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        If you like Daddy books, and enjoy this anthology, you can hang out with the authors every day in the Dirty Daddies Party Room on Facebook.
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      This book is dedicated to Jessie Bee. I became friends with Jessie on Facebook and instantly fell in love with her name – I mean, who wouldn’t? It’s just too cute. When a picture formed in my mind, I knew I just had to ask if she’d allow me to share her name in a story about another Jessie, and she graciously gave me permission. In Forbidden Sweets, our little bee is a woman who loves life, is a bit sassy, and ready to find the one person who would teach her to fly. I hope you enjoy the journey.

      Happy Reading - Maggie

      

      Maggie Ryan is a USA TODAY bestselling author in Victorian/ Historical, Contemporary, Western, and Paranormal Romance. As a multi-published and Amazon Top 100 bestselling author, she brings you stories that are always sweet, extra spicy, and a little taboo. She writes about strong, stern alpha males and sassy, capable women who discover that life without a bit of fire isn’t worth living. Maggie hopes you will curl up in your favorite chair and take the journey with her. Happy Reading!

      

      Sign up for Maggie’s Newsletter: http://www.subscribepage.com/z8j9x8
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        They say that life can change at the drop of a hat. But would it have been too much to ask for at least a little warning? Perhaps if I’d known my life was about to be irrevocably changed, I would have put on a pair of panties!

      

      

      

      Jessica

      

      Mug of cocoa with a mound of mini marshmallows? Check. And since everyone knows you can’t enjoy hot chocolate without something to dunk into it, I could mark off the bag of coconut macaroons as well. Comfie clothes? You couldn’t get more comfortable than a camisole, flannel boxer shorts, and a pair of fuzzy slippers, so another box could be filled in. TV and radio silent, so both visual and audio distractions removed—tick mark. Only one more and I’d be good to go. Laptop? Che… wait. Looking around, I didn’t see it. Great. I was finally ready to work on my proposal and my laptop was missing.

      Fifteen minutes later, I pushed up from where I’d been lying flat out on the floor to sweep my arms under the couch, and sat back on my heels. I’d not discovered the missing Mac but I did find a wad of trash, about a million dust bunnies, the purple sock I’d sworn the washing machine had eaten and the sticky remains of a Tootsie Pop that had me squealing and throwing it across the room when I saw the spider clinging to it. Granted, it was nothing but a dried out husk, but still… a spider was a spider. Shuddering, I forced myself to grab a tissue and pick up the candy, disposing of it before going to wash my hands.

      Lathering my hands, I tried to convince myself that my landlord would be understanding when I explained I’d not be able to make the rent due to the fact I’d been robbed. Pfft, not very likely. Despite his pleasure over serving as my guinea pig when I tried out new recipes, when it came to money, the man was all business. The most I could expect would be his offer of a few boxes for me to pack the mountain of equipment I’d just spent a small fortune on because I simply could not pass up the deal that had seemed too good to be true.

      Perhaps the officer who came to investigate the robbery would be far more sympathetic. Foregoing the dishcloth hanging from a drawer pull, I dried my hands on my shorts as I returned to the living room.

      Grabbing my phone, I plopped down on the couch and was just about to make the call when I paused. While I certainly considered the theft an emergency, I realized it didn’t actually constitute a matter of life or death, so dialing 911 was out. I actually had no idea what number to dial to report a theft, but did know where I’d get a bit of comfort and advice. I had just entered the first numbers when I realized my computer was no longer missing. I still didn’t have it, but I suddenly remembered exactly where I left it, not that it helped. Stabbing the buttons to complete the call, I swung my foot back and forth as the phone rang and rang and rang. “I do not have time for this crap,” I muttered.

      “Seems like I’m surrounded by naughty girls tonight. You can’t possibly be finished with your proposal.”

      Not the greeting I was expecting, but Heather had always marched to the tune of her own drummer and had recently taken on the role of encouraging me to follow my dreams. It was normally wonderful, but as the day of reckoning approached, I was getting really stressed out. “I haven’t even started. I left my laptop in your car this afternoon. When are you going to be done?”

      “Not for hours yet and no way can I leave. Sorry, but you’re going to have to come get it.”

      I sighed. “I just made hot cocoa and…”

      “And cocoa can wait. Just jump in the car and get your butt over here. You are on a strict deadline and if you miss this chance—”

      I groaned and cut in. “You don’t have to remind me. Believe me, I’m well aware that I’m hanging on by a mere thread. All right. What’s the address?” Unwadding the envelope I’d pulled from beneath the couch, I scrawled down the numbers as she recited them. “Crestview? I don’t know where that is.”

      “That’s why you have that app in your car. You know, the button that has a picture of a house? Just push it and put in the address and follow the directions.”

      “Very cute,” I said. “I’m sure I never would have thought of that. I’m on my way—”

      “Wait, you’ll need the gate code.” Heather rattled off a series of numbers that I added to my notes. “When you get here, I’ll try to be the one to answer the door, but if I’m not, tell whoever lets you in that you’re looking for me.”

      “Whoever? I thought you were—” I began only to have her cut me off.

      “Never mind. When you get here, just call and I’ll run it out to you.”

      “Okay, I’m on my way.” Grabbing my keys, I was almost out the door when I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror above the small foyer table. Good grief, I looked like I’d just crawled out of bed. Shoving my phone into the waistband of my boxers, I quickly finger-combed my hair, pawing through the small dish on the table where I’d tossed my keys. Finding a scrunchie, it only took a few quick twists and my curly hair was as tamed as it was going to get without some serious attention. Glancing down, I shook my head. It would take more than a quick ponytail to make myself presentable, and I did not have time for that. What did it matter? I wasn’t going to be getting out of the car. Shrugging, I was halfway across the yard when my foot slid out of its slipper. I’d known they were a size too large when I bought them, but they were the last ones in the bargain bin, and I hadn’t been able to resist. Bending down, I shoved my foot back into the warmth of the shoe and did a shuffle-walk combination the last few feet to my Mini-Cooper.

      After driving for almost an hour, the slightly accented voice of my GPS informed me that I’d arrived at my destination. And what a destination, I thought, shaking my head as I drove by, double-checking the address to confirm I was in the right place. Wow. These people had some serious money if the house was any indication. It was huge! Situated at the top of a small rise, the McMansion sprawled across the lot, a long walkway meandering from the driveway to the front door.

      I knew Heather had been hired to babysit, but she’d failed to mention she’d be doing so while some huge party was going on. The driveway was full of vehicles, so I kept going until I found a spot and squeezed my car in between two luxury SUVs. The fact that my parking place was directly beneath a street light was good from a safety viewpoint, but it only made me seriously regret my decision not to take the time to change my clothes. Running through the drive-thru at Starbucks on my way over was one thing… walking up what seemed to be a mile-long drive in my ratty clothing was quite another. Sighing, I climbed out of the car. Turning back, I squatted down and shoved my hand as far as it could go under the seat, my fingers scrabbling over carpet and metal. I distinctly remembered that I had my cell phone when I left the house but had discovered it had gone missing when I couldn’t find it for the barista to scan. Instead of using the Starbucks app to pay for my latte, I’d had to dig through the glove compartment to grab my emergency cash. How I’d lost my phone was a mystery.

      Admitting defeat, I stood and closed the door. I just prayed no one decided to leave the party. It would be highly embarrassing to be caught in my jammies. Hurrying up the walk, the air was filled with the very pleasant scent of flowers. A water feature ran along the entire side of one immense wall, the stream cascading to disappear into a gorgeous bed artfully designed with a variety of plants. Solar lighting illuminated the blooms as well as the occasional sparkle of droplets as they bounced off shiny river rocks. Finally reaching the double doors, I rang the bell before wrapping my arms around my torso and squeezing my thighs together.

      “Shit! Come on, Heather! Hurry up,” I mumbled, glancing behind me as if expecting to see a late-arriving guest frowning at the inappropriately attired visitor who dared to enter their exclusive enclave. I was seriously regretting that venti-size caramel macchiato that I’d substituted for my abandoned hot chocolate. Those twenty ounces combined with the cold and the occasional splatter of moisture from the fountain had me shivering and really needing to pee. Reaching up, I jabbed the button a second time and then lifted the heavy knocker, letting it drop just in case the bell wasn’t working. When the door still didn’t open, I decided the music must be too loud for anyone to hear. Trying the knob and finding it turned easily, I still hesitated. Despite my attire, I hadn’t been raised without manners, but having to choose between proper etiquette and peeing myself, I’d choose a little breaking and entering anytime. Decision made, I opened the door and slipped inside.
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      Jessica

      

      I was a bit surprised when I wasn’t accosted by the thump of bass or the lilting of some classic concerto. Instead, I couldn’t hear anything.

      “Hello?” No reply echoed back… and I do mean echoed. The foyer was wide, the floor a huge expanse of white marble. A chandelier the size of my car hung from a ceiling that was at least twenty-five feet over my head. How in the world did one change the dozens of light bulbs I could see reflecting on hundreds of sparkling crystals? Dropping my gaze, I scanned the area again. More important than light bulbs, where were the partygoers?

      From the amount of cars outside, I’d expected dozens of guests to be milling about, but I’d yet to see a soul. Not that I truly wished to be seen, but I couldn’t help but wish there was someone who would tell me the location of the nearest restroom. No, I suppose asking for the restroom or bathroom would be considered crass. A discreet inquiry for the location of the nearest powder room would be far more refined. Remembering a story I’d read based in the Victorian era, I giggled. Back in the good old days, one did not ask for the powder room either. Nope. There were no fancy names used. Instead, it was called exactly what it was… the necessary. A cramp cut off my nervous rambling thoughts as well as had me walking a bit faster. Forgetting about the ridiculous distinction between words, all I knew was that it was quite vital I find a bathroom immediately. Maybe by then, Heather would be at the door waiting for the call I was supposed to be making.

      A place this huge had to have at least a dozen bathrooms, and it only made sense that one would be near the front door, right? Dancing a bit, I started to turn left, but stopped mid-step when I saw a single door tucked away in a small alcove off to the right.

      Opening the door, I whispered, “Hallelujah,” and darted inside.

      After using the facilities, I stood at the marble vanity, washing my hands as I stared at my reflection. The strap of the camisole I’d chosen kept falling off one shoulder, the fabric so worn and thin I could see the shape of my breasts pressing against the material. My hair… while pulling it up into a high ponytail did keep it out of my face, bopping my head to the beat of the music on the drive over had allowed several strands to escape. Tucking a wayward curl behind my ear, I admitted that I’d crossed that line from comfie to… well, just plain sloppy. Not wanting to sully the impossibly white and precisely folded towel, I swiped my hands across the seat of my boxers.

      “Shit!” The elastic was old, the simple gesture of drying my hands causing my boxers to slide down several inches. Yanking them up, my keys fell to clatter against the marbled floor. That explained how I’d lost my phone. It had obviously slipped from the waistband where I’d tucked it before running out to my car. When I got home, I’d have to retrace my steps, hoping to find it lying on the ground. Until then, all I could do was make sure I didn’t lose my keys as well. Instead of sticking them into the useless elastic again, I untied the small red bow that decorated the waistband, using the ribbon to tie my keys to my waist. Satisfied that they were safe, I went to find Heather.

      Now that my immediate needs had been met, I reached to open the door, but something had me pausing before stepping out completely. Instead, I only stuck my head out, looking both ways. Forget phones and keys, the true mystery was where were the people who owned all those cars outside? The house still appeared empty, which, to be honest, was beginning to creep me out. Kids weren’t known to be so quiet…

      Suddenly an image popped into my head. Maybe there were no children. What if Heather had been lured here to fulfill a different role? Oh God. Please tell me the guests weren’t gathering in the basement beneath my feet. Dozens of men and women all part of some secret coven where they were even now chanting over Heather’s body as she lay on a cold slab of marble, her eyes open yet unseeing, her smile vapid as drugs coursed through her system, assuring her cooperation as a masked man tossed aside his robe, ready to do his duty. His cock and his dagger would plunge as one into her virgin body, her cries a signal for the others to drop their own robes to prance about naked, joining their leader in hedonistic pleasures as they practiced some dark, evil ritual.

      The touch of a cold hand wrapping around the back of my neck had me screeching and jumping at least two feet off the ground. Heart hammering in my chest, I spun around to see that I was still alone. The soft click I’d heard hadn’t come from lifeless, bony fingers reaching for my throat, the icy breath across my flesh nothing but the brush of cooled air from the vent on the ceiling as the air conditioner kicked on. I definitely needed to stop watching so many scary movies.

      Leaving the bathroom behind, I moved along the hall again, checking each room as I passed, finding them all very stylish in their décor and yet devoid of a human’s presence. I’d been imagining how fabulous it would be to cater a party in such a lovely house, but there was no need for fancy food or themed decorations if there was no one to enjoy them. Pushing open a rather heavy door that was probably twelve feet tall, I walked inside what had to be the quintessential example of what the king of the castle’s study should be. Stopping abruptly, I shook my head. The light from the hall didn’t illuminate the whole room, but it didn’t have to. It might as well have been a blazing spotlight. Forget king. If the canes hanging in a rack behind the immense mahogany desk were for anything other than some sort of perverse decoration, this room belonged to someone who was most likely addressed as Headmaster. Or maybe the room and the canes didn’t belong to any tutor, but to a man who was addressed as Master.

      The thought had a thousand butterflies taking flight in my stomach as another scene played in my head. Not a movie this time, but a book… a rather naughty book. Set in London during the Victorian era, there had been a lord of the manor… a stern lord, a man who believed that discipline was an excellent teacher. One who could pin a miscreant in place with no more than a stern look as he reached to pluck the implement of his choice from the rack. The rattan was smooth beneath his fingers and deceptively cool…

      Smooth? Cool? What the hell? I moaned, realizing that the description was possible only because my fingertips were running over the rattan… no, not running… stroking along its length. Not even aware I’d walked across the room, I snatched my hand away, turning and running smack dab into a brick wall, the force enough to have me squealing loudly and staggering back a step.

      “Well, who do we have here?” The question was asked by a man—a huge man. His hands completely encircled my forearms, as he reached out to steady me. His jacket wasn’t tweed as one would imagine a headmaster’s would be, but was black as ebony, accentuating the snow white of his shirt. I didn’t know men still wore cufflinks, but he did, the gold glinting in the additional light that had flooded the room with his entrance. I slowly raked my eyes up his body. Black hair the shade of India ink was worn just a shade too long, curling just the slightest bit where it brushed his collar. But it was his eyes that had me holding my breath. I’d never seen eyes like his. They were the color of liquid mercury, seeming to shift and slide as they glided over me. His lip quirked and a dimple appeared in his cheek and my heart stuttered.

      “You do know what happens to little ones caught sneaking about, don’t you?”

      “What?” I began and then clarified, “I’m not little and I’m not sneaking…” Perhaps if I’d managed to say that with a bit more confidence, or if I’d not felt my face flush at being caught doing exactly what he accused me of, or maybe if I hadn’t attempted to dodge around him to run for the door, he might have believed me. As it was, he simply laughed, caught me before I’d taken my third step, my cry of protest turning into a startled oomph as he lifted me off my feet and slung me over his shoulder.

      “You’re definitely little,” he said, not seeming to care that he was now speaking to my backside and not to my face as he carried me from the room and began to stride down the hall.

      “Put me down!” I yelled. The only thing that occurred when I kicked my feet was that I lost my slippers, the chubby yellow and black bumblebees flying over my head to land on the floor. I froze, my mouth gaping as I watched their lopsided antennae shaking as if finding the ludicrous position I was in quite amusing.

      “That’s better.”

      Not sure if it was his chuckle or the fact that he was patting my butt, but either way, his words jolted me out of my shock and I began to kick again. A slight grunt as my bare toes connected with his body filled me with satisfaction and had me grinning… well, until the pat became a swat.

      “Shit! That hurt!” I yelped.

      A tsking sound preceded a tug and though it took me a moment to process, I understood the wafting of chilled air across my skin wasn’t coming from any air conditioner vent. This man had yanked my boxers down!

      “Sneaking, squirming and kicking is one thing, but, young lady, cursing is quite another. It will earn you a spanking every single time.” This time two swats landed, one on each bared cheek, both cracking like a gunshot.

      “Ow! Stop!”

      “Let’s find your Daddy, shall we? I’m sure he’ll want to know why his little one has snuck away.”

      I would have threatened to scream, but I was too shocked to do more than squeak, “What? I’m not sneaking away from my dad… I mean my father is in Florida.”

      “Ah, pardon me,” he said, but before I could assure him that I most certainly did not pardon him, he continued. “It was wrong of me to assume, but I’m sure your Mommy wouldn’t like knowing her little one was sneaking about.”

      “Mommy?” I said, shaking my head as if that would help make sense of this entire conversation. “I haven’t called my mother ‘mommy’ since I was six. I don’t know what the hell… ow! Quit smacking me! That’s assault!”

      “No, that’s a spanking,” he countered as he continued to walk. “And, you’ll earn another if you don’t remember your manners. No Daddy or Mommy, you say. In that case, let’s find Nanny Heather and see which of my guests seems to have lost you, shall we?”

      Daddy? Mommy? Little one? Spanking? Exactly what sort of party was this? Wait! Did he say Nanny Heather? As in my Heather?

      “Look, if you’ll put me down, I can explain.”

      “You can explain soon enough.”

      I could hear voices now and though faint, I began to plead. When his hand began to rub across my bottom, I realized that I was getting absolutely nowhere fast. At this rate, when he got to wherever he was going, my bare ass would be the first thing people saw. The indignity had me begging. “Please, oh God, please put me down. Please, don’t do this… Heather… Ow!”

      “Nanny Heather.”

      “Fine, Nanny Heather. Just let me talk to her. I don’t know what’s going on, but I swear I didn’t mean any harm. I just came to get my laptop. I know I shouldn’t have entered your house without permission, but I lost my phone, so I couldn’t call her to bring it to me, and no one answered the door though I rang the bell and knocked, and with all the coffee and that fountain spitting water everywhere, I really had to pee—”

      “Wait a minute. You’re really not a guest?”

      The strangled laugh I gave sounded slightly demented even to me as I rolled my eyes and attempted to catch my breath. “Are you blind? Have you seen what I’m wearing? Would I dress like this if I were going to some party?” I attempted to rear up again to push my hair aside. With one hand braced against his shoulder blade, the other holding my ponytail away from my face, I continued. “No! I’m not a little one and I’m not a guest! I’m Nan… Heather’s friend. I left my laptop in her car and…”

      “Why didn’t you say that to start with?”

      I squealed as he lifted me off his shoulder and set me on my feet. “Seriously? You didn’t give me a chance before you just started whaling away on my ass!” I hissed, bending down to yank up my boxers. “Who does that?” I asked, reaching behind to rub my abused butt. His chuckle had me glaring at him. “It’s not funny!”

      “That depends on how you look at it,” he said. “You can’t exactly blame me for thinking you were a guest. Consider the evidence.” His hand swept up and down. “You’re dressed in jammies and slipp…” He paused and I watched his gaze drop to my bare feet and then glance back down the hall to see my slippers on the floor. I was a little surprised when he walked over to pick them up, and returning, he went to one knee before me. His hand on my ankle caused me to wobble off balance until I reached out and grabbed his shoulder as he lifted my feet one at a time and slid my slippers back on. When he started to stand, my hands slipped down to his chest, my fingers very aware of the hard muscles beneath the fabric of his shirt. His chuckle caused me to jerk them away as he reached to tuck an errant strand of my hair behind my ear.

      “No make-up, messy hair, you look absolutely adorable when you blush, you wiggle and squeal just like the others and frankly, naughtiness is not only to be expected as the norm… it is to be instantly corrected at these socials.” He grinned and I felt a different sort of heat light up my body and zing south as his eyes dropped in the direction of a stinging part of my anatomy. “And, even if you are not a party guest, from the way you were fondling that cane, you seem to instinctively agree that you deserve to have your backside warmed—”

      “What? I was not!” I objected even as the memory of doing exactly that played in my mind. Wow… who knew an eyebrow could arch that high? Shaking my head to clear it of the picture that had begun to form… one of me taking down the cane and handing it to him… before bending myself over that huge desk, trembling while I waited for him to hook his fingers into the waistband of my boxers and… Whoa. So not going there! Besides, I wasn’t an idiot. I knew the bamboo’s cool texture was some sort of illusion as the stories I’d read had what were described as lines of agonizing fire painted across the bare backside of some poor miscreant. Shaking off the vision, I corrected myself. “I admit I did touch it, but that doesn’t mean I agree…” Unable to finish and feeling my face flaming, I yanked my hands away from where they’d snuck behind me again to cup my cheeks as if protecting them from any possible attack.

      “No?” he said, his disbelief obvious in his tone. “Be that as it may, you have to know that it is not proper to be driving around sans panties, young lady. What if you’d been in an accident?”

      What? He was giving me lessons on proper attire when he had not hesitated to yank my boxers down. “Who do you think you are? My granny? At least the paramedic wouldn’t have swatted my ass!”

      “Jess?”

      I looked past the man to see Heather walking towards us. Did hanging upside down having your butt smacked cause some sort of brain damage? If I didn’t recognize her voice, it would have taken me a moment to realize the woman was my friend. She was not dressed in the jeans and t-shirt she’d worn this afternoon. Instead, it looked as if she just stepped out of that Victorian novel. She wore a gray dress with an old-fashioned apron tied around her waist. Her hair was in a neat bun at the back of her head and she wore dark stockings with sensible black pumps. Perhaps the most shocking thing was that she wasn’t alone. She was holding the hand of a little girl… wait, nix that. The person beside her was female, yes, but she wasn’t a child. I’d bet she was older than my twenty-six years despite her pink dress, white ankle socks and Mary Janes. Her hair was in two braids with big pink bows at the ends. But it was her free hand that held my attention. She was rubbing her backside and from the object I saw Heather tuck into the pocket of her apron, I had a good idea of why she was seeking the same sort of relief I’d just sought myself.

      “Oh my God. You couldn’t… you didn’t…” I stammered looking between the two women and the man, feeling as if I’d fallen into some sort of rabbit hole but knowing the story didn’t match. The man beside me wasn’t a white rabbit and the handle sticking out of Heather’s apron pocket was no pocket watch. “Did you really just… spank her?” I couldn’t imagine my friend doing so, but the evidence seemed pretty damn clear.

      “No, I paddled her,” Heather said before turning to the girl. “You know better than that. Hand at your side if you please.” The girl’s hand dropped to twist in her skirt as Heather nodded toward us. “Pamela, isn’t there something you’d like to say?”

      Pamela looked over. “I’m sorry, sir. I didn’t mean to be naughty.”

      The man chuckled and shook his head. “I’m not positive that’s the truth, but you’ve taken your paddling and are forgiven.”

      “Thank you, sir.” I watched in disbelief as she gave an actual curtsy.

      “Go find your Daddy and make your apologies. And, Pamela, don’t forget to tell him you rubbed your bottom.”

      “Oh… please, sir. He’ll spank me again!”

      “Yes, I suppose he will, but then you knew that was a possibility when you broke the rule, didn’t you?”

      “No… um… maybe”—a huge sigh came before she continued softly—“Yes, sir.”

      He nodded at Heather who released the girl’s hand. I watched Pamela, my mouth dropping open as she twirled away. I could certainly understand her reluctance to inform her “daddy” she’d rubbed. It seemed I wasn’t the only one without undies. The back of her dress had been tucked into her waistband, the fabric falling to either side as if meant to frame her bottom… her very red bottom. If my ass stung from the few swats I’d been given, I honestly couldn’t imagine how the girl was able to practically skip down the hall, braids bouncing until she turned a corner and was gone.

      “Holy sh…” It wasn’t so much the clearing of a throat as it was the crimson color of Pamela’s rear that had me pulling up on the curse. I absolutely refused to acknowledge the warmth that spread through me when he grinned and nodded his approval before he turned to address Heather.

      “So you do know this young lady?”

      “Of course she does—” I began only to have Heather cut me off.

      “Yes, sir. She left her computer in my car and needs it to finish a proposal that will be presented at a very important meeting on Monday.” Heather turned her attention back to me. “Why didn’t you call me when you got here?”

      “I lost my phone and had to go to the bathroom and then this guy just grabbed me and started hitting me—”

      “Spanking you,” the man corrected. “However, I do owe you an apology. I honestly thought you were a guest, but I should have verified your identity first. It was not my intention to hurt or embarrass you. If you feel the need to press charges, I will gladly accompany you to the station.”

      I might not be the sharpest knife in the drawer, but I wasn’t exactly the dullest blade either. I had entered the house without an invitation, and I wasn’t about to explain to anyone that I’d gotten my butt—make that my bare butt—smacked for it. Besides, unless I was a total idiot, I’d stumbled into what was evidently some sort of kink party. No way was I going to admit being within twenty miles of the place. Meeting his eyes, I could see he was sincere.

      “No, that’s all right. That spank… I mean, you didn’t hurt me… I was just surprised. I should not have just barged in. How about you forgive me for trespassing, and I’ll forget about you smacking me. Deal?” I asked, sticking my hand out.

      Another zing ran through me as his huge hand enveloped mine, shaking to seal our bargain. “Deal.” He gave my fingers another squeeze and grinned. “Though again, it wasn’t smacking, it was a spanking.”

      “Tomato, tomahto, what’s the difference,” I quipped with a shrug.

      The sound of his chuckle rolled over me, causing my nipples to tighten at the rich timbre. But it was the dimple that appeared when he smiled that would have had my panties dampening… if I’d been wearing any. As it was, I had to clench my legs tightly together to keep moisture from sliding down my thighs. How I could possibly be aroused, I had no idea, but then again, I really had no idea how any of this could be actually occurring.

      “I’d be more than happy to clarify the definition for you. Stay and attend the party as my guest, Miss…”

      “It’s Jessica Bhie. It’s spelled B H I E, but both the h and I are silent. You pronounce it as ‘bee’ You know, like the insect?” Taking a much needed breath, I realized that he’d know how to pronounce it as I’d just done so. God, I must sound exactly like an annoying, buzzing little insect.

      “Ah, hence the choice of footwear,” he said as his eyes dropped to my huge bumblebee slippers.

      Looking down gave me the excuse I needed to make as graceful an exit as possible. “Thank you for the invitation, but regardless of what you might think, I’m really not dressed for a party.”

      “I disagree. I believe you’ll discover that both you and your cute slippers will fit in just fine among the guests.”

      My head was screaming run while my body was yelling stay. About to tell my head to take a hike, a sharp wail split the air. “What was that?” I asked, whipping around to look down the long hallway.

      “Don’t be frightened, little one. I’m sure it was just Pamela stating her remorse for her transgressions.”

      Little one.

      Remorse.

      Transgressions.

      Hear that, Jessica? If those aren’t code words, then I don’t know what are. Unless you want your ass smacked again, get the hell out of here and don’t look back.

      Another shrill cry accompanied the voice of reason in my head. That and the sight of Heather in her costume reminded me that I’d trespassed into a world I wasn’t reading about in a book… this wasn’t fiction, it was stark reality. Stepping away from the man who practically had me hypnotized, I shook my head.

      “No… thank you, but I can’t. I’ve kept you from your guests long enough and like I said, I really do have work to do. If I don’t finish it, my entire life will have been wasted.” Suddenly, I remembered my earlier wish about catering such an event. “I can’t stay tonight, but the next time you have a party, I’d love to come.” Realizing that inviting myself was rather rude, I quickly clarified, “Oh, not as your date… um, or even a guest…” My concentration was broken when Heather snorted, but I was too into my sales pitch to stop. “All you have to do is just say how you’d like to eat me…” This time it was his turn to shake his head, his lips twitching that had me pausing. With the realization of what I’d just said, I could feel my entire body burning. “No! Um, that came out wrong. My food… you’d eat my food, not eat me… I’d serve you… I mean not just you… I’d serve your guests too. You can have me for free…” Good God, this was getting worse with every word out of my mouth. “Never mind. I-I’ve got to go.” I finished my ridiculous rambling as I began to retrace the path back toward the door. I’d made it to the corner before his voice stopped me.

      “Miss Bhie? Your laptop?”

      “Oh, right,” I said, feeling like an idiot for forgetting the very item that had brought me here in the first place. Turning back, I saw Heather trying not to laugh as she said she’d just run get it for me, and before I could offer to go with her, she was gone.

      “Will you be okay to drive?”

      “What?”

      “You’re shaking,” he said as he began to approach.

      “I’m fine. Oh, shit. Where are my keys—”

      He tsked again and reached for me.

      “No!” I squeaked, stepping back only to have him stop me with a hand at my waist a moment before I would have backed into a huge blue and white vase that was probably worth a fortune.

      “Shhh,” he said, pulling me a step forward. “Relax, Miss Bhie. I’ve got you.”

      How could he expect me to relax when his hand lifted from my waist only to have his fingertips trail along the bare inch of skin between my camisole hem and the waistband of my boxers? I couldn’t stop the quiver as electricity shot through me at the contact or the soft moan of protest when his flesh left mine. I felt heat suffuse my entire body when I realized his goal as he tugged on the red ribbon. I could only stand there, feeling like a fool as he untied the bow and pulled my key fob free to press it into my hand.

      “You’re still trembling,” he said softly, his fingertips running up my arm. Unless he had been struck blind, I knew he had to be well aware that my nipples were hard little points pressing against my camisole. Before I could wrap my arm across my chest, he was shaking his head.

      “Arms out,” he directed and like some sort of automaton, I actually lifted my arms as he shrugged out of his jacket. By the time Heather reappeared, he was fastening the last button of the suit coat that he’d put on me. The hem reached my knees and my fingertips barely stuck out from the cuffs. It wasn’t the fit that had my head spinning, it was the scent that rose from the fabric… the combination of butterscotch and whiskey and some sort of earthy spice that I knew I’d forevermore associate as belonging to only one man… him.

      “Are you sure you can’t stay?” he asked softly, lifting my hair to pull it from beneath the coat.

      I’d never been more unsure of anything in my life, but was saved from answering when Heather pressed my laptop into my arms.

      “Jess, you can’t. You’ve really have to finish that proposal. I’ll see her out, sir,” she said, taking my arm like I was some recalcitrant child. I don’t remember telling my feet to move, but within a few steps, we’d turned the corner, leaving him behind. It took her opening the front door and the cool evening air slapping me in the face to jolt me out of what had to be some sort of trance.

      “Wow… that was… intense,” I said, hugging my laptop to my chest and noticing how the jacket’s cuff slid back on my arm. “I don’t know… maybe I should—”

      “Go home,” Heather said, cutting me off.

      Suddenly worried I’d endangered her position, I looked up. “I’m sorry, Heather. I swear I didn’t mean to get you into any trouble. He won’t… I mean you won’t get—”

      “Spanked?” she offered when I couldn’t complete the thought that had bloomed in my head. Smiling, she shook her head. “Don’t worry,” she assured me, pulling the paddle from her pocket. “I do the spanking, remember?”

      “About that,” I said. “Exactly when were you going to tell me you’re some sort of nanny and not a real babysitter?”

      “Potato, potahto,” she teased, tapping the wood against the palm of her hand. “Definitions are so open to interpretation; don’t you agree?” With a laugh, she continued, “Now that you know, I suggest you get your little fanny home and get to work.” Dropping her hand, she snapped the wood against her thigh, the resulting crack causing me to startle and give a soft yelp.

      “Very funny,” I said, tearing my glance away and stepping out onto the porch. “I’d never let you smack me with that thing.”

      “Spank, not smack,” she said, parroting the words I’d heard earlier.

      “Whatever,” I retorted, rolling my eyes. Giving her a last finger wave, I tugged the collar of the coat a bit higher, burying my nose in the fabric and inhaling deeply as I began the long walk to my car.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      Jessica

      

      “Maybe I should postpone—”

      “Over my dead body,” Heather said. “You’ve been postponing for years.”

      “So a few more weeks won’t hurt,” I said petulantly. “Besides, why do you care so damn much?”

      “Because I love you,” she said, pulling me in for a hug. “Relax, Jess. You’ve got this.”

      “I hope so,” I said, hugging her back before stepping away.

      Heather handed me my briefcase. Tugging the strap over my shoulder, a final glance at the clock told me that if I wanted to be on time, I needed to go. “Seriously, no matter what happens, thank you for everything. I never would have even considered expanding if it hadn’t been for you.”

      Heather’s smile grew even bigger. “Just promise that if you get booked to do a party for some famous sexy as shit actor, you’ll hire me to help.”

      “Not very likely. You forget I’ve seen how you ‘help’ at parties.”

      “Oh, I don’t know, Jess. I think you might be surprised to learn that behind the façades of public life, there are a lot of people who enjoy a bit of kink in this world.”

      Her words instantly brought a face to mind, his care as he put his coat on me, the look in his eyes and the smile that revealed that dimple in his cheek. To look at him, you wouldn’t think he was anything but a successful businessman. I felt my pussy spasm as I remembered the feeling of his palm stroking over my ass before lifting to swat me. I’d be a hypocrite if I said I hadn’t enjoyed it at least a little. Still, I planned on running a very professional business.

      “Fine, but the paddle stays home.”

      “Ah, that’s no fun,” Heather said with an exaggerated pout. “The party would be a lot more fun if I could ask if they preferred to sample the shrimp or a spanking.”

      “You’re incorrigible,” I said, giving her a last hug as I plucked my keys and the plastic container off the coffee table and left to plead my case.

      A half-hour later, I was wondering how I ever thought I could do this. I felt like I was going to get sick and it had nothing to do with the cookie I’d just eaten… or the cupcake or the quiche squares I’d scarfed down while sitting in the parking lot. All they had contributed was a lap full of crumbs. Licking my fingertip, I pressed it against the lost morsels, transferring them one by one into my mouth. I had just placed the largest one on my tongue and was sucking a glob of orange infused chocolate icing from my finger when a sound had me jumping out of my seat. Well, it would have if the seatbelt hadn’t been securely buckled around my waist. Whipping my head toward the window, I saw a face that had my jaw dropping open and then both my eyes and my mouth slamming shut. A shriek had both opening as I jerked my finger free, shaking it to alleviate the pain of where my teeth had bitten down.

      “Fuck!” was uttered at the exact same moment I heard my door open. The man who had been haunting my dreams ever since I’d met him was no longer bending over to look through my window. Instead, he was leaning into my car, one hand flicking open the latch of my seatbelt while the other took my injured hand.

      “Come out,” he instructed, giving my hand a little tug, careful not to close his fingers too tightly around the injured digit.

      “You’re not going to smack me, are you?” I asked.

      He chuckled. “The very fact that you ask tells me that someone feels a little guilty.”

      “It’s your fault, you know,” I said, noticing that not only had he not answered my question, he’d somehow managed to get me out of the car and standing before him without my being aware of even moving.

      “The attempt at redirecting blame for one’s actions is yet another indication of guilt, Miss Bhie.”

      His words might have been a bit stern, but his touch was nothing but gentle as he examined my finger. The throbbing began to dissipate as he gently massaged the flesh where indentations of my teeth were clearly visible. Lifting my hand to his mouth, he kissed the injury. “Next time you want to nibble on something, just let me know. I’d be glad to suggest a few things that would be a bit more appealing and far more fulfilling to eat if you’d like.”

      “I wasn’t eating… I was licking…” His grin had me remembering my horribly embarrassing offer given just a few nights ago. It also had me jerking my hand free, my injured finger poking at his chest. “You scared the shit out of me!”

      Ignoring him, I reached across the console to grab my purse and briefcase from my car, giving a soft yelp when something hard connected with my backside. Surely he wouldn’t… he hadn’t… “Ow!” I shouted, the top of my head banging against the roof of my car as the next swat caused me to jerk up. Twisting around to awkwardly plant my ass in the seat, I stared up at him. “Why do you keep doing that?”

      “We’ve already had this discussion, and you know what to expect when ugly words come out of your mouth. You choose to spew naughty words; I choose to teach you that each one will have your bottom stinging.”

      My mouth opened… closed… and opened again until I finally snapped it shut. I’d pinch myself to see if I was dreaming, but the throbbing in both my finger and in my head assured me I was wide awake. Who in the world thought it was okay to simply swat someone? What sort of woman just sat there silently instead of screaming at the man who’d smacked her? Forget that, what sort of man did that without so much as looking the least bit concerned that he’d be explaining his behavior to the police? When he smiled and offered me his hand again, pulling me back out of the car, I knew exactly what sort of man did so. A man who was absolutely confident of himself both as a man and as a… Daddy. This man hadn’t been just a host at that kinky party… he’d been a participant in that kink. Stunned, I could only stare up at him as I felt my stomach flip.

      This time it wasn’t due to nerves or chocolate, it was realizing that the sort of woman who allowed herself to be smacked was the type who read those same exact books... had those same exact fantasies while sliding her hand down the front of her panties… What the hell! I was so not standing in the middle of a public parking lot thinking about masturbating! If my panties were a little damp it was because it was hot outside and I was sweating, not because of some man whose picture had to be beside the definition of dominant in the dictionary. The one who effortlessly demonstrated he knew how to be both stern and caring. The man who could spank a bottom as well as kiss a boo-boo. The man would make some little girl the perfect Daddy.

      “Are you all right?”

      “What?” I asked as it took another moment to pull my mind out of my fantasy and return to the present. “Oh… yes, I-I’m fine.” I wasn’t fine, not by any stretch of the imagination, but I knew I had to pull myself together. This was not the 1800s, and I didn’t need a man ready to swat my ass every time a cuss word slipped past my lips no matter how handsome my Daddy… Wait… when had he become my Daddy?

      “You don’t look fine. You look a little pale. Come inside and we can discuss—”

      “I’m fine,” I repeated, scuttling out of the way before he could touch me again. I knew that if he did, I was going to lose it. I’d already humiliated myself enough. There was no way I was going to start bawling standing in the parking lot. His words about going inside and discussing reminding me that my future depended on what happened inside that building, not out here in the parking lot. “I’ve got to go.” I knew I added to my list of embarrassing moments when I took off running after hearing him call my name, but at this point, I really didn’t care. All I wanted was to get away.
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      Jessica

      

      “You may go in, Miss Bhie.”

      “Thank you,” I said, standing and running my hands down my skirt before moving across the small lobby. If my entire future didn’t wait behind that wooden door, I would have slunk away. Not that I’d be able to slink away gracefully. The blouse that I’d ironed so carefully that morning, was now limp and had little dots of chocolate marring the pristine white. That’s what one gets when pigging out on food that wasn’t even intended for me. If that wasn’t bad enough, once I had entered the bathroom I’d found after my flight across the parking lot, I’d realized I’d left everything in the car. All that work preparing the proposal was wasted because when I returned to my car, it was to discover I really had been robbed. Both my briefcase and my purse were no longer on the passenger seat. The thief had even helped himself to the container of samples I’d so carefully prepared.

      Maybe another girl would be grateful that the thief had been kind enough to lock my car against further violation, but let’s face it. I was no saint. Instead, I’d kicked the car door, giving a lusty and rather naughty cry of the F-word and hobbled back into the building, my toes aching and my stocking now sporting a brand new racing stripe. If my morning was any indication, walking out of this with a check in hand was about as likely as winning the freaking lottery.

      “You don’t have to knock.”

      “What?” Shaking my head, I mumbled, “Oh, right,” and twisted the knob. Now the receptionist thought I was not only slovenly but also stupid. I was halfway across the room, my eyes directed to my feet to assure I didn’t put too much pressure on my damaged toes when my worse nightmare happened… right in the middle of a bright and sunny morning.

      “What on earth happened to you?”

      My head snapped up and my heart stopped as I watched him stand from behind his desk and begin moving toward me. What were the odds that the very man who had swatted my ass— not just one time—but several, was the same exact man who held my future in the palm of his hand? Let me just say… the odds had to be astronomical and yet… he was coming closer by the second.
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        * * *

      

      Beresford

      

      I have seen thousands of people in my life, both in a work environment and in my private life. I’d seen all kinds: men, women, good, selfish, kind, mean, liars, cheats, saints and sinners. But I’d never seen one who looked so lost… so hopeless as the one standing before me. In the few minutes since I’d last seen Miss Bhie, she’d gone from feisty to forlorn. Her snark was replaced with a sniffle, and I realized she was within a breath of totally losing it. At the sight of her eyes that had been filled with light as she faced off with me now filling with tears, she went from my latest appointment to my first concern.

      I nodded to Karen who was standing at the door, obviously as concerned for Jessica as I was. She nodded back and quietly pulled the door closed as I moved to where Jessica stood, wobbling a bit as she buried her face in her hands. I’d intended to assure her that all was well and guide her to sit, but the sound of that first sob tore at my heart and assured I’d do the only thing I was hardwired to do.

      “Don’t cry, little bee,” I said, scooping her up in my arms. Ignoring the chairs where clients usually sat, I moved around the desk. Sitting down in my leather chair, I settled her on my lap, drawing her legs to drape across mine. When my fingertip brushed across the toes of her right foot, she gave a sharp whimper.

      Taking her foot in my hand, I gently rotated the ankle. It didn’t appear swollen but the toes peeking out of her shoe sure did. “Are you going to tell me the other guy looks worse?” I asked, my eyes tracking the jagged run in her hosiery that disappeared beneath the hem of her skirt.

      “It wasn’t a guy… it was my car!” she wailed.

      Giving her leg a final squeeze, I moved my hand to pull my handkerchief from my pocket to wipe her face.

      “Shhh,” I said as the tears came harder. “You’re okay. Everything is going to be all right.”

      “No, it won’t!”

      “I assure you, it will. You’ve just had a tough morning.” What followed was a string of broken sentences made incoherent by her tears and sobs. The best I could do was take the few individual words that managed to slip free such as ‘waste’ ‘briefcase’ ‘thief’ ‘kick’ and ‘proposal’ and try to string them into some sort of order. But the only words that truly caught my attention were ‘spanked’ ‘little’ and what sounded suspiciously like ‘Daddy’. Despite the fact that the last had only come after the words ‘don’t need’, I couldn’t help but grin, though I made sure to hide it by pressing my lips against the top of her head in the general area where I knew she’d hit it. That injury was definitely my fault. I continued to rock her gently and listen as her tears gradually stopped and her sobs became hiccups. Helping her to sit up a bit, I lifted my hand and brushed hair the color of the sunset off her damp cheeks before wiping her face with the cloth.

      “Blow,” I instructed and when she hesitated, I repeated the order. “Blow. You’ll feel much better.” With a grimace, she did so, most likely knowing she truly needed to rather than because she desired to obey. That was fine as I had no doubt that she’d soon discover that obeying came easily to her. Experience had taught me a lot about women, and I knew that this one was not only a natural submissive, she was my submissive. The little one I’d been waiting for. Once her nose was clear, I bent forward and kissed the tip.

      “Better?”

      She nodded. “I’m sorry—”

      “Shhh, there’s nothing for you to be sorry about. I’m sorry you hurt your head and your toes, but you’ll be happy to know you weren’t robbed. I have your things.”

      Her eyes widened and she pulled back. “You stole them?”

      “Of course not,” I assured her. “When you ran off, I called you back, but you must not have heard me. I grabbed your belongings and brought them inside to keep them safe before someone did steal them.”

      “Oh… um… thank you. My business plan is in… oh my God!” she said, rearing back so suddenly that she almost spilled off my lap. “I’ve got to go! I have an appointment!”

      “I know, Miss Bhie. That’s why I was tapping on your window. You were a bit early and I didn’t want you to feel you had to wait out in your car,” I said, giving her a grin as I tightened my arms when she again tried to leave my lap.

      “How did you know… wait… oh my god. You? No… the party… the canes… you...” she said, her voice becoming shriller with each word. “Oh my god! No! You… it can’t be you!”

      “I admit it is a rather unexpected twist of fate, but I, for one, couldn’t be more pleased.”

      “Oh my god, you spanked me!” she said, her face flushing crimson as she began to twist and squirm to get down.

      “Jessie, calm down. I promise you everything is going to be fine. I know it’s a bit unorthodox, but—”

      “A bit? You saw me naked!”

      “No, only your bottom was bared.” When she just stared at me as if I’d sprouted another head, I said, “I grant you that the situation is not one I’m sure either of us envisioned, but as I see it, you’ve got two choices. One, you can ask me to let you down so you can leave, and I will do so. Or, second, you can look at this as destiny giving us a little shove in a direction that I’m willing to bet we both will find to be extraordinarily satisfying.”

      When she didn’t immediately demand to be let down, I bent over and picked up the briefcase I’d pulled from her car. While I wouldn’t allow my personal feelings to color the business decision I’d be making, I had to admit anyone who carried a briefcase that was not only red but sported a large leather bow had my attention. Setting it on the desk, I laid her purse beside it and bent a final time to pick up the other item she’d abandoned in her flight.

      “I didn’t open your briefcase or your purse,” I assured her, setting the container down on the desk as well, “but I admit, I did open this.” Catching her gaze with mine, I asked, “Did you bake these? Are these an example of the samples you were referring to the other night?” Her smile not only transformed her expression, it instantly had my cock stiffening. Eyes the color of sapphires lit up and her cheeks flushed with pleasure as she nodded.

      “I’d say it was simply to make sure that the contents were safe because the top was askew, but to be honest, it was the aroma. There may be someone out there who could resist the scent of chocolate and oranges, but that someone isn’t me. How much would it cost me to taste one of these cupcakes instead of just smelling them?”

      “How does fifty-thousand dollars sound?”

      I wasn’t often caught by surprise, and while her answer threw me, it was her giggle that did me in. “They’re that good?”

      The lost girl disappeared as the professional glowed with pride. She reached for the container and opened the lid and set it aside, revealing the various items inside. Offering it to me, she said, “They are worth every single penny. If you’ll forgive me for being a… fool, and listen to my proposal, the first one is on me. Deal?”

      “Does this mean you are choosing option two?”

      “Yes.”

      “Thank you. First, do not let me catch you denigrating yourself again. You are most definitely not a fool. And while I suppose we should have a discussion about the legality of bribery, what the hell. You’ve got a deal.” When she gave a little wiggle, pushing my arm away, I instantly tightened my hold. “I believe we can have our business meeting right here.”

      “Please,” she said. “As much as I… I like being in your lap, I need to do this the right way.”

      Enchanted at the change that continued to come over her, I reluctantly let her go. As she grabbed her briefcase and moved around the desk, I sighed, but couldn’t fault her. She’d not expected her appointment to be held with me, much less in such an informal… intimate way. Once she was settled in a chair across from me and after arranging her papers in front of her, she looked up.

      “May I begin, Mr… I-I don’t even know your name.”

      “Kitteridge, Beresford Kitteridge.”

      Her eyes opened wider as the name resonated. I wasn’t just her appointment, I owned the firm. “Your name is one I’ve never heard before. Berryford… Burrsf…”

      “B E A R…sford,” I said, slowly enunciating the first syllable as she’d done with her name at my house the other night.

      “Like a stuffie, that’s sweet,” she said, and then instantly backtracked. “Oh, not that you are stuffed like a teddy bear. Um, you could be a grizzly or a brown or maybe a black bear. Then there are polar bears and giant pandas, and…” When I chuckled, the litany of species ended and she looked rather sheepish. “Sorry, I just… really love bears—”

      “And I really love little bees who produce sweet things for me to eat.” As the prettiest pink color began to color her cheeks, I slowly peeled the paper off my cupcake and broadening my tongue, took a long slow lick across the top. Her gasp was music to my ears, but the fact that her nipples instantly hardened to poke against the front of her blouse was food for my soul. Her eyes never left mine as I pulled my tongue back and savored the most incredible icing I’d ever tasted.

      “Absolutely delicious,” I said, giving a nod toward the papers that were now clenched in fingers that were holding on as if they were an anchor to keep her safely in place. “Please, Miss Bhie, tell me why you think you are a worthy candidate for my firm’s program.”

      I ate the rest of the cupcake as she pulled herself together. It didn’t take long before I was fully engaged in her presentation. Jessica had done her homework. She had graphs and charts that supported her request. And while I would expect that she’d have a few glowing testimonials from friends who weren’t above stretching the truth a bit to pose as satisfied clients, I certainly hadn’t expected to see names that I was very familiar with. Jessica might be young and was certainly a bit naïve if her reactions at the party were any indication, but she was also very intelligent. Even better than that, she was passionate.

      “So in conclusion, while I can’t promise I’ll be the best candidate your firm has ever helped start a new venture, I promise I’ll work my butt off to assure you a good ROI.”

      “I tend to agree,” I said, lifting my hand when she jumped up and squealed. “And as much as I believe you fully capable of providing a great return on any investment, I’m afraid I can’t approve your proposal.”

      Her face crumpled as she dropped back into her chair, her lower lip disappearing between her teeth. “What if I ask for less money? Forget the storefront. I can keep cooking at home and using Heather’s kitchen as well for any bigger events. I’ll put off purchasing any equipment that isn’t absolutely necessary and if I do buy something, I’ll buy refurbished rather than spending the money on new. If I trade in my car and you give me a small loan, maybe I can get a used truck… or a small van so I can deliver—”

      “Absolutely not,” I said, cutting her off. When she looked stricken, I clarified. “You’d not only be exhausted within your first month, this firm does not fund amateur operations—”

      “That’s just… just stupid. Perhaps you can explain how in the holy hell am I supposed to become a professional if no one gives me a freaking chance!”

      “We will address your language later,” I assured her, reaching for my phone and pressing a button. “Karen, would you please see if Don is free?” At her prompt, “Yes, sir.” I released the button and looked across my desk. “You didn’t let me finish. I’m not recommending you cut your budget or change your plan, I’m suggesting you increase it. While companies have been successful when starting on a shoestring, you’ve already built a very impressive, very solid customer base.” I tapped at the spreadsheet that held her client list. “I attended George Smyde’s conference and not only enjoyed the food myself, I heard nothing but compliments about it and, far more importantly, the service. I have faith that you will not only accomplish all you’ve set out to do but even more.”

      “Then why did you say you won’t help me?”

      “I didn’t say I won’t help you…” I countered, pausing for a moment when the intercom buzzed and Karen informed me that Mr. Jackson was waiting. “Send him in, please.” Turning to Jessica, I continued, “I said I can’t,” and then stood as the door opened.

      “Thanks for coming over, Don,” I said. “Jessica, I’d like you to meet Mr. Jackson. Don, this is Miss Bhie. She is the final candidate for our enterprise program this year. I’d appreciate it if you’d listen to her proposal and make the call.” Not giving Jessica a chance to respond, I slapped Don on the shoulder and said, “Oh, and make sure you sample her fare.” Reaching for the container, I snagged a huge cookie, one half coated in white chocolate, the other in dark, giving her a wink. “For Karen. I’ll give you some privacy.”

      “Sure thing,” Don said as if it was perfectly normal for me to abandon my office and a potential client without further explanation. “Miss Bhie, it’s a pleasure to meet you.” As she responded, I reluctantly left them to it, leaving my office and pulling the door closed. It might have been well within the law for me to simply rubber stamp her proposal. But, I couldn’t do so in good conscience. Oh, not because it wasn’t good or promising. It was both. But since I had other plans for my little bee, I wanted her never to question that her success was earned on merit and not because she kissed the moneyman… and believe me, if I had my way, there would be far more going on than kissing.

      “Is she all right?” Karen asked.

      “She’s more than all right,” I said, placing the cookie in the center of her desk. “In fact, she’s absolutely perfect.” Giving her a wave, I pushed through the glass doors of the lobby and walked outside. If I wasn’t mistaken, one address she’d proposed as being available for rent was only a few blocks from here and that pushed it high up on the list. While I hadn’t planned on having my little girl work, I also wasn’t a Neanderthal who would insist she stay home. Jessica had a dream and as her Daddy, it was my duty to make sure nothing stood in her way of fulfilling it.
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      Jessica

      

      “Really?”

      “Really,” Mr. Jackson said. “It’s going to be a pleasure doing business with you, Miss Bhie. We’ll have the papers ready to sign by the end of the week and the first installment of the loan ready for you. You’ll be given access to our list of mentors and other specialists in your field to help you get started. Be proud of what you’ve accomplished so far, but don’t be too proud to ask for help. We all want you to be successful.”

      “I-I don’t know what to say,” I said, wanting to cry and scream with joy at the same time. “Thank you. Thank you so much!”

      “You’re welcome.”

      The door opened just as he released my hand from a handshake to seal the deal. The moment Beresford stepped into the office, I squealed and ran to him, throwing my arms around his waist. “Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!”

      I could feel his chest rumbling as he chuckled and the strength of his arms as they wrapped around me to hug me close. “I’m guessing your proposal was approved?”

      Realizing where I was, I could feel my face heat but still couldn’t stop smiling. Stepping away, I nodded. “Yes. I sign the papers later this week, but I can start making my choices… oh, will you come shopping with me?”

      “Shopping?”

      “Salespeople tend to take advantage of women who attempt to buy cars,” I said. “I can’t imagine how much more they will attempt to charge me for a big truck!”

      This time Mr. Jackson’s laugh joined Beresford’s as he moved toward the door. “Just tell them that the dealership offering the best deal will get the sale of the next truck. Dangling that carrot will help. I’ll also have a letter of pre-approval drawn up so you don’t have to quibble over finances. Going in with cash in hand also tends to go a long way toward forming a successful relationship. You can stop by tomorrow and pick it up.”

      “Thank you again,” I said, as he left, my head spinning as I began making a mental list of all the things I needed to do. “I’ll have to make sure the bids I had are still good, and start making calls to set up a delivery schedule. Oh… you never said you’d come. I-I mean, you don’t have to—”

      “Of course I’ll come,” Beresford said.

      I couldn’t help myself, giving him another hug. “Thank you! I don’t want to be a bother, but I really would love your opinion.”

      “You’re not the least bit of a bother and besides, we have some unfinished business to tend to.”

      When his hand dropped down to pat against my ass, I suddenly remembered his words before he left me. Looking up, I wasn’t surprised to see him looking down at me. “You weren’t serious were you?”

      “What do you think?”

      If I had any doubt that he was attuned to my every move, it disappeared when his lip quirked the exact moment my buttocks automatically clenched. “You could give me a pass, you know. As a celebration gift?”

      “I could but then you’d never believe that when your Daddy says something, he means it, will you?”

      My breath caught in my throat as my heart stuttered. “My… my Daddy? You want to be my Daddy?”

      “Yes, Jessie. That’s why I left it up to Don to decide to award you the opportunity. You need to know you earned this all on your own, not just something that happened because you’re the one I’ve been searching for. So, yes, I own the company, but being your Daddy is far more important to me.”

      Forget the conflicting emotions I’d felt when hearing I’d been approved for twice the amount I’d requested. Hearing him say the very words “your daddy” had so many feelings running through me that I didn’t know what to think. Knowing he considered me as important and that he’d made sure I’d never doubt he believed in my abilities made my heart swell. But knowing he wanted me… wanted to be my Daddy, not only had my nipples suddenly aching, little bolts of pure joy were zapping along my nerves… every one of those bolts heading straight south to settle between my legs. Still, a girl could negotiate couldn’t she? “What if I don’t want there to be spankings in this deal?”

      “Then, little bee, all you need do is not earn any.” Pulling back a bit, he gave my ass a squeeze. “But you don’t need to fret. Even though Daddy will make your little bottom sting when you are naughty, if you take your punishment like a good girl, I’ll make sure you earn a reward.”

      “What kind of reward?” I asked.

      “Well, since it appears someone ate the rest of the treats, I suppose it will have to be a secret,” he said. “But since you were kind enough to give me a sample, I’ll return the favor if you’ll let me.” Bending down, he cupped the back of my head with one hand and kissed me. No, this was far more than a kiss. Every cell in my body came alive as his tongue traced over my lips, teasing me until I was moaning before pushing inside to dance with mine. Pulling away, he ran his fingertip over my lips as if reluctant to lose touch with them. “What do you say, little bee?”

      That kiss had left me breathless, but the look in his eyes had my blood racing and my body trembling.

      “Yes,” I said. I might not know much about what was happening, might never understand how something so monumental could happen in a heartbeat, but I did know that this man was the Daddy I’d been too afraid to admit I’d been waiting for my entire life.
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        * * *

      

      “This really is your house?” I asked an hour later as he waited for the garage door to open before pulling inside.

      “Yes,” he said, giving me a smile as he turned off the car, reaching to still my hand as I began to unclasp my seatbelt. “I’ll do that.” When my mouth opened to assure him I could do it, I remembered he’d been the one to unfasten my belt in the parking lot. I moved my hand away. “Good girl. Did you think we go about renting houses to hold our parties?”

      “Some people do,” I protested. “There are lots of venues and with Airbnb, even private homes are available nowadays.” I looked through the windshield at the house which was even more gorgeous now that the sun was streaming across the lawn. “I know that if I could, this is where I’d want to hold a party.”

      “I’m glad you like it, though it just happened to be my turn to host. I’m sure you’ll enjoy the parties no matter who the host or hostess is for the month.”

      Suddenly, a thought had my stomach twisting. Not because I was shocked to learn that the kinky party I’d inadvertently crashed was a monthly occurrence, but realizing that any woman would be lucky to attend one with this man. Oh god! Had there been some woman waiting for her daddy at the party that night? Was I just one in a long string of women he’d played with?

      “Jessie? What’s wrong?”

      The question came from my right, Beresford having left the driver’s seat and had not only opened my car door, but had his hand extended for me to take, a look of concern on his face.

      “How many partners do you have? How many little girls call you Daddy? Where was she that night when you were…” I couldn’t continue, couldn’t voice what I’d felt that night or the fear I felt threatening to destroy what I was feeling now.

      Silver eyes softened as he reached out to stroke my hair back. “Shh, you don’t need to worry. Yes, I’ve had partners before, but not one for a long time. I’ve been waiting for you, little bee. You are the only one I wish to attend these parties with me. And not just as a play partner. Jessica, you are the only one I wish to share my life. The only one I wish to claim me as her Daddy.”

      At seeing the sincerity in his eyes and hearing the truth in the timbre of his tone, any doubts I had slipped away. I could swear I experienced a mini orgasm just thinking about going to one of those parties. But my heart had filled with learning he wanted only me… wanted me to claim him as my Daddy. I wasn’t exactly sure how this had happened, but I wasn’t going to question it too much. Wasn’t going to look a gift horse in the mouth. Not when that gift meant I had a Daddy of my very own. Giving him a smile, I took his hand. He helped me from the car and dropped a kiss on the top of my head before grabbing my bag from the back seat.

      We didn’t leave the garage. As the door slid down, he unlocked the interior door and led me inside. I’d not seen this part of the house before and looked around as we walked through what I suppose was referred to as a mud-room. Though, I assure you, not a speck of mud dared to make an appearance. There were beautiful intricately scrolled black iron hooks along one wall. A bench sat beneath with cubbyholes waiting to receive shoes. Windows ran along the length of the opposite wall and I could see what appeared to be acres of green grass and flowers blooming everywhere. A glint of sun reflecting on water had me tugging on his hand.

      “Is that a pool?”

      “Yes, do you enjoy swimming?”

      “I love it! Can we go now? Oh… I didn’t bring a suit,” I said, my enthusiasm momentarily dampened until I saw a swing hanging from the branch of a huge oak tree. “But we can swing! Come on!” Tugging his hand brought me up short as he didn’t budge so much as an inch. “What’s wrong? I’ll even be the one to push!” I promised, smiling at the image of him swinging through the air. “It will be fun!”

      “I’m sure it will, but it will have to wait,” he said, continuing to guide me through the house.

      “Why?”

      His response was to quirk his eyebrow and say, “Surely you haven’t forgotten you’re owed a spanking.”

      “But when we dropped off my car at my house, you said you weren’t going to spank me.”

      “No,” he countered. “I said I wasn’t going to spank you there. And, young lady, it wasn’t because I had an issue with doing so, but didn’t believe you wished for your cries to be heard by your neighbor. If we could sing along with Adele without having to strain to hear the lyrics, I have no doubt that your cries would be audible as well.”

      Remembering the conversation, I had to nod. Even though I now understood that hearing a woman being paddled wouldn’t shock Heather who lived in the other half of the duplex, I still didn’t want those cries to be coming from me. “I guess it was… wishful thinking that maybe you’d just forget the whole spanking thingy.”

      He chuckled and bent to give my forehead a kiss. “Sorry, little bee. Daddy has the memory of an elephant. We’ll take care of this spanking thingy and then you’ll begin with a nice clean slate. How does that sound?”

      Tilting my head to the side, I looked up. “Is it going to do me any good to say it doesn’t sound like anywhere near as much fun as swimming or swinging?”

      “I’m afraid not. In this house the rule is punishment first, then play.”

      “That’s what I was afraid of,” I said. I only caught a glimpse of the kitchen but it was enough to have my mouth drop open. The island alone was bigger than my bedroom at home. Though I had seen the living room before, with sunlight streaming through the largest plate glass window I’ve ever seen, it looked different. What struck me the most was that while it was obvious this man could afford the most expensive, designer furnishings available, his house didn’t look like a showplace out of a magazine. The furniture didn’t scream stay off, but rather the piles of colorful pillows on the sofas and chairs as well as scattered on the floor, called for one to snuggle in and be comfortable. My head kept twisting to look around until we finally reached a door I was all too familiar with.

      The flick of a switch had the light bulb going off… both literally and figuratively as the invisible one above my head blazed. My feet froze as my eyes found the rack over the desk. Surely he wasn’t going to… no, he couldn’t… wouldn’t… would he? “Beres—”

      “Daddy,” he corrected. “And no, you’ve done nothing to earn the cane, little one.”

      Relief had me sucking in a deep breath as he led me across the room, until he stopped and pointed to where two walls met.

      “We’ll start with you standing there.”

      I looked from the wall to his face and back to the wall. “You want me to stand in the corner? Like a naughty—”

      “Girl?” he supplied when I couldn’t continue.

      “But I thought you were going to… you know…”

      “Spank you?” he finished my sentence again while dropping to his haunches and quickly lifted my feet one at a time to remove the sandals I’d chosen to wear after changing my clothes when he’d followed me back to my house. “I am going to spank your little bottom, but first, you’ll spend some time in your naughty girl corner.”

      There had to be something seriously wrong with me because no one should possibly find those words to be arousing. No one in their right mind that is. But, obviously, I was either certifiably nuts or temporarily insane because I could feel the gusset of my panties dampening. I’d changed those as well, but at this rate, I was afraid this pair wasn’t going to stay dry for long.

      Setting my shoes aside, he said, “Use this time to think about what behavior brought you here. Consider what choices you made and which ones you would change the next time.”

      Okay… while it was definitely embarrassing, I could do that. Sure, it made me feel like I was some errant child rather than a grown woman, but at least it didn’t involve anything having to do with bamboo. Nodding and wanting to show my obedience, I turned to face the wall.

      “No. Standing in the corner means you’re pressed against the wall. Link your fingers and put your hands on top of your head.” As he spoke, he guided me closer and closer until I felt as if I was one with the wall, but evidently our definition of close differed. He splayed his fingers wide, his palm between my shoulder blades, and pushed gently. “I want to see your nipples flatten like your little nose.”

      I pressed the final inch forward and he removed his hand. “That’s my good girl. I’ll be back in a bit. Use this time wisely.”

      I was grateful that he didn’t appear to expect a response as I was unsure what I’d say if he did. Though I was pretty sure he’d moved away, before I could step back to relieve the pressure on my nose and my nipples which for some reason hadn’t flattened but had drawn up into tight little peaks, he spoke again.

      “I expect you to remain exactly as you are. Do not lower your hands, turn around, or step out of your naughty corner. Your punishment has started and until it is finished, I don’t suggest you do anything to add to it. Be ready to discuss your choices when I return. Understood?”

      I managed a soft, “Yes, sir.” When no response came, I wasn’t sure if he had actually left or was simply standing there waiting to see if I’d obey, but I wasn’t about to turn around to see. Instead, I closed my eyes as staring at a wall so close to my face had my eyes threatening to cross. All I could do was wonder exactly how I was going to discuss my choices when I couldn’t even explain to myself what the hell I was doing here. How did one discuss feeling ashamed at being put into the corner as a naughty girl and pride at being called his good girl? How could it be that my nose and nipples weren’t the only things throbbing? The pulse between my legs made no sense when I considered how I’d look to anyone who happened to see me. A nervous giggle escaped as I realized that nothing about this entire scenario was making any sense. Swallowing hard, I decided the best thing to do was exactly what he’d instructed and forced myself to forget about how I looked or how my body was reacting and contemplate my misbehavior instead.

      I had no idea how long I’d stood, but was very grateful when I heard, “You may step out of the corner and come here.”

      Stepping back, I immediately dropped my arms, shaking them out a bit before rubbing the end of my nose. I wanted to give my breasts a quick rub as well, but managed to maintain that little shred of dignity. Turning, I began to walk across the room to where Beresford was standing in front of his desk. My breath caught as I saw his fingers working to guide a cufflink through its hole. Once free, he dropped it into his pants pocket and then began to roll his sleeve up. It was as mesmerizing as when reading about it in one of my books. It was also just as horrifying when I understood that the action was always done in preparation of giving a spanking. Once both cuffs were neatly rolled up to his elbows, his hand dropped to pat against the surface of the wood. “Bend over right here and grab the other side of the desk.”

      “What? Why?” I said, looking from the glossy wood to his face and when his eyebrow quirked, I added, “I… I thought we were going to discuss… stuff.”

      “There will be a discussion, but first there will be a spanking.”

      “It was only a bit of cursing—”

      “A single curse word is not acceptable. You are far too intelligent and too gifted not to realize that clients do not wish to have their guests hearing ugly words no matter how delicious the fare.”

      “I’m not going to cuss at my clients!” I said, a bit affronted at the very suggestion.

      “No? Just at your Daddy?”

      Put like that, I had to admit not only did he have a valid point, but now I felt very ashamed. “No… that was wrong and I-I’m sorry—”

      “I’m glad to hear that, but I’m afraid that doesn’t cover the transgression,” he said, cutting me off, effectively telling me the topic wasn’t open for discussion much less negotiation. While speaking, he’d moved aside, taken my hand and gently drawn me forward another few inches to stand directly in front of the desk. “You can’t claim you weren’t warned repeatedly, young lady, and you can’t say this comes as any sort of surprise, now, can you?”

      “No… but—”

      “Precisely,” he concurred, patting the desk again. “I want your little butt presented right here.”

      How I’d bent over without even being aware of doing so, I’d never know, but I had and when he instructed me to grab the opposite side of the desk, I obeyed.

      “Wait!” I squealed, releasing the desk and snapping my hands back to halt the upward slide of my skirt.

      “Move your hands, Jessie.”

      “You first,” I countered, pressing harder to assure the fabric didn’t move another inch.

      “Fine.”

      Before I could celebrate my victory, I was shocked as a searing swat landed on the back of my left thigh. I arched back as a second was delivered to my right.

      “Ow! Ow!” I shouted, discovering that it was incredibly difficult to keep my hands and skirt in place while simultaneously wiggling in an attempt to avoid the next swat in the barrage I was sure would never end. “Stop!”

      “If you don’t wish me to spank your thighs, you’ll move your hands back where they belong,” he said, his tone one that I’d not heard before. The words were spoken in a tone that brooked no nonsense, and when I turned my head back to look over my shoulder, I saw that it was accompanied by a quirked brow that I was quickly learning had a direct line to my pussy.

      How could he be so stern and sexy at the same time? How could my body be quivering with nerves with nothing more than the sound of his voice? How could feeling his hand against my flesh, each swat delivering a sharp bite of pain, have me trembling with need? I was pretty sure that one wasn’t supposed to get off on being spanked. A slight shift of his fingers against my skin brought all my internal dialogue to a halt. I was asking myself a lot of questions to which I had no answers. Might as well start actually verbalizing a few that he’d answer for me.

      “If I do, is the spanking over?”

      A glimmer of amusement broke through his mask of sternness for far too brief a moment before he said, “When you do, your spanking will begin.”

      “But you’ve already swatted me… a lot!”

      “And were those swats delivered on your bottom?” he asked.

      “No, but—”

      “Exactly.” He didn’t rush me, just stood there with his hand splayed across the back of my knees as if he had all the time in the world.

      “What if I promise never to cuss again?” I tried.

      “I suggest you don’t make promises you can’t keep. As much as I’d love to believe you, I fear it will take a few reminders before you successfully change what I expect is an unconscious habit. It’s your choice, of course, but breaking a promise is the same as lying. And, little one, lying puts you in jeopardy of having your next trip across a desk accompanied with a meeting of my belt.”

      My eyes drifted to that strip of black leather around his waist as I attempted to find some sort of loophole in his statement. It was difficult facing the truth when I couldn’t fault a single word he’d said. Sighing, I took that first step toward submission as I surrendered. Releasing my skirt, I stretched my arms out in front of me. It wasn’t until I’d wrapped my fingers around the beveled edge of the wood that I felt his hand lift from my legs. Slamming my eyes shut, a soft whimper escaped when my skirt began to move north.

      “Lift up.”

      I reluctantly lifted my hips. Granted, it was only about an inch, but seemed to be enough. Of course, if I’d known that doing so wouldn’t just facilitate my skirt being positioned to bunch around my waist, but would also have him hook his fingers into the waistband of my panties, I most likely would have remained plastered to the desk’s surface. This was getting very real… very fast.

      “Please, I’m really sorry. They are super thin. There’s no reason to take them down.”

      “Except Daddy has already told you where spankings are given, hasn’t he?”

      When I didn’t answer, he gave my right cheek a swat. “Jess, when I ask you a question, I expect an answer. Where did I say spankings were given?”

      “On my bottom.” A slightly harder swat to my left cheek had me adding, “My bare bottom!”

      “That’s correct. And while I’m very glad to hear you’re sorry, words are easy to say. Especially when faced with the knowledge that your bottom is going to be bared and you’re about to receive a spanking instead of just a few swats.” As he spoke, he continued to tug my underwear down until they were resting at my knees. “Move your feet apart. The spread will keep them taut and in place.”

      I honestly couldn’t believe what he’d just said, much less that I was obeying. I scooted my feet apart, helped by the tap of his shoe against my ankles until I could feel the tension of the lace stretched between my knees.

      “Good girl.”

      “Wait!” I yelped when I could sense him stepping to the side. “Can’t we discuss this?”

      “We already have.”

      “But I’m scared it’s going to hurt,” I admitted.

      His soft chuckle didn’t exactly reassure me and neither did his words. “They are supposed to hurt, Jessie. Spanking would be rather useless if they didn’t leave a lasting impression. That’s why they are used for punishment. I suggest you allow every stroke to remind you not to repeat the behavior that put you in this position.”

      “But, I-I’m naked and cold!” I said, firing my final salvo in an attempt to be freed from the humiliating pose.

      This time his chuckle was louder. “Then I suggest you let Daddy help you.”

      I was about to thank him for his leniency when the first loud crack of his hand landing on my ass exploded in the room.

      “Ow! How is that helping?” I asked, my hands already rubbing at the spot.

      “Hands,” he said, his hands taking mine and guiding them back to the desk’s edge. “We’re going to be here all day if you don’t stop fighting this. Do you need me to tie your hands to the legs of the desk?”

      “Really? You’d do that?” I asked, the sting in my ass forgotten as my pussy spasmed. I pictured being bound to his desk and then imagined him staring down between my legs to discover I was getting wet… okay, make that wetter. How could that be? I definitely should have done some research on why my body was reacting one way when my mind was reacting differently. Was I some sort of deviant? Am I the only woman whose pussy gets wet when their ass is smacked?

      “No, little one. You’ll discover that while you are wired differently than some women, there are many who find themselves pondering the same question.”

      “Oh my God.” I couldn’t believe I’d said that out loud. Then again, he did appear to agree that more research was a good idea. “You know what? Maybe I should be taking notes—”

      “Maybe you should lay your cheek down, lift your ass up and let Daddy do his job. You can write an entire ream of notes later… if you can sit comfortably that is.”

      I wasn’t sure if he was joking or not, but his quirked brow and sexy grin, had me obeying.

      “Thank you. Now I promise to have this bare little bottom covered in a nice shade of red and warmed up in no time at all.”

      As he fulfilled his promise, I squealed and wiggled. With each stroke of a palm that felt far more like a paddle than a hand, I squeaked and squirmed as I promised never to be bad again. As the sharp sound of each crack filled the air with its music, my pleas to stop provided the lyrics to a song I’d never sung before. When my cries grew louder, I was very grateful he’d waited until we were within the thicker walls of his home as my ability to keep quiet was lost as swat after swat descended to sear my poor bottom. And when I realized that the man was a true master in the art of spanking, that no matter how much I bucked and arched his hand never failed to find its target, I finally collapsed. As I watched my tears fall to pool on the desk supporting me, I learned that Adele spoke the truth. It truly was possible for someone to set fire to the rain.
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      Beresford

      

      Museums all over the world were filled with priceless works of art. But not a single statue could compete with the woman lying over my desk. Not a single person ever painted could compare to the absolute perfection of Jessica Bhie. An artist’s eye might see the stretch of muscles, the beautiful line of her body that began in her feet as she stood on tip toes, ran up her sleek calves and wide-spread thighs before flowing up and over her plump rounded buttocks, along the ridge of her spine, and down her arms to the end of her fingers clutching the wooden edge of the desk. But it wasn’t just her body’s position that made her a masterpiece. I saw the signs of beauty that only someone she trusted, someone she was willing to give her submission to was allowed to view. Bands of pink bloomed across her thighs, the hues darkening to a rosy red covering her ass. Thick tresses of gold with glints of coppery red were evidenced with every toss of her head. Her eyes shimmered, her freckles dampened by the tears that slid down to drip onto the desk beneath her.

      Any man who admired Rembrandt or Monet would find beauty, but only a man like myself saw absolute perfection in the millions of goose bumps that pebbled her flesh. A glisten beckoned between her spread thighs, the wetness of her arousal evident on the petals of her sex. Only a connoisseur of the rare and unique would breathe deeply and know that for the rest of their lives, they’d instantly recognize her scent anywhere. Yes, Jessie was the most beautiful woman I’d ever had the pleasure of seeing… much less spanking.

      “Never bad,” I said, when her tears slowed. Resting my hand on a buttock that was hot beneath my palm, I reveled in the slight quiver she couldn’t control.

      “Wh… what?” she asked with a sniffle.

      “Earlier you referred to yourself as a bad girl,” I explained, my fingers stroking along her flesh. “But you will never be bad, little bee.”

      “Then why did you spank me?” she asked, her nose crinkling in confusion.

      Lifting her from the desk, I moved to drop into a chair and settled her on my lap. When she gave a soft yelp as her punished bottom took her weight, attempting to squirm back off my leg, I shook my head and kept her in place. “No, little one. That pain was put onto your ass for a reason and you will sit still and allow that lesson to take root.” Softening my tone at her whimper, I bent and kissed her forehead. “I spanked you not because you were bad, but because as your Daddy, it is my duty to correct you when you are naughty,” I explained.

      Her nose scrunched again as she rolled her eyes. “I don’t have a thesaurus, but I’m pretty sure those words are synonymous with each other.”

      Chuckling, I squeezed her a bit tighter. “I’m pretty sure impish and mischievous are as well, but, lucky for you, only naughtiness will earn you a spanking.” To illustrate my point, I slid my hand down to pat against her hip. Color bloomed across her face as she looked down and realized she was half naked, her panties no longer stretched between her knees but dangling from a slim ankle instead. Her hands flew to cover the curly thatch between her legs, but I was having none of that. Taking both her hands in one of mine, I lifted them away.

      “You don’t ever hide your body from Daddy. Every single part of you is mine to touch, to spank, to kiss, and to admire. That means this”—my free hand went to give a soft tug to her pubic hair—“has got to go.”

      “Go?”

      God, she was just too adorable. “Yes, little bee, go as in Daddy will make sure you are nice and bare so when I spread you and feast on your sweet little pussy, I’ll be able to lick up every single drop of your nectar.” This time a soft moan as well as a quick spasm accompanied the color flooding her face. Dropping my lips to kiss the top of her head that she attempted to bury beneath my chin, I gave her another hug before lifting her from my lap. Setting her on her feet, I bent forward and lifted her foot to remove the soft lavender colored silk from around her ankle before sliding them into my pocket with a smile.

      “Why is it that you were lecturing me days ago about going around without underwear and now you are pocketing my panties?” she asked.

      Swatting her ass before tucking her skirt up into her waistband, I bent to give her lips a quick peck. “Make a note of that to be discussed at some future point. But for now, you’ll spend ten minutes in your naughty corner.”

      “Why? What’s left to contemplate? You’ve already spanked me.”

      “First, because Daddy said so—”

      “Did you actually just say ‘because you said so’?” she asked, her hands on her hips, her eyes rolling. “That is so… so lame!”

      “Said every miscreant since the beginning of time. And secondly, because you’ll find that a few minutes in the corner knowing your spanked little ass is on display can be a very powerful reminder to not repeat the transgression.” Pulling her arms down, I gave her bottom a sharp slap. “We could make it fifteen minutes if you’d prefer.”

      She gave a dramatic drawn out sigh as she moved toward the corner, her hips swaying, the fabric hanging on either side of red round buttocks making quite the charming picture. Once she reached her destination, she gave a look over her shoulder, her eyes beseeching me to change my mind. She really was just too cute.

      “Turn around, Jessie. You know what I expect.” I watched her eyes flick to the door.

      “Did you lock the door? What if someone just bursts in—”

      “Or sneaks in like you did the other night?” I asked, knowing I’d never tire of watching color paint her skin as she blushed. “Then they will know that a certain little one has been naughty and has had her ass roasted quite nicely.” Circling my finger in the air, I added, “Turn around, hands on your head, nose and nips to the wall.”

      She twirled around, her face as red as her posterior as she pressed herself into place. I waited a few moments, but her feet kept shuffling, her hands threatening to drop from her head to her bottom.

      “Jessica, stop fidgeting, spread your feet a bit and arch your back. Daddy wants to see your red bottom sticking well out into the room.”

      Her soft moan had my cock lengthening even further than it had the moment she’d bent herself across my desk. I knew she was aware of my eyes on her and when I saw a droplet of her arousal slip from her sex to slide down her right thigh, I almost erupted in my pants. Her moan and the quick closing of her legs told me she was aware that her arousal wasn’t hidden any longer.

      “Don’t,” I said, making sure the word was sharp.

      Her movement reversed, her feet spreading again, another sweet drip of nectar joining the first as her scent wafted towards me. Her soft moans of protest, her flushed skin, her reddened bottom and glistening sex all confirmed that this woman was truly a priceless piece of art. And as anyone who’d ever visited the Louvre in Paris had, I enjoyed every single moment as each of my senses soaked up the beauty of a living portrait, a perfect rendition of a little one atoning for her naughtiness.

      After the allotted time had passed, I stood, my footsteps silenced by the thick Persian carpet beneath my soles. Slipping my arm around her waist caused her to stiffen and give a shriek. “Easy, Jessie. You are safe.”

      Her body softened in my hold as she began to turn. “No, you haven’t been given permission to leave the corner. Back as you were.” She obeyed, once again linking her fingers atop her head after another softly issued reminder. Only once she was still did my free hand began to move. I loved watching gooseflesh pop up on her arms as my palm slid across the rounded globes of her ass. The skin was still red and warm from her punishment. A squeeze of her right buttock had her inhaling quickly and stiffening. “No,” I chastised softly. A soft whimper had my cock jerking, but I ignored my own needs. I had something far more important to concentrate on. Tightening my grip and giving the soft flesh a little shake, I loved her moan as she struggled to remain still. “Good girl,” I praised, releasing the soft globe and giving it a gentle massage before continuing to trace over her curves. Drawing a finger down the split of her ass had a far different sound emerging from her as she mewled, and I’d yet to truly traverse the divide.

      “No…” The protest losing all power when she moaned as I ran my finger over the puckered little hole. Her attempt to wiggle away was thwarted by the wall in front of her and her daddy behind her, effectively pinning her in place.

      “Be still,” I chastised. “You don’t tell Daddy no. I will touch you whenever and wherever I want, understand?”

      “It’s… it’s wrong,” she said.

      “It’s not,” I instantly countered. “No matter what you may have been taught or what anyone else believes, as long as we enjoy it, there is nothing wrong, nothing forbidden about anything we do together.”

      “Enjoy?” she asked, her head twisting back to give me a skeptical look.

      “Yes, Jess,” I said with a smile. “I promise if you’ll trust me, you’ll enjoy my touch. Now relax, I have you.”

      She nodded, a shudder telling me of her doubt or perhaps at least her skepticism as to what exactly I meant by those words. It was quite entertaining to consider how definitions of words could so easily change with just a gesture, an inflection, or in this case, a finger burrowing a bit deeper until its tip found its target. To clarify any misunderstanding, I circled the tightly puckered little hole and bent forward to speak directly into her ear. “Daddy has you safe in his arms and yes, Daddy will also have you here one day.” Applying a little pressure to the entrance with the pad of my fingertip, pressing just the barest bit inside, I blew into the shell of her ear, loving her trembling as I pulled the lobe between my teeth and took a little bite.

      “Oh… oh, God,” she murmured, her trembling increasing as I gave both another press and another nibble.

      “You’ll discover that a bite of pain does wonders to increase the pleasure,” I said, giving the impression my teeth had left in her skin a gentle laving of my tongue. “The two twist together until you don’t know which has you screaming as the world shatters around you.”

      I smiled as the moan she uttered next was one sounding of disappointment when my finger left her anus to slip down to explore what I’d wanted to touch the moment I’d seen the sweet glistening lips of her sex. As I knew they would, my fingers slid easily through the slickness already gathered in her pussy.

      When her whimper turned into a moan, I bent forward again. “Spread your legs, push your ass out and ask Daddy to touch your wet little pussy.”

      Her strangled gasp told me she was mortified at my words, but I wasn’t about to let a bit of embarrassment cut short the lesson. Jessica might be new to this dynamic, but I’d bet my life that she craved every moment.

      “Obey me, Jess. Don’t let your fear keep you from experiencing the pleasure. Obey Daddy and take the reward you’ve earned, little bee.”

      She could blush, she could tremble, she could stutter all she wished, but her body would betray her every single time. Her scent had grown stronger, her inner thighs slicker as she fought to decide what to do. I began a silent count in my head and was extremely pleased when she didn’t make it to three before she twisted her head around.

      “Touch me,” she said so softly it was barely audible.

      “Let’s try that again, shall we?” I asked, our eyes locked together.

      “Please,” she said a bit louder. “Will you… tou… touch me, please?”

      “Where?” I asked, not giving her any quarter as doing so would not serve her well in the future.

      “Down… down there,” she said, her eyes flicking down as color rose up her neck to stain her cheeks.

      No woman could blush or tremble as much as she without being somewhat innocent, but was she truly so embarrassed that she was incapable of naming her own body parts? It might be sweet, but it wouldn’t do.

      “Jessie, ask me correctly,” I instructed, reaching up to wrap my fingers around the nape of her neck to keep her head from turning away. “The only people here are you and me. There is nothing to be ashamed of in what we need or what we do. And, little one, there is no part of your body that you need to be ashamed of naming. Your nipples, your breasts, your bottom, your clitoris, your asshole and your pussy are all not only a part of you, but are beautiful. They will be touched with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock quite often. Now, does Daddy need to unbuckle his belt and stripe your ass first or are you ready to be my good girl?”

      “I-I want to be your good girl,” she said, her eyes lifting to meet mine again. I nodded but said nothing, giving her this last chance.

      “Please will you touch my pus… my pussy?”

      “Almost there,” I said, giving her a smile. “You forgot a very important word. Try—”

      “Daddy,” she supplied quickly as if fearing she’d lose her courage if she waited for me to complete my sentence. Knowing the struggle just speaking the sentence had been, I allowed her to win the battle.

      I’d been referring to the word “wet” that she’d eliminated, but found her choosing “Daddy” as the important word not only telling, but had my cock pulsing. “That’s my good girl,” I said, guiding her to turn, wanting her to watch, to see her Daddy pleasuring her. Her face was flushed, with embarrassment as well as with pleasure, her eyes shining with desire as she took a deep breath before shifting her legs apart again.

      “Just relax and let Daddy play,” I instructed, bending to kiss her forehead, speaking into her ear as I unzipped her skirt, pushing it over her hips to fall at her feet. “Step out,” I instructed and when she had, I bent to pick up her skirt and tossed it onto a chair. My cock lengthened another inch as I saw her eyes so full of need, heard her soft mew as I stepped close again. Now completely bared from the waist down, I felt her quiver as I slid my fingers down her body, softly caressing her skin until I reached her sex. This time, I used two fingers to slide along the seam of her vulva, parting the slick lips to discover her clit already out of its hood, swollen and throbbing beneath my fingertip. It didn’t take long before she was making her next plea.

      “Oh… please,” she moaned

      “Please what?” I asked, circling around her hard little pearl, her moisture allowing my fingers to slide along her flesh and up into the copper colored tresses covering her sex. I gave them a little tug, emphasizing once more that a little bite of pain was a preview of the pleasure that would follow. “Please flick your clit? Please tug on your sweet little curls? Or perhaps, you’d like me to slip my fingers into your pussy or your tight little ass to play. You are quite the little negotiator so which will it be, Jessie? Remember what I said. Nothing we do together, nothing you are feeling, nothing you want is wrong. Tell Daddy what you need.”

      “All of it. I-I need all of it, Daddy.”

      Capturing her mouth in a kiss that would be just one of millions we would share, I left her breathless as I dropped to my knees to swipe my tongue over her weeping sex. I had been right. My little bee produced the sweetest honey, the nectar of the gods. When she gasped, I looked up to find her eyes.

      “That might take us a lifetime,” I said, watching her eyes widen as she smiled. “A lifetime where Daddy makes sure his little bee knows how very much she is loved. Is that okay with you? Do we have a deal?”

      She beamed down at me, her fingers moving to slide through my hair. “Oh, yes, Daddy. We have a deal.”

      “Then, I promise you this, little bee, you shall have it all.”

      The End (For Now)
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      Every once in a while, when the stress and anxiety of everyday life gets too high for me to cope, I need someone to call me little girl, flip me over their knee and spank me until sitting is no longer a thing. I knew this about myself.

      Last night had been one of those times, and to be perfectly honest, it had been a long-time brewing. Now my ass was scorched, my pussy was tingling, and my heart felt a million pounds lighter.

      Stretching, I turned over onto my side, scooting backwards until my throbbing ass found its target. Michael Dean Parker. Best friend, neighbor, soldier, and spanker extraordinaire.

      Mike was not a morning person like me. When he wasn’t on duty, he liked to sleep in, but he wouldn’t be able to resist my ass pressed tightly against his morning wood. Past encounters had proven this was a fact.

      I pushed harder against him, until his cock was resting against the crack of my ass, almost wedged between my cheeks.

      I was rewarded when he groaned and wrapped both arms around my waist, snuggling me even tighter into his embrace.

      “Good morning, my naughty little girl,” he murmured into my ear. The words sent a chill down my spine and straight to my pussy.

      Mike was not my boyfriend, in case anyone was wondering. I didn’t have one of those. And if I did, I probably wouldn’t have the balls to ask them to spank me, or to tell them what I liked. Maybe that’s why I was still single.

      Plus, if I did have a boyfriend, I’d have had to give Mike up and I just wasn’t ready for that.

      I liked what he and I had. No strings, dynamic sex, and a hard hand on my bottom from time to time. It was nice. It was easy. It was fun, and it was oh so hot.

      “I wasn’t naughty.” I protested with a pout, wiggling my sore butt against his erection. “I was stressed!”

      “Mmmm. My mistake,” he teased. “And now, are you stressed now?”

      “No, not at all. Right now, I’m horny.”

      It was a lie. I was still stressed, but not in the same all-consuming way I had been before last night. I was stressed because Mike was leaving this week for a six-month tour of duty in Afghanistan.

      I would miss him. The last time he had been gone for his job, it had been three months in Texas for training. Texas was hard, but at least I’d known he was safe. Now, not only was I going to miss him, his smile, his cock, and his hand, but I also had to worry about his safety too. I was going to be a wreck. It had started already. But I wasn’t going to let him know that any more than he already did.

      Hiding my thoughts, I rolled over to face him. “I’m horny,” I repeated. “Are you going to do something about that? Or should I go take a shower and take care of it myself?”

      “Perish the thought.” He grabbed my hips and lifted me to straddle his naked body. Now his erection was positioned between my legs, instead of my ass cheeks, brushing against my pussy lips. I shuddered in delight.

      “You want me to ride you?” I asked, grinning mischievously. I loved riding his thick cock. It was something he never let me do after a spanking, and something I could have happily done every day.

      “I figure it’s a good time to let you do some of the heavy lifting,” he teased. “Especially since I did all of it last night.”

      “Hey! Are you calling me heavy?”

      He smirked and shook his head, and I leaned down to kiss his cheek. I was five foot two and a hundred and ten pounds soaking wet. ‘Heavy’ was a running joke between us.

      “Hush your face and get on my cock,” Mike commanded in his thick Daddy- Dom voice. That voice always gave me shivers and did funny things to my insides.

      Sigh. I was going to miss him.

      Don’t think about that right now. Sex isn't sexy when you have tears streaming down your face and you’re trying to breathe through a panic attack.

      His arms bent, the strength in his hold not wavering so much as encouraging me to lay my hands on his shoulders as the tip of his cock sank into me. Just the tip. God, it was heaven. A long, slow descent into fiery, aching, beautiful pleasure that got better inch after Mike-thick inch and only culminated once he was all the way in me and I was impaled. Stretched open on the near-overwhelming size of him.

      What the hell was the U.S. military thinking, sending this into Afghanistan to fight?

      Well, okay. The army probably didn’t know, but if they did, I was positive they’d keep him Stateside. Dick like this was just too good to send into battle.

      If forced to be honest, I didn’t want the guy attached to it hurt either.

      No strings attached. Yeah, that’s me all the way.

      Mike’s hands moved down from my hips and cupped my ass, molding my well-spanked cheeks in his palms. He squeezed, flaring the tenderness back into pain. I moaned, but my pussy gushed hotter and wetter all around him.

      “Move,” he ordered, giving my bottom a mild slap. Were I not already so delightfully sore, it wouldn’t have hurt. But I was, and the renewed tenderness was just enough to make my breath catch and my pussy spasm.

      I shivered, and the way he closed his eyes made me think he could feel it all up and down the impossible length of him, buried so deep inside me.

      “I said, move, little girl,” he growled, his voice already deepening in that low, gravelly tone, the way it did whenever his cock started doing his thinking for him. I loved that growl. I loved what it did to me all the way down to the very last shiver that danced across my bottom and up my spine.

      I moved, a sultry rock of my hips that made every one of my nerve endings come sparking to life as the thickness of him caressed my inner walls. Did I mention I loved it when he let me ride him? I do, but Mike is big in ways that always take some getting used to. I rolled my hips, those first few lazy undulations reacquainting me with the beautiful size and girth of him before I eased myself back into the perfect angle in which to rub and rock against him. Mike liked the leaned back angle, where I grabbed his thighs for balance as I moved, every back and forth glide of my hips on his cock finding that very special spot inside me where the pleasure was oh so much more.

      “There’s my good girl,” he breathed, squeezing my bottom one last time before letting go. With my back arched, it made it look as if I were thrusting out the girls for him to play with. Maybe that’s why he liked the position so much. My breasts were nothing special—not too big, not too small, but one would never know that the way he played with them. Catching my nipples in his fingers. Lightly plucking until they stiffened for him. Rasping his calloused thumbs back and forth over and over across the sensitive tips until my head fell back on my shoulders, and my breath turned into soft moaning gasps. The roll of my hips rocked a little harder, a little faster, because I knew any minute he was going to transfer the rasp of one relentless thumb down to my pulsing, aching, swelling clit, and god help me… I loved it!

      “This is what my naughty little girl’s been needing, isn’t it?” he demanded, and I ground my ass against his thighs just to feel the tender hurt of it mingling with the unbearable pleasure of fucking Mike’s cock.

      And there it went. Letting go of my breast, he reached down, catching my clit between two fingers, the stroke of his calloused thumb pushing back the protective hood of flesh to tease my naked clit directly. My hips jerked, and my body stiffened. Letting go of his legs, I tried to grab his shoulders instead, but Mike wouldn’t let me. That changed the angle in which our two bodies touched. Instead of open and offered for him to admire and play with, my breasts were now practically in his face, but my pussy was crushed against his pubis, making it hard for him to see, much less to pinch, pluck, and torture.

      “As you were,” he snapped, his fingers clamping down hard on my clit. “Back in position or we’re done right now, and you don’t get to come.”

      I gasped, and for a moment just stared at him. Not come? Yeah, right. As if I wouldn’t finish myself off with my own fingers the second he heaved me off him and rolled out of bed.

      Except finishing with my fingers was a crappy alternative to riding his magnificent cock until the sheer, unadulterated pleasure of it ripped through my spasming pussy and stars shot through every wildly quaking inch of me.

      The look he gave me said he knew it, too. That look made my pussy tighten in all the most delicious ways. It sucked, but I wanted to come. Worse, I wanted to come on his cock.

      I might never get another chance.

      Stop it!

      I wrenched that ugly thought back out of my mind before it could do anything more than dampen my throbbing need and make my chest tighten.

      Rolling my lips to lock back the mewling whimper that instantly climbed my throat as I arched my back, taking hold of his strong thighs once more, giving him full access to all the tender parts of me, whatever he wanted to play with. Whatever he wanted to punish.

      “Naughty girl,” he told me, in his disapproving Daddy voice. My pussy loved it when he did that. I shivered all over again, struggling to lock down the whimpering cry that tried to escape when he took hold of my needy clit and punished with a pinch.

      The pleasure was insane. The pain was intense and yet barely even counted as such. I threw back my head, trying hard not to shout, and very nearly came on the intensity of the shudder that rippled through me.

      “I’m sorry,” I panted, and after a moment, he rewarded my apology by relaxing his hold.

      “Move,” he ordered, already peeling back the sensitive folds surrounding my clit and laying that vulnerable nub bare to the naked touch of his soldier-calloused fingers. “Fuck Daddy’s cock like you love it.”

      My whole body locked up—first, because he’d called himself Daddy—

      I’m such a slut. I love it when he does that.

      —and second, because the rough skin of his thumb made brushing contact with my most sensitive lady bit, sending pleasure so sharp it was almost pain on its own zinging out through every part of me.

      Daddy…

      I rolled my lips again, locking them tight, biting them on the inside with the ferocity of my need and only just barely kept myself from calling him that out loud as, once more, I began to ride. He held my clit easily, a prisoner in the wedging hold of two fingers. Every roll of my hips was rewarded with a torturous roll of his thumb, stroking the highly responsive tip. Were I dry, this would have been agonizing, but I wasn’t. There was no such thing as dry where Mike was involved, and this was so far down on the agony spectrum that it was all the way back to ecstasy.

      “Faster,” he ordered, that molten, sultry look in his half-closed eyes burning me inside out. My pussy wept, but my hips obeyed. My whole body flushed hot, riding the ever-tightening waves of need as I pushed myself into the punishing pace he liked. Mike loved hard and fast, but more, he loved to watch me struggle to take it.

      Take it for Daddy.

      I almost came. Deep, shuddering, near-orgasmic spasms wracked me as I rode his cock and his tormenting fingers. It was heaven and it was hell, and I could have stopped at any moment, but ‘take it for Daddy’ was one of my favorite games and I didn’t want to stop playing.

      I didn’t ever want to stop.

      Because if this was the last time…

      I shook my head, closing my eyes, focusing in on the silken glide of his huge cock hitting all the right places inside me, in the wedge of his fingers as he kept tight hold on my clit, in the unending circles of his thumb, and pinch of his other hand as he reached up to catch one nipple, tweaking and rolling in mirror caresses every bit as rough as his hold between my legs.

      He took me to the edge so deliciously fast. I fought not to fall over. I didn’t want to stop. Not so soon. Not if it never happened again.

      No!

      I snapped my head back, casting my wide-eyed, damn near panicked stare to the ceiling, but Mike had never been one to let me run and hide.

      “Look at me,” he ordered and, gasping when his grip on my nipple and clit both tightened, I could not help but obey.

      Terrible things happened when our eyes met. My body was a rebel, completely in his control. I rode him through the pain, through the pleasure, through the dread-filled ghosts of every anxious feeling I couldn’t quite make myself abandon, all the way back to the too-soon peak where he let me perch upon that razor’s edge oh-so precariously for only a few strokes of his beautiful cock more.

      “Come,” he ordered with a smile, and watched as I shattered myself to pieces upon wave after, orgasmic wave. With my nipple and my clit both captured in his hands, and my gaze held just as tightly in his smiling, victorious, unblinking eyes.

      I could fall in love with this man so easily.

      If only he weren’t leaving.
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      “That was fun,” I panted, much too cheerfully as I rolled off of him and collapsed on the other side of the bed, facing him but not looking at him. “But I suppose you have a lot of things to do to get ready for Tuesday.”

      Tuesday. It’s Saturday now. Three days until doomsday.

      I wonder if he will have time to spank me again before then.

      We never hook up that often. It’s more like every couple of weeks if not longer, usually only when one of us needs a safe way to release from the pressures of everyday life, but I could already feel my stress levels starting to rise.

      Pushing the ugly thoughts away for the gazillionth time, I forced a smile. Mike was looking at me with a smile on his face and an expression of fondness. My own smile became less forced when I looked at him.

      “Are you trying to get rid of me?” He grabbed my hips and dragged me toward him. “It sounds like you’re trying to get rid of me. That’s naughty. Want me to add another layer of heat on top of what you already got last night?” He pointedly cocked an eyebrow.

      God. I wanted to say yes, but the pain in my ass wouldn’t let me.

      I wiggled out of his grasp. “I’m not trying to get rid of you, Mike. I’m just saying, you have a lot more important things to do than help your poor neurotic neighbor by spanking her through her stress.”

      Mike hated when I put myself down, even a little bit, but I couldn't help it. I always enjoyed our time together, but no matter how many times he assured me that he enjoyed it as much as I did, I always felt guilty and silly afterward.

      “You’re not neurotic, Jessie. And I like spanking you. I like it a lot.”

      See? As if on cue. There aren’t even any surprises with us anymore. He can look at my face and know what I need. He asks me, and I refuse to say yes. He spanks me. We fuck, and the next morning we do this.

      It’s still fun. It’s still sexy. I still want it. I still need it, but it’s not surprising any more. Not in the least bit.

      “I do have a lot of things to do today,” Mike mused, sitting up in bed and propping himself against the headboard. “But at the moment, this is the most important one.”

      Before I could question or even think to question, he grabbed me around the waist, hauling me up and flipping me face down over his lap once more.

      So much for predictable. I was so stunned I didn’t move. I didn’t squirm or try to get away. I just waited.

      His hand was hard when it smacked down against my already sore ass cheeks, but it was also comforting. I instantly calmed and the sick feeling I got when I thought about him leaving dissipated.

      Ugh. Why do I like this so much? Why do I need it? Why does it help me the way it does? And why is he so damn good at it?

      “Mikkkee,” I whined, kicking my legs and faking a struggle. It was all for show, and he knew that.

      “I’m going to miss spanking you, Jessie-girl. I think I’m going to miss it the most.”

      “Oh yeah, right,” I scoffed. “There are a million things that you can miss. Cheeseburgers. Milkshakes. Pizza. Cold beer. Dive bars. Sunday football on the big screen. I’m sure spanking me doesn’t even rate. And if it does, it’s way down on the list.”

      “I don’t think so.” He smacked my ass again, and then rested his hand across my backside, splayed across the center. When he slipped a finger between my cheeks and pushed down against my tight hole, I stiffened.

      This was new. “Mike! What are you doing? Stop!”

      He pushed harder, and then his finger was literally inside my ass.

      What. The. Hell?

      “Safe words, Jess,” Mike grunted.

      Shock and awe flowed freely through both at his unapologetic audacity and at the fact that he remembered we had safe words. We had never used them and never discussed them beyond that first time. But he was right, I had them, and I could use them.

      I didn’t.

      His reminder effectively shut me right up. I trusted Mike. Implicitly. And to be honest, his finger in my ass had turned my insides into a subby pile of goo.

      “You gonna use your safe words, Jess? Yellow? Red? Pickle?”

      “No,” I huffed. “I’m okay. Just surprised and I want to know what you are doing.”

      “What am I doing? Well, I have it on good authority that brats like you listen best with a finger in their bottom, and I have something to say.”

      He pumped in and out of my tight hole, and I tried not to moan.

      “Hmph,” I grunted, writhing under the pressure. “Well, you could have just asked to talk, you know. I would have listened to you.”

      “I like this better.”

      “Fine. Talk!”

      The pressure was uncomfortable and strange, but pleasant at the same time, and I was wholly committed to not letting him know how much I enjoyed it. I was certain I would be unable to focus on or even comprehend anything he wanted to say, but if this was how he wanted to say it, I was good with that.

      I was officially losing my mind.

      “I can see that you are upset about me leaving, Jess.”

      Damn the man and his insightful mind. He knew me too well.

      “I’ll be fine,” I responded, not bothering to deny his observation. “Please don’t worry about me while you are gone. Please.”

      I didn’t want him to worry, not about anything. The last thing he needed was to be distracted. I just wanted him to come home safe and on time.

      Six months was too long. Anything longer and I would die.

      “I make it my job to worry about you, little girl. You know that.”

      I knew that he was starting to. Despite how our arrangement had begun, these little meetings of ours were growing more frequent, and lately Mike had been seeking me out to check on me in between my reaching out to get my needs met.

      Not that any of that mattered, right now. All I wanted was for him to come home safely and not give my stress level or resulting behavior a second thought while he was gone. He could make it up to me once he was home again.

      If he came home.

      Dammit, brain! Fucking enough, already!

      I pushed the unwelcome thoughts out of my head, knowing they had the power to send me down a long and messy spiral that Mike would have no choice but to spank me out of.

      “You need to keep your focus on what’s important,” I argued, turning my own attention back on the conversation at hand. That was hard, too, because his finger was still in my ass. “You need to think about yourself and be safe and not worry about anything else. I’ll get over myself and be fine.”

      As long as you promise to come home.

      I left the last part off so that I didn’t sound like the emotional train wreck that I actually was.

      “I will be fine, babe. My job keeps me out of harm’s way ninety-nine percent of the time. You know this.”

      I was far from reassured. Mike’s job in the Army was as an EOD Tech, or an Explosive Ordnance Disposal technician. That meant that when explosives were found, he went and properly “rendered them safe,” which is really just a fancy way of saying he blows up bombs. To me, that all sounded scary and dangerous, although I knew he had been through a ton of training, a ton of practice ranges, and this wasn’t his first deployment.

      “You know that,” Mike said again, when I was quiet.

      Because “ninety-nine percent of the time” wasn’t one hundred percent and thinking about that last one percent always hung me up. Why I decided to focus on that tiny number was beyond me, but I did, and it sucked.

      Mike shoved his finger in to the hilt and I squeaked, forgetting my panicked thoughts and coming back to the present.

      “You know,” he mused thoughtfully, “this really works for me. You would be amazed how much you can feel a little brat’s body change when you have a finger in her ass. It’s like I can hear exactly what you are thinking.”

      I bit my lip and rolled my eyes at the same time. I needed to try to get some traction back, but it was almost impossible in this position. I shifted, trying to climb away from his intruding digit.

      “Where do you think you’re going, little girl?”

      The term of endearment had its usual effect on me, and yet the intensity ratcheted up ten times over with his finger still inside of me. My stomach turned to jello, and my heart squeezed with delight. Why did those two little words have the power to stop me in my tracks?

      “I’m getting down,” I proclaimed, firmly, ignoring my traitorous brain and stomach. “I’m over this.”

      His body shook as he chuckled, then clicked his tongue. “Oh, are you? Are you in charge now?” He pumped harder rotating his finger in a way that seemed to stretch me out. The unexpected burning sensation made me whimper in a combination of pain and overwhelming need.

      “Now I could be mistaken, but it doesn’t look or sound like you have any control over what happens to this naughty little hole right now. Who is in charge here, Jessie-girl?”

      I shook my head. The feelings and sensations melding inside me robbed me completely of any rational thought. My pussy ached, my ass ached, my heart ached. It was all too much, and I lost what little control I had been hanging onto by a tenuous thread.

      Damn it.

      Big fat tears rolled down my cheeks and I sniffled.

      “I think that whenever you forget who is in charge, this little hole will be the one to pay the price from now on. How does that make you feel?”

      “I don’t like it,” I whimpered, confused. The truth was, I didn't hate it, but it didn't seem fair for him to say things like that today, of all days. And why was he talking the way he was? Like this was something more than it ever had been, or that he was actually in charge of me? We both knew that I was really the one in control here. If I safe-worded, or if I ended this arrangement, it was done, and it wouldn’t matter what he wanted.

      Why was he acting like he wanted more? Like we were in a relationship or something?

      “I don’t like it,” I repeated stubbornly. “I don’t like it, and I’m done playing. This isn’t fun anymore. I want to go home.”

      Mike, who knew me well enough to realize when I was lying out my ass, sighed. He also didn’t slow his ministrations. “I think that might just be a little fib, Jessie.”

      No, it’s not. It’s not a little fib.

      It’s a big-ass, bold-faced lie.

      “I think that I can feel the heat of your sopping pussy on my hand.”

      “So?” I kicked my legs, attempting to propel myself off of his lap, but he held me in place with his hand pressed to the small of my back and blew out an exasperated breath.

      “Let’s start over,” he declared, suddenly removing his finger and smacking my ass. Hard. “I want to talk to you, Jessie, and what I have to say is important.”

      Lord help me, I don’t know if it was the swat or the proclamation, but I stopped fighting. I wasn’t going anywhere anyway, and at least his finger was no longer buried mortifyingly deep in my back hole. Slipping a hand back, I gave my bottom a rueful rub as I turned my face to look at him. “You have my attention,” I drawled, my ass not smarting anywhere near enough for me not to be a little bit of a smartass back.

      He noticed, and a corner of his mouth quirked, but he let it go. “Jess,” he said seriously. “I don’t want to do this anymore.”

      My heart dropped into my stomach. My stomach dropped straight through the bed and onto the floor. I’d never been more hurt for the whole three seconds that he let that sentence hang there, but what he followed it with damn near killed me.

      “I want something more. And I want it with you.”
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      “I want something more.” Mike didn’t help me up, but left me lying prostrate across his lap with his large hand resting atop the stinging center of my tender bottom. “See, I’ve been thinking about this for a while now, and I’m starting to think we may have jumped from Point A to Point C and skipped B completely.”

      Point A… C… B… what? He wasn’t making sense yet, but Mike had a tendency to ramble and he could take forever to get to the point. Also, I was still in shock, so I was fine to wait until he eventually got there.

      “We’ve been doing this for a long time, Jessie,” he began, stating the obvious.

      “Three years,” I agreed, doing the math in my head. Had it really been that long?

      “At first, it was casual. Sometimes life or other people in our lives have paused it, but this arrangement between us is something we always fall back on. And I know you think it’s something I do for you, and maybe get a little bit of fun in return, but in reality, the truth is that I have come to count on you and look forward to this just as much as you do.”

      It wasn’t the first time he had told me this wasn’t just for me, but it was the first time that I actually found myself believing him. I blame it on the shock.

      “And now I’m leaving,” he continued, with a squeeze to the tender underside of my ass cheek, right above my thighs. “And I know I’ve left before, and we can say it’s not any different, but we know that it is. We are closer now than we were then, and I’m going farther away.”

      “Yeah.” I looked away, trying to hide my sniffle and the fact that I was surreptitiously wiping my now teary eyes. “It’s scary. But I don’t want you to worry about me.”

      “And I don’t want you to worry about me.” His hand came down hard on my upturned ass with a resounding crack, and I wailed, more from the emotional turmoil of the conversation than from pain. “Neither of those things are going to happen, Jess. You’re going to worry about me, and I’m going to worry about you. We can’t fight it. So, what if we don’t?”

      “I don’t understand. What are you saying?” I scrambled off his lap with my heart in my throat, and this time he let me go.

      My shock had eased a bit, but now my brain was running a thousand miles a minute. He was breaking up with me, I was sure of it. Not that we were dating. Not that there was anything to break up between us. Not really.

      “I’m saying we are going to worry. It can’t be helped. So, let’s just accept that this has turned into something, and make it official.”

      “I… I,” I stuttered licking my lips. My breath hitched, and my eyebrows furrowed as I squinted at him. “I’m sorry. I think I’m confused, I…”

      “I’m saying,” he began, guiding me back over his lap, “that it’s not a milkshake or a cold beer or a burger that I’m going to miss the most, Jess. It’s you.”

      “Oh.” I couldn’t say anything else. I didn't. What would I say?

      “I’m going to miss you the most, Jessie-girl,” he repeated, “and like it or not, I am going to worry about you. I’m going to worry about whether you are getting enough sleep, and remembering to pay your bills, and getting to work on time, and all those things.”

      “I’ll manage,” I stammered, but my cheeks were hot with blush. None of those things were my strong suit. I could be my own worst enemy at times, and Mike was always around to straighten me out when I needed it.

      Not this time.

      “I’ll manage,” I repeated, conveying far more confidence in myself than I currently felt as I looked him in the eye with a hard stare.

      “I have no doubt that you will, try Jessie-girl,” he whispered, brushing the hair from my eyes and tucking it behind my ear.

      “Yep, I’ll try,” I chirped, an expert at feigning the kind of cheerfulness that I absolutely was not feeling. “And I’ll be fine, too. J-just worry about yourself and coming home safely.”

      Mike frowned, and sat in silence, staring at me with a resigned sadness on his face that I didn't quite understand.

      “I can’t,” he said finally. “I can’t worry about myself because I know you’ll be worrying about me. And I know what happens when you worry, Jess. You’ll be a wreck by the end of next week. A wreck in need of some special attention.”

      “I’ll be fine,” I lied. I was already a wreck, and he hadn’t even left yet.

      “You’re not, but I’m rambling again. Sorry about that. What I am trying to say Jess, is that what we have is good, but it could be even better. I’m tired of the on-again off-again, no-strings-attached bullshit we have been doing for years. I have feelings for you, and I know you feel the same way. I don’t want to go away and wonder and hope that you are still here, waiting for me, being my good little girl. I want to know.”

      “I… I…” I stammered, swallowing hard, at a loss for words. “So, like, you want me to wait for you? And then when you get back, you want us to talk about being a… a couple?”

      Mike opened his mouth, but his phone interrupted him when it beeped from its spot on the nightstand. Trying to ignore it, he cleared his throat and started over. “No, I don’t want to talk about it when I get back. I don’t want to talk about it at all. I want us to be a couple. Right now. Be my girlfriend, Jess, and let me be your Daddy.”

      “Uh…” My mouth went dry as my brain worked to process his words. My Daddy. My boyfriend. Now.

      I knew I wanted it, but it scared me so badly. The words coming out of his mouth just sounded too good to be true. And I had learned a long time ago that if something sounded like that, then it usually was.

      Mike kissed my forehead, patiently waiting for me to speak, and I knew he understood the craziness happening in my brain right now. He was the only one who ever understood me better than I understood myself.

      Another reason to say yes. Jump in. Do what you want. Don't overthink. Say yes.

      Before I could speak, his phone beeped again, and this time he groaned. “Hold that thought.”

      He leaned back onto the bed and grabbed his phone from the nightstand, squinting at it. “It’s my C.O.,” he informed me, looking nearly devastated as he quickly rolled out of bed to grab his clothes. “I have to go in. So much to do. I’m sorry, Jess, but now you have the time to think, and re-think, and think again as I know you are wont to do.”

      Sighing, I nodded, because there was nothing else to do. Now, as he was rushing out the door, was not the time to say yes.

      With pants on and shoes in hand, Mike grabbed my shoulders and kissed my forehead. “I’ll see you soon, Jessie-girl. Think about what I said. And make no mistake, and don’t lie to yourself. You are the thing I will miss the most.”
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      I sat curled in a ball on my couch with a cup of instant noodle soup clutched in my hands. I don’t know how long I’d sat there, but I hadn’t managed a bite and steam had stopped pouring from the top of the cup. I was both in a trance and on edge at the same time. I felt like I was crawling out of my skin, and yet, I couldn’t move.

      All I had done since getting off work was sit here and wait for the doorbell to ring. Mike’s plane was leaving in a little over twelve hours, and while I had done plenty of thinking, he’d been busy working and doing whatever it is that soldiers do before deploying for six months. We had texted quite a bit, but I hadn’t seen him for more than a second since his big revelation Saturday morning. He had promised to come over tonight, and even though the minutes seemed to be both dragging and rushing by, I knew he would be here. I knew he wouldn't let me down.

      I turned off the TV, because I wasn’t watching it anyway, and then the only sound in the room was the sound of the minutes ticking by coming from the clock on the wall above my head. I glanced up at it. Almost nine o’clock at night. Apparently preparing to leave your whole life behind was uber time consuming or some shit.

      Maybe he was having regrets about what he said. Maybe he had been caught up in the rush of after-sex euphoria, and only realized later on how silly it was to ask your neurotic neighbor, who you occasionally spanked and sometimes fucked, to be your real-life girlfriend right before you left to go overseas.

      I should probably just let him off the hook. Grabbing my phone from the table, I started to type, but how did one say, I think you don't really mean what you said, but if you did, yes, but if you didn’t, hey don't worry about it, I’m fine, without sounding like an overthinking nut-job? Everything I tried to type came out stupid-sounding and self-pitying. And like I was lying, because I was. I didn't want to let him off the hook. After I typed and deleted the third super long, super crazy message, I sat staring blankly at my phone screen. Maybe a phone call would be better.

      Before I was able to bring myself to do anything, an abrupt knock on my door made me jump, spilling the now cold soup all over the floor.

      “Fuck,” I cursed, dropping everything on the coffee table on my rush to get the door.

      I was met by a grinning Mike, shaking his head. “That mouth of yours is out of control, little girl.”

      I blushed, and my stomach did an excited little flip. Long forgotten was the idea of letting him down gently. “I spilled my soup.” I thumbed to the mess behind me.

      Pushing past me, he dropped his overnight bag just inside the door and jumped into action, cleaning up the mess. “Is this your idea of dinner?” he asked from his hands and knees as he scooped the noodles back into the cup.

      “It was.” I shrugged.

      “By the looks of it, you barely touched it. You’re going to need to have something else.” It wasn’t a suggestion. He was going to make me eat and just the thought of food made me want to throw up right now.

      The nausea hadn’t subsided upon his arrival. It was just different now.

      I stood by the door, just watching as he cleaned up my mess. My eyes filled with tears at the reality that this could be the last time I ever saw him.

      Stop it, Jess. Just enjoy the night with him and save your breakdown for after he leaves. I tried to clear my eyes without letting any of the building tears fall.

      Once I got my emotions under some semblance of control, guilt at watching him clean up my mess finally penetrated my brain. I went to the kitchen and grabbed a rag and cleaner.

      “Sorry. You shouldn’t be doing this.” I tried to nudge him out of the way, but he didn’t budge. Instead, he took the materials from me and handed me the cup of cold noodles.

      “I got it. Why don’t you order us some Chinese? I haven’t eaten yet either.”

      “It’s almost 9 p.m., Mike! Why didn’t you eat yet?” My question came out accusatory, and I momentarily ignored the fact that I also had not eaten yet.

      He stopped scrubbing and turned to me, his eyebrow raised almost all the way to his hairline. “You really want to go there right now?”

      God. He was using that Daddy voice.

      I shivered, taking an abrupt step back. “So… do you want orange chicken or broccoli beef?”

      “That’s what I thought.” He laughed at my change of subject. “Order one of each, I’m starving and it’s going to have to hold me over for a while.”

      I didn’t inform him that Chinese food was the last thing he should be eating if he wanted to stay full for longer than thirty minutes, he knew that already. I suspected he meant that it would be a while until he would get to eat it again and it was his favorite. So, I left him with the soup mess and ordered enough Chinese food to feed an entire platoon of soldiers. He could have some for breakfast, and hell, maybe even take it as a snack on the plane.

      “All done. It should be here in thirty minutes,” I announced as I hung up the phone.

      “Great.” He abandoned his cleaning, setting the dirty rag on the side table, and came to take my hands in his.

      “God, I’ve been waiting for this all day,” he moaned, resting his forehead against mine and drawing me in close.

      “For Chinese food?” I asked with a giggle, being deliberately obtuse. I was a nervous wreck. There had better be wine on the menu tonight if he expected me to be able to work my way through the conversation I knew he wanted to have.

      Mike pulled away, gave a soft smirk, and cupped my chin with his fingers. “No, Jessie-girl, not for Chinese. For you.”

      Gulping hard, I met his gaze and tried not to diffuse his compliment with a sarcastic, self-deprecating comment. He hated that. My nerves must have shown on my face, because Mike chuckled and dropped my chin. Abandoning me for the kitchen, he returned a short time later with a cold beer and a glass of red wine, full nearly to the brim.

      He handed me the glass and I quickly chugged it halfway. The tart liquid had a bite to it, but the familiar flavor warmed me from the inside out. Mike swigged his beer, watching me with an amused look on his face.

      “Better now?”

      “A little.” For now. “But if you’re going to want to talk about what you said on Saturday, then I will definitely need a refill.”

      “Well, then, you might as well just bring the bottle in here, because I am definitely going to want to talk about that.”

      I wanted to talk about it, too. I just didn't know what to say or where to start.

      Shooting me a worried look, Mike disappeared into the kitchen and came back with the bottle. He plopped it down on the coffee table, then he walked back to me to grab my hand and led me to the couch.

      Sitting, he pulled me into his lap, and I immediately relaxed, snuggling against him.

      “Are we gonna talk now?”

      “This is nice,” he responded, kissing the top of my head. “Let’s just cuddle for now. I can see your brain working overtime every time I look at you, and I don't think this is a conversation you should go into hangry. I don’t feel like that would work out well for me.”

      “Okay,” I agreed, unbuttoning the top two buttons of his shirt and combing my fingers through the soft patch of hair at the top of his chest.

      This action that I performed before and after nearly every spanking he had ever given me was cathartic. My heart rate slowed, my eyes closed, and the constant barrage of anxiety-induced questions rattling around in my brain ceased to exist.

      I curled up against him, resting my head on his shoulder, and was even about to nod off when the doorbell rang. Patting my bottom, Mike helped me off his lap, and I sat wiping my eyes while he paid the delivery man.

      “Order enough?” he asked me, laughing at the sheer quantity of food containers that he unloaded onto the coffee table in front of us.

      “Have you seen how much Chinese food you can put away?” I shot back as we each loaded up our plates with our favorite goodies. “Besides, I’ve been too nervous to eat, and now that you are here, I’m starving.”

      I dug into my food and so did he. We ate in comfortable silence. When we were both too stuffed to eat another bite, Mike cleared our plates and stashed the leftovers in the fridge for later. Grabbing himself another beer, he refilled my wine glass. Then he sat on the couch and patted his lap. Obediently, I climbed back into it.

      “Now, Jessie-girl,” he said, resting his hands on my ass, “I have to know. Do you have an answer for me?”
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      “I guess I don’t understand the timing,” I began, tipping my head back and finishing off my glass of wine. What did they call this again? Oh yeah, Liquid Courage. I’d take courage in any form I could get it; I was so nervous, I was practically shaking. “Why now? I don’t mind, like, staying single and waiting for you so we can explore this when you get home. But, do you really need the added pressure of a long-distance relationship?”

      With a train wreck like me?

      “I do,” he answered confidently. “I want you, and I don’t want to wait. And you call it pressure, while I prefer to see it as a much needed and welcome distraction at times.”

      He didn't need a distraction, but I already knew that arguing that point would get me nowhere fast.

      “Be my girlfriend, Jess, unless you don’t feel that way about me. It’s pretty simple. Yes or no. You’ve had days to do all the overthinking your little heart desires.”

      “It’s not that simple,” I growled, pulling my head away from his chest to look in his eyes.

      “It is, though.”

      “It’s not. I don’t understand why you want to do the long-distance thing, or how doing this now instead of just agreeing to do it when you get back is going to make anything any easier. It seems like it would just make it harder.”

      “It will be easier in some ways and harder in others,” he answered cryptically.

      My brows furrowed, and I scrunched my face into a confused frown. I was only focused on the harder part.

      “You’re worried, Jess. You’re worried that you’re going to self-destruct while I am gone, and while I have faith in you, I worry about that too. If I was your Daddy, I could make sure that didn't happen.”

      Daddy. There he goes with that word again. If he puts on the Daddy voice on top of it, or gives me the Daddy look, I’m screwed. I will literally fall to pieces. Any combination of those three things is my kryptonite.

      What’s worse, I’m pretty sure he knows it.

      “Can’t really do anything about anything from thousands of miles away,” I scoffed.

      On the inside, I was torn. On one hand, I really wanted to see where this conversation went. On the other, I wanted his hand on my ass, and his cock in my pussy.

      “You’d be surprised what I could do long distance if given a chance,” he said with a hearty laugh.

      When he put it like that, I really wanted to challenge him. When he put it like that, I wanted to throw caution to the wind and say yes.

      We fell quiet in a silent stand-off and after a minute, the only sound that could be heard was the ticking of the clock, adding its silent countdown to the destruction of my ever-fading resolve.

      I really needed a quieter clock.

      “Yes!” I cried, clapping my hand over my mouth as soon as I said it.

      He cocked one eyebrow and tilted his head. “Yes? Yes, you’ll be my girlfriend? Yes, you won’t make me wait? Yes, you’ll let me be your daddy?”

      “I still don’t understand how the daddy stuff is supposed to work,” I grumbled.

      “Ah. Well, allow me to give you a demonstration.” Deftly grabbing me with both hands around my waist, he lifted me like a rag doll and upended me over his lap, so that I was facedown, smushed into the couch cushion, with my hips across his lap and my pussy aligned perfectly with the bulge in his pants.

      “The first thing you need to know about having me as a daddy,” he directed, spanking as he spoke, without so much as a warning, “is that when I give you a directive of any sort there are only two possible answers: Yes, Daddy, or yes, Sir. Anything else will earn you a punishment.”

      Oh, damn.

      This was hot. This was, like, alone in my room spank-bank material. Fantasy shit that I was going to be re-living for a long ass time.

      Yeah, like six months.

      “Okay!” I squeaked, because I knew he was waiting for an answer.

      I immediately realized my mistake, but if I hadn’t the two sharp slaps to my thighs would have alerted me.

      “I meant, yes, Daddy!”

      “That’s ten extras when we are done here.”

      Shit. Fuck. Oh my god.

      This is still hot. And it hurts.

      It’s a hot hurt.

      “I expect your bills to be paid by the fifth of each month. If you make a late payment, it won’t just be the utility companies you’re answering to,” he continued, pausing only to punctuate his edict with ten blisteringly hard slaps to the underside of my ass.

      “They give you until the tenth!” I squeaked, as his hand landed across the center of my ass with such force tears sprang to my eyes.

      “And you get paid on the first. And your bills will be paid by the fifth.” He paused and rubbed the center of my already hot and burning ass. “Little one, I’m going to help you out with a little hint here, to make this a bit easier for you. The next words out of your mouth will be ‘yes, daddy,’ or my belt is coming off.” He paused. “Eventually, it will come off anyway, but if I were you, I’d try to hold off a bit longer. We’ve still got a way to go in our discussion.”

      Oh, holy hell. The thought of his thick leather belt across my ass had me shivering from neck to toes. My stomach fluttered with nervous anticipation.

      “Yes, Daddy,” I whispered thickly.

      “Good girl,” he murmured. His hand moved lower, cupping the space below my cheeks, stroking the wetness between my legs. “So wet and ready for Daddy. Be a good girl for your spanking, and I’ll make sure you get a nice reward after. Be a naughty girl and…”

      He moved his hand from my pussy and placed it back on my ass. He didn’t finish his sentence, but the message was clear.

      “Rule number two, you will be in bed, lights out, screens off by 10 p.m. on work nights and 11 p.m. if you have the next day off.”

      “Are you kid—” My argument was cut off before it began. Mike spanked my thighs hard. Hard enough to bring tears to my eyes. For real, this time.

      “I can see I’m going to need to take this to the next step,” he mused, with just a hint of laughter behind his threat. “Stand up.”

      Having an idea of what was coming next, I moved as slowly as possible. This entire scene was like something out of my fantasies, but the difference between reality and fantasy was his hand was a lot fucking stronger than my ass, and with actual rules, and a relationship behind it, it felt a hell of a lot more real.

      As soon as I was on my feet in front of him, he looked me straight in the eye as he unbuttoned my jeans and pulled them down to my knees. “You’re really going to want to fall in line, little one, because this conversation is about to get a whole lot more difficult. Go get me your hairbrush.”

      I reached to pull up my shorts so that I could do as I was told, but he stopped me.

      “No no no, little girl, leave them right where they are.”

      “But—”

      “Yes, Daddy,” he reminded me. The warning was very clear.

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      “Good girl, keep them where they are and don’t let them fall.”

      I swallowed hard, embarrassed as hell as I hobbled down the hall to the bathroom to retrieve the solid wooden hairbrush.

      Why did I even buy this thing?

      It wasn’t the first time I questioned my own sanity in a moment like this. Mike had used that stupid hairbrush on me once or twice before, but it had been a long time since he’d last done it. It also felt much different than this whole situation did now, I mused as I shuffled my feet, careful to keep my legs open enough to hold up my shorts. Mike certainly knew how to make a point. I was a mess of nerves inside, but at least I wasn’t consumed with thinking about his impending deployment.

      “Took long enough,” he said when I made it back into the room, holding the wretched hairbrush. “Is it hard to walk like that, naughty girl?”

      I wanted to roll my eyes and come back at him with some witty sass and sarcasm, but the hard, wooden handle pressing into my palm stopped me. Now wasn’t the time. Not at all.

      “Yes, Daddy,” I meekly answered, as I came to stand again between his feet where he was pointing.

      He held out his hand, and I handed him the brush.

      His fist closed around the handle and he slapped the top of his thigh with it and hissed. “Oh, that’s going to sting. You best find a way to remember your correct responses, because you and this brush are about to become nicely reacquainted, and I don’t think you’re going to want more than what you’ve already got coming.”

      I knew from experience that it did indeed sting. The skin of my ass crawled with anticipation.

      “I also suggest you pay attention to the rules because there will be a test before we are finished with this portion of the evening.”

      Mike had always been dominant with me, but this was a whole new side of him that I’d never seen before. I would be lying if I said I hated it. On the contrary, I was soaking through my panties and my nipples were so hard they chafed against my lacy bra. My stomach was knotted with both excitement and dread.

      “Yes, Daddy,” I answered as obediently as possible. I didn’t want the spanking to be over, not by a longshot, but I much preferred his hand to anything else.

      “Good girl,” he praised, helping me back over his knee. “Now, where were we?” He smacked each cheek three times in rapid succession, the sound of the hairbrush on my bottom much crisper and the smart of each impact making me squeal.

      “Bedtime! We were talking about bedtime!”

      Oh my god, the sting! It was far worse than I remembered.

      “Ah yes, rule number two. Thank you for the reminder. Any questions about that one?”

      “No, Sir.”

      “I think I like Daddy better.”

      “No, Daddy.” I sighed.

      “Let’s move on to rule number three, then, shall we?”

      Rule #3- Be on time for work and appointments.

      Rule #4- Take care of my physical well-being and safety.

      Rule #5- Email Daddy before bed every day and tell him anything he needs to know.

      The recitation of each rule was punctuated with a new barrage of spanks to my tender cheeks, and I narrowly escaped having that smarting hairbrush applied to my far more tender thighs by only just barely holding back all my sassy arguments by the skin of my teeth. It was hard, but I answered each one correctly.

      “Okay, little girl, do you think you can remember those rules, or should I have you write them down?”

      “I’ll remember,” I promised, and even if my butt hadn’t been on fire, I was pretty sure I meant it. There were only five of them, after all, and they were really common-sense stuff that should be easy for a grown woman like myself to follow. Not that that meant they would be. Not even a little. I would have to commit to using the next six months to practice or I was going to be in big trouble when he got home.

      “Let’s just review them one more time for good measure.” He guided me to stand and stood in front of me. “It’s time for your test, little one. I hope for your butt’s sake you were paying attention.”

      I watched him slowly unbuckle the thick worn leather belt around his waist and pull it free of his belt loops.

      “Over the couch, now,” he instructed. “If you can recite the rules to me in order, then I will only give you one stroke for each. If you forget a rule, I will add strokes. We will end with the ten swats with my hand that I owe you from earlier in our conversation. Understand?”

      I nodded and laid over the couch, quickly obeying, determined not to mess up. It was five rules; I totally had this.

      “Rule number one?” he asked.

      “Pay my bills by the fifth of every month,” I answered confidently.

      This is easy, I thought. Until that first line of fire struck my sit spots directly. I screeched, jumping up and rubbing furiously. “Ow! Shit! Why so hard?” I pouted, bouncing and stomping to ease the pain.

      “Just driving my point home, little one. Now, back over the couch. If you jump up again, the last ten will be with the brush instead of my hand.”

      I threw myself back over the couch, not wanting to test him. This was no joke and he was not going easy on me whatsoever.

      “Rule number two?”

      We continued on all the way through rule five and I answered each one correctly and stayed put. With five throbbing lines of fire cutting across my ass, I was definitely ready for this to be over.

      “I’m so proud of you,” Mike cooed as he rubbed my aching cheeks. “Ten more, and then we are done.”

      That was the only warning I got before the damned sadist slapped me directly over the top of the angry red welts the belt had left behind. That he was now using his hand instead of that awful leather strap didn’t make any difference. I still breathed through the pain and counted each one, all the way to ten, biting my lip so hard I thought it might bleed.

      Two. Three. Four. Five. I threw back my head, teeth gritted.

      Six. Seven. Eight. Nine. I bounced on my tiptoes.

      TEN!

      That last stroke about did me in, and I collapsed against the couch, holding my throbbing bottom with both hands.

      Just remember that this has to last you six months, I told myself. It didn’t seem quite as bad when I looked at it that way.

      Mike helped me to stand before he sat on the couch.

      “All done, little one,” he promised.

      I was breathless, trembling, and horny as hell, when he pulled me into his lap. I was a mess from top to bottom. My pants and panties were down around my ankles, and my boobs were half in and half out of my twisted-all-to-hell tank top.

      “Now, Jessie-girl, do you have a good idea of what Daddy expects?” he whispered, his breath hot and inviting against my ear.

      “Yes, Daddy.” I sighed. “I’m just thankful I have six months to acclimate to the new rules before the punishments kick in.”

      Mike pulled back, cocked his head to the side and peered at me with confusion. “There are plenty of ways for a far-away daddy to punish his little girl, Jessie-girl, and I plan to use them all.”

      Dread hit me like a punch to the gut. I hadn’t been expecting that, and I knew it was not going to be easy for me to adjust to these new rules of his overnight. Before I could open my mouth to ask exactly how he planned to enforce them from all the way in Afghanistan, he shushed me with a finger to my lips.

      “All will be answered in time, little one. A Daddy doesn’t give away all his secrets straight out of the gate.”

      I parted my lips and pulled away from his touch, fully intending to press for details, but he stopped me with a sharp slap to my throbbing ass.

      “No questions, little girl. Not tonight. The rules and punishments portion of the evening is finished and over with, and I don’t know about you, but I’d like to move onto the reward.”

      “Yes, Daddy.”
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      I remembered feeling the brush of his lips across my temple at some insane hour of the morning, but when my alarm shrieked its obnoxious series of ear curdling beeps at 7:30 a.m., he was gone, and the spot where he had slept was now cold.

      Mike was gone. For six whole months. And he wasn’t just Mike any more. He was my Mike. My boyfriend. My daddy.

      Somehow the shift of titles and change in relationship status made the absence that much heavier and the distance seem unbreachable.

      My heart ached as much as my ass did, and I rolled over in bed, scrunching my eyes tightly shut to stave off the tears. Curling my body into a ball, I grabbed at the pillow where his head had been laying only a few hours before.

      I wonder if calling in sick from heartache is against the rules?

      Knowing Mike, it probably was. The thought of disappointing him before he had even landed on foreign soil was the only thing that got me out of bed. It took a few minutes to stretch and wipe my eyes and mentally adjust to my new reality, but I found if I focused on the memory of Mike’s voice calling me a good girl, I could do anything.

      Well, I could at least get out of bed.

      Telling myself that being on time to work was the least I could do, and that I shouldn’t blatantly ignore his rules on day one, I padded to the kitchen.

      The smell that greeted me was one of fresh-brewed coffee, hot and ready for me, but I knew I hadn’t set the coffee pot up last night. I rarely remembered to get things ready the night before, and my mind had certainly been preoccupied with other things, but the pot was full, and my favorite pink coffee cup sat next to a pretty yellow box with the logo of my favorite bakery on it. It undoubtedly held my favorite blueberry-banana muffin, a treat that I loved, but didn’t often get for myself. There was a white envelope propped up in the middle of everything, with my name in a messy black scrawl.

      Oh, Mike.

      Being awake and functioning got a little bit easier as I trudged across the room to see what sort of goodies Mike had left for me. I filled my mug almost to the brim and topped it off with caramel creamer from the fridge. Taking a sip, I stared between the note and the box, wondering which I should open first.

      Breakfast is the most important meal of the day, Jessie-girl. Mike’s voice popped unbidden into my brain, making his opinion known.

      But it was just an opinion, and it wasn’t the real Mike, so I opened the envelope first, just because I still felt like being a little naughty. Especially if it wasn't the kind of naughty I could get in trouble over.

      

      Jessie-girl,

      I couldn’t bring myself to wake you up this morning. You looked too cute pouting in your sleep, with your hair all mussed against the pillow and your red ass sticking out from the sheets.

      

      Ha! Jerk. Stopping, I reached back to touch my ass. Was it really still red? I’d have to check that in the mirror later.

      

      Since I didn’t want to wake you, I decided to make sure that you thought of me this morning. I wish I could be around to make you coffee every day. I’ll have to make up for it when I get back.

      

      Damn, he’s good.

      

      I know you’re nervous about how this long-distance thing is going to go, but I’m not worried. We make a good team, Jessie-girl, and we will figure it out.

      

      If you say so. Shaking my head, to expel the doubts that were trying to creep in, I continued reading.

      

      It will be a few days until you hear from me, but I will call you as soon as I can. In the meantime, behave. Follow your rules, be Daddy’s good girl, and stay out of trouble.

      Talk to you soon.

      Love, Daddy

      

      Oh, Mike.

      That did it. Tears blurred my vision and I swallowed hard and choked down a sip of coffee to keep myself from breaking into an all-out sob fest. I couldn’t fall apart right now. I had to get ready for work.

      I was such a wreck, that I almost missed the postscript.

      

      P.S.: There is a box on your front porch, packed full of things Daddy wanted his little girl to have while he was gone. Don’t open it until you are ready for work.

      

      Ugh. Of course. Wiping my tears, I downed the rest of my coffee and rushed to get ready, because whether or not I waited to open it was exactly the kind of thing Mike would ask and I didn’t want him mad at me for something so stupid as being unable to follow directions.

      After showering, dressing, and doing my hair and makeup in record time, I rushed out to the hallway, where there was, as promised, a box in front of my door. The box itself was nothing special—plain, brown, thick cardboard, about the size of a large shoe box, the kind you might find a pair of knee-high boots in. There was no envelope this time, but a cheerful pink bow sat on top.

      Bending down, I scooped the box up and carried it inside, ripping it open as soon as the door closed behind me.

      The contents of the box were a mix of items. Some made me sigh happily, some scared me, and some were just outright baffling.

      And one made me turn purple and look around me as if someone might see, even though I was alone in my apartment.

      The first item was a t-shirt of Mike’s that I loved. It was soft and well-worn, one that he put on often. The second item was a sweet little teddy bear with soft brown fur and a red bow around his neck. The third was an envelope with the key to his apartment. Those things were all sweet and self-explanatory. Things to make me think of him and help to lessen the pain of his absence.

      Underneath those items however, were a plethora of blush-inducing items that had me shaking with nervous anticipation and thinking that either I was out of my mind or he was out of his.

      The first thing was a large pink vibrator with bunny ears. I already owned one just like it but knowing that Mike had bought it for me would definitely add a whole new element to my alone time. Further into the box were things that I recognized but had never used. Panties with a built-in vibrator that could be operated via remote control from thousands of miles away…

      All the way from Afghanistan?

      Maybe.

      A small velvet bag spilled open to reveal two clamps attached by a small chain.

      There was an odd metal tree shaped item with a rhinestone base that I was pretty sure was a butt plug.

      I laid those items in front of me and stared at them in growing awe. Surely, he meant these for when he returned. I couldn’t imagine using any of them without him.

      Well, except for the vibrator, of course.

      It was the third layer of items that made no sense. It looked like he had just dumped the remnants of his junk drawer into the bottom of a box and then piled gifts on top.

      There was a penny, several bars of hotel soap, a tube of icy hot that appeared to be brand new, and a tiny bottle of ginger oil.

      Finally, at the bottom of the box was a note.

      

      Friday night when you get home, put the shirt and panties on, and wait for further instructions.

      

      That’s it? That’s it? No explanation? No dirty promises? No sweet nothings scrawled lovingly onto the paper?

      What the hell is the penny for? The soap? The ginger oil? Icy hot? As random as the items seemed, I knew they weren’t random at all. Mike didn’t do anything by accident.

      I wanted an explanation, dammit. But with Mike currently miles up in the air, I wasn’t going to get one, so I settled for a small but very satisfying temper tantrum instead. It only took three stomps of my feet, an exasperated scream, and shoving the box shut with way more force than was necessary for me to feel better.

      As I slipped on my work shoes and skipped out the door to work, I realized two things.

      I never ate my muffin, and I couldn’t wait for Friday.
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      It was pure torture coming home and slipping on Mike’s shirt and that pair of panties and waiting for god knows what and god knows when, but I did it.

      When I was dressed in the instructed outfit, if you could even call it that, I grabbed my new stuffed bear and my favorite snuggly blanket and padded out to the living room to sit and wait with my phone, laptop, and a large glass of wine nearby.

      I hadn’t even bothered to compute the time difference yet, so I had no way of knowing when to expect before I heard from him. But even if I did know the time, I still wouldn’t have been able to predict when he would call. I didn’t know his schedule yet.

      Sitting there, barely dressed and waiting for god knows what, was agonizing. I turned on the TV and flipped aimlessly through the channels looking for anything that might help to take my mind off my current predicament.

      Eventually, I settled on a classic romcom that was easily in my list of top five fave movies, but even that didn’t hold my attention.

      I was on my way to the kitchen to refill my glass of wine for the second time when the panties buzzed to life with an intensity that almost brought me to my knees.

      Holy shit.

      I was so shocked, I dropped the glass and stared, grinning like an idiot when it dropped from my hand and onto the carpet. At least it had been empty.

      I froze and stood like a deer in the headlights with my panties taking off like a jackhammer, the vibration increasing with every passing second. The crazy little pocket in the front that held a vibrator the size of a small battery hadn’t looked like much when I examined it before putting them on earlier, but sweet god, looks were apparently deceiving.

      I was deciding if I should hobble to the kitchen for the wine as intended or fast track it back to the couch to enjoy whatever Michael had planned when, lying on the coffee table where I’d left it, my phone rang.

      Well, that settles that. I’m pretty sure I stuttered when I answered. My teeth were chattering. “H-hello?”

      Please, god, let it be Mike.

      “Hey Jessie-girl,” his soft voice crooned over the phone lines, melting my insides.

      Smiling with relief, I sank onto the couch.

      “Hey, Daddy,” I whispered, surprised at how easily the title slipped out without prompting.

      “How are you feeling?” he asked. I could feel the mirth in his voice and imagine the shit-eating grin he was wearing, as well as if I had been sitting across from him and seen it with my own two eyes.

      “I’m okay.” Stubbornly, I refused to mention the panties, even though I was pretty sure he could hear the buzzing over the phone line. It wasn’t quiet.

      “And how was your night?”

      His word choice is subtle, and he didn’t ask if I had obeyed his directive, so I didn’t offer up the information. At this point, we were engaged in a silent battle of wills, each too stubborn to say what was on our mind.

      “Anything interesting happen?”

      “Not really.” I crossed my legs tightly to see if doing so would muffle the sound, but all it did was increase the intensity of the experience. Gritting my teeth, I forced myself to expand. “Got home, drank some wine, curled up on the couch and watched a little TV. That’s about it.”

      “Is that so? Well, that sounds pretty uneventful. Sounds like you could use a little bit more excitement in your life.” There was a hint of mischief in his response, and I braced myself. I should have just told him the panties worked and been done with it. But he hadn’t asked!

      Besides, there was a huge part of me that was curious as fuck to know what else he had planned. And I was dying to ask him about the box.

      “Soooo…” I began in a sing song voice, fully intending to hound him until he told me the purpose of each and every mystery item. Before I could say another word, the tiny battery-sized vibrator took off like a jackhammer, rubbing itself against my clit with only a thin piece of satin to protect me from the fact that it had just gone zero to sixty in point three seconds. I hadn’t realized there were speed options, and I cried out when it hit, hurriedly uncrossing my legs and spreading them far apart in an attempt at some relief.

      Mike’s hearty laugh carried over the phone line, and I pulled the phone away from my ear to glare at it before replacing it. “You big meanie!” I yelled, pouting.

      “You just uncrossed your legs, didn’t you?” Mike guessed.

      “How did you know that? Do you have secret spy cameras in my apartment or something?” I picked up the bear and inspected it for hidden cameras. I was going to be pissed if it was some sort of nanny-cam bear.

      Mike laughed again. “No, babe. No cameras. I just know you.”

      Curling my lips in a pout, I tried to stifle my smile. As annoying as it was to have someone know my every move, even from thousands of miles away, it was endearing and heart-squeezing to think that he really did know me that well.

      But I was me, and he was torturing me from thousands of miles away, getting me all hot and bothered with no real relief. Well, of the non-battery-operated variety anyway. If he didn’t think I was breaking out the vibrator after this, he had another think coming.

      Because he was such a jerk, taking delight in torturing me from afar, I had to challenge him a bit. That was just who I was.

      “Oh yeah?” I asked with a smile that probably matched his on the mischief scale. “All right, smarty-pants, if you know me so well, what was I about to ask before you launched your attack?”

      “My attack?” He snorted. “Oh no! It’s the attack of the vibrating panties! Daddy has the remote and he knows you’ve been naughty! Run!”

      He paused for a minute, presumably giving me time to fully process and appreciate his sarcasm, and then continued. “What I believe you were going to ask, Jessie-girl, is some question relating to the contents of the box I left you. Particularly the bottom layer?”

      Dammit. He did know me, and well. I was totally screwed.

      Oh well, in for a penny, in for a pound, and speaking of pennies…

      “What’s the penny for? Why do I need icy hot? When did you start buying oils? What does ginger oil do, anyway?”

      “All will be revealed in due time.”

      “Ugggh!” I whined, stomping my foot against the carpet. “Not fair.”

      There was a moment of silence in which I realized I might have pushed too far.

      And then he spoke. “You want to know?” His voice hardened in a way I instantly found both ominous and arousing. “Fine. Go get the penny.”

      My stomach dropped as I realized I was now in trouble. How a penny could be part of a punishment, I didn’t know, but I knew that it was.

      “No,” I belatedly whined, trying to backtrack. “I don’t need to know. I’m sorry, I’ll leave it alone.”

      “Go get the penny.” The tone of his voice quickly reduced me to a petulant little girl, and I stomped off with the phone still in my hand to get the stupid penny.

      “Got it,” I announced, sullenly glaring at the shiny bit of copper in my palm.

      “Very good,” Mike purred. “What room are you in?”

      “I’m in my bedroom. That’s where the box was.”

      “Also good.”

      There was a pause and my panties stopped vibrating. I gasped at the sudden emptiness.

      “You’re going to need to concentrate,” he said, answering my unasked question. “Now, little one, listen carefully. Walk over to the corner of the room near your nightstand. Put your phone on speaker and set it down. You are going to hold the penny up to the wall, and then put your nose on it and your hands behind your back. If the penny falls, we will have to experiment with something else from the box. Do you understand me?”

      Sighing, I quickly obeyed, putting him on speaker and putting the phone on my nightstand. “Yes, Daddy.”

      This evening had just gotten a lot less fun.

      Mike said nothing while I got into position, silently cursing myself the whole time. Stupid curiosity. Stupid mouth. Stupid need to come out on top all the time.

      It wasn’t going to get me far with Mike, that much was obvious.

      It took all my concentration to make sure that stupid penny stayed in place. And it hurt, smushing my nose against the wall like that. I was afraid to breathe too hard for fear that the damn thing would fall, and I almost wept with relief when I heard the timer go off on his end of the line.

      “All done,” I whimpered, grabbing the penny between two fingers and putting it back in the box. I should have just put the damn thing away, but fuck me, I was still curious about the other items.

      “Ok, sweet girl,” Mike said, breaking my mental war with myself. “Do you see what might happen when you get too sassy with Daddy?”

      Sigh. “Yes.”

      “Yes, what?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “That’s right. Now, are you ready to listen?”

      “Yes, Daddy.” I paused and bit my tongue, trying to stop myself from letting my curiosity get the better of me, but it was too late. “Are you going to tell me what the other stuff is for?”

      Mike chuckled and clicked his tongue. “Daddy can’t give away all his secrets right off the bat, little one. You can grab one more thing though.”

      My stomach tightened and twisted, as I considered the contents of the box and wished I could just keep my damn mouth shut.

      What would he demonstrate this time? The butt plug? Hotel soap? I shuddered. Ginger oil?

      “Get your new pink vibrator and get into bed,” Mike commanded in a tone that was dominant and sultry all at once. “Daddy wants to have some fun.”
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      Four weeks later

      I paced in front of the computer waiting for the telltale ring that would announce my doom, as I thought about the pile of boxes that had accumulated in my room since Mike had left. He had sent me many different items that he swore would come in handy for punishing naughty girls. A few, I had gotten the unpleasant experience of trying myself. So far, I was not a fan of writing lines, or the pretty notebook he had bought for me to write them in. I hated edging and considered it to be a punishment worse than death, and well, let’s just say I would never take home a bar of hotel soap again.

      Never ever.

      I chewed on my thumbnail as I watched the digital clock strike the hour and held my breath. For once, I hoped he didn’t call. Maybe something would come up. I was instantly assaulted by guilt for even thinking that. In the military, something coming up could be very bad, and I didn’t hope that at all. My stomach churned with stress and anxiety, as I tried to figure out how much trouble I was in, and which one of his not-yet-tried-before items of torture would make an appearance tonight.

      Whatever it was, I knew it was going to be bad. I had never heard Mike sound so pissed or so frantic.

      Why couldn’t I just remember to pay my shit on time? A simple rule. One that I knew was important to him, but my procrastinating skills were on point, and I always put off until tomorrow what I should do today.

      I’m going to cure you, of that bad habit, little girl.

      And how.

      I cringed when I thought of the promise he had made in his email.

      I didn’t know exactly what it meant, but I was certain of one thing: it wasn’t good.

      Mike had been frantic when he finally got through to me after two days. The worst part of the whole thing was that I hadn’t even realized the problem until I got an email at work. Then I knew I was toast.

      Once my phone and internet were back on, he had threatened punishment like nothing I had ever experienced. I was nervous as fuck about that threat, but also annoyed by it. Like, what could he possibly do to me from so far away? I still hadn’t come to terms with this whole long-distance daddy thing. Sometimes it seemed so delicious and special and I felt like the luckiest girl on the planet, and other times I wondered what in the ever-loving fuck was wrong with me that I seemed to need this? I didn't just need it. I enjoyed it and craved it.

      Until I was actually facing a punishment at least. Then I mostly just questioned all my life choices and seriously considered backing out of this crazy long-distance arrangement. Not forever, or anything. Just for the long-distance part.

      But I couldn’t do that to Mike. No matter what he was about to do to me.

      My laptop screen came to life as the ringing on the speakers broke through the silence of my lonely room. I took a deep breath and after three rings, I answered it.

      His face filled the screen and instantly I felt relieved when he smiled. “Hello, my naughty girl.”

      “Hi.” I was suddenly shy, wishing I had a paper bag to throw over my face or a blanket fort to hide in.

      That’s a good idea. I should totally make a blanket fort after he hangs up tonight.

      “How are you?”

      Tired of small talk, and anxious to find out the meaning behind your cryptic threats.

      “Nervous.”

      “As you should be.” There was a sternness in his soft voice as he shook his head and changed the subject. “We will get to that soon enough, Jessie-girl. How are you?”

      “Same shit, different day.”

      Mike clicked his tongue in disapproval and I rolled my eyes. He teased about cussing, but he was a soldier and he definitely had the vocabulary of one. He hadn’t made it a rule because he had no room to talk.

      None of that mattered to my nervous stomach, which dropped at the first clicking sound.

      “How are you?” I asked, changing the subject.

      “Missing my girl.”

      “I don’t know why,” I muttered, casting my eyes down to look at a spot on the floor.

      “Jessie…” His voice was a warning growl, as I knew it would be, but I couldn’t help myself. Most days I truly wondered why he bothered. Why he had made the decision to spend what little spare time he had to himself while overseas serving his country, dealing with me. Other days I was just so thankful that that was how he chose to spend his spare time that I wondered what the hell was wrong with me, and why I couldn't get my shit together.

      “I know, I know.” I squirmed in my seat, heeding his warning with a sigh. “I’m just mad at myself for being so hopeless at the simplest things, and disgusted that when we do get a chance to talk, you have to spend your little bit of free time dealing with my ridiculousness.”

      “Nothing I’d rather be doing,” he assured me, easily.

      “Yeah, yeah,” I muttered, but I looked up with a grateful smile. “Thank you.”

      He always knew just what to say to center me and make me feel important.

      “Anytime.”

      A thick silence fell between us, and I squirmed again. I knew what was coming. We both did.

      Mike waited only a beat, and then got down to business. “So, tell me what happened, sweet girl.” He crossed his arms over his chest and raised an eyebrow.

      “What happened with what?” I asked, feigning innocence to delay the punishment I had earned, if only for a few minutes longer.

      “Jessie,” he warned.

      “Okay! Okay!” I lifted my hand to my mouth and chewed around the edges of my thumbnail. This was the part I hated the most. Confession time. Even if he knew what I had done, I always had to tell him before he would hand down my punishment and put me out of my misery. “I was busy finishing a project at work. Late hours, lots of meetings. By the time I get home, I’m burnt out. I would usually change into sweats, turn on the TV and pass out on the couch. My email and everything comes to my phone and I didn’t get any notifications that anyone had tried to email or call—”

      “Because the service was shut off,” Mike interrupted me with a hard frown, and my stomach sank. He was in full strict Daddy mode.

      Time to backpedal and hope for the best.

      “Right,” I cried, “but I didn't know!”

      “You didn't know? You didn't know, what? You didn’t know you have to pay your bills every month to keep your cellphone on? You didn’t know you had a rule that said your bills had to be paid by the 5th of each month?”

      “Well, of course, I knew that stuff. I’m not stupid.”

      “I know you’re not, so that’s not really an excuse now, is it?” He raised an eyebrow and continued. “Generally, they don't cut off your service for being fifteen days late. Is there anything you want to tell me?”

      No. No, there is not.

      I thought about my answer and couldn’t see a way out without lying directly to his face.

      Liars get soap.

      Yeah, but what’s going to happen when I tell the truth?

      “I didn't pay it last month either,” I admitted, not bothering to look up and see the disapproval on his face.

      “The rule is the fifth, little girl.”

      “Yeah, but you didn't make that rule until the eighth. So, this month is the only one that can count against me.”

      “That’s fair,” Mike conceded.

      Loophole! Score!

      “But that doesn’t give you an excuse for this month. And your lack of responsibility created a situation where I was unable to reach you for several days. Do you have any idea how out of my mind worried I was, little girl?”

      “I’m sorry, Daddy.” My stomach fell, and I was wracked with guilt. My lips fell into a pout, and I batted my lashes to keep the tears from falling.

      “Your cuteness is not going to get you out of trouble. And you most certainly will be sorry when I am through with you. What do you think would happen if I was Stateside and you had been this forgetful and irresponsible?”

      I dropped my gaze to the keyboard, not wanting to look at the disappointment all over his face and shrugged one shoulder.

      “You know, and you do not want more trouble than you are already in. Now answer me, little girl.”

      “I’d get a spanking,” I mumbled.

      “That’s right. I’d give you a hard spanking on your naughty bare bottom until you were sore and crying.” He gave a quick and decisive nod. “That is exactly what you need, and exactly what you are going to get. Go get a wooden spoon from your kitchen, the one with the longest handle.”

      “What!” I shrieked, equally confused and horrified. “What?”

      “You heard me. Do what I asked and be quick about it. I won’t have privacy for much longer.”

      Confused, I hurried to do as I was told. I all but ran to the kitchen and dumped the big pitcher full of kitchen utensils onto the counter. I had two spoons, so I held them up next to each other and picked the one with the longer handle, then I went back to my room, with absolutely no idea what he meant to do with it. I mean, he couldn’t really spank me, like he said. He was thousands of miles away, for god’s sake. It was probably going to be one of those psychological torture things where he sat there and described the spanking he was going to give me when he returned, until I was squirming and dreading and ready for it to be over. That would be horrid. Five months is a hell of a long time to dread a spanking, but some psychological torture and dread was probably the least of what I deserved.

      “Here it is.” I held the chosen spoon up in front of the computer screen, so he could see it.

      “Perfect.” Mike nodded his approval. “Now drop your pants and position yourself so that I can see that sexy bare ass of yours.”

      I blinked at him twice, not at all sure I understood. Oddly, it was starting to sound like he was gearing up to spank me.

      And then he said it. “This, little girl, is going to hurt you more than it will me.”

      Oh… shit!
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      Um… What did he just say?

      My eyes widened, and my jaw went slack as I stared at him, slowly shaking my head back and forth.

      No. He couldn’t. He wouldn’t. I wouldn't! He was off his rocker if he thought this was going where it seemed to be going. I shook my head again, and he nodded his.

      “What? Mike!” I shrieked again, feeling like I was on the verge of a panic attack. “I can’t do that!”

      I had done a lot of embarrassing and humbling things over the last month and a half and put myself into situations I still had a hard time fathoming. But bent over bare in front of a computer screen was too much. I shook my head again, but Mike was not having any part of my objections.

      “You can, and you will, or you will also find yourself grounded and I will be forced to get far more creative than this. Trust me, babe. This is the easy way.”

      “What is the easy way?” I still wasn’t entirely sure what was happening here. I mean, it seemed obvious, but my brain just couldn’t comprehend how it would be a thing.

      Thankfully, or not so thankfully as the case may be, Mike didn't mind spelling it out for me.

      “Me spanking you with a wooden spoon. That’s the easy way.”

      The hell it is.

      “Umm, you seem to have forgotten one teensy-tiny important detail,” I argued. “You’re not here.”

      My objection was met with a haughty and knowing smirk. “I’m right here. You have a spoon in your hand. You are going to show me your bare bottom and then I am going to spank you until those cheeks are a nice rosy-red and I am convinced that this kind of irresponsible behavior with a blatant disregard for the rules will not happen again.”

      “Wait. Hold up.” I furrowed my brow and squinted at him. “You’re going to spank me through a computer screen?”

      Obviously, he wasn’t. He couldn’t. But I wasn’t quite sure what his endgame was here, and that scared me a bit.

      “Yep.” he grinned, continuing the mind-fucking he was currently performing on me.

      “Come on, Mike,” I put the spoon down and sighed with exasperation. “Get real.”

      “This is as real as it gets, little one. Now pick up the spoon, take off your pants and panties and show me that ass.”

      I had no idea how this was going to work but the determination in his voice was palpable and shiver-inducing. I needed a spanking something fierce, so I just went along with it, even though it was impossible. I didn't want to anger him further, and I didn’t want to sit here wondering what he had in mind forever either. I shimmied my pants and panties off slowly, like I did when he was here. I knew it drove him nuts. The growl he emitted let me know that distance didn’t change that. It was nice to know I could affect him from a million miles away. Knowing he was uncomfortable and turned on gave me strength to finish the job and stand in front of my computer screen naked from the waist down. I couldn’t help but cover my pussy with my hands.

      “Drop your arms to your side,” Mike growled, putting an end to that. “You do not get to hide from me. Especially when you have been naughty.”

      Butterflies took flight in my stomach as I slowly obeyed.

      “Good girl, now turn around.”

      I turned until I was facing away from him. It was much easier when I didn't have to see him.

      “Now bend slightly forward so that I have a clear view and spank yourself with the spoon.”

      I almost gave myself whiplash, I snapped my head around so fast, peeking over my own shoulder at him. “I’m sorry, what? You want me to do what?” I gaped at him incredulously.

      “I didn’t stutter, Jessie-girl.” His tone was no-nonsense, and it was clear he had had enough of my arguments and protests. “I want you to spank nice and hard, just like I would if I was there. Think of your arm as an extension of my own. I am in control and I am spanking your naughty bottom.”

      Tears pricked my eyes and my arms were shaking, but I didn’t see any other choice but to obey. I loved Mike and I didn’t want to disappoint him further. I just didn't see how he actually thought that this would work.

      Tentatively, I reached back with the spoon and swatted my right cheek. It stung, but it was nothing like being spanked by him. “This is not going to work, Michael,” I complained dejectedly.

      “You will call me Sir or Daddy when I am spanking you, little girl. Do it again. Harder.”

      I grumbled, but I did what he said and whacked myself again, feeling even more ridiculous the second time.

      “Good.” Mike’s voice was the only thing keeping me from throwing the spoon across the room and bursting into tears. “Ten more just like that and then switch hands.”

      I spanked hard, but not as hard as I could. It wasn’t easy to force myself to keep going, especially when it actually started to hurt. That surprised me.

      “Hmm,” Mike mused. I could feel his eyes on my ass and I wondered if it was pink yet. “I think you can do better than that, Jessie girl. Other side. Twelve hard swats.”

      Swallowing a frustrated cry, I switched hands and started again, harder this time. Once I got used to feeling self-conscious and stupid about spanking myself at Mike’s instruction, that stupid spoon really hurt. I stopped after six to stomp away some of the pain.

      “Naughty girl. I didn’t tell you to stop.”

      “It hurts,” I whined, glaring at him over my shoulder.

      “It’s supposed to hurt. Six more, let’s go.”

      I completed the set and dropped the spoon as I reached back to rub the sting. Mike was silent, and I looked over my shoulder to see if we had lost connection.

      No such luck, he was still there, and he did not look happy.

      “What? I did what you asked,” I sassed, because apparently I lack self-preservation skills.

      “Did you? I don’t think you did. I think you did what you wanted to do. Go stand in the corner. Turn the screen so I can see you.”

      I sighed, turned the monitor slightly and stomped to the corner. If I were honest, I had known this was coming the second I dropped the spoon and started rubbing.

      “Daddy is not pleased with you, little one.”

      Oh fuck. That was not good. My stomach rolled, and I pressed my forehead against the cool drywall. At least there was no stupid penny this time.

      “You have been very naughty,” Mike’s voice rolled over me like a blanket, and the weight of his words had me sagging my shoulders and inwardly berating myself. “You made me worry and now when I have the time to deal with that naughty behavior, you are being stubborn and only giving me the control you see fit. That’s not going to work, do you understand me?”

      “Yes, Sir.” The words came easier this time.

      “Yes, Daddy,” he corrected.

      I knew what he was doing. He was trying to force me into naughty girl headspace. It was working. Shifting from foot to foot, I forced the words past the lump in my throat. “Yes, Daddy.”

      “Good girl.” His soft murmur wrecked me. I had not been a good girl, but I also knew it was another step in putting me into the headspace he wanted me in. This time I wasn’t going to fight it. Much.

      “Here is how the rest of this is going to go. You are going to come back over here, pick up that spoon and stand in front of me just like before, except this time, you are not going to move without permission. You will do what I say, when I say and you will do it to the best of your ability. Do you understand?” His tone was scolding yet calm and collected. He was not angry, but he also was not playing around.

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      “Good girl. Three minutes of silence while you think about what I just said.”

      I hated corner time. There really was no other worse punishment. In the corner I was forced to think about what was happening and what he said and what was about to happen. The sting on my butt from the twenty-four half-assed swats I had given myself was proof that this could work if I listened and let go of control like I was expected to, but that was easier said than done.

      I was spanking myself. Over video chat. That was hard to wrap my head around.

      Stop thinking and just listen to him, I instructed myself. Closing my eyes, I took slow deep breaths and meditated on that thought. Before too long, he was calling me back to him.

      “You may come out, little girl.”

      “Thank you, Daddy.” I said sweetly, determined to get through this and make him proud. “I’m sorry for being naughty. I will listen.”

      “Thank you, sweet girl. Now do as I said and pick up your spoon.”

      I picked up the evil little piece of wood, repositioned myself for him, and waited.

      There was a long silence, but when Mike spoke again, I could hear the smile in his words. “That’s my girl. Now you are ready to listen to Daddy, aren’t you?”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      “I want you to use that spoon and spank the right side as hard as you can, and I do not want you to stop until I tell you to. If you pause at any time we will start over and we will continue this until we reach the number I have in my head.”

      I gulped and winced.

      “Can I know what that number is?”

      “You are not in control here, Jessie-girl.” He gave the response I had expected.

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      “Good, you may begin when you are ready.”

      I took a deep breath and extended my arm back as far as I could and brought the bowl of the spoon down hard on my own bare ass. I squeaked in surprise on how much it hurt and instantly stopped.

      “That one doesn’t count.” he announced sternly. “Start again.”

      “Doesn’t count?”

      “Nope. Again.”

      I wanted to turn around and throw the spoon at him, but that wouldn’t help anything, and it would possibly hurt my computer and I could not afford a new one at the moment. Drawing a breath, I tightened my grip on the spoon and started swatting.

      This time I got about ten in before I paused.

      “Aww, you were doing so good too, Jessie-girl,” Mike crooned. His voice lacked the sympathy his words conveyed. “Too bad. Start again.”

      “Mike! This is hard!”

      “I’m sure it is and it’s about to get a whole lot harder,” he informed me. “You are not in charge. You do not stop until I say stop. Now start again.”

      The urge to chuck the spoon was strong and I had to shove the frustration down hard. I started smacking again. This time I was determined not to falter. I was not going to stop until he said so.

      Ten, twenty, thirty… He didn’t call a stop until fifty. My arm felt like it was about to fall off and my ass was on fire. I shook my arm and stomped my feet.

      “You’re so cute.” He laughed. “Look at that nice pink color we have. How are you feeling, little girl?”

      Turning to look at him but only half-way, I pouted. “That was hard and it hurts and I don’t like it.”

      “Good. You’re not supposed to like it. Other side, now. Same thing.”

      I let out a frustrated groan. “Are you kidding me right now?”

      His eyebrows rose to his hairline. “You have half a sore butt and a wooden spoon in your hand and you are going to throw that kind of attitude at me? Maybe we need to keep going on the same side then?”

      “No.” I held out the “o” in a long whine. I knew I sounded pathetic, but dammit, this sucked.

      “No? Then you better turn around and obey or you will be getting a whole lot more than you’re bargaining for, I promise you that.”

      “Yes, Daddy.” I pouted and gave a little stomp of disagreement as I turned around. Thankfully he didn’t see it, or if he did, he didn’t comment on it.

      “Good girl. Begin when you’re ready.”

      I didn’t want to begin. I wanted to stand there and make him wait and refuse, but I also wanted this done and over with.

      I steeled myself and started. It hurt so much more at the beginning and it took another two times of starting over before I reached his magic number.

      “Good girl. I’m proud of you and I know this is hard. How are your arms?”

      “Tired.” It wasn’t a lie, they felt like jelly after punishing myself.

      “Well, my intention is for your ass to hurt, not your arms. I want this to serve as a reminder to be more vigilant in the things you need to do. It was hell not being able to get ahold of you. I was really worried.”

      My shoulders slumped. “I’m sorry.”

      “I know you are. You promise to do better for me?”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      “Do you think that spanking was enough?”

      No. “Yes.”

      “Are you lying to me, Jessie girl?”

      I bit my lip and turned away.

      “I thought so, unfortunately, we will have to build your stamina before a spanking will really feel like it was sufficient.”

      “Build my stamina?” I whined. “You mean you want to do this again?”

      “I would do it every night for you, if you needed it.”

      “I don’t.” I pouted.

      “You’re lying again. I don’t think this spanking has been strong enough to have the desired effect,” he mused. “Get the icy hot.”

      Oh. Oh no. Icy hot was one of the items from his box of tricks.

      This cannot be good.

      I was so ready to be finished with all this. I just wished he was here to hold me afterward. Being spanked without the close contact afterward was hard, but I sucked it up and made my way across the room to retrieve the requested item.

      “Alright, here it is. Fresh from your box of torture devices disguised as a present.”

      A corner of his mouth curled, but he let that go without comment. “Squirt a generous amount on your hand and spread it all over your cheeks.”

      “If you say so,” I muttered, following his directions. “I don’t understand why you had me spank myself and then put something on that will take the pain away.”

      He smiled a huge shit-eating grin and laughed at me. “Give it a minute, cupcake. Sit down and tell me about your day.”

      I sat down, relieved to be finished with the punishment portion of the evening, and we started talking, falling into comfortable, non-punishment related conversation. I was sitting there smiling, laughing, and flirting with my daddy like any well-spanked little girl should when my ass started to sting. Uncontrollably. I jumped up and yelped.

      “There it is.” Mike smiled again. “Feeling a little heat, naughty girl?”

      “What the hell?” I grabbed my ass as the heat built and the sting got worse.

      “That is your reminder and your encouragement to behave. Call it a spanking enhancer. For when your spanker doesn't have the experience to get the job done right,” he teased with a wink.

      I was not amused. “Miiiike,” I whined. “Make it stop!”

      “I can’t make it stop and you can’t either, babe. You will just have to ride it out.”

      “I don’t like it.” I shifted back and forth uncomfortably. “This sucks.”

      “Good, that’s the point. Now, come sit back down and finish talking to me. I only have a couple more minutes and I want to make sure we are all good between us before I have to go.”

      Begrudgingly, I threw myself into the chair. “We’re fine, Mike. We’re always fine. Promise.” I smiled at him and crinkled my nose. “Even when you’re a big old butthead.”

      “Ah well.” he smirked. “We’re good here too, little one. Even though you’re a naughty little brat.”

      It felt good to be teasing. “I just have one question. Where did you get all these horribly sadistic ideas?”

      “It’s called the internet. You would be surprised how many Daddies have to punish their naughty little girls from afar.”
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      Over the past five months, Mike had proven time and again exactly how creative he could be when ‘finding ways to punish his naughty little girl from afar.’

      I used to have such a special feeling whenever I’d get surprise packages in the mail. Joy and excitement would fill me as I sliced open the tape and dug through the packing material in search of what unknown treasures lay beneath.

      Michael Dean Parker ruined that for me for all eternity. Now, whenever I got a package, I didn’t know whether to squeal in delight or prepare to meet my doom.

      He sent me things all the time, too. At first it was exciting. It felt like Christmas every time the mail lady showed up at my door, but that hadn’t lasted long. There was usually about a fifty-fifty chance that his ‘gift’ would be something I would actually want. Which meant there was also a fifty-fifty chance it was something I absolutely did not want. It could be something sweet, like candy or a new teddy bear, or bubble bath, but then, he also had a penchant for kitchen utensils. I couldn’t even walk into any room in my house without cringing at the sight of something he had made me spank myself with. Wooden spoons. Plastic hangers. The rod from the blinds. My wooden bath brush. They weren’t all big spankings like the first one, thank goodness. He would usually have me spank various places on my ass with different implements of torture and would gauge my reaction to each one. He liked to call it science.

      Science was always my least favorite subject in school. Now I hated it even more.

      The worst part though, was the emotional rollercoaster he put me on when a package came. Excitement, dread, nerves. Curiosity. In short, I was a mess. Every. Single. Time.

      This time, when the package arrived, I knew it was coming. I also knew that the likelihood of it being a fun present was slim to none. Mike emailed me and told me that I was getting a package, but that I was not allowed to open it until he was with me on a video call. He wanted to see my reaction. He seemed excited and it made me excited as well, but then the package arrived. It was huge. I couldn’t imagine what could be in a package that size that was anything that he could spank me with or use to otherwise torture me. It came on a Tuesday and, according to his note, Mike wasn’t available to video chat until Friday. So, for three torturous days, it sat and taunted me.

      When I got home Thursday night and got the email postponing our video date until Sunday, I was all done. I couldn’t handle it anymore.

      Grabbing the scissors from my desk, I cut through the tape. My heart pounded in my chest at the knowledge of how much trouble I could be in for completely ignoring his edict, but did that warning tingle crawling across my ass or pulsing in my pussy deter me at all? Nope.

      I ripped that box open like a three-year-old at a birthday party. And the instant I saw what was in it, I regretted my decision.

      The Spank-O-Matic 300.

      “You have got to be fucking kidding me. He bought me a spanking machine?” I hadn’t even known such a thing existed, but the photos and description on the packaging made it quite obvious what it was for and how it was used.

      I closed the box and squeezed my eyes shut like it would make the evil thing disappear. Pressing my legs together, I cursed my traitorous pussy. This was not exciting! Nothing about this was exciting. Why did my body always respond to this shit?

      My email pinged, and I pulled it up, hoping for something interesting to distract me from my current predicament.

      I’ll be ready in an hour. Make sure you have your present close. I can’t wait to see you. Love you.

      Short, succinct, and to the point, like always.

      What had happened to postponing the chat? He had said Sunday, two days late, not a day early. I startled at the last two words. It was the first time I had seen him say them in writing.

      Love you.

      He said it all the time, but did he mean it the way I wanted him to mean it? Did I actually want him to mean it?

      Having the first butterfly-inducing six months of our relationship happen mostly via email and video chat made things weird. It was all so confusing. Sometimes, I still felt like he was keeping tabs on me out of pity and I hated that feeling. I didn’t want to be a burden on him.

      There wasn’t time to stress or obsess about the “L word”, or the nature of our relationship. Mike would be calling soon, and I needed to be ready.

      I turned the volume on my desk speakers all the way up and went into the bathroom to make sure I looked presentable. I kept myself perfectly groomed because I never knew when he would call, and I never knew if he would decide on playtime. I always wanted to be ready for him.

      Gah, I was so pathetic.

      I plugged in my hair straightener and pulled out my make-up case. I knew he preferred a natural look, but a little bit never hurt, plus the light of the computer screen did weird things to my skin.

      I primped as much as I could without going overboard, then went to my kitchen to pour myself some wine. I was going to need it. A mass of butterflies had made themselves at home in my stomach and my heart was in my throat.

      Maybe it was a joke? Maybe he knew I would open it, so this was all some elaborate prank to teach me a lesson. That had to be it. It had to be, because who buys their girlfriend a spanking machine for a present?

      When my computer chimed with the incoming call, I downed my wine and refilled my glass, taking the bottle with me to my desk and answered it.

      It took longer to connect than usual and I sat staring at the screen torn between wanting to see him and wanting to avoid him all together.

      The connection completed, and his smiling face filled the screen. “Good evening, little girl.”

      “Hi,” I answered shyly, averting my eyes.

      Picking up on my signals instantly, he clicked his tongue and crossed his arms over his chest. “Uh oh. Has someone been naughty?”

      My pussy flooded with arousal and my nipples tightened into hard buds, chafing against the lacy fabric of my bra with every breath I took. How could four simple words cause such a reaction?

      It wasn’t just his words though, it was him. All things Michael turned me to a pile of little subby goo.

      “I haven’t been naughty.” Deny. Deny. Deny. It was my only hope at this point.

      “Liar,” Mike accused. “It’s written all over your face. What did Daddy’s naughty little girl do?”

      I squirmed under his knowing gaze.

      “Did you break one of your rules?”

      I shook my head, my eyes jumping between him and the box that was sitting on the side of my desk.

      An evil grin spread across his perfect lips. “Oh, I know what happened. Did my impatient little brat open the box I sent her?”

      A lump formed in my throat and I was robbed of all words.

      “What did I say would happen if you opened the box without me?”

      Fuck. I had completely forgotten his threat when I’d decided to throw caution to the wind.

      I shook my head.

      “What happens to little girls who don’t do as Daddy has asked, Jessie?”

      I shrunk so far into my seat that half of my face was off screen. “Please don’t make me.”

      “I’m not the one who decided not to listen.” He sighed and shook his head like the consequence for my actions was going to be as painful and humiliating to him as it was to me.

      It definitely wasn’t.

      “Go get your plug and ginger oil, little girl.”

      I cringed. “I don’t want to,” I whined.

      “One...”

      Shit.

      I got up quickly and ran to my closet to get the items he asked for.

      “Two...” he continued counting, which meant he was in a sadistic mood and if I didn’t hurry, he was going to say three and take great delight in torturing me further.

      “I got it! Stop counting.” I held up the items so he could see.

      “Lucky little girl. Now put it in so we can finish our conversation and you can have a nice reminder of who is in charge around here.”

      I wanted to protest. I wanted to yell at him that it was his fault I opened it because he said he was postponing our chat, but that wasn’t fair. It wasn’t his fault and I knew that he liked to watch me open my ‘presents.’ I shouldn’t have robbed him of that one simple thing. Plus, he had warned me not to multiple times.

      “Can I do it in the bathroom?” I asked hopefully.

      “You may not. What you may do is position yourself so that I can see exactly what you are doing.”

      “But what if someone comes in?” I argued lamely knowing no one would.

      “That little ass belongs to me and I’m not sharing, you know that. Make sure you use lots of that special oil, baby girl.”

      I groaned and dipped the plug into the glass jar. I needed to use enough to lubricate the little torture device, but I knew the ginger oil was going to burn so I didn’t want to use too much. The warring emotions were so frustrating, yet when I took down my panties, they were soaked clean through.

      Dammit.

      Michael sat quietly watching as I bent over the side of my bed and looked over my shoulder to make sure I was in his view. He growled in approval, nodding his head.

      “Good girl, now push that plug against your little hole and twist it. Spread that oil.”

      I did as I was told, my face burning in embarrassment. Another part of my anatomy was going to be burning here shortly. If I was lucky, it would just be the one, but I didn't expect to be that lucky.

      “Push a little harder,” he instructed, “but not too hard. I want you to do it nice and slow for Daddy.”

      “Oh god.” I moaned as I carefully and painfully obeyed to the best of my abilities. If he kept talking, I was going to come and then I was going to be in even more trouble.

      “Not god, just Daddy will do.”

      I pushed the plug against my entrance, slowly putting it inside of me. It was agonizing.

      “Stop,” he commanded as the widest part of the plug began to work me open. I gritted my teeth against the burning stretch. “Pull it out and do it again. Five more times before you let it go all the way in. Slowly.”

      I heard his zipper over the speakers and shuddered. Knowing the scene was affecting him gave me the strength to continue. I loved knowing I was turning him on. I pumped the plug in and out at a slow steady pace, unable to hold back the moans of discomfort and ecstasy. I pressed my hips into the mattress, trying to put a little pressure on my clit.

      “Nuh uh, naughty girl. You do not get to come when I’m playing with your ass. This is a punishment.”

      “Please,” I begged as I pressed the plug in the final time and let my body take in the rest of it.

      “So pretty,” Mike murmured appreciatively once the little pink jewel was nestled between my cheeks. “Now come on back over here and let’s investigate your new toy.”

      I whimpered as I stood and walked the few steps back to my computer. Every move I made jostled the plug. The oil was already warming my insides, but not to the point of discomfort yet.

      “I don’t like punishing you, little girl, but I fucking love seeing the look on your face and hearing the little noises you make. Do you have any idea what you do to me?”

      I smiled coyly and nodded. I did know, and I loved it as much as he did.

      “I can’t wait until I can replace that plug with my cock.” He sighed. “Alright, let’s see it.”

      I took the Spank-O-Matic box out of the shipping box it had come in. Thank goodness for discreet shipping.

      “This is a joke, right?” I asked hopefully. “There's not really some sort of spanking machine in this box. It's just some kind of test.” I talked as I removed the outer packaging and packing materials from my desk.

      “It’s definitely not a joke. That little machine is going to be put to good use, keeping my girl in line.”

      “But we already do the long-distance spanking thing. I don’t need this.”

      “This works better, and I can control it remotely. No more control for you. I can set it for hard or light and control the speed and everything right here from my keyboard and all you will be able to do is take it. How does that make you feel, little one?”

      “I don’t know,” I lied, I knew exactly how it made me feel. It turned me on. I was so primed by the plug in my ass that the idea of the spanking machine had me dripping.

      “Let me see,” Michael commanded.

      “See what?”

      “How you feel about it. I want you to put your fingers between your legs and show me how your body feels about your new toy. No playing though. If you come, I will make you get the bigger plug and a vibrator and we will have a different kind of lesson.”

      My face burned hotter as I reached for my pussy and collected the arousal to show him. I closed my eyes and raised my wet fingers to the camera, unable to look at him as I did it.

      “Just as I suspected,” he hummed. “My naughty girl is excited that Daddy gets to take control of the spankings from now on.”

      I whimpered.

      “Use your words, baby.”

      “Yes, Sir,” I mumbled, still not looking at him.

      “Good. It excites me, too. Let’s set it up and give it a test run.”

      Let’s not and say we did.

      “Do you have time for that? I thought you only had a little bit.”

      “You let me worry about the time. All you need to do is obey.”

      I shuddered at the buzz word and began to unbox the machine as he instructed.

      It was an easy set up and before I knew it, I was bent over the bed again with the machine poised and ready to do its job. A wooden spoon was grasped in its evil clutches and my bottom shuddered.

      I didn’t know how he did it so fast, but Mr. Computer Wizz had the software downloaded and was controlling everything from the other side of the world.

      “Are you ready, naughty girl?”

      “Wait! What about the plug?”

      “Stay put and you won’t have anything to worry about, too much wiggling and you may be very, very sorry. What’s your safe word?”

      “Red for stop and yellow for slow down.”

      “This is new, baby, so use them if you need to, understand?”

      “Yes, Sir.”

      “Good girl. Here we go.”

      Nothing could have prepared me for the force with which that spoon came crashing down. There was something to be said about a nice warm up with his hand. Or mine, for that matter. But there had been no warm up of any kind, and this thing was insanity. The intensity was almost too much, and I cried out. “Yellow.”

      My entire body tensed preparing for the next blow, but it didn’t come.

      “Talk to me, little girl. That was only one swat.”

      “It really hurt.” I sniffled.

      “It’s a spanking, it's supposed to hurt. I’m going to need more than that.”

      “It’s too much.” I was finding it hard to put into words, but my body was shaking in anticipation and a little fear of what would happen next. I trusted Mike with my life, but it was still nerve wracking to submit to him so completely. I could feel myself teetering between my desire to submit and being on the edge of a panic attack.

      “Ok, I’m sorry, little one. Let’s pull back some. I’m setting it to one and we will move up from there. Are you ready?”

      I took a few deep breaths and forced my body to relax, since I’d learned that tensing made the pain and bruising worse.

      “I’m ready.”

      “I’m ready, Daddy?” he coaxed.

      “I’m ready, D-Daddy.”

      “Good girl.” There was a click and the machine began again. The first swat was so light that I giggled.

      “Here’s number two.”

      This one was a little harder, but nothing close to actual pain.

      Three and four were more of the same. He gave me six swats at each setting before ticking it up to the next strength level. The skin of my ass began to warm, and the light swats were sending zings of electricity to my hungry pussy.

      Number five made me jump, but I was able to settle in quickly.

      Six started getting serious and seven made me yelp.

      “There it is.” I could hear the smile in his voice. “That’s where my naughty girl belongs isn’t it? Bent over the bed with a plug in her ass getting spanked by her Daddy. That's what she needs, isn’t it?”

      I wiggled a little, half due to the spanking and half due to the fact that I was horny as hell and needed to come. “Please,” I begged.

      “Your spanking isn't over yet. Here’s eight.”

      “No!” I protested before the spoon made contact with my tender backside once more. “Owie. I’m all done!””

      “Oh, are you? That’s interesting. Too bad you are not the one in charge here, are you?”

      “No, Sir.”

      “That’s right. To make sure you remember, after each swat you can say ‘Daddy's in charge, not me.’”

      I hated reciting crap during a spanking. It was humiliating and tended to make me emotional.

      “I don’t want to,” I whimpered.

      “Do you want to try the machine at power of nine?”

      I stiffened and shook my head. “No, Sir.”

      “Then you know what to do.”

      The machine clicked, giving my only signal that the spoon was about to land against my bare skin once again. I hissed in pain. “Daddy’s in charge, not me.”

      “Good girl.”

      His encouragement helped, but it also spoke to my soul. I missed him so damn much. The spoon struck again. “Daddy’s in charge, not me.” I tensed and stomped my foot but stopped immediately when the movements jostled the plug in my ass.

      Tears spilled from my eyes and it became increasingly hard to get the words out after each smack of the spoon against my sore, exposed ass.

      “It’s okay to let go, little one. Daddy’s here.”

      That did it. I was sad. I was embarrassed. I was horny. I was confused, and I was angry too. The dam broken, I collapsed fully on the bed and sobbed into my arms.

      Out of all the emotions I had to choose from, anger was the one I chose to go with. It welled inside of me and I screamed into the bedspread. “I hate you! You’re a liar. You’re not here, you’re there and it's not fair and I miss you and I tried not to, but I can’t. This fucking sucks and I don’t want to do it anymore. I can’t. It’s too much.”

      Mike stayed quiet through my entire rant, but I didn’t care. I had more to say.

      “You sit there, and you tell me you are here for me, and then you punish me and you’re gone again. You’re not here. I don’t get hugs or anything to make me feel good, I just get mean things and more punishments.”

      That was a lie, he sent me all sorts of things. He also never got off of the phone until he knew I was okay, but I was upset and hurt and not in the mood to be rational.

      The door to my apartment opened and closed and I jumped in surprise, scrambling up onto the bed. The call was still connected, but he was gone.

      My bedroom door opened, and he was there.

      Michael Dean Parker. In the flesh.

      I covered my mouth in surprise. My body shook, and my breaths still came out in sobs, but before either of us said anything, I was in his arms.

      “I’m so sorry, baby girl. I didn’t mean for it to go like that. I was going to stop way sooner, but I could see you needed it and I didn’t want to interrupt your headspace. Shh, Daddy’s here.”

      I clutched his shirt as tight as I could. Pressing my body into his. I needed to feel him against me to know it was real and not some crazy dream.

      It couldn’t have been a dream though, my ass was on fire, inside and out.

      Not a dream at all. He was there for real. Finally.

      He’s here, I recited over and over as I began to calm myself slowly. I focused on his breaths and the sound of his heart beating against my ear as the tears stopped and my own breaths evened out, matching his.

      “How?” Was all I could manage to ask, but I didn’t need to say more, he knew what I wanted to know.

      “I’ve known for about a week. I wanted to surprise you.”

      “You did.” I sniffled. “But I’m mad at you.”

      “Oh, are you? Do you want me to leave?”

      I let go of him long enough to push away and level him with the best glare I could muster. “Don’t you dare! You are not allowed to leave for a million years. Maybe more!”

      He smiled. “But I thought you were mad at me?”

      “I am! You were here the whole time and you still spanked me with that thing and made me put a plug in my butt and made me cry and you could have been here doing it yourself.” I laid back against his chest, not ready to be apart from him in any capacity.

      “How can I make it up to you?” he asked, wrapping his arms around me tightly and giving a squeeze.

      “You can promise never to leave me again?” I asked, knowing it was a completely unfair request.

      “Done.”

      “Huh?” That surprised me, and I looked into his eyes again. “Don’t lie to me Michael.”

      “I’m not lying, baby girl. Ever since I left, I have been applying for jobs within the military that would keep me Stateside and I got one.”

      I eyed him suspiciously. “You can never get deployed again?”

      “Okay, so I can’t make that promise until I actually retire, but I took a position that will be less likely to get me sent away.”

      I sighed dramatically and laid back down again. “Well, I guess it's a start, but you’re going to have to work for the rest.”

      He was rubbing my back gently and each time his hand moved a little lower. “Hmm, should I start now?”

      I bit my lip as he palmed one sore ass cheek and squeezed. “I can think of a few things that will make my baby girl feel really, really good.” He slid his hand further and found the plug between my cheeks. He tapped it lightly and I squirmed.

      “I want it out.” I pouted.

      “Oh, I’ll take it out, but not yet. There's a few things I want to do first.”

      He laid back in the bed and rolled so that I was pinned beneath him. “I’ve dreamt about tasting you again for months, I can’t wait any longer.”

      The pure hunger in his eyes warmed my insides and I couldn’t help but smile. “If you must,” I sassed, opening my legs so that he could slide between them.

      He growled as he positioned himself at the apex of my thighs. He planted tiny kisses on my lower stomach and inner thighs. “God, I’ve missed you.”

      “Me, too.”

      “By the way, you know that first swat of the machine that made you safe word?”

      “Yeah?” I couldn’t focus as his kisses got closer and closer to my sex. He stopped and looked up at me, a huge grin on his face.

      “It was a three. Your mind was fucking with you.”

      I had a second to process that before his mouth went to work, making me forgive and forget.

      He kissed and licked and sucked in all the best ways, driving me to the brink and then pulling back until finally pushing me over the edge.

      I fell hard, moaning out my orgasm as he sucked my clit into his mouth, sending me into another orgasm before I’d had a chance to come down from the first. He’d been gone way too long.

      My body was floating and then he was inside of me, stretching me open and filling me up in ways no silly pink vibrator from his box of toys could ever hope to compare to. Bunny ears, or no.

      I wrapped him in my arms and legs, needing to feel the heat and hardness of every part of him against every part of me. I don’t think it was my imagination, either, but after six months in Afghanistan, he felt bigger and harder than ever before. In his hands as he grabbed my wrists, pinning them to the mattress above my head. In the solid, muscular stretch of his shoulders, as he leaned on one elbow over me. In the bunch and release of his back and hips as he pumped into the cradle of my widely spread legs, and—yes! God, yes—in the length and thickness of his cock as he drove into me. Over and over again, hitting all the right places until every breath I took was a gasping cry and I just couldn’t imagine trying to take anything bigger.

      Although that might have been the butt plug, still embedded deep in my burning ass and making what was already just barely enough space even smaller.

      And that was before he hooked his arm under and behind me, grabbing the jeweled base of the butt plug and pumping it in and out of me now too.

      “Mike!” I cried, arching wildly beneath him. My hips bucked as if possessed of a life all their own, but for the life of me, I didn’t know if I was begging him to stop or keep going.

      “How did my baby-girl just address me?” he mused, grinning down at me, that dark easy hunger in his eyes. That hunger I had waited for what felt like forever so I could see again.

      “Daddy!” I instantly corrected myself. My Daddy. My Mike. My neighbor, my soldier, my best friend and, when I needed it, my spanker extraordinaire.

      “Come,” he growled above me, and I did. Hard. Exploding into convulsive, rippling, earth-shaking stars of pleasure that shot through every part of me, over and over again until he came too.

      There was no better feeling than this—the weight of his body easing as he relaxed on top of me, the hot expulsion of his hot breath on my shoulder, the low rumble of his laugh, and his panting, “Good girl,” murmured against my ear.

      My long-distance Daddy had come home.
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      Sylvie Douglas tucked her brown hair behind her ears. She was in her customary place on a stool, peering over the cadaver that had been assigned to her and her medical school classmates. Of all the four students studying this cadaver, she was the one most likely to be here.

      The young woman had always been an excellent student. Memorizing and learning new bits of knowledge had always been a fun game for her. Her parents had seen a little boy on a talk show who could recite all the presidents in order at the age of four. Sylvie’s mom knew her brilliant baby girl could achieve that goal much faster. She was right. Sylvie mastered the presidential succession line right after her third birthday.

      “Here, Sylvie. You missed breakfast and lunch today at the dorm. I brought you a sandwich and some goodies. I can’t believe you can sit in here with all these dead bodies.” Janice shuddered as she looked up to avoid the sight of the opened chest cavity that Sylvie was studying. “Much less eat,” she added as Sylvie opened the bag eagerly.

      “Thanks, Janice. I have a test in a few hours. I was just making sure that I had everything in my mind clearly.” Taking a big bite from the sandwich, she chewed slowly before adding, “This is wonderful. I know how much you hate it in here. I really appreciate you bringing me some food.”

      Sylvie paused and looked around the room. “These wonderful bodies don’t make me nervous. I appreciate all the brave people who willed their bodies to science. They must have been amazing men and women. I’ll be a better doctor because of them,” she tried to explain to her roommate.

      With one more theatrical shudder, Janice asked quickly, “Are you going to be able to help me before my algebra test tomorrow?”

      “Of course. I’ve blocked out a couple of hours for you tonight. Call me if I forget. They had a new body come in yesterday that Dr. Gillens is going to let me study. It’s a sixty-year-old female with abdominal cancer. He knows that I’m planning on specializing in oncology.”

      “Creepy! She’s probably all yucky inside. Better you than me!” Janice waved goodbye as she escaped from the anatomy room as fast as possible. Shivering at the doorway, she looked back to see Sylvie was once again absorbed in studying the cadaver in front of her as she absentmindedly munched on the sandwich. She’d stick to her degree in performing arts.

      Janice and Sylvie had shared a dorm room for three years now. Starting when Janice had been a freshman and Sylvie was entering her senior year. Accepted to medical school at the prestigious university, Sylvie had chosen to remain at the dorm where she would be close to campus. While dorm food wasn’t the best, it was better than starving. She would never have made it to the grocery store.

      The two young women were so different, but their friendship worked for them. While Janice was a petite, outgoing blonde, she wanted a place to escape from everyone. Having the serious doctor-to-be as her roommate gave her a great excuse to avoid having anyone visit. Besides, the willowy, tall, medical student was brilliant. She was a built-in tutor for all those tough classes like algebra.

      Shaking her head, Janice knew that she’d need to call Sylvie tonight to remind her. Right after the test, her roommate would be back in study mode. With a fond smile, Janice closed the door quietly. She knew who she would call if anyone in her family developed cancer in the future. Sylvie was going to be an amazing oncologist.

      And besides, Sylvie found the best age play books ever. The two had both been so embarrassed to see that they both had copies of the same book hidden at the bottom of their dirty laundry bins. Janice had dumped her roommate’s by accident while she was looking for a lost shoe in their shared closet.

      When she’d showed Sylvie her copy, the two had bonded even closer. With their secrets revealed, they confided in each other. Both young women dreamed of having a strong daddy to take care of them. Unaware of how to find a daddy, they had tried to live vicariously through the stories that Sylvie found online and dreamed of finding their own daddies somewhere.
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      Six years later

      Sylvie awkwardly yanked at the short hem of the sparkling, short cocktail dress that Janice had talked her into wearing. This party was so out of her comfort zone. Give her a hospital operating room and a critically ill patient any day. She could handle that type of immediate stress easily.

      She did have to hand it to her oldest friend. Janice was right that she needed to get out of her house for a change. One of the toughest battles an oncologist faced was the simple fact that when dealing with seriously ill patients, even the most skilled doctors couldn’t win all the time. Four of Sylvie’s patients whom she had worked with for years and through reoccurrences of malignancies had all passed away within two weeks. The loss of these amazingly brave fighters had crushed her.

      Janice had known instantly that Sylvie needed her. The aspiring actress had swooped in to take Sylvie on a whirlwind shopping and pampering spree. Now, scrubbed, polished, and coiffed, Sylvie realized that she’d been too busy to dwell on her losses. She smiled at Janice as the petite blonde flirted with someone rich and famous. She really is the best.

      “That is the first real smile I’ve seen from you all night long,” a deep voice complimented from his position at her elbow.

      Startled that she had missed his approach, Sylvie began to ease herself back into the crowd when she met his gaze. There was something in his piercing gray eyes that made her freeze in place. When the handsome man handed her a delicate champagne flute, she accepted it automatically as her blue eyes roamed over him.

      A trained observer, Sylvie usually noticed such things as broken blood vessels or a suspicious mole when she met a man for the first time. Needless to say, this focus did not help her love life. Now, however, her gaze traced the strong features of his face as she looked up at the tall, handsome man who, even at her height, towered over her.

      His gray eyes sparkled at her through the stylish frames that underlined his quiet masculinity. Well-built and in obvious great physical condition, his black hair held a shimmer of silver at the temples. He was not a power lifter but his long, lean muscles had her guessing that he ran for exercise. Realizing that she was staring, Sylvie forced her eyes back to his handsome face.

      “Um, hi! I’m sorry. Was I in your way?” Sylvie asked as she tore her eyes away from this fascinating man to make sure she wasn’t standing in the wrong place.

      “You are fine, little girl. I came to talk to you.” When Sylvie’s beautiful blue eyes clouded with concern that he was trying to pick her up, he continued. “I’m a friend of Janice’s.” He pointed back to where her former roommate stood. Janice waved enthusiastically at them while giving her patented sweeping gesture that she’d used for years to encourage Sylvie. The bubbly actress always said that the serious doctor needed someone to give her a good spanking.

      Sylvie rolled her eyes at her friend and turned back to the handsome man before her. Smiling politely, she introduced herself, “I’m Sylvie Douglas. I’m so sorry that Janice stuck you with me. We’ll talk for a short time, and then you can go mingle with interesting people,” she apologized.

      “It is nice to meet you finally, Sylvie. I am Kane Palmer. I assure you that I already find you fascinating. I am here tonight to meet you,” the dashing man bluntly announced. He lifted his glass to clink it gently against hers before raising it to his lips.

      Automatically, Sylvie lifted her champagne flute and sipped the delicious wine. Her eyes closed in appreciation before flashing open. “Sorry. This doesn’t taste anything like the bottles of wine we smuggled into the dorm in college,” she laughed.

      “Hmmm.” His tone implied that he was not pleased to hear that she had been drinking while underage. Sylvie swallowed hard. How could this man’s opinion matter to her already?

      Rushing to disperse her thoughts, Sylvie asked quickly, “How do you know Janice, Kane?”

      “Janice ran into my car at a stoplight,” he laughed. “Of course, she didn’t have her license or insurance card. She did have an interesting list of excuses for why the accident wasn’t her fault. When I asked if she could call someone to take her home, she called Bill.” He gestured at the debonair, older man who had joined Janice.

      Sylvie noticed the automatic way that his arm wrapped possessively around her friend’s waist. There was no doubt that those two were in an established relationship and Bill was staking his claim. As she watched, Janice turned and pressed a quick kiss to his lips to greet him before turning back to her conversation. Her friend was as smitten with him as he was with her.

      Happy to see that Janice seemed to have found love, Sylvie turned back to Kane with a smile and laughed. “I guess she hasn’t gotten around to telling me about him.”

      “She’s afraid to tell you. Bill is Janice’s daddy. She is the precious Little he has been searching for,” Kane explained easily as if this were a normal relationship. “Yes, Sylvie, just like in all the eBooks the two of you devoured when she could pry you away from your studies.”

      He held up a hand to stop her automatic denial. “No, there’s no need to lie. Bill and I have been friends for years. We have also both known that we needed to find our Littles to be truly happy. I am very pleased and jealous that he has found Janice.”

      Sylvie found herself nodding in agreement with the dashing stranger. When she realized what she was revealing, panic flashed in her eyes. Immediately, she searched her mind for a quick excuse to get away from this man who was a threat to the professional image she had cultivated over her life. Janice was the only person with whom she had shared her intimate thoughts and desires.

      Kane’s arm wrapped around her waist as he stepped closer. “Breathe, little one. It’s okay. I promise that I would never reveal your secrets.”

      The feel of his warm, hard body against her side was captivating. Without consciously deciding to move, her body turned toward him. His arm tightened around her to press her body fully against his. “You can feel it too, can’t you, Sylvie? They were right. There is something that draws us together.”

      She nodded as her eyes searched his face for any sign that he was dishonest or manipulative. They found none. Kane’s face displayed the same shocked awe that Sylvie expected matched her own. “I don’t understand this. I don’t know you, but I do,” she whispered in confusion.

      “We’ll figure this out together. I need to hold you in my arms for a while. Come dance with me,” he commanded. With a wave, he called a waiter over to take their glasses, and he swept Sylvie onto the dance floor.

      “I don’t dance very well,” the dedicated doctor protested. Never having taken time from her studies to pursue frivolous interests like dance, Sylvie relaxed quickly as Kane’s skilled hold moved her body easily in a simple dance. His hands choreographed their movements to allow her to skim over the dance floor with ease and flair.

      She laughed with enjoyment at the feeling. Being in Kane’s arms she felt safe and protected. She could allow him to be in control and just enjoy the feel of this amazing man who held her so close. Thin tendrils of trust began to build between the attractive couple as the rest of the world disappeared.

      Janice and Bill observed from across the room. Both hoping that their close friend would happen to find the relationship that each had dreamed of for years. “You can just see it happening! Can’t you, Daddy?” Janice whispered with excitement dripping from her quiet words. The irrepressible blonde clapped her hands in celebration as Bill nodded his agreement.
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      Finally, Kane’s hand steered his dance partner off the dance floor. Moving to a quiet spot among the revelers, he signaled the waiter and asked for two club sodas. He held Sylvie’s lithe body against his side, unwilling to let her stray far from him. The two stood gazing at each other. The silence should have been uncomfortable, but it was necessary for their thoughts to catch up with their hearts.

      When the waiter returned with their drinks, Sylvie took a quick sip to ease her parched throat. She tried to break the sexual tension between them with a quick joke, “You’ve cut me off from champagne? I thought men were supposed to wine and dine a lady?”

      “I want both our brains to be clear and focused. Little girls should only drink on very special occasions. I’m afraid I will be a stickler for rules, honey,” Kane warned. His deep voice was pitched so that only her ears would be able to hear his words. “Would you like to go find Janice and Bill to say our goodbyes? I am looking forward to having you to myself.”

      “Where will we go?” she asked hesitantly.

      “Will you allow me to show you my home? Nothing will happen that you do not wish to happen. You are always safe with me,” his deep voice reassured her.

      Sylvie nodded. “I’m not afraid.”

      “Good girl,” Kane praised. “Look, there they are. Let’s circle around this way to meet them.” Moving slowly around the center dance floor, Kane gently guided Sylvie through the crowd. He was stopped often by associates who wished to talk. 

      Quickly, Sylvie realized that Kane’s business acumen and knowledge was greatly valued by the influential people gathered at the event. She arched a manicured eyebrow in surprise as her escort introduced her with glowing details. He had researched her career and her discoveries. The oncologist was impressed by his knowledge and insights into medicine. Without question, Sylvie realized that his intellect matched hers.

      By the time they reached Bill and Janice, Sylvie’s fingers were comfortably linked with Kane’s. She met her oldest friend’s questioning look with a smile and a nod. After introducing Bill to Sylvie, Kane smoothly informed the other couple, “We’ll say our goodbyes. I’m taking Sylvie with me so we can get to know each other better. She’ll call you tomorrow, Janice, to let you know that she’s safe.”

      “Are you comfortable with that?” Janice quickly asked just to double check. Her understanding smile encompassed the pair.

      “Yes, Janice. Although I have some questions to ask you,” Sylvie said pointedly as she looked from her friend to the man Kane had identified as Janice’s daddy. To her surprise and delight, her unflappable former roommate blushed deeply.

      Bill’s indulgent chuckle made her grin as the older man wrapped an arm around his Little girl and kissed her temple. “Be sure to ask her about flirting with the leading man on the set of her new film.”

      “Daddy,” Janice hissed to warn him to be quiet as she looked around. Seeing that no one was paying attention, she relaxed slightly. Meeting Sylvie’s dancing eyes, Janice laughed as well. “Totally not worth the punishment I received,” she added with a knowing look back at Bill.

      “She’ll call tomorrow, but you’ll need to wait until next week to have your heart to heart. Sylvie will be dividing her time between the hospital and my home. Say your goodbyes now, honey,” Kane firmly instructed.

      Without a second thought, Sylvie stepped forward to hug her friend before retaking Kane’s hand. As he led her away, Sylvie considered the handsome man beside her. He was different from the other men she usually selected to date. None of those had given her what she needed.

      For them, she was a talented colleague or doctor. With him, she was a Little automatically, without any questions or the ability to protest. She squeezed his fingers slightly as they waited alone for the valet to bring his car around. His fingers gave hers a gentle squeeze in response.

      “What are you thinking about, honey?” he gently questioned.

      “How did you know?” she whispered.

      “How did I know you’re a Little?” he clarified. When she nodded with an enchanting blush, he answered, “There’s something in you that calls to me. I need to protect and nourish you. Not the strong, capable doctor who makes life and death decisions every day, but the Little girl inside you who needs someone to hold her and make everything better.”

      Just then the valet parked a large, elegant sedan at the curb. Kane protectively opened the door for Sylvie and handed her inside. Leaning into the car, he retrieved the seatbelt and securely fastened it across her lap despite her protests that she could buckle it. He kissed her lips lightly before standing to close her door. He tipped the valet holding the driver’s door open before shedding his tuxedo jacket in the back and sliding in next to the bemused doctor. 

      “I will always take care of the one who is mine,” he explained softly before linking their hands back together and setting off for home.

      “Am I yours, already?” she playfully asked, trying to lighten the conversation. She was almost afraid to hope that he already felt the connection between them. It would be crushing to find out that he was playing some awful game.

      “You were mine, honey, from the moment you walked into that ballroom,” he replied simply.

      She had no idea how to answer that claim.
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      Smoothly negotiating the city traffic, Kane drove the luxurious sedan out of the bustling metropolitan area and into a quiet, gated residential neighborhood. Sylvie sighed quietly as they drove past lovely houses set back from the road. This was the type of privacy she dreamed of for a home. Her condo near the hospital was beautiful, but her neighbors were so close.

      “That’s a telling sigh, Sylvie. What are you thinking about?” Kane’s deep voice probed softly.

      “How much I hate having neighbors all around me. My condo is convenient, but someday I’m going to live somewhere with plenty of green space around it,” she explained. “Is this your home?” she asked, sitting up in the seat as he turned into a drive and triggered the gate to open. 

      The house before her was like a fairytale castle. Twin turrets decorated the front of the stone façade. Everywhere she looked there were flowers and dashes of color. Before she could stop herself, she thought, What an amazing place to welcome you home each day! She quickly glanced at Kane to double check that she hadn’t blurted that out loud.

      “Your home is beautiful,” she complimented.

      “Thank you. It is also very lonely. I hope that will change now that I’ve met you. Come. Let’s go inside and talk,” he said with a warm smile as he pulled the car into the garage. 

      Sylvie remembered to wait for Kane to open her door and assist her out of the car. Along his path to her door, he had removed his bow tie and loosened his collar to reveal his tanned throat and a glimpse of scattered chest hair. As his hand gently raised her from the soft leather seat, he pulled her close to his body and pressed his lips to hers softly at first and then with passion. Sylvie clung to his broad shoulders as his kiss obliterated any rationale thoughts from her head.

      His tongue swept into her mouth. Exploring and tasting the sweet depth, Kane’s kiss established his dominance, causing Sylvie to melt against him. Shyly, she lifted her tongue to meet his. A deep groan acknowledged his enjoyment of her participation in their kiss. It echoed through his chest, rumbling against her slight body held so close to his.

      Only when they were both breathing hard did Kane lift his head to look down at her with satisfaction. “Little girl, I don’t know how I found you, but I don’t plan on ever letting you go.” When her fingers tightened on the crisp cotton of his starched tuxedo shirt to hold on to him, Kane knew Sylvie felt the same way. He leaned over to sweep an arm under her long legs to lift her effortlessly into his arms and carry her into the house.

      Sylvie looked around as Kane’s long stride carried them through a beautifully decorated kitchen and into a casual living space. She clung to him as he sat to cradle her in an oversized recliner. Sitting on his lap, they both fit comfortably in the chair.

      His arms tightened around her to hold her in place when she tried to scoot off his lap. “Are you uncomfortable, little girl?” he asked.

      “No,” she admitted quietly. “I’m just not used to sitting in someone’s lap.”

      “Then, we should start now getting you comfortable in my arms. I plan to hold you close to me often.” Kane leaned in to kiss her once again. Instantly, the passion flared between them.

      Sylvie wiggled on his lap to twist her torso to wrap her arms around his neck. Her fingers speared through his thick hair as her desire rose to levels that she hadn’t ever felt. Squeezing her thighs together, the usually restrained physician could feel her panties becoming soaked with excitement. She moaned in confusion. How can this man make her feel so much? What was he doing to her?

      Her lips chased his as he lifted his head at the small sound. “I know, Sylvie. I don’t understand it either. But it’s there. We both feel it.” Holding her eyes captive, Kane continued softly, “All my adult life, I have known that I was wired differently than other men. While others were searching for a partner to share their responsibilities, I have been looking for my Little girl. The one I could care for completely, not as a partner but care for as a Daddy cares for his Little.”

      Shivering slightly against him, Sylvie wondered once again if he could read her secret thoughts and desires. “How do you know that I’m your Little? Maybe, I’m not really Little?” Uncomfortable that he might know so much about her, she tried to bluff.

      “I will not allow you to hide from yourself, Sylvie. I know you are brilliant and can think quickly on your feet. I promise you that I will never reveal your secret or cause you harm professionally. I’m asking you to take a big risk and take a chance on finding more happiness than you can imagine. Do something for yourself for a change,” he urged.

      Before she could stop herself, the words tumbled from her lips. “I’ve read all those books. I want what those women have. I want a daddy. I want to be loved so dearly that a man’s entire world revolves around me. I know it’s selfish.”

      Sylvie looked down at her legs lying across his. One of Kane’s large hands wrapped around her slim thigh exposed by the short cocktail dress. The heat of his flesh seared into hers. She watched that hand rise to cup her chin. He tilted her face so that she looked at him. Her frightened blue eyes stared into his gray ones.

      “Thank you for being brave. You are not selfish to realize what you need to be happy,” Kane reassured her. His other hand rubbed up and down her spine to relax the tension that had come with her confession. “I will push you to allow me to care for you totally. Already, I feel a connection with you. Do you feel it as well?”

      “Yes,” she whispered.

      His smile warmed her heart. Kane wrapped his arms around her. Gently, he gathered her against his hard body and began to rock slowly. He enjoyed the feel of this beautiful woman against his body. As she relaxed against him, Kane softly kissed the top of her head before saying, “That’s it, honey. Just let Daddy hold you.”

      Several minutes passed before he felt her surrender to lie fully against him. She whispered, “Daddy,” and he curled his lips into a smile against her head nestled under his jaw. Kane’s arms tightened around her in a slow hug. She felt perfect in his arms.
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      Eventually, Sylvie stirred against his chest as she began to wiggle uncomfortably. Kane knew immediately what his Little girl needed. “Honey, do you need to potty?” he softly asked, leaning her away from his body so that he could see her face.

      Her cheeks flamed red as she nodded. “Can you tell me where the bathroom is?”

      Kane lifted Sylvie to stand on her feet next to him. Rising from the recliner, he took her hand and led her down the hallway to a large restroom. Leaving the door open, he tugged a suddenly reluctant Sylvie to the toilet.

      “Aren’t you going to leave?” she asked nervously.

      “No, honey. Daddies help their Littles use the potty,” he explained as he slid her short dress up to reveal a minuscule pair of red panties.

      Sylvie shielded her pelvis with both hands. “I don’t need any help,” she tried to convince him.

      “Sylvie, I know it’s hard to let someone take care of you. The adult you doesn’t require help, but the Little in you does. Let the adult side of you deal with your professional life. While you’re with Daddy, it’s time to allow him to take care of you.”

      Kane carefully chose his words. Allowing him to care for her intimately was a huge step in helping Sylvie adjust to living her life as a Little. She alone could make this decision. He watched the emotions race across her face as she squirmed with the urgent need to use the potty.

      “It’s hard,” she whimpered.

      Kane simply leaned in and kissed her sweet lips softly before saying, “It’s okay to be Little. Being vulnerable is the toughest part of allowing someone else to be in control.”

      Her hands slid away from her panties to twist nervously in front of the rucked-up material of the sparkly dress. Kane did not make her wait. He hooked his fingers under the thin material of the red panties and pulled it down to her knees, noticing that the fabric that had nestled between her thighs was darkened with proof of her arousal.

      “Sit on the potty, honey,” he urged.

      Immediately, she dropped to the toilet to urinate. Kane stepped to the large shower stall to turn on the water before returning to stand by her side. He began to release her lovely shoulder-length brown hair from the fancy up-do that she had trapped it in for the party. When she automatically reached for the toilet tissue, Kane stopped her by moving in front of the holder on the wall.

      “Daddy is here to take care of you, Sylvie. You don’t have to be a big girl here.” Before she should protest, Kane lifted her to stand and skillfully wiped her dry. “Good girl,” he praised as he rubbed her small bottom before flushing the toilet.

      “It’s time to wash all that fancy make-up away.” His hand caressed up her spine to reach the back zipper of the fancy red cocktail dress. Pulling it down, he commented, “All these big girl sequins! I bet they are scratchy for my Little girl now.” 

      “I hate them,” Sylvie whispered. “Janice thought my dress was hot and bought it for me.” Her voice sounded softer and more hesitant. She focused solely on Kane and the intimate space that he was creating for her. The trust between them was growing with each tough step that she took.

      When the dress was unzipped, Sylvie eagerly shimmied the dress off her shoulders with a sigh of relief. Trapped by her arms against her sides, it did not fall from her breasts until Kane reassured her, “Let’s get this dress off you, Sylvie. I bet the rest of your skin is ready to be freed as well.”

      She bit her bottom lip with worry as she nodded slowly. Kane tugged the bodice of the dress away from her torso and let it drop heavily to the ground around the tall stilettos decorating her feet. He allowed his eyes to memorize the sweet curves of her body. His Little girl was enchanting.

      “Sylvie, your adult body is stunning,” he said softly, knowing that her mind would need to know that he was so very attracted to her. One large hand slid up her side over her ribs to cup one of her small, perfectly formed breasts. His thumb traced a red scratch on the top slope. “My Little girl will look just as beautiful to me in a soft nightie or a t-shirt and shorts. I vote we say no more sequins to scratch your delicate skin.”

      Nodding quickly to agree with him in relief, Sylvie enjoyed the passionate heat in his eyes. Just like any woman nude in front of a man, she needed to know that he was attracted to her. For Sylvie who had never been comfortable in fancy clothes and make-up, his statement was perfect. She wouldn’t have to pretend to be something she wasn’t with him. A brilliant smile spread over her lips. She could really be herself with him.

      “Beautiful Little,” he complimented. “Let’s get all this adult stuff off.” He lowered himself easily to kneel on one leg to unfasten the straps of her evening sandals and then instructed, “Put your hand on Daddy’s shoulder and step out of your shoes and clothes, honey.”

      When she was completely free of her party attire, Kane stood to guide her to the large shower with a hand on her lower back. “Step inside under the water, Sylvie, to stay warm. Daddy will be inside in just a minute to help you get clean.” He stepped back from the spray to step out of his shoes and strip his clothes off in record time.

      “Hmmm, Daddy. There’s no soap in here,” his Little girl’s voice echoed slightly.

      “I’ll bring soap to wash you.” Kane opened the cabinet under the sink and removed a slightly dusty bottle of bubble gum scented body wash along with a pampering shampoo and conditioner. He smiled at the mirror before turning to the shower. He’d purchased the soap about a year ago when he had begun losing hope that he would find his Little. Just equipping his home with something as simple as body wash made him feel that her appearance was inevitable. That she would appear sometime. Now, she’s here.
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      Her blue eyes widened as Kane stepped into the shower stall. His body made the space instantly become smaller and more intimate. When he paused outside of the shower spray, she knew that he was giving her permission to look at him. Sylvie scanned over just the right amount of chest hair scattered across his broad torso and tight stomach.

      “Oh, my,” burst from her lips as her eyes traced his massive erection that proudly pressed upward. As a doctor, she knew the average size of a male’s penis. Kane’s shaft far overshadowed the average. His low laugh made her eyes jump back to his face in embarrassment. “Honey, I’m glad you like looking at your daddy. Let’s get you clean before you catch a chill.” He set the bottles on the shelf and guided Sylvie into the spray of the warm water. “Let’s start with your hair, honey. Tilt your head back into the water to get it wet.”

      Once her hair was dripping wet, he turned her around so that he could spread the thick shampoo on her drenched locks. Taking his time to rub her scalp gently and work the cleanser through the length of her hair, Kane smiled as she moaned her approval of his technique.

      When she teetered unsteadily on the wet shower floor, he guided her hands back to hold on to the sides of his hips for stability. Before long, her slippery back and bottom were fully pressed into the warm skin of his body. They both enjoyed the feel of their bodies flush against the other.

      Turning her to allow Sylvie to tilt her head back under the showerhead to rinse her hair, Kane automatically stepped forward to allow her arching body to press against him for balance once again. They both groaned as their bodies meshed perfectly with each other. Her long legs presented the valley between her thighs just at the level of his rigid penis. His organ strongly twitched against her sparse brown curls as her pelvis pressed to his. Their torsos pressed against each other as Kane reached around her to coax the suds from her hair. The tips of her small breasts urgently poked into his chest.

      Kane gritted his teeth as he focused on taking care of his Little girl. His desires were secondary to tending Sylvie. With her hair free of the sticky hairspray that had secured her hair in the fancy up-do, Kane opened the bubblegum scented body wash. Immediately, the corners of Sylvie’s mouth turned up in a smile. 

      Happily, she giggled as Kane washed her face, erasing the makeup from her skin. Instantly, she looked younger and more innocent. Kane smiled as his Little girl emerged from the shell of the glamorously dressed physician. She was so beautiful. Unable to resist, Kane pressed a hard kiss to those pink, parted lips. 

      Passion flared hot between them. Kane deepened the kiss, sweeping into the warmth of her mouth with his tongue. Teasing her tongue with his, Kane blindly spread more of the sweet-smelling soap over her torso. The slick body wash allowed his fingers to slide over her skin easily. Cupping her small breasts, Kane brushed his thumbs roughly over her clenched nipples, drawing a shiver of arousal from the slender woman in front of him.

      He kissed a path down her sensitive neck as his fingers washed her lower abdomen. He wrapped one hand around her body to support her lower back as his fingers combed through her sparse pubic hair into her slick, intimate folds. His Little was eager for his touch.

      Kane could feel her eager trembling as his fingers explored her. Without urging, her feet moved further apart to allow him to touch her body. When that supporting hand began to spread the sweet body wash between her small buttocks, Sylvie bucked forward against his pelvis. His finger automatically traced down the inner crease of her buttocks to press against her nerve-rich secret entrance.

      “Kane?” Sylvie’s voice sounded small and unsure.

      “Call me Daddy, honey. It’s okay. Daddies get their Littles clean all over. Even here.” His finger pressed into the tight opening slightly, drawing a gasp in reaction from Sylvie. He could feel her heat rise between her legs as her pelvis pressed hard against him, grinding against his erection. There was no doubt, his Little had a very sensitive bottom. 

      Reluctantly removing his fingers, Kane adjusted the spray to rinse away the suds on her back and between her buttocks first. Then, he turned her body to face the shower so he could rinse her torso as well. His hands caressed her body as she pressed back against him. Lifting his hands from her body to rinse the suds from his fingers, he encircled one small breast with his left hand, beginning to roll and pluck the beaded nipple.

      “Please,” Sylvie begged as she arched her chest into his caresses. The sensations building inside her kept growing and multiplying with his touch. She had long abandoned any bit of restraint. He knew what she needed more than she knew herself.

      When the fingers of his right hand traced the cleft between her thighs, she pressed her shoulders back against his torso. Her breast arched into one of his hands as her feet spread widely to allow his fingers to dive more intimately into her pink folds.

      Feeling the slick fluid that had gathered, Kane sought those sensitive spots that made her breath catch in her throat. Once identified, he returned frequently to tease and brush against those locations as he explored new trigger points. As her breath became ragged, Kane loved the bite of her fingernails into the flesh at each side of his hips. That bit of pain helped him focus on her pleasure only.

      Suddenly, Sylvie’s body stiffened, and a low wail of completion slid between her lips. Her body jerked in response to the massive orgasm that crashed over her. Immediately too sensitive to remain under his probing touch, her hips danced forward away from his caress. She turned in his arms and slammed back against him to wrap her arms around his neck as she clung to his body.

      Kane’s arms soothed over her back as she recovered from her orgasm. When her breathing became less ragged, he turned off the water and wrapped her body and hair in thick towels. Supporting her with one arm, he snagged another towel for his hips as well.

      “But… but that’s not fair. You didn’t come,” she protested as he covered his still raging erection under the white terrycloth. Her worried look made him smile.

      “This time was only for you, honey. You can make Daddy feel good another time if you wish,” he reassured her.

      “You promise?” she asked. The Little in her was slightly suspicious.

      “I promise.”

      With that, she allowed him to guide her from the shower. Sylvie was exhausted by the stress of the party and meeting her daddy. Actually, admitting that she was interested in being Little before allowing Kane to take care of her had drained her energy reserves. The powerful orgasm had vanquished the last of her apprehension.

      She sat comfortably on the counter where he had set her towel wrapped body. Allowing him to comb her damp hair and carefully whisk away any tangles, Sylvie rested her head against his chest and just enjoyed being cared for by the handsome man before her. When he lifted her into his arms to carry her into his large master bedroom, her arms looped naturally around his neck as she yawned sleepily.

      Standing her on her feet by a large dresser, Kane quickly pulled an oversized, soft t-shirt from a drawer for her to wear for a nightshirt. He dropped the damp towel to the ground before sliding the shirt over her head and smoothing it over her slender curves to reach the top of her thighs.

      “Come to bed, honey. Let Daddy hold you close,” Kane softly said as he led her to the big bed. Pulling back the covers, he helped her crawl into the center of the bed before joining her. He smiled as she turned to cuddle against his side when he spread the comforter and crisp sheet over their bodies.

      With Sylvie held tightly against him, Kane asked quickly if she needed to be at the hospital tomorrow. When she sleepily replied that her partner was on duty that weekend, Kane extinguished the light before kissing his Little goodnight.

      Her small voice whispered in the darkness, “Daddy, I’m so glad I’m here with you.” 

      He squeezed his arms a bit tighter in response before saying, “I am also, honey. Sleep now.” Almost immediately, Kane heard her breath settle and grow even. With his Little settled for the night, Kane allowed himself to sleep.
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      Sylvie’s thick eyelashes opened in the early morning light. Her lips curved into a smile to see Kane’s handsome face inches from her own. All night long, they had stayed curled together in each other’s arms. She had not wished to move away from the man who had stepped into that role in her life that she had assumed would always be unoccupied. To her delight, her daddy had kept her close in his arms as well.

      Kane… Daddy, she corrected herself, is so handsome. His tousled black and silver hair and shadow of grayish whiskers on his face drew her curious touch. Her fingers caressed the prickle of his shadowed jawline. Sylvie wiggled slightly as she tried not to giggle at the funny feel against her hand.

      “Little girl, are you laughing at your daddy?” His deep voice was amused as Kane’s eyes blinked open sleepily.

      “You’re all sprouty, Daddy,” she giggled aloud. The happy sound made Kane smile broadly.

      “I think you just woke up the bristly beast,” he announced as he rolled her over onto her back to rub his shadowy whiskers on her sensitive neck. He growled roughly against her skin to cover his laughing as she squirmed against him.

      “No, Daddy! No!” she pleaded as peals of laughter filled the surrounding air. When she wiggled lower in the bed to avoid further tickling, Kane’s lips captured hers, changing their play immediately to passion. “Oh, Daddy,” she breathed into his mouth as the first kiss ended.

      Pushing herself slightly away from him, she tugged the large nightshirt from her body and tossed it across the room. Exposed to his appreciative gaze, Sylvie laid back on the bed and arched her breasts up toward his lips as he loomed over her. When Kane’s warm mouth closed over her right nipple, his Little eagerly threaded her fingers through his thick hair to hold him to her body.

      “Aaaah!” she moaned as he gently rolled her tender nipple between his white teeth. Sylvie loved the combination of a caress with a small bite of pain. Her fingers tugged at his hair to encourage him to continue. Her eyelids fluttered shut so she could concentrate on the delicious sensations of his kisses and caresses.

      His hot lips kissed from one sweet peak to the other, drawing a small sound of regret as his mouth left one wet nipple needy. His fingers immediately plucked and stroked the abandoned breast as he turned his attention to the other. Her fingers slid to curl around the muscles of his shoulders as his mouth wrapped around her second nipple, lavishing attention to that sweet peak.

      Her daddy’s attention to her sensitive breasts almost caused her to miss the trail of his fingers down the midline of her body. When they tugged slightly at her curly pubic hair, her eyes flew open to meet Kane’s gray ones which watched her carefully.

      He lifted his mouth to say softly, “This comes off today, little girl. You will be smooth and bare for your daddy.”

      There was no mistaking the tone of his statement. Daddy was in charge. It would be done. Before she realized what she was doing, Sylvie nodded her agreement. Immediately his fingers doled out her reward. They lightly traced the cleft between her labia, sending shivers of anticipation through her slight frame.

      Sylvie immediately widened her thighs to invite him to touch her more intimately. To her delight, Kane shifted his body to lay between her legs and shifted backward to slide the cover from both of their bodies. He adorned her body with kisses as he moved slowly downward until his mouth found the heated mound between her legs.

      When his tongue lapped lightly at the seam of her outer labia, air whooshed back into her lungs. Shocked to realize that she had been holding her breath, Sylvia panted in reaction to her body’s need for his touch. She planted her feet against the mattress and lifted her needy core to his mouth, encouraging him with a breathy, “Please!”

      The vibration of his laughter against her body just inflamed her desire more. She protested as he pressed her body back to the mattress with a wordless sound of frustration. His hands pinned her thighs open widely to his view, and slowly his mouth descended to her wet folds for an intimate kiss.

      “So sweet,” he complimented before licking his lips as she watched in fascination. Dipping his head once again, Kane licked from the sensitive patch above her anus to her clitoris. The point of his tongue dragged sensuously across the drenched vaginal opening. After circling that bundle of nerves topping her tight channel, Kane’s tongue descended to explore the sensitive opening eagerly. 

      He held her squirming body tightly in place before him as he tasted the sweet arousal fluid that flooded from her body. Kane dipped his tongue into her tight channel. “Mmmmm,” he complimented as he enjoyed her unique flavor. Lifting his mouth slightly, he teased the inner lips with a light flicking of his tongue.

      From the tension in her body, he knew she was close to reaching her pleasure. As his tongue descended to caress her body, Kane pressed two fingers deep within her to begin widening her small channel for his entrance. Moving his tongue to flutter across her clitoris, he smiled against her body as the imminent orgasm surged through her body, pulling a cry of pleasure from her lips.

      Her hands clutched his shoulders as he moved over her body. He hesitated for a few seconds to grab a condom from the bedside table and roll it into place. Soon, his hips pressed against her body, pinning her to the mattress. At the feel of his thick erection against her, Sylvie began to rub herself against him. “Daddy! Daddy, please,” she begged. Surely, now, he would make her his.

      Kane’s mouth slammed down on hers to stake his claim. Sylvie could taste her own juices on his lips. She eagerly returned his kiss as she squirmed underneath him to brush her swollen nipples against the scattered hair decorating his chest. His hand pressed between their bodies to fit the broad head of his penis into her soaked opening.

      Sylvie’s head fell backwards, digging into the pillows as Kane began to enter her body. Her body struggled to stretch as the large man slowly pressed his thick shaft into her. Curling her fingers into the tightened muscles of his shoulders, the Little began to lift her hips eagerly to assist him.

      “I don’t want to hurt you, honey,” Kane whispered to her as he began to rock into her slowly. His in and out motions aided his slow entrance into her body. “Relax for me, little one.”

      Willing her body to relax around him, Sylvie bit her lip as his motions stretched her body. The slight pain skyrocketed her arousal once again. She began to concentrate on tightening and relaxing the surrounding muscles to give him the pleasure that he brought her. His answering groan and the light bite on her sensitive shoulder encouraged her.

      With a final surge, Kane pressed his erection fully inside the petite body lying below him. Holding himself deep in her body, Kane dropped another passionate kiss on her lips. “Little girl, you please me,” he praised.

      As he began to stroke fully in and out of her body, Sylvie could feel the tingles heralding her orgasm start to shimmer between widely spread thighs. She clung to him for stability as Kane’s repeated strokes brought her to one climax after another. Only when her body could simply not take another spasm of pleasure, and she was pleading for no more, did he relax his iron control and allow himself to orgasm with a roar that filled the room and pushed her into a final bit of pleasure.

      Kane froze deep inside her through all their spasms of pleasure. Brushing back the hair that had fallen over her blue eyes, he softly told her, “Sylvie, you are mine. I claim you and will never let you go.”

      Her response as he rolled them over to hold an overwhelmed Little against his chest was, “Thank you, Janice.” His responding chuckle assured her that he appreciated the matchmaking of her best friend as well.
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      It was late on Saturday morning when Sylvie had been redressed in her borrowed t-shirt to eat pancakes at Kane’s table. She had already called and left a message on Janice’s phone that she was fine and would spend the weekend with Kane. She felt embarrassed in the cool light of day to have been so wanton after just meeting Kane the evening before. To state that this was not her usual mode of dating was a gross understatement.

      Taking a big gulp of her milk that Kane had insisted she drink, Sylvie made a face and set the glass on the table with a definite clunk. Kane turned from the pancakes sizzling on the griddle to make sure she was okay. When he looked at her with a raised eyebrow, she blurted out. “I’m not a whore. I don’t sleep with men the first time I meet them.”

      Appalled at her outburst, she curled her body down to rest on her thighs as she hid her face in her hands. She trembled as her tumble of emotions caused fat tears to tumble from her blue eyes. Her sobs were immediate and raw.

      Kane flipped off the griddle and set the spatula on the table to squat in front of her. “I do not think that you’re a whore, honey. I know that you are very particular about the men you allow into your bed. What has made you feel this way?” he asked, rubbing his hand over her curved back and tenderly brushing her hair from her face.

      “I’m sitting at your kitchen table without any panties,” she wailed. “Well-mannered ladies don’t do that!”

      “If I have anything to do with it. You’ll never wear panties to sit at my table. Do you know why?” he asked. He smiled at her encouragingly as she sat up a bit to look at him, baffled.

      “You don’t want me to wear panties? I can’t go commando to the hospital,” she protested, aghast at the idea.

      “I don’t want you to go commando either, little girl,” he said as he raised that same eyebrow again.

      Her mind raced. What was she missing? He had to be thinking of something that she could wear instead of panties. When he stood and stretched out a hand to help her stand, she allowed him to pull her from the chair and to escort her down the hall, into his master bedroom, and to a door at the side of the room.

      Totally curious, Sylvie looked up at him, waiting to understand what he was talking about. When he opened the room, she exhaled loudly at the sight inside. A bright yellow room seemed to welcome Sylvie inside. She glanced in all directions. Her eyes jumped from a large crib to a changing table to a small chair that sat low to the ground with the word NAUGHTY written in capitals along the back. Her blue eyes lost a little excitement as she saw the vast assortment of paddles and other implements hung from the wall.

      “It’s a nursery” she breathed out. Looking at all the preparation that he had completed, it dawned on her that Kane had not been exaggerating his desire to find his Little. He wasn’t goofing around. He was serious. She turned to look at Kane.

      He simply picked her up and carried her to the changing table. “This is the nursery where I plan to take good care of my Little girl.” He tapped her lightly on the nose. “That is you, honey. I don’t care if I had known you for one year or one night, I know that you were supposed to be mine. I’m worried that you aren’t feeling well. Daddy’s going to check your temperature, Sylvie.”

      He just laughed when she opened her mouth and rolled her over on her side. Kane held her in place as he opened a drawer below the padded surface. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw him shake a rod-shaped item behind her before she heard a lid removed. There was no doubt how he planned to take her temperature.

      “Daddy, no! I can hold the thermometer in my mouth.” She tried to squirm over to lie on her back.

      “Littles have their temperature taken in their bottoms,” he declared with finality.

      She realized that he would not budge on this issue. She had to try, “But, Daddy…” her voice trailed off as he separated her buttocks and pressed the cold bulb of the thermometer against her tightly puckered entrance. It slid thick and cold deep into her bottom. Sylvie shivered at the cold invasion.

      “Can’t you take it out now?” she begged several minutes later.

      “The thermometer needs to stay in your bottom for ten minutes. Let’s make sure it is in the right place,” Kane answered as he began to twist and turn the thick tube inside her bottom as he withdrew and pressed the thermometer deeper into her bottom.

      There was no way to try to separate her mind from the invasion; Kane made sure that she knew he was in charge and that he would make the decisions. Sylvie could feel herself becoming Littler with each click of the clock. She wasn’t in control. Her daddy was. She felt a flood of arousal between her legs. Her body was enjoying the anal stimulation and his mastery of her body. Her face blushed again.

      Kane’s strong hand brushed the hair away from her face. “Little girl, it’s good that you respond to your daddy. I already know that your bottom is very sensitive. I plan on exploring all sorts of treatments for your bottom. We’ll start training it soon so Daddy can make love to you there as well.” 

      Her blue eyes met his with a shower of sparks igniting the depths. There was no doubt that her daddy already had figured out a lot of information about her. When he finally slid the thermometer from her rectum, Sylvie missed the feel of its invasion. Her eyes flew open at his pronounced “hmmm.” That didn’t sound good.

      The drawer below her opened once again. Her daddy held her firmly in place as he pressed a slippery, thick object at her clenched anus. “Just a glycerin suppository, Sylvie. The smear of poo on the thermometer shows that you need help pooping. The glycerin will work today. We’ll get some stronger medicine from Dr. Richards.” 

      Without another word, he pressed the slippery cylinder into her bottom and pushed it deep into her bottom. He held it in place until he felt it begin to dissolve. Removing his finger, he wiped his hands clean before finally letting her shift to her back. 

      Rummaging again in the cabinet below the changing table, he muttered, “A size small. Ah, here is it.” Removing a pull-up style diaper that was decorated with splashes of color, he threaded it over her feet and pulled it to her thighs. Kane lifted her from the table to stand. Quickly, he tugged the diaper into place around her body.

      “Now, you’ve got on the perfect type of pants to go eat pancakes at Daddy’s table. I bet you’re hungry now. Shall we go see if we can fix a few hot pancakes with the extra batter?’ he asked with a smile that grew even larger when she patted her bottom and took his hand to tug him back to the kitchen. One emotional hurdle completed, he thought. There is no doubt that I’m in this for the long haul.
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      Sylvie’s tummy pooched slightly with the fluffy pancakes that she had devoured for breakfast. She had drawn her daddy a picture at the table while he cleaned up. She had felt guilty about not helping with the dishes until her daddy had lifted her from her chair to sit back down, cradling her in his lap. After hugging her, Kane had explained how long he had waited for a Little girl to take care of completely. He questioned, “You don’t want to take away my delight in finally being a daddy, do you?”

      She had shaken her head vigorously. “No, Daddy. I didn’t mean to take away your fun. I just didn’t want you to feel like I was being lazy.” 

      “Little girls aren’t lazy. They’re just too little to worry about adult responsibilities.” He paused for a second to let that sink into her quick-thinking mind. “Will you do something that will make me happy?”

      She had immediately agreed to do anything for her handsome daddy. When he got some blank paper and some colored pencils from a drawer, Sylvie had immediately begun a masterpiece to decorate his refrigerator. By the time he had finished and stacked everything neatly in the dishwasher, she had drawn a beautiful picture of herself, her daddy, and his beautiful home.

      Now, that picture was held with colorful magnets on the refrigerator. Sylvie could see it from the corner of her eye from her place cuddled on her daddy’s lap in the family room. A brightly colored, animated movie played on the TV before them as Kane bonded with his Little. She melted against his muscular body and tucked her head under his chin, loving the sound of his vibrant, heartbeat under her ear. His hands ran over her body from time to time. She was pleased that he enjoyed the feel of her body close to him. They might have just met last night, but even in that short time, their lives felt enmeshed together.

      Even when she had to make a mad dash down the hallway, dragging her daddy with her when the suppository suddenly worked efficiently, Sylvie didn’t think of going alone. Her daddy was there to take care of her—even if it was embarrassing for her. Kane was unflappable. He had just cleaned her up and dressed her in a new pull up when she had finished using the potty. He’d even pointed out that the pull up would help her when she had her period, chuckling indulgently when she flashed bright red.

      He’d simply led her to the bathroom counter to wash her hands. Kissing her on the top of her head as she rinsed the soap from her hands, Kane softly asked, “How does your stomach feel, honey?” 

      Pausing for a few seconds, Sylvie looked up at him in surprise. “It does feel good.” She turned off the water and let him dry her hands carefully with a soft hand towel. Finally looking up at him as she processed through why he was asking, she asked, “Do you think the medicine made my stomach feel better?” 

      “Yes, honey. I think your tummy needed a little help. I’ll take your temperature regularly so we can make sure you always feel good.

      “I’m so busy at the hospital that I didn’t even realize that my stomach ached. I’m a great doctor, aren’t I?” she laughed, self-consciously.

      “Sounds like you need a daddy to watch over you as thoroughly as you take care of your patients,” he answered kindly.

      Sylvie’s phone rang loudly from the kitchen. It had been her only demand when they had arrived at Kane’s home. She would need to be reached if one of her patients needed her. Dashing from the bathroom, Sylvie raced to the kitchen table where they had decided to leave her phone. On the way, her Little persona shredded away to allow the professional doctor to emerge.

      “This is Dr. Douglas,” she identified herself to the caller. “Yes, I am on my way. Staunch the bleeding with pressure and administer his normal dose of morphine. No, don’t draw any blood. We won’t cause him any more pain. Tell Mrs. Steven’s that I’m on my way.”

      Disconnecting the call, Sylvie turned to Kane. “Can I ask you to take me to the hospital, please? One of my patients just arrived at the ER.”

      Immediately, he turned to open the pantry. Pulling out a small bag, he set it on the table. “Let’s take a minute and get you dressed. I promise I’ll get you to the hospital quickly.” 

      Sylvie looked at him in amazement as he opened the bag. Kane pulled the oversized t-shirt from her body and helped her pull on the sports bra inside before donning the blue scrub top. He knelt at her side to slide the pull-up from her body and to help her into a plain pair of white cotton panties and the scrub pants before helping her step into socks and slip-on sneakers. 

      It took no more than three minutes, and as he picked up his keys, he was handing her the evening bag that she had carried into his house. Taking her hand, the amazing man led her into the car and tucked her safely into her seat before backing from the garage and heading to the hospital.

      “Kane…” she began. Tears gathered in her eyes as she realized that he understood. When she heard his words, she reached blindly to hold his hand.

      “You are a doctor, little girl. And a damn fine one, everyone tells me. If you let me take care of you when you’re not saving the world, I’d like to show you that I can help you be everything you need to be—a doctor and my Little. Will you call me when your patient has stabilized, and I’ll come pick you up?” he asked quietly as he parked in front of the ER entrance.

      He carefully wiped away her tears. Kissing her thoroughly, he lifted a finger to stop her as she started to open her door. “No way, honey. I’ll come open your door.” As he helped her out, Kane smiled indulgently. “Call me when you finish here. Time doesn’t matter. I’ll come pick you up. Okay?”

      “Thanks… Kane,” she stumbled over his name. He really wasn’t Kane anymore. In her mind, he was Daddy. Turning quickly before she said anything she didn’t want someone else to overhear, Sylvie walked into the ER attaching her ID to the front of her scrub top. Her mind instantly clicked into doctor mode.
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      Sitting in her lonely apartment, Sylvie sat frozen emotionally. Poor Mr. Stevens. He’d fought so hard. Together, they’d been able to keep the aggressive cancer from taking him for three years. He’d gotten to walk his daughter down the aisle and taken care of his finances to provide for his devoted wife of thirty-seven years.

      Sylvie knew that he was tired of fighting. He’d come to his last appointment by himself for the first time in three years. Mr. Stevens had thanked her for her care and told her that he was going to stop chemo. When she’d begun to tell him the risks of that decision, he’d only asked that she keep him from pain at the end. He didn’t want his wife to see him suffer. She had promised that she would make sure that his wishes were followed.

      Helping him select the best hospice care, Sylvie had worked with them to devise a treatment plan that kept him pain-free. When he had suddenly begun bleeding profusely, his loving wife had brought him to the hospital in a panic. Sylvie had arrived to make sure that he was comfortable. Her presence alone seemed to comfort Mrs. Stevens, assuring her that her husband was not suffering.

      She’d stayed with the Stevens for two hours. When he’d finally let out his last shaky breath, Sylvie had quietly faded from the room. Mrs. Stevens was comforted by her daughter and son-in-law who had arrived just a few minutes earlier. Still in love with her kind husband after all their years of marriage, Mrs. Stevens would grieve terribly for him. She did not need to see the doctor who had been unable to save her husband.

      Calling a lift service for a ride back to her apartment, Sylvie had felt the weight of the world on her thin shoulders. She couldn’t save them all. She knew that logically, but her heart wanted her to find a way.
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      When the heavy blows to the wooden door sounded, Sylvie was curled up on her couch staring into space. Jumping to her feet, she rushed to the door to peer through the peephole. Kane.

      She fumbled with the lock and the deadbolt she always automatically engaged when she entered her apartment. Opening the door, she looked into his stern face. “Kane, I’m sorry. I just needed some time alone. I’m fine. I got a ride home.”

      “Invite me in, little girl,” he ordered in a low voice that brooked no refusal.

      “Um… come in?” she asked stepping back. “You’re not mad, are you? I had a really hard day,” she started to explain.

      “You had a tough day, alone. You did not allow me to help you. Now, you’re in big trouble, little girl,” he informed her as he stepped inside and closed and locked the door behind him. “You have earned your first punishment.” Kane dropped the same small bag that had held the scrubs by the door.

      Taking her hand gently, Kane pulled her back to the couch. He slowly unfastened his belt and drew it from his belt loops. Tossing it onto the couch, he sat down and drew her between his legs. His fingers quickly untied her scrub pants and pushed them over her narrow hips to drop to the ground.

      Only then did Sylvie try to back away. “What? You can’t spank me!” she protested, horrified.

      “You have two choices. You can take off those panties and lay over my lap for your punishment, and I will use my hand to spank you, or if you resist, I will place you over my lap and use the belt.” Kane’s voice was even and controlled.

      Her blue eyes widened as she looked at that ominous belt. Glancing back at him, Sylvie couldn’t move. His voice poured over her, stern, unyielding but loving. “Little girl, your daddy knows exactly what you need. Trust me.”

      When he raised his hand to her, she took it to allow him to help her shuffle close to his position on the couch. He drew her panties slowly from her hips and lifted her to lay over his lap. Her fingers and toes reached the floor and dug into the thick carpet. “Daddy?” she asked nervously.

      Thwack, thwack, thwack! His heavy hand rose and dropped on her bare bottom repeatedly. Each spank left a red handprint on the pale, white flesh.

      “No! No! No!” she yelled as she squirmed in pain over his lap. He didn’t stop; she tried to push off his lap, but he held her firmly in position as that heavy hand continued to smack her vulnerable bottom. The next swat brought tears to her eyes as it landed on the sensitive crease where her thigh met her buttock. When the next blow fell, the tears cascaded from her eyes.

      After three more blows, she began sobbing uncontrollably. The grief of losing the inspiring patient and the guilt that she hadn’t been able to save him for his family, cascaded through her body. Lifted from his lap, Sylvie scrambled to curl up on her daddy’s lap, holding onto him as she cried all the tears that she had been holding inside.

      Kane rocked her slowly. He brushed back the hair that had tumbled from her ponytail and brushed tears from her eyes. He listened to her babbles of grief and kissed her forehead while he held her close. Finally, when her tears subsided, he dried her face with the hem of his soft t-shirt.

      “Honey, was there anything else that you could have done to help him?” he asked softly, already knowing the answer that she needed to say aloud.

      After a long pause, her voice wavered, “No, Daddy. I did everything I could.” 

      “Then, you say goodbye,” he said quietly.

      Her head nodded against him. She whispered “Goodbye,” into the quiet room. Exhaustion crashed over her as the emotions drained from her heart. She yawned against Kane’s chest as he settled back comfortably against the couch. Within two minutes, she was fast asleep.
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      Waking in Kane’s arms, Sylvie felt better. The raw emotions had evaporated due to her daddy’s treatment. She sat up from her snuggly place lying on his chest. “Kane… Daddy, thank you.”

      “I prefer Daddy when we are alone, honey,” he gently told her.

      “I do, too, Daddy. Thank you for being with me. I needed you,” she whispered, shyly meeting his gray eyes.

      “Hopefully, I will always know what you need. That bottled up grief was not good for you. I’ll know now that you’ll need a spanking to let out those emotions before they torture you,” he explained.

      “I won’t need another spanking, Daddy. I’m good now,” she rushed to reassure him.

      “Lying to your daddy will earn you a spanking as well,” Kane answered, narrowing his eyes as he watched the emotions flash across her face. Finally, she nodded in agreement. “Daddy will always take care of you.” He gave her a smart pat to her bare bottom.

      When she jumped in reaction and rubbed the red spot, he smiled. “Now, I know we both need to eat, and we have one more weekend day to spend together before the weekend is over. Let’s get you dressed and go get some pizza at Romano’s. We need to discuss a few things.” Kane held her eyes until she nodded, and then, he whisked the scrubs and panties from their position still dangling around her ankles.

      “Go get a pair of jeans, panties, socks, and another set of scrubs.” He smiled as she scampered away to follow his directions. She hesitated in the hallway and started to turn left even though he could see into her bedroom on the right. “Follow Daddy’s directions, honey. Go into your room and get the clothes.” Immediately, she turned the correct way, and her still red bottom bounced perkily as it disappeared from view into the bedroom.

      He could hear the slamming of doors and drawers as his Little completed her tasks. In just a few minutes, she appeared in the doorway. Hesitantly, she held out her arm with the jeans draped over it. “Do I put them on?” she asked.

      “Come here, honey. Daddy will always help you dress. Besides you need something special to wear under those jeans, right?” Kane lifted a pull-up that rested on the couch beside him.

      “Right!” she answered with a grin before bouncing over to stand before him. She handed him the clothes she had retrieved and watched him fold the scrubs and panties carefully into the bag so she would be ready if another urgent call came in that weekend.

      When Kane turned with a smile at his half-dressed Little, he pulled her close with an arm around her waist. Sitting her on one knee, Kane smiled broadly as she hissed a bit at the sting of her bottom as she sat on it. Little girls need a reminder to behave, he thought. Running a finger up her lean thigh to the sweet mound between her legs, the caring daddy ruffled her pubic hair.

      “Before we put on your diaper, I think we should remove this big girl hair.” He watched Sylvie’s face carefully.

      To his surprise, she shook her head quickly. “Oh, no, Daddy. We can do that at your house. We don’t need to do that here.”

      What did his Little girl not want him to see in the bathroom? She had tried to scoot in there already. Was she trying to hide something? he wondered. Kane stood and walked toward the bathroom. When Sylvie tried to dance in front of him to distract him, he simply picked her up and set her behind him. Holding her hand, he preceded her into the restroom.

      Laying on the edge of the bathtub was a book with a half-dressed buff man decorating the cover and a small, pink, waterproof vibrator. Kane picked the vibrator up and held it to his nose as Sylvie stuttered trying to come up with a plausible excuse. Finally, Kane looked at her seriously and asked, “Were you playing with this vibrator before the party, honey?”

      Sylvie started to shake her head to deny that she had been masturbating but froze when Kane began to unfasten his belt. “Yes, Daddy. I was playing with the vibrator—but just a little. I didn’t even come or anything.” She tried to minimize the importance. “It doesn’t work on me,” she swore.

      Kane lifted her to sit on the edge of the bathroom counter without another word. He gathered the razor resting on the far side of the tub before moving back to her side. Lathering the small bar of soap, he nudged Sylvie’s legs apart until she made room for him to stand between her legs. Applying the rich lather to her pubic hair, Kane began to remove the curly brown strands. He frequently stopped to rinse the suds and hair from the razor. In a very short time, she was bare. 

      Wiping the remains of the soap and a few wisps of hair from her smooth skin with a soft washcloth, Kane stopped her from scooting off the counter with a restraining hand on her shoulder. “Not yet, honey. I need to test your responses.” He leaned over to pick up the pink vibrator. He turned the switch on to begin the vibration.

      “What?” she asked in shock. Her eyes were glued to the vibrating wand. “You don’t need to test it. I’m sure it works the way it’s supposed to,” she said to distract him.

      “But you said it didn’t work on you,” he replied as he lowered the vibrator down to the suddenly drenched mound. He ran the tip of the vibrator along the edges of her outer labia. Dipping it into her pink folds, Kane spread her outer lips so that he could see what he was doing.

      Remembering the responsive places that he’d discovered with his fingers and his tongue, Kane began to outline the wet entrance to her vagina. As the vibrator got closer to that small bundle of nerves topping her channel, Sylvie’s hips began to rise from the countertop. Taking his cue from her movements, Kane began to dip the thin tip of the vibrator shallowly into her core.

      Sylvie’s breath caught in her throat. She forgot that she was sitting on the cold countertop in her small bathroom. All she could concentrate on was the large hand that held her vibrator. Kane moved it in and out of her body, drifting close but not touching her clitoris despite her squirming. She could feel her juices coating her upper thighs. The pink vibrator and his hand also shone with the slick fluid.

      He wished he had a picture of the way the vibrator wasn’t working on his Little. As he teased Sylvie with the buzzing sensations, Kane moved her heels onto his broad shoulders, rocking her back slightly to reveal that puckered entrance hidden between her small buttocks. It was already coated with her arousal. 

      Distracting her from his movements, Kane said softly, “You’re right, honey. This vibrator should just be thrown away. I’ll just try one last place.” He pressed the vibrator, lubricated with her own juices, deep into her rectum.

      With a scream that resounded in the small bathroom, Sylvie came. Her body contracted tightly around the implanted vibrator. Keening in reaction to the flood of pleasure that buffeted her body, Sylvie’s heels drummed on Kane’s shoulders. When the buzzing extended those strong sensations, she reached between her legs, trying to remove the vibrator. A strong hand caught both of hers easily and held them above her head pinned to the mirror.

      She looked up at him dazed with pleasure. He knew he would never forget how she looked right now. Half-dressed, Sylvie’s body was flushed with pleasure. Her smooth mound was spread fully by her legs resting on his shoulders. The look of that deceptively thin, pink wand buried inside her puckered opening jerked irregularly as she climaxed repeatedly.

      Finally, he removed the wand, watching her slump in reaction. Kane cleaned the vibrator and slid it into his back pocket. Now, that they had established that it worked, he would look forward to using it regularly.

      Lifting his exhausted Little into his arms, he carried her into the living room. Quickly, Kane helped her into the waiting diaper and jeans. He tucked the shoes she had worn to the hospital back into the small bag of clothes.

      Kane pulled the warm socks on her feet and added the pair of battered sneakers by the door before throwing the bag over his shoulder. Standing outside the door, he helped lock her door before leading Sylvie to his car. She was asleep in the comfortable seat before he left the parking lot. He made a quick call to have a pizza delivered to his home a bit later.
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      Sitting in Dr. Richards’ office two weeks later, Sylvie squirmed on her daddy’s lap. Just like any Little, she was nervous about being in the doctor’s office. The last two weeks had transformed her life. When she’d woken up in the beautiful nursery that Kane had created for the Little he had hoped to find, Sylvie had known that she didn’t ever want to wake up anywhere else, unless it was in her daddy’s arms.

      The couple had talked and planned during their free time together. They discussed what was important to each of them and what they wanted from this relationship. It was apparent that they were both ready to commit to each other and their new roles. Just as they had known at that first meeting that they were supposed to be together, they both knew that this relationship was special and they were willing to fight for it.

      Kane owned his business and had spent long hours creating a structure of trusted employees to help that business continue to grow and flourish. Now, even without him dedicating sixty hours a week in his office, he was able to guide his staff to make lucrative decisions. He wanted to spend as much time as possible with his talented Little girl to support her.

      Sylvie’s schedule was the wild card. Although she had regular office hours, when extremely ill patients needed her, she was available after hours. The caring doctor with the at-risk clientele could give no less than her all. She had refused to learn how to distance herself from her patients and guard herself against heartbreak when a patient lost their battle. Thank goodness that this didn’t often happen due to her skill and research into the latest advances.

      When she was away from her office and the hospital, Sylvie was learning to submit entirely to her daddy’s loving care. Some days it was tough, and a red bottom helped her learn many lessons. She also learned to cry without punishment to release her sadness after a tough day. Kane was her security net. He didn’t allow her to be the professional doctor. She was simply his Little girl, and it was okay to cry or be happy and enjoy their sweet life together.

      Today’s visit to Dr. Richards was the last big hurdle for them. Kane needed to care for her completely. Sylvie turned to bury her face against his broad chest. It didn’t matter that she was a doctor. The Little girl knew that Dr. Richards was going to give her a thorough examination. Her face heated against her daddy’s shirt. She hadn’t been to the doctor herself for too long. Her busy schedule had gotten in the way of taking time to care for herself as well.

      “You look scared,” a friendly voice said from behind her.

      Sylvie lifted her head and turned to see a petite blonde sitting casually on the coffee table in front of them. The moment she looked at the other Little, the blonde waved enthusiastically. “Hi! I’m Zoey! I’m Dr. Richards’ Little girl. I don’t think I’ve met you before.”

      Shaking her head, Sylvie smiled at the cheerful woman in front of them. Zoey was dressed in a hot pink sweater that was so huge that she had stretched it over her knees and a pair of leggings decorated with correspondingly bright flamingos. “I’m Sylvie. You’re right, this is the first time I’ve been here to Dr. Richards’ office. He’s your daddy?” she asked glancing back at Kane to see if he knew that Dr. Richards had a Little as well. When he nodded, she turned back to Zoey with a relieved smile.

      “My daddy will take good care of you, Sylvie. Everyone’s always nervous at the doctor’s office, but you’ll feel better when you leave. I promise,” Zoey held out her hand with an extended pinky. “Pinky promise,” she suggested. The two Little girls giggled as they linked pinkies.

      “Did you make a new friend, sweetheart?” The kind words made both Littles look over the back of the couch where Sylvie sat on her daddy’s lap. A handsome doctor in his white coat smiled at them. 

      “Hi, Daddy!” Zoey started to wave, but her pinky was still hooked to Sylvie’s. Laughing, she waved with both of their hands. “Daddy, this is your new patient, Sylvie. She’s nervous, but I’ve promised her that she’ll feel better after her exam. You’ll make sure that happens, won’t you?” Zoey smiled winningly at her Dr. Richards.

      “I will do my best, sweetheart. Kane, Sylvie, if you’ll follow me to Exam Room 1, we’ll get started on helping Sylvie feel better.” He smiled kindly. 

      Sylvie smiled back before turning to whisper, “Thank you” to her new friend as they unhooked fingers. Her daddy lifted her to her feet and took her hand, leading her toward the door marked with a gleaming number one. Peeking behind her apprehensively, she nodded as the cheerful Zoey gave her a thumbs up. Kane tugged her hand slightly as the two men waited for her to step through the doorway. With a deep breath, she stepped into the exam room.

      After he closed the door, Dr. Richards’ picked up the new file containing the forms that Kane and Sylvie had filled out before their arrival. He waited for them to sit down before welcoming them. “It’s very nice to meet both of you. I’ve attended a lecture by Dr. Douglas about the incidence of bone cancer in severe fractures. I was very impressed by your knowledge, Dr. Douglas. I also must tell you that in my office, I will treat you as a Little only. Your professional persona will not be my patient. Your Little needs are the only ones that I will focus on here. Our interactions at the hospital will not be affected by your visits here as a Little girl.”

      Sylvie relaxed against Kane’s side. While she had hoped that Dr. Richards would not treat her differently at the hospital where they both practiced medicine, she was glad that the doctor had addressed this from the start. Kane took her hand and squeezed it reassuringly. He knew how much she worried.

      “Kane, would you help your Little girl undress? You’ll need to remove all of her clothing, including her panties or diaper if she is wearing one.” Dr. Richards opened the file to make some notes as Kane stood and tugged Sylvie to her feet. As Kane quickly removed Sylvie’s sweater, leggings, socks, and shoes, the doctor asked questions to assess Sylvie’s health. By the time Kane slid the white pull-up over her narrow hips, Dr. Richards was ready to start his exam.

      “Sylvie, please step up on the scale. Just relax your hands to your sides, sweetheart,” Dr. Richards instructed as she, like most Littles in his office, tried to hide her nude body in the bright lights of the office. “Good girl,” he praised as she slowly dropped her hands from her small, pert breasts.

      Recording her weight that appeared on the display on his desk, Dr. Richards stepped to Sylvie’s side to adjust the lever over her head to measure her height. He patted her arm and gestured back to the exam table. “Alright, lean over the exam table, Sylvie. Let me check your temperature.”

      Noting the look that his new patient exchanged with her daddy, the doctor knew that this was the way Kane checked her temperature as well. Dr. Richards washed his hands quickly as her daddy got Sylvie settled into position on the exam table. He pulled on a pair of exam gloves and opened a tube of lubricant. Squeezing a generous amount on his finger, he parted her small buttocks and applied the lubricant to her tightly closed anus. 

      “Take a deep breath, Sylvie. Now, blow it out,” he instructed. As she exhaled, he pressed his large finger deep into her bottom. Holding it in place as she squirmed in reaction to the invasion, Dr. Richards waited until she relaxed again over the table before he spread the lubricant thoroughly in her tight channel. 

      “Kane, Sylvie’s rectum is very constricted. I’m going to start you on schedule to stretch her bottom. That will help her adjust to the rectal medicine that I will recommend she take as well as help prepare her to participate in anal sex,” Dr. Richards commented as he assessed her muscle tone.

      “I’m also concerned that Sylvie’s bowel movements are not regular. Could this restriction cause her problem in going to the bathroom as well?” the concerned daddy asked as he rubbed Sylvie’s shoulders to calm her reaction to the frank conversation that was happening over her.

      “Thank you for letting me know that you’ve noticed this problem. I’ll keep this in mind when I do her anal exam later. We’ll have to treat her bottom with a few enemas to let me investigate thoroughly.” Both men smiled at the small sound of protest that squeaked from Sylvie’s lips as she hid her face against the padding of the exam table.

      The doctor removed his finger and inserted the large thermometer into her rectum, holding it in place with a cupped hand over her small bottom. He alternated hands as he stripped off his gloves. “How is your nursery equipped? Are you using an infant thermometer, or have you located a source for adult-sized equipment?”

      “I was lucky enough to find Gordon’s. They seem to be a good source for a variety of Little needs,” Kane answered easily.

      “Perfect! That would be the store I would recommend.” After several minutes, the doctor removed the thermometer and recorded her temperature. Patting her softly on the bottom, he instructed, “Alright, Sylvie. Take a seat on the exam table now. Let me examine you.”

      Self-consciously, Sylvie stood and let her daddy help her up onto the paper covered exam table. She shifted nervously on the crinkly paper, feeling very exposed by the bright light in the exam room as the two men looked at her thoughtfully. She tucked her cold fingers under her thighs to warm them as well as keep herself from crossing her arms over her breasts. She knew her daddy loved her body just as it was, but it was hard not to worry. Thankfully, Dr. Richards talked softly to her, describing what he was doing to distract her thoughts.

      After drawing several tubes of blood to run a battery of screening exams, Dr. Richards checked Sylvie’s eyes, ears, and nose. “Everything looks great so far, little girl. Kane, help Sylvie lie back on the table, and I’ll check her breasts.

      Lying back on the table, Sylvie closed her eyes to block out the bright light and hide from their eyes. She felt Dr. Richards begin the standard exam, pressing on her small breasts in a circular motion as he instructed Kane to be sure to check her breasts for her once a month.

      “Little girls often get too busy to remember to do this. Time your exam after her period when she will be less sensitive,” Dr. Richards advised. His fingers began to roll and pull gently on her responsive nipples.

      Sylvie’s breath had begun to catch in her chest as she became aroused when Dr. Richards’ fingers moved down to palpate her stomach. “Oooh!” she gasped when he pressed on a sensitive spot.

      “Looks like I found exactly what you were eluding to, Kane. Your Little girl is having some difficulty moving her bowels. This is very common, especially for young women. In addition, she may not be able to go when she needs to, and that just compounds the problem. We’ll start her on a regimen today after we get this blockage cleared,” Dr. Richards’ explained.

      “Scoot down the table, Sylvie until your bottom touches my hand,” the doctor instructed next, making the Little’s eyes flash open. When he nodded to confirm his directions, she moved awkwardly into position.

      Pulling the concealed footrests from the exam table, Dr. Richards motioned Kane to attach Sylvie’s foot nearest him to the support. Within seconds, the Little girl’s legs were spread and securely fastened. “Sylvie, I’m going to finish my examination, and then I’ll take care of that ache in your tummy,” he explained as he sat down on a low stool between her legs, pulling on fresh gloves. “Kane, hold your Little girl’s hands over her head. Littles all get a bit nervous at this part of the exam.”

      Opening a sterile catheter, Dr. Richards gently parted the Little girl’s labia, noting that Sylvie was already showing signs of arousal. Her delicate folds were saturated with her juices. He swabbed a disinfectant around her urethra. He moved quickly to begin threading the catheter into Sylvie’s narrow channel before she understood what he was doing. She immediately froze into place. “Good girl. Just hold still while I obtain a urine specimen.” Soon everyone heard the hiss of liquid filling the cup as the doctor drained her bladder. Just as quickly, the skilled doctor removed the tubing from her body.

      After capping the specimen cup, he gently rubbed the inside of her quivering thigh. “You’re doing very well, little girl.”

      Dr. Richards watched approvingly as Kane leaned down to kiss his Little and whisper something privately into her ear. The doctor began to run his fingers over Sylvie’s inner labia, checking for any abnormalities or swelling. He retracted her clitoral hood and ran an assessing fingertip over that bundle of nerves. Her body jumped slightly under his fingers.

      “Sylvie, it is very normal for Littles to become excited at the doctor’s office. It would be very good for you to experience an orgasm as I test your responses,” he explained as he pressed a speculum deep into her vagina. Quickly, collecting a pap smear and visually checking the walls of her tight passage, Dr. Richards swabbed a vitamin mixture on the interior walls as he removed the speculum.

      This mixture not only would be absorbed into her bloodstream for a health boost, but it acted as a slight heating element inside her vagina to raise her arousal. The doctor smiled as his patient began to feel the warmth. Her “aah!” of arousal was an excellent sign.

      Picking up the anal speculum, Dr. Richards reapplied lubricant to her small opening and pressed the instrument inside. Opening it, the doctor examined the tight passageway for any signs of hemorrhoids or other problems before swabbing the area several times to send to the lab.

      By this time, Sylvie’s hips were lifting slightly in response to the heated stimulus in her vagina. The doctor motioned Kane to release her hands and to come to stand between the Little’s spread legs as he stepped back to the side. “Kane, would you show me the areas you have found most responsive for your Little,” he instructed.

      At the feel of her daddy’s familiar touch, Sylvie’s body did not require long to launch into a massive orgasm. The two men watched with approval as her body spasmed strongly. Dr. Richards motioned Kane to step back, and he pressed a finger into her rectum and vagina, holding them in place as he assessed the muscular strength of her contractions. Stepping back, the doctor nodded to Kane. His Little was very healthy.

      While she recovered on the table, Kane moved back into position to hold her hands as he observed Dr. Richards prepare a warm water cleansing enema. The doctor walked him through the best mixture and techniques as he filled the large enema bag to capacity. Hanging the bag from a convenient hook on the wall, Dr. Richards concealed the bag behind a drape of material hung just for that purpose. Littles tended to get anxious when they saw the bulging bag.

      Running the hose under her leg, Dr. Richards pressed the large nozzle into her rectum. “Shhh!” he comforted his patient as she begged him to stop. “It’s almost in now.”

      “Daddy! Daddy, no!” she pleaded, struggling to pull her hands from Kane’s. Her mind was still fuzzy from her pleasure. Sylvie felt the large nozzle settling into place inside her bottom. Immediately, a gush of warm, cleanser-rich water began to fill her body. “No, Daddy. I don’t need an enema,” she begged with tear-filled eyes.

      “Honey, we both know that your tummy needs some help. I know this isn’t fun right now, but you are going to feel better very soon.” Kane transferred both of her hands to one of his and began to brush his fingers through her hair. He watched carefully as the doctor started to massage her stomach from left to right to encourage the water to flow deeply.

      Finally, she heard a click, and the doctor pronounced, “Good job, Sylvie. The enema is all inside you now. It will need to stay inside your tummy for a few minutes to soften up everything inside.” He spread a soft blanket over her body and motioned for Kane to take his place once again.

      “I’m going to step next door to see my next patient. I’ll be back when it’s time for Sylvie to expel her enema. This is a great time for you to distract her with a bit of pleasure. Orgasms will pull the liquid even higher in her body to help the enema be more successful,” Dr. Richards said quietly to Kane as the Little girl moaned uncomfortably on the exam table.

      Next door, the doctor kept tabs on the time and his patient’s progress. Sylvie’s breathy moans of pleasure let him know that her daddy was taking good care of her. When the Little girl was carried from Exam Room 1, she was sleeping soundly. A deep enema and two rinses combined with a half dozen orgasms had a way of zapping a Little’s energy. She would sleep soundly for several hours before waking up with a very happy tummy.

      Dr. Richards shook hands with Kane. His butler, Paul, stood by with a couple of bags of supplies for Kane to take home along with several recipes for nourishing formulas and special enema concoctions. He was sure to include the calendar for upcoming Little activities and Sylvie’s next appointment. Kane whispered his thanks and followed Paul out the front door as Dr. Richards turned to greet his next patient.
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      Sylvie stepped through the doors of the hospital and waved at the handsome man waiting to pick her up. She squeezed her new best friend in her arms as she waited patiently at the curb. The Little knew better than to rush forward to meet the car. Daddy said that was dangerous and her small bottom remembered that there were consequences for choosing to do dangerous things.

      Kane stepped from the car and smiled at his precious Little girl. “Hi, honey,” he greeted her and dropped a light kiss on her lips. He tugged one floppy ear on the stuffed bunny she had snuggled tight to her chest. Ushering her into the car, he fastened her seatbelt around her before rounding the hood once again.

      The minute the car pulled away from the curb, the chatter began. “You won’t believe who came to see me today. Mrs. Stevens! She brought me this bunny. It was a present from her husband.” Her voice lowered to a sad whisper, “I couldn’t save him.”

      Shaking her head as if to erase the sadness from her mind, Sylvie continued, “He bought me this bunny before he died and made his wife promise to bring it to me when she felt like she could. My bunny’s name is Hope. Mr. Stevens named her, too.”

      “I think Hope is a beautiful name for a bunny.” Kane smiled at his Little girl. She had such a big heart. Every day, he watched her very carefully. She had the tendency to try to bundle all her emotions inside. When she stopped talking, he knew that she needed the release a thorough spanking would bring.

      “I do, too. Mrs. Stevens said he had purchased one for her as well. She didn’t even know until she found it in a drawer that had always held his undershirts. Pinned to its chest was a love note and a My Name is Love nametag. I didn’t even know Mr. Stevens was her age play Daddy. But somehow, he knew that I was a Little, and he left me Hope so I wouldn’t be sad.” Sylvie turned to look at Kane. Big tears rolled down her cheeks.

      He immediately turned into a parking lot and turned off the car. Releasing her seat belt, he helped her scramble over the console dividing the two seats and into his arms. Hope came along with his Little girl. Kane knew that the two would be inseparable.

      “Mr. Stevens was very definitely a good daddy. He knew that both of you would need a friend to hold,” Kane said, squeezing her thin frame against this body. “How are you, honey?”

      “I’m okay. I know I can’t save all my patients. I just focus on giving them the most time possible with those they love. Some have important things left to do,” Sylvie said laying her head on her daddy’s broad chest.

      “You are an amazing doctor. Look how much your patients love you. Mr. Stevens wanted you to have Hope. I wish I’d met him. How many years did you tell me they were married?” Kane asked as he rubbed her back to soothe Sylvie.

      “Thirty-seven years,” Sylvie told him with awe for their dedication to each other.

      “I vote we try for at least forty,” Kane said as he cuddled his Little close to his heart.

      “Maybe, forty-one,” Sylvie answered with a teasing tone.

      “You’ve got it, honey. I’m never letting you go.” His free arm reached into his left pocket. Flipping it open to show her the beautiful diamond solitaire, he asked, “Dr. Sylvia Douglas, will you marry me?”

      The teasing look on her face disappeared completely as she scrambled to sit up on his lap. “You want me to marry you?” she asked. A gigantic smile stretched across her face as she looked at the handsome man in front of her.

      Kane plucked the engagement ring from the velvet-covered box and slid it onto her finger. It fit perfectly. “Marry me, honey.”

      Throwing her arms around his neck, Sylvie said, “Yes, yes, yes! I’ll marry you, Daddy.” Her heart overflowed with happiness.

      Kane tucked the bunny, Hope, back into her arms as he rocked his excited Little girl. He planned on pampering and spoiling his Little for the rest of her life while making sure she got plenty of sleep and healthy food. He was a stickler for following Dr. Richards’ medical advice as well. Hope could keep Sylvie company tonight when she received her latest treatment.

      “I’m okay, Daddy. Can we go home now?” Sylvie asked, squirming on her daddy’s lap, impatiently.

      “Of course, honey. Let’s go home.”

      

      
        
        THE END

      

      

      

      If you liked this story and would like to read more from Pepper North, please check out her Amazon page here.
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      Jack Cole looked at his watch. It was 7:00 a.m. He’d followed his client’s daughter all over Toronto last night. Barely old enough to vote and she’d managed to get into four clubs using a technique perfected by brothel workers for centuries. But when she ran into real trouble, the shady kind his client hadn’t warned him about, Jack had risked his life and kept her safe. It had been close and his client was grateful. Grateful enough to owe him one.

      Jack didn’t plan on cashing in that chit though. Giuseppe Ricci kept him well-compensated when he hired him for the occasional bodyguard or private detective work, but that was as far Jack wanted their relationship to go, no matter how often Ricci asked him to take a permanent gig watching over his lover in Costa Rica. With Ricci’s power and influence, Jack felt it best if there was no permanence to their relationship.

      “It’ll be easy, Jack, and Costa Rica’s beautiful. No one knows about Helena and the only way to the house is by helicopter or boat. Think about it, my friend.”

      No one and everyone was Ricci’s friend, so he didn’t need to think about it.

      Jack brushed off thoughts of his client and the night he wanted to forget, instead, favoring thoughts of breakfast, a hot shower, and his bed. But before he could put those thoughts to reality, he had to upload his pictures and type up his notes.

      Jack’s business partner, Pete, was constantly hounding him to get a smart phone so he could send the files from any location, but Jack had yet to bend to the times. The flip phone was as much as he cared to bow. Jack was an old-fashioned guy and stubborn about things like technology. Who was he kidding? He was stubborn about everything.

      Pete did all the computer investigations and dealt with finances, while Jack did the detective leg work and the physical stuff as the bodyguard. Jack also took care of the clients. It worked well for them. At least, he’d thought so until he’d learned Pete had gotten them in some serious financial woes with the Canada Revenue Agency by hiring someone he shouldn’t have to do their accounting.

      Jack plunked himself behind his desk and rubbed his face. He’d been working like crazy and living off four hours sleep a night (or day), if he was lucky. Pete had arrived only minutes before him and was already shoving a donut in his mouth. Jack never ate donuts or pastries of any kind. His body was their business and he kept it in top shape, but today, after having chased the brat all night, he was starving and the fatty pastry looked almost appetizing.

      He looked away from Pete’s sugar-dusted chin and turned on his computer.

      Almost.

      What Jack really wanted was an omelet, toast and a steaming cup of black coffee, but he wouldn’t find the makings of any of that in the office, even though it had a kitchen. He spent very little time here, and Pete pretty much lived off soda and fast food.

      Jack’s stomach gurgled, and he shot Pete a dirty look. Nothing made him crankier than an empty stomach—except maybe a brat, and since he’d been dealing with both, he was cantankerous.

      “How the hell can you eat that crap all day long?” Jack questioned irritably. Pete gave him the finger and smiled, letting jelly ooze from between his unevenly spaced teeth. The bell jangled at the door and before Jack could say what was on the tip of his tongue, both of their heads swiveled to see who’d arrived.

      The girl glanced between jelly-toothed Pete, and grumpy-faced Jack, chose grumpy over disgusting and walked straight to him with determination. Make-up-free with her hair tucked under a Toronto Blue Jays hat and wearing an orange hoodie and ripped jeans, the girl looked young.

      Jack almost groaned aloud. He hated when kids came in with their piggy bank savings shoved in their pockets looking for their dads. God, not today, he thought. He didn’t have the patience. The girl gave a longing look at the door before quickly sitting in the chair across from him.

      “Hmm?” he grunted and nudged a chin at her. “What do you want?” Jack refused to hide his grumpy expression. At thirty-five, he’d lost the patience he’d once had in his youth.

      Jack watched the girl study him. She was nervous, but now that she was closer, he could tell she was older than he’d originally thought. At least eighteen, he mused. He narrowed his eyes as she lowered her face to look down at her lap, taking a moment before looking up.

      “I need help finding my dad.” Now Jack did groan aloud, making the girl’s eyes widen.

      “Figures,” he grumbled, yanking his file cabinet open, pulling a stack of papers out, and dropping them in front of her with a thud. She looked blankly at the forms, blinked and then looked back up at him.

      “I think it’ll be more than the standard forms and fees.” She glanced at his nameplate with slightly squinted eyes, but didn’t add to her sentence.

      “And why is it you think that?” he asked, sounding more than a bit irritated. He was imagining the coffee at his favorite diner when Pete spoke.

      “Oh brother, don’t mind him, kid, he’s always in a mood when he skips breakfast.” Pete leaned back, tipping his chair, and plunked socked feet on his desk.

      Jack stared at the hole by Pete’s great toe and grimaced, swallowing the bitterness he currently held for his partner.

      “In that case, Mr. Cole, my name is Alexis Riker, and I’d like to buy you breakfast.”
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        * * *

      

      The diner was a mom and pop place, a little greasy spoon with amazing coffee, fabulous food and ancient booths with worn pleather seats and cracking Formica tabletops. It was a place he liked to come regularly for breakfast.

      The smell of bacon made his mouth water, and the scent of garlic-roasted hash browns almost brought tears to his eyes. He had to stop skipping meals and chasing teenybopper brats. Alexis grabbed a newspaper from the counter on their way to a quiet corner booth. Jack gave her a queer look, but she shook her head and raised her palm.

      “I’m not even attempting a conversation with you until you’ve eaten. I’m a quick learner, Mr. Cole.” With that said, she sat and hid behind a wall of newsprint.

      He shrugged and hid his amusement. When the waitress took their order, she only asked for coffee. His daddy-dom instinct was to kick up a fuss since he really hated when women starved themselves, but he was too hungry to bother. He’d only bite her head off, and she was likely to say she’d already eaten anyway. He had younger sisters; he knew how young women ticked.

      Jack kept his gaze on his plate until his meal was ninety percent consumed, and then he looked up and spoke. “When’s the last time you saw your father?” He shoved the last corner of toast into his mouth.

      “Feels like forever,” she said, looking away.

      His fork stalled as he stabbed the last bite of egg with it. He swallowed his toast. She was being purposefully evasive, he decided.

      “Excuse me for asking, but why do you want to find him if you haven’t talked to the guy in so long?”

      “I never said I hadn’t talked to him, Mr. Cole. You asked when I last saw him.”

      He scrutinized her face. She blinked twice in quick succession and looked away, chewing the corner of her lip.

      And that’s your second vague half-truth, little one.

      Jack tossed his napkin onto his plate, the last morsel of egg suddenly unappealing. Odd, he thought, even now that his belly was full, he still found the girl irritating. There was something about the look in her eyes that made his instincts kick in though. Both his internal lie detector and his protective daddy-dom alarms were ringing.

      He leaned back in the booth. And she was definitely a brat.

      “If you talk to him, why the hell do you need me?” His jaw clenched as the girl rolled her eyes, his biggest pet peeve of all. Little girls who roll their eyes are playing with fire. He cracked his neck and forced his hand to stay where it was despite the itch in his palm.

      “I can see this meal has done nothing to improve your mood.” She crossed her arms. “Perhaps lack of sleep is your problem?”

      The little brat had some instincts of her own, he decided.

      She waved to the waitress. “I’ll find someone else, but it’s really too bad. I heard your firm is the best.” She threw a fifty down and got up, but leaned her hands on the tabletop. “Maybe it’s the fat guy with the jelly donut people are talking about.”

      She turned and began walking away, and even though Jack wanted to let her, he couldn’t. He clenched his jaw. Bloody taxes! God dammit, Pete!

      “Wait!”

      She turned back to look at him.

      “You’re right. I am tired, but I’m also the best.” He gave her what he hoped passed for a pleasant look. “I’ll help you, but I’m warning you now. This is my good mood.” She narrowed her eyes, but walked back and sat down. He took a gulp of coffee.

      “My father’s in Colombia, and I want you to take me to him.”

      “What?” Jack sputtered and coughed.

      “Mr. Cole, I have done extensive research—I know the culture, history, language and food. I’m ready. I want to find him and I have his address, but I’m not stupid enough to run off to Colombia without some help.”

      “Jesus!” Jack slammed his cup down, sloshing coffee and getting more than a few dirty looks from other patrons. “You don’t need a private detective or a bodyguard; you need a lobotomy. Do you have any idea what’s in Colombia?” Jack thought of his friend who’d ridden his motorcycle across South America several years before. It was a hell of an experience, a trip of a lifetime, but he’d had more than his share of trouble in Colombia. Not as much as when he shipped his bike by cargo plane to Panama and crossed the Darién Gap on foot—that was downright bloodcurdling, but he’d definitely had it rough in Colombia.

      “Yes, but it’s not like it used to be, Mr. Cole. Colombia is a very popular tourist destination now. Safe enough if we stay in the cities. And my dad lives in Bogotá, a tourist rich city.”

      Jack’s gut told him again she wasn’t telling him everything.

      The waitress came by, wiped the table, refilled their cups and took Alexis’s fifty. Alexis smiled politely and waved her off as she began counting out change.

      “Keep it. Thank you.” When the server’s eyes enlarged, Alexis added to her statement, “You put up with him as a regular.” She glared at Jack. “You deserve it.”

      The waitress smirked, but quickly hid it when Jack glowered at her. As soon as she was gone, Alexis pulled a stack of hundreds out of her purse and dropped them in front of Jack. His eyes darted around the busy diner.

      “What the hell are you doing?” he whispered harshly and shoved the money back. “Put this in your damn purse!” Again, she rolled her eyes. Jack felt a muscle in his jaw jump. This girl was pushing his buttons. She shoved the money back in her bag and slid a bank statement across the table. His jaw dropped at the sum printed on the statement dated only hours earlier.

      “That was ten grand to show you I’m serious, and this shows you I can more than afford to pay whatever’s fair plus some for your inconvenience.”

      “Shit!” he cursed. “How old are you, little girl?”

      “Old enough to go to Colombia, but I admit I am naive, too trusting, and often find myself in bad situations.” Her eyes softened. “I know I can’t do this alone, Mr. Cole, but I will if I have to.”

      “How old?” he demanded.

      “Twenty-nine,” she replied, but there was the double blink in quick succession and the eye shift again.

      He narrowed his gaze at her and growled, “Try again.”

      “Okay, fine!” Another eyeroll. “Twenty-four.”

      His brow lifted until she fished out her license and slid it across the table to prove it. He knew fakes and this one wasn’t one. He pushed it back.

      “Where’s the money from?”

      “Inherited. My grandparents. Died six months ago within weeks of each other. That’s another reason I need to find my dad.”

      He didn’t offer condolences. That’s not what she needed. He nodded instead.

      She was still hiding something. He knew it like he knew the sky was blue, but he’d get it out of her eventually. He always did. Bratty little girls like her were easy to crack. And dammit, he needed the money.
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      “It’s just a speed bump. I’m sure we’ll hit a few along the way,” she said breezily using her cell phone to take pictures of the mountains surrounding the capital city of Colombia.

      Jack pinched the bridge of his nose. Breathe, he told himself. He’d known the woman two weeks and she’d become an expert at testing his patience. Interviewing her, planning their itinerary, getting to know each other (he’d insisted, since they’d be out of the country alone together), every damn time they were together, she pushed his buttons. He wasn’t sure how much longer he could keep his twitchy palm off her bratty ass.

      There they stood, at a bus stop, him choking on the bus’s exhaust fumes as it pulled up and her acting like a carefree tourist, shrugging like it was no big deal that they’d just broken down and were being ditched by their driver. Meanwhile, Jack was practically bursting a blood vessel. The taxi driver hopped on a filled-to-capacity local bus and gave them nothing more than a promise he’d return with another car, and she just smiled. Smiled!

      The man, speaking broken English, assured them, profusely, he’d be back in fifteen minutes. Jack eyeballed him, immediately noticed the sweat break out along his forehead and how he exchanged looks with the driver as he grabbed her bag to load it on the bus with him.

      And again, Alexis just smiled. Jack bared his teeth, stopping the driver mid-heft. Jack had been told his size, chiseled body and tats intimidated people, so he knew he looked the role of ass-beater, but he only acted on it when he needed to. The bag dropped with a flump onto the sidewalk.

      Who in their right mind let a stranger separate them from their bags?

      Alexis Riker, apparently.

      “Tell him we’ll keep our bags and find our own way,” Jack said through gritted teeth, still glaring. If she wasn’t paying him a ridiculous sum and he didn’t need that ridiculous sum… he shook his head not finishing his thought. She was young and he’d been hired to take care of her, and that’s what he’d do.

      “I’m sure he’ll come back,” she said flippantly.

      “Just tell him what I said,” Jack said once again through his teeth.

      “No, no, Señor. Mucho gracias.” She waved her hands in front of the man, then placed them protectively over her bags.

      Jack pressed his temples. Even he knew enough Spanish to say that. Closing his eyes, Jack drew in a long breath.

      “Please tell me you know more Spanish than that,” he said, trying to keep the anger out of his voice. And being the ever-evasive brat he’d discovered her to be, she didn’t answer. She was too busy smiling at a group of dancers moving to the lively Latin music from a street band. Her flowered wrap skirt billowed in the breeze, and she dropped her large expensive handbag to try out some of the sexy Latin moves.

      He liked her better in the baseball hat, loose jeans and hoodie. Ever since they met up after that and he’d seen how different she looked without the casual attire, he’d been even more irritated. At least the hoodie and loose jeans had hidden her womanly curves. As much as she annoyed him, he couldn’t stop appreciating her appearance and that just made him even more short-tempered.

      “Alexis,” he warned. She glanced at him quickly, tensing momentarily at his tone.

      “I know enough Spanish,” she said in her cheerful carefree way. His gut knotted.

      “You didn’t take a Spanish course, did you?”

      “I used a language learning app…” Seeing his brows rise, she added, “For a few weeks.”

      “Great,” he grumbled.

      It was obvious she had been pampered all her life. She had the grace and posture of someone who’d been raised in luxury and never worried about anything. He, on the other hand, worked his ass off for every penny. For years he had scrimped and saved, living in rooms meant for college kids, and working for rich bastards. And more often than not, they were the dangerous kind of bastards.

      Jack watched their flighty bimbo wives and rescued their arrogant, spoiled offspring, and when he was off duty, whether that be during the day or night, he slept in party houses filled with the stale smell of beer, marijuana and sex. Growing up, he had no one waiting with handouts of emergency cash. In fact, he was the one bailing out his younger sisters.

      Jack still worked for the same type of people, but at least now he owned his own home and had a decent savings account—or did. Thanks to Pete, his house would probably be seized and his accounts frozen. And Alexis was likely to give him a God-damn ulcer within a week. He rubbed his jaw and sighed.

      Alexis danced while capturing images of the colorful colonial-style buildings surrounding them on her phone. Heavy mist hung around the lush green tops of the mountains, and he wanted to appreciate it too. Just not until they had safely found their hotel and settled in. The one thing he couldn’t stop appreciating, though, was Alexis’s hips as they swung around in dance.

      Bogotá was much safer than it used to be, as she’d said, but nevertheless a foreign country and still a leader in the drug trade. With the new wrench thrown into their travel agenda, one would think she’d be concerned, but no, she was as worry-free as ever, wiggling her curvaceous ass as if she were simply at a street festival in Toronto.

      Jack swallowed hard. She was so relaxed in her movement, unconcerned and beautiful, it made his mouth dry. Even Alexis’s hair seemed unworried.

      The mass of misshapen curls, a mixture of blonde, caramel, and orange, seemed to toss the decision for a color into the air and let it land where it may. The tint seemed in fashion as if it were intentional, but was one that only nature could create.

      Even nature fancied the girl’s whims, Jack thought, snorting slightly as he reached in his bag for a water bottle. A girl like this didn’t deserve his attention, but as much as he wanted to look away, he couldn’t. He took a swig of the now warm water, wishing it were something stronger. God dammit if his cock didn’t twitch for her, and against all logic and better judgment, his daddy side wanted her just as bad. Jack wanted to teach her, take care of her—fucking own her.

      “Watch our stuff. I’m going to get us another cab.” Her dismissive nod that followed maddened him. She was too absorbed in the surroundings to really pay attention to his instruction. He crammed the bottle he’d bought at the airport into his bag and tossed it over his shoulder. He wasn’t leaving his stuff in her care, he decided, narrowing his eyes in contempt as he walked away.

      Jack turned into a coffee house around the corner on a busier street and bought two more bottles of water. Perhaps she should have come to translate for him but he needed a break from her, and she probably didn’t know much more than him anyway.

      “El carro? Uh, Taxi?” Jack made a driving motion and the clerk nodded.

      “Do you need a taxi, sir?” The clerk smirked. His English was heavily accented but perfectly understandable.

      “Si. Gracias señor.” The clerk smiled and phoned for one. Jack thanked him and went back outside. The heat of the sun on his back felt nice since the temperatures in Bogotá were significantly lower than the costal Caribbean regions.

      According to his travel research, Bogotá was 2,600 meters above sea level and experienced temperatures from fifty-four to sixty-three degrees. The metropolis, rich in culture, had been raved about as one of the best places to visit as well. Maybe he would come back some day on vacation and enjoy more of the beautiful city.

      “The driver would’ve come back,” Alexis said crossing her arms when he came around the corner.

      The first thing he noticed, besides the fact that the band and crowd were gone, was that her bag had gone with them. God-damned disaster, he thought. What the girl needed, and what he’d wanted to dole out since they’d met, was a damn hard spanking.

      “If we waited for your guy to come back with a taxi, we’d be here all night.”

      “You have no faith in humanity, Jack,” she said, spreading her toned arms wide. “Look at this place. It’s fabulous!”

      “That’s because I’ve seen more than my fair share of life, Miss Riker. Besides, you said so yourself, you’re naive.” He handed her a bottle of cold water. “Come on, the cab will pick us up around the corner.”

      “Thanks.” She turned and her hands went to her hips. “Oh, where’s my bag?”

      “If you needed further proof…” He let his words trail off with a smug smile as she looked for her missing bag.

      “It was right here.” She twirled around, her forehead lined in confusion. And then she just shrugged, closing the space between them, as if she’d misplaced nothing more than a tissue.

      Jack’s brows shot up. What the hell? Your bag goes missing and you just shrug? Little girl, you’re nuts!

      “Nothing but clothes in it anyway,” she said and patted her large purse, smiling widely. “Everything important is in here.”

      He growled and walked away. A damn hard spanking with a belt, he decided!

      “May I suggest that you not drop that bag to dance anymore then?” She was at his side, matching his stride in seconds, and thankfully, blissfully silent.

      When they got to the front of the café, he leaned against the wall. He watched her as she ran her hand through her hair and scooped it up to allow the breeze to cool her neck. Her nape was delicate and pale. She turned and smiled at him.

      “You’re right. I guess it’s good I hired you.”

      Jack shook his head. “How old did you say you were?” He cut her off before she could answer, mumbling, “You act about five.” A group of cocky looking young men came around the corner. Their swaggers and loud talk put Jack on high alert.

      “Come here,” he said in a low growl and pulled Alexis to him. At first her eyes widened and she tensed, but when she saw the group of men, she relaxed against him. Her back, pressed against his front, had her scent, sweet and citrusy, wafting up his nose. He placed his arms tighter around her waist and boldly eyed the men until they were almost gone.

      When Alexis wiggled against him, he had to close his eyes and think about Pete in a pink thong bikini to keep his cock from hardening. Alexis turned, but remained pressed against him. He thought it was hard having his pelvis cupping her curvy bottom, but having her flat abdomen against his groin was so much worse.

      “I’ve lived every one of my years,” she whispered and licked her plump bottom lip. “And I resent you insinuating otherwise.”

      He grunted. “I bet, Miss Riker.”

      “Is it my age you doubt or that I have lived?” Her mouth curved into a frown and the corner of her eyes tightened. Alexis was not pleased with him and it made his hackles rise. He released her and took a step back, needing the distance to keep his temper in check as well as his arousal.

      He should be angry, not her. She’d been lying to him. He had a good instinct for people and truths. He’d built his business on it. And with Alexis, it was all half-truths and omissions.

      “I know you’re keeping something from me.” He straightened from the wall and pointed at her. “And until you start being honest with me about it, I will doubt most of what comes out of your pretty mouth.”

      She hugged her arms around herself, blinked twice, bit the corner of her lip and looked away.

      Busted, Miss Riker!

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about, Mr. Cole.”

      “Tell me the whole truth or I leave you here.” His terse threat made insecurity flicker in her eyes, but then she cocked her head and eyed him back firmly.

      “Funny, you don’t look like the type of man who would leave a young female alone in a dangerous country.”

      There was no fear in her voice, only intrigue. She was right. He wouldn’t leave her. He’d spank her ass raw, but he wouldn’t leave her.

      “Oh?” He shot her a sarcastic smirk. “Have I lessened your faith in humanity?”

      “No, just an observation.” She jutted her chin out slightly. “Do you really think I have a pretty mouth?”

      He swore. “Don’t change the subject!” His blood pressure was surely in the danger zone. “Keeping me in the dark is dangerous for both of us.” The taxi pulled up at the curb and Jack walked to it. “This cab can take me back to the airport or it can take us to the hotel. What’s it gonna be, little girl?”

      “So callous, Jack. Perhaps your problem with women is that you’re always telling rather than asking.”

      He didn’t bother to look back.

      “Most women don’t like that,” she added.

      “I’ve dealt with women like you, so I’ll put it in terms you can understand. Follow if you want, if not, it was nice knowing you.” He got into the cab.

      “I’m paying you and that makes me the boss!”

      Her voice rose and that made Jack’s anger intensify. His jaw tightened.

      “My life is worth more than you’re paying,” he said through clenched teeth. “Find someone else!”

      “Okay, okay!”

      She scrambled into the taxi, crawling across the seat and his lap on her hands and knees. Jack got a nice view of her supple bottom and the tiny pink panties that barely covered it. Just looking had him conflicted. His cock yearned like never before, but what he wanted more, was to paint her ass red with his palm.

      “And just so you know, I don’t have women problems. It’s my job to help other men fix their women troubles. Believe me, I know how to make a woman listen when I want her to.”

      With a good hard punishment strapping, missy.

      “Yeah, you’re a regular woman whisperer,” she mumbled, flopping onto the seat and leaning her forehead against the window. “Misogynist.”

      “Uno, zero, quarto Arts Suites, por favor,” he said after thumbing through his Shoe String guidebook. With a nod from the driver, they peeled off into a street that made downtown Toronto seem like Sunday traffic in a sleepy farm town.

      “I’m not a misogynist, Alexis. I’m a realist and the reality is some women need to be kept in line or else they get into trouble.” She turned and scrunched her nose at him. Her eyes were a unique shade of hazel that matched her hair.

      Fucking, sweet, innocent, albeit naughty, swirling, caramel-colored eyes.

      “You really believe that?” She chewed her lip.

      God, that lip.

      “I thought that way of thinking went out the window sixty years ago, Jack.”

      “Well, progress does more damage than good as far as I’m concerned.” He frowned at her. “Look at global warming.” He uncapped his water bottle and took a swig. She made his throat dry.

      “I guess you’re allowed your opinion, however ridiculous. I’m a believer in that.” She shrugged.

      “Alexis.” He crossed his arms. “Spill.” She twisted her mouth in a way that made Jack more impatient. It was as if she were considering how little she could reveal and still satisfy him. He raised one brow. His eyes bore into hers with as much cold anger as he could muster.

      “Now!” He watched her hesitate and shift in her seat before swallowing.

      “Okay,” she said on a sigh. “My father’s in trouble.”

      “What kind of trouble?” Jack frowned, holding back a curse. She shoved her hand through her hair and he noticed it shook. Foreboding crawled inside him. She took a few deep breaths, and he kept silent, giving her the time she needed. As much as he needed to hear the whole the truth, he dreaded it.

      “He’s been taken hostage.”

      “Hostage? Jesus! Fuck! By who?”

      “They called themselves Los Sánchez Hermanos. I was only supposed to transfer money but… I had to come, Jack!”

      She suddenly looked a lot younger than her twenty-four years, more innocent, and very afraid.

      “When they called me, there was yelling in the background. I heard them hitting him, demanding money.”

      “Jesus! How much do they want?”

      “Five-hundred-thousand.” She dug through her purse and handed him a scrap of paper with an address, the name of a bank and an account number written in pink cursive on it. “I’m going to demand they bring him to his apartment before I transfer the money.” Her face fell into her hands. “I don’t even know him, not even his last name—I lied on the forms you gave me. But I have no one left, and I can’t let him die.” She began to sob.

      He looked at the paper and shoved it in his pocket. He didn’t trust himself to speak and thankfully they’d be at their destination soon so he didn’t have to—yet. He needed to know more, but if he blasted her now, she might never tell him the rest. Five-hundred-thousand wasn’t a lot in the game of abduction, but he shoved that little sand of thought away for later. Sometimes those thoughts stayed sand, but other times they turned into pearls. He glanced at Alexis. Her shoulders shook and her beautiful crazy curls shook along with them.

      But God, he wanted to shake her more, yell, lecture her, but mostly, in this moment, while she cried, he wanted to comfort her. He reached out, but stopped himself from actually touching her.

      She should have been honest from the beginning, especially since the trip was a hundred times more dangerous than she had originally led him to believe. Then again, if she had told him, he would have refused and told her to contact the authorities. Naive, foolish, reckless, heedless as she was, he knew she wasn’t dumb. She’d known lying was the only way he’d help her.

      “Look at me,” he demanded pithily, setting his palm on her leg.

      She sniffled behind her hands but finally let them drop to her lap to look at him. Jack considered her wide, watery, caramel-swirled eyes and swallowed his anger. She was terrified and likely to get herself killed without him. Hell, she was likely to get killed even with him. So fine. He wouldn’t leave her. He’d help her. But dammit, he was going to show her exactly what happened to little girls who lied to him.

      Jack assessed her, searching her eyes with intensity and she began worrying her hands in her lap, nervously awaiting his decision. His heart squirmed uncomfortably in his chest. This little girl needed a daddy’s discipline. She’d obviously been spoiled by her grandparents. His eyes dropped down to her lap, to the wrap skirt that opened enough to expose her creamy smooth thighs, to his pinky finger that sat at the edge of her lightly tanned skin. She needed the attention of a daddy-dom.

      She needed him.

      Jack moved his hand over her fidgeting ones and pinned her in place with a steely glare.

      “I’m going to get you out of this, but we’re doing it my way.” She nodded before he could finish. “I’m not done yet, young lady,” he growled, raising his hand to swat the bare skin of her thigh. “And…” Still glaring, ignoring the flip in his gut that told him he wanted her—all of her, he continued, “I plan on spanking your ass for lying to me and anytime I think you need it thereafter. Got me?”

      She swallowed hard, drew in a slow breath and nodded. “Yes, sir.”

      She definitely looked like a little girl then. A stunningly gorgeous, but anxious, little girl about to get her naughty bottom punished.
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      The hotel was twenty minutes from the downtown core in a quieter section of the city. The reception desk uniquely also served as a lobby bar, and they were each given a drink to sip while they registered. Jack didn’t touch his, but she sipped hers, wandering around looking at the art on the walls, snapping pictures with her cell as she went.

      It was modern and the art pleasing, and although Jack was focused on the task of getting them into a room as quickly as possible, he still glared at her when she finished her drink. She was glad he wasn’t looking when the bartender slid her another.

      The receptionist was chatty and Alexis could tell by Jack’s impatient expression that she was slower than he’d like. Alexis kept her mouth shut when Jack told the woman they were on their honeymoon. He was already mad enough at her and rightly so. She had lied to him. Therefore, she didn’t contradict him.

      Alexis watched him fill out the paperwork using his surname for both of them and it gave her a weird tickle in her belly. Alexis Cole, she thought with a shiver, admiring Jack’s sexy profile. He was a lot older than her, that she knew, but he didn’t look old, and he was hard bodied and tatted up like one of those mixed martial arts fighters, with broad shoulders and a chest that had no trouble filling out his white t-shirt. His jeans were well-worn too, not designer worn either, he’d worn them out himself.

      “Give me that drink,” he said when she started fanning herself with a few of the tourist pamphlets from the pile on the desk. “You’ll need all your faculties while we’re here.”

      The receptionist turned to answer the phone, and Jack leaned just a little bit closer to Alexis. She swallowed as he held out his hand for her drink. She didn’t know why, but she quivered.

      “I don’t want any of your pain receptors dulled when I put you across my knee, little one.”

      He’d said he was going to spank her, but she hadn’t thought he was serious, and now that she knew he was, she realized the butterflies fluttering wildly inside her were totally justified.

      “Alexis.” Her eyes flew to his at the warning in his tone, and she caught her lip between her teeth, quickly passing him the drink.

      “Sorry. I was thirsty.”

      He cocked his brow at her and mumbled what she thought was ‘you will be’. He looked to the bartender, pointed at Alexis and said, “Agua, por favor.” The bartender smirked, filled a glass with water and handed it to her. She shoved the pamphlets into her purse and took the glass.

      Shivering, she took a long pull of the cold liquid. The way her knees got all weak at Jack’s dominance, it may as well have been straight vodka.

      If Jack thought telling the receptionist it was their honeymoon would speed things up, he was wrong. The receptionist ushered them to a little table and waved over the bartender with champagne as soon as check-in was complete, promising their room would be ready in fifteen minutes.

      Alexis reached for the champagne, hopeful, but Jack’s brow arched at her. She considered drinking it anyway, after all, would he really make a scene? But she changed her mind quickly when he leaned back and crossed his muscled arms as if he knew what she was thinking. His expression dared her to disobey, and Alexis’s gut warned her not to.

      But fifteen minutes to soak up as much alcohol as she could would give her some liquid courage for his interrogation and bravery for the spanking he’d promised. Her belly was still nervously fluttering, but she felt something else too. A bit of heat. Down there. Was the thought of Jack spanking her turning her on? Jack was hot—like rugged, dangerous, sexy hot. Even in his current broody state with that frowny-hardened stare and that tense square, stubbled jaw.

      Alexis let her chin fall into her palm as she stared at him. She liked his eyes. There was something genuine and honest about them, and they were a gorgeous green, not emerald, but bottle-green. They deepened and darkened when he was grumpy, like sea glass changed when it was wet.

      Twenty-five minutes later, with a big smile, the receptionist passed Jack a key and sent them to their room. Alexis had read on one of the brochures that each room had been decorated by a different artist, and she wasn’t disappointed when she entered.

      Their suite was modern, clean and bright, and filled with interesting bold art. Jack didn’t seem to notice. He mumbled ‘good’ when he saw the kitchen, complete with coffee maker, toaster and dishes. Alexis, admiring the fireplace in the corner of the living area, jumped when Jack started smacking a wooden spoon off his palm. She spun, swallowing hard, but then his attention was stolen.

      “Jesus!” he swore and she laughed when she saw what had pulled his gaze. His plan to get them into the room sooner had definitely backfired. The bedroom was filled with candles and rose petals. There was also a fruit basket and more champagne that sat chilling on the side table.

      “Get freshened up. I’ll make coffee,” he grumbled, setting the spoon down.

      She nodded and went to the washroom, thankful for the reprieve. Her purse had everything she needed for the moment. She washed her face with cool water and then simultaneously combed out her unruly curls as she brushed her teeth. It felt so good after their long day of travel, but every time she heard Jack moving out in the room, her gut flipped.

      “Hurry up in there!” he hollered when she stalled at the door. “You have a spanking coming.”

      Jack’s arms were crossed when she came out. He looked even more annoyed, and it made her gut fall.

      “Jack?” She licked her lips and tried to swallow the lump forming in her throat.

      “Hm?”

      “Are you really going to spank me?” Her heart jumped in her chest when he closed the distance between them.

      “Little girl, I’ve known you’ve needed a spanking since the moment we met, so yes, god-damn-it, I’m going to spank you.” He grabbed her arm and pulled her toward the couch.

      Following along behind him, she felt like a puppet with no control over her body. His strong hand was wrapped tightly around her upper arm as he dragged her. He dropped to the white leather couch and yanked her over his lap. She gasped at the swiftness of the movement but didn’t protest. This whole situation was strange, and even if she protested, it wouldn’t do her any good. She needed him. But more importantly, she wanted him and dammit if this whole situation wasn’t turning her on.

      “Jack, you keep calling me a little girl and I’m not. Just because you’re older than me, it doesn’t make me a child.” In truth, she wanted him to call her little girl again. Whenever he did, she felt all swoony. Ooh, and ‘little one’. She liked that one too.

      At first, she’d hated Jack’s blustery dominance, but then it started making her feel safe and throbby. He wouldn’t be giving her shit every five minutes if he didn’t care, and now that her grandparents were gone, there weren’t many people who cared anymore. Maybe it was his looks, maybe the dominance, or his intelligence, but she’d been hot for him since they’d left the restaurant that first day.

      “You behave like a little girl, so to me, you are one. One in need of a lesson.”

      He flipped up her skirt and yanked her panties down roughly, making her shiver—mostly from the air conditioner, but a lot from his no-nonsense mannerism, too.

      Her hand flew back to cover her bare ass. “Are you some kind of dom?”

      “Alexis. Move. Your. Hand. Now.”

      She swallowed hard at his tone and slowly moved her hand.

      “Keep your pretty little hands out of the way or I’ll use the wooden spoon instead of my palm.” As soon as her bottom was free and clear, he started spanking her in firm swats. She squealed and lurched forward, kicking her legs.

      “Ow! I was just asking,” she said in a puff of breath, twisting her hips to avoid his palm landing in the same spot again for the fifth time.

      “You can’t even lose the sass when you’re getting your ass blistered, can you?” His hand landed again a little sharper this time. She yipped. “You know what, Alexis? I am a dom, a daddy-dom, and I’ve never met a woman more in need of my expertise.”

      “Do I call you Daddy?” she asked, humor still lacing her words. When he stilled, her gut dropped and she looked over her shoulder, swallowing. His mouth was firm and his stare hard. He shook his head in what looked like exasperation.

      “Yeah, you’ll call me Daddy, Alexis. And every time you say it, you’ll remember the thrashing I’m giving you right now.” When his hand landed again, all the thoughts in her head disappeared. He spanked her fast and hard. The burn on her backside intensified, and unlike before, another spank landed before the sting from the last had eased.

      God, it hurt!

      She yelped as he continued. She wanted him to stop. This wasn’t funny anymore. And the reality of both the spanking and the danger they were in was finally sinking in.

      “Stop!” She reached back to cover her delicate rear and he growled, but at least for the moment he’d stopped. She let out a whine.

      “Please. I’m sorry.” Her voice sounded wet and pathetic even to her own ears.

      “You earned this, young lady. By lying, by putting us both in danger, and by being completely thoughtless and flippant in everything you’ve done since we’ve been here. And Daddy plans on teaching you a good long lesson.”

      His emphasis on the word daddy wasn’t funny like she thought it would be. Instead it heated her to her core—even more than his gruff bossiness and that made her cheeks flush with heat too.

      “Please! I’m really sorry! You’re right! This whole thing is stupid and dangerous. I want to go home.”

      “Alexis?”

      “Yes, uh, Daddy?” She felt instantly more slick when the word left her mouth.

      “Where’s your hand?”

      “Um.” She snatched her hand back and tucked it under her chest. “Nowhere.”

      “What did I say I’d do if you didn’t keep your pretty hands out of the way?”

      Alexis gulped audibly and her voice cracked when she spoke. “You’d use the wooden s… spoon.”

      His hand landed in a smacky sounding tap on her tender rear. “Up you get. Fetch the spoon, little girl.”

      “Oh! Oh no!” She bit her lip, not moving. “Please, no!” But he was already helping her up. Her skirt fell down her backside as she dragged her feet toward the counter where he’d set the spoon.

      When she brought it back to him, he didn’t put her over his knee again. Instead, he bent her over the armrest of the couch. And this time, she was in tears within seconds. He smacked that spoon off her bottom so hard and fast she couldn’t catch her breath, and her feet danced as if she was a marionette doing a Latin salsa, but thankfully, it was over quickly.

      He chucked the spoon onto the couch cushion in front of her and grabbed her up, turning and tucking her against his torso. She cried hot angry sobs into his muscled chest and pounded her fist against him. That was not what she thought a spanking would be like. And how dare he beat her with a spoon. How dare he treat her like this when she was paying him!

      “Quit hitting me, Alexis, or I’ll put you back over my knee.” She stopped then, her fisted hand relaxing, but only because she feared he’d spank her further, but she growled in frustration. He clasped her upper arms with his strong hands and pulled her back. “You need a nap and when you wake up, you’re going to tell me everything.”

      He spun her and gave her a small shove in the direction of the bedroom. When she resisted, he swatted her ass, hard, and said, “Get!”

      Her brows slammed down over her eyes and she crossed her arms as she turned to scowl at him in defiant protest. “I do not need a nap. We’ll talk now. We’ll go find my dad after and if, and I mean if, you treat me properly for the rest of this trip, I’ll consider paying you!”

      He moved swiftly to the couch grabbing the spoon and Alexis hollered in surprise, spun and bee-lined for the bedroom, slamming the door hard behind her.

      “Jerk!” she shouted at the door.

      “Brat!” he replied.

      She growled again and stuck out her tongue before sighing and throwing herself onto the bed.

      Alexis cried into the pillow for a while, not because of the horrid burn still emanating from her tortured butt, but because she was frustrated. Jack Cole was a brute and she had no control over anything in her life, not back in Canada and not here in Colombia. And damn if she had no one to turn to.

      But if Jack wouldn’t help her, she would just have to help herself!

      She yawned. Right after she had a rest.
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      Spanking Alexis Riker had done dangerous things to Jack’s libido. It was out of control now. Even fresh from her nap, she was being a petulant brat and his cock was stirring in his jeans. She was an imp, a foolish little girl, who needed to be put in her place often! Normally that would be a huge turn off—like it was with his clients’ wives and daughters. He liked women with a little flirty sass and a lot of sense—women who were quick to submit and didn’t dare push his buttons. Women who didn’t need a full-time daddy.

      Alexis was defiant, deliberately disobedient, foolhardy and bossy-as-hell, and she needed more than he’d ever given a woman before. Jack should be limp and full of contempt for her, but he wasn’t. His cock was hard and his friggin’ heart was soft. She’d needed a nap, but he also pushed her away so he didn’t pull her closer. He wanted to hold her, brush his fingers through her unruly curls and make her mewl in pleasure as he buried his face in her sweet little pussy. He wanted to open his heart.

      “Are you listening?” Alexis asked petulantly, snapping him out of his mind. “You’re the one who demanded we talk.”

      “Of course, I am,” he groused. “Now lose the attitude and continue or else.”

      Her eyes narrowed on his for several seconds before she continued.

      “I never knew my parents. I was only a few days old when my mom died. My grandparents told me she’d left my dad in Colombia before I was born. But mostly they refused to talk about either of them. My grandfather would get really angry when I asked questions. Not angry at me, just angry, so my grandmother would always whisk me away and distract me. I thought maybe they blamed him for my mom’s death, but according to the will, she’d already been cut out of it, so I think they were mad at her too. Anyway, they didn’t like talking about any of it so I didn’t ask.” She swallowed hard.

      Jack noted she did that a lot. He watched as her tongue darted out to wet her bottom lip, another habit of hers. He wanted so badly to take that lip between his teeth, suck it in and tease it with his tongue, but he focused on her words instead.

      “I found out more when I went through all my grandparents’ stuff. There were letters from my mom from Colombia. She talked about being in love with a man named Samuel and how they’d eloped. It was a long shot, but I sent a letter to the return address in hopes he still lived there.” She paused.

      “Baby?” The word came out gently and her eyes went wide. His brow knitted before he quickly cleared his throat, plastered a grumpy expression on his face and continued as he’d never said it. “Was that the one you gave me? In Bogotá?”

      She nodded, searching his face carefully. Jack moved his eyes from her quickly and looked through his pocket for the paper with the address. Staring at the address, he cursed himself for letting the word slip. Baby. Fuck! He couldn’t afford for her to see he was going soft. He needed her to be afraid of him. That would be best. Yes, so afraid she wouldn’t dare disobey him. That would keep her safe.

      “I know some of this from our interviews, but it helps hearing it again, this time without the holes and lies,” he said, still keeping his eyes on the address. Even her handwriting was beautiful.

      Get your mind on point, Cole.

      According to Pete’s research, Alexis had been officially adopted by her maternal grandparents, Edna and James Riker shortly after her birth. No father had been named on the birth certificate, and her mother’s surname at the time of Alexis’s birth was Riker. Prior to that, she’d been Lilianna Litster. She was divorced.

      “Go on now.” His eyes flicked up to see Alexis still studying him.

      “So I sent the letter… to Samuel, no last name.”

      Jack stopped her. “What did your letter say?”

      Her eyes scrunched in confusion. “Does that matter?” she snapped.

      Ah, there was her snippy attitude, Jack thought. “It does.”

      She didn’t ask why, just nodded, checking herself.

      “I told him who I was and that I’d always wondered about him, and that I knew my grandparents had likely kept him from me, but that they were dead now, and I wanted to get to know him.”

      “And how long ago was that?”

      “Almost six months.”

      “And when did you hear from the kidnappers?”

      “A few days before I came to you.”

      His brow furrowed. Six months? That had warning bells ringing in his head.

      “Didn’t you wonder why they contacted you when your father had never answered your letter?” She shook her head, her gorgeous unruly curls bouncing around her beautiful round face. Her eyes, still a little red-rimmed from the spanking he’d given her earlier, double blinked. She was lying again. If they were home and safe, he’d pull her across his thighs again to reinforce his dislike for lies, but they weren’t.

      He wasn’t the only one who was suspicious about her father’s intentions. She shifted on the couch and looked out the window. She just didn’t want to admit it, didn’t want Jack to know she was so desperate she’d try to rescue a father who had brushed her off.

      “What did the kidnappers say?”

      “They immediately asked about my grandparents. Said my father requested the information.”

      More warning bells rang and louder this time.

      “Honey?” Her eyes shot back to his at his gentle tone. This time he didn’t care that he’d said it. His heart was breaking for her and she needed to know he could be trusted and… that he cared.

      She sighed forcefully and looked away again. “I know how it seems.”

      Jack moved from his chair and sat on the coffee table in front of her and then took her chin in his hand, turning her to face him. “Look at me, little girl.” His tone was as equally persuasive as his hand so her eyes came to his. “Why would you come all this way when your gut was telling you it was just about the money?”

      “Because…” She took her chin forcibly back and looked down. “Because I’ve got no one, nothing to lose.”

      His heart hurt for her, but when he reached out to draw her into a hug, she stood swiftly and went back to the bedroom. He stared at the door for a long time, trying to decide whether or not to push her, but eventually decided she needed time. But God, he wanted to push her—push himself.

      He called Pete instead.

      “Did you get any info?” Jack asked instead of a greeting.

      “Hello to you, too.”

      Pete’s mouth was full, Jack waited until he swallowed and repeated his question.

      “Okay, fine, no small talk.” Pete released a breath. “You’re going to have to forgive me eventually, Jack. The guy was legit, and I’d been friends with him since grade school. I never expected him to commit fraud and drag us down with him.”

      Jack’s teeth clenched. He didn’t need to be hashing this out with Pete right now. “Long distance, Pete,” he said, impatiently.

      “Right.” There was the tapping of fingers on a keyboard and then silence—more chewing. “So, I looked into Lilianna some more… She was married to her high school sweetheart for five years before they got divorced—Litster, Justin. Lillianna married again fairly quickly.” He paused for another mouthful of whatever, chewed and swallowed. “I’m waiting on confirmation for that though. My info is unofficial. Now, as far as Los Sánchez Hermanos goes…” Pete took another muffled bite.

      Jack rolled his eyes impatiently, watching the bedroom door. Soft, sweet, Alexis, in need of his comfort, was hiding in that bedroom. It felt so wrong to spank her without giving her aftercare, but she’d been a brat. He ground his teeth. He shouldn’t have let her—he should have spanked her harder. Maybe then she wouldn’t be so… stubborn.

      Pete continued, “If it’s a gang or cartel, it isn’t big enough to be on anyone’s radar. Not the Policía Nacional de Colombia, the RCMP or the FBI. None of my contacts have heard of them. I smell bullshit, Jack.”

      Jack nodded while Pete spoke even though his partner couldn’t see him. It was force of habit and helped him think. The whole situation was getting more suspicious.

      “And the address and bank account?” Jack asked, tapping his pencil against the piece of paper Alexis had given him.

      “Now those are real,” Pete said. “Both the offshore account in the Caymans and the apartment are registered to Samuél and Nicolás Sánchez. Los Sánchez Hermanos.”

      “The Sánchez brothers.”

      “Right. But… There’s another name on the account too.”

      “What name? And do we know anything about them?”

      “Oh, Jack, you ask all the right questions,” Pete said in a high-pitched girlie voice and laughed while tapping at the keyboard again. “Okay, so these two are brothers and both have records—theft, assaults, regular and sexual, and there are some charges pending for drugs and fraud. Bad dudes, Jack, but not murderers, kidnappers, or high-level criminals. But…” Pete paused, probably for effect because he loved being dramatic. “Nicolas, during a short stint in jail last month, had a confrontation with a cartel member. My source at the jail says he owes the guy some money. That could be why they all of a sudden need some cash.”

      I’d learned not to question Pete’s sources, he had them everywhere, and they’d never failed us before. Over the phone, online, the guy could charm information out of anyone. Hell, the queen would probably tell him the color of her panties if Pete asked.

      “And the other name on the account?”

      “Lilliana Sanchez.”

      Jack’s brow furrowed. “Could that be…”

      “Indeed, my friend, it could be. I haven’t found the name of the man she married yet, but I’d bet my big screen, she married Samuel Sanchez. I’m doing a search for marriage records now, but no hits yet. My gut is screaming she’s the mother though.”

      “God dammit, Pete. Mom’s not dead.” Jack rubbed his chin. Something niggled in his gut, but he couldn’t quite bring it to the forefront of his mind yet.

      “I’m still not signing it in ink, Jack, but I’m betting she was just dead to her parents and not actually dead. Going through death records now.”

      “Jesus! So you’re thinking what I’m thinking?” Jack asked, wanting someone else to confirm his thoughts. “Alexis is being played by her own parents?” The qualm in his gut struck again. It was something about her parents that was bugging him.

      “Uh huh,” Pete mumbled once again chewing. “Po’bly thinks they’re owed.” Swallowing, he continued. “Alexis likely prompted this set-up when she sent the letter. Do you know what it said?”

      “Agreed and yes, she mentioned her grandparents were dead. Lilianna knew her parents were loaded.” Jack stood and began pacing. “Something’s bugging me, but I can’t quite formulate it yet. I’ve gotta think on it. I’ll call you later.”

      “You got it, partner,” Pete said, this time in a cowboy drawl.

      Jack ignored his playfulness and signed off with a quick goodbye, running a hand through his hair. He was tired. He should have slept while Alexis had. He looked at the time. It was getting late. After eight and they hadn’t eaten. He’d have a quick shower and get some food.

      Jack tapped lightly on the door. “Lexi?” He didn’t know where the nickname had come from but it was better than honey or baby for now. At least until he made her his.

      The thought hit him in the gut. Is that really what he wanted? Shoving the thought away, he tapped again. No answer. She must have fallen asleep. He considered opening the door but then had an image of her asleep, skirt up and tangled at her waist, surrounded by rose petals and lit candles, and he shook his head, his cock already rising to attention.

      He’d let her sleep.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The receptionist, a different one than earlier, but still friendly and eager to please, recommended a restaurant called Malu Restaurante which was just down the road—an easy walk and had takeout. As Jack walked to restaurant, he passed little food stands serving empanadas and tamales that smelled amazing, but he kept walking. It felt good to move and it helped his mind work.

      He thought of Alexis and how he was going to tell her that her parents—or mother at least, was likely the one duping her. Jack decided right then, that he would be gentler than he’d been with her before. She was a strange combination of tough and sensitive, smart and naive. He shook his head thinking it, but smiled. That damn girl intrigued him to no end.

      He grabbed them a few things not knowing what Alexis might like, gnocchi goulash, soup, chicken and chips and walked back twice as fast, eager to fill his stomach. The fruit that was in the room had kept the hangry away, but he needed real sustenance, and she hadn’t even eaten the fruit as far as he knew. He should have gone sooner, he thought guiltily. He needed to take better care of her.

      She still wasn’t out of the bedroom when Jack got back. He looked at his watch, worried and was about to chalk it up to jet lag when his gut urged him to check. He eyed the gnocchi and grumbled at his stomach to be patient as he went to the door.

      This time after a quick knock, Jack walked in. His gut dropped instantly. Alexis had clearly left an impression in the bedspread, but that was the only thing left of her in the room. Jack spun, jogging to check the bathroom. When he found that empty, he looked for a note.

      Nothing.

      Jack’s eyes landed on the coffee table. On his pencil specifically. It was alone, out of place by itself. The note with the address written in big pink loopy handwriting was gone. As gone as Alexis Riker.

      Shit!

      The receptionist hadn’t seen her, but when Jack went outside to look up and down the street, a bellboy on his motorcycle freshly off-duty spoke to him.

      “You looking for the girl? The one with the hair?” The bellboy, wearing a nametag engraved with the name Carlos, waved his hand chaotically around his dark mop of hair. His accent was strong, but he spoke clearly. Jack nodded and the young man pointed up the road.

      “She left just after you,” Carlos yelled, but Jack was already running. “In a taxi,” he added. Thankfully, Jack had studied Samuel’s address so long earlier it was stuck in his mind.

      He flagged down the first taxi he saw.

      Alexis had a good half an hour on him, and that was more than enough time to get herself in serious trouble with two criminals.
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      The building wasn’t in the best shape, with crumbling concrete stairs and cracked window frames in need of replacing. Alexis frowned, checking the address once more before shoving the paper into her handbag.

      Alexis knew so little about the man who’d fathered her. She tried to guess what he looked like as she pulled open the building door and took the stairs, but she couldn’t. She knew her mother’s face, but only as a young girl and teen. There were pictures of her still in the house, but none of her in adulthood.

      Alexis stood matching the numbers on the paper against the numbers on the door. The paper shook in her trembling hands and her heart pounded in her chest so fast she felt dizzy. If he’d really been taken hostage, he wouldn’t be here, but if he was lying and just after her inheritance… She gathered a deep breath and as she released it, knocked.

      She needed to know him either way. He was her only family.

      Relief flooded her when she heard no movement, but as the seconds ticked by, she decided to knock again. Jack was going to kill her for doing this, so she might as well be sure her father wasn’t here, as opposed to asleep or in the bathroom. Her knuckles rapped on the door once more.

      Shifting from foot to foot, she waited and this time she heard movement.

      “Que mierda quieres?” The door swung open and a disheveled, shirtless man stood there. His hair, threaded with grey, was in a messy ponytail. His eyes focused quickly on her and then a half smile curved on his face. Before he could say anything else, Alexis spoke up.

      “Hi.” Alexis swallowed hard at his leer which definitely spoke volumes about what he thought of her physique. “I’m looking for Samuel.” In her head, she chanted ‘please don’t be my dad’ because while there was something hot about calling Jack Daddy it did not mean she wanted her actual dad to look at her lasciviously like this guy was. “He’s my father.”

      “No shit,” the man said, changing his lecherous look to one of interest. “Papi Sámuel, si?”

      He yelled something in Spanish over his shoulder back into the main room—something Alexis couldn’t catch because she hadn’t learned much from the demo app she’d tried.

      Her stomach rolled as she thought of Jack and what he’d say about her current situation. Suddenly, it was very clear how stupid she’d been. Even more so when another shirtless man, with an equally shirtless woman under his arm, walked in the room. Alexis’s breath caught when she saw the gun sticking out of the waistband of his jeans.

      The apartment had boxes everywhere. Packing boxes, bare walls, and minimal furniture—beer cans everywhere. They were moving—she just wasn’t sure if it was in or out. Maybe he’d long ago moved. But then how would the kidnapper have found her?

      “Uh, never mind, I think I have the wrong address,” she said taking three steps back. The second man squinted at her as cigarette smoke twirled up into his face. He was tall and lanky with bronze skin. The woman, with long messy light brown hair and big drug-dazed eyes blinked at her, took the man’s cigarette and took a drag.

      The first guy poked his head out into the hall and looked both ways, and then grabbed Alexis and yanked her in. She squealed, but he covered her mouth before she could belt out anything that might get someone’s attention.

      “Shut the fuck up, chica!” The first man said in her ear. His left arm was around her middle, yanking her back tightly against his body while his right covered her mouth. She trembled against him, her eyes blurring on the smoking man who looked over her as if she were a prize. Tears started to overflow when she felt his hard dick poking in the small of her back.

      “Please,” she said when he released her mouth. “Don’t hurt me.”

      The man holding her grabbed her handbag.

      “Hurt you?” He laughed cruelly. “My little girl?”

      The woman shoved at him, glaring intensely at Alexis with furrowed brow and a slight frown to her thin, lined lips. The woman spoke to the smoking man. The only word Alexis understood was her name, and then the woman’s eyes widened, her lips relaxed, and she swallowed hard.

      “You’re Samuel?” Alexis asked in a shaking voice, moving her attention away from the woman—clearly the least threatening of the group. The man nodded his head at a filthy-looking sofa and the guy holding her shoved her to it. She fell, knees first on it, but spun and stood to face them quickly, the couch pressing against the back of her legs keeping her in place. The woman came at her then, grabbing Alexis’s chin and turning her face side to side. She spoke rapidly in Spanish at the men and released Alexis. She blinked, looking almost frozen to the spot.

      “I am Samuel,” the smoking man said, taking a deep drag from his cigarette. His English perfect and his accent not nearly as strong as it should be. “This is my brother.” He motioned with his cigarette, tucked high between his two first fingers, to the man who had held Alexis tightly only moments before. “Nicolas.”

      Alexis looked between the two men wishing more than anything she was back in the hotel room with Jack. Gruff, no-nonsense, Jack with the hand that blistered her bottom holding her safely.

      “You’re my…” She couldn’t even say it. This disgusting man with an evil smile and yellow teeth could not be her father. No. No. No!

      “Papi?” He laughed again, this time coming straight at her, grabbing her hair and yanking her head back. She whimpered when he grabbed her breast roughly. “Would a father do this?”

      His squeezing hand made her cry out and the woman came at him, pounding him with a fist. He shoved her back, saying something Alexis couldn’t understand but recognized as a threat. The woman stumbled back, tears in her eyes. Those wet eyes darted to Alexis quickly, but Alexis closed hers to fight the bile that rose in her throat. The unit on self-defense she took in high school rushed through her mind, but she felt immobilized by the cold metal placed against her neck. The gun. Her eyes opened, searching for the woman—her only hope, but she was gone.

      There were a million things she should be thinking right then, but it was Jack who had her mind’s focus. How she’d never get the chance to feel his hands on her. How she’d never feel the heat of his stare or the dip of her gut when he threatened her. How she’d never know what it was like to kiss him, taste him, or make love with him. Even to feel his punishing palm against her ass again would be something. She barely knew him, and yet, she felt as if she’d known him forever, and now she was going to miss out. She promised herself right then, if she ever got the chance, she’d tell him how badly she wanted to be his.

      “You were stupid to come here, chica.” Samuel’s breath was hot and rank with tobacco. “You only had to send the money, puta.” Samuel’s rough hand slid up her thigh and forced its way between her legs, cupping her pussy.

      She jerked back, falling to sit on the sofa. “I… I have the… money,” Alexis said shakily. He narrowed his eyes on her. “I can transfer it from here.”

      He reached forward, grabbing her throat and pulling her to her feet, he shoved the gun back in his waistband. Samuel released her and took a few steps, turning to Nicolas, speaking in rapid-fire Spanish.

      Alexis eyed the door, which Nicolas had left open a crack in his haste, and then her eyes darted to the open window and balcony off to her left. Were either an option? She surveyed the distance between the men and the escape routes.

      “Transfer it now,” Nicolas demanded, looking back at her.

      “Will you let me go? Will you let my father go?”

      “Sure, chica,” he said with a chuckle that clearly conveyed the opposite. “Your mama, too.”

      “Make the transfer, puta!” Nicolas riffled through her purse and whipped her cell phone at her. “Call the bank.”

      “I… I don’t know the number,” she stammered.

      “That’s a smartphone.” Samuel nodded at the phone in her hands. “You take more than a minute and I’ll let my brother fuck your ass while you search.” He smiled—that cruel devil smile. “And when you’re on the phone with the bank, I’ll take my turn. My cock will split your ass wide open.”

      Alexis blinked, trying to control her panic as she fumbled with the phone in her hand. The woman from earlier stumbled out, tear streaks on her face and yelled at Samuel. He went to her, legs fueled by anger, and slapped her. She roared angrily, shoving him. At first, Alexis couldn’t take her eyes off the couple, but then she remembered his threat. Movement caught her eye as she turned away from them. More movement at the door behind Nicolas. Her gut flipped. It was Jack. It was just a flash, so fast she wasn’t even sure she hadn’t imagined it, but then he was rushing in.

      The element of surprise was all they had going for them, so she yelled at Nicolas, since he was closest.

      “Catch, dickhead!” She threw her phone as hard as she could at his face. His arms flew up to block it, and she launched herself forward and kicked him as hard as she could, with the top flat of her foot to ensure full contact, right in the cojones. That was a word she hadn’t learned from the app, but from TV. Balls. She kicked him in his Spanish balls.

      “Run!”

      Jack had already tackled Samuel. With Nicolas down clutching his crotch, Alexis grabbed her purse and ran just as Jack ordered.

      At the last second, she stopped, grabbed a large ashtray from the table by the door and turned back, smashing it over Samuel’s head as he swung a fist at Jack. Grabbing Jack’s hand as Samuel fell, she ran for the door again. This time with Jack behind.

      Thankfully, Jack had left a taxi waiting at the front. He’d even left the door open as if he’d expected things to go down as they had. He was dragging her by the time they hit the street, so he pulled her right into the cab in a barrel roll, yelling ‘vamonos!’ to the driver.

      The car took off with a squeal before the door was even fully closed, and when she spun in her seat to look back, Nicolas ran out of the building in a limp-jog.

      “Sit properly and put your seatbelt on.” Jack’s gruff, irritated voice was such a relief to her ears that she ignored his instructions and threw herself into his arms. Despite Jack’s curse and grousing about her foolishness, his arms held her tightly—comforting, lovingly.

      She was safe in Daddy Jack’s arms.

      After several minutes, when her breathing had become somewhat regular, Jack released his strong hold on her and moved her back to her seat. He leaned over and buckled her in himself. And then shot her a look that made her rethink her first thought.

      She was safe—for now.

      Jack was livid. She’d seen him annoyed. She’d seen him hangry, hell, she’d even seen him pissed off, but this was a whole other level. She bit her lip. He chewed his, eyes narrowed and holding her stare. She swallowed hard and he released a breath.

      “I—”

      “Don’t!” His hand landed on her thigh and squeezed. “Don’t you dare open your pretty mouth, young lady. There isn’t one thing you could say that will save your ass from the thrashing you’re due, so don’t waste your breath. You’ll need it for wailing.”

      She clamped her jaw tight, pressed her lips together and turned her attention to the passing scenery. God, if his words didn’t scare and thrill her equally.

      When the cab pulled up in front of their hotel, he clasped her hand again. Tight.

      “I’m not going to run, Jack,” she told him with a roll of her eyes. “That man was not my father and he was my only lead, so I have nowhere to go.” He only glared. Glared so hard she had to look at her feet the rest of the way to their room.

      When the door slammed behind them, she prepared herself. But she wasn’t prepared for what she got.

      Jack’s mouth slammed hard into hers, his lips hot and demanding. She fell back against the door and his body pinned her there. When his lips stopped their punishing kiss, his eyes, molten with desire, focused on hers.

      “That was stupid, little girl. So God-damn stupid. I have never been so afraid in my life.”

      “I’m sorry, Daddy.” The name rolled off her tongue easily. “So sorry. I was petrified. And all I could think was that if I had the chance, I’d tell you how much I want to be yours–really yours. The little girl and the woman in me want to be yours, Daddy.” He pecked her several times on the face with his lips and then yanked her off the door, both hands once again tightly around her upper arms.

      “I have no clue why I feel the way I do about you, Alexis Riker. I’m brusque, impatient, and surly as hell sometimes, but you make me feel things I haven’t felt for anyone in a long time. I am going to make you mine, little one, and then I’m going to make you regret being mine. Because, my little brat, what you did was so beyond dangerous the only thing I can think to do to make sure you never ever do something so stupid again is to take my belt to your backside. I can’t lose you and if that means I’ve got to tear your ass up so you’ll be more careful, I will.”

      “Daddy, I was terrified. I need you. I need you to keep me safe from my impulses and recklessness. I’m too headstrong and think the best of people. Daddy, anchor me so I don’t float away on my whims and good intentions—anchor me to you!”

      His mouth was against hers before the last word had slipped past her tongue. He pulled her tight against him, and she wrapped herself around him, arms circling his neck, legs about his waist, her hot, throbbing pussy pushing against him. Jack’s hands were splayed across the ass she’d gladly give him later to discipline, his fingers digging into the meaty flesh with a force that reminded her she was alive and his cock, so hard, pushing, grinding, and throbbing against her middle.

      “Take me, make me yours. Please hurry!” The words came out breathy and urgent. She gasped when his movement matched her insistence and his scruffy chin scraped across her cheek so his lips, tongue and teeth could nibble, kiss and play with her neck. Her insides swirled, pulsed and ached with need, for pleasure, for him. She had to be taken, used, owned.

      Jack didn’t take her to the bed, or even to the couch. Neither of them seemed to need niceties with the necessity their bodies conveyed so strong and steady, Jack pushed her against the door and yanked her shirt up and off so his mouth could suck, lick, and torment her nipples. Her hands threaded roughly into his hair and her eyes rolled back in bliss when his tongue flicked hot and wetly over her tight, aching buds.

      “Feet on the floor,” he demanded and when she obeyed, he spun her, pushing her forward to lean her palms on the door. He pulled her ass out. “Don’t move your hands.” She let out a wanton whimper and nodded while he yanked up her skirt. “Spread your legs.” Another abrupt demand in combination with his knee and thigh roughly parting her.

      “This ass… baby… so fucking hot, so in need of both my punishment and pleasure.”

      He ripped the panties from her body, but she didn’t notice until they fell in a flash of pink to the floor. She was too busy begging nonsensically for him to fuck her. But he didn’t—and she thought she might die from emptiness when he dropped to his knees.

      “Daddy,” the word trailed like a wail from her mouth as he shoved his face against her ass to tongue her from behind. She felt like liquid, like rain dripping down the door, as his mouth fucked her. His lips and tongue gave her pleasure she’d never known. His fingers joined just when she thought she couldn’t possibly feel any more ecstasy, and then she exploded around those plunging fingers, howling. In utter bliss, tingling from head to toe, she slumped when the last bit of pleasure had been drawn from her body with his loving.

      It was then, as she panted, hands still splayed against the door, her body wracked with aftershocks, that Jack really made her his. His cock plunged into her body, so thick and hard, each thrust from his pistoning hips stoked a new fire, awakening a fresh wave of arousal and need.

      “Oh God,” she called and then bit her lip, holding a scream back as he pounded deeper, filling her completely. “Daddy, it’s so good! Please, faster! I need you!’ Her eagerness was rewarded with a hand to her pussy. He spread her and his fingers worked the taut swollen bud. Her orgasm grew with each stroke of his cock, with each flick, twirl, and pull of his fingers, but it wasn’t until she looked forward at the door where her hand was buried beneath his, wide and protective over hers that she came again. And with her release, his followed.

      “My sweet little one,” he said on a hot, panting breath against the shell of her ear. “You’re mine. Mine to reward with pleasure, to punish with pain. I’ll give you everything you need and keep you safe, but know this, I’m also yours. Your daddy. And no one, baby girl, has ever owned Jack Cole.”
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      Jack carried Alexis, limp and spent from both her ordeal and their love-making, to the bed. Her eyes, still clouded with pleasure slipped closed the moment he laid her head on the pillow. The words, “Yours, Daddy,” brushed past her kiss-swollen lips as he put the blanket over her and smiled. His little girl looked damn adorable surrounded by those fragrant flower petals. His smile widened.

      Jack Cole didn’t smile. Jack Cole didn’t fall for one of his clients. And Jack Cole didn’t fall in love.

      Except, he did.

      Jack knew they couldn’t stay here at this hotel, even in the interim, while they waited for a flight home. The Sanchez brothers would find them. It was only a matter of time. He needed to get her out of Colombia and soon. The El Dorado International airport wasn’t a safe option either. Maybe a smaller private plane or… he looked at the soundly sleeping Alexis and his brain shut off for a moment to watch her.

      A few hours, he’d give her that. But then they had to leave. He wanted to curl up behind her and tuck her safely into him, cradle her body with his, but he still had some things to work out in his mind and he didn’t want to disturb her sleep, not when he could only allow her a short one.

      As he settled on the couch, the information he had about her mother and the Sanchez brothers burned in him. He needed to keep it to himself a bit longer though. He wanted to know for sure before he stirred up her world and he wanted something good to tell her too. And that’s when it hit him. Alexis was right, Samuel Sanchez was not her father, and that meant Litster might be. He’d have to get Pete to check on that, blood types or whatever. Although they might need a DNA test.

      Jack leaned back, sinking into the sofa. Glancing at the panties on the floor by the door, a vision of Alexis played in his mind like a movie a moment before he paused it for another time. She needed a change of clothes, and they needed transportation. They also needed a plan. But first he’d just rest his eyes a minute.
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        * * *

      

      Morning poured in the windows warming Jack’s face, but it was the sound of a motorcycle roaring nearby that woke him. At first, he stirred slowly until his mind came fully awake, and then he bolted upright. Alexis! Three swift steps, from the couch to the bedroom, and he released a breath. In a ball, those tangled curls surrounding her head like a halo, Alexis slept. But seeing her only momentarily eased his anxiousness. What the hell time was it? He hadn’t intended to sleep more than a few hours and now it was morning. He forced down the anxiety that flared. They were registered here under his name, not hers. They’d be hard to find. They had time.

      Thankfully, Pete was already at the office when he called.

      “You find anything?” This time Pete didn’t complain about the lack of greeting.

      “I did, actually. There were definitely no death records for Lilianna Riker, and I found a marriage record for a Samuel Ronaldo Hernandez and Lilianna Juliette Riker.”

      Jacks brows furrowed. “What kind of woman would do this to her own child?”

      “The same kind who would drop said newborn child on her parents’ doorstep and run away with a man she’d left her husband for.”

      “How do you know that?”

      “Asked around. Alexis might not know anything, but her grandmother’s garden club friends did.”

      Jack was taken back. He was the leg work guy, not Pete.

      “You left the office?”

      “Hardee-har,” Pete replied.

      “Was the Uber Eats app down?”

      “I’m going to let that slide, Jackie.”

      “So, I’ve got this theory I need you to prove.” Jack emphasized the word because he knew Alexis had no one and learning her mother had been alive all this time, and didn’t care, would kill her. “I think Litster is the father.”

      “Hmm.” Pete started clacking away again. “Okay, so Alexis was born a few months after the divorce with Litster became final and that could mean she was pregnant before she’d left him, but Lillianna was having an affair with Sanchez. Might need a paternity test on this one. Let me do some more digging though.”

      Jack’s other line cut in “Got another call, Pete.”

      The name Alexis Riker flashed on the screen and Jack almost dropped the phone. He switched lines quickly, leaving the conversation with Pete unfinished.

      “Hello?”

      “Are you the man who saved my Alexis yesterday?”

      “Lilianna?”

      “Yes,” she said breathily.

      The yes held so much more than just the confirmation of her name. He heard it in her voice—she was Alexis’s mother.

      “Listen, they’re coming for her.” Lilianna’s voice was an urgent whisper this time. “I just wanted the money. Why did she have to come here?” She let out a whimper and some quiet weeping followed before she spoke again, this time in a voice wet with emotion. “They’ll kill her for it and they know where you are. She left her phone behind and there are pictures on it—of the hotel. I hid the phone as long as I could, but they found it. You need to get her back home. Fast. Nicolas has gone to a dangerous man for help, a man he’s promised to pay his debt to with money he’s taken from Alexis. He works for a cartel.”

      Jack heard banging in the background.

      “Get out of Colombia. There are some very powerful people after you now.”

      Jack was ready to run, grabbing his and Alexis’s things with the phone still pressed to his ear, but he needed to know, he wanted to know, why they should trust her. “Why are you warning us?”

      “I just wanted the next high—I gave her up because I wanted better for her. Yes, I wanted the money, but when I saw her yesterday, my sweet baby, all grown and beautiful, I realized I wanted more.”

      “I doubt you’ll get more after this,” Jack said honestly, and was about to end the call when she spoke again.

      “She deserves better than me. Please just tell her that her father never knew. Tell her Justin Litster never knew.”

      The call ended with a yelp, shouting and then a scream. He couldn’t understand the language enough to decipher what was said, but the scream spoke volumes. Shoving the phone in his pocket, Jack jogged for the bedroom. He’d have to believe Alexis’s mother could take care of herself, because he only had one goal… to keep Alexis safe.

      “Lexi.” He shook her gently at first, but harder when she didn’t instantly rouse. “No time to sleep in, baby. We gotta go.” He grabbed her purse and yanked her up.

      “Daddy.”

      His name came out like a whine and though he should scold her for it, he didn’t. He liked the little girl side of her, whining and all. “Little one, we’re in danger. No time to fight me.” That got her moving. Her eyes widened fearfully and she met his urgent pace, grabbing his arm in hers like he was a security blanket.

      Jack didn’t check out, hoping if they were still registered it would waylay the brothers in discovering they’d left.

      “Stroll out of here like we’re going on an outing,” he whispered to Alexis as they left the room.

      Alexis did well even though he could feel her trembling against him. She even managed a smile for the receptionist when she wished them a good day. He was proud of her. She no longer seemed to be the flighty girl without a care that he’d fought with yesterday. Maybe that had all been an act to hide the fact that things were more serious than she let on. Or maybe the spanking he gave her had knocked some sense into her. More than likely she’d gotten the scare of her life at that apartment though.

      She still had a spanking coming for that stunt and it would be a darn good one, but first he had to get her to safety.

      Outside of the hotel, Jack saw the same bellboy from the day before. Carlos, Jack recalled. This time the young man was about to start his shift. Carlos held up one hand and greeted them loudly while gathering his things with the other. Motorcycles seemed a common way to travel in the city, Jack noted.

      “Buenos Dias, mi amigo!” Jack returned with a smile, despite the churning in his gut as an idea hit. The motorcycle tour his friend once went on. It was a thirteen-day tour that left Bogotá and ended in Popayan. He knew for sure it stopped in Cartagena though. They could book a flight from there. But they wouldn’t be on it. With the manpower these guys would have now, they’d likely check more than just the airport in Bogotá, and they’d definitely check all the taxi services and car rentals, but it was doubtful they’d consider a motorcycle tour, especially one that looped around and ended in a deeper part of Colombia. And they’d only use the tour to get out of Bogotá. They’d hole up in some small town or even the mountains and wait.

      Jack looked at Alexis a moment, drinking her in. God dammit, how the hell had he fallen in love?

      “Sweetheart, I’d do anything to keep you safe.” She looked at him strangely, his words seemly out of the blue.

      They’d wait in the mountains, yes, and there Jack could cash in his chit with Ricci. No matter the cost, this might be the only way he could save Alexis.

      As Jack pulled Alexis along the colorful streets, he tried to remember the name of the tour company his friend used. He couldn’t ask around. They’d question people and they’d get information at any cost.

      They turned up the road, towards a livelier part of the city. They could grab some motorcycle appropriate clothes for Alexis and some food at the outdoor market he’d seen on his walk the night before, and perhaps find a spot with tourist pamphlets.

      “Where are we going?” Alexis asked.

      “We’re going to get you some food and clothes.” She wasn’t even wearing panties, for goodness sake. “Keep your eyes peeled for any tourist information. I’m looking for a motorcycle tour specifically.”

      Alexis stopped in her tracks and he turned back impatiently. “We don’t have time for you to drag your feet, little girl,” he growled wanting her to know the urgency of the situation without actually scaring her with the truth. She didn’t respond though. Instead, she dug through her purse and pulled out some pamphlets. He remembered she’d been fanning herself with them when they checked into their hotel. She’d been worried about the spanking he was going to give her. It felt like that was weeks ago.

      Grabbing the papers, he pulled her into an alcove between two buildings.

      “Are there any on motorcycle tours?” she asked as he flipped through the papers.

      He held one up and beamed at her. “This is the one! GlobeWanderers!” He grabbed her hand and led them out of the alcove.

      “I’ve never ridden a bike before, Jack,” she said jogging to catch up to his stride. “Not even a bicycle!”

      He turned sideways to look at her. “Trust me, little one, you just need to hold on and lean when I do. I’ll take care of you. And when this is all over, I’ll teach you.”

      “To ride a motorcycle?”

      His right brow arched. “Hell no!” he answered knowing her and figuring she’d likely kill herself on her first lone ride. “I meant a bicycle—the non-motorized kind.”

      “I’m holding you to that, Jack.”

      He looked to his side where she walked swiftly next to him. Fear clouded those beautiful eyes, so he firmed his expression. It was a look she read well. “Daddy,” she corrected and he winked at her. The distraction worked. Now she looked more worried about displeasing him than not surviving.

      “Better, baby girl.” He gave her hand a squeeze and she squeezed back.

      “I knew you were the one from the moment we met. It’s why I put up with your Oscar the Grouch routine,” she said, and for the first time he appreciated her ability to see the good—to focus on the positive and to be distracted easily. But he still shook his head at her and reached to swat her ass.

      “I’d be careful with my words, young lady. Daddy still owes you a damn hard spanking and we’ll be hiding out for a while—plenty of time for dealing with things.”

      He looked at her peripherally as they walked, noting her widening hazel eyes. Distract her, he told himself. “I’m guessing a full day on the back of a bike might be miserable with a sore ass.”

      “Daddy, I deserve a damn hard spanking, but I’d rather use that time for other things… Especially when you talk like that. God, you make me hot.”

      He tried to hide it, but the smirk pulled at his lips anyway and, by the sparkle in her eyes, he knew she saw it.
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        * * *

      

      The journey started with a tour briefing and welcome dinner. And because they were meant to blend in, the crowd was large enough, and the restaurant had been closed for their group, he decided they’d enjoyed themselves. He’d keep alert, watch every person who came in and never let his guard down, but for now, he had a beautiful woman at his side and some damn fine authentic Spanish seafood paella and wine.

      He’d changed up their story, instead of being honeymooners they were just a couple in love which was more truth than not. Alexis was charming and friendly, so she made friends quickly. And her pathetic attempt at talking Spanish to their guide made everyone laugh—even him.

      Alexis had his heart dancing with every smile, shy glance and flirty kiss, and when she got up to dance to the lively music at the restaurant, he admired rather than grumbled. She was gorgeous and her free spirit had grown on him—maybe because now he wanted to take care of her. She was his.

      Their hotel that night was nothing fancy—just a place to lie down before their early start and it seemed safe enough, but Jack stayed awake anyway. Not even the wine could settle his mind. And he had to phone Ricci.

      When his calls had been made, he sat, set his head into his palms and waited for daybreak. Just as he thought, the chit he was owed wasn’t enough to cover such a big favor. He’d owe Ricci, but he’d make it work. He’d do anything for Alexis.

      They held hands on the way to the motorcycle depot and he snuck in a squeeze of her ass as they took the familiarization lesson. Keeping Alexis calm and feeling secure was as important as keeping her safe.

      “What do you think?” she asked, modeling her helmet.

      “Cute as a button,” he answered giving her nose a peck. They’d picked up some clothes for her at the market before they joined the tour dinner and he’d made sure she’d purchased some jeans for their time on the bike and in the mountains. As he admired her in them now, he decided he liked her in jeans without the oversized hoodie this time. Her ass in denim was a heart-pounding sight.

      She eyed the big bike and her nose scrunched. “How long is this trip?”

      “We’ll be ditching the tour after a few hours. I called Pete last night. He’s found us a place to lie low in the mountains.”

      She nodded, her curls bouncing around her worried face. God, he loved those curls, and that face, worried or not, it was flawless. He plucked at one of her silky ringlets, letting it bounce back into place.

      “It’ll be beautiful,” he reassured her. “And safe. All right, little one, on you get.” He swung his leg over and held the heavy bike steady for her. She pressed against him, squeezing her arms around him tightly before they’d even started. Again, he smiled.
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        * * *

      

      The hacienda was no more than a shack, but the views of the mountain were breathtaking. He’d pulled the tour guide aside when they stopped in a coffee town for a tour. Jack had explained that Alexis had been ill and couldn’t handle the ride. From there, Jack hired a man to drive them to a gas station fifteen miles north where the rental provider picked them up and took them to the shack just as Pete had arranged. Now they just had to hole-up and wait. Wait until Ricci’s men came for them.

      “Jack?” Alexis put her hand on his shoulder, and he looked away from the green lush mountain. “You’re tired.”

      He was beyond tired. So tired his eyes burned and his head ached. He smiled though, put his arm over her shoulder and pulled her against him.

      “I’m fine, little one.”

      “No, you’re not.” She took his arm from her shoulders and tugged him inside where there was a hammock. “Have a rest. I’ll keep watch.” She touched his cheek, scruffy from missing a few shaves. “I’ll wake you if I even think I hear something.”

      “I’m not taking my eyes off this mountain.”

      “You need to trust me. I know I took off before, and I know I didn’t pay attention when we came here, but I’ve learned my lesson. I’ll keep watch. I’ll keep you safe like you’ve kept me safe. Remember you said you’re mine too.”

      Jack nodded. She was right.
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      They’d been through so much the last few days. So much so, it felt as if years rather than days had passed. But now time could go back to its normal pace. They were finally safe. At least that’s what Jack had told her.

      Men had come for them in the mountains. They didn’t speak to her—hell, they didn’t speak at all except to give curt orders. Jack wouldn’t tell her who they were or where they were going, just that they were going to be okay and that she should be quiet.

      She fell asleep on a cargo plane and only woke up when he carried her to a big black truck. From there, they drove to a pier and took a boat to a house nestled on another lush green mountain with a beach stretching out before them. There, they were ushered inside. The place was light and airy, with ocean breezes billowing though filmy curtains. The men had brought them food and fresh clothes. They’d eaten, showered and slept, her barely noticing much for the first twenty-four hours.

      That morning, when she was still in a sleep shirt, she watched as the men gave Jack an envelope with some papers to look over. The men—all in black, and still heavily armed stood watch, as stone-faced as any statues she’d ever seen, waiting until Jack read the papers. When he nodded solemnly, they handed over some keys and left. She watched them drive away, staying quiet until she couldn’t see them any longer. But with them went her silence.

      “What the hell was that?” she demanded. Jack took a patient breath and poured her a coffee from the pot on the counter before answering.

      “A job offer.”

      Alexis examined his green eyes. They held no fear, no anger, no hurt.

      “One I accepted,” he added.

      “As payment?” She seemed to have developed some intuition on the trip, maybe not so much developed as started paying attention to it.

      “Yes, but it has its perks, little one.” He closed the gap between them, took her chin with her hand and tipped her mouth up so he could kiss her gently. “You’re safe, I get this place and some tax problems Pete got us into will be taken care of.”

      “Jack, those weren’t good guys,” she stated, feeling numb.

      “No, but not the worst.” His eyes were soft, understanding.

      “Where is this place?”

      “Costa Rica.”

      “Forever?” She looked out the garden doors over the veranda, past the verdant vegetation that led down to the beach beyond, and stared at the water. The mountains behind them were alive with the sounds of birds and wildlife. It was isolated, but for one other house on a cliff a half a kilometer away. Forever here wouldn’t be the worst either, she thought.

      “For a long time.”

      “What kind of job?”

      “Bodyguard.”

      “Can I ask for whom?” She already knew the answer to that, but asked anyway and then nodded when he shook his head.

      “Is it safe?”

      “I think so. I’m not worried.”

      Releasing her, Jack took the envelope off the table and reached inside to pull out a ticket. He handed it to her. “It also came with this.”

      She looked down at it. It was a ticket to Calgary half a country away from her home in Toronto. Her eyes narrowed in confusion, the sting of rejection taking her breath, but before she could question the location and dismissal, Jack spoke.

      “It’s where your father lives. He didn’t know your mother was pregnant when she left him. He’s eager to meet you.” Her eyes widened. “And he’s a good man, Alexis.”

      “My father?”

      “His name is Justin Litster…”

      As Jack explained how her mother was still alive and had been the woman in the apartment and had played a key role in helping them escape, Alexis sat down, stunned. Her heart was pounding, her gut rolling and her chest aching with the flood of information. Clutching the ticket to her chest, she looked up from the wicker chair she’d sat in.

      “One ticket?” she more stated than asked. He was rejecting her. Sending her away.

      He nodded.

      “What about you?” What she was really asking was what about us, but she couldn’t say the words. Her heart beat impossibly faster. Her eyes filling with tears, the ache inside her becoming a chasm splitting her in two. She loved him. She’d been looking for family—but she found him instead and now, nothing else mattered—he was her family. Only Jack. Only Daddy Jack.

      “But…” A sob wrenched out of her. “You haven’t spanked me for what I did!” She stood, grabbing his arms and tugging him. “You…”

      He covered her mouth with his hand, his eyes turning that stern, wet sea-glass green that meant he was in charge.

      “Little girl, you’ll get that spanking and many more.” He tapped the ticket that was still in her hand, now crumpled against his arm where she clasped him. “That’s a two-way ticket.” He snatched it from her as she released him to look. “And it doesn’t leave for a few weeks.”

      He wore that grumpy face she knew so well and it made her smile, beam actually. He was her daddy grouch.

      “You’ll keep me, Jack? You won’t send me away?”

      Both of Jack’s hands cupped her cheeks. “Only if that’s what you want, baby girl. Otherwise, I’ll kiss you goodbye and miss you the rest of my life.”

      “But you made me yours, Daddy. So I’m yours!” Tears fell over her lids. “Daddy, please! I’m yours!” She sounded desperate and scared, but that’s because she was.

      “Oh, I plan on reminding you exactly who owns you, little one.”

      He reached for his belt, unbuckling it, and she held her breath as it sliced through the loops. When it hung from his hand, she pulled her eyes from it to look in his. He pointed to the couch and she swallowed hard.

      “Still want to be mine now that I’m going to deliver that whipping I promised you for disobeying me and running off straight into the lion’s den?”

      She didn’t hesitate to nod. “Yours, Daddy. All yours. To punish. To love.”

      He grabbed her then and positioned her over the couch, shoving her night shirt up.

      “If you block me with your hands, baby girl, they’ll get strapped.”

      “Yes, Daddy.” Alexis tucked her hands under her chest and gathered a breath, awaiting the first punishing stripe of his belt. It came and fast, making her gasp, and the tears still so close to the surface, fell down her cheeks.

      “You’ll never put my baby girl in danger again, Lexi, never. Do you understand?”

      Another stinging stripe burned across her ass. Her legs flew up, her toes curling as the sting deepened. “Yes, Daddy.”

      “You’re precious to me and I can’t have you in peril.”

      The belt landed again and she called out in pain, but even as she did her insides heated. Being his, being punished for not taking care of herself, being called precious, it all made her center slick with need. Two more licks of leather bit her skin before he paused to caress the fiery flesh.

      His fingers dipped between her legs as he smoothed his hand over her heated cheek. They slid easily inside her wet channel.

      “Lexi?”

      “Yes, Daddy?”

      “Are you enjoying this whipping?”

      “No, sir.”

      “Well then, my sweet, you’ve sprung a leak.”

      He took his hand away, and she cried at the loss, but his belt was back too quickly.

      “Ten more should do and then you’ll pay your penance to Daddy’s cock.”

      “Yes,” she said on a quick exhale.

      “Do you know what comes after that, little one?”

      She shook her head, swiftly, her mind clouded with an intense mixture of pain and arousal.

      “Then I fuck you hard for the bad girl you were and the good girl you’ve become.”

      The last four stripes were unbearable and Alexis had to fight with every ounce of willpower she had not to reach back, not to move from her perch over the armrest, not to beg for mercy. And when the last stripe landed, she hollered, her call echoing out into the mountain around them.

      He didn’t give her time to catch her breath though.

      “On your knees, little girl. No time to think about your burning ass. You earned it, didn’t you?”

      She turned off the armrest, slid to her knees and looked up at him, nodding. The tears of pain, sexual frustration and love rolled down her face, her blistered ass hot against the soles of her bare feet.

      She tore at his jeans, eager. She wanted to please him, but she wanted to taste him more. His cock, long, smooth and thick, swollen and pink, twitched for her and she licked the tip, twirling her tongue around it, luring a small droplet of arousal from it.

      His hand threaded into her curls and fisted them, but he didn’t pull her. She took Jack’s cock into her mouth, deep and sucked hard, and she slid off of his shaft to the tip again. Sheathing her teeth with her lips, she slid him back in and this time she reached for his balls. Massaging and sucking him in a steady rhythm made him groan with pleasure and loosen his grip on her hair, cradling her head instead.

      “God, baby, you’re fucking fantastic.”

      She held the base of him, sliding her hand up and down to follow the path of her mouth. Speeding up, she paid her penance, pleasuring him as her own pussy grew engorged with need. After, when she felt him tense and readied herself for the hot spurts of come, he yanked back on her hair. She popped of his cock and he growled for her to stand.

      She obeyed without hesitation and he pushed her back over the arm of the couch, this time her ass high, her back down over the armrest and her head on the seat cushion, and then he draped her legs over his shoulders.

      His mouth found her center hot and needy, and he stroked her with his tongue until she was crying out with need and then stopped. Stopped, denying her, like he’d denied himself. But then his knuckle stroked across her lips, teasing her ripe bud as he spoke.

      “No coming until you have permission, Lexi.”

      The words didn’t fully sink in until his tongue was back at work, stroking as his lips plucked and his mouth sucked. She didn’t think she’d be able to hang on when he added two long fingers to stroke her inside. She called out, slammed her fists against the couch and pulled him closer with her legs.

      “Now. Babygirl, come on Daddy’s tongue.”

      And she did. The orgasm left her quivering until her body became limp and then he stood, his jeans still down, his cock rock hard, shining at the tip and lurching eagerly.

      Jack drove into her, hard enough to rock her back deeply into the cushions and move the couch. She clenched her teeth at the pleasure it gave. Each unforgiving pump brought her up again, rocking her closer to the edge where release lay just beyond. It didn’t take long before she tumbled over the precipice of pleasure again, and this time his release followed with a guttural howl.

      He lifted her up to hold her against him and she slumped forward into his strong, protective arms, knowing her slate was clean. Knowing she’d never again be that impulsive girl who ran off naive and stupidly fearless because now she had something to lose…

      Detective Daddy.

      

      
        
        THE END
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      "So what room are we in?" 

      Leigh was practically bouncing on the balls of her feet as she looked up at her boyfriend with anticipation. They were at the soft opening of Marquis, the second BDSM club owned by their friends, and had been tasked with trying out one of the special theme rooms. Jared and the other Doms in the participating couples had all decided it would be more fun to surprise their submissives, rather than tell them which room they’d be occupying for the night.

      It made all of the submissives very antsy, amusing their partners and satisfying their sadistic sides. 

      Everyone in their group of friends—hell, most of the members of Stronghold—knew what the theme rooms were. There was no hiding that from the gossip train, especially not since there were already classes being held on location. The rooms were all so very different though, each one promising an immersive and kinky experience.

      Leigh had been trying to convince Jared to tell her what room they were going to be in for days. Now that they were finally getting ready to go, their overnight bags packed, and all that remained was to actually get dress for their night, she was obviously hoping he would finally relent.

      Smiling down at her, he wrapped his arm around her shoulders and tucking her neatly into his side, shaking his head. Although she was tall for a woman, Jared was big for a man, and she fit perfectly against him.

      "Come on, you have to let me know how to dress," she wheedled. Her mismatched eyes, one hazel brown and one hazel green, widened as she stared up at him pleadingly. "I've only got half an hour to get ready!" 

      "Wear what you normally would to Stronghold," he told her. Stronghold was the club they usually went to on the weekends to spend time with their friends. Jared also worked there as a bouncer sometimes, although he'd started cutting down on the number of shifts a while ago. Playing with her, or even just hanging out in the bar with her and their friends, was much more fun than guarding the door all the time. 

      "Argh, you're no fun." She pouted at him and then sighed when her pout had no discernible effect. It was all Jared could do not to smile before she turned and flounced out of the room. There really was only half an hour for her to get ready before they needed to leave. If she made them late then that would just give him a good reason to spank her and she knew it.

      He was looking forward to tonight. A lot. 

      Leigh was submissive and their relationship had some elements of domestic discipline—she thrived under rules and structure and had asked him for help keeping her Type 2 Diabetes under control. Since he'd started spanking her for missed days working out or overindulging on foods that affected her blood sugar, her A1Cs had dropped so low that she was back in the 'normal' range. 

      Tonight, he was hoping they'd be able to add a little bit more playfulness to that dynamic. 

      Marquis was different from Stronghold in that it was going to operate more like a hotel, with private themed rooms, and the rooms were all centered around specific fetishes. Tonight, those rooms were undergoing a test run for the full hotel experience and Jared had jumped at the chance to claim one of them. 

      He wasn't alone either. Several of their friends were trying out the rooms. 

      Mistress Lisa and her submissive Karen had claimed the Foot Fetish room—Lisa had a thing for shoes. Will, who also worked at Stronghold, and his wife Gina were in the Medieval Dungeon. Personally, Jared thought that room looked uncomfortable, but for a sadist and masochist couple it was perfect. Michael and Ellie had apparently been disappointed that they hadn't asked for that room in time, but they had been happy enough with their second choice, the Medical Play room. It was similar to the Doctor's Office at Stronghold but had even more toys and higher-end equipment to play with. 

      Kate and Andrew were apparently going to roleplay their younger years, they'd signed up for the 'Teenager' room—an aspect of age play that would suit them perfectly. Last he'd heard, Andrew had been making plans to get Kate a cheerleader outfit to wear. 

      There was also the Little Boys room, the Pet Play room, and the Pony Play room, but Jared wasn't sure who had taken those. 

      He had gotten his first choice - the Little Girl’s room. 

      Because he was fairly certain Leigh would enjoy being a little. He looked forward to being her Daddy for a night. More than once, he'd heard someone comment that they thought he would make a good Daddy Dom, but the truth was he had never wanted to be one until Leigh came into his life. It was a dynamic that would have never worked with his ex. 

      Truth be told, he wasn't sure it would work all the time with Leigh, but he looked forward to trying in a room specifically designed for it. And if they both liked it, then they'd do it more often. 

      While Leigh was in the bathroom doing her hair and makeup, he changed into the outfit he was planning on wearing tonight. It was definitely not his normal club wear, but he thought it would fit the theme.
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      Deciding to leave her long brown hair waving down her back, Leigh used two clips to pull it back away from her face at least. She studied her reflection in the mirror and decided it was as good as she could do without knowing exactly what she was supposed to look like. It was driving her nuts that Jared hadn't told her what room they were in. None of the subbies knew. 

      Her phone buzzed with an incoming text. Picking it up, she smiled when she saw it was from her best friend, Angel, who was just as curious as Leigh about what room she was going to test out tonight. Angel was also a submissive, but she was thirty-eight weeks pregnant and ready to pop, so no fun room testing for her and her husband. She was determined to live vicariously through Leigh though. 

      Angel: So, has he caved yet? Did he give you any hints?

      Leigh: No! He won't even tell me how to dress. He just said to wear my usual. =(

      Her usual, when it came to visiting Stronghold, tended to be a lingerie look rather than the corsets Angel favored or the latex and leather some of their other friends usually wore. But she couldn't figure how a silky negligee would fit into any of the rooms. Maybe the foot fetish? 

      As much as she liked shoes, Leigh wasn't sure how she felt about spending the night in a room devoted to feet. It just wasn't a kink that had ever appealed to her. She was a little scared of the idea of the dungeon. Jared would make a hot doctor though. Being a pet appealed to her more than a pony, she'd seen some of the 'kittens' and 'puppies' on occasion at Stronghold and she thought they were pretty cute. 

      Hmm. Maybe she was going to be a kitten. She could see lingerie working for that. Maybe.

      Her phone buzzed again. 

      Angel: Argh! Why are they so stubborn?! Damn Doms and their secrets. Text me later if you can. If you can't, then I want full deets tomorrow!

      Giggling, Leigh texted back a heart and an eggplant, before exiting the bathroom and coming to a grinding halt. 

      Her boyfriend was standing by his dresser, adjusting the cuff of his shirt and looking mouth-wateringly sexy. Not that he didn't always look sexy, but he rarely wore suits unless they were going to a wedding or some kind of special event. The suit jacket was draped over the bed, but just seeing him in the black pants and gleaming leather shoes, the crisp white shirt contrasting with his dark skin, with the top button undone to show a little bit of his chest... she kind of felt like swooning. 

      Catching her look, his smile was reminiscent of the Cheshire Cat. "You only have ten minutes, little one, is that what you're wearing?" 

      "No..." But she really wished she could text Angel again because she had a sneaking suspicion which room they were going to and she wanted to know what her bestie thought. With Jared now watching her, that probably wasn't a good idea though. Especially since he was right—she only had ten minutes to finish getting dressed. 

      Heart pounding in her chest, she hurried over to the dresser. Hmm... the pink baby doll seemed like it might be a good choice. 

      Watching Jared out of the corner of her eye as she picked it up, she couldn't quite see his expression before he turned away. Darn it! No clue there. Whatever. Either it would fit well, or it wouldn't and if he didn't want to give her any hints then he would just have to deal with it. 

      Realizing that she was pouting, not to mention wasting time scowling at her boyfriend's back, Leigh gave herself a little shake and started pulling off her clothes. She should be able to get dressed and have her shoes on just in time to go—and maybe she'd even find a minute to sneak a text to Angel.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 3

          

        

      

    

    
      The suit had probably given him away.

      But he'd wanted to wear it and the look on Leigh's face when she'd seen him standing there, all dressed up, had definitely been worth it. There was also something sexy about being more formally dressed while she was wearing a little slip of silk. Not that he'd gone fully formal. He'd skipped the tie and left the top button of his shirt undone, opting for comfort over the look. 

      Going by the way Leigh kept glancing at his open collar, she didn't object. 

      She looked stunning, as usual. Especially with the heavy mass of her hair down, something which she didn't do often because it was long enough to get in the way of pretty much everything. Jared often ended up taking it down himself. 

      Although, he was planning on putting it into pigtails tonight. But not until they got to the room. Just in case she still hadn't actually guessed which room they were spending the evening in. If she hadn't, the pigtails would be a dead giveaway. 

      She somehow managed to sit patiently through the car ride, pursing her lips a couple of times when he kept the focus of their conversation on anything other than their upcoming evening. He talked about their friends, Christmas presents, the New Year’s Eve opening that Marquis was going to have, but any time she tried to ask about tonight he smoothly changed the subject. 

      By the time they finally parked, she was looking both excited and frustrated. Mostly excited. The frustration had been slowly dwindling as they came closer to the club and her excitement ramped up. Fortunately, it wasn't a long walk. As Decembers went, this wasn't a particularly cold one, but with Leigh dressed in almost nothing under her coat, he still preferred she not be outside for too long.

      The exterior of Marquis looked like a normal restaurant—because that's exactly what it was on the first floor. The restaurant wasn't open yet either, and wouldn't be until after the new year. The BDSM club, which took up the second floor, would officially open on New Year's Eve and the restaurant would have its grand opening on New Year's Day. 

      Knocking on the front door, Jared grinned when it opened to reveal Olivia, one of his best friends and also the manager of the club. She was dressed in a stunning red suit with a black dress shirt. Her red hair pulled back in a sleek looking style. Not all redheads could pull off wearing bright red, but it was her signature color and she looked good in it. 

      Her own smile was wide as she greeted them, stepping back to let them in the door. 

      "Come on in, welcome to Marquis," she said, grey eyes sparkling with her own anticipation. Jared knew how excited she was about the club opening. She closed the door behind them and started leading them through the restaurant. The lights were dim, but he could see that the place was really coming together. It looked cozy and elegant. He and Leigh would definitely have to come eat here once it was open. "Are you two excited for tonight?" 

      "Very," Leigh said immediately and enthusiastically. She gave Olivia a sidelong look. "Especially about our room. I think it's going to be great." 

      Olivia laughed, not at all falling for Leigh's fishing attempt. "He still hasn't told you, has he?" 

      Sighing, Leigh began to pull off her coat as she followed along. It was much warmer inside than it had been outside. Jared helped her as they reached the back of the restaurant and the hallway which contained the stairs to the club portion of the building. Draping the coat over his arm, the bag containing everything they needed for the night over that same shoulder, he took her hand, threading his fingers through hers. 

      "What would be the fun in that?" he quipped, making Olivia laugh again. 

      "Letting your sadistic side out, hmm?" she teased, before looking at Leigh and winking. "Have a lovely evening." 

      Grumbling something under her breath, Leigh allowed herself to be led up the stairs. Behind them they could already hear someone else knocking on the door and Olivia's heels clicking back across the floor as she went to answer it.
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      The main room of Marquis’ BDSM club was stunning. A polished wooden circular stage in the middle of the room dominated the space, surrounded by alcoves with curtains that could be drawn across them for privacy—although privacy was not the point of the space. Leigh’s mouth hung open as she stared around them.

      This was so different from the stage at Stronghold that she was a little taken aback. She found that stage intimidating enough, even though she’d never been on it. Imagining being on this stage with an audience on every side watching every angle… way too intimidating to even contemplate. Watching would probably be fun though.

      Fortunately, Jared wasn’t an exhibitionist either.

      Hand still in hers, he walked across the room. Leigh moved with him, only dragging her feet a little as she took in the gorgeous décor.

      Slowing his steps, Jared looked down at her. “Do you want to look around this room or do you want to go to our room?”

      It was an honest question. If she wanted to stay here in the main room to look around then he would. That meant waiting to find out what theme room they had though.

      “Our room,” she said decisively.

      She'd been waiting too long to find out what room they were in and now she wanted to know if her suspicions were confirmed. Because he was wearing a suit. And the room that seemed most suited to a suit was the Little Girl's room. Leigh hadn't seen it, but she knew what it was called, and she knew what a Daddy Dom was. 

      A year ago, she hadn't. She'd never really considered herself kinky until her best friend had started going to Stronghold and then she'd gotten an earful about all the different things Angel was doing there. Things that had intrigued her but that she never thought she'd be able to try with her boyfriend at the time. But then they'd broken up and she'd, somewhat unintentionally, fallen right into another serious relationship. 

      But Jared was different from her ex. He took care of her. Spanked her when she needed it. Made sure she was eating healthy, exercising like she'd agreed to, and keeping her blood sugar under control. Being accountable to him just made it easier for her. She did well with rules and structure and consequences. 

      The first time she'd read a book with a Daddy Dom, it had felt startlingly familiar. She hadn't been into the idea of calling a guy "Daddy," but it had been by one of her favorite authors, so she started reading it anyway, and then she'd started really getting into it. Jared checked off so many Daddy Dom boxes, and she really identified with the 'littles.'

      She'd even almost called him "Daddy" a couple of times since she'd found her new reading obsession, but she'd always held it back, afraid of how he would react. 

      Deep down she'd secretly been hoping that maybe they'd be in the Little Girl's room, but she'd been almost afraid to hope too much. Because if they weren't, she didn't want him to think that she was disappointed with whatever room they were in. All of the rooms were going to be amazing; she was sure. 

      But a night with Jared being her Daddy... it was a secret fantasy that she'd been harboring for months now. She hadn't even told her friends about it, not even Angel. Mostly because their entire group gossiped like there was no tomorrow, so telling anyone would mean that eventually, it would get back to him. 

      "This way, little one," he said, smiling as he led her to the door on the other side of the room.

      He'd called her 'little one' from the beginning. And she was little compared to him, size wise, but now she knew it was also something some Daddy Doms called their little girls. 

      Please be the little girl's room, please be the little girl's room... no wait, stop thinking that. You don't want him to think that you're sad if you end up in a different room. All of the rooms sound amazing. It's probably not the little girl's room, you've just been hopeful and so you're seeing clues that aren't actually there.

      In fact, Leigh began to brace herself for disappointment, to make sure nothing showed on her face when it turned out that they weren't in the Little Girl's room. She knew that sometimes she could be a bit pessimistic, but it was better to be pleasantly surprised than sadly disappointed. 

      Her breath caught in her throat when Jared stopped at the first door, which was painted pink.

      "In you go, little one," he said, opening the door with one hand and ushering her forward ahead of him into the room with the other. 

      Excited joy burst inside of her as she darted in, barely feeling his hand on her back because she was moving so fast. 

      It is! It's the Little Girl's room!

      And what a Little Girl's room it was. Like the ultimate fantasy little girl's room. The kind of room that she'd dreamed about as a little girl, like something right out of a magazine. The walls were a light rose pink with a darker rose trim along the baseboards and crown molding, which contrasted with the creamy white of the furniture. 

      A small white table was in the corner, there were pink cushions on the white chairs around it, and it had a dainty tea set decorated with roses set up on it. A few feet away was a large canopy bed with a comforter made entirely of white lacy ruffles. On the other side of the bed were shelves, full of books and art supplies. Across from the bed was a massive television, with shelves on either side of it that were full of what looked like kids’ movies. In the opposite corner of the tea table was a massive dollhouse, which was so big that it was practically waist-high on Leigh. 

      Along the far wall was all the baby equipment, and Leigh wasn't sure how she felt about that. She eyed the changing table, adult-sized crib, and highchair a little warily. The rocking horse, which wasn't too far away, also got a sidelong look, although for a very different reason. The saddle on it had a dildo sticking straight up from it and her cheeks immediately turned pink the moment she looked at it. 

      "This is amazing!" she said, squealing a little and bouncing up and down. She turned to face Jared, who was standing just inside the doorway, watching her with a smile on his face. He seemed even bigger and more intimidating than usual, in this frothy, frilly room. Hmmm. She looked back over at the canopy bed and frowned. "Um, are we both going to fit on that?" 

      Chuckling, Jared straightened and came toward her. "For the purposes we'll use it for, yes. But there's more to the room. Let's go take a look." 

      Oh. Right. She'd been so distracted by all the furnishings and toys that she'd barely noticed the door on the other side of the room. Although, even if she had, she would have assumed it led to the bathroom. Excitement threaded through her, along with a tingle of arousal as Jared's large hand pressed against the small of her back, directing her. 

      Tonight was going to be so good!
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      Leigh's reaction to the room had been everything Jared could have hoped. She'd squealed and bounced with excitement, obviously happy with the room he'd chosen. The blush on her cheeks when she'd look at the rocking horse made him determined to see her riding it tonight. They didn't often play with toys... but this was a special occasion after all. 

      They probably wouldn't test out the baby stuff though. He hadn't missed her unease over the equipment. Truthfully, a baby girl would be a little more reliant on him than he desired anyway. He'd have been willing to try if Leigh was interested though. It could be fun if she was ever particularly naughty; since he didn't like to spank her too hard, he sometimes had to come up with creative ways to discipline her. 

      The second room in the suite was set up more like a traditional hotel, with a king size bed that was twice the size of the double in the front room. He'd seen the restraints tucked in around the little girl's canopy bed, although they'd mostly been hidden. They were tucked into the carvings on this bed, but just as easy to spot for someone who knew what they were looking for. Setting their bag down and hanging her coat up in the closet, he could see her examining the room out of the corner of his eye.

      The contrast between the two rooms was like night and day. Whereas the front room had been all pink and cream and frills, this room had heavier, darker wooden furniture. There were still some small concessions to the kink though—a small stool in the corner which could be used to put a naughty little girl in time-out, and a teddy bear propped up against the pillows on the bed. The teddy bear looked a bit out of place next to the navy comforter and pillows. 

      "This is definitely the Daddy room," Leigh said, giggling a little as she looked around. "Ooo, look at the bathroom!"

      The door was open, giving them a view into the pristine white bathroom, but they moved inside anyway to make sure they didn't miss anything. There was a massive tub, large enough for two, with jets. All the Doms had been informed that the shower curtain rod in each of the bathrooms could easily hold up to three hundred pounds of weight, if they wanted to use it for their activities. Tucked into a corner was a basket filled with scented bubble bath and bath bombs, although the usual shampoo, conditioner, and body wash were also provided. 

      Jared grinned when he saw Leigh looking at the hook on the shower wall with a confused expression on her face. 

      "That's for enemas," he whispered in her ear. 

      She went bright pink and would have backed away if his body hadn't been right behind hers. As it was, she pressed against him. 

      "Oh..." She squeaked the word, still blushing furiously, which made him chuckle. 

      Although they'd played around with toys, so far Jared had never pushed her beyond that. His plan was to play things by ear tonight, but her reaction to the hook was giving him all sorts of ideas. 

      "So, little girl, where would you like to start our evening?" he asked, curious to see what her answer would be. 

      The room could be a little overwhelming and he wanted her to be comfortable. At least, initially. 

      "Um, back in the first room," she said hastily, practically dragging him from the bathroom and getting away from the hook as fast as she could. Jared chuckled under his breath. Silly submissive. Didn't she know her fascinated fear was too much temptation to resist? 

      But Leigh was very honest in her reactions to things. It was one of the things he loved best about her. If she sat and thought about it, she could easily manipulate him, but she never did that. When she was happy, he knew it, when she was sad, he knew it... and when she was anxious about something, he knew it. 

      The silky lingerie she was wearing fluttered against her legs, she was moving so quickly. Her long hair swayed back and forth, the light brown ends just above the curve of her ass, reminding him of something that he wanted to do. 

      "Find something to play with, little girl," he said, giving her a small pat on her bottom. 

      "Okay," she replied, stepping away and giving him a curious look. 

      Jared frowned down at her, although he knew his eyes would give away that he wasn't actually angry. Reaching out, he bopped her on the nose. "I'm Daddy tonight, little girl." 

      The blush returned to her cheeks, turning her as bright pink as she'd been in the bathroom. "Um, right. Okay, Daddy." 

      Even though she was now as bright red as a tomato, the way she was shifting back and forth on her feet and the little nubs of her nipples pressing against the front of her lingerie gave away her arousal. 

      "Good girl," Jared told her, turning back to the other room. There were several things he wanted from his bag.
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      Daddy.

      Just saying it out loud had made her feel so odd all over. Odd, but excited. 

      It fit though. Not just the room, but it fit her and Jared. 

      Looking around the room, Leigh tried to figure out where she wanted to start. They were there for sexy stuff, but other than the rocking horse and the bed, nothing seemed inherently sexy. She sidled over to the shelves next to the television. Yup. Actual kids' movies. Nothing sexy about those, right? 

      But she so was not ready to jump on that horse. 

      She side-eyed the thing. The dildo sticking up out of its seat was long and thick. Glancing at the door to the other room, she didn't see Jared through the doorway, so she quickly tiptoed over to inspect the thing closer. Quickly. 

      Not that she was any expert on dildos. With another quick glance toward the doorway, she reached out to touch it. The rubbery toy wasn't entirely rigid, but it was stiff enough that her gentle press made the horse rock slightly, and the wood creaked. 

      She jumped back and felt her cheeks burning up for the umpteenth time because of course now Jared was standing in the doorway, filling the space with his large frame. The amused twist of his lips didn't help her embarrassment at all. 

      "I was, um, just looking at it," she said, waving her hand a little helplessly at the kinky thing. 

      "I saw," Jared said, in the maddeningly calm way he sometimes had. Maddening because his placid demeanor usually hid some seriously devious thoughts. "I didn't realize you'd be so interested in going for a ride."

      "I'm not," she said quickly. Too quickly. And then she winced when his dark eyes settled on her, his gaze sharpening. 

      It wasn't that she wanted to be a great liar, exactly, but sometimes it would be really nice if she could get away with it. Especially when Jared was in a spanking mood.

      "I think you just lied to your Daddy, little girl." 

      Clench. Swoon. Holy perverted hotness, Batman.

      Leigh shook her head, not so much as to deny the lying, but to deny what she knew would be coming next. Darn it, she'd wanted to enjoy the room before she got her first punishment! Except that wasn't entirely true either. While part of her wanted to enjoy the room, the other part of her was super excited because she was pretty sure she was about to enjoy the room. 

      The other part of her was a horny perv who got her into way too much trouble sometimes. 

      Shaking his head, Jared made his way over to the bed and set something down. Leigh couldn't quite make out what it was from where she was standing and she wasn't sure she wanted to. Shrugging off the jacket he was wearing, he laid that down on the bed too and turned back toward her. He sat down on the bed as he began to undo the cuffs on his shirt. 

      Oh... dirty forearm fantasies... yup, that is hot. Why is that so hot?!

      Shifting back and forth on her feet, Leigh could feel the slippery wetness of her pussy as her lower lips rubbed against each other. Her clit pulsed eagerly, totally on board with everything that was about to happen. It didn't matter that spankings could really hurt, her body responded to being spanked like it was the greatest pleasure on earth. She was a total spanko.

      While she disliked punishment spankings, mostly because she hated feeling like she'd disappointed Jared, she knew that she wasn't really in trouble right now. Yes, she'd just told a little white lie, but he wasn't mad. He was just going to use it as an excuse to spank her. And she was so on board with that. 

      With one sleeve rolled up to his elbow, Jared patted his lap before he started in on the other sleeve. "Come here, little girl. You're going over Daddy's lap."

      She felt like she might just cum from listening to Jared call himself her Daddy. He paused rolling up his other sleeve and gave her a look that said, 'get moving.' 

      Right. Oops. 

      Leigh scampered over to him and practically threw herself over his thighs. It was a familiar enough position from her weekly spankings. Even on weeks when she was perfect, she got a spanking—a reward spanking. But somehow, this time, it felt different. 

      Because he wasn't just being Jared and her Dom. He was being her Daddy.

      Her pussy quivered. 

      "Good girl," he said, one hand coming down to rest between her shoulder blades while the other lifted up the hem of her lingerie. Not that it needed to be lifted very far. Leigh squirmed against him, enjoying the feel of his cock pressing into her side. 

      At least she knew she wasn't the only one super turned on by this. 

      Her panties slid away from her ass and down her legs, falling to her ankles and leaving her completely exposed. The thin scrap of fabric wouldn't have been much protection anyway, but having it removed always made her feel extra vulnerable. 

      "Now you know how I feel about lying, little one," Jared said sternly, his hand rubbing her buttocks now, the way he often did before a spanking. He said it warmed her skin up. Leigh was pretty sure he just liked touching her butt. 

      "I'm sorry, Daddy." She meant to say it playfully, because she felt so strange calling him Daddy, but somehow it came out completely sincere and in a higher voice than she usually used. Like she really was a naughty little girl, apologizing to her Daddy. 

      Her super sexy, super dirty Daddy. 

      "I'm glad to hear that, but you still need to be punished." 

      She expected a slap to her bottom—anywhere on her bottom. What she did not expect was to feel something cool and slick suddenly pressing against her anus. Leigh jerked forward, but with her Daddy's strong thighs under her hips and his hand pressing down on her upper back, she didn't actually manage to move. 

      "Daddy?" 

      "Bear down, little girl, that will help." 

      The pressure began to burn as the toy pressed inward and Leigh moaned, grabbing onto her Daddy's ankle for better support. This was far from the first time that she'd been plugged, but it never failed to make her feel both horny and filthy. There was a little voice in her head that said only bad girls liked it in the butt, even though she knew some of her friends enjoyed anal and she didn't think they were bad girls. Somehow it was different when it was her butt. 

      Was tonight the night she was finally going to lose her last cherry? 

      The tight ring of muscle stretched, and she whimpered, her pussy clenching in response to both the thought and the slick invasion. It hurt, it stung, and it made her ache to be filled. She panted as Jared pulled the plug back and then thrust it back in, pushing it deeper inside of her, stretching her open wider. 

      "It's too big, Daddy!" She could feel her poor little hole protesting. She was sure this was bigger than anything he'd used on her before. For some reason, saying so just turned her on even more. 

      "It's only a little bigger than you're used to, sweetheart," he said soothingly, continuing to push and twist the plug, working it into her with little thrusts that felt good even through the burn. "Now take the plug for Daddy, like a good girl." 

      She moaned again as her pussy spasmed, and her hips moved forward, trying to rub herself against Daddy's thigh. It wasn't like they'd ever had bad sex, but this was already even hotter than anything they'd done before, and the night had barely started.
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      Watching the thick, pink plug slowly disappearing into Leigh's tight pucker had Jared's cock throbbing. Every time she called him Daddy, he swore he could feel another rush of blood pushing into the swollen organ. The way she squirmed on his lap, rubbing against the rigid shaft, didn't hurt either. The ring of muscle guarding her back entrance fought the plug, but if he was going to take her there later tonight, he wanted to make sure she was properly prepared. 

      It was the biggest plug she'd ever had, but it was still smaller than his cock. 

      "That's it, sweetheart," he murmured, finally pushing the plug all the way in. She cried out a little as the widest portion stretched her ring to its limit, panting and slumping over his lap when her sphincter snapped shut around the thinner portion of the plug between the bulb and the base. "Good girl. How do you feel?" 

      "Full," she said immediately, still panting, like she was out of air. Jared rubbed her ass in soothing circles, feeling the muscles tense and relax under his hand as she adjusted to the plug. "Tingly." 

      He smiled, looking down at her and enjoying the view. The dark hue of his skin against the creamy mounds of her bottom was erotically beautiful. And soon he'd turn those pale mounds a nice pink, adding another contrasting color to the mix. 

      "Good," he said. "Hopefully that will help you remember not to lie again. Although, if it doesn't, I'm sure this will." 

      Smack!

      His hand came down hard on her upturned cheek. Not so hard that it would actually hurt her, but definitely hard enough to get her attention. Leigh cried out, shuddering in reaction, although she didn't have time to do anything more before his hand was already falling again. 

      Smack! Smack! Smack!

      Squirming, hips bucking, Leigh writhed on his lap while he spanked her. Each slap made her flesh jiggle enticingly before her bottom would clench and then relax. Tall and slim, Leigh liked to say that she was perfectly pear shaped, with all her junk in her trunk. Jared just liked her shape, especially her deliciously spankable ass. 

      He didn't spank her very hard or for very long though, just enough to turn her skin a nice bright pink. Just enough to spike her arousal. 

      Then he stopped. 

      And Leigh whimpered, lifting her hips again, her body begging for more. Jared just patted her pink cheek, feeling the warmth of her skin against his palm. 

      "Sit down on the floor, little girl, between my feet." 

      Grumbling, Leigh did as he said, kicking her panties off her ankles as she moved. The skirt on her lingerie fell back down around her hips, hiding her lower half as she sat down while Jared picked up the hair brush and bands that he'd gotten from his bag. He normally loved to see Leigh's hair down, but he felt that tonight called for something special. 

      "Owie," she muttered under breath, trying to settle into a comfortable position at his feet. Since she was facing away from him, he didn't bother trying to hide his smile. Cross legged, she sat straighter than usual—likely an effect of the plug. 

      When he ran the brush through her long hair, she sighed happily, sinking into it. She loved having her hair played with. This wasn't the first time he'd brushed her hair, although it would be the first time he'd ever braided it. Dividing her hair at the part, he brushed half of it over one shoulder while using the brush to gather the rest of it into his hand. 

      Leaning forward as he began to braid, he could see the happy smile on Leigh's face, the way her eyes were half lidded with pleasure.

      There was an intimacy to brushing and arranging a woman's hair. It was a simple pleasure, not necessarily erotic, that created a kind of closeness between them. A quiet moment, a little bubble, where nothing but the two of them existed. 

      Weaving the silky strands through his fingers, Jared plaited her hair into two long braids that hung down her back. He tugged one of them, making her turn her head, her mismatched eyes filled with mischief. 

      "Now what?" she asked, a little sassily, turning so that she was no longer sitting between his legs but kneeling. She put one hand on each of his thighs, tilting her head back like she was asking for a kiss. 

      Cupping her chin in one hand, Jared pulled her toward him, tipping her head back as he claimed her mouth. Her lips parted eagerly, her tongue sliding against his. When he lifted his head, ending the kiss, she strained toward him, clinging. 

      "Now, we finish your punishment for lying." 

      Leigh's eyes flew wide open.
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      "But Da-a-a-a-addy," Leigh protested, drawing out the second word and feeling very much like a whiny little girl as she did so. She almost wanted to giggle at calling Jared 'Daddy,' because she felt just a little silly, but it was starting to feel more natural the more she did it. 

      So did the whining. Not that it stopped Jared from bodily picking her up off of the bed and carrying her over to the rocking horse. Obviously, he intended to incorporate the thing into her punishment.

      For some reason the idea of going onto the rocking horse made her want to run and hide. Maybe just because she really wasn't used to having an audience for anything. Not even Jared. Normally when they did anything, they did it together. But now she was totally naked and riding the rocking horse was something she'd have to do alone, with him watching. The very idea made her feel flushed all over. 

      SMACK!

      The hard slap to her bottom made her squeal, gripping his arm harder. 

      Right now, her legs were spread, the rocking horse and the large dildo directly underneath her, and she was using Jared's forearm to help balance and hold herself above it. But the position wasn't very comfortable, her legs were already getting tired, and his other hand was on her shoulder, not exactly pressing her down but not letting her straighten up completely either. 

      "Down, little girl," he said firmly. "Bend those knees."

      "I'm pretty sure the horse is supposed to be for play, not punishment," she grumbled, her knees bending. The tip of the dildo brushed against her pussy, which was too slick for her to pretend she wasn't highly aroused by everything that was happening—embarrassed or not. 

      His deep chuckle made her scowl at him. Which was kind of fun. There was something very freeing about being able to pout and scowl as much as she wanted to. 

      "If you were interested in playing with it, then it wouldn't make a good punishment," he pointed out. 

      Hmph. 

      Fine then.

      She'd be interested in playing with it and she'd love it and then it wouldn't be a very good punishment at all! There was a little part of her that gleefully urged her onward to show him. 

      Leigh wiggled a little, feeling the tip of the dildo sliding around her slick pussy lips to just the right... there...

      She bent her knees and dropped. Fast.

      "Oh!" The air felt like it was punched out of her as the thick shaft filled her, too quickly. Gravity pulled her down even faster than she'd intended, and her body screamed protest at the sudden impalement. Her ass clenched around the plug, as if trying to squeeze it smaller, to make more room for the new intruder.

      "Leigh!" Jared's hand swiftly moved from her shoulder to around her back, helping to support her and hold her up as she panted for air. The rubber cock hadn't even made it all the way inside of her, but her legs couldn't hold her at this impossible angle, so Jared's support was all that was keeping her from sliding down any faster. The frustrated growl in his voice made her wonder if she had just earned herself another spanking. "You were supposed to lower yourself slowly, sweetheart." 

      "I didn't mean to go that fast," she admitted, still panting as she clung to him. His arm braced against her back and she realized he was moving to lift her back up. "No!"

      He stilled. "No?" 

      "I want to keep going." Now that she was here, she didn't want to stop. Yes, the idea of Jared watching her on the rocking horse made her blush, but deep down she also thought it was hot. She just hadn't wanted to admit it. 

      There was a long pause and then Jared's arm relaxed. 

      "Alright, little girl, but behave yourself or I'm going to come up with a different punishment for you." The ominous tone of his voice said that she wouldn't like whatever he came up with. Having seen all the possibilities Marquis had to offer, Leigh wasn't particularly eager to see just how creative he could get. 

      At least the rocking horse would probably be fun. 

      Already her body was adjusting, and the burn of insertion was fading. Probably because the big toy was about the same size as Jared's cock. He was always careful to work himself into her though, she didn't just hop on the way she'd tried to do with the toy. 

      Now, with Jared holding her carefully, she slid up and then moved back down, slowly sliding down the thick shaft of the toy. With the plug in her bottom, the feeling of fullness was almost too much to bear. Pleasure surged as she moved, softening her muscles, making it possible for her to settle into the saddle of the rocking horse under her Daddy's watchful eyes.
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      The tension in Leigh's expression disappeared when she finally reached the rocking horse's saddle and the rest of her body relaxed, which allowed Jared to finally relax. Well, mostly relax. His cock was still hard as a rock. That wasn't going away any time soon though. 

      "How does that feel, little one?" he murmured, rubbing his hand soothingly down her back. She quivered underneath his touch, his fingers relaxing their grip on his arm. 

      "Full." She squirmed and then looked up at him with wide eyes, just a hint of mischief sparkling in them. "Very full, Daddy." 

      His cock jerked and he smiled down at her, not bothering to hide his own amusement and enjoyment of the title. 

      She smirked up at him. "Are you sure this is supposed to be a punishment?" 

      Being a little apparently brought out the brat in her, which made him chuckle. Leigh could be impish, but she was rarely bratty. 

      This was going to be fun. 

      "If you're not feeling adequately punished, I'm sure I can fix that," he told her, reaching into his pocket for the nipple clamps he'd stowed away in there. 

      "Wait! I was just teasing!" she protested, but it was too late. 

      "Hands on the horse," he ordered, moving the arm she was still holding onto forward so that she had to drop her hands down to the bars on either side of the horse's head in order to keep her balance. The horse rocked forward at the movement and she cried out, her eyes unfocusing as new sensations assaulted her. 

      Holding the clamps in one palm, Jared cupped her breasts. They fit easily into his hands with room to spare, her nipples already stiffly plump, as if asking to be pinched. She moaned, her eyes closing in erotic bliss at his touch. Massaging the soft flesh, he leaned forward to press a kiss against her temple. 
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        * * *

      

      The rocking motion of the horse was going to drive Leigh wild. The dildo moved slightly inside of her, her clit and sensitive lips rubbing against the saddle. With Jared—Daddy—caressing her breasts, the extra stimulation had her squirming on the toys. When the back of the saddle bumped against the base of the plug, jolting her, her bottom clenched around it.

      A sharp pinch on her nipple made her cry out, her eyes flying open as the pain spiked through her chest. 

      Looking down, she saw the rubber-tipped clamp tightly gripping the tortured bud, which was already darkening in color. A chain connected it to the other clamp—a chain that Daddy was looping around the front of the rocking horse's neck before bringing it back to her other nipple. 

      "Oooo..." She leaned forward, arching her back to try and lessen the pressure as the clamp tugged on her nipple. Another sharp pinch made her clench her jaw, her pussy tightening as well, as Daddy secured her other nipple in the clamp's tight grip. 

      Awash with sensation, Leigh did her best to hold very, very still, her body both protesting and exulting in the mingled pain and pleasure. 

      Then Daddy rocked the horse, much harder than she had been, and the clamps pulled, the dildo lurched, and the plug in her bottom came to life. The buzzing hum didn't just affect the plug, it made the dildo feel like it was vibrating too. 

      "Oh!" She threw her head back, breasts thrust forward, her pussy clamping down around the dildo as erotic heat flashed through her. She had already been aroused and the tumult of sensation sent her flying high. 

      Balanced on the horse like she was, with the clamps on her nipples, she didn't even need to be restrained to know she was out of control, totally subject to Daddy's will and desires. 

      The horse rocked again, and Leigh stiffened. The tugging sting of the clamps on her nipples did nothing to lessen the ecstasy surging up inside of her. She looked up at Daddy and met his gaze, panting for breath as he looked down at her. The hot need in his dark eyes, the way he watched her with a lust-filled gaze, made her feel even more exposed, more vulnerable... more aroused. 

      "Come for me, baby girl," he ordered, and he shifted slightly, his foot coming down on the horse's runner again, and Leigh cried out. 

      The exquisite pain swirled inside of her, spiraling around her, while she clenched and shuddered in rapture. Her orgasm pulsed with the movements of the rocking horse, the vibrations of the plug, making her gasp. Her thighs pressed together against the warm wood of the horse, trying to lift away from it to relieve some of the intense stimulation. 

      Then Daddy's hands pressed down on her shoulders, holding her against the saddle, and it came to life. The whole saddle. The vibrations against her swollen pussy lips and clit made her scream and she arched her back so far that it felt like the clamps were going to be pulled off of her nipples. 
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        * * *

      

      Watching Leigh come apart on the rocking horse was satisfying in and of itself, and yet also absolutely torturous because his own need was pummeling him from the inside out. His cock throbbed, balls literally aching with the pent-up desire he was doing his best to push back. 

      Her nipples were bright red in the confines of the clamps, a light sheen of sweat made her skin glisten, and her eyes were glazed from the passion consuming her. If Jared could have taken a picture, he would have. Instead, he did his best to memorize the way she looked, the pure pleasure in her expression, the utter lack of inhibitions as ecstasy consumed her. 

      "Daddy!" She writhed, picking up one hand from the handlebar, as if she was going to reach for him, before she had to grab onto it again to keep her balance. "Too much!" 

      Jared kept his hands firmly pressed down on her shoulders. "One more, baby girl." 

      He shifted his foot to press the pedal controlling the vibrations emanating from the saddle. Whoever had decided to make the rocking horse into a kind of Sybian was fucking brilliant. 

      A tear trickled down her cheek and she twisted on the seat, still trying to get away. While Jared didn't consider himself a sadist, he had enough of a sadistic side to enjoy her helpless plight and the effect of overwhelming pleasure. Especially since she hadn't thought the horse would be an effective punishment. 

      He pressed the pedal, reaching down to release the clamps from her nipples at the same time as the intensity of the vibrations kicked up a notch. The scream that fell from Leigh's lips was one of agonized pleasure and more tears slid over her cheeks. 

      Now that the clamps were no longer pulling her forward by her nipples, her back bowed and she practically threw herself back. Jared was there to catch her. One more press of his foot and the vibrations stilled. A quick touch to the remote in his pocket, and the plug inside of her went quiet. 

      "Oh, God... oh, God..." she muttered over and over again. Jared lifted her up and into his arms. 

      "No, just Daddy." 

      She half-choked on her laugh and then moaned again as he lay her out on the bed, legs hanging over the side. The dark pink of her plump nipples made them stand out like berries on her chest. Between her legs, her pussy lips were puffy, swollen, and glistening with her cream. 

      Jared undid the front of his pants, untucking his shirt. There was something erotically depraved about being almost fully clothed while she was completely naked on the frilly bed. She whimpered when he slid his arms under her legs, pulling her ass to the edge of the bed. 

      "Daddy!" 

      He drove his cock into her—not as quickly as she'd tried to impale herself on the rocking horse's toy, but certainly not slowly either. She was already stretched, soft and pliable around him. His own need rode him hard and he thrust powerfully inside of her. 

      Leigh's arms wrapped around his neck, her pussy clamping down around him. He wasn't sure if she was still climaxing, but the sucking grip of her body and his own pent-up need eradicated whatever willpower he was still clinging too. 

      They both cried out, Jared burying himself inside of her, releasing pulse after pulse of thick cream and grinding himself against her in ecstasy until he was utterly spent.
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      Laid out on her stomach across her Daddy's broad chest, her head turned sideways so she could hear his heartbeat. Which made it harder to hear Megara singing about how she wasn't in love, but Leigh practically had the movie memorized. Hercules was her favorite, although not because of the title character. 

      Megara was her favorite character. And then Hades. And then the muses. Hercules was a distant fourth. It wasn't his fault. The others were just too much awesome to compete with. 

      It was the perfect movie to wind down to. 

      Fun, funny, and with the happily-ever-after that she craved. 

      Thankfully, Daddy was always happy to indulge her in watching it again and again and again. It was becoming easier to think of Jared as her Daddy, and she felt less and less silly with every passing minute. 

      His fingers stroked up and down her back, lazily drawing little lines and circles on her skin. Before the movie started, he'd stripped down to nothing as well, so that they could naked cuddle while they watched. As hot as he'd been in the suit, Leigh loved to naked cuddle with him. 

      He was like a big teddy bear. Maybe not as soft and squishy but that was okay. Teddy bears didn't hug back. 

      Lying on top of him, watching the movie, with all her girly parts still tingling with satisfaction was perfection. The only way she could be more comfortable was if he'd taken the plug out, but he hadn't offered. Which made her think that there was probably a reason he was leaving it in, and she would be grateful for it later. 

      The idea of anal both excited her and made her extremely anxious. 

      Jared was a gentle giant, but he was really kind of giant. All over. Even after having a plug in to help stretch her out, she didn't think it would be an easy endeavor to get his cock in there... but her curiosity overrode any nerves she had about it. 

      A lot of her friends really loved butt stuff. And Leigh was just masochistic enough that she thought she might enjoy it too. 
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        * * *

      

      Hercules and Megara kissed, and Leigh sighed happily on top of him, wiggling like she was trying to snuggle in even deeper to him. Jared held her a little tighter, rubbing his nose against the top of her head. He loved being cuddled up with her like this, even if he had to watch a movie he'd seen what felt like a million times already. 

      "Now what?" Leigh asked, turning her head to rub her nose into his chest hair, the way she sometimes like to do. On the television, the credits began to roll. 

      "It's starting to get late," he said, glancing at the clock above the television. "I think it might be time to start getting ready for bed." 

      Her body tensed slightly and then wiggled in excitement. Jared swept his hand over her back and down to her ass, cupping the soft cheek. His fingers brushed over the base of the plug inside of her and her breath caught in her throat. 

      Just like that, his cock, which had had plenty of time to recover during the movie, jerked to life. 

      She was excited, guessing at what his plans were for the rest of the evening. 

      Laying back, Jared continued to caress her ass as he stared up at the canopy of the bed. The soft frills and feminine colors somehow made what his plans seem all the more perverse by contrast, which only served to turn him on even more. His cock was thickening, pressing into Leigh's body while she squirmed on top of him, her breathing becoming heavier as his hands became rougher with their fondling. 

      "Daddy?" she asked, her voice breathy, and Jared almost groaned just at the word. 

      "Yes, little one?" he asked, his voice deeper than usual, more rumbly. 

      "Are you... are you going to..." She didn't seem to quite be able to make the words come out. 

      "Am I going to put my cock in your ass? Yes, sweetheart, I am." 

      Her breathing hitched and he felt the shudder that went all the way down her spine, but she didn't protest. They didn't use a safe word, but if she was scared of something or didn't want to do something, she would tell him, and they'd discuss it. More often than not their desires aligned, though, and he could tell that she was nervous about this next step but that she still wanted it. 

      Jared rolled, making Leigh shriek even though his arms were around her, cradling her and keeping her safe from the full weight of his body. Now, hovering over her, he looked down at her wide, eager eyes and grinned before taking her lips in a case. 

      Arms winding around his neck, she kissed him back passionately, her body undulating underneath his until her legs could wrap around him. Her feet trailed up the backs of his legs, stirring the hairs so that they stood on end, and Jared moaned against her lips, rocking forward so that the underside of his cock slid through the center of her wet pussy. 
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        * * *

      

      As Daddy’s cock slid through her pussy lips, which still felt swollen and sensitive from the rocking horse, Leigh whimpered, clutching at him. She felt tingly all over, breathlessly waiting for what was going to come next.

      When Daddy’s hand moved beneath her, finding the base of the plug and tugging at it, she moaned with fearful anticipation.

      Daddy’s going to fuck my ass!

      Even the thought made her feel deliciously dirty.

      But he didn’t pull the plug out right away. Instead, he twirled it inside of her, stimulating the nerve endings around her sensitive hole and making her gasp. His kiss deepened, distracting her from the unnerving sensation of the plug moving inside of her, being pulled out and then sliding back and forth. He was fucking her with the plug, and it felt… shockingly good.

      Leigh writhed, rubbing her pussy against the underside of his cock, moving her body to try and meet the thrusts of the plug. Everything he was doing just aroused her more, making her crave what came next.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 11

          

        

      

    

    
      Feeling Leigh moving against him with increasing urgency, Jared smiled against her lips before pulling away and resting his forehead against hers. She opened her eyes, her gaze filled with lust and heat and need.

      “Are you ready, sweetheart?” he asked, twirling the plug again for good measure.

      Because this was a step into new territory, he wanted to make doubly sure even though every signal her body was giving him screamed go, go, go.

      Leigh nodded.

      “Out loud, little girl. I want to hear you say it.”

      She whimpered a little, squirming underneath him. Pink flushed her cheeks all over again, because she was almost always embarrassed by verbalizing what she wanted. A trait which Jared found both adorable and arousing.

      “Yes, Daddy, I’m ready.” The words came out breathless and low. Jared was almost tempted to make her say what she was ready for, but he didn’t want to push her too far.

      Pushing up onto his hands, Jared moved onto his knees. He easily flipped Leigh over, using her hips to pull her heart-shaped ass up into the air, her upper body still pressed against the bed. Although he didn’t mind if she used her hands to push up onto all fours, she’d always seemed to prefer having her breasts pressed against the bed, her head turned to the side.

      He started to caress and rub her bottom, leaning down to press kisses along the crease down the center, moving toward her little hole. Leigh whimpered and the scent of her feminine musk surrounded him, a heady perfume that made his cock throb in response. He gave her cheek one final kiss, just to the side of the base of the plug. Her hips moved, waving her ass up and down when he began to pull the plug from its snug position.

      The toy slid from her ass, accompanied by a long, low moan. Her buttocks quivered as she clenched and released, the little hole gaping open slightly. Jared leaned over to place the plug on the nightstand, out of the way. His body brushed against hers as he returned to his previous position, and he kissed the back of her shoulder.

      “Stay right here, sweetheart,” he ordered.

      Her head came up in surprise and he could feel her eyes on him as he went back into the Daddy room. As long as she didn’t move out of position, he wouldn’t chastise her.

      When he returned, she was exactly where he’d left her—ass high in the air, cheek pressed back against the mattress, wide eyes staring and waiting for him. She immediately zeroed in on the toy he held in his hand.

      “What’s that?” she asked, her voice a little higher than usual. Nerves, probably.

      “This is going to help you relax,” he said.
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        * * *

      

      Erect cock bobbing in front of him as he walked, which should be comical but somehow looked good on Daddy, he moved back to the bed without actually showing her whatever he’d gone to get. Leigh bit her lip, trying to decide whether or not she dared ask more questions. He might answer… or she might get a spanking. Did she want another spanking?

      Not particularly.

      That would mean an even longer wait for the main event, and she’d waited long enough.

      So, she just watched, admiring his muscular form until he moved behind her and she couldn’t see him anymore. But she felt the mattress shift as he rejoined her on the bed.

      Felt fingers gliding up the back of her thigh to her pussy. Felt her pussy lips being splayed open and then something hard rubbing up and down her creamy center before being pushed inside of her.

      “Oh…” She clenched and then relaxed. It wasn’t particularly big, and it settled in her pussy like it belonged there, curving gently in just the right way. There was more of it still outside of her body, resting against her pussy lips and clit. She realized it must be one of those vibrators she’d seen online, the u-shaped ones.

      Just as she had the thought, it came to life inside of her and she let out a low moan as the low hum of pleasure filled her.

      “Good girl,” Daddy said and then she felt something thicker, softer than the toy in her pussy, pressing against her anus.

      Her entire body tensed and then relaxed.

      This is it. Daddy’s going to take my last cherry!

      Excitement swirled with her pleasure, mixing with the growing burn as Daddy’s cock pushed in. The vibrator in her pussy might not be very large, but it felt as though there wasn’t very much room left as the tight ring of her sphincter was forced open.

      Leigh gasped as the hot, slick head of his cock pushed inside of her, her muscles immediately tightening around it and instinctively trying to push it back out. The difference between his cock and a plug was far greater than she had realized. For one, his cock stayed thick all the way down to the base, with no notch. It felt painfully good, her body trying to close, squeezing down on his cock as it slid deeper inside of her.

      He must have put extra lube on his dick because it had no problem sliding past her clenching muscles, sinking deeper inside of her. She squeezed and released around it, over and over, gasping for air as she adjusted to the intrusion. Closing her eyes, she jerked and moaned when the vibrator suddenly kicked on over her clit. Now it wasn’t just her insides that were humming.

      The sheer pleasure distracted her as Daddy’s cock sank into her.
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        * * *

      

      Gritting his teeth, Jared kept a tight grip on his self-control. Which was not an easy task when he was watching his cock sliding into Leigh’s virgin ass. The thick, dark shaft looking almost foreboding against her pale skin, especially when half of it was already inside of her.

      Groaning, he dug his fingers into the soft flesh of her ass, forcing himself to move slowly. To give her time to adjust. The vibrations dancing along his cock didn’t help, but he knew the vibrator would make this endeavor easier on her even though it made everything harder on him. Leigh was a little bit of a masochist, but it was his job to make sure he didn’t overload her on the pain side of things.

      The tight grip of her ass felt like it was pulling him inward, gripping and massaging every inch of him that was inside her.

      “Oh…” He heard her whisper under her breath as he pulled back and then thrust forward again, pushing a little more of his cock inside of her. “Oh…”

      “What color are you, sweetheart?” he asked, halting his movement and massaging the globes of her ass. There were only a couple more inches to go before he was buried completely inside her.

      “Green, Daddy,” she responded immediately, referencing the color safe word system that the club used. The colors corresponded with stoplights—and green meant go. Still, he might have gone even slower at that point, but she rolled her hips, pushing back and taking another inch of him into her tight ass on her own. The way she moaned and clenched, he knew that she was feeling more pleasure than pain.

      Just in case, though, he hit the button on the remote to up the intensity of the vibrator against her g-spot, and they both moaned in unison as the sensations hit them simultaneously. His hips thrust forward, burying his cock completely inside of her, and he held himself there as the vibrations seemed to surge straight up the back of his spine.

      It felt so damned good.
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      “Oh… oh Daddy…” Leigh gasped out the words, feeling like the breath had just been knocked out of her. The humming pleasure combined with the sensation of being so full that she could barely breath combined with the burning ache of being stretched so wide open, was almost more than she could bear.

      He was so deep inside of her, so thick and hot, with his hard body pressed against her butt cheeks, and she was drowning in the sensations. When she clenched down around him, she felt his shuddering reaction, and a kind of erotic exultation washed over her. They were so intimately, perversely, connected and she loved it.

      Her friends had been right. It was so different from regular sex, in a wickedly delicious way.

      Daddy’s hands gripped her hips and then his cock was sliding back out of her which felt so strange and good, but burned and stung at the same time, and she cried out, clawing at the sheets in front of her because the sensation was too intense. Then he was sinking back into her, not quickly but not as slowly as he had the first time either. Her body spasmed around his slick cock and the vibrator buried inside of her.

      “Oh Daddy!” She squeezed as he moved, and nerves of her tight ring hummed with sensation in response.

      His thrusts were slow but firm, rocking her forward each time he pushed home, his thigh pressing the vibrator more firmly into her pussy and against her clit.

      Daddy’s fucking my ass.

      It was so filthy hot.

      “That’s it, little one,” Daddy murmured, and she cried out as the vibrations against her clit intensified. She shuddered, arching and pushing back at the oncoming thrusts of his cock. Despite the discomfort, despite the sting, her body craved him inside of her. “Take Daddy’s cock like a good girl.

      Her insides cramped, spasming and she could feel her climax growing, like the earth, rumbling toward a massive quake. Daddy hardly ever dirty talked and hearing him say that… she was pretty sure she was going to hear it in her dreams.

      Pressing back against him, she bucked underneath him, crying out as his hand moved around to the front of her, fingers curving over the vibrator. It rubbed against her swollen clit and she screamed, clenching down around him. His body was flush against hers, pushing deep, his hand helping to hold her in position, and there was nowhere to go.

      Leigh writhed with pleasure, her elbows digging into the bed as she pushed back against him, the ecstasy spiraling up from her core and pulsing in hot waves of rapture.

      “Daddy! I’m coming, Daddy!” She wasn’t sure if she said the words out loud or just thought them as the epicenter of the quake exploded. The ecstasy was too intense, too much, and she was barely aware of his thrusts becoming harder, faster, no longer concerned with her comfort because she had already ascended to a state of sexual rapture as orgasm after orgasm burst inside of her.
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        * * *

      

      The lube was the only thing that kept Leigh’s tight ass from strangling his cock. He could hear the sob in her voice as she repeated “Oh Daddy” over and over again, her body clenching and shuddering beneath his.

      She gave way beneath him, sliding forward on the bed, her loose muscles unable to hold her up under his assault. The ring of her ass clamped down and Jared groaned. With her facedown on the bed beneath him, he was able to move his hand away from the vibrator and grab her hips, pulling them up just enough to give him the right leverage to pound into her ass.

      With each stroke, she cried out again, screaming ecstasy to the room. His cock hardened, swelling, and he jerked forward, holding her hips tightly, impaling her completely on his thick length.

      “Oh… Daddy…” Her voice was a low moan, her body jerking with each pulse of his cock as he emptied himself into her. The ring of her ass was so tight around the base of his cock, it almost acted like a cock ring, and he could actually feel each spurt of cum forcing its way into her body.

      “Oh fuck…” He groaned as the vibrations became too intense on his post-orgasmic cock. Which meant they were probably far too intense for her right now since he was feeling them secondhand through her body.

      When he managed to grab the remote and hit the off button, Leigh went limp beneath him, panting for breath. She let out a low moan when he leaned forward to check and make sure she was okay.

      She was flushed from her face down to her shoulders, eyes half-lidded and a few tears were caught in her long eyelashes.

      Jared ran his nose over her shoulder and up the side of her face until he reached her temple where he dropped a gentle kiss.

      “How do you feel, sweetheart?” he asked softly, bracing himself on his elbows, one on each side of her, so that he was surrounding her without crushing her.

      Leigh moaned again and then sighed. “That was intense.”

      Well, he couldn’t argue with that. “Good intense?”

      She giggled, her muscles squeezing again. Now that his cock was slowly softening, the spasm forced him out of her body and they both moaned again at the sensation. Carefully, Jared allowed some of his weight to press down on her, so that her back was pressed against his front.

      His cock nestled between her cheeks even though it was no longer inside of her.

      “Good intense,” she confirmed, sighing again happily.

      When he pressed a row of kisses along her shoulder, she turned her head to meet his lips. The kiss was gentle, intimate, the kind of kiss that came on the heels of passionate lovemaking… Jared’s favorite kind of kiss.
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      After sliding the vibrator from her pussy, Daddy had left her on the bed while he took care of the toys. Leigh didn’t fall asleep exactly, but she hovered in a kind of resting state, where she was sleepy but awake, aware but unmoving. She felt utterly boneless, so satisfied that she had gone completely limp all over.

      Talk about intense sex.

      Hazily, she smiled as she realized she was definitely going to have a good time telling her friends about tonight. Not just the butt stuff, but also what Jared was like as a Daddy.

      Sweet.

      Firm.

      Caring.

      Filthy.

      Pretty much her dream come true. Which kind of just went along with the way things had been between them ever since they’d first met. But the whole Daddy aspect just added a little something. She didn't feel like they'd been missing anything before, but it was the cherry on top of the relationship sundae. An extra bit that made the whole thing better, even if they'd been wonderful without it. 

      Hands tugged at her and Leigh rolled obligingly, right into Daddy's arms. He lifted her up from the bed without much effort and she wrapped one arm around his neck, resting her head on his shoulder. She blinked, the world coming back into focus as he walked her into the next room and then the bathroom. 

      The bathtub was full of bubbles. 

      Exactly how long had she been lying on the bed? She must have lost track of time for Daddy to have set all this up. 

      Catching a glimpse of their reflections in the mirror, she smiled at the picture they made. Sensually erotic, since they were both naked, her braids mussed from the sex, Daddy's arms around her body... but so happy looking. With his dark skin against her creamy complexion, with the white shower walls as a backdrop, they looked like a painting.

      Rather than lowering her into the tub like she expected, Daddy stepped in himself, still holding her. Instinctively, Leigh tightened her grip on him, not because she thought he would drop her, but because a fall here would be so much worse. 

      She didn't need to worry though, as he carefully bent his knees, easing both of them into the water.

      The hot water felt good against her skin, but it stung her tender hole and Leigh sucked in a breath at the odd sensation. The discomfort only lasted a moment though, before fading and she relaxed against Daddy's chest. The bath was large enough to fit both of them, which was something they'd never gotten to enjoy before. 

      Most tubs barely managed to fit Daddy just on his own. 

      Leaning back against the curve of the tub, Daddy shifted her on his lap so that she was facing away from him, settling her down between his legs. Leigh sighed and let herself lean against him.

      This was so nice. 
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        * * *

      

      The bubbles smelled like candy. Jared didn't think he'd ever taken a bubble bath before, but he had to admit, he was a fan. 

      He particularly liked covering up Leigh's breasts with bubbles and then revealing them with just a swipe of his hands. She giggled sleepily at his version of peek-a-boo. 

      Peek-a-boob.

      Grinning, Jared didn't share the thought with her. He knew that if he did, it was all he'd be hearing about for the next week. He'd tell her later. Probably. 

      Her skin was smooth and slick under the water, making her slippery against him. Jared ran his hands all over her body, not to arouse her so much as to just enjoy her nakedness against his. Erotic cuddling, if there was such a thing. 

      "What do you think, sweetheart?" he asked in a low murmur, wanting to know the answer but not wanting to break the sleepy spell the hot water had woven around them. 

      "What do I think about what?" she twisted slightly, so she could turn her head to look up at him. Her braids slid off of her shoulder and into the bubbles. 

      Jared chucked. "About tonight, little one." He stroked her soft stomach under the water, trailing his fingers up towards her breasts again. "About me being your Daddy." 

      He was fairly certain she enjoyed it, but he preferred they talk about it. 

      "Oh..." She rubbed her cheek thoughtfully against his chest hair, and he was fairly certain he detected a faint blush suffusing her cheeks. It might just be the hot water, but he doubted it. He cupped her breast, enjoying the little hitch in her breath and the way her eyelashes fluttered in response. "I liked that part a lot, but I don't know if I have the energy to do anything more tonight. I feel like a rag doll."

      "I'm not really up for anything more tonight either," he said agreeably. "I just like touching you."

      "I like that too." She squirmed around so that she was facing him and pressed a kiss to his shoulder. Jared's hands slid down to cup her butt. "It was... I mean, it wasn't that different but at the same time it felt like it was. Not the butt sex, I mean, that was definitely different, but calling you Daddy made everything feel different."

      The babbling, along with her blushing, made him chuckle and he wound one of her long braids around his hand, pulling her in for a real kiss. A long, sweet, lingering kiss. And when he was done, he held her against his chest with her head on his shoulder, cuddling among the fading bubbles and feeling wonderfully satisfied. 

      Tonight was everything he could have possibly asked for. 

      "I love you, little one," he murmured, nuzzling her ear. 

      Her hands tightened on his arms and she squirmed against him, like she was trying to get closer. 

      "I love you too, Daddy.”
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      Waking up in Jared's arms wasn't at all unusual, but it only took Leigh a moment to realize that they weren't in their bed. It smelled different. Not bad, just different. 

      Blinking, she moaned, arousal threading through her when she felt cuffs being clasped around her wrists, holding them above her head. Apparently, Jared had woken up horny. 

      "Jared?" she asked, blinking the sleep away from her eyes. She looked down the length of her body to where her boyfriend was kneeling between her spread legs, his hands holding her thighs wide apart. 

      "We're still at Marquis," he reminded her, a wicked grin lighting up his expression. "I'm still your Daddy." 

      Then he bent forward, pushing her legs up, and buried his face between her thighs. 

      "Oh! Daddy!" Her eyelashes fluttered, eyes rolling upward toward the headboard and her bound wrists.

      Her pussy still felt hypersensitive from yesterday’s activities. The swipe of his tongue up the center of its tingling lips made her moan and she rolled her hips. His tongue rasped over her clit and Leigh shuddered, looking down the length of her body to see Jared’s eyes staring back at her, watching her movements while he feasted on her.

      Swirling his tongue around her tender bud, he teased her, and she tried to close her legs as the stimulation made her jerk, but his broad shoulders and hard hands kept her spread open in the position he desired. The way he had her legs pushed back, folded up toward her body, left her completely vulnerable to his questing tongue.

      Shuddering, Leigh tugged instinctively at the restraints, arousal sliding through her when she barely had room to do so. Sometimes she had trouble enjoying oral sex—she got too in her head, wondering what she should be doing, where to put her hands, how to give back for the pleasure she was receiving—but when her hands were restrained that all melted away. She no longer had any choices open, no longer had any freedom to move, all she could do was lay there and enjoy whatever Jared wanted to do to her.

      “Please,” she whimpered, gasping when he sucked her clit into his mouth, lashing at the tender bud with his tongue. The combination of intense sensations made her try to writhe, her body bouncing slightly on the bed.

      Then Daddy gentled his suckling, giving her clit one last lick before sliding his tongue back to the wetness trickling between her folds. Lapping at her pussy, he sucked and nibbled, teasing her clit and feeding the fires of her passion. The slow, seductive laps of his tongue were driving her wild.

      “Daddy… please… fuck me…” Her plea was throaty, begging, her orgasm building far too slowly for her comfort.

      It was like being tortured with pleasure.
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        * * *

      

      Jared loved watching Leigh writhe on his tongue. Especially right now when the sleep was barely chased from her eyes and she was so soft and warm and sweet… he tightened his grip on the backs of her thighs as she pushed at his hands again, her body straining for more contact on her clit. His cock had been hard when he’d woken up, now it was pressing into the mattress beneath him, straining for her the same was she was for him.

      Rather than give either of them immediate relief though, he gave her pussy one final lick, and then began kissing his way up her stomach… slowly.

      “Daddy!” The frustration in her voice was clear and he heard the sound of her jerking her wrists. He licked the underside of one breast, dropping little kisses and swirling his tongue over the soft flesh, working his way up to her pert nipple. The little bud was already hard and ready by the time his mouth reached it and she moaned when he finally sucked it between his lips.

      Letting her legs drop to either side of him, he nipped at her tender bud, his other hand coming up to cover the opposite breast. His long fingers completely covered the mound and he squeezed just hard enough to make her gasp with pleasure, before taking her nipple between his fingers and rolling it. With his fingers he tugged and pinched, while his teeth nipped, and his tongue swirled.

      When he lifted his head to attend her other nipple, she moved beneath him, her hips straining upwards, and managed to brush her body against his cock.

      “Naughty girl,” Jared murmured, sliding his hand between them to press down on her lower stomach. Leigh whimpered at his touch, which was so close to where she wanted it, but not quite.

      Angling his body away from hers, when he took her nipple into his mouth, he delivered a hard, little slap to her pussy lips.

      Smack!

      She gasped, her body jerking at the impact. Immediately, he did it again.
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        * * *

      

      The burn of Daddy’s fingers spanking her pussy was shockingly pleasurable. Her clit swelled under the stinging slaps, even though they weren’t enough to get her off. Which she was sure he was doing deliberately.

      “Daddy, please, I’m sorry,” she begged. “Please… fuck me… I need you…”

      He didn’t often make her beg, but there were times, like now, when he seemed completely content to just play with her body like she was his own personal toy. It was incredibly hot and incredibly frustrating at the same time.

      Giving her nipple one last little bite that left the bud throbbing with pained pleasure, he began to kiss his way up to her collarbone.

      Smack!

      Leigh whimpered with sexual frustration.
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      Kissing his way up Leigh’s neck, Jared could feel her undulating beneath him. Every slap to her pussy made her jerk and take a quick indrawn breath, her body trying to decipher the difference between pain and pleasure. The slow torment he was bestowing on her was echoed in his.

      His balls were aching, the need in his cock pulsing.

      He tended to be more impatient in the morning, but because they were in Marquis, he wanted to take his time. Take advantage of their surroundings. Make it last.

      Every time she begged him to fuck her, calling him Daddy, was a test of willpower.

      By the time he reached her mouth, her eyes were practically frantic with need. Her kiss was intense, begging him with her lips and body for more. Shifting between her legs, he slid his hands up to her bound wrists, holding them in place as his cock pressed against the wet heat of her pussy.

      She moaned against his lips, her hips tilting upwards to take him inside of her. The slick warmth of her body welcomed him in. He kissed her more deeply, his tongue claiming her mouth while his cock invaded her body. Thrusting forward with his hips, he felt her tremble beneath him as he stretched her open.

      The muscles of her pussy contracted around him, a heavenly grip of pleasure playing riot with his self-control.

      Pulling her lips away from his, Leigh made a frustrated noise.

      “Please Daddy, fuck me harder!”

      She cried out when he finally gave in, unleashing the full power of his body and thrusting forward deep and fast. His cock split her open, sliding fully into her, and both of them groaned when he bottomed out. Even though she was wet, it always took a few moments for her body to adjust when he first entered her. Especially if he went in fast.

      Pressing his forehead against hers, Jared ground his pubic bone into her, rubbing her sensitive lips with his groin, making his cock bob inside of her.

      “Oh yes…” Leigh’s legs wrapped around the backs of his, her heels digging into his thighs, as if she was trying to draw him even deeper into her.
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        * * *

      

      Some people might think of missionary as a boring position, but Leigh loved it. Especially when she was tied up in any manner. She could look up into Daddy’s eyes, see him taking in every detail of her expression while his cock slid into her. Daddy was so much bigger than her, so much stronger, and she felt it when she was caged beneath him, his weight pressing forcefully down on her, his cock moving inside of her.

      It made her feel helpless. Trapped. Excited.

      And when he began to move again, with deep, firm strokes in and out of her body, her inner muscles burned pleasurably with the stretch to accommodate him. The thick girth of his cock made it feel like her body clung to him while he thrust, trying to keep him inside of her. After several pounding strokes, her muscles would soften, making his movements easier, and then he began to really let loose.

      “Oh yes, Daddy,” she moaned, loving the way his cock jerked inside of her when she called him that. Loving the way her pussy clenched at the word.

      He moved harder, faster, his body rubbing against her clit with every hard thrust. The hands pressing her wrists down into the mattress just made her feel even more helpless, more excited.

      The muscles in her body tensed and then the tension burst, sending tremors of ecstasy through her. Her pussy became even slicker as she climaxed, making it easier for him to thrust harder, faster, while she writhed beneath him in sensuous bliss.

      “Daddy… Daddy please…” She choked the words out, unsure if she was asking him to stop or take her harder.

      Agony. Rapture. Delicious overstimulation. Her body spasmed, her pussy clamping down around the thick cock that continued to move inside of her, to drive her to higher and higher heights of pleasure.

      When he finally let out his own hoarse cry, thrusting into her almost savagely, she threw back her head and screamed. The ecstasy splintered through her, curling her toes, stealing the breath from her lungs, while Daddy pulsed inside of her.

      It was the perfect way to end their stay at Marquis.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Epilogue

          

        

      

    

    
      “So? What did you think?” Olivia’s grey eyes were alight with curiosity when Leigh and Jared walked into the restaurant portion of Marquis. She was sitting at a table with her submissive and boyfriend, Luke, who was also a part-owner of the club. Olivia was dressed more casually than she had been the night before, in a green fitted shirt, while Luke looked hot in a black sweater. He was a take charge kind of guy outside of the bedroom, which fitted Olivia perfectly because she enjoyed a challenge.

      A box of donuts was open on the table in front of them.

      “Donuts!” Leigh squealed, jumping forward, forgetting Olivia’s question in her excitement. The hand she was holding pulled her back.

      “Leigh.” Daddy’s voice held a hint of warning.

      Oh. Right. Diabetes. Argh. Although her blood sugar had been in a good range when she’d tested it, before they took a shower and packed back up, a donut was not going to help. But she really wanted one. She looked up at Daddy with pleading eyes.

      Eyes that he was not entirely immune to.

      With a sigh, and a dark look at Olivia, Daddy picked out a non-glazed donut with chocolate frosting. It would be sugary deliciousness, but it was probably the least sugary in the whole box. He broke it in half and handed half to her.

      “Thank you, Daddy,” she said, beaming up at him.

      Luke blinked in surprise before a smile broke out on his face. He was newer to the kink scene, but he didn’t judge. Especially since his contracting business had been the ones to build the theme rooms.

      “I knew that room would be perfect for you,” Olivia said smugly.

      Daddy looked down at her and smiled. Leigh was sure that she’d go back to thinking of him as Jared at some point… but she also knew it wouldn’t be hard to slip back into this mental state any time they wanted. Because he would always be her Daddy.

      

      
        
        The End
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      “Oh no.” Georgia’s hands tightened on the steering wheel as the dash began to ding, and the temperature light hit the red line on her engine gauge. “Oh crap! No, no, not here!”

      But a gust of smoke suddenly erupted out from under the hood of her car, and even poured back into the cab through the vent. It was definitely happening here.

      “Oh crap!” she said again, and yanked the car over onto the unmarked side of the road she’d been driving on. A dirt and gravel road because she’d been stupid enough to take the first exit she saw on the highway five miles back. Supposedly, this middle of nowhere road led to a town. So far, all she’d seen were fields of soy plants just beginning to blossom.

      Shutting off the engine, she watched the streams of billowing smoke steam, listened to the hiss of the radiator spewing liquid, and prayed that whatever was going wrong hadn’t just irrevocably killed her car.

      Or her chances at the job interview she was supposed to be at tomorrow morning, if only she could get to it.

      She smacked the steering wheel, then flopped her head back against the neck rest and briefly closed her eyes.

      Digging her phone out of the cup holder, she checked the black screen. Nope. It was dead. She looked out the window. Still in the middle of nowhere, still surrounded by fields of soy. Someone somewhere was fertilizing. Everything that didn’t smell of blown-up car, reeked of liquid cow pie.

      And now, instead of breezing past it all in search of this mythical town called Solstice Springs, where there might be a gas station with hot coffee and (hopefully) a mechanic to quickly fix what had—back on the highway—been little more than a mildly concerning temperature fluctuation… now she was walking. In high heels on an unpaved dirt road, no less, and her best business skirt (tube, of course). She could already see her new job and new life waving a sad farewell to her from Santa Fe, because she absolutely was not going to make it there tonight.

      Go to college, everyone had said. Get a degree, they said. Do you really want to spend the rest of your life waiting tables?

      Well, the cosmic joke was on her, it seemed. It took her six years of college to finally gain her masters, and the only job she’d been able to find so far was as a waitress at Red Robin.

      I’m going to spend the rest of my life taking fry orders and drowning in student loans, Georgia thought.

      No. Not if she could help it.

      Georgie fished her purse out from under the passenger seat, made sure she had her wallet and keys, her useless cellphone (which had been dangerously low on power two hours ago because she’d stupidly forgotten to pack her charger) and got out. She locked the door—just in case there were something out here other than cows, soybeans, and the cicada she could hear buzzing in the fields—and started walking.

      Dirt roads and high heels were not a good combination. Why hadn’t she brought a different pair of shoes? Because she'd been excited, that was why. Because this was the first serious job offer she'd had since graduating and, damn it, working at Red Robin, while coming with an excellent bottomless-fries benefit package, did not repay student loans well or fast. She needed a real job. Her wallet needed it; her self-esteem needed it. When she’d gotten the call last night that her cousin’s husband had pulled some strings, she’d tallied the mileage, dressed for success, and jumped in the car. Literally, nothing else had mattered.

      She’d been a good hundred miles down the highway on her way to Santa Fe before she even thought to call her cousin, who already lived there, so she’d have a couch to bunk on for the night.

      She wished she’d had the money to rent a car.

      She hoped whatever was wrong with hers could be fixed quickly because she still had eighty miles left to go. Heels or no heels, that was more than she could walk. And the sun was going down.

      Ugh.

      Her spiked heel came down wrong on a small rock. Tearing pain shot up through her leg as her ankle twisted under her, and Georgia almost fell. A quick hop kept her on her feet, but only until she tried to put weight back on her right foot again.

      “Oh!” She grabbed her leg, hopping once more to spare herself the worst of the shooting pain. She got her balance back, but not without a whole lot of swearing.

      She pulled herself back together and forcibly ended her profanity-laced tirade. She sighed again, mentally hiked her big-girl panties as high as they would go, and started limping. Because it was either that, or sit down in the dirt in her good interviewing clothes and wait for someone to come by. With the sun already dipping its most southern curve below the tree-lined horizon, she could be out here for hours before someone drove by. She’d be lucky if they didn’t hit her.

      As it turned out, the sun had completely set, taking almost all the light with it, and she had limped maybe a mile before the low rumble of a field tractor happened upon her. It was huge and green, with a fully enclosed cab every bit as dark as the shadowy fields surrounding her. She couldn’t see inside, not even enough to make out the form of whoever was driving it, although that might have been due more to the brightness of the headlights now blinding her.

      Shielding her eyes against the glare, she was still trying to decide if her fear of potentially catching a ride with a rural serial killer was greater than the throbbing agony walking on her ankle had become, when said ‘serial killer’ decided for her. The door on her side of the cab popped open and a weathered woman who had to be at least fifty leaned out far enough to call, “Hey, that your Camaro broke down half a mile back?”

      She’d only gone half a mile? Georgia’s face must have shown her dismay, because the older woman’s gentled.

      “Need a ride into town?”

      She’d never hitched a ride from a stranger in her life. But then, she’d never been stranded in such a remote location at night and with a twisted ankle to boot. Georgia looked up the dark, dirt road to a horizon just barely haloed by what might eventually turn out to be city lights.

      As if sensing her reluctance, the woman on the tractor said, “It’s about another two miles to Solstice.” She beckoned. “Come on, honey. Hop in.”

      Hopping in meant hopping up a short, three-step ladder attached to the side of the enormous tractor, but Georgia did it. She did it because when it came to rural murderers, one didn’t usually think of women, and one didn’t usually use tractors. Chainsaws, yes. John Deere, not so much.

      Once Georgia settled gingerly on the buddy seat and the farm vehicle lurched into forward motion, they clipped along at a pretty decent twenty miles an hour. Now that she was off it, the pain in her ankle didn’t get better; it got worse. Her whole leg seemed to throb along with the rumbling vibrations that bounced them in their seats. Grabbing her knee and locking her jaw, she tried to take her mind off the worst of it.

      “Thank you for the ride,” Georgia said.

      “No, problem,” the other woman said with a smile. “I’ll drop you at Dad’s. Best mechanic in town.” She laughed a little. “Only mechanic in town, for that matter.”

      At least they had one. “I appreciate it. Hopefully your dad can fix my car so I can get back on the road.”

      Barking a sharp laugh, the older woman said, “He’s not my daddy, honey. I said Dad’s—as in, Dad’s Garage. It’s the name of our mechanic shop.”

      “Oh.”

      For two miles, they bumped along in semi-companionable and semi-awkward silence, with Georgia holding on to her leg in an attempt to cushion it from the worst of the jarring. She kept hoping the pain would get better, but with every new bump and jostle, the opposite kept happening. Her face must have shown how much it hurt, especially when the tractor hit a sizeable pothole. She raised her foot off the floor, but the agonizing shocks that radiated all the way up to her knee had her sucking air and even rocking.

      The other woman noticed. “Want me to take you to Doc Johnson first?”

      “God, no!” Georgia caught herself and quickly apologized. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to say it like that. I just—” Can’t afford the gas for this trip, much less the car repair. A doctor was so far beyond her budget, she didn’t even want to think about it. Besides, she was a hopeful girl, and right now her optimistic soul was rooting for a loose coolant cap or hose and twisted ankle being the source of all her problems. A quick rest was all this silly sprain needed. Once she got to town, she would climb down out of this tractor and just… just walk the pain right off. “I’ll be fine.”

      She refused to look at her leg and, in particular, at the swelling that was turning her normally trim ankle into an orange-sized abomination. As long as she didn’t look at it, then it couldn’t possibly be as bad as her fingers and all this residual pain were telling her.

      “I—I’ll be fine,” she said again. Firmly this time, stubbornly, so they both would believe it.

      “Suit yourself.” The lady farmer cast her leg a practical if dubious stare. But this was farm country, and in farm country, people minded their own business.

      The rest of the rumbling, bumping drive into town was done in silence. With Georgia doing her best not to wince, gasp or groan every time the tractor wheels met a bump in the road, and the lady farmer doing nothing more than casting her and her leg knowing, tight-lipped looks. Her phone was dead, so Georgia had no idea the time, but the sun was well and truly gone, the sky was a bruise-like indigo going on Indian ink, and not a star could be seen because all the street lights were on. All six of them, lined up in a neat row along the only business street that bisected this tiny town. The welcome sign planted beneath that first street lamp put the established date at 1886 and the population at 296. Tacked beneath that figure, however, was a hand-written adjustment on a square of plywood. The baby-blue paint read: ‘297! Congratulations, Donna Jo and Earl!’

      Judging by the looks of this small town, every business it had was lined up on both sides of the street down these six city blocks—Post office, feed store, gas station and grocery. They had a book store, which doubled as a coffee and sandwich shop. A quilt shop advertised sewing lessons every Thursday, and on Saturday mornings, the Stars and Garter Sewing Circle welcomed anyone and everyone to come ‘stitch a square.’

      And then there was Dad’s Garage, which looked like a fifties-era gas station, complete with the original blockish Texaco gas pumps still out front and all the old motor oil advertising signs hanging on every available inch of wall space not currently occupied by either a window or a door. It had a single repair bay, and thank God the door was still up and the neon in the window was flashing ‘Open.’

      “You’re in luck,” the farmer said. “Looks like he’s at home.”

      “Thank you so much,” Georgia said, grabbing her purse. She opened it, knowing she ought to offer something, but her relief when the woman waved against payment was equal parts humbling and shame-filled. She didn’t have any money to offer the woman. She almost never carried cash, and there was just enough on her debit card to fill her gas tank two more times. It would get her to her interview and then home again. That was about it.

      “Put your money away,” the older woman said firmly. “You don’t owe me a dime, girl. Just take care of that foot and have yourself a good night.”

      “Thank you,” Georgia said again and slid down out of the cab as carefully as she could onto her good leg. She really, really, really didn’t want to put weight on her ankle, but there was no help for it. She limped backwards to give the tractor room enough to move on without fear of running her over, and the second her ankle had to take the worst of her weight, she knew she wasn’t going to be ‘walking this off.’

      She’d hurt herself. She’d really hurt herself, and there wasn’t a thing she could do about it in the middle of nowhere and with a broken-down car.

      As the lady farmer drove away, Georgia physically braced herself to endure, mentally wedgied herself on those stupid big girl panties, and then slowly, carefully limped toward the garage. She glanced through the open bay doors. The place was brightly lit, fairly clean (for a mechanic’s shop), with shelves full of parts lining the back wall and every other available inch of wall space covered. This wasn’t a mechanic’s garage. It was a museum dedicated to auto mechanics with everything from old calendars to motor oil advertisements and a 1920 Rolls Royce sale’s slip hanging on the walls along with a black and white picture of the car.

      There were pin-up girls, too. Lord, were there pin-up girls. On paper, lacquered to cuts of wood to stave off the wear and tear, and even on sheets of metal. Some looked new. Some looked as old as the World War II mottos they extoled—Lady Luck in a black bikini, riding a bomb; a girl in a very short skirt, sitting on a suitcase while removing her panties; another in the skimpiest fireman outfit, sliding down a pole. Standing here, surrounded by auto parts and the reek of rubber, leather and oil, she felt very much an intruder in what had all the bearings of an old men’s club.

      Part of her thought she maybe ought to have been offended, but she wasn’t. Rather, she was fascinated. She loved historical things. Slipping a few steps inside, she looked at a pin-up near a closed door leading into the office. Her smile joined the infectious grin of the curvy, fully if not revealingly dressed red-head on the poster. The garage was too pretty to offend anyone. This whole shop was an ode to days long past, and these pin-ups through the decades didn’t seem at all out of place, interspersed as they were among old bills and thank you notes from past customers.

      Holy crap—Georgia leaned in closer to study the Elvis Presley signature on one repair slip; Burt Reynolds’ was on another. If anything, that made her feel better about having literally no other repair options.

      A clipboard and several pages of what looked like an inventory list were hanging directly over the top of another old pin-up page. Georgia reached for it, slipping her fingers under the bottom corner to peek at the girl underneath when the door directly beside her suddenly swung open. She jumped, grabbing the wall as her weight came down wrong on her bad ankle and only just barely swallowing back a cry when the owner came barging in.

      Well, not barging. It was his garage, after all. But at first glance, Georgia couldn’t help being both startled and feeling a little betrayed. The sign outside said Dad’s garage. It was decked out with decades of auto ads and 1920s, 30s, and 40s sex symbols. The mechanic who came through that door ought to have been at least in his seventies.

      He wasn’t. He couldn’t have been more than five years her senior, a man in his physical prime with broad shoulders and lean hips, and a full head of hair as dark as the oil on his work-hardened hands. His chin was square, stubbled with maybe two days’ worth of growth, and his eyes—a man with hair that dark never should have had eyes that blue. But he did.

      “Hi,” she stammered.

      A corner of his mouth curled into an easy smile. “Hello, yourself,” he replied.

      Shit. She liked his voice too. Smooth. Not too high or too low, his masculine tone went straight up through her lady bits and trembled in her tummy. She squeezed her legs together, but too late. Already she could feel that slight tickle of interest melting down through the core of her, saturating the crotch of her panties.

      “Are you, um, Dad?” Georgia cleared her throat, trying her best to keep her voice even and the heat from stealing up from her stomach to stain her face. She was not flirting and that was not a sexual question. It was the name on the damn garage, for heaven’s sake.

      The other corner of his handsome mouth curled and, sexual or not, her face burned hot as hell as he chuckled and said, “No, although I have been called Daddy a time or two. What can I do for you?”

      Don’t think about it, Georgia ordered herself, but there went that tickle again. Full-on molten liquid spilling down through the folds of her sex, no matter how hard she fought not to indulge the rush of inappropriate images that immediately filled her head. Anything you want, came right to the tip of her tongue, and she rolled her lips, keeping her mouth tightly closed until she was sure she could control herself. “My car broke down.”

      He nodded, still smiling and yet at once all business. “Is it outside?”

      “No, I tried to limp it into town, but couldn’t make it that far.”

      “You walked into town?” he asked. “In those shoes?” He looked down, and she knew the minute he noticed her ankle because that good-natured smile of his vanished. He frowned. “Yes, I see you did.”

      Georgia looked down now too. For the first time, she saw her ankle. Forget orange. It was the size of a grapefruit with the dark streak of bruising already curling up around her heel and down through the tendons of her foot.

      “Come in.” Holding open his office door, he tried to usher her inside. “I’ve got Doc Johnson on speed dial and a tow truck around back. Give me your keys. I’ll go get your car, and you can wait for the good doctor in my office.”

      “I don’t need a doctor.” She didn’t move. Stepping into his office felt too much like stepping into his bedroom, and she couldn’t trust herself enough as it was. She needed air. She needed to be professional about this and get her awkward attraction to this man under firm control. “I’ll go with you.”

      “I would feel better about that foot if you put it up,” he said, and it took everything Georgia had not to read the look he was giving her as both stern and, oddly, paternal. Looks like that should have been patronizing. At any other time, on any other man, she’d have bristled. She’d probably even have told him where he could stick his feelings, but Georgia didn’t. She stood in front of him with a growing swarm of butterflies in her gut, all of which were slowly metamorphosizing into a low, sensual pulse that gradually sank down through her until it was seated firmly, seductively in the flesh of her mons. There, heat and growing moisture only served to amplify each pulsating throb, sending them rippling back up from her pussy to her womb.

      He had his own pulse—a tic of muscle that leapt along his chiseled jaw as he studied her. Just looking at it made her skin crawl across her bottom and down the backs of her thighs. She wasn’t used to feeling that particular sensation. It wasn’t at all unpleasant either. It was, in fact, weirdly stimulating. In her pussy, where all she could feel now was throbbing and trickling wetness. In her chest, where her heart felt as if it were both stumbling and racing. In her nipples… dear God, were they stiffening?

      They were. With every breath, she could feel them, hardened peaks scraping deliciously against the everyday cotton of her bra.

      Could he tell? Had he noticed?

      She didn’t think so. The penetrating blue of his eyes were locked on hers, and he was not looking away.

      “All right,” he said, tipping his head even as he yielded to the compromise. “You may come, but you’re staying in the truck. And when we get back, I’ll take a look at your car, but you will wait in my office with an ice pack on your ankle. Is that clear?”

      Her bottom wasn’t just crawling now. It was prickling, and her pussy was spasming. Tiny twitches of excitement that felt almost orgasmic accompanied every shivery pulse and tug.

      “All right,” she agreed, and she even meant it… at the time. Although later that night, once things had calmed enough for her to think back, she would recognize this as the pivotal moment it actually was and wonder: If she’d known how hard ‘Daddy’ spanked, would she have tried to mind his edicts a little better?

      It was a moot point. Georgia didn’t know; so, she didn’t try. Instead, she did what she always did: she pulled up those cussed, proverbial panties, limped back out of the garage and waited for the cool of the evening air to wash the blush of embarrassment from her cheeks and for the flesh of her bottom to stop that infernal crawling.
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      She should have stayed in the garage and put her foot up. Alone in the cab of Daddy’s tow truck, she clung to the door with one hand and the edge of her seat with the other, and did her best not to make a sound as she very carefully nudged her injured foot out of her shoe. Her foot was swelling now too, which meant she was going to have to squeeze when it came time to get her heel back on. But for a few minutes, at least—from the instant rush of relief that accompanied the soft thud of her heel falling over empty, until that future then—it was a little less painful. A very little. No sooner had she lowered her bare foot to rest on the floor of the truck cab than did the low, wounded throb start up all over again. The pulse radiated up her leg. It hurt, not just in her ankle, but in her knee, her hip, her freaking teeth, for some strange reason. Probably because she couldn’t stop gritting them.

      Pulling her purse into her lap, she fished out a bottle of aspirin and took three. She had nothing to drink, so she swallowed them dry and then spent the next few minutes watching through the windshield as Daddy popped the hood of her cherry-red Camaro to poke around the engine. It took less time for him to diagnose the problem than it did for the car to break down in the first place.

      “Good news or bad news?” he asked coming back to hoist himself into the driver’s seat of his truck.

      “Good,” she said, because at this point, she desperately needed it.

      “I can fix it,” he decided with such confidence that she couldn’t help but believe him.

      “Okay.” She braced herself. “What’s the bad news?”

      “You’ve blown your head gasket. You’re looking at about a thousand, plus labor. Does your insurance pay for tows?”

      A thousand? Georgia held herself frozen. Just the sound of that monetary amount felt like a physical blow; she felt sick. “Yes, I think so.”

      “Do you want me to fix it, or do you want me to tow you somewhere else? The next nearest town with a mechanic I don’t mind recommending is thirty-seven miles down the highway. But I guarantee, they’re going to charge you more. No pressure, but I can do the work; I can do it right. What I don’t have is the part, but I can probably get it delivered tomorrow morning, and I’ll have you back on your way by the afternoon. What do you want to do?”

      She wasn’t going to make her interview tomorrow morning, but she might be able to salvage it with a phone call to reschedule for the afternoon. So that was one problem taken care of.

      Problem number two…

      “You can do it,” she heard herself say, but her stomach sank as she did it. She didn’t have a thousand dollars plus labor to pay him, much less more than that to pay someone else. She’d used the tow policy on her insurance once before. They only paid for the first twenty miles. She didn’t know how much an extra seventeen miles would have cost her, but she was pretty sure it was more than what was currently sitting in her bank account.

      “Okay, then. Let’s get you back to the garage so you can put your foot up.”

      She ought to tell him right now she couldn’t pay for this. At the very least, she ought to ask him if he did work on credit, or if she could make payment arrangements. Some mechanic places were linked with banks that offered repair loans. She hadn’t seen a bank in town, but that didn’t mean some sort of arrangement couldn’t be made.

      Maybe he’d be nice about it.

      Maybe he’d stop the truck right now, mid-backup, and instead of getting out as he was doing right now to load her car up, he’d tell her to get out because he didn’t work for free and it wasn’t fair to expect him to. Small town mechanics had bills too, and they needed to eat like everybody else. And he probably had kids, because who else would call him Daddy from time to time. So that meant he had a family to support, and men with families to support did not play knight in shining tow-truck armor to damsels in vintage Camaro distress. She had a fully restored ’69 Camaro. He’d never believe she was as broke as she honestly was.

      She really ought to say something, but Georgia didn’t. She let him load her car up, and she salved her conscience with the knowledge that her insurance would pay for at least this much of his labor. She wasn’t taking advantage of him.

      Yet.

      The longer she held her silence, though, the worse this was going to get. And still, Georgia held her silence all the way back to his garage, listening with increasing guilt as he made a phone call to order her new head gasket. The first place he called didn’t have one. The second one did. “Twelve fifty,” he said, briefly tucking the phone against his chest while he cleared the cost with her. “I’ll cut you a deal on my labor, but it’ll be about fifteen hundred.”

      If she opened her mouth, she’d throw up. She nodded her agreement instead, and she kept her guilt and her damning silence.

      He helped her down out of his truck like a gentleman; she felt fraudulent. It was the ugliest thing she’d yet felt in her life; it just wasn’t so ugly that she would confess her finances. Instead, she kept her mouth shut, endured the white-hot agony of having to put her high heels back on and then walk in them, and even steered her car into his open garage stall while he pushed.

      Her time to say things dwindled devastatingly as he got his tools ready. And then her hood was propped up and he fit the first socket to the first bolt. The next thing Georgia knew, her engine was in carefully gathered pieces on the floor around her tires, her faulty head gasket was off, and her entire window to come clean upfront about her situation was gone.

      And he didn’t even know it, because if he had known, she was pretty sure the things he’d be saying to her right now would not have been, “I wish you’d sit down. You’re not doing your ankle any favors.”

      “I’m okay,” she said weakly. She wasn’t. But as fiercely as the pain was now throbbing through the whole of her, no longer meekly contained to her horribly-bruised ankle, the guilt felt worse.

      Shaking his head, he finished what he was doing, gathered his tools and set them aside. “That’s it,” he said, wiping dirty hands on an equally dirty rag. “That’s as far as I can go until I get the part tomorrow. So”—coming around the hood of her car, he stopped directly in front of her, still wiping his hands, still smiling, but with a look in his unsmiling eyes that made her already queasy stomach flip and drop all the way down to the floor—“you want to talk about the elephant in the room?”

      Oh Jesus. He knew. She’d never felt so caught, so relieved and so sick and disgusted with herself in her life.

      “Sleeping arrangements,” he declared.

      She hadn’t realized how far she’d come out from under that crushing mantle of guilt until it all came crashing down on top of her again, even heavier now than before. “I’m sorry?”

      “I’m going to close up shop now,” he told her. “I figure if you had someone you could call, you wouldn’t still be standing here, and the nearest hotel is forty miles down the road.”

      Georgia blinked. Her chest was so tight she could barely draw a shaky breath. As consumed as she’d been on how she was going to pay for this, she hadn’t once thought about what she was going to do from now until morning.

      She tried to smile, but her face was too brittle to manage it. “I could sleep in my car.”

      “My liability went through the roof the second I let you walk back here,” he told her bluntly. “If my insurance found out I let a customer sleep in my shop, I’d be canceled.”

      “I won’t tell them.”

      “No, you won’t. Because I won’t let it happen.” Heaving a sigh, his eyes narrowed a bit as he studied her again. “Look, I get it, okay. I understand. You want to spend the night on the porch, I’m not going to pressure you otherwise. I could pitch a tent for you in the backyard and let you borrow a sleeping bag. Or, if you want to take the risk and trust that I will conduct myself like the gentleman my mama raised, then I’ve got a fairly comfortable couch in the living room you can crash on. I’ve also got some leftover lasagna in the fridge I could heat up, and I’ll even give you the local sheriff’s number. He lives two houses down from here, but I promise, if you need to call him it won’t be because I gave you a reason to.”

      She tried to be grateful. A non-guilty person would have been. Yes, she didn’t know him, but he seemed decent and, so far, he hadn’t done a single thing to make her warning flags pop up. And if a guy was going to molest a girl on his couch, would he really give her the sheriff’s phone number and tell her he lived just two houses down? And if she didn’t accept the couch, did she really want to sleep in a tent in the yard?

      She wasn’t a camping-type of girl. She wanted a bed off the ground. She wanted heat and some place to charge her cellphone, so she could call her friend and the HR department giving her interview and let them know what had happened. Frankly, she hadn’t eaten since that pepperoni stick at the last gas station she’d filled up at. Her stomach had that sunken, hollow feeling creeping into it.

      Lasagna sounded really good.

      So, not only was she going to take advantage of his ‘free’ labor, she was going to steal his lasagna and his sofa?

      “Sounds like a plan,” she said, telling herself she was not the world’s biggest piece of shit. Surely somewhere on the planet there was somebody worse than she was. “In prison,” she muttered as she followed when he beckoned her to come with him into his office.

      Eyebrows arching, he looked back at her. “What was that?”

      “Nothing.” Judging by his stare, though, he had heard exactly what she’d said. Eventually, when she offered no explanation, he dropped the door on his garage, locked it, shut off the lights and led her through his tiny office, around his desk to another door. Dad’s Garage was attached to ‘Daddy’s’ house. It was small, but clean and tidy, the door to his office emptying into his kitchen where the 1950s theme abounded. From the linoleum to cabinets to wallpaper, his was a home straight off the vintage pages of a Woman and Home magazine. Everything was teal, including the sink.

      “Wow,” she said, before she could stop herself.

      “Yeah,” he replied, pausing to look at it himself. “Unfortunately, before he died Dad got the home registered as a historical landmark. You are standing in the very first gas station ever to be built in the state. Now, the original station was partially destroyed in the FBI shootout with the Boltreaux family in ’48, but even with the station house gone, my granddaddy continued to sell gas and fix cars until 1951 when he married my grandmother, who refused to live in a tent. So, granddaddy built her this house, where she reigned as queen decorator until her death in ’88. Granddaddy never touched a thing after she passed, and neither did Dad, and now that it’s registered, I can’t.”

      They stood just inside the kitchen and, with a draft easing through the open office door behind them, together admired the grand excess of teal.

      “Would you?” Georgia finally asked. “I mean, if you could.”

      “God, yes. In a heartbeat.” With a visible shake, he brought his attention back to more important things. “Here, have a seat. I’ll get you an icepack for your ankle—no arguments; you had your way all night and now I’ll have mine. Sit.”

      Georgia hurt too much to argue. She sank into a high-backed chair at the dining table while he crossed to the refrigerator and dug out a bag of frozen peas. He smacked it a couple times to break up the chunks and make it pliable, then wrapped it in a dish towel and brought it back to her.

      “Here we go.” Dragging an extra chair around in front of her, he patted the seat. Georgia obediently propped her injured leg across the thin cushion, with her ankle hanging just off the other side. Fetching a pillow from the living room, he gently adjusted the chair and tucked it under her so her foot was supported. She tried not to make too much noise when he gently worked her shoe off her foot, then lay the impromptu icepack over her swollen, bruised ankle.

      He gave her a look. “I’d feel better about this if you’d let me call Doc Johnson.”

      “It’s me or the car,” she replied. “I can’t fix both.” Which was a lie. She couldn’t afford to fix either.

      He nodded once. He didn’t look happy about it, but he did let it go. “How about that lasagna?”

      She needed to confess, she suddenly realized. She couldn’t keep not telling him, knowing this was only going to get worse the longer it went on. And yet, she only dropped her shoes under her chair and watched him walk back to the fridge to heat up leftovers in an anything but 1950s microwave. As he worked, he kept up a friendly chitchat which she barely heard and couldn’t focus on, because all she could see was herself at that inescapable moment tomorrow morning when the repair was done and he stood there, waiting expectantly for her to pay him. What was she going to do? Hand him her card and run for the car? On this ankle? He’d catch her before she went more than two feet.

      She couldn’t do this. She wasn’t a dishonest person at heart. She couldn’t even remember the last time she’d told an outright lie.

      “Hello,” he sang from the kitchen, startling Georgia back to herself. Her face burned hot as she realized she’d completely missed whatever question he’d just asked.

      “I’m sorry?”

      “I asked if you wanted a salad with this.”

      God, he was so nice. Why couldn’t he have been an asshole? It would be so much easier to screw him over if only he’d be a jerk first.

      “I’m really not very hungry,” she hedged.

      “Okay.” He looked at both plates, then nodded. “In that case, we’ll make it a small salad. Greens are important. Kitchens this teal have enough flaws without skimping on the vegetables.” He fished a small bag of ready-mix salad from the fridge and put a little on each plate, then brought both to the table, along with oil and vinegar for dressing. “Here you go.” He provided her with a napkin and silverware, and on his final trip back from the kitchen, set two glasses of ice water in front of each plate before sitting down at the head of the oval table beside her. “Bon appétit.”

      For leftovers, the lasagna was good. It was very good. Tender, without being gummy or overcooked; seasoned to perfection without being too strong on the garlic. It was meaty and hearty, and right from the very first bite, her mouth watered and her stomach rumbled. She hadn’t eaten a real meal since breakfast this morning, and a couple of Slim Jims through the day weren’t exactly known for keeping anyone satisfied for long.

      “Wow, this is good,” she said, hunching over her plate and digging in.

      Grinning, her dinner companion nodded. “Thank you. Mama tried to teach me lots of things, but for everything that didn’t take, there’s at least one that did. Fortunately, this is one that did.”

      “I can’t cook to save my life,” Georgia said, around another bite of lasagna.

      “Well, if you’d gone to college with the same three roommates I did, you’d have learned.”

      “Don’t be so sure.”

      Chuckling, he wiped his mouth and his hands, and ponied up to that challenge with a ready story. “Back when I was in college, I moved in with three idiots. We decided all chores, including cooking, would go on a rotation. First night, idiot number one made spaghetti with ketchup instead of tomato sauce, and he cooked the noodles for so long they devolved into a glue-like paste. Second night, idiot number two baked four pizzas he bought for a buck, and burned them all. Took me three days to get the charcoal out of my teeth. Third night, we had peanut butter sandwiches made from the peanut butter that guy had stolen from the faculty lounge.”

      “Oh God.” She laughed.

      “Then came my turn and, also being an idiot, I took the chore seriously and made my mama’s famous tacos, which are at least as good as her lasagna. At which point, we all decided we’d really rather eat my cooking than continue in that culinary trend, so I did. Got me out of doing every other chore in the house. All I had to do was cook. So, I took what I knew, expanded on it, we all gained thirty pounds by the end of that semester, and I discovered I actually kind of liked cooking. So much so, I even took a culinary course. Honest to God, I could have been a chef.”

      “Why didn’t you?”

      “Because, as well as I knew my way around the kitchen, I knew my way around a car even better.”

      “Did you graduate?” she asked, finishing the last bite of lasagna.

      “Masters in business administration, with a heavy emphasis on accounting, communication, customer service and marketing. How about you?”

      She beamed. “The same, only without the cars.”

      He smiled. “Would you like some more lasagna?”

      “Am I robbing your belly if I say yes?”

      Smile broadening, he pushed back his chair. “Eat your salad,” he said, before heading back into the kitchen nook to heat up another slice.

      She made a slight face, but dutifully pulled her plate closer. She was more ‘meat and potato,’ and not so much veggie-oriented, but she also wasn’t big on being rude. For politeness sake, she took a leafy bite and, between chews, teased, “Do you always force a serving of veggies on the people who come to your garage?”

      “Dad’s Garage.” Arms folded across his chest, he propped his lean hip against the counter while he waited for the microwave to finish.

      Considering she was leading him on and stealing his labor, she ought to be grateful ‘spanking’ wasn’t part of the package. And just like that, her smile faded and her mood crashed. The light, fresh taste of salad died on her tongue, leaving ash and vinegar in its stead. She swallowed it.

      When the microwave beeped, he brought the steaming slice of meat and cheesy goodness to the table, sliding it off the reheating plate onto her own.

      “Thank you,” she said, but her appetite was gone.

      “If you’re worried about your car,” her companion said, reclaiming his seat and picking up his own fork, “it’s okay. I really can fix it.”

      He wouldn’t be smiling if he knew he was doing it all for free. What’s worse, Georgia couldn’t see any way to dig herself out of her lie anymore. She was long past the point of no return. Her car was in pieces in his garage; he’d already spent time and effort on her that he deserved to be reimbursed for. If she told the truth now, yeah, she’d feel better… right up until he showed her the door and she found herself without a hotel, without a car, without an ankle she could walk on without wanting to cry, in the middle of Butt-Fuck Nowhere. At night, for God’s sake!

      Somewhere outside, a lonesome howl chilled the already cold night.

      Great, and now there were wolves.

      It didn’t matter, Georgia suddenly realized. She couldn’t do this. She couldn’t stay quiet and pretend this wasn’t killing her. She wasn’t a dishonest person, and it was merciless how badly the guilt was eating at her insides as if with barracudas and acid.

      “I—” God, this was going to be so bad. Why couldn’t she just shut up about it? But already she was pushing her plate back, pulling the bag of peas off her ankle, and dropping it on the table before helping her injured leg off the pillow he’d put it on. “I’m sorry. I-I just can’t.”

      He arched an eyebrow. “Can’t, what?”

      She fought back a sigh, only half successfully. “This,” she said finally, not really meaning to gesture at the meal, but that’s where her hands went. It certainly wasn’t the lasagna’s fault she was in this mess. She covered her face with both hands, braced herself because this absolutely was about to go badly, and then looked him straight in his mildly confused eyes as she said, “I have a confession.”

      Putting his fork down, he wiped his hands and mouth with the napkin. “They seem to think it’s good for the soul,” he cautiously replied. “Are you about to tell me you can’t pay for the car repair?”

      He already knew? The wave of relief that rolled through her was almost as crushing as the guilt had been. It both lifted and flattened her, soothed her panic and sent her stomach crashing all the way to the floor all over again. She cringed. “Please don’t be mad.”

      To his credit, he didn’t look mad at all. Rather, his tone bordered on curious and his face seemed confused. “Why didn’t you just say so?”

      “Because I can’t afford to be stranded here. First thing tomorrow morning, I’m supposed to be at an interview for my perfect job. A job that will actually justify the six years of time and money I put into my education and which won’t require that I insert ‘do you want fries with that’ in every conversation. You don’t understand; I am so, so sorry! I am not a dishonest person at heart, I swear! It’s just…” She floundered, not at all sure how to go from this horrible revelation to a place where somehow, magically, everything could be okay again. A tiny spark of an idea popped back into her head. It wasn’t the sort of idea she ever would have entertained in any other circumstance, but she was desperate and he was nice and, hey, it had to work sometimes or there wouldn’t be an entire trope of porno movies devoted to it. She cringed and offered, “M-maybe there’s some kind of… o-of arrangement… we could c-come to?”

      She couldn’t believe she’d just said that out loud. For damn sure, it didn’t sound half as sexy to her ear as she supposed it did in the pornos that made millions over films that insisted college students paid for their needs this way.

      And yet, he didn’t look turned on by her offer, or even the tiniest bit intrigued. He didn’t look anything at all. His face was like a block of wood, bare of all expression.

      “I beg your pardon?” he asked. It came out sounding both soft and dangerous, and suddenly, with those four words, Georgia went from being a woman in her mid-twenties to being very little, very small, maybe three-inches tall sitting right here on his dining room chair. She had to bite her lip to keep from begging again for him not to get mad. She didn’t, but only because she didn’t want to remind him that was still an option.

      Wiping his mouth, he put his napkin down and sat back in his chair, his hands dropping to his lap. He regarded her quietly for a moment. “Is that the way you want for this to go?”

      Georgia startled. Was he… was he agreeing? Again, relief flooded her. Here she thought he was about to get angry with her, but it was all right. Everything was going to be all right.

      Except, holy shit, now she had to sleep with him.

      Only they wouldn’t be sleeping.

      She twisted her hands together to stop herself from fidgeting.

      “Yes,” she said, both to him and her own internal voices. “This is how I want this to go.”

      He nodded once. “Fine. Your safeword is ‘I’d like to pay my bill now.’ No matter what else is happening, the minute you say that, everything stops, but you will owe me the entire sum of the repair on your car, and I will not do one more thing to the vehicle until it is paid. Is that clear?”

      Safeword? Georgia blinked. “Um… yes. I think.”

      “If you don’t say it, I expect you to do exactly what I say, when I say, and tomorrow when the part comes, I will put your car back together, and you’ll be free to go. It won’t be a free-pass, however. While I am willing to write off all my own labor charges, I can’t afford to eat the cost of your car parts. I can, however, pay for them until you can pay me back. Which you will do. Monthly, whatever you can afford until the balance is gone. Agreed?”

      The rolling in her stomach eased a little. That sounded more than fair, actually.

      Georgia nodded. “Thank you. I know this hasn’t been fair of me, but I appreciate that.”

      He arched a strangely paternal eyebrow at her, his handsome face taking on hints of stern disapproval. “I’d have done that for you if you’d been honest with me from the start. I remember being that broke in college, and I’m not heartless.”

      Her fingers began to fidget no matter how tightly she tried to grip them. “I’m sorry.”

      “Not yet,” he replied. “But you will be before I’m done.”

      That was an oddly ominous way in which to begin what was about to be a live re-enactment of a popular porno plot.

      Nervous as she was, her voice failed her and she ended up whispering, “O-okay.”

      “What’s your name?”

      “Georgia.” She had to clear her throat before her voice would return. “Wh-what’s yours?”

      “I already told you. Sometimes they call me Daddy. Right now, I’m thinking this needs to be one of those times.”

      In that instant, her popular porno plot turned unexpectedly kinky.
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      “From now until this is over, you will call me Daddy,” he said, while Georgia sat frozen at her place at the table, eyes huge, jaw slowly sagging until her mouth gaped gracelessly open. “You will be respectful—yes, Daddy; no, Daddy; please and thank you. How does your ankle feel?”

      Blinking, it took her moment to realize he’d just switched topics and that question required an answer. “Uh…” Did she have ankles? She looked at the neglected pea-pack on the table and then at her leg, the one she’d removed from its cushion. She looked back at him. “It’s fine,” she lied. It actually throbbed like the devil, but she was already well beyond her ability to cope with this and a sprained ankle.

      He looked at her. For several abnormally hard-thumping heartbeats, the silence in his dining room turned stifling. “Young lady, was that respectful?”

      The pounding of her crazily erratic heartbeats got a little worse. Her chest tightened, driving her to perch on the edge of what could only ever be described as the start of a mild panic attack, but with one very odd distinction. The hard thumps of her beating heart weren’t just in her chest or her temples. They’d fallen inside her, all the way down to chair-level within her core, making every thump and pulse echo between her legs in the most absurdly erotic way. And that couldn’t be right. What part of any of this was she supposed to be finding erotic?

      Georgia swallowed hard before changing her previous answer. “It’s fine, Daddy.”

      She had never, ever in her adult life called a man that. Not even her father. As far back as she could remember, he had always been ‘papa’ or ‘dad.’ And yet, Daddy just rolled off her tongue. It fit him, weirdly. Even weirder, it seemed to fit the situation. She fidgeted, her fingers tapping and rubbing at the hem of her skirt over the rounded curve of her knees.

      “That’s better. I just wish I could believe it.” His handsome mouth thinned. It was so slight, she almost didn’t see it happen, but the severity of his stern expression intensified. “Georgia, honey, did you just lie to me?”

      “Um…” Yes, Daddy stuck in her throat. No, Daddy would have compounded the lie. Her stomach began to twist all over again.

      Scooting his chair around the side of the table to better face her, Daddy held out his hand. “Stand up,” he directed. “Do it carefully. I don’t want you to put any weight on your hurt leg.”

      Georgia could not for the life of her think up a single good outcome for the situation now spinning wildly out of control around her. If she refused to do what he said, she owed him $1250 with no way to pay it; if she did what he said, she had a funny feeling something life-alteringly profound was going to happen. Something her tame taste in pornos had not prepared her for.

      Hand trembling, she lay her fingers over his. They were huge compared to hers.

      He helped her stand and once she was properly balanced upright with her hand braced on the table edge, he let her go long enough to sweep both his hands up under her skirt. Without any kind of warning, he hooked her underwear and swept them straight down her shaky legs, dropping them on her feet.

      “Sit,” he told her, taking her free hand once more to support her.

      Collapsing on her chair, Georgia stared in shock while, one foot at a time, he removed her underwear. He gave them a derisive toss into the living room, toward the sofa where she would supposedly be spending the night. When he looked at her again, it was a good thing she was sitting down. Otherwise, she didn’t think her legs could have supported her.

      “I don’t like being lied to.” The blue of his unsmiling eyes locked with hers, sending prickling shivers tickling down her spine. Her bottom cringed everywhere her flesh made contact with the chair. But inside, all the way down deep in her molten, churning core, things were very different. She was shaking, but not with fear. She was turned on. She didn’t think she’d ever been more turned on, and that included the night after graduation when her boyfriend at the time tied her hands to her thighs and her ankles to the headboard of his bed while he ate her out until she, literally, could not have come any harder, deeper or longer. He’d been good, but this…

      She was wet. She was leg-shakingly, pussy-contractingly, puddles-on-the-chair-when-she-stood-up wet, and nothing in her life would ever come close to comparing to this. Not ever again.

      “I-I don’t know how to handle this,” Georgia stammered.

      “I understand that, and I can appreciate how uncomfortable you might be right now. However, that doesn’t change the fact that you lied, and I still don’t like it. The consequence is that your panty privileges have been revoked for the rest of the night. Consider this a warning, little girl, the only one you’re going to get.”

      The twists in her belly jerked and her pussy throbbed, hot and hard.

      “Because if you lie to me again, the next consequence won’t be anywhere near this mild or forgiving. Quite frankly, you’re already due one hell of a spanking. Before dinner is over, I’m going to see that you get it. Do you understand?”

      Don’t look, don’t look, a little voice inside her begged. But her eyes had already betrayed her. She looked, first at his knees—oh god—and then at his crotch—oh! God!—and then back at him. Was she breathing? She touched her chest, flattening both hands over her breasts, just to make sure that she was.

      “Do you understand what I just said?” he calmly repeated.

      “Yes, Daddy,” she stammered.

      “Do you want to stop here, or do you want to continue?”

      That wasn’t a choice. It was a razor, poised to cut her no matter which edge she chose to leap from.

      “Continue, please,” she whispered, because this was wild. And it was crazy. And it had all happened so fast. But she didn’t dare stand up right now, and no way could she walk away, because there would be a telltale wet spot on the back of her skirt that she just could not explain away. And that erotic pulse just kept on beating between her tightly clamped thighs, throbbing in the whole of her needy clit. Warm and wet, with liquid trickles spilling like tears through the folds of a pussy that cried to be touched.

      Georgia folded her hands in her lap. She folded them tight, clamping down with all her fingers until her knuckles whitened. “Continue,” she whispered again, because there was no stopping this. There was no walking away.

      She couldn’t afford to.

      She didn’t want to. Not anywhere near as badly as she knew she ought to.

      Daddy nodded once. “Good girl,” he softly praised, and damn if her pussy didn’t spasm. An electrified jolt that shivered her from clit to womb, leaving every tingling nerve inside her perked that much wider awake.

      Reaching for her plate, he pushed it back toward her. “Finish your supper.”

      Supper? Dazed, she looked at her plate—an entire new portion of lasagna stared back at her, right next to three or so bites of unfinished salad. She didn’t think she could eat if she tried.

      As if he knew, a corner of his mouth quirked into a wry smile. “If I were you, I’d do everything I could to drag out how long I got to sit in that chair. Because, sweetheart, it’s not going to be this comfortable again for a very long time.”

      It wasn’t comfortable now. She was vibrating with need. She’d never felt need as sharp and insistent as this.

      Picking up her fork, she tried to make her hand stop shaking long enough to cut the lasagna he’d brought her. He’d warmed it up, but during their exchange it had cooled. It wasn’t tough, not by any means, but the fork wasn’t working quite right. Her hand wouldn’t hold it steady. She fumbled and dropped it just trying to apply pressure enough to cut her food and thanked God really when Daddy took it away from her.

      “Let me,” he said, standing. He leaned over her long enough to cut her food into bite-sized portions. In the back of her head, she kept telling herself this was a move she should have found patronizing, but it just didn’t feel that way. How could it when the very nearness of him vibrated through her, rattling her nerves and scattering every coherent thought she had until all she could think about were the vague and titillating and completely inappropriate possibilities stretching out into the night ahead of her.

      Like there had been anything appropriate about the offer she’d made to him that started all this.

      Like she had any room to be offended, even if she could summon the indignity.

      Like she wasn’t right now fighting herself not to turn her face into his side so she could breathe in the heady heat and scent of him. He smelled faintly of his garage—oil, cars and auto upholstery. That should have been unpleasant. Weirdly, it wasn’t.

      “There you go,” he said, making the last cut that segmented her lasagna out into bite-sized pieces. “Now eat. And while you’re doing that, you can tell me about what brought you out this way.”

      Because even in situations like this, dinnertime conversations were perfectly normal.

      Expected even.

      What was wrong with her? She gave herself a hard, mental shake. She grabbed her fork, not because she was hungry—far from it—but because she needed something to hold on to before she went completely insane, buried her face in his ribs and simply inhaled a lungful of Eau de Auto Mechanic.

      “I told you. I have an interview.” Face flaming hot, more embarrassed than she could ever remember being in her life, she stabbed a piece of lasagna and made herself eat it. “I didn’t know how far the town was from the highway, or I probably wouldn’t have taken that exit. Although”—she both nodded and shrugged—“I guess if I’d known how close the car was to completely breaking down, I might have taken it faster so I got here sooner. Without twisting my ankle.”

      “Or brought a pair of walking shoes. I noticed there wasn’t any luggage in the car. A little bit of planning can prevent a lot of problems.”

      Arousal aside, that stung.

      “Punctuality is at least half as important as planning,” she sniped. She hadn’t meant to be so curt, but she never had done well on the receiving end of lectures. Besides, it wasn’t like she’d known any of this was going to happen. “If I wanted to get here in time, I had to leave fast. That job—the one I’m now going to be late for—was very important to me.”

      It would also hold. That was one of the benefits of friendly connections in upper management. That job had been offered to her without the position having ever been advertised. They would hold it for her if she asked. At least, she was fairly confident they would understand, once they got her message about the break down. Especially since the part was already ordered and her vehicle well-prepped to receive it once it was delivered in the morning. She was going to knock that interview out of the ballpark tomorrow, and she knew it.

      “I’m not trying to—” he started to say, but she cut him off.

      “Yeah, you are, and on the one hand, I appreciate what you’re doing for me. I really do. But all this”—she waved her hands over the cut portions of food, the table, him, her lap, where the pulse of desire hadn’t dimmed so much as a little—“all this aside, I already have a father. Fantasy aside, you’re not him. So, whatever else we’re going to do tonight, can you please can the lecture and leave me alone in that area? Please?”

      Because it really wouldn’t have taken any extra time to pack a bag, and she really should have brought a pair of walking shoes. Or pajamas. Or any number of other things that she would have needed to pass tonight, if only she hadn’t been so damned impatient. All she’d been able to see in that moment was her daily struggles and fry service coming to an end. That’s what she’d been running from when she’d rushed out the door and jumped into her car. That nip of guilt was gnawing at her readily enough without him adding a few more teeth to it.

      He looked at her a moment, then took the napkin from his lap, wiped his hands and mouth, and dropped it on the table next to his plate. Again.

      Knowing she’d screwed up again, Georgia huffed a breath, fighting not to call apologies after him when he left the table and walked off down the unlit hallway into who knew what parts of the house. Houses being pretty standard, it was probably the bedroom area. For all she knew, he had a pink-painted nursery with an adult-sized crib, lots of stuffed animals and princess stickers all over the walls.

      That was uncalled for, and she knew it the minute the ungracious thought crossed her brain.

      She had no reason to be irritated, and by the time she heard his footsteps coming back to the front of the house, she wasn’t fighting the apologies any more. “I’m sorry,” she began. “It’s been a rotten day and you didn’t deserve that.”

      “No, I didn’t,” he agreed, coming back to her. Which was when she noticed what he had in his hand. It was metal, silver and looked a little like a Christmas tree at first glance. Then her brain sharply reorganized and identified it, because while her past boyfriend had called her naive once or twice, she wasn’t so naive that she didn’t know what a butt plug was.

      “What—” she stammered, but now it was his turn to cut her off.

      “Up,” he said. The butt plug in one hand, tight-lipped and tense-jawed, he still offered her a stabilizing hand. “Be careful of your ankle.”

      She didn’t think she moved, but somehow her hand found his, and the next thing she knew, she was standing up. More than anything, she wanted to argue. At the very least, she wanted to talk about it. She’d always been very firm about the fact that her bottom was a designated ‘out zone.’ She didn’t do anal. She didn’t do butt plugs. Someone unexpectedly did a finger with her once, and it startled her so badly that she was up and out of bed before he could say, “Do you like this, baby?”

      And yet, Georgia didn’t say a word. Her scattered brain was still trying to formulate how to say it—only later would it occur to her that wait probably would have worked—when he turned her to face the table. And then his hand was between her shoulder blades and, at his terse “Over,” she bent.

      She’d have gone all the way belly-down into her half-finished lasagna if he hadn’t stopped her. Hands braced against the smooth wood, she held herself frozen with eyes popped open wide and shock ricocheting from one wildly singing nerve to the next, especially when he caught the back of her skirt and hiked it right up to her waist.

      He’d just bared her ass.

      Her ass was now on full display to a man she had only met a few hours ago, to a man who wanted her to call him Daddy. To a man now snapping open a tube of lubricating gel and—oh my God—he just put it on her!

      He was lubing her up, like no Daddy ever should with a girl as grown as her. As no stranger certainly should have—except they had an agreement and she... well, shit, she had practically asked for this.

      “C-can we please—” Talk about this, is what she would have said, except his free arm hooked around her waist, pinning her bent as she was so she couldn’t rise, hugging her in tight to his side that half second before she felt the ominously cold nose of the butt plug slide down the crack of her buttocks, seeking out her lubed entrance. “Oh my God,” she stammered, then gasped, arching sharply onto her toes, because in it went.

      It was a small butt plug. She’d known that from the moment she’d seen it. His thick, mechanic’s finger had looked both longer and at least as wide as the widest part of the base. It wasn’t like Daddy had shoved a mac truck up her ass, regardless of how it felt. Because frankly, Daddy wasn’t really gentle about it. He gave no warning beyond showing her what was in his hand, and the moment that thing tried to gain an In to the Out Zone, her bottom hole puckered in defiance.

      Holes weren’t good at defiance. The plug went in anyway, and the zing of discomfort as she was made to stretch to receive it went from weird, to mildly uncomfortable, to sharp pain in less time than her gasp could register.

      “Relax your bottom,” he said, holding the plug buried to the base inside her. “Relax, baby girl.”

      She couldn’t relax. She held herself stiff as a fence post, her buttocks clenching around that cold invader, feeling as if he’d just shoved a skyscraper up her. She groaned.

      He rubbed her back. “Just breathe. I know that didn’t feel good, but it’ll pass in a minute.”

      No, it didn’t feel good at all. But he was right; the pain faded almost as fast as it had ripped through her.

      “Normally,” he said, his large hand making gentle passes up and down the small of her back, “I’d have done that much more gently. Unfortunately for us both, you are already in the middle of a punishment situation. This is the wrong time to be letting your temper and your mouth run away with you. Do you understand what I’m telling you?”

      She wanted to hate him, but that hand caressing up and down her back wouldn’t let her. Against her will, her body sagged as the pain and tension abandoned her. Butt plug or no butt plug, she should not have mouthed off the way she had. “Yes, Daddy,” she said, half because that was what he expected from her, but mostly because she really was sorry she’d said it. And not just because it had hurt. She’d been sorry before she saw the butt plug in his hand.

      “What do you have to say to me?” he coached.

      “I’m sorry, Daddy. I didn’t mean to say it like that.” And she meant it sincerely.

      With a final pat on her back, he unhooked his arm and smoothed her skirt down over her bottom. Covering her before letting her rise. “Look at me.”

      Her bottom hole was throbbing now, but in a weirdly wanton way. The pain had dimmed the erotic pulse between her legs, but as she twisted enough to raise her gaze back to his and he locked that paternal frown on her, her pussy twitched sharply back to life. Pulses of lust throbbed out from her clit, radiating through the emptiness of her sex to her womb, and she’d be damned if echoes of it didn’t take hold all around the alien plug seated inside her.

      “I hope you’re serious,” he warned. “Because if you do it again, not only will your first spanking be with my belt instead of my hand, but I will bend you right back over this table, and I will fuck you with that plug in a way I guarantee you’re not going to like. Now, do you understand that?”

      It sounded like someone else, softly almost breathlessly answering back, “Yes, Daddy.”

      “Good.” He went back to his chair. “Sit down.”

      “But… it—it’s still in me.”

      The look he gave her made the pulse thump all the harder. And hotter. Especially that errant, devilish, horribly embarrassing thump now beating at her back passage so vibrantly that her brain became convinced had to be him, already fucking her slow and steady with that gently warming butt plug.

      “You’re being punished. It’s going to be ‘in you’ for a while. Sit down,” he told her.

      She sat.

      God help her.
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      “Being able to pay your student loans is going to feel great,” Daddy said, watching from across the table as she picked at the last bite of her lasagna. Dinner was over. Technically, it had been over for a good forty minutes by now. His plate was empty; she couldn’t eat another bite, and the last one remaining on her plate was now thoroughly ‘forked’ over because it was so much easier to pick at it than it was to actually look at him while he asked her questions—nothing terrible. The lecturing part of the evening seemed to be over. Instead of nitpicking over her lack of preparation for this trip, he’d switched topics to her interview. He’d asked about her degree and what this last year since she’d graduated had been like. And she’d been honest. It had been hell, made up mostly of worrying about how she was going to pay her loans off as the grace period between graduation and that first hefty payment slowly began its tick-down. She hadn’t realized how much stress she had put on herself or how poorly she was dealing with it until she had to talk about it out loud. The fact was, waitressing wasn’t what she wanted to do for the rest of her life and every day that she had been stuck in that position, especially once she’d graduated—that shining moment of adulthood which she and her parents and all of society had built up in her mind as that magical be-all, end-all that would supposedly transform her into a productive, financially responsible person—had been as demoralizing to her self-esteem as, say, going to prison.

      Every holiday, every vacation, every time she had to look an interviewer in the eye and say, “Yes, I did graduate all those months ago. Yes, I do waitress for a living right now,” it killed her just a little bit more. It was like people thought it was her fault she hadn’t been hired anywhere yet. It was like she might never be hired anywhere. And all that time and money had been wasted because she wasn’t worth anything better than 'Do you want fries with that.'

      She’d never told anyone that she felt like this, but she told Daddy. She could hardly stand to look at him when she let those secret fears escape her. These last few months, she could hardly stand to look at herself, either.

      “It’s going to feel really great to have benefits,” she said, a corner of her mouth lifting in a rueful smile. “It’s going to feel great moving into my own place, without a roommate who hogs the bathroom sink and can’t pick up after herself no matter how often you ask her to. It’s going to feel awesome to have only one set of dishes to wash and to know that when I clean something, it’ll still be that way the next time I come walking by.” Georgia closed her mouth, trying not to feel ungrateful. Yeah, her roommate was a pain sometimes, but she was also the same roommate who had picked up the slack without a single complaint the last two times that Georgia had been a few days late coming up with the money for her part of the bills. “It’s going to feel great being able to have breathing room. Money in the bank. Parents who are proud of me.”

      Her voice broke a little at that. She glanced at him, hoping he wouldn’t have noticed, but he was watching her, silent and waiting, and his eyes said nothing was going unnoticed.

      “I’ll bet they're plenty proud of you right now,” he countered her.

      If she’d ever said such a thing in front of either her mother or father, they’d have rushed to assure her they were proud. Such assurances would have carried more weight, though, if only she’d done something for them to be proud of. For the life of her, she couldn’t think of a single thing, except being the first in her family to graduate from college.

      And she was working at Red Robin.

      Georgia dropped her gaze. “Yeah, I’m sure,” she lied. “At least they don’t know I propositioned a stranger for auto repairs. I’m pretty sure they wouldn’t be too proud about that.”

      He didn't argue with her. “Do you suppose that’s because they might think you’re worth better than that?”

      And so much for the lecture portion of the evening being over.

      It was an uncomfortable question. Definitely not one she wanted to think about, much less answer. In the end, she lifted one shoulder in a half-hearted shrug and hoped he’d drop it. And he did. Sort of.

      Leaning over to rest his elbows on his knees, he took the bag of now mostly thawed peas off her ankle, once more propped up on that pillow between them. It looked awful. Swollen, with slight bruising. Definitely twisted. So long as she didn’t move it, though, it didn’t hurt too badly. It had stopped throbbing, for the most part.

      “Do you think you’re going to be able to stand up?” he asked.

      “Yeah, I’ll be okay.” She had to be. She only had the one pair of shoes and she still had that interview tomorrow. Nothing was going to stop her from walking into that Human Resource office long enough to give the best interview of her life in order to land that job. Nothing.

      She just had to get there.

      Getting up, he walked into the kitchen long enough to place the peas in the fridge—whatever he had for dinner tomorrow would probably include them; just another incremental amount of money she’d inadvertently cost him; she felt a little bad about that—and then he looked at her.

      Very subtly, the atmosphere between them seemed to change. It grew heavy, and so did the silence as he turned to the sink and quite deliberately washed, then dried his hands. It wasn’t that he was different when he came back to her. He wasn’t. He was still the same guy, the same nice, handsome, quiet, calm person she’d been having dinner with, but it was weird how the air seemed to change around them. He seemed more purposeful now, as he came back to her. It was in every line of his lean body. He felt… almost predatory. All lean hips and strong hands and sinewy forearm muscles, with those prominent, masculine veins that showed off his strength as he pulled his chair around to her side of the table and set it down again.

      Dinner was definitely over now. If he sat down, his back would be to the table. The only thing he could have reached—the only thing he did reach for, in fact—was her.

      “Let’s get you up.” He offered her his waiting hand. “Be careful how you move. I don’t want you hurting yourself any more than has already happened.”

      If anything, the air charged even more. She could feel the crackling energy sparking now between them. If she took his hand, for sure it would shock her. She just couldn’t bring herself to, so she pretended not to see it. She dropped her gaze to her lap and, accidentally, her napkin to the floor. She took her foot off its little pillow and a slow throb started up the instant she lowered her heel to the floor. He pushed that chair aside so it was no longer between them and, grabbing the back of her own seat and the edge of the table for balance, she rose. With all her weight balanced on one leg, refusing to take his hand, she hopped a little until she could face him. She looked down, but all she could see was the waiting expanse of his very capable lap, stretching out before her.

      “Come here,” he gently coaxed.

      It was the gentleness that undid her. This was so strange. Not at all how she would have thought a spanking ought to go. Not that she’d ever spent much time wondering about spankings, but shouldn’t it have been an angry, violent thing? By its very nature, shouldn’t it be dreadful and unpleasant?

      It didn’t feel that way. Daddy was anything but angry. His face was calm. Welcoming, even. His hand, still stretched out to receive hers, was steady.

      She had all the choices in the world, and yet, none at all. Maybe it was simply the choice she didn’t want to make. Maybe it was the choice she deserved. Either way, she finally took his waiting hand and let herself be drawn facedown across that waiting lap into a position as old as misbehaving young ladies and the people who deigned to correct them.

      His thighs beneath her belly were hard and sturdy. His arm was strong as banded steel as he hooked her waist, adjusting her up and over and dropping her nose to within a few inches of the floor. His hold would be just as unbreakable, she knew, once it was wrapped around her for good. That came just seconds later, much sooner than she was braced for.

      Georgia locked her lips to keep back her mew of uncertainty—what the hell was she doing?—but he had her pinned down now. His arm locked her down into place. His free hand rested on top of her skirted backside, while her feet dangled off the floor just behind her. She could see them, the tips of her feet waving off into empty air through the rungs of the dining room chair he sat on. It was awkward, and unbalanced, and uncomfortable, and about to get a whole lot worse. And one little word could stop it all, but she wasn’t going to say it. Not only because she couldn’t pay for her own stupid car repair, because in the end she was going to pay him for it anyway. Every single penny, plus some for his time and labor, just as soon as she could, she would pay him back for everything.

      No, she rolled her lips and kept them closed, from start to finish determined not to say a word, because she deserved it. Every single thing he gave her—she deserved it. For her dishonesty. For her manipulation. For not having planned this out better. Above all, because deep down she knew all those things wrapped up together were really very small and insignificant—she deserved it because she felt bad. And because maybe, just maybe, once it was all over… she wouldn’t have to keep feeling that way.

      “So, what brought you here?” he asked, as if she didn’t already feel terrible enough.

      “An interview,” she admitted, staring at the kitchen linoleum not two inches from her nose. God, she felt like crying, and he hadn’t even started yet.

      “No, I mean, what brought you here?” He patted her bottom, bent as it was over his lap.

      Oh.

      “I agreed to something when I couldn’t pay for it. I…” She hesitated, shoulders slumping. “I lied.”

      “What should you have done instead?” he coaxed, when she stopped.

      Was he going to make her say all of it? Bad enough that she knew what she’d done. The last thing she wanted to do was hear herself admitting it all out loud. “I should have just told you I didn’t have the cash and asked if there were any alternatives.”

      Although, if broken down to the absolute nitty-gritties, she had kind-of sort-of asked to pay in alternative ways.

      No way was she going to remind him of that, though.

      “And what did you do instead?” he continued with soft-spoken ruthlessness.

      Damn it.

      She would have squirmed if only he hadn’t held her down so tightly. His arm across the small of her back kept her exactly where he wanted her. His hand, resting now on the curve of her bottom, was a burning reminder of what was about to come.

      “I asked for, um… other ways to pay.” It was the best that she could do.

      “You offered yourself in place of money,” he clarified.

      She didn’t think it was possible to feel any worse than she did right now. “Yeah.”

      “Do you think maybe you’re worth better than that?” he gently countered.

      Georgia didn’t need the spanking any more. She was already blinking back the sudden burn of rising tears. She sniffled. “Yeah.”

      She felt the subtle movement as Daddy nodded above her. “So do I.”

      He spanked her then.

      In all her life, Georgia had only ever been spanked a handful of times. Most had consisted of nothing more than an attention-grabbing swat, all of which had been delivered long before she turned five and for offenses she couldn’t remember if she tried. This offense she didn’t think she’d ever forget.

      All trace of porno movie influence was gone. She couldn’t even dwell on the kink-startling facet of this anymore. From the moment the flat of his hand smacked the skirt-clad curve of her backside, all Georgia cared about was what she’d done. How awful it was. And then, how awful she was because, one wrong decision after another, she had brought herself to such a point that a perfect stranger felt the need to put her over his lap like some misbehaving child and spank her.

      His hard hand caught her again, and Georgia winced. She started to put a hand back, but stopped herself in time. Instinctively, she knew better. At least he was letting her keep her skirt on.

      Ow. She winced even more sharply, her feet kicking up behind her as, right bottom cheek to left and back again, steady as a damned metronome, Daddy spanked her. It was starting to sting. The sting was making it a little hard to wallow in her pity pit, but she refocused herself. She tried to block him out, but already he was starting to pick up steam, and the steady rise and fall of his hand came cracking down faster than before. Harder too, or maybe it only felt like that because the sting was growing hotter. More than just a sting now, it was actually hurting.

      "Ow!" She rolled her lips, locking them to keep from saying something quite that embarrassing again. Every two or three swats of his hand, her hand would dash from his knee and snap back, and she’d quickly catch herself before she did something even more childish, like cover her bottom with palms up and fingers desperately splayed to stop him. Not that such a thing would work. Things like that never worked, and she’d only feel worse about herself. Because for heaven’s sake, it was just a spanking. She’d earned it. She deserved it, and she could take it. She was a grown woman, for heaven’s sake. If grown women knew nothing else, it was how to take the lumps they were dealt whenever they screwed up. Something that would be infinitely easier right now if he’d just stop hitting that same stupid spot!

      “Ow!” she yelped. At this point, she could have cared less about the embarrassment. Right now, every nerve in her body was keyed into the steady smack-smack-smacking of his iron-hard palm as it came raining down all over her ass. No longer predictably falling right to left, back and forth, the smacks were growing chaotic. He swatted the center of one cheek multiple times, then dashed to the other side and dealt the other more of the same. The sting was gone. Hurt had taken its place.

      It really hurt.

      Spankings really, really hurt—why hadn’t someone told her about this before now? She never would have agreed to this had she known. She might not have pulled her car off the damn interstate, either.

      “Ouch, ow! Wait! Not there, not there!” Her hand lost contact with his knee yet again, but she forgot about not interfering. She slapped back, waving her hand back in a mad effort to catch his arm. And she did, but only long enough for him to lock her misbehaving hand down in the grip of the arm already hugging her hips.

      A wisp of cool air swept up the backs of her thighs and over her burning ass as he yanked her skirt up. He tucked it under his arm, baring her naked bottom now to the full force and effect of his discipline.

      “Not there!” she cried out, but ‘there’ was exactly where he struck her. The entire surface of her ass was burning hot as a sunburn. The worst sunburn she’d ever experienced in her life, but instead of helping her get in out of the rays, Daddy had her locked down, and his spanking hand kept coming back to the same area. Smacking again and again, harder and harder, and even when he wasn’t hitting the same exact spot, the swats were overlapping. He was getting the side of her bottom, the upper swells, the lower curve, that excruciatingly sensitive spot on the top of her thighs that made her feet kick up in belated defense of a backside that couldn’t possibly bear any more of this. Surely he was going to stop now. He had to stop!

      “Please!” she shrieked. She just couldn’t take anymore!

      Except that she could and he was only too willing to show her what she could and would take while she was pinned across his knee.

      His palm was relentless. It was as if he didn’t care how much she pleaded or cried, and now she’d lost the only hope she had of stopping this. She would never lie to another mechanic again for as long as she lived. Their grip was without compromise, and now that they were skin to skin, the bare slap of his palm meting out firm discipline to the burning, hurting, curves of her bare ass was elevating her pain to whole new levels of torture.

      This was not the porno she had been looking for.

      But it was the one she needed.

      Clinging to his knee with the one hand he didn’t have pinned down, Georgia fought herself to bear what he gave her with what little dignity she had left, but there was just no dignity in getting spanked. At the supper table, no less. Because she’d offered herself like a whore to someone she didn’t know, and because he thought she ought to be worth better than that.

      Georgia lost control. One minute, she was teeth gritted against what she hoped was the worst because she couldn’t even imagine how anything that hurt this much could possibly hurt more. And in the next, tears were pouring out of her along with great gusting sobs that weren’t pretty or ladylike, but they were real. They were heartfelt. They were even kind of freeing.

      The smothering weight of guilt was only ever measured once one was out from underneath it. Georgia felt the break inside her, the massive crack of pressure before it released and then the intensity of years’ worth of worries and weight and struggling to make herself into something and someone worth the ideal she had built up in her mind as what she had to be—it all broke apart.

      It broke under Daddy’s spanking hand, shattering away beneath the great, walloping swats he delivered over every inch of her bucking, wriggling backside.

      It washed out of her, carried on a flow of tears she hadn’t meant to cry and which now she just couldn’t stop.

      It fell to the god-awful teal of his 1950s kitchen floor, where it pooled in droplets along with her tears and which then, somewhere in the aftermath of all her sobbing, eventually just disappeared. Evaporated.

      Stopped. Like Daddy’s hand had stopped.

      No longer delivering its painful brand of discipline, it rested once more, softly stroking the curves of her burning, throbbing, aching bottom. Soothing the hurt it had created without stealing an ounce of it away, he let her wallow in the heat and discomfort. As mires went, it was a far more pleasant than the guilt had been. And after a few gentle passes, he pulled her skirt down, covering her nakedness from view, and then helped her sit up again.

      She groaned, once when her sore foot accidentally bumped the floor, and then again when her bottom made contact with his hard thigh. She’d never wanted to rub so badly in all her life, but it was just too mortifying. He’d scolded her. He’d spanked her. He’d rubbed her bottom without leaking so much as the slightest hint that he might find her attractive, and now here she sat. Balanced on a sore butt in his lap with her head on his shoulder and her face burrowed into his neck while he held and rocked her.

      A girl had to draw the line somewhere. No matter how much it hurt, she would not—absolutely would not—rub her butt.

      She sniffled, hiccupping on an indrawn breath that brought with it all the comforting nuances of clean houses, car repairs, leftover lasagna and him. Above all, him. Daddy’s scent.

      She didn’t even know his name.
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      As it turned out, Daddy’s couch was one of the most comfortable she’d ever slept on in her life. Nowhere near as old as the rest of the house, it was the perfect blend of plush, length and width. And thank God, it wasn’t teal.

      Once dinner and spanking and a late night bath so she could soak her foot in Epson salt was done, dressed in one of Daddy’s old t-shirts—three sizes too big for her, it hung off one shoulder and covered her well down to mid-thigh—when he told her to lie down, she stretched out and fit so perfectly on that couch that neither her head nor her feet touched the opposite arms.

      She must have been more tired that she knew. She closed her eyes for just a minute, it seemed, while he spread a blanket over the top of her and dropped right off to sleep. That kiss she thought she felt him brush across her forehead might have been real, but it might also have been a figment of her budding dreams.

      Although initially easy to achieve, deep and restful sleep did not stay with her. Throughout the night, she kept waking up. Strange places did that to her. Each time, it was like startling awake in unfamiliar surroundings with that nameless, faceless, dread-filled feeling that someone was breaking into the place, but they’d stop if only she could see them.

      No one ever was.

      Nor did she find Daddy sneaking around in the shadows, or standing over her, or doing anything at all creepy to freak her out. In fact, as if he’d known she might awaken, before disappearing off to his own bed, he’d left the bathroom light on and the door cracked. Georgia never once awoke in pitch darkness, or in a panic because she couldn't see. For the minute or two it took her each time to get her bearings, that light was a beacon of a reminder—telling her where she was, who she was with, and that weird calm she’d felt directly after he’d spanked her always returned. Then she would relax again.

      And invariably take another aspirin from the bottle he’d left on the coffee table in case she woke up sore in the night. Her ankle never stopped throbbing. Once her interview was over, she would count out her pennies and stop by the nearest walk-in clinic. Or maybe not. Although no longer sure she hadn’t broken something, she was still positive she couldn’t pay for a doctor. Either way, it was a problem more easily ignored if only it would stop hurting.

      And then came that magical moment when she startled awake to find it wasn’t the middle of the night anymore, but the middle of the morning. Sometime after 4:00 am, exhaustion and all that aspirin must have kicked in. The next time she opened her eyes, the clock on the wall read 10:39, it was broad daylight outside—she glimpsed blue sky and sunshine through the living room’s drawn blackout drapes—and someone was knocking at the front door.

      Georgia sat up blearily, wincing a little when her sore ankle dragged a scant inch across the couch cushions. Slinging an arm over the back of the couch to help keep her upright, she was still trying to figure out where the front door was when, somewhere down the short hall, daylight spilled in to light up the shadows and a man’s voice called, “Good morning, Miss Georgia. It’s Doc Johnson. I’ve been told you had a little fall? Is it all right to come in?"

      Damn it, Daddy.

      Rubbing the sleep from her eyes, Georgia both groaned and gave in. It helped to be sitting a little tenderly. She wasn’t about to go stomping out to the garage (where she could just make out the muffled whirring of a mechanic’s drill) to give him a piece of her mind. She couldn’t stomp if she wanted to.

      “I don’t have any money,” she called back, granting permission via lack of refusal. “I can’t pay you.”

      “Oh,” the doctor said as he came down the hallway. A good-natured wave of his hand slapped that objection aside. “We don’t need to worry about that. Which leg is it?”

      She pulled up the blankets to show him, and over the next few minutes, did her best not to shout as he gently examined the bruising and swelling. All in all, he had nice hands. Gentle, slender, softer than Daddy’s. Definitely not the hands of a spanker, but that was probably a good thing considering the look he leveled on her over the top of the glasses he wore.

      “You, young lady, should have come to see me last night.”

      “I couldn’t pay you last night any more than I can pay you today,” she replied.

      His look did not soften. How he managed to glare that sternly and still be half-smiling she didn’t know. Regardless, it made her bottom crawl in all those spots that were still a little tender from Daddy’s ministrations the night before.

      “Well, do you want the good news or the bad?” he finally asked, just before taking his hands from her ankle and covering it over with the blanket again.

      “If it’s another blown head gasket, I definitely can’t pay you,” she tried to joke. Apparently, he wasn’t a joking kind of doctor. “Good news,” she tried again, when he only looked at her. She’d had enough of the other kind to last a lifetime anyway.

      “I don’t think it’s broken. In fact, I’m just certain enough that I’m not going to immediately insist on taking you for x-rays.”

      Georgia startled. That really was good news. She hadn’t been expecting that. “Okay,” she said cautiously, “what’s the bad, then?”

      “You’re not going to be wearing those for at least a few weeks.” He nodded to her high heels, sitting on the coffee table where Daddy had left them the night before. Not far from the aspirin. Not far from her discarded panties, either.

      Georgia’s face flamed. The only thing that kept her from snatching her panties off the table and tucking them under the blanket out of sight was the slim hope that maybe Doc Johnson hadn’t noticed them.

      “You’ve torn the ligament,” he diagnosed. “That means weight off your foot. You’re on crutches and you’re going to be wearing a boot. I’ve got one at the clinic I can give you. I’ll also prescribe some pretty decent painkillers to get you through the week. Take only as needed, of course, and not while you’re driving. I’m sure you know the spiel.”

      She did. Her shoulders sagged. It was going to be a long drive to her interview with her ankle throbbing like it was now. It would also be one hell of a story when she walked into her new Human Resources office several hours late, with a walking boot on her leg. She could already hear herself saying, “Funny thing happened on my way to Santa Fe…” She hoped they liked funny stories, but she already knew she was leaving out the ‘Daddy’ and spanking parts.

      Patting her on the blanketed knee, the doctor stood up. “I’ll be back momentarily with that cast.”

      In other words, don’t go anywhere until he got back.

      Georgia sucked at following directions. She always had. The moment he was out the door, with Daddy already out in the garage and hard at work, she crawled off the couch and hobbled her way down the hall to the bathroom. That short trek was far enough to convince her that she didn’t dare attempt a shower. But that was okay, she’d already had a bath the night before. She got dressed, smoothed the rumples from her clothes as best she could, combed her hair with her fingers—Daddy’s comb was sitting right there on the side of the sink, but that was just too weird… too intimate—and then hobbled back down the hall.

      A box of cereal, a clean bowl and spoon, and a note saying the milk was in the fridge—EAT—was waiting for her on the table. And that was where she was, sitting in her chair, her foot gingerly propped up on its pillow from the night before, munching on generic raisin bran when Doc Johnson returned.

      He gave her a censuring frown, but that was it. He put the boot on her foot, left a pair of crutches leaning against the table within her easy reach, alongside a prescription for painkillers. “Stay off that foot as much as possible and keep it elevated for at least two days,” he ordered. He didn’t even take down her personal information or offer to send her a bill.

      “It’s been taken care of,” was all he said right before he left and, somewhere out of sight, the front door closed behind him.

      She knew who had arranged to take care of things, too. Daddy. And he was waiting for her out in his garage.

      Staying off her foot probably didn’t include doing dishes, but Georgia felt like enough of a mooch as it was. She cleaned up the minor mess of breakfast, left her dishes in the sink and, with crutches tucked under her arm and raisin bran sitting like a milk-heavy lump in the pit of her stomach, she hobbled outside to see what her status was.

      Her car was sitting just outside the open garage door, already completely put back together and Daddy was hard at work on a beat-up, two-tone pickup when she slipped out through his tiny office.

      “Good morning,” he called, when he spotted her. His gaze swept from her crutches to the gray and white plastic boot cast on her injured leg. “I see Doc’s been by.”

      What did one even say to that? Except, maybe, “Thank you.”

      A corner of his mouth quirked, and he came out from under the propped hood of the truck, putting down the socket wrench he’d been using and picking up an oily rag on which to wipe off his already oily hands.

      “You’re welcome,” he said, coming towards her. “How you feeling?”

      “A little tired,” she admitted.

      “How you feeling about last night?” he specified.

      That one was harder to answer.

      “Humbled,” she eventually managed. “Really grateful too. You didn’t have to do any of that.”

      She wasn’t even talking about the spanking part this time, and he seemed to know it.

      “You’re welcome,” he said again. Slipping past her, he went into his office. He got her cellphone off the charger and a piece of paper, tucked into an unsealed envelope. He handed it to her and when she looked inside, she covered first her eyes and then her mouth.

      “Don’t even try to hand that back to me,” he warned before she could even summon a response.

      Inside the envelope was a receipt for the part, a bill for his work, a business card with an address so she could mail her payments back as they’d agreed, and about two hundred dollars in cash. “You can mail me that back when you can afford it, too,” he said simply. “Something tells me, tight as your budget is right now, you won’t have a whole lot left in the bank when you get back from this trip. I don’t know when you get paid next, but you still need to eat, pay bills, get to and from work, plus I expect that prescription to be filled and taken when you need it. Understand?”

      “Yeah.” Swiping at her watery eyes with the back of her wrist, she almost missed it when he cocked an eyebrow at her. Laughing, she corrected herself, “Yes, Daddy.”

      He helped her to her car, getting the door for her and offering a steady hand as she lowered herself in behind the steering wheel. Hand on the driver’s door, forearm braced against the roof of her car, he leaned in to watch her, all broad shoulders and slender hips, jeans that had been clean this morning but already needed to be washed, and smelling that intoxicating blend of him and his work.

      “Are you coming back through here on your way home again?” he asked.

      On the highway, or at least that had been the plan. “Yeah,” she carefully answered. “Why?”

      For the first time, he looked away, that crooked smile of his turning almost boyish. “I just thought if you happened to come back through town, I might have supper waiting for you. No pressure. I wouldn’t mind hearing how your interview went.”

      Her heart stumbled in her chest. And just like that, suddenly her body remembered every half-kindled fantasy it had entertained about this man, right before the porno went so crazily off script. Heat ignited in her belly and burned all the way up through her face. A thump of pure arousal pulsed once between her legs. She clenched her thighs, willing the eroticism not to show in her eyes.

      “What time?” She wasn’t about to say no.

      “Call me so I know you got there, and call me again before you leave. Driving safely all the way, and whenever you happen to get here will be fine.”

      He shut the door on her and, fumbling with her keys, Georgia jammed them into the ignition to get the window rolled down. “Wait, I—I don’t even know your name.”

      Again, that crooked smile. He patted the door of her car. “For you, Daddy works just fine.”

      

      
        
        THE END
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      Precious was so tired of doing this corporate account, she wished she was a mermaid. Checking the clock, she saw it was now eight-thirty. What seemed like a lifetime ago, her mama would have told her off for not being home for dinner, but since Precious had moved to Coast Town for work, the only person who cooked for her was Wang Fongshu, who ran the local Chinese take-out.

      It was embarrassing that whenever Precious called, Mr. Wang’s wife always knew her order. Looking down at the new book in her purse, Precious contemplated what it would be like if she could do some coloring, right now, cozy on her couch while she waited for take-out. Instead, she was sat at her desk staring at an account that looked like it had been put together by a pack of illiterate chimpanzees.

      Another half-hour and the Coast Town ageplay group meeting would have started. Without her. Again. The past few weeks had all been like that. Her eyes were struggling to focus and her mind just kept returning to the coloring project she’d been working on. Her best friend, Mandy, probably finished her sheet days ago. They frequently synchronized their coloring, so they could compare results and talk about different shading techniques, brands of pencil, and all sorts. The world of coloring was way more interesting than being at her desk.

      By eleven-thirty, Precious felt like one of those cartoon characters who propped their eyelids open with matches. She tidied up the front page of the report and sent it up the workflow chain to be filed.

      Done.

      Rising from her chair, her joints ached and her ankles felt rubbery as hours of sitting in her pumps suddenly all came back to bite her at once.

      Home time.

      She went to her car and got in, remembering to lock the doors immediately. These past few weeks, she’d finished late enough times that midnight precautions were becoming ingrained as new habits.

      The radio blared to life, startling her at first; the difference between its loud burst of song and the silent world around her were too great.

      “There’s got to be another way. Well, who are you?” the radio demanded, descending into one of the guitar riffs from CSI.

      Precious began the forty-minute drive home, wondering for the hundredth time, was this it? Thinking back over her career, she knew she had worked damned hard to get this far in life. From the butthole of Georgia, finishing high school was about as good as it got. Defying all the odds, she’d aced her interview at Pennsylvania and gotten a full scholarship. When she’d gone on to secure an internship at a prestigious accounting firm, Precious had thought she was on-track to live her best life.

      Then there’d been a bump in the road. The recession hit and while everyone had held onto their jobs, the internship had fizzled out without a job offer. They were very sorry, of course. And her supervisor had declared his confidence that she’d find something else soon.

      Her mama had been so disappointed. Precious hadn’t dared tell her for three days, because she was too upset and she didn’t want to have to face the deep feeling of failure inside her. The rejection had confirmed her worst fears—she wasn’t good enough to be here, people had just taken pity on her for being black and female, and now they’d have to pay her, she hadn’t made the cut.

      She had taken the job out in Coast Town because it was something. A good salary, a comprehensive healthcare and dental plan, a 401(k)… all the things she thought she should have. All the things magazines said a woman—a really independent woman—should have.

      Now it was eight years later, she was thirty-two, and she wasn’t feeling even a little fulfilled.
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        * * *

      

      “Are you coming to my birthday party, tonight?” Haley asked as soon as Precious picked up the phone. It was Saturday morning and the week’s tiredness just hadn’t left, yet.

      “Of course, I am!” Precious replied, surprised.

      “You didn’t RSVP.”

      “Oh my God! I’m so sorry. I completely meant to; it must have slipped my mind.”

      “Bringing a plus-one?” Haley’s tone wasn’t malicious, but the question made Precious bristle. She reined herself in.

      “No, I’m good. You know me. Single and I like it that way.” Precious forced her voice to sound cheerful. Was she over-compensating? It was so hard to know.

      “Okay. See you Saturday.” Haley didn’t say anything, so Precious decided she’d convinced her friend that she really was enjoying the single life.

      The thing was, all her friends had paired off over the past couple of years. They’d all gotten a happily ever after while Precious had gotten dating disasters and one-night stands.

      She didn’t want their pity, and she really didn’t want people setting her up on blind dates because they never worked out, even in the modern age of Facebook stalking. She’d never even tell Mandy, who she had known for longer than anyone else, but she was tired of being single.

      Precious went online and opened up the website for her favorite art supplies store. She scrolled through the watercolor pencils, obsessing over the sample images made by each color, and read through the two new reviews.

      The pencils cost over a hundred dollars for seventy-two colors, but Precious wanted them so bad. Audrey Hepburn got breakfast at Tiffany’s and Precious Reed got breakfast in front of those watercolor pencils.

      One of these days, she was certain she would buy them.
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        * * *

      

      Saturday afternoon, Precious wrangled the laundry. She had a system where she just about found time to wash enough clothes for the coming week, and if she ran out, she took it as a sign to buy more. A lot of the time, her other stuff got pushed aside to make room for more shirts and black polyester pants.

      Looking for a couple more shirts she hadn’t worn in a while, she found a lilac chiffon bridesmaid’s dress crumpled and lost under a deluge of workwear. The scent of Vera Wang Princess swirled as the dress was disturbed. For a moment, Precious was floored.

      The wedding had been five years ago. Her friend Rayna had convinced her to wait for the bouquet. When Precious had caught the beautiful flower arrangement, all her friends had cheered.

      “You’re next!” Rayna had laughed. “Start looking for a wedding gown!”

      Everyone had been so convinced that this would happen. Five years later, no one even brought it up anymore—except Precious’s mom in her weekly phone calls, where she routinely grilled her daughter about her prospects.

      Precious sat on the big pile of laundry for a moment and stared into space, holding the bridesmaid’s dress like a security blankie. Sadness pierced her heart.

      “When will it be my turn?” she whispered to herself.

      She shook her head to clear the emotions, and carefully folded the dress before putting it back under the pile of laundry. Really, it needed dry-cleaning, but she didn’t remember when she last found time to do that. And it couldn’t go in her wardrobe until it was cleaned.

      Feeling like her whole life was tangled up beneath snowdrifts of waiting laundry, she did the only thing she could. She finished collecting the shirts, put them into the machine, then turned her attention to the week’s dishes that had accumulated in the kitchen.
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        * * *

      

      “Hey, sweetie!” Hayley enthused when Precious arrived at the restaurant. “You look stunning.”

      “Thanks.” Precious smiled and tried to mean it. “Happy birthday! Open it when you get home.” She winked as she handed Hayley a card and gave her a hug. Precious hoped Hayley put the $20 voucher inside to good use.

      “Aww, thank you! And I got you a gift, too!” Hayley stepped aside and nodded toward a man talking to two brunettes. “His name’s Sean, he’s twenty-eight and single!”

      Deflation punched Precious in the chest as she realized, instead of being able to spend the evening with her friends pretending she didn’t care about being single, she would now have to talk to this random guy.

      Given that she was looking for a very specific type of man—a daddy to care for her—she was pretty sure this was going to be a bust.

      “Go on. Say hi,” Hayley said, pushing Precious toward Sean.

      Precious stepped forward and waved a little. He turned and stood up. Over six feet of muscle. Precious guessed he was a cop or in the military. He was black, with a shaved head and twinkling, warm eyes.

      “Hey! I’m Sean!” He was way too bouncy. Precious knew straight away if she lost her shit, he’d flee like an injured puppy.

      “Hi. I’m Precious.” She wondered if she could text Mandy and ask her to call with a fake emergency.

      “Let me buy you a drink. What do you like?”

      “Diet Coke, please,”

      “With...?” Oh, no. Precious threw a plea to Jesus that he wasn’t one of those guys who thought women ought to be drunk.

      “Just Diet Coke,” she replied, firmly. He went to the bar and Precious turned back to Hayley, who gave her an encouraging look.

      “See? You guys are made for each other,” Hayley insisted, before turning to greet someone else.

      Precious felt like she’d been thrown to the wolves.

      “Here.” Sean handed Precious the drink. “I picked something good for you.”

      Instantly wary, Precious sniffed the drink. She frowned.

      “What is it?”

      “Double vodka and coke. You shouldn’t be drinking that diet shit, babe, you should love those curves!”

      Precious handed him back the drink, turned and left.

      “Hey! Wait up!” He chased after her.

      “Leave me alone!” she snapped. Immediately, she regretted looking back and seeing his face. Kicked puppy, just as she suspected.

      “What did I do?” he asked. She heard the disappointment in his voice and decided to spell it out for him.

      “First, you gave me a choice when you asked me what I’d like to drink, but you didn’t respect that choice because it didn’t fit with what you wanted. Second, you didn’t even think about why I’d asked for my preferred drink, you just assumed. Oh, yeah, fat black woman clearly has body image issues. Obviously, she’s trying to lose weight! I just prefer diet coke. And I don’t drink when I’m driving.” She pulled out the keys to her Audi TT.

      “I’m sorry about the vodka. I didn’t know you were driving, you just looked so wound up and defensive, and I thought it would help.”

      “I’m wound up and defensive because I came out for a girls’ night out and got thrown at some random guy!” Precious retorted. “And it’s never cool to buy someone alcohol if they didn’t ask for it.”

      “Aw man, I’m sorry! I’m just messin’ this whole thing up! Hayley told me all about you, about how you’re the life and soul of every party, and I didn’t want you to think I was boring.”

      Precious sighed and sat down on some steps near the club.

      “We’ve been color-paired, haven’t we?” she said ruefully.

      “Color-paired?”

      “Yeah. Haven’t you ever noticed how white people do that thing, where they go, ‘oh, she’s black, and he’s black, so obviously they’ll get on.’ Or, ‘she’s Asian, and he’s Asian, they’ll be married by next Tuesday.’ And then they get all surprised when we don’t hit it off straight away.”

      He laughed and sat down beside her. “Yeah, now you mention it, this isn’t the first time I’ve been set up with a friend of a friend just ‘cause she’s black.”

      “See? Color-paired.” Precious held up her hands in a semi-shrug.

      “So the way I see it, we got two options,” Sean said.

      “Oh?” If he tried to make a move, Precious was pretty sure she would punch him.

      “Yeah. Either we give up and go to our separate homes, get take-out, watch re-runs of ‘Celebrities Stranded in a Jungle’ and generally feel sorry for ourselves, or we can own this shit, go back in there and be each other’s wingman.”

      “You’re really not gonna make a move on me?” Precious raised a brow in surprise.

      “Nope. You’re a tiger. I need chill in my life. No offense.”

      “None taken, because you’re a pushover, and I need a man who’ll take charge.”

      “So, let’s get in there and find our people… or something.”

      Precious giggled and nodded. She stood up and habitually brushed at the back of her skirt, without knowing if it was dirty or not.

      The rest of the night was a lot less stressful. Within an hour, Sean ended up leaving with a fun-loving woman from Canada and Precious re-joined Hayley and her party, who were all pretty inebriated by then and breaking off into smaller conversations.

      “Where did Shh-sh-Sean go?” Hayley asked, looking around.

      “He found a date,” Precious replied. Hayley’s eyes goggled in horror.

      “Oh my God! Where is she? I’ll hide her so you can ge-ge-get him back.”

      “They left already.” Precious shrugged. “He wasn’t my type.”

      “But you guys seemed so good on paper,” Hayley said, sounding genuinely disappointed.

      “The list of characteristics ‘on paper’ were, ‘they’re both black.’” Precious didn’t try to sugar coat it.

      “No! No! That’s not it at all! He’s real good at math and you’re an accountant!” Hayley protested. “He got an ‘A’ in college calculus!”

      Precious sighed. Hayley literally didn’t see what she’d just done, and Precious didn’t think it was her job to explain it in any more detail.

      “Some things just aren’t meant to be, hon,” Precious said. “C’mon, why don’t we all hit the dance floor?”

      The group of girls were still chattering as they made their way to the dance area. Precious felt together with them and separate at the same time, like there was some unspoken way the rest of the group fundamentally connected but she didn’t.

      After a couple of hours, Precious decided it was just time to go home. She hugged Hayley goodbye and trudged outside to her Audi.

      When would she meet someone? The question kept popping up, over and over, while she drove home through the empty streets. Eventually, she came to a red light. Automatically, she turned. The drive had been so quiet, she didn’t even look.

      Another car slammed into the side of hers and she swore as the airbags turned her vehicle’s interior into a bouncy castle.
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      Jumping out of his car as soon as he could, Ed Carlson saw immediately that the other driver’s door had deformed and was now stuck. He was annoyed at the sheer arrogance of this incident. Why hadn’t the other driver stopped? Because they had some fancy car and clearly thought they could do what they liked. And now he was going to get slapped with an insurance claim. Just what he needed.

      Pulling the door open with all his might, Ed set eyes on the other driver. A woman. She looked shell-shocked.

      “You okay? You need an ambulance?” he asked, trying not to unleash his frustration. If she started trying to blame him for this accident, he was going to really get mad, though.

      “Fuck. My car. Oh, God, your car. I’m so sorry. Geez, I really fucked up, didn’t I? Listen, I can pay for the repairs, this was all my fault. I just didn’t see you!”

      “Did you even look?” He found himself taking on the tone he used when he was talking to naughty submissives during play sessions. In all honesty, her contrition and apology had melted his heart and he couldn’t possibly stay mad at her. She was so adorable, he just wanted to hug her and make sure she wasn’t hurt.

      Her lower lip was wobbling. Oh, boy. He was a complete sucker for a wobbly lower lip. He held out his hands.

      “C’mon, hop out of the car. You clearly need a hug.”

      Apparently, that was the last straw, because she unfastened her safety belt, got out, still looking shocked, and stepped toward his open arms. The moment he held her, she burst into tears.

      “I’m so sorry,” she wailed. “Really I am. I didn’t mean to ruin your day, and I’m sure you just wanted to get home because everybody does at this time of the night, and if I could go back in time and look before I turned, I totally would.”

      Her apology felt sincere.

      “Look,” he began, pulling away from her a little. “Look around. You’re not hurt, and I’m not hurt, and who cares if our stupid cars are totaled? It’s just things.”

      “It’s inconvenient. That’s why I’m so sorry.”

      “You definitely messed up and I’d rather my car wasn’t looking wrecked, but we can’t change that, so here’s what we’re gonna do. We’ll exchange details, and if our cars will still start, we can drive them home and settle things in the morning.”

      “And if they won’t?” She looked up at him with the most beautiful, soulful chocolate eyes he’d ever seen. Her vulnerability in this moment shone through. She was depending on him to know what to do, because she didn’t. He guessed she’d never been in an accident before.

      “Then we call for a couple of tow trucks.”

      She nodded. “That sounds sensible.”

      Reaching into his pocket, he pulled out his phone while she went to her car and retrieved her purse.

      “Here, take my number,” he told her.

      She tapped it into her phone then dialed it, watching his screen to see whether it worked. When it did, she canceled the call.

      “What’s your name?” he asked, waiting to add it to her number, from the missed call she just gave him.

      “Precious. Precious Reed.”

      “Ed Carlson.”

      Her car engine started, but his just spluttered and died.

      “You should go on home and get to sleep,” he told her. She shook her head.

      “I feel so bad for what happened. I’ll stay until your tow truck shows.”

      Ed dialed for someone to get his car. It began to rain and he decided this might just be the worst evening he’d had in a while.

      “Come and sit in my car,” Precious said. “At least mine has lights and heating.” He conceded that was a better plan than standing out in the rain or sitting in the dark.

      “This is one heck of a car you have,” Ed remarked, as he admired the interior of Precious’s Audi TT.

      “Pity I probably just wrote it off, huh?”

      “I always wanted one of these,” he said, wistfully.

      “Why didn’t you get one?”

      “Somehow, it was never the right time. At the moment, I need one with four-wheel drive, and before that, I needed more seats.”

      He paused before he said too much.

      “Got kids?” Precious asked in exactly the kind of casual tone that implied she’d be disappointed if he was married.

      “No; dogs. Rufus and Rex.”

      Her head turned his way and he realized she was suddenly extremely interested.

      “What breed?”

      “Rufus is a golden retriever and Rex is a Dalmatian.”

      “Oh my gosh that’s too cute! Do you have pictures?” Her eyes had lit up, and while he didn’t think she’d forgotten to feel bad for the car accident, he was pretty sure the air had just gotten ten degrees warmer. Good. She seemed sweet and maybe this night wouldn’t be so bad if they could arrange a date from it. Not that dating her would go very far, unless she was a very specific kind of girl, but something about her just felt right and he didn’t want to part ways without exploring that a little further.

      “Here.” He pulled out his phone and went to his camera, completely forgetting the last thing he’d photographed until a picture of a woman in an adult schoolgirl costume, tied to the wall of a club, popped up on that extra-large screen he’d just had to have with the really great backlight.

      “Shit. Uh…” He swiped quickly, hoping Precious wouldn’t notice. “Here.” He held out a picture of his dogs, but she wasn’t looking at the phone anymore. Her eyes were locked on his and her expression had turned serious.

      “You’re a daddy-dom.”

      It took him several seconds to realize her words were not said with accusation, shock or disgust. In fact, her quiet tone seemed more like surprised wonder.

      His brain pointed out he probably should have responded, and that the silence blossoming between them was going to get awkward real fast if he didn’t say something.

      He nodded.

      “That’s correct.”

      “But you don’t go to the Coast Side age play group,” she added. He recognized what she was doing straight away. Without admitting to anything, she’d told him she was part of the local scene.

      “I don’t live in Coast Town,” he explained. “I’m out in the woods near Radley. Their club is more for general BDSM, but it’s my nearest one.”

      He felt like he was giving her a lot more information than he was getting. Deciding to turn the tables a little, he began asking questions of his own.

      “Top or bottom?” It was probably not the gentlest question to lead with, but it was the one he needed to know the answer to.

      Her eyes widened. “Now? Here? That’s a little personal...”

      It was obvious she felt threatened and he wanted to curse his dominant side for trying to grasp this situation so quickly. “Sorry. Don’t answer if you don’t want to. I was just curious. It’s so rare to meet anyone who does BDSM, never mind ageplay.”

      She nodded. “Okay. I’ll bite. I’m a little.”

      “And you go to a group here in Coast Town?”

      “Yeah. There’s quite a few of us. And plenty of daddies.” Her words implied she didn’t fully trust him to not be a creeper. Had she been hurt by someone in the past?

      Knowing it was ill-advised, he asked anyway, “Does your daddy take you there?”

      She gave him an appraising look before shaking her head. “I don’t have a daddy.” She looked mournful for a moment but her face changed when she quickly added, “But I have pepper spray so don’t think you can take me somewhere against my will.”

      He suppressed a laugh. “When I take young ladies to Taco Rose or to the beach to build sandcastles, I expect them to want to be there.”

      His response had the desired effect. “Sorry. I—you can’t be too careful. Especially at this time of night on an empty road.”

      “If it makes you feel any better, I’m a paramedic. I’ve seen more than enough cases of women who got attacked.”

      “I never got attacked,” Precious said quickly.

      “Then why are you so defensive?”

      She glanced up at him and sighed. “Because this whole situation seems so unlikely that I can’t believe it’s possible. I work with probabilities and the chance of a daddy and a little meeting like this is pretty slim.”

      “I’d like to point out you caused the accident.”

      “I know, but it’s still enough of a weird coincidence to make me raise a brow.”

      “I had no intention of letting you see that picture. I was just trying to show you a dog photo. You seemed so excited when I mentioned Rex and Rufus.”

      “Okay, how about you show me your dogs, and I’ll decide whether to show you my coloring.”

      He nodded, feeling the ice between them thaw a little.

      “This is Rufus, looking all loyal and serious,” Ed explained, showing her a picture of his golden retriever.

      “What do you suppose he’s thinking about?” She eyed the picture thoughtfully.

      “Probably the Louisiana purchase or something equally intellectual. He’s that kind of dog.”

      Precious laughed. The sound was beautiful to hear and Ed wanted her to do it again. He swiped across the screen to change the picture.

      “And this is Rex. My Dalmatian.”

      “He’s just a blur!”

      “That’s pretty standard for Rex. He never stays still until bedtime, and even then, I have to tell him to lie down in his dog bed before he settles.”

      “Wow. He must be a big ball of energy!”

      “Yup. My brother used to joke that Rex is the only stripy Dalmatian in existence, because he runs so fast all his spots turn to stripes.”

      She laughed again. “Does he like walks?”

      “Ohh yeah. We go out at the same time each day, and if I’m late, he follows me around the house with the biggest puppy dog eyes you ever saw, until I cave and get his leash.”

      “I always wished I could have a dog,” she said wistfully, still looking at the photo of Rex.

      “Why don’t you?”

      “I live in a tiny apartment and I work so many hours, I wouldn’t have time to feed him.”

      “That’s a real shame. A dog makes a wonderful companion.”

      “So I’m told.”

      They scrolled through more pictures of the dogs, until finally two big headlights pierced the rain and stopped near Precious’s car.

      “I think that’s my ride,” Ed said. “But call me in the morning so we can figure out what we’re doing about these car repairs.”

      “I will, I promise. If I say I’m going to do something, I always do it,” Precious said. “And I’m good for the money, I swear.”

      “Great, then we’ll sort it out tomorrow. Talk to you then.” He got out of her car and headed toward the tow truck. Behind him, he heard her engine roar to life, then she had set off slowly on her journey home.

      She seemed sweet, but there was definitely a ‘leave me alone’ vibe going on, too. Ed wanted to figure that out. In fact, he wanted to know everything about her.

      He wondered whether it would be too creepy if he looked up the Coast Side Ageplay Group and went to their next meeting. He’d call his buddy Jacob in the morning and talk it through with him. And perhaps take him along.
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        * * *

      

      Four days later, Precious was driving a crappy hire car. It was ageplay night, and she was finally able to go. Dressed in knee socks and a cute, pleated, plaid dress, she arrived at the coffee shop and went inside. Chloe was already there. Last year, Precious and Mandy would have arrived together, but since Mandy started dating Laurence, who she’d met on vacation, she’d become irregular.

      “How’s it going?” Chloe asked.

      Precious knew she could launch into a long, convoluted story about all the ills that had befallen her on Saturday night, but honestly, it seemed like a lot of effort and she’d rather order some hot chocolate and talk coloring with someone.

      “I’m great, thanks, how are you?” Precious asked instead. She knew a little about Chloe’s history, and that Bradley had tried to help her through her trauma last Christmas by becoming her daddy instead of her dom, but Precious didn’t like to pry too much.

      “Getting better. Bradley’s got a ‘dad’ sweater for every day of the week, now. He’s totally immersed in the whole thing. I’m still finding my feet.”

      “Hey, hey, hey! How are y’all doing?” Thea greeted them both with her southern drawl as she maneuvered her stroller into the store. Immediately, Precious and Chloe stopped what they were doing and went to see the baby.

      “Oh my gosh, she’s wearing dinosaurs today!” Precious exclaimed, looking at the tiny baby who gazed up at the ceiling with profound fascination. “Is there anything more adorable than a baby dressed in tiny dinosaurs?”

      “Nope!” Thea replied happily. “Except maybe giraffes.”

      “Ohh, giraffes are my favorite!” Chloe sighed. “Yeah, giraffes beat dinosaurs.”

      “Nuh-uh,” Precious countered. “Dinosaurs are way better. Like, someone miniaturized all these enormous T-rexes and brontosauruses and now they’re protecting babies.”

      “I’m gonna park Emily by a table while y’all figure out which you like better.” Thea wiggled the stroller through the coffee shop and a waitress took her order. Precious sighed wistfully.

      “She’s the cutest,” Chloe said.

      “Yup.” And the closest I’ll ever get to having a baby, Precious added to herself. She said nothing, though, because the pity party didn’t need more guests.

      Lissy and Dan arrived next, and Lissy joined the other littles while Dan went to talk to the daddies. Lissy gave Precious hope that she might still find a daddy. After all, Lissy had been twenty-nine when she and Dan got together.

      More people arrived. The group had grown since it started last year, and now there were about twelve regular members. Precious had settled into a conversation with Lissy and Thea about coloring with metallic markers, while Chloe had joined some of their other friends. The door opened, and Precious looked up.

      “Oh, no. What’s he doing here?” she grumbled.

      Quick to sense negative feelings, Thea followed Precious’s gaze.

      “Who’s he?”

      “Ed Carlson. I totaled his car on Saturday night and I was hoping not to re-live the embarrassment.”

      Another man came in behind him. Both guys were tall, muscular and dark-haired, although Ed wore glasses and the other man didn’t. They both wore leather jackets but they were unzipped, revealing wooly sweaters. Ed’s was dark blue, while his friend wore burgundy.

      “Trent’s on it,” Thea said quietly. Precious watched Thea’s husband get to his feet and greet the newcomers. Most people had stopped their conversations to watch. There hadn’t been any new members of the ageplay group in several months.

      “Hey, everyone! This is Ed and Jacob. They’re both daddies, from Radley. They heard we have an ageplay-specific group, so they thought they’d check it out!”

      There were various murmurs of welcome. Precious slunk low in her seat and hoped Ed wouldn’t notice her, even though she knew that was unlikely. Being the only black woman in the room, she doubted he would miss her if he looked.

      Trent introduced the two men to the daddies at their long table, while the other littles resumed their chit-chat, but Precious couldn’t help glancing up every few seconds to check if Ed had seen her, yet. He seemed content to leave her alone, and it was a little disappointing.

      “What’s bothering you about him?” Lissy asked, finally.

      “Uh… nothing?” Precious tried to sound convincing and knew straight away she’d failed, badly.

      “’Fess up!” Thea prompted, before kissing Emily on the top of the head.

      “I kinda like him,” Precious confessed, hesitantly. “We hit it off. But I’m scared. I mean, what are the odds of a daddy meeting a little like that? And now he’s here. I can’t help feeling a bit worried.”

      “What’s the fundamental thing every BDSM relationship needs?” Lissy prompted.

      “Consent,” Precious replied.

      “Well, that too. But I meant trust. You need to be able to trust people. If you don’t, then you shouldn’t play with them. Has he given you some reason to think he’s a bad person?”

      “No. Not at all. He seemed nice. Not creepy or pushy. Just… nice. He has two dogs…” Precious trailed off as she realized she’d secretly hoped he’d come here when she’d mentioned the group to him. It was like having her parents show up for her school play.

      “Have you thought maybe you’re scared this could go right?” Thea suggested, rocking her baby gently.

      Precious stared at Thea in surprise. “As soon as you said it, I knew that’s what the problem was.”

      Lissy and Thea smiled encouragingly. “Take it slow. Keep an open mind. Maybe it’s finally your turn,” Lissy said. “After all, you’ve been waiting long enough.”

      “You got that right.” Precious nodded, but she didn’t completely feel reassured. Mostly she just wanted to stop talking about it all.

      Becky, one of the newer members of the group, came and sat with them. “So, tell me everything about the hottie,” she said, looking straight at Precious.

      “Me? Why me?” Precious felt her face getting hot.

      “Because your jaw was to the floor when they walked in and I think you might have history.”

      Becky’s ginger hair rivaled Precious’s locks for which had the most curl, and the orange tresses bounced as she talked animatedly. A fat brick of dread settled in Precious’s stomach.

      “I met Ed on Saturday,” Precious explained, hoping Becky wasn’t going to go after him. “I don’t know the other guy but I guess they’re friends.”

      “What does Ed do?” Becky asked, her green eyes shining with mischief. Precious tried to psychically send leave him alone vibes at Becky, but she answered anyway.

      “He’s a paramedic.”

      “I wonder if his friend is a doctor,” Becky mused. “I’d let him take my temperature.”

      Precious laughed with relief, then wondered why she’d felt so jealous. Apparently, she really liked Ed.

      Lissy gave Precious an I told you so look. Precious rolled her eyes and drank her hot chocolate to avoid answering any more questions for the time being. But inwardly, she decided she wanted to see where things might lead with Ed.
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        * * *

      

      Ed decided the best plan was to stay with the daddies. Precious was in the room, he’d spotted her already, but he wasn’t going to talk to her today. If she wanted to accelerate things, she could come and find him, but otherwise, he was going to take this carefully, so as not to scare her off. He got to know the other guys and decided this group was nothing like his regular BDSM meet-up, which had a heavy focus on hook-ups. Here, nearly everyone seemed to be in a relationship, and they all hung out for the company of like-minded friends.

      It was refreshing and different. And safe. That was good. He didn’t like the idea of Precious going to a club to have one-night stands with random doms. When he thought about her with anyone else, a possessive wave tried to break out of his chest.

      If she didn’t want to talk to him ever again, he would obviously leave her alone to go her own way, but if, as he suspected, she was interested, then he wanted to be there when she decided he wasn’t an ax murderer.

      “Does this place serve anything other than hot chocolate?” he asked Trent.

      “Sure. It does a ton of different coffees. We’re all big chocolate fans around here. Especially the girls. You’ll notice the servers just make up hot chocolate in jugs because they know almost everyone will want refills.”

      “It’s great that this place is so on board with ageplay,” Jacob remarked. Ed nodded. It was rare to find a venue like this, that obviously wasn’t a purposely-made BDSM club.

      “The manager, Lottie, knows Thea and I personally, so when I approached her about the idea of holding regular meet-ups here, she knew I wasn’t trying to run anything weird out of her coffee shop.”

      Ed laughed. “How long has the group been going?”

      “Not quite eighteen months. Thea and I moved out here last April and right away I knew we needed to find like-minded friends. At first, the group was small. Just me and Thea, and Precious and Mandy.”

      “Precious and Mandy?”

      “Oh, sure. Those two were inseparable! You couldn’t speak to one without the other. They were such a cute pair. Only, Mandy rarely comes now, and poor little Precious is sort of by herself.”

      Ed’s heart sank. Precious was a lesbian? That would explain why they’d hit it off so well until she’d seen the bondage picture on his phone. She probably thought he was guy-friend material, and he’d been trying to get a date.

      He felt so stupid. He shouldn’t have assumed she was heterosexual. Looking at her, deep in conversation with a bouncy redhead, he saw her finally letting her guard down a little. No wonder she’d felt threatened when he’d asked her if she was a top or a bottom. She probably got all kinds of crap from guys.

      Fine. Dating was off the table. Instead, he’d be the best damn guy friend he could. And maybe they could both find a girl. Although, looking at the utter lack of mommies at this group, he suspected he’d finally figured out why she looked so completely lonely, even in a crowd of friends.

      He still wanted to scoop her up, wrap her in a blanket and hug her until she stopped looking so mournful. It must have been one hell of a breakup between her and Mandy. And wasn’t it just his luck, to be this attracted to a lesbian?
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        * * *

      

      At the end of the night, Precious looked over at Ed and saw he was still deep in conversation with some of the guys. Gathering her purse and jacket, Precious hugged her friends goodbye and headed out into the parking lot.

      “Wait!” Ed’s voice carried from the entrance to the cafe.

      She paused until Ed caught up with her.

      “Yeah?” She got her first good look at him today, and decided she liked the shirt he was wearing.

      “I wanted to apologize for hitting on you on Saturday. I didn’t know.”

      She frowned. “Didn’t know what?”

      “Why you are single despite being so cute. Trent explained everything. I’d still like to be friends. No hard feelings?”

      Was this a prank? She looked around, but no one was standing on the sidelines, laughing, so she couldn’t tell.

      “Uh… sure,” she mumbled. She looked in her purse, pretending to check something. “I think I left something in there, but, uh, see you around.”

      Hurrying back into the shop, Precious pinned Trent to the wall with a death glare and interrupted his conversation with two other guys.

      “What did you say to Ed?” she demanded.

      Trent fixed her with a stern daddy-dom look which made her waver a little. “Is that the polite way to speak to me, young lady?” he asked.

      Tummy flip-flopping, Precious’s eyes widened and she shook her head. “No. Sorry.”

      “Try again.”

      It was so humiliating, but Trent’s demand sucked all the indignance out of Precious’s chest and made her slow down and think about how to approach the issue. “What did you tell Ed about me?” she tried.

      “Better.” Trent considered the question. “I told him about how you and Mandy used to be inseparable.”

      “Huh. Well, that doesn’t make any sense. Apparently, you told him all about why I’m alone. His words.”

      Trent shrugged. “I can’t think of anything I said that could be construed as a reason for why you’re single, if that’s what you mean.”

      “This whole thing makes no sense.” Precious threw her hands up in the air. She gave up trying to figure it out. Feeling confused and tired, she said goodbye to Thea again, then left for the drive home.
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      A week later, Precious arrived late at the ageplay group. She’d been stuck working on some reports and was looking forward to blowing off some steam with her friends. She’d brought a new coloring sheet to share with anyone who wanted a copy, and she had her new pack of fancy crayons. According to the online reviews, the colors were supposed to blend more smoothly than with her old crayons, and she couldn’t wait to see the results.

      “Hey, how’s it going?” Ed was the first to arrive, and apparently, he wasn’t with his friend this time.

      “You get the day off from being Jacob’s wingman?” Precious teased.

      Ed gave her a strange look, a mixture of longing and slight disappointment. If she hadn’t seen the pictures on his phone, of women, she might have thought Ed was hankering after Jacob. Wait, maybe he was. There was no rule that said he couldn’t be attracted to women and men. What if he’d dropped Precious like a hot stone because he had feelings for Jacob?

      Oh, boy, this explained everything!

      “I’ve, uh, got some new crayons…” Precious began, hoping to change the subject.

      “What are you coloring?” Ed asked.

      “It’s a woodland scene. See? Here are the fairies, here’s the foliage, and down here are pretty flowers.”

      “And what’s this?” He pointed to the picture on her phone, of the same coloring page, but completed by someone.

      “The reference guide,” Precious explained.

      “Huh?”

      “It’s so I know what colors everything should be. See? I just need to figure out which techniques achieve which effects. And if I get stuck, I’ll ask my online coloring forum for advice.”

      Ed shook his head and frowned. “Don’t you just use any color you like?”

      Precious laughed. “No, silly! Otherwise it wouldn’t look right!”

      “But… it’s coloring.” Ed really didn’t seem to be getting this. “It’s art. And art is supposed to be imaginative. And unique. Not a copy of something someone else did.”

      Precious felt like he was denigrating her pastime and she closed the lid on her crayons.

      “I’ve changed my mind. I think I want to color by myself.” She wasn’t going to share her favorite thing with someone who was going to criticize her.

      “Young lady.” His voice took on a warning tone. She stiffened and a bolt of heat tore through her body. Surprised, she looked up at him submissively, and waited for him to follow through.

      “Shit. Sorry. I forgot myself.” He ran his hands through his hair and left.

      Baffled, Precious watched the empty doorway long after it had swung shut. When it opened again, she stood up, planning to apologize, but the words died on her lips as Lissy and Dan came in.

      “Hey!” Lissy’s greeting seemed distant. Precious’s thoughts were only on Ed. He’d jumped into dom mode. Some part of him clearly wanted to try to take charge of her. But he’d stopped himself for some reason. Was it because he was holding out for Jacob? The angst in his eyes had been so real.

      She wished she wasn’t so shy around him, so they could talk and clear things up.

      “Hello? Earth to Precious!” Lissy waved a hand in front of Precious’s face, making her eyes snap back into focus.

      “Huh?” Precious looked blearily at Lissy and tried to look like she was thinking about anything other than Ed.

      “Chocolate. Do you want marshmallows or cream?” Lissy asked. Wow. Precious couldn’t believe she’d zoned out when hot chocolate was being discussed.

      “Both, please,” she answered quietly.

      Lissy nodded. “Something’s eating you bad. And I get the impression he walked out of the door just now as Dan and I arrived.”

      Precious’s tummy flip-flopped and she felt her face getting hot.

      “Did not! I don’t know what you’re talking about!” she retorted.

      “Liar, liar, pants on fire!” Lissy chanted.

      “Lissy.” Dan’s tone took on a warning that made Precious freeze, too. He wasn’t her daddy, but she was a little, through and through, and there was a certain tone of voice that sent chills through her and made her want to be good. This went way beyond anything sexual; this was discipline.

      “Sorry, Daddy,” Lissy said, sitting up straight and looking thoroughly chastised.

      Precious hid a smirk, because she knew she would have reacted the same as Lissy. If she only had a daddy of her own to make her behave. And Ed’s tone earlier had reached deeper inside her than when other daddies snapped out a dominant order.

      His voice had reached into her and awakened something which no one had ever touched. It was beyond the usual way she felt from ageplay. Her soul had recognized Ed as her daddy. Had he felt it too, before he’d left?

      She had to give him points for being faithful to Jacob, even though the two of them didn’t appear to actually be together, yet. Yeesh, why were all the perfect men taken, even when they weren’t in a relationship with anyone?

      And why did she have to get feelings for someone she couldn’t have? It was so unfair.

      “Apologize to Precious,” Dan said.

      Lissy sighed, looking very reluctant. “Sorr-yyyy,” she chanted. Precious smiled because it was such a little thing for Lissy to do. Like eating vegetables, most littles Precious had met hated saying sorry to each other. Not because they didn’t want to be friends, but just because apologizing was hard.

      “That’s okay,” Precious replied with a soft smile. She couldn’t help glancing over at Dan, whose eyes twinkled with approval.

      “Good girls. Lissy, go and get drinks.”

      It was a quiet evening at the ageplay group, because no one else showed up. Presumably, it was one of those weeks where everyone was busy with life stuff or work stuff or stuffed toys. Precious colored with Lissy but every time Dan came along and helped Lissy out, or when he asked the girls about their coloring projects, Precious was reminded about how much she wished she had a daddy of her very own to share these sorts of evenings with.
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        * * *

      

      One week later

      Precious had resigned herself to the fact Ed was into someone else, and she thought she was dealing with it pretty well. It lanced her heart every time she saw him, but she managed to keep her cool and minimized the time she spent around him.

      At the next ageplay meeting, Precious was running late. She arrived an hour after everyone else, and worse still, she had forgotten her coloring sheets, even though she’d promised to share them with at least three other littles.

      Feeling flustered, she went straight to the counter to order her hot chocolate with marshmallows and cream. Only once it was in her hand did she take in the room. Jacob was sitting in a corner looking very cozy with a young lady Precious had never seen before. Lissy and Thea were talking to Chloe, who had made a rare appearance tonight. No one else seemed to have noticed Jacob’s behavior. It was basically cheating, Precious told herself, since it was obvious to anyone with eyes that Ed was upset about the whole thing. He had his back to them, presumably to try and tune them out.

      She was so angry she marched straight up to Jacob.

      “How dare you? And where everyone can see? This is unbelievably low!” She slapped him, then stood her ground, glaring at him.

      Jacob stared at her, clearly shocked. Oh, she’d only just begun. He was going to regret ever hurting Ed’s feelings.
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        * * *

      

      A loud slap rang out across the cafe, and Ed froze for a second before turning to look at the cause.

      His eyes wouldn’t quite believe it at first. It seemed that Precious had hit Jacob across the face, but he looked as shocked and confused as everyone else in the room did. The girl he was with just stared at Precious in complete horror. Ed didn’t blame the poor girl; that slap had come out of nowhere.

      His daddy instincts took over and he got to his feet, the chair falling over behind him with a clatter.

      “Young lady, you’re coming with me,” he murmured, frog marching Precious away from Jacob and his new friend. She gripped her hot chocolate but didn’t resist Ed’s intervention. None of the other guys stepped in, so he guessed they’d decided this was a one daddy problem.

      He walked her outside and fixed her with his sternest glare.

      “You’re going to explain what just happened, and if it’s not good enough, you’re going to end up over someone’s knee before the night is through.”

      He knew it was a seriously inappropriate threat on the surface, but there had to be some girl in the group with a domme-side, didn’t there? Someone Precious would feel comfortable with. She’d crossed the line so hard she had to be held accountable.

      Precious stared up at him and her mouth opened and closed several times. He got the impression she was struggling to put her words together. Maybe because she knew she’d just done a seriously bad thing.

      “Little girl, don’t keep me waiting.”

      She whimpered, and he saw a war going on. Then she began talking and it was the most convoluted mess he’d ever heard in his life.

      “How dare he be seen out with her when he must know you’ve been waiting for him this whole time? I know I shouldn’t have gotten involved but it was just so disrespectful of him, I just got so mad about it all.”

      Ed held up a hand in utter confusion.

      “Start from the beginning. And focus on making sense this time.”

      She stared up at him wide-eyed, like she’d only just noticed he was there, as opposed to any other random daddy in the building.

      “Jacob knew you were going to be here tonight, right?”

      “I guess.” He hadn’t texted him or anything, but he thought it was a reasonable assumption for her to make.

      “And he still decided to show up with Little Miss Sparkles?”

      Ed didn’t understand why Precious would have an issue with anyone Jacob chose to play with. Had she ever even spoken to Jacob or Saffron, the girl he’d been with?

      “What of it?”

      “It’s disrespectful. He has to know how you feel about him.”

      Ed frowned and raised a brow at the same time. “How do I feel about Jacob?”

      “C’mon. You know.”

      “Enlighten me.” His voice had turned brittle as he waited for her to talk. What the hell crazy idea did she have about him and Jacob?

      “You’re pining for him. That’s why you won’t make a move on me, or even look at me that way. Even now you’re threatening to get someone else to spank me for hitting the guy you love.”

      The theory was so ridiculous, he burst out laughing.

      “Whoa, there, Nancy Drew, I think you have your wires completely crossed. I haven’t made a move on you because I know you’re still getting over the fact that Mandy left. Also, I thought you were a lesbian.”

      Now it was her turn for surprise. Her eyes widened and her face turned deep red. “What? A lesbian? With… Mandy? What gave you that idea?”

      “Trent said you hadn’t been the same since she left with some guy. I inferred—”

      “That I like-liked Mandy? Like, fancied her? Oh my God. No! Eww! She was my best friend and my coloring partner! Where’d you even get that crazy idea?”

      “Hey! You did it too! You thought I was into my best friend. Where did you get that idea?”

      With the focus squarely back on her behavior, she opened her mouth and closed it again several times and Ed could tell she was stumped.

      “Well… I just assumed…” she finished lamely.

      He nodded. “Seems to me, we’ve both jumped to the wrong conclusions here.”

      “Yep, so no harm, no foul, shake and let’s move on?” she asked hopefully. At that moment, he saw past her outer facade into the little girl she’d been waiting to let out.

      “But only one of us hit someone over it,” he finished. “So only one of us is in trouble here.” He decided to press his luck. “Little girl, you need a spanking and then you’re going to apologize to Jacob. Do you consent to submit to my punishment?”

      She gasped and her eyes turned saucer-like. Ed wanted to kick himself when he understood that this was what she’d craved all along.

      “Yes, daddy,” she uttered, and the sound of her voice saying those words gave him chills.
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        * * *

      

      When the words popped out, Precious felt a spark of something intense fluttering deep in her heart. She needed Ed to do this. Was that why she’d hit Jacob, really? To get someone to step up and take charge?

      Oh boy, was she ever in trouble. What kind of adult went around hitting people?

      “Pick where you’re getting punished. Your place or mine?”

      Precious thought about the mess in her house. She tried to keep it clean, but who had time? As much as she would have liked the security of being in her own place for her first-ever daddy spanking, she worried that the mess would put Ed off ever seeing her again. Yeesh, did she ever need to put her life in order.

      “Yours,” she murmured, suddenly way too shy to say it like an adult. Something about Ed brought out her little side like no one she’d ever met before.

      “Good. That’s where all my toys are.”

      “Toys?” Was she right, then? Was he a switch rather than a dom? Did he have a little side, too?

      He smiled, and it wasn’t the eager-eyed smile of a little boy keen to share about all his favorite stuff. It was the slightly evil grin of a man who had many tools of pleasure and pain at his disposal.

      “Yes, little girl. My toys. Daddy toys. Canes, restraints, enema kits, plugs…”

      Her mouth fell open as he listed off more stuff than she’d ever seen or heard of.

      “You’re…” She didn’t even know how to put the sentence together properly. “Not what I expected.”

      “I’m a dom as much as I’m a daddy, babygirl, and after this evening you’re never going to forget it.”

      Precious gulped.

      “If I said I was really, really sorry, would you go easy on me?” she asked, fluttering her eyelashes. But she didn’t want him to go easy on her. She needed him to take control and prove to her that he could dominate her completely. And then she needed him to prove that he would snuggle her up and never leave her side until she felt ready to face the world again. Precious didn’t do half-measures and she expected the same from anyone wanting to be her daddy. If she couldn’t look up to him, it would never work out.

      “No can do, and I think you know exactly why,” Ed replied, as if he’d read her mind. Precious sighed but in her chest, her heart leapt. She wanted to be able to brat sometimes, and if she couldn’t push against him and know that he would stand his ground, he wasn’t the daddy for her.

      “Yes, daddy.” Saying the words for the second time in her life, Precious had to suppress a shiver as a big bucket of mixed emotions tried to put too much meaning into what was about to happen. She knew she needed to back off with calling him daddy. After all, he wasn’t actually her daddy. She didn’t have one. He was disciplining her because she had misbehaved enormously and someone had to take her in hand.

      “First thing’s first, you’re going to go in there and tell Jacob you’re sorry for your behavior. Then you’re coming to my place and I’m going to ensure you think twice before hitting anyone ever again.”

      “Isn’t it a bit ironic?” Precious couldn’t help asking. She knew she was probably making it worse for herself by coming across as insolent, but her perfect daddy would let her speak her mind and he would answer all her questions honestly.

      “In what way?” Ed asked.

      “You’re going to spank me to teach me not to hit people.”

      He looked down at her with a brow raised, and she bit her lip before her mouth fell open in surprise at how hot that expression was.

      “Who said anything about spanking you?”

      When he didn’t elaborate, Precious held his gaze with wide eyes.

      “Wh-what did you have in mind?” She tried not to stutter but it was hard because he was throwing all her thoughts up into the air and she couldn’t hold onto them.

      “You’ll see. Do you consent, even though I’m not telling you exactly what I plan to do to punish you?”

      Precious paused. She knew it was completely stupid to agree to something without being aware of any of the details. On the other hand, she wanted Ed to do stuff to her. But what if he turned out to have a secret fetish for decapitation or something?

      “Nuh-uh. Not without discussing limits,” she countered.

      Ed smiled, and Precious realized it had been a test.

      “Good girl. What are your limits?”

      She gave him a rundown as they walked back into the coffee shop, and he shared his limits, too. It turned out they were both against the seriously extreme, and neither of them had a fetish for something that was a hard limit for the other one.

      The conversation was brief, but completely distracting, and all of a sudden Precious found herself in front of Jacob, feeling very awkward and not quite sure what to do with her hands.

      Her eyes fixed themselves on the floor.

      “Precious has something she’d like to say,” Ed told Jacob.

      Jacob looked up, and Precious tried really hard to meet his gaze. He had an amused expression and she wished she was finding this whole ordeal as entertaining as he clearly was.

      “I’m sorry I hit you,” she mumbled.

      “I think you owe him an explanation about why you did it,” Ed prompted.

      Precious shot him a glare. He was grinning. Apparently, he and Jacob shared the same sense of humor, and it involved humiliating naughty little girls as much as possible. She was painfully aware that Jacob’s little was paying acute attention, and she felt Lissy’s eyes on her from the next table, too. Precious flushed and was glad that most people in the room wouldn’t notice.

      Taking a deep breath, she tried to begin. The words tumbled out in a confused mess of half sentences at first.

      “When I first met Ed… and he came here with you…. and he didn’t seem interested… but I thought he… uh…”

      “Start again, with one coherent and complete sentence at a time,” Ed told her.

      She sighed. This was just getting worse and worse.

      “I thought Ed was bi, and a switch, and that he was crushing on you. And I was mad that you had brought someone else to the ageplay group when you knew Ed would be here. Because I thought it would be hard for him to see you with someone else. Because I thought he liked you. Like-liked you, I mean.” That was all she could say and she was already dying of shame.

      “I see,” Jacob still looked amused despite his attempts to be very serious. “Ed, I trust you to take the situation in hand.” They exchanged a significant glance and Precious realized Jacob had already known that she liked Ed. “Precious, once you have been taught what’s appropriate behavior in a coffee shop, all will be forgiven. I suspect I’ll see you next week, and that you’re not going to scare Saffron again.”

      Precious looked to the brunette whose expression was inscrutable.

      “I’m sorry I scared you,” Precious said, feeling genuinely remorseful rather than just embarrassed now. She never wanted to do anything to put other littles off coming to the Coast Side Ageplay Group.

      “It’s okay. Probably. Is it okay?” Saffron looked to Jacob with huge, wide eyes.

      “Yes, sweetheart,” Jacob replied with a reassuring smile.

      The two of them fell into a quiet conversation and Ed led Precious away.

      The butterflies in her tummy were playing on a trampoline. What was he going to do with her? Whatever it was, she’d consented now, and the only way back would be to safe word.
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      “In here. Panties down and go stand in the corner with your hands on your head.”

      Precious looked so adorable as she processed what Ed told her to do. He wanted to thrust his cock between her plump, cherry-painted lips and find out how strong her gag reflex was. But not tonight.

      He would restrain himself until she was his. And she would be, sometime soon. He already saw the flickering of white-hot sparks between them. The moment he’d proposed discipline, she had readily submitted. His cock and his heart both wanted to claim her, to brand her as his and to fight any other man who even looked at her. Or woman.

      She was wearing a plaid skirt with pleats, which finished half-way down her thigh. That skirt was an invitation all by itself. Ed could never look at an adult in a school skirt without being deeply tempted to make her lift it. And Precious’s bottom was one he was aching to see.

      “Take the hem of your skirt and raise it. Show me your ass,” he urged her.

      “Yes, daddy.” She reached her hands back and picked up her skirt, revealing two dark, rounded globes that were begging to be spanked. Her panties were around her ankles and they were a beautiful pale yellow color that contrasted perfectly with her skin tone. He wanted to always dress her in that exact shade of yellow.

      Given how feisty she could be, he had expected her to argue, refuse or fight over showing him her butt—all good reasons for him to increase her punishment—but instead she just obeyed him. It had to be a pretty humiliating position, but she was accepting it.

      It was clear she had wanted this far more than she’d dared to tell him. Far more than he’d allowed himself to hope.

      “Stay like that until I call you over to me, then I want you to come over and present yourself with your hands behind your back.” He went to sit in his big armchair by the roaring fire and watch her ass.

      When he was good and ready, and not a moment before, he decided to end her corner time.

      “Come here, please, Precious.”

      Would she remember her instructions? He watched her turn, walk toward him still holding her skirt—which amused him slightly, since he’d assumed she’d let go of it but hadn’t actually told her what to do with it—and stand before him. She released her skirt finally and clasped her hands behind her back, waiting for him.

      “You have been a very obedient young lady since you entered my home, but it doesn’t change the fact you were extremely badly-behaved this evening. What am I referring to?” He knew, of course, and he was sure she did, too, but he wanted her to tell him in her own words all over again. Mostly, he liked hearing the sound of her voice when she got embarrassed and fell over her words.

      “I hit Jacob.”

      “Elaborate.”

      She sighed. “I jumped to wrong conclusions and as a result I hit someone for no good reason.”

      “Better. Is it ever acceptable to hit someone?”

      “Only if you’re a dom,” Precious replied earnestly, and Ed burst out laughing. The expression on her face was so serious, he couldn’t imagine she had intended to say it to be bratty.

      “There’s a difference between hitting and spanking, and you know it. But no, even a dom can’t just go around attacking people randomly. You hurt Jacob, and you might have scared away his little. Is that a fair thing to do to someone?”

      “No.”

      “What should you have done?”

      Of course, there were any number of answers to a question like that, but Ed wanted to know Precious had thought about this properly, and that she was equipped not to repeat her mistake.

      “I guess… uh… asked questions instead of jumping to conclusions.”

      “Who would you ask?”

      “I should have asked you if you were into Jacob. Although that feels like prying.”

      “If it would have felt wrong to ask me about Jacob, what made it right to publicly yell accusations at him and physically attack him?”

      She stared at her shoes.

      “Nothing.” Her eyes filled with tears, and Ed knew how she felt.

      “You hurt Jacob and you told the whole cafe something untrue about me, in a very loud voice. You wronged both Jacob and me today, and I’m going to hold you accountable. Your guilt is eating at you, isn’t it, little girl?”

      “Yes, daddy.” Her voice was so tiny now, it was barely audible.

      “What do you need?”

      “I need to be punished,” she whispered.

      Ed nodded. If he’d been in a more sadistic mood, he might have made her repeat that last sentence in a louder voice, but as it was, he decided to let it go. Perhaps if she’d been more resistant or bratty, he might have taken this opportunity to humiliate her further.

      “What do you think your punishment should be?”

      She paused, and he waited for her to process the question. It was clear she’d never been in a real daddy/little situation before this, and her vulnerability and inexperience were both written all over her face, as she frowned in earnest, clearly thinking hard about how to answer.

      “I should be spanked and made to suck your cock.”

      He chuckled and shook his head.

      “Nice try.”

      “I don’t know.”

      Her candor was adorable. He nodded like she’d said something very serious, and he stood up.

      “I am going to put a plug in your ass, then I’m going to tie you down and show you exactly what happens to naughty little girls who behave as poorly as you did today. You remember your safeword?”

      They’d discussed it before she’d apologized to Jacob, but Ed needed to be sure she knew it.

      “Beetroot.”

      “Good girl. Bend over my desk.”

      She turned and walked to it. Her skirt made a lovely sight swishing from side to side as her hips swayed.

      Ed went to a cupboard and looked for a plug. “Has your ass been trained, young lady?” He didn’t want to start with the wrong size.

      “Trained? No.”

      “Have you ever touched yourself there?”

      “Once or twice.”

      “How did it feel?” He picked up a black silicone plug with a wide base and looked at his selection of lube.

      “It felt good. But sort of scary at the same time.”

      “Why scary?” He flipped her skirt back and tucked it into her waistband, revealing her ass.

      “I don’t know. Forbidden. Like I was doing something wrong by going there.”

      He undid the cap of the lubricant and drizzled it over the plug, then put the bottle aside.

      “Hold your cheeks apart.”

      She grabbed them and pulled. Ed was treated to a lovely display of her entire slit, and he eyed it all for a long moment before turning his attention purely to her puckered back passage.

      “Don’t move. If you get into difficulty, stay perfectly still and use your safeword,” he instructed her.

      “Okay.” She sounded nervous, and he didn’t blame her. But he wanted her to learn that punishment didn’t need to involve spanking. Later, he intended to follow it up with a similar lesson—that spanking didn’t need to involve punishment.

      The plug glistened with lube. He lined up the rounded tip with her rosebud, then pushed it inside her gently. She gasped as her ass was breached.
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      Precious couldn’t decide if this was a punishment or not, at first. The tip of the plug was cold and slick with liquid, and Ed slid it inside her slowly with a firm pressure. Her ass tried to stay closed, but he soon splayed it open and Precious found herself gasping as her bottom felt like it was being invaded.

      The plug got wider and wider, and Precious struggled to accept the sensation of her rear being forced open.

      “It’s too big!”

      “You can take this,” Ed said. “I chose it very thoughtfully.”

      She closed her eyes and tried to breathe as her opening stretched widely.

      “Just relax and let it in. The plug will go all the way into your ass whether you fight it or welcome it, and it will hurt a lot more if you resist.”

      Precious whimpered but tried her best to relax. It was much easier said than done, however. She clenched up and was rewarded with the sharp feeling of being poked in the butt with a lump of plastic.

      “Owwwwww!”

      “What did I tell you not to do?”

      “Fight the plug.”

      “This will go so much easier if you listen to daddy,” he pronounced. Precious dug her fingernails into the desk as she tried to overrule her reflexes, which were still trying to make her clench up.

      It seemed to take forever for him to push it in, and it kept getting wider, stretching her poor opening until it was the only thing she could think about.

      “I can’t…” she ground out.

      “You can do this.” Ed’s voice was reassuring but slightly detached, like he was trying to curb his own enthusiasm. Precious suspected he had a fetish for butt stuff. Which for her meant more nights like this one, being made to hold still while he filled her ass with ever-growing plugs, stretching out into the future. Her pussy sparked as she contemplated the end-point—being able to take his cock in her ass. It was something she’d always wanted to try, but she’d never been with a partner who was into that or who had the patience to gradually get her ass acclimatized to being filled.

      Not that she’d really had the time to pursue it, either.

      Precious’s spine stiffened and her ass involuntarily clamped hard around the plug as she remembered a file she was supposed to finish tonight. She gasped, partly in pain as her ass came up against the hard plug again and partly because of the fuck-up.

      “What was that?” Ed asked.

      “Nothing.”

      He swatted her butt, making it gulp around the plug which suddenly jumped the rest of the way into her ass. When his hand connected with her, she felt a sharp burn flash across the surface of her skin.

      “Don’t ever lie to daddy.”

      “It was just a work thing.” She didn’t want to go into it.

      “It made your entire body go rigid with stress.”

      “I have work to do that I forgot about.” Now it was niggling at the back of her neck and making it hard to relax back into what Ed was doing.

      “Put it out of your mind.”

      She tried not to laugh. She could choose not to talk about work to other people, she could choose not to do work at any given moment, but put it out of her mind? It wouldn’t happen. It would sit there, festering between her ears until she got back to her apartment and finished the file.

      When it came to stress, Precious had no idea how to ditch it.

      His hand landed on her ass again, bringing her back to the present.

      “Young lady, when we are playing together, I expect your complete and undivided attention. Anything less is disrespectful.”

      “I can’t! It’s in the back of my mind now!”

      “And daddy’s going to take that away.”

      “Impossible.”

      “Are you saying daddy has less power over you than your job? Because if so, this isn’t ever going to work.”

      His words hit her in the chest. She looked deep into herself before answering. Because… that had been the problem all along, hadn’t it? She’d been single for most of her adult life, pretending she was okay with that but secretly lonely as fuck, because she had given her job the ultimate power over her time, her emotions, her choices… everything she did had been dictated by her job.

      “But I want a career,” she blurted out. “I’m not going to throw my job aside on the potential promise of something between us. I’m sorry. I can’t.”

      “I’m not asking you to. This isn’t an all or nothing situation. You can be good at your job, and advance at it, without giving it this much control over your life.”

      “But you don’t understand what it’s like to be a woman of color working in a field dominated by white men. I have to be three times as good as anyone I work with. I have to finish my work faster. I have to show up earlier, work later, be better-dressed.”

      “And what happens if you don’t?”

      “I’ll be gone the very next time they downsize. I’ll be overlooked for promotion. At my annual pay review, they’ll scrape reasons off the bottom of their shoes to avoid giving me more money. I have to be unequivocally better than everyone else.”

      “Have you seen these things happening to other people?”

      “I don’t need to. Everyone knows how it works.”

      “Everyone is wrong.”

      Precious wanted to glare at him, but it wasn’t possible while she was bent over his desk with her ass splayed wide.

      “What would you know?” she demanded. “When was the last time you walked into a room and everyone immediately made judgements about you?”

      To her annoyance, he didn’t take the bait and instead completely ignored her question.

      “How long have you been at your company?” he asked.

      “Eight years.”

      “And you still feel like you have all this stuff to prove? You still don’t trust your colleagues not to throw you under the bus?”

      “Correct.”

      “Then you need a new job in a supportive environment. One where you can say no to working late occasionally without it eating you up inside.”

      “It’s that easy, is it? You think keeping a job is hard when you’re a woman of color? Try applying for one.”

      “It’s hard for everyone. Yes, it might be harder for you, but you need to stop walking through life expecting to be treated like garbage and assuming it’s because of your race.”

      Precious made to get up.

      “Fuck this shit. I’m not here to get mansplained to about things you do not understand.”

      “Stay there, little girl. You just earned yourself a time out.”

      She struggled against his hand, but he held her down over the desk. “No. I’m going home to finish my file.”

      “You’re not going anywhere. Are you going to be good or do I need to tie you down and make you stop moving?”

      “Why should I stay? You’re being an ass. I can’t justify being here instead of working and I’m not even sorry.”

      “There’s the firecracker I met when our cars collided. I’ve been wondering where you went.” Suddenly, he seized her hair in one hand, pulling it so hard he forced her head up off the desk even while his other hand held her down. Precious gasped as her body was bent to his will.

      “Young lady, if we’re going to play together, you’re going to listen to daddy and do as you’re told. Bad girls get punished, but outright not listening to daddy is worse.”

      “But you don’t understand—”

      He tugged her hair harder and she stopped talking as the pain in her scalp became unavoidable.

      “No. You don’t understand. You’re better than being defined by some job that you’re so insecure over. Now daddy’s going to give you an assignment. You’re going to apply for at least two new jobs this week. When you’re done, and only then, we can arrange a proper play session.”

      Precious wanted to argue but she was starting to see what he was trying to say. She was deathly afraid of losing her job for a stupid reason. And she’d been living in that state for so long, it had become normal to the point that she’d just defended the messed-up work culture that was stressing her out so much.

      Oh boy.

      This wasn’t what she’d expected when she’d agreed to coming back to Ed’s place.

      There was only one thing left to say.

      “Yes, daddy.”

      “Now we’re going to finish this punishment for hitting Jacob, then we’re going to have snuggles and hot chocolate. This time is ring-fenced and I will not accept anything other than your full attention, which is exactly what you can expect in return. Nothing else works for me. How is your ass feeling?”

      Precious redirected her attention to her plugged butt. She was surprised it wasn’t feeling more uncomfortable. “It’s okay, I think.”

      “Good. Because your next task is to stand up, walk to my bed and lay face up on it.”

      Precious was slightly afraid of moving with the plug deep inside her, but as soon as Ed let go, she tried to stand up.

      Her ass felt weird, but the plug didn’t hurt her when she moved. Maybe it would be okay after all. She took a tentative step toward the bed. Her entire center of gravity seemed to have changed, so she was constantly wiggling around that plug as she moved.

      She’d read stories where women walked around all day wearing butt plugs as punishment. How did they do it without anyone noticing? Or did they get away with it simply because no-one’s first thought was ever to wonder if someone else was walking funny because there was plastic in their ass?

      She moved slowly until she reached the side of the bed. So far so good. The next challenge was a little daunting, though.

      “On the bed,” Ed reminded her.

      “Will the plug fall out?” It was her biggest fear right now.

      “No. It will stay right where it is. Trust that your body can do this.”

      Taking a deep breath, Precious lifted one leg and got up onto the bed, leaning forward, pausing for a moment while the plug changed position, then she was up. She lay down on the soft sheets and waited to find out what Ed was planning to do next.

      He tied rope around her wrists. She watched him, wondering if she should resist or not, but honestly it felt nice that he was taking away her autonomy like this. She couldn’t jump up and run off to do her work if she was tied down. She would have to stay where she was until he decided otherwise.

      “Spread your legs,” he told her. She parted them wide, and he bound her ankles to the foot of the bed. The position was so exposed. It was so naughty. A thrill of desire burst through her core.

      “Have you ever worn nipple clamps before?” he asked her.

      She shook her head.

      “I can’t hear you.”

      “No.”

      “Then this will be educational.” He took her left breast in his hand and suddenly his mouth was around her nipple, sucking on it, filling her body with tingling sensation that made her moan. When she thought she couldn’t stand it any longer, he released her nipple from between his lips, and the glowing feeling was replaced by a sharp pain.

      “Oh my God,” she gasped, looking down. There was a clamp gripping her nipple, pinching it slightly between two rubber-covered ends.

      He leaned down to her right breast and did the same again. She moaned and writhed while he sucked on her nipple, and the pinch in her other breast only added to how turned on she felt.

      When the second clamp squeezed her nipple, she rolled her hips as her clit throbbed with need.

      “Stay there,” Ed said, and Precious raised a brow. After all, it wasn’t like she could go anywhere else when she was tied down like this. A sharp swat landed straight between her legs and she squeaked as the instant fire turned quickly into a sensual glow that only added to her desire. “You’re not allowed to give me attitude,” he murmured, pressing the tip of his finger against the place where her pussy lips began to part, so close to her most sensual area but so far away. She raised her hips to try and get his finger down nearer to her clit, but he put a hand on her stomach and gently but firmly pressed her against the bed.

      “Nuh-uh, little girl. You wait for daddy’s say-so,” he chided her. She gazed up at him, feeling completely under his care and command. His finger slowly trailed down her parted slit and she quivered and moaned while he teased her, never quite touching her clit, but moving his finger away at the last moment, only to re-commence his explorations of her body by circling around her needy hole.

      The glimmering sensations were exquisite and she strained her wrists against the ropes as her body struggled to handle the intense desire he stirred up inside her.

      “Please…” she begged, needing him to do something more, to touch her or fill her or… something instead of just teasing.

      “What does my baby girl want?” His voice was low and she quivered as he pinched her inner labia between his thumb and forefinger, still carefully avoiding her clit.

      “You. Inside me. Please.”

      He paused and tilted his head sideways, clearly acting like he was considering her request although Precious was pretty sure he was really just delaying answering her while she got closer to spontaneously combusting with need.

      “All right,” he said at last. “But we do this on my terms. And I’m not fucking you tonight.”

      “What?!” She tried to sit up, momentarily forgetting the ropes that held her wrists and ankles, until they pulled against her skin and she fell back against the bed.

      “Do you trust me?”

      She contemplated the question. The answer should probably have been an unequivocal no, since this was their first play session together, and really it was an impromptu punishment rather than a proper play session. But she’d known Ed for a few weeks now, and had watched him interacting with the other littles at the ageplay group. Nothing about him had given her any reason not to trust him.

      “Yes,” she said after several seconds.

      He smiled. “Good.”

      Without warning, he slipped two of his big fingers into her wet pussy. The fullness stretched her and pressed against the plug in her ass, adding an intensity she’d never experienced before. Both holes were filled with explosive tingles that made her arch her back as she tried to adjust to the new sensations.

      His other hand went to her clamped nipples, and he flicked them one at a time with his finger, making her squeak as the pain added to her arousal. Her body had never been so completely commanded like this and she was struggling to keep her breathing even.

      When his fingers pumped in and out of her pussy, she trembled and shook, suddenly afraid to let go completely.

      What if this was just a one-time thing for him? He’d said he wanted at least one more, right? Otherwise why would he have told her he wasn’t fucking her tonight in a way that implied there’d be a tomorrow? But he’d made his expectations pretty clear and she wasn’t sure she could meet them. What if she got immersed in some big project that required her full time and attention, and all-nighters at the office? Would he understand or ditch her in favor of someone whose job was less demanding? He’d told her to apply for new jobs, but what if she couldn’t find one? Would he accept her as she was, work schedule and all?

      “Hey!” His finger slid out of her pussy suddenly and he pinched both her nipples hard, over the clamps, making her scream.

      “What?” she demanded.

      “Where’d you go just then? I told you, I want your full attention.”

      “That’s what I’m scared of.” Her eyes filled with tears. This wasn’t going to work, was it?

      “Talk to me.”

      “This doesn’t have a future, does it?” She didn’t even want to put it into words but it was true.

      “What doesn’t?”

      “This. Us. Playtimes. I don’t get a daddy because I can’t just drop work.”

      “Young lady, I decide whether you get me as a daddy or not. And it’s not going to be based on whether you have to work late. We’re going to fix your work problem, and I’m going to stay with you until then. I want you to have a better work-life balance, because it’s not healthy in all kind of ways for you to let your life revolve around work and to do so many hours of it. You need to disconnect. And I’m going to be at your side helping you every step of the way.”

      “Y-you’re not gonna give up on me if I have to do some all-nighters or cancel playdates?” Her heart contorted.

      “No. I’m not. Not unless it becomes a habit. I have needs, too, y’know.”

      She giggled a little when he said that. “Pinky promise,” she told him, trying to lift one of her bound hands from the bed. He smiled down at her, leaned forward and took her pinky with his, and they squeezed them together.

      “Pinky promise,” he confirmed. “We’re going to work on you being able to let go and live in the moment. But right now, I think I was having a conversation with your pussy about an orgasm?”

      She giggled again and nodded. “Yes, daddy.”

      He reached down and this time slipped three fingers inside her, where before there were two. The stretch was incredible, especially against the butt plug. She sighed deeply as he began finger-fucking her. Her sheath was filled with amazing sparks of white heat and she tensed her limbs, feeling the ropes holding her in place for him.

      His free hand reached down to her clit and he finally stroked it, giving her the extra attention she’d craved so deeply. As she thought she couldn’t take much more, he removed the nipple clamps before returning to her clit. The sharp sensation of blood returning to her pinched nipples sent her over the edge and she tumbled into an orgasm like nothing she’d ever known in her life.

      “That’s it, babygirl, come for daddy,” he murmured. She writhed, screamed, contorted and stretched as the unbelievable sensations roiled through her body, seeming to last forever as he continued pumping in and out of her stuffed pussy. Even her ass got involved, clamping down on the plug and adding another dimension to the pleasure coursing through her.

      When she came back down, he slipped his fingers out of her and sucked them clean. The vision sent her into an aftershock that made her whole body quiver before she unwound into a languid, relaxed state.

      “I’m removing the plug now. It might be a little sore, it’s been in a little longer than I expected.” He reached down and tugged the plastic base. Sure enough, the plug stretched her sorely as it came back out, and Precious sighed with relief once it was done.

      “When’s it going to be your turn?” Precious asked.

      Ed grinned. “Saturday. At your place. And you’d better not cancel for work, because you owe me an orgasm.”

      She nodded. Saturday wasn’t so far away. She could surely free up her schedule for him. After all, she did owe him…

      

      The End

      

      Thank you for reading! Precious and Ed’s story will be continued in 2020. In the meantime check out the rest of the Coast Side Daddies series by Katie Douglas:

      My Book

      

      Stalk Katie here:

      Bookbub: https://www.bookbub.com/profile/katie-douglas

      Amazon: https://www.amazon.com/Katie-Douglas/e/B01GXOBJ24/

      Facebook group: https://www.facebook.com/groups/KatieAndAriasWildcats/
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      Donavan

      

      The pretty, little ginger girl was once again hiding behind furniture when she saw me enter the office. I was trapped between irritation and amusement, depending on the day I was closer to one or the other. Today though, I couldn't stop myself from smiling at her odd flowers and greenery headband. Her black velvet dress was too baggy on her plump figure but showed off entirely too much cleavage for my liking.

      "Good morning, Via."

      "Morning, Mr. Chase, Lyndon said for you to go on in."

      Today she was half-hidden by a file cabinet almost taller than her, the last time it was a fake tree, and my baby girl was adorable as hell. Until she started working for Lyndon as a secretary, I visited my best friend maybe once a week, but I tried to come in at least three times now. Except for a polite greeting and telling me to go in, she barely paid attention to me. I was probably an old fool. I wanted to make her mine.

      "Thank you, Via."

      "You're welcome, sir."

      She pretended to be doing something else, and I let myself into Lyndon's office. As I closed the door behind me, Lyndon laughed from the other side of the desk.

      "What did she hide behind today? Can't be better than the fake tree."

      "Filing cabinet. What the hell am I doing wrong?"

      "You scare the hell out of her."

      "Of course I do."

      I wasn't some pretty boy—at forty-five, I was too old for that. Lyndon was handsome and smooth. I was all bulky muscles and rough features. When my hair started to thin, I shaved my head and didn't give it much more thought than that. My looks weren't at the top of my priorities. Maybe I'd made a mistake with that. I wanted the young woman. It wasn't like I could change my looks or the growly nature of my voice to make her more comfortable.

      "You just have to be nice and maybe ask her out."

      "I'm always nice."

      "When’s the last time you were nice? Maybe when you were dating Gina?"

      I groaned as I fell into one of the chairs in front of his desk. I'd acted polite and gentlemanly, as they said I put my best foot forward, and I ruined it in a matter of hours.

      "We weren't…compatible."

      "Didn't want to call you Daddy or get spanked for being a bad girl?"

      I wasn't ashamed of my need for a baby girl to take care of and love. It didn't seem in the cards for me to find what I wanted. In over forty years, I hadn't found her yet. I'd searched for the perfect girl for me, and in my gut, I knew she was within my grasp.

      An idea hit me, and it seemed perfect. "Let me borrow her?"

      "Borrow? She isn't something to be borrowed."

      "Elaine’s out for maternity leave, and I need some help a few hours a day to catch up with some of the office work. I'll pay for her time. Shit’s really piling up."

      "You could spend more time in the office instead of working on-site with your guys."

      "I hate the gym." I scoffed at the idea of sitting behind a desk all the time. If I wanted to work up a good sweat, I'd prefer to do that working with my crews or between the sheets with a pretty girl.

      I loathed when my father retired and made me take over his massive construction company. The arguments were many until I was given no choice. I spent my mornings on-site and was in the office in the evenings. Elaine knew how to schedule my days perfectly to make sure I was satisfied in my working life.

      After Elaine had the baby, I'd arrived at the hospital, and on hands and knees, I'd begged her to come back. I'd build her a nursery, hire a nanny. Hell, I'd promised her my soul.

      "Savage."

      "Yeah, yeah. So, can I borrow her a few hours a day, off the clock? It would work better in the evenings. I'm not in my office until after lunch."

      "I won't protest what she does on her time off, but you're going to have to get her to agree."

      "Fuck."

      He bellowed out a booming laugh, and I didn't appreciate the strength of his amusement at my expense. I surged from my seat and headed for the door. When I existed, I made sure to slam the door enough to rattle the pictures on the walls. And the sound on the other side of the door increased in volume.

      I scrubbed my left hand over my face and realized I needed to take care of some grooming. My scruff was turning a bit shaggy. I turned my head in time to catch her ducking behind the file cabinet again. What the fuck had I ever done for her to be scared of me? I was polite, respectful, so, where had I gone wrong?"

      I could do this. All I had to do was ask her if she wanted to make some extra money. If that meant she was around in the evening at dinner time, then it was logical to eat together and have a conversation.

      "Via, may I ask you a favor?"

      "Wh-what favor?"

      "My secretary is out on maternity leave, and I need a bit of help around the office in the evenings. Office work isn't really my thing. I'll pay you twice what you make here if you could help me out just until Elaine gets back. It would save me from her killing me."

      I grinned as she attempted to hide a small smile behind her hand.

      "I work here until five, and then I have to go home to make dinner, I'd be free to help at eight."

      That killed my dinner plans, but that didn't rule out us talking, but working until ten was awfully late. "You need your rest. I don't like the thought of you out that late." My need to care for her overruled my desire to make her mine. I was disappointed, but what could I do.

      "I don't mind."

      "I'd have to pick you up and drop you off."

      "I can drive."

      "I'm sure you can, but I'd prefer to drive you so that I know you're safe."

      "Oh. I guess-guess that's okay."

      I found her stutter more adorable than I should've. Although, to be honest, I found everything cute when it came to her. "Give me your address and phone number. I'll pick you up at eight tonight."

      "Tonight, I thought…"

      "I really need to get the paperwork straightened up." I tried to soften the order in my voice but didn't think it worked.

      "Okay."

      She turned away from me, and I took in the curve of her back, the plump swells of her ass, and the way the dress rode upward to expose the backs of dimpled thighs. I wanted to fist the velvet material of her dress and pull it up. Last night I'd laid in bed, and in my head, my little girl was riding her Daddy's cock like a good girl.

      I brought my mind to safer topics as she straightened and handed me a piece of paper with her address and phone number on it.

      "I'll pick you up at eight."

      "Yes, sir."

      I hated making her nervous, but a part of me was hoping it was shyness and not that I scared her. I'd find out tonight. I forced myself to leave. I wanted to stay longer, but in a matter of hours, I'd have her in my office. I'd ease her into my touches. Find out how she reacted to me when she wasn’t hiding behind the nearest object.

      I’d attempted to get to know her for a year since Lyndon hired her right out of college. He'd almost turned her down for the job because she was overqualified. She had a business degree and another in accounting, but she'd nearly begged for a job as a secretary and personal assistant.

      Soon I'd know all her secrets. All I had to do was be patient, which wasn't one of my strong suits. I'd waited years to find a baby girl of my own. One who would gift me with her trust and submission. The older I became, the less I was able to put aside my needs just to have a woman in my bed. Getting off was all well and good at the time, but the dissatisfaction made the orgasm unworthy of the effort. Jacking off was better.

      I reached my truck in the parking garage and headed back to the office. Organizing was my top priority, or my little girl would run as soon as she saw the mess that I had for her.
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      Via

      

      It was almost eight, so he'd be there any minute, and I was tired and frustrated. I'd gotten home at five, made dinner, corralled my dad, grandpa and great-grandfather and made sure they ate. Then it was time for medicine and baths. Mom left when taking care of the men of the Barnes family became too much. I'd only been twelve.

      No one understood them like I did. Dad's mental illness was manageable by medication, but it didn't stop all the symptoms. Grandpa had always been the eccentric, weirdo in the neighborhood, and friends were never allowed to visit. Papa thought clothes were society's way of keeping you constricted.

      I loved them, but they were a full-time job most days. I worked hard to pay for the house I'd bought just out of college. One in the middle of nowhere with no nosy neighbors to look down on us.

      "Dammit, Papa," I yelled as I took off after a naked man using a walker.

      For ninety, he moved faster than me. I took off for the back door in time to find him shuffling across the backyard. I tried not to laugh, but I couldn't help it as he came to a stop and raised his arms to the sky. He'd been trying to get the aliens to take him back to his home planet for the last three years.

      "I have to go to work," I announced loudly as I grabbed the kitchen blanket that I'd placed there for just that purpose.

      I was barefoot, my shorts were riding to the tops of my thighs, and my white button-up shirt with the tails tied at my waist was not work-appropriate.

      "You shouldn't be working that menial job."

      "I know, Papa, but I'll find something better later."

      He fussed at me with a smile on his deeply lined face. We slowly made our way inside, and I groaned as the doorbell chimed, and seconds later, I heard my grandpa's voice.

      "Who you, boy?"

      "Donovan. I'm here to pick up Via. She's going to help me with some office work."

      "As long as that's all she's helping you with."

      "Grandpa, get away from the door."

      I realized my mistake too late when I saw him staring at me and I wanted to sink through the floor. He made it impossible for me to think. Every time he came into work, I hid behind something and tried to make myself small. It was impossible. He made my brain cells stop working.

      "Good evening, Via."

      "Hello, Mr. Chase. I'm a bit behind, just give me a few more minutes and I'll change."

      "You're fine as is."

      "Okay."

      I groaned as he stepped inside at the urgings of Grandpa and saw him looking around. Dad's artwork was everywhere—he painted out his hallucinations. They made Dali paintings look normal. Grandpa's sculptures of nudes were on shelves and stands throughout the house. Papa's wind chimes tinkled from the breeze from the open windows. Our house was an Artist Collective on Meth. I wasn't embarrassed about my family because they were all I had. I might be exhausted at the end of the day, but at least they were home with me.

      Anyone else would've locked them away a long time ago. I knelt to dress Papa in his pajama pants he'd stripped as he'd made his escape.

      "I have leftovers, Mr. Chase, if you'd like to take a plate."

      I offered food as was my habit. Anyone who walked into our home was fed or plied with grandpa's homemade wine and moonshine. I didn't think Mr. Chase would appreciate a shot and joint, and hopefully, it wasn't offered before we could be on our way.

      As soon as Mr. Chase accepted the offer, Grandpa was rushing him through the house while I got the other men in my life settled. Dad would paint all night if I didn't watch him. The biggest issue with him was that he'd lose himself in the art, and I'd find him at his easel in the morning.

      While I adored them, the day job gave me a break. Eight hours of freedom before the cycle of care started over again. I smiled at Papa as I finished straightening his clothes and led him to his chair with his bong sitting ready beside it. I kissed his deeply furrowed brow and went to take care of Dad. He only fought me so much before I had him curled up in bed with his silent movies.

      With them taken care of, I rushed to the kitchen to make sure Grandpa wasn't getting me in trouble.

      "Boy, you can't exist on that."

      I snorted as I saw the plate piled high with food and Mr. Chase nicely turning down more. I stepped forward to take the plate and cover it before Grandpa went overboard.

      "Grandpa, no midnight rides and Mr. Carlyle has enough Moonshine to get him through the Zombie Apocalypse."

      "How else am I gonna get that fine man to go out with me?"

      "He's very flattered, but he already has a husband, and he said you were too much man for him."

      I laughed at his little giggle, and he said goodnight before heading to join Papa for their usual Smoke and Movie Marathon. I handed the wrapped plate to Mr. Chase and jerked when his rough fingers caressed over mine.

      "Sorry about them."

      "Perfectly okay, interesting family."

      "They have their moments. Are you sure I shouldn't change into something more office-appropriate?"

      "You're perfect. I was going to change into jeans and a t-shirt when I got to the office. I spent all afternoon organizing the office so I wouldn't scare you off."

      "Let me put on my shoes and grab my backpack."

      Once I had my flip-flops on and my pink pack, I met Mr. Chase by the front door. He opened it as I called out a goodbye and stepped out into the cool night. It was odd to be going out farther than the front porch. When we reached his truck, I looked way up at the passenger door and imagined the embarrassing climb into the seat.

      He easily reached the door handle and opened the door, then he placed the dinner plate on the back floorboard and turned to me.

      I squeaked as his big hands wrapped around my thick waist, I grabbed his shoulders, and he easily lifted me into the seat. He slipped off my backpack and went through the process of buckling me in. I could only stare as he smiled at me.

      "There, all safe and sound, baby girl," he said as he squeezed my bare thigh.

      That's why I never got close to him. I didn't want him to touch me. It was bad enough when he came in to visit my boss and I had to look at him. The crush I had on him was embarrassing. I ordered myself to act like a grown-up. By the time he made it around to the driver’s side, I was nowhere near calm. My nerves only grew when he started the truck and drove around the circular drive onto the main road.

      All I could think about were the hours we'd spend together while I helped him at his office. I knew I was going to say something stupid—do something stupid. When he was around, my brain refused to function. I hated that I was suspicious of him being nice, but all I could think was the trick he was probably playing. I favored weird headbands like the greenery and flower one for that day and my clothes were strange. I was strange. I didn't mean to be, but I was always in control. I had my dad, grandpa and great-grandpa to take care of and they were always an odd bunch. I got it honest, but I didn't want Mr. Chase to find me odd with my bright, auburn hair and off-the-wall tastes.

      "Baby girl, there's no need to be nervous. If you don't want to help or find being alone with me in my office uncomfortable, I'll take you home now."

      He grabbed my hand, giving it a reassuring squeeze, and it made my stomach feel funny. "No, no, I don't mind helping."

      "Okay, I just want you to know you're safe with me. I will always treat you with the utmost respect and care. I know I look scary, but I'm perfectly safe."

      He flashed a small smile before going over the bridge into the city, but he didn't release my hand. I turned to stare out the window and tried to hide the fact that my heart had picked up pace over him holding my hand. How silly was I that a man holding my hand got me flustered?

      I hadn't dated or had a man in my bed since college, and even then, the experience was okay. Now was not the time to think about sex. I was already in enough trouble just being in the same space as him. He rubbed his thumb over my knuckles and then released my hand to turn on the signal to pull into the parking garage.

      Why was I so fucking nervous over a man I had no chance of getting?
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      Donavan

      

      I walked out of the ensuite bathroom attached to my office and started to pull my t-shirt over my head, but stopped as I found my little girl sitting on her legs in my desk chair. She was moving papers around, her pink tongue curled over her bottom lip, trapped between her teeth. I just wanted to stare at her, so I did. Although I had invited her here under the pretense of helping me out while I wanted to avoid my assistant's wrath when she returned, this was also about getting my girl.

      My very sweet and adorable little girl. She had her auburn waves in two ponytails that were secured just behind her ears. She was going through receipts and double-checking the program to make sure they were entered. Right now, it looked like she had three piles of papers forming, and I was embarrassed about the thickness of them. I didn't hide office work wasn't my forte, that's why I paid my assistant whatever she wanted.

      I hid my smirk as she noticed me and she froze, her pretty eyes moving over me. I tossed my shirt over my shoulder and approached my desk. My bare feet sank into the thick carpet.

      "How's it going, baby girl?" I asked as I leaned back against my desk and stared down at her.

      "Your organization is a nightmare, and you have two months of numbers that haven't been inputted yet. Your assistant is going to demand a raise when she gets back."

      "I'll give her whatever raise she wants. She went into labor a bit early, and her daughter needed to stay in the hospital for a few weeks. I extended her maternity leave by a month."

      "That was very nice of you."

      "She's been with me since I was forced to take over the company from my old man. She makes it possible for me to be happy in my job."

      "Why forced?"

      "I'm more the construction worker type than the office type. But since this was a family business, I didn't have much choice. Elaine schedules my days where I work with the crews until early afternoon and then come into the office to pretend I know what I'm doing."

      I loved her shy smile as she returned her attention to the papers.

      "Well, I'm almost through all these, and once I'm done, it's mostly data entry after that, but it'll take me a few weeks to catch up just doing the few hours a night."

      "Whatever you can do is perfect. How long have you been taking care of your family?"

      When I'd pulled up to her house earlier, I'd taken in the eclectic exterior and hundreds of wind chimes, but then the inside was even better. Sculptures and paintings, homemade rugs, the scent of weed and incense mixed with the lingering aroma of dinner. I'd found out where my little girl got her cuteness from. I hadn't met her dad but had a feeling he'd be the same as the rest of her odd, little family.

      "Oh, since I was twelve. My mom said she could deal with dad's mental illness, but when my grandpa and papa came to live with us…well, she stuck it out for a few years."

      "You see her?"

      "For the usual holidays when she comes to visit. She never comes to the house. I meet her in the city at a restaurant; we have dinner and catch up. She has a nice and respectful life."

      "She's definitely missing out."

      "Do you want me to heat up your dinner?"

      "No, baby girl, I'll do it. You want some hot tea or something else?"

      "Tea would be great, thank you."

      I wrapped one ponytail around my fingers and gave it a gentle tug, before letting it slide through my loose fist. Via watched me from beneath thick, red lashes and her plump lips were the prettiest shade of pink. "I'll be right back." I draped my t-shirt over the back of the chair.

      It took everything in me to leave her in my office. I took my time making my coffee, her tea, and heating up the plate of leftovers. When I first met her, I'd wanted her, and that hadn't changed. But other than a few fleeting glances, she didn't give away anything other than her nervousness in my presence.

      I returned to my office, placed my plate, silverware, and mug on the coffee table, then made my way to my desk.

      "What do you want in your tea?" I asked as I dug creamer and sugar packets out of my pockets.

      I got her all set up, and when she smiled her thanks, I tapped the tip of her cute nose.

      "Can you talk and work?" I asked as I parked my ass on the couch.

      "Yes."

      "Why do I make you so nervous, baby girl?"

      She played with one of her ponytails as she studied me from behind my desk, her pointed chin rested on the palm of her right hand. I sensed she was trying to come up with an excuse. That isn't what I wanted, though. I required her trust and honesty, as long as she felt safe with me, I knew she'd always speak her mind. Voice her needs that only I, as her Daddy, could take care of and no one else.

      "People make me nervous. Always have. Being the odd kid from the weird family." She dropped her gaze back to her work.

      I wanted to order her to stop—to look at me when she spoke—but this was the beginning stages. I had to show her she would always be the most important part of my life.

      "Is that why you don't use your degree?"

      I slowly worked through the casserole and pasta salad, along with the other three things on the plate. I didn't pry or force, I allowed her to come to me.

      "Taking care of them was always my top priority."

      "Who takes care of you?"

      She shuffled more papers, but I knew I'd hit a sore spot of some kind.

      "I do okay."

      "I'd love to hear you say you're doing better than okay."

      "I don't need your pity."

      "I don't know what's going through your head, but I don't pity you."

      I finished my dinner just as she placed the last piece of paperwork on one of her piles. I went to the bathroom to rinse the plate and dried it. When I reentered my office, I found her still kneeling in my desk chair but straightened. I took in the tiny shorts that exposed the plump lower curves of her ass cheeks and her rounded thighs. I clenched my hands around the plate.

      "Do you know the first time I saw you…I thought you were adorable? You were wearing this silk ribbon with delicate rosebuds sewn to it." Her rounded cheeks flushed red, and I couldn't help grinning at her.

      "Grown women aren't supposed to be adorable."

      "Who says?"

      "They're just not supposed to." She placed her hands on the desktop and stepped out of the chair. Her bare feet were sinking into the carpet. Her nails painted a pale peach.

      I took the five steps to my desk and placed the plate on the edge. I tried not to groan as she tugged down the hem of her shorts.

      "Do you want to stop for the night?"

      "I think I'm at a good point and tomorrow I can—"

      "We have a project behind schedule. I'll be working late on-site tomorrow. What do you say I pick you up at lunchtime on Saturday? We can run a few errands together, have a late lunch, and then come here for a few hours. I don't like you working so late. You need your rest."

      "I usually stay up late."

      I watched as she picked up each pile, tapped them to straighten, and then clipped them together. When she bent over to write on a sticky note, I didn't hide my interest in her plump bottom in the air. She was completely oblivious.

      "That doesn't mean I'm going to allow it. Did you want to get ice cream before I take you home?"

      "Really?"

      "Yes, you got a lot done, you deserve a treat."

      Her excitement was infectious as she quickly finished making notes and putting a file of the papers in the holder. I stepped up close to her and retrieved my shirt from where I'd left it earlier. I pulled it over my head, and once I was fully dressed, I placed my hand on her lower back, stroked until I could curl my fingers around her side.

      "Come on, so I can get my baby girl her ice cream."

      I'd waited for her to protest the endearment—the familiarity of it—yet I could tell she liked it. I tugged her close for a minute, feeling her side pressed to my front. The top of her head just past the center of my chest. She smelled sweet with just a hint of smoky incense.

      She quickly put distance between us but covered it by slipping her feet into her flip-flops. I wasn’t offended by her retreat. This was our first night alone. It would take longer than a few hours to get her comfortable. I strode around my desk and back to my couch, bending over to grab my work boots and socks where I'd set them when I'd changed into my suit.

      I plopped down to put them on while I made sure to keep my attention on my girl. She was shrugging into her backpack and then straightening my desk. I hadn't seen the surface of it for weeks. I'd taken everything that had piled up on Elaine's desk and piled it on mine.

      "This view is beautiful," she said as she stared out the floor-to-ceiling windows that ran the entire length of one wall. She placed her hands and forehead on the window and stared down at the street below. My building was in the middle of the city, twenty-four-hour-chaos reigned below.

      I stood up and shoved my hands into my back pockets, making my way toward her. I caught our reflection in the glass as I came up behind her—soft and harsh; opposites—and I kept my hands trapped to keep from touching her.

      "Let's get going. You have to be up early."

      She nodded, and I shut down my computer and turned off all the lights as we left the top floor by way of the elevator. I felt disappointed that I wouldn't be able to kiss her at the door or tuck her in. Soon, I had to believe it was just a matter of time.

      It was just the first step, and a year of shyness around me couldn't be taken care of in a few hours. Again, I lifted her into the passenger seat and buckled her in. I'd plan something perfect for Saturday, special just for her. I'd waited a year, and she was worth every ounce of patience and care I was giving her. She was the one, and I was going to prove she belonged to me—I'd always been meant to be her Daddy.
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      Via

      

      My brain wouldn't focus, all it wanted to think about was Donavan and his hairy chest and his smiles, and the way he called me baby girl. I liked it too much. And he didn't make me feel weird. Although, I didn't know how I felt about him saying I was adorable. Why couldn't it have been beautiful or sexy?

      I snorted at my thoughts. He didn't see me like that. I was just doing him a favor by helping out. Even with his scary looks, he was sweet—even if it was just telling me that I was doing well taking care of my family—and I like the way he'd taken care of me.

      That didn't mean when I got home last night that I hadn't replaced the batteries in my vibrator and imagined all that hairy, roughened skin rubbing on me. I tugged my body pillow between my thighs, hugged, and humped it as I worked my clit. I'd never gotten off that hard. I was already anticipating a new level of embarrassment when he came to pick me up Saturday to go back to his office.

      When I was with him, I didn't have to worry about things, and that was new and welcome. I loved my family, but sometimes, being the caregiver exhausted me. I had nurses who came in a few times a week, and my Dad's agent let me have enough breaks to go out to the store or have dinner by myself.

      My phone chimed that it was time to clock out. The boss had taken off early to change for a business dinner with a new client. Since I didn't have to work for Donavan tonight and the kitchen at home was getting bare, I had to stop on my way home. I loathed grocery shopping. I put my things in my backpack and headed for the door, checking the light and locking up as I went.

      As I made my way to the parking garage, I remembered the way he'd watched me while I'd worked last night. It took everything in me to try and stick to the job at hand. I was taking a selfish pleasure in being needed by him.

      A part of me was ashamed at how easily he turned me on, and my secret dirty side was very interested in what it would sound like if he called me baby girl while he fucked me. I groaned and hopped in my car to head to the grocery store, but decided to make a stop first. The last time I’d gone shopping for something pretty that wasn’t off the secondhand or sales rack was years ago.

      I knew Saturday was about work, but I wanted him to like what he saw. He wouldn’t be in the same boat as me. Lukewarm crushes of my past hadn’t prepared me for this. I pulled into the parking lot of my favorite dress shop and took a deep breath. I opened my door, got out, and crossed the lot before entering a building. All the cute dresses made me feel giddy.

      I started going through racks, picking up a jade dress with cap sleeves and little flowers embroidered all over it in white thread.

      “Can I help you?”

      I turned to find a pretty blonde in a dress that flowed over what most would think were perfect curves.

      “Yes, I need some sundresses, empire waist, fitted bodice.”

      “Perfect. We just got in new ones. There’s this pale pink one that has spaghetti straps, but it’s fitted enough to not have to wear a pesky bra. You shopping for someone special?”

      I rolled her question around my brain for a few seconds; what would it hurt to admit it? Friends were in short supply, and maybe admitting it out loud would help me work through what was in my head.

      “Yes, well, I hope so. I’m doing him a favor and helping with some office work until his assistant comes back from maternity leave. I don’t think he’s interested, but I thought a special outfit couldn’t hurt.”

      “Definitely can’t hurt. Come on, let’s see if we can break your man.”

      “I’d appreciate the help.”

      We shopped, and I bought way more than I needed, but with each dress that I tried on, the more I fell in love. My brain automatically designing what decorations I’d need for my hair, but I didn’t have time for that shopping. If I entered a craft store, it would be several hours, and I still had to do the adult thing. Food came before silk flowers and ribbons.

      I swiped my card and took my bags. As I made my way out of the store, I felt lighter, more ready to find out if I could see interest in his gaze when he looked at me. I’d wear the pale green dress for Saturday. It was the cutest one I’d picked up, and it emphasized my best features. I liked the way it had barely reached the middle of my thick, rounded thighs.

      My excitement grew as I completed my errands, then the trip home. A smile curved my lips the rest of the night as I made plans. Even Dad noticed my lighter mood, commenting on how pretty and happy I looked. I wanted to share but wanted to wait until I knew I could interest Donavan as more than a temporary boss. I was still grinning as I got ready for bed.
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        * * *

      

      Donavan

      

      I slammed my hand against the shower wall as I worked my cock through my tight fist. In my head, my dick was buried in my baby girl's tight ass, and she was begging for me to take her harder. Fantasy Via's hair was wrapped around my fist, her plump ass jiggling as I reamed her abused hole. For a year in my fantasies, I'd taken every hole, branded it with cum to mark my ownership, and she'd loved it all.

      I pushed my foreskin over the head of my cock and pulled back. Behind my lids, my baby girl looked back at me, pulled her cheeks wide, and seeing how tight she was stretched around the girth had me shooting my load onto the tile. I growled as I threw my head back. I kept working myself until I couldn't take it anymore and released my spent cock.

      Lazily, I finished my shower and wished that my baby girl was really there. Being alone with her in my office had made my need worse; that sheer white shirt with the plain bra underneath it. She'd had it tied around her waist, making her hips look even wider.

      Everything about her was sexy to me, from her adorable little creations for her hair down to her cute little toes. I stepped out of the shower and grabbed my towel, drying off, then walked through the house naked to the kitchen. I grabbed a beer out of the fridge and walked over to my phone. I scrolled until I found her number and connected the call.

      She was probably relaxing for the night, but I wanted to hear her voice.

      “Hello.”

      I nearly groaned at the sound of her sweet voice in my ear.

      “Hello, baby girl.”

      “Donavan, I thought you were working late.”

      “I did. I’ve only been home long enough for a shower. Now it’s time for a beer and takeout.”

      “You eat a lot of takeout.”

      “I do, but it’s the dangers of being single, and it’s not as much fun cooking for one.”

      I strolled to my couch and fell back into it, then lifted the bottle to my lips.

      “We always have room for one…or six more for dinner.”

      She stuttered over the dinner invite, and I couldn’t help grinning at her sudden discomfort. My baby girl wanted me, but I didn’t like that she was nervous about it. She didn’t understand what I had planned for her. All things were working to get her ready for the time she admitted that she wanted to be my baby girl. Every night I imagined cradling her on my lap, rocking her to sleep as I patted her bottom. Yes, I wanted to fuck her, but that was second to me claiming her. I was impatient to get her in my home. Just the two of us. An opportunity to tell her how I felt and what I wanted. Have her look me in the eyes and know that I wasn’t playing with her.

      “I’ll have to take you up on that. I love your company.”

      “Every awkward second of it?”

      “Every awkward second. How was your day? I wasn’t able to come by the office today.”

      “It was good. Lyndon was out of the office most of the day for meetings, so you wouldn’t have seen him anyway.”

      “Who said I come by to see him?”

      The silence on the other end was telling, and I sensed I embarrassed her a little. I put her out of her misery and changed the subject, asking what else she’d done. Keeping her talking was my goal. In order to get my baby girl to notice me, I needed to foster trust and make sure she wasn’t on guard around me.

      “Grocery shopping, the kitchen was getting a little low. With the munchies, we go through a lot of snacks and food. I hate grocery shopping.”

      “I do too, that’s why I covet my delivery menus.”

      Her cute laugh went straight to my cock, and I leaned forward to set my bottle aside. I leaned back and scooted down to get more comfortable. The intensity of my yearning to have her there with me still shocked me, and I didn’t understand how easily she got under my skin. I wanted my baby girl in my arms. I just had to convince her to give me a chance to prove that I wasn’t playing around.

      “I went shopping for dresses before the food.”

      “Get anything adorable to match your flower decorated hair?”

      “I did, it’s been a long time since I bought myself new. I usually buy used and make my own from the pieces.”

      “You should treat yourself, baby girl.” I thought about all the ways I was going to spoil her. I silently cursed as I noticed the time. “Baby girl, you need to get to bed.”

      “I am, I’d just gotten in bed when you called.”

      I bit my tongue to keep from asking the inappropriate question that could end in some pre-bed dirty talk and a couple of mutual orgasms.

      “Well, goodnight, baby girl. I’ll see you tomorrow.” I told her what time I’d be at her place, and I waited until my baby girl whispered goodnight, and I disconnected the call.

      Just knowing my baby girl was across the city from me, in bed and probably looking all cute and sleepy, made me happy. I wanted to tuck her in, maybe read her a story, and my body reacted. It was like I hadn’t just gotten off in my shower less than an hour ago.

      All I had to do was make it until tomorrow, and I could move to the next stage of my plan. Daddy was going to spoil her, and I was going to make sure she knew that I was confident she was it for me.
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      Via

      

      My dad's agent, Monica, was going over every detail of his upcoming show. He needed it all outlined from arrival to exit. I loved her patience with him and the fact she didn't do it out of greed. Art was my dad's therapy. The way he processed his time and thoughts. She'd agreed to stick around for a bit while I was out. They were okay to stay by themselves, but they did tend to get in trouble when left alone too long.

      I turned away from the sight of Monica and Dad talking in his studio, and went to make sure I had everything ready. Mr. Chase called and told me he'd pick me up in half an hour. I'd already gotten ready. Strangely, I'd found myself taking extra care with my appearance. My style hadn't changed. I'd found my prettiest dress. It was jade and fitted up-top, but flowed over my curves to the middle of my thighs from where it was cinched beneath my breasts. My hair was braided and twisted into loose buns behind my ears. I'd woven delicate white rosebuds and greenery into the buns.

      I knew this was work, but I wanted to look pretty for Donavan. He paid attention to me. He didn't make me feel out of place. That was the strangest part—I felt just right.

      There was no chance at a romance, but I loved it when he called me baby girl. It was just an endearment, but it made my tummy feel funny.

      With everyone settled and taken care of, I put on my white sneakers and grabbed my backpack. As was habit, I made sure to say goodbye to Dad, Grandpa, and Papa. I stopped by the kitchen to pick up the cookies and brownies I'd made that morning for the munchie jars. Monica would feed them dinner if I wasn't back in time, which was sandwiches and leftover pasta salad.

      I walked out the front door and sat on the porch swing. Donavan should be there anytime to pick me up. I placed the bag of sweets beside me, and nervously picked at the hem of my dress. I rocked as I waited and tried not to feel as if I were crawling out of my skin.

      It was just work, I repeated in my head, hoping I'd make myself believe it. I'd had a crush on him since the first day I’d met him. I found his rough features and the thick beard which tended to turn shaggy attractive. He was handsome in his office clothes, his suits perfectly tailored for his large, muscular frame. But in his work clothes, faded jeans and a tight t-shirt…he fried my brain cells.

      As soon as I heard the crunch of tires on gravel, I surged to my feet and watched his truck approach. He pulled to a stop next to my small car and as soon as I stepped off the porch, he was coming around the front of his vehicle.

      "Don't you look beautiful, baby girl."

      When I was in reach, he grabbed my hand and made me twirl for him. I tried to hold my dress down, but I felt the light breeze on my bottom.

      "I have a whole afternoon planned before we go to work."

      "I thought we were only running errands." He held onto my hand as he led me to the truck, where it was a repeat of him lifting me inside so he could buckle me in.

      I didn't know if it was the fact that someone else was taking care of me—I didn't have to be in charge—that I liked so much or if it was because it was him.

      "We are, and you're going with me. We're having lunch, then work, and after that, I made us dinner reservations. You deserve a break."

      My face went up in flames as he kissed my cheek and closed the door before I could protest. I was hugging my backpack to my chest. We were almost to the city when a thought occurred.

      "Shouldn't I change?"

      "No, you're perfect."

      He stroked my cheek with the backs of his fingers, and then we were pulling into a shopping center near a hardware supply store. His fingers were laced with mine, and we walked inside. I knew nothing about construction except for the small maintenance jobs I did around the house to save money. Luckily, how-to videos were everywhere.

      Once he handed over a list to the gentleman helping him, he explained what he was looking at and why he chose it. All the while, he had me tucked against his side, and when he wasn't hugging me, he slipped my fingers through one of his belt loops. He smiled at me as he said he didn't want to lose me. Any other time I might've grown bored with just following him around, but I could listen to his rough voice all day.

      I kept a hold of him as he paid and handed me a sucker, reward for being good, but I couldn't have it until after lunch. Part of me thought it should weird me out, but I loved not being responsible.

      We walked near his truck, and I was about to let loose, but his no stopped me.

      “We have a few more places, come on.”

      He smiled at me and then it happened—I fell in love. I held tightly to him as we entered my favorite place on earth—a craft store.

      “You’re going to shop and find some pretties for yourself. I have to run to another store. Don’t leave until I get back, understand, baby girl?” He kissed the top of my head, and I tried not to be weirded by how giddy I was.

      I nodded when he asked me again if I understood, while I was calculating my budget. I knew how to stretch it when it came to the things I needed for my hair. Most of my clothes were thrift store finds that with a bit of alteration, I could make them all mine. Wire, flowers, strips of ribbon, and I could be me. I didn’t have a lot, but I’d learned to make do.

      With a basket in hand, I went through the silk flowers and greenery first. Then it was ribbon and glass beads and wire. A lot of what I found was on sale. I didn’t know how long I shopped before I felt as if someone was watching me. I turned to find him staring at me, a smile that was completely indulgent curving his firm mouth. I jerked my attention away before he caught me.

      I had to admit I was going to miss this job when it was over. It was my secret fantasy being the center of the handsome man’s focus, but it wouldn’t last forever. I knew he was being nice because I was helping him out until his assistant came back, then we’d return to seeing each other a few times a week. Maybe by then, I wouldn’t feel the need to hide behind things as I did before.

      “I see you’ve found a few things.”

      “They’re having a sale.”

      “You don’t have to worry about a sale. I’m paying for it. Get whatever you want.”

      “You can’t do that,” I protested, and as I started to spin around, his arms locked around my waist. He pulled me against him.

      “I can do what I want. If you’re not good, you won’t get the present I just bought you.”

      “Present?”

      His cheek brushed against mine as he nodded, and I didn’t hide my shiver in time or that my plain cotton bra was nowhere near strong enough to hide that my nipples hardened.

      “You don’t have to buy me things.”

      “I know I don’t have to, baby girl, I want to. You deserve to be spoiled a bit. And before you say it, I don’t pity you. I just loved the way you smiled and brightened when you saw where we were. To be honest, I didn’t know if a craft store was your place of choice for your hair accessories.”

      He hugged me so tightly that I felt it hard to breathe, and the feel of the thick ridge behind his zipper wasn’t helping my situation. It had been two years since I’d had mediocre sex and the guy was nowhere near built on his scale. When I’d seen him shirtless the first night that I helped him, I was fascinated by the thick hair on his chest and abdomen. He didn’t have a six-pack, and his stomach was slightly rounded, but it had looked firm. He had that “V” all the women went crazy over.

      “Here and thrift stores. We all do okay and we pool our money. They’ve always worked as artists and crafters and we hit the craft fairs here and the surrounding towns on weekends through the spring and summer.”

      “What do you contribute? You told me your dad is a painter, grandpa does small sculptures that are more family-friendly to sell, and your papa makes windchimes.”

      “Tapestries and braided rugs, the occasional quilt or two when I have time.”

      After the newness wore off, I liked standing in the aisle with his arms around me. We talked as if it were normal.

      “Is that what you want to do?”

      “I went to school and earned my business degree and an accounting one because I thought it would be good when we started our business, but Dad’s losing himself more to his illness every year. It’s hard to keep him present. Papa’s hands are starting to give out, and Grandpa’s glasses are getting thicker. They’re all in amazing physical health, but Papa’s going to be ninety-one soon.”

      “And you’re thinking about losing them?”

      “My great-great-grandfather lived to be one hundred and ten and was far less healthy, but...I admit I’m worried about things. It’s always been the four of us against the world.”

      “I won’t invalidate your worries over the future, but you’ve done amazing with them and the life you’ve given them...you allowed them to live their truth. A life they won’t look back on and regret.” He pressed a quick kiss to my cheek. “Now, no sad thoughts.”

      “Okay.”

      At his urging, I added a few more things to the basket, and he didn’t complain when I made a loop of the store. I kept glancing at him to make sure he wasn’t getting bored, only to find him observing me. I swore that a few times, I found him looking at my bottom. When anyone looked at him, they wouldn’t think he was overly affectionate, but he was. And it was nearly impossible to remind myself that it was just his way. I didn’t want to read anything into him being nice because of my help, but I wanted more and felt I was heading straight toward my first heartbreak.
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      Donavan

      

      I was still picturing the look on her face when I’d given her the big bag earlier. The teddy bear inside was wearing a hippie dress and headband, shaggy, and ultra-soft. It wasn’t huge, but it made her look tiny while holding it. Well, my baby girl was tiny—there was no getting over that. I’d spent most of the afternoon making excuses to get her in my arms. The best part, she hadn’t protested.

      I’d tried to plan the perfect afternoon, and the craft store had been a given. I loved the flowers on the headbands she favored or when she wove the wire and flowers through her hair. She was so different. It was the little things in life which made her the happiest.

      Craft fairs with her family. A sale on silk flowers. The diner I took her for lunch where she got a strawberry milkshake, and I had to chastise her to get her to sit on her bottom instead of kneeling on the bench. She didn’t notice the stares she was getting for the bear head sticking out of her backpack she’d placed close beside her. She’d batted her auburn lashes at me when she’d asked if she could take her bear to lunch with us. I’d known the moment I’d seen her that she was the baby girl I’d waited for since I realized that’s what I wanted.

      I wondered if she realized she was a bratty submissive little girl who had her Daddy wrapped around her little finger? I hadn’t given her a proper kiss yet, but that would change after dinner. That is if I could last that long.

      I’d caught her staring at me a time or two when I looked up from my own work. New jobs meant reassigning crews and supervisors. I uploaded the weekly assignments to the cloud service that would sync with the guy’s tablets Monday morning, along with delivery schedules for supplies. I doubted I could keep her with me all night, but I wouldn’t let her go until I was forced to drive her home.

      Occasionally, I saw her play with one of the bear’s ears without looking away from the screen. We were going to need to have a talk about us soon. I’d known before that she was mine, but the craving became entirely something else after having her all to myself. The little crease between her brows caught my attention as I saw it deepened as she shifted.

      “Come here, baby girl,” I ordered as I patted my thighs. “Bring your teddy.” My girl looked like she needed a short nap and backrub. She shuffled toward the couch with her bear swinging at her side from where she held his paw. When she started to sit beside me, I grabbed her hips and shifted her until she fell onto my lap.

      Her skirt flew up for a split second exposing white cotton panties, and she sat right on my cock. I was a grown-ass man, I could control myself, and all that mattered to me was easing her discomfort. I could tell her back was stiff. I wrapped my hands around her sides and pushed on her lower spine with the pads of my thumbs.

      “Lean forward a bit,” I ordered as I slipped my hands beneath her dress to get to her soft skin. She bent all the way over and hugged her teddy to her. I massaged every knot and paid attention to the spots that seemed to pain her, easing my touch as I focused on them. Her moans traveled over my body as tangible as soft fingertips. The more I worked her muscles, her body went limp, until finally, I sensed she was asleep.

      I gently lifted her until she was lying on my chest. I shifted her until I cradled her in my arms with her face buried against my neck. I brought my leg upward to rest my ankle on my knee, and I cupped her bottom in my big hand as I rocked my baby girl. Her stuffie was held tight in the curl of her left arm. She nuzzled and her right hand fisted in my t-shirt at the base of my spine.

      A sense of peace came over me at simply having my baby girl cradled in my arms as she slept. I wasn’t ashamed of my sappy smile as I looked down, shifting enough to see her beautiful face. I traced the perfect sweep of her auburn brows and the shadow of her lashes on her rounded cheeks. Her plump lips were slightly parted. I lowered my head the few inches that separated our mouths and brushed the little, sleepy tilt of her lips.

      She wiggled in her sleep, and the hem of her dress eased upward exposing her innocent, white panties that hugged the roll of her lower belly. My cock jerked at the nest of dark curls showing through the cotton. The fabric conformed to her plump crease. I tightened my hand on her fleshy hip, and my fingers sunk into the curve as I suppressed the need to wake her up by rubbing her nub. I didn’t touch her, and I wouldn’t play with her little pussy until I heard her beg Daddy to take her.

      Before I made her mine, we had to talk about what belonging to me meant. For her, I’d even rein in my Daddy tendencies because she was more important than a title to me. Whether she called me Daddy or not, she’d always be my little girl. After just a few days, she owned me as much I would her.

      I kissed her nose and forehead as I picked up my phone and scrolled through my emails as I let her nap. I’d wake her up when it was time to get ready for dinner. Time was measured in the soft whisper of her breathing and the tick of a clock. Her little tummy growling in her sleep.

      An hour passed and she began to awaken, her plump body stretching and she nuzzled her face on my chest. She rubbed her eye with her fist. I arranged her back to where I cradled her on my lap as her lids fluttered open.

      “My adorable girl needed a nap.”

      “How long was I asleep?”

      “A little over an hour. I was about to wake you up to get ready for dinner. Your tummy is growling.”

      “I can’t believe I took a nap.”

      “At least I know massages make you go to sleep.” I kissed away her embarrassment, and the playful caresses turned more heated.

      I groaned as I cupped her cheek and tipped her head farther back with my thumb beneath her rounded chin. Her tongue tentatively met mine. When I nipped at the lush curves, she let out the sweetest whimper. I don’t know how it happened, but I had her stretched out on the cushion, her legs draped over my lap. She clutched her teddy to her chest as I used my left hand to push her dress above the indent of her belly button. I twisted my upper body to grip the sides of her panties, and she helped me by lifting her hips. I stripped the boy shorts from her and dropped them to the floor.

      I positioned her legs until I could hold them to her chest with my forearm braced on the backs of her thighs. My right hand parted her pussy lips, gazing at the fat nub and her holes that were coated. I used my thumb to stroke around her tiny pussy hole.

      “Does my baby girl like Daddy playing with her hole?” I asked as I pushed the tip inside, shallowly fucking her.

      I held her down so I could use her however I wanted. I brought my gaze up to her face. She had her face buried in the soft fur of her teddy. She was soaked, and the leather under her bottom was slick.

      “You’re not answering me.” I stopped touching her and stood up. I stared down at her sprawled on my couch with her dress still exposing her.

      I braced my hand on the arm of the couch and leaned over to cup my hand around her pussy. Her eyes were squeezed shut, and she refused to look at me. I smacked her plump lips and smirked as she opened her eyes to stare at me.

      “Is that what Daddy needs to do to get your attention?” Another swat and she slammed her thighs together, trapping my hand. I crouched down and stroked her lower lip.

      “Why?” Her question broke as I finger fucked her as deep as I could with my hands trapped.

      “Why did I kiss you? Touch you?”

      I chuckled as she turned on her side without letting my hand loose from the clamp of her thighs. She nodded, but I sensed her nervousness, and that wasn’t exactly the way I’d wanted to have the talk. I wiggled my hand out, and she let out a frustrated huff. “If you’re a very good girl, after our talk, I’ll take care of you.”

      I grinned at her bratty eye roll and scooped her into my arms, holding her across my body. Her head rested in the crook of my elbow.

      I savored her weight and the give of her curves. How they conformed to my angles as I was allowed to hold her and not pretend that every cell of her being belonged to me. “Because I’ve been patient for a year. I lucked out that I had the excuse to spend time with you.”

      “So you didn’t need my help?”

      Her suspicion was clear, and I didn’t want her to think I’d lied to her, because I hadn’t. I did need her, but it was also the only way to get her close enough to talk about us.

      “Oh, I needed it, but this, you here with me, I’d”—I sighed as I tried to find the words—“I was desperate to get you to stop hiding from me.”

      She drew circles on my chest. “You make me nervous.”

      “Good nervous or bad nervous?”

      “Good.”

      “Come home with me. We’ll order takeout and talk. Watch a movie. Or we can go to your place so you don't have to worry about home.”

      “They’re okay alone for an evening. Dad’s agent has stayed over a few times.”

      “Then we’ll go to my apartment, and you can call her.”

      “Okay.”

      I lowered my mouth to hers but didn’t deepen the kiss as I wanted. I lifted Via to her feet and helped her put her panties back on. She’d done enough for tonight, and it was way past time for us to discuss a relationship. She put her bear into her backpack, then cleaned up the desk as I made plans to spend the entire night with my baby girl. All I wanted was for her to be happy and feel safe; to never worry about a thing because she trusted I’d always take care of her.
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      Via

      

      I finished talking to Monica. She’d agreed to spend the night and make breakfast. She said everyone was settled in for the night and she was curled up watching Dad paint. I felt she agreed just to be able to spend more time with him. He might be clueless, but I wasn’t. With a responsible adult lined up, I slipped my phone into my bag and felt jittery.

      We’d stopped on the way to his place to pick up a nightgown and a couple of other things for me. I’d never spent the entire night with a man before. Only ever fumbling in college dorms before heading back to parties or simply parting ways, so I was in strange territory. My attention shifted to his big bed, and I was stalling going back out there. He was ordering dinner.

      The talk was what I was most nervous about. I smoothed my dress over my hips and exited the bedroom. I followed the sound of his voice and stopped in the doorway of the kitchen. His back was to me as he looked into the fridge. He’d stripped out of his t-shirt, and I could chase the shifting of muscle beneath his tanned skin. Without his belt on, his jeans sagged on his hips and exposed the waistband of his underwear.

      I smiled as I listened to the amount of food he ordered, and then he ended the call and tossed his phone on the island. He glanced over his shoulder, and I lowered my gaze, suddenly shy by the once over.

      “Dinner will be here in an hour. Come here.”

      I padded barefoot across the room and squeaked as he grabbed my waist to lift me onto the counter. I laid my hands on his stomach and stroked upward. The thick, coarse hair tickled the hollows between my fingers. His skin was warm. He trapped my hands beneath his on the center of his chest. I sat still as he slowly began to unbraid my hair and remove the decorations. He carefully set each piece aside. His silence wasn’t oppressive, yet I wondered what was going through his head. It seemed to take forever until he was done and combing out the tangles with his thick fingers.

      As he combed his fingers to the ends, the backs of his hands stroked over my already painfully hard nipples. Everything about him made my body overreact. The tile counter was cool as it slowly warmed under my bottom and thighs.

      "My little girl is so responsive for Daddy. Do you know what it means to be my little girl? What it means for me being your Daddy?"

      "Some men like when women call them Daddy."

      "Yes, but Daddies have rules for their littles. To keep them safe and happy. But as much as I want to be your Daddy, I need you more."

      "Why do you want me as your little girl?" I tentatively asked the question.

      While unsure of what it meant to be a little girl, I was tempted because it was him. Was that what the last few days were about? The touches and the buckling me in, the presents and treats, had he been showing me—testing me?

      "Because you’re perfect for me. Your sweetness and quirkiness. The way you're unapologetically you. Your strength but also the submissiveness you let so few see. I want…need to earn your trust. A great Daddy shows his little girl how he can take care of her—keep her safe. That her happiness means everything, but also that sometimes little girls are bad and need correction."

      "Correction?" My voice cracked. Something was wrong with me because the thought of correction made an ache start between my legs. He was thinking of punishing me for breaking the rules.

      "Spankings and paddling, sometimes little girls need time in the corner. And other times, Daddy won't play with his little girl."

      I was about to protest, but the sound of the doorbell cut me off.

      "Now, Daddy's going to go get dinner. When he gets back, Daddy is going to feed you, and we'll discuss your rules. Take this time to think about the questions you want to ask me."

      I nodded. Did I want the relationship Donovan described? I asked myself as he headed for the door and I was left alone to think. I played with the hem of my dress and wondered if something was broken inside me that he thought—I shook my head to get rid of the question. Why couldn't I be his little girl? I hated being in charge. I'd been forced into a parental role while I was still a kid. Their care was completely in my hands. Would it be so bad to give over control to him?

      He just wanted me to be happy. Yet I couldn't understand how that would make him happy. Would he grow bored? Would I become needy? All I kept thinking about was more questions without answers. Maybe he could enlighten me.

      I turned my head t as he walked into the kitchen and placed the bags on the island. I started to slip from the counter.

      "No, you sit there." The commanding edge to his voice made me shiver.

      I loved his voice. Others would probably think it was too deep—too guttural and scary, but I found it comforting. It was perfect. He opened containers, but only made one plate and came to me. He stopped in front of me. He scooped up some fried rice.

      "Open."

      I almost protested, but at the arch of his bisected brow, I obeyed. For every two bites I took, he had one for himself. He held a heavy plastic cup with a lid and straw to my mouth. I took a sip of the juice.

      "Now, Daddy has a few rules to start off with. We'll add more as we discuss our needs and expectations, do you understand?"

      I nodded as he fed me another bite. The plate was almost empty, and I shook my head. "I'm full."

      He handed me my cup and started to clean up the kitchen.

      "Rule one…you'll always be honest with Daddy. Even if you think I'll get mad. I can't fix something if you don't tell me what's wrong." He placed the leftovers in the fridge. "Rule two…you'll take whatever punishment Daddy gives you. If you pout, I'll make it worse."

      I swallowed as he gave me a stern look. "Yes."

      "Yes, what?"

      "Yes, Daddy."

      "You will address me as Daddy when we're alone. Outside our home, you can call me Donavan. No one needs to know or understand what we do in our home and bedroom."

      I nodded and gave him a smile. He finished cleaning up and returned to stand in front of me. He placed his big hands on my thighs and parted them, pushing them wide with his hips.

      "Rule three…you will let Daddy bathe and dress you every night."

      "What if I'm at home?"

      "Until we're together all the time, Daddy will come to you every night to get you ready for bed. If I can't be there, I'll call to make sure you've followed my rules about bath, teeth, and bedtime. My baby girl needs her sleep."

      "Okay…Daddy."

      I tensed as he began to remove my dress. I loved my body, but I wasn't used to being naked with anyone. And a part of me wondered if he'd like what he saw. He stripped it over my head and laid it on the island top.

      "Rule four…you will always allow Daddy to make you feel good."

      I shivered as he teased my cotton-covered pussy and my face heated when I noticed the minute that he realized I was already soaked. But he didn't comment on it, just kept stroking the backs of his fingers over me.

      "Rule five…Daddy will make all your doctor's appointments and will be there. I’ll need the numbers of your regular doctor and your gynecologist. I want to make sure my baby girl is healthy. Are you on birth control, baby girl?"

      "Yes, Daddy."

      "Good, Daddy wants alone time with you until we decide we're ready for babies, but I know sometimes surprises happen."

      I stared at him with an expression that I knew showed my shock. Babies meant permanence—more than some fun before we went our separate ways.

      "Via, I've been waiting a year for you to stop hiding from me. I've interrogated Lyndon for every piece of information about you. Asked advice on how I could make you mine. Even Dad keeps asking if I've gotten my head out of my ass yet. This is just the start. I want more nights of just us and meals. Curling up on the couch to watch TV. You sleeping in my arms. In my gut, I know you're who I want, I just need to be patient and let you catch up."

      I wasn't the first move kind of person, but I threw my arms around his neck and pressed my mouth to his. His arms came around me and tugged me to the edge of the counter. His tongue teased mine, and I locked my legs around his waist as he lifted me. I was nervous, but I trusted him, and I sensed I was safe. I hoped my instincts were right and that I'd found the man who could be my one.
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      Donavan

      

      It was bath time for my baby girl. I filled the big tub and added bubbles. I caught her dancing nervously from one barefoot to the other. She was uncomfortable with being naked around me, but she'd learn I was going to keep her bare a lot in our time together. My cock jerked thinking of the toys I'd bought her that were currently hidden away in the box on the floor beside where I knelt.

      "Come on, baby girl, in the tub. Daddy needs to get you clean before bedtime." I took her tiny hand in mine and helped her into the water.

      She lowered until the bubbles rose to her chin. I used a cup to wet her hair as she covered her face with her hands. I took my time working the lather through the thick, wet silk of her hair. Massaging her scalp and noticing the way she relaxed into my touch.

      "Tip your head back." She did, and I stripped all the shampoo from her hair. Once I was satisfied, I turned off the water. I soaped a rag and washed every inch of her. Paying special attention to her large, heavy breasts and the curls at the apex of her thighs. She was moaning and shaking, arching into my strokes. I loved the rolls of her belly and the slight sag of her breasts. The tips were a few shades lighter pink than her lips—they were soft and puffy with hard tips. The perfect little mouthful.

      I even loved her pale stretch marks. I loved them because they belonged to my baby girl.

      "I need you to get on your hands and knees. I have to wash your bottom."

      It was taking every ounce of strength I possessed to keep my hands from shaking. Dreaming of something for a year didn't prepare you for the reality of it. Via agreed to my rules. She picked her safeword. And now my baby girl was mine to take care of however I wanted.

      Her consent was my salvation. Her trust the sweetest promise. As she bent over with her bottom to me, I used my left hand to part her ample cheeks to expose her tiny asshole. Instead of the rag, I soaped my fingers and teased the wrinkled skin. She gasped as the tip of my middle finger breached her.

      "That feels funny, Daddy."

      "I know, baby girl, but Daddy needs you to get used to your bottom being played with. You want to make Daddy happy, right?"

      "Y—yes, Daddy."

      "Good girl." I removed my finger and opened the box. I pulled out the lube and the small plug I purchased her. I had several sizes to work her up to taking my thicker cock. Using my thumb, I popped the cap and added a bit to the plug, slicking it, and I picked it up with my fingers circled around the base.

      "Now, you'll want to tighten, but when Daddy pushes in, I want you to push out." The plug was steel with a pink crystal in the base. I placed the tapered tip at her little hole and started with a light thrusting as I watched the rim flex. She was hissing and trying to hold still. I praised her and rubbed her lower back. Finally, the thickest part slipped inside, and quickly, she was filled.

      I sat her back down in the water and placed my fingertips beneath her chin to tilt her head back. I kissed her tenderly with closed mouth caresses. Just nipping at the curves. I put my right hand under the water and tapped at her plug.

      "Does your bottom feel full?"

      "Yes, Daddy."

      "Daddy is going to make you wear one every day, each one larger so you're all nice and stretched. Daddy doesn't want to hurt you, baby girl."

      We made out, and I played with her ass and pussy until she was slick and begging for something she didn't understand. That's what I was there for. I knew what my baby girl needed. I stood her up and used the removable shower head to rinse her completely.

      I took my time drying her, putting her in the little gown I bought her and brushing her hair. I twisted her silky waves into a messy, crooked bun, and she giggled when she caught sight of herself in the mirror. "I'm not good at everything, baby girl, but I'll get plenty of practice after your baths.

      "Bedtime."

      I patted her bottom to get her moving into the bedroom. She stood beside my king-sized bed and waited for me to turn down the covers. I helped her onto the bed. She was so beautiful. I couldn't resist taking a seat beside her. The shifting of emotions across her face fascinated me. I rolled her gown up over her belly and parted her thighs, positioning her left leg over my lap to keep her open for me.

      Her breath stuttered past her lips as I fucked her with the plug.

      "Are you ready for Daddy, baby girl?" As I asked, I opened the nightstand drawer to grab condoms and lube.

      My cock was thick, and while she wasn't a virgin, her pussy was still tight. I wouldn't cause her discomfort for anything in the world. I slicked two fingers and eased them into her hole.

      "You have to relax, baby girl. There's no need for you to be nervous. Daddy won't hurt you."

      I slowly stroked in and out as I eased down to lie beside her. I avoided her clit and slowly finger fucked her until she was moving her hips, working her tight pussy onto my digits.

      "Does that feel good, baby girl?"

      She gasped as I tapped her G-spot. "Daddy," she whimpered my name.

      "Daddy wants to taste his little girl; tell Daddy you want it too."

      "Please, Daddy, please."

      I slid down the bed and shoved her soft gown up to her chin. I plucked at her hard nipples and latched onto her clit. She bucked hard and twisted her body. She wiggled away until she closed her legs tight. I smacked her bare ass, and teary eyes flew to me, and I did it again and again until her cheeks turned red.

      "You don't deny Daddy. My little girl belongs to me, especially this tight pussy." She was curled into a fetal position, and I shoved two fingers back inside her, and my thumb stroked the base of the toy in her ass.

      I made her take it. She writhed on the bed and clawed at the sheets until she could grab her teddy. And I then stopped and got off the bed. I shoved my jeans off, then removed the vibrator from the nightstand. I sheathed my cock and forced her onto her back. She stared up at me with wide eyes.

      I settled onto the mattress between her thighs. I sat back on my heels, and I grabbed the base of my cock. The second I touched the tip to her hole, I thrust, and she screamed as she threw her head back. I picked up the vibrator, turned it on, then placed the tip at the top of her slit.

      I spread my free hand on her lower belly, parting her pussy lips with my thumb and forefinger. She was soaked and tight, and I placed the toy right on her clit. She tried to escape again.

      "Donavan, it's too much, I can't—"

      She broke off with an agonized groan as I felt her first orgasm hit her.

      "There's one, baby girl. Time for number two."

      I turned the power up and started deep stroking her pretty pussy. Her hair had come loose from her bun, the strands sticking to her sweaty, flushed face, and she was holding her teddy tight. She whimpered and begged. Her lips parted, and I quickened my thrusts until I rocked the bed.

      My jaw clenched as I fought off my own release as she clamped down hard, her stomach sucked in, and she curled upward.

      "Daddy, please, I won't…I won't try to get…" She squeaked as I felt her second release wet the bed and her face flamed.

      I turned off the toy and laid down with my forearms braced beside her head. I kissed her spiky lashes, her wet cheeks, the tip of her cute nose, and then her parted lips. Her teddy was clutched in her right arm. I began a slow, deep rhythm until she was letting out soft moans.

      "Baby girl, you're so beautiful. Soft." My back arched as I rolled my hips, felt her clenching around my cock. "Daddy loves his baby girl. Are you going to give Daddy a third one?" I sensuously loved on my baby girl. I forced her first two releases from her, but her third, I wanted to take longer, draw it out.

      I eased down her body, slipping from her, and she tried to hold me, but I had other plans. I kissed the hard tips of her nipples, licked and sucked on them until she was scoring my scalp with her nails. I curved my hands around the sides and pushed them together, drawing both nipples inside. Biting down on them and feeling her shiver.

      "Did Daddy make you feel good?"

      "Yes, Daddy."

      "You felt so good getting off on Daddy's cock." I licked a path over her rounded belly until I could place her thighs on my shoulders. I lovingly nipped at her plump lips, the more delicate inner ones, and teased my tongue around her tender hole. She was swollen from my attention.

      She moved her body, twisted and arched, and her legs lifted to her chest. It opened her pussy lips wider for me, giving me greater access. As I ate her, I reached under me to remove the condom.

      "You taste and smell so good, baby girl." I reversed my path until I was seated between her thighs. "Can Daddy take you bare?"

      She nodded, but that wasn't good enough.

      "No, you use your words. Daddy always wants to know my baby girl wants the things I do to her…with her."

      "Please, Daddy? I want to feel you again."

      "Then put Daddy's cock inside." I cursed at the sensation of her small, trembling hand wrapping around my dick. Then she arched her hips, and I slid into her. I fisted my hands in her hair. Condoms were always used, so the strangeness of her heat, the silkiness of her pussy, and the wetness—I rested my forehead on hers.

      "What's wrong, Daddy?"

      "You feel so perfect…just right." I groaned as I started loving on her again, she was loosely hugging my neck as we shared kisses. She arched her back to rub her nipples through the thick hair on my chest. "You like your hairy Daddy?"

      Her sweet little moan told me all I needed to know. Then the need to get off took over. Our bodies came together in a slow dance. I cupped her breast, my thumb and index finger encircling and squeezing the puffy areola. I groaned as I started to fuck her harder— my balls ached, and my muscles shook, I was close.

      "Touch yourself…now."

      She shoved her hand between our bellies, and she rubbed her fat, swollen clit, making my movements stuttered. I slammed my mouth onto hers, kissing her roughly as I tasted her scream. She froze beneath me, the rush of her release triggered mine. I sealed my hips to her and shot into her. I quickly lifted my hips to look down to see my cock covered with cum and her release.

      "Just where Daddy belongs." I braced my weight on my arms as I tenderly stroked her tangled hair and grinned as she lazily drew her nails up and down my ribs. "You're mine now, baby girl." I gave her one more shallow thrust.

      "Only want to be yours." Her lids looked heavy, and her sweet voice was slightly slurred.

      "Come on, baby girl, get up. You have to use the potty, and I need to clean you up." It took some work before I got her out of bed and was leading her to the bathroom. I sat her on the toilet, and she was so sleepy she didn't even think twice. While she was doing her thing, I cleaned up and wet a warm rag for her too.

      I cleaned her up with wipes before leading her back to bed, covering the wet spot with a towel. I helped her back into bed, removed her nightgown, and I parted her thighs gently, holding them open to take the rag to her. Making sure to carefully clean around her plug. Once I was satisfied, I placed all the items on another towel and laid it on the floor.

      "Thank you, Daddy."

      "You're welcome. I'll always take care of you." I held her as I handed her her teddy, then pulled the covers over us. “Now, you need to get some rest, baby girl."

      "Okay."

      She settled in, and I laid there watching her sleep as she nuzzled my chest. A small smile teased the corners of her mouth as the hair tickled her nose. A year of waiting finally came to an end. I knew we still had a ways to go before she'd accept the way I already felt about her. My life had always been about going with my gut, and my baby girl, from the first moment I saw her, I knew she was mine. I'd earned her body and trust. Now I needed to see how long it would take me to earn her love.
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      Via

      

      Three months, six days, and twelve hours, that's how long it had been since our first date. It was still odd sometimes to see him and know that I didn't have to hide behind furniture. Every day at lunchtime, he came to the office with a lunchbox with what he'd made or picked up for me. I was seated at his counter having the snack he made me while he finished dinner.

      Sometimes I still wondered if it was real. We discussed the future, even children, but we both weren't in a hurry for that. I'd taken care of people since I was a kid. He made it so easy for me to just relax and trust him.

      "Baby girl?"

      I watched as he turned off the stove and started getting my plate and cup ready. "Yes, Daddy?"

      I loved his smile when I called him Daddy. The harsh angles of his face seemed to soften. He walked around the island to stop and turn me to face him.

      "Did I ever tell you this is my favorite of your headbands?"

      He fingered the greenery and floral band that I wore slightly off to the side. He loved my braids and pigtails, but I knew he preferred my hair down. I was wearing a pink sundress with thin straps. The bodice fitted enough to handle the size of my breasts. He made me wear a sweater because he said Daddy was the only one who could see me like that.

      "No, I thought you liked the pink rosebuds and bronze thread in my pigtails…"

      "That is my favorite too." He lowered his mouth to mine. "I love everything about you, baby girl."

      My cheeks heated, and I tried to look away, but he trapped my chin with his thumb and index finger."

      "Don't look away when I say I love everything about you."

      "Sometimes I don't feel like I'll be enough, everything is new…I worry you'll get bored."

      He dropped a kiss to my lips, but he frustrated me when he didn’t deepen it. While I loved the sex part of our relationship, there was just something about the way he took care of me. The baths and the meals, the way he fed me every bite, and the careful way he brushed and braided my hair. "I love when you're honest with me…then I can work on correcting your assumptions. I worked hard to get you to notice me and to stop hiding. Now it’s time for dinner.”

      I settled in, and as we did every night, he fed me off our shared plate. He slipped the fork between my lips, then while I chewed, he ate a bite of his own. When it came to the last bite, I squeezed my lips closed and shook my head.

      “One more bite, baby girl, good girls eat all their food.”

      I pouted as I ate the last forkful. He gave me my sippy cup of juice. As I drank, he cleaned the kitchen and washed the dishes.

      He tickled my belly, and I giggled as he scooped me into his arms and carried me to the couch. He sat down and cradled me across his lap. I laid my head in the crook of his elbow, and he patted my bottom as he gazed down at me. I wrinkled my nose when he dropped a kiss on the tip of it.

      These were my favorite times of the day, when he held and rocked me. I was really liking the new rocking chair in our bedroom. Some people might find it weird, but I loved it when my Daddy babied me. My contentment at giving my care over to him made us both happy. Nothing was wrong with that.

      “I didn’t know you wanted to be my Daddy.”

      “And I was hopeful you wanted to be my baby girl. We have to talk about something important.”

      “No, don’t make me.” I pouted, and his chest vibrated with his gruff laughter.

      “I want to live together.”

      He stopped rocking me, and I stared at him. I’d learned my Daddy liked to explain things in detail before I answered. He gave me choices, but we both understood that the decisions he made were always best for both of us. I trusted my Daddy completely to know best.

      “I don’t like spending nights away from you. But I know you have your priorities, so what I suggest is that I pack a bag and take up residence in your room until I can build us a place out behind your house.”

      “You’d live with us? All the craziness and…” I stopped talking as my brain was overwhelmed by what he was offering. My family wasn’t the easiest to get along with, and they required a lot of attention. Even if he didn’t spend the night at my house, he arrived every night at bedtime to bathe and tuck me in. I hated sleeping alone when he had to work overtime or had a super-early meeting.

      “Yes, because being with you is what I want, where that is isn’t important. I want to make life easier on you, and the other men in your life need you close just as much as you need to be there with them too. Before we even started dating and I thought about having you around all the time, I knew I’d have to have a plan that included your Dad, Grandpa, and Papa.”

      “Donavan, you don’t have to give up your life here.”

      “Baby girl, you are my life, and if that means taking on a few roommates while we build our house, I can do that. So what do you say, baby girl? Make your Daddy happy and say yes.”

      I struggled to sit up from the position he had me in and straddled his thighs. He slipped his calloused hands beneath my skirt and stroked my thighs.

      “Daddy?” I tilted my head and fingered the hem of his t-shirt.

      “Yes, baby girl?”

      “I’d really like to live with you.”

      “Just like?”

      “Maybe a little more than like.” I held my hand up, placing my thumb and index finger an inch apart.

      “You’re gonna break Daddy’s heart.”

      I rubbed his chest and grinned at him as he pinched my chin and then leaned in to give me a soft kiss.

      “I love you, Daddy.”

      He didn’t answer, and I suddenly got nervous. We’d never said the three little words and I felt maybe I’d stepped over a line. I held my breath as he eased my dress over my head to leave me in nothing but my ruffled panties. He removed his t-shirt and dropped it to the floor to join my dress.

      I shivered and gasped as he straightened, and his hairy chest teased my hard nipples. His mouth touched mine, and I closed my eyes.

      “I knew I’d love you from the second I saw the way you looked at me. That shy way you had of hiding from me. I love you. I want to spend the rest of my life with you.”

      “You do?” I asked against his smile.

      He nodded and rubbed our mouths together. He tenderly followed the curves of my body, lovingly squeezed the flare of my hips, the soft roundness of my belly, and then cupped my sensitive breasts.

      “I will always be honest with you. I always want you to be my baby girl. I’m going to keep the apartment for us to have a getaway spot when we want to just be the two of us. After I build your perfect house, I’ll sell it.

      “Some nights Daddy’s going to want to play with his baby girl. Let you have your naked time to run around.” He nipped at my bottom lip. “Daddy loves watching his baby girl hump her teddy bear in front of the TV.”

      “But you spank me when you catch me.”

      “That’s because you didn’t ask me first. Bad girls play with themselves without permission. Tomorrow we’ll move into your house, but tonight, Daddy wants to play with his baby girl.”

      My heart picked up its pace, and my tummy felt funny. “Can I watch cartoons, Daddy, please?”

      “Yes, but only an hour and you know the rules.”

      I slipped off his lap and turned my back to him. Then I lowered my panties to the middle of my thighs. He groaned as I lowered myself. A soft whimper fell from my lips as I slid down his cock. He stretched me just right. Cartoons meant watching them while sitting on Daddy’s dick. I tipped my head to the side as he nipped at my neck and he started the cartoons. I never really watched them. I just liked the stretch of him filling me.

      “I love you, baby girl. The perfect baby girl for Daddy.”

      I smiled as he hugged me to his chest, and we lapsed into silence. I closed my eyes to take in his warmth, the scent of his skin, and the tickle of his body hair. I’d spent a year hiding from him. I’d always regret that in some way, but this was perfect. I was always meant to be Daddy’s.
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      Via

      

      A year later

      I laughed as I watched Daddy from the bed when he went around making sure all the curtains were tightly closed in our loft bedroom, which overlooked a huge open living space. It was our first night in our newly built A-frame cottage behind the home I'd shared with my family. I remembered the night he'd told me we were moving in together. Nerves had tightened my stomach at the thought of leaving the home that I'd worked my ass off to make a safe space for all of us.

      I'd assumed I loved him with everything in me, but it had overwhelmed me when he'd packed a bag and made my bedroom ours. While he built our cozy little home with his own hands, he'd lived happily in the chaos that was my life for twenty-five years.

      The other men in my life now lived alone with private nurses and a housekeeper around the clock. Not hovering was taking a bit of getting used to.

      Daddy made sure my life was nice and always stress-free. He was obsessive about my happiness. When he turned back to me with a glare on his handsome face, strict Daddy was firmly in place.

      "Baby girl"—my title stern and growled—"you know it's rude to laugh at Daddy."

      "I'm sorry, Daddy."

      "I don't think you are."

      I slipped off the opposite side of the bed as he stalked toward me.

      "You know running will only make your punishment worse."

      My eyes widened as he lifted the paddle from the peg where he’d hung it by the door before he continued, stopping beside my spanking bench. It didn't get used nearly as much as I probably needed. We'd discovered I was more than a little bratty. He claimed it was my way of making up for lost time. The freedom was new and intoxicating, and sometimes I acted out. Daddy was always there to make sure I learned my lesson. Punishment was always done out of love and correction, never cruelty. That didn't make my spankings or the thirty minutes I sometimes knelt in the corner any easier.

      "Assume the position."

      I didn't argue. I knew it wouldn't do me any good. I knelt on the padded footrest and bent over the spanking bench. My hands shook as I lowered my panties and lifted the ruffled bottom of my gown to my waist.

      "Can I hold my teddy, Daddy?"

      "No, this is punishment. You can have your comfort item afterward."

      At his refusal, I felt tears sting my eyes and braced for the first hit of the thick paddle. I yelped as it connected, the sound of it was loud and grew louder the more it connected. My bottom was on fire, and the pain made me cry louder, tears hot on my cheeks. I nearly lost count, but finally made it to ten and he was done.

      He helped me to my feet, and my panties fell to the floor. I whimpered as my abused bottom met his hard thighs, and he hugged me to him. He kissed away my tears. He hated being stern with me. Hurting me upset him, but rules were important. If I followed them, I was always safe. He wanted me to be respectful and the good little he knew I could be, but the brat always had a way of coming out.

      "You okay, baby girl?"

      "Yes, Daddy."

      "You know why I punish you, and I know all your new freedom…I know you're still adjusting, but you have to be respectful. You know I make sure the curtains are closed and the doors are locked for your peace of mind. Daddy wouldn't want to embarrass you for anything."

      "I know."

      Only a few people knew what he was to me, that I called him Daddy and I was always his baby girl. Over a year and a half later, I still marveled at waking up each day with him kissing me, loving on me, and then getting me ready for work. Some days, I'd waited for it to become stifling. That hadn't been the case. Each day was another one of freedom. Yes, I had rules to obey and a Daddy whose strictness adhered staunchly to those edicts, but I never worried. And when I did, Daddy always made it better.

      "Now, it's time for bed, baby girl. You have work in the morning. First, bend over the bed so I can put on your medicine."

      I'd wondered if he would put the soothing cream on my bottom; more often than not, he didn't to remind me of my lesson. I shivered as the cold ointment spread over my sore cheeks, and I sighed in relief, but that sigh turned to a scream as I was stuffed full of Daddy's cock.

      He held still as he finished tending me and then he fucked me. My arms were unable to hold me up, and I buried my face in the heavy quilt. I clawed and begged, screamed Daddy until it echoed through our home. He pounded me past the point of comfort, and I lifted my left leg onto the bed to open wider. I needed deeper. Daddy used me brutally, and as much as I loved the hours of teasing foreplay and lazily sex, I craved his savagery more.

      "Touch yourself, baby girl."

      I did as he ordered as he pounded my G-spot, and I abused my poor, swollen clit. I came with a scream and his hands spread over my lower back, forcing me down onto the mattress. He gave and took, pain and pleasure blending into some surreal experience. He slammed into me one last time, filling me with his release, and I felt it trickle out to meet my fingertips where my hand was wrapped beneath me.

      As he laid his full weight on top of me, he kissed me lazily, then he told me he loved me. That there was no greater gift than me. He slipped his arm beneath my belly and moved us. I whimpered as his cock slipped free. I hated being empty, loathed when he wasn't with me.

      We snuggled in the middle of our bed. Coming down from our highs and talking in whispers.

      I wasn't doing too bad for that odd, little girl, and savored the fact that happily ever afters weren’t just for children's stories.

      

      
        
        THE END
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        Ah! This pain… deep and dark, with exquisite trials; And then I started loving it, no more it hurts. -Junti

      

      

      

      Lily

      

      The pendulum on the ornate silver and gold wall clock swings back and forth in click, click, clicks of time.

      Nearly four o’clock. Master will be home soon. My stomach turns. I’m tempted to get up from where I kneel on the marble floor. Check myself over in the hall mirror one last time. Check the wreath of flowers master instructed me to wear like a crown. Check my honey-almond hair piled neatly in a bun on top of my head like a ballerina. But I know my appearance doesn’t matter. If Master wants to be displeased, he’ll find fault.

      One day he praises me for wearing my hair down. One day he punishes. These days he punishes just to punish.

      My bare knees ache from kneeling, but like a hundred times before, I block out the discomfort. Rise above it. There was a time I would relish it. Exult in the beauty of ceremony. Find pleasure in pain.

      Now I know better.

      The lock snicks. The handle turns.

      I tense and hold my breath. Will myself to relax. Will the peaceful calm to wash over me.

      A silhouette fills the door and my heart thumps so hard I want to clench my hands over my chest to quiet it. But I don’t move.

      Barely breathe.

      This figure’s shoulders are too broad to be Master. His muscular build too defined. Too lethal. He walks with the coiled power of a panther.

      The thump of his boots echo across the marble floor, once, twice. Three long strides and he’s in front of me. Strong thighs stretch black denim as he squats to my level. Elbows on knees, he’s casual. Black collarless leather jacket spread open over a dark tee-shirt. He observes me like a misplaced blade of grass growing from the marble floor.

      His face is much like Master’s beautiful Greek features, but so different. Chiseled where Master has grown soft. Rugged, weathered, where Master is refined. But their mouths are both wide. Lips full. Their eyes, shining jewels, the color not quite brown. Not quite gold. Wholly, lethally mesmerizing.

      Though I’ve never met this man, I know who he is. Master boasted about him. The assassin. A military trained sniper who took a yen to killing. He’s Master’s brother. He’s Maximus Brakas.

      He is Death.

      And if he’s here, crouching down in front of me, that can only mean I am about to die. Hasn’t Master threatened this very thing over and over? Told me the consequence should he grow tired of me. Should I cross him. Should I try to run.

      All roads lead to Death.

      And if I die, who will take care of...

      Chin wobbling, I look Death in the eyes. His mesmerizing eyes. And he studies me like a scientist discovering something he can’t quite understand.

      The delicious scent of leather and man weave around me. His clean masculine scent is so at odds with who he is, I flash hot and cold. He should smell of brimstone and blood. Not warmth and sun-dried linens. Nothing about him should give me comfort, but his scent reassures me even as my heart speeds with anxiety.

      There have been many times with Master, I thought he may kill me, but this is it. This is where I end.

      I send a silent apology out to Me’me, for failing her.

      Death reaches a hand out and I work not to flinch away as he takes my chin. Tilts my face this way and that. He lifts my left arm and then my right, and I am a lifeless marionette, allowing my limbs be lifted and lowered however he chooses.

      Hard, dark eyes inspect my bruises. Some purple on my right arm. Blotchy shades of green on the side of my left breast and ribs. Master’s last outburst was over a week ago now, so they’re mostly healed.

      “These bruises. Were they from consensual play?” His voice is gruff and his words so unexpected it takes me more than a moment to process the question.

      Consensual play? A voice in the back of my head wonders, what’s that? Even as my throat works and my eyes sting with shame. Slowly I shake my head, my body betraying me before I can think to lie.

      No, none of my bruises were formed consensually. Our play moved far past consensual the moment I stepped over the threshold of this penthouse, and I’ve been in a hell of fear and pain since then.

      There were times I prayed for death, but now that he’s here…

      “How long do you wait here like this?” There’s a layer of condescension in this question.

      A hot rush scolds my chest. I want to cover up and not be seen like this, on my knees, spread out and posed for a master who hates me. And now, this man. This man who is judging me.

      “As long as I have to.”

      “Such dedication. Or is it fear?”

      Rough, broken knuckles skim down my stomach from sternum to just below my navel. I suck in a breath. He stares at my bare pussy for a time and I contemplate opening my legs further. He wouldn’t be taking anything that hasn’t been taken many times before. Better to not fight it. Perhaps he’ll grow bored if he sees my fire is gone. Extinguished.

      He can have me. He can have anything he wants.

      Dark eyes watch my face as he skims my folds. There is a challenge in his gaze. A warning before he says, “Sabin never enjoyed consensual much. He prefers taking. I enjoy taking too. And you—” he pauses. Watching me. Reading me. “Like a little fear, don’t you?”

      This is an observation, not a question, so I remain silent. I’ve learned it’s best that way.

      He pushes a finger inside me and humiliation infuses every fiber of my being, like an internal rash. Not from the violation of it, but because I’m wet.

      The smell and heat of him so near combined with my quavering, sickening fear and shame in this moment have created a tantalizing aphrodisiac and it’s been so long since I’ve been tantalized. Tempted to become unanesthetized and wake from the numb haze I try to keep myself in.

      “I bet you enjoy a little pain too.” His finger takes on a leisurely pump. His thumb circles my clit. And his free hand torments the nipple of my unbruised breast in sharp pinches and a calculated twist. The movement isn’t nearly as vicious as most pain Master inflicts on me regularly, but so much crueler.

      Just enough pressure to bite. To awaken. To feel good.

      Only habit and training keep me from moving. Closing my legs. Grabbing his hands. Swatting them away. Fighting his touch. Begging.

      I hate being reduced to begging.

      Despite the chill of the entryway, sweat beads in the small of my back. My hairline.

      A tear makes a slow glide down my hot cheek and he watches me, unmoved. He plucks at my clit and adds a second broad finger. It glides in easily. So easily through my wetness.

      My hands remain clutched to my bare thighs, but there is a tide rising in me. Coiling tight. I can’t remember the last time I begged, but a “Please,” breaks free before I can stop it. I manage to hold back the rest. Please stop touching me. Please stop making me feel. Please don’t make me come.

      “Stop fighting me, little one,” he says as if he could hear all my pleas.

      I’m not, I want to scream. But I am. I’m fighting the sensations. The buildup. I’m fighting the inevitable.

      He continues to manipulate my body in silence. Flicking my clit. Plucking my nipple. A wet digit moves back to my bottom hole, circling the pucker. All the while he watches me. Pumps broad fingers inside me.

      One more twist of my nipple and I’m choking on my orgasm, tears trailing unchecked down my face. He observes me for another minute before removing his hand from between my legs and wiping his fingers on his jeans.

      “Go put on some clothes and pack what’s most important to you. We’re leaving.”

      Confusion hits me. Like seeing a giraffe ride a bicycle, his words are completely out of place. Leaving? “Aren’t you here to kill me?”

      He stills. “What would make you say that?”

      “Because—you—you’re Master’s brother, aren’t you? He calls you Death. He said—he said—” I stuttered and break off, unable to get the words out.

      He’s said his brother enjoys torturing women like me. Bad girls who like to play whore and deserve to be punished. That my death will likely be dealt out slow and messy, because his brother likes blood. That he’ll enjoy watching me bleed.

      Master said however mean I may think he is, his brother was far worse.

      Death’s thick brows pull down as his large hand cups my neck, his fingers still slightly damp. One calloused thumb runs along the column of my windpipe. Gently up. Gently down. He applies a delicate amount of pressure as if gauging how much it would take to crush the air out of me.

      Likely, not much. I’m already finding it hard to breathe.

      “Do you want to die? Would you like me to kill you?”

      I swallow hard against his grip and shake my head. Maybe there have been times I’ve wanted to die, but I can’t. Someone is counting on me, and right now with Death’s eyes on me and his fist gripping my throat, I want a life beyond the cards dealt me. I want to be free.

      “Then go get your shit. No more than one bag.”

      Something inside me quavers. “What about Master, he will—”

      “He doesn’t deserve that title,” Death snaps, standing to loom so tall over me I crane my neck all the way back to look up at him. “Get off the floor and go put on some clothes. Make sure those bruises are covered. It’s time to go.”

      My mind crowds with more questions than space. Is Master coming back? Will I be punished if I leave? Will I be punished if I stay? Why is this man taking me?

      He glares down at me and I realize I’ve been still too long and scramble off the floor and do as I’m told.

      If my time with Master Sabin taught me anything it’s that you don’t cross Brakas men.
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      Maximus

      

      Sweet.

      Flowery.

      Innocent.

      The scent of her is never going to come out of the upholstery of my car.

      I crack the window to let in some fetid air of the city. Car exhaust. Garbage. Humanity. It doesn’t cancel out the smell of her, but it helps balance it. Helps clear my mind.

      Occupying the passenger seat, she sits with hands primly folded in her lap, as if in prayer. So angelic. So pure. It’s fucking with my head. Making me almost feel guilty for wanting to tie her up and make her cry with pleasure and confusion and shame, all over again.

      And I do. I fucking do.

      Watching her struggle between least resistance and grasping for control was exquisite.

      My fingers still tingle from her hot little clutch.

      I hadn’t meant to touch her. Just collect her and get the information I need while Sabin is out of the way, but then I hadn’t expected a naked fairy sprite to offer herself up like a sexual buffet either. Creatures like her don’t exist in my world. My brother’s either.

      Our world smells of blood and death. Not sunshine and flowers.

      She’s ridiculously virginal in a yellow sundress and white cardigan, and that slightly askew fucking halo of flowers on her head. And that bun. It’s like she just came from a wedding where she was the flower girl, or something. Not kneeling like a used up wet dream on my brother’s fancy marble floors, asking if I was going to kill her.

      When she came up as the name on Sabin’s security box at his bank, and later identified as his latest plaything, I hadn’t even thought to look for a picture. All of Sabin’s women tend to look the same. Beautiful. Vapid. Broken.

      Lily Ames is beautiful, but she’s beautiful like the view from the top of a mountain on a clear day. It’s something to behold and savor. You can lose time looking at that shit. Lose perspective and start daydreaming of the impossible.

      This girl, Sabin’s most recent whore is a total surprise.

      I fucking hate surprises.

      Everything was going to plan. Sabin got picked for some loose charges that have to do with the feds planting a gun registered in his name at a crime scene. The second he called his lawyer I was on the move.

      His laptop had nothing on it, but I still copied everything onto a thumb drive I pocketed for later. Most of the few things I took from his home safe are in the trunk. I glanced at the contents of his account books. They looked clean. Too clean. I doubt he’d be stupid enough to keep anything incriminating at his penthouse, but I’m itching to pour over them, look at every detail and transaction.

      I pocketed the only ID and passport he had of Lily. I’d left his passports, the real ones and the fakes. I left our grandfather’s pocket watch. I left dad’s gold plated 1960 Browning Baby Renaissance .25 caliber semi-automatic Belgium pistol with pearl inlay that Sabin retrieved off the small-time crime boss who killed our parents.

      I took our mother’s wedding ring. Not because I want it, or will ever use it. He just doesn’t deserve it. Neither does any unfortunate whore he might marry.

      Lily gives a delicate cough.

      I glance over at her, still in the exact same Sunday school position she’s been in since I started the car. From sex slave to school girl… shit. Had I not found her license stashed away I’d be worried Sabin kidnapped a minor. According to her ID, little Ms. Ames is twenty-four. Old enough to know why she should stay away from men like Sabin. Men like me. Young enough to be learning the lesson for the first time.

      “How long has Sabin had you?”

      “Eighteen months.”

      I glance over her with some concern. Another unpleasant surprise. I’m suddenly wondering if she would have been the unfortunate whore wearing our mother’s ring had I not shown up today.

      Lily had only just recently come up on my reports as who I assumed was Sabin’s flavor of the month. Eighteen months was an abnormally long time for my dear brother to keep one of his playthings. He either really likes her, or she’s worth something.

      “Where’d he find you?”

      “I was a dancer. He would come in and pay extra for me to… be exclusive to him.”

      Sure. Exclusive to kneel at his feet and blow him. Exclusive to taking whatever abuse he doled out. The image makes me more homicidal than usual and I work to block it from my mind.

      “May I ask where we’re going?” She’s turned to face me, spine ramrod straight, shoulders squared. But her hands are clenched as if she’s willfully strangling her courage into submission.

      “No.”

      “Ar—are you going to be my new master?”

      I brake hard, nearly hitting the jackass who abruptly swerves out in front of me.

      Am I her new master? My mind rebels even as my dick punches my zipper. Even bruised up, she’s more tempting than a blowjob wrapped in a box of money. I don’t keep women, not the way Sabin does. I play with my more than willing victims in the space and time arranged, then walk away.

      But the thought of keeping her…

      Instead of answering I change the subject. “Who’s your people?” Maybe she’s from a powerful family and that’s why Sabin has kept her so long.

      “What do you mean?”

      “Your family.”

      “I don’t have one.”

      “No one?”

      She pauses too long before shaking her head in the negative and turns to stare out the passenger side window. I don’t need to pry further. She can keep her sob story to herself.

      Of course, Sabin would choose a wounded little orphan girl. No one to notice if she disappeared. No one to care if she turned up in a shallow grave or a prostitute with a heroin addiction. That’s how Sabin pensions off girls unfortunate enough to crawl under his thumb. But he always covers his tracks.

      I sigh, and pull into the underground parking of the bank, find a spot out of the view of security cameras and park. The precaution is more out of habit than necessity, but it’s always better to be on the safe side.

      “This is what’s about to happen,” I tell her. “We’re going to go upstairs and you are going to ask for your security box. It’s in your name, but the contents belong to me. In exchange for your cooperation, I’m going to let you live and transfer thirty thousand dollars into your bank account.”

      She gasps, ocean blue doe eyes blinking.

      I don’t know who is more shocked by this. Her or me. It wasn’t part of the plan, but it feels right. It’s part of a dirty inheritance I’ve barely touched. And right now, I have to. This girl needs a leg up. She deserves so much better than using her body to get by. She deserves a lot more than I can offer her.

      “After we’re done,” I tell her. “I’m going to take you to the airport. From there, you are going to disappear.”

      “What?”

      “I suggest community college. Get some friends. Do some normal shit that doesn’t involve men who like to use you as a punching bag. Who knows. Maybe you’ll meet a boring guy. Buy a house in the suburbs. Have some boring kids.”

      The image of her doing all the aforementioned with some nameless shmuck curdles my gut.

      Her pretty winged brows pull down. “I don’t have a safe deposit box.”

      “You do. Sabin opened one in your name. I need what’s inside.”

      She goes a bit pale at this revelation. Her mouth opens and closes. “You’re-you-but why…” Wisely, she drops the why of it and settles for something rational. “I don’t have any ID. Don’t you need one? Master—Sabin,” she amends at my scowl. “He took my license and passport and—”

      She breaks off as I pull the bundle of her IDs, I snatched from my brother’s bedroom safe, out of the inner pocket of my jacket, and toss it in her lap.

      “How—”

      “Let’s go.” I break her off, opening my door. The sooner this is done the better.

      The delicate touch that lands on my wrist burns. I jerk away. “What?”

      “I—where is Sabin?”

      “Right now? I imagine he’s being processed. Maybe he’s already in a jail cell.”

      “For how long?”

      Not very, but I don’t say that. I don’t want her to panic. I don’t need her to do or say anything stupid while we’re retrieving that safe deposit box. Truth is Sabin’s smart and has good lawyers, not to mention enough money to buy judges. He could possibly maneuver himself out tomorrow. He was picked up on real charges, but no one expects them to stick. No one cares if they don’t. The objective was to get him out of the way so we can find the trail that leads to bigger fish.

      And this girl? This girl needs to cooperate. Now.

      “Does it matter?” I ask. Is this girl stupid enough to be loyal to Sabin? To fucking care? “You gonna wait for him?”

      She shakes her head in the negative. “I just wanted to know how long I have.”

      Oh, so much hope and fear in her quavering voice.

      Long buried instincts to comfort and shelter this girl try to knife their way to the surface inside me.

      She’d be better off if I bled out and died.

      “You’ve got long enough to disappear and hope he forgets you ever existed.” Hopefully.

      I can practically see the wheels turning in her head. “Wouldn’t I be safer with you?”

      Safer? “I’ve been called a lot of shit, sweetheart. Never safe.”

      “I meant for you. I know things. I know who you are. What you are. I know who Sabin is. What he does. Wouldn’t it be safer to keep me?”

      Everything in me stills. She sounds almost hopeful. Like she wants me to fucking keep her.

      “It would be safer to kill you.” I’m not going to. I don’t kill doe eyed naive little girls with blush pink lips and eager pussies. But I know what she believes. What Sabin believes. And I’m not about to dissuade either of them.

      I lean in. Leather creaks. Her breath stutters. “Let me ask one more time, little one. Do you want me to kill you?”

      She shakes her head. “Why are you doing this?”

      I don’t know if she means the safe deposit box or helping her or letting her live, so I just offer, “It’s your lucky day.”

      She gives me a queer look and starts laughing, it’s a broken disjointed laugh that only lasts a few seconds. “That’s exactly what Sabin told me the night he took me home with him. I’ve learned not to trust luck. Or men who use cliché lines to evade questions.” It’s a snappy little jaded comment that lets me know there’s more to her than I thought a second ago.

      But as if realizing her mouth had gotten away from her, she freezes, wide-eyed. She’s gone pale and clutches the door handle likes she’s about to be sick.

      “Don’t you dare throw up in my car.”

      She nods, then shakes her head, then nods.

      “I’m not going to hit you or kill you, but I swear to gods I don’t believe in, you will ride in the trunk on the way to the airport if you puke in here.”

      “I won’t. I promise.” Her hands are up, open palmed as if to ward me off. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”

      Shit. She’s about to get hysterical.

      “Enough,” I bark. “Settle down.”

      And just like that she goes still as a statue, her expression eerily blank.

      Goddammit. I don’t have time to deal with a traumatized girl.

      I grab her face and give her cheek a light slap. “Hey. Stay with me. You can lose your shit later.”

      Her eyes focus on mine. Some of her color comes back.

      Annoyed with the situation, I rip the damn flower halo off her head and toss it in the back seat. Then I toss the pins of her bun out one by one until the curtain of her silk hair tumbles around her shoulder in waves. I was hoping to obscure her features. Make her less remarkable, but now instead of looking like a little ballerina pixie sprite, she looks like a goddess. And entirely too tempting.

      Gripping the back of her head, I own her mouth with mine. Taste heaven. Suck some of the purity out of her.

      She’s passive, letting me take and take, and a part of me wants to make her respond. See what she’d taste like as an active participant.

      I release her and she touches her swollen mouth. “What was that for?”

      “I want to make sure they know you’re mine when we go up there.”

      “But I’m not.”

      “No, no you’re not.”

      And she never would be.

      “Just remember,” I tell her as we walk to the elevator. “This is your one chance. We get the contents of that deposit box. You hand it over. After I take you to the airport, I suggest you go as far as possible, as fast as possible, and hide yourself well.”
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      Lily

      

      Sabin opened a safe deposit box in my name. It makes my heart jump with terror at what else is out there with my name on it. At what he has on me. If he knows and has proof of what I did.

      The dealings at the bank are nerve wrecking. I haven’t been out of the penthouse in months. I haven’t been out of Sabin’s keeping in nearly two years. Maximus’s guiding hand on the small of my back is the only thing keeping me moving. Keeping me grounded.

      People glance and stare at us strolling through the mammoth space as the young male bank associate in a suit and overly slicked down hair leads us to a room of lock boxes, and hands over the key.

      With clammy trembling hands I open the ten by twelve-inch box, and pull out a thick paper accordion pocket folder and thumb drive. My heart thundering in my ears I reach for the binding on the flap of the folder, but before I can do as much as crack the file, it’s snatched out of my hands.

      I want to rail and scream.

      The contents of the folder and or thumb drive could tell me what happened to Me’me. Where she is. Or… or there could be things that should never see the light of day.

      Sabin. He used to like to record me with other men. And I didn’t always hate it. He knew how to make me like it.

      I shiver in memory.

      “Not here,” Maximus says and I have no idea if he’s talking about me losing it, or opening the file.

      Will he let me see the contents?

      He quickly ushers me out of the bank and back down to the car, where he locks the precious contents of the safe deposit box in the trunk.

      “Do you know what’s in that folder?” I ask. “Or what’s on the thumb drive?”

      “I have an idea.” One hand on the wheel of his sporty Audi, he gives me side eye. “Do you know what’s in the folder and thumb drive?”

      I’m too nervous. Jittery. I try to calm down and stop radiating a guilty as fuck vibe.

      I shake my head, feeling the chances of seeing the contents of those files slip away. “What do you plan to do with all of it?” I ask.

      “If it’s worth something, sell it to the highest bidder. Otherwise, I don’t know.”

      Is he serious? “Why would you do that to your brother?”

      “I have my reasons.”

      “What if it’s about me? The contents. What if that’s why he put it in my name?”

      “It’s not.”

      “How can you be so sure?”

      He gives me a patronizing, pity glance. “Do you have money? Assets?’

      “No.”

      “Does the family you’re obviously estranged from have money or assets or power?”

      “No.”

      “Then you’re not worth enough to keep anything on.”

      “But—”

      “Look, sweetheart. Whatever he told you he had on you, to make you all scared and indebted to him, it was all a mind fuck. A power trip. He likes to do that. He doesn’t care enough about you to hide any information on you. Whatever’s in those files is about him. He put it in your name to cover his tracks.”

      “What if it is about me?”

      His brows pull down in speculation. “What do you think he has on you?”

      “I don’t know,” I say too quickly. Too high pitched. “There might be videos. Recordings of me with other men.” It’s the least of my concerns, but also the least damning of everything else that could be in those files.

      He gives a long-suffering sigh. “I promise, no one’s interested in your amateur porn hour. Unless he taped you fucking a politician?”

      I miserably shake my head, but really, I have no clue.

      “My contacts are looking for specific information. Whatever sick shit Sabin has on you will be deleted, trashed, or burned.”

      I want to scream that’s not what I’m worried about, but I can tell his patience with me is running slim. And my time to get my hands on those folders is running out.

      The exit for the airport is coming up in two miles and I can’t let him leave me there. I need to know for myself what’s in that folder, and while Maximus believes Sabin has just been fucking with my head, I know it’s more than that. He’s the cat and I’m the mouse, and if he’s not done toying with me, he will hunt me down. And he will find me long before I ever find Me’me.

      If the episode at the bank is any indication, I’m not ready to be on my own yet.

      I know it’s messed up, but I spent nearly two years under the tight control of Mast--Sabin, and as much as I’m grateful to never see him again, I don’t know how to be free. Just choosing a dress to wear and what to pack had been agonizing. Poleaxing. I just scrambled and put something on, but now, now I’m going to have to decide where to go. How to take care of myself. Where to stay.

      And I’ll be all alone.

      Again.

      Maximus’s warm steadying hand had taken up residence at the small of my back from penthouse to car. From car to elevator. Elevator to bank, and back again. He’d been touching me. Mooring me to his side. It was likely so I wouldn’t bolt, but it comforted me in ways he couldn’t fathom. Wouldn’t realize. Letting me imagine I wasn’t alone.

      But now he’s not touching me, and I can’t help pluck at my skirts. He’s going to drop me off, and I won’t know where Me’me is. And I’ll be on my own.

      Again.

      Just like at seventeen after that awful day.

      I have to find Me’me. I can’t fail her again.

      “Take me with you.” The words are out before I can stop them. “Please. Keep me. I’d be a good girl. The best.” Desperation masquerading as bravery tumbles the words out of my mouth.

      He swerves around a car going slow in the middle lane, and looks at me askance.

      “I can cook. And clean,” I tell him. “And you wouldn’t even know I was there. And—”

      “I’d know you were there.” He levels me with a look before putting on his blinker and exiting towards the airport. “Look, sweetheart, Sabin’s fucked up your head, but you don’t need a master—”

      “Then be my daddy.” Nina at the strip club always talked about her “daddy.” It made me want to have one. But I got a master instead…

      Maximus’s mouth slams shut, jaw clenching, and there is a telling outline filling the front of his pants. He likes this idea.

      “You’d be a good daddy,” I say to bait, but I know it’s true just from our limited, albeit unconventional interactions.

      “You deserve a nice man—”

      “I don’t like nice men.”

      “Who’ll take care of you—”

      “Like a daddy.”

      “And give you a bit of normal.”

      “Spankings and cuddles are better.” I rest a hand on his thigh. Next to his cock.

      “I don’t cuddle.” He flicks my hand away. His jaw twitches and he runs a hand through his hair.

      “You don’t have to. Daddy.”

      When he looks at me again, his eyes are cold and dead. “You want me to use you like my brother did? Hurt you like he did.”

      My stomach twists. His tone is so much darker. Bleaker. And it reminds me of Mast—Sabin when he was in a mood. My skin has gone clammy and I wipe my hands on my dress. “No. I just want you to keep me.”

      “Why, so I can fuck up your head even worse than it already is?” He pulls to the curb and shifts into park. Putting on his hazards, he leans over me, caging me, taking my space. “Because that’s what I’d do, sweetheart. I’m not your salvation. I’d bend you and twist you and break you.”

      “I’m already broken.”

      “Only on the outside.”

      “You’re wrong. I’m broken on the inside too.” So very broken. “I was long before I went home with Sabin.”

      “What makes you think I won’t just give you back to him after I’ve had a taste of you?”

      I swallow hard. “Would you?”

      Something flashes in his eyes.

      Anger?

      His features harden even further, if possible.

      I’ve got my answer. No. I don’t understand the brothers’ relationship but, Maximus won’t let him have me back. Not once I belong to him. Maybe even not now.

      “You need to learn how to be on your own.” He opens the latch on my door so it swings open. Cool air rushes in around me.

      “I’m not ready.”

      “I put an extra ten grand in your account, sweetheart. You’ve got more than enough money.” He unclicks the buckle of my seatbelt.

      “You don’t understand.” It’s not about money. “Please don’t do this.”

      “You’ll thank me one day.”

      “Please don’t make me go. I can’t go. I can’t.” Sabin will find me, and I’ll never find Me’me.

      Maximus opens his door and steps out of the car.

      I start screaming, “Please don’t leave me!” I sob, clutching the seatbelt in two hands in case he tries to drag me out the door. “Please, Daddy. Please! Don’t do this! Take me with you. Please, Daddy!”

      I’m hysterical now, and I know I’m causing a scene. I know there will be consequences for this, but I can’t seem to stop.

      He cannot leave me.

      I will not let him.

      He slams back into the car and crashes his fist down on the dashboard.

      I jump and stop crying, and begging. And breathing.

      He curses, and passersby rubberneck as he punches the dash again and lets out a frustrated yell from between clenched teeth.

      I try to become one with the seat.

      He reaches past me and slams my door shut. With jerky movements, he wrenches the safety belt out of my hands and clicks it back in the lock, then sits forward, hands gripping the steering wheel as if he could strangle it.

      Staring straight ahead, he breathes in. He breathes out. His shoulders drop. He blows out a long breath, turns off the hazards and turns on his blinker before easing calmly back into traffic.

      We’re on the road a full minute before he says anything. “Don’t think this is over. Or that you’ve won.” His formally cold glare has gone heated with anger and diabolical calculation. “When we get back to my place, you will pay for that little scene you just pulled. You want a daddy? You’re going to get a daddy.”

      I don’t say anything. I’m elated and terrified. Sick to my stomach and… slightly wet.

      What have I just done?
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      Maximus

      

      I’ve been manipulated.

      Maneuvered.

      She shouldn’t be here. I should not be standing in my kitchen contemplating all the ways I’m going to punish and torture and fuck my brother’s plaything.

      No. His former plaything.

      She wanted me to bring her home to play house. Fine. She’s mine now.

      I should want to be rid of her. She’s a complication I don’t need. She’s too much of a target. A distraction. Every damn thing about her makes my skin tight and itchy.

      “House rules.” I tick them off on my fingers. “You don’t touch me. You don’t touch my shit. You’re not allowed in my room or bed, unless invited. You listen. You obey.”

      Her head bobs in an eager nod, like a puppy. Yeah, now she’s eager to please.

      I lift her up to set her on the counter. She’s light as a feather, but curved and plump in all the right places, and two of those right places are hard little peaks under her sundress. She grabs me to steady herself.

      “I said no touching.” My voice is harsh and demanding.

      She immediately releases me.

      “You will never make a scene like you did at the airport ever again.”

      She studies her lap and gives me a weak, “Yes, Daddy.”

      Fuck. That shouldn’t make me hard as nails, but it does. “If we’re ever in public again, you will go above and beyond not to draw attention to yourself.” I lift her skirt. “Where the fuck are your panties?” My dick leaps to life knowing she’s been bare all afternoon. In my car. At the bank.

      Her narrow shoulders lift in a shrug “I don’t have any.”

      Of course not. Shit. I don’t know why this bothers me. Makes me want to punish her harder. I wasn’t planning on letting her wear panties anyways. But it would have been my choice. My fucking dictate.

      Not his.

      The urge to fuck her, smear my cum all over her and mark her as mine, like some savage caveman, nearly doubles me over.

      I scrub a hand over my face, then bunch her skirt around her waist and prop her feet on the counter, spreading her wide in a froggy position that exposes her rosy center. She falls back on her hands.

      “Hold this position.” I give my length a squeeze to get it under control as I stalk to the fridge and wrench it open, then the crisper drawer. She watches as I pull out what I’m looking for. When I start carving, she starts shifting uncomfortably.

      “You know what this is?

      She nods.

      “You know what this is going to do?

      She nods again as I cut the last notch in the end of the ginger root to make it a butt plug. She has the face of a Disney Princess, and a body that would lead a saint to sin. I’m no saint.

      I hold it up getting a sick thrill at the misery on her face. Yeah, this will be more fun for me than her.

      “This is going to be your punishment. You’re going to remember this the next time you want to manipulate Daddy to get your way.”

      She’s already wet, her pussy glistening with it.

      “Daddy’s twisted angel.” I trace her opening with the ginger, letting the exposed spice of the root mingle with her natural nectar. “All perched and splayed like such a good girl, just waiting for me to hurt her.”

      She frowns at this and I tsk.

      “Lily, Lily, what goes on in that head of yours? Daddy’s not sure just yet, but I’m going to enjoy learning you. Breaking you,” I say. Taking my time. Enjoying toying with her. “You may have thought you were escaping with the nicer brother, but you just moved from one sadist to another. But you know that, don’t you? You like it. Hunger for it. That’s why you manipulated me into bringing you home with me.”

      “No, it’s not like that—I didn’t—”

      One sharp slap to her pussy shuts her up, the air hissing between her teeth.

      “I don’t abuse women the way Sabin does. I don’t get off on breaking bones or drawing blood… I enjoy watching pretty girls like you suffer in other ways.”

      Starting at her perineum I lick up to her clit. She gasps but holds her position. As I ease the root into her pussy she whimpers. Slowly, I fuck her with the spicy root until I know she’s coated, then pull it out. Then I taste her the way I’ve been wanting to. Like a hungry man at a feast.

      Too quickly, her core starts fluttering around my tongue and I pull back, lips tingling.

      “Eager girl, you got the only orgasm you’re getting tonight back at the penthouse.” I roll the ginger around in her juices and then start easing it into her pucker. She tightens up, not letting it in, and I slap her clit. “You open your little asshole for Daddy.”

      Whimpering she releases her muscles, and I slide the root all the way to the nubby base. The tears start almost immediately. Silent trails that run from shimmering eyes to slender throat. Subtle and simplistic in their beauty.

      And I’m a sadistic daddy, because those tears make me want more. To drive her higher and feel her snug little pussy clench as I stretch her open.

      But that’ll have to wait.

      This is punishment.

      And if I have my way, it will last all night.

      I drop her skirts and set her off the counter and onto her feet before going to the sink to wash my hands. “You’ll hold that root in your bottom until I’m ready to remove it. Is that understood?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Yes, who?’

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      “That’s right. You wanted a daddy. Now you’ve got one.”
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      Lily

      

      He makes me help him prepare dinner. It’s all very domestic and normal, except I have ginger root burning me from the inside and pussy juices running down my thighs. I thought moving about the kitchen was agony, but sitting on this metal chair and trying not to squirm around as he watches me eat, may be worse.

      His entire apartment is the antithesis of Sabin’s opulent penthouse. It’s in an old factory building that looks abandoned from the outside. The service elevator is covered in graffiti. It opens to his raw warehouse industrial type loft, and has a padlock on the metal sliding door. Everything is open and exposed. A motorcycle and helmet are propped up in one corner.

      The kitchen along the far wall has exposed shelves on brick walls and concrete counters, but it’s not done up to be trendy. There’s no decor. His leather furniture is worn and cracked in spots. The dining room table we’re sitting at seems more like something that was picked up at a flea market or left here by whatever construction crew converted this place from factory warehouse to living space.

      And the chairs? The chairs are industrial metal and beyond uncomfortable, but blessedly cool. I spread my legs and brazenly, humiliatingly press my core to the seat, but it doesn’t help. Nothing does.

      Maximus wears a taunting smirk as he sips his beer and takes another bite of medium rare meat. “You don’t like your dinner?

      I’ve barely been able to touch anything on my plate. “The food’s good. Thank you.”

      In fact, it’s the best thing I’ve had in a while. Sabin kept me on a strict diet, and I was never allowed to eat with him. Sometimes he had me feed him and other times he’d feed me bits off his plate while I sat at his feet under the table, but we never ever sat at the same table and ate like this. Like a real couple or something.

      Once the thought pops into my mind, I try to squash it. This is not real. It’s not healthy to allow myself to believe it ever could be. But it’s already taken root.

      As if to underscore my perception of what we are to each other and who I am to him, Maximus kicks my chair out a bit. Just a nudge of his boot and it scrapes over the floor planks as I’m suddenly angled out from the table. My fork clatters out of my hand.

      “Now that dinner’s over, I think we should get back to your punishment,” he says like the burning inside me had somehow paused while we cooked and ate. Like, somehow every moment since he shoved ginger up my butt hasn’t been agony.

      Beautiful, sweet agony.

      “You will repeat after me. I was a very bad girl.”

      My stomach twists tight, and I ball my fists knowing I’m not going to like the direction this is going in. “I was a very bad girl.”

      “I made a scene to manipulate Daddy.”

      “I made a scene to manipulate Daddy—but I swear I didn’t on purpose. I just couldn’t let you leave—”

      His hand slams down on the table. The dishes rattle. I sew my mouth shut.

      “I made a scene to get my way. And. I. Am. Sorry.”

      Taking in the view of my kneecaps I mumble, “I made a scene to get my way, and I’m sorry.”

      “Good, now touch yourself.”

      I jerk my head up. “What?”

      “You heard me. Put your hand under your skirt and touch yourself.”

      I know better than to make him repeat himself a third time. My hand is shaking, my fingers blessedly cool when they meet wet scorching flesh. My eyes roll closed of their own volition.

      “You’re so wet, I can see it all over your thighs. That feel good, baby girl?

      “Mmhmm. Yes, Daddy.” So good.

      “Stroke yourself. Slowly. And don’t you dare make yourself come.”

      I whimper when I have to move my hand in a slow glide, trying to avoid my clit. Trying not to rock my hips. I know he’s not going to let me come, but I’m so tempted to try to steal one. Just a little one. As much for myself as to see what Maximus will do. How far I can push him. He’s an enigma I don’t quite understand yet. He’s not who Sabin made him out to be, but he’s not the antithesis of that person either.

      I do think he’s the better brother, but much more dangerous.

      Lethal.

      It’s in the way he moves. The way he watches. The very energy that surrounds him.

      He’s a predator and at the moment I am his prey. And I’ve never wanted so badly to be caught.

      “Tell me, Lily, do you want to be a good girl?”

      “No.” I breathe the answer. It slips out before I can think to be less honest.

      Surprise flickers over his face. Excitement. I’ve gone off script, but he seems pleased. And it feels good to please this man.

      “Push your fingers deep inside yourself as if you were taking Daddy’s cock. Fuck yourself like you’d fuck me.”

      It should be degrading and depraved. Him watching me. Making me fuck myself for his sick entertainment. But it only makes me want him. Makes me wish his fingers, his cock were inside me. Imagine how the long ridge in his pants would fill me as I straddled his thighs and sank down onto him, inch by glorious inch.

      Would he watch me then like he is now, his mesmerizing gaze as hypnotic as a roaring fire? Would he grab my hips and force me to take more of him before I was ready? To take everything?

      I’m close. I’m so close my toes are curling and I’m tense as a bow.

      “Stop.” The word is more of a throaty growl. Maximus’s booted foot presses the back of my hand between my splayed thighs, forcing me to stop whether I want to or not.

      I sob, “Daddy please!”

      “Tell me you’re sorry like you mean it.”

      “I’m sorry, Daddy. I’m so sorry. So very, very sorry. I’ll be a good girl.”

      “Will you?” It’s a dark, finely leashed threat of a question at odds with the storm of need throbbing through me. And I realize two things. I haven’t felt this alive in so long. And he’s not going to let me come. Not anytime soon. Fresh tears of frustration spill over and I try to shut down.

      Go numb.

      But then, in a burst of movement, dishes crash to the floor. I’m torn from my chair and bent over the table. There’s no escape to numbness for me. Not with Maximus. He demands I feel.

      He pins me to the table, his front to my back, grinding his erection into the ginger nob and I gasp in pleasure. In pain. In denial and anticipation.

      With a fist in my hair, he cranes my head to his shoulder and I flinch at his touch as he traces the trickles of moisture all the way down my cheek, past my jaw where it stops at my throat.

      “You’re so beautiful when you cry, moro koritsi. Will you cry like this when I have my cock lodged so far down your throat you’ll wonder if I’ll ever let you breathe?”

      The words scare me. Terrify. Thrill.

      He caresses my stretched throat and releases my hair. “Will you?”

      My voice is a reedy thin quaver. “Yes, Daddy.”

      Full lips brush my ear. “How about if I tie you up and replace this ginger with Daddy’s cock?” His whisper is the rasp of the boogie man crawling out from the dark. It shivers down my spine. “Will I get these pretty tears or will you scream and struggle and beg?”

      I can’t answer. I don’t know. The throbbing between my legs demands I beg, but I’ve been tied and helpless before. I don’t think he’ll hurt me like Sabin. Tied for hours. Once, days.

      But being bound?

      Unable to escape?

      His weight is gone, then so is my cardigan. It’s ripped down my arms. Cast aside before my dress joins the pile. I shiver in my nudity as I’m hoisted onto the table on hands and knees. My head is shoved down to rest on the smooth wood surface and a stinging crack is delivered to my ass. Once. Twice. Three hard times.

      “You want to be a bad girl?”

      “Yes—no!”

      Three more stinging handprints are branded onto my upturned ass.

      He laughs, a deep chuckle and traces a finger over my throbbing bottom. The stings from his short spanking convalesce to a warmth that only adds to my aching need.

      “Go ahead and lie to me, sweetheart. Daddy can play this game all night.” He taps the base of the ginger root before his broad fingers are pushing inside me.

      “Your sweet little kitty is so fucking hot, baby girl. Give Daddy a squeeze. Show me how you’ll squeeze my cock.”

      Like a good girl, I do as I’m told clenching as hard as I can on broad fingers and inadvertently milking the burning ginger root. Pain and pleasure blend together. I suck my bottom lip in, trying not to come.

      But then he starts pulling the root. I instinctively contract harder, thrusting back on his fingers, and scream as he shoves the root back down.

      “Please, Daddy.”

      “That’s right, baby. Silent tear time is over. It’s time you beg.”

      His fingers leave me and I hear the sound of his belt. The whoosh as the strip of leather clears fabric loops.

      I panic, flipping over in defense. “Daddy, no!”

      He’s on me in a heartbeat and has me overpowered just as quick. And instead of hitting me, or binding my wrists, he’s wrapping the belt around my throat, looping the end through the buckle to make a choke collar and leash.

      I struggle in earnest, bucking and clawing beneath him. He grinds his erection into the V of my core and pulls on the belt, taking my air.

      “Stop fighting me, moro koritsi.” he growls in my ear.

      I still and he relaxes the belt.

      “That’s it, sweetheart.” He smooths the hair back from my face, his fingers lingering on my damp cheek as he studies me. Always studying me. His gaze like whiskey on a parched throat, burning like a brand and twice as intoxicating.

      Then he’s off me. Turning me over so my legs hang off the side of the table. He presses the small of my back with one hand and grabs the root with the other. “Relax and push out, moro.”

      I don’t know what moro or moro koritsi means, but I like it. Am warmed by it. He may be calling me his little slut bag or worse, but the way it rolls from his tongue I can imagine it’s an endearment.

      Daddy’s endearment, just for me.

      After the root is out, he stands me up and turns me around, cupping my face and sliding his thumb into my mouth. I suck instinctively, caressing him with my tongue.

      “That’s enough for tonight.” His voice is gruff. His gaze, dark. He steps away from me.

      And I? I have to hold myself in place not to follow his magnetic wake. To sway in his direction like he’s my sun.

      “The only shower is in the bathroom off my room,” he says. “Go straight there, no nosing around. You’ll find washcloths and towels on the shelves. You have exactly three minutes from the time the water begins running until I come in and shut it off, if you’re not out by then. Prison showers will also be a part of punishments around here, and next time that shower will involve me stuffing your lovely ass with my cock until you’ve screamed yourself hoarse. Is that understood?”

      No. I don’t understand. What just happened? Why did he stop? My legs are rubber and I’m shaky all over. I’m hollowed out and raw and he? He’s done.

      “I said, is that understood, Lily?”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      And I do understand. Even after nearly two years with Sabin, I’m still a foolish, foolish girl.
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      Lily

      

      One Mississippi.

      Two Mississippi.

      Three Mississippi.

      I furiously scrub myself clean, counting out three minutes. There’s an expensive bodywash and a bar of soap. I go with the bar since this is supposed to be punishment. I don’t wash my hair. There’s too much of it to get washed and conditioned in three minutes.

      But then… when the three minute mark strikes, and I grab the handle to turn the water off... I don’t. I hold my breath, and let the water run, and wait. Heart thundering. I wait. Waiting for repercussions and Maximus to storm in, I wait. I go pruney while I wait.

      Deflate emotionally.

      Stand on uneven footing.

      I wait.

      When the water runs cold, I get out. Because he didn’t come. And he doesn’t care. And he doesn't want me here. And I’m somewhat hollowed out by not being worth notice or gaining attention, even negative from Maximus.

      He’s being a bad daddy.

      Wrapped in a towel for warmth, I pad out through the sparse bedroom to the equally sparse great room. In the living area on the coffee table is a flip phone on top of a note, on top of a neatly folded t-shirt and pair of socks. The ledgers and file folder Maximus had brought in earlier and set there, are gone.

      So is he.

      Searching the apartment is as easy as turning in a circle. There’s an open railed loft above the one bedroom. Desk, chair, and bed up there, all sit unoccupied. As does the living room, dining area, and kitchen. I could go search his bedroom and closet, but it won’t change facts.

      He isn’t here.

      I pick up the note, just a torn scrap of paper, and read:

      

      Feel free to leave before I get back. Number for taxi service is in phone. If you stay, bed down in loft. T-shirt and socks are for you. Stay out of my shit.

      

      Signed with just a dash and a big scrolling M.

      

      No Dear Lily or moro koritsi, or any other endearment addresses the note. He didn’t sign Daddy. He doesn’t say how long he’ll be gone, or anything that resembles affection. But I know I’m going to keep this note and treasure it always, because as much as he doesn’t want me here, he cared enough to lay out a t-shirt for me to sleep in. One of his shirts that smell like his delicious cologne I now know is Armani Code Red, because I snooped even after he told me not to. And thick socks that are surprisingly soft and so big they pool around my ankles.

      He’s a gruff, reluctant daddy, but a daddy just the same.

      There’re two saved contacts in the flip phone. One marked “Daddy” and one “Taxi”.

      Well. I guess I have a choice. And it turns out I’m like one of those cats who only want affection from people who don’t want them. The more Maximus pushes me away and tries to get rid of me, the more I want to wind around his legs and beg for attention.

      For a moment I contemplate slipping into his bed and seeing what he’ll do, but I’m not brave enough. I’ve pushed myself enough for one night. The metal staircase to the loft is more like a glorified stationary ladder that creaks with every step I take, but thankfully doesn’t wobble.

      The bed is just a stack of futon mattresses, but it’s soft enough. The blanket’s a bit musty, but warm. There’s been plenty of times I’ve had to sleep on the floor without a blanket. Or one time, scrunched in a closet on Sabin’s yacht because I hadn’t wanted to play his games. Because I tried to protect a girl he’d brought on board. He’d taunted me through the door the entire time he beat and raped her.

      When he let me out the next morning she was gone, but we were still out to sea.

      Yes, this bed will do just fine.

      I’m still sore and needy from the combination of ginger root and denial. And there are still too many lights on around the apartment. But sleep steals over me the second I settle my head on the pillow.
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        * * *

      

      Maximus

      

      Smacks, cracks, and cries of pleasure and pain blend with the pulsing bass thrumming through the speaker. A plaque scribed with Prego Mia Corpo, hangs over the door.

      The club’s busier than usual tonight. But I forgot everyone is likely getting geared up for the bacchanal happening in a few weeks to kick off summer hours. The all-out kink orgy happens out at the owner’s estate. There’s a committee who plans it, but I stay out of club party planning and politics. I pay my dues and play the weekends I’m in the mood. Which isn’t nearly as much as it used to be.

      It’s not to say I don’t play anymore. It’s just that my tastes are unique. And once most of my play partners discover what I want from them, well… they want an authentic experience. Usually near their home or work. Some want the full kidnapped and held captive experience. I’m usually happy to oblige.

      Domum Deorum, home of the gods, is an exclusive BDSM club. I luckily knew someone who knew someone who was happy to sponsor me oh so long ago, while I was still in the service and I needed an outlet. The yearly fees are insane but what’s dirty money inheritances for if not sex clubs?

      I spot Sonia, the pain slut cougar who was one of my “interviewers” when I was angling for a spot here. Her club name is Aphrodite, but she’s one of the rare members who doesn’t give a fuck if people know her real name. She’s also not into head games enough for my tastes, but we’ve had fun together. She’s with Zeus tonight, but I know he likes to share. And watch.

      I could choke her on my dick while she’s getting flogged for some mutual gratification. Take the edge off. But as soon as I think it, I think of her.

      Her, of the doe eyes and flower halos.

      Her, getting flogged.

      Her, choking on my dick.

      Fucking, her.

      Instantly I know I won’t be able to get off, really get off, with anyone but her.

      I shouldn’t be here. My head’s not in the space to top anyone. Anyone but the twisted little girl who calls me Daddy. And fucking her shouldn’t happen. Not tonight at least.

      I should be at home looking over the evidence I stole from Sabin’s safe deposit box, but I have a tempting little baggage at home I’m trying to keep my dick out of because… well because my conscience has shit timing.

      It was seeing her terror. Not fear that was edged with arousal. Genuine terror born from experience. That mixed together with the marks on her breasts. Marks I didn’t put there. Marks inflicted upon her out of pain that had nothing to do with pleasure… Nothing to do with me.

      It’s too easy to get twisted up in that girl. All her reactions are pure and raw and beautiful. She’s a sadist’s dream, but she’s completely inexperienced in consensual play. Her reactions are all so fucking perfectly natural because it’s all real to her. There’s never been safe words or escape hatches in her world. No floor monitors or play moderators stepping in when things went too far. No friend called the police when she didn’t come home from her date.

      “Hey there, Hades. Long time no see.” A leggy brunette who goes by Rhea, strolls up, wearing nothing but heels, a shimmery silver mini skirt and matching choker.

      Most people here don’t use real names. You can come up with your own alias or pick one out of a hat. All those names are Greek, Roman, and Egyptian gods.

      I’m Hades. Everyone says the name fits. I guess that says something about me.

      “Could I temp the god of the underworld into having his evil way with me?” No cowering or downcast eyes for Rhea. She doesn’t have a submissive bone in her body.

      And I’ve recently discovered I prefer one specific submissive above all others.

      I take one last appreciative glance at her perfect tits just waiting to be tortured, and make my excuses. “Sorry, Rhea. Not tonight.” I chuckle at her genuine pout. “If I didn’t have Persephone at home waiting to be fucked and punished, I’d take you up on your offer.”

      “Lucky bitch.”

      I’m reminded of my earlier conversation with Lily. I guess it’s your lucky day.

      I’ve learned not to trust luck. Or men who use clichés to avoid questions.

      “I doubt she feels that way.”

      “Well…” She runs her ruby red fingernail down my torso all the way to my belt line and cups my dick. “If she doesn’t appreciate you, you know where to find me.” With a squeeze of my junk and a wink, Rhea saunters off and I quit the room out the arched front hall that leads to the elevators.

      I’ve neglected innocent Persephone too long. It’s time to see if my little girl wants to stay in the underworld with me or run home to Demeter.
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      Of course, she’s still here. Scaredy cat. I doubted she had it in her to leave, but I had no idea how gratifying it would be to open the lift door and immediately see her curled up in the loft bed.

      No wonder Sabin had her naked and kneeling in the entry to greet him.

      Lily sits up on an elbow and rubs the sleep from her eyes. She’d fallen asleep. In a strange place. Having no idea if she was safe.

      She’s a fucking unicorn. Only a rare breed could still be so naively innocent after eighteen months with Sabin. He’d been my guardian for six years and I still don’t sleep easy.

      “Maximus?”

      “Yeah. It’s me.” I secure the padlock on the lift door before treading across the apartment to the living room.

      The metal stair rail creaks as she makes her way down, all sleepy eyed and twice as tempting as she had been during the day, hair mused from sleep and wearing my clothes. She stands at the bottom of the stairs my socks loose about her ankles and rubs one foot over the other while she shyly pulls at the hem of the grey t-shirt that barely comes down to mid-thigh on her.

      I drop the messenger bag containing the ledgers and folder and settle on the couch, resting my head back.

      Lily looks at the bag, then eyes me speculatively. “What’d you find out?”

      “I haven’t looked through the evidence yet.”

      Her brows pull down at the word “evidence.” She licks her lips in a nervous gesture. “Where did you go?”

      Besides away from you? I’m tempted to say. “My club,” I answer honestly wanting to see what she’ll make of that. I doubt Sabin ever let her question his comings and goings, but who knows.

      “I didn’t know you owned a club.”

      My lips pull up. “Not that kind of club, moro koritsi.”

      Her breath catches a little when I call her baby girl in Greek. I’ve noticed she’s done that before. She’s so damn readable.

      “Wanna know what kind of club Daddy goes to, baby?”

      She lifts a delicate shoulder in a shrug, but there’s curiosity in her gaze.

      “It’s the kind of ‘members only club’ where people like you, who like to be spanked, and whipped, and tied up, and dominated in every way by people like me, go to play.”

      “Oh.” Eyes shimmering, her chin dips as she studies the floor.

      “This upsets you?” I ask with genuine surprise.

      “No.”

      “Then why are you crying?

      “I’m not.” One little tear escapes, making her a liar.

      God, I love it when she cries.

      “Come sit on Daddy’s lap, moro.”

      I pat my thigh. She pads over to where I’m sprawled and tentatively settles on me. I adjust her weight so her round hip and sweet bottom nestles my cock. And then with a full body sigh, she completely relaxes into me, laying her head on my chest, right above my heart.

      This fucking girl.

      I savor the feel of her against me the way a soldier savors a hot shower after weeks in the field. It’s both agony and blissful relief.

      “I thought you didn’t cuddle,” she says.

      “I don’t.” I tilt her chin up. “We’re kissing, not cuddling.” Then my lips are on hers and unlike before, this time she kisses me back. With no coaxing she responds, her hand burning a trail up my neck and into my hair.

      “No touching.” I grab her wrist, then lick and suck her fingers, nipping the tips. She tastes like my soap and sweetness that’s all her. “Did you make yourself come? After I left, did you stroke your little kitty until your eyes rolled back and cried my name?”

      She bites her lip and shakes her head.

      “You better not have. Little girls who make themselves come don’t get special orgasms from Daddy.”

      Her breath stutters. Speeds.

      “Do you think you deserve a special orgasm, baby?”

      Her gaze drops. “No.” A telling answer. One meaning she wants to be punished. My bad girl.

      “Why not?”

      “Because I stayed in the shower until it ran cold.” Doe eyes lock on mine. “Because I wanted you to come in. I wanted to see what you’d do.”

      So, my moro koritsi wants to test Daddy…

      “When I was a little kid, I found a hole in our yard,” I say. “I was fascinated. I wanted to know what was in there. My father caught me trying to put my hand in it. He told me, you never stick your hand in a hole just to see what’s in there. You’re likely to get bit by a wild animal. Are you trying to get bit, naughty girl?”

      She shakes her head.

      “You’re going to learn not to lie to me. But I think if you let Daddy tie you up and take your punishment like a good girl, I could forgive you.”

      She’s already shaking her head and I can feel her rising anxiety. “No, Daddy. I don’t like being tied. I’ll take the spanking, I promise. A belt spanking. Just please don’t tie me.”

      “Is that your decision?”

      Her chin drops. “No.”

      “Whose decision is it?”

      “Yours.”

      “Yes, mine.” I trail a hand up her thigh and cup between her legs. She squeezes her legs together trapping me against her hot, wet core.

      Scared, but aroused.

      “And I think you want to wear my binds as much as I want to see you bound and helpless before me.”

      “Please—”

      “Just wrists and ankles this time.”

      “That’s everything,” she says, her words a heartbroken exhalation.

      It’s not nearly enough. I want to bind her until she can’t move a muscle, but no need to worry her further.

      “You wanted to test me, baby. You put your hand in the hole. It’s time to see if you get bit.”

      I scoop her in my arms and stand. Little one has many lessons to learn. Step one of getting over her fear of being bound is about to happen. And she may not believe it, but she’ll enjoy it as much as I will.

      Bonus lesson, she’ll learn not to test me.

      She bands her arms around my neck and clings, her face buried in my throat. Her touch burns, but I let her cling as I carry her to the bedroom.

      Just this once, I tell myself.

      If she’s going to suffer through being bound, I’ll let her cling.

      Just this once.
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        * * *

      

      Lily

      

      “Please don’t do this, Daddy.”

      Naked, save for the socks swimming around my ankles, I sit at the end of Maximus’s huge bed obediently holding my wrists together as they’re bound in black satin ties. Strong black satin ties.

      He tilts my chin up forcing me to meet his all-knowing gaze.

      “Please. Maximus. I don’t like to be bound.” My heart is going a mile a minute. I never would have dreamt of arguing with Sabin like this. Maybe I’m testing him. Maybe I know deep down he won’t lash out. Not the way Sabin would.

      “Daddy. When we’re here like this, you will call me Daddy.”

      “Daddy,” I whisper, imploring him to not do this. I flinch when he lifts his knuckles to stroke my cheek. It’s instinctual, but still makes him snarl.

      “I should have killed my brother years ago.” His tone has gone to steal. “What did he do to make you so afraid?”

      I shake my head, avoiding his gaze. I don’t want to say it. I don’t want to think about all the things Sabin did to make me afraid. There are too many. Small things. Large things.

      “Everything. He did everything to make me afraid.”

      “I like you scared, pretty girl, but not so much so you make yourself sick. What about wearing my bindings scares you? Be specific.”

      “I can’t fight back. I can’t run.”

      “Look at me, Lily.” I peer back up at him. “Do you want to run?”

      “Right now?” I bite my lip hating to admit it. “No.” And I really don’t I just don’t want to be… at his mercy.

      “Am I your daddy, moro koritsi? The one you cried and begged for in front of the airport.”

      I hang my head. “Yes.”

      “Then you will have to trust me. Every time it feels like too much. Like you can’t take another second of whatever I’m doing to you. You hold up two fingers. I will stop, but I will not untie you. Not until you’re ready. You’re going to learn how to trust me. Depend on me. Crave me.”

      Tears stream unchecked, but I go silent as he arranges me face down over a wedge pillow, so my ass is in the air. My bound wrists are connected to a tether on the headboard. Then, he buckles my ankles into thick, wide cuffs. I can straighten my legs, but I can’t pull them closed.

      I’m open to Maxim—Daddy and whatever he wants to do to me.

      When you have fear this acute, time slows as your senses heighten in a maddening rush. The thundering pulse in my ears should drown out other minor sounds, but it doesn’t. It only makes them louder. The jangle of his belt bucket. The glide of leather against cloth as it clears belt loops. One, two, three, four, five, six, seven.

      The mattress dips.

      Everything inside me freezes to ice.

      “Two fingers!” I hold them up and shout it. I don’t know why I shout. I’m panicking. Irrational.

      Knuckles skim down my flanks. Lips press to my spine and hold there. They just hold there while his large hands gentle me. Center me with caresses and kneading rubs of my muscles. They move over me until I squirm restlessly beneath him.

      “Are you ready to take your punishment now, moro koritsi?”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      His warmth moves away from me like a gentle breeze and quick as lightning, his belt falls. Once. Twice. Three times.

      It sears, burns. My legs go straight in shock. Then his hand comes down to trace. And rub. And stroke the sting into a burning throb that connects to the pulse point of my clit.

      The belt strikes. Sears over the flesh of my ass. My thighs. Over and gloriously over. And then he rubs. He soothes. My legs kick and jerk on instinct, but I hold onto the tether in front of me. I don’t want to fight. I don’t want to run. Only when his fingers flick my over eager clit and drenched pussy do I try to get away. To close my legs. To fight.

      It’s too much. My body is a live wire. Raw. Exposed.

      The belt is gone and his hand cracks down on my sit spot of welts, before my ass cheeks are pushed open and his tongue strokes up across my clit into my core. So close to bliss. Each time my toes curl, another stinging strike of his hand falls, pulling me back.

      “Please, Daddy. I can’t. I can’t. I need.” I babble. I don’t even know what I babble and beg for, but he unlocks my ankles, flipping me over and knocking the wedge pillow out of the way.

      I have a second to appreciate his gloriously sculpted bare torso before he’s on me. His hand is between us, rolling on a condom and then he’s in me with one savage thrust. Stretching me. Owning me. His face tortured and divine.

      He grinds and thrusts a maddening rhythm that’s all for him. His pleasure. His need. And I love it. Revel in being used by him.

      I yank at my tether and start to crest and he pulls out. Repositions a little lower.

      I’m shaking my head even as he lifts my knee and is pushing in.

      “Daddy, no, please.” Tears melt into my hairline.

      “Are you holding up two fingers, koritsi? Tell me now.”

      I fist my hands. His eyes spark with approval and he pushes forward. I’m so sloppy wet the head of him pops in easy, then he’s circling my clit and easing in little by little. Inch by inch.

      I moan at the confused cacophony of sensations culminating in my aching ass and clit.

      “That’s it, baby girl. You’re taking Daddy’s cock so good.”

      It aches. It aches and throbs, but I surrender under his praise even as the stretch of him takes my breath. His muscled thighs meet my ass. His abs rub against my clit. I’ve never done this in this position. It’s intimate on levels I’ve never experienced. I don’t just feel him move inside me. Master me. Claim me.

      I watch him watching me move beneath him. Struggle to take all of him. Watch as he watches his cock moving inside me, his jaw clenching as if he’s the one in pain. I watch until he draws moisture up and starts circling my clit. Then my eyes roll closed and I just feel. Feel him thrusting harder and harder. Feel as my orgasm builds. Feel as he fiercely sucks my nipple and growls into my breast as my ass clenches down on him so tight, he can only move in jerks of his hips. Feel as my world shatters apart.

      His hand loosely encircles my throat. Presses. Presses until it’s hard to breathe. I strain against my bonds. Fear and ecstasy collide in a fiery explosion. My legs jerk. My orgasm never stops. Only morphs, grows, going beyond pleasure as I know it. Lights dance before my eyes.

      “Daddy,” I gasp, choke. “Daddy, please.” It’s too much. It’s all too much.

      He releases my throat. His cock throbs impossibly large before he buries his face in my neck and lets out a growl that’s honey over thunder. And he’s coming inside me. He holds me so tight and presses so deep, I come again on a loop, milking his twitching cock until I’m quivering and limp.

      After a minute he strokes my hair back from my face. Reaching over head, he unclasps my wrists from the tether, then uncoils the satin ties that bind me, delivering kisses to one wrist and then the other.

      “You ready to fight me now? Run?”

      I laugh at the ridiculousness of the question. Even if he weren’t still lodged inside me, I wouldn’t run.

      “You’re mine now, moro koritsi. Fight. Run. Stay. No matter what, you’re mine, little one. I think you were from the moment I found you kneeling naked in the entryway.”

      I don’t point out the fact I was waiting for Sabin, because he’s right. That is the moment I became his.

      And the moment I left with him, he became mine.
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        * * *

      

      Maximus

      

      “Daddy. I’ll stay in my bed, I promise.”

      My baby girl pouts up a storm as I connect a thin chain to the pink and white leather collar I have locked around her neck. It’s something I picked up from the club. The interior is padded so it won't chafe her delicate skin.

      “I can’t risk you coming down stairs and trying to crawl in bed with me.” Or trying to wake me. I don’t sleep well. Or wake well. I can’t risk hurting her. One hard blow and I could accidently kill her.

      No sooner had we gotten out of the shower than she started asking if she could sleep with me. I knew I was right to bring home the collar and chain.

      “But, Daddy—”

      “Keep arguing and you’ll get a throat full of cock.”

      She seals her lips so fast I have to resist laughing. I’m tempted to do it anyway. I’m dying to see her petal soft lips stretched wide. Shimmering doe eyes looking up at me as tears trail down her satin cheeks.

      “I’ll release you in the morning.” I kiss her nose because I know she’s irritated. And then her lips, and her lips some more. I’m not a kissing kind of man. I haven’t wanted to feel a woman’s lips beneath mine so much since high school.

      Then I growl into her mouth because I don’t have any condoms up here and she’s too fucking delectable not to fuck in that collar and chain and another pair of my thick socks that pool around her ankles, and nothing else.

      “Want Daddy to help you fall asleep?”

      I push the blankets out of the way and notch my sweat pants down just far enough for my cock to spring free. Her hand is on me in an instant, slender fingers wrapping around me. Guiding me to her cunt.

      “Not like that, baby. There’s no condoms up here.”

      Her brow scrunches. “I’m clean. Sabin was fastidious about having me checked. He had an IUD put in, and—”

      “Enough.” I don’t want to fucking hear his name or think about their time together. Not now. It’s just more reason to put a bullet in my brother’s head.

      I roll to my back so she straddles me. “Put me inside you. Show Daddy how greedy your kitty is.”

      Slowly she lowers herself, enclosing my shaft in silky heat. She’s so wet, she glides down until she can’t take any more. I grab her hips, thrusting up, and force in the last two inches. Her head falls back on a cry, and I rock her into a tempo.

      “That’s right, moro. Cry for Daddy. Make yourself come on me,” I growl. “Come all over Daddy.”

      The excess chain clanks against the pipe it’s padlocked to as she takes over, her gorgeous face a mask of concentration. She grinds at first, her hands pressed to my abs to hold herself up.

      I cup her swaying breasts. “I can’t wait until these beauties are all healed. I’m going to fuck your tits until I come all over you.”

      Her eyes roll closed at my words, her rocking growing faster. “Mmm,” she moans and sucks in her bottom lip.

      “You like the sound of that? You want Daddy to come on you?” I jam my hips up, making her squeal. “Answer me.”

      “Yes, Daddy. Yes!”

      “Fuck me like you mean it, little girl. Show me how good you can take Daddy’s cock.” I slap her unmarked tit, over and over until she sits up and starts riding me. Lifting and falling straight down. Making herself cry out and tears to form as she slams herself down. Taking ev-ver-ry inch.

      “That’s it, baby.” I pinch her nipples, clamp tight.

      “Daddy!” Her wail echoes off the rafters and her greedy kitty clenches so hard I fight coming as she rides out her orgasm, heat spilling down my shaft.

      The second she sags in completion, I lift her off me and shove into her mouth.

      “Suck it like a good girl.” And with a whimper she does. Wrapping fists around my shaft and stroking, she laves and sucks. I grip her hair into a ponytail and nudge my hips forward, slowly forging deeper. I’m only a third of the way in before I hit the back of her throat.

      She gags a little, looking up at me with tears glimmering, and I’m lost. I knock her hands away to fuck her delectable mouth the way it’s meant to be fucked. Splitting her jaw wide, I make her take more and more. Her nails dig into my hips as she holds on, her throat convulsing in tight spasms that make my head roll back.

      I force my eyes open, not wanting to miss a second. My balls are already pulled up so tight my thighs are fucking shaking. She moans, the vibrations shooting down my shaft and up my spine. And I come. I come so fucking hard it hurts.

      And my baby girl? She swallows. She swallows and sucks so hard I see stars and then she cups my sack and rubs her dainty finger tips over my perineum, her tongue laving the underside of my dick. And her tears? Her beautiful tears roll down her cheeks, unchecked.

      Something inside me melts a little.

      Some men’s hearts are through their stomach. Mine just might be through my dick, ‘cause I think I might give her anything she asked me for right now.

      Hands fisted in her hair, I yank her off me and take her mouth, tasting a bit of me and her on her swollen lips and tongue.

      She’s a mess of tears, red skin, and wild hair, and I’m going to fuck her until she can’t walk let alone run.

      I tried to get rid of her.

      I gave her every opportunity to leave.

      She made her choice.

      She belongs to Daddy now.

      She. Is. Mine.
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      Maximus

      

      “Surprised you’re late. What ya got for me, Brakas?”

      Agent Noah Young opens the door, and I stride in to this box of a city apartment that he lives in the same way he wears cheap dockers to work. It’s all a disguise.

      I’ve done my research on Noah the same way I have anyone I work with. The same way I’m sure he’s researched me. His mother is a soap heiress, his father a high-profile attorney from old money. Noah attended some of the most prestigious private schools in the country. Was the captain of the Row Team in high school. National Honors Society. Graduated early from an Ivy League school, magna cum laude, then went on to do four years of military, where he ended up in intelligence and got recruited to the FBI.

      I was supposed to meet him here at 8:00am, but overslept after a night spent balls deep in one of the most tempting females to exist on Earth. It was 5:00am before I dragged myself down to bed. After waking from a sleep sounder than it has been in years, I contemplated not leaving the apartment. I contemplated waking her up and bringing her with me.

      In the end, I left the key to her collar and note at the end of her bed while she slept, and padlocked the lift doors.

      “You look like hell,” I tell Noah, because he does. The usual clean-cut agent has a full beard, his eyes are red rimmed and he’s showing off his cut torso in nothing but a pair of black sweats. “You just get out of bed?”

      I’ve only seen him in work mode, and Domum Deorum club mode where he’s always in dress slacks and crisp button up when earning his title of Ares, god of war, putting subs through their paces.

      This look is an amalgamation of neither.

      He scrubs a hand through his over-long hair. “Yeah well, it’s been one of those weeks. Months really. A lot of late nights. I’ve needed to blend in.” He runs a hand over his beard like he’s annoyed it’s on his face. “The closer we get to pinning Santos, the further away he scrambles.”

      I pull the file folder and ledgers out of my messenger bag. “I’ve got some intel on Sabin.”

      Noah has been trying to pin a flesh runner named Santos. We’re all pretty sure he launders his money through Sabin. We just need to find out how. What businesses. Whose name the accounts are in. Once we find the trail, we can nail down the evidence needed to take down some big operations, because we know it’s more than Santos.

      Cut off one head and two more pop out.

      I set what I’ve got on the coffee table next to an open box of leftover pizza. “Help yourself, man,” Noah jokes from the kitchen area.

      I eye the congealed cheese in disgust. “No thanks, I already ate.”

      “Coffee, beer,” he holds up a bottle of amber liquor. “Bourbon?”

      I chuckle. “Nah, I’m good.”

      Coffee in hand, Noah sits down on the other end of the coach and pushes the pizza box into a trash can so I can spread the info out in front of us. I open the file folder and pull out what I already thumbed through in the car.

      “I’ll warn you now, some of this shit doesn’t make sense,” I tell him.

      “Shady Oaks?” Noah holds up the pamphlet for the nursing home in upstate New York. “Sabin looking into his future?”

      I huff a laugh. “Yeah, like I said. Some of it’s not adding up. But other things are exactly what we were hoping for. The ledger is a gold mine. Everything is labeled in codenames and what I think are initials, but it tracks the money trails from dirty to clean to dirty again.”

      I flip through the pages in the file and spread out the paperwork on five small time businesses. Noah reads them over, one by one. Two laundromats, a dog groomer, a used car lot, and a title loan agency. All in one woman’s name.

      “Who the hell is Evaline Korey?” Noah has already popped open his laptop and is clicking onto his work’s database.

      “I think I have an idea of who Evaline is,” I leaf through the papers and pull out paperwork for a one Karen Whiteman, resident to Shady Oaks. “I may even know where she is. What I don’t understand is how Sabin is connected to a little old woman in a nursing home.”

      Noah frowns, then smirks. “Room and board paid for in full, through the next year by Evaline Korey? So, you think they’re the same woman, but which one is real?”

      “That’s what we need to find out. I also need to look at what’s on these drives.” I pull out the two thumb drives, the one I stole from Sabin’s safe and the one that was in the safe deposit box.

      “Hold on,” Noah says. “Well, there are plenty of Karen Whitemans it could be, but… there’s only one Evaline Korey who made the front-page news.”

      “Yeah?”

      “Yeah.” Noah leans in, reading the article.

      “What does it say?”

      “Evaline Korey of South Bend Indiana killed her daughter seven years ago. She has Alzheimer’s. It was ruled an accident, but shortly after the funeral, her and her teenage granddaughter disappeared. They were living in an old house that was getting foreclosed on and the neighbors told the newspaper reporter, one day they were there, the next, gone. It was marked upon because they left most of their belongings at the house. The reporter goes into all kinds of speculation on what happened to them.”

      “When did you say this was?”

      “Uhh, seven years ago.”

      “And you say there was a granddaughter?”

      “Yeah, Mia Korey. She was sixteen—no, seventeen. And she’s got one of those faces you don’t forget.”

      “There’s a picture?”

      “Yep. One high school yearbook and a family shot.” Noah hands me his MacBook and my stomach drops.

      I’ll be damned.

      I’ll be goddamned.

      She was right. Sabin does have something on her. Although, he doesn’t really need her. Just her grandmother. That lying little minx.

      I pop in the thumb drive from the safe deposit box first, and there aren’t any of the business records or contacts I was hoping for. Just thumbnails to videos that I don’t want to see. Videos all featuring Lily, or rather, Mia. Mia Korey.

      The thumbnails are enough for my vision to go black for a second, a blood rush of fury pumping through me so swiftly it pounds in my ear drowning out all sound.

      I rip the thumb drive out and pocket it to destroy later.

      She’d been right.

      Sabin kept her around so long because she was useful. And he’d kept videos of her to keep her in line should he need anything from her, should god forbid, her grandmother die. I pop in the next thumb drive and there are what I assume to be legit tax records. The lease on the penthouse, records of bills paid, and videos. Videos not featuring Mia. Those I’ll hand over to Noah.

      “Look at this.” Noah passes me a document I haven’t seen yet. Attached to it is a scrap of paper with numbers on it.

      The document is a will naming Mia Korey executor and beneficiary of Evaline Korey’s estate.

      “How much you want to bet those numbers lead to a bank account in Ms. Evaline Korey’s name?” Noah smirks into his mug, as he leans back into the sofa cushions and piles his heels up on the coffee table.

      “Or Mia Korey’s name,” I say with a sneaking suspicion.

      “I think we need to find the granddaughter. Find out if and how she’s connected to your dear old brother.”

      “I already know where she is. And I know exactly how she’s connected to Sabin. But I think she’s innocent.” There’s no way she could have been in on any of this. Although, it’s possible he’s been blackmailing her into compliance… Which means she’s been playing me all along.

      Daddy, please don’t leave me. Keep me.

      Manipulative, maneuvering little baggage.

      When I get my hands on her…

      Noah looks at me expectantly. “And. Are you by chance going to share where she is or how you came about this information?”

      “No.” Now that I know she’s got a price tag over her head, I don’t want anyone knowing where she is. Shit. I almost put her on a plane. “How long is Sabin supposed to be locked up for?”

      Noah shrugs. “I don’t know. I think a couple days, maybe. He might already be out. Why?”

      “I’ve gotta go.” I stand striding for the door, the sudden need to get back to my apartment and Mia, riding my heels.

      “Are you leaving?”

      “Yeah. Let me know if you find anything else in the haystack.” I stop in the doorway, a thought striking me. “Get intel on those bank account numbers. Find out if they’re in Evaline’s name or Mia’s.” If they’re in Mia’s, Sabin will definitely be coming after her.

      “Because I work for you now?”

      “If you want access to Mia Korey, you do.”
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      Lily… Mia

      

      Something tugs at the foggy recesses of my mind, but I’m still floating in the delicious glow of slumber just before waking. I wish I could live here, in this blissful place where nightmares don’t intrude and the harsh reality of day doesn’t exist.

      Only warmth and sunshine exist here.

      “Mia.” A whisper of the name snakes through my mind transporting me to a different place. A time before things were broken. A time so carefree and wonderful I could never dream of how things would turn dark.

      “Good morning, sleepy head. Are you planning on getting up today?”

      The ruffled, flower curtains over the tall Victorian windows in my room are pushed wide. With a whoosh of fabric, the light of full morning smacks me in the face.

      “Me’me,” I groan with all the displeasure of a pre-teen being awoken like a bear from hibernation. “I was sleeping.”

      “Yes, and now you’re waking.” Grandma or Me’me as I’ve called her since I can remember. Always so cheerful. She was a morning, day, and evening person. She rips my blankets off my bed, bathing me in cold.

      “Me’me!” I shriek, and she gives me a mischievous wink on the way to the door.

      “Breakfast is already on the table and getting cold. Grandpa and I have errands to run, and I want you to come with. You still need supplies for your science project due next week, and I’m not staying up with you till the wee hours the night before it’s due to help you get it done. We’re not doing that again, Ms. Priss. I want it done and turned in the day before it’s due.”

      Cold seeps in all around me like it had that morning when I lay huddled on my four-poster princess bed, in my grandparent’s big Victorian house, grumbling about my high-handed grandma and life not being fair.

      That was one of the last really, really good days. And I had no idea how unfair life was about to become.

      A sound tug, tug, tugs at me again.

      I blink my eyes open into the full light of day. But I’m not in my childhood Victorian bedroom. And my grandmother isn’t here. Loud bangs echo through the apartment, over and over, then the lift door rolls on the tracks, clanging open.

      I turn my head and watch from high in the loft as a smug faced man swaggers into the apartment, clutching a crowbar in his fist.

      Sabin.

      Run and hide.

      Run and hide.

      Run and hide.

      My mind screams the words at me so loudly it’s hard to think, but I have nowhere to run. Nowhere to hide.

      His all too familiar dark gaze moves over the entire apartment, taking it in from kitchen to master, where it trails up and up, and lands on me.

      My body ices over as I sit up in bed, scooting as far back away from him as my neck leash will allow. There’s a clatter and I see I kicked a little silver key and a note to the floor. My hand goes to my collar, remembering Maximus promised to unlock it this morning.

      Where is Maximus?

      Sabin starts laughing. I’m not sure if it’s my panicked expression or the fact he so easily found me. It’s strangely not a cruel laugh. This is the laugh that made me believe Sabin was a man to be trusted. To be kind. This is his laugh of true amusement.

      It lightens his features. Makes him look like a genuinely humane creature, capable of kindness and forehead kisses. It’s a deceptive look, masking all the evil lying in wait.

      “Oh, Maximus,” Sabin drawls on a breath. “My busy little brother.” He says this more to himself and I wonder again where Maximus is. I glance to the note, but it’s facedown and I’m not about to reach for it.

      “Good morning, Mia.” The words are delivered so casually it takes my brain a full minute to compute.

      He’s never called me Mia before. I changed my name and acquired a fake ID long before I started stripping at the club he found me in. The first place I stripped, I was only seventeen. The owner was more than happy to help me get a new ID with a different name and age if I let him fuck me on the side. He paid me a little extra too.

      He’d been attractive and nice enough.

      It was a decent arrangement. For me.

      His wife wasn’t thrilled with it.

      When Sabin found me, and told me he wanted to take care of me, I’d been in a new state, in a new city, struggling to take care of Me’me who had to go into a constant care facility because her Alzheimer's had gotten so severe.

      I had told him some of my story, back when he was kind. Back when I was beginning to trust him. I told him of my grandfather’s death, the loss of money, taking care of my grandmother.

      But I never told him my real name.

      “Has Maximus been keeping you warm for me?” The question breaks me out of my thoughts.

      “How long have you known my name? When did you—”

      “I’ve known the whole time… Mia Korey, granddaughter to Evaline Korey. Mother killer. It’s one of the reasons I knew you were perfect for me.”

      “I-I-I’m not.” My mind spins. “How do you know—”

      “Me’me, as you call her, is a chatty woman. Poor thing is pretty confused though. Very worried about her granddaughter. She told me a very moving story.”

      “When did you—”

      “I visited her when I put her in her new home. Don’t worry,” he says as I open my mouth to speak. “She’s in the best facility money can buy. And about your secrets… they’re safe with me.”

      Dread washes over me in an icy rush. Memories, long dormant from years of survival, resurface.

      Tell them I did it. In a lucid moment, Me’me had grabbed my shoulders and told me to let her take the fall for my mother’s death. It was an accident, but she didn’t want to risk me getting arrested.

      My mother had been fresh out of rehab. That’s when I usually saw her. Fresh out of rehab.

      My grandparents had raised me because my mother was hooked on pills from the time I was two, which eventually led to her being addicted to heroin. She’d fallen victim to the opioid addiction afflicting middle America.

      She was the Homecoming Queen, cheerleader, turned teen mom, heroin addict.

      And I had found her trying to smother Me’me with a pillow.

      Grandpa had worked at one of the local plants that got shut down in the recession and lost his pension before he died. We struggled for money after that, and were losing the house, but Me’me had been a nurse and had a life insurance policy my mother was willing to kill for.

      “She doesn’t even know who she is!” My mom had yelled. “Who we are. I’m putting her out of her misery.”

      I’m not sure what woke me up and made me pad down the hall to Me’me’s room, but there I stood in the doorway. My mother’s silhouette hovering over my struggling grandmother.

      “No! Get away from her!” I yelled.

      Me’me had stopped struggling under the pillow and I panicked. Charged towards my mother and shoved her. Shoved her so hard she fell back, arms flying over her head, still clutching the pillow. It happened as if in slow motion. I could see she was going to crack her head on the radiator that sat under the tall window of my grandparent’s Victorian home before she landed.

      The memory of the sick crunch her head made as it struck turns my stomach. I ran to check on Me’me even as a wash of red formed under my mother’s prone body. My mother’s eyes were open. Blankly open.

      Me’me had gotten up and gone into nurse mode. She still had lucid moments back then. Moments where she was still the woman who raised me. Loved me. Cherished me, and could take care of everything. She always had all the answers, and when she told me to let her take the blame for my mother’s death, I did exactly as she had told me.

      But then her mind left as it did, and I didn’t know what to do. Reporters kept coming around. Police did checkups. They wanted to put her in a crap government ran nursing facility and put me in a group home.

      I panicked.

      “It was commendable to kill your mother to protect your grandmother. And then to go on the run with her… So much strength that must have taken at such a young age. Like I said, that’s how I knew you were perfect for me.”

      I don’t want to be perfect for him. I want to be perfect for Maximus. He’s my daddy… and I think he could be so much more. He’s the one I want to belong to. Not Sabin. Never Sabin. Never again.

      The metal rail creaks and Sabin’s head pops up at the end of the loft where the stairs are, like Jack Nicholson in The Shining.

      “Are you ready to come home?”

      “No.” The denial pops up before I have a moment to think it through.

      A malevolent smile that holds zero amusement twists his lips up, baring straight white teeth that should be sharpened fangs.

      “Wrong answer.”
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      Maximus

      

      All the way home apprehension eats at me. I turn into the old abandoned factory district that has just begun its gentrification process, and keep my eyes sharp. On the corner of my block sits a black escalade, windows tinted, completely out of place in a landscape of graffiti and piece of shit cars that risk parking on the streets around here.

      I pull into the alley entrance of my ground floor garage, park and let myself into the building through a secure door.

      Or at least it was secure. The lock and latch are broken and grooved in like a crowbar has been taken to it. Striding in and around the corner quickly, all my fears and worries are realized.

      The padlock to my lift is broken off.

      I get in and punch the button. The five seconds it takes to get to my apartment are the longest in history.

      The lift door is already open and I step out.

      Sabin is in an expensive suit, looking wholly out of place in my loft, fisting the collar my moro koritsi is wearing. Her eyes are wild with fright, the tears I usually love staining her cheeks. Because of him.

      It takes effort not to pull my gun out and shoot him dead.

      He pauses in whatever the fuck he was about to do, and turns to me with the fucked up smile I remember from childhood. It’s the same smile he wore when he made me watch my high school girlfriend get raped by one of his guards.

      “Maximus! There you are,” he says as if he’s been looking all over for me. Maybe he has.

      It’s been a long time since I’ve seen my brother.

      Not long enough.

      He looks older. Doughier. Worn down by time. Although, that may just be his long night in jail. He must have bought a judge to get out so fast.

      “What the fuck you doing here, Sab?” My eyes track to where his fist is wrapped around her collar that was already flush to her neck. The asshole is likely bruising her.

      Mine. He’s touching and bruising what is mine.

      Some of my irritation must show because he says, “Oh, Maximus. Brought low by a pretty face.” There’s real mirth in his voice. “I assumed you cut our little bird loose. Not kept her caged for yourself. She’s a delicious little piece, isn’t she?”

      He’s baiting me, but it takes more restraint than it should to not get snagged on the hook.

      “Should we both call her and see who she comes to?” I ask with an air of detached amusement.

      He laughs without any real humor. “No, I think we both know she’d run to you. But, it’s no matter. She’ll still be leaving with me.”

      Not a fucking chance.

      He tosses Lily aside and comes to the loft’s metal pipe railing. “My building security tells me you came for a visit while I was away. I’m so sorry I missed you,” he says. “Did you find everything you were looking for?”

      “Not really. But you already know that.” His apartment was clean. “Let me ask again. What are you doing here?”

      “Besides collecting my pretty bird.” He motions towards Lily—Mia with his crowbar. “I came to see you. I heard a rumor and I wanted to make sure it wasn’t true.” Condensation drips from his voice. “See, I was told you were behind me getting pickup on bullshit charges, which, of course I wouldn’t have believed had you not also visited my penthouse that same day. Did you send men to arrest me, Maximus?”

      I shrug noncommittally.

      “That wasn’t very brotherly of you.”

      “You’ve sent men to kill me. More than once. That wasn’t very brotherly of you.”

      Now it’s Sabin’s turn to shrug, but his features harden. He loses some of his casual coolness. “You betrayed me. Started working for the enemy. What did you think would happen?”

      “The enemy? Law enforcement has never been my enemy. I'm not the one throwing my hat into the ring of every illegal activity that pays well.”

      He scoffs. “Says the man who kills for a living.”

      “Legally. Government sanctioned. Never little girls I pump full of crack and heroin and make fuck strangers until they die.” My kills have been mostly terrorists and a bunch of crooked assholes who double crossed the wrong somebody and got a mercy bullet through their head at long range for their error in judgment.

      “My mistake, brother,” he laughs, glancing meaningfully behind him before facing me again. “You just keep girls chained in your loft to fuck yourself. You’re right, your hands are so much cleaner than mine. Your disloyalties were completely justified.”

      My jaw clenches at the mention of Lily leashed in my loft, but I snort at his mention of disloyalties. “What have you ever done to instill a sense of loyalty? When you had me jumped at the age of thirteen after I refused to go to my sparing lessons because I had cracked ribs? Or was it when you raped my girlfriend to teach me never to get attached?”

      Behind Sabin, Lily’s gaze jerks to mine at my words, her gaze filled with sadness. That’s when I notice she’s slowly scooted herself to the end of her leash without making a sound and is in the process stretching herself out flat.

      What the hell is she doing?

      I focus my attention on Sabin.

      “You’re still hung up on that?” he asks, sounding genuinely surprised. “I’d forgotten about her.” Behind him, Lily’s leg leaves the mattress and her toes search the floor next to the bed. “Wasn’t running off and joining the military payback enough? Did you love the girl so much?”

      “No, I hadn’t loved her at all, and if you’d bothered to ask me you would have known that.” Maybe she would have been spared. Instead she was made subject to my brother’s sick games. Just for being associated with me. “But that’s beside point. She didn’t deserve what was done to her. Neither did I.”

      “Those were lessons, Maximus,” Sabin says like a wise old father. “And they worked, didn’t they? You were soft. Weak. Ineffectual. You never would have survived—thrived had I not pushed you. Not in our world. The world we were born into.”

      The world we were born into?

      “Bullshit. Our father ran a low-profile illegal gambling ring, Sab. That’s the world we were born into. But that wasn’t enough for you? Was it?”

      “Pfft. Please. You were so young. Too young to know how it was. Father had no power. Not real power. And it left us unprotected. He was easily picked off and got our mother killed for being there with him. He hadn’t crossed the wrong family. Hadn’t pissed off the wrong person. Some small time Jap crime lord wanted his territory. Wanted our territory.” He thumps his chest with meaning. “Our money. He wanted to make a name for himself. And our father. Our family was easy pickings. So, you remember what I did?”

      “You killed them all.” Without mercy or refinement. No one-shot-to-the-head for the Hagiashi crew. Sabin had gone after them one by one. He’d made an example of them all.

      Hagiashi’s death had lasted three days. Three days of nails being driven into his hands, legs, feet. Three days of his bones being pulverized. Three days of getting blow torched. And Sabin had made me come down there. Sit there. Watch. And it would have been longer had I not put him out of his misery.

      “That’s right,” Sabin snarls. “I killed them all. One by one. Starting with the head of the snake. And I made sure no one would ever think to fuck with the Brakas ever again. Everything I’ve ever done was for us.”

      “You mean, for you. For power to feed your ego. We weren’t seen as a threat. You were barely twenty-two. And I was barely a teenager. We could have disappeared and Hagiashi would have left us alone.”

      Aunt Alisa had begged Sabin for us to come live with her. When Sabin refused, she begged for him to at least send me. I wanted to go. I loved Alisa and her husband Mark. And I’d desperately needed some normalcy. Some structure. Our father may have ran illegal gambling but we lived in the suburbs. At twelve I had no idea where the money for fancy summer camps, family ski vacations and my new sneakers came from.

      I thought we were a normal family. My parents were loving. My father was a gregarious Greek who made everyone laugh. My mother was a sweetheart. My brother was an asshole, but it didn’t matter because he’s so much older than me. He had moved out and was living in the city by the time I was nine. Before that he’d never been home. He’d had his own life.

      Little did I know the life he was living would destroy life as I knew it.

      “Running hadn’t be a part of the world we lived in,” he says.

      “It had been your world, Sabin.” A world I escaped at eighteen by enlisting. Sabin had been displeased, but let me rebel for a time. Was even proud when he heard I became a sniper. That all changed when I retired and started taking government contracts instead of working for him.

      Then the hired men came. One after another. Some so amateur I almost felt guilty putting them down. Only then did I start feeding the DA and feds information…

      Lily has gotten the collar undone and is inching off the bed, all the while watching Sabin’s back.

      “And when you’re sitting in a max state prison,” I loudly goad, “bored out of your mind, trying not to get killed, trying to figure out how to rule the pathetic new reality you’re stuck in, remember when you dragged me into your world. You should have left me the fuck alone.”

      Lily must have made a noise because Sabin glances over his shoulder just as she gets to the stairs. They lock eyes.

      “Jump!” I yell. She doesn’t even hesitate, but swings herself over the stair rail and lets go in more of a fall than a jump.

      I run, vault onto the heavy counsel holding my tv and hoist myself up, swinging under the rail of the loft, and push myself up just to throw myself at Sabin’s knees. We crash back to the floor and his hand reaches into his jacket before I’m on him.

      We grapple in earnest when my hand locks on the metal he clutches. He’s in better shape than I would have thought. But I have something he doesn’t. Years and years of sparing lessons as a child and then in the field of battle as an adult. He had me trained in every way to be a ruthless killer before I ever penned my name on a government contract.

      He bellows in fury when I break his hand and wrench the gun out of his hold. I slide the safety off with my thumb and press the 9mm semi-auto barrel to his throat.

      He leans in.

      “Do it,” he dares me.

      No hesitation, I pull the trigger, one, two, three, four.

      Lily screams from somewhere down below.

      Sabin howls and clutches his bloody hands together as I push off him. I already regret not killing him. My ears ring, but I still hear as he calls me every curse word in the Greek language, promising to kill me slowly. Telling me how Hagiashi’s death was a kindness to what he will do to me.

      I pull out my phone and make a call. I put a bullet through both my brother’s hands and feet, but I wouldn’t put it past him to try to pull another gun. I hold the phone to my ear with my shoulder while I pat my brother down for weapons. The first thing I find is his phone. That I toss aside. I pull a knife from an ankle holster and pocket his dagger just as Noah answers his phone.

      “Hey, Max. What’s up?”

      “I’m going to need you to get over here. Possibly with backup,” I say thinking of the black SUV parked in front of the building. Sabin yells and I add, “We’ll need an ambulance too, unless you don’t mind this bastard bleeding out before you can detain him.”

      “What the fuck is going on?” I can hear Noah’s already on the move. “Where are you?”

      “My place. Sabin decided to drop in for a visit.” Noah’s been here before, but I still rattle off the address.

      After I hang up, I drag a screaming mad Sabin down to the main floor where I secure the lift door and door to the hall. Then I take a look out the front facing windows to check if the Escalade is still at the corner. It’s there and two of my brother’s guards have gotten out and are looking up at my building. I recognize them from when I was a kid. Mike and Danny. Such innocuous names for such cruel bastards.

      I’m not sure if they’ll see me, but I wave.

      “Maximus,” Lily’s voice is strained as she calls to me from the corner where she’s huddled under some shelves. Her eyes are on Sabin and she motions my attention to him with a nod of her head.

      The resilient asshole is army crawling to his phone. I walk over and give him a swift kick to the face, feeling no remorse as he falls to his back, knocked out. I lean down and pocket the phone.

      “Go put on some clothes and lock yourself in the master bathroom,” I tell Lily. Or Mia. Or whatever the fuck her name is. We’ll figure it out later.

      She scrambles up and hesitates. I wish I could open my arms and hold her. She’s already got a bruise forming on her cheek bone. New bruises on her arms. I know she’s shaken up and has a long day of interrogations and other unpleasant shit ahead of her, but I’ve got to stay sharp and watch the exits for visitors, friend or foul.

      “Go on, moro. Get dressed. Sabin has guards downstairs that may decide to check on him now that shots have been fired.”

      That gets her moving. The master bedroom door slams behind her, and I take up residence behind the couch, angling myself just right for a clear shot of the lift and the door leading to the hall where the stairs are.

      After a minute I hear footsteps in the hall. It’s much too soon for Agent Young or the ambulance to be here. The door bursts open and Mike and Danny come in, guns out. The second they see Sabin on the ground, they start shooting at nothing and everything.

      A cacophony of blasts ring in my ears as I calmly take out one, then the other. One. Two. Straight to the forehead. No wasted bullets or thoughts of sparing their pathetic lives.

      I should have probably kept them alive for questioning, but they’re too loyal to Sabin. And Sab would protect them. Get them lawyers. They’ve done a lot of dirty work and would likely roll on Sab just enough to have any charges on them dropped, but they’d also likely keep his operation running while he’s in prison. And he is going to prison… if his associates don’t kill him first.

      “You’re still weak,” Sabin rasps. His head has lolled towards me, but he’s still sprawled out on his back, bleeding all over my floor. “I’m going to get out of prison and come after you. I’ll kill you, but not before I tie you up and make you watch as I torture and kill that whore of mine.”

      “She’s not yours,” I growl before I can stop myself.

      His laugh is a huff of breath. “You’re not who I thought you were, brother.”

      “You’re exactly who I thought you were.” I get up and stride over to Sabin and squat next to him. Brush a lock of hair off his forehead. My dear brother. “What makes you think I’m going to let you live?”

      “You haven’t killed me yet.”

      “I’m not going to kill you brother. But you’re not going to survive. You might not even make it to prison.”

      “What are you, fucking Yoda now?” he scoffs.

      “Let me make myself clearer. I’m getting the word out that you’re rolling on everyone you’ve been running money for. And they’ll believe it when the feds start picking them up. One by one.” I stand to my full height and watch all the expressions of shock and disbelief cross my brother’s blood drained features.

      “That’s bullshit,” he weakly rages.

      “We know about Evaline Korey. The offshore accounts. We have the ledgers with the codenames of your associates. How long do you think it’ll take the feds to crack the codes when they’ve got such nicely mapped money trails?”

      Sabin curses, turning green.

      “How soon do you think it’ll be before there’s a price on your head?”

      “You’re no brother of mine,” he spits.

      The elevator grinds in a mechanic whorl, signaling the arrival of the feds, or the ambulance, or both.

      I stride over, unlatched the lift doors and slide them open.

      “I’m exactly the brother you made me.” I walk back to his side. “Ruthless. Sadistic. A killer. I’m just not the narcissistic power-hungry psychopath you are, Sab.”

      “Fuck you.”

      Sabin is read his rights and placed under arrest.

      The paramedics rush to his side, taking his vitals, wrapping his wounds, and checking him over before getting lifted onto a stretcher. Noah comes in shaking his head at me, followed by four other feds. Three I recognize and have worked with before, including Noah’s partner Ms. Angelo. The last I don’t know, but he nods at me just the same as the others.

      “Good luck out there,” I tell Sabin as the medics wheel him to the lift. He tells me to fuck myself. Most of the feds go down with him.

      Noah and his partner Angela Angelo hang back.

      “You going to tell me what the fuck happened?” Noah starts.

      “It was self-defense.”

      “Sure. How about those two.” He motions to the two dead guards.

      “Yep.”

      “Fuck, at least there aren’t any witnesses.” The second Noah says it, Lily pops her head out the bedroom door.

      “Mia Korey?” Noah guesses.

      “Yes.” And she wasn’t supposed to come out until I got her.

      I crook my finger for her to come to me and she eases out into the living space. Her eyes go to the two dead men, who now have sheets over their bodies, awaiting collection. She darts past them, launching herself at me. I wrap my arms around her, and prop my chin on her head as she buries her face in my chest.

      Noah scrubs a hand through his hair. “You know we’re going to have to bring her in. Question her.”

      “That’s fine. But she doesn’t leave my side.”

      “You know I can’t promise that,” he says.

      “Sabin held her captive for eighteen months. You know what kind of sick shit he could have put her through in the nearly two years he had her.” Angela’s arms drop and she looks at the back of Lily with some sympathy if not pity.

      “She stays with me,” I tell them.

      Agent Angelo rolls her eyes, crossing her arms and glares at Noah, then at me. “Does she need the paramedics? To be taken to the hospital?”

      Lily shakes her head in the negative. “No hospital.”

      “Look, Brakas,” Angela says. “We can’t promise you will get to stay with her, but I promise that I will be with her every second she’s away from you. Not as an interrogator, but as support,” she interjects before I can argue.

      Lily pulls back from me. “That’s fine,” she tells them and then looks up at me. “That’s fine. I’ll be fine. I’ll tell them everything I know.”
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      Lily… *sigh* Mia

      

      Maximus makes introductions and Agent Angela Angelo explains that I don’t have to go the hospital, but she will have to photograph my bruises. Maximus has us go into the master bedroom so she can take pictures of them, even the ones from before today. She lightly questions me. Asks if I need a rape kit.

      I laugh at that.

      I know she just wants to gauge the level of my trauma. Be kind and all that, but I just want to be left alone. I know that’s not going to happen and soon enough I’m going to have to explain all the reasons I went home with Sabin in the first place.

      All the reasons I’ve sold myself over and over since I was seventeen.

      But right now, I just want her to take the pictures and be done with it. I stop her when she tries to take pics of the bruises on my inner thighs. “Those aren’t from Sabin,” I tell her.

      The agent sighs. “What’s your relationship with Maximus Brakas?”

      “You mean, are we fucking?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Then, yes.”

      “Your relationship consensual?”

      “It’s the most consensual sex I’ve had since I was sixteen.” And it is. It’s a little fucked up and jaded, but that’s kind of my favorite part. Maximus pushes my boundaries, but stops the second I ask him to. And stops to check in on me, even when I don’t want him to stop.

      “Everything in your relationship consensual?” She picks up one of the satin ties that’s tangled at the foot of the bed. She eyes the tether at the head of the bed, lifting a judgmental if curious brow as she gives me a pointedly skeptical look.

      I can feel a flush working up my throat to infuse my face in heat. “Yes, even that,” I mutter. “How do you know I wasn’t the one tying him up?” I ask with some petulance.

      Angela snorts.

      When we exit the bedroom, there are people taking pictures of the bodies. Maximus hands me a blue ice pack and I hold it to my cheek as he ushers me to the lift with Agents Young and Angelo.

      The garage is a hub of activity, crawling with so many cops and agents my skin itches.

      The ambulance carrying Sabin is gone, but two other ambulances are here, the back doors thrown open, the medics casually milling about, likely waiting to collect the bodies from upstairs while they talk about mundane things.

      Angela and Noah walk in front of us and when I see we’re heading towards a SUV I don’t recognize; I begin to get panicky.

      “Daddy,” I say, tugging on Maximus’s shirt to hold him back. “I need to talk to you before we go.”

      The two agents stop and turn. Agent Noah’s brows are way up his handsome face, his full lips twisted in amusement. Angela’s brows are pulled down, her face pinched in either judgement or concern or both.

      That’s when I realized what I just called him.

      In front of them.

      “Maximus,” I mutter, my face flaming. “I meant to say, Maximus.”

      Maximus doesn’t seem to care. All he says is, “If you’re going to tell me you’re Mia Korey, I already know.”

      How? “Well, yes—I mean no. I mean—” I ramble and stutter, completely thrown off. “That’s part of it, but not the whole thing. I just need to talk to you. In private.” I put emphasis on the last, hoping he gets the hint.

      Angela sighs. “You two don’t have to ride with us. Take your moment of privacy. You won’t likely be getting another for a while.”

      “Right. We’ll meet you there,” Maximus tells the two agents.

      “No problem, daddy,” Noah says with a knowing grin and mocking wink. Angela gives him a backhanded slap to the arm and rolls her eyes.

      Maximus scowls as he leads me to the passenger side of his car.

      “Are you mad I called you daddy in public?” I ask.

      “No.”

      “You seem mad.”

      “I’m not,” he snaps.

      “Okay.”

      Maximus buckles me in before getting in behind the wheel.

      “How do you know my real name?” I ask once we’re on the road. Maximus has gone into his silent and sinister mode and it makes me even more anxious and squirmy than I already was.

      “I went over the files from the safe deposit box with Noah this morning,” he says. “They were informative,” he interjects with a side eye. “Your grandmother’s name is all over them. Noah found out all about you two in a quick search.”

      I have so many questions about what they found on me, and what was in the file, but only one question really matters. “Do you know where she is? My grandmother. Is she safe? Sabin said she was but—” My voice breaks. “He wouldn’t let me see her, or know where she was. For eighteen months I’ve just wanted to see her. To know she’s okay…” My throat works, too tight to say another word.

      Jaw ticking, eyes on the road, Maximus takes my hand and, in an instant, I know everything is going to be all right.

      “If everything in the file is correct,” he says, “she’s at a nursing home in upstate New York. After all of this is over, I’ll take you there to see her.”

      “Pinky promise?” I don’t know what makes me ask for the juvenile oath, but am glad I asked for it when his lips twitch in amusement.

      He trails the knuckle of his pinky down my cheek before wrapping his much

      bigger finger around mine and bringing it to his mouth to suck on. “Promise,” he says after I get all squirmy.

      I wait a beat or two working up my courage before blurting, “Sabin has something on me.”

      “The videos? I know about those. I have the thumb drive—”

      I flash with hot and cold. I’d forgotten about the flash drive. “Oh god. Did you watch—”

      “No. I kept it to destroy it.”

      “Okay.” I nod dumbly. “But that’s not what Sabin has on me. He—he knows I killed my mother.”

      Maximus goes statue still. The light we’re sitting at turns green, but we don’t move. A car honks.

      “Maximus, the light’s green.”

      Our car moving is the only indication he heard me. He smoothly turns off the road we were on and we drive in silence.

      “Maximus?” No reply or reaction. “Daddy?”

      Maximus turns off the road into an underground parking structure. The lights have an orangey gleam and day becomes night. Shadows fall everywhere a strip of fluorescent light doesn’t glow.

      He easily finds a secluded dark corner and turns his intense gaze on me the second we’re parked.

      “Tell me everything. What he knows. How he knows. And is there evidence, because for all accounts and purposes, the records show your grandmother was the one who killed your mother. And it was an accident.”

      “It was an accident!” I rush. “She had a pillow over Me’me’s face. My mother, that is. So, I shoved her—”

      “Does Sabin have evidence? A recording of your confession?”

      “No—no he visited Me’me and she rambled about it. She gets confused. She has Alzheimer’s and stressful events will come back to her like they’re happening. And she told him enough for him to know—”

      “Nothing,” Maximus interjects. “He knows fuck all, nothing but the ramblings of some old woman with a disease that makes her confused.”

      “But—”

      “No buts. Whatever he thinks happened is bullshit. What you confessed to me will never be repeated.”

      “They’re going to ask why when I was seventeen years old, I ran away with my grandmother who has Alzheimer’s, with no money. Few possessions. And then changed our names.”

      “Shit!” he curses, his jaw ticking. “Shit, shit, shit!”

      “I’m tired of running, Max. Of lying. I don’t want to do either anymore.”

      After a tense minute, he wordlessly shifts the car into gear and backs out of the parking space.

      “Where are we going?”

      “Do you trust me, moro?”

      “Yes,” I answer easily.

      “Good. Because I have a plan.”

      “Maximus?”

      “Hmm?”

      “I think I’d still prefer it if you called me Lily.”

      He glances over at me. “I would have thought being Mia again would be a relief.”

      “Mia was another girl, from another time. I’m not her anymore. I’ll never be her again.” It’s hard to explain, but being Lily Ames is comfortable in a way that being Mia Korey will never be again.

      “Okay, moro koritsi. Lily, it is. But you know all the feds that interview you will be referring to you are Mia Korey, not to mention if and when you take the stand.”

      “That’s fine.” It is what it is. “As long as I’m still Lily to you.”

      He shrugs. “I didn’t want to have to try to remember to call you Mia anyways. Would have been a pain in the ass.”

      I hide my smile and Maximus picks up his phone and makes a call. His tone hard and terse, he makes demands and threats before, seemingly somewhat satisfied he hangs up.

      “Daddy?”

      “Yeah?” He answers in a clipped distracted tone.

      “What does moro koritsi mean?”

      Some of the steel leaves his voice and his eyes glint with that something special, reserved just for me. “Baby girl. It means baby girl. And moro, after this is all over, I’m going to string you from the rafters and make you wish you had been arrested.”

      “Oh.”

      My stomach drops with dread even as down below flutters in anticipation.
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        * * *

      

      “What’s all this?” Agent Noah Young gestures in annoyance at the two lawyers trailing us. Maximus called them on the way over. They’re young, but he assured me they’re from one of the best firms in the city.

      “She gets immunity for anything she may confess or any crime she may implicate herself in. Or she doesn’t talk,” Maximus says.

      Noah’s jaw works, his face going red. The agent is as large as Maximus and just as intimidating. Maybe more so because I don’t trust him the way I do Max. I fight taking a step back. “What she has on him better be good,” he snipes.

      Irrational guilt swamps me for upsetting him. For causing this discord.

      Maximus pulls me in closer to his side, as if sensing my upset. He’s getting pissed too, and there’s no reason for them to fight. I’m more than willing to tell Agent Young or anyone else everything I know.

      I put a hand on Max’s arm and step forward. “I’ve witnessed murders, overheard phone calls. Was at meetings.” Usually under the table serving as slave girl either sucking cock or curled at his feet, but I was there. “I know a lot about the everyday running of Sabin’s operations.” I essentially was furniture he could fuck. “He didn’t tell me anything, but he didn’t hide anything when I was around, either.”

      “Fine. Full immunity,” Noah says.

      “We’re going to need that in writing,” one of the lawyers chimes in.

      “Of course, you are,” Noah gripes, but he casts me the full bore of his tired smile. Irritation practically rolls off him in waves but he’s trying to be nice, and I more than appreciate it. “Follow me.”

      I hesitate, but then Maximus’s hand is at the small of my back. His lips press the top of my head as he urges me to follow Noah, and I know for sure everything is going to be fine. More than fine.

      I’ve likely never been safer in my life.

      Daddy will make sure nothing bad ever touches me again.

      At least nothing he doesn’t make me beg for.
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        * * *

      

      Lily

      

      Four weeks later

      Domum Deorum Bacchanal

      “Thank you for taking me to see Me’me,” I say stepping out of our suite. It was the third time since discovering where she was that we made the drive to see my grandmother. On the second visit, she recognized me. It was only a minute. Less than. But it was enough. Her clear moments are few and far between. Just getting to see her and knowing she’s all right is an anvil of weight off my heart.

      “You look like a fairy nymph,” he says with a gleam in his eyes that tells me he will be ripping my pretty dress off me later.

      “Thank you, Daddy.” I finger my skirt and take a look at myself in floor to ceiling mirror we pass and fight doing a twirl. Domum Deorum’s annual Bacchanal is held at the founder, Roan Taggart’s extravagant estate. It is indeed a home fit for a god. Maximus made sure to reserve us one of the lavish suites and I’ve never felt more like a fairy princess in my life.

      A pervert’s version of fairy princess, but a fairy princess just the same.

      My dress consists of a translucent cream corset that has exquisitely embroidered vines running up my torso, but reveals my nipples quite clearly. The skirt is a waterfall of tulle covered in a cascade of flowers. Like the day I first met him, I wear a crown of flowers on my head, but my hair falls in thick waves. And topping it off is my lacy mask that’s shaped like a butterfly.

      “Does it really look alright?”

      “It’s missing something,” he says as he pulls me into an alcove just down the hall from the ballroom we were heading for.

      “What?” I look down at myself in concern.

      Maximus reaches into his inner coat pocket and pulls out two items. A velvet and lace choker and a bejeweled stainless-steel anal plug with Moro Koritsi scrolled down the side.

      I giggle. “Daddy,” I say with exasperation and a smile. “You engraved my pet name onto a butt plug?”

      He quirks a brow, pockets the choker and starts lifting my skirts. “Too sappy? Overly romantic?”

      “Perfect,” I gasp as he lifts my knee and runs the cold steel along my wet core, getting it slick.

      And it is. The perfect gift, from my perfect daddy.
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        * * *

      

      Maximus

      

      “My naughty, moro koritsi. The festivities haven’t even begun and you’re already wet.”

      Her head falls back and I scrape my teeth up the delicate column of her neck. She tenses as I work the plug into her. A whimper escapes her throat as it seats fully inside her.

      “Take Daddy’s cock out, baby.”

      She gulps and works at my zipper, reaching in and pulling out my hard length the second it’s down. Her lower lip is sucked in between her front teeth as she awaits instructions. “Such a good girl,” I say. I lift her so I can impale myself in her heat, and her legs latch around my waist.

      She’s already flushed, nipples hard, hands grasping but knowing better not to clutch more than my sleeves.

      “Want Daddy inside you?”

      “Yes, please.”

      “What do you say?”

      “Please, Daddy. I need your cock inside me. Please.”

      “You beg so pretty. Almost as pretty as when you cry.” One, two, three thrusts and I’m buried to the hilt in her ultra-snug cunt.

      Pressing her to the wall, I cover her mouth and fuck her hard and rough. “That’s right, baby girl. Scream against Daddy’s hand.” She strains and screams, tears wetting her lashes. She claws at my shoulders until her internal muscles spasm and jerk, clutching me so tight my eyes roll back and I’m coming with savage slams of my hips.

      After I’ve caught my breath, I let her slide to her slippered feet. Her eyes are damp, glazed, her lips swollen, her hair and dress mussed, and she looks absolutely perfect.

      “What was that for?” she asks, a bit dazed.

      “I wanted to make sure everyone in that ballroom knows who you belong to.”

      “But everyone already knows I’m yours, Daddy.”

      “Yes, you are, moro koritsi.” I clasp the pretty collar I got for her around her throat. “And you always will be.”

      

      
        
        THE END
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      Lindsay had a daddy. Usually that made Lindsay very happy, but this morning, with Rick, Lindsay's daddy, away on a business trip, it made her… well, not sad. Definitely not sad.

      But when Lindsay's daddy had to travel, well, Lindsay got, you know, needy.

      Lying in bed on the third and final morning of Rick's trip, knowing she had woken up too late to text with him, let alone video chat, Lindsay felt needier than she thought she had ever felt in her life. It turned her face bright red—she didn't even have to get out of bed and look in the mirror to know that—because she knew it was her own fault, and she knew that if she had asked him nicely her daddy would almost definitely have told her she could take care of her neediness. Now, though, Lindsay didn't think she could follow the rules, even though she and her daddy had agreed on them so clearly and completely before he left.

      Lindsay blushed because she knew she was about to touch herself down in the place where Daddy said she wasn't allowed to touch herself without permission, except to keep it clean.

      When Rick had first made that rule for her, three months ago—two weeks after they had started dating and the morning after they had had sex for the first time, to date it precisely—Lindsay hadn't thought she would have any trouble obeying her daddy in this area he clearly thought so important. She had even giggled.

      "I don't do that," she had said as they lay in bed together, with Rick's hand between her legs, claiming the part of her he had decided to talk to her so seriously about—the part that had seemed such a burden to her from the age of eighteen until her current advanced age of twenty-three.

      "You don't do that, what?" Rick had said seriously, and accompanied the question with a movement of his fingers that had made Lindsay buck against the possessive hand, with a little whimper.

      It had all come back, then, just as it all came back now, three months later.

      "I don't do that, Daddy," she had whispered, and she tried to whisper it now in bed with Rick away on his business trip, but she stopped after "I," and bit her lower lip.

      Lindsay had a daddy. A strict daddy, when he needed to be, who took Lindsay over his knee and spanked her very hard. A daddy who had told her in no uncertain terms that if she ever wanted to play with his little pussy, she must ask him for permission, because if he found out that she had done it without permission…

      She whispered again, with her hands at her sides in little fists next to the silk of the little nighty her daddy had told her to wear every night while he was away, with nothing under it.

      Nothing at all.

      She whispered again, "Please, Daddy. Not the belt. Please, not the belt."

      Lindsay had never gotten the belt from her daddy. Once, when she had sassed him about how long he took to make dinner one night, Rick had taken off his thick jeans belt, and wound it around his fist, while Lindsay, sitting at the table waiting for the wonderful steak her daddy had made for her, trembled. Daddy had put the steaks in the oven to keep them warm, and then he had made Lindsay take off all her clothes and get a towel to put on her chair.

      Trembling, she had obeyed, and when she had returned from the bathroom with the towel, she had found that Rick's thick, brown leather belt sat beside her placemat on the table. While she ate the delicious meal her daddy had cooked for her, Lindsay had had to look at the belt. Every time she had seen it, her heart had given a leap of fear, even as down below her little pussy, shaved for her daddy's pleasure, gave a clench of shameful need.

      After dinner, Daddy had told her to stand up and put the towel over the back of the chair. Lindsay had bitten her lip when she felt how wet she had gotten it during dinner, but she had obeyed her daddy.

      "Bend over the chair, pumpkin," Lindsay's daddy had told her, and Lindsay had known she had to, because she saw her daddy's belt sitting right there on the table, and she knew that some naughty girls got the belt on their little bottoms when they sassed their daddies.

      "Why, Daddy?" she had asked, though, looking over her shoulder at Rick, who had taken off his shirt and his pants and stood next to the table only in his incredibly sexy black briefs. Lindsay had been able to see her Daddy's hard penis outlined in the briefs, and she had known of course that he would have big girl time with her now, but would he whip her first? Her heart had leapt in panic.

      "Daddy's going to fuck you, now, pumpkin, and I want you to look at Daddy's belt while his penis is in your little pussy. Remember what I told you about Daddy's belt?"

      "Yes, Daddy," Lindsay had whispered.

      "What did I tell you?"

      Lindsay had felt a deep crease furrow her brow. "You said I would get the belt when I need it, to learn to be a good girl for my daddy."

      Rick had nodded. "What else did Daddy say? When will you always get the belt?"

      That had been the moment when, thinking about how she had giggled the very first time Rick brought it up, Lindsay had realized she might someday have a problem.

      "If I touch my little pussy without asking," she had whispered.

      "Whose little pussy, pumpkin?" Rick had asked, one eyebrow raised so that Lindsay had felt herself clench down there.

      "Your little pussy, Daddy."

      "That's right, pumpkin. Now kneel down and get Daddy's penis out. Get me nice and ready to fuck my little pussy."

      Lindsay's face always burned when her daddy told her to suck his penis. It was so big, after all, and it got so hard when her daddy wanted to put it inside her. Still, she had knelt on the carpet and pulled down the black briefs slowly and respectfully, the way she knew her daddy liked.

      "Open your mouth, Lindsay," Rick had growled, then, as if he had gotten impatient for the feeling of his little girl's velvety mouth around his hardness. The growl had made Lindsay blush even more, but she had felt herself flow down below as she had obeyed. Then her daddy had thrust his penis inside her lips, and held her head as he moved in and out. The thick shaft had grown even longer and thicker inside her mouth, and Daddy had given a groan of pleasure that made Lindsay's little clit ache.

      Then Lindsay's daddy had said, "Okay, pumpkin, stand up and get over the chair. Remember to look at the belt while I fuck you."

      Now, in bed, with her daddy away on his business trip, Lindsay knew she should stop thinking about the night he had made it clear that he really meant to whip her, if she masturbated without permission. She knew, if she didn't want to face those terrible consequences, to learn that terrible lesson, she had to stop remembering what Daddy's cock had felt like when he had fucked his little girl over the chair, with the belt coiled on the table in front of her.

      Lindsay had to stop moving her fingers over the pussy-lips Daddy made her keep bare and tidy for him, and she had to take her other hand away from the bottom Daddy liked to put his big penis in after a spanking, to make sure his little girl had really learned her lesson. Lindsay always whimpered when her daddy fucked her little bottom, and she whimpered now, too, because she couldn't help herself. She couldn't keep from pushing her naughty middle finger into the tiny button of an anus that her daddy always praised when he enjoyed it with his cock. He told her it was so nice and tight for him, and such a nice place to put his seed, and she was such a good girl for taking the penis there, that Lindsay always felt proud of herself even though a little girl shouldn't have such a big thing up her bottom, should she?

      With her finger there, though, in the naughtiest place of all, and her other hand in front, its two middle fingers rubbing and rubbing and rubbing, so that Lindsay bucked against her own hands the way she always bucked against Rick's, when he got her ready for fucking, what could she do but turn over in bed? What could she do but raise her bottom the way the chair had raised it for Daddy to fuck, for Daddy to whip with his belt if he decided his little Lindsay needed discipline?

      "Oh, no," Lindsay whisper-moaned. "Oh, no, Daddy. Please… please…"

      There was something in her night-table, too. Daddy had left it there, because he trusted his little girl only to use it when he told her to. It was long, and hard, and it had ridges. It had a button that made it buzz, so that when her daddy put it inside her Lindsay always thought she might faint.

      She couldn't. She couldn't get the toy that Daddy called Lindsay's Special Helper. Rick had said that if she were very, very good while he was away, he might let her take it out while they video chatted, and use it while he watched.

      She couldn't. She just…

      Lindsay scrambled towards her night table, leaving her left hand on her bottom as if to remind her what was going to happen to her when her daddy found out, and reaching her right hand to pull out the drawer, to get out the long, pink vibrating dildo.

      When Daddy put the special helper inside Lindsay, he always made her turn on her tummy and push her bottom out to him. Once, as Lindsay blushed furiously, he had even put it inside her little bottom. Usually, though, he moved it up and down along the pout of her naughty pussy, pushing a little deeper each time, until Lindsay screamed, "Please, Daddy. Please put it in."

      Now, when she had decided she would break all her daddy's rules, she somehow wanted to feel like she did it in a way her daddy would approve of. So once she had the special helper in her hand, and she had pushed the button that made it buzz and tremble in her fingers, she lay over a fluffy pillow with her right hand holding the toy down underneath, between her thighs, and she moved the bulbous, tapered tip up and down, making it so wet with her naughtiness that she knew it would slide in just like her daddy's penis after she had gotten him ready in her mouth.

      Then she whispered, "Please, Daddy. Please put it in. Put it in my little pussy."

      In her imagination, Rick pushed the vibrator into her. Lindsay gave a little cry of joy that her daddy liked to make her feel good, liked to reward her this way, with something hard in the pussy he loved to fuck. She imagined that the special helper was her daddy's big cock, and she moved it in and out the way he moved in and out when he used her for his pleasure.

      "Thank you, Daddy," Lindsay whispered. She pushed away the troubling memory that she had decided to break her daddy's rules and concentrated on the fact that Rick had put the special helper in her night-table drawer, so it was his fault, at least a little. Maybe he would spank her, but he wouldn't give her the belt, would he?

      Then the mental picture of herself, naked and bent over the chair, with her daddy's thick belt flashing down across her little bottom-cheeks, came irresistibly into Lindsay's mind, and she started to come, and come, and come.
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      After his lunch meeting, Rick went back to his hotel room, impatient to video chat with Lindsay for a few minutes at least before he had to go back downstairs for another negotiation session. After a few rings, his sweet little girl's face appeared on his phone.

      "Hi, Daddy," she said in a cheerful voice that immediately struck him as meant to cover something up.

      "Hi, pumpkin," he said, pretending he didn't notice anything amiss. "How was your morning?"

      "Fine, Daddy," Lindsay said breezily. "How was yours?"

      "Good!" Rick said enthusiastically, for his meetings had indeed gotten off to a promising start. "I don't have much time right now, pumpkin, and I know you've been a good girl, so…"

      A look flashed across Lindsay's face that made Rick have to expend a good deal of effort to keep himself from frowning. His pretty girl looked away from the phone, and he thought he saw a little red creep into her cheeks. If the tone of her hello had made him a bit suspicious, Rick now felt pretty sure Lindsay had something to confess.

      For a moment he considered demanding that she tell him what she had done, but he immediately thought better of it. Lindsay Green still had mixed feelings about needing her daddy's firm hand on her little bottom when she misbehaved, Rick knew, even if she had a difficult time discussing them.

      It had taken a leap of faith on his part, really, to tell her he thought she needed what he could give her—that little Lindsay needed a daddy. Their first kiss had laid the groundwork of course—had made him suspect that the lovely, petite blonde girl with the big blue eyes, whom he had met at the gym, might have a little inside her lithe, small-breasted but very grown-up body. He had almost told her she had a spanking coming, when she had arrived late for their fourth date though he knew she had had plenty of time to get to the restaurant on time without being late.

      Afterward, at his place, when he had put his left hand behind her head as he kissed her deeply for the first time, the whimper of need Lindsay had emitted had told him that she would at least like him to take the lead. So he had unbuttoned her jeans with his right hand, and he had put that hand inside them, as she pressed herself against him, the whimper changing into a little cry of surprise and almost of alarm to have an older man make it so clear that he felt himself entitled to her pussy.

      Rick was seven years Lindsay's senior, a thing he had already ascertained she liked a lot, though he had also known she felt a good deal of ambivalence about liking it so much. Whenever he had brought up anything in conversation that touched on their age-gap, like his approaching tenth college reunion, he had been able to read on her wrinkled brow that his being older stirred needs she couldn't quite acknowledge.

      That first time he had touched her so dominantly between her thighs, her body's response at any rate had been unmistakable. He had broken the kiss then, and spoken in his daddy-voice.

      "Go into my bedroom and take off everything but your panties, Lindsay," he had said. "It's time."

      Time would become big girl time soon enough, but that night Rick had simply made sure with his tone of voice that his little girl understood what he meant. Her new boyfriend—only the second man with whom she had had sex, it turned out—would be in charge in the bedroom. For a brief moment, the look of uncertainty as to her own feelings about his seniority had returned to her brow, but then, her lip caught between her teeth, she had turned to obey his command.

      Then she had turned back, her face bright red.

      "What if I don't?" she had asked, very quietly.

      Though Rick had been able to figure out, simply from the way she chewed her lower lip and turned her right knee inward a bit, precisely what Lindsay both hoped and feared to hear, he had still taken a moment to decide on taking the momentous step. After all, it meant taking a kind of responsibility for this rather wayward but very bright waitress, who should be doing more with her life and her college degree. As the silence had stretched on, though, Lindsay's adorable face and wide blue eyes had made up his mind for him.

      "If you don't get in there and strip down to your panties right now, Lindsay," he had said in a slow, steady voice, "I'm going to have to spank you."

      Lindsay's lips had parted, and she had visibly begun to pant a little.

      "You wouldn't," she had whispered.

      "I would," Rick had confirmed. "I told you. It's time."

      Again the parted lips, with not a sound coming out of them. He had been able to see the question forming there: Time for what. But the deepening blush upon Lindsay's cheeks had told him her modesty didn't permit the question. She had turned, with a last look over her shoulder, and gone into his bedroom.

      When he had followed a minute later, and found her still dressed and sitting on the bed, as Rick had rather expected he might, he had known that Lindsay herself had decided what it was time for. Rick had stopped just inside the doorway, and said, softly, "Lindsay, honey, have you ever been spanked? Did your daddy spank your little bottom when you were naughty?"

      A tiny whimpering sound had come from Lindsay's throat, and her cheeks had gone bright pink. She shook her head rapidly.

      "Time-outs," she had squeaked.

      "You got time-outs instead of spankings?" Rick had asked, and she had nodded.

      "I don't give time-outs when a girl is naughty, Lindsay," he had said slowly. "When a girl knows it's time to take off her clothes for me, so I can have my way like a daddy should…"

      Lindsay had gasped at that, but Rick had simply continued speaking.

      "… and she doesn't follow my instructions, what do you think happens, pumpkin?"

      The whimper Lindsay emitted at that very first use of his pet-name for her had almost become a sob.

      "Spanking?" she managed to whisper.

      Rick had nodded very slowly.

      "That's right, Lindsay. When a little girl is old enough to have big girl time with a daddy like me, I make sure she understands what it means."

      He had taken a step forward then, and Lindsay's eyes had gone wide as she shrunk back a little further onto his bed. Then she had seemed to realize that despite her alarm at what might happen there, she had come into the bedroom of the man she would learn to call Daddy, and she had sat down on his king-size bed—even if she had disobeyed his instruction to strip down to her panties.

      Rick had thought then, as he looked into her blue eyes, that he had never wanted to see a pair of panties as much as he had wanted to see Lindsay's. The thought had crossed his mind of becoming a scary daddy, the kind of daddy who throws a girl over his knee and hoists her skirt to expose her panty-clad bottom, then rips those panties down and starts to teach her the lesson she needs.

      He had decided not to go down that path, then, on Lindsay's first night of big girl time with her new daddy. He had instead taken a second step forward to bring himself nearly to the place right in front of Lindsay, where he would with his six-foot height loom over his little girl. Lindsay had trembled, but she had not cowered away any further.

      "What does it mean?" she had whispered.

      "What does it mean, Daddy," he had corrected, making her lips part and her breath come in little pants. It had been the very first time he had told her to call him by that sacred name.

      "I…" she had started, and then she had swallowed hard. When she spoke again, her voice hardly rose to a whisper. "I can't."

      "You can," Rick had said gently, knowing with complete certainty that resistance and need had arisen in Lindsay's mind in nearly equal measure. The resistance would melt away, he had felt sure, as the need increased. "I'm going to be your daddy from now on, pumpkin."

      "Oh, God," Lindsay had whimpered, then. "What does it mean, Daddy? What does big girl time mean?" She had looked up at him with wide eyes, her lips still parted and her breath quick and shallow and needy. Her face had gone very red indeed.

      Rick had taken the final step, and he had put his hand out to cup Lindsay's chin. She had whimpered, and trembled, but she had also turned her face into his fingers, and rubbed her chin against them, like a sweet little kitten desperate for petting.

      "It means you and your daddy naked together, pumpkin. It means your daddy's hardness inside you, the way your daddy wants it and the way he likes it."

      "But…" she had whispered, her voice dreamlike now as she looked into his eyes. "But I…"

      Rick had felt sure he understood where her mind was going, so he had finished the thought for her.

      "But you didn't take off your dress and your bra and your stockings, when your daddy told you to, did you?"

      She had shaken her head rapidly, the way a little girl does, and caught her lip in her teeth.

      "So what does little Lindsay need?" As he had spoken, Rick had brought his left hand to rest gently on Lindsay's neck, and worked his fingers softly under the silky blue fabric of her pretty dress. She had shivered, and a deep crease had developed on her brow. When her voice had come, its tone had been higher than her usual speaking voice, and the single word she spoke had sounded adorably youthful.

      "Spankin'." Lindsay's eyes had dropped, and Rick had known she saw the bulge in his black pants. The light in his bedroom was dim, but he had thought her blush had returned in full force.

      Rick had responded with words of loving authority, making his purpose very clear but also wanting Lindsay to understand that he knew that she needed tenderness as well as firm-handed discipline. "That's right, pumpkin. Daddy's going to spank you now. Stand up."

      Her knees had wobbled as she obeyed.

      "I don't know what to do," she had confessed when Rick had sat down on the bed, his face now level with hers.

      "I do, Lindsay," he had said. He had put his right arm around her waist, then and begun to pull her towards him so he could bring her between his knees and upend her over his left thigh, but he had stopped when he felt her resist.

      "But…" she had whispered. "But how will… I mean, what are you going to do?"

      Part of him had felt so certain of her need for his loving discipline that Rick had almost responded by toppling her over his knee and showing her precisely what a naughty girl got from her daddy when she disobeyed him. But he had heard the anxiety in her voice, and he had decided he wanted to be the kind of daddy who talked things over with his little girl before he made her do as she was told.

      "I'm going to put you over my knee, pumpkin. Then I'm going to bare your bottom, and—"

      "Wait!" Lindsay had exclaimed, then, looking into his face with wide blue eyes. "I don't… I didn't… please, not… maybe not the first time?"

      Rick had nodded slowly, smiling sympathetically, but he had known exactly what she needed at that moment, much better he had felt sure than Lindsay did herself.

      "Pumpkin, it's very important to me that you understand that the kind of discipline I give you is intimate, and it will always lead to more intimacy. I'm the kind of daddy who always has sex with a girl after I spank her."
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      In the shower, her tummy full of butterflies as she thought about what she would say to Rick at the airport when he kissed her hello, Lindsay remembered the first time her daddy had punished her.

      She remembered how it had felt when he told her that she didn't get to say whether her panties stayed up or came down, whether that meant for spanking or for sex, and how hot her face had gotten. She remembered, her face getting warmer in the shower than even the lovely hot water running down her body could make it, how she had felt so scared about that first spanking, and yet had wanted it so very much though she couldn't for the life of her have told Rick why—then or now.

      In the shower—longer under the warm water than she needed to be, now, since she had washed and conditioned her hair—her right hand found its way between her thighs, without Lindsay even realizing it. Her left hand rose to the nipple of her little right breast, too, as if at the memory of her daddy telling her he would always spank her on her bare bottom, and would always have sex with her afterward, she couldn't stop herself from being naughty.

      She bit her lip. She had never played with herself in the shower before, and now, thinking of her daddy, and thinking of what he would do if she told him that she had used her helper in bed and had touched herself in the shower, she couldn't stop.

      Her daddy would spank her. He would spank her so hard, much harder than he had done that first time when she had sat on the edge of his bed instead of taking her clothes off. She had wanted to see what would happen, though she hadn't let herself imagine too far.

      Then he had come in, and he had made it perfectly clear what would happen. He had explained it all, but in a way that told Lindsay that as a naughty girl she must not think of escaping her punishment for disobeying her new daddy.

      Lindsay's mind, so new to the feelings her daddy's touch sent coursing through her body and to the way his embarrassing words affected her, had taken a little while to understand, when Rick said that he gave intimate discipline. When she had figured it out, though, and realized that he meant to take her panties down and wouldn't recede from that intention, her face had blazed, and down below in her panties a fire had seemed to burn, too.

      "It's time to go over my knee, now, pumpkin," he had said then, and the arm around her waist had pulled her again, much more decisively now, as if he had explained as much as he meant to explain with Lindsay still upright and not where she belonged.

      She had given a tiny cry as she felt herself toppled, upended, with her arms and her face and her chest on his bed, her cheek against his grey comforter. She had struggled a little, only out of instinct, when she felt him pulling up the skirt of her pretty blue dress, but he had held her in place with his left arm, so that he could tuck the skirt up and lay his hand on the seat of the polka dot panties she had worn on a whim she hadn't completely understood.

      Lindsay had a few pairs of lacy, sexy undies, but that night, though she had had a feeling Rick would see her without her clothes on for the first time, she had decided against them. Instead she had worn her favorites: the little-girlish one with the little pink, blue, and yellow dots on a background of white cotton. Now she had blushed as she thought of her new boyfriend looking down at their seat, at his experienced eye looking at their youthful pattern.

      She had given another startled cry when she felt his hand there, on her bottom, rubbing a soft circle.

      "These are the kind of panties a little girl should wear when her daddy has to spank her," he had said, the warm approval in his voice taking Lindsay by surprise. Somehow that warmth had snapped her so fully into the part of herself she would come to think of as little Linnie that she had felt like her daddy—whom she had trouble, then, remembering was also her boyfriend—should spank her, for disobeying him.

      Still, once little Linnie had acknowledged inside herself that she had earned this lesson from her firm-handed daddy, her fear of what her very first spanking would actually feel like made her squirm, and wail, "Please don't take them down, Daddy! Please! Not on the bare!"

      "Hush, pumpkin," Rick had said. "I'm going to start out spanking you over your panties, so you get an idea of what a spanking from Daddy means. It's going to hurt, just like it should, but you're going to figure out that you can take it—just like you should."

      His hand had moved over her bottom, fingertips still making circles, but littler ones now, first on the right and then on the left. Suddenly Lindsay hadn't felt sure she didn't want her daddy to take her panties down.

      "But like I told you a minute ago, a spanking from your daddy is an intimate thing. From now on, your underwear is going to come down when Daddy chooses, whether I mean to punish you or to have big girl time in your little pussy or in this young bottom."

      She had gasped at the words, and then she had moaned because he had followed them with his hand there, cupping her shaved pussy and the place where her untried anus lay hidden between the curves of her bottom-cheeks. Lindsay had never had anal sex, and she had thought she never would. Rick couldn't just make that decision for her, could he? But a firm-handed daddy took charge, didn't he? If he decided little Linnie should have a penis in her bottom, she would learn to receive her daddy's hardness there.

      The shameful thought had made her moan again under his gently squeezing hand. Lindsay had squirmed, and she had felt herself getting terribly warm and even a little wet. Her pussy had felt so different, after she shaved it, something she had thought she did on a whim, when getting ready for this fourth date with Rick. She had never done it before, but she had already decided on the polka-dot panties by that point, and something made her feel like a girl who wore those girlish panties on a date should have a smooth little pussy underneath them.

      In the shower, now, pushing away the thought that she would have to tell her daddy how naughty she was being, Lindsay fluttered her fingertips against her clit as the other hand, the one that had pinched her nipples, went behind her, down between her little bottom-cheeks, down into the valley, where her daddy looked sometimes and touched sometimes, when he said he needed to inspect her, or he needed to… to train her.

      Training little Linnie. Teaching little Linnie to be a good girl for her daddy. Training her bottom for Daddy's pleasure.

      The little bottom Daddy had spanked for the first time that night, not delaying any further, after he had made it so clear that he intended to have sex with her after he punished her.

      Rick's fondling hand had left her bottom and pussy, had risen from the polka-dot seat of her little-girl panties. Lindsay had gasped and cried out in fear. She had tried, panicking, to get off his knee, to stand up and run away.

      But her new daddy had clamped his left hand down firmly, and he had started to spank her. She had thought he might give her a single swat from his hand, so that she could understand what it felt like. He had said that he wanted her to get used to it, so maybe—Lindsay had hoped—he would go very slowly.

      Instead, he spanked Lindsay hard and fast, bringing his big right hand down over and over right on her sit-spot, right in the middle, low down on the seat of her panties. She had wondered if maybe Rick intended to make it some kind of, well, sexy spanking—like you sometimes saw in racy movies—slow and teasing and not really hard. Lindsay's new daddy didn't want to make it that kind of spanking, though: Lindsay's daddy had decided she needed to learn her lesson for not taking off her clothes when big girl time had arrived. Lindsay's daddy meant to punish her, and so he held her down as she wailed in pain at the sting in her little bottom, and he kept spanking her.

      She struggled enough so that he had to shift his grip slightly, but that made him spank her harder, moving to the right and then the left.

      "Hold still, pumpkin," he commanded, and then, before she could even fully understand what he did, he pulled her panties down to the middle of her thighs.

      Lindsay had thought he would pause, that he would tell her he was going to bare her bottom. She had supposed she might still, well, get out of it somehow.

      But now her new daddy's firm hand had started to spank little Linnie's naughty little bottom-cheeks without the polka-dot panties to protect them. Dress up and briefs down, Lindsay Smith had begun to get the kind of old-fashioned punishment disobedient girls needed, if they were going to become the little ladies they should be.

      She hadn't been able to help kicking, but Rick had put his right leg over the backs of her knees, and he had taken her right wrist in his left hand and held it behind her back when she tried to cover her bottom, and he had kept spanking her.

      A little lady didn't kick, did she? A little lady didn't cover her bottom when her daddy decided she needed it bared and punished, did she? The thoughts had gone through Lindsay's head even as she struggled helplessly against her daddy's strong body. She had wailed and she had felt her eyes fill with tears, but when Rick had stopped at last, and her bottom felt as hot as the sun, she realized that he had spoken the truth: she had endured it, and—even with her backside freshly tanned—she had thought she could probably endure another one, if not right at the moment.

      She had hardly realized what her daddy had started to do, when she had felt his leg loosening its hold over her knees, and then his hand between her thighs, gently urging them apart. She had moaned, softly, and she had gotten so wet that it had made her face nearly as hot as her bottom felt.

      "Good girl," Rick had murmured. "Such a good girl for her first spanking."

      But she had kicked! She hadn't felt like a good girl then! How could she be…

      The wayward thought of protest had vanished into the sensation of her new daddy's skillful hand doing a very, very big girl thing down there. His fingertips pressed at the place that blazed up the most, and his thumb pushed into the place that ached for something big and hard.

      "Oh, Daddy…" Lindsay whimpered. "Oh, Daddy… please."

      "Are you ready to take off your clothes for big girl time now, pumpkin?"

      His fingers had made it so difficult even to think the answer, let alone say it, that Lindsay had taken a long moment to respond despite how very ready she felt.

      Then Daddy had taken his hand away, and she had heard a smile in his next words.

      "You'd better answer Daddy, pumpkin, or he'll stop making your little pussy feel nice. Are you ready to obey your daddy?"

      Lindsay had given a forlorn cry, and turned her red face over her shoulder to look up at him, seeing his gentle eyes gazing back at her with, yes, a big smile on his lips.

      "Yes, Daddy. Please, Daddy, may I have big girl time now?"
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      On the flight back, Rick tried to work but, unsurprisingly for him by this point in his relationship with his wonderful little girl, he could only think of Lindsay. His daddy instincts told him with near-certainty what had happened: his little girl had masturbated, maybe right before he had called her. Now Rick had to figure out what to do about it. Contemplating the possibilities didn't worry him at all, but it definitely did distract him quite a bit.

      Looking out the window as the midwest passed far beneath, he saw Lindsay's face, and he knew he would have to do his best to make sure that whatever happened tonight—even if Lindsay felt too embarrassed or scared to tell him about her naughtiness and nothing out of the ordinary happened at all—their relationship would progress because of it. That represented Rick's first duty as her daddy.

      Beyond that bedrock of emotional reality, though, the mental process of balancing the pleasure they could get together from erotic play on the one side with his little girl's inner well-being on the other sent Rick's mind turning. He needed to do his best to ensure that Lindsay not get so embarrassed about playing with herself that she turned away from the sexual awakening he couldn't help feeling proud at having brought about in her.

      He had a positive duty in that regard, too, because Rick—knowing full well that Lindsay's new-found interest in ageplay would probably make her very horny at times she didn't expect—had introduced the idea of the belt as a punishment for masturbation. He remembered that moment, how the need for more in her pretty blue eyes had instigated the threat, along with the promise that if she asked permission he would usually give it, and thinking that Lindsay would very likely feel much happier playing with herself if she knew her daddy said it was okay to touch her little pussy.

      Rick hadn't at that moment calculated on this situation, where he hadn't been available because of his meetings, and though Lindsay could have nevertheless have asked permission—and Rick would have given it—she obviously hadn't wanted to disturb him. Now, if he had guessed the truth about what his little girl had done in bed that morning, some very interesting decisions would have to be made. They all arose from that one moment in his apartment, after he had fucked Lindsay for the first time.

      When she had asked for big girl time after her first spanking, Rick had known that he had at last found the little girl for whom he had searched for the last few years. The need shone through the tears in her eyes, and when he had stood her up in front of him, still between his legs, she had closed her eyes and put her arms up over her head, for her daddy to take her pretty blue dress off.

      Rick had taken the hem in his hands and swept the garment over her slim body, then laid it aside. Lindsay had stood, her arms still up, with her polka dot panties just above her knees and her modest white halter top that looked so girlish that it made Rick's cock give a little leap just to look at it.

      He hadn't resisted the urge to keep his little girl's charms fully at his disposal: Rick had reached for Lindsay's wrists and gently placed her hands atop her head. Her lovely eyes snapped open and went wide.

      "What…?" she had asked, a crease appearing on her forehead.

      "Shh, pumpkin," he had replied, knowing his smile had grown hungry and enjoying the way it made Lindsay's eyes go even wider. "Daddy's going to touch you now and make sure you're completely ready for him."

      Then, as his little girl watched him do the wicked thing, Rick had lifted his right hand from his denim-covered thigh, where he had placed it after arranging Lindsay's arms as he wanted them. With his eyes fixed on her face, to see her bite her lip as his fingers moved slowly towards her little breasts, he had closed the distance between his skin and hers. She had trembled as he pulled up the bottom of the halter top so that he could see the shameful sight of her stiff pink nipples, jutting out at the older man who meant to put his hardness inside her so very soon.

      Then he had moved his fingers again, slowly but steadily. Lindsay had given a sharp, needy little cry when at last her daddy's fingertips touched the nipple she couldn't help offering him. Rick had placed her in this disciplinary position: he had chosen the arrangement of her limbs so that she must allow her daddy his naughtiest desires. Now he would explore her young body just as he pleased.

      She had swayed a little, and then Rick, rock hard at the sight of her lovely body demonstrating such need for his own, hadn't been able to keep from progressing things more rapidly. He had steadied her in the way he knew would make his little girl need her daddy most: as he carefully took the tiny bud atop her left breast between his thumb and his middle finger and squeezed it very gently, he had reached his left hand around, and down.

      Lindsay's daddy had taken Lindsay's bottom into his hand, and he had held it firmly, to remind her that he had just spanked her. Lindsay had cried out, and her hands had flown up, off her head, and onto Rick's shoulders, as if she couldn't bear not to touch the man who made her feel at last all the naughtiness and all the pleasure she had hoped sex might one day bring.

      "Shh, little Lindsay," he had said. "Put those hands back where they belong."

      "Little Linnie," she had whispered, looking wide-eyed into her face.

      Rick had smiled. "Are you little Linnie when we play?"

      Lindsay's brow had furrowed, and her lips had made a tight little line. Then she had given a quick nod, her cheeks pink with embarrassment.

      "Alright, little Linnie, you'd better put your hands back on your head if you don't want Daddy to spank you again."

      A tiny whimper had come from Lindsay's throat as she hastened to obey. Rick had rewarded her as soon as she had re-assumed the chosen position: with his left hand he had urged her thighs to open, and he had taken her whole pussy in his firm grasp from behind, his two middle fingertips seeking out her clit and spreading its wrinkly hood so that he could press gently on the tiny bud itself.

      "Oh, God…," Lindsay had whispered in an adorable high-pitched voice. "Daddy, please. Please."

      "Please what?" Rick had asked, knowing how very important the question would be for little Linnie, even if she couldn't ever answer it a way that truly captured everything for which she had asked in that essential syllable.

      She had closed her eyes again, then, as the blush in her cheeks intensified, the color seeming to come in waves, almost as if with his delicate caresses between her legs he could control the arousal that went all the way to her pretty face. She had gotten so very wet down there that he didn't think he could keep himself from moving things along in a moment, as delicious as these little steps felt.

      "big girl time," she had squeaked. "Please, Daddy… I want to find out about big girl time."

      He had looked his little girl up and down, his cock leaping at the sight of her breasts with the halter top pulled over them, where he had put it, and the view of her smooth, bare pussy with her polka-dot panties down at her knees, where he had left them when he spanked her for the first time.

      "Are you ready to see how hard your daddy is for you?" he had asked in a teasing tone, giving her a little squeeze on her nipple and down below between her legs. Lindsay had sobbed with pleasure at her daddy's naughty touch, and nodded her head sharply, a deep crease appearing on her brow.

      "Kneel down, then, little Linnie. Daddy's going to take his clothes off too, so we can be naked together."

      The wickedness of the idea, of a little girl being naked with her daddy, had seemed to take Lindsay by surprise. She had given a little gasp, as Rick stood up and took her hands off her head so that she could steady herself as she obeyed him, kneeling at his feet as he had started to unbutton his white Oxford.

      He hadn't believed how he wanted her then, or in how many ways—some of them lewd and some of them sweet and tender. Looking down at her pretty face, as she watched him undress, and seeing the apprehension in her eyes as he dropped the shirt on the bed and began to unbuckle his belt, he had felt the moment had something almost solemn about it. A little girl had been about to see how big and hard her daddy's penis had gotten as he thought about putting it inside her private places and using her for his pleasure in that grown-up way.

      Rick had wanted to mark the moment with a new idea—a very special idea—for his little Linnie, so he had said. "Do you see this belt, pumpkin?"

      Lindsay had nodded, wide-eyed, looking up at him.

      "Do you know what a daddy does with his belt, when his little girl is very naughty?"

      Lindsay's lips had parted, and her little breasts had heaved up and down. Her blue eyes still fixed on his, she had shaken her head though her face said, very clearly, that she did know exactly what Rick meant.

      He had pulled the broad, thick jeans-belt from around his waist, and doubled it, and rolled it around his fist the way he would when the time came, as he had felt quite sure it would, to whip little Linnie. Lindsay's eyes had flicked from her daddy's face down to his big hands and the belt she evidently found both fascinating and frightening.

      "Your good behavior is very important to your daddy, Linnie," Rick had said. "You need to understand that Daddy will discipline you as he thinks best for you. Sometimes that's probably going to mean I need to punish you more severely than a simple spanking can do. Sometimes, if you're very naughty, you're going to get the belt."

      A tiny whine had come from Lindsay's throat as Rick said those last three words, as if the three simple syllables in succession, none of them scary or arousing on their own, had when put together made her whole body respond. He had almost been able to read her thoughts, in her sweet blue eyes.

      Get the belt. Little Linnie will get the belt on her little bottom until she can't sit down, if she does something very bad.

      "Why, Daddy?" she had whispered. "If I do what?"

      But Rick had wanted her to think about him whipping her bare bottom for a while without her knowing exactly why he might do it. He had seen that the idea had taken an instant hold of her, had aroused her so much that the best course of action lay in letting her think of herself as simply subject to his belt, whenever he decided she should bend over and receive it across her pretty young backside.

      "Hush, now, little Linnie," he had said, putting the belt on his bed and then starting to unbutton his fly as he spoke. "Daddy will tell you later about his rules, Right now, he wants to have big girl time with you."

      Lindsay's eyes, still very wide, had descended again, so that when her daddy dropped his jeans and briefs with a single downward motion of his hands, she saw his hard cock spring up right in front of her face. He had taken the long shaft in his hand and pumped it gently to show little Linnie how stiff the sight of her breasts and pussy, with her halter-top up and her panties down, had gotten her daddy's big penis. Rick had watched thoughts of embarrassment and desire flit across her face in quick succession, and then, with a deep crease in her brow, she had looked up expectantly, and said, "What is it, Daddy?"
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      In the airport's cellphone parking lot, waiting for Rick to text that his plane had landed, Lindsay couldn't stop thinking about her panties. Before he had left for his trip, Rick had specified that his little girl should wear very grown up underwear to meet him at the airport. He liked to have little Linnie see what it felt like to wear lacy thongs for her daddy.

      Before she had met Rick, Lindsay had worn real lingerie once or twice on dates that she thought might go somewhere. One of them had in fact progressed all the way to sex, and she had gotten to show the guy that she was wearing a matching red lace bra and panties, but he hadn't seemed to care very much, and the underwear had come off in the usual way, with Lindsay herself removing it to get into bed with him.

      Lingerie hadn't seemed like a big deal, really, until she had seen it from the perspective of little Linnie and her daddy. When Rick had given her her first lacy white bralette-and-panty set, she had turned crimson, because little girls weren't supposed to wear that kind of thing, were they?

      She had looked up at him, where he stood over her at his dinner table, the third night after he had spanked her and had sex with her for the first time. Her eyes had gone wide, and her face felt very hot. The box with the lingerie sat on the table where he had put it next to her dish of vanilla ice cream.

      "Daddy would like to do something very special with you tonight, little Linnie," he had said with a grave smile on his face. "Something very grown up."

      Part of her had known immediately what Rick meant. The whiteness of the bra and the panties had almost given it away, the moment she opened them. She had told him, the morning after their first night, about the thing she had never done.

      "What, Daddy?" she had asked, though, pretending innocence.

      "I think you should get into your new lingerie and then we can talk about it. Go on into my bedroom and get ready for me. Nothing but the bra and the panties."

      The panties were a thong, and the thong had a bow on the back, right over the place where the strip of fabric that went between her bottom-cheeks joined the waistband. The sight of the bow had made Lindsay swallow very hard.

      When Rick had come into the bedroom, he had found her standing by the bed in the lingerie, and in his smile, she had seen him remember—just as she did—the moment three nights before when she had earned a spanking for not following very similar instructions.

      "Turn around and bend over the bed, Pumpkin," her daddy had said softly. "Hands flat on the comforter."

      Lindsay had bitten her lip. "Are you goin' to spank me, Daddy?" she had asked, sure of the answer but wanting to ease herself back into playing with her wonderful boyfriend. She still hadn't gotten used, then, to spending the day as an adult and the night as a little girl.

      "No, little Linnie," Rick had said, standing exactly where he had stood that very first night, when he had come in to find Lindsay—not yet, really, his little girl—still in her clothes. "No spanking tonight, unless you disobey me."

      Lindsay felt her nose wrinkling, going up and down, as she thought about it. She found herself shifting her weight from foot to foot, too, like a little girl whose uncertainty expressed itself through restless bodily motion. She knew—she knew she knew—what her daddy wanted to do with his little Linnie tonight. To his little Linnie.

      In his little Linnie. In her… her most private, her naughtiest place. That had to be why the thong had the bow there, why it was made of white lace.

      In her little bottom. Daddy wanted to put his big, hard thing in her tiny bottom-hole. He had dressed her pussy and her bottom in grown-up panties because it was such a grown-up thing, for a little girl to have to take her daddy's penis there. Men liked to do it, Lindsay knew, because a girl's bottom felt very tight on their thrusting cocks, and maybe just because it seemed so very naughty, even for a grown-up young woman, to have to have a penis in her narrow ring.

      Lindsay—real, adult Lindsay—had thought about it sometimes, though she had never thought about talking it over with any previous boyfriend. She had thought maybe she might like to try it, with the right guy. Now her daddy, who had made it clear he would make the decisions in the bedroom, had decided that Lindsay would receive his cock in her virgin anus, the white thong around her knees, or even with the strip between her bottom-cheeks simply pulled aside while Rick's massive sex enjoyed a tight ride in a young backside.

      It had made her breath come in little pants, her chest heaving as she looked at her kind daddy, his smile now a very hungry one.

      "You're not going to disobey me, pumpkin, are you?" he had asked quietly, his eyebrows going up.

      "Daddy…" she had said, looking into his eyes, but then she had had to look down at his loafers. "I'm a little scared." She had looked up again. "You wouldn't give me the belt, would you?"

      The left corner of his mouth had quirked up. "No, Linnie. I told you what I would give you the belt for, didn't I?"

      Lindsay had nodded slowly.

      "Is this it?"

      She had shaken her head even more slowly.

      "What did I say I would whip you for doing?"

      Lindsay had chewed on her lip for a moment, and then said, "For being very naughty."

      "Or?" Rick had asked, one eyebrow going up.

      Her voice had come out in a whisper. "For playin' with my little pussy."

      Rick's eyebrows had risen. "For doing it without permission," he had said. "Have you done that since we talked about it?"

      Lindsay had shaken her head very rapidly at that.

      "Well, then," her daddy had said, "you're not going to get the belt tonight, are you?"

      No, she hadn't gotten it that night, Lindsay thought to herself there in the car in the cellphone lot. But tonight, if she confessed, would be a different matter, wouldn't it?

      She looked down at her red skirt, and thought of the panties underneath—the very same thong Rick had given her that night, and made her change into. The very same thong he had pulled aside, when the time had come, and Lindsay had obeyed him, and turned around.

      Her right hand crept downward across her lap, under the steering wheel of Rick's gleaming Tesla, which little Linnie, very grown up, got to drive when her daddy went away on business. Her fingers tugged on the scarlet fabric. She wanted to see those panties—just to see them. A wealthy older daddy who let his little girl drive his shiny car, who dressed his little girl's pussy in white lace for his pleasure, when he meant to teach her a difficult lesson in her young bottom… Lindsay had a daddy like that.

      He knew how to deal with misbehavior, and he made clear rules for little Linnie when he went away. He told his little girl what would happen if she broke the rules. He showed her the thick belt he would whip her bare bottom with, if she touched herself down there.

      The fingers pulled the skirt up, but Lindsay had to squirm her bottom around, in order to raise the red fabric high enough that she could get a glimpse of the naughty white lace over her naughty, thrillingly bare pussy. One fingertip traced the slight roughness of the lovely mesh, with the tiny dotted flowers. Lindsay wanted to see the bow, in back, suddenly—the bow her daddy had seen, but of course little Linnie hadn't seen, when she had turned around and bent over his bed. The bow he had touched with his forefinger, before he ran the forefinger under the thin strap of fabric that plunged down between Lindsay's bottom-cheeks.

      Really little Linnie shouldn't ever see that bow, should she? That bow was for Daddy, so that Daddy knew his little girl's bottom belonged to him, and he could enjoy it whenever he liked. Lindsay bit her lip, there in the car, and heard a little whine come from her throat, as the finger became terribly naughty. It ran under the lacy front of the thong. It touched the place where Lindsay needed it so terribly.

      She couldn't… not here in the parking lot. She couldn't.

      Lindsay's head swiveled around. She had parked in a section of the lot where there weren't any other cars, because…

      Had she known she might need to be naughty, again? For the third time today even though she had never, ever done it at all before?

      She didn't see anyone, and that caused the finger to rub a little, then to go down further. Lindsay told herself that was just to see if she had gotten wet. She wasn't really playing with herself yet, was she? Not really.

      Not that it mattered, though, really. Of course she already had two other times to confess about.

      If she decided to confess.

      She had gotten herself very wet. Little Linnie's pussy had so much of the naughty, glidy, special lubrication that got her ready for big girl time with Daddy inside that she started to worry she might get some on her skirt, or even on the car seat. She had gotten so warm and wet inside her pretty shaved lips that she couldn't do anything except spread some of her neediness upwards, onto the place where it made her whimper, deep in her throat, when she rubbed there.

      How could she bear it, if she confessed? How could she bear to go to her daddy's bed and bend over it, knowing that he had his thick belt in his hand, wound around his hand, and he would come up behind her and start to whip her so hard for breaking his rules.

      In the parking lot, her fingers began to move faster and faster. Lindsay couldn't believe she was actually masturbating in his car, at the airport: she kept closing her eyes as her back arched with the forbidden pleasure, and then guiltily opening them again to see if any cars were approaching to park next to her daddy's with people in them who might look through the window and see the shameful sight.

      When she closed her eyes, though, she saw the comforter on daddy's bed, and she remembered the first time she had worn the thong, the first time she had bent over that bed. When she had turned around, and put her hands on the comforter while her daddy's hands had taken hold of her, somehow firmly and gently at the very same time.

      Without words, Rick had taught her how he wanted her for that special kind of big girl time. By then little Linnie had gotten Daddy's hard penis in her mouth and her pussy almost more times than she could count, though they had only started having big girl time a few days before. Little Linnie's daddy liked fucking her pussy very much, and he liked using her mouth, too. Lindsay had felt very sore in her panties as she waited on her tables at lunch after their first night and morning together. Daddy had insisted on big girl time both before and after her shower.

      On the night he had given her the white lingerie, though, he had told her with his big hands that he didn't intend to use her little pussy, though, no matter how much he enjoyed fucking her there. No, when Lindsay's daddy had pressed on her back to make her offer her bottom, and pushed on the backs of her knees to make her bend them, she had felt the way he meant her to open to him.

      He had caressed her little cheeks for a long time, and then he had pulled the thong out from the cleft of her backside, as little Linnie's cheeks burned with shame to know he could see that most secret place, to know he meant to have big girl time there.

      In the car, Lindsay's breath came in sharp pants. She looked around one final time, for in just a moment she wouldn't be able to stop. Something about the angle of her body or the sheer wickedness of what she was doing seemed to make the looming climax seem like it would rob her of her senses complete. She saw no one, and she bucked her hips against the hand that had seemed so intent on disobeying her daddy all day, and gave a little cry, and then her phone chimed in its dashboard holder.

      Just landed, little girl. Can't wait to see you.
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      As he rode the escalator down to the arrivals level, Rick still hadn't made up his mind about whether to press Lindsay for a confession. On the one hand, he had no doubt at all that she would never have played with herself at all, or would have had to wait for another dominant daddy to come along, if Rick hadn't come into her life.

      The emergence of little Linnie, and of her adorable little-girl needs, had very clearly brought out in Lindsay a healthy—really, a pretty strong—sex-drive that she had managed to repress before she understood her need for a firm-handed daddy. He definitely didn't want to accuse her of touching herself without his permission in a way that might make her hesitant to enjoy her lovely, sexy body as Rick though every young woman should—and in particular any young woman he had the good fortune to take in hand.

      On the other hand, though, he felt equally sure that if she had indeed masturbated, she had done so while thinking about his belt. He had seen in Lindsay's eyes, from the first time he mentioned that someday she would probably feel the broad, thick leather across her young bottom, the mingled need and fear that meant that most iconic of paternal disciplinary tools carried as much weight in her submissive imagination as in any other little girl's.

      By touching her little pussy, little Linnie, perhaps even on a conscious level, had certainly meant to ask for the belt across her bare backside. As her daddy, Rick knew that the idea both terrified her and dampened her panties whenever he made it clear that he wouldn't hesitate to whip her soundly if she decided to misbehave in a grave way. If she didn't confess on her own, and Rick failed to help her admit to breaking his rule, she might well act out in some other fashion—maybe even put their relationship at risk through a flirtation at work with the hot young bartender towards whom she had admitted an attraction, or at the gym with one of the stacked young trainers. Rick knew Lindsay loved him, but he also knew she liked the attention her looks got her—as what girl wouldn't?

      As he waited at the curb for the Tesla to come into view, he remembered the night she had confessed to liking it when young dudes hit on her. He had asked her gently whether she thought the bartender, whom he had seen with his hand on her shoulder when Rick had come to pick Lindsay up at work one night, had a crush on her.

      "Oh, Daddy," she had replied, blushing of course, to the roots of her hair. "Yes? Probably?" Her face had gotten troubled, then. "Is that okay?"

      Rick had smiled. They had been standing next to his bed, kissing gently, her hands confined between them in his embrace as he took daddy-ish liberties with her bottom in its covering of tight denim.

      "Of course it's okay, pumpkin. Whose bottom is this, after all?" He had given her a squeeze, there, and she had moaned up into his mouth and snuggled closer to him. "And who's going to fuck your tight little anus in a few moments?"

      Lindsay had closed her eyes for a moment, and scrunched them very tightly shut. Rick had felt content to caress his little girl's sweet, pert bottom until she felt ready to answer. When she had opened her eyes, she bit her lip, and then said, in a tiny whisper, "It's your bottom, Daddy. You're going to put your big thing in it, and have big-, big-, big girl time with me, aren't you?"

      Rick had nodded solemnly, and then he had gently turned her towards the bed, and pressed on the small of her back, until little Linnie had bent over and put her hands flat on the comforter the way she knew her daddy like her to do, so that he could have his way. Rick had reached underneath her hips and found the button at the front of her waist. Lindsay had given a little gasp as with practiced ease he unfastened her fly and pulled her jeans down, to reveal her polka-dot panties.

      It had only represented the second time he had fucked Lindsay's ass. Revealing the little-girl panties, after he had told her how he meant to use her young body and she had acknowledged his ownership of that very special place, had sent an electric thrill of arousal through his whole body, centered in his rock-hard cock.

      Rick had dressed her in grown-up lingerie for her first bottom-fucking, even if he had chosen white as its color, for the anal virginity he had taken that night. The polka-dot panties, though, had seemed to him even more moving, now.

      He had run his hand over their smooth cotton, letting his fingertips linger down between her thighs where Lindsay had grown so very warm. Through the fabric he had felt, with another cock-stiffening thrill, the cleft of her adorable pussy, shaved smooth for him but not to feel his hardness tonight. That had made him think of the shameful wrongness of it, and how that shame also made it so right, and so necessary.

      A girl in polka dot panties shouldn't, Lindsay's daddy had thought, have them pulled down by strong paternal hands for the transgression Rick had chosen that night. If a daddy pulled down his little girl's panties, to correct her behavior, well, that represented only what his duty of care required: little Linnie had to learn her lesson sometimes, when she sassed her daddy or disobeyed his instructions. Her daddy's hand or even his belt, applied with rigor to her young bottom, taught her to conduct herself as a little lady should.

      But to put his fingers under the elastic waistband of those little girl panties, as Rick had done then, and to draw them down to little Linnie's knees, with the intention of using her little bottom for his pleasure, of pressing his cock inside her smallest place, where her youthful tightness made the enjoyment so exquisite Rick sometimes thought it should be illegal… how could he think of it?

      And yet Lindsay needed it, and he needed it too, as shameful as it seemed to open the lube, and to make her bend her knees so that her tiny bottom spread its pert cheeks and he could see the cringing button of her once-fucked anus, and to get her ready for her daddy's penis with slick fingers that made little Linnie whimper in submission.

      He had done something then that he hadn't done the first time he had fucked Lindsay's ass.

      "Pumpkin," he had said in a low voice that came out as a growl simply because of how turned on his little girl got him, bending for the penis that way, "reach back and spread your bottom open for me."

      Lindsay's whole body had quivered, then, and a wordless little cry had emerged from her mouth. She had turned to look at him, her face a mask of shame and arousal. In her blue eyes he had seen the unvoiced thought, meant and not meant at the same time, Please don't make me, Daddy. Please don't make me pull my little cheeks apart for you to use my little bottom-hole.

      "Do it, pumpkin," Rick had said.

      Another little cry, and then little Linnie had done as her daddy had told her: she had reached her little hands back and taken the little globes of her backside into her fingers. She had cried out louder, then, the sound becoming a sob of need as it came from her chest.

      Rick had looked from her eyes to her tiny pink anus, out of which he had just pulled his lube-covered middle finger. The wrinkly button had glistened over the bare lips of her tight pussy, and his cock had leapt in response to the naughty sight, and then again as Lindsay whimpered, as if in submissive shame to seeing her daddy's attention focused on the most private place on her beautiful young body.

      He had stripped his shirt off, and then his jeans, and he had fixed his gaze again on her face as he pumped his cock, himself surprised at how hard the thought of fucking his little girl's ass with her polka dot panties pulled down had gotten him.

      "Bend your knees a little more, little Linnie," he had said, "and push that bottom out. Daddy is going to have his way in that adorable ring now."

      She had nodded, and turned her theatrically, thrillingly woeful face forward, hanging her head as she presented her backside for fucking. Rick had taken a step forward, and pressed the head of his iron-hard penis against the tiny flower. He had entered her ass so gently the first time, but now he pressed harder, sensing Lindsay's readiness for more, and she remembered how to open to him. The knob entered, and he pressed further as his little girl bounced her knees and sobbed with mingled discomfort and arousal.

      "That's it, pumpkin," Rick had murmured. "There you go. Right up your little bottom. Oh, that makes Daddy feel so good."

      Lindsay had cried out as Rick fucked her ass, and her fingers had tensed on her pert cheeks. Rick, astride her, had put one hand on her hip and the other on her shoulder and thrust in deeper and deeper.

      "Oh, Daddy… it's so… oh… I like it… I like it, Daddy… oh, it's so big in me. It hurts but I like it."

      "Such a good girl," Rick had grunted. "Such a tight bottom. Oh, Daddy's coming… I can't help it."

      He had taken her right hand in his, then, and moved it under her hips, giving her wordless permission to play with herself as her bottom took his final thrusts. Lindsay had moaned, and Rick had known from experience that the particular sound of that moan meant she would come, too. He had shouted with his orgasm, then, because knowing his little Linnie was climaxing with her daddy's penis deep in her bottom made the wave of pleasure so much greater that the intensity surprised him

      That same night he had given her her first vibrator, as a reward for taking her daddy so deep in her anus. Lindsay had blushed when Rick had told her she should take it home and put it in her nightstand, and bring it over to his house when she came.

      "But you know what will happen if you use it without permission, don't you, pumpkin?" he had asked sternly as she held it, buzzing in her hand, turning it over with her lips set into a tight line.

      "Yes, Daddy," she had said quietly.

      "Now lie on your back and hold your knees up and open. Daddy is going to inspect you, and, if everything seems to be in order, he's going to watch you use your present to make yourself feel good."

      That had brought an adorable look of shame and arousal, but she had done as her daddy asked and lain back on his bed.

      "Even wider, Linnie," Rick had said. "Knees even higher."

      "Oh, Daddy," she had whispered as with his eyes and his fingers he had explored the naughty bare pussy and the sweet little anus where he had put his seed.

      He hadn't been able to resist: he had started the vibrator, and he had pressed it into his little girl's sweet young slit, to show her how, and to inspect her even more thoroughly. Lindsay had screamed, her hips bucking, and then he had taken charge of her knees and told her she had to show him.

      "You have to learn to masturbate for your daddy," he had said. "You're a big girl now, and Daddy wants to have lots of different kinds of big girl time with you."

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 7

          

        

      

    

    
      While Rick opened the trunk and put his suitcase in it, Lindsay decided. She just couldn't tell him. It would be like it had never happened. Maybe next time her daddy went away she would ask permission to use her special helper. Maybe the time after that she would not ask permission, and then she would confess, and her daddy would whip her bare bottom—because Daddy had no choice, really… he had to whip little Linnie sometimes to help her learn.

      But tonight, she would simply forget what had happened in bed… and in the shower… and in the parking lot.

      Then, after Rick had got into the car and kissed her fiercely, with an enormous smile on his face, his brow furrowed a little, and he sniffed the air inside the car.

      "Pumpkin, does it smell kind of funny to you, in here?"

      Oh, no. Oh, please, no.

      "No, Daddy?" Lindsay whispered in her little Linnie voice, but she knew that just having used that voice told her daddy exactly what he needed to know.

      "Are you sure, pumpkin? It smells to me like maybe a little girl couldn't wait for her daddy to come home."

      Lindsay's lips parted of their own accord, and her breathing came harshly as she looked at Rick, blinking. She expected him to wear an angry expression. Why had she expected that? When had her daddy ever gotten angry at her?

      He didn't, though. He seemed to be trying to hide a smile behind a serious face.

      He said, "Let's talk about it when we get home, pumpkin. In the meantime, you can tell me about your day."

      She bit her lip, but she had nothing else to do but turn her face towards the road and pull away from the curb, and say, "I had lunch with Orla?" as she drove, wishing she could have kept the question mark from the end of the sentence so it wouldn't have sounded so timid.

      "Oh? How's she?" Rick asked as if the thing about how the car smelled because Lindsay had been masturbating in the parking lot hadn't even happened.

      "Fine?" The question mark struck again, but again her daddy didn't seem to notice. He rolled down his window a little, as he might have on any warm night, and he put his hand on her knee to give her a little rub there, as he might have when she hopped into his car after work to go back to his apartment. He wouldn't do it now, she knew, because she was driving, but he usually put his hand further up, too, and reminded Lindsay silently that her little pussy belonged to him, now. She swallowed hard and looked straight ahead,

      Rick took his hand away. "Well, my trip was—"

      "DaddyIhavesomethingtotellyou." It came out as a single word, without Lindsay even feeling the words forming inside her. Her face instantly blazed into feverish heat. She looked over at Rick, to see him looking seriously but also sympathetically back at her from the passenger's seat.

      "I thought you might, pumpkin," her daddy said gently. "Don't worry about it now. Keep your eyes on the road and we can talk about it when we get home."

      "But…" She couldn't help glancing over at him again, but she saw his warning face now, and she turned back towards the windshield. Lindsay felt desperate to hear something reassuring, something about the thing she feared so very much.

      "We'll talk about what you did, and about consequences, when we get home, Lindsay," Rick said firmly.

      At least talking about consequences might mean that she didn't get the belt tonight? Lindsay swallowed hard and tried to take comfort in that, though she couldn't push away the mental picture of her daddy standing over her with the awful thing doubled and rolled around his hand, ready to teach the lesson she deserved.

      "Okay, Daddy," she said softly.
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        * * *

      

      Daddy's suitcase stood in his bedroom, unopened, Lindsay stood beside it. Lindsay only had her lacy white panties on, because Daddy had said so, as soon as she had pulled his car into his parking space. Lindsay had her hands on her head, because Daddy had given that command, too: Go to my bedroom and strip down to your panties, pumpkin. Hands on your head. I'll be there in a few moments.

      Daddy's suitcase was there because Daddy himself had carried it in, because Daddy also stood in his bedroom, looking at little Linnie while little Linnie's eyes looked at Daddy's shoes.

      "Lindsay?" Daddy said very softly. "Is this a good way for you to tell me what you need to tell me?"

      Lindsay closed her eyes and scrunched up her forehead. Part of her wanted to protest—to say, No, Daddy, it's not a good way. And, Please don't make me decide about that. Please don't make me say I should be here in my underwear with my hands on my head, so I can confess that I touched the naughty places that belong to my Daddy.

      But she mumbled, still with her eyes closed, "It's fine, Daddy."

      Lindsay knew how important it was to Rick to make sure he gave her not only what he wanted to give her but what she wanted, and needed, too. She knew that he would never even consider taking off his thick, stout leather belt and whipping her little bottom with it unless he could make himself certain that part of his little girl needed to learn that terrifying kind of lesson.

      For my own good.

      Little Linnie needed a belt-whipping, for her own good.

      "Look at me, pumpkin," Rick said, a little sternly.

      Lindsay lifted her face and opened her eyes, the tension in her arms making her bite her lip as she met her daddy's penetrating gaze.

      "I think you know what I'm asking," he said, slowly and seriously. "If you're not ready to tell me about what happened today, we can forget about it, and come back to it when you're ready."

      Lindsay felt her eyes go wide. "No," she blurted out. "This… this is a good way, Daddy." Then she gave a tiny whimper, because her pussy had clenched in the lacy white panties.

      Rick smiled gently at the sound, and then he nodded. "Alright, little Linnie," he said, his voice now very businesslike, and strict, "Daddy has to whip you—that's very clear, and I don't need to know anything more than what I learned just from sniffing the air in my car. You played with Daddy's little pussy without permission, right there in Daddy's car, and so you're going to get a hiding, now."

      His hands went to his belt buckle. Lindsay's jaw dropped, and her heart pounded. How could her daddy switch gears like that? She had thought she would have a chance to… to plead… to say she was sorry and couldn't she get the belt next time?

      "You'd better fess up to anything else you did, too, Lindsay. If I find out later that you touched yourself more than that, like maybe in bed this morning, you'll get the belt even worse, with extra for lying."

      Her hands flew off her head, and went behind her, and she backed into Rick's bed so forcefully that she fell down onto her bottom, with her hands under it for extra protection.

      "Please, Daddy. I… I played… I used the… the toy…"

      Rick nodded solemnly. "Where, pumpkin? In bed?"

      Lindsay nodded herself, but miserably. "And…"

      "And?" her daddy asked, frowning.

      "And I touched myself in the shower," she whispered, lowering her eyes to his shoes again.

      "Three times, little Linnie?" Rick asked. "How many times did you come?"

      Lindsay's cheeks burned. "Don't know," she mumbled. Then a strange thrill of hope came into her chest. She looked up. "I missed you so much, Daddy. You know that, right?"

      She saw it: he couldn't help smiling. "I know, pumpkin. Daddy missed you too. Now that I have a little girl to take care of, and to play with, and have very-big girl time with, it's hard to be apart. But what should you have done? Stand up, now, and put those hands back on your head. You're not to cover up your little backside when you know you have a bare-bottom whipping coming."

      But now she couldn't obey her daddy. She felt so scared for her little bottom, because she saw his hands unfastening the belt buckle now, and starting to tug at the heavy silver. Lindsay didn't stand up: instead she tried to scoot backwards on the bed, away from Rick. She saw a very thoughtful frown cross his face, as if he were trying to decide whether Lindsay's fear meant he should stop their play. She felt her nose wrinkle as she looked back at him, and she watched him take in the tiny movement, and draw what Lindsay knew despite the butterflies in her tummy was the right conclusion: little Linnie needed a hiding, and her daddy mustn't hesitate to administer it.

      Rick closed the distance to his bed, and though Lindsay tried to scramble further up it, he took her by her arm and flipped her over onto her tummy. She yelped at the suddenness of it, and she tried to move away, to the other side of the bed, thinking she would get off the bed and run away, despite everything she had decided. She wouldn't run out of Rick's apartment, certainly, even if she could manage to grab her clothes to put on in the hallway or something. She wouldn't even run out of the bedroom: she'd get off the bed and go to the wall and stand tightly against it with her hands at her sides to defend her backside. Then she would talk to her daddy about maybe getting her sentence commuted to a hand-spanking this time.

      But, "No, pumpkin," her daddy said, and he held her on her tummy on the bed. He didn't have his belt in his hand yet—Lindsay hadn't even let him get that far before she decided to try to escape. With his hands free, he could hold her down with his right hand and grab a pillow with his left. Lindsay's heart raced as she tried to figure out what the pillow might be for, and then she whimpered when he rolled her up on her side for an instant and shoved it under her hips.

      To raise my bottom, she thought, the whimper becoming a little sob at the thought and at the sensation of having her backside lifted up like that. To raise my bottom for my whipping.

      "This is how I give a belt-whipping, pumpkin," Daddy said. "On my bed or your bed, the way a naughty child gets a hiding at home. Now take down your panties for me."

      Lindsay gave a little cry. The lacy white panties gave no protection at all from the stout leather that would soon come down across her pert cheeks, but how could she obey her daddy? How could she do that herself?

      She heard something. She heard a sliding noise, a slithering. Leather, coming out of belt-loops.

      "Oh, no," little Linnie wailed softly, turning her head to see that Daddy was making the sound: he was doing it at last, taking off his belt so that he could whip her bare bottom with it.

      "Do it, Lindsay," he said sternly, doubling the belt and winding it around his hand. "Panties down right now. If I have to start whipping you with your underwear still up, those won't count."

      "Please, Daddy," she sobbed. "Please, no."

      Then, taking her by surprise, Rick stopped being patient. She watched her daddy as if in slow motion as he put his left hand on her back to hold her in place, and his right hand went up, and then it came down again, with a soft whistling sound and then a terrible crack.

      For a tiny moment, it didn't feel like anything. Lindsay watched his arm go up again before she felt the pain. Then it hurt so bad she gasped and her whole body writhed, but Rick held her backside where it was and whipped her again, and again.

      "Daddy! I'll take them down!" she screamed. "I'll take them down!"
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      "Go ahead and do that, pumpkin," Rick said. He relaxed the pressure of his hand on his little girl's back, so that she could move her hands around and hook her thumbs in the waistband of the little white panties. Her bottom-cheeks already looked pink in the light from the bedside lamp, and he felt confident that he had given her a proper taste of what the belt could feel like.

      Her hands hesitated for a moment.

      "Get them down, Lindsay," Rick growled. "I don't want to whip your hands, but I will if I have to."

      She gave a little cry, and she moved over the pillow to obey him, curling her body a little so she could draw the lacy underwear down to just above her knees. Rick's cock swelled as he noticed that she seemed to try to hide her sweet pussy from her daddy, the way a little girl might, out of embarrassment. As Lindsay pulled the panties down, she turned a bit onto her left side, rather than her right, so that Rick couldn't see the naughty place she had touched without permission.

      "Pumpkin," he said sternly, "You know Daddy gets to see your pussy."

      Lindsay gave a cry at that, so full of shame and need that it rent Rick's heart even as it made his cock leap in his jeans. She cast him a glance back over her shoulder as she scrambled back over the pillow, her face propped up on her elbows and her knees tightly closed, with the panties in a pretty little tangle around them.

      "Do you know that, little Linnie?" Rick asked.

      Lindsay didn't answer, but bit her lip, a crease in her forehead.

      Rick put his left hand on her back again, firmly. Lindsay cried out as she understood what would happen now, and she tried to get her hands out from under her to throw them back behind her, but her daddy didn't hesitate at all. He raised the belt and brought it down, and he did it over and over, the way a man gives his little girl a real belt-whipping, a real old-fashioned hiding, when she's been very naughty and needs it for her own good.

      Lindsay screamed and struggled over the pillow. Her hands did fly back, but Rick imprisoned her wrists atop her back and held her firmly in place on the bed, barely pausing in the rhythm of the strict whipping he had determined his little girl should have,

      "Daddy, please… please… please, stop, Daddy… it hurts so much," Lindsay sobbed as the belt came down again and again on her young bottom. Rick kept her in place despite her writhing, and went on whipping her. He moved the lashes of the belt from cheek to cheek, then up and down her thighs, making sure to turn the whole area from waist to knees a bright, glowing pink.

      "Does Daddy get to see your pussy, Lindsay?" he asked, still bringing the belt down hard and rapidly. "Who does Daddy's little girl's pussy belong to? This doesn't feel as nice as what you were doing in Daddy's car in the parking lot, does it?"

      "It's yours, Daddy," Lindsay wailed. "It's yours! Please, stop! I'll show you!"

      She spread her knees then, as far as she could with the stretchy fabric of her panties around them. Rick's cock grew as hard as an iron bar at the lewd, lovely sight: his little girl's private pout, bare for his pleasure, presented over the pillow for his inspection.

      He took the belt from his right hand and coiled it back up again. He laid it on Lindsay's back, and she gave a tiny cry as she realized what he had put there: a promise that her whipping was done for now, but also that her daddy wouldn't hesitate to tan her hide again if he must.

      "Please, Daddy," she begged. Part of Rick wanted to make her tell him exactly what that please meant, but he decided to leave it a mystery. He put his left hand gently on her tailbone, and Lindsay whimpered. He bent down, bringing his face close to the shadowy valley of her bottom, close to the warm, humid pussy that had gotten her into so much trouble.

      "Daddy's pussy is so pretty, pumpkin," he said softly. "So pretty, and Daddy knows how tight it's going to be for him, too, when he has big girl time with you in a little while."

      To his delight, his words made the pink little lips that peeped out between the creamy ones move. Lindsay let out a low moan.

      Rick started to rub her warm, red bottom, then, with his left hand. Gently, he rubbed the right cheek, and then a little more firmly. His little girl's moan became a sob. Gently, he rubbed the left cheek, and then he tugged it so that he could get a good look at her adorable bottom-hole.

      Lindsay's hips bucked, and her punished bottom moved up and down. Her pussy clenched again.

      He took a deep breath through his nostrils, relishing the wonderful rich scent of her feminine need. The sound brought a whimper from Lindsay.

      "I can smell how much you need your Daddy, pumpkin, even after he whipped you."

      "Oh, Daddy," Lindsay said in a sniffly voice, turning her head over her shoulder with pink cheeks. "That's so embarrassing."

      "It smells a lot like my car did," Rick teased, smiling to show that the offense she had committed against his rules had received full forgiveness in the fiery consequences delivered by his belt.

      "Oh, Daddy," she repeated. "I knew… I knew I was being naughty, but…"

      "But what, Linnie?"

      "But… I thought about your belt, and… well…"

      Rick's smile broadened. "Did that make it a little worse?"

      "A lot worse, Daddy," she confessed. She bit her lip, and her brow furrowed deeply. Under his still rubbing hand, her bottom squirmed.

      Rick pushed his forefinger in between her warm, pert cheeks. He laid it on her tiny bottom-hole, and pushed gently, so that Lindsay gave a submissive sob deep in her throat.

      "Daddy's going to have big girl time in here, now, pumpkin. That's what will always happen after a belt-whipping."

      "Why, Daddy?" Lindsay asked, her eyes widening.

      He pressed the finger in more deeply. The little bottom bucked against his hand, and she gave a tiny cry, closing her eyes as her cheeks got pink in embarrassment at her helpless, needy reaction to the shameful, invasive touch of her daddy.

      Rick moved his finger gently in and out before he answered her question—once, twice, three times, each impalement of her little bottom-hole drawing a soft moan.

      Finally, he said, very softly, "Because bottom-fucking means you belong to Daddy."

      Lindsay's back arched in a wordless confirmation that made Rick's cock leap in his jeans. He took his hands from her, then, and started to unbutton his shirt as his little girl gave a forlorn cry and opened her eyes to watch her daddy get ready to fuck her.

      He unzipped his fly and pulled down his jeans and his briefs together, so that his cock sprang free, jutting straight at Lindsay. Her brow furrowed, and she bit her lip.

      "It's time to get Daddy ready to fuck your bottom, pumpkin. Open your mouth nice and wide for Daddy's penis."

      He saw a wonderfully ambiguous look dart across her face as he suited action to word and stepped forward toward the head of the bed, reaching his right hand down to cradle the back of Lindsay's head. All the wrongness of a little girl sucking Daddy's cock, of Daddy giving in to his masculine needs and making his little girl serve him so shamefully, of his little girl needing it despite that shame and because of that shame, seemed to travel across his pumpkin's face.

      Lindsay moved over, at his gentle urging, so that her face rested just at the edge of the mattress. Her eyes fixed on the long, hard cock that Rick brought closer and closer to her lips for a moment, and then she turned their blue gaze up to his face, looming above her.

      "Are you going to fuck my face, Daddy?" she breathed.

      "Yes, pumpkin," Rock responded, pumping his hardness in his left hand because Lindsay's face had so much naughtiness in it that he couldn't help showing her how hard she made him. "Open nice and wide, now, and close your eyes. Daddy will hold your head in place and use your mouth to make himself feel good. You were a very naughty girl, so Daddy is going to do what he wants tonight in your mouth and in your bottom."

      He had never contemplated saying anything so wicked, or so hot, before. Something about Lindsay's crime, about her confession, about her punishment, seemed to have brought their ageplay to a new level.

      Her eyes went wide, and he thought he saw her try to reject the shameful logic, that her daddy, who loved her, would declare that she had forfeited her rights over her own body for the night for breaking his rules. A spanking—a belt-whipping, even—was one thing, that momentary look seemed to say. Daddy exercising his paternal right to use his little girl's body as a receptacle of his mature masculine pleasures, his dirtiest desires, was another.

      That doubt, however, gave way to a furrowed-browed expression of such aching arousal, though, that Rick knew the degrading step forward worked for both of them. Lindsay would henceforth be his little girl cum-slut, as strange and humiliating as it might sound. She closed her eyes, and opened her mouth. With his left hand in her golden hair and his right on her creamy neck, Rick sheathed his cock in his pumpkin's velvety-soft mouth and began to use her for his enjoyment.

      He thrust gently and shallowly, because he cherished the dreamy look on Lindsay's face as he moved inside her lips and over her tongue. She had closed her eyes, and wrinkled her nose, and she made tiny whimpering noises with each movement of the cock, suckling gently as if she wanted to make sure she got her daddy's hardness very wet—slippery enough to slide into her tight young anus.

      It felt so good, though, that Rick soon couldn't resist the impulse to demand more of his little Linnie, and to continue the lessons he had begun the night he had spanked her for the first time. He held her firmly by her head and neck, and thrust in deeper, but slowly and steadily so that he wouldn't take his little girl by surprise with the forceful intrusion of her daddy's rigid penis. Still, Rick didn't mean to let Lindsay refuse this important responsibility of a little girl when Daddy decided to have big girl time with her: he pushed his cock over her tongue and nearly to the back of her throat, though Lindsay gave a little cry of alarm around the long shaft he made her taste so fully.

      "That's it, pumpkin," he said gently and encouragingly. "You're learning. Such a good girl. Just breathe and take the cock now."

      He moved his hips back and forth, gazing down at the naughty sight of a penis deep in a young woman's pretty mouth and reveling for a few seconds in the lewd ecstasy of that shameful delight. Lindsay's breath came in little puffs through her nostrils, and the crease in her forehead grew deeper, and then Rick pulled his hardness from her mouth entirely, and stroked her cheek with the backs of the knuckles of his right hand while he pumped his slick cock in his left.

      Lindsay's eyes opened, and she bit her lip as she looked up at him, a shy smile on her face.

      "Did that feel good, Daddy?" she asked in a dreamy voice.

      "So good, pumpkin," Rick answered, smiling back. He lifted his cock, still working it pleasurably and enjoying the way the sight of her daddy's self-pleasure seemed to arouse Lindsay even more. He thrust his hips, too, a bit, towards her, deciding he wanted to teach her another very naughty thing. "Kiss Daddy's balls now. A girl as naughty as you were today needs to learn to lick a man's scrotum."
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      Lindsay let out a little whine at her daddy's new command. A logical sliver still remained of her usually fairly rational mind, and that sliver told her that what Rick had just said made no sense. If a daddy wanted his little girl to behave less naughtily, shouldn't he tell her that she wasn't allowed to lick his balls?

      That she would go over his knee for a spanking if she even looked at the fascinating, wrinkled purse that held her daddy's most sensitive parts? If she smelled the dark, naughty scent there, and it made her feel faint and wicked?

      If she pursed her lips and furrowed her brow, and let her daddy hold his balls against her face for her respectful little kiss?

      But though it made her move her hips desperately against the pillow to think about getting a spanking for what she did, Daddy had said she had to do it, to learn her lesson. She kissed again, and then, very hesitantly, she put out the tip of her tongue, and gave a little lick, right at the bottom of his scrotum, up between the little protrusions that must be his balls.

      Little Linnie wanted to be a good girl, and she wanted to make her daddy feel good. In her imagination, too, she knew a little girl should feel nervous about having big girl time in her bottom—so she tried to make Rick want to keep teaching her about pleasing him in this lewd way, as if she wanted her daddy to put off what he had told her he would do, the way he intended to enjoy her for the final part of this painful lesson.

      "That's it, pumpkin," he growled softly, caressing the back of her head so that a shiver went all the way through Lindsay's body. "That's how a good girl pleases her daddy. Now the cock back in your mouth, just to make sure it's nice and ready."

      Lindsay bit her lip as she thought about his shameful meaning, but she opened her mouth nice and wide again, just as she knew Rick liked best. He thrust inside, and she had the now-familiar feeling of being full that way while she burned for him down below. Her bottom moved, and the sting from the belt, dull and lingering but now so, so arousing, made her give a little cry around her daddy's hardness.

      The sound seemed to decide him. He pulled his cock from her mouth, and he moved two steps down the bed. He put his hand on her well-punished bottom, as she looked back at him, licking her lips and feeling the strange, unfamiliar feeling they always had after Rick used her there.

      "Your backside is very red, little Linnie," he said softly.

      She felt her face form into a little girl's pout. "It hurts, Daddy. You whipped me!"

      Rick nodded. "Yes, I did. For your own good."

      Lindsay gasped at the phrase, because it seemed to her so true and yet so wrong. She turned her burning face forward, and focused as hard as she could on the truth of it: she felt so very good, down there, now—as if the pain from the terrible hiding she had earned for self-pleasure represented the inevitable culminating conclusion of so much naughtiness. Even the ache from Rick's belt, from the lashes that had gone on and on and on as she screamed, despite her screams and her pleas, seemed like the proper feeling for a girl who had broken her daddy's rules, and that felt good in and of itself.

      The other part of the goodness, though, the sheer sensation radiating from the nerve-endings Rick knew how to stimulate, how to play like a musical instrument… how could that part not be for her own good?

      The bed shifted under Lindsay as Rick got up onto it. She heard the snap that she knew meant he had opened the bottle of lube that sat discreetly on his dresser like a warning to his little girl that her daddy liked bottom-sex, and he would have it with her when he chose. A little squirting sound then, in the still, warm air of his bedroom, and another snap as Rick closed the bottle again.

      That's what will always happen after a belt whipping.

      Always. Always my bottom.

      Because my bottom belongs to my daddy.

      Because my bottom is the place where I learn my lesson, when I'm naughty.

      Because I have a daddy, and my daddy knows how to take care of me, even when I'm naughty.

      Rick's knees, on either side of her spread thighs, over her pulled down white lacy panties, enclosed her. Lindsay whimpered as she felt him lay the head of his big, hard penis against the tiny place it had to go.

      "Shh, Pumpkin," Rick said softly. "It's time. Reach back and spread this little bottom for me like a good girl."

      Lindsay moved her hands back there and moaned as she obeyed, feeling the sting from the belt and the wicked sensation of the air moving against the forbidden valley of her backside.

      "Look at Daddy, little Linnie," Rick said then. "I want to see your face when I put my cock inside you."

      That brought a sob, but Lindsay obeyed, turning woeful eyes back to see her daddy's handsomeness as he loomed over her like a conqueror ready to ride a captive girl for his masterful enjoyment.

      "This is what happens," Rick said softly, as he began to push into her tiny anus, "when you're naughty. Open for Daddy, now."

      Lindsay gave a little cry, and felt her hips buck upward, her bottom surge in her spreading hands. Then she felt him press harder, so that it hurt a little, and she still wanted to obey her daddy, but her little ring tightened in apprehension despite herself, and her bottom tried to squirm away from him.

      Lindsay's daddy didn't stop, though: he kept pushing. She saw him look down at his mastery of her pert, red bottom, at the place where he had lodged the tip of his penis in her tiniest place, and then he looked up again, into her eyes, his expression so hungry and stern that Lindsay felt her own eyes go wide, and her heart jump with alarm.

      When he saw his little girl's expression, though, his face changed, and became a gentle smile. He stopped pushing, and he stroked Lindsay's back.

      "You okay, pumpkin?" he asked.

      Lindsay felt her fear go away in a split second, and to her surprise the emotion that replaced it was a petulant frustration, as if she thought her daddy had showed weakness, rather than a loving care for her body.

      "Yes, I'm okay, Daddy, considering you just whipped me—and now you're making me have anal."

      Rick's own eyes widened a little at that, and then his forehead wrinkled as if he were trying to figure out where her words had come from. Lindsay bit her lip, hoping he would figure it out—that this little scene, strangely magical despite its shame and because of its shame, wouldn't get interrupted at its most crucial moment.

      But then Lindsay's daddy said, in a gruff voice and again with a stern look in his eyes, "Turn your face forward, pumpkin, and concentrate on taking Daddy's penis. You're still being punished. Whipping and bottom-sex are what a girl gets when she needs a lesson in following her daddy's rules about her pussy."

      He reached out his right hand and laid it on the back of her head, and she gave a little cry as she felt him turn her towards the headboard, enforcing his command. Her back arched and her hips rose again, and her hands clutched the little cheeks he had whipped with his belt.

      Lindsay's daddy pushed again with his cock, and now he entered her, stretching her wide and filling her up in the dirtiest, sexiest, most embarrassing way. Lindsay whimpered, because her daddy's penis was hard, and long, and wide. Its bulk held her tiny anus open, and it moved inside her, invading the forbidden passage that only a very big girl gave to the man who knew how to take care of her.

      "Oh, that's nice," Rick said softly. "Oh, it's such a nice bottom, pumpkin. Hold it still now, while Daddy fucks you."

      She obeyed as best she could, little whines coming from her throat with every one of his thrusts, because he simply filled her so very full, and her bottom-cheeks stung in her hands, and she knew he meant to discipline her the way she so desperately needed.

      "Did you play with your little pussy, Linnie? Did you break Daddy's rules?" Rick's voice sounded thick with his strict pleasure. His hardness moved faster

      "Yes, Daddy," Lindsay sobbed into the comforter, as he fucked her bottom over the pillows. "I'm sorry."

      "Did you get a whipping on this little bottom, pumpkin? Move your hands, now. Go ahead and play with your clit. I want you to come with me in your anus."

      "Yes, Daddy," Lindsay cried, moving her right hand so quickly that she blushed anew at how much need it would display to Rick, even though he knew… he knew so very well how much she needed the dark pleasure they had found together.

      At the first frantic rubbing of her fingertips, Lindsay cried out, and started to hump her hand, over the pillows. Rick grunted in pleasure at the way the movement pushed her bottom out and let him into her anus even more deeply.

      That made Lindsay sob more loudly into the covers, because his hard penis filled her little hole so very full, but the strange, burning pleasure that came from the discomfort in her anus and the pressure of her daddy's hips on her punished cheeks overwhelmed everything else. She came, and it seemed like she couldn't stop: spasm after spasm racked her whole body, as her daddy, too, cried out and held himself deep inside her bucking backside as his seed spurted into Lindsay's naughtiest place.

      Rick lay still over her, kissing her back gently as the shudders continued to go through her. His cock kept her bottom open, and he moved it very gently as it grew softer and easier to bear. He moved as if to rise and to withdraw, but Lindsay whimpered in unambiguous need for him to stay there despite the discomfort. She could never say in words, she thought, how much she liked the feeling of her daddy holding her down with the weight and the strength of his body, but she knew she needed as much of it as he would give her.

      "Daddy?" she whispered.

      "Yes, pumpkin?" His voice sounded a little sleepy. He had been up since early in the morning, after all—a good deal earlier than Lindsay, which really had started this whole… well, was problem really the right word?

      "May I please play with myself tomorrow, and use my special helper?"

      Rick laughed and the movement of his chest with his appreciation of little Linnie's being a good girl sent warm tingles all through her body.

      "Yes, pumpkin. Daddy wants you to play with yourself as many times tomorrow as you did today."

      She felt her face crumple. "Daddy! Is that a punishment?"

      "No,” he responded, holding her close, "it's a reward.”

      

      
        
        THE END

      

      

      If you liked this story and would like to read more from Emily Tilton, please check out her Amazon page here.
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      Dom

      

      Dom Fitness: Just Say Yes (Sir)

      I stare at the social media ad with my arms folded. The subhead reads, You do the work, we do the worrying. Pure results. It went live ten minutes ago. We went live ten minutes ago. Us. The gym, Dom Fitness. My crazy-ass venture that’s going to see us all plummet into bankruptcy and become the laughing stock of the city. Who the hell is going to want a six-feet-tall BDSM dominant riding their ass while they’re trying to work out? What was I thinking?

      Joshua slaps my shoulder. “You worried, man?”

      We’re standing together behind the reception desk in the foyer at Dom Fitness. Everything around us is sparkly new and ready for our clients. It looks like an ordinary gym rather than a BDSM dungeon. I was very clear about that with the designer. No actual sex or sexual punishment goes on here. It’s all about the mental dynamic between trainer and trainee.

      But are people going to get that? Are people going to sign up and pay for that? I’m only risking all my savings and the employment of a dozen staff without knowing the answers. Why would I be worried?

      I open my mouth to answer, but the glass doors suddenly slide open, and in steps a young woman in a pastel pink dress with her hair in a ponytail and a gym bag over her shoulder.

      She greets us with a huge smile. “Hi! Um, I saw the poster outside last week and I’ve been counting down the days until you opened. I’m not too late, am I? You still have memberships available, right?”

      Joshua and I stare at her, and her face falls. “Oh, no. You’re full, aren’t you? I knew I should have come earlier.” Her lower lip juts in a sad pout and her shoulders sag.

      Joshua recovers first and slides a questionnaire across the counter toward her. “Not yet, but you arrived just in time. Sit over there and fill this out, and then head on through and get changed. The trainer you match with will meet you in the free weights area.”

      She grins at us and picks up the clipboard. “Awesome! This is going to be the best thing that ever happened to me, I just know it. Thanks so much, guys. Um, I mean, sirs?”

      “You can call us Joshua and Dom,” Joshua tells her with a wink. “Save the sir for your trainer.”

      “Okay, Joshua!” A pink blush joins her smile. Flustered but happy, she goes over to the row of seats and begins filling out her answers to the questions.

      I breathe a sigh of relief. Our first customer, and she gets it. I think we’re going to be okay.

      Joshua punches me on the arm. “Hey, you were worried.”

      I grin back. “Who, me? I’ll leave you to it. Keep sending them through.”

      I swipe through the barriers and head into the gym itself, admiring all the shiny new workout machines and rows of weights.

      It is going to work. Fitness is all about routine and structure, and no one understands routine and structure like a dominant. The men and women I’ve employed are going to give this city’s submissives the motivation they’re craving. The babies, the littles, the princes and princesses, subs, slaves, kittens, and, of course, the brats.

      I smile wickedly to myself and crack my knuckles, thinking of all the naughty boys and girls who’ll find the structure and authority they need in here that will level out their moods. We’ll give them all the boundaries they’re craving in order to feel safe, and then we’ll send them back out into the world again, happy and calm. It’s the best feeling in the world when I can do that for someone.

      This place is for everyone, but in my heart, it’s especially for the brats.

      The questionnaire we have each new member fill out will match each sub with exactly the right trainer. I’m one of the trainers, too, and I can’t wait to see who I’ll be paired with first.
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      Amelia

      

      I stare at the sign in disbelief. Dom Fitness. It’s emblazoned over the door in black, foot-high letters. Below them, slightly smaller, is the phrase, Because we said so.

      So, it’s not a joke then? This place is real?

      Through the glass doors in the reception area, a huge man is standing behind the front desk, scanning membership cards and handing out towels. He’s working hard, because this place is busy. A dozen people have gone inside while I’ve been standing out here.

      Dom Fitness is a gym run entirely by dominants. BDSM dominants, or doms for short. It’s the first of its kind and brand new as of a week ago, and my editor, Suzanna, just had to get a story about it. I, the donut-eating, exercise-allergic junior features writer, was asked to “volunteer” for the job.

      The sexually inexperienced junior features writer.

      Okay, I’m technically not a virgin, but I can hardly call myself a sexual sophisticate when I lost it at fourteen at a party and he only lasted two pumps. Two pumps that did nothing for me. Less than nothing, actually, because it kind of felt yucky. Now I’m twenty and I haven’t felt like repeating such an anti-climactic—bad, awful pun, sorry—experience.

      But is Dom Fitness even about sex? I was too afraid to ask anyone at the office what they thought, because maybe that’s something I should know already, and they’d only laugh at me even more. I already floated the idea of researching Dom Fitness from afar. I could do a phone interview with one of the trainers. Read the material on their website. But oh, no. Suzanna grinned from ear to ear as she gave the office frigid the assignment. “Amelia, you need the full, hands-on experience. Now, off you go.”

      Everyone calls me the office frigid just because I didn’t know what a blowjob was. Apparently, it’s not “blowing gently on a man’s genitals.” My answer to that dumb online quiz went around the office so fast it broke the land speed record.

      I glance nervously at the muscular receptionist. Everything looks normal from here, but are there whips, paddles and handcuffs festooning the workout areas? Are people going to be actually having sex on the workout equipment? Shuddering, I push through the front doors and go inside. If I chicken out, I’ll never live it down at the office, and my three-month review is coming up. Suzanna has already told me several times she needs me to be more adventurous. I need this job. This job keeps me in art supplies, and painting is the only thing that I really want to do with my life. It doesn’t pay the bills yet, but hopefully one day it will. The only thing is, my motivation to paint has gone AWOL since the incident.

      But I can’t think about that now or I’ll cry, scream, or both.

      Inside Dom Fitness, the décor’s not too bad. It’s not aggressively masculine or a brightly-colored assault on the senses like some gyms I’ve seen. Dom Fitness is minimal and modern in shades of white and silver, and it smells good, too. Clean and fresh rather than ripe with the odor of stale sweat and disinfectant. There’s a cute smoothie bar, where several well-dressed gym-goers are sipping protein shakes. Normal so far.

      Across the front desk is written, No judgment. Only results.

      I wrinkle my nose a little at that. Oh, I’m going to be judging. Even if it’s all in my head, I’m going to be judging the hell out of this place. Combining BDSM and fitness sounds like a terrible idea to me.

      My best bet to get in and out of here quickly is to charm the receptionist into letting me take a quick look around the premises, and then I’ll high-tail it back to the office.

      “Hi!” I say brightly to the huge man. I see from his name tag he’s called Joshua. “Joshua. Lovely to meet you.”

      Joshua’s gaze is steely, and doesn’t return my smile. “Good morning. May I help you?”

      I hesitate. Aren’t receptionists supposed to be friendly? Slightly disconcerted, I hurry on. “I’m Amelia from Hotbed and I’m here to do a piece on the gym. My editor said she’d been in contact with the owner. Maybe you heard I was coming…? Um. Anyway, I don’t want to be a bother. If you could just swipe me through, I’ll take a look around and get out of your hair.”

      Joshua passes me a clipboard and pen. “All new members are to fill out the questionnaire and agree to the rules.”

      I hold up my hands in protest. “Uh—no. I’m not applying for membership. I just want to take a look around.”

      Joshua’s eyes narrow. “Due to the nature of the activities at Dom Fitness, nobody gets in unless they’re a member and have agreed to the rules. Please fill out the questionnaire.”

      I glance at the questions. They’re all statements that you can rate on a scale of one to ten.

      I admire and respond to authority figures.

      Being humiliated is motivation to improve myself.

      I feel myself choke, and I look up at Joshua in panic. “Look, I’m a professional, and I’m here to do a story. Can I please just meet some of your trainers and maybe talk to one or two of your clients, if they’re willing? Then I’ll be on my way.”

      Joshua regards me in silence, raking me from my high ponytail to the tips of my sneakers. “Oh, you’re a special case, are you?”

      There’s barely any inflection in his tone, but I don’t like the way he says that. “Well… I don’t want a fuss made, but maybe I am a special case? I’m not a real client, after all.”

      Joshua nods slowly. “I see. If you’re special, then I should get Dom for you.”

      “Dom?” I asked, confused.

      “What was your name?”

      “Amelia Tate, but…”

      Joshua smiles wickedly and reaches for the phone. I swallow, feeling a strange urge to beg him to put the phone down. Joshua talks for a moment, exchanges a dark laugh with the person on the other end of the line, and then he hangs up.

      “Dom will be your trainer. He says you’re to meet him in the free weights area, but you’re not to begin your workout.”

      He presses a button and the barriers into the gym slide open. I just stare at them, horrified by the sight even though it’s exactly what I said I wanted. “What happened to ‘no one gets in unless they’re a member’?”

      Joshua just grins at me. “Dom must agree with you. You are a special case.”

      I don’t like the way he keeps saying special. I wish I’d just gone along with Joshua and filled out the form in the first place.

      Crap. Too late now.

      I go through the barriers, find the changing rooms and store my things in a locker, and then head out into the gym in my leggings and a sweatshirt. The free weights section is easy enough to find. Most people are working out by themselves, earbuds in, focused on themselves and their reps. No latex fetish gear. No bare bottoms being paddled. No woman in thigh-high leather boots wielding a whip.

      It seems… normal. Wow. After psyching myself up so much, I’m kind of disappointed.

      “I said, what are you?”

      The sudden yell makes me jump.

      “I can’t hear you, Kevin. What are you?”

      A woman’s shrill voice is coming from among the workout machines on the far side of the room. I take a few steps sideways and see a tiny woman in a black Dom Fitness hoodie and black leggings standing with her hands on hips. At her feet is an enormous muscled man in a singlet and shorts. His body is shiny with perspiration, making his muscles stand out. He looks like a professional body builder except for the fact that he’s cowering at this woman’s feet like a frightened puppy.

      The trainer barks, “Everyone! Tell him how pathetic and weak he is.”

      Everyone nearby jeers and shouts. “Pathetic! Weak!”

      The man on the ground puts his arms over his head and groans, as if he can’t bear it. How can he allow himself to be subjected to such treatment? I don’t understand why he doesn’t grab his towel and leave.

      “You couldn’t lift a kitten with those noodle arms, could you?” the woman barks.

      Kevin shakes his head rapidly. “I couldn’t, I couldn’t. I’m so pathetic.”

      The trainer draws herself up to her full height, which isn’t very high, and folds her arms. “If you make it to thirty pull ups, mistress might decide that you’re not a complete pathetic waste of space.”

      The man gulps with sudden gratitude and scrambles up. As fast as his prodigious muscles can manage, he begins doing pull ups.

      “Thirty!” the trainer exclaims a few minutes later. “You may get down now. Kneel.” She points to the spot between her feet, her expression still severe. The man obeys her slavishly, gazing up adoringly at her as he sits between her feet. She maintains her ferocity for a moment longer, and then breaks into a smile.

      “Well done, Kevin.”

      Kevin beams like a kid on Christmas morning. “Oh, thank you, mistress, thank you.”

      The trainer looks up sharply and sees me staring at them, and snarls, “What are you looking at?”

      I turn quickly away and grab a barbell, doing a few bicep curls while my mind races. What the hell did I just witness? Kevin actually pays for that pint-sized firecracker to talk to him that way?

      I’m still lost in thought and doing reps when a wall of man enters the room. He’s six feet four or five, with enormous shoulders and a chest so broad you could use him as a surfboard. His sweatpants cling to his muscular thighs and I can see the tracings of his abs through his tight black T-shirt. Across the front of the T-shirt is printed DOM in tall white letters.

      He’s holding the clipboard I refused to fill out on the front desk. I swallow.

      Dom scans the gym, sees me, sees the barbell in my hand, and his eyes narrow. I quickly put the weight back and then turn to him innocently, as if I wasn’t doing anything but waiting for him like I was told to. As Dom strides closer, I see that his brown eyes are flecked with gold. His hair is thick and short, and he has a close-cropped dark beard. His mouth is firm, and his jaw looks like it’s been hammered out by Vulcan.

      Dom stops in front of me and just stares at me for a long time, like he’s never seen such a sorry excuse for a trainee in his life.

      Not a word said to me, and yet I want to start gabbling apologies at him. I don’t, though, because unlike Kevin, I actually have some backbone.

      “Were you touching that equipment?” Dom asks. His voice is deep and rich and vibrates through me, blocking all other noise out. The gym fades into the background.

      I glance nervously at the barbell. Is that a trick question? He saw me with the weight in my hand. “Um… yes?”

      He folds his arms, leveling his smoldering gaze at me. “Are you being smart with me?”

      “What? No!”

      “I’ll ask you again. Were you touching that equipment when I specifically requested that you not begin your workout without me?”

      Somebody walks past us but slows right down when they hear what Dom has said to me. Is Dom about to invite everyone nearby to tell me I’m weak and pathetic? If he does, I’ll leave. That’s verbal abuse and I won’t stand for it from Dom for the sake of a lousy article.

      I draw myself up and fold my arms as well, mirroring his overbearing stance. It’s not quite so impressive from me, though, as I’m five feet six and I definitely have noodle arms. “Yes, I was. So what?”

      “I’m severely displeased with you already, Miss Tate.” He doesn’t shout, but he enunciates carefully and I’m sure every word is carrying to those around us. I can almost feel their glee at my dressing-down. “You’re disobedient, and I will have no more of this behavior from you.”

      My arms loosen in shock. Is he serious? I haven’t been talked to this way since I was a child and I wrote all over the walls in crayon.

      Dom brandishes the clipboard. “Joshua tells me you wouldn’t fill out the membership form. Why?”

      “Well, I, um…” I fumble over my words. I feel an insane impulse to run my fingers though the ends of my ponytail and plead for mercy. “I’m only here to write a story on the gym. Filling it out would be pointless.”

      Dom stares at me, hard, and then slowly shakes his head.

      Oh, for heaven’s sake. I know how I’m going to start my article. Dom Fitness takes itself way too seriously.

      “Young lady, as you’re aware we’re not an ordinary fitness center.”

      My eyebrows shoot up. Young lady?

      “The rules are to protect our staff and clients and the questionnaire is to ensure that you receive an experience that’s tailored for you. In your case, it’s especially important that you get a feel for the place, for the article you’re writing. Don’t you want to do your best possible work for your employer?”

      “Well, yes, but—”

      “I need to know how you’re different from all my other clients. I’m going to sit you down on a chair just over there, and you’re going to fill out the questionnaire for me.”

      He’s already holding out his arm toward the chairs, but I’m not ready to obey. “I thought the questionnaire was to pair me with the right trainer. Aren’t you my trainer? That’s what Joshua said.”

      Take that, you big bully. LOGIC.

      Dom’s eyes travel to my lips, as if he’s displeased with what’s coming out of them. “Yes, I’m your trainer. We’re paired well already. Joshua on the front desk is an excellent judge of character.”

      I wonder what it means for me that I’ve “paired well” with Dom. In my opinion, we go together about as well as red wine and chalk. “Then why do I—”

      “I need to know everything about you before we begin, and you need to study the rules.” He points to the chairs. “Now sit.”

      For heaven’s sake, this is more trouble than it’s worth. I take the clipboard from him and flounce over to a black chair.

      “Not that chair,” he tells me. “That one.”

      Next to the black chair is a tiny pink one covered in flower stickers. I glare at Dom and he glares right back, still pointing at it. I suppose this is meant to humiliate me for all my backchat. Doesn’t he understand that I’m a journalist and I can write whatever I like about this horrible place? I’ll show him. I’ll really go to town on Dom Fitness in my article.

      Fuming, I sit in the pink chair. It’s sized for a five-year-old and my knees are up around my ears. Dom stands over me, and when I crane my neck up, I’m certain I see a flicker of pleasure in his eyes at the sight of me looking so ridiculous. I’m being humiliated for his amusement, just like Kevin was humiliated.

      This place is full of assholes on power trips. When I’m done with my write up, Dom Fitness is going to be mud.

      I turn my attention to the questionnaire and start to read. Being praised by someone I respect is an enjoyable feeling. What a dumb question. Who doesn’t get a nice feeling when a really cool or together person thinks you’re amazing? A big old ten to that. I circle the number and read the next question.

      Being told what to do makes me lose my temper. Oh, hell yeah. Again, who wouldn’t get their back up by being bossed around? Ten again.

      I’m happiest when I have nothing to worry about. Oh, for heaven’s sake. Who wrote this questionnaire, Captain Obvious? Who enjoys worry? Shaking my head, I mark down another ten.

      There are some questions I can answer “one” to just as easily—no humiliation for me, thank you very much—and some where I’m definitely in the middle. Pastels can be cute, but some days I like to be more grungy and wear black T-shirts and ripped jeans.

      I finish my answers and turn to the rules.

      Dom Fitness is a safe and secure environment for all trainees and trainers. Anyone found to be in violation of the below rules will have their membership immediately revoked and escorted from the premises.

      Rule #1: There will be no physical contact between trainers and trainees on the premises, other than for instructional fitness purposes. This includes bodily contact or contact via implements.

      No actual spanking and stuff goes on here, then. I breathe a tiny sigh of relief.

      Rule #2: The trainee is to speak to their trainer politely and respectfully at all times, and address them as ma’am, sir, mistress, master, mommy or daddy etc., to be agreed on between each trainer and trainee.

      “What the actual fuck,” I mutter to myself.

      Over my head, Dom clears his throat. When I glance up, he’s glaring at me.

      “I don’t tolerate any bad language,” he says.

      “Is that in these rules?”

      “I have additional rules.”

      I roll my eyes and keep reading.

      Rule #3: A trainee will commit one hundred percent to each workout and follow their trainer’s instructions to the letter. If a trainer feels as if a trainee is deliberately underperforming or being willfully disobedient, the trainer reserves to the right to set punishments for their trainee, including but not limited to: extra exercises, cold showers and corner time.

      Yeah, well, we’ll see about that.

      Rule #4: No trainee or trainer will comment on or stare at another trainer and trainee’s session unless invited to participate in public scoldings or praisings. Neutral abstaining is also permitted.

      Rule #5: Trainees and trainers will act in a safe, sane and consensual manner toward each other at all times.

      “Do you have any questions about the rules?” Dom asks when I get to the bottom of the page.

      “Not really. They’re written in a way that even a five-year-old would understand.”

      He casts his eyes over my tiny pink chair. “Then you and I shouldn’t have any problems, should we?”

      Yeah, no. We’re going to have problems.

      He holds out a hand for the clipboard and I pass it to him. “You will listen to me at all times and obey my instructions. If you have any questions you will say, Please, I have a question. If you feel as if you’re about to do yourself an injury, say, red alert. If you have done yourself an injury, say black alert. If you can’t speak, hold up one finger for the former and two for the latter. Being out of breath or tired or generally being a whiny little baby is not an injury. Is all that clear?”

      Jeez, this dude is off the charts. How many thousands of rules does he want to give me? “Yes. All right. Fine.”

      “Yes, daddy.”

      I look up at him, startled. “Excuse me?”

      Dom leans down from his great height so that his lips are very close to my ear, and he says quietly, but firmly, “You’re going to call me daddy. Say, yes daddy.”

      Oh, hell no. I haven’t even called my own father daddy since I was eight years old. I’m not about to start saying it to some stranger.

      Dom just looks at me, his face very close to mine, and waits.
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      Dom

      

      Amelia is staring at me with her mouth wide open. She sure is one hell of a brat.

      “Well?” I snap, raising my voice. “I haven’t got time to stand around all day while you catch flies. If you understood everything I just said, say, yes daddy.”

      Her eyes dart left and right as if she’s conscious of people listening in on our conversation. I catch her chin between my thumb and forefinger and turn her face back to mine. Her eyes are as wide as saucers as she stares up at me, still open-mouthed. I become distracted by the extremely clear image of slapping my thickened cock against her cheek and then pushing it into her sulky mouth.

      Best way to shut a little brat up. Shame I have to keep this completely professional.

      “Amelia. Look at me, not them. I asked you a question.”

      Amelia licks her lips, and then mutters, “Yes, daddy.” She visibly squirms in her tiny pink chair. I can’t help the grin that covers my face. What a picture she makes.

      “Good girl. Up on that bike over there for a warm-up.”

      Amelia does as she’s told, frowning a little as she goes, as if she’s not quite sure why she’s cooperating and doesn’t think she likes it very much.

      She’ll grow to like obeying me. She’ll grow to love it.

      I watch Amelia clamber onto the stationary bike, which was last used by a much taller person. She doesn’t seem to know she can adjust the seat and her feet struggle to push the pedals around.

      “Having fun there, peaches?” I ask dryly.

      The nickname just comes to me. Her lips are faintly peach-colored, and so are the freckles that dust her nose and the auburn tints in her ponytail. I bet her nipples are that pretty peach color, too.

      “No,” she huffs. “I can’t reach the pedals. Stupid bike.”

      “Lift that little ass of yours up a sec.”

      Obediently, she stands on the pedals while I reach between her legs and adjust the seat for her. “There you go. Sit yourself back down. Is that better?”

      “Yes.”

      I brace one hand on the handlebars and the other on the seat of the bike, just below her peachy ass. We’re eye to eye as she sits on the seat. “Yes, what?”

      Amelia gnaws on her lip for a moment. A few strands of her hair have come loose around her face and her eyes are uncertain. She’s got the look of a brat who’s suddenly found herself way out of her depth.

      “Yes, daddy.”

      I harden my expression, and she scrambles to add, “Thank you.”

      “You’re welcome. Give me five minutes at a good pace.”

      While she pedals, I read through her answers and I have to suppress a wicked smile. She’s exactly what I guessed she’d be, a brat with a praise kink. I’m going to have my hands full with her, but there’s a good little girl hiding somewhere underneath all that sass. I can’t wait to find her.

      “Now, tell me your fitness goals.”

      “I don’t have any. I’m just here to write a story,” she puffs.

      I check the resistance on her bike. Almost nothing, and she’s been cycling for less than two minutes. “Never mind the article, peaches. First, I’ve got to give you something to write about. Now, tell me what you’d like to improve in your life.”

      “I guess I could stand to lose a few pounds.”

      They all say that, but Amelia is pretty damn hot just as she is. What she needs is some muscle tone and cardio training, and a regimen to give her life some structure and put color in her pretty cheeks. “What would you say to having more energy throughout the day, and being able to walk up two flights of stairs carrying groceries without huffing and puffing?”

      She perks up. “That would be great. I wouldn’t mind sculpting my arms a bit, too. And my butt. Ooh, and can we define my waist a bit?”

      That’s more like it. I let the grin spread over my face again. “You bet we can, peaches. It would be a pleasure.”

      “Why do you keep calling me peaches?” she asks.

      “It suits you. Do you like it?”

      “Do I have a choice?” she retorts, her sassiness flooding back.

      “Yes, you do, if you’re a good girl. If you’re not, I’ll clip a hot pink sign to your shirt that says I AM A BRAT and you’ll wear it all session. Now, would you like to ask daddy that question again?”

      Amelia scowls for a moment, and then schools her face into politeness and tries again. “Can I choose what you call me, or do you decide that, like how you decided I would call you daddy?”

      I want to laugh. I didn’t decide she’d call me daddy. Her inner bratty little girl decided that for us. “What would you like me to call you?”

      She thinks for a moment, still pedaling. “Well, Amelia, I guess? But I suppose peaches is kind of cute.”

      She mutters this so quietly that I pretend I haven’t heard her and lean closer. “Sorry, what was that?”

      “Peaches is cute,” she tells me with a glower.

      I nod decisively. “Damn right she is. Okay, peaches, that’s enough warm-up. Time for your weight training.”

      Amelia jumps down from her bike and approaches the free weights. I take her through some standing lunges, and it becomes more and more obvious to me that Amelia has never set foot in a gym before today. She has zero balance, her coordination is sloppy, and I even have to teach her how to hold the weights properly so that she doesn’t hurt herself. I don’t mind, though, because everyone has to start somewhere and it’s a pleasure teaching her.

      “That’s twelve,” I tell her when she completes her reps, and she breathes a sigh of relief and puts the weights back on the stand.

      “What’s next?”

      “Next?” I ask, my eyebrow raised. “Next you do it all again. And then again. Sets, peaches. This is how we build muscle.”

      Amelia opens her mouth indignantly, and I fold my arms and wait. A moment later, she thinks better of whatever she was going to say and picks up the weights again.

      “Good girl. All right, you’re going to feel the burn, but that’s a good thing. We like it hot, here.”

      Once she’s done with the lunges, I take her through bicep curls, tricep curls, and then a batch of burpees and jumping jacks. After those, Amelia is sweating and breathing hard and looks just about done in. Either she’s going to be too tired to be bratty, or she’s going to bust out into one hell of a tantrum any minute now, because I’m so not done with her yet.

      “Assisted squats,” I tell her, pointing at the machine. “The bar goes across the tops of your shoulders, and you squat, letting the guides help you balance.

      Amelia approaches it and scrunches her nose thoughtfully. “That doesn’t look so bad.”

      I add weights to either side of the bar, and suddenly she’s not looking quite as confident. Or happy.

      “Do you have to make everything so impossible?” she grumbles, stepping up to the bar and getting her shoulders beneath it. She does one squat on shaky legs, and then stands up.

      “Again. And again. No, keep going, peaches. That’s it. Your left hip is popping out.” I grasp her firmly by the hips to hold her steady as she continues her squats. Damn, she’s a tidy little package. The heels of my hands are on the fleshy parts of her peachy butt, purely for instructional purposes, but a man would enjoy putting his hands on her for other reasons. I would enjoy it, for sure. First for a spanking, and then to hold her firm while I fuck her fast.

      Damn. I don’t usually get so into my dom role at the gym. There’s just something about Amelia that I really like.

      She gets through two sets of squats, and I let her rest for thirty seconds before telling her to do a third.

      “No. No more.” She folds her arms and glares at me, red cheeked and puffing. “My legs are jelly. I’m exhausted.”

      Oh, please. If she’s got the energy to glower, she’s got the energy to work out. “Are you using one of your safe words? Red alert for if you’re going to hurt yourself, black alert if you have,” I remind her.

      “No. I’m not about to hurt myself. I just don’t want to do anymore. I’ve had enough.”

      I force my features in seriousness, though on the inside I’m grinning. Time to see what this little brat is really made of. “Oh, have you? I decide when your workout is over, young lady. Not you.”

      Amelia’s chin juts. “Excuse you, but I’m a grown woman and I have agency over my own body.”

      “You forgot, ‘And I’m a brat.’”

      She bridles at that, and her voice goes up in pitch. “I am not a brat! How dare you say such a thing? I’m sick of your stupid face and I’m sick of your dumb gym!”

      My eyes narrow. I’m done playing. She can stomp her foot and carry on all she likes, but she will not disrespect me, and she will not disrespect my gym.

      I step closer, looming over her. “You don’t have the self-control to finish one sixty-minute workout when your employer and I have both requested that you do so. You’re a self-centered little brat who can’t see past the end of her nose.”

      Her very cute, kissable little nose.

      Damn, I need to stop thinking like that.

      I dig a key out of my pocket and hold it out to her. “Hit the showers. I’m done with you.”

      Amelia grabs the key out of my hand without a thank-you and storms off. I wait where I am, knowing she’ll be back in thirty seconds.

      Back she comes, right on cue, holding out the key. “It won’t open the shower room door.”

      “Yes, it will. That shower room.” I point to the sign that says Cold Shower Room. “Little brats who get mouthy cool off under icy showers.”

      Amelia looks as indignant as if I’ve smacked her bare bottom. “That’s not fair,” she splutters.

      I turn and walk back to my office before I tell her what I’d do to her if she really were my little brat. After her mouthiness, a spanking would be truly fair.

      Twenty minutes later, I’m talking to Joshua on reception when Amelia emerges in her street clothes with her gym bag over her arm. She looks like a completely different girl to the brat I saw marching off to the showers. Her face is pale, and her eyes are big and anxious. She plays with the strap of her bag, glancing uncertainly at me.

      Joshua starts to grin, but I give him a sharp shake of my head. Amelia is humiliated and she’s not into humiliation, so this experience has been painful for her.

      I go over to her. “Did you enjoy your cold shower?”

      She shakes her head, and there’s a shimmer of tears in her eyes. “No. I’m… I’m…”

      I know what it is. She’s regretting getting into a strop and ending her session with a punishment. A flood of tenderness goes through me. Poor baby. She’s cold, too, from the shower. I wish I could pull her into my arms and warm her up.

      “I’m sorry for what I said about the gym,” she whispers, crossing her arms and shivering a little.

      I make my voice slow and deep, and as kind as I can. “You did so well today, Amelia. I could see how difficult and new it was for you. You were afraid, but you worked hard. I’m proud of you.”

      She looks up at me, her green eyes large and troubled. “But I didn’t finish my workout.”

      “And you were punished for it. You took your punishment without complaint, which means you’re forgiven. Daddy’s so proud of you. Now, off you go.”

      Amelia swallows, and smiles a little. She says in a small voice, “Okay.” She stares up at me for a moment longer, as if reluctant to leave my side. Then she squeaks, “Thank you, daddy.”

      I watch her hurry away, smiling to myself, wondering how long it will be until she’s back.

      I hope it’s not too long. I definitely want to see her again.
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      Amelia

      

      I walk out of the gym in a daze, my insides feeling like they’re made out of cotton candy, all fluffy, pink and happy.

      That was… Okay, that was… What was that? The last hour seems to have passed in a blur. I did things and I didn’t know why I was doing them. I felt things and I didn’t understand why I was feeling them. Good things. Tingly and sparkly things. But sad and penitent things, too, until Dom took those bad feelings away again.

      How did he do that with just his voice and his eyes?

      I walk back to the office, trying to untangle my complicated feelings. I need to write about what just happened in some sort of professional manner that makes sense, and yet nothing that happened makes sense to me. Maybe it was just some stupid reaction to a gorgeous man saying some strange things?

      The feeling doesn’t pass. The warmth and fizziness of my encounter with Dom persists the whole day. Thank goodness Suzanna doesn’t want the piece on Dom Fitness until the health and wellbeing special that we’re running in just over a week, because I need some time to think about it.

      The next morning, I wake up and the first thing I do is curse Dom to hell and back.

      “My muscles,” I moan, crawling out of bed and hobbling to the bathroom. I’m sore all over. My arms. My abs. My back. My legs. I swallow some painkillers and then get in the shower, blasting the water as hot as I can bear it.

      Twenty minutes later, I’m no less sore. I feel absolutely terrible as I haul some pants and a blouse on, and swipe some mascara over my eyelashes. I thought exercise was supposed to make you feel good, not like you’ve been tied up in a sack and beaten with a hammer.

      Somehow, I get through the day and collapse onto the sofa in the evening. In the corner of the living room, I glance at my easel and paints, which are gradually gathering dust. I wonder when I’ll feel like painting again. Definitely not tonight.

      Maybe not ever.

      As I stare are the ruins of something I once loved, tears fill my eyes. I don’t want to paint. My muscles hurt. I really am throwing a one-woman pity-party. I veg out on the sofa with a bag of corn chips and bad TV, willing all my sorrow away.

      The next morning my muscles feel a little better, but I’m no closer to tackling the article I need to write about Dom Fitness. How can I write about it when I still don’t understand it?

      In the middle of the morning, I’m sitting at my desk working on a listicle called Ten Signs You’ve Watched Too Many Serial Killer Documentaries, when my phone rings. It’s an unknown number.

      “Hello, Amelia Tate speaking.”

      “Amelia.”

      Every faintly sore muscle in my body tenses. I know that deep voice. It can’t be… can it?

      “It’s Dom from Dom Fitness. I’m calling to ask why you haven’t returned to the gym yet. You’re due for your next session. If I don’t see you soon, I’ll be very disappointed in you.”

      His voice becomes velvety as he speaks that last sentence. He’ll be disappointed in me. Immediately, I feel… wibbly. I don’t even know what wibbly is. Halfway between wobbly and something else. Something fizzy.

      “Oh, um, I’m not… you don’t need to…” I trail off, gulping for air. How does this man set me so off balance?

      “How is your piece going for your editor?”

      Terribly. I haven’t started. “Great!”

      I don’t sound very convincing.

      “I wouldn’t want you turning in work that’s not your best. It’s difficult to grasp what we can achieve at Dom Fitness after just one session. It would be ideal if you returned for another.”

      I gnaw on my lip, both enticed by and terrified of the idea.

      “Is there something you’re not telling me, Amelia? Did you not enjoy your session?”

      I don’t know. It was all so strange. I suppose I did enjoy it in a weird sort of way, especially the way he made me feel afterward. Even though I screwed up and was rude to him, he doesn’t seem to be holding that against me. “No, I did enjoy it. It was a really good session.”

      I’m surprised to find I mean that, despite how sore it made me.

      Dom waits, and the silence is heavy.

      I turn to the window, trying to block out my co-workers. “It’s just so weird being in a public space and hearing you talk to me that way. It’s so personal.”

      It’s his gym and I expect him to be annoyed that I’ve just rejected the way he runs his business, but to my surprise, he’s sympathetic.

      “I understand. You’re new to this and I want you to feel comfortable, and I don’t like giving up on people. I have a fully equipped gym at my home. Why don’t you come around this evening and I’ll train you there so you can get used to my methods in a low-pressure environment? Then we can take it back to the gym when you’re ready.”

      His methods. Alone at his house. My heart patters against my ribs. My nether regions are tingling. “I guess I could do that,” I say casually, pretending that there aren’t fireworks going on in my underwear at the thought of being alone with Dom while he tells me what to do.

      Not that I like being told what to do. It’s boring and annoying. And stuff.

      I hear the warmth in his voice, as if he’s smiled broadly. “Wonderful. Your body will thank you for it. I’ll email you the address. Seven suit you?”

      Yeah, my body is what’s getting me into this mess. “Um, all right. See you then, Dom.”

      He waits, disapproval permeating his silence. “See you then, what, peaches?”

      It takes me a moment to realize what he’s saying. Oh, my god. He wants me to call him daddy. I squeeze my eyes shut and whisper, “But we’re not in the gym now.”

      Dom’s voice deepens as he grows sterner. “Being treated as a special case is a privilege. I need you to respect that privilege by following my rules.”

      In the lowest voice I can manage, I cup my hand around my phone and whisper, “Yes, daddy.”

      Everyone within a six-foot radius of my desk suddenly meerkats up from behind their computers, shock and glee coloring their faces.

      Dom chuckles, a warm, rich sound. “Good girl. I’ll see you tonight.”

      I put the phone down and turn to face my computer, my face burning as I’m peppered with questions.

      “Amelia, who are you calling daddy?”

      “Who wants to bet that she wasn’t talking to her father.”

      “Is this the trainer from Dom Fitness? Are you calling him daddy now?”

      “I didn’t think you had it in you. Suzanna! Amelia is calling that trainer guy daddy!”

      Suzanna comes out of her office. She’s delighted when she hears what my co-workers have to tell her—so delighted that she asks me to increase the scope and word count of the piece and make it a feature article.

      “Go for the virgin-in-a-sex-club angle. You know, the wide-eyed ingénue out of her depth. This is going to be a click magnet!”

      It’s my first feature. I can’t very well say no. I don’t know why it’s easier to be a brat and stand up for myself to Dom, when he’s the one I should be terrified of. Suzanna probably weighs about as much as one of his thighs.

      “Yes, of course, Suzanna. Thank you,” I find myself replying meekly.

      I leave the office at five-thirty, change into my gym clothes and eat a muesli bar and an apple. Then I’m at the address Dom gave me by seven-fifteen. Oops. I didn’t check to see how long the train would take to get there, so I’m a bit late. Oh, well. It’s not like it matters.

      I ring the doorbell, and when Dom opens the door, he’s glaring at me.

      “Not a great start, peaches. Inside.”

      Apparently, it matters.

      I follow Dom through his house. He’s wearing gray sweats and a white T-shirt, and I almost whimper as he turns to me and points at the stationary bike. All the muscles of his chest are clearly delineated beneath the cotton fabric, and the gray sweats hug his… outline his…

      My cheeks heat, and I haven’t even started exercising. I’m not the sort of woman who even drools over the outline of men’s junk in underwear ads, and yet here I am itching to caress the real-life bulge in Dom’s highly removable sweatpants. All that’s holding them up is a flimsy bit of elastic. One little tug and off they’d come. So would my leggings, for that matter.

      “Peaches,” Dom says sternly when I don’t move. “The bike.”

      “Oh! Yes.” I put my bag down against the wall and clamber up on the bike. When I start to pedal—he’s already adjusted it for my height, that was thoughtful—he takes hold of the handlebars and the bike’s seat, which almost feels like he’s got his arms around me.

      “How’s your week been?” he asks, his face close to mine.

      He’s standing so close that I don’t know where to look. My eyes finally settle on his left hand, which is close to mine on the handlebars. No wedding ring, I notice.

      “Um, good thank you.”

      He raises his eyebrows expectantly.

      “Good thank you, daddy.”

      A slow, heated smile spreads over his face. He seems to like it when I call him that. God, he smells good. Like coconut body wash, Deep Heat and clean cotton. Fresh and fiery at the same time.

      “Are you going to punish me for being late?” I ask, and I feel a tight clenching low in my belly. It’s almost like I want him to punish me. I hated my cold shower the other day, but damn, having him be sweet to me afterwards was all kinds of amazing.

      “Of course,” he says, his eyes never leaving my face. “This is just like your workout at the gym.”

      I suck my lower lip into my mouth, and then whisper, “Okay, daddy.”

      Dom’s eyes drop to my mouth and then stay there. He really is standing so close. Still looking at my lips, he says, “Get down on the floor. Lay on your back.”

      I do as I’m told, conscious of his eyes following my every movement. His huge body looms over me. I lay on the large, spongey matt that’s as big as a king-sized bed.

      “Close your eyes. And raise your hands.”

      I close my lashes and move my hands until they’re straight up in the air. My heart beats wildly, wondering what’s about to happen. A moment later, Dom drops something heavy into my hands. I open my eyes in surprise, and see that I’m holding… a basketball? No, wait, it’s really heavy. I remember these from physical education classes in high school. It’s a medicine ball.

      A really unsexy medicine ball.

      “Sit-ups,” Dom orders.

      Ugh, I hate sit-ups, but I do as I’m told, holding the ball. I do three sets of ten, and then collapse onto my back with it on my chest, gasping for breath and my core on fire. Thank goodness that’s over.

      “Ten more. Your punishment is to do an extra set of everything. No whining. No crying. Go.”

      I squeeze my eyes shut and do as I’m told. Damn, I’m going to be so sore tomorrow.

      Once I’m done with the sit-ups, Dom continues to name exercises for me to do. He alternates between encouraging me sweetly to barking orders at me like I’m a police dog. Harder! Higher! Again! When I’m fuming with irritation and exhaustion, he drops his voice to the sexiest rumble and starts referring to himself as daddy. You’re being such a good girl for daddy. I know you can do it for daddy. Daddy’s so pleased with you, peaches. And suddenly my core is blazing again, but in a very different sort of way, and I’m doing what he tells me to do.

      I finish up the workout with twenty minutes on the bike. Dom stands with me the whole time, chatting to me about my work, my hobbies and my home. He’s relaxed now, and smiling, and I feel a warm buzz in my chest that he’s looking at me with a melted honey expression in his brown eyes. As if he… likes me?

      “I was so sore after my last workout,” I say, easing myself off the bike. Dom holds my hand and helps me down as if I’m a lady in a fine dress getting out of a carriage, rather than the hot mess I am.

      “That’s because you didn’t do any stretching. Because you threw a tantrum before we finished. Remember?”

      I roll my eyes. Of course I remember.

      “Peaches, roll your eyes at me again and I’ll dump you in an ice bath.”

      I quickly rearrange my features into a more polite expression.

      “Good girl. Now, get down on the mat and I’ll take you through some stretches.”

      He manipulates my body into all sorts of positions, and then holds them, stretching my aching muscles. It feels so good that I can’t help the small moans of pleasure and release that escape me. He names each of the positions as we finish them, and his voice seems to get rougher by the minute.

      I open my eyes after a hip flexor stretch and find that he’s kneeling between my knees and gazing down at me intently. We stare at each other for a moment. The gold flecks in his eyes are gleaming even brighter than usual.

      Dom grasps my ankle and thrusts it over my head. “Hamstring stretch,” he mutters. “Pull your ankle toward your chest. More. You need a deep stretch in your thighs and hips.” He puts one hand on my calf and the other on the back of my thigh. The weight of his heavy body is on me, and I gasp in pleasure.

      “Is that good?” he asks.

      My ankle is so close to the side of his face that I can feel the bristles of his beard. I want to reach up with both my hands, cup his face and bring it down to mine.

      “Yes, daddy,” I gasp, my head thrown back, reveling in the deep stretch and the feel of his body against mine. “That’s so, so good.”

      He keeps pushing in rhythmic pulses, and I moan some more, giving into the sensations.

      Dom pulls away suddenly, and I whimper at the loss of him. When I open my eyes and look up at him, he’s glaring at me, breathing fast. My eyes travel down his body, and—

      Oh.

      Oh my.

      His cock is hard, and it’s tenting his sweats.

      I bite my lip, wondering if he’s angry with me. Was I making really porny noises? Have I overstepped a boundary and he’s going to chuck me out?

      “Dom, um, I’m—”

      “I told you,” he says tightly, “to call me daddy.”

      “Sorry, daddy,” I whisper.

      “Why are you sorry, babygirl?”

      I hesitate, and then just decide to go for it. If he kicks me out, he kicks me out. Or maybe he’ll spank me for being filthy. That would work for me. “Because I got really turned on while you were stretching me, and I think you noticed. That’s not allowed, is it? Like, touching each other in a way that’s not for the sake of the workout, and stuff?”

      His eyes gleam brighter. “We’re not in the gym, now. Those rules don’t apply.”

      So we aren’t. But now I’m unsure what to say next.

      He grasps my thigh and goes back to stretching me, only this time the thick rod of his erection is pressed tightly against my clit. He rubs back and forth with each press against my hamstring muscle.

      “How’s that?” he asks, gazing down at me. He plants one hand by the side of my head. He’s practically on top of me.

      “God, yes, daddy. So good. So, so good.”

      “Do you want more?”

      “Please. Don’t stop.” I reach up and put my hands on his shoulders, holding on for dear life.

      Dom shifts his weight back a little. “Change legs.”

      I switch so my left calf is over his shoulder. His eyes are blazing into mine as he slowly rubs against me, the pleasure of the stretch and the friction against my clit making me moan.

      “Now both legs.”

      I put both my legs up on his shoulders. I don’t know what’s happening to me, but it feels amazing and I never, ever want it to stop. He palms my belly, and then slides his hand up to my breasts. I arch into his touch, needing more of it. Needing more of him.

      “Is this what usually happens after a really good workout with you?” I gasp.

      His mouth quirks in a smile. “Hell no, peaches. But there’s just something extra sweet about you that I can’t resist.”

      No one’s ever called me sweet before. Prickly, stuck-up, kind of bitchy, yes. But never sweet. And it’s just me he feels like this with? I’m special? That’s just so wonderful to hear.

      He reaches down and strokes his thumb over my sex. He finds my clit and rubs me in lazy circles through my leggings, making the golden feeling intensify. “Such a good little brat,” he purrs. “That was a hard workout and you did it all without complaining. Daddy’s so proud of you.”

      “Why does it feel so good when you talk like that?” I ask, my eyes closing. “It’s weird and icky, but it also makes me want—makes me want—”

      “What does it make you want, babygirl?”

      “Makes me want to come,” I confess in a whisper.

      “That’s good, peaches. Because when you’re like this it makes me want to fuck you.”

      I open my eyes, giving him a sly look. “What about when I’m bratty?”

      He smiles a devilish smile. “That makes me want to fuck you harder.”

      I moan softly. “Please, yes.”

      Dom grasps the waistband of my legging and my underwear at the same time and pulls them down my legs and off over my sneakers. Then he grasps both my ankles in one hand, pulls them up over my head and swats my behind.

      “Ow!”

      “Stay there,” he tells me.

      He stands up, pulls his T-shirt off, and then heads out of the room. I watch him go, staring at his muscled back and rubbing the hot handprint on my bottom. Oh, my god. I think I’m about to get fucked. By Dom, the sexiest man I’ve ever laid eyes on. I put my hands over my face, terrified and turned on at the same time.

      Dom comes back and kneels between my thighs. I open my eyes and see he’s holding a condom. He’s also completely naked now and his cock is thick—monstrously thick—and hard.

      “Touch yourself. Be a good girl for daddy.”

      Shyly, I reach down between my legs and slide my fingers over my clit. I’m all slippery. He watches me, palming his cock in his hand.

      “What a pretty sight you are,” he purrs, and rolls the condom on. Under his heated gaze, I grow bolder, slipping a finger inside myself, and then two, and he watches with close attention. Taking a deep breath, I sit up a little and pull off my T-shirt, and then my sports bra. The only thing either of us is wearing now is me in my sneakers.

      I’m so wet that when the tip of his cock pushes against my entrance, the rest of him quickly follows. I throw my head back, panting at the feeling of being stretched and filled. Dom gathers me up in his arms, and then stands up. I squeal and grab hold of his shoulders. The squeal turns into a moan as I sink further down his length.

      “Grab the bar over your head. Lift yourself up and down on me.”

      I grasp the bar, and then glare at him. “Are you making me work out while we have sex?”

      He grins at me. “Do as you’re told, peaches.”

      He’s supporting most of my weight with his hips and his arms around my back. I lift myself up, and then slide down again—and then groan. He feels amazing. I do it again, and then again, not feeling the burn in my arms because I’m too focused on the slow plunge of his cock into my pussy. I move a little faster, and then a little faster. The hot, tight sensation in my core builds, and then I’m coming hard, grinding against him, my head thrown back.

      Exhausted, I let go of the bar and Dom catches me against him, his cock still deep inside me. He turns me around in his arms without putting me down or withdrawing, until I’m facing the other way, my legs squeezing his thighs. He supports my weight with his hands around my hips like it’s nothing.

      Jesus, he’s strong.

      “Hold onto my arms, peaches,” he growls.

      I reach back and grip his forearms just above his wrists, and he starts to pound me. I can do nothing but hold onto him for dear life as he takes control, thrusting deep and fast, a brutal pace that my body responds to. I can feel another orgasm building and I revel in his rough, hard treatment, arched back against him and completely vulnerable.

      “That’s it, peaches. Come for daddy.”

      I whimper, my eyes closing as my peak rips through me. He comes with a roar, thrusting so deep it’s like he’s going to split me open, my climax gripping him with everything I have.

      Dom pounds me lazily a few times more, breathing hard, and then sets me down carefully on my feet. Turning me around, he pulls me against him and kisses my panting mouth.

      Yeah, I’m definitely going to be sore tomorrow, in places I wasn’t expecting it, either. But that was hella worth it.
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      Dom

      

      I take Amelia through to the bathroom and turn the taps on in the shower. I take off her shoes and socks, and then she keeps her arms wrapped tightly around me under the stream of hot water.

      “You make me a bit crazy, peaches. You know that?”

      “How crazy?” she asks me with a smile, peeping up at me through her lashes.

      “Reckless crazy. Breaking my own rules crazy. Horny as fuck crazy.”

      Amelia traces water droplets on my chest with her forefinger. “We haven’t broken them, daddy. Just bent them a little.”

      I chuckle, reaching for the loofah and the coconut body wash. “Spoken like a proper little brat.” She breathes in deeply and closes her eyes as I rub coconut-scented suds all over her back, and her cute little ass.

      “Mm, I thought I could smell coconut on you,” she says. “Do you do this often, then? Pick girls up at the gym and then invite them back for private sessions?”

      “Before today? Let me think how many times…” I pretend to count back through my memory, getting the loofah between us so I can massage her tits. I was right. Her nipples are a beautiful peach color. Goddamn. “Exactly never. At my gym, or at the places I worked before this.”

      I’ve been a personal trainer for ten years and never once have I behaved unprofessionally with a client. It’s just not worth the hassle if things go wrong. Amelia, though, has been the exception. She’s too good to resist.

      Amelia gazes me. “Then why…?”

      “Because I couldn’t help myself, peaches. When you glared up at me from that tiny pink chair, I knew I was a goner.”

      She strokes her fingers down my beard thoughtfully, but she seems pleased.

      “What about you?” I ask.

      She shrugs. “I’ve barely even been with anyone, let alone picked a man up at a gym.”

      “Oh?”

      “Before today it would have been…” She looks introspective. “Exactly once. Six years ago.”

      It’s my turn to look shocked. “Peaches. Baby.” I wrap my arms around her tightly, thinking back through her session. Was I too rough with her? “I’m going to be more careful next time.”

      Amelia gives me a look that I can only describe as bratty as hell. “You think I’m going to break, daddy? I don’t want you treating me like I’m… like I’m…” She trails off, looking outraged.

      “Like you’re what?”

      “Like I’m frigid.”

      Her cheeks blaze and angry red, and I know she didn’t choose that word by accident. “Who calls you that?”

      Amelia shrugs angrily. “Everyone. At work, anyway. Because I’m so dumb about sex. I never really wanted it before, so I don’t know much about it, but that doesn’t make me cold and prickly. It would be dumber if I went about sleeping with people for no good reason, wouldn’t it? Well, I think so, anyway.”

      Amelia’s staring up at me, defiant. Her hair is dripping, and I smooth it back from her face and kiss her tenderly. Her mouth is soft and sweet, and I take her ass in both my hands. My god, this girl is something.

      I break the kiss. “You do whatever the fuck you want, and screw those assholes.”

      Amelia gives me a sly look. “Did you just say I could do whatever I want, daddy?”

      Ah, shit. “What I meant was—”

      “Too late! No backsies!” Amelia crows and grabs the loofah from me, dousing it with more body wash and soaping up my chest.

      Grinning, I shake my head at her. “You can try wriggling through any little loophole you find, but it won’t work. You already agreed to my rules, remember? Signed and sealed.”

      She pouts at me. “Damn it. So I did.”

      I turn her around and swat her behind. It makes a loud, wet smacking sound. “No bad language.”

      Amelia dances on her toes. “Ow! Okay, okay!”

      We take our time getting each other very clean, and then I help her out of the shower and wrap us both in fluffy white bath sheets. When she’s dry, I take her through to the bedroom and settle us both on the bed, Amelia in my lap.

      “You’re just the cutest. You know that?”

      Amelia swings her legs back and forth happily. “Who, me?”

      “Oh, yes. I want to see you again, Little Miss Peaches. Here. At the gym. At dinner. In my bed. What do you think of that?”

      “Yes, please,” she says, wrapping her arms around my neck.

      “I think you should know one thing, first. I’m a full-time daddy. It’s not just for the gym. If you’re bratty, if you’re mouthy, if you’re willfully disobedient, I will punish you.”

      Amelia snuggles closer, rubbing the tip of her nose against my beard. “This is so lovely. I haven’t been asked out on a date in years and years.”

      I take a handful of her ass and squeeze. It’s as if she heard the first thing I said and then ignored the rest. “I mean it. I’ll spank that little ass of yours bright red until you cry if I think you need it. Inside the gym and out of it. This goes beyond what you agreed to on paper. This is something bigger.”

      Like the little brat she is, Amelia goes on choosing not to hear what I’m saying. “But I’m a good girl. You won’t have to do that.”

      I put my head back and shout with laughter. “Oh, peaches. Thank you for the best laugh I’ve had all day. All right. Day after tomorrow, come to the gym for a proper session after you finished work. Then I’ll take you out for dinner, and you can ask me anything else you need for your article.”

      Amelia nods, her eyes shining. “Okay, daddy.”

      When she’s like this, all cute and snuggled in my arms, I could almost believe that she will be a good girl from now on. Smiling to myself, I kiss her, wondering how long it will be before she’s bratty little Amelia again.
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        * * *

      

      Two evenings later, Amelia stomps into the gym at her appointed time. I can practically see the black storm cloud boiling over her head as she stalks past me to the stationary bike. Without a word of hello, she starts pedaling like she’s in the final stage of the Tour de France.

      I go over to her and glower. I never told her she could start her workouts without my say so. “Good evening, peaches.”

      Her face softens a little as she sees me standing with folded arms by her side. “Hi, daddy.”

      Okay. Not in full brat mode yet. Let’s see if I can pull her back from the edge before she really gets herself into trouble.

      “How was your day?” I ask politely.

      “Shit.”

      I wait for her to apologize for swearing, but she sticks her chin out mulishly and stares into her reflection, ignoring me.

      “I’ll give you three seconds to apologize for starting your workout without me and using bad language. One.”

      Amelia stares straight ahead.

      “Two. Three.” I stand back and point at the ground. “Off the bike. Now.”

      With a huge roll of her eyes, Amelia stops pedaling and practically throws herself off the bike and into a bratty hip-popped, arms-folded stance. “What?”

      Everyone in the room goes silent and stops what they’re doing. As one, they turn to the trainee who’s just spoken to me in the most disrespectful tone possible. I glare around at them, and they quickly go back to what they were doing.

      Turning back to Amelia, I make an about-face motion with the tip of my forefinger and point toward my office. “Now, peaches. Unless you want me to do this here.” I lean down and murmur in her ear, “And you really don’t want me to do this here. Just try me.”

      She goes a little pale, and then turns about in a half-hearted temper and stalks to my office. Some of the puff has gone out of her already as she’s realized her mistake, but I don’t give a damn. She’s overstepped a line.

      When we get into my office and I close the door behind us, Amelia holds up placating hands. “Daddy, I’m sorry I—”

      Yeah, that’s not how this works. I put a hand on her shoulder, spin her around, grasp a fistful of the fabric at the back of her leggings and pull them down to her knees, along with her underwear. Her peachy little ass is exposed for me, and she wriggles and squeals indignantly.

      “Get off! Oh my god! Don’t you dare!”

      Don’t I dare. As if her little bratty tantrum is going to frighten me. “I’m a good girl, daddy. You won’t have to punish me. What happened to that Amelia, hmm?”

      I slap my hand against her bottom and give it a good squeeze. Such a lovely fleshy behind. She hollers at the top of her lungs. “Ow! You brute!”

      “Squeal all you want. This office is soundproof.” I had the soundproofing installed so I could block out the pumping gym music, but here’s an advantage I didn’t consider.

      “This is against your rules!”

      I chuckle darkly. “Don’t you remember, babygirl? You’re a special case. What we have now goes beyond our original rules. We talked about this.”

      Sitting down on my office chair, I drape her over my knee. Because she’s still twisting like a wildcat, I push her head to the floor so she’s almost upside down, and she has to use those flailing hands to support herself. That should mean she gives me less trouble.

      Then she grabs my calf and sinks her teeth into it.

      “Motherfu— Oh, you’re really for it now, peaches,” I growl.

      “Go to hell!”

      Her ass is about to go to hell. She’ll feel like there are flames licking at her flesh by the time I’m done with her. I spank her once and she screams.

      “I’m sorry! Let me up!”

      Amelia doesn’t sound even one percent sorry. “I’ll tell you when I’m ready to hear your apology, and you’d better be convincing about it. Until then”—I spank her again—“I don’t want to hear a peep out if you.”

      I give her six good smacks, nice and slow, and her ass turns a beautiful shade of angry pink. I squeeze her ass and see that her pussy is getting shiny and pink with her arousal. Goddamn, that’s a pretty sight.

      “Say you’re sorry and I’ll let you up.”

      “Never!” she hurls back at me, furious now, as if she’d rather die than concede one inch of ground. “Never, never, never!”

      I chuckle. “Yeah, we’ll see.”

      I go for another six, good hard smacks that make my hand burn, let alone her bottom. There are tears running down her face and she doesn’t look the least bit stroppy anymore.

      “Well?” I ask, pinching her red flesh.

      “I didn’t even do anything!”

      I go on squeezing her ass, because it just feels so good. “Let me explain. What you did was come into my gym in a temper, and instead of telling me why so I could help you, you were rude to me. Does that clear things up for you?”

      Amelia is stonily silent.

      “Another six it is, then.”

      I lift my hand, and she yelps. “All right! I’m sorry. I’m sorry for storming into your gym, and I’m sorry for being rude.”

      I haul her up so she’s sitting astride my knee and watch her mopping at her tear-stained red cheeks. “Do you understand what you should have done instead?”

      Amelia sniffles and nods. “Yes, daddy.”

      “And what’s that?”

      “I should have told you I wasn’t feeling my best and that I was upset.”

      There’s a condom in my desk and I’m throbbing to use it after this. But maybe it’s better that we talk, if she wants to. “That’s my good girl. Now, I’ll give you a choice. Would you prefer to tell me what’s eating you now, or would you like me to fuck you first?”

      Amelia gulps down her tears, and then grips two handfuls of my T-shirt, beseeching me like she’s been wandering in the desert for days and I’m here to rescue her.

      “Fuck me, daddy, please. Hard.”
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      Amelia

      

      Dom lifts me up so my ass is on his desk and pushes down his sweatpants. His cock springs free. I stare at him. Wow. He got hard doing that to me. Really hard.

      He pulls my leggings and underwear down over my shoes. I can’t even remember what I was being so bitchy about now. All I’m thinking about is my burning ass and the sight of him rolling a condom along his length.

      “Owww,” I moan, leaning back on my hands. “My poor behind is all sore, and now you’ve got me sitting on it.”

      Dom’s golden eyes are blazing. “Daddy wants you to remember your punishment while he fucks his little brat.”

      I hiss in a breath hearing him talk like that. Then I blink hard, so that the last of my tears run theatrically down my face. Then I pout up at him. “Ow. So mean. Poor little me.”

      “Poor little peaches,” he agrees, pressing my thighs wider with one hand and holding his cock with his other. He rubs thoughtfully up and down his length, looking at me with my legs splayed for him. Then he impales me hard and deep. I cry out, my head tipping back.

      He holds tight to my hips, repositions me, and then thrusts again.

      “You’re not even sorry,” I gasp, and lean back on my elbows to draw him deeper, and he rides me hard.

      “About your little red ass? What gave that away? Play with your clit, baby. I love watching your little fingers.”

      I reach forward, doing as I’m told, biting my lower lip as the pleasure and heat spreads through me.

      But as soon as I’m about to come, he grabs my hand and pulls it away from my clit.

      “No! What are you doing?”

      “Who’s daddy’s little brat?”

      I scowl up at him.

      “Say it, and I’ll let you play with your clit again, you dirty little girl.”

      Damn him. I really really want to come. With a glower, I tell him through gritted teeth, “I’m daddy’s little brat.”

      He grips my wrist tighter. “Again. Keep saying it. I want to make sure the message sinks in.”

      He releases me and I do as I’m told, my expression of fury melting into bliss as my climax grows again. “I’m daddy’s little brat. I’m daddy’s little brat. I’m daddy’s little—ah, oh god!”

      Dom lifts my hips up off the desk as he continues to thrust into me as I come. “Fuck, yes, you are, peaches. Daddy’s perfect little brat.”

      He climaxes with a roar, gripping my ass hard and pounding me mercilessly. When he finally eases me back down again, I collapse back onto his desk, weak with release and gasping for air. His keyboard is digging into my shoulder, but I don’t even care.

      Dom gets rid of the condom and tucks himself back into his sweats. Then he leans over me, his hands braced either side of my head. “Well, then? What’s eating you today, peaches?”

      Oh, that. It’s the last thing I want to talk about right now. I just want to enjoy the feeling of being well fucked by him. Dom’s brows are drawn together, but in concern, not anger. I rub my finger over my lower lip, thinking.

      “Maybe I can help you, if you trust me,” he offers. “If you don’t want to tell me, that’s fine too. But I’d love it if you confided in me. I promise I’ll listen and I’ll never, ever laugh at you.”

      I duck my chin as tears come into my eyes again. Tears of anguish this time, not pain. His torso in his black T-shirt and the letters that spell DOM get blurry.

      “I just feel so helpless,” I manage, before my voice cracks.

      “Ah, babygirl,” he murmurs sympathetically, pulling me up and into his arms. He draws me against his strong chest. I resist for a moment, and then I’m bawling into his T-shirt, my arms wrapped around his neck. He rocks me side to side as I cry, stroking my hair.

      “Tell daddy what happened.”

      His warm words curl around me. Wrung out and heavy in his arms, I feel safe enough to tell him the truth. I take a shuddering breath, and without lifting my cheek from his chest, I start talking about my shitty day. “You know I work as a journalist, but I’m an artist, too. That’s my real passion. Painting.”

      I feel him look down at me in surprise. “Peaches, I had no idea you were so talented.”

      I shrug a little, but I can’t deny it feels nice when he says that. Not that he’s ever seen any of my work. But it’s lovely he believes in me. “I visit all the city’s galleries, the ones that exhibit contemporary art, and fantasize about one day seeing my work hanging on the walls. There’s one gallery in particular in the inner east that’s like my Mecca. It my goal to be exhibited there one day.”

      It’s the one thing I’ve got on my bucket list. I don’t care if it takes five years, ten years, forty years, I will get my art into that galley one day. If I ever paint again, that is.

      “Anyway. I worked on this series of paintings last year that I was so proud of. Not because they were good pieces, but because I felt them in my soul. I valued them, and it’s weird, when you value something you’ve created so much, it almost doesn’t matter what other people think of it.”

      “Oh, I get that babygirl. I get that so much.”

      I pull away a little and look up at him, studying his face. I wonder if he felt the same thing starting this gym. The concept is pretty strange, but he just fits it so well. And he’s making it work. This place is always packed. “I believe you, daddy.”

      He plants a slow, searing kiss on my mouth. “Go on.”

      I take a deep breath. “The paintings were all about grief and loss. But angry grief. I lost my parents a few years ago in a car accident. My father had been drinking. I never forgave them because I was just so mad at them for leaving me in such a stupid, pointless way. Painting that series was the first time I really dealt with what I was feeling. There were lots of red and harsh lines, and it was the first time abstract art really clicked with me and felt authentic.”

      I can see the paintings before my eyes. They’re still the best thing I’ve ever made with my own two hands, and yet now they feel… spoiled.

      “I showed that series to a lot of gallery curators and got turned down, of course, but I expected that because I’m nobody. Finally, the series was accepted for just one night at this super tiny but lovely gallery in the south, and I was ecstatic. There’s this woman who’s older than me who’s kind of my hero. I invited her to the opening—well, the only night—and she said she would do her best to make it, but in the meantime, could I send her photographs of all the pieces? I mean, she replied to me, so I was already buzzing, and I sent the pics.”

      I wipe the tears on my face with my fingers at the memory. So, so stupid.

      “She didn’t come. But hey, that’s no big deal. She was still aware of my work and of me and that felt pretty special. Seven months later, I opened a marketing email from that inner east gallery. This woman had a new exhibition opening, and I couldn’t believe it when I saw the photos of her standing in front of her art. The colors were the same as mine. The style was the same. The subject was the same, too, except she said the paintings were about grief over the sister she’d lost when she was nine, nearly forty years ago.”

      I remember reading what one journalist gushed about the pieces: “…grief so palpable, as if it was inflicted only yesterday.”

      “There were a few differences. She’d gone bigger with the idea. Bigger canvases. Glossy brochures. Dozens of limited edition signed prints for sale. Invitations to journalists at all the big papers and magazines. But I knew what I was seeing.”

      Dom tenses against me. “She’d copied you?”

      I shrug miserably. “Define ‘copy.’ It’s not illegal to take someone’s idea and change it just enough to make it your own. I mean, she put in the hours painting those pictures. Grief and red aren’t astoundingly original.”

      “Yeah, but the timing, peaches. You have to see that—”

      I put a finger to his lips, and whisper. “I know. I’ve been over it a thousand times in my head. I know what she did, this famous woman who already had a big following, to someone who is new and struggling to be seen. Thank you for being angry for me. And thank you especially for not telling me that it doesn’t matter.”

      “I would never say that. Of course it matters.”

      “Some people have told me I should be flattered, or they’re confused that I’d even feel bad about something like this.”

      “How do you feel? Deep down. All the way down here?” He puts his hand against my belly, as if he knows that’s exactly where the worst of it is.

      “Powerless,” I whisper. “Like a child too weak and confused to be able to fight back against this giant presence who acknowledged my existence just long enough to snatch something precious from me. Now she’s dangling it above my head, just out of my reach. Everyone only sees her, praises her. None of them see me, because I’m as small and puny as an ant.”

      There’s nothing I can do, because publicly accusing her of stealing my ideas will only make me seem petty and jealous.

      “A grown-up isn’t supposed to feel that way. It’s not fair.” I sniffle for a moment, thinking. “And yet I like it when you make me feel small and powerless. Why is that?”

      “Because you chose it.”

      I give him a watery smile. “Simple as that, huh?”

      “Yes. It’s as simple as that.” Dom wraps me tighter in his arms and sits down on the desk with me perched on his knee. “Three things, peaches. One, she’s a miserable cow, and I’m sorry she made you feel that way. Two, you have every right to feel that way.”

      “Thank you. And three?” I ask.

      “Let it go.”

      I sigh. “I’m trying. I thought I was over it, but then I saw yet another puff piece about her work this afternoon and it set me off.”

      “I’m not saying do it all at once. But there must be something you can do to help ease the hurt.”

      “Like what?”

      He gives me a sly smile. “Why don’t you paint something inspired by this experience? Artists do that all the time, don’t they? They put someone who’s wronged them into their novels or art or whatever, and change them just enough so no one else knows who they are. But you’ll know, won’t you?”

      I think about it. Putting this awful woman in my art, and owning a little piece of her like she tried to own me. A smile spreads over my face. “Daddy, that’s the best idea ever!”

      He kisses my smiling mouth, and then I’m melting against him, falling into his all-consuming kiss. His lips brush firmly over mine, and then he sucks my lower lip into his mouth. I groan and bury my hands in his hair.

      “Isn’t this against the rules?” I whisper. “I’m your trainee and you’re my trainer.”

      “Not anymore. You’re my little girl. Aren’t you, peaches?” His hand slips down between my legs, and he rubs my clit. I squirm against his hand, my eyes closing.

      I moan, nodding. “Yes, I’m your little girl. And you’re my daddy.”

      He nuzzles my ear. “And you know what that means, don’t you?”

      Oh, I know what that means. It’s means he’s going to make me come again, in the most delicious way possible.

      Dom pulls his hand away and spanks my wet pussy with a loud, wet smack. I yelp and clutch his shoulders, and his eyes blazing down at me are ferocious.

      “It means you’re going to get out there and do your damn workout! On the double, little brat. Go, go, go!”
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      Dom

      

      I meet Amelia in the foyer of the gym after her shower—a hot one, this time, as she was punished enough over my knee. As I take her hand, Joshua’s eyebrows shoot up. I return his surprised expression with a challenging one, and then he breaks into a smile and shakes his head in a you old dog way. I know he’s pleased for me. He’s been at me for months to go on a date with someone.

      Neither of us are dressed for anything fancy, so I take Amelia across the street for ramen. It’s a hole-in-the-wall place that serves huge bowls of noodle soup while you sit in tiny chairs. We order the house special, which is ramen with pork belly, and iced green teas.

      I look into Amelia’s slightly flushed face. “Thank you for telling me what you told me earlier.”

      She shrugs, a little embarrassed. “Thank you for listening to me even though I was a total brat at first. It felt good finally saying it out loud. And I will get back to painting. It’s just, ugh. After that bad experience, and a long day at the office struggling to care about the silly things Suzanna wants me to write… but that doesn’t include the piece about Dom Fitness. I started it yesterday, and I’m really enjoying writing it.”

      “Oh?”

      She digs her phone out of her bag, taps the screen, and then passes it to me. “Here. It’s not finished, but I thought you might like to read what I’ve got so far.”

      It’s about a page long, and it faithfully describes what it was like for her to arrive at the gym as a complete newbie to the dom/sub thing and to working out, and how it felt being chucked in at the deep end of both. I find myself laughing, because she’s injected a lot of humor into the piece. It’s also wonderful to see the gym through a sub’s eyes.

      “Peaches, this is amazing! From a writing point of view, and what you’ve said about the gym and how it’s made you face up to some things. Do you really mean what you’ve written?”

      Amelia grins and rolls her eyes. “Well, the place is doing amazing and it’s the best idea ever, obviously.” I stare at Amelia so long that she frowns. “What’s wrong, daddy? Are you mad I rolled my eyes again?”

      “You really mean that? You think the gym is a good idea?”

      Amelia plays with the straw in her iced tea, uncertainly. “Yeah. Of course! Don’t you think so?”

      “I think that it’s a goddamn insane idea of mine,” I say, breathing out hard. “I’ve seen some comments on social media about how the gym is tacky and gross. How it’s offensive and demeaning. It’s been a risk from the start, and I think it always will be, one way or another.”

      “But you’ve got to go for it, because it’s yours?” she finishes.

      I nod, my chest feeling tight. When I look into her beautiful green eyes, I know she understands.

      She reaches out her hand and covers mine. “The people in the gym are so happy. I look around at everyone as I exercise and everyone’s working so hard. The members, the trainers. It’s got one of the best vibes I’ve felt in any room ever. I know, because I’ve been paying attention. First because of the article, and then…because of you. I think you’re amazing, too,” she squeaks, her cheeks turning pink.

      A slow smile spreads over my face, and my heart feels very full. “Right back at you, peaches. I’ve wondered if we were doing something crazy, seeing each other like this. But maybe it’s…”

      “Just crazy enough?”

      I squeeze her hand. “Yeah. Just crazy enough.”

      We grin at each other like silly teenagers.

      “So, this is like our first date, then?” she asks, batting her lashes at me. “I’ve never really been on a proper date before.”

      I look around at the cheap and cheerful décor. “Yeah. I guess it is. Makes me wish I’d chosen somewhere better.”

      Amelia shakes her head and digs into her ramen. “It’s perfect. And this tastes so good after my workout. I’d like to keep coming to the gym, if that’s all right with you?”

      “Are you kidding? I’d love you to. But that means me riding your ass several times a week, you realize that?”

      She smiles at me, and her face turns a little pinker. “I kind of love that, though.”

      I reach out and stroke my fingers across her peachy cheek. “Yeah. I kind of love that, too.”
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      Amelia

      

      “You really think it’s good? You really honestly truly think it’s good?” I ask Dom these questions as I hover at his shoulder. He’s looking at the work-in-progress on my easel.

      He plants a kiss on my nose. “I think it’s incredible. You’re an amazing artist, peaches.”

      I gaze at the painting. The canvas is three feet high by two feet, and shows a huge figure, dazzlingly beautiful, except that she’s made of porcelain and part of her skull has broken away, showing the smooth, hollow interior. Her gaze is as vacant as a doll’s. Ants are marching up her legs. Dozens of ants. Hundreds of ants. All tiny, but each one possessing the strength to walk right up this empty figure as if it’s nothing.

      Dom gives me a hug and a kiss and sits down on the sofa.

      “C’mere, you little minx.” He pulls me astride his lap, and we wrap our arms around each other. It’s been a month since we started dating, and everything has been amazing between us. We see each other several evenings a week, and most weekends, too. My ass is as toned as hell now, thanks to him. It’s also been as tanned as hell on more than a few occasions. Sometimes it’s just too much fun being bratty and having him get all daddy on me.

      “Do you feel better about it now that you’ve got it down on canvas?” he asks me.

      I consider my work, head on one side.

      “I do. Plus, it feels amazing holding a brush again. I wish I had more time to paint. I like doing it in the morning when my mind is clear, but work gets in the way. Ah, I’ll figure it out.”

      I smooth my hands up Dom’s strong chest, feeling the muscles beneath his t-shirt. Who wants to think about work when you’ve got a gorgeous man beneath your thighs? I’m wearing a sundress, and I wriggle out of my underwear, giving him a sort of lap dance as I do, and feel him grow hard beneath me. He unbuttons my dress and lets it slip from my shoulders, and then pulls my bra down and takes one of my nipples in his mouth.

      I moan in pleasure, my head tipping back. I’m in the mood for lazy sex, right here on the couch. Dom put me through an intense workout last night at the gym, so I think I’ve earned it.

      He unclasps my bra and throws it aside. “Get down on the floor, plank position.”

      I stay where I am, still rubbing against his bulge, and purr, “But I want to make you come, daddy.”

      “And you will. Let’s try the wheelbarrow.”

      He’s shown me the wheelbarrow in a book of sex positions. It’s when the girl has her palms braced against the floor, and the man is behind her holding her legs as if he’s pushing a wheelbarrow. It’s one of those positions that looks like it would make your arms ache and tone your core.

      I pull back and stare at him. “Oh my god. More working out!”

      “Do as you’re told, peaches. You’ve been skimping on arm day.”

      That’s a scurrilous lie. I couldn’t skimp on any part of my workout around him, and he knows it. Shooting him my sassiest look, I get down on the floor in a plank. Dom takes his time getting up from the sofa and removing the rest of his clothes. I can feel his eyes on me and I know he’s enjoying himself.

      “Hurry up, my arms are getting tired!”

      Dom swats my ass. “Don’t be bratty just because you want cock.”

      I make a scoffing noise. It doesn’t sound very convincing. I so want cock.

      I hear the rip of a condom, and then he kneels behind me on the floor and takes my thighs in each of his big hands, lifting me. I feel the stiff tip of his cock against my slippery entrance, and try to wiggle back.

      “Hold still, peaches, or you’ll tip us over.”

      He’s agonizingly slow about it, pushing just the tip of his cock inside me and then withdrawing again.

      “Daddy, please,” I moan, wanting him to fuck me hard.

      “Not thinking about your arms now, are you?” he asks with a chuckle.

      I open my mouth to tell him exactly what I think of him for that, and he impales me fast and deep. Immediately forgetting the bratty thing I was going to say, I press back against him and close my eyes, loving the feel of him pounding me. I can’t get enough of it.

      He hooks an arm under my hips to support my weight, and then uses his free hand on my clit. It’s blindingly intense. My climax gallops through me wildly, and I come with a shout.

      Dom’s only a moment behind me, thrusting hard and deep as he comes, all the power of his body behind him.

      We collapse onto the rug together, panting and hot, and Dom pulls me against his chest, and says, as if we’re at the gym, “Good technique, babygirl. Excellent stamina.”

      “Oh, ha-ha,” I say, grinning lazily up at him. “How’s the gym going?”

      Dom fists his hands through my hair, letting the strands run through his fingers. “Good. Really good, babygirl. My trainers are happy. My clients are working hard. I almost didn’t dare hope it could be like this.”

      I rub the tip of my nose against his chest hair, smiling. “I’m so happy for you.”

      “You gave me the confidence early on that it would actually work. Thank you, peaches.” He keeps stroking my hair, then a moment later he whispers, “I love you.”

      I look up at him, a bright hot feeling burning in my chest. He looks back at me frankly, the golden lights burning brightly in his brown eyes. “You do? Oh, daddy. I love you, too.”

      He kisses me tenderly. When he pulls away, I add, “Even when you make my arms ache.”

      Dom shouts with laughter. “There’s my bratty little girl.”

      We lay together in silence for a while. I listen to his deep breaths and enjoy him playing with my hair. My mind wanders over pleasurable thoughts of Dom and I being together, and me painting again. Everything would be perfect if only I had more time to work on what I love.

      “I have an idea,” Dom says suddenly. “You can say no. It might be the worst idea ever, but hear me out.”

      I look up and search his face, wondering what he’s thinking, but finding no clues. “What is it?”

      “What you were saying earlier about having more time to paint has got me thinking. The gym has a website with a blog, but not much is happening on there yet. I need someone to manage our communications and social media. That place is crammed full of doms, but it’s subs who are our clientele. They might respond to your voice more than ours. What do you think?”

      The article I wrote on Dom Fitness got loads of hits on Hotbed and was our most popular article that month. I know for a fact that it sent a lot of new clients Dom’s way, and knowing that I was able to do that for the new gym-goers and the gym itself was the best feeling.

      “That’s an incredible idea! And you mean—you want me to do it? Manage the gym’s social media and write blog posts?”

      “Yes. The hours can be flexible. If you want to paint in the morning and work in the afternoons and evenings, that’s fine by me.”

      I twine my fingers through his. I could totally do that. Writing about Dom Fitness would be so much fun.

      “Working together and dating. We’d be pretty crazy to do that, you do realize?”

      “Oh definitely. We’d be breaking so many unwritten rules. How does it feel?”

      “Delicious. I love breaking rules.” I look at him through my lashes like a femme fatale.

      Dom laughs darkly and then kisses me. “Perfect. Let’s see if we can make this work then, peaches.”

      Story ideas are already running through my head. I could do profiles on some of the members and trainers. Demystify what they do through tweets and Facebook posts. Revamp their Instagram so it looks really beautiful. And I’d have time to do what I love, too.

      I trail my fingers through his beard, smiling. “I can’t wait.”
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      Dom

      

      Six months later

      “To Amelia!”

      I repeat the toast heartily and raise my glass of champagne as the gallery owner finishes her speech about Amelia’s opening night. We’re in the little gallery in the inner east, the one Amelia always wanted to exhibit in. Her new series of paintings, Stronger, are hanging on the walls.

      Amelia accepts hugs and kisses from the guests, and I watch her, smiling, enjoying how much pleasure she’s getting from this evening. She’s earned it.

      Over the past six months, we’ve become partners. Not just romantic partners, but partners in the gym. She cares about it just as much as I do. She’s been able to invest more time in her painting, and I’ve watched her blossom into true happiness.

      Not that she’s not my little brat every now and then, just for fun, because we both like it so much.

      I finish my champagne, casting my eyes around at the walls. There are paintings inspired by Amelia’s awful experience where a fellow painter ripped her off. There are paintings inspired by the gym, too, all on themes of strength, vulnerability and power. She likes to explore the idea that you don’t have to be big and muscly to be strong, and it comes through in her work. I think a lot of people can relate to that. Even I, with my height and strength, can appreciate it. Not everything can be solved with muscle and strength. That’s not how I make Amelia happy. I do that by being soft and real with her. Strict, yes, but never overbearing and pushy.

      Amelia makes her way over to me, her eyes dancing with happiness. She’s wearing a long, satin dress that shows off her beautifully toned back and arms. I put my arm around her waist and press a kiss to her lips.

      We stay for another half an hour and Amelia talks to the last of the guests, and then counts how many red stickers there are on her paintings.

      “Five!” she squeals under her breath, squeezing my hand. “I know it’s not heaps, but five paintings in one day. It’s never happened to me before.”

      “It’s wonderful. Well done, peaches.” As we head out to find a cab, I ask her, “What do you think about having to do this all over again tomorrow?”

      Tomorrow we’re attending another opening, this time of a second branch of Dom Fitness. Watching the gym grow these past months has been the most exciting time of my life. Doing it with Amelia is even better.

      “I think it’s the best thing that’s ever happened to anyone,” she says, grinning at me as I flag down a cab and help her into it. We sit very close together in the back of the cab. It’s not long before she’s getting her hand inside my suit jacket and stroking my chest.

      “Maybe we should just skip our workout and lay in bed all morning. What do you think?”

      I fix her with a mock-stern look. “Now, babygirl. You know that’s against the rules.”

      She wriggles against me, smiling impishly. “Rules? But daddy, I don’t know the meaning of the word.”

      “You don’t? Then maybe I’ll have to teach you.”

      I look forward to doing just that, all night and maybe all morning as well. Maybe we will skip our workout after all, because why not? Sometimes rules can get a little bendy. Especially with my bratty little girl, whom I love with all my heart.

      
        
        THE END
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      It was all the damn bunny’s fault.

      If it hadn’t jumped across her path, looking so adorable, then she wouldn’t have tried to follow it to get that perfect photo. And now she wouldn’t be completely lost.

      Charlie sighed, trying to figure what direction to take. But all around her there was just trees, trees, and more freaking trees. Crap.

      She rubbed her hands up and down her arms, wishing Clint was here. But he’d headed out yesterday to round up some cattle in the northern pasture and wasn’t due back for a few days.

      Why hadn’t she told anyone where she was going?

      Because she’d wanted to be on her own, and if she’d told any of the men who lived on the ranch, they would have insisted on coming with her. Damn overprotective Neanderthals.

      She really wished one of them was with her right now. She wasn’t used to living in the country. She was a city girl.

      She was in so much trouble.

      The wind whistled through the trees, rustling the leaves, and she shivered, letting out a low whimper. It wouldn’t be long until the sun went down and then it would grow really cold. She wasn’t wearing enough clothing to be out here at night.

      Clint was going to be furious when he found out. And he would find out, nothing got past him.

      And then her ass was toast.

      She kicked at a rock on the ground. Well, at least then he might spend some time with her. She sighed. That wasn’t fair.

      Logically, she knew that he was just busy at work. But logic didn’t always rule. Sometimes her insecurities got the best of her, and that horrible voice inside her got its claws into her, telling her all the ways she wasn’t good enough. She took a steadying breath as she realized she was on the verge of tears. Before meeting Clint, she’d hardly ever cried. He’d broken down so many of her barriers. Taught her that it was safe to be herself around him. Promised that he’d never let her go.

      He was more than just her boyfriend, than just the head of their little family, he was also her Daddy.

      She rubbed at her head. Right now, she had bigger worries than her relationship.

      Damn stupid bunny.

      All right, so it wasn’t the bunny’s fault. But still. She had to blame someone and she’d rather it be the bunny’s fault than hers. Wasn’t like the bunny was going to get its butt roasted by its boyfriend.

      Although considering how cold she was, a hot ass might be a welcome thing right now. She bounced up and down, wishing she’d put on her heavier winter jacket. And brought a flashlight since it was going to get dark soon.

      That knot in her stomach grew tighter. She wasn’t really fond of the dark. And being outside in the dark, on her own, with trees looming over her like giant monsters, their branches like claws reaching for her…

      Shit. Stop. She was letting her imagination get away from her.

      Time to bite the bullet and call for help. She’d just have to worry about the spanking she’d get later. She reached her hand into her pocket for her phone. Her heart lurched.

      No. No. No.

      She shoved her hand in her other pocket. Where the hell was her phone? She’d definitely put it in her pocket, hadn’t she?

      “Fuck. Oh, fuck. Fuck.” Because she couldn’t remember putting her phone in her pocket. Instead, she remembered it sitting on the bedside table, connected to the charger because it had started running low last night after Clint called her.

      Shit.

      Why hadn’t she grabbed one of the sat phones instead? Clint kept a spare one in his office and it probably would have worked better out here than her cell anyway.

      Because she was an idiot.

      And she wasn’t going to be able to sit comfortably for a week once she got home.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “She’s not going to be able to sit down for a month once I’m through with her.”

      Kent pinched the top of his nose, feeling a headache coming on. His day had already been shit and that was before he’d discovered that Charlie was missing. Now he had his brother roaring down the phone at him, he had no idea where Charlie was, and it was getting dark.

      Fuck. Where could she possibly be? Why hadn’t she taken her phone? As far as he could tell, the last time she’d been seen was at the stables three hours ago.

      “She could be anywhere! It’s getting dark and cold. What if she’s not wearing enough clothing? What if she doesn’t have a flashlight or water or food? What if she’s scared?”

      Charlie meant everything to his brother. She was his world. And now she was missing. On Kent’s watch, since he’d been left in charge of her while Clint was away. Once she was found, she wasn’t leaving his sight until Clint returned.

      “I’ll find her, Clint. All of my available men are out there searching, including Jed. If he can’t find her…” he trailed off before finishing that sentence, realizing that was the wrong thing to say.

      “They better find her,” Clint told him in a low, threatening voice.

      “They will, and I’ll call you as soon as they do.”

      Kent ran Jensen Security International. He only hired the best. Ex-special forces, former Navy SEALS, ex-FBI and CIA, and even a few mercenaries. His men damn well better find her.

      Or Clint was going to kill all of them.
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        * * *

      

      Her fingers and toes were numb. The best thing to do was keep moving. Right? Except what if she was moving further away from the house? When would anyone figure out she was missing and start searching? At dinner time? Kent and Eden would notice then. Clint’s younger brother was staying in the big house while Clint was away, keeping an eye on her and Eden, who was the youngest of the three siblings.

      Except, what if Eden had gone out? She didn’t say she had plans, but it was a Friday night. And what if Kent worked late tonight?

      “Get moving, Charlie,” she ordered herself. “Can’t wait around for a rescue party. You can do this. Don’t panic. Don’t panic.”

      Why had she wandered off? What kind of idiot was she? She sniffled, feeling sorry for herself. What if she died out here? Would Clint find someone else? He’d been on his own for a long time, surely he’d mourn her for a while first.

      “Probably go find himself a woman with more sense than a fly,” she muttered. “Who doesn’t cause him any trouble.”

      She tripped over a root and realized she was starting to tire. She used the sleeve of her jacket to wipe away the tears blurring her eyes.

      “Come on, Charlie, you haven’t got time to blubber. You can figure this out. You can’t have walked far. One foot in front of the other. You’ve got this. You’ve got—” her last word was bitten off as she screamed in terror. Because out of the bush, like a scene from a horror movie, appeared a huge man. Dressed in army fatigues, his face covered in paint, he was absolutely terrifying.

      She stumbled back and fell on her ass, her breath coming in sharp pants. She put a hand on her heart, trying to calm herself before she hyperventilated and passed out.

      “Bloody hell, Rambo! Don’t you know better than to scare a person like that!”
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      “God damn it! Will you put me down! I don’t need you to carry me!”

      Charlie had been in plenty of embarrassing positions since she’d come to live on Sanctuary Ranch. Such as being upended over Clint’s knee, her panties around her ankles, getting her ass spanked. Or being sent to stand in the corner with her burning butt on display after she’d done something particularly naughty and Clint thought she needed some time to reflect on her behavior. Clint was a believer in giving punishment as soon as possible after it was earned, so she’d been spanked in pretty much every room in the house.

      But this… this might top them all.

      She lay swinging over Rambo’s shoulder, her thighs pinned down by his massive arm so she couldn’t kick him. Pummeling her fists against his back hadn’t even made him flinch. No, she was probably giving him a nice massage.

      His name wasn’t really Rambo, of course. It was Jed. But with his long, dark hair, wearing camos and the paint on his face, he certainly looked like Rambo. It probably hadn’t been a good idea to say that to his face, though. She got the feeling he hadn’t appreciated it. Although it was hard to tell. Jed’s facial expressions were basically fierce, fiercer, and pee-your-pants terrifying.

      After taking hold of her camera, he’d swung her up and over his wide shoulder, then proceeded to carry her through the woods. All without saying a word. At first, she’d tried to reason with him. Then she’d ordered him to release her. He’d ignored her. As they passed the stables, a few of the ranch hands called out greetings. He said nothing back.

      Her face burned.

      Maybe she should be more apologetic. If she said she was sorry, perhaps he’d let her walk.

      “Look, I’m sorry I called you Rambo. I promise I didn’t mean anything disrespectful. It’s really a compliment. I mean, Rambo’s hot, right? Well, sort of. I’ve never been a huge Sylvester Stallone fan. I’m more into Harrison Ford. I mean, Han Solo, right?”

      She really needed to stop waffling.

      He stilled. Finally. Thank God. Because she didn’t know where she was going next with this apology. Suddenly she found herself turned right side up and settled into the cab of a red pick-up that had seen better days.

      Jed stood with his hands on his hips, scowling down at her. She had to fight hard not to cringe. Jeez, who knew he’d be so touchy about a nickname?

      “I am not touchy. And I am not upset that you called me Rambo,” he rumbled out.

      Wow, she was pretty sure that was the most he’d ever said to her at one time.

      “Haven’t had anything to say to you before.”

      “Shit. I’m talking out loud, aren’t I?” she said, mortified.

      His gaze narrowed in warning, although she wasn’t sure why.

      Umm, probably because you just called him touchy? And you also said you didn’t like Sylvester Stallone.

      He sighed and rolled his eyes. “I don’t care if you like Sylvester Stallone or not.”

      She slammed her hand over her mouth. It was the only way to stop the carnage. She was like a train wreck heading from Ridiculous Town into Disasterville.

      “I’m upset because instead of attending a training session as I’d planned, I had to track down a little girl who didn’t have the sense not to go wandering off, and who is dressed in,” he reached out and grabbed hold of her jacket, rubbing the material between his finger and thumb, “a very thin, useless jacket, no hat, no gloves, and I’m guessing no phone since you didn’t call anyone for help. Am I right?”

      Oh, so that explained why he was dressed in camos and had paint over his face. She’d kind of wondered about that.

      She dropped her hand and gave him a disgruntled look. “It’s spring!”

      “That wouldn’t be much help with the sun going down and the temperature plummeting, would it, little girl?” he drawled.

      “I wasn’t intending to stay out this late!”

      “Swing your legs in,” he commanded.

      “What? Why? Where are we going? I have to get home. I’ve got to cook Kent and Eden dinner. So, thanks for the rescue and all, although I was capable of walking on my own, but I best get going.”

      He must have reached the end of his patience, because he grabbed her legs and turned her, then took hold of the belt, buckling her in. He fiddled with something on the side of the door as she fumed. She was not going with this whacko. Did Clint know what this guy was like? Technically, Jed worked for Kent. She wasn’t sure what he’d done before coming to work for JSI, he wasn’t exactly talkative and if anyone else knew, they weren’t saying.

      “Don’t undo that belt,” he warned before slamming the door shut. She ignored that order and as soon as his back was turned, she unlocked the belt and reached for the door handle. Nothing happened. She fiddled with the lock. Crap! He’d nearly reached the driver’s door.

      Shit! He’d put the kiddy lock on.

      “You put the kiddy lock on? Really? Didn’t trust me?” she asked sarcastically as he climbed in.

      He just gave her a cool look.

      She sighed. “Listen, I know I fucked up. I do. I shouldn’t have walked into the woods. I got lost, all right? You see there was this damn bunny—”

      “Do up your seatbelt and watch your language. Save your explanations for Kent.”

      “You’re taking me to Kent.” Relief made her a little light-headed. It wasn’t that she’d actually thought he might hurt her. But he was acting odd. “Look, there’s no reason to disturb him. I’ll see him later at the house. And I really would like to get back there and get warm and change my clothes. So, if you’ll just open the door—”

      “No.”

      “No?” she squealed.

      He reached across and refastened her seatbelt.

      “What do you mean, no? You’re not the boss of me. Let me out of the damn truck.”

      “That’s seven.”

      “Seven what?” she asked as he started the truck up. Surprisingly, it purred. Huh, seemed he kept the engine in good condition, even if he didn’t seem to care about the scrapes and dents on the outside.

      “Seven times you’ve sworn since I found you. I’ll tell Kent that too.”

      “You don’t have to tell him anything. I’ll tell him everything. Later. At home. Come on, Jed, please.”

      He didn’t say anything, just turned the pick-up around and headed up the steep road that led to JSI headquarters. If you could call it a road. It was more like a wide, cleared path. His truck seemed to handle the rough ride easily. She wished she could say the same.

      “I don’t want to interrupt Kent while he’s working,” she told him as she grabbed hold of the seat to try to steady herself. It felt like her fillings were going to rattle right on out of her teeth.

      “Too late for that. Who do you think sent me to search for you?”

      Oh fuck.

      “Look, I’m really sorry to have inconvenienced you. If you just take me home, I promise I’ll stay there.”

      Nothing.

      “So now I’m getting the silent treatment?”

      Still nothing.

      She sighed. Great. Seemed like she was off to see Kent. Well, on the plus side, at least he would talk to her. He could be reasonable.
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      She watched Kent warily as he paced back and forth in front of the small sofa where she sat in his office.

      “I can see why you didn’t put carpet in here,” she commented finally, unable to take the silence anymore. “You’d have worn a hole in it by now.”

      He grumbled something under his breath. She sighed. She was tired. And hungry. And she felt very sorry for herself. Getting lost hadn’t exactly been a fun experience.

      “Kent, if you’re not going to talk to me, can I go home?”

      “No. Sit back down,” he growled at her as she attempted to stand. She sat. Kent had always seemed so easygoing in comparison to Clint. Gentler, almost. He didn’t look that way right now. He looked like an angry warrior. He was frowning, his face cold, shoulders tense as he glared down at her.

      “Look, I know I shouldn’t have wandered away. I really didn’t mean to. And I’m sorry I caused you to worry and inconvenienced you, but it all came out all right in the end. I mean, we don’t have to tell Clint, do we?”

      He gave her a look of disbelief. “Seriously? Charlie, he already knows. I called him as soon as I realized you were missing. I don’t keep things from my brother, especially when it comes to you. You’re his world.”

      Was she?

      “I need to call him and let him know you’re safe. I just wanted to calm down a little first.” He took a deep breath in, then let it out slowly. She realized his anger all stemmed from worry over her. Which just made her feel worse.

      Kent turned to reach for the phone. To call Clint. He had to be so worried. Why couldn’t she have just stayed at home? Now, she’d interrupted his work.

      He deserves better than me.

      Her insecurities rose up and swamped her. Clint was everything she’d ever dreamed of. Strong, smart, loving, and protective.

      And she… she was nothing but trouble.

      “Charlotte?” Kent asked. She didn’t answer him, just curled her legs up to her chest where she sat on the sofa, trying to make herself as small as she could. “Charlie? You okay?”

      Kent crouched in front of her, his features blurred by her tears. He reached for her, drawing her against his chest and holding her tight.

      “Hey, now. What’s this?”

      “I messed up! I am such an idiot.”

      “Shh, Charlie.” He sat next to her, then lifted her onto his lap.

      All right, now she just felt awkward. She’d never sat on anyone’s lap except for Clint’s. And yet, when Kent’s arms wrapped around her, she felt safe.

      “Shh now. Shh. You’re gonna make yourself sick if you keep crying like this and then Clint’s gonna wallop my ass.”

      She let out a watery giggle. Kent reached over and grabbed a tissue from a box sitting on the small side table next to the couch. He wiped her face, then held it up to her nose. She quickly grabbed hold of it, blowing her own nose.

      “I’m so sorry,” she told him in a low voice.

      “I know you are. Although I wasn’t expecting any tears until you got your butt walloped.”

      Horror filled her. “You’re not going to spank me, are you?”

      “You’re under my authority while Clint is away,” he pointed out.

      Oh God. She hadn’t thought about that.

      “But don’t worry, I’m going to leave that to Clint. You want to tell me what you were thinking?”

      “I just wanted to get a few photos. Did Ra… ah, Jed bring in my camera?”

      “No. But we can get it from him later.”

      “I only meant to go a short distance into the woods, then turn around and come back,” she explained.

      “You’re not supposed to go off the pathways at all, though, are you?” he asked sternly.

      “No,” she said with a sigh.

      “And you should be wearing a warmer jacket, as well as gloves and a hat, shouldn’t you?”

      “It’s spring!”

      “It’s just come out of winter and this is Montana. Do you realize what could have happened to you? What if Jed hadn’t found you? What if it had gotten dark? What if you’d encountered a wild animal?”

      “This is all the stupid bunny’s fault. I just wanted a few photos and it was seriously cute.”

      He tapped her nose. “It was not the bunny’s fault and you know it. This was Charlie’s fault. And mine.”

      “Yours?” she asked curiously.

      “Yep. Because obviously you need closer watching. So, until Clint gets back, you are grounded.”

      “Grounded?” What the hell did that mean?

      His eyebrows rose. “You’ve never been grounded before?”

      She shook her head.

      “No, my aunt used to lock me in the closet to punish me.” her voice trailed off and to her surprise he squeezed her tight.

      “Well, that will never happen again.”

      “So, what does being grounded mean?” She wiggled off his lap, not entirely comfortable about sitting there.

      She’d watched enough TV to know what it meant, of course, but she didn’t know how it pertained to her. She was an adult, after all. Her Little side only came out with Daddy. He was the only one she trusted with that part of herself.

      “That means, from now until Clint returns, you are not to leave the house without my permission. You are going to come to work with me each day. I’ll find some activities to keep you entertained and out of mischief. But I want you where I can keep a close eye on you. You’re not going to wander off on my watch again.”

      “You’re joking, right?” He had to be. Any minute he was going to crack up and… nope, he was shaking his head, his face stern.

      “No, I am not.”

      “You can’t do that! I’m a grown woman, Kent.”

      He just snorted. “Makes no difference to me. Want your privileges back? Behave yourself.”

      What an ass. She crossed her arms over her chest. “This is fucking ridiculous.”

      “That’s eight.”

      Her eyes widened. Had Jed actually told him? “You are not keeping count of how many times I swear.”

      “Jed told me how often you swore at him. Which is something else I’ll be mentioning to Clint. As well as the fact that you called yourself an idiot.”

      Well, crap.

      He reached out and gently grabbed hold of her chin, tilting her face up. “Do you want to tell me why you broke down in tears just now?”

      “No.”

      He sighed. “You’ll tell Clint, though, when I call him.” It wasn’t a question.

      Clint was going to be so upset with her. She hated disappointing him. She worried that one day he’d work out what everyone else had—that she wasn’t worth the bother.

      No. No, that wasn’t right. Clint loved her. Why was she having such problems with this again? She thought she was over this.

      “He loves me,” she muttered.

      “Of course, he does,” Kent told her. “You’re not doubting how much loves you, are you?”

      “I-I… maybe. What if he starts to think I’m more trouble than I’m worth?”

      Kent grumbled something under his breath. “That bitch aunt of yours has a lot to answer for. Sure, you messed up and put yourself in danger. But you are never, ever more trouble than you’re worth. Clint wouldn’t be happy if he heard you saying that about yourself, would he?”

      She nodded, biting her lip. “No, he wouldn’t.”

      “Do you need to have a session with Joe?” he asked with concern.

      She shook her head. “No, I’m all right.”

      Joe was a psychiatrist. His brother, who everyone just called Doc, was the ranch doctor. Joe had been helping her with her food hoarding, something that had developed from years of her aunt restricting her food.

      “All right.” He gave her a doubtful look, but then rose to pick up the phone. “Let’s call Clint.”
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      “Tell me you found her,” Clint demanded as he answered the sat phone.

      “We found her. She’s fine. I promise. Tired. A bit emotional. I need to get her home, feed her and get her into bed.”

      Thank God. Relief made him a little light-headed. She was all right. Fear gave way to temper. “Did she tell you what the hell she was thinking?”

      “She wasn’t thinking, I’d say. She wanted to take some photos of a damn rabbit and wandered off too far and got disorientated.”

      Clint frowned. “That doesn’t sound like Charlie. She’s usually more aware of her surroundings.”

      “Wait a minute.” There was a muffled noise and then he heard Kent speak. “Charlie, I’m going to talk to Clint in the other office, be back in a second. I’m just on the other side of that door if you need me.”

      Why was he going into another room? Had something happened to her that Kent wasn’t telling him? He waited impatiently.

      “Right, we’re alone,” Kent said.

      “What’s wrong?” he snapped. “You said she’s fine.”

      “She is. Physically. This isn’t a physical problem.”

      Clint frowned. What the hell did that mean?

      “I’ll get to that in a moment, first I need to tell you that I’ve grounded her.”

      Clint raised an eyebrow. Not over his brother disciplining her. All the women living on the ranch were assigned a guardian, usually a husband or family member, who took responsibility for them. While he was away, Kent had been left in charge of Charlotte and Eden.

      However, Kent could be a bit of a softie when it came to the women in his family. God knows, he’d never once grounded Eden. It had been left to Clint to be the disciplinarian. Not that he minded. He was the oldest. It was his role to lead his family.

      It was a role he enjoyed. He needed to feel like he was taking care of his family.

      “That will be a different experience for her.”

      “Well, I couldn’t spank her,” Kent said. “And we never really discussed how I would punish her.”

      Because Clint figured she would behave herself. He shouldn’t have left her. “I’ll come back.”

      “Nope,” Kent said quickly.

      “What? Kent, she needs me. When I think of what could have happened…” It didn’t bear thinking about. “I think she’s gonna give me an ulcer.”

      Kent snorted. “If the ranch and Eden haven’t given you an ulcer yet, I don’t think Charlie is going to.”

      Yeah, he wasn’t so sure about that.

      “Clint, she cried.”

      “Trying to get your sympathy?” Hmm, that didn’t sound like Charlotte.

      “No. There were no pleas. She didn’t say anything. I had turned away to get the phone, and when I turned back, she had her legs tucked up into her chest and tears running down her cheeks.”

      “Do you think she finally realized what could have happened and it upset her?” Clint asked.

      “I don’t think that was it. Clint, I think she was upset because she feels like she’s let you down and that you might start to think she’s too much trouble.”

      Clint swore viciously. “Fuck. And you think I don’t need to come back? Are you taking her to Joe?”

      “No, she begged me not to.”

      “Kent, don’t go getting soft now.”

      “Look, I’ll take her if she continues to feel upset. But I don’t think you should come back. It will just reinforce this idea she has that she’s causing you trouble. She’d feel guilty.”

      “Shit.” What he said made sense even if Clint didn’t like it.

      “Also, I think it would undermine my authority. You’re going to go away again and she needs to learn to obey me. And she needs to know that I will enforce the rules. I think she believed I was a pushover.”

      “You are a pushover,” Clint said. “I want to talk to her.”

      He needed to hear her voice. He also wanted to reassure her that she was the most important thing in his life. A traumatic childhood with her bitch aunt, followed by a verbally abusive relationship had wreaked havoc with her self-esteem. She couldn’t sleep without a night light, and even then, she was an incredibly light sleeper, something that had gotten worse when she’d been forced to live in her car after her asshole ex kicked her out with nothing.

      But her nightmares had been getting fewer, her sleep had been improving. She’d also gained some much-needed weight under his watchful care.

      Damn it, it had been too soon to leave her. But he knew that Kent was right. If he returned now, she might take it badly.

      “Clint?” a soft voice spoke through the phone.

      Clint let out a breath as he heard her voice. The knot in his stomach unraveled. What would he do if he ever lost her?

      “Little darling, are you all right?”

      “Yes,” she said hesitantly. “I’m really sorry. I am. I wasn’t thinking. I’m sorry to be such a bother.” Her voice hitched on that last word and he ran a hand over his face worriedly. He’d really thought they were past this. He should have known better. You couldn’t unravel years of feeling rejected and worthless in a few months.

      “Baby girl, you are not a bother. Hear me? I am not upset with you.”

      “You’re not?” she asked, sounding unsure.

      He sighed. “I worded that wrong. I’m not upset because I think you’re a nuisance. You could never be that. I love you. I want you to be safe. I’m upset because you put your safety at risk. If Jed hadn’t found you, then you could still be out in the dark and cold on your own. That makes me feel sick to my stomach with fear.”

      “I know,” she said quietly. “I’m so sorry. I wasn’t thinking.”

      “I don’t make rules for your safety because I want to be mean. Or for the fun of it. They’re there for a reason.”

      “Yes, I know.”

      “Then you also know that when I get home, you and I are going to have a big talk, right?”

      “Yes.” Her voice sounded small, almost childlike. He wondered if Kent had left her alone to talk to him. Probably. She didn’t like showing her Little side to anyone else. He’d been so busy that he hadn’t spent as much time with Charlotte as he would like. That needed to change. Because they both needed more time together.

      “But nothing you do will ever make me let you go. You are mine. No matter what. Got that?” They weren’t the most eloquent of words. He was a rancher, not a damn poet. But he meant them.

      “I love you too. I really am sorry.”

      “I know, little darling. No doubt you’ll be even more sorry after a session with the paddle.”

      He heard her gasp. Yeah, he thought that would get her attention. He hoped she’d be too focused on the idea of being paddled to get in any further strife.

      “Not a paddling! I don’t want one.”

      He could just picture the cute pout on her face as she spoke. “Then you should have taken more care with your safety, baby.”

      “But Kent is already punishing me. I’m grounded. I’m not allowed to leave the house without him. I have to go to work with him.”

      “That all seems fair,” he told her.

      “But-but how is it fair to get punished twice!”

      “That’s Kent’s punishment. But you’re mine and those are my rules you broke, which is why I’ll deal with you breaking them when I get home. You scared us both, baby girl. I’d be lost without you.”

      She sniffled. “I know. I scared myself too.”

      “Good. That means you’ll think twice before breaking the rules again.” He added a hint of menace to his voice.

      She was definitely going to be too focused on the punishment to come to get into any more trouble while he was gone.

      “I love you. You are never a nuisance. Understand?”

      “I understand. I love you too.”
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        * * *

      

      Charlie ended the call, her shoulders slumped. Even though she felt better after hearing his voice and listening to his reassurances, she still missed him.

      She went over to the office door and opened it. Kent turned and walked over to her, taking the phone out of her hand

      “You all right, little bit?” he asked, cupping her cheeks to raise her face.

      “Yep. I just miss Clint.”

      “I know you do. Come on, let’s get you home, fed, and into bed. I bet you’ll sleep like the dead after all this excitement.”

      “I’m really sorry, Kent. I can just stay at home while you work tomorrow. I won’t try to go out or anything.”

      “I’m afraid that’s not happening, sweetheart. I want you where I can see you.” He tapped her nose. “Besides, I’ve got all sorts of fun activities planned for you.”

      “Somehow I think my idea of fun and yours might be very different,” she said suspiciously.

      His grin just widened.
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        * * *

      

      Nearly two hours later, after a quick dinner of ham and cheese sandwiches, she was loading the dishwasher when Kent walked into the kitchen. “Right, it’s time for bed. You go on up and I’ll come in and check on you.”

      She looked at the clock on the wall. “Bed? It’s only eight.”

      “Yep, and you’ve had a big day. So, no arguments. Bed. Now, young lady.”

      “How did I ever think you were the easygoing one?” she grumbled.

      He smiled. Kent was a gorgeous man. Not for the first time, she wondered why he didn’t have a girlfriend. He was handsome, fun, smart, the whole package.

      “Charlie,” he said in a warning voice.

      “I’m going. I’m going.” She turned around and sped off.

      “No running in the house!” he called at her. “You could fall over and hurt yourself.”

      “Sheesh, who knew you were such a worrywart!”
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        * * *

      

      “Damn brat is going to give me gray hairs,” Kent muttered to himself.

      He ran his hand over his face. Shit. How did Clint do this so effortlessly?

      He picked up his phone from the table, seeing the text from Eden.

      Stayin at J’s 2nite

      He sighed and shook his head then grabbed a glass of water before headed upstairs. When he got to Charlie’s room, she was fast asleep, hugging Inky, her stuffed octopus. She was adorable, all curled up in bed, hugging her soft toy.

      He put the glass of water on the bedside table and pulled the covers up, tucking them around her. Looked like she’d gone off to sleep as soon as her head hit the pillow. He went downstairs and grabbed a beer, before settling himself in the den to watch some mind-numbing television.

      A few hours later, he decided to turn in. He checked over the house, made sure the doors were locked and the alarm on. As he walked past the open doorway to Charlie’s bedroom, he heard her cry out.

      Adrenaline pumped through him as he rushed inside and saw her thrashing around on the bed. Nightmare. Shit. The bathroom light was on, but he switched on the lamp on the bedside table as he sat on the bed.

      “Charlie! Charlie, it’s Kent. Sweetheart, you’re safe. It’s Kent.”

      “No. No, please! Not the closet… no… scared of the dark.” Her voice was childish and filled with terror. Fuck, he knew how her aunt locked her in a closet for punishment. If he ever met that old bitch, he’d…

      Well, he’d have to get in line behind Clint.

      “Charlotte! Open your eyes,” he demanded sternly. “Now.”

      Thankfully, she stilled and opened her eyes. Her face was pale, her breath coming in sharp pants, but at least she was awake.

      “It’s okay, sweetheart. I’m here. You’re safe.” He ran his hand up and down her arm, wanting to hug her but unsure if that would frighten her more.

      She whimpered, then bit on her lip, obviously trying to pull herself together. “S-sorry.”

      “Nothing to be sorry for. You were having a nightmare. I heard you cry out as I was making my way to bed.” He took hold of her wrist, taking her pulse. Fast and light. “You’re safe, sweetheart. Nothing bad is going to happen to you here.”

      She took in a shuddering breath and nodded. “I-I know.”

      “Want to tell me about your nightmare?”

      “No.” She sat and pulled her legs up against her chest, holding them tight, looking so small and helpless that it hurt. She placed her chin on her knees. He leaned down and grabbed Inky, passing it to her. He knew Clint had bought her several stuffed toys, but she loved Inky the most. It was one of the few things she had left from her parents, who’d died when she was young.

      “You sure? I’m a good listener.”

      “I… it was just old shit about my aunt. I don’t really want to talk about it. Please.”

      “All right,” he soothed. Poor little darling. He thought over what he should do. It was obvious she wasn’t going to be able to go back to sleep straight away. And neither was he. “How do you feel about some hot chocolate and a movie?”

      She was silent and he didn’t think she was going to answer. Then her head rose. “What kind of movie?”

      “Your choice.”

      “All right. That-that sounds good. Unless you need to go to bed? I’ll be all right.”

      No, she wouldn’t. He shook his head and stood, holding his hand out. “Come on. Let’s go find some marshmallows and eat our weight in sugar. Just don’t tell Clint.” He winked at her and she smiled. Then she reached up and slid her hand into his.
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      He switched off the television. If he never had to see Patrick Swayze gyrate his hips again it would be too soon. But he’d sat through the entire thing, and he hadn’t moaned once.

      Clint owed him big time.

      He looked over at Charlie who was curled up at the other end of the couch, snoring softly. He smiled. He’d been surprised she hadn’t chosen a kids’ movie, rather than Dirty Dancing. But then she didn’t really let her Little out around him.

      Just as he was trying to decide how to move her without waking her, his phone rang. He frowned as he saw his sister’s name on the screen.

      “Eden, everything okay?”

      “Can you come pick me up please?” There was a strange note to her voice.

      “Are you all right? What’s happened?” he demanded.

      “Nothing’s happened. I just need you to come get me. Please. I’m at the diner in town.”

      “Are you safe? I can send Ed to you.”

      “Kent, Ed’s the sheriff. He has better things to do than come babysit me.”

      Not as far as Kent was concerned.

      “Kent. Really. I’m sitting in the diner. I’m fine.”

      “Who else is there?” he demanded.

      “I didn’t call for an interrogation.”

      “Eden,” he said in a warning voice.

      “Abby is working. Old Pete is sipping on his fifth cup of coffee. There’s no one else around. But they’re going to close soon and I’ve drunk too much to drive home.”

      At the mention of Abby’s name, his body flooded with heat. He didn’t know why. She was so shy that she could barely manage to look at him, let alone talk to him. He forced his mind back onto his current problem. He glanced over at Charlie sleeping. He couldn’t leave her after that nightmare.

      “I’ll arrange someone to come get you. Stay there.”

      He hung up before she could argue or question him, then called into the security center. There would be a couple of guys there.

      “It’s Zeke. Speak.”

      Shit. Zeke and Eden were like oil and water. They fought all the time. But he trusted Zeke almost as much as he did his brother. “Zeke, it’s Kent. Need a favor.”

      “Shoot.”

      “Charlie had a nightmare. She’s sleeping now, but I don’t want to leave her.”

      “Right. What do you need doing?”

      “Eden’s at the diner in town, can you go pick her up?” he asked.

      There was silence on the other end. “You want me to go?”

      “Yes, Zeke, that’s why I asked. I know you two don’t get along and she’s likely to hiss and roar at you, but I also trust you with her safety.”

      “She’s in trouble?” Zeke’s voice quickly changed. Became deeper. More deadly. Kent long suspected that he had feelings for Eden, but he wasn’t sure how deep they ran. Or if he ever intended to act on them.

      “She says not, but she sounded funny.”

      “I’m going. I’ll get there as quickly as possible.”

      “Thanks,” Kent said tiredly. “I appreciate it. I’ll get Charlie to bed and wait up for you.”
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      Charlie danced around the kitchen as she put together some sandwiches. She put one on her plate and four on Kent’s. Boy, that man could eat. She hummed as she made her way to Clint’s study, where Kent had decided to work from today.

      “Someone’s happy, I wonder why?” Kent teased as she brought his lunch to him. He usually worked through lunch. He’d worked all Saturday too. On Sunday, he’d taken her and Eden out for breakfast in town, though. It had been a relief to get out of the house. She’d been going stir crazy.

      Eden had been acting a bit strangely, though. Something was going on, but she wasn’t saying anything. Charlie knew that Zeke had picked her up Friday night, so she figured that was the problem. When were those two going to figure out that they were attracted to each other?

      She sat on the sofa and put her sandwich on the coffee table, picking up her puzzle book. The first day of being grounded, Kent had made her write lines. Followed by an essay explaining why she shouldn’t wander off on her own. That had sucked big time.

      But yesterday, he’d produced some new coloring books and a couple of puzzle books. She’d been a bit embarrassed until he’d pointed out that lots of adults found coloring in therapeutic.

      “Make sure you eat that sandwich,” Kent warned.

      She sighed, but reached for the sandwich. Jeez, if she’d thought he wouldn’t keep as close an eye on her as Clint, she’d been very mistaken.

      A door slammed shut. “I’m home,” a deep voice boomed.

      “Clint!” she squealed and raced out of the room.

      “No running in the house!” Kent called out behind her. She ignored him and raced down the passage, leaping at Clint as he walked out of the kitchen.

      He looked tired, but he still caught her as she threw herself at him. She wrapped her arms and legs around him, holding on tight.

      “Whoa, there, hey, little darling.” He patted her back, placing one hand under her ass to hold her against him.

      She leaned back and peppered his face with kisses. He started to laugh.

      “Now, that’s a greeting,” Kent said from behind her, but she ignored him. Clint placed a hand around the nape of her neck, holding her still as he took her mouth in a full, deep kiss. His tongue slid between her lips to tease. Her body reacted immediately and she pressed her pussy against his stomach, rubbing up and down.

      “And that would be my cue to leave,” Kent said dryly.

      Clint pulled back from their kiss, patting her bottom as she let out a low murmur of protest. “Wait, brother. Are you sticking around? Need to talk to you.”

      “Yep, I’m working out of your study today. Come find me when you’re ready.”

      Clint nodded at him.

      She settled her head against his chest. “I’m so glad you’re home, Clint. I missed you.”

      “I missed you too, baby girl,” he told her as he started climbing the stairs, still holding her. She should probably tell him to put her down, he had to be tired, but she didn’t want to let him go. He strode into their bedroom and sat on the bed with her on his lap, straddling his legs. “I’m so glad to be home with you.”

      “Me too.” She bit her lip, knowing she should apologize again. “And I really am sorry for everything. It won’t happen again. I promise.”

      “Oh, I’m sure it won’t, especially after you get your punishment.” He waggled his eyebrows.

      “I still don’t think getting punished twice is fair!”

      “Fair has nothing to do with it. You broke the rules.”

      Her breath hitched and she looked away from him. He grabbed her chin and turned her back to face him. “It occurred to me while I was away that we haven’t had much time daddy-little girl time lately.”

      “It’s okay,” she said quickly.

      He raised an eyebrow. “No, it’s not. I miss spending time with your Little.”

      Her eyes widened. “You do?”

      “Yep. And I’m going to remedy that.”

      “Clint, I’m all right. I don’t want to be—”

      “Do not say you don’t want to be a bother. If I hear you say that, I’m going to find a gag and you won’t be allowed to speak until I’m certain that will never come from your mouth again.”

      She tapped at his hand until he removed it. “I wasn’t. I was trying to say that I don’t want to interfere with your work. I know you’re really busy and I can wait until you have more time—”

      “Darling, stop.” His voice was patient. Kind. “The thing with ranching is that there is always something that needs doing.”

      She nodded. Of course, there was. She’d seen how hard he worked. She just needed to accept that he had other responsibilities. Just because he had to spend a lot of time away from her, didn’t mean she was any less important to him.

      “But the ranch and my other responsibilities are not more important than you.”

      “Crap. Was I speaking out loud?”

      His gaze narrowed. “No, you weren’t. But that just clued me in on what you were thinking.”

      She ran her hand over her face. “I’m sorry I’m such a needy mess, Clint. I know you’re busy. You work so hard. You don’t need me adding to your workload.”

      “Jesus, baby, you still don’t get it, do you?”

      Get what?

      “You are not work. You fulfill me. You make me whole.” He groaned. “Damn it, you know I’m not good at this mushy stuff.”

      Tears filled her eyes. “I think you’re doing fine.”

      “I’m giving Linc a promotion.”

      “Okay. That’s nice. Linc’s a great guy.” Although she wasn’t sure why he was telling her this now.

      “He’s going to be the ranch manager. I’ll still do most of the paperwork,” he grimaced, “and I’ll oversee. But he’ll do more of the day-to-day stuff that takes me away for long hours.”

      She shook her head. “Nope. I can’t ask you to do that.”

      He cupped her face. “You’re not asking me. This is my decision.”

      She opened her mouth again to argue and he gave her a hard look. “Who is in charge in this relationship?”

      She gave him a disgruntled look.

      “Well? Who makes the rules in this household?”

      “You know you do. But I can have an opinion.”

      He nodded. “As long as it’s said respectfully.”

      “And my opinion is you shouldn’t give up what you love for me.”

      “Okay.”

      Okay. That was it? She couldn’t believe it was that easy. She eyed him suspiciously as he gave her a calm look. “So, you’re not giving Linc your job?”

      “I was never giving him my job. I’m the owner. I was promoting him.”

      “And now you’re not?” She was confused.

      “No. He’s still getting a promotion. And I’m delegating some of my tasks to him so I can spend more time with you.”

      “But you just agreed not to do that!” she pointed out.

      “No, I didn’t.”

      “But… but…” she thought back over their conversation. “You said okay.”

      “I listened to your opinion. I didn’t agree with it. And I have the final say in any decision in this household.”

      She scowled. “You’re extremely bossy.”

      He snorted. “You already knew that. So, you got any other ridiculous arguments?”

      “My argument was not ridiculous.” Okay, now he was just making her mad.

      “It certainly was.”

      “It was not Clinton Matthew Jensen.” She pointed her finger at him. “I don’t think you should give up the ranch work. It’s what you love doing.”

      He leered. “I love doing you more.”

      She groaned. “I walked right into that, didn’t I?”

      He winked at her. “First of all, I am not giving it up, I’m rearranging my work load to free up some of my time. Second of all, there is one thing in this life I love above everything else. Including my ranch. Do you know what that is?”

      There was a look in his eye that told her she better answer that question right. “Me.”

      “You, little girl.”

      “I don’t want you to resent me,” she whispered.

      “And I don’t want you not to have what you need,” he countered. “How could I resent you when spending time with you is what I want too?”

      Warmth started to fill her as his words penetrated. It was what he wanted.

      “This decision is mine. Of course, you might get a bit more than you bargained for once you realize how much more closely I’ll be keeping an eye on you. You’ve been getting away with far too much naughtiness.”

      She widened her eyes. “I’m never naughty.” And she knew she’d lap up his attention like a coffee addict deprived of their fix. “You’re sure?”

      “I’m sure. And that’s the damn last time I’m gonna tell you that.” He gave her a stern look.

      She threw her arms around him and he clasped her tight, running his hand up and down her back as she clung to him.

      She leaned back. “Does this mean you’ll have time to teach me to ride?”

      “Guess it does.”

      “And I can get a horse like Star Gazer?”

      “We’ll see how you go with your lessons first, but I can assure you that if I buy you a horse it will not be like Star Gazer. You’ll be getting a much gentler mare.”

      “That doesn’t seem fair.”

      “I say what’s fair, remember?” He tapped her nose. “And I’m not having my baby ride a temperamental beast like Star Gazer.”

      “You bought her for Eden,” she pointed out.

      “Eden has been riding since before she could walk. And even she doesn’t ride Star Gazer anymore.” He looked a little sad at that and she immediately wanted to cheer him up. She let out a deep breath, letting herself sink into Little space.

      “Daddy?”

      “Yes, my naughty little darling?”

      “I think you need a shower, you’re a bit smelly.” She waved a hand in front of her nose.

      “Smelly?” He lay her on her back on the bed, then started to tickle her. “Smelly? You take that back.”

      She howled with laughter, cursing the fact that she was so ticklish. “You’re not smelly! You’re not smelly!”

      He stopped tickling her and gave her a stern look. “That’s better. I’m not smelly, I smell manly.”

      “Oh, is that what you’re calling that stink?” she teased.

      “I guess if I’m so smelly you won’t want a bath with me.”

      Her eyes widened. Baths with Daddy were her favorite. Especially when he got out the toys.

      “I do. I do.” She sat up with a squeal.

      “Good. Because I need to have my little girl close. And while we’re having a bath, we can have a talk about obeying Daddy’s rules.”

      “Do we have to?” she whined.

      He raised her chin. “I don’t like that attitude. We definitely need a talk. And then we’ll deal with your punishment.”

      “Daddy, no, I’ll be good. I promise.”

      He leaned in and kissed her lightly on the lips. Then he ran his thumb under her eyes. “You look tired. Have you not been sleeping?”

      “I’m fine,” she said quickly.

      If he thought she needed it, he’d have no problem putting her down for a nap and she didn’t want a nap when he’d just gotten home. She wanted to spend time with him. She’d rather have a spanking than a nap.

      “Really? You’ve been sleeping all right?” The soft tone probably should have been a clue. But she was too busy trying to avoid a nap to notice.

      “Yes, Daddy. I’ve been sleeping fine.”

      “No nightmares?”

      Crap. Too late, she realized he probably already knew that she’d been having nightmares every night since he left. Damn Kent anyway. Did he have to tell Clint everything?

      “Kent told you about the nightmares?”

      “No. He didn’t. You just did. You just lied to me, little girl.”

      Well, shit.

      She tensed, wondering what he was going to do. He stood, then pulled her up. He grabbed the bottom of her sweater, tugging it off. He quickly removed her t-shirt and bra. Then he knelt down in front of her.

      “Hold onto my shoulders,” he ordered gruffly, undoing her jeans then pulling them off as well as her panties.

      Nerves danced in her stomach as she wondered what came next.

      He stood. “Face the bed, then lean over and put your palms on the mattress, feet apart.”

      She bit her lip. “I thought we were gonna have a bath, Daddy?”

      “We are,” he told her. “First, though, we’re going to take care of your punishment for lying.”

      Drat. She pouted.

      “Then after your bath, we’ll deal with you putting your safety at risk. Now git.” He turned her and gave her a sharp smack to her bare ass to get moving. She yelped and reached back to rub.

      “You know better than that, little girl.” He grasped hold of her hand, pulling it away from her bottom and gave her several sharp smacks. Shoot. She did know better.

      She reluctantly got into position with her hands resting on the bed, her legs spread a few feet apart.

      “Keep your eyes down. If I see you looking back, I’ll blindfold you,” he warned.

      She could hear him moving around behind her, but didn’t dare look back.

      “Right, keep that ass nice and high for me.”

      Nerves thrummed. He slapped the inside of one thigh. “Wider.”

      “Umm, shouldn’t you go down and talk to Kent? He’s waiting for you.”

      “Kent is fine. You are my priority.”

      Those words filled her with both warmth and trepidation.

      He parted her bottom cheeks. She tensed up automatically and he gave her ass a warning smack. “You know better than that. Relax.”

      Easy for him to say. She knew what was coming. He’d been using anal plugs these past few weeks to stretch her so he could eventually take her there.

      She felt a finger prod at her opening. It had surprised her how much she enjoyed having her ass played with. Of course, he usually teased her clit at the same time, sending her into a soaring orgasm. But to her frustration, his other hand didn’t drift lower, instead he rested it on the small of her back.

      He pushed at her entrance, slowly sliding his lubricated finger inside her. Then he pulled it back out. In then out. He fucked her ass with his finger until her breath was coming in sharp pants, her body trembling so hard she could barely keep her position.

      “Touch me?” she begged him.

      “No. There’s no pleasure for you right now, little one.”

      She let out a keening cry. “Why?”

      Another finger was pushed inside her. It wasn’t fair. Her nerve endings sang into life as he moved those two fingers in and out of her back hole. Her clit throbbed desperately.

      “Because naughty girls don’t get to come. You know that.”

      She did. She’d just hoped he might have forgotten or decided to ignore that rule this one time.

      Fat chance.

      His fingers withdrew and she gave a groan that was a mix of relief and regret. She wanted more. Yet she didn’t know if she could take it. She tensed as she felt him spread her cheeks again. Something cold and solid pressed against her back hole.

      Two sharp smacks landed on her ass. “I already warned you against tensing up, little girl.”

      “S-sorry.”

      “This plug is bigger than any of the others, but you’re going to accept it like a good girl and after I’ve seated it fully inside you, you’re going to thank Daddy for plugging you.”

      She groaned at his words. Damn it. But she tried her best to relax. Her ass burned as he pushed the plug past the tight ring of muscle.

      “No, it’s too big!”

      He patted her bottom gently. “It’s slightly smaller than me, and I’m going to take this ass very soon.”

      Oh God. Oh God. If this plug was still smaller than him then how the hell would she take him without being torn apart?

      He paused for a minute. “All right, baby girl?”

      She wanted to scream that no, she wasn’t. That she needed him to take it out. Instead, she paused and took stock. The pain was fading, morphing into a deeper ache. She didn’t know why she liked a little pain with her pleasure, but she did. Clint had reassured her time and again that there was nothing weird or wrong about her needs.

      “I’m okay,” she told him. She wanted to do this for him. To take him inside her.

      “That’s my good girl,” he told her in a warm voice, rubbing his hand up and down her bottom.

      “Although I’d feel better if you were touching my clit,” she quickly added. Why hadn’t she thought of saying that earlier?

      “I just told you that there’s no pleasure for you,” he warned in a deep voice. “Do you really think that you could stop yourself from coming if I was playing with your clit?”

      “No,” she told him. Drat. So much for that.

      He continued to push the plug inside her. Now that the burn was fading, she found herself loving the feeling of being full back there. Clint finally seated the plug deep and gave it a twist. She groaned as waves of arousal flooded her body.

      “Don’t you look so beautiful with the plug seated in your bottom? You’re getting thirty with my hand. I won’t make you count them as this is going to be quick.”

      Thirty? Quick? Oh my God.

      “Daddy, please don’t. I’m sorry.”

      He rubbed her bottom. “So am I, baby. Because I know that you’ve got more coming to you soon and this spanking will just make it harder on you. But I need to know you’re telling me the truth. All the time. No matter what we’re talking about.”

      She sniffled slightly, feeling sorry for herself. “I didn’t want you to think I needed a nap. You just got back. I want to spend time with you.”

      “I want the same thing, little darling.” He moved, lying beside her and giving her a soft kiss. “But you know honesty is important. Especially when it comes to your health.”

      “Yes, Daddy. I know.”

      “Good. Thirty.” He scooted back off the bed and stood to one side of her. She took in a deep breath in anticipation. She didn’t have to wait long. His hand landed with a hard, sharp crack. She cried out.

      Holy shit. He was not mucking around.
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        * * *

      

      Clint hated causing her pain. He’d much rather be climbing in that bath, playing with her, teasing her, then making love to her. But he had to trust that she was telling him the truth. He couldn’t allow any lies between them.

      He smacked her ass, concentrating his spanks in the fullest part of her buttocks. He knew the plug would add an extra layer of sensation as she clenched around it. He moved his hand lower, counting out the spanks in his head. Her bottom quickly turned pink and her cries filled the room.

      “I don’t want to ever hear a lie coming from your lovely lips again, understand me? I don’t lie to you. I expect the same courtesy and respect in return.”

      She burst into tears at those words as he suspected she might. He placed his free hand on her lower back, steadying her as these last ones were going to be the worst. He slapped his hand onto her upper thigh. She let out a loud screech. Another smack to her left thigh. Yep, she was going to feel this for a while. Smack! Smack! He laid the last six smacks down on her thighs until they were nearly as red as the globes of her ass. He took a step back, studying her crimson butt. Wasn’t the worst spanking she’d ever received, but he did feel bad for her, knowing she had more to come.

      She was his baby. He had a responsibility to her. After the hell of growing up with her bitch aunt, he had to be a steady influence in her life. She needed to know he would always be here for her, always love her, and do whatever it took to take care of her. Which included punishing her when she broke the rules.

      “Sorry. I’m sorry,” she sobbed.

      “I know, little darling.” He rubbed her lower back, wanting to take her into his arms but also wanting to give her a little time to think over everything. Plus, he needed to go and talk to Kent.

      “Here, lie on your tummy on the bed.” He helped her into place, lying on his side next to her. He pushed her hair back off her face as she turned to look at him. She was so beautiful it took his breath away. He wiped a tear away. “I want you to lie here and have a think. Not just about why you shouldn’t lie to me. But also about how scared I felt when I heard you were missing. About how devastated I would be to lose you. Because this pain you feel right now doesn’t even touch on the nightmares I’ve had these last few days. You are everything to me, Charlotte. I won’t be long. Make sure you stay right here.” He laid a kiss on her cheek, got up and left the room, shutting the door behind him.

      He made his way swiftly downstairs. Not because Kent was waiting for him but because he didn’t want to leave her too long. Giving Charlotte too much time to think could backfire on him.

      “Hey, thought you’d forgotten about me,” Kent said dryly as he walked into the study.

      Clint rolled his eyes. “Can you do me a favor?”

      Kent crossed his arms over his chest and leaned back. “Depends on what it is. If you’re planning on going away for a week and leaving me in charge of both brats again…”

      “Both? What did Eden do?”

      Kent sighed. “Friday night she called me, asking me to pick her up in town, but Charlie had just had a nightmare and I’d only just gotten her back to sleep, so I wasn’t going to wake her up and drag her into town to get our sister.”

      “You sent someone else?”

      “I did. I sent Zeke.”

      Clint groaned and wiped his hand over his face. “Why did you send Zeke?”

      “Because I trust him. And he won’t let Eden get away with any bullshit.”

      Clint eyed him. “She hates him.”

      “I don’t know if it’s hate so much as something else.”

      Clint held up his hand. “I don’t want to hear it. I have enough to deal with right now. Just do me a favor and take Eden out for dinner, will you? I want some time alone with Charlotte.”

      “Don’t want anyone to hear her scream, huh?” Kent asked.

      Clint shot him a quelling look. “Why didn’t you tell me she was having trouble sleeping?”

      Kent raised an eyebrow. “Wasn’t much you could do about it. We were managing.”

      “She looks exhausted.”

      “She missed you. We should have anticipated that there would be problems. I should have been keeping a closer eye on her to start. She’ll feel better now that you’re here.”

      “How am I supposed to leave her again?” Clint ran his hand through his hair.

      Kent frowned. “Because you know I’ll be on top of shit.”

      “Yeah, but she’s not your responsibility.”

      “I love her like a sister. The longer the two of you are together, the more secure she’ll feel. Don’t go too hard on her, huh?”
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      Charlie felt horrible. She hated that she’d let Clint down. She’d lied. She’d put herself at risk. And he was right. He always told her the truth. He always gave her every respect and she should do the same.

      The bedroom door opened and she stiffened.

      “Now that’s a sight to warm a man’s heart.” His voice had lost the note of tension from earlier. “Bet that’s a warm bottom too.”

      “Can I move?” she asked.

      “Yes, baby. Let me help you.” He helped her climb off the bed and caught her as she threw herself at him.

      She clung tight to him. “I’m sorry. You’re right. I shouldn’t lie for any reason. Well, unless I’m trying to throw you a surprise party or something. Then I might have to lie. But otherwise I promise I won’t.”

      “I believe you, baby girl,” he told her, rubbing his hand up and down her back soothingly. “I know you won’t. And how about I make things easy for you? Don’t ever throw me a surprise party.”

      She let out a laugh. “You don’t like surprise parties?”

      “Only surprise I’ve ever liked was when you walked into my life.”

      “You didn’t like it to begin with! You thought I was going to be a man.”

      “Well, that worked in my favor, didn’t it?”

      He picked her up and carried her into the bathroom. She winced as he sat her down on the counter. While the cool counter was nice on her flaming skin, it still wasn’t that comfortable to sit. Especially with a plug up her ass.

      He turned the taps on and added some bubble bath. Clint never worried that using bubble bath might not be considered manly. But then why would he? Clint was the most confident, sexy man she’d ever met. He stripped, throwing his clothes straight into the laundry hamper. His movements were economic. He wasn’t making a show of getting naked, but she found herself studying him hungrily anyway.

      He was all muscle. Wide shoulders, thick biceps and those abs… yum. And he was hers. She needed to keep reminding herself of that. He was hers.

      He turned back to her and cupped her face between his hands. “You’re doing too much thinking.”

      She gave him a bit of a sad smile. “I always think too much.”

      “Except when you’re in Little space. Want me to get your bath toys out?”

      She nodded eagerly. “Yes, please, Daddy.”

      He crouched and pulled the container of bath toys out of the cabinet, tipping the whole lot into the bath. She clapped in excitement. Then he tested the water temperature before turning off the taps.

      He turned around and reached out to pick her up.

      “Daddy, wait!” She held her hands out to stop him.

      “What is it?”

      “The plug.” She blushed as she clenched down around the foreign object lodged in her ass.

      He turned to look in the bath. “Plug looks fine to me.”

      “Not that plug! The one in my bottom.” The last three words were whispered.

      He raised his eyebrows and placed his hands on the countertop, sandwiching her between his arms. “What was that? I’m getting old, my hearing isn’t what it once was.”

      He was forty, not ninety. But she knew he wouldn’t let up until she repeated what she’d said.

      “I said that I meant the plug in-in my bottom.”

      “Oh, that plug. Well, little girl, that plug stays until I decide it’s time for it to come out. Come on, bath time.” He lifted her into the bath. Then he climbed in, facing her. His tub was so big that it could easily take the two of them, even though Clint was a big guy. He grimaced as he sat then he leaned to one side reached under him, pulling out a plastic mermaid. She giggled.

      “Daddy, don’t sit on my mermaid, you’ll suffocate her.”

      “Pretty sure mermaids can breathe under water just fine,” he said dryly.

      She took the toy and started to play, diving under the water with it, then holding it up and dropping it down with a splash as Clint washed himself. She continued to play for a while until she noticed Clint had stopped washing himself and was just watching her with a tender smile.

      Suddenly, she felt a little self-conscious. “Daddy?”

      “You are so gorgeous.”

      She blushed, squirming. “I am?”

      “You sure are.”

      “You’re very handsome.”

      He raised an eyebrow. “Am I? How handsome?”

      “Hmm.” She tapped a finger against her chin. “More handsome than Kermit the Frog.”

      “Really? I’m so flattered,” he said dryly.

      “Definitely more handsome than Fred Flintstone.”

      His gaze narrowed. “Fred Flintstone? Have you even seen the Flintstones before?”

      “Once or twice. I figured that was probably one of the few cartoons you had as a kid. Was it only in black and white?”

      “Little brat. Come here.” He pulled her close, laying her flat against him and slapped his hand down a couple of times on her ass, sending water flying everywhere.

      “Ow, Daddy! I was joking! You’re young. And handsome! Like Prince Charming.”

      “Prince Charming, huh?”

      She looked up into his gaze, feeling her body stir where it lay against his. By the feel of his cock pressing against her stomach, he wasn’t unaffected by her closeness.

      The look in his eyes grew hotter. She pushed herself against him and he groaned then grabbed her hips. “Come here, baby. Straddle me.”
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        * * *

      

      Clint helped her settle on his lap, facing him. Her nipples were hard, drops of water clung to her breasts, her skin glistened under the lights. His dick throbbed. It wouldn’t take much to thrust his way inside her.

      Not yet.

      Arousal lit her face. She smiled happily. She seemed lighter. Free from her problems. This is what he wanted to give to her. To have no worries or fears, especially where their relationship was concerned.

      Because she was his. Forever.

      He cupped her breasts, holding them up and ran his thumbs over her nipples. She let out a low noise of pleasure. He wondered how the plug in her ass felt. His baby did love having her back hole played with.

      She ground herself against his cock and he groaned. She grinned at him. “Someone is very hard.”

      “Someone is in a teasing mood,” he countered. She was just as turned on as he was.

      He wrapped his hand around the nape of her neck and brought her in for a hard, hot kiss. He was so close to exploding it was embarrassing.

      When he drew back, her eyes were glassy with pleasure. Hmm, maybe he should just keep her on the edge all the time, if she was constantly aroused, she wouldn’t have much energy for mischief.

      “Want me to finish washing you?” she asked.

      What he wanted was to thrust his cock deep inside her pussy. But he nodded instead. “I would love that. Wash my hair first?”

      She nodded eagerly and moved back so he could turn. She used the small cup they kept at the side of the bath for when he did this for her and poured water over his head.

      “You could warn a man, little girl,” he grumbled at her as she giggled. Damn, he loved the sound of her laughter.

      She used her fingers to massage his scalp as she shampooed it until he was certain he could nearly fall asleep. She ran the washcloth over his back. He turned so she could clean his front.

      “My nipples aren’t all that dirty,” he said dryly as she washed them.

      Charlotte grinned up at him. “Just being thorough.”

      “There’s another area that you can be very thorough with,” he told her.

      “Really?” she said with fake innocence. “Oh, do you mean your feet?”

      “You know I don’t mean my feet, little brat.”

      She slid the cloth down his stomach with a little giggle, then skipped over the part she knew damn well he’d been talking about. She moved to the end of the bath.

      He flinched back as she ran the cloth over the bottoms of his feet.

      “Be very careful,” he said in a mock-growl. “Just remember I know where your ticklish spots are.”

      “Sorry, Daddy,” she told him. “I’ll stop immediately.” She washed one leg then the other. Then she grasped hold of his cock with the cloth, running it up the length. He groaned, his head falling back against the edge of the bath as she made sure to wash every single inch of his dick and balls. Fuck!

      “Enough,” he told her, grabbing the washcloth and throwing it on the floor. He stood and reached for a towel, hurriedly drying himself off while she watched him with a hungry expression. Then he sat on the built-in next to the bath. One leg lay along the side of the tub, the other one rested off the other side, his foot on the floor.

      He crooked a finger at her. “Come here.”

      “Yes?” she asked, smiling up at him as she moved onto her knees and scooted closer. He pointed down at his cock. “Suck.”

      “Gosh, you always try to talk my ear off.”

      He just sent her a dark look. “Now.”

      She licked her lips, her gaze eating him up hungrily, and he knew she was as desperate to touch him as he was to feel her mouth on his dick. She grabbed the base of him and leaned in to lick the head. He shuddered at her touch. Fuck, she had grown good at teasing him. She took just the tip into her mouth and suckled. Then she moved her other hand to his balls, playing with them as she slid her mouth up and down the shaft.

      “Look at me,” he commanded.

      She lifted her gaze met his.

      “That’s better. Don’t look away.”

      He stared down at her sucking him off and thought he was probably the luckiest fucking guy in the world. “Take me deeper.”

      She frowned. He knew she wanted to control things, but that wasn’t the way this worked.

      “Do as you’re told, Charlotte or I’m going to pull you out of the bath, smack your wet ass, and then you can do what I command.”

      She grumbled something he couldn’t decipher around his dick, but took more of him into her mouth.

      “Run your hand up and down the base. That’s it. No, don’t lower your gaze. Fuck, yes. That’s what I want. God, Charlotte. What you do to me.” She smiled up at him. “Take me deep. Yes. I’m not going to last. And you’re going to swallow every drop like a good little girl, aren’t you?”

      She nodded eagerly. She loved to please, his girl. It had made her a target for people who didn’t treat her very well. Who used her. That wouldn’t ever happen again with him around. He would always take very good care of her.

      “I’m coming, baby. Swallow me.” She took him deep like he’d been teaching her, swallowing around his cock. He threw his head back with a groan as he emptied himself inside her. Wave after fucking wave of release washed through him. By the time he was finished, he felt sated, complete. And in need of a damn nap.

      But there wasn’t time for that. He drew her up so he could kiss her, not caring that the taste of his release still lingered on her lips. Then he set her back in the tub and finished drying himself before kneeling next to the bath and grabbing a clean washcloth.

      She turned to him eagerly as he washed her. He ran the cloth over her arms and shoulders then down across her breasts, paying particular attention to her tight nipples. She whimpered as he moved it down her stomach.

      “Please. Please.”

      He knew what she wanted. But pleasure and punishment didn’t go together. He ran the washcloth down her legs. She let out a small cry of protest. Oh, she was not going to be a happy girl.

      He pulled the plug out of the bath, letting some of the water drain, then he shoved it back in.

      “Up on your hands and knees. Spread those legs as wide as you can and get that bottom up.”

      The water now hit her mid-thigh as she knelt. He tapped the base of the plug in her ass and she let out a small moan. He grabbed hold and slowly started to work it out of her ass. She groaned, wiggling a little and he smacked his hand down on one cheek. “Stay still.”

      She turned her head to look at him. “Easier said than done.”

      “If you can’t stay still on your own, I’d be happy to help you,” he said calmly.

      “Help me how?” she asked suspiciously.

      “Well, you couldn’t move much if you were tied down over an armchair, your ass high in the air, your arms and legs bound.”

      “I’ll stay still.”

      “Too bad. Guess I’ll save that for another time.” She stilled and he slowly drew the plug free and put it in the handbasin to clean later. Then he grabbed the washcloth and ran it over her still pink ass cheeks.

      “Ow,” she complained.

      “If you think that hurts, then you’re in for a rude shock soon.”

      She stiffened. “What do you mean?”

      He raised an eyebrow as he pulled her ass cheeks apart and ran the cloth over her back hole. She flinched slightly. Probably a little tender. He eased up on his touch.

      “I know you haven’t forgotten about the paddling you have coming, little girl.”

      “Couldn’t we just forget about that? Just this once,” she pleaded.

      “Definitely not. I’m always going to follow through on my promises, Charlotte. And you need something big to remind you not to be so careless with your life. Now, turn around and lie back. I want both legs up on the edge of the bath.” He grabbed a clean cloth as she moved into position. He wet it then slid his free hand under her ass, raising her hips so her pussy was out of the water. Her mound was cleanly shaven. He parted her lips. Her little clit was poking out of its hood, begging to be played with. He ran the cloth along her folds, washing her thoroughly without touching that bundle of nerves.

      By the time he was finished, her little whimpers of pleasure filled the bathroom. He slid his hand out from under her ass as he brushed the cloth softly against her clit. Over and over.

      “Clint! Clint! Please, Daddy!”

      He knew she was close, she’d grown tense, her eyes closing, her body practically pulsating. He threw the cloth away, then stood. She opened her eyes, staring up at him in confusion as he grabbed her under the arms and hauled her up.

      “What… nooo… I was so close!”

      “You know you don’t get to come when you’re being punished, little one,” he told her as he lifted her out of the bath and dried her off. He couldn’t help but suck on one impudent little nipple as he moved the towel down her body. She took a step back and he grabbed her hips. “Stay still while I dry you.”

      “But… but… that’s not fair.” She stomped her foot. He wanted to smile. Damn, she was cute. But he couldn’t let her get away with her little show of temper. “I want to come!”

      He put his left foot up on the edge of the bath, then tipped her over his thigh.

      “No!” she cried out.

      Like that was going to stop him. She reached back with her hands and he grabbed them, pinning them against the small of her back as he laid into her bottom. It didn’t take long until she was sobbing, begging him to stop.

      “Are you allowed to stomp your foot and throw a temper, little girl?” he asked as he smacked his hand down on her lush ass. He knew the spanking had to really smart, considering her earlier punishment and the fact that her bottom was still a bit damp. But he didn’t relent.

      “No. I’m s-s-sorry!”

      He just bet she was. He gave her a few more smacks, then set her gently back down, keeping hold of her in case she felt a bit light-headed. He drew her against his chest, rubbing her back as she sobbed.

      “Shh, little girl,” he said soothingly. “You’re okay. But you know that any tantrums are not going to be tolerated, don’t you? And no matter where we are, I will tip you over my knee and spank your bottom. I won’t care who is around, you will get your butt roasted. That’s a promise.”

      She fell silent and he continued to dry her off as she obviously thought that through. Then when he’d decided she’d had enough thinking time, he clasped hold of her face between his hands and leaned in to give her a light kiss. Then he scooped her up in his arms and carried her into the bedroom before setting her down next to the bed.

      “How are you doing, little darling? Are you cold? Want me to turn up the heat?”

      “I’m not cold. If anything, I’m too hot.” She crossed her hands over her breasts. He gently tugged them away.

      “None of that now. Are you hungry? Want a snack before we get to your paddling?”

      She gaped at him like he’d lost his mind, but he knew she wouldn’t feel like eating after her punishment and he didn’t want her going hungry. She’d managed to gain some much-needed weight but she still had a way to go.

      “No, I’m not hungry. My tummy is tied up in knots.”

      She was nervous. He ran his hand down her arm. “I’m sorry you’re so nervous, sweetheart. Let’s get this over quickly, hmm? Then you can have a little nap after.”

      “I’m not tired.”

      He raised an eyebrow. “You’re not?” He ran a thumb under her eye.

      She pouted. “I’m not tired enough to need a nap. I won’t sleep tonight.”

      “Oh, you will,” he promised. He grabbed some pillows and set them one on top of each other at the edge of the mattress. “I want you to stand here.” He pointed at the floor by the bed. “And lay yourself over these pillows. Would you like me to bind your hands? The last thing I want is for you to reach back and risk having them hit with the paddle.”

      She stared from the pillows then back to him. “Clint? I’m… I’m a little scared.”

      He drew her into his arms immediately, rocking gently back and forth. He’d never used a paddle on her before, it was understandable she’d be nervous. “Do you trust me, Charlotte?”

      “Yes.” No hesitation. Considering her past, that was a huge thing and he knew it.

      “And you know that I would do nothing that would hurt you.”

      “I see where this is going… but I’m pretty sure a paddling will hurt!”

      “It’s meant to. If it didn’t hurt, it wouldn’t leave much of an impression. I want you to know, without a doubt, that I take your safety very seriously. And I hope this is enough to ensure you never put yourself at risk again. But what I meant was that I would never seriously harm you. A paddling will cause pain. But I won’t do any permanent damage and I would never, ever take you beyond your limits.”

      “But what if you don’t know where my limit is?” she wailed.

      “I know,” he said confidently. “But if you truly believe I am taking things too far, then you say red, remember?”

      He had given her a safe word when they’d first met. She hadn’t ever used it. She nodded, looking calmer.

      “Want to be bound?”

      “Yes, thank you,” she said quietly.

      He moved into the wardrobe and pulled out his large bag of toys. He drew out the handcuffs and put them on the bed. They were made of a thick black leather. Then he pulled out his paddles. He wanted her to have a good look at all of them. The first one he grabbed was large and circular and made with real leather. It didn’t have a handle, but instead had a strap that you slid over your hand. The second was just as large, but was rectangular with a soft plastic core covered in faux leather. The next one was wooden with holes cut into it. She whimpered when she saw that one. Yep, not only did it look intimidating, but it packed a hell of a punch. No way was she ready for it, but she didn’t need to know that he wasn’t going to use it today.

      He drew out the last one. It was small and was actually two thin leather pieces joined together at one end to form a handle. It was called a slapper and not only did it land a good sting but the sound of it was extra effective in keeping a naughty little girl on edge. He flicked that one back and forth and she jumped a little.

      “Makes a nice sound, doesn’t it?”

      She gave him an incredulous look.

      “Now, which one to use.” He rubbed his chin.

      “Not that one,” she said quickly.

      He raised an eyebrow. “Do you get a say, little girl?”

      She stuck her lip out in a pout. “No, Daddy.”

      He picked up each of them, looking them over as though trying to decide which one to use as she waited nervously. Okay, it wasn’t very nice of him. But it didn’t even touch on the worry he’d suffered while she was missing.

      Finally, he settled on the one he’d been intending to use all along. The faux leather one with the soft plastic core. He put the other paddles away. He knew from her wide-eyed look that she had no idea that he was going easy on her. This one probably looked huge and scary.

      “Lie over the pillows, little girl,” he said in a low voice.

      She studied his face, probably searching for any leniency. Then with a shaky nod, she placed herself over the pillows.

      “Hands together on your back.”

      She pushed her arms back and he quickly locked the handcuffs around her wrists. Now he moved quicker, not wanting to draw this out. He didn’t want to cause her as much pain as he was about to. It hurt him as well.

      But he would do it.

      He rubbed the paddle over her bottom. She was nicely supported over the pillows, her ass raised so it provided a good target.

      “Spread your legs a bit more,” he commanded.

      She whimpered but pushed them apart so he could catch a glimpse of her pussy lips. He rubbed the paddle over her ass. He tapped one cheek lightly. Then the other. He heard her let out a deep breath. Probably relieved that didn’t feel so bad.

      Ahh, little darling, you have no idea what’s coming your way.
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        * * *

      

      Okay, those first two weren’t so bad. Neither were the next ones. Her ass stung. It wasn’t comfortable. But it wasn’t the huge pain she had built it up to in her mind.

      Another two landed, covering both butt cheeks. She hissed. All right, now it was starting to hurt a bit more.

      “That was the warm-up, Charlotte. I want you to thank me for being kind enough to give you a warm-up first.”

      What? He had to be kidding her? Warm-up? And he wanted her to thank him? Was he insane?

      “Charlotte?”

      “That wasn’t a warm-up.”

      Smack! The paddle landed with a heavy thwap. Holy fucking God. That hurt!

      “That is the real thing, little darling. Be a good girl and thank me or I’m going to start adding on some extras.”

      She didn’t want to thank him. She wanted to tell him where he could stick that damn paddle. But if that last smack was an indication of what was to come, then she definitely didn’t want him adding extras.

      “Thank you for warming me up.”

      “Good girl.”

      The paddle landed again and she let out a loud cry.

      “I know you think I’m being harsh,” he scolded. Two more landed. Oh God. Oh God. How was she going to survive this? “But do you know how scared I was when Kent called me to tell me you were missing?”

      Smack! Smack!

      Tears dripped down her face. It was too much. She couldn’t handle the pain. His hand was bad enough. This was excruciating. Her safe word lingered on her lips.

      “I was terrified.” Two more strokes. “I had no idea if you would be found.” Thwap! Thwap! “I couldn’t even get back to help search for you.”

      The fear in his voice penetrated her haze of pain and all thoughts of using the safe word disappeared. The fact that this strong, hard man could be so worried over her, so scared, it humbled her. And it made her think about how she would feel if the tables were turned.

      She started to sob.

      “I never, ever want to receive a call like that again. It nearly broke me, Charlotte. If I ever lost you…” His voice trailed off. And she started to sob in big heaves.

      Smack! Smack! Smack!

      Her ass burned, it seemed to move under her skin, engulfing her entire bottom. He stopped and rubbed her bottom, squeezing the globes. Her tears had created a large wet patch beneath her cheek. He reached down between her legs to cup her mound.

      “Damn, baby, you’re still so wet. Even more so than you were before.”

      Call her weird, even though the spanking hurt like hell she also found herself aroused.

      “Too bad my baby doesn’t get to come. She needs it so bad.”

      Sobs continued to rock her body as he started paddling her again. Oh fuck! That hurt so bad. Her ass was on fire. She struggled to pull in each breath. Then the paddle landed with a thump on the bed. She was so busy crying, that she barely felt him undo the cuffs around her wrists. Then he moved onto his back beside her and lifted her so she lay on top of him. He held her tight, rubbing his hand up and down her back.

      “Shh, baby. Shh. Stop crying now. It’s all over. Everything is forgiven. Shh. Shh. It’s all right. You’re all right. Such a good baby.”

      “I-I’m not. I-I made you w-worry.”

      “That’s my job as your daddy. Just as it’s my job to do this when you need it.” He reached down and squeezed her ass and she squeaked. “But please, don’t put yourself at risk like that again. Promise me?”

      “I promise. I won’t do that again. I love you.”

      “I love you too, baby.”
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      Clint knew the moment she fell asleep. He’d figured it wouldn’t take long. Her fatigue combined with the spanking had completely tuckered her out.

      He rolled her gently off him. She murmured something in her sleep, then rolled onto her side and curled up in the fetal position which was how she liked to sleep. He studied her bottom. It was a dark, angry red. Poor darling was going to feel that for a while.

      He quickly put his gear away and then pulled the blankets down on her side of the bed. He lifted her, crooning to her softly as she made a noise of protest. He laid her down on her side and then put some pillows on each side of her to try and prevent her from rolling onto her bottom and waking up.

      Puling the blankets over her, he tucked her in. He laid a kiss on her forehead then turned to grab the video monitor he’d installed so he could keep an eye on her when she was napping. She didn’t like it. Claimed she wasn’t a baby.

      But he’d take care of her as he saw fit. He got dressed then moved into the bathroom and quickly cleaned up. Finally, with one last look at her, he left the bedroom and headed down to his study. Kent had left, taking his stuff with him.

      He started up his computer and checked his emails first, answering the most urgent ones. Then he went onto one of his favorite age play sites. It had all manner of things that could be bought for big little boys and girls.

      After placing an order, he picked up his phone to text Kent.

      Will you stay with Eden this weekend? I want to take Charlotte to the cabin.

      He caught up on some of the paperwork that he’d gotten behind on. Spring was a busy season on the ranch. He snorted. When wasn’t?

      A text came through.

      U owe me.

      He grinned.

      Thanks.

      Eden would object that she was old enough to be left on her own. Hell, she probably wouldn’t even be here most of the weekend. He frowned at that thought. Her behavior was getting out of control. He was going to have a talk with her.

      He started making arrangements to get away for the weekend. Then he closed everything down as he saw his baby stir on the monitor. He grabbed the portable video monitor and carried it into the kitchen, quickly making her a snack of carrot sticks, cheese, crackers, and some grapes. He also grabbed a bottle of water and carried them up to her. She would need to rehydrate and while she might not feel like eating, he wanted to get her to have a little something.

      He walked into the bedroom and found her trying to sit. She hissed and swore.

      “Uh, uh, uh, I know your bottom is hurting but that’s no excuse for that language,” he scolded.

      She scowled at him.

      “Do you want me to wash your bottom out?”

      “Wh-what?” She settled back on her side and stared up at him incredulously. He set her snack down on the bedside table, then handed her the bottle of water. Then he drew the blankets back, ignoring the way she tried to grab them and tsked as he studied her bottom.

      “That is a very sore looking bottom.”

      “What do you mean, wash it out?”

      He grinned down at her. “I think you know exactly what I mean. Now, normally you might think that a potty mouth would get your mouth washed out. But putting soap in your mouth can make you ill so I won’t use that. However, washing out your bottom, I believe, could work just as well if not better.”

      “Are you talking about giving me an enema?” she squeaked.

      “I knew you’d get it.”

      “No. No way. Never happening.” She shook her head frantically.

      He sat on the bed facing her. She scooted back, over the pillow behind her. Whether to give him more room or because she was worried he might grab her and commence with the enema, he wasn’t sure. He got rid of the pillows, throwing them to the bottom of the bed.

      “Never say never, little darling. But just to be safe, you might want to watch your language, huh?”

      “If you hadn’t turned my bottom into a hot poker, I wouldn’t have been swearing.”

      “It’s no excuse,” he told her sternly. “And Kent told me you’ve been swearing quite a bit lately. Now drink some water. I want to see most of it gone and at least half of that food eaten by the time I get back.”

      He stood.

      “Wait. Where are you going?” She reached out to grab his hand.

      He grinned at her. “This talk of pokers just reminded me. Some new anal plugs arrived the day before I left and I didn’t even get to play with them.”

      She groaned as he walked out the door.
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      Her butt hurt.

      Like really hurt. She couldn’t even really concentrate on watching Beauty and the Beast and it was one of her favorite movies of all time. She lay on her side on the couch, her head resting in Clint’s lap. He’d been amazingly attentive since she’d woken from her nap.

      After she’d drunk and eaten enough to satisfy him, he’d had her lie on her side, then curl her legs up into her chest in the fetal position so he could massage some lube into her ass. Then he’d slowly pushed a different plug inside her. This plug had been far bigger than the one she’d taken earlier. And she’d taken great delight in complaining until he’d offered to get that enema ready for her. He’d just been teasing about that though. She hoped.

      She shifted around, trying to find a comfier spot. Her bottom throbbed and clenched around the foreign invader inside her. She still wasn’t sure about taking him there.

      “Okay, that’s the third time you’ve yawned in the last ten minutes, little one.” Clint turned off the television.

      “Hey, the movie wasn’t finished.”

      “You’ve seen it a million times, baby,” he said as he slid out from under her. He pulled off the blanket he’d placed over her, she was dressed just in one of his t-shirts, which came down nearly to her knees. He crouched and picked her up in his arms, cradling her against his chest.

      “I don’t wanna go to bed.” She wrapped her arms around his neck as he carried her up to the bedroom. “I get lonely there by myself.”

      “Who said you’re going to be there by yourself?”

      Happiness filled her and she pressed her thighs together as her clit throbbed. Clint never went to bed this early.

      “Does this mean I get to come?” she asked.

      He chuckled. “Poor darling, are you horny? Do you need to me to fuck you? To suck on your nipples? To tease your swollen little clit?”

      “Yes,” she groaned. “I need it all.”

      “Hmm, I’m not sure I should though. Not when you’ve been spanked and paddled today.”

      “Please, I need you so bad. It hurts.”

      “Poor baby.” He set her down next to the bed, holding onto her hips until he was certain she was steady. “Show me.”

      She gaped at him for a minute. “Umm, what?”

      “Show me how much you need me and I might relent and let you come.”

      How was she supposed to show him? Then a thought occurred to her and a blush filled her cheeks. Oh God, was he serious?

      He just stood there, arms crossed over his chest, waiting. Right. So, he was serious. Could she do it? But if she didn’t, then she didn’t get to come. Her need for release won over her embarrassment and she lay down on her back on the bed carefully. Her bottom protested the pressure, but it was bearable. She spread her legs apart and closed her eyes.

      “Hmm, I’m still not convinced,” he told her. “But I’ll show some leniency and help you. Scoot down so your ass is at the edge of the bed. Then bend your legs and put your feet flat on the mattress and spread them nice and wide.”

      Oh hell. She did as he told her, knowing it was a command.

      “Good. That’s better, but still not enough. Let your legs drop down to the side then spread the lips of your pussy with your fingers. Show me that swollen little clit and those pink folds.”

      Fuck, she couldn’t believe he was doing this to her. But she reached down and pulled the slick lips of her pussy apart. She didn’t want him to change his mind.

      He knelt on the floor next to the bed and studied her. “Yeah, my baby needs to come. Look how swollen your little clit is.” He ran his finger down her slit then thrust it deep inside her.

      She gasped and her fingers slipped. He stilled. “Uh-uh, I didn’t give you permission to move, now did I?”

      Fuck. He was so commanding. And always in control. And his brand of dominance just fucking did it for her. She kept her lower lips parted and he moved his finger in and out of her pussy. Then he drew it out.

      “I want you to look at me. Get a couple of pillows and put them behind your head.”

      She stretched back and grabbed two pillows, positioning them beneath her head so it was raised. She stared down at him as he lifted his fingers to his mouth and sucked.

      “You know how you looked at me while you sucked me off?”

      She nodded, squirming a little. And it had been sooo hot.

      “Now we’re going to do the same while I lick this little pussy. Do not take your eyes off me unless you want me to stop.”

      She didn’t know how the hell she was going to manage to keep her eyes on him, but she nodded.

      “Words.”

      “I won’t take my eyes off you.”

      “Good girl. I know you won’t. Because you love it when I suck on your clit and lap at your juices, don’t you? Maybe I’ll even tongue fuck you. Would you like that?”

      “Yes, please. I’d like that very much.”

      He grinned then reached out with his tongue and circled her clit. His touch was so light and quick she wanted to scream at him that she needed more. Harder. Faster. But she knew better than to do that. In the bedroom he was even more dominant, more demanding. With her Little, he could be indulgent, he spoiled her, not that he shied away from discipline but she saw a softer side of him. But when it came to sex, he was very firmly in charge.

      He ran his tongue over her folds, moving it gently up and down until she wanted to scream with frustration. She forced herself to keep her gaze on him. Her fingers grew slick as she held herself open for him.

      Small whimpers filled the room. Her legs shook, her entire body grew tense with the need to come.

      He ran his tongue over her entrance, dipped the tip inside her then slid it out. He moved his tongue back up to her clit and she groaned.

      “Something wrong, little girl?”

      “No, Sir,” she groaned.

      “Good. Because I’m sure you don’t want me to stop, do you?”

      “No. Please don’t stop,” she begged.

      He slid one finger inside her, then just held it there, not moving. He tapped her clit. “There is no coming without my permission, little one.”

      A cry escaped. She hated trying to hold her pleasure back. Her breath came in sharp pants as he moved his tongue faster against her clit. Another finger joined the first one. But they didn’t move. Just remained inside her, penetrating her. Then he drew them sharply out and pushed his tongue deep inside her.

      She cried out, arching slightly but remembered quickly to keep her gaze on him. He withdrew his tongue. “Good girl. I thought I was going to have to stop and I really want to have you screaming as you come on my tongue. Now put your hands behind your head and keep them there.”

      She hastily thrust her hands behind her head. He placed one hand over the top of her mound, using his thumb to flick her clit. He returned his tongue to her pussy, driving it in and out of her aching pussy.

      “Please. Oh, please. I need to come. Please can I come?” she begged.

      Nothing.

      Fuck. Fuck. She wanted to close her eyes, wanted to find her release, but she didn’t dare, knowing he wasn’t bluffing. He would stop if she disobeyed him.

      His thumb moved faster. Harder. She was so close. Sweat coated her body. The throbbing in her bottom was forgotten. There was nothing except her need to come.

      “Come, baby. Come now.”

      He pressed his tongue deep and she came with a scream. Her whole body shook with the force of her orgasm. It took all of her control to keep her gaze on his and it made her feel deeply vulnerable to see him watching her as she found her release.

      He stood and quickly undid his jeans, pulling them and his boxers down. Then he lined his cock up with her passage and thrust himself deep inside her. She let out a cry and he stilled.

      “Fuck, baby, are you okay? I shouldn’t have moved so quickly, did I hurt your bottom? Is it too much with the plug?”

      He started to pull back and she wrapped her legs around him. “No, don’t stop. Please, don’t stop. I want you. Please.”

      His jaw was clenched tight, his body straining. It did something to her, having him partially dressed while she was naked, it made her feel even more submissive.

      “Thank God, because you feel so damn good. You’re so tight around me. Shit.” He drove himself deep. His cock filled her. Her need for him sky-rocketed. He leaned over, placed his forearms on the bed to take his weight as he sucked one nipple into his mouth.

      She arched up with a cry. She was so sensitive. It was almost too much. And yet she wanted more. He moved to her other nipple, nipped at it, tugged as she writhed beneath him.

      “You’re going to come again, baby.”

      “I can’t,” she wailed.

      “You can. I command it. I want you coming with me.” He moved harder. Faster. She clung to him, wanting more and at the same time, unsure she could take it. She was so full. His cock and the plug in her ass were almost too much to take. She arched up as a tremor hit her.

      “Clint!”

      “Come with me, darling girl. Do as you’re told and come now.”

      It amazed her how well her body knew him, obeyed him. As he let out a shout, coming, she threw her head back, letting out a huge cry as she fell over the edge into a deep bliss.
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      She looked at the car seat in shock. “You’re joking, right?”

      Clint’s truck was high. Like all the damn trucks on the ranch. Thankfully, it had a running board that she could use as a stepping stool. Although usually he just lifted her in. She’d never driven his truck. In fact, she hadn’t really driven anywhere since coming to live on the ranch a few months ago. Her car had been sent to where all old, crapped out cars were sent to die.

      Which meant she had to drive one of the ranch trucks if she wanted to get anywhere. However, every time she’d told Clint she wanted to go into town, either he or one of his men had taken her.

      “A car seat?”

      It was more of a booster than a car seat. It just had a base, so anyone who drove past them wouldn’t be able to tell she was sitting on it. But still… she didn’t need it.

      “I don’t need a booster seat,” she told him.

      “You’re so short, you can barely see over the dashboard.”

      “I’m not that short, your truck is just that big!” she protested.

      “You’re using the booster seat. No arguments. And if you pout, I’m going to make you sit in it in the back seat.”

      Okay, that was a step too far. But she pressed her lips together, knowing better than to press her luck. This was a special weekend, she got to spend three whole days alone with him at a cabin he owned and she didn’t want to waste a minute of it arguing.

      “That was close, little darling. I thought you were going to be sitting on a sore, red bottom. And part of the road we’ll be traveling on is very bumpy.”

      He grabbed her around the waist and lifted her in, then waited while she settled herself in the booster seat. Then he leaned across her, his arm brushing against her nipples, making her suck in a sharp breath, and he did up her seat belt before stepping back and shutting the door.

      Okay, she’d never admit it to him but this was pretty damn comfortable. And she could actually see properly out the front window. Still… a booster seat?

      She turned as the driver’s side door opened and he climbed in. He, of course, had no problem seeing out the window. But then he was at least a foot taller than she was. His big hand grasped the stick shift and she remembered the feel of him squeezing her bottom this morning as he’d fucked her.

      She shifted around on the booster seat, feeling her clit throb. Down, girl.

      “Okay, baby girl? You ready for our trip?”

      She nodded. “Yep.”

      He smiled at her. “It won’t take long. It’s only about an hour away. But you let me know if you need to go to the toilet or you get hungry, okay? I’ve packed us some snacks.”

      “Okay.” He reached into the back seat and handed her Inky.

      “Okay, what?” he asked.

      “Okay, Daddy.” She smiled happily, knowing they had the next three days to themselves.

      “I want my little girl just to sit back and relax, okay?” he said as he drove down the driveway. “We’re not going to do anything all weekend except have fun.”

      “Does that mean no bed time?” she asked hopefully.

      “I said have fun, not spiral into total anarchy,” he told her with a laugh. “Can you imagine how grumpy you’ll be without proper sleep? No, little darling, all the normal rules apply. I’m looking forward to having you all to myself for three days.”

      “You need this too, don’t you?” She saw that now. She’d only thought about herself. She’d been selfish, thinking this was all about her.

      He took his eyes off the road for a few seconds to smile over at her. “I do.”

      She was excited. A little nervous. But mainly she couldn’t wait. Four days had passed since he’d paddled her and her bottom no longer felt the effects. Although she’d certainly been plugged plenty in those last few days.

      “Is there going to be big girl time this weekend too?” she asked hopefully.

      “Good God, yes. I can’t spend that long with you without wanting you. I’m no monk.”

      She snorted. “I don’t think anyone could ever accuse you of that, Daddy.”
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      “What do you think of the cabin, baby?” Clint asked as they grew closer to the small, log cabin.

      She eyed it skeptically. “It’s cute.”

      “Cute? Is that all?” He pulled up outside. It was cute. It had a front porch with an actual swing that she was itching to test out. But it was very isolated, out here in the middle of the woods. And kind of small.

      “Does it have electricity? Oh man, we don’t have to use an outhouse, do we?”

      He laughed. “It has a generator. And there is running water and plumbing, my little city girl. Don’t you worry about things like that. Daddy will look after you.” He opened his door and came around to open hers. She knew better than to do that herself. Or to undo her own seat belt.

      He reached across and unlatched the belt then pulled her into his arms, settling her against his chest. She wrapped her legs around his waist as he carried her up the steps and onto the porch. He set her down to unlock the door. He took hold of her small hand and guided her inside. Her nose wrinkled.

      “Stinky.”

      “It’s just a bit musty. It hasn’t been used since Bear rescued Ellen from that snow storm last year.”

      She’d heard that story from Ellen. She must have been so frightened to crash during a snow storm. She could have so easily died if Bear hadn’t found her.

      “Obviously you can see that the cabin is basically one room.” It was actually a lot bigger than it looked from the outside. A huge four-poster bed sat in the back left-hand corner. It had a small screen that partially separated the bed from the rest of the room. A couch and a comfy-looking armchair sat in front of an open fireplace to her right and in the back right-hand corner was a tiny kitchen which was really just one bench with cupboards beneath, and a sink in the middle. There was a bar-sized fridge and what looked to be a gas cook-top. There was just one door off to the left. Next to the door was a small bookcase filled with books.

      “That leads to the bathroom,” Clint said, pointing at the door. “Do you need to go?”

      She shook her head, running her gaze over everything. “Uh, Daddy?”

      “Yes?”

      “Where’s the TV?”

      He let out a bark of laughter. “No TV, darling.”

      She gave him a shocked look. “Then what are we going to do all weekend?”

      He tapped her nose. “Oh, I don’t know. I thought we might entertain each other.”

      She snorted. “We can’t do that all weekend.” She wouldn’t be able to walk straight.

      “Well, I wasn’t talking about sex, although we certainly could try.” He winked at her. “But there are plenty of other things for us to do. There are board games for at night. During the day, we can go for walks. Have a picnic. There’s a creek not far, and I brought my rod. We might do a bit of fishing.”

      “I’ve never fished before.”

      “Don’t worry, little darling. I’ll teach you.” He patted her bottom. “I’ll light the fire and then unload the truck.”

      “I’ll help you,” she offered.

      “You certainly will not. You just stay there. Or go have a look at what games there are.” He pointed at a chest that rested next to the sofa.

      She wandered over to the chest to look at the games inside. She had to admit, there were a lot.

      “Here, baby. I’ve got a few coloring books for you. And here is Inky.” He set her a few books and her stuffed toy down on the rug in front of the fireplace. She moved over and grabbed Inky before kneeling and grabbing one of the coloring books and some pencils.

      She happily started coloring in an elephant holding a bunch of balloons as Clint lit the fire, warning her not to touch. She wasn’t silly, she knew not to touch fire. He started bringing in all their gear from the truck. She saw him unpack some food and her tummy grumbled.

      “Shall I make lunch, Daddy?”

      “Little girls don’t make lunch.”

      Okay, that was something new. Sure, she didn’t usually cook when she was in Little space. But she hadn’t spent an entire day as a Little, let alone a whole weekend. When they didn’t eat at the dining hall, she almost always cooked at home.

      “Besides, I had Neil pack a picnic lunch for us. We’re going to go for a walk and then eat.”

      Happiness danced inside her and she clapped her hands together. “Goody.”

      He grinned. “Put your coloring books away then, baby. And we’ll get you some proper clothing.”
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        * * *

      

      Ten minutes later and she wasn’t feeling quite so excited.

      “I can’t breathe,” she moaned. “Daddy, are you trying to suffocate me?”

      She couldn’t even bend her arms he’d put so many layers on her. Apparently, he’d been doing some online shopping since everything but the coat and boots were new. First, he’d dressed her in long johns, then soft, thick pants. Then a plush white sweater with a picture of a unicorn on the front. Followed by the jacket he’d bought for her a few months back. Lastly, he wrapped a scarf around her neck and plonked a woolen hat on her head. The scarf and hat were bright pink with white daisies on them.

      “I’m trying to keep you warm. You’re lucky you didn’t get sick, walking around in just a lightweight jacket the other day.”

      She sighed. “Daddy, the sun is shining.”

      “That doesn’t mean it’s warm outside, little girl. And it’s my job to make certain my girl is well-protected.”

      “I’m already sweating. I’m going to faint from heat stroke.”

      He snorted. “I won’t let you get heat stroke.”

      “You might not know. I might just keel over. Then you’ll have to carry me all the way home. So, I think the safest thing is to take some of these clothes off.” She grabbed hold of the buttons of her jacket.

      “If you take any of those off without permission, I’m going to pull down those pants and long johns and smack your bottom.”

      Well. Drat.

      “Come on. It’s cooler outside and we need to get a move on. You’re cranky because you’re hungry.”

      Cranky because she was hungry? She’d spent half her childhood hungry. She was not cranky. But as she stomped after him, she had to admit she did feel a tiny bit out of sorts.

      “Hmm, after our picnic, someone needs to have a nap.”

      “Do not,” she replied.

      He turned and raised an eyebrow. “Or maybe we can skip the picnic and just eat lunch here.”

      “No, Daddy. I’ll be good,” she said quickly. “I’m not cranky. See.” She plastered on a big smile.

      He shook his head with a grin. “You’re adorable is what you are.” He went over to his truck and opened up the back, pulling out a fishing rod and a small tackle box. The picnic basket came out next.

      “Ready, baby?”

      “Want me to carry something, Daddy?” She wouldn’t admit it, but it was kind of chilly out.

      “Nope, little girls don’t carry things. Well, other than their stuffies.” He winked at her. “Follow me. It’s not too far.”

      They soon arrived at the creek and he set up the blanket. “There you go, have a seat and I’ll get the food out.” He tapped her nose. “Got to feed my baby.”

      She smiled up at him. “Can I take the hat, scarf, and gloves off, Daddy?”

      He nodded. “All right. But if you get cold, they’re going back on.”

      He drew out some containers of food. Potato salad, leftover roast chicken, and some soft buns. Then he pulled out a pink plate and spooned some food onto it, before placing it and a fork in front of her. “There you go, baby.”

      She looked at the mound of food in dismay. “Ahh, Daddy, are you sure this isn’t your plate?”

      He snorted. “Daddy doesn’t eat off a pink plate.”

      “Why not? Pink’s a great color. Are you prejudiced against pink, Daddy?”

      “Nope, I happen to love the color pink. On my little girl. But Daddy needs a big plate and an adult sized fork for all the food he eats.”

      Sure enough, his plate and fork were much larger than hers. So was his huge pile of food. He also pulled out a carton of juice and poured some into a cup for her then attached a lid.

      “A sippy cup?” She stared at the object as though she thought it might bite her.

      “Yes, little darling. A sippy cup. Drink up.”

      She wrinkled her nose and picked it up but didn’t take a drink.

      “Do you need some help? You do know how a sippy cup works, right?”

      She rolled her eyes. “Well, duh.”

      He just gave her a stern look. “Watch your tone.”

      “Sorry, Daddy,” she said sincerely. She sighed. Looked like she was going to have to drink out of this thing. She was thirsty. She tipped up the cup and took a few sips. Huh. That wasn’t bad at all.

      “Good girl. Now eat your food and then we’ll do some fishing.”

      She wrinkled her nose. “I don’t wanna fish, Daddy.”

      “Well, I’ll fish and you can watch.”

      “Okay. So long as I don’t have to dig for worms or touch any icky fish.”

      He grinned. “I’m pretty sure it’s in a daddy’s job description to have to deal with all icky stuff.”

      She ate as much as she could manage, which was more than she thought she would and not nearly as much as he tried to coax into her. But he finally packed everything away and picked up the fishing rod, getting it ready. He tried to explain it all to her, but she wasn’t the slightest bit interested in trying to catch some poor fish.

      He flung the line out. “If I’m successful we’ll be eating fresh fish for dinner.”

      She thought the odds of that happening were doubtful, but she didn’t say that to him.

      “Look, here we go.” He tugged at the line which was taut, reeling it in. “Feels like a big one, little darling. We’ll be eating like kings tonight.”

      He gave a yank and he’d caught something all right… but it definitely was not a fish. She started giggling. “Not sure that’s going to taste so good for dinner tonight, Daddy.”

      He smiled good-naturedly. “I think you’re right.” He reeled in his find, then held it up.

      “Are these pajama pants?” He stared at the yellow pajama pants in disbelief while she erupted into more laughter. “How the hell would someone’s pajama bottoms get into the creek? There aren’t any other cabins around for miles.”

      “I don’t know, Daddy. But I think it’s a rule that if you catch them you’ve got to wear them. You certainly can’t throw them back.”

      “Brat.” He shook his head and stalked towards her. The pajama pants were dropped to the ground as he chased her around the small clearing. He finally caught her, which he probably could have done straight away, but then where would the fun have been in that?
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      “Come on, baby.”

      She glanced up from her coloring book to see Clint standing in front of her, a huge blanket held in his hand. He crooked a finger at her.

      “What are we doing, Daddy?” she asked curiously as she stood up. This was their second night in the cabin and she was loving her time here. It was so easy to slip into Little space. Although sometimes having Daddy’s full attention didn’t work in her favor, her poor bottom was still throbbing from the spanking he’d given her earlier for playing with her toys instead of napping.

      “We’re going to go watch the sunset.” He wrapped her in the blanket then picked her up, cradling her against his chest. He maneuvered them outside and then he sat on the porch swing side-on, so one leg was stretched out along the back of the seat and one leg rested off the swing, his foot on the ground. He settled her between his legs, the blanket lying over both of them, her back to his chest. She rested her head against him as he set the swing in motion.

      “Warm enough, baby?” he asked in a soft murmur.

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      They sat in silence as beautiful shades of yellow, pink and purple swirled across the sky. Had there ever been a more gorgeous and peaceful place?

      “It looks like cotton candy.”

      Clint snorted behind her. “Cotton candy, huh?”

      “Yep. I tried it at a fair once. It was yummy.”

      He stiffened beneath her. “Just once?”

      “Yeah. Brian took me to this fair when we first started dating. It was such fun.”

      He kissed the top of her hair. “I’ll take you to the next one in Wishingbone.”

      She turned her head to look back at him. “You will? I didn’t think you’d like fairs.” He wasn’t one for crowds. In fact, he hated leaving the ranch.

      “I’ll go. For you. And I’ll even buy you some cotton candy. But just one packet. That crap will rot your teeth.”

      She wiggled with happiness. “Thanks, Daddy. You’re the best.” The sun had now completely disappeared behind the mountains. “That was stunning.” She turned to look up at him. His gaze was on her. And although it was now growing dark and cold, she felt her body heating in his arms. His scent teased her, and she clenched her thighs together as her clit throbbed.

      “Not as stunning as you,” he told her.

      “Aww, that was sweet.” Even if she knew it wasn’t true.

      “It’s just the truth, gorgeous girl.” He placed a finger under her chin and tilted her face up to kiss her. “Yum. Delicious.”

      “Can we go inside?” she asked, feeling a little breathless with need. “I need you.”

      “I need you too.” He slipped a hand under the blanket and cupped her breast. He ran his thumb over her nipple and she shivered. “And I do have some plans for tonight. Which is why you had a nap today.”

      “You made me take a nap yesterday too and you didn’t do anything last night.”

      “Because you were tired.” He pushed his hand up under her clothing to cup her bare breast. She wasn’t allowed any underwear this weekend unless he put it on her. Which he hadn’t today.

      He lightly rolled her nipple between his finger and thumb and she shivered. “I have plans for my baby tonight, can you guess what they are?”

      She could. But that didn’t mean she wanted to say it out loud. He pinched her nipple, then tugged on it. She gasped, arching up, the mix of pleasure and pain sending sharp pangs of need through her body.

      “Clint!” she protested.

      “What am I planning on doing to you tonight?” he asked gruffly.

      “I think… are you… going to take… my bottom?” She had to force out the words. He didn’t make it any easier with the way he was playing with her throbbing nipple. By now he had both hands under her clothes, his fingers playing with her nipples, waves of arousal washed through her, making her clit ache.

      “Oh yes. I am most assuredly planning on fucking that bottom. Spread your legs. Put one down on top of mine and keep your other one up on the seat.”

      He helped her rearrange the blanket so she was still covered and warm as she moved her legs apart.

      “Now you’re going to lie here nice and still while I explore a little bit.” He ran his hand down her stomach, slipping it under her loose pants to cup her mound. She whimpered. Lie still? Didn’t he know how hard that was?

      He teased her clit. He circled it, then flicked it lightly. She groaned. It wasn’t enough. She needed more.

      “You cannot come without permission at any time tonight.”

      “No, please,” she begged. She was already on fire; how would she hold herself back from coming?

      “Shh, baby, unless you’re naughty, you’re going to get to come. You just have to wait for your reward.”

      He continued to rub at her clit and it took all of her control to lay still, to not thrust her hips up in an attempt to get more friction against her aching nub.

      “After I’m finished playing with you out here, I’m going to carry you inside and strip you down naked. Then you’re going to spread your legs open, bend over and grab your ankles so I can inspect you.”

      He had to be kidding her. Equal measures of embarrassment and desire flooded her at the thought of being on display like that.

      “And after I’ve conducted my inspection, I’m going to insert one of your training plugs into your ass, then tie you to the bed. I think I’ll put you on your back, legs in the air and secured to the bed posts with your arms tied above your head. That will put you at a nice height for me to take you.”

      As he spoke, one hand played with her breast, squeezing it then gently twisting the hard nipple. He pressed the base of his other hand against her aching clit.

      “You’re so wet, baby, do you like the picture I’m painting? Can you see yourself plugged and bound, waiting for me to take your ass?”

      “Yes, please.”

      “So eager to have me take your ass. You must really need to come.”

      “Yes. I need to come so badly.” Maybe he’d take pity on her and give her an orgasm now.

      “Poor baby,” he crooned with false sympathy. “You’re going to have to wait though, aren’t you?”

      Abruptly, he moved, withdrawing his hands from her body. She wanted to grab his hands and keep them where they were, beg him to continue touching her clit until she came. But she forced the urge back, knowing it wouldn’t go well for her. He slid out from under her then picked her up, the blanket still wrapped around her, and carried her inside.

      Clint set her down beside the four-poster bed, holding her around the waist until he was certain she was steady. He threw the blanket onto the bed. Then he stripped her slowly, pulling off her shirt, then moving to her pants, pulling them down her legs. She stepped out of them, nerves tumbling through her tummy because she knew what was coming next. When she was naked, he took a step back. He twirled a finger and with a heavy gulp, she turned around.

      “Feet apart,” he ordered.

      She spread them.

      “Very good. Lean over and grab hold of your ankles.”

      Here went nothing. She gathered up her nerve and bent over.

      “I want you to let me know if you start to feel dizzy or ill.” He ran a hand over her ass then between her legs to cup her mound. “So hot and wet. I do love how you react to me. You hold nothing back, do you, baby?”

      Hold back? How could she when he knew how to make her body dance? He pressed one finger deep into her passage and she let out a small moan. He just held his finger there, not moving it and she had to dig deep in order to stay still.

      “Good girl,” he told her, running his free hand over her bottom. “I know how hard it is for you to hold still and you’re doing such a good job.” He withdrew his finger, then parted her bottom cheeks and ran the damp digit over her back hole. She tensed slightly and he gave her ass cheek a firm tap.

      “You know better than that. You’re being so obedient, don’t go changing that now. You don’t want me to have to stop to punish you, now do you?”

      She took a deep breath and forced herself to relax as he pushed the tip of his thumb into her ass. Her legs shook, she needed more. So much more.

      “Such a gorgeous bottom. I cannot wait to fuck you here.” He pulled his thumb out then pushed it back in. Her clit throbbed, and she could feel herself growing wetter. She bit her lip as he knelt behind her and parted her pussy lips, running his finger along her folds.

      Oh God. Oh God. She couldn’t stay still. It was impossible. She panted, straining against the urge to move as he drove his tongue deep inside her. In and out. Please. More. Please. The words were a silent chant in her head, unspoken because she didn’t want to do anything that might make him stop. But then he drew back and her whole body sagged, aware that she wasn’t going to get to come just yet.

      “Delicious little pussy.” He patted her mound gently before she felt him moving away from her. There was a rustling noise but she couldn’t turn to look at what he was doing. Although she had an idea. He moved back behind her, squeezing her ass cheek.

      “What a good girl you’re being. And good girls get rewarded, don’t they? Do you want to be plugged, baby? Do you want to feel your ass being stretched for my cock?”

      Oh God.

      A slap landed on one ass cheek and she cried out, startled.

      “Answer me, little one.” His voice had dropped, growing sterner and her tummy fluttered with pleasure and nerves.

      “Yes. Please. I want to feel my ass being stretched for your cock.”

      “That’s my good girl.” He ran his hand over her ass. Damn she loved when he called her his good girl. He pressed her cheeks apart.

      “Take a deep breath in, little girl. Now let it out slowly.”

      As she breathed out, she felt something cool and hard press against her asshole.

      “That’s it. Good. This is your biggest training plug. I know it burns a little. But it’s going to stretch you nicely to take me. That’s right, take the plug for me. That is so sexy, baby.”

      His voice soothed her, helped her relax enough to accept the large, foreign object into her ass.

      When it was fully seated, she was almost shaking. Her body felt like it was on fire, her clit engorged, her pussy empty.

      Please touch my clit. Please.

      But he stepped back, not touching her.

      “I’m going to make sure the cabin is all locked up. I want you to stay right where you are, understand? You’re not dizzy or cramping?”

      “No.” Although she felt herself blushing at the thought of how she must look right now. She heard him move around. It seemed to take him forever just to lock up the cabin and she was pretty certain that he was deliberately taking his time. Suddenly, he wrapped his hands around her waist and she jumped slightly because she hadn’t heard him approach.

      “Easy, baby. You’re doing so well. I’m going to help you stand. I want you to lean back on me. That’s a girl. Nice and slow.”

      She stood up and she did admit to feeling slightly light-headed. But she leaned back against him and he supported her until she could stand on her own. He pulled her hair to one side and kissed down her neck, sending goosebumps along her skin. Then he reached around and cupped her breasts.

      “I love playing with these, did you know that?”

      “I had some idea,” she said dryly.

      Clint laughed, his chest moving against her back, the warmth of him surrounding her. He scraped his teeth along her neck and she let out a low moan.

      “You are so fucking beautiful. You are everything to me, baby girl. I cannot believe I found someone so perfect. Who will let me dominate her in the bedroom. Who wants me as her daddy. Who loves me. Who accepts me.”

      “I feel exactly the same. I never thought I would find a man who understood me like you do, Clint.”

      “I will always be here for you. Don’t ever doubt that. Or that I want you. That I love you.”

      He turned her slowly to face him then he cupped her face, raising it. He kissed her, ravaged her mouth. Her legs melted and he had to move his hands to her waist. Then he picked her up, just held her straight up in the air. His show of strength shouldn’t have been a surprise and yet she felt her breath catch.

      He set her on her back on the mattress. Raising her right leg, he placed it in a cuff that was attached halfway up the bedpost. Okay, that hadn’t been there earlier. She took a closer look and saw that there was a hook actually embedded in the wooden post. The other cuff was attached to the hook. He secured her left leg. Her ass was at the edge of the mattress, her legs well spread.

      She was completely on display.

      “Arms above your head,” he commanded.

      She felt him place cuffs around her wrists. She turned her head to look back and saw the cuffs were attached to the bed with a piece of rope. He’d been busy while she’d been bent over and on display. Her heart raced. There was just something about being bound that completely did it for her. But only with him.

      Because she knew he would always take care of her.

      He stood at the end of the bed and leaned over her, placing his hands on the mattress to support his weight as he took one nipple into his mouth and Charlie moaned in delight.

      “So gorgeous. Fucking love having you bound like this.” He scraped his teeth across her nipple. “But you’ll tell me if you start to cramp or get scared.”

      “I could never be scared with you.”

      His eyes flared with heat and delight. He kissed his way down her stomach. “I cannot wait to be inside this tight ass.” He stood and squeezed her cheeks. She cried out, her bottom still tender from her earlier spanking, but the pain was mixed with pleasure.

      He moved his hand to her pussy and drove two fingers deep inside her. “You are so wet. So hot. You need to come, don’t you, poor baby?”

      “Yes. Yes.” Her head thrashed back and forth.

      “Waiting is so hard, isn’t it? My baby is such a good girl not to come until Daddy tells her to.”

      Jesus, his words were almost more potent than his fingers that were slowly fucking her. She clenched around the plug desperately. He put this thumb on her clit and flicked it back and forth.

      “Look at me, baby girl.”

      She stared up into his heated gaze. His hunger was easy to see. “Only mine. Always mine. Understand?”

      “Yes, only yours! Please, I need to come!”

      “What did I tell you? When do you get to come?”

      “When you give permission.” She whimpered. How long would he damn well torture her?

      He stepped back away from her and she had to bite her lip to keep herself from begging him to come back. Then he started to strip. God, would she ever grow used to how gorgeous he was? She sure hoped not. When he was completely naked, he fisted his magnificent cock.

      “Is my baby hungry for some cock? Hmm?”

      “Yes, please.” When wasn’t she? She loved taking him into her mouth, giving him pleasure.

      He knelt on the mattress next to her, then he straddled her torso, leaning over her and placing his right hand on the mattress above her head. Using his free hand, he slowly fed her his cock. She took him eagerly into her mouth, sucking strongly.

      “Fuck, baby. You are so damn good at that.”

      She wasn’t so sure about that, but she wanted to please him. She ran her tongue around the head of him, then took him in as deep as she could. She heard his breathing grow faster, felt him tense.

      Unfortunately, he didn’t let her play for long, pulling back and sliding down until he could kiss her.

      “You have no idea how good your mouth feels around my dick,” he told her. “But I don’t want to come in your mouth. Not tonight.”

      He rolled off the bed and grabbed the tub of lube he’d brought with him, spreading a good amount along his cock with long, firm strokes. She’d never thought seeing a man handle himself would be such a turn on, but she loved watching him like this.

      He grinned down at her. “Do you like watching, baby girl?”

      She nodded. “Oh, yes. You have such a beautiful cock.”

      He laughed, shaking his head. “Do I? Never had my dick called beautiful before. And it is definitely not as gorgeous as your sweet pussy. My sexy baby. You are so perfect for me.”

      She flushed with happiness as he stood between her legs once more. Nerves tightened her stomach; her breath came in sharp pants. She knew he’d never harm her, but he was sticking that huge cock where things that big weren’t supposed to go.

      “Don’t look so worried, sweetheart,” he crooned. “You’ve been taking the training plugs so beautifully.”

      “They aren’t anywhere near your size.”

      “It will be okay.” Instead of removing the plug from her ass as she’d thought, he knelt and buried his face between her legs.

      “Shit!” she cried out as he ran his tongue along her slick lips.

      She panted as he flicked at her clit, uncaring what he thought of her language. Not worried about anything but trying to stop herself from coming. His tongue was magic, he knew just where to touch her to drive her insane. She tried to think of something, anything to distract herself. But she could feel her pleasure rising, the peak so close that her passage pulsed. Just once. A warning signal of what was to come.

      Then he pulled back. And she didn’t know whether to cry or be relieved since she knew she wasn’t supposed to come without permission. She felt him wiggle the plug, slowly drawing it out of her. Her chest heaved.

      “Please. Please. Please.” She was barely aware of the words coming from her lips as the plug was completely removed. To be replaced by his cock. He pushed just the tip inside her. She couldn’t help but clench down on him.

      “Easy, baby. Deep breath in, then let it out,” he crooned in a soft voice.

      She was guided by his voice, her body now trained to obey him. She let out her breath, relaxing herself as he pushed his shaft deep.

      “Ohhhh,” she cried out. She was so full. Fuller than she’d ever been. It burned. It was too much. But then he moved his thumb to her clit, rubbing it, and the burn soon morphed into the most delicious sort of pain.

      She stared up at him. His own breath was coming rapid and fast. His skin shone with a coat of sweat and his jaw was clenched. But he remained still, and after a moment she wondered why he wasn’t moving.

      “Clint?” she asked tentatively. “Is something wrong?”

      “I’m waiting for you to adjust to me.”

      Warmth filled her at his caring. “I’m ready. I want you. Please move.”

      “If I move, I may not be able to stop. I want you so much, I’m ashamed to say my control is shot.”

      She knew him. He might think he would lose control, but he never would. Her health and safety always came first with him.

      “Clint, look at me,” she commanded.

      He appeared surprised but he did look at her. Hmm, she hadn’t actually expected that to work.

      “I trust you. Please move, though, before I dieeee.”

      He rolled his eyes with a grin, but he drew out of her ass. He kept his movements slow and easy to begin with… seriously? She wasn’t exaggerating. She really was dying here.

      Then his thumb landed over her clit again, rubbing back and forth. His movements grew faster. She could feel her orgasm racing through her body.

      “Please, can I come?” she begged.

      “Not yet.” The words were spoken through gritted teeth. He had to be close. The muscles on his neck were standing out, his breath coming in harsh pants.

      “Please. Please!” she wailed as he continued to flick her clit. She trembled, clenching down around him. She needed… she needed… she needed…

      “Come, baby. Come now.”

      She screamed as he gave a few more strokes and she came. Her body thrashed in her bonds, her head arching back. His own shout drowned hers as he found his release and he half-collapsed on her, but he still kept the majority of his weight off her. Protecting her as he always did.

      He leaned up and kissed her gently. “My baby.”

      “All yours,” she told him.

      “Just give me a minute and I’ll get you unbound and cleaned up, then I’ll hold you. All right?”

      She nodded. She felt completely exhausted. But in a really good way. He untied her arms first, rubbing them gently to help with circulation. Then he moved to untie her ankles. Lifting her, he lay her she was resting against the pillows at the head of the bed. He ran his hand over her hair.

      “You all right, little darling?”

      “Uh-huh,” she said with a smile. “Better than okay. That was amazing.”

      He chuckled. “You just lie there and relax. Let Daddy take care of you.”

      “Okay, Daddy.”

      He disappeared for a moment and when he returned, he held a cloth in his hand. He gently cleaned her pussy first, then her bottom. She thought about protesting that she could do it, but she was just too spent. When he was finished, he pulled back the covers and deposited her in the bed, climbing in after her.

      She snuggled against him, her head on his chest, his arm tight around her, keeping her close and protected.

      This was her favorite place in the world. In Daddy’s arms. Knowing that she would always be loved.

      That she would always be Daddy’s little darling.
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        If you like Daddy books, and enjoy this anthology, you can hang out with the authors every day in the Dirty Daddies Party Room on Facebook.

        Find new book recs, get alerted of new releases, attend fun takeovers, enjoy exclusive give-aways and take part in general shenanigans.
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