fluffy toys, he got up and pretended to stretch, thrusting his hips forward and allowing her to admire his prominent bulge. A definite possibility.

      Ally flipped her strawberry-blonde hair over one shoulder and fluttered her long dark eyelashes as she crooked a finger at him. Her breathing sped up and she pressed her huge creamy breasts against the window until they almost spilled out of her sundress. Sticking one finger inside her mouth, she trailed it over her plumped up flesh. The guy’s mouth gaped. Reel him in.

      But a woman—presumably his wife—dashed into the room and picked up the little girl. She glared at Ally. Damn! After what appeared to be a heated exchange with the guy, he followed her out the door without giving Ally another glance.

      She sighed and cast her eyes over the other fathers. But they either weren’t paying any attention or their partners hung onto them after witnessing the first Dad being hustled off by his wife.

      One of the staff members picked up a toddler who had fallen over and gave her a cuddle. Tears spilled over the little one’s pudgy cheeks, and Ally’s hand on the glass left an imprint as she whimpered along with the little girl. Her eyes welled up and her bottom lip trembled. Poor baby. Poor me!
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