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      Picking up an order of loaded fries for table twelve, Sunny plastered a smile on her face. With the time fast approaching 8 p.m., she’d been on her feet for almost twelve hours and was dying to get out of there. Waitressing at Heathrow Airport’s busiest restaurant wasn’t her dream job, but the pay was enough to get by on, and the tips were great, especially on a night like this when the place was buzzing. She got on well with her colleagues and working at Altitude gave her the chance to indulge her favorite hobby of people-watching. She loved to make up stories about the lives of the passengers she encountered and the far-off places they would travel to.

      There were plenty of people here in Terminal Two for her fertile imagination to choose from. Just an hour ago, they’d had a real-life cowboy in here. With a full beard, cropped close to his deliciously masculine face, and the most striking eyes she’d ever seen, he looked like he’d just strolled off the cover of a romance novel. He was everything Sunny thought a cowboy would be with his blue jeans, boots, and white button-down shirt beneath a tan jacket. A ginormous figure of a man, he wore a black Stetson and was pushing an adorable petite flight attendant around in a wheelchair. When Lily greeted them at the hostess station, he removed his hat to reveal thick, dark hair that was just long enough to suggest a hint of wildness in his character. His companion seemed flustered and, although Sunny hadn’t had the pleasure of waiting on them, she hadn't missed the stern looks he’d given his woman. Ava, who took his order, said he was the full package—handsome, charming, and polite enough to make his mama proud. He'd tipped well, too. Sunny felt a touch envious of the flight attendant, though she really shouldn’t.

      Unfortunately, not all customers were as pleasant to deal with. In fact, Sunny made a point of skirting past a tricky customer as she crossed the room. The snippy redhead had complained incessantly from the moment her scrawny ass hit her seat. Everything was wrong, from the food to the service, to the unseasonably bleak weather conditions that really were beyond the control of a humble waitress. The woman needed a damned good spanking to dislodge whatever had crawled up her ass. Sunny was sure a few of the alpha male types in the restaurant right now would be more than capable of taking her in hand.

      When she got to table twelve, two sets of gorgeous eyes looked up at her. One pair belonged to a dark-haired Scot, an amiable man whose lips quirked upward the moment he saw her; the other to a more somber, fair-haired Englishman who reminded Sunny of Daniel Craig. In his dark suit, he even gave off a 007 vibe.

      “One loaded fries, with cheese and bacon,” she said with a broad smile as she placed the plate on the table between them. She’d assumed they would share, but the Scot pulled the plate towards him. “Can I get you anything else? Another drink, perhaps?”

      She asked out of habit. She could see that neither man had touched their glass of the super-expensive lager she’d brought them a short while ago.

      “No, thank you.” The Scottish accent practically set her panties aflame. “But can you tell me if a girl called Emmy works here?”

      “Emmy?” Sunny wracked her brains. “There was an Emmy who did a couple of shifts a few weeks back, but she left after collecting her first paycheck.”

      “You don’t happen to know where she lives?” the Englishman asked.

      Sunny shook her head, regretfully. “Sorry, she wasn’t here for long and we didn’t really bond, you know.”

      “Well, thanks, anyway,” the Scot said, with a tight grin.

      Nodding, Sunny headed back to the bar where her friend, Ava, waited for Greg to fill a drinks order.

      “My blisters have blisters,” Ava complained, shuffling from one foot to the other to emphasize her discomfort.

      “I told you not to wear those shoes.”

      “But I love them,” Ava whined, wiggling one of the elegant, high-heeled pumps at Sunny. “And we can’t all pull off the little girl look.”

      Sunny frowned. She knew the pleated mini skirt, striped tights, and Converse she wore with a bubblegum pink t-shirt contrasted with the sober style of her colleagues, but she'd never thought her outfit was childish. Self-consciously, she ran her fingers through her hair, wondering now if her pink pixie cut added to the effect of making her appear younger. Perhaps it did. She wasn’t exactly a child at twenty-six, but now she thought about it, people often spoke to her in tones that suggested she wouldn’t be able to grasp what they were saying.

      “You think I look silly?”

      “No.” Ava laid a reassuring hand on her arm. “You look cute and sweet. It suits you.”

      Cute and sweet? Was that how people saw her? No wonder the guys she’d gone out with in the past hadn’t taken her seriously. They probably thought she was looking to snare someone who would look after her. Sure, she didn’t mind being pampered now and then, but beneath the bubbly personality that had led to people calling her Sunny was a strong, independent woman.

      She furrowed her brow as Ava popped the last of six lurid cocktails onto her tray, turned, and walked away.

      “Do you think I dress too young?” she asked Greg.

      “No, it suits you, the innocent look. You’re our little ray of sunshine.”

      Sunny screwed up her nose. While she liked that she brought positive energy to the world, she was starting to worry about how people perceived her. She might generally be happy-go-lucky, but she had a serious side to her as well.

      “Hey,” Greg pulled her from her thoughts, “do you see that guy on table thirty?”

      Sunny glanced over her shoulder and instantly spotted the muscular figure of a man in his early forties. He oozed confidence, so much so she could feel it even at this distance.

      “Nice.”

      “Nice?” Greg scoffed. “He’s the hottest thing I’ve seen in a year. He used to be the linebacker for the New York Yankees.”

      She didn’t know much about American sports, but Sunny knew that wasn’t right. “Aren’t the Yankees a baseball team?”

      “Yeah, and he was their linebacker.”

      “You sure he wasn’t the shortstop for the Patriots?” Sunny teased.

      “What?” Greg frowned. “No. It was definitely the Yankees.”

      Choosing not to get into a debate with Greg, who was never wrong about anything as far as he was concerned, Sunny just smiled and nodded. She turned to scan the room and saw her favorite repeat customer was finishing up.

      “Looks like your silver fox needs some attention,” Ava said as she returned the now-empty tray to the bar.

      “He’s not a silver fox.”

      Sure, he had a few flecks of gray in his dark brown hair, but they made him look distinguished rather than old. A frequent flyer, he’d been coming to the restaurant for years, sitting in Sunny’s section every single time.

      Always immaculately dressed in a suit, shirt, and tie, he had a commanding tone and the most intense stare she'd ever been on the receiving end of. More than once, she'd daydreamed about him dragging her out of here and fucking her senseless in the nearest restroom.

      Taking a deep breath, Sunny made her way to his table. She picked up his plate, completely cleared of the steak and mashed potatoes he always ordered and smiled.

      “You weren’t here when I arrived,” he said.

      The thought that he’d looked for her sent a tingle of excitement through Sunny. “Uh, no, I had to go out for a while.” She shuffled awkwardly from one foot to the other as his eyes burned into her. “Can I get you anything else, sir?”

      For a moment, he said nothing. A wistful look passed across his face, and he shook his head. “Just the check, please.”

      The words cute and innocent still grating on her nerves, Sunny decided to prove there was more to her. She could be sexy when she wanted to be flirtatious.

      “I love your accent. You’re from Georgia, right?”

      “Savannah,” he confirmed. “You have a good ear.”

      It’s what came of working for almost a decade in a busy international airport. She recognized a lot of different languages and could distinguish between many regional accents.

      “Thank you.” She bit her lip coyly, giving herself a moment to gather her courage. “You sure I can’t get you anything else? Something sweet, perhaps?”

      As she spoke, she angled her body so her breasts, one of her best assets, were thrust towards him. She batted her eyelashes. If she'd worn a sign saying “fuck me,” she couldn't have been more obvious in her intent.

      “No.” Was it her imagination, or had his eyes just flashed with anger? “Just the check.”

      Great! She’d managed to piss him off. Cheeks heating with embarrassment, Sunny hurried away, without another word, to fetch his bill. She dumped his plate in the kitchen, took a few deep breaths, and went to the server’s station to print off the bill. By the time she got back to his table, he was gone. Two fifty-pound notes sat on the table, more than double what his meal had cost. She returned to the register, sorted out his check, and placed the generous tip in the jar of cash the staff would share equally at the end of the week.

      Tears pricked her eyes. She had no idea what had got into her, offering herself up like that. It was clearly the wrong move.

      “Hey, Sunny.” As her manager Will approached, she quickly composed herself. He studied her with an almost fatherly look of concern on his face. Despite being only two years her senior, there were times when he acted much older. “You okay?”

      “Yes, fine. What can I do for you?”

      “Just letting you know you’re off the clock.”

      Sunny glanced at her watch to discover it was, indeed, a quarter after eight. “Wow, I didn’t notice.”

      “Yeah, it’s been hectic. You get yourself home while you can,” Will said. “There’s a hell of a storm coming in. If you hang around here, you might have to spend the night.”

      “Yes, boss.”

      “And thanks for running that errand for me.”

      He made it sound like she’d just popped to the shop next door when, in fact he’d sent her all the way across to Terminal Five. It was a twenty-minute journey each way, just to collect some fancy marmalade from Fortnum and Mason, a gift for his mother. Apparently, she had a real taste for the stuff. Sunny had tried to object, since she felt out of place in such a posh store, but Will begged and she had zero resistance to his big, brown eyes. Well, to any puppy dog eyes, really.

      Terminal Five had been a crush, as always. A tall, grouchy looking guy with a carry-on and one of those bags for carrying a camera, had almost knocked her over. Too busy chatting to the effervescent blonde he was with, he didn’t seem to realize Sunny had been forced to jump out of his way. She couldn’t blame him for focusing on the woman. She was a knock-out. Though not much taller than Sunny, she had an incredible body. Toned, yet curvy in all the right places, she was no doubt the object of many a male fantasy. Sunny wondered if she was one of those social media influencers—a fitness guru, perhaps. Or, maybe, she was a photographer, or a news reporter. Whatever she did, Sunny would bet it was more exciting than being a waitress.

      “Happy to help.” Sunny smiled, but really she wanted to throttle Will for sending her out so close to the end of her shift, and on such a hectic night. Regardless of her irritation, she accepted a hug which broke rule twenty-seven in the staff handbook and headed into the break room. She took off her apron, retrieved her purse from her locker, and turned to Ava, who was sitting on the sofa, rubbing her feet.

      “You off?” Sunny asked.

      “Not until ten. Will asked me to stay and cover a group that’s just come in. South African businessmen, I think. They look like they’re loaded, so hopefully, I’m in for a generous tip.”

      The glint in Ava’s eyes suggested she hoped for more than a cash bonus, but Sunny didn’t comment. She was hardly one to talk about lusting after customers, a breach of rule twenty-eight in the staff handbook.

      “Alright, then. See you tomorrow.”

      “Sure,” Ava said as Sunny made her way to the door. “Unless some rich, handsome, alpha male sweeps me off my feet.”

      “Good luck with that.”

      Grinning broadly, Sunny walked out through the staff exit and along the corridors that would take her to the passenger areas of the terminal. For a long time now, her habit had been to decompress after a busy shift by wandering around the terminal building. She loved to look at the displays in windows of the designer stores and grab a bite to eat in one of the little coffee shops.

      As she crossed the concourse towards her favorite café, she smiled at the two armed police officers patrolling the terminal. Both acknowledged her with a curt nod. She still hadn’t made up her mind whether it was their submachine guns or tall, muscular physiques that intimidated her more.

      She side-stepped an old lady scolding a younger man for the way his jeans hung low enough to expose his butt crack and walked towards the Boots store. Her roots were starting to show, and she could use another box of Fuchsia Fantasy to touch up her hair. As she went into the store, she met a couple of men coming out, and stopped dead. Heat swept through her entire body as the taller of the two men spoke to the other in a sexy Scots burr. She did love a man with an accent.

      The Scotsman’s deep brown eyes radiated warmth, but it wasn’t for her. No, his concentration was entirely taken up by his companion, a shorter man with the most beautiful green eyes. Sunny only caught a brief glimpse as they walked past her, but she was sure he’d been clutching a teddy bear. She smiled as she wondered if anyone else would come to the same conclusion she had, that they were a Daddy Dom and his Little boy.

      She carried on into the store and made her way toward the hair-coloring products. A quick scan of the shelves told her they were out of her favorite pink. She sighed and looked at the shelf in front of her once more. A shade called Blue Bandit caught her eye, but she wasn’t sure she was ready for such a dramatic change. Deciding to give it more thought, she headed out to get a coffee.

      There was a sizeable queue at the counter when she reached the cafe, so she joined it and got her cellphone out to check her messages while she waited. Nothing, nada, zip. Her friends had probably given up on inviting her out since she always turned them down due to her busy schedule. She’d need to rectify that soon before her social life became non-existent.

      “Hey, Sunny.” The barista, Ronnie, who used to go out with her older sister, waved at her. “Can you help out for five minutes, just while Katie’s on her break?”

      “Sure.” She’d always had a lot of time for Ronnie. He was one of those salt-of-the-earth types who’d do anything for anyone. Carolyn had broken his heart by cheating with his cousin. Somehow, despite the nasty fallout, he and Sunny had managed to stay friends.

      Sunny moved behind the counter and checked the tickets for the orders waiting to be filled. They had a coffee machine like this in Altitude, so she knew how to use it. She made the first three lattes and a cappuccino and then turned to serve the next customer, a seriously hot guy, who reminded her of the actor from that Regency romance everyone was buzzing about.

      “A latte and this.” He placed a banana down on the counter. Hmm, with all the gooey treats on offer, he’d picked fruit. Sunny liked that. The guy obviously took care of himself. She held the payment terminal out to him, and he paid for his coffee, then stepped aside to wait for it.

      As Sunny started to prepare the latte, there was a commotion at the end of the counter. She grabbed a handful of napkins and handed them to the guy she’d just served. He seemed to have gotten himself entangled with a young woman, resulting in both of them being splashed with hot chocolate.

      “Thanks,” he said as he ushered the young woman toward the corner.

      Sunny grinned. She might be wrong, but Sunny was pretty sure she sensed some chemistry there. She served another couple of customers and sighed in relief when Katie got back from her break. It had been a long day, and she was ready to go home and crash.

      As she stepped out from behind the counter, a woman turned and smacked straight into her, getting an iced latte all over her chest. It must be the night for it. The liquid seeped into her t-shirt, making the jersey fabric cling to her chest, and she guessed she should be grateful it wasn’t hot chocolate.

      “Watch where you're going!” the woman yelled at Sunny. She tossed back her mane of fiery red hair and took off at top speed, not even pausing to see if Sunny was okay. A man in an expensive suit perfectly tailored to his huge height and build handed her a wad of napkins, apologized, and charged off after the redhead. Sunny almost pitied the woman. Something told her she would be very sorry once he’d finished with her.

      “Oh, jeez, Sunny, are you alright?” Ronnie asked. “Can I get you anything?”

      “Not an iced latte, obviously.” Sunny dabbed at her top with the napkins.

      “You need something to change into? Why aren’t you wearing a coat?”

      What the hell? Had every man around here decided to take on the mantle of protector all of a sudden? “Because it was shaping up to be a nice day when I left the house.”

      “Have you looked out the window? You know how fast the weather can change. They are saying it’s not just going to continue to snow. The storm moving in is no joke. One forecaster even said don’t be surprised if it becomes a blizzard.”

      “In April?”

      “Stranger things have happened. We might be in for some serious Day After Tomorrow shit.”

      Sunny had seen that film several times, and she seriously doubted it would be so bad. The hyperbole was typical of Ronnie, who tended towards the dramatic to ensure he got his point across. Sunny smiled. “Better make it a large cappuccino with an extra shot, then.” She glanced at the glass cabinet which housed the baked goods. “And if the world’s going to end, I may as well have a caramel donut to go with it.”

      “Okay. You sitting in?” Ronnie asked, and she nodded. “Go grab that seat by the window, and I’ll bring it over.”

      He must have noticed she liked to sit on a stool at the bar by the window to watch the world go by.

      “Thanks, Ronnie. You’re the best.”

      As she walked away, she would have sworn he muttered, “Tell that to your sister.”

      After two years, she thought he would be over Carolyn, but perhaps not. Sunny clambered up onto the stool, as usual experiencing a twinge of embarrassment because her diminutive frame made it so damned difficult. She wiggled her ass until she was comfortable. The coffee shop was pretty busy. To her left, a man and woman, probably in their early thirties, were deep in conversation. He leaned in close and whispered to her. She giggled and responded, “Yes, Daddy.”

      Sunny’s eyes widened in recognition of the special relationship the couple shared. The man was too young to actually be the woman’s father, so it was clearly used as a term of endearment and respect. As she watched the couple, a warmth crept through her. The man was so incredibly attentive, so openly loving. He was sweet but exuded an air of authority, and Sunny had no doubt he could be stern if he wanted to be. If he wasn’t a Daddy Dom, she would eat her sneakers.

      She took her focus off the couple as Ronnie appeared with her coffee and donut. It wasn’t the healthiest dinner, she had to admit, but there was nobody here to answer to but herself.

      “Thanks, Ronnie.”

      “No problem, Sunshine. Don’t sit there too long, now. You need to get home before the storm gets worse.”

      “Don't worry. I will.”

      She picked up the donut and took an enormous bite as he walked off. Thick, gooey caramel dribbled down her chin, and she chased it with her tongue, licking up every last drop. Boy, that was messy but so delicious. She sipped her coffee and watched the world go by. The terminal was packed tonight. It was always busy, but it seemed more crowded than usual.

      Her eyes drifted across the vast, open space before her as people came and went from the various shops and cafes and headed to their departure gates. One particular couple caught her eye. In their early forties, perhaps, they made a striking pair. He was tall, dark, and most definitely handsome. He carried an air of supreme self-confidence. It was in the way he walked. That sort of swagger came from getting what he wanted, always.

      The woman by his side was a pretty blonde, the light to his darkness. On the surface, they seemed wrong together, but their relationship worked if the way she gazed adoringly at him was anything to go by. They headed in Sunny’s direction, and, for a brief moment, the man’s piercing blue eyes met hers. Sunny’s heart skipped a beat as his glare hinted at something dangerous.

      She followed their path as they walked toward the first-class lounge. It figured they’d be going there. Something about them—well, him in particular—screamed wealth. Perhaps he was head of an international bank or an oil company. No, she decided, he wasn’t a businessman. The menacing air he carried told her he was a gangster, and the gorgeous woman at his side his moll. Sunny sipped her coffee. Did gangsters have molls these days? Come to think of it, did anyone use the word gangster anymore? She shook her head. Yet again, she was letting her imagination run away with her. That’s what came of reading those dark romances. They were probably just a nice, ordinary couple on their way to a well-deserved vacation.

      As she was finishing her coffee, Sunny saw a woman trip and fall. While others stood by and did nothing, an enormous brute of a man rushed forward. With unruly, dirty blond hair, jeans, and a black, skintight t-shirt showing numerous tattoos, he looked like he belonged in some motorcycle gang. Sunny watched as he carefully checked the woman for injuries and helped her to her feet. He treated her with such tenderness it made Sunny smile. She guessed it was true what they said about not judging a book by its cover because she would have written that guy off as a thug.

      Hopping down off her stool, Sunny picked up her purse and headed for the door. She waved goodbye to Ronnie, but he was too engrossed in conversation with his pretty, raven-haired colleague to notice she was leaving. She made her way down the escalator and was almost at the exit when a pretty redhead stopped her. “Hey, do you know how to get to the departure gates?”

      Judging by her accent, the woman was an American. The tremor in her voice, coupled with the glistening in her eyes suggested she was upset. Sunny wanted to wrap an arm around her and tell her everything would be okay. It wasn’t her place, of course, so she held back. “Uh, yeah. Go up the escalator and walk towards the World Duty Free store. Just before you come to it, you’ll see signs directing you to the different gates.”

      “Great, thank you.”

      As the woman hurried off, Sunny bit her bottom lip. She really should have checked if there was something wrong. She stood for a minute, considering whether she should go after her. No, that was silly. A complete stranger wasn’t going to confide in her. She turned, ready to leave, and almost ran into a tall, broad-shouldered man with the blondest hair she’d ever seen.

      “Excuse me, I don’t suppose you’ve seen a woman.” His Scandinavian accent sent a delicious shiver down her spine. “She’s fair, slim, gorgeous red hair.”

      Sunny hesitated. Was the woman running from this man? If she told him she’d directed her toward the departure gates, would she be putting her in danger? Sunny regarded the man for a moment. He didn’t look like a serial killer. In fact, she got a good vibe off of him. Something told her he was worried about the woman. “She’s just gone up the escalator, headed for the departure gates. If you hurry, you’ll catch her.”

      The relief that flooded his face convinced Sunny she’d done the right thing in sending him after the woman. As she watched him stride away, a man on a mission, something caught her eye. Her favorite bookstore had a fifty-percent-off sale. Tired though she was, it was too good to resist.

      “Hey, Toby!” she greeted one of the assistants as she entered the store and made a beeline for the sale section.

      As her eyes scanned the pile of books laid out on the table in front of her, she had no idea how she was going to pick. There were dozens of titles she would love to read, but her budget would only allow her to buy a couple. She smiled as she spotted a single copy of a novel she hadn’t yet read from one of her favorite authors. She reached for it, but someone snatched it up before she got it.

      “Hey!” she complained, turning to look up into the face of the not-so-silver fox from the restaurant. “Oh, it’s you.”

      “Yeah, sorry, did you want this?” The teasing tone in his voice told her he knew damned well she did.

      “No, it’s okay. You take it.” Sunny turned to leave.

      “Stay.” His voice held enough command for Sunny to pause in her tracks. He put a hand on her arm and leaned closer. “I was too hasty before. I am craving something sweet, and I think you may be able to help me with that.”

      A thrill shot through Sunny as she noted the intense desire in his pale blue eyes. His fingers tightened on her arm as if he was afraid she might try to walk away.

      “Don’t you have a plane to catch?”

      “I do, but it’s not for”— he glanced at the platinum watch on his lightly tanned wrist and grimaced—“thirty minutes.”

      Disappointment equal to her own was reflected in his eyes. For several long seconds, neither of them spoke. If she was honest, Sunny had no idea what to say. He had someplace to be, and she didn’t want to sound needy by asking him to stay. She was about to tell him it was alright, that they would hook up another time when a voice came over the loudspeaker.

      “This is a customer service announcement. We regret to inform you that due to a sudden change in weather conditions, all flights have been grounded until further notice. Passengers in need of assistance, please report to the information desk.”

      “Looks like fate has intervened. What do you say? Do you want to seek shelter from the storm with me?”

      Sunny’s teeth sank into her bottom lip. “Okay, but can we drop the strangers at the airport game? I just want my Daddy Jeff back.”

      He put an arm around Sunny’s shoulders and pulled her against him. Though he was still in good shape, he had a slight paunch at his waist that she adored.

      “You didn’t like playing with me?” He bent to place a tender kiss on her lips, sending a shiver of anticipation through her.

      “I did, but it’s been a long day, and I just want to snuggle. Can we do that?”

      “We sure can, babygirl. How about I get you this book, and we head home?”

      Sunny nodded. Her Daddy took the best care of her. When he’d paid for her book, he took her hand and led her from the store. As they approached the customer service desk, Sunny gripped her Daddy’s hand a little tighter. She hated confrontation, and there was a hell of a row going on up ahead. A young woman with mousy brown hair tied back in a messy bun shouted at the assistant behind the information desk. She didn’t look like the sort of person who’d create such a stir, but, of course, you could never tell.

      Focused on the disturbance, Sunny didn’t notice the man standing there until he swept the young woman up over his shoulder and smacked her bottom. Tall and muscular, with dark hair in need of a trim, he was magnificent. Sporting various tattoos, he reminded her of some guys who'd come into the restaurant once—rugby players if she recalled correctly. Unless she was much mistaken, he was Maori.

      “What do you suppose that was about?” she asked as the man carried his misbehaving woman off across the concourse.

      “Not our business, babygirl.” Despite his words, Jeff turned to watch the man as he disappeared into the crowds. “But I reckon someone’s in for a spanking.”

      “Hmm,” Sunny murmured. “Lucky girl.”

      “Is someone jealous?”

      “Not jealous, just…”

      “You want a spanking?” Jeff surmised.

      “Well, I did work fifteen minutes past my scheduled hours,” Sunny said. “And it has been a while since you got my paddle out.”

      It wasn’t so much getting her ass paddled that Sunny craved, but the incredible lovemaking that came after it. Jeff was always so good to her after she’d been punished. He would taste and tease her with his tongue before fucking her six ways from Sunday.

      “Oh, Sunshine, you know how I feel about you working such long hours.”

      “I know, but I like my job.”

      “Yeah, I get that, but perhaps it’s time you considered cutting back a bit.”

      They’d had this conversation a dozen times. Sunny’s independence was important to her. Thankfully, Jeff never pressed her to give up her job. He set rules and enforced them with a steely palm, but he never tried to make her do anything she didn’t want to. Well, except for biting down on the occasional bar of soap when she cursed too much. But that was different. When it came to the big life decisions, they were partners, and he respected her opinions.

      “I’ll think about it.”

      “Good girl.”

      As they walked toward the exit, laughter drew her attention to a family entering the building. With coats covered in snow, and faces flushed from being out in the cold, it seemed to her they’d been making the most of the strange weather to have a bit of fun. The parents made a stunning couple. The father was big—even taller than Daddy Jeff, who stood at 6’2”—and broad-shouldered. In an immaculately tailored suit and overcoat, he cut an imposing figure. Well, he would have if he hadn’t been grinning so broadly. The mother had gorgeous copper-colored hair and wore a purple coat that Sunny just loved. Their kids appeared to be twins, a boy in a green coat and a girl in a pink one.  They looked like they belonged in an article in some perfect parenting magazine.

      Although Sunny never thought too far into the future, seeing them made her wonder what it would be like if she and Jeff had a family. He would be a fantastic father, that was for sure.

      “The snow’s coming down pretty heavily,” Sunny said as they got closer to the big glass doors leading to the outside.

      “It sure is.” Jeff stopped dead and frowned down at her. “Sunshine, where is your coat?”

      “Uh, I didn’t wear one today.”

      Pursing his lips in a way that told her she was in trouble, he shook his head. “Babygirl, you know that is not acceptable.”

      Sunny bit her lip. “Sorry, Daddy. It was only snowing lightly. I thought the weather would improve and be nice today.”

      “Haven’t I taught you to bring a coat, just in case?”

      “You’re not wearing an overcoat either.”

      He grimaced and she knew she’d scored a point.

      “Okay, Sunny, here’s what we’re going to do. Since you’ve been on your feet all day and you’re looking a little tired, Daddy’s going to treat you to a night in a hotel. Then, tomorrow, we’re going to buy you a new coat. How does that sound?”

      Sunny considered for a moment. It was a ten-minute shuttle ride to where her car was parked, and then a forty-minute drive home in deteriorating weather conditions. This was a no-brainer. “A night in a hotel sounds perfect.”

      “Then let’s go get a room.”

      He wrapped his arm around her shoulder and she laid her head on his arm, sighing contentedly.

      “You okay, babygirl?” he checked.

      Sunny smiled. “You bet I am.”

      Though there was a snowstorm brewing outside, she felt safe and loved whenever she was with her Daddy. She wondered how many of the other couples she’d noticed today shared a similar bond. How many people around her were lucky enough to have someone like Jeff to take care of their needs? She guessed she’d never know.
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      Laylah

      My hands shook as I grabbed my drink pad to take orders from the passengers. I could not remember a time when I had ever been so tired. According to the FAA, the number of hours I had been working in the last two weeks was highly illegal, but we were understaffed, and I had a terrible time turning down work. Plus, I loved my job. I usually traveled all over the United States. I had seen more cities in a few years than many people see in a lifetime. This flight was different. At the last minute, one of the senior attendants got sick, and I was filling in and currently heading to Heathrow Airport in London, England. Having never been out of the country, this was an exciting trip and one that I could not pass up, even though I should have.

      “So, what are you going to do with yourself for three days in a foreign country?” Gary, one of the other attendants, asked.

      “I’d like to say I will do some sightseeing, but realistically, I’ll probably just sleep.” I sighed knowing that as soon as my body was allowed to relax, I would likely be down for the count.

      Taking my drink pad, I made my way down the aisle, starting in first class. I made it three steps into the aisle before I tripped over my own foot and tumbled to the floor. Well, it would have been the floor had I not been caught in a set of strong flannel-covered arms.

      “I am so sorry,” I apologized as I scrambled to my feet.

      “Are you okay?” a deep scratchy voice asked.

      “That was incredibly clumsy. I am so sorry,” I repeated, ignoring the question and trying to straighten my clothes before realizing I had dropped my pad in my fall. Looking around and avoiding eye contact with everyone to hopefully hide my blush, I came up empty-handed.

      “Looking for this?” the man asked, picking up the pad from his lap and holding it out.

      I could feel my face heat with embarrassment, but when I finally got the courage to look into the eyes of the stranger who’d caught me, another part of my anatomy began to heat. His eyes were the warmest amber flanked by long eyelashes, and the creases at the corners told the story of a man who liked to smile. He was not currently smiling, though. His expression was one of concern and I desperately wanted the chance to see that smile.

      “Are you, okay, darlin’?” the man asked with a southern drawl so thick it was obvious the large Stetson on his head might not be just for show.

      I searched my mind for what to say but came up with absolutely nothing. As I continued to stare at the handsome stranger, his expression changed from concern to curiosity and his lips turned up in a small smirk.

      “Cat got your tongue?” he asked.

      “Something like that.” I finally managed to speak, and thankfully didn’t announce what I had actually been thinking about which was what I really wanted to do with my tongue.

      Then it happened. He full-on smiled and to make matters worse, he winked.

      He winked! He winked and I prayed the bottom of the plane would open up so I could freefall into the ocean and away from the mortification that was my current situation.

      “I believe this belongs to you.” He held the pad up again and I took it.

      “Thank you. I really am so sorry. I’ll make it up to you somehow.”

      “It really was no problem. If catching a beautiful woman in my arms is the worst thing that happens to me today then I’ll consider myself a lucky man.”

      I giggled and rolled my eyes. “Beautiful, ha! You’re quite the charmer.”

      “I just call it like I see it, darlin’.”

      “Yeah, okay. Whatever you say.”

      His smile faded and his jaw twitched just slightly. “I hope you’re not puttin’ yourself down.” His words sounded like a warning, and the tone of deep growl in his voice caused a shiver to run through me.

      I was thankful the extra padding in my bra hid the fact that my nipples had tightened so hard they almost hurt. “I, umm, I’ve got to get going.” I turned on my heel and hightailed it back to the front of the plane.

      “Trade me.” I shoved the pad at Gary.

      “Why? What have you been doing all this time?” he questioned, looking at the blank pad.

      “I fell. I need a minute.”

      “Oh, honey, are you hurt? Did you hit your head? Make sure you fill out an incident report.” Gary rapid-fired words at me as we shifted and traded spaces.

      “I’m fine. I just need to catch my breath,” I lied. Well, it wasn’t really a lie. I needed to calm my raging hormones before I jumped into the lap of a complete stranger and begged him to have his way with me.

      “What the hell is wrong with me?” I whispered to myself as I peeked out from my hiding place only to find Mr. Cowboy staring in my direction. I pulled back quickly into my safe spot. Damn was he sexy. I fanned myself and poured a cold cup of water.

      This is out of control. I’m a professional woman, and I am around handsome men all the time. I can handle one growly cowboy.

      Resolute to not let him fluster me any further, I finished readying the drink cart for Gary.
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      Owen

      I couldn’t take my eyes away from the spot I’d watched the enchanting little stewardess disappear. I wanted to talk to her more, see if she was all right. It was a long flight and if she’d twisted her ankle or anything of the like, she would need to get some ice on it and elevate the injury or she would be in a world of hurt. The peppy young man who had replaced her approached, and I told myself to mind my own business and order a drink.

      “Can I get you anything, sir?” the young man asked, and I looked at his nametag before responding. Why hadn’t I looked at her nametag?

      “Hello, Gary. Yes, as a matter of fact you can. I’ll have whiskey on the rocks, and can you please tell me the name of your coworker?”

      Gary was taken aback. “Is there a problem, sir?” he asked carefully.

      “No, no not at all. She took a little bit of a fall, and I just wanted to make sure she is okay.”

      “Don’t worry about Laylah. She’s a tough cookie.”

      “That’s what I’m afraid of.” I couldn’t stop the words from coming out a bit gruffly. I loved a good, strong, independent woman, but when those attributes kept them from seeking help when they sincerely needed it, that was when they needed Daddy to step in and take control of the situation. Unfortunately, I was not Laylah’s Daddy.

      Taking a deep breath, I gave Gary a half smile. “Keep a close eye on her, please?”

      “Of course.” He smiled back and continued on with his job. Laylah peeked out from behind the wall a couple more times before Gary joined her and they both emerged with a cart full of drinks. I watched closely trying to gauge if she was limping or anything but with the cart and Gary blocking my view, I could not see much.

      I patiently bided my time until they got to my row and she was handing me my drink.

      “Are you okay?”

      “I’m fine. Thank you.” She tried to blow me off with a halfhearted smile, but I could see the pain and discomfort in her eyes.

      “I have been a rancher my entire life and when you work with animals that can’t communicate when they are in pain, you learn to read their eyes. Your eyes are telling me a different story than your mouth is, darlin’.”

      She swallowed hard and her eyes darted all over. I had her off balance, which was exactly what I’d intended to happen.

      She faltered for a second before I watched the moment she blocked me out. “I’ll be fine. It’s none of your concern, so if that will be all, sir, I have other passengers to serve.”

      “For now, but don’t think I’m not watching.” It sounded like I was some sort of creepy stalker, but I didn’t care. Everything about this woman screamed at my Daddy side, and if I saw one sign that she was dealing with more than a slight discomfort, I was going to show her just how “concerned” I could become.

      After about an hour of milling about, Laylah finally found a seat in the front of the plane. It was a long flight, and I could feel the pull of sleep calling to me. I watched discreetly as Laylah leaned her head back and closed her eyes, and with most of the other passengers already asleep, I felt comfortable giving in to the sweet allure of rest.
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      Owen

      I was jarred awake when the lights in the cabin were turned on and the captain’s voice came over the intercom announcing our descent into Heathrow Airport. I could not believe I’d slept the majority of the flight, but it had been a trying few days leading up to the trip with making sure everything would run smoothly while I was gone. There were no vacation days on a ranch, so I’d needed to hire extra help. I was fortunate in that didn’t cause any financial hardship, but I like my ranch to run a certain way. Finding and training individuals in a short amount of time was not an easy feat.

      As soon as I got my wits about me, my eyes scanned the plane for Laylah. She was carrying a plastic bag down the aisle collecting trash. She was limping pretty seriously and had changed from her dress shoes to plain white sneakers. Her gaze met mine and I shook my head. Unable to sit idle and watch her in pain any longer I stood from my seat and blocked her path.

      “Give me the bag, darlin’,” I demanded.

      “What? Why? Sir, please stay in your seat. We are getting ready to land.”

      “I’ll sit back down after I have collected the garbage for you. You go sit back down.”

      “I can’t… you can’t do that. It’s my job.”

      “I need to stretch my legs and you need to be off that ankle. Go sit before I complain to the airlines about letting their employees work injured and endangering them and the other passengers. What if we hit unexpected turbulence and you fall and land on the lap of someone not prepared to catch you?”

      She blushed and tears filled her eyes. I thought I saw a little bit of relief as she handed me the bag and hobbled back to her seat.

      Good girl.

      I kept the sentiment to myself and turned to complete her task. A few of the passengers eyed me skeptically, others paid no attention, but one elderly woman stopped me with a hand to my forearm.

      “I saw what you did for that young woman. It’s nice to see chivalry is not dead.”

      I smiled at her and tipped my hat. After making it the length of the plane, I returned the bag to a very confused and intrigued Gary and made my way back to my seat.
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      Laylah

      I couldn’t believe I’d let that man collect the trash for me, but I was beyond exhausted, and my ankle had swollen to twice its size and was throbbing with each beat of my heart. I’d never been more thankful for a bossy man in my entire life. I was counting the hours that were between me and the tub in my hotel room where I planned to soak while enjoying a bottle of wine.

      “Girl, what is happening right now?” Gary asked.

      “He threatened to complain to the airline if I didn’t give him the bag,” I defended myself.

      “I told you I would do the collecting and you refused.”

      “Yeah, well…”

      “Apparently, Mr. Sexy Daddy Cowboy with the Nice Ass and Growly Voice is more persuasive.” He smiled and I was relieved to see he was not upset with me.

      “Apparently.” I sighed and watched the cowboy confidently saunter down the aisle like he owned the plane and had done this every day of his life.

      “You should go for it,” Gary said.

      “Go for what?” I replied, playing dumb.

      Gary rolled his eyes. “Please. You know exactly what I’m saying. If I wasn’t a happily married man, I’d be all over that.” He put his hand out and waved it in the air.

      “You know as well as I do that nothing could ever happen. He’s a passenger, I’m a flight attendant. I know nothing about him, and he knows nothing about me.”

      “Baby, that’s the best kind of hook up. You’ve got three days here. Live a little.”

      “Not happening. I don’t do hookups, and in case you haven’t noticed, I kind of have a situation to deal with.” I gestured toward my ankle.

      “You’re a damsel in distress. Men love that shit.”

      “Knock it off.” I laughed as Mr. Sexy Daddy Cowboy made his way back to the front of the plane with the full bag of garbage. I couldn’t take my eyes off him as he turned and then retraced his steps to hand the bag to Gary.

      “She should sit for the remainder of our time in the air,” the bossy cowboy dictated.

      “Yes, sir.” Gary smiled.

      The man nodded and returned to his seat.

      I immediately started to stand to help Gary finish cabin prep, but he stayed me with his hand. “You heard Daddy. You need to sit.”

      “He’s not the boss of us.” I crossed my arms over my chest.

      “Maybe not, but my fantasies of him throwing me over his knee and spankin’ my ass for not obeying his dictates is gonna be masturbation fodder until the end of time.” Gary fanned himself dramatically.

      “You’re so ridiculous,” I countered, shaking my head and ignoring what the dictates did to my girly parts. The man was infuriatingly bossy and pushy, yet the idea that he was trying to take care of me, a perfect stranger, warmed me to my bones. “What am I supposed to do, sit here and watch you take care of everything?”

      “Yep,” Gary answered as he turned back to his tasks of cleaning up and putting everything back where it belonged. “Here you can finalize the inventory sheets.”

      Happy to at least have one thing I could do, I tried to focus on the paper in front of me, but the throbbing in my ankle was worsening, and every time I looked up, I caught the eyes of my cowboy. I squirmed under his warm gaze and wished there was actually a world where I would ever see him again.
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      The plane landed and taxied to the gate with no issues despite the worsening winter weather outside. The passengers began to deplane, and I couldn’t help but watch the cowboy ready himself to walk out of my life forever. It sounded a little dramatic, even to my own mind, but it was true. I could have kicked myself for not getting the chance to talk to him a little bit more. Hell, I didn’t even know the man’s name.

      As he got closer I tried to think of something, anything to say to him, but no words would come.

      “Thank you for your help,” was what I eventually said as I stuck my hand out to him. He looked at it with a fascinated grin before taking it and boldly bringing my hand to his lips.

      “The pleasure was all mine.” Lowering our connected hands, he smiled hugely. “Until we meet again, darlin’.”

      I nodded and forced my feet to stay rooted to the ground so I didn’t chase him down the jetway and beg him to take me with him.

      “I can tell you one thing,” Gary said from behind me. “The next thing I buy my husband is going to be a cowboy hat because… damn!”

      I teasingly elbowed him. “You’re not helping.”

      “Helping what? I already told you, you should let that man have his way with you.”

      “Gary, we know nothing about him. He could be married for all we know.”

      “No ring.”

      “Maybe he lost it.”

      “Mmm-mmm. No sign of a ring. Trust me he is not married.”

      “It doesn’t matter. He’s gone. I’ll never see him again.” I sighed.

      “Never say never, honey. Never say never.”
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      Owen

      I couldn’t leave her. It was a long walk from the gate to anywhere and she really shouldn’t be walking around on that ankle. I also didn’t want to get her in any kind of trouble with work by alerting an airport member that she needed help. Wracking my mind, I came up with a plan.

      “Excuse me, ma’am,” I said as I approached the gate desk. “Would there be any way I could get a wheelchair? A friend of mine twisted her ankle, and I’d like to keep her off of it on our long walk out of here.”

      “Sure, let me order one.”

      She picked up her phone and I smiled at my genius plan. I would be able to help Laylah and spend more time getting to know her better. Two birds, one stone.

      “It will only be a couple of minutes.”

      “Thank you so much.”

      I moved off to the side to wait and watched the steady stream of passengers come through the exit. It would be at least ten minutes before everyone was off the plane, and I wasn’t sure how long after that until Laylah would follow, but I had nowhere to be today. The reading of my great aunt’s will wasn’t until mid-morning tomorrow. The flow of passengers began to reduce just as an airport employee brought me the wheelchair. I took it and agreed to return it to one of the security desks when I was finished with it.

      A few minutes after the last passenger came out, I could see Gary attempting to assist Laylah through the boarding bridge. Abandoning the wheelchair, I went to them, and without preamble, I scooped Laylah off her feet and into my arms.

      “Whoa,” she squealed as she threw her arms around my neck and held on for dear life.

      “Gary, would you mind bringing her bag?”

      “Yes, sir, Mr…” he questioned.

      “Michaels. Owen Michaels.” I stuck out my hand and he took it with a huge smile on his face.

      “Gary Smith,” he replied as he picked up the handle of the carryon Laylah had dropped when she saw me coming.

      “Put me down,” she angry-whispered.

      “I will in a minute,” I assured her, pretty positive she wouldn’t like the wheelchair any better than she liked being carried, but also not planning to give her a choice. Sure enough, when we made it to the wheelchair and I lowered her into it, she jumped out of the seat like a snake had bitten her backside. My hand tingled with the itch to swat that same backside, but I could not do that. Not here and not now.

      “Look, darlin’, I am not in the business of making beautiful young women do things against their will—”

      “You could have fooled me,” she huffed, rolling her eyes. “I’m perfectly capable of walking but you’re trying to treat me like some sort of… of invalid!” Her attempt to stomp her foot was cute but failed miserably when her injured ankle protested the shift in her weight, leaving her wobbling and flailing her arms as it gave way. Both Gary and I reached for her at the same time. Between the two of us, she didn’t stand a chance and found herself returned to the chair.

      “I assure you, you may believe everything I say. I’ll add that I’m also not above educating a stubborn young woman that actions have consequences.” Her mouth opened and I was willing to bet she was about to protest yet again. However, when I crossed my arms over my chest and arched my brow, her eyes widened, her mouth closed and though she swallowed hard, she remained silent.

      “Thank you,” I said, allowing my posture to relax. “I am also not going to leave here thinking you are stranded and hurt when there is something I can do, so you are going to keep your little bottom in that seat, and we are going to talk about where you need to go. I will help you get there, and then and only then, will I feel comfortable leaving you to your own devices, understand?”

      “You don’t have to… I mean, I don’t need…” She paused and shook her head. “I don’t want to keep you. You must have somewhere you have to be.”

      “No, I do not have anywhere I need to be until tomorrow. Not to mention I am in a foreign country in the middle of a snowstorm. You are not keeping me from anything.”

      “I vote for keeping him.”

      We both turned our gazes from each other to Gary. His huge grin told us he was well aware we’d actually forgotten we weren’t alone.

      “That’s two votes to one,” I said as if we’d all decided to settle her objections the democratic way. Bending down, I arranged the footrest on the chair, carefully guided her feet onto it, and then stood and went behind the chair to grab the handles. “If you’ll be so kind as to lead the way, Gary?”

      “Passport control is this way,” he said, turning to join the flow of traffic heading for customs.

      When we reached the official entry area, Laylah grinned when I realized that there were separate lines for passengers and airline personnel. Before I could think of a way to handle the need for us to split up, Gary literally took over.

      “I’ve got her Mr. Michaels. We’ll meet you right over there,” he said, pointing toward some chairs placed outside the restricted area.

      “Thanks,” I said. Relinquishing the hold on the chair’s handles, I bent down to speak to Laylah and saw her shiver. I straightened and shrugged out of my jacket, tucking it around her shoulders. Tugging it closed, I waited until she took the fabric in her hands before I released it. “I’ll see you in just a few minutes, little one.”

      She stared up at me with big brown eyes, tears forming in the corners. “Why are you being so kind to me?” she asked.

      “Because I want to and trust me when I say I am a man who usually gets what he wants.” Though I didn’t add that what I really wanted was a beautiful stubborn little flight attendant named Laylah, I was pretty sure by the sudden flush of pink on her cheeks that I didn’t need to. With a tip of my hat, I left them and flipped an imaginary coin in my head to choose which line I’d join.

      Luck was with me as my line moved along as quickly as could be expected. My carryon was cleared, and I was asked if I was traveling for business or pleasure. “Hopefully both,” I admitted, looking toward where I’d seen Gary disappearing with Laylah.

      My passport was stamped, and I was officially welcomed to the United Kingdom and wished a good visit.

      “Thank you,” I said automatically. The agent handed my passport back and I was free to go. I wasted no time in making my way toward the area Gary had indicated. I had a moment of disappointment when I didn’t see them, but a second later, I watched as Gary wheeled the chair out of a small store, a large bottle of water tucked under his arm.

      I rejoined them. “Thanks,” I said as Gary stepped aside, returning our charge to me.

      “You’re welcome,” he said, shaking my offered hand before looking down at his friend. “Laylah, are you going to be okay?” Gary questioned.

      She looked up at me and back at him. “Yes, I’ll be fine. Thanks for picking up my slack today.”

      “No problem, have a good few days off. See you soon and don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.” He winked and blew her a kiss before hurrying away.

      “Thank you,” I told Laylah when her attention turned back to me.

      “For what?”

      “Trusting me to take care of you.”

      She sighed. “I mean it’s kind of a safe bet at this point. We’re in a pretty busy airport.”

      “True enough,” I replied. “Now, where do you need to go and when do you need to be there?”

      Laylah was quiet for a moment, and she looked around as if she wasn’t sure what the answer to my question was.

      “Do you have time to join me for a bite to eat?” I coaxed. “Then once you’ve got something in your stomach, we can find you some anti-inflammatories.”

      “Yeah, I think that would be good,” she answered.

      “That looks like it hurts.” I gestured to her ankle, and she nodded.

      “It didn’t feel this bad before but—”

      “You exacerbated it by being stubborn,” I informed her, giving her the best Daddy look I could muster.

      She shrunk slightly in the chair. “Maybe.”

      “Maybe my back end,” I grumbled. “What would you like to eat?”

      “I eat pretty much anything, except green beans. I don’t eat green beans.” She scrunched her nose and shuddered like she could taste the vegetable just by saying its name.

      “I don’t think you are in danger of green beans here.”  As I walked down the concourse, the pace was slow enough I could look around. “How about Altitude? Looks like they have sandwiches, burgers, soups, salads, and a few other choices.”

      “Sounds good.”

      We made our way to the restaurant that thankfully did not have a wait list. We were greeted by a peppy hostess who introduced herself as Lily and quickly shown to our table.

      Laylah protested slightly when I asked for something wheelchair accessible, but one hard look and her argument was quelled.

      “You do not need to be on that foot any more than necessary,” I informed my pouting little companion after the hostess handed us a couple of menus before walking away.

      “What if someone else needs this table and we took it? That’s not right.”

      I almost rolled my eyes at her outrage, but I didn’t want her to think I was insensitive to the needs of others. On the contrary, I would rather stand and eat than take a seat from someone who might need it.

      “I can see the entrance from here. If I see anyone who may need this table, then we will gladly move, but look around, darlin’. There are plenty of tables just like this one.”

      She sighed and glanced around before accepting my answer and picking up the menu.

      “I think I’ll just have dessert,” she declared a few minutes after perusing the choices.

      “You will eat something healthy before you order anything sweet,” I replied without thinking. This girl was not mine. I had no right to judge her food choices, yet I didn’t care a lick, and I was going to stand by my directive come hell or high water.

      “I... you… what? You can’t make me eat something I don’t want to.”

      “That is correct, and I can’t think of a situation where I would ‘make’ you eat anything you didn’t prefer. However, I can stand up and wheel you right out of here and forgo this meal altogether.” It was an empty threat. I needed Laylah to eat so I could find her some medicine. Hoping she wouldn’t call my bluff, I met her challenging look with one of my own.

      I’m not going to back down, little girl, I thought as I watched her demeanor change the longer we stared at one another. Her shoulders dropped and she picked up her menu once again.

      “Okay, fine, I’ll order food, but not because you’re making me but because I’m hungry.”

      It was an adorable little protest and one I would gladly accept if it meant she was going to eat. It also made me smile seeing the cuffs of my jacket’s sleeves slipping down to cover her hands as she put the menu down. She was a petite woman to begin with but looked even smaller in a coat several sizes too large. I had to admit, it made a picture I would never tire of seeing.

    

  







            Chapter 4

          

        

      

    

    




      Laylah

      The man was infuriating, yet every single time he got bossy, my body responded in ways no man has incited before. I was pretty sure my panties were soaked through, and it was very uncomfortable in more ways than one. The way he took care of me was another thing I wasn’t used to. I was independent. I liked it that way. My parents said I’d been that way since birth. So why did his nurturing make me want to crawl into his lap and call him Daddy?

      Dammit, Gary. That thought never would have even crossed my mind if it wasn’t for him. Maybe. I pulled Owen’s coat tighter around me and amended my thoughts. Gary or no Gary, Daddy fantasies had definitely been in my thoughts from the moment I’d fallen into this cowboy’s arms.

      We ordered our food and made easy conversation. He asked about my job, and I asked about his. I learned that he was living on and working a ranch that had been in his family for hundreds of years. He had a younger brother who lived on the ranch as well, but they each had their own home on the property. His parents had passed a few years prior, and he was in England for the reading of a will from a long-estranged aunt.

      “Aunt Dorothy never had children of her own and she and my father had a falling out just after I was born, but she always sent me and Liam cards with money in them for every holiday. It pissed Dad off, so he took the money and put it in bank accounts for us and didn’t let us touch a dime of it until we graduated high school. We ended up with a pretty sizeable amount, so it was pretty cool, but growing up, we used to get so upset with him.”

      “I imagine.” I loved listening to him talk about his past and his family. His voice was raspy and deep, and he would stop and chuckle at some memory he was having. It was mesmerizing. I think I could listen to you talk all day.

      “Likewise, darlin’,” he answered, and I jumped and covered my mouth.

      “Oh, my heck, I can’t believe I said that out loud. I blame the pain and exhaustion.” I squirmed in the wheelchair.

      “If you’re finished, we can find you some medicine and maybe some ice? You never told me where you were headed.”

      “I’m staying here in the airport. I have three days off.”

      “You’re staying here?” He pointed at the floor with confusion and concern written all over his features.

      “Well, not here, here,” I clarified with a smile. “I have a room in the Aerotel London in Terminal Three. I can check in whenever I’m ready.”

      “I see. Well then, I think we should get you to your room so you can rest, and I’ll be on my way.”

      Suddenly the idea of going to the tiny hotel room and being alone for three days sounded like a terrible plan. I didn’t want him to leave, but there was no way to make him stay.

      I nibbled the side of my lip. “I guess so. I have some ibuprofen in my bag.” I tried to stand to reach for my luggage and Owen cleared his throat.

      “Sit. Down,” he growled, and I froze.

      My entire body shuddered, and my mouth went dry. “Sorry.” I sank back into the chair.

      “I am here to help you for as long as you will allow me. You just have to ask for what you need.”

      If only he knew what thoughts his dictate made dance through my head. Thankfully, I kept them in my mind where they belonged though I could feel heat racing through me and knew my face was flushed. “Would you please pass me my luggage,” I asked quietly, bending forward a bit in an attempt to hide my blush.

      “It’d be my pleasure.” He stood from his seat and came around the table. I gasped as his hands grabbed my waist to lift me just enough to scoot me back in the wheelchair. His grin had me flushing yet again, and when he reached to tuck a strand of hair behind my ear, it took everything I had not to lean into the touch. He stepped back and then gently laid the small suitcase on my lap. I took out some pills and accepted the glass of water Owen had retrieved from the table. Popping them into my mouth, I took a big swig of water and swallowed them down.

      He watched me closely, never moving from my side. “Would you like to check my mouth to see if I swallowed them?” I sassed.

      A slow smile curled his lips up and without a word, he leaned down and pressed his lips against mine. I closed my eyes and accepted his gift as I took in the scent of him. He was a mixture of earthy freshness, mint and leather, an aroma I had been enjoying ever since he tucked his coat around me. Owen’s scent was one I wanted to hold on to and remember for the rest of my life. Gently, he coaxed my mouth open with his tongue. I was a willing participant in our little dance as I moved my tongue against his, tasting him. I reached my arms up and wrapped them around his neck, pulling him as close as I could.

      “This is a customer service announcement. We regret to inform you that due to a sudden change in weather conditions, all flights have been grounded until further notice. Passengers in need of assistance please report to the information desk.” The voice coming through the intercom broke through our moment.

      Groans and mutters came from the diners around us, but since the announcement didn’t really affect either of us, I was happy to keep kissing. Owen took a deep breath and rested his forehead on mine.

      “I should probably apologize for that, but I really don’t want to.”

      “I don’t want you to either,” I admitted. “As a matter of fact, I would like a repeat, please.”

      Owen smiled his award-winning smile and shook his head. “I think you might be more trouble than you let on, and as much as I would love to keep right on kissing that beautiful mouth of yours, I think we need to think about our surroundings.” He looked around and I followed suit.

      “No one even knows we exist.”

      “Yes, well, if I lift you out of that chair and lay you on the table, they might take notice.”

      “Oh.” I didn’t know how to respond to that, but I really did like the way it sounded.

      “No cabs, no rooms, no nothing. What the hell are we supposed to do, sleep in the airport?” A man spoke way too loudly as he slammed his cell phone down on the bar.

      “That doesn’t sound good,” I said as Owen moved back to his seat and pulled out his wallet.

      “Guess I’ll be finding my own quiet corner to call home for a bit.” He smiled, seemingly unbothered by his current situation.

      “I have a room,” I reminded him.

      “Good thing because it sounds like you would be up a creek without a paddle.”

      “No, I mean… maybe… you could share my room?”

      Owen tipped his head to the side and raised his brows. “You sure about that, darlin’? We’re strangers.”

      “Well, you’ve been so kind, and I’d like to repay the favor, and maybe I’d be interested in another one of those kisses you tried to apologize for.”

      “Maybe you would be interested?”

      “Okay, so maybe there is no maybe, but you should also know I never do this.”

      “Do what?”

      “This!” I gestured between us. “Kiss random strangers and invite them to share my hotel room after only knowing them for an hour.”

      “I kissed you.”

      “What?”

      “You said you don’t make a habit of kissing random strangers, but I kissed you.”

      “Semantics.” I rolled my eyes. “Listen, if you don’t want to accept my offer that’s fine. I can get one of the airport employees to help me to Terminal Three and—”

      “Whoa, whoa there. Take a deep breath. I never said I wasn’t interested in your offer; I was merely making sure you were sure.”

      “I’m sure,” I answered.

      “Well then, what do you say we get a move on?”
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      Owen

      This trip just kept getting better and better and to think it was supposed to be Liam coming for the will reading because I hated to travel, but he got sick at the last minute, and we’d swapped the ticket to my name. I wondered how this would affect the reading, but I could call the lawyer tomorrow. I was in no hurry to leave Laylah. We made our way through the tunnel from Terminal Two to Terminal Three through the throngs of people rushing from here to there. Why and where they were rushing to was an absolute mystery as it sounded like we were all here for the long haul, but what did I know?

      “We don’t get this kind of weather in Texas,” I mused.

      Laylah whipped around in her seat, almost knocking the suitcase from her lap. “You live in Texas?”

      “Yes, ma’am, I do.”

      “My parents live in Dallas.”

      “I’m in Waco, so not too far. Small world isn’t it?”

      “Yeah.” She sighed and turned back around. I wondered what kinds of thoughts were rolling through her head, but now was not the time or place to delve into anything.

      “Holy Hannah,” Laylah said as we got closer to the hotel. “It’s going to take hours just to talk to someone.” Her voice was almost whiny, and it was the cutest sound I’d ever heard.

      “You stay put and let me handle this.”

      “You’re so bossy,” she grumbled with an eye roll.

      “If your butt leaves this chair, you are going to see a whole different side of my bossiness.”

      I loved the way her eyes widened, and the prettiest pink rushed up from beneath the collar of my jacket to flood her face when I made one of my dictates. If this woman wasn’t a submissive in need of a stern Daddy, then I would eat my hat. Time would tell.

      I parked the wheelchair out of the way and leaned down to whisper in her ear. “Be a good girl for Daddy.” It was a bold thing to say. She could have turned and slapped me in the face and told me to take a hike, but she didn’t.

      Gasping, she turned to look at me. I took the opportunity to kiss her again. I couldn’t help myself, but when she reached up to hold on to me, I took a step back.

      “Soon, baby. Very soon.”

      I left her there to think about all that had happened and went to get access to our room. The mass of people surrounding the hotel desk was thick, but it didn’t stop me from shoving my way through the impatient crowd.

      “Wait your turn, bloke. We all want a room.”

      “I have a reservation already.”

      “Likely story,” he grumbled, but I didn’t care.

      I needed to get Laylah into her room in order to get her ankle elevated and explore every inch of her body with my tongue.

      Oh hell. That thought had my already hard cock throbbing with excitement. Down boy, we need to make the lady comfortable first, I informed my wayward body.

      Trying to get the attention of one of the desk clerks was damn near impossible. If one of them said, “I’ll be right with you,” one more time, I was going to jump over the desk and check Laylah in by myself.

      As one of the clerks made her way past again, I reached out and grabbed her arm.

      “Sir!” she yelled, and I let go right away. I needed to calm my impatience before I got us thrown out of here.

      “My apologies, ma’am, but I need to speak with someone right now. I have a reservation. It has been on the books for days, and my girl is hurt, and I need to get her to bed to rest.” I made it sound a lot more dire than it might have been, but dammit, this was ridiculous.

      She sighed and looked around. “I’m supposed to make you wait in line.”

      “I’ll gladly wait in line if you can answer one question for me. Do any of these people have a reservation?”

      “Probably not.”

      “May I make a suggestion then? Would your management be willing to create two different queues? One for checking in and one for reservations.”

      “That’s what we usually do, but it got so crazy after the announcement, and we haven’t been able to rein it in.” She looked tired and frustrated, and I felt bad for being so demanding.

      “Where do you want people with reservations to go?”

      She pointed to a sign on the right that said “Check-In”.

      I nodded and turned around to the crowd. Putting my thumb and middle finger in my mouth, I gave my loudest whistle. The people closest to me covered their ears at the shrill sound, but it had the effect I needed it to, and the crowd quieted.

      “May I have your attention, please. No one is going to get what they want or need with this kind of behavior,” I scolded. “If you are looking to make reservations, kindly form three lines to your left. If you need to check-in, then move to the right. If we all cooperate, maybe these poor people will be able to do their jobs.”

      I turned back to the clerk who was wearing a relieved smile. Her coworkers began to grin and nod their approval as the crowd of people separated to form three long lines and a couple of people filtered over to the check-in area.

      “Thank you so much, we almost had to call the police.”

      “No problem. Now would you mind directing one of your coworkers to the check-in desk?”

      “Absolutely, sir,” she assured me with a nod before she scurried away.

      I got behind a couple who were in line already. The man turned to me and smiled. “Please, go ahead of us. You’ve probably saved us at least an hour in line.”

      “That’s not necessary,” I said.

      “That really was brilliant, sir. We thank you.” The woman beamed.

      “My pleasure, ma’am,” I replied, tipping my hat.

      It only took a couple more minutes for them to check-in and then it was my turn. When I explained that I wished to pay for the room though the registration was in a different name, the clerk just nodded.

      “The name on the reservation, sir?”

      “Miss Becker,” I provided, having learned Laylah’s surname from the luggage tag on her suitcase. With a few clicks on the keyboard, he swapped out Laylah’s credit card information for mine so I’d be charged for the room.

      “Enjoy your stay with us, Mr. Michaels,” he said, accepting the charge slip I’d signed.

      “That’s the plan,” I assured him. With two keys in hand, I thanked him and made my way back to my roommate.

      Laylah sat watching people move around her, and I took a moment to take in her adorable features. She had big bright brown eyes, a perfect little nose, and lips I could spend the rest of my life kissing.

      Whoa, brother, hold your horses. You two just met. I could practically hear Liam as he volunteered his advice.

      Advice that was both unsought and unnecessary. With my eyes on Laylah, I offered my little brother words of wisdom that meant far more to me. Mama always said, “When you know, you know.” As if Liam were actually able to hear me, I added, “And believe me, little brother, I know.”

      When Laylah turned and found me, breaking into a bright smile that lit her entire face, I knew right then and there that walking away from this woman would be the hardest thing I’d ever have to do in my life. Hopefully, she would eventually feel the same about me and it wouldn’t come to that. I moved toward her and held up the keycards.

      “We’re in.”

      “My hero.” She gushed exaggeratedly and then giggled and shook her head. “I can’t believe you just bossed that entire crowd of people.”

      “Cute, injured women, angry mobs, hotel employees—my bossiness knows no bounds.” I winked.

      “Apparently, I’m in more trouble than I originally thought.”

      “If you are a good girl, you will have nothing to worry about,” I assured her.

      “And if I'm not?” she pushed.

      Perhaps if she’d asked the question out of simple curiosity, I would have reacted differently. But, when it was uttered a little breathlessly and accompanied by a look in her eyes that telegraphed a mixture of playfulness and a need I wasn’t sure she even recognized as desire, I couldn’t stop the slow grin from curling my lips. If she wanted to play this game than I would gladly play, but the little minx should know one thing before we began.

      I would win.

      I crouched down so she wouldn’t need to crane her head back to look at me. This was far too important to miss. Once our gazes locked, I took her hands in mine, the slight trembling of her fingers having nothing to do with being cold. Each little quiver revealed the nerves she couldn’t conceal despite her teasing bravado. I watched as the tip of her tongue darted out to run over her bottom lip and felt my cock twitch as a completely different scenario flashed across my mind. But it wasn’t yet time for that portion of our play.

      Ignoring the crowd still milling around us, I answered her question as if we were the only two people in the entire hotel. I spoke slowly, clearly, allowing each word its own moment of time to impart its importance. “If you’re not, then I will turn you over my knee, take down your pants, lower your panties and redden your bare backside until you realize the error of your ways. Then when you are back to being my obedient little girl, I will flip you over and make love with you until you come, screaming my name.”

      “Holy Hannah,” she breathed.
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      Laylah

      This man could not be for real could he? And was I really going to share my room with a complete stranger? Who had taken over my body? I felt like an outsider watching a movie. I wouldn’t be surprised to see an empty pod that had split open when this version of Laylah Becker crawled from it. I had no more control over my mouth or my body than a grain of sand had against a wave bearing down on the beach. I was completely helpless to the magnetic pull that I had to Owen. For some reason, I really didn’t seem to care.

      I heard Gary’s voice in my head cheering me on. He would not believe this story once I had the chance to tell him. And the Daddy talk? Had Gary somehow manifested that for me? Was that even a thing?

      “I can hear your brain from here, darlin’,” Owen said as he gave my fingers a squeeze before reaching to release the brakes of the wheelchair. “All kidding aside, I am not a man who would do anything to a woman without her express consent. I need you to know that anything and everything we do will be consensual, and if you change your mind at any moment, then we stop. You have total control over that.”

      I had the distinct impression that despite his words, Owen was not a man to be kidding. At least not about something as important as this. It was as if his words had served as far more than just an answer to my question. Granted, it was an answer that might have been a bit shocking but had been delivered with complete honesty. I had absolutely no doubt that he’d meant every single word he’d said. I could only respond in the same vein.

      “I don’t think I want to be in control,” I confessed.

      “Don’t get me wrong, if you decide to submit to me, the only thing you will have control over is if we stop. We don’t know each other well enough to conduct this any other way.”

      “Conduct? You make this sound like a business transaction.”

      “Your body, your safety and well-being are all very serious business.” His look was solemn, and I tried to wrap my mind around everything that was happening.

      A loud sound caused me to jump in the chair and give a sharp squeal.

      “Shh, you’re okay,” Owen said, stroking his fingers over my fingers clenching the arm of the wheelchair. “An uneven load,” he continued, nodding toward a man who was righting a suitcase that had evidently fallen from the luggage cart he was piling high with his family’s belongings. A little boy no older than four offered his help by holding up his backpack.

      Instead of simply accepting the small bag, the father lifted his son and set him on top of the largest suitcase on the cart. The interruption had me smiling and also served to remind me we were still sitting in the hotel lobby. I could feel my face flush at the thought of being overheard speaking about things best kept between only the two of us.

      “Can we maybe finish this conversation in privacy?” I almost pleaded as I returned my gaze to Owen. I needed to get my mind and body under some sort of control. Maybe I wasn’t thinking clearly due to lack of sleep? Or maybe it was pain, even though that seemed to be subsiding? Surely a combination of both of those could have anyone making questionable decisions.

      “Absolutely.”

      The hotel was decorated in a simple yet elegant fashion with a lot of neutral colors and clean lines. The halls were narrow, just big enough for the width of the wheelchair. The elevators were compact as well, but we managed to get to our room without issues.

      Owen opened the door and I looked inside.

      “Yikes. I knew these rooms were small, but with two people in here, we are barely going to be able to move around.”

      “We won’t need to. Once we get settled and I get you in bed, I will not be letting you up for a while,” Owen informed me as he took the suitcase off my lap and put it in the small closet with his. My mouth fell open and I stared at him. “Get your mind out of the gutter, darlin’. You need to get that ankle elevated and the best place to do that is the bed.”

      “Oh.”

      “Now, if we get into other bedroom activities later on then it might be a different story, but for now I think you need to rest.” He winked, his grin both amused and wickedly promising, and I felt my panties soak through.

      This man is going to kill me, I swore to myself. I’d never been so horny in my entire life. I needed a moment alone, so I said the first thing that came to mind.

      “I think I need a shower. I can’t rest when I don’t feel clean.”

      “Fair enough, let me help you to the bathroom, and then I will go return the wheelchair. Do you need anything from your bag?”

      “Yes, my toiletries and fresh clothes.”

      Owen retrieved the suitcase and laid it on the bed, then he lifted me from the chair and gently set me next to my bag. Leaving the chair in the hall for a moment, he shut the door behind him. “Get what you need. I’m going to use the facilities and I’ll be right out.”

      He went into the bathroom and slid the door shut. I quickly got what I needed from my bag including some fresh panties because mine were definitely in desperate need of being changed even if I hadn’t been about to shower. I always packed extra undergarments as a habit, and it was a damn good thing because I had a feeling I would be changing them often.

      Unless you just don’t wear any.

      My wayward mind took me back to some of the sexy possibilities Owen had said to me. Between being his so-called good girl or a naughty girl, I couldn’t help but tremble as my bottom clenched and my sex dampened even more. Yep, a few additional pairs of panties were definitely going to come in handy.

      I was zipping my bag shut as he came out, and without a word, he returned it to the closet. Unbuttoning his jacket, I shrugged out of it and instantly felt its loss. I barely managed not to bury my face in the collar to imprint his scent on my brain. Instead, I smoothed my hand over the soft leather sleeve before holding it out to him. “Thank you for letting me borrow your coat. I hadn’t known how cold I was until you put it around me.” I must have shown my emotion because Owen smiled.

      “If it could speak, I’m sure my jacket would be the one extending its appreciation for being allowed to keep you warm,” he said.

      I’d grown up in Texas, had met my share of cowboys, but never had I known one who spoke in such a way that had me pausing to reflect on each word’s meaning. He took the coat but instead of putting it on, he laid it on the bed beside me before kneeling in front of me.

      He removed my sneakers and socks and then lifted me again as if I weighed no more than a feather.

      I slid my arms around his neck wishing the room was a hundred times larger if only to allow me more time to enjoy the journey. He held me a little tighter for a brief moment before setting me on my feet in the bathroom.

      “Try not to put too much weight on your ankle.”

      “That shouldn’t be a problem.” I looked around the teeny tiny bathroom. It was equipped with bars on the wall in the shower as well as next to the toilet. I could use them to hold myself up if I needed to.

      “I’ll be back. Enjoy your shower.” Owen kissed my cheek and left me alone.

      I waited to hear the door latch behind him before I began to take my clothes off. I really wanted to be finished and dressed before he got back, but once I was standing under the hot spray of water, I found it hard to rush myself. The warmth of the water cascading over my body felt divine, and I let it permeate my skin and warm my sore muscles. I washed my hair and instantly began to dream that the hands massaging my scalp belonged to a big sexy cowboy. I let my imagination take over as his hands moved down to my neck and shoulders gently massaging the stress and tension from my body. His hands traveled further south, then skimmed my breasts. My nipples tightened as he teased them in tandem.

      A moan escaped my lips, and I let my head loll backwards. My pussy pulsed with need and my cowboy did not disappoint. Keeping one hand on my breast, his other made a light teasing trail down my torso, over my mound, and straight to the place I needed him the most.

      “Please,” I begged my imaginary partner as my fingers swirled around my clit. My knees shook as I applied more pressure, circling my aching bud over and over again until I could feel the pending orgasm as I switched breasts and continued to pleasure myself. I fantasized again that it was his hands strumming all the right places, saw his smile and smoldering amber eyes, heard his whispered, “Come for me, babygirl,” and that was all it took for me to reach my peak. I groaned as the orgasm rolled through me.

      “Everything okay in there?” Owen knocked and cracked the door open, making me jump in surprise and squeal as the interruption immediately yanked me out of my post-orgasm relaxation. “Is it your foot? Do you need help?” he asked.

      “No… I mean, yes, it's my ankle,” I lied, “but no I don’t need help. I’m almost finished.”

      “Okay, well I’m back if you need any assistance,” he said before shutting the door.

      I rested my head against the wall of the shower and cursed the well-meaning man to hell and back and wondered if he believed me or if I had made a giant fool of myself. It sounded like he believed me, but I’d been so lost in my fantasy I had no idea how much noise I’d made and how long he had actually been back. He’d given me a long look but not one that had brought to mind the feeling of being ogled. I gave a soft groan, suddenly absolutely positive he’d known exactly what I’d been doing but hadn’t been rude enough to call me out on it.

      Rinsing the soap from my hair and body, I turned off the water and grabbed my towel. Drying off and dressing in the tiny space would have been hard on a normal day but doing it on one foot was almost impossible, and it took way longer than it needed to. By the time I emerged from the bathroom, I was embarrassed, frustrated, tired, and still as horny as I’d been before I got myself off. Truth be told and as unlikely as it would seem, in actuality, I was probably more so.

      I hobbled to the bed and collapsed, thankful that my wet hair stayed ensconced in the towel and I wasn’t getting everything wet.

      “Roll over, darlin’. We need to get this foot elevated. I got some ice to wrap in a towel.”

      “I don’t want to,” I argued unnecessarily. I just wanted to sleep and forget this whole day ever happened. Okay, that was a blatant lie. I didn’t want to forget Owen, but still, the rest of it sucked pretty hard.
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      Owen

      My cock strained hard against my pants as I replayed each one of Laylah’s moans in my mind. Seeing her standing in the shower, her rosy nipples pebbled into hard little diamonds, her fingers resting against her inner thigh, water streaming over a body that was quivering slightly beneath the deluge would be a vision forever imprinted in my head. Thoughts of stripping her naked once again and pleasuring her in every way I knew how plagued me as I tried to focus on the task at hand, getting her leg elevated and her ankle iced.

      “We need to get the swelling down. Be a good girl and do as I’ve asked, please.”

      “No.”

      She turned her face away from me and that was all it took for my role to switch from obliging lover to stern disciplinarian. If she wanted to be a brat, then I would be the Daddy she needed in the moment. Taking advantage of her facedown position, I sat down next to her on the bed and wrapped my arm around her waist. She tried to roll away, but I tightened my hold and swatted her ass hard a few times on each side.

      “Oww! That hurts!” she yelled as she attempted to squirm away from my stinging palm.

      “It’s a spanking, it’s supposed to hurt,” I informed her. “This is what happens to naughty little girls who don’t follow Daddy’s instructions.” After I had given about a dozen smacks to the fleshiest part of her bottom, I stopped and let her go. She sprung up into a sitting position and glared at me.

      “Listen to me, young lady, if I had it my way, there would be a lot more where that came from. You would be bare bottomed over my knee receiving a long, hard spanking for stealing that orgasm from me in the shower. So, if that is how you want this to play out, then by all means, keep on defying me.”

      “You weren’t supposed to hear that,” she said, pouting indignantly.

      “Darlin’, if these walls weren’t soundproofed, the entire wing would have heard what you were doing in there. You’re just lucky we haven’t discussed any rules yet or instead of a slightly warm bottom you’d have yourself a blistered back end.”

      “Rules?”

      “Yes, we can start that discussion right now as a matter of fact. Rule number one: Daddy is in charge. Rule number two: Always obey Daddy in a timely manner. Rule number three: No orgasms without permission. Now, scootch up to the pillows and let’s get you comfy.”

      Obviously knocked off balance by my dictates and the small spanking, Laylah stared at me, her expressive brown eyes full of indecision, and I could practically hear the gears whirring in her head. I didn’t move, didn’t speak. Whatever the outcome of the internal battle waging inside her was, it would determine our path from this point forward. After several long moments, she ceased her arguments and silently did as I asked. I silently cheered, the first battle won.

      “Thank you,” I told her, bending forward to kiss her forehead before I stood. I grabbed the extra pillows I’d brought back after returning the wheelchair. After arranging them, I carefully lifted her ankle and set it on top. Retrieving a towel, I dumped the contents of the bucket I’d filled at the machine down the hall into it, folded it to keep the ice inside, and draped it gently over her injury. “It’s not as swollen as I imagined it was going to be and there is very little bruising, if any,” I mused.

      “I think I just twisted it and needed a little rest.”

      “Well, rest you will get. The only reason you’ll need to move from that spot for the remainder of the evening is to use the restroom. The rest you will leave to me, got it?”

      “Because of rule number one?” she asked, nibbling her bottom lip.

      “Yes, darlin’, because of rule number one. You want to talk about that a little more now that you’re in a more agreeable headspace?”

      “I don’t know what to talk about it,” she admitted. “I’ve never had rules, I mean we all live by rules every day, right? But usually, I’m just in charge of me. I’ve never had a relationship with someone like you. Oh! Um, not that this is a relationship. I don’t really know what this is, but it’s not anything I’m used to.”

      I nodded, loving listening to her adorable rambling. “I understand, darlin’, and do you remember what I said to you earlier about you holding all of the control?”

      “Yes, but to be honest, I really don’t understand that either. How can you be in charge, but I hold the control?”

      I sat down on the small loveseat next to the bed and took her hand in mine. “Is anyone forcing you to let me stay here? Has anything happened against your will?”

      “You made me ride in a wheelchair,” she grumbled.

      The Daddy in me noted that she didn’t mention the spanking even as I responded to what she had noted. “Did I? Were you physically unable to get out of that chair and walk away from me?”

      “Well, no. I suppose you didn’t really make me.” Her gaze dropped to our linked hands and after a soft sigh, she continued, “I guess I maybe liked that you made me ride in it. I liked letting you take care of me.”

      “Good, because I am the kind of man who likes to take care of his woman in all ways, not just when she is hurt.”

      “I don’t need someone to take care of me. I take care of myself just fine.”

      “I don’t doubt that for a minute, but you admitted that you liked being taken care of today, so maybe you would like being taken care of in other ways.”

      “Maybe, but what are we really doing? This is like a one-night stand, not a real relationship.”

      One battle had been won, and I wished to savor the victory before entering another skirmish. “How about we take things one day at a time and see where we end up when this freak snowstorm fiasco is over?” I suggested, giving her fingers a squeeze. I knew in my heart I wanted to keep this woman in my life as long as she would allow it, but I didn’t want to scare her off by making that declaration this early on in our relationship. “Now, let’s go back to the control thing. I want to make sure you understand. I am in charge, but if at any moment you want that to stop, all you have to do is say the word.”

      “What word? Like a safeword?”

      “Yes, we could use a safeword, do you have one in mind?”

      “I-I… well… no,” she stuttered.

      I loved that she was so wet behind the ears when it came to this stuff. Teaching her was going to be so much fun.

      “Well, you obviously have some knowledge with the comments and questions you’ve thrown my way.”

      “Knowledge and experience are two different things,” she said sagely. “I have a friend who is super into this stuff, but I never thought it could be for me.” Soft spots of pink bloomed to color her cheeks at her confession.

      “That’s because you haven’t found the right man to show you.” I winked.

      “Damn, and here I thought I had. If you’re not up for the job, maybe you can point me in the direction of someone who is?” she teased. Light danced in the depths of her eyes, the brown highlighted with gold flecks as her insecurity morphed into confidence.

      I growled at the idea of someone else taking my job and she giggled. “Oh, you think that’s funny do you?”

      “A little.” She shrugged nonchalantly but couldn’t keep a serious face, giggling again.

      It was a sound I’d never tire of hearing. “Don’t get me wrong. I am definitely up for the job.”

      “Oh good.” She smiled, apparently starting to relax into our conversation a little.

      “Safewords.” I took us back to the matter at hand. “Red for stop if I am doing something that is physically or emotionally harming you in any way. Yellow if you are unsure and have a question or you simply need me to slow down. Sound okay with you?”

      “I suppose those are far easier to remember than something like cornucopia or aardvark though not nearly as interesting,” she said giving an exaggerated sigh of disappointment.

      I chuckled, tucking away another tidbit about Laylah. “Good, let’s save your creative streak for things far more interesting, shall we?” Leaning toward her to stroke my fingertip down her cheek, seeing the flush of pink darken to rose, I spoke slowly to ensure she heard every word as my finger shifted to slide across lips that were partly open, little puffs of air brushing against my skin with her every breath. “Because, little girl, when Daddy finally gets you over his knee and you are begging and pleading me to stop smackin’ your ass, I promise you’ll not wish to be struggling to remember your safeword. Just know the only thing that will actually make me stop are you uttering one of those two words—yellow to pause, red to stop.”

      Laylah shrunk down in her bed, squirming like she was already sitting on a sore tail. I knew that wasn’t possible with the number of strokes I’d given her. I couldn’t wait to make her squirm for real.

      “Any more questions before I go take a shower of my own?” When her towel-wrapped head shook slowly back and forth indicating she had none, I got up and snagged my bag from the closet. I had one foot over the threshold of the bathroom when she decided she had a question after all.

      “Are you going to spank me tonight?” she blurted. “I mean… again?”

      I smiled at her clarification. It let me know that I wasn’t the only one thinking of that first spanking, no matter how short or light it had been. I turned back to face her. She was sitting up, her fingers plucking at the sheet, her blush darkening even more at her audacity. She was the most adorable thing I had ever seen. It only took a couple of strides to move back to the side of the bed. I cupped her chin in my fingers and tilted her head back so she couldn’t help but meet my gaze.

      “No, darlin’, not tonight.” Was that a flash of disappointment? Grinning, I bent to brush my lips softly across hers before releasing her and straightening. “Soon, but not tonight,” I promised. Relief and expectation brightened her gaze before I stepped into the bathroom and closed the door behind me.
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      Laylah

      What was happening? How was it that I was having these kinds of conversations with a complete stranger? Forget that. Far more mystifying was where had this person inside me who was actually craving the things he promised come from? I’d never in my life felt the need to be taken care of. Never actually considered giving another the authority to physically chastise me as Owen had when he’d smacked my ass. As interesting as I had found the whole Dom/sub thing, as provocative as the books I read were, I never imagined a single one of those scenes would actually jump off the pages to become more than the fantasy of some author’s mind. Nor that when the fictional became reality it would be so hot to me, but here I was, crawling out of my skin with the need for his touch. Well, more than that actually, way more than that.

      I lay in bed, staring at the ceiling and listening to Owen move around in the shower. Closing my eyes, I imagined his naked body tanned and toned from working in the sun, but I quickly realized I was heading down a dangerous path and opened my eyes again, deciding television was probably a safer bet. Thankfully, the remote was on the bedside table within my reach, and I snagged it and turned on the television, but no matter what was on the screen, my mind was on the naked man less than ten feet away. Wrenching my eyes from the bathroom door, I fanned my face with my hand.

      Had he turned the thermostat up? It was getting very hot in the room. Pulling the towel from my head, I ran my fingers through my still damp hair. Wincing at the slight tug when I hit a tangle, I instantly remembered the shock of that first stroke of his hand against my butt. It should have been absolutely unexpected and yet I had to wonder if this new Laylah had been testing him. Had I been desperate to see if the cowboy was all bark with no bite? Squirming slightly, I was disappointed that the intense throb I’d felt during the spanking had lessened considerably. Shifting my gaze back to the door that hid the man who had entered my life, I felt my nipples harden and my sex clench as I thought of his hand running over my skin… my bare skin and doing so much more than just slapping my ass.

      “Calm down, Laylah. Criminy, it’s like you’re dying, and the only remedy is Daddy Owen’s cock,” I mumbled to myself.

      The door to the bathroom slid open, and in that moment, I realized I would one hundred percent die if this man didn’t take me right then and there. He came out dressed in only a towel. His skin glistened and it was as tan and toned as I had been imagining, only better. So much better. My eyes followed his muscled chest down to the trail of damp hair that disappeared under the top of his towel wrapped around his hips. I scowled at the barrier and found myself willing it to fall down and show me all that was hidden beneath the white terrycloth.

      “It’s hot in there,” he said as he got another towel and scrubbed his hair with it. I wanted to run my fingers through his hair and trace each one of his sculpted muscles with my tongue.

      “It is very hot in here,” was the only response I could come up with and then flushed. The hope that perhaps he’d blame my red face on the temperature and not my naughty thoughts died when his lips curled and a sexy-as-sin dimple appeared in his cheek. I had absolutely no doubt the man knew exactly what I’d been thinking as he sauntered over to the side of the bed.

      “Poor thing, you’re all flushed,” he said, the laughter in his eyes and his smile belying his concern. “I grabbed some water bottles when I was in the lobby and put them in the refrigerator. Would you like one?”

      “Are you going to stay naked?” I asked, completely ignoring his question. I didn’t need water, I needed him.

      “I prefer being naked, does it bother you?” He went to the fridge and got out two bottles before returning to the side of the bed and sitting down.

      He’d answered my question with such ease I could have been asking about the weather. I had to wonder if anything ever knocked this man for a loop. Or was it his way of stating the fantasy I’d been imagining would not be starring him? Suddenly unsure again and feeling far less bold, I squirmed.

      “Laylah?”

      Startled, I looked up to see him offering me a bottle of water and a look that had all my girly parts screaming at me not to chicken out now. “Um, thank you,” I said, accepting the water. “I mean, I suppose it depends on what you mean by bother.” I opened the bottle and chugged the water, hoping it could cool me from the inside out before I spontaneously combusted.

      “Fair enough.” Owen said with another grin as his eyes slowly swept over me. “Would you feel better if you were naked too?” He winked.

      I bit my bottom lip to stop myself from answering him with an immediate yes. What was I doing? I couldn’t just hang out nude in a hotel room with this man. I wasn’t too self-conscious of my body. However, lying in a bed naked with my foot propped up on pillows didn’t feel like it would be the most flattering of poses. If I was going to hang out naked with this man, then I at least wanted to be sexy about it.

      “Stop thinking so much,” Owen coaxed as he leaned over me and tucked a stray strand of damp hair behind my ear. “It’s okay to want this to happen.”

      “Promise?” I asked, feeling so vulnerable and out of my element but really just wanting to ignore my thoughts and let him lead.

      “Promise,” he said as he bent close and touched his lips against mine. “Let Daddy take care of you,” he whispered. With those words, I felt the questions inside me disappear and I nodded my permission. Wasting no time, he slid his fingers into the hair on the side of my head and deepened the kiss. I took the opportunity to run my hands over his shoulders and up his torso, feeling the ripples of his muscles as I went.

      “You have too many clothes on,” Owen said against my mouth as his hand left the side of my head and slid down my body to the hem of my shirt. In one smooth move, he snuck his fingers under the fabric and was moving back up toward my breast. He kneaded my soft flesh for a moment before his fingers sought out my straining nipple and pinched slightly. Not enough to hurt, just enough to cause a friction that had my back arching off the bed.

      “My girl likes to have her breasts played with, huh?” He pulled back from the kiss and studied my face as he continued to tweak my nipple before moving his hand to the other side.

      “Oh god,” I moaned, giving him his answer as he continued to tease my nipples, moving between them, nipping and stroking until I thought I was going to come apart.

      “Definitely too many clothes.” Sitting up, he took the hem of my shirt and slid it up my body. I sat up slightly to aid in his mission, and he removed it without a problem.

      “That’s somewhat better,” he said as he went back to my breasts, squeezing and kneading before lowering his mouth to mine again.

      “Remember you have words that can make me stop.”

      “Please don’t stop,” I whimpered.

      “You beg so beautifully, darlin’. I’m going to need to explore that further a little bit later.”

      His voice was almost a whisper, making his already growly tone, even more gravelly. His words painted pictures of me on my knees pleading for his cock. Of me lying across his thighs promising to be good if only he’d cease spanking me. Me on my back, beseeching him to fill me… to take me harder, faster. Oh, yes, I could definitely picture begging in any future with this incredible man.

      He kissed me for another minute while both hands explored my writhing body, eventually landing on the waistband of my lounge pants.

      “Please,” I begged, hoping he would understand exactly what I needed him to do with that one word.

      Sitting up again, he regarded me silently for a moment. “I should make you go to bed without an orgasm as punishment for your little stunt in the shower,” he threatened.

      Shocked and instantly dismayed, I opened my mouth to begin the begging we both knew would come, but he stopped me with a finger to my lips.

      “But you didn’t know the rules then, so it wouldn’t be fair of me to punish you, but from this point on, you need to understand that all of your orgasms belong to me. You will not deny me the pleasure of making you come, and if you do, there will be consequences and they will not be pleasant. Do you understand?”

      If teasing me and not finishing the job was the punishment he was referring to, I swore I would never even think of touching myself again. “Yes.” I nodded vigorously.

      “Yes, Daddy,” he corrected.

      He had referred to himself as Daddy a lot and I had done so too, in my head, but saying it out loud seemed so intimate.

      “We don’t go any further until you respond correctly,” he said as he flicked each nipple, causing little shocks of delicious pain.

      “Yes, Daddy,” I keened.

      “Good girl,” he praised as he shifted his body so he was lying next to me instead of leaning across my body.

      He lowered his head to my breast and took my nipple in his mouth as his hand went under the waistband of my pants and panties. His hand cupped my sex.

      “I feel like I have waited a lifetime to touch you.”

      For some reason, that sounded like the greatest compliment and made me go all gooey and soft inside. “Me too,” I agreed softly. It was like every other experience in my life had led me to this moment and I never wanted it to end, but I did need to come. I arched into his touch, silently begging for more.

      “Patience, darlin’. I’ll give you what you want but it will be on my terms, not yours.”

      “Please, I need you.”

      “Daddy knows exactly what his girl needs, I promise.”
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      Owen

      I could have cursed at myself for not taking her pants off before crawling into bed, but I also didn’t want to jostle her ankle any more than necessary. I wanted her completely naked and at my mercy, and I would have her there in due time. For now, I would have to compromise.

      I wrapped my fingers in the waistband of her pants and gave them a tug. Just as she had done with her shirt, she lifted her body and allowed me to lower her pants. I got them to her knees and decided that would be good enough for what I had planned for the evening.

      Laylah wiggled, trying to get up but I stopped her with my hand to her stomach.

      “I’m just going to take my pants off,” she explained.

      “Did I ask you to take your pants off?” I asked, raising my eyebrow to give that little extra bossy edge I’d learned she responded to instantly. Whether or not it was a subconscious reaction didn’t matter. The fact that she did was all I needed.

      “No, but—”

      “Who’s in charge here, darlin’?”

      “Y-you are,” she stuttered.

      A simple lift of my eyebrow and a stern look tested her response to silently issued correction, and I was enormously pleased when she corrected herself before I needed to do so.

      “I mean, you are, Daddy.”

      “That’s right. Daddy is in charge, and you are not allowed to do anything without being told to. That includes having an orgasm.”

      “But I thought you weren’t going to punish me,” she whimpered.

      “This is not punishment, my girl. This is training,” I informed her. “I told you that you are no longer allowed to orgasm without my express permission, so when you feel yourself getting close to the edge, you’re going to have to ask Daddy very nicely to allow you to fall.”

      Her beautiful eyes widened and the flush I loved to see flowed from her breasts, up the column of her throat to color her face as she soaked in all the things I was telling her.

      “What if I don’t?” she asked.

      I definitely wanted obedience, but I absolutely loved her inquisitive spirit. She wasn’t afraid to ask the uncomfortable questions.

      “If you come without permission while Daddy is playing with your pussy, then I will make you come over and over again until I am satisfied you will try harder next time.”

      “And that’s supposed to be a deterrent?” she asked, her lips twitching as if she found the possibility quite amusing.

      Under my tutelage my little girl was going to get an education she’d never considered. Grinning, I bent to speak a bare fraction of an inch from her lips. “Babygirl, if you doubt my words, then, by all means, be a naughty girl and discover how too much pleasure can become the most exquisite pain that will have you begging with every ounce of your soul for Daddy to stop playing with your pussy and blister your bottom instead.”

      “Holy Hannah.” She shuddered and her entire body broke out in goosebumps.

      Her nipples tightened, and I no longer could focus on the conversation. I needed to taste her skin again, so I took her stiff peak into my mouth and sucked hard, rolling the pebble over my tongue, nipping at the sensitive flesh.

      “Ahhhh,” Laylah squealed as her back arched.

      With my other hand, I teased her other nipple as I lapped, sucked, and nipped her flesh with my mouth.

      “Daddy!” she cried in frustration, her fingers tugging on my hair.

      “Yes, darlin’?” I drawled, lifting my mouth from the glistening, swollen berry of her nipple.

      “I need you. Please, Daddy, please.”

      Hearing her call me Daddy without being coaxed into it was a heady experience. I wanted to give her everything and nothing in that moment. I wanted to make her scream in pleasure, but as I’d told her, this was training, and she needed to learn that Daddy was in charge.

      “I told you we would do this on my terms, didn’t I?”

      “Yes, Daddy, but—”

      “So, here’s what's going to happen,” I said, cutting her protest off. “You’re going to take these pretty little fingers”—I took her hand and slowly kissed the tips of her fingers before guiding them to the top of her pussy—“and you are going to show Daddy exactly how you touched yourself in the shower. I want you to show me what I was robbed of.”

      She gasped and pulled her hand away. I hadn’t imagined that her eyes could widen further, but I was proven wrong as they went as wide as saucers in shock. “I-I can’t t-touch myself in front of you!”

      I pushed myself up into a sitting position so that I loomed over her instead of lying next to her. The change in position was meant to remind her of whose authority she was beneath, even if only figuratively at the moment.

      “Yes, you can,” I countered, locking my gaze on hers. “You can and you will, and do you know why?”

      Hair that had been slicked in the shower, now curled around a face that was torn between disobedience and desire. I reached down and tucked a wayward curl behind her ear as she shook her head.

      “You can because deep down you want to. You will because you want to be Daddy’s good girl and obey me, don’t you?” This time her head nodded, and I took her hand again and set it on her mound, laying my hand on top. I didn’t hold her there, just put enough pressure to create the illusion that she couldn’t get away.

      “Show Daddy what he missed, darlin’. Show me how you like to be touched. I want to see.” With my fingers on top of hers I coaxed her to move. She didn’t pull away, so I removed my hand and settled it on her breast, lightly stroking my thumb across a turgid nipple. “Daddy will play here, and you play there and together we can make something beautiful happen. But don’t forget to ask before you come.”

      Laylah worried her lip and avoided any sort of eye contact, but slowly her fingers began to move. I watched as she slid them between her folds a few times before settling on her clit. She whimpered as I pinched her nipples harder, and her fingers began to circle her special bundle of nerves.
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      Laylah

      Never in even my naughtiest moments had I ever considered touching myself in front of another person. It was an act reserved for the dark, one that took place beneath the covers…

      Or standing in the shower thinking of your Daddy.

      I moaned at the truth the inner voice conveyed, remembering how Owen had looked as he caught me in the throes of that so-called private moment. Conceding the truth to his words as well, I not only could do this, for him, I wanted to for my Daddy. Closing my eyes, I went to that place in my head that convinced me they were his fingers in my pussy and not my own. I was so primed by our conversation and his teasing touches that the second I began to circle my clit, everything in me tightened almost to the point of pain. I could feel my orgasm begin to build and it promised to be way better than anything I had ever experienced. Fearing I would go too far without asking, I forced myself to slow down and lighten the pressure.

      “No, no,” Daddy chastised. “You keep those busy fingers moving.”

      “But it’s gonna happen too fast,” I whined.

      “Then I suggest you start begging, baby, because I am nowhere near letting you come yet.”

      His words caused my body to tighten even further, and I tried to focus on something else. I closed my eyes and breathed deep as I continued to fondle my clit. A sharp pain to my nipple made me cry out. I looked down to see Owen's eyes on mine and my taut nipple trapped in his teeth. I hissed in pain as he held pressure there for a few more seconds before letting go and kissing the pain away. Belatedly, I noticed the pain helped to distract me from the building orgasm, but his kisses took me right back to the peak. He moved to the other breast and gave it the same punishing nip.

      “Ah!” I screeched even though I had kind of anticipated it.

      “I don’t hear any begging,” Daddy said as he released my nipple. “I can do this all day, but these titties will be mighty sore when I am finished.”

      “Can I come?”

      “Please, Daddy, may I come,” he corrected, laying his hand on mine again and increasing the pressure of my own hand.

      “Please! Please, Daddy, may I come?”

      “Are you going to be a good girl and follow Daddy’s rules?” he asked, shifting his hand to insert a finger into my pussy.

      I arched up, all thoughts of self-pleasure evaporating as another finger joined the first and he began to move his fingers in and out of me.

      “Yes, I promise! Oh, please, Daddy. Please, I need—”

      “Come for me, baby. Come all over Daddy’s fingers.” He pumped his fingers harder, and I came undone. The orgasm hit hard and rolled over and over my body like a tsunami, wave after wave consuming me. Feeling like it would never stop, I writhed and screamed in pleasure.

      “Good girl,” Daddy praised as he continued to slowly stroke my inner walls, bringing me down slowly.

      I gasped for air, feeling like I could not catch my breath. My chest burned and my heart pounded. “Holy Hannah,” I panted as soon as I could form words.

      Daddy removed his finger and stuck it in his mouth. “Mmm. You taste amazing and that was the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen, baby. Thank you for giving that to me.”

      The pleased smile on his face warmed my heart, and in that moment, I wanted to give him every orgasm I had ever had just to keep that look on his face.

      He laid next to me on his side and wrapped an arm around my waist. “Time for sleep, darlin’.” I nodded and I fell asleep feeling his lips brushing against my shoulder in a kiss.
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      Laylah

      I woke up snuggled into Owen’s front with his muscled arm wrapped around my waist, holding on to me. His heavy breaths told me he was still sound asleep. I was fine with that. He had to leave today, and I was in no hurry to say goodbye. I didn’t know what was going on with my brain and my heart, but they were Team Owen, and I wasn’t sure how I was going to handle watching him walk out of my life for good.

      Unfortunately, that was the only possible outcome. He was a rancher with deep roots, and I was a flight attendant who couldn’t even keep a houseplant alive because of how little I was “home”. I couldn’t even call the tiny New York apartment home. I hadn’t even taken the time to hang pictures on the wall or make it my own. Truth was, I hadn’t felt like I had a home since I left my parents’ house at seventeen to go to college. I didn’t even know what home felt like anymore.

      Home feels like this. Lying in bed snuggled up to your cowboy Daddy.

      No, I couldn’t let myself go there; this was going to be hard enough as it was. I didn’t need my inner voice trying to weave a future that could never be. I’d had an incredible night with Owen and fulfilled desires I’d not truly admitted I’d had. That was all this was and those few hours of bliss would have to do. Still, feeling his breath against the back of my neck and the warm weight of his arm over my body wasn’t helping me break away from the fantasy I craved with my entire being. I needed to get up and create some distance or I wasn’t going to survive him leaving me. I tried to lift his arm off me, but the second I moved, his arm tightened, and he pulled me in closer.

      “Where do you think you’re goin’, darlin’?”

      His voice was growly on a normal basis, but the quiet rasp of his morning voice was the sexiest sound I’d ever heard. I was so screwed.

      “Bathroom?” I asked because it was the only thing I could think of.

      “Rule number four. You’re not allowed to leave the bed without giving Daddy a kiss first.”

      “But I have morning breath.” I covered my mouth and tried to get away, but Owen wasn’t having it and before I knew it, I was on my back, with a very serious-looking Daddy pressing my legs apart so that he could fit himself in that spot. I was well and truly pinned.

      “Were you going to be a naughty girl and break one of Daddy’s rules just now?”

      “No?” I squeaked, even though I totally was about to do just that.

      “Don’t compound your misdeeds by lyin’ to me,” he warned.

      “I didn’t get out of bed,” I argued lamely and watched a sinister smile spread across his face.

      “That’s right, you didn’t because I stopped you, lucky girl.”

      He leaned down and kissed me. Not a good morning peck, but a full-on mouth open, tongue-tangling kiss, and if he had morning breath, I didn’t even notice. I wrapped my legs around his waist and held him to me.

      “I need to have you,” he groaned as I pressed my heat against his groin.

      Knowing it was wrong, would only make it harder, I didn’t care. All I wanted was to live in the fantasy a little longer.

      “I need you to take me,” I panted.

      Sitting up, Owen snatched a condom from the side table.

      “Where did that come from?” I asked.

      “Always be prepared.”

      “Of course, you were a Boy Scout weren’t you?”

      “Eagle,” he said, winking as he rolled it on and was back on me like nothing had happened. “Are you ready to take Daddy’s cock?”

      I’d never really liked dirty talk, always found it laughable, but nothing was laughable about the way Owen did it. He was smooth and confident, and my body instantly responded, lapping up each word like a starving kitten would savor every drop of cream. I could listen to him dirty talk me all day long.

      I didn’t have the chance to respond verbally before his hand was between my legs and he was feeling my very wet and ready entrance.

      “Such a good girl,” he praised as he pumped his finger in and out a few times before positioning himself. “Just to warn you, baby, I’m big, but I’m gonna go real slow and let you get nice and acclimated before I fully claim you.”

      Big was an understatement. He was humongous and the second he began to stretch me, I knew I was in for an experience that I was not fully prepared for.

      “Wrap your legs around me and relax, darlin’, it’ll fit.”

      I did as I was told and quickly realized it was good advice. I was more open to him in that position, and I forced my body to relax as he pushed in slowly. So slowly it was almost maddening.

      “There we go, that’s my good girl. I’m almost all the way inside. You okay?”

      “More than okay.” I moaned as his girth stretched me and stroked every single zone of my pussy as he pressed inside. He stilled once he was fully seated and leaned down and took my lips. Making out with him while he was seated deep inside me was heady and I squeezed my legs and tried to move my pelvis to experience the delicious stroking feeling once again. Owen reached his hand back and slapped my thigh.

      “Daddy is in charge here,” he reminded me.

      “Please!” I squeaked. “I need to feel you.”

      “And you will as soon as I am sure I won’t hurt you.”

      “Nothing hurts, it’s just intense,” I assured him.

      As slowly as he’d pushed in, he began to pull out. “Okay, but if that changes, you need to tell me.”

      “I will,” I promised, arching into him and pressing my head back into the pillow. I didn’t know how it was possible to want him to continue this slow torture at the same time as wanting him to take me hard and fast, but that was where my brain was living.

      It doesn’t matter what you want because Daddy is in charge.

      The silent reminder allowed me to stop attempting to control what was happening. What should have felt imprisoning had the exact opposite affect—it was completely freeing. I forgot everything but how my Daddy was making me feel.

      After a couple more deliciously slow pumps, he began to increase his speed.

      “Daddy! Oh, Daddy!” I yelled as the pressure deep inside me started to grow.

      “That’s a good girl. Come all over Daddy’s cock,” he gave his permission and sped up more, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in.

      I didn’t need to be told twice. Letting go, I allowed myself to feel and experience the magnificence of him as the orgasm hit hard, encompassing every muscle in my body. I gripped his shoulders, digging my nails in as my pussy convulsed around his cock while he continued to pump in and out.

      “Open your eyes, baby,” Owen demanded. I did and our gazes locked as he moved faster and harder. The primal look in his eyes was enough to have the spring coiling inside me again, and as he pressed in to the hilt, my scream joined his roar of pleasure as we leapt off the cliff and flew together in ecstasy. He filled me so completely that I could feel every contraction of my sex around him each pulsing movement of his cock as he emptied himself into the condom.

      He stayed seated inside me as he leaned down on his elbows and kissed me. It was a slow, sweet kiss. A kiss I wanted never to stop, but it did stop and the second it did, I knew exactly what it had been. A goodbye kiss.
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      Laylah

      I shouldn’t have let him do that. I berated myself as I cleaned up in the bathroom. It was going to be so much harder to say goodbye after the moment we had just shared. Well, it was more than a moment really. It was an entire experience. An experience I would never in my life forget and never be able to replicate. Owen was a one-of-a-kind man, and this entire encounter had set me up for a lifetime of disappointment. I just barely held back the frustrated scream that was waiting just below the surface. I was so mad. Mad at myself for letting this happen and pissed at Owen for barging his way into my life just to abandon me and walk away.

      No more, I’m done. No more rules, no more Daddy talk, no more touching, no more kissing, and definitely no more of Daddy’s cock.

      I sighed in frustration as I pulled on the pajamas I’d brought into the bathroom. I couldn’t even manage to get my brain to stop thinking of him as Daddy. I was so screwed.

      After spending way longer in the bathroom than fully necessary, I came out to find Owen situating his suitcase.

      “When are you leaving?” I barked out more harshly than I’d meant to.

      “The meeting with the lawyer is at ten. With the weather, I was thinking I should leave with plenty of time. I don’t like to be late,” he said, zipping his suitcase and placing it back on the floor. “Are you okay, darlin’?”

      “Yep, great!” I lied. “I don’t think I slept well so I'm going to take a nap.”

      “How is your ankle? You should eat something so you can take another ibuprofen.”

      “It’s fine and I’m not hungry.” I climbed into bed and turned away from him to hide the tears that were building in my eyes. I could not believe he was going to have such an easy time walking out on me after all we had done, after all he had given me.
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      Owen

      Something was up with my girl, but I didn’t really know what. She said she was tired, and I could understand how that might be true. I was a light sleeper, and I would have felt her moving if she’d had a hard time, but she’d slept soundly all night in my arms. Apparently, that hadn’t been enough with the schedule she had kept for the last week or more. I made a note to talk to her about taking better care of herself.

      “It’s fine if you aren’t hungry, but I am going to order you up a light breakfast, and I want you to at least eat a piece of toast and take some medicine. Okay?”

      She nodded. I was about to crawl back in bed and cuddle her for a few extra minutes before I had to go, but as soon as my knee hit the bed, my cell phone rang. I leaned in and gave her a kiss to the side of her head.

      “I have to go. Be a good girl for Daddy and eat something, take some meds, drink some water and get some good rest.” It wasn’t the ideal goodbye, but it would have to suffice. I was here for business and the sooner I could get that all out of the way, the better.

      I answered the phone to make the ringing stop. “Hold on a second,” I told Liam. I knew why the worrywart was calling, but I needed to check in with Laylah one last time before I left.

      “Did you hear me, darlin’?”

      She held up her hand and ticked off the list of things I told her to do. “Food, meds, water, rest,” she said, her voice heavy and shaky like she was already falling asleep. She must have been absolutely exhausted.

      “Good girl,” I praised as I retrieved my jacket and put away my luggage.

      When the day was over, my business would be complete, and I could focus all my attention on Laylah. That thought was the only thing that got my feet walking out the door because the last thing I wanted to do right now was leave her.

      “Hey, Liam, what’s up. What time is it over there?” I asked after softly pulling the door closed behind me.

      “It’s a little after two. I was just checking in. I heard there was a bad storm, and you didn’t call me when you landed.”

      “Sorry, man. It’s been kind of a crazy trip. I met someone.”

      “You what?” he asked with a tone of humor in his voice.

      “Yeah, I know. Trust me I didn’t expect it either, she literally fell into my arms. She is everything, but I have to call a cab and get out to the lawyer. I’ll call you after it's done.”

      “And you’ll tell me about your girl?”

      I laughed. “More worried you’ll miss a good story than you are about our inheritance?”

      “Maybe.”

      “You’re ridiculous, go back to bed, you’ve got work in a few hours.”

      “Yes, Dad,” he teased like he always did when I got bossy with him.

      His teasing took my mind back to Laylah and how she’d acted when I left. Something nagged at me, but I didn’t have time to give it any attention. I needed to complete this business for me and Liam and the ranch. It was our future.

      Laylah is your future.

      The thought had my feet freezing in place. We’d known each other for twenty-four hours. We lived on opposite ends of the country. I couldn’t leave Liam or the ranch, but I couldn’t imagine life without her either.

      Then fix it so you won’t have to.

      “If only it were that easy,” I mumbled as I stepped into the elevator.  Pressing the button, I shook my head. Dammit, I needed to focus on the present before I could worry about the future.

      When the elevator doors opened, I stepped out and made my way down to the lobby which was still packed with people. I needed to get a cab. As I opened my phone to call a car service, it rang. It was the lawyer’s office.

      “Hello?”

      “Is this Mr. Michaels?”

      “It is.”

      “Hi, this is Nikki, I'm Richard’s secretary. I’m calling all of the individuals who are due in the office this morning. With the weather the way it is, we are unable to hold the will reading as expected, but due to schedule conflicts on Richard’s schedule, this matter must be dealt with today. Are you able to get to a computer and attend a virtual meeting?”

      I flew halfway around the world to be at a virtual meeting? Why wasn’t this an option before? Well, it’s a good thing it wasn’t because then I never would have met Laylah.

      “I don’t have a computer, but I can see if my hotel does.”

      “Do you have a smartphone?”

      “It’s smarter than me most days,” I answered, making her laugh.

      “If you do, it’s likely you can join the meeting from your phone. I’ll send you a link right now. Hold on one second.”

      I wasn’t very tech savvy, but Liam had set up email on my phone, so I was pretty sure I would be able to get whatever link she was sending.

      “Okay, I sent you an email with all of the directions on how to join the call. It’s pretty straightforward, but I will be near the phone for anyone who has issues, so feel free to give me a call back if something isn’t working. We are still shooting for ten a.m.”

      “All right, thanks for the information.”

      “You’re welcome, we’re sorry for the inconvenience.”

      “You can’t control the weather,” I said as I looked at the big clock on the wall. It was eight-thirty which gave me an hour and a half to call up a breakfast for Laylah and find something for myself to eat. I could have gone back up to the room, but if she was asleep I didn’t want to disturb her. Belatedly, I thought I should have programmed my number into her phone. I was really off my game.

      Sighing, I called room service and went in search of coffee and a quiet corner to conduct business. Every seat and every area I passed was full of people. Everyone was stuck and miserable. I felt sorry for people who were missing flights or important events because of the bad weather. I was grateful for my situation. I had a room with a beautiful woman in it and my business was not being disturbed. It was pretty ideal. I didn’t even mind the long line for coffee.

      While I waited, I checked the email to verify the fact I would have no problem joining the video conference. After that, I people-watched. So many different situations and different stories were happening all around. Sometimes I wished I knew someone’s story, would sit and imagine where life was taking a total stranger I’d see walking across the concourse. But not this morning. Today I had enough to wonder about in my own life. Thirty minutes passed quickly and with a hot black coffee in my hand, I decided finding somewhere quiet was going to be impossible, so I went to the gift shop to hopefully purchase some headphones.
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      Laylah

      Once the door shut behind Owen, I turned my head into my pillow and screamed at the top of my lungs. I was such a coward for not stopping him. That might be true, but he was a total dick for leaving the way he did. He didn’t even leave me a freakin’ phone number; he just walked out of my life forever without a second thought. After the anger passed, the sadness took over. Why hadn’t I said something? Pleaded with him not to leave me?  Hugging the pillow to my mouth, I sobbed until I finally exhausted myself enough that sleep almost took over. Unfortunately, a knock at the door jarred me awake the moment I dropped off.

      Hoping it was Owen so I could punch him in the nose before telling him where he could shove anything he had to say, I jumped up to answer it. My ankle protested slightly at the sudden movement but other than that, it seemed to be healing quickly. I flung the door open, ready to let him have it, but it wasn’t my cowboy. An adorable older woman stood holding a tray.

      “Your breakfast, miss.” She smiled.

      Dammit, Owen. If you're going to leave, why can’t you just stay gone. Why are you still trying to take care of me?

      It was so confusing and frustrating. I plastered on a fake smile and took the tray.

      “Thank you, let me get you a tip.”

      “It’s been taken care of, miss. I’m not permitted to accept money from you.”

      I gritted my teeth and growled in the back of my throat. “Thank you,” I forced out and closed the door.

      I would have thrown the entire tray if the smell of food didn’t make my stomach growl. Setting it on the small end table, I removed the large cloche and set it aside.

      “Holy Hannah.” In front of me was more food than I had probably eaten in the last twenty-four hours. Toast, fried eggs, three different kinds of meat, beans, and what looked like some tomatoes and mushrooms. It looked divine and it smelled even better.

      Thoughts of infuriatingly bossy cowboys infiltrated my mind once again. “I’m eating because I’m hungry, not because you told me to,” I snottily announced to the empty room as I had my fill of the yummy food and looked around for something to drink.

      “Ugh,” I groaned as I spotted the bottle of water with the little pain pills next to it. I wanted to ignore it and get a new bottle out of the fridge, just because I could, but that would be ridiculous, and my head was pounding from crying. I grabbed the water and took a swig before taking the pills. After a quick trip to the bathroom, I was back in bed. Groaning, I realized that Daddy or no Daddy, I’d still done every single thing he’d told me to do before he abandoned me. Food, meds, water, and rest. Exhaustion and a full stomach collided, and before I could get mad at Owen all over again, I was asleep.
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      Owen

      I could not believe how long it took to hand out a woman’s fortune to people, but apparently when you are rich, eccentric, and have a bunch of things you are passionate about, it takes forever. After five hours sitting on the phone, which included having to go back to the convenience store to purchase a phone charger and then seeking out a place to plug said charger in, it was finally over.

      Liam and I got the largest chunk of the estate which made us very rich men, but, of course, the lawyer had saved the best for last. Not wanting to be on the phone any longer, I texted Liam the news and then headed back upstairs to my girl. I had thought about her the entire time the lawyer rambled on and on about this charity and that and how my great aunt had insisted on a full will reading despite the fact they are unheard of in this day and age. She was definitely a unique human being, and even though the entire process had been frustrating and annoying, I was thankful.

      With the money, we could hire more help and Liam could work on the expansion he had been talking about since we were kids. Plus, if it wasn't for Aunt Dot’s eccentric ways, I would have never met Laylah.

      Using my key, I let myself in quietly. The room was dark and there was no movement. If she was still sleeping, I did not want to wake her by turning on the lights, so I let my eyes adjust and listened. Her soft deep breaths filled the room. I silently wondered if she had been asleep the entire time, but the empty plate on the side table told me she had stayed awake long enough to eat. The water was half gone, and the pills were nowhere to be found.

      Such a good girl.

      Needing to be close to her, I took off my boots and shirt and climbed into bed beside her. She snuggled right back into my arms, and for about two seconds, all was right in the world.

      I heard the gasp, but it did not prepare me for the elbow to the gut that followed. Laylah jumped out of bed screaming.

      “Baby! It's me!” I forced out between gasps for air. She may have been tiny, but her bony little elbow was a lethal weapon.

      “What the hell are you doing here? You left! You’re supposed to be gone. Why do you keep coming back? I can’t take it.”

      I had zero idea what she was carrying on about, but whatever it was, she was serious about it.

      “What? I had business to attend to, you knew that. I did not leave forever, and this is the first time I have been back all day.”

      “You can’t keep doing this to me. Get out!”

      I usually wasn’t the kind of man who didn’t respect a woman’s wishes, but this was ridiculous and made absolutely no sense at all.

      “I’m not going anywhere.”

      “Fine then. You stay, I’ll leave.” She crawled over me to get off the bed, but before she could even think about reaching for the door, I wrapped an arm around her waist and pulled her back against me. That was when the fight really started. She began to scream and kick and punch and I caught a few more elbows before I was able to catch and pin her arms to her side. She continued to flail her legs and even tried to head butt me at one time.

      “If you don’t stop throwing a fit like a little brat, Daddy is going to flip you over his knee, bare your bottom, and spank the fight right out of you.”

      “Don’t you dare!” she yelled without stopping. Her heel slammed against my shin, and I was done.

      “Okay, have it your way.” As quick as I could, I changed our position. Once she was over my knee, I pinned her legs between mine and gathered her hands at the small of her back. Holding both wrists in one hand, I used my other hand to lower her pajama pants and panties. Up until this point I had only given her a warning and a couple playful swats, but she had bought a whole hell of a lot more with this fit, and I wasn’t going to stop until I was good and ready, or she safeworded. I wasn’t sure how I would handle things if she safeworded, but I was certain I was not leaving this room until we could have an actual intelligent conversation sans screaming and flailing appendages.

      I started spanking as soon as she was bare. No warning, no warm-ups, just hard, stinging slaps meant to get her attention. It didn’t work right away, which I had kind of banked on. In the little time I had spent with Laylah, I knew she could be stubborn. Unfortunately for her, I was way more tenacious than she was, and her vulnerable backside was absolutely no match for my work-hardened hand.
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      Laylah

      One second I was fast asleep and the next I was over an angry cowboy’s knee getting my bare butt slapped again and again. I knew things happened in between, but whatever they were must have happened in some sort of black hole because I couldn’t remember a single one. All I knew was that I felt like I had completely lost control of myself. It was like I was watching the scene unfold with no way to make it stop.

      Owen’s hand hurt as it bounced against my skin, but still, I could not force myself to give up the fight. He had left and he wasn’t supposed to come back. I couldn’t have my emotions on a yoyo like that, couldn’t have him pulling the string to pull me toward him and or giving a snap of his wrist to push me away. I didn’t have the strength, the ability to ever say goodbye again. It wasn’t fair. How could he not understand that?

      Belatedly, it occurred to me that I could safeword and everything would stop, but the word wouldn’t come. I didn't want him to stop. I needed this, wanted this. Daddy was in charge and that was everything I had been missing in life. How could I make him understand that? How could I beg him to never leave me again?

      On and on the spanking went until I collapsed over his knee, physically and emotionally spent.

      “I’m not a toy you can play with, toss aside, and pick up whenever you want,” I sobbed.

      Owen stopped, resting his hand on my hot, stinging flesh. “I would agree with that, but that has nothing to do with me. I didn’t toss you anywhere except over my knee when you refused to calm down.”

      “But you did! You left and you said you were never coming back.”

      Owen sighed and lifted me from my facedown position. Somehow he’d moved to lean against the wall and now adjusted me to sit on his thigh. I moaned at the pressure of my body weight pressing on my very sore backside.

      “You keep saying that, but I have no idea what you are talking about, little girl. You knew I had to meet my lawyer today.”

      “Yeah and then you were going to stay at your hotel, and I was never going to see you again.” I buried my face in his neck and wrapped my arms around him, holding on as if my very life depended on him; I suddenly understood that though I wouldn’t die in his absence, I’d live my life in complete misery without him in it.

      “Those are a lot of unfounded assumptions, darlin’. First off, I canceled my hotel yesterday while you were in the shower.”

      “You did?”

      “I did and it's a good thing because the entire city is shut down from the weather. I had to conduct my lawyer meeting via my cell phone downstairs in the lobby. Secondly, if I was never coming back, then why did I leave all of my luggage in the closet?”

      “You did?”

      “Yes, I did. Care to look for yourself?”

      I shook my head. If he said it was there, then I knew it would be there because my Daddy didn’t say things he didn’t mean.  But mostly, I just didn’t want to leave his lap.

      “But why? I don’t understand,” I whimpered as I shifted slightly, and my sore bottom rubbed against his rough jeans.

      “Baby, you can’t deny the fact that we were made for one another. I know it’s only been a day, but I felt it from the moment you fell into my arms. It was like I could see right through to your soul, and it called to me.”

      “But this was supposed to be a fun one-night stand. That’s what Gary said.”

      “Did he now? Is that what you wanted?” Owen raised a brow, and I hid my face again feeling very small

      “Well, no.”

      “I didn’t think so. You and I have a future together, babygirl. We have a lot to talk about on how it is going to work but—”

      “I’ll move home,” I declared without thinking. “My parents would be elated to have me back in Texas, and they wouldn’t think twice about letting me stay with them until I figure things out.”

      “How can I ask you to give up your life and career for me?”

      “You’re not. Texas has plenty of airports. I hate New York. It’s expensive, too crowded and life moves very fast. I’ve wanted to move for a long time, but never had a reason.”

      “And now you do? You’re sure?”

      “I’ve never been more sure of anything in my entire life. I want this. I want you. Please, Daddy. Please say you’ll keep me.”

      “Oh, darlin’, you have no idea what your begging does to me.”

      “Is that a yes?” I batted my eyelashes and tried to arrange my lips in a pout. I probably looked ridiculous, naked from the waist down with no idea where my pants and underwear had gone. My hair had to be a fluffy mess, more tangled than curly with all the tossing of my head I’d done. My eyes were swollen and my face had to be tear-stained, but I didn’t care. I’d do just about anything for him to say that one tiny three letter word.

      “It’s a hell yes!” he said emphatically and chuckled.

      “Yay!” I threw my arms around his neck and kissed his lips.

      “Mmm,” he growled. “I like how you say ‘thank you’, baby.”

      Changing position, I straddled his lap.

      “I need you,” I whispered against his lips and tried to undo his belt.

      Owen wrapped his arms around my waist and flipped us over, my back was to the bed and he knelt up and slowly undid his belt.

      “You know I should stripe your naughty hind end for not trusting me, right?”

      I nibbled my lip and watched him pull the belt through each loop. With a teasing smirk, he held the well-worn strip of leather up for a split second before dropping it.

      “You’re lucky I’m in a forgiving mood.”

      “Thank you, Daddy.” Those three words held so much meaning for me, but my feelings were so big and those were all the words I could come up with.

      “You’re welcome, but you remember that threat for next time, darlin’, you hear me?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Good girl.”

      As he took down his pants, I whipped off my pj top wanting to feel his skin against mine. Wanting absolutely nothing else between us. When we were both finally naked, he was back on me, kissing me fiercely. It was not a gentle kiss. It was the kind of kiss I had only ever dreamed of. The kind of passionate claiming kiss that left no questions unanswered and no uncertainties floating around. Nothing had ever felt so right.

      “I can’t be gentle this time, baby.”

      His words made my pussy convulse and my stomach tighten. We had been intimate already, but he had gone slow, letting my body adjust to his girth.

      “Do you trust me?”

      “Yes, Daddy.” Even though I was nervous, there was no other possible answer and no hesitation. I did trust him. I trusted him with everything I was.

      He pulled back and stared down at me as he drove his cock into me. The pressure and stretch were intense, but it was like my body had already grown accustomed to his. I moaned as he pumped in and out at a pace that instantly had my orgasm building.

      “Don’t forget your rules, baby.” He smiled as he pressed all the way in and stopped for a moment.

      The orgasm was right at the surface, but I forced myself to focus and remember what rule he was talking about.

      “Please, may I come, Daddy?” I asked as I tried to grind my hips against him.

      “I don’t know. You have been very naughty. Maybe I shouldn’t let you come. Maybe I should take my pleasure and leave you aching.” He ground against me, but it wasn’t quite enough.

      “I need you,” I repeated my earlier plea. If it worked before, hopefully it would work again.

      “You have me, baby. I’m all yours, and even if I keep you on the edge for hours, nothing will ever change that.”

      “Hours?” I whimpered and the sinister grin on his face did not bode well for me.

      “Hold on tight to that orgasm, baby, we’re goin’ to have some fun.”
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      Airports were, hands down, Finn Kavanaugh’s favorite place in the entire world. Where else could you find so many people, from such different walks of life, nearly all united in the same, single-minded mission of racing toward that next flight?

      And being snowed-in at one of the largest, busiest airports in the world was the very definition of an adventure.

      But judging by the scowls of the people around her and the grumbling from her beleaguered assistant, not everyone felt the same way about their predicament.

      “No self-respecting country has snow in April.” The southern twang Walter had carefully suppressed over the years was beginning to sneak through, a clear sign of his growing agitation.

      If Finn had learned one thing over the last ten years with him by her side, it was that the quickest way to soothe an anxious Walter was to keep him busy.

      “Well, I guess if we’re going to be stuck here, we should see if we can get a room somewhere,” she said, flashing him a bright smile. Having only visited Heathrow a handful of times and never for more than a few hours at a time, she didn’t actually know if there were any hotels attached or if they’d need to find a way through the freak snowstorm to reach one. Either way, it would give Walter something to do and keep him out of her hair so she could explore.

      Her cheerful suggestion earned her an eye roll, but she didn’t miss the way he perked up.

      “I’ll take care of it. You should go find a lounge or something and take a load off.”

      “I might do that later. But I want to wander a bit, take some pictures.” She could already see the series in her mind, the various faces and emotions of hundreds of people all experiencing the same inconvenience together.

      “Give me a minute and I’ll unpack your camera.”

      “Nah.” Holding up her phone, she waggled it at him. “I’m good with this, for now.”

      As much as she loved her camera, and all the fancy equipment Walter hauled around for her, there was an intimacy in using her phone she couldn’t get from behind a lens. And for what she had in mind, she wanted that intimacy, that realness.

      Leaving Walter to—hopefully—handle their lodging, Finn set off in the opposite direction. All around her, conversations swirled. The furious tone of a man demanding to be compensated for the delay, the high-pitched squeal of a child enchanted by the winter wonderland currently holding them hostage, the resigned and exhausted voice of a woman explaining to someone on the other end of a phone call why she wouldn’t be home any time soon. Finn’s pulse quickened, excitement humming through her veins as she wandered her temporary home in search of the perfect shot.

      It was a woman who drew her in first. Completely oblivious to the stress and anxiety around her, the petite blonde stared out at the snow-covered concourse, pure joy lighting her features. Standing off to the side, Finn knelt and lined up the shot: Low, to capture the soaring heights of the windows the woman was all but pressed up against. A longer shutter speed courtesy of a nifty app she’d helped create, to brighten the photo and give it a bit of surrealism. Almost as if the entire scene had been built inside a snow globe.

      Perfect.

      After nearly two dozen photos and half as many adjustments, Finn rose from her squat and moved on. It was easy to lose herself in the simple joy of selecting a subject, setting up the shot, and capturing the perfect picture. They weren’t all perfect, and some of them would go in the trash as soon as she had a chance to sort through them, but there were some gems in there.

      She was right in the middle of framing a gorgeous redhead going toe-to-toe with a burly bear of a man when her phone buzzed, and Walter’s face popped up on the screen.

      Silently cursing herself for not setting the phone to Do Not Disturb, she swiped to answer the call. “Hey, buddy! Get us a room yet?”

      “No.” Irritation colored his tone and she just barely managed to bite back a sigh. “Rooms are going faster than cake at a kid’s birthday party. I’m still working on it.”

      “No rush. I’ll be around.”

      “All right. Leave your phone on.”

      Rolling her eyes at the sweet, but unnecessary, overprotectiveness, she resisted the urge to sigh again. “I’ll be fine. I’m in an airport full of people and nobody seems to be going much of anywhere.”

      “I’m serious, Finn.”

      “I know. Text me when you find us a room.”

      Ending the call before he had a chance to argue further, she set the device to airplane mode and resumed her explorations. It would annoy him if he tried to call her again, but she’d apologize with a large pizza and some beer and all would be right in their world once more.

      By the time she slid onto a bar stool nearly two hours later, her body was still humming with excitement, but she was in desperate need of a drink. Sipping the surprisingly strong pink concoction she’d randomly chosen from the menu, she scanned the crowded restaurant.

      Her traveling gaze landed on a large brute of a man in what she would swear was a bespoke suit, the kind only people with real money bothered with. Clothes were a weakness of hers, though she didn’t really consider anything that brought her joy to be a weakness.

      Intrigued by the muscle man in the perfectly tailored suit, she shifted slightly, sipping from her drink as she watched him interact with the man at the register. Muscle man’s expression never changed, and from what she could tell, he never raised his voice, but the man at the register seemed to be growing paler with each passing moment and his hand movements were increasingly frantic and jerky.

      Interesting.

      Just as she was draining her drink, another man rushed up to the register, the overly bright smile of someone used to placating difficult customers plastered on his face. And moments later a woman hurried up with a tray laden with several steaming plates. Muscle man accepted the tray and with surprising grace, turned to carry it away from the bar.

      Very interesting.

      Sliding from her stool, Finn strolled out into the crowd, following the mysterious muscle man from several paces back as he wound his way through the throngs of people. Not that he really seemed to be putting much effort into it; everyone seemed to just move out of his way like the Red Sea parting for Moses.

      And keeping him in her line of sight wasn’t difficult either, given he was a good head taller than pretty much everyone and several pounds of muscle heavier.

      Who the hell was this guy? Some eccentric billionaire with a bodybuilding fetish? Maybe, but it didn’t seem to fit. Oh! Perhaps he worked for the eccentric billionaire. A gorgeous, broody billionaire like the men in the books she read to keep herself from going insane during those long international flights. If he was a Daddy billionaire, even better. Not that those really existed, but it was fun to daydream.

      She was so lost in her imagination, she nearly missed it when muscle man turned. Darting to the side, she followed him until he reached what appeared to be a solid wall. A moment later, the wall slid open and Muscles stepped inside.

      Private, hidden rooms in Heathrow airport? That was new. And if the glimpse she’d managed to catch before the door had snicked shut behind Muscles was anything to go by, they weren’t just the usual airport lounges, either.

      Now that was a photo series if she’d ever seen one. The parallels between how the rich and famous dealt with being snowed in at an airport versus how the common man was forced to endure the same inconvenience.

      Pulitzer Prize, here I come.

      If she could figure out how the hell to get into the room, that was. Maybe it was something she could rent for herself and write off as a business expense, if it wasn’t too obscene.

      Opening the camera on her phone, she snapped a few pictures of the alcove and the deceptive wall-slash-door, silently willing it to open again so she could capture another hint of the luxury hidden behind it.

      Hidden Luxury. Maybe that’s what she should name the series.

      “I should write that down,” she muttered to herself as she opened the notes app on her phone to add it to the running list of random thoughts she kept there.

      But before she could type it in, her phone disappeared from her hand and her arm was captured in a vise-like grip. Twisting her head around, she found herself caged in by two giant men in dark suits, much like the muscle man she’d followed from the restaurant.

      Panic had her heart hammering at her ribcage, but she masked it as best she could with righteous fury. “Give me back my phone, right now, or I will call the police!”

      The meathead who had taken her phone smirked down at the screen. “Like to see you try it. What are you doing snooping around?”

      “I wasn’t snooping, and it’s none of your business.” Well, at least her voice wasn’t shaking the way her insides were, so she sounded far more confident than she felt in that moment.

      “We’ll see. The boss has some questions for you.”

      Despite her predicament, her curiosity immediately piqued. “The boss? Who do you work for?”

      Instead of answering, he stepped around her and waved some kind of card in front of a cleverly hidden pad to the right of the door. The wall opened once again, but this time, she was unceremoniously shoved inside behind meathead number one.

      For a moment, she forgot her distress as she took in the luxury around her. Dark, rich wood covered one long wall with an entertainment center, complete with a large television. A couch with deep, soft-looking cushions sat opposite, with two chairs on either side making a sort of horseshoe around a coffee table currently laden with food. The chairs were occupied by more meatheads, each dressed in the same dark suit and wearing identically blank, stony expressions.

      But it was the man on the couch who drew her attention. Waves of dark hair just long enough to tickle the collar of his impeccably tailored shirt framed a face so perfect she might have sworn it had been carved from marble. It only took a glance for her to recognize him: Leonardo Moretti. The Lion of Milan. Head of one of the wealthiest families in Italy.

      Holy shit.

      “Found this one sneaking around, taking pictures.”

      The gruff pronouncement brought her crashing back to reality and she felt her cheeks heat in response. “I was not sneaking around. I was in a public space.”

      Eyes so dark they were nearly black flicked an uninterested glance her way before returning to the meathead who had stolen her phone. Moretti held out a hand and the guard held her phone up to her face to unlock it, then placed it in his boss’s outstretched palm.

      “You can’t do that, it’s an invasion of privacy!”

      Her protest was met with a hard, stony glare from Moretti as he swiped a thumb across the screen. “You don’t seem to have much interest in the privacy of others, Miss…”

      “Kavanaugh. And it’s not like that. I’m a street photographer. That’s my work you’re fucking around with, Mr…” She let her sentence trail off in the same way he had, refusing to give him the satisfaction of knowing she’d recognized him.

      “Moretti,” he supplied, a corner of his mouth lifting in a smirk. “But you knew this already, no?”

      Under any other circumstances, the way his tongue rolled around each word would have made her swoon. Like any red-blooded American woman, she was a sucker for a sexy accent, especially when the words were delivered in a voice as rich and smooth as the finest chocolate.

      “No, I did not,” she lied, jerking her chin up, daring him to contradict her.

      “Hmm. I think you are lying, Miss Kavanaugh. But we will address the sneaking and the lying in a moment. For now, you will answer my questions honestly, or the rest of your… visit will be very uncomfortable. Capiche?”

      For the first time in a long while, she tasted the metallic tang of true fear. Nobody really knew where she was, and since she’d turned her phone to airplane mode, Walter wouldn’t be able to track her. It would be nothing for a man like Leonardo Moretti to simply make her disappear. “I understand.”

      “Good.” Head tilted to the side, he regarded her with a flat, stony gaze. “I really only need the answer to one question. Who sent you?”
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      Leonardo watched the American’s eyes widen at his question. But it only took a second for him to realize the look wasn’t artifice—she honestly had no clue what he was talking about. Not that he’d really believed the pretty blonde with the bombshell curves and pale green eyes was an assassin, but one could never be too careful.

      The ever-present knots in his stomach loosened a bit, but he kept his cool mask in place as she opened her mouth, then closed it again, her forehead wrinkling with her frown.

      “Nobody sent me. I work alone.”

      Now that, he wasn’t sure he believed. “Street photographer” was likely just a fancy new term for paparazzi, and he loathed the annoying little vultures. “You invade others’ privacy for free, then? There is no man behind the curtain, waiting for your next round of photographs?”

      “You’re twisting what I do. It’s art.”

      “So you say. Let’s see this art, shall we?” Forcing his gaze away from her and back down to her phone, he tapped on an icon to open her photos, expecting the same half-hidden glimpses of the rich and famous he was used to seeing splattered across the internet.

      What he found instead nearly took his breath away. Art was an understatement. Not only were the pictures exceptional in quality, especially given the medium, there was emotion there. The stress and frustration of a couple arguing over a cup of coffee. The weariness of a waitress most likely forced into an extra shift courtesy of the storm. The bright-eyed wonder of a young woman watching the snow fall.

      “Please don’t delete any of them! I haven’t had a chance to go through them yet.”

      There was a clear plea in her voice, and he couldn’t help but wonder how she would sound begging for his cock. Pushing aside the inappropriate thought, he tapped the most recent photos of the alcove that led to the lounges and deleted them. No need to have any hints floating around out in the wild.

      Curiosity had his finger swiping right to see what the rest of her work was like. Impressive was the word that came to mind, followed quickly by inspired. Even the simple shots of a long-suffering fellow laden down by equipment were somehow playful and spirited.

      But it wasn’t her work that truly captured his attention. It was a screenshot of a social media post announcing the new release of a book which had him pausing his perusal of her gallery. Intrigued, he opened her home screen and tapped the first reading app he found.

      And nearly grinned at what he discovered.

      Daddies. A few photography books scattered in there, showing she took her craft seriously, but her library was mostly full of shirtless men, many with the word Daddy scrawled across their chests. Opening her most recent read, he skimmed until he found a section she’d highlighted. And wasn’t it just lucky for him that it happened to be a scene where the misbehaving heroine was about to go over her Daddy’s knee for a well-deserved spanking?

      Closing the app, he placed the phone beside him on the couch and studied his captive through a new lens. Just because she wasn’t a threat to him didn’t mean she should be allowed to get away with sneaking around places which were obviously meant to be private. And from what he could tell from the way her jeans hugged her delicious curves, she had an ass just made for spanking.

      He was still contemplating the merits of the idea when she curled her lip up in a sneer and all but growled at him, “Give me my phone back. Now.”

      Oh, yes. The pretty little American definitely needed to be taken down a peg or two. “You can have your phone back after your punishment.”

      The sneer fell away, her plump lips parting slightly as her eyes widened. “My what?”

      His eyes locked on hers so he could watch the parade of emotions as she struggled to comprehend his pronouncement as he began unbuttoning his suit jacket.

      “Your punishment. Naughty little girls who go poking around private places don’t just walk away without consequences.”

      “I’m not… I wasn’t…”

      Leaning forward, he pulled the jacket off, handing it off to one of the guards before flicking open the buttons at his wrists and rolling the cuffs up toward his elbows. “You are, and you were. Now, you have two choices.”

      An adorable little flash of pink darted out to lick her lips when he exposed his forearm. “Umm. Okay?”

      “I can call airport security, have you detained, and generally make your life very inconvenient for, well”—he smiled, but it was more a flash of teeth meant to intimidate—“for as long as I’d like, really.”

      “I’m not going to be detained for taking pictures.”

      “If I ask, you will be detained. The reason is not important.”

      The corners of her lips dipped down and a furrow appeared between her brows. “Fine. What’s my second choice?”

      “From now until one of us is cleared to board a plane, you will submit to my discipline. Starting with me properly reddening that rather delectable backside of yours.”

      All of the color seemed to drain from her face, then it came rushing back with a vengeance. “You want to spank me?”

      Her voice rose to a squeak on the question, and he barely kept himself from grinning at the embarrassed outrage in her tone. “We will start with a spanking and see how things go from there. If you are a good girl and follow the rules I give you, there may be no need for any further correction.”

      “You can’t be serious. This can’t be legal!”

      “Of course it is. You have a choice, do you not? Airport security, where I am sure you will be perfectly comfortable for the duration of your stay.” Settling back against the couch, he gestured to their lush surroundings. “Or here, with me, getting your naughty bottom spanked.”

      It was a pleasure, albeit it a perverse one, to watch her struggle with the decision. And he nearly cheered in victory when her shoulders slumped forward, and she nodded.

      “All right. But my clothes stay on and no sex stuff.”

      “No deal. Spankings are always given on the bare so little girls can properly learn their lessons. But I will agree not to touch you in a sexual manner without your permission. And if anything I do is beyond what you can handle, simply yell out ‘red’ and I will stop. It isn’t my intention to actually harm you, after all.”

      She blew out a breath, sending little wisps of hair that had escaped her ponytail dancing. “Fine.”

      “Oh, and there is one more condition of our agreement.”

      “What?”

      “For the duration of your stay, you will only refer to me as Daddy.”
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      Daddy?

      All of the air in Finn’s lungs seemed to catch in her chest, and for a moment, all she could do was stare at the gorgeous Italian billionaire in front of her.

      And then she laughed.

      Moretti raised an eyebrow, a move so perfectly lifted from the books she secretly loved to read it only confirmed her suspicion that this was all a dream. A very vivid, detailed dream, but a dream nonetheless.

      “Did I say something humorous, little one?”

      Heat pulsed between her thighs at the low, dangerous tone, but that wasn’t unheard of, right? People got turned on by dreams all the time.

      “No, no. It just occurred to me that this must be a dream. I bet I fell asleep reading and my brain just conjured you up.” There. That was a reasonable explanation.

      “I assure you, Ms. Kavanaugh, this is not a dream. Would you like me to prove it to you?”

      Still giggling, she shrugged. “Sure. Prove it to me.”

      “Then come here.”

      A shiver ran down her spine at the command in his voice. Hopefully, wherever she’d fallen asleep, she was alone, just in case her hands started to wander.

      “Okay.” Stepping away from the two guards still flanking her, she moved to the spot he’d indicated by the couch.

      “First rule,” he said, reaching for the buttons on her jeans. “When I ask you a question or give you an instruction, you will use my proper title. So, when I tell you to come here, what should your response be?”

      Oh, right. She’d forgotten the whole “Daddy” thing in the midst of her hilarity. “Sorry. Umm, I guess it would be, ‘Yes, Daddy’?”

      Down her jeans went, over the curves of her hips and ass. The tug of denim sent a panicked message to her brain. This wasn’t a dream. It was completely, humiliatingly real.

      “Wait!” Reaching for his hands, she grabbed his wrists, desperate to keep herself from being exposed any further. “I didn’t agree to this!”

      “Didn’t you?” There was a warning in his tone, but it didn’t stop her from trying to pull his hands away from her jeans.

      “Well, I mean, I did. But I thought it was a dream!”

      “You agreed to accept my discipline well before you decided this wasn’t a dream, did you not?”

      “Yes, but…” Glancing around, she lowered her voice to a loud whisper. “There are people here.”

      His expression lightened and he looked almost amused. “Ah, you do not wish for my men to see your punishment.”

      “Yes, exactly,” she said, nearly trembling with relief.

      “I apologize. I forget they are here sometimes.” A subtle jerk of his chin and suddenly the men around them were moving.

      And then they were alone.

      “Are you ready for your punishment now, little one?”

      “I—I don’t know.”

      “It is not too late to choose the other option on the table.”

      Fuck. The last thing she wanted was to be trapped in some little interrogation room or whatever they had this side of the Atlantic for the next god only knew how many hours. And she was Finn Kavanaugh. Award-winning photographer. She’d scaled buildings, hung from scaffolding, squeezed herself into impossibly tight places for the perfect shot. What was a little spanking compared to everything else she’d done in her life?

      “All right.”

      “Tell me what you’re agreeing to, Ms. Kavanaugh. And proper titles, or this will not end with just a spanking, little one.”

      Heat engulfed her face, and she had a feeling her cheeks were as red as he’d promised her ass would be after her punishment. “Sorry, um, Daddy. I agree to let you,” she faltered, her voice cracking as she forced the words past the tightness in her throat, “spank me.”

      “And how do naughty girls receive their spankings?”

      Was it any wonder she’d assumed this was a dream when every word he spoke sounded like it had been plucked from a dirty book? “On their bare bottoms.”

      “Good girl.” The praise, wrapped in the silk of his refined, polished voice, sent her heart fluttering madly in her chest.

      Surprisingly strong hands gripped her arms, guiding her over one knee so her torso was propped up on the plush cushions of the couch. When he stroked the exposed skin of her bottom and her pussy clenched in response, she wondered if she’d been too hasty in insisting on no sexual contact.

      “I suppose before we begin, I should know your full name, Ms. Kavanaugh.”

      “Finn. Well, Finley Grace Kavanaugh if you want the whole thing.” Maybe he’d use her middle name, like the Daddies in her books. What was wrong with her that she found the idea of being lectured and treated like a naughty little girl so damn sexy?

      “Thank you. Now, tell me why you are about to get your bottom spanked, Finley.”

      Nobody really called her Finley, except her mama when she was angry, but it didn’t seem like the appropriate time to mention it. “I was taking pictures of private places, Daddy.”

      Guilt coated her stomach at the admission and made her want to squirm over his knee. It was a point of pride with her that she didn’t encroach on anyone’s privacy if she could help it. Perhaps she really did deserve this punishment.

      “Maybe next time you want to snoop around, this will help you think twice.”
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      No amount of reading about spankings and punishments and Daddies could have prepared her for the flash of pain when Moretti’s hand connected with her bare skin. She’d all but salivated over the muscles in his forearm when he’d rolled up his sleeve in preparation, but she still hadn’t expected him to be able to pack such a punch. He wasn’t broad and muscular like the shirtless men who seemed to grace all the covers of her books, but obviously he was stronger than she’d given him credit for.

      That first swat was followed quickly by a second, then a third, each one building on the burn of the previous one before she had a chance to process the pain. Squeezing her eyes shut, she held her breath, determined to ride out her punishment with some semblance of dignity.

      And then it was over. The last spank fell, and Moretti rested his hand on her warm skin. The breath she’d been holding left her lungs with a loud woosh. Holy crap, she’d made it through without making a sound!

      But when she tried to push up from her position over his knee, she found herself pinned in place by the steel rod he called an arm pressed against her lower back.

      “What are you doing?” he asked, amusement clear in his tone.

      “Um, aren’t we done?”

      A low chuckle rumbled in his chest. “No, little one, we are not finished. That was barely a warm-up. I am waiting for you to relax before we continue.”

      Relax? How the hell was she supposed to relax when she was half-naked over a stranger’s lap getting her bare ass spanked?

      “You are clenching your bottom. Relax for me and we can continue your punishment.”

      “Relax, sure. I’d like to see you relax,” she mumbled.

      “I am perfectly relaxed.” There was a teasing note in his voice that made her want to punch him in his perfect face.

      “You’re not the one half-naked getting beat on by a man you just met!”

      “No, I am not. Because I am not the one who decided to invade the privacy of someone who very obviously went through great expense to stay out of the public eye.”

      Guilt swamped her again and she forced her muscles to loosen until she was limp and pliant over his knee. “I’m sorry, Daddy.” The title fell easily from her lips for the first time. She really was beginning to feel like a naughty little girl who had been caught misbehaving by her Daddy.

      “I believe you, micina. But what kind of Daddy would I be if I didn’t follow through with the punishment I promised you?”

      “A kind and merciful one?” she replied.

      “Nice try, little one. Do not clench or this lesson will take much longer than it needs to.”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      As soon as the words left her mouth, the spanking started again, as fast and painful as the first. More painful, possibly, since she was making an effort to not tense up again. But fuck, it was hard. Each swat seemed to build on the ones that had come before, until her entire backside was burning and throbbing from his thorough chastisement.

      And just when she thought it couldn’t get any worse, he moved lower. To her sit-spots, as the books called them, the sensitive place where her ass and thighs met. It really was as bad as what she’d read, and it took less than six swats to have her crying out.

      “Daddy, no! Please, please, please, I’m sorry!”

      “Ah, now we are getting somewhere.”

      The next swat had more force behind it, startling a shriek out of her. Unable to bear it any longer, she jerked against his hold, rolling her hips to try and escape the punishing blows he was raining down on her poor defenseless bottom.

      “Are you going to respect the privacy of others, Finley Grace?”

      “Yes! I’m sorry, I just wanted to see!”

      “Your art does not give you the right to barge in on someone else’s personal space, little girl. Just because you have talent doesn’t mean you have the right to go wherever you want. Am I making myself perfectly clear?”

      The guilt she’d felt before seemed to expand inside of her like a balloon, growing larger and larger, until it finally exploded out of her on a sob. Her wails of remorse filled the room, mingling with the harsh staccato of his hand cracking against her bare bottom.

      And then it was just the sound of her sobbing, and a gentle hand was softly stroking her swollen, heated skin. “Shhh, micina. You took your punishment well and all is forgiven.”

      “R-really?” The weight of what she’d done seemed to lift off of her, allowing her to relax under his tender touch. Why it mattered to her that this complete stranger forgave her, she didn’t know, but it mattered a lot in that moment.

      “Really. And are you going to sneak around places where you don’t belong again?”

      “I’ll try not to.”

      To her surprise, another deep laugh rumbled against her side. “Cheeky little American. If you need more convincing, I am sure I can be of service.”

      “No, Daddy! I’ll be good, I promise.”

      “Then why don’t you sit up and let me hold you for a bit, and then we can discuss what comes next.”

      Pushing awkwardly to her feet—why didn’t the books ever discuss how difficult it was to stand up from this position, especially with your pants around your knees? She reached for her jeans, but Moretti slapped lightly at her hands.

      “Naughty little girls sit on their bare bottoms after a spanking to remind them of why they were punished.”

      Heat flared in her cheeks and between her thighs. “Yes, Daddy.”

      Scooting around him, she settled on the couch next to him, unsure of what to do next. But he took the decision away from her by wrapping an arm around her and pulling her in so that her head rested on his chest.

      Somehow, snuggling with him this way felt even more intimate than being over his knee. There was an implied closeness to the gesture, completely at odds with how long they’d known each other. But little by little, she relaxed, until she was curled up beside him, her eyes drifting closed.

      Who knew being spanked would be so exhausting?

      “How are you feeling, micina?”

      The question had her eyes popping back open. “Oh. Um. Sore, but okay, I guess. What is mee-chee-na?”

      “It means kitten. Because your curiosity is what brought you to me.”

      “Oh.” Her heart fluttered madly like a butterfly trapped in her ribcage. “That’s… cute.”

      It was more than cute; it was downright adorable. And romantic. Just like one of her books. But there was no way the hot Italian billionaire was going to fall madly in love with her just because she let him spank her. This was temporary, and her traitorous heart would do well to remember it.

      “I thought it fitting.”

      Her stomach chose that moment to let out a loud rumble, reminding her she hadn’t eaten in hours. Which in turn reminded her that he’d been about to enjoy his own dinner when she’d been caught snooping around his lounge. “Oh no! Your dinner is going to be cold!”

      “I’ve eaten worse. But it sounds as though I should order you something to eat. What would my naughty little kitten like for dinner? A warm saucer of milk, perhaps?”

      Despite the teasing note in his tone, her core tightened in response to the suggestion. There was no way she was going to experiment that deeply with a man she’d just met, but since they were already acting out one of her favorite fantasies, she saw no reason not to indulge herself a little.

      “I was thinking the opposite.” Pulling away, she grinned up at him. “Ice cream!”

      Just as she’d hoped, that eyebrow of his went winging up toward his hairline. “Have you eaten an actual meal today, little one?”

      “I ate earlier.” Several hours earlier, but that seemed like a detail best kept to herself for the moment.

      But apparently, her temporary Daddy saw straight through her feeble attempts at manipulation. “How much earlier? And please remember you agreed to submit to me until one of us has a plane to catch. Lying is a very serious offense, micina.”

      Would he spank her again? Wash her mouth out with soap? If she had it her way, she knew which option she would prefer, despite the lingering ache in her backside. Her curiosity got the better of her and she couldn’t help but ask. “What happens if I lie?”

      Moretti seemed to take the question in stride. “Normally I might keep you right on the edge of an orgasm without letting you come for as long as I felt necessary so you would learn your lesson. But since we have agreed to no sexual contact, I would wash your mouth out with soap. And you would not be allowed any kind of dessert after your very plain dinner of a grilled chicken breast and broccoli.”

      “Hours. It’s been hours,” she blurted out, horror filling her at the scenario he’d described. What kind of monster denies a woman dessert?

      “Thank you for being honest. There is a tablet there on the coffee table, with all the restaurants and their menus. Choose, and I will send one of my men to collect your order.”

      Leaning forward, she snagged the tablet from the short, rectangular table in front of them before settling back against him. “Why don’t you just have someone bring it to you? I’m sure a place like this has like, a concierge or something, right?”

      “They do.”

      The short, almost waspish answer set her antennae quivering. Perhaps it was unwise, given their agreement and his obvious comfort with delivering a sound spanking, but her curiosity wouldn’t let it rest. “So why don’t you use them?”

      “I choose not to. The caviar house there is a particular favorite,” he added, tapping the screen to pull up the menu.

      As far as distractions went, it was a doozy. Finn nearly swallowed her tongue at the prices. “Fourteen hundred dollars for fucking fish eggs?”

      “Unless you want another trip over my knee, I suggest you keep a civil tongue, little one.”

      Jesus, when was the last time she’d blushed this much? Never, that she could recall. He had a way of making her feel like a naughty little girl with just his words. “Sorry, Daddy.”

      “You are forgiven, micina. Such a beautiful little girl should not be using such ugly words.”

      Warmth spread in her chest at the easy compliment. “Beautiful, huh?”

      “Yes, beautiful. As you are well aware.”

      “I am,” she agreed with a wide grin. “Though I could stand to lose a few pounds.”

      “Ah, but then you would not have this delicious bottom so perfect for spanking.”

      His words seemed to reignite the burn she’d nearly forgotten about during their banter. She was suddenly reminded she was sitting on the couch completely naked from her waist to her calves, but instead of feeling the urge to cover herself up, now all she wanted was to strip the rest of the fabric from her body and beg him to take her.

      Which was completely ridiculous. Yeah, he was gorgeous and criminally rich, but he’d used that wealth to basically blackmail her. She should be outraged, threatening to send him to jail.

      But instead of angry, she felt… relieved. And, if she was being completely honest with herself, insanely curious about what the rest of their time together might entail.

      Curiosity killed the cat. Or in this case, got it spanked.

      Snorting at her own internal dialogue, she refocused on the tablet and scrolled the various restaurants and their menus. When she found a restaurant that served basic pub food, she grinned and tapped the screen. “This sounds perfect.”

      She would have been lying if she’d said she wasn’t disappointed when he took the request in stride, with nothing more than a slight raise of his eyebrow. “All right. What would you like?”

      “This,” she tapped the screen to indicate a burger with bacon and barbecue sauce. “And we should get an order of those nachos, they sound amazing.”

      “Nachos?” With a shrug, he took the tablet from her and tapped in their order. “Two of the Tennessee Burgers, an order of nachos, and two bottles of water.”

      “Pepsi,” she corrected, flashing him a bright smile.

      “Water,” he repeated, a note of warning in his voice that sent a thrill racing up her spine.

      “Look, Moretti. You can’t have burgers without soda. It’s just not right.”

      Smooth as a jungle cat, he pushed to his feet and held a hand out to her, his stern expression making her feel like a naughty little girl all over again.

      “Stand up, please.”

      Swallowing hard at the thought of another spanking, she rose awkwardly to her feet, the denim around her legs making it difficult to leverage herself up off the soft cushion. But instead of bending her over or pulling her back over his knee, Moretti took her hand and led her to a wall.

      “Arms behind your back.”

      Confused, but driven by that damn curiosity, she moved into the requested position, gripping each forearm with the opposite hand. “What’s going on?”

      A credit card flashed in front of her eyes. “You are going to stand here and hold this card to the wall with your nose for five minutes. If the card falls, your time will begin again.”

      “What? Why?”

      “Consider it a lesson in respect. How are you meant to address me?”

      Well, crap. “I’m sorry, I just forgot.”

      “And this will help you remember,” he replied easily, pressing the card against the pale gray wall. “Nose on the card, little one. Five minutes.”

      Leaning in with a quiet sigh, she pressed her nose to the cool plastic. But not hard enough apparently, since it slid straight to the floor as soon as he released it. Three tries later, she had it pinned and her time began.

      Five minutes, she realized, was a ridiculous amount of time to stand in one spot with nothing to do but concentrate on holding a stupid piece of plastic in place. Especially when your bare, probably still pink ass was sticking out for the man who’d just finished roasting it to see.

      She’d rather have another spanking.

      Which, as much as she hated to admit it, made the humiliating process an especially effective punishment. While she might be tempted to “forget” his title again if it earned her a spanking, she was not in the least bit tempted to go another round with his stupid credit card.

      “One more minute.”

      The unexpected sound of his voice was so loud in the near silent room, she nearly jumped. But she managed to catch herself before she dropped the card.

      “Other than your blatant disregard for my title, do you know why you are standing there against the wall, with your bare bottom on display?”

      She thought for a minute. “Not really.”

      “If you want something from me, micina, all you need do is ask. Politely. I do not respond well to demands. Are we clear?”

      Oh. Shame washed over her, adding to the “naughty little girl” feeling. “Yes, Daddy. I’m sorry.”

      “Your time is up. Bring me the card, please.”

      Pulling away from the wall, she wiggled her nose to relieve the dull ache. The card slid to the floor, forcing her to bend over to retrieve it, an awkward act which made her all too aware of her nakedness. With her pants still around her knees, she shuffled across the room. It really was as awkward as the books made it seem.

      When she held the card out to Moretti, he surprised her again by taking her hand instead and pulling her onto his knee.

      “Did you learn your lesson, little one?” he asked softly, his voice surprisingly sweet.

      “Yes, Daddy. I’m sorry I was rude.”

      “You are forgiven. I do have a request, if you are willing.”

      Curious again, she sat up and studied his serious expression. “A request? From me? What is it?”

      “A kiss.”
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      “A kiss?” Finn parroted back, unsure she’d heard correctly. Of all the things a man like Leonardo Moretti could ask of her, and he was asking for… a kiss?

      “Yes. I promise to keep my word about not touching you sexually unless you change your mind, but I would very much like to kiss you.”

      “But… why?”

      “Why do I want to kiss you?” Amusement danced in his eyes when she nodded. “I believe we’ve already discussed how attractive I find you. Do I really need a reason to kiss a beautiful woman?”

      Disappointment twisted her gut. Which was stupid and silly. They’d just met and all he really knew about her was her profession. Why would he have any deeper, more meaningful reason to want to kiss her? This wasn’t one of her books where the hero falls in love with the heroine the second he lays eyes on her.

      “I guess not. Sure, one kiss.”

      “If I am only allowed one, I suppose I will need to make it count.”

      His words, delivered in a low, sensual purr, had her pussy clenching in response and she prayed she wasn’t going to leave a wet spot on his pants. Especially considering they probably cost more than her rent.

      And when he slid a hand behind her head, drawing her closer, she just barely kept herself from squirming on his lap. Never in her life had she been this turned on by a man she’d just met. Then again, she’d also never let a strange man bare her ass and spank her while she called him “Daddy”.

      What a strange fucking day.

      But then his lips were on hers and every thought, every worry, simply disappeared. Her world, usually so wide and busy and full, narrowed down to that single moment. Sighing softly, she shifted, leaning into the kiss. Into him, and the wonderful kaleidoscope of feelings he was stirring inside of her.

      By the time they pulled apart, her breaths were coming in shallow little pants and her heart felt as if it might beat right out of her chest.

      Leonardo’s lips curved upward, and he cupped her cheek, running his thumb over her cheekbone in a gesture that had her stomach doing a slow roll. “If I could spend our time together doing nothing but kissing you, I would consider it time very well spent.”

      It was on the tip of her tongue to ask if they could do more than kiss when a knock sounded at the door.

      “Ah, dinner is served. You may pull your jeans up if you think you can behave, micina.”

      Blushing at the playful reminder of her nakedness, Finn all but jumped to her feet and yanked her pants back up into place just as the door swooshed open and the guard who’d apparently been sent to fetch their food walked in with a tray.

      Lifting the lid and revealing their plates with a flourish, the guard winked at her. The scents of home filled the air, and she was just about to snatch up a nacho when chaos exploded around them.

      Another guard came crashing through the main door, clutching at his stomach. “Don’t!” he shouted before dropping to the floor, wheezing and gasping for breath.

      “What the fuck?”

      It was all she had time to say before the other guards surrounded her, ushering her through an opening in a wall and into a cramped hallway. Fear crawled icy fingers up her spine, but she forced herself to take as deep a breath as she could manage to keep the panic at bay.

      The hallway changed, and then they were rushed into an elevator and whisked upward, down another hallway and finally into a spacious hotel suite.

      Leonardo was right behind her, a fury in his eyes so cold she wondered that it didn’t freeze the very air in her lungs. But his gaze only landed on her for a moment before he began barking orders at his men. At least, she assumed from the tone that they were orders, but her Italian wasn’t strong enough to grasp exactly what he was saying.

      When the men began filing out, Leonardo wrapped a hand around her arm and guided her to the bedroom, where he locked the door. They stood for a moment, their uneven breaths the only sound in the room until he turned to face her. His expression was blank, but in a careful way, like he was forcing his emotions deep beneath the surface. But when he spoke, the barest hint of fury trembled in his voice.

      “My apologies, micina. I’m afraid you’re caught in the middle of an assassination plot.”
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      Finley’s eyes widened, at first with fear, but something more like excitement quickly took its place. “An assassination plot? Seriously? Oh my god, Walter is going to flip. I need to call him, have him bring my camera equipment. Would you mind posing for some pictures? What about your men?”

      “Pictures.” Baffled by her response, Leonardo wasn’t sure if he should be amused or furious by her lack of concern for her own well-being. “Someone just tried to murder you, and your concern is making sure it’s properly documented?”

      She at least had the grace to look sheepish. “Well, technically they were just trying to murder you, right? I would just be collateral damage. Oh.” Her expression turned distressed. “Oh, god. Your man, the guard. Is he…”

      “I don’t know yet.” Grief dug thick, jagged claws into his chest. He was fairly certain Pietro had been dead before they’d even left the room, but nothing had been confirmed.

      “I’m sorry. I’m—that was incredibly insensitive of me. What can I do?”

      Her concern soothed some of the jagged edges the fear and anger had carved inside of him. “Nothing. There is nothing to be done but wait. Your friend, this Walter, is he waiting for you?”

      “Sort of. He was supposed to be finding us a room, but I guess I don’t need one, now. I should check and see if he’s called. Any chance I could have my phone back?”

      “Would we not have heard him calling?”

      A shake of her head sent her blonde ponytail flying around her face. “No. I always set it to airplane mode and turn off the WiFi when I’m shooting on it, so I don’t get interrupted by notifications.”

      Fear, darker and stronger than was reasonable for him to feel about a woman he’d only just met clawed at his stomach. Lowering his voice, he took a step toward her. “Let me see if I have this correct.”

      Something in his tone or his body language must have hinted at the fury boiling in his veins, because she wisely took a step back. “Huh?”

      “You went off on your own, in one of the world’s largest airports, with no way for your traveling companion to contact you.”

      Her gaze darted toward the door of the bedroom, as if she were gauging her odds of escaping before he caught her. The pink tip of her tongue darted out, running along the swell of her lower lip before she refocused on him and sent him an overly bright smile. “Well, I mean, he could have, I just wouldn’t have gotten the message until I turned the phone back on.”

      “I am not finished. You then accepted an invitation from a strange man to not only stay with him for an undetermined length of time, but to submit to physical punishments at his hand. All while knowing your companion would not be able to contact you and had no idea where you were or who you were with. Am I correct?”

      Anger flashed in her eyes and she stopped retreating long enough to jam her fists onto her hips and stomp her foot. “I am a grown adult, Leonardo Moretti. I don’t need my assistant to babysit me.”

      “It just so happens, I agree.”

      Some of the anger faded, confusion taking its place. “Oh. You do?”

      “Oh, yes, micina. You do not need an assistant looking after you. You need a Daddy.”

      Closing the distance between them, he snaked an arm around her waist, yanking her against him. “You need a Daddy to teach you the difference between necessary risks and foolish, reckless behavior. Lucky for you, we have all the time in the world right now for me to explain the difference to you.”

      Her bottom lip pushed out in the most adorable pout. “You’re going to spank me again?”

      “Oh, no, little one. You put your safety at risk and for that, you have earned a bit more than a spanking.”

      “But I wasn’t in any danger, I was with you!”

      It was almost sweet how she had no idea how dangerous he really was. A man didn’t keep the kind of wealth his family had amassed by being a saint. “And before that? When you were wandering around, alone, with no way for your assistant to contact you?”

      “I am a grown woman,” she repeated. “Plenty of women travel alone.”

      “With a cellphone, and rarely without someone knowing where they are. And my concern is not for other women, it is for you.”

      He was being unreasonable. Even if she had been his from the start, turning her phone off for a couple of hours was hardly the worst offense. But something inside of him was howling, snarling, demanding that he claim her, keep her safe. It was ridiculous and completely out of character for him, but just then he couldn’t seem to find it in him to care.

      Whether she recognized the desperate, clawing beast inside of him or she actually agreed with him, he wasn’t sure, but she softened in his arms. “Okay.”

      “Say the words, micina. Tell me what you are agreeing to.”

      “Okay, you can punish me again.”
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      Relief swept over Leonardo’s features at her agreement, easing some of her annoyance at the situation. It wasn’t like she’d really been in any danger, at least not until someone had tried to kill them. And that could hardly be blamed on her turning off her cell phone.

      But he seemed as off-kilter as she felt. Knowing someone had most likely died in front of them, and that he had been the intended target…

      She pushed the image of his guard, clutching his stomach and gasping for air, from her mind. They both needed a distraction, and if punishing her gave him that, then she was happy to agree.

      Well, maybe not happy. Her temporary Daddy had a really hard hand. And it sounded like this punishment was going to be a lot worse than the spanking she’d gotten for sneaking around.

      The idea both terrified and aroused her.

      Reaching into his pocket, Leonardo took out her phone and handed it to her. “One phone call, and then we will have our discussion.”

      She almost snorted at the word “discussion” but stopped herself just in time. No need to antagonize the man who held the fate of her ass in his hands for the next few hours.

      Taking the phone from him, she switched off airplane mode and waited for the inevitable flood of notifications. Guilt coated her stomach, making her feel slightly nauseous when she noticed the dozens of texts and voicemails from Walter. Without bothering to check them, she hit the button to dial his number.

      “Finn? Where the fuck have you been?”

      Leonardo’s raised eyebrow and the smug smirk lifting the corner of his mouth told her he’d heard Walter’s shouted question, and it was all she could do not to roll her eyes. “I’m in the airport, where else would I be?”

      “How should I know? You turned your damn phone off, so I had no clue if you were still here or not. What if you’d been kidnapped?”

      “Walter.” She bit back a frustrated sigh. “Nobody is leaving the airport right now. How would this imaginary kidnapper take me anywhere?”

      “Maybe he has a snowplow, I don’t know.” There was a note of reluctant acceptance in his tone, and she sent Leonardo her own smug smile. “But you still broke our agreement.”

      The stern announcement had her frowning down at the phone. “What agreement?”

      “After Shanghai, remember? When you turned your phone off and disappeared on me for a whole fucking day? You promised you would keep it on at all times if we were going to be separated.”

      Shit. She’d completely forgotten about that. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to worry you. I promise I’m fine and I’ll have my phone on the rest of the time.”

      “Where are you now?”

      “Ahh.” What was she supposed to tell him? She’d been detained while sneaking around the rich people lounges and now she was some billionaire’s plaything until they were cleared to fly again?

      Yeah, no. Not in a million years.

      Before she could figure out what to say, the phone disappeared from her hands. With a quick wink in her direction, Leonardo hit the button for speaker and held the phone between them. “Hello. This is Walter, yes? Finley’s assistant?”

      “Who the fuck is this? Where’s Finn?”

      “My name is Leonardo Moretti.”

      “Who?” Unlike when she’d pretended not to know who he was, it was clear Walter honestly had no idea. Leonardo’s wide-eyed surprise nearly made her giggle, but she assumed laughing at him just then wouldn’t bode well for her bottom.

      “He’s that billionaire leather guy. You know, the Lion of Milan. His family sells some of the finest Italian leather money can buy.” A lot of money, and what she wouldn’t give to be able to afford just one pair of Moretti boots.

      “Textiles,” Leonardo corrected with a twitch of his lips. “We do make more than leather, you know.”

      “Well, sure, but you can’t argue that leather isn’t what you’re known for.”

      “Um, hey, hello!” Walter’s exasperated voice interrupted their back-and-forth. “Whoever this guy is, what the hell are you doing with him?”

      “We, ah, met while I was taking pictures and kind of hit it off.” There. Close enough to not be a lie without giving away details she wasn’t comfortable sharing with, well with anyone, now that she thought about it.

      Leonardo sent her another smirk, as if he found her reluctance to tell Walter the truth amusing. “I promise your boss is in very good hands.”

      A disbelieving huff came from the phone speaker and Finn clapped a hand over her mouth to smother her giggle. “All right. Just tell me where you are, and I’ll be there as quick as I can.”

      “Come to the Sofitel. I’ll give the concierge your name. I have an extra room you can use.”

      “I’m on my way. Leave your damn phone on, woman.”

      Finn grinned. “Love you, too.”

      After hitting the button to end the call, Leonardo tucked the device in his pocket. “Now, where were we? Ah, yes.” His hands went to the buckle on his thin dress belt, and she watched, mesmerized as he slowly pulled the strip of leather through the loops on his pants and folded it over in his hands. “Your next punishment.”

      The part of her brain responsible for self-preservation was practically screaming at her to run, or at the very least to object. But she’d never actually been spanked with a belt, and it was one of her favorite fantasies. She might never get another chance to live out the scenes in the books she loved so much, and she wasn’t about to waste this opportunity.

      Still, giving in too easily didn’t fit her fantasies, either. Throwing her hands behind her, she shook her head. “No, Daddy,” she whined, letting herself slip into the role she’d imagined for herself hundreds of times. “I’m sorry, I won’t ever do it again!”

      “And it’s Daddy’s job to make sure you don’t.” Moving to the bed, he sat on the edge, the folded belt sitting beside him. “Pants and panties off, little one. You won’t be needing them for a while.”

      Pouting, she did as he’d asked and undid her jeans so she could push them to the floor and kick them aside. She would have expected the embarrassment to have faded since he’d already seen her mostly naked already, but the act of baring herself, not for fun sexy times, but to submit to such a childish punishment was just as humiliating as the first time.

      When she was naked from the waist down, he reached for her, pulling her between his legs and over one muscular thigh so her torso was supported by the bed and her ass was in the perfect spanking position.

      “I couldn’t help but overhear your friend talking about an agreement you had? Something about not turning off your phone when you were separated. Do I have that right, micina?”

      “Oh. Um, yes. We got separated a couple months ago and I didn’t have my phone on, and Walter said I was gonna make him go gray early. Which might be true because I noticed a couple gray hairs on the plane yesterday, but I didn’t tell him because it would just make him grouchy. Grouchier,” she corrected with a snort.

      Twin spots of pain blossomed on each of her bottom cheeks and she jerked in surprise. “Ouch! What was that for?”

      “Do you think it’s funny to worry your friends, Finley?”

      Okay, when he put it like that, it made her sound like an asshole, and she already sorta felt like one for worrying Walter for no reason. “No, Daddy. I’m sorry.”

      “Good girl. When you see Walter again, you are going to apologize for worrying him and you will keep your promise in the future. Am I understood, little one?”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      Holy shit. If she’d thought he’d spanked hard before, it was nothing to the fire he promptly began lighting in her ass as soon as the agreement left her lips.

      “Ow! Daddy, that’s too hard!”

      To her shock, the spanking stopped abruptly, and his hand brushed over her warm skin. “Is it really too much, micina?”

      The words sounded innocuous enough, almost sweet and caring. But there was an undercurrent that had her thinking twice before she answered. “It hurts,” she said after a pause, avoiding the actual question.

      “That isn’t what I asked, now is it? What do you say if I’ve truly pushed you past your limits?”

      “Red.”

      “And do you need to use your safeword?”

      It was tempting, so tempting to take the out he was giving her. And it really had hurt, but the burn was already fading. Sighing quietly, she shook her head. “No, Daddy.”

      “All right. I won’t stop again unless I hear ‘Red’. Understood?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      This time she was a little better prepared for the intensity, but the steady tattoo of harsh, painful swats still took her breath away. And it wasn’t long before she was crying out, wiggling against his hold, fighting to be released.

      And then the lecture started.

      “You made an agreement with your traveling companion, Finley Grace.” As he spoke, he moved his attention to her sit spots, making her howl at the fresh sting. “And you broke that agreement, causing your friend undue distress. Not to mention how dangerous it was, to completely cut yourself off from everyone while you wandered around, alone.”

      Guilt pressed in on her, a weight on her chest she hadn’t expected. What had started out as a way to distract him now felt all too real. “I’m sorry!”

      “I believe you are, micina. But I also believe you are not used to being held accountable for such actions, am I correct?”

      How the hell was she supposed to answer that, when all her brain could focus on was the inferno currently engulfing her backside? She struggled to answer, but in the end, all that left her mouth was a strangled sort of whimper.

      “That is what I thought,” Leonardo said, moving his assault to the tops of her thighs. “You’ve been very naughty, little one. I think you have needed a Daddy for a very long time.”

      With a final pair of crisp swats to her thighs, the spanking stopped, and she slumped against the mattress, panting for breath. But unlike what she’d read in the books, there was no relief, no feeling of lightness. The weight of her guilt still sat on her chest like a boulder and all she felt was miserable and in pain.

      “Almost done, little one. I’m afraid this next part isn’t going to be as easy.”

      Something stiff tapped against her ass and she moaned. “Daddy, no! I’ll be good, I promise!”

      “I believe you, micina. But I plan to make sure this lesson sticks.”

      It was all the warning she had before a line of fire exploded across the middle of her ass, surprising a shriek out of her. Another stripe followed immediately after, right below the first, and then another, until he’d worked his way down to the tops of her thighs. There, at that ultra-sensitive spot where she knew she’d feel it every time she sat down, he laid down three agonizing strokes in a row.

      And she broke.

      It was like he’d taken a sculptor’s chisel and chipped away at the rock in her chest until it shattered. Her breath rushed out of her on a sob, tears burning her eyes as he worked his way back up to the middle of her ass.

      Then it was over, and he was murmuring soft words of encouragement as he pulled her up into his arms. With another hitching sob, the tears rushed forward, soaking her cheeks and his shirt.

      “Good girl,” he whispered, his fingers stroking the welts on her ass while he rocked her gently.

      She wept against his shoulder until the tears finally dried and her sobs softened to whimpers. And to her shock, when she drew in a deep breath, she felt that light, almost euphoric feeling she’d so often read about in her books.

      “Did my naughty little kitten learn her lesson?”

      “Yes, Daddy.” A pitiful sniffle punctuated her response, but she couldn’t summon the energy to be embarrassed by it. “I’m sorry I was bad.”

      “You weren’t bad, little one. You were naughty, and there’s a difference. And I appreciate the apology, but I am not really the person you need to apologize to, am I?”

      Ugh. The last thing she wanted to do was face Walter with her ass still burning and tears drying on her cheeks. “I know. But can we just… stay here, a minute?”

      “Take as much time as you need, there’s no rush.”

      Humming happily, she snuggled into his embrace. But it wasn’t long before the pain of her punishment began to fade and the soft stroking of his fingers over her scorched skin made her aware of a fire in a completely different part of her anatomy.

      The “nothing sexual” rule was hers, so if she wanted to break it, surely he wouldn’t argue, right? Driven by the pulsing between her thighs, she shifted so she was straddling him. “Daddy?”

      One eyebrow raised quizzically, his only outward reaction to her change in position. “Yes, micina?”

      “I changed my mind. About the sex stuff.”

      “Hmmm.” His hands went to her ass again, cupping and kneading the abused flesh, fanning the flames of her need. “That is a very broad category. Tell me exactly what you want, little one.”

      Running her fingers through his thick mane, she rolled her hips, desperately seeking some kind of relief. “You. I want you, inside of me. Fuck me, Daddy.”
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      Desire turned the deep brown of his eyes nearly black and her breath caught in her chest. “Please,” she added in a desperate whisper, her lips hovering a hair’s breadth from his.

      “Since you asked so nicely…”

      They rolled, and that part of her that longed to submit to a man, to be completely owned and dominated crowed with delight when she found herself pinned helplessly beneath him.

      “You still have your safeword. Just say it, and this stops, even if I am already inside of you. Understood?”

      “Yes, yes, I understand. Now would you please just fuck me?”

      “Naughty little kitten. If you continue to make demands, you will not be allowed release. You will beg for it, but you will be denied.”

      In that moment, not being allowed to come sounded like absolute torture and she would have done or said anything to avoid such a fate. “I’m sorry, Daddy. It’s just been so long.”

      “Hmmm.” Lowering his head, he nipped at the sensitive skin of her neck, sending a shiver down her spine. “How long?”

      “Ah.” How the hell was she supposed to think straight with him distracting her this way? “I don’t know. A year, at least?”

      “Poor needy little kitten. And are you on any kind of birth control?”

      “Yes.” His lips brushed over her collarbone and she nearly whimpered. Every muscle in her body was screaming for him to touch her, to taste her.

      To claim her.

      “I’ve also been tested a few times since then. Nothing to worry about.”

      “As have I. But I would be happy to have someone fetch us a box of condoms if you would prefer.”

      His almost chivalrous concern and deference to her had her heart jumping wildly. It was ridiculous and impractical, but in that moment, she thought she might be falling just a little in love with him.

      “No. I don’t want to wait. Please.”

      “As you wish, little one. But I am not going to fuck you.”

      Disappointment welled inside of her, and she pouted up at him. “But you said—”

      “I’ve changed my mind. As this may be the one chance I have to be inside of you, I will not rush it.” Inch by slow, torturous inch, he pushed her sweater up, exposing her stomach. “I want to savor you, Finley Kavanaugh. I want to make slow, sweet love to you, the way a woman as extraordinary as you deserves.”

      Any arguments she might have made evaporated when he lowered his head, his clever tongue teasing the sensitive swell of her breasts. For once in her life, her constantly racing thoughts quieted, and all she knew was him. The feel of his lips on her skin, the soft words of praise he lavished upon her as he worshiped her body.

      “So beautiful,” he murmured as he pulled the sweater from her, leaving her clad only in her simple, practical cotton bra. Cupping her breasts, he ran his thumbs over the swollen nipples, drawing a surprised gasp from her. “And all mine.”

      She was too lost in the haze of desire to argue with him. And in any event, it was true. In that moment, she belonged to him so completely, there was no point in denying it, even if it couldn’t last.

      A gentle tug, and the last piece of fabric keeping her from his gaze fell away. “Beautiful,” he repeated, dipping his head to pull one stiff peak into his mouth. “All pink and rosy, just as I imagined they would be.”

      “Please, Leonardo.”

      “Say it again.”

      “What?” she asked, confused. Did he want her to say “please” again? Was that some weird Daddy thing?

      “My name.” Something dark, almost predatory burned in his gaze. “Say it.”

      “Leonardo,” she repeated, reaching up to press a hand to his cheek. “Touch me, Leonardo. Please.”

      “My sweet little kitten.” Gently, too gently, his fingers trailed down her abdomen to where she burned for him. And when he slid a finger between her soaked lips, he grinned. “All of this for me?”

      Before she could respond, he pushed a finger inside of her, robbing her of the ability to do more than whimper as the coil of need inside of her tightened.

      “So wet, so needy.” Pulling his finger from her, covered in her own juices, he circled her clit, sending jolts of electric pleasure pulsing through her.

      With every brush of his finger over that sensitive bundle of nerves, her need for him grew. “More,” she begged, lifting her hips into his touch, desperately racing toward the pleasure he was keeping just out of reach.

      “And so demanding,” he added with a soft chuckle. “But I suppose I can allow it, just this once. Come for Daddy, kitten.”

      The order, combined with his clever, talented fingers, sent her flying. Pleasure unlike any she’d ever known exploded inside of her, racing over every nerve ending until she went limp under him, dragging in deep, greedy breaths.

      “That was beautiful, micina. I can’t wait to watch you come apart again.”
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      He nearly laughed when Finn’s eyes widened as his meaning sank in. “Again?” she squeaked out, sounding more like a little mouse than a kitten.

      “Yes. Again. And I want to taste you this time.” Without giving her a chance to argue, he moved lower, settling between her thighs. Her plump, pink lips were soaked with the evidence of her arousal, and saliva pooled in his mouth at the sight.

      Mine.

      It didn’t matter to him that she would be leaving as soon as they were given the all-clear. That he might never see her again. She was his, and his alone, at least for the next few hours.

      And if he had his way, she would carry this night with her always, just as he knew he would.

      As promised, he savored her. Long slow licks, from the very bottom of her delectable pussy to the top, where her swollen little clit was peeking out from under its hood. He deliberately avoided giving it more than a few gentle flicks with his tongue, enjoying the soft sighs and whimpers he drew from her with each teasing touch.

      Slender fingers tangled in his hair, urging him on in time with her hips lifting, silent pleas for more. And more he gave her, tightening his hold on her thighs and feasting on the delicious prize before him.

      When he captured her clit between his lips and sucked, she arched under him, her cries of desperate need filling the room. And then she was writhing beneath him, chanting his name as shudders wracked her body.

      “Beautiful,” he murmured in between kisses to her thighs and abdomen. “Watching you come is a sight to rival any of the seven wonders of the world. DaVinci could not have painted a more beautiful sight, micina.”

      “Did you just say something about DaVinci?” A satisfied smile spread across her face when he pushed up to his knees. “You were speaking Italian. What did you say?”

      “Ah.” Now that the moment had passed, he found himself somewhat embarrassed by his words. “I was just saying how beautiful you are when you come.”

      “Mmmm. It sounds much nicer in Italian.”

      “Everything does,” he agreed, moving off the bed to shed himself of his clothes. Perhaps it was the coward’s way out, but he slipped back into his native tongue and lavished her with more praise as he knelt between her thighs and slid into her waiting heat.

      Gathering her wrists in his hands, he pinned them to the mattress above her head, a thrill racing up his spine at the sight of her beneath him, helpless. Completely at his mercy.

      He was rewarded with a gasp and the feel of her clamping down around him. Tucking that information away for later, in the hopes he might be allowed more than just this one time with her, he moved inside of her, pushing them both closer and closer to the edge.

      “One more time, micina. Come for Daddy.”

      And she did. Back arching, the walls of her pussy tightening around him, she came with another loud cry. This time, he joined her, emptying himself inside of her.

      Collapsing on the bed beside her, he gathered her into his arms, and he couldn’t help but smile at the way she snuggled into his side.

      It had been too long since he’d felt this strange tightness in his chest. The curious little American had gotten under his skin, there was no doubt about it.

      Now, he just had to figure out how to keep her safe.
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      Cuddled up against an Italian billionaire after the best sex of her life wasn’t exactly how Finn had expected to spend the last few hours of this trip. Not that she was complaining.

      There was still the tiny little detail of an apparent assassination plot against him. Who would want to kill the Lion of Milan? Plenty of people, she supposed. A family as rich as the Morettis was bound to pick up a few enemies over the years.

      But why? That was the question currently sending her brain into overdrive as her system settled from the truly fantastic sex they’d just shared. What had Leonardo Moretti done to put a target on his back?

      Maybe the Moretti family wasn’t as above board as they’d led the public to believe. It wasn’t much of a reach to consider that a family worth several billion dollars might have their fingers in some less than legal pies.

      Holy shit. Had she just had sex with a secret mob boss? What if this assassin found out and tried to kidnap her to get to Leonardo? Would he even care enough to pay a ransom? Or would he just let her die?

      “Micina, I can feel you tensing up. What is going on in that brain of yours?”

      His tone was more amused than annoyed, but she had a feeling that would change in a heartbeat if she revealed the path her thoughts had taken. And anyway, there was no way the Moretti family could be that shady without the public knowing about it.

      Right?

      Before she could answer, he’d rolled on top of her, pinning her to the bed again, his dark gaze unreadable. “It is very rude to ignore your Daddy when he asks you a question, little one.”

      “Sorry.” She sent him a sweet, innocent smile and hoped he’d buy it. “I was just daydreaming.”

      “Hmmm. I suppose I did not do a good enough job if your mind is already drifting.” Lowering his head, he nipped at her neck, the quick, sharp pain sending jolts of pleasure straight to her clit. To her shock, her body responded immediately, a familiar need flaring back to life between her thighs. “Perhaps I should try again.”

      The protest died on her tongue when he shifted and brushed a kiss over the swell of her breast. But before he could do more than tease, a knock sounded at the door.

      “Go away,” he called, a wicked grin moving across his features. “I am busy.”

      “Sorry, boss. There's a man downstairs who says he’s with us. The concierge wants to know if we should let him up.”

      A man? Who could—“Fuck! Walter!”

      Rolling off the bed, Leonardo shot her a warning glare as he pulled his slacks back up around his hips. “Language, little one, unless you would like to spend some time this evening over my knee with a bar of soap between your teeth.”

      “Sorry, Daddy.” The response felt almost as natural as the f-bomb she’d just dropped, and she wasn’t sure exactly how she felt about it. “But I can’t believe we forgot!”

      “That is my fault. What is Walter’s full name? Better yet, do you have a picture one of my men can use to verify his identity?”

      Did she have a picture? Really?

      Her amusement must have shown on her face because he paused and shook his head, his lips curving up in a small smile. “Right. I suppose that isn’t much of a question.”

      The guard left a few minutes later, armed with a picture of Walter, as well as his full name. Fully dressed once more, Finn paced the surprisingly spacious living area outside of their bedroom while she waited for Walter to be brought up.

      When he finally walked through the door, flanked by two of Leonardo’s guards, guilt twisted like a knife in her chest at the worried look on his face. Even more so when he dropped her bags and rushed her, wrapping his arms around her so tightly it trapped the air in her lungs.

      “Jesus, Finn. You took ten years off my life, disappearing like that.” Pulling away, he gripped her shoulders and gave her a gentle shake. “And going off with some man you just met? What the hell, Finn? You’re smarter than that.”

      “I’m sorry.” Even without the welts on her ass rubbing up against her jeans reminding her of her earlier punishment, she would have apologized just seeing the fear and worry on her friend’s face. “I’m really sorry, Walter. I never should have turned my phone off. I didn’t mean to worry you.”

      “I swear, some days I’m tempted to…” He trailed off with a sigh. “Just don’t do it again, okay?”

      “I won’t. Promise.”

      “Thanks. Now, where the hell is this Moretti guy?”

      Behind her, Leonardo cleared his throat. “I believe that is my cue.”

      Walter’s attention shifted, and his eyes narrowed. “Walter Blackburn.”

      “It’s nice to meet you, Mr. Blackburn. I’ve heard so much about you already from Finley.”

      “Then I guess I’m at a disadvantage since I don’t know shit about you.”

      Face flaming at her assistant’s brazenness, Finn groaned. “Walter.”

      But Leonardo simply smiled and shook Walter’s hand. “It’s all right, micina. It’s actually quite a relief to me to know you have such a protective presence in your life. Since you seem to be somewhat… cavalier with your own safety.”

      Walter snorted, and it was Finn’s turn to narrow her eyes at the pair of them. “I am not cavalier! I’m just not a big ole worrywart like you two.”

      “You mean like that time you ended up in the hospital with a broken arm and a concussion because you were following those storm chasers and didn’t listen when they told you to get your ass back in the truck?”

      “Okay, that was a freak accident. I mean, really, nobody else was hit. How was I supposed to know the tornado was going to chuck a life-size cutout of John Stamos at me?”

      The expression on Leonardo’s face was somewhere between bewildered and furious. “John Stamos was in a tornado?”

      “No, just a cardboard version of him. But obviously I’m fine,” she added, more out of concern for the state of her backside than anything else. It might have been fun to tease him if she hadn’t still been so sore.

      The thought brought an unexpected tightness to her throat. As soon as the storm cleared and the planes were boarded, they’d go their separate ways. Would she ever find someone who understood her needs the way Leonardo seemed to after only a few short hours together? What if they left and she never got to experience having a Daddy again?

      “That seems like a lot of damage from a piece of cardboard.”

      Leonardo’s comment jerked her out of her pity party, and she forced a laugh. “The cutout just knocked me off balance. I was standing on the roof of a van at the time, which is how I hit my head and broke my arm.”

      Something told her the string of Italian he loosed did not follow his own “no swearing” rule, and she couldn’t help but giggle.

      “You need a keeper,” he mumbled in English.

      It wasn’t anything Walter hadn’t said to her a thousand times during the last ten years, but there was something in Leonardo’s tone, a dark promise that sent a shiver down her spine.

      It was on the tip of her tongue to ask if he was interested in the job, but she clamped her lips together. That was a question designed to bring heartbreak, and for now she just wanted to enjoy whatever time she might have left with him.

      “She really does. Honestly, that was one of her tamer stunts.” There was a strange expression on Walter’s face, and it took her a few long moments to realize he was smiling. Not just the little half smile she occasionally teased out of him, but a full-on grin.

      “Is that so?” Shooting her an indecipherable look, Leonardo guided his new best friend over to the couch. “Have you eaten?”

      “No, I was waiting for Finn.”

      “As it happens, our own dinner was rather rudely interrupted earlier. Let us order some food and you can tell me all about the adventures of Miss Finley Kavanaugh.”
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      The only thing more amusing than Walter’s storytelling was the pout on Finn’s face whenever he told a tale which painted her in a particularly unflattering light.

      “You’re making it sound worse than it was,” she whined, plucking another fry from the pile in front of her. “They were perfectly nice men; they weren’t going to kidnap me.”

      “They were mafia, Finn.” Across from him, Walter rolled his eyes. “You have no idea what they were capable of.”

      Finn’s gaze flicked in Leonardo’s direction, a blush creeping into her cheeks. Was she wondering what he might think of her endangering herself time and time again? Was she imagining the punishments he might hand down for her recklessness?

      It only seemed fair that she should, since his own mind was busy conjuring up those same scenarios. Finley over his knee, as he applied his favorite wooden-backed hairbrush to her bright red bottom. Bent over, touching her toes, with a dozen perfect lines from his cane across her pale skin. On her knees, tears tracking down her cheeks as she took him in her mouth.

      Watching her spar with Walter, he couldn’t help but smile. She should be jaded, hardened by everything she’d seen and done over the years. Instead, there was still a childlike wonder about her, a naivety he found fascinating, even as he worried it might get her killed.

      The Daddy in him was drawn to that side of her, but the pull he felt went deeper than anything he’d felt in a very long time. Perhaps if they’d had more time together, they might have been able to build something real. Something lasting.

      Across from him, Finn yawned widely, and he set aside the sorrow of what might have been to focus on her. “It is late. We should get some rest.”

      Pushing to his feet, Walter gathered some of the bags he’d been hauling around when they brought him up. “Thanks again for the room. I was having absolutely shit luck finding us a place to stay tonight. Ready, Finn?”

      “Ahh.” Eyes wide, Finn’s gaze darted back and forth between himself and Walter, and Leonardo nearly chuckled at her panicked expression. “I, um, sort of thought I would… stay here tonight.”

      “Oh.” Walter’s brow creased in momentary confusion before his eyebrows shot up nearly to his hairline. “Oh. Hmmm.”

      The narrowed-eyed look Walter gave him might have set Leonardo’s nerves on edge if there’d been any hint of romantic interest or possessiveness behind it. But it was more the discerning glare of an older brother sizing up his little sister’s prom date.

      “All right,” he said after a lengthy pause. “I’ll see you in the morning.”

      “I don’t think we’re going anywhere soon, so you could try sleeping in for once,” Finn teased.

      “Yeah. Maybe.”

      Leonardo had no doubt Walter would be at their door first thing in the morning. But that was what guards were for. Keeping his smile pleasant and deliberately nonthreatening, Leonardo waved one of them forward. “Matteo will see you to your room. Sleep well, Walter.”

      “Sure. You too.”

      Unable to resist poking the man just a little, Leonardo let his smile turn just a little wicked. “I am certain the rest of our night shall be quite… enjoyable.”

      It took everything in him not to laugh at the expressions on both their faces as he pulled Finn into his side and turned to head back to the bedroom.
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      “I can’t believe you said that to Walter! That was so embarrassing!”

      Grinning like a schoolboy who had just pulled off an epic prank, Leonardo turned her into his arms, kicking the door shut behind him as he nudged her backward toward the bed. “Why? It is the truth. I do plan on enjoying the rest of our night together. Several times, if I have my way.”

      The heat from her face seemed to rush toward her lady bits, but she ignored the sudden, pulsing need and continued to glare at him. “That’s not the point! It’s… weird.”

      “Why?”

      “Walter’s like my brother. You basically just told my brother we’re going to be having sex.”

      “I am fairly certain he already knew, micina.”

      “Maybe, but still. Ew.”

      With a quiet chuckle, Leonardo bent his head to nuzzle at her neck. “I think you need something to take your mind off of Walter, yes?”

      Desire was like a haze over her brain, clouding her thoughts. “What?”

      “Good girl,” he growled, his hand gripping her ponytail, forcing her head back. “There is only you and I in this room. Understood?”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      It was easy, perhaps too easy, to slide back into her role as his… whatever she was just then. Submissive sounded too formal, but there was no doubt she was going to submit to him just as she had before.

      “Such a sweet little kitten.” A gentle tug at her shirt had her lifting her arms so he could slide the garment up and over her head. “Tell me… what else have you fantasized about while reading those naughty books on your phone?”

      “Oh. Ummm.” Oh, god. He knew about the books? Was that why he’d given her the option of submitting to him instead of just having her hauled off to airport jail?

      Embarrassment tangled with the need coiling in her belly, and she struggled to think. “Lots of stuff.”

      “Tell me.” Though the words were delivered in the same soft, soothing tone, there was no doubt they were an order. “I want to be the one to show you.”

      “Umm. Well.” There was something. The kind of thing she imagined over and over again in those dark, lonely hotel rooms, wishing she had a Daddy of her own, her fingers working furiously to bring her release. She’d never voiced the desire out loud, not even to the few men she’d dated over the years. It had always felt far too intimate to share with just anyone.

      But Leonardo had already breached her defenses and given her more in the past few hours than any of those other men had given her in the span of several months. And if she didn’t let him show her all the things she’d always wondered about, who knew when she might get another chance.

      “I, well, sometimes in those books, when the girl has been especially naughty, her Daddy punishes her bottom.” Oh, god. Was it possible to die of embarrassment? If it was, she was standing at death’s door. “Inside her bottom,” she squeaked out.

      Heat flashed in Leonardo’s dark eyes and his mouth curved up in a smile that could only be described as triumphant. “Finley Kavanaugh. You are just full of surprises, aren’t you?”

      “I guess.”

      “As it happens, I’ve been torturing myself the past hour or so, imagining how I might punish you for continually putting yourself in danger if you were mine. It seems fortune has smiled down on us and given us the perfect opportunity to indulge our fantasies together.”

      Her bottom lip pushed out into a pout. “I don’t want a real punishment, though.”

      “Consider it a bit of role play. Though I do intend to redden your bottom again before I fuck that virgin little asshole of yours.”

      Shock coursed through her at his language, and she gasped. “Daddy!”

      “What? You aren’t the only one with a surprise or two up their sleeve. Before we begin, however, I’ll need to hunt down something to use as lubricant. Stay here.”

      “I have coconut oil in my overnight bag. I use it for my hair,” she added, tugging at a long lock.

      “That will do nicely. I’ll go get your bag, then. I would like for you to be naked and standing right here, with your hands on your head when I return.”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      “Good girl.” With that murmured praise and another brush of his lips across hers, he turned and left her staring dreamily after him.

      The sound of the door clicking shut spurred her into action and she quickly stripped to her skin, lacing her hands together behind her head like she’d read about in books. He returned just as she was adjusting her stance so her legs were spread a bit wider. When he looked at her, hunger and approval darkening his eyes, she nearly went to her knees.

      “Let’s see what else you have in here that might come in handy, shall we?”

      What the hell else could he possibly need?

      Her silent question was answered almost immediately when he pulled the heavy, wooden hairbrush from her bag. An impulse buy from a bazaar in Morocco, she’d often imagined herself over someone’s knee, kicking and pleading as they mercilessly paddled her with it. Which, of course, had been the main reason she’d purchased it. The fact that it actually helped keep her hair healthy and shiny had been an added bonus.

      Judging by the quirk of his lips as he judged the weight of the brush, Leonardo’s mind had gone the same place hers had when she’d purchased it. “This will do nicely, I believe.”

      Despite the lingering ache in her bottom from her previous two punishments, wetness trickled down the inside of her thigh at the implied threat. Or was it more of a promise? Whatever it was, she couldn’t wait to experience it.

      With his treasures in hand, Leonardo settled himself on the edge of the bed before reaching for her and tugging her down over his lap.

      “Is my naughty little girl ready for her punishment?”

      “No, Daddy! I’m sorry, please don’t spank me!” The role play felt a little silly, but there was no denying the way her body reacted to being ass up over someone’s knees, waiting for that first strike of his hand against her skin.

      “I changed my mind. I’m not going to spank you, micina.” A low, wicked chuckle reached her ears. “I do believe you might enjoy it too much.”

      Before she could protest or ask why she was in this position if he wasn’t going to spank her, something wet and warm slipped between her bottom cheeks, probing the tight muscles nestled there. Embarrassment swamped her, warming her entire body as the tip of his finger pushed past the initial resistance.

      It felt… odd, but not really painful. And the further he worked his finger inside of her, the more her pussy ached and throbbed in response.

      “Daddy…” she whined, wiggling her hips just a little.

      “Yes, little one?”

      “I want—” What did she want? Everything, but she had a feeling he wouldn’t be satisfied with that answer. At a loss for the right words to explain herself, she lifted her hips, pushing his questing digit further into her bottom.

      “Greedy little girl,” he murmured, but there was no censure in his tone. A moment later, he pulled his finger free, and she was just about to complain at the sudden loss when he returned with a second digit alongside the first.

      “Oh!” The sensation was the same, but different at the same time. Her protesting muscles stretched at the intrusion and there was a sting, and a pinch as her body adjusted.

      In and out his fingers moved, filling and stretching her until she was ready to beg for more. Because that was what she wanted. More of this, more of him, more of everything he was willing to give her.

      Pulling his fingers free once more, he gave her bottom a gentle pat. “I think you’re ready for your punishment to begin, little one.”

      A frisson of excitement snaked up her spine. But instead of shifting her to the bed so he could fill her with his cock, he kept her pinned across his lap. A thousand stiff, sharp needles pressed against her bare skin, and it took her a moment to realize he was using her hairbrush. Only, not at all in the way she’d imagined when she’d purchased it. Each stroke of the bristles across her skin reignited the burn from her previous punishments, especially when they moved across the welts his belt had left behind. It hurt, and not in a way she particularly enjoyed.

      “Daddy, stop! I don’t like that!”

      “Good. Perhaps you will remember this the next time you are inclined to put yourself in harm’s way.”

      Oh, right. This was supposed to be a punishment, of sorts. “I’m sorry, Daddy, I won’t ever do it again!”

      “Don’t make promises you can’t keep, Finley. We both know you’ll continue to do what you feel is necessary to get the shot. But perhaps this will give you a reason to stop and look before you leap, as I believe the saying goes.”

      Guilt coated her stomach and genuine tears pricked at the corners of her eyes. How many times had Walter told her some variation of the exact same thing? And how many times had she simply brushed him off?

      Too many to count.

      “I’ll be more careful,” she promised, for once in her life actually meaning it.

      Her sincerity must have come through her tone, because the scrape of bristles across her overly sensitive skin stopped. “That’s all I ask, micina. The world would be a much darker place without your light in it.”

      Was that part of the role play? Or did he really mean what he’d said? It surprised her how badly she wanted to believe he meant it, that he genuinely cared for her, that they might have more than just these few stolen hours together.

      But that was impossible. A man like Leonardo Moretti could have any woman he wanted. There was less than zero chance he’d be interested in anything long term with a woman who spent most of her life traveling, living out of hotels if she was lucky, and barebones campsites if she wasn’t. He’d want a showpiece, a woman he could keep on his arm at events. Someone sophisticated and fancy.

      Everything she wasn’t and would never be. Giving up her career, her art, wasn’t an option. Not even for a man as seemingly perfect as Leonardo.

      The sensation of something hard and thick pressing against her bottom hole jolted her back to reality. “What are you doing?”

      “Continuing your punishment. You didn’t think we were done, did you, little one?”

      “But what is that?”

      “You’re a smart girl. What do you think it is?”

      It couldn’t be a plug, right? She hadn’t noticed him carrying one and it seemed unlikely he simply kept one on his person at all times. Unless this was how he usually spent his nights, picking up women and playing out their naughtiest fantasies.

      That seemed even less likely, so she focused on what she knew he had at his disposal. And suddenly the thick, tapered handle of her favorite brush flashed into her mind and she let out a low moan. “Oh no.”

      “Oh, yes, micina. I want to ensure you are properly stretched before I fuck this naughty little bottom.” His voice dropped another octave, sending a shiver of arousal down her spine and straight to her clit. “And every time you use this brush, I want you to remember me.”

      She couldn’t imagine ever forgetting this night. But he was right. Every time she brushed her hair, she was going to be remembering herself over his knee as he punished her in the most humiliating way she could think of.

      The handle of the brush was thicker and harder than his fingers, and there was more of a burn this time as he slowly pushed the slick wood inside of her.

      And unlike the plugs she’d read about so often, the brush didn’t taper again at the top, so there was no relief. She was stretched wide open as he moved the handle in and out with shallow movements, slowly fucking her bottom with the alien object.

      “Am I making my point, little girl? Are you going to be more careful with your safety from now on?”

      “Yes, Daddy! I will, I will, I promise!”

      Over and over again he repeated the lewd act, and with each movement of the brush, her pussy throbbed in response until she wanted to weep at the overwhelming need building inside of her.

      And then he pulled the brush from her one final time, leaving her feeling strangely empty. “On your back with your bottom hanging off the edge,” he instructed with a sharp slap to her bare skin. The smack hurt more than it should have, probably thanks to the punishment he’d inflicted with the bristles of the brush.

      Scrambling to obey, she slid off his lap and arranged herself as he’d instructed.

      It wasn’t until he was pushing his slacks down over his hips that the enormity of what they were about to do really hit home.

      What the hell was she doing? She’d only known this man a few hours and she’d already allowed him to spank her multiple times and fuck her into oblivion. Despite how much she’d enjoyed herself, this wasn’t one of her romance novels. Once their planes were cleared, they would go their separate ways. Odds were, Leonardo would probably never even think of her again. And even if he did it would be nothing more than a fond memory of the one-night stand he’d had at the airport. A notch on his bedpost, as it were.

      He didn’t care for her. There was no happily ever after awaiting her at the end of all of this.

      Heart pounding, she rolled off the bed and began the frantic search for her clothing. “I can’t do this.”

      “What?” Confusion filled Leonardo’s voice. “What’s wrong, micina?”

      “Nothing. I just… I can’t do this. Not with you.”

      “All right.” Sounding more cautious now, like someone approaching a wounded animal, he pulled his pants back up around his waist and fastened them. “Sit, and we can talk about it.”

      “No. I don’t want to talk.” Panties and bra back in place, she shoved a foot through one pants leg, hopping in place as she wrestled them on. “I’ll stay with Walter tonight. You can have the hotel bill me.”

      His derisive snort sparked her temper. Deep down, she knew it was just a cover for the humiliation and hurt, but being mad was a far more comfortable emotion, so she clung to it. “Don’t make that noise at me. I can afford it. I may not be the Lion of fucking Milan but I’m not exactly poor, either.”

      “You are not paying for the room, Finley. You are my guest, regardless of where you choose to sleep tonight. But before you go anywhere, you are going to sit down and tell me what is going on in your head right now.”

      “No, I am not.”

      “Little girl, unless you really would like to learn what the back of that brush feels like, I suggest you sit your bottom down right this second.”

      Sweater clutched in one hand, she rounded on him. “Look, Moretti. I know we made a deal, but I’m out. You got to spank me, and you got your rocks off. As far as I’m concerned, I more than paid for my so-called transgressions.”

      Whatever he felt in that moment, she would never know. His expression closed off completely, his face becoming a polite mask of indifference. “All right. I’ll have Alex see you to your room.”

      “Thank you.”

      With a stiff nod, he strode past her. While he spoke to one of the guards in low, hushed tones, she finished getting dressed.

      Leonardo handed her off to a tall, stony-faced guard with barely a second glance. No last-minute begging her to stay, not even a sweet farewell. Which just made her even more certain she was making the right decision.

      Even if her heart was breaking.
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      Nursing a glass of scotch from the hotel room bar, Leonardo slouched in a chair and glared at the blank television screen across from him.

      What the hell had just happened? How had things gone so completely sideways? Finley had been enjoying herself, of that he was certain. She might have originally agreed to his terms to keep herself out of trouble, but there was no way to fake the kind of reactions she’d had to his discipline.

      Perhaps giving in to her request to live out her darker fantasies had been too much, too soon. In all honesty, they barely knew each other. Even though he felt more connected to her than he had any other human in years, the hard truth was he knew nothing about her. And the reverse was also true. It seemed entirely possible she’d freaked out at the idea of being so intimate with a man she didn’t truly know.

      There may have been some truth to that line of thinking, but he couldn’t help but feel like there was something more. Some deeper truth hiding just out of his peripheral vision and if he turned just the right way, he might catch a glimpse of it.

      Just as Leonardo was considering a second glass, Matteo burst through the door, his expression grim. “Where is Alex?”

      “He took Ms. Kavanaugh to her room.” Which was where she belonged, anyway. What the hell had he been thinking, having a fling with a woman he knew he’d never see again?

      “We need to find him. Now.”

      The urgency in Matteo’s tone had Leonardo sitting up straight, his heart hammering against his ribs. “Why? What’s wrong?”

      “Alex. He’s the one who poisoned your food.”
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      She was not going to cry. Not over a man she barely knew.

      A man who had given her everything she’d been dreaming of for years. The soft denim of her favorite jeans felt stiff and scratchy against her sensitive bottom so that every movement reminded her of him. She both loved and hated it.

      So lost was she in her own misery, she barely noticed when the elevator door opened up on the lobby. It wasn’t until her guard dog nudged her off to the side and through a staff entrance that she realized something was up.

      “Hey. Where are we going?”

      Silence.

      All around them, the hotel staff went about their business, obviously not thinking anything odd about their presence. Then again, in a place like this, they were probably paid well to mind their own business.

      But surely they wouldn’t ignore a woman in obvious distress, right? And Finn was fairly certain she was indeed in distress.

      Drawing in a deep breath, she froze when something sharp pressed against her side.

      “You’ll be dead before you can scream. So I suggest you keep moving and don’t draw attention to us.”

      The air left her lungs like a balloon deflating and the object against her side eased away. “Why are you doing this? I never hurt anyone,” she whispered.

      Her captor snorted. “Typical American. Thinking everything is about them.”

      “Then who…” Realization dawned, and she let out a loud bark of laughter, but quickly silenced herself again when he pressed the tip of what she was now reasonably sure was a large knife into her ribs again. “Leonardo isn’t going to pay a cent to get me back, so you might as well just let me go.”

      “It’s not about money. Well, I suppose it is, as I’ll be paid rather well once the Lion of Milan is dead.”

      “What?”

      By now they’d reached a stairwell she was fairly certain no normal guest of the hotel even knew existed. Another jab from the knife got her moving, but her legs felt like lead as she climbed closer and closer to her impending death.

      At the top of the staircase, he shoved open the door labeled Roof Access and pushed her through into the freezing night air. Snow swirled around them, a manic dance beneath the harsh floodlights of the airport. Another time, she would have stood in wonder and then pulled her camera out for some pictures. They would have been stunning, and probably would have made her a small fortune in prints.

      But fear clouded her mind, and all she could think of was the bite of the wind through her thin sweater. And the man with the knife at her back.

      “Give me your phone.”

      “Why?” It was a last, desperate attempt to keep him talking long enough for someone, anyone to find them. Surely someone would realize she hadn’t gotten where she was going. At the very least, wouldn’t Leonardo be waiting for his guard to return?

      Pain stabbed at her, just below her heart, at the thought of Leonardo getting hurt. Maybe he didn’t care about her, but in that moment her feelings for him were crystal clear.

      And she would do whatever it took to keep him from harm.

      But before she could make her stand, a large, beefy hand cracked against the side of her face. Sharp pain lanced through her cheekbones, and she had the fleeting thought that he might have fractured something before she found herself unceremoniously shoved to the ground with her attacker rifling through her pockets. Realizing what he was going for, she grabbed for her phone and was rewarded with a kick to the ribs that had her curling up into the fetal position, agony radiating through her entire body.

      Alex, or whoever he was, held the phone up to her face to open it and typed out a message.

      “You’ll never get away with this,” she managed, her voice breathy and weak.

      “Oh yeah?” Her killer grinned down at her, and her blood ran colder than the snow soaking her skin. “Why is that?”

      “Because Leonardo Moretti doesn’t care what happens to me.”

      Even as the words threatened to slice her heart into tiny, jagged pieces, she felt a warm rush of relief. She might die up here on this rooftop, but her Daddy would be safe.
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      “What the hell do you mean you don’t know where she is?”

      Walter’s furious voice seemed to fill the room. Normally, Leonardo would have never allowed anyone to speak to him the way this man currently was, but he deserved it. And so much more.

      He’d been sloppy, and now he’d most likely gotten the first woman to make him feel anything in years killed.

      “We will find her,” he assured Walter, but it was difficult to make himself believe the words. “They can’t have gone far, after all. It’s nearly impossible to get out of the airport right now. We will find her.”

      “You’d better.” Fire flashed in the other man’s eyes. “I don’t care how much money you have. If anything happens to Finn, I will make you wish you’d never been born.”

      There was nothing he could say to ease the fear rolling off the man in waves, so Leonardo gave a sharp nod before returning to Cillian’s side. Cillian O’Malley was his head of security, and while they didn’t always travel together, the tall, broad-shouldered Irishman was almost always by his side if he was leaving the country.

      “Anything?” Leonardo asked quietly, trying to make sense of the data on the computer screen in front of him.

      “No.” Eyebrows furrowed, the large man’s shoulders hunched forward. “He’s a wily bastard, this one.” Cillian’s brogue had thickened, as it often did when he was concentrating. Or pissed off. And right then, he was most likely both.

      When they’d learned of Alex’s betrayal, Cillian had gone to work tracking down his motives. It hadn’t taken long for him to peel back the layers of the other man’s fake identity.

      “I should have caught this,” Cillian mumbled under his breath, his fingers flying over the keyboard.

      Pausing his frantic pacing, Walter threw his hands up in the air. “Why are we wasting time trying to figure out who this asshole is instead of where he’s taken Finn?”

      “The police are on their way to assist us with the search. In the meantime, anything we might be able to learn about him could give us a clue as to why he’s taken Ms. Kavanaugh. And, perhaps, where.”

      Leonardo felt a twinge of guilt at the lie. He knew exactly why Finn had been taken; to draw him out and give Alex the chance he needed to complete his mission. And there weren’t likely to be any clues hidden in the mass of data Cillian was searching, but what else could he do? Heathrow Airport was huge, and there were hundreds of places for Alex to have taken Finn.

      Glancing back up at Walter, who was currently pacing a hole in the carpet, Leonardo felt a surge of hope. “I don’t suppose you have an app which could track her location for us?”

      The other man stopped abruptly, turning his glower on Leonardo once more. “You think I haven’t tried that already? All it tells me is she’s somewhere in the airport. Could still be in the hotel, could be on her way out the door for all I know.”

      Of course, it couldn’t be that easy. A soft buzzing in his pocket alerted Leonardo to a message. Turning his back on his team and the man currently glaring daggers at him, Leonardo pulled the device from his pocket. His heart slammed painfully against his ribs when he saw the incoming text.

      It’s me. I’m on the roof of the Sofitel. Can we talk without all your guards around?

      It was a trap. There was no doubt if he went up there, alone, he would be walking straight to his own death. But if he alerted the others, he risked Finn’s life as well as his own.

      Tucking his phone back into his pocket, he kept his tone even, despite the pounding of his heart. “If you’ll excuse me, I’m going to step out in the hall for a moment.”

      Cillian’s head jerked up, the corners of his mouth turned down in a frown. “I’ll come with you.”

      “I will be just outside the room. It isn’t like he is going to ambush me in the hallway, Cillian.”

      “Fine,” Cillian replied with a huff. “You get five minutes and I’m coming to check on you.”

      “Fair enough.”

      Moving as casually as possible, he slipped from the room. As soon as the door closed behind him, he took off running for the elevator, praying with every step he wasn’t too late.
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      So cold.

      She’d been to far colder places. The Christmas she’d spent in Vienna photographing the spectacular beauty of the architecture draped in brightly colored lights came to mind. But she was usually far better equipped for the cold with plenty of layers. Not a solitary sweater that was more for fashion than it was for warmth.

      They hadn’t even been outside very long, she didn’t think, but the cold had already seeped into her bones. Perhaps because it was so wet. Did humidity work both ways? The moisture in the air certainly turned her home state of South Carolina into a sweltering swamp during the summer, so it seemed reasonable that it would also make cold feel colder. Something to research if she made it out of this alive.

      And with that thought, she was brought back to the harsh reality of her situation. Even if Leonardo didn’t come for her, there was no way the man currently strolling around the perimeter of the rooftop planned to let her live. Either way, her chances of returning home still breathing seemed slim.

      Closing her eyes, she willed the burgeoning tears back. They wouldn’t serve her, and the last thing she needed was her eyelids freezing shut because she couldn’t keep her shit together.

      “I t-told you h-he’s not c-coming,” she called out through the shivers racking her body. Perhaps it wasn’t wise to taunt the man about to kill her, but she’d be damned if she was simply going to lie down and die without getting the last word.

      No sooner had the words left her mouth than a familiar voice called her name. Or at least, that’s what it sounded like. But it couldn’t be him. No, it must have been the wind, or her own overactive imagination protecting her mind against the inevitable.

      “Finley!” There it was again, only louder and clearer. Turning her head, the tears she’d been so valiantly holding back broke free on a sob at the sight of him racing through the thick white flakes toward her.

      “No!” she screamed, forcing the words past the tightness in her throat. “Go back! It’s a trap!”

      Instead of turning around and leaving her to her fate, Leonardo rushed forward, dropping to the ground beside her and pulling the shirt from his body to wrap around her shivering form. “I know, micina. Where is he?”

      He knew? Why the hell would he come for her if he knew it would endanger his own life? “Go,” she urged in a whisper, the tears she could no longer hold back making cold, wet tracks down her cheeks. “Please, go. Save yourself.”

      “It’s too late for that.” Dark boots appeared in her peripheral vision, accompanying the disgustingly cheerful announcement. “Hello, Moretti. I was beginning to think you weren’t coming for the American bitch after all.”

      Leonardo stood, pulling her to her feet with him, but shielding her body from their assassin with his own. “Let her go. You can do whatever you would like to me, but let the girl go.”

      What was he doing?

      “Afraid I can’t do that. She’s part of this, now.”

      Movement from the corner of her eye caught her attention, and Finn’s stomach dropped to the ground. Walter, no! She just barely swallowed the words before they could escape and alert Alex to his presence. The cold seemed to fade away, leaving her numb in its wake.

      Forcing her focus away from the figure creeping toward them, she leaned around Leonardo’s bare back. “What do you mean, I’m a part of this?”

      Ignoring Leonardo’s hissed warning, she kept her focus on their killer. His lips curved up in a smug smile, and she felt a flutter of hope in her chest. Perhaps the villain’s monologue would work in real life, too, giving them a chance at overpowering him. Or at the very least, buy them enough time for the cops to show up. Anything to save her men.

      “Billionaire tragically stabbed to death by jilted lover. Catchy headline, don’t you think?” Placing a hand over his heart, Alex sent them an exaggerated wink. “One of the world’s most eligible men seduces a woman to keep himself occupied while being snowed in at the airport during a layover. Woman gets clingy, demands more, asshole billionaire kicks her to the curb. She lures him to the rooftop where she catches him off guard and kills him, and then she freezes to death beside him. Has a bit of a Romeo and Juliet feel, doesn’t it?”

      “Have you ever actually read Romeo and Juliet?” Despite the fear sitting like a rock in her stomach, she managed to sneer.

      “It’s a tragic love story and the media will eat it up. That’s really all I care about. Now, let’s get on with it so I can get out of this bloody cold.”

      Alex stepped forward and a wild, almost animalistic cry tore through the air. In a move that would have made any football coach weep with pride, Walter slammed into Alex’s side. But instead of flying through the air, the man only stumbled a few feet to the side, the knife still gripped firmly in his fist.

      “Another actor arrives on stage!” Alex shouted, his lips twisting up in a grin that wasn’t entirely human. “The jilted lover’s jilted lover? A love triangle! The public loves a good love triangle. Now, who wants to die first?”

      With another shout, Walter charged forward. But this time, Alex was prepared. Finn watched in horror as the silver blade disappeared between the two men and Walter froze, his eyes widening in shock before he dropped to the ground.

      “No!” Darting around Leonardo, Finn dropped to her knees beside her oldest friend. “Walter? Walter! Talk to me, please!”

      “Run,” he said, his voice hoarse. “Get out of here.”

      “Not without you.” The snow around him was slowly turning a darker and darker pink. “We need something to stop the bleeding.”

      “Finley Grace!” Another voice drew her attention away from Walter, to where Leonardo and Alex were circling each other. The snow was falling so heavily now, she could barely make out more than two indistinct shapes. “Go! Find the police!”

      “I’m not leaving you! Either of you!”

      Despite her bravado, she felt helpless in the face of losing one or both of her men. Closing her eyes, she forced herself to take a deep breath and think things through. Leonardo had their assailant occupied, which made Walter’s injury the most pressing concern. But how the hell was she supposed to stop the bleeding?

      “Ice! Cold should slow the bleeding, right?”

      “How the fuck would I know? And get your ass out of here, woman. Don’t worry about me, I’ll be fine.”

      Rolling her eyes, Finn pulled off the shirt Leonardo had given her and packed it with snow. “You’ve just been stabbed, you stubborn old goat. I am not leaving you here.”

      “I’m not even five years older than you, brat.”

      “Well, if you constantly act like a cranky old man, I’m going to treat you like one.” It was ridiculous to be bantering like this when death was stalking them, but maybe it would keep his mind off the pain. Keep his spirits up.

      With the shirt filled with snow, she pressed it against the wound and placed Walter’s hands over it. “Keep as much pressure on that as you can.”

      “Finn, don’t you even think about it.”

      “I have to, Walter. I can’t just run and hide and let you two get killed. I love you.”

      Pressing a kiss to his forehead, Finn pushed to her feet and turned to where Leonardo and Alex were still facing off.

      Time to end this.
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      Why wasn’t she leaving? Stubborn little brat. If they made it out of this alive, he was going to spank the living daylights out of her, until he was absolutely certain she never pulled another stunt like this again.

      But first, he had to make sure they both survived. Doing his best to ignore Finn’s continued presence on the rooftop, he focused on the man across from him. The newest member of his security team, he didn’t have the same camaraderie with Alex as the rest of his guards, but he still hadn’t expected this. The betrayal went deep, fueling his rage as he circled his opponent.

      Light glinted off the steel of the blade, taunting him. It wasn’t his own death he was concerned with. His family had made plenty of enemies over the years, and it wasn’t his first brush with a murder plot. Which was, ironically, the entire reason he had a security team in the first place.

      No, his concern was for the woman behind him. The woman who, in a few short hours, had wiggled her way into his heart and latched on for dear life. It was pointless telling himself he felt obligated to protect her for any other reason than the truth. He was well on his way to being madly, hopelessly in love with her.

      When he spotted Finn pushing to her feet and creeping toward them, panic dug icy talons into his chest. He had to keep Alex’s attention on him, or risk losing her forever.

      “I hope whoever hired you isn’t paying a premium for your services,” he called out, inwardly crowing when the would-be assassin’s eyes narrowed. “You’re not very good at your job.”

      Alex charged and a split second later a scream pierced the air. Everything seemed to happen all at once and in slow motion at the same time. From the corner of his eye, he saw Finn racing through the snow, and then she was slipping and sliding across the slick surface straight for the edge of the roof. The distraction cost him in his own fight; Alex collided with him, both of them falling to the rooftop together.

      And then he was pinned, his muscles screaming as he tried to hold the hand gripping the knife away from his own body, to keep the sharp steel from sinking into his chest.

      “Finley!”

      His shout was drowned out by a loud crack echoing through the air. A moment later, Alex slumped on top of him, eyes blank and lifeless.

      “Mr. Moretti!” Cillian’s face appeared above him, worry filling his eyes despite his stony expression. “Mr. Moretti, are you okay?”

      “I’m fine. Finley! Where is Finn?”

      “Right here.”

      Shoving the dead weight of the man who had just tried to kill them off of him, Leonardo scrambled to his feet and rushed to her, wrapping his arms around her and crushing his lips to hers.

      “What the hell were you thinking?” Breaking the kiss, he gripped her shoulders and gave her a hard shake. “You could have died!”

      “So c-could you!” she yelled back through the shivers racking her body.

      Letting loose a long string of Italian curses, he scooped her up into his arms and strode for the door.

      “Careful! It’s icy!”

      Not wanting to risk injuring her, he slowed his steps. “I swear, as soon as we get you warm and dry, I am going to blister your ass until you can’t sit comfortably for a week, little girl.”

      “For what? Saving your life?”

      Stopping just inside the stairwell, he stared down at her, speechless for a moment. “Is that what you thought you were doing?”

      “It worked, didn’t it?”

      “That is debatable.”

      Fire sparked in her eyes. “Well, what was I supposed to do? Run away like a scared little girl and let you both die?”

      “If that’s what it took to keep you safe, then yes.”

      “Look, Moretti. I do what I need to do. To get the shot, to protect the people I love. And sometimes, yeah, that means I don’t always think about the danger to myself. So, if that’s going to be a problem for us, you need to tell me now.”

      Picking up his stride again, he maneuvered them down the stairs as he considered her proposal. “I am not the type of man who can simply sit by and allow someone I care for to put themselves at risk. I won’t stop you from doing what you feel you need to do, as long as you come home to me in one piece.”

      It was Finn’s turn to look stunned. “Are you… did you just ask me to move in with you?”

      “Yes, I suppose I did.”

      “We haven’t even known each other for twelve hours, Leo.”

      “I am also not the type of man to deny himself when I find something I want.”

      “Wow.” Blowing out a breath, Finn lifted a trembling hand to push her soaked hair out of her eyes. “I’m not moving in with you. Not just yet. But maybe I could come spend some time with you after my next assignment? I have a few weeks in May where I don’t really have anything to do.”

      Stopping on the next landing, he bent his head, capturing her lips with his own. “I suppose that will do for now, micina.”
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      Traveling in a private plane was hands-down Finn’s new favorite method of travel. Even flying first class didn’t have anything on Leonardo Moretti’s jet.

      Walter was off in Montana, attending his brother’s wedding at some horse ranch or something. He’d been oddly tight-lipped about the details, but she hadn’t pressed. Knowing he would be spending time with his family made her feel less guilty about her time with Leonardo, and the perks that came with such visits.

      But the thrill and comfort of her luxurious accommodations did nothing to calm the churning of her stomach as they prepared for landing. The call she’d taken mid-flight had reminded her of what was waiting for her when she touched down.

      She’d been a very naughty girl and her Daddy was not happy.

      Honestly, she was surprised she’d managed to go so long without landing herself in this much trouble. The two weeks she’d spent with Leonardo in May had been pure heaven, even though she’d spent a good chunk of it over her Daddy’s lap getting her bottom roasted for one misdeed or another.

      Oh, who was she kidding. That was exactly why it had been so wonderful.

      But this was a whole different level of naughty, and they both knew it. Tonight, for the first time, she would get to experience what she’d chickened out of in that hotel room all those months ago. Tonight, her poor bottom was going to be very thoroughly punished—inside and out.

      She tried not to dwell on it as the plane landed more smoothly than any commercial flight she’d ever been on, but her mind was going a thousand miles a minute imagining what was about to happen.

      Then the doors opened, and she stepped out onto the stairs, and all of her worries fell away.

      Grinning madly, she raced down the stairs and across the tarmac, straight into his waiting arms. And when his lips met hers, the world narrowed to just him. The hunger in his kiss, the tightening of his arms around her. The love she felt for him filling her up as everything inside of her seemed to settle back into place.

      “I’ve missed you, micina,” he murmured between kisses.

      He’d never dropped the nickname. He assured her it was far too fitting. And she wasn’t sure she wanted him to, anyway, so she’d never really argued the point.

      “I missed you too, Daddy.”

      Heat flashed in his eyes. “Let’s get home.”

      They were ushered into the back of a long black limo. No sooner had she settled on her seat than she found herself being pulled over his lap so she was stretched across the seat with her bottom propped high on one knee.

      “Let’s see if my naughty girl followed her Daddy’s instructions, shall we?”

      Embarrassed warmth rushed to her cheeks as he tugged her leggings down just enough to reveal her bare bottom. “Good girl. We have a bit of a drive ahead of us, so let’s get this naughty bottom plugged and you can tell me why you’re being punished on your first night home.”

      “Can’t it wait?” she whined, but she knew it wouldn’t dissuade him. If she’d learned anything over the last eight months, it was that her Daddy could not be talked out of delivering a punishment he felt she’d earned, and he was not the type of man to put things off for later.

      The sound of a bottle opening and a cool dribble of liquid between her bottom cheeks confirmed her thoughts. “Deep breaths, little one.”

      She did as she was told and pulled in a lungful of air before slowly expelling it while he worked the cold metal plug past the tight ring of muscle and into her bottom. Fighting it only made it hurt more, as she’d learned the first time he’d used a rather large plug as a punishment together with a timeout in her “naughty chair”. The memory was fresh enough to have her relaxing as much as possible to allow him to work the plug inside of her.

      “Now.” With the plug seated firmly in her bottom, Daddy ran his hand over her bare skin. “Tell me why you thought jumping out of a second story window was a good idea.”

      “Walter is making it sound worse than it is!” They’d never really talked about her relationship with Leonardo, but Walter had quickly caught on to the fact he didn’t approve of the risks she took and that she always seemed more well-behaved after confessing her sins even when they were thousands of miles apart.

      Her Daddy was nothing if not creative.

      And Walter, she’d learned, was a snitch. Happily so, in fact. She wasn’t sure she’d ever seen him smile more broadly than when he was tattling on her for taking an “unnecessary risk” as he and her Daddy called it.

      A sharp swat to her bottom had her jerking over his knee. “Ow! Daddy!”

      “Focus, little girl. And answer the question.”

      Rolling her eyes, she huffed out a breath. “It doesn’t matter what I say, you’re going to punish me, anyway.”

      “Yes. But I would like to hear your explanation. If there were extenuating circumstances, I might be willing to… adjust my plans for this evening.”

      At the time, the circumstances had felt extenuating. But she had a feeling he wouldn’t agree that climbing out onto a narrow ledge so she could get the most perfect shot in the world of thousands of shimmering candles lining a street in India during Diwali would count as extenuating. The pictures had, indeed, been as stunning as she’d expected and one in particular was already creating quite a stir online and she had a feeling it would go down as one of her best ever.

      “I didn’t jump out of the window,” she clarified, hoping it was enough to earn her some leniency. “I didn’t even fall.”

      “While that is, indeed, a relief, it isn’t enough to save this naughty bottom from the punishment it has coming.”

      Sighing softly, she accepted her fate with a nod. “Yes, Daddy.”
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      Looking down at the form draped across his lap, Leonardo couldn’t help but grin. She’d pouted the entire ride to his home, right up to the moment he’d put her back over his knee for her spanking.

      There wasn’t a day that passed he didn’t thank God for bringing her into his life. Even the assassination plot they’d thwarted couldn’t dim the joy she’d brought him.

      It hadn’t taken investigators long to connect Alex to one of his biggest competitors, who had apparently thought taking him out would bring about the collapse of his empire. Silly man. As if the Lion of Milan would have let a little thing like death undo generations of work.

      What had taken some time, and some carefully greased palms, had been keeping the entire debacle quiet. But in the end, the majority of the travelers at the airport had been none the wiser, and he’d even managed to keep the media from sniffing out the story.

      But that was the past. In the present, he had a very naughty little girl waiting not-so-patiently for her punishment.

      “I will not tolerate you taking unnecessary risks, Finley Grace.” Cupping one pale cheek in his hand, he gave the flesh a hard squeeze, enough to draw a squeal from her. “I understand your job is important to you, but there are ways to get what you need without risking your life. Every time I discover you have put yourself in harm's way, you will end up right back here, getting your naughty little bottom thoroughly punished. Do we have an understanding, little one?”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      There was still a definite pout in her voice, and he barely caught himself before he laughed. She was just so damn adorable.

      Letting go of her bottom cheek, he lifted his hand and brought it down again on the pale, bare skin. A perfect pink handprint blossomed on the canvas before him, and he allowed himself a moment to admire it before painting a matching print on the opposite cheek.

      Over his lap, Finley kicked her legs and squealed. He was spanking much harder than he normally would right out of the gate, but he was determined to give her a reason to think twice before taking risks in the future.

      Since she already knew why she was in this position, he decided to forgo the lecture and focused on turning the bottom over his lap a nice bright pink.

      “Daddy, it hurts!” Finn’s plaintive wail echoed around the room.

      “It is supposed to hurt, little one.” Pausing to shift his hold on her, he focused the next round of swats on that sensitive area where her bottom and thighs met, eliciting a shriek of surprise and pain from his naughty little girl.

      When her bottom was a nice, dark pink and warm to the touch, he leaned down to grab the hairbrush he’d instructed her to pack in her overnight bag so it would be easily accessible. The memory of how he’d punished her with it their first night together was still one of his favorites, but tonight he had something a bit more traditional in mind.

      “Ten with the brush, Finley. The count will increase every time we have to have this discussion. Am I understood?”

      A quiet sniffle was followed by a soft, “Yes, Daddy.”

      “Good girl. Keep your feet and hands on the floor. I don’t want to accidentally harm you.”

      The brush was heavy in his hand, and he knew it would make an impression. When she’d been changing into her pajamas, he’d tested it a couple of times on his thigh to get a better feel for it. There was no doubt in his mind she would remember this punishment for a very long time.

      And her response to the first crack of the brush against her pinkened bottom further confirmed his hypothesis. Despite his instructions, her feet flew up to cover her bottom, forcing him to wait before he could continue her punishment.

      “Finley Grace. Feet on the floor, little girl.”

      “I’m sorry, Daddy, I’m sorry, I’ll never be naughty again!” But even as she made her promises, she obeyed, slowly lowering her toes back down to the plush carpet.

      “I think we both know that isn’t a promise you will keep, micina. I do not wish for you to be perfectly behaved all the time. I simply want the peace of mind of knowing you will keep yourself safe when I am not around.”

      “I’m sorry,” she whispered, and for the first time her apology sounded sincere.

      “I know, little one. Let’s finish your paddling so we can move on to the next phase of your punishment.”

      Without waiting for a response, he snapped the back of the brush against her bottom again. Luckily for both of them, she stayed in position through the rest of her spanking, even though her cries filled the air between each one, and by the time he landed the last swat, her bottom was a dark, angry red.

      “Such a good girl,” he murmured, running his hands over the heated flesh. “Daddy is so proud of you, little one. Go kneel on the bed and we can finish your punishment there.”
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      With her bottom burning, the skin tight and raw, Finn forced herself up from her Daddy’s lap and hurried over to the bed.

      The spanking had been awful. By far the worst punishment she’d ever received, and he wasn’t even done with her yet.

      But even as painful as it had been, her pussy ached with every twinge, and she wished desperately he was planning to fuck her properly. Never in her life had she been so fucking turned on. If he didn’t let her come tonight, she wasn’t sure she would survive it.

      She’d just barely settled into position when she felt the tug and pinch of the plug being pulled from her bottom. Burying her head in the duvet, she willed her muscles to relax as he prepared her for the final step of her punishment.

      The mattress dipped under his weight when he climbed up behind her, and the thick, hot head of his cock pressed against her bottom hole.

      And even as he pushed inside of her, stretching her in ways she’d never experienced, even as the pain of it made her wince and whimper, she couldn’t deny the thrill racing through her veins.

      Maybe it wasn't an adventure in the conventional sense, but it was one she’d always craved. A firm, no-nonsense Daddy who cared enough to discipline her when needed, and who spoiled her beyond her wildest dreams. It was her very own romance novel come to life, and she wouldn’t have traded this moment for the world.

      Especially when he was fully seated inside of her and the pain began to fade. And when he rocked his hips, the rough hairs of his thighs brushing against her freshly spanked bottom sent little bolts of electricity straight to her clit.

      “Daddy, please,” she managed between panting breaths.

      “Please, what, micina?” Again, he pulled back just a little, just enough for her to appreciate the feel of her bottom hole clamping down around him. “Words, little one. Tell Daddy what you want.”

      Oh, god. She’d never been so humiliated, yet it did nothing to calm the needy ache between her thighs. “Please… please, fuck me, Daddy.”

      Another slow rocking of his hips, just enough to tease, nowhere near enough to give her what she so badly wanted. “Be more specific, Finley. How do you want Daddy to fuck you? Where?”

      “P-please fuck my—my bottom. Hard. Please, Daddy, please.”

      “My pleasure, little one.”

      And with that, he gave her exactly what she’d begged for. Pulling almost all the way out of her bottom before slamming back in, he fucked her hard and fast, the way she’d always imagined. Pain mingled with pleasure until she could no longer tell where one ended and the other began. It was an overwhelming symphony of sensation, threatening to drown her with each forceful thrust.

      Then he reached around, capturing her swollen clit between his clever fingers, and she was lost. Helplessly adrift on the waves of pleasure crashing over her as he worked her mercilessly toward her peak.

      “Come for Daddy, little one.” His voice was rough, tight in a way that spoke of his own need, which was another little thrill. She’d never held such sway over a man before, never been wanted or needed this way.

      The command was the push she needed to go tumbling over the edge, pleasure racing through her veins like lava. Clutching at the covers, she screamed out her release, screamed his name as he slammed into her one last time before collapsing on the bed beside her.

      Every muscle in her body felt loose and liquid, so much so she could barely find the energy to snuggle up against him. Her bottom ached, inside and out, but she couldn’t keep the grin from spreading across her face when he pulled her in close and pressed a kiss to the top of her head.

      Just as he had their first night together, he whispered to her in his native tongue. She’d learned enough to pick up on some of what he was saying, but for the most part she simply let the cadence of it lull her to sleep.

      And as she drifted off, she realized airports were no longer her favorite place in the world. That honor was reserved for her Daddy’s arms.
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            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      Bennett

      

      It probably shouldn’t have made me hard.

      I mean, being yelled at wasn’t sexy in itself, but when what seemed to be a thick Scottish accent was combined with a stern-looking older man who looked like he’d just walked off the screen of a BDSM website, I couldn’t help myself.

      I also couldn’t help the fact my brain and my dick didn’t work at the same time, or the fact I was a stereotypical American moron and accents were just fucking sexy.

      And men in suits with sexy accents were even hotter.

      Yep, there was nothing I could’ve done about it.

      “What the fuck is going on, Benny? I swear to God, only you could get stranded at the fucking airport in a foreign country during a blizzard.” Before I could point out I was in London, not Timbuctoo, Skyler continued without pause.

      Still at a screeching volume, especially for how early it was back in the states. Or maybe it was late?

      I’d lost track of what time it was there since I’d been up for years at this point and Skyler had been, too.

      But since he wasn’t the one wandering Heathrow Airport during a blizzard, I didn’t feel bad for him.

      “You’re looking for a tall Scottish guy who looks like a tall Scottish guy.” Before I could decide if that was racist or country-ist or something, Skyler kept going.

      Like he always did.

      But since he was great in an emergency, I let him get away with it as interrupting him was a pain in the butt.

      “He’s fucking built, and he’s really gruff-looking, but he’s a great Daddy and is hung like a horse from what I was told.” He’d helpfully included that comment at the top of his lungs.

      Good gracious.

      Shit.

      The big, tall Scottish man heard him.

      Shit.

      I’d just run into a big angry-looking Scottish guy.

      Yep, hung like a horse.

      Shit.

      I’d looked.

      Shit.

      He’d caught me.

      “I think I’m just going to hide somewhere and die.” I must’ve sounded a bit too dramatic because Skyler laughed.

      “What did you do?”

      “This is not my fault. You distracted me and I ran into, well, I think I just ran into him.” I dropped my voice and tried to whisper, even though it wouldn’t help. “And he heard you.”

      Skyler laughed, not fearing for my safety at all. “You looked.”

      “You’re an evil monster and I’m going to tell your Daddy on you.” I’d only met his Dom a few times, but he was polite and quiet and—oh dear, the large, frustrated man grinned.

      “Are you Benny?” The thick accent had disappeared like magic, but he’d kept the booming voice.

      Maybe he hadn’t been yelling at me?

      Were accents magic?

      God, I was tired.

      I nodded as Skyler kept yelling into the phone. “Fucking hell, Benny, answer me.”

      What had he asked?

      I must’ve looked tired or confused or just ridiculous in general, because the giant chuckled and took the phone out of my hand.

      “Stop yelling, it’s unseemly.” The order had Skyler thankfully going quiet for a second at least.

      “Oh, that is sexy.” Then somehow Skyler’s voice got even louder. “Benny, is he as sexy as Ken said?”

      Skyler’s screech was going to be the death of me.

      “The little cutie is nodding yes.”

      I was?

      Oh god, I was.

      I managed to stop myself, but the damage was done.

      Dying of humiliation was taking a long time, though.

      I’d always assumed when whatever stupid thing I’d done had finally tipped me over the edge, it’d be a quick death. I was slightly disappointed at how wrong I was.

      “He seems to be tired.” The sexy man kept talking to Skyler like he knew he was supposed to be in charge and hadn’t questioned it. “How long has he been up?”

      Skyler’s sigh came through the phone like he was standing right there beside us. “He left his friend’s house at a ridiculous time this morning to get to a real town and then to a train and then to an airport, and I’m not even sure he’s been to sleep since yesterday, honestly.”

      The man I was assuming was Robert shook his head and gave me a very Daddy look that projected disappointment.

      My head said that shouldn’t have made me feel bad but it did.

      “It wasn’t on purpose.” We’d just gotten distracted and hadn’t realized how late it had gotten and then we realized there was no point in going to bed. “I was supposed to be on a flight already, so I could’ve slept.”

      But then snowmaggedon had hit London and now I was stuck at Heathrow Airport, and really, for such a small country, it took forever to get anywhere.

      “Don’t worry. I’ll take care of him.” Robert said it like there was no question about it, and since Skyler had melted into a puddle and was just sighing on the phone, the hunky Daddy ended the call and handed the phone back to me.

      I just shoved it in my backpack because I really wasn’t sure what else to do and waited.

      “I’m Robert, little one. It seems we’re stuck here for a while.” He gave me a grin and glanced around the loud, crowded airport. “I want to help you figure things out if you need it, but first, can you give me your safewords?”

      Oh, he really was a Dom.

      Wow.

      Skyler really was a magical asshole.

      “I… um…” I had a quick question flash through my head, and I wondered if I really did want help. But then reality came crashing down on me as someone bumped into me. As he seemed to curse me out in a language I didn’t recognize, more cancelations came over the loudspeakers.

      Shit.

      As Robert caught me and glared at the idiot behind me who suddenly decided I wasn’t worth venting at, I sighed. “I would like to use stoplight colors for my safewords. Green. Yellow. Red.”

      My drama got another flash of his sexy grin before he looked serious again. “Then let’s find somewhere to chat for a bit.”

      My brain was tired, my body was exhausted, and he was nice.

      It was almost too much, but I nodded and tried to stand straighter so I wouldn’t look quite so short against his gigantic frame. “Thank you. That sounds like a good idea.”

      At least it couldn’t make things worse, and I’d hopefully get to sit. I’d been pacing Terminal Two for what seemed like hours, trying to figure out what to do and wishing for help.

      And it looked like my wish had come true.

      I just hoped it stayed a wish and didn’t become a nightmare.
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      “From what I understand, you were heading to Italy when this lovely weather blew in?” He’d somehow managed to find us seats near a small shop that sold coffee and sandwiches, and to me, that was magic enough to have me ready to tell him anything he wanted to know.

      “Yes, I’m supposed to be meeting a cousin to go on a cruise.” Looking through the terminal at the snow that was still blowing out the window, I sighed. “I don’t think that’s happening now, though.”

      He shook his head, looking frustrated for me. “No, even if this clears up by tomorrow, it’s going to be days before the flights are back on track.”

      And since my cruise was leaving tomorrow, that meant I was out of luck.

      I knew I shouldn’t have taken one of the last flights out. It’d looked so perfect, but it’d been delayed twice by mechanical issues and then the weather had gone to hell.

      I should’ve been well-napped and walking around Italy, but instead, I was getting shoved around in Heathrow.

      But at least I had Robert?

      Hopefully?

      Feeling a bit more centered now that I had someone to talk things out with who was in the same boat, I nodded. “I guess the first thing I’m going to do is at least text my cousin again, and then I’m going to call the cruise company?”

      I hadn’t meant it to come out like a question, but it did anyway, and I was glad when he nodded without thinking it was odd to be helping a stranger make plans. I’d already texted Andy that my flight was delayed, but it seemed like he’d been halfway to drunk as a skunk at the hotel bar because his reply had been cheerful and useless.

      So maybe texting him again should wait until the morning?

      “I think that’s a good decision.” He paused, taking a sip of his coffee, and I could see his brain whirling. “Are you going to try to meet up with the cruise later or change your plans altogether? That decision is going to affect what you do with the airline.”

      “Ugh.” My groan had his lips quirking, and I knew he was trying not to laugh. “So far the airline just told me to be patient, but if I’m not going to Italy, that changes things I guess.”

      “You’ve got options.”

      His calm tone had me relaxing back into my seat as I nodded.

      “Once you understand what your options are with the cruise company, then you can decide what your plan is next.”

      “Yes.” Taking a deep breath, I sipped the hot chocolate I’d ordered—well, Robert had ordered for me—and thought about the situation. “Where were you going? If you don’t mind my asking.”

      If Skyler had told me, I couldn’t remember. When I’d called him panicking about the storm and just being stuck in general, he’d said to sit tight, he’d find me help.

      Since help turned out to be a Daddy stuck in the same airport, I was assuming he had demons or sorcerers on some kind of phone tree, but I wasn’t going to second-guess it.

      Robert shook his head, smiling. “I was heading to Dublin after a meeting in London, but the meeting was cut short due to the weather, and now my meeting in Dublin has been canceled.”

      Shrugging, he set his cup down and leaned back in the seat that seemed far too small for his large frame. “But now I’m waiting for the weather to clear so I can decide what to do. Even the trains aren’t running, so I’m stuck for the moment.”

      Well, we might be stuck but I was glad we were stuck together.

      Just because I didn’t want to be alone, of course.

      “I’m sorry your meeting got canceled. Are you close to home?” I wasn’t stupid enough to assume a Scottish accent meant a Scottish address, so I was curious when he shrugged.

      “In the scheme of things not far. Just outside Edinburgh.” He chuckled, and the deep tone had me fighting the urge to melt at his feet. “But that’s basically a million miles in this weather.”

      As he smiled, he studied me. “What about you? Where is home for you?”

      “Virginia. But at this point, it’s a million miles away too.” And not where I wanted to be, but I smiled and tried to shrug it off. “Okay, so phone calls and then I can talk to the airline again.”

      Just thinking about it had my stress levels rising.

      “Do you really think it’ll take days to get the flights on track again?” I hadn’t thought about this in terms of days.

      Could you legally sleep in the airport?

      “Yes.” Robert looked toward the dark windows where we could just see a bit of snow swirling outside. “Hopefully not longer than that, but no one was expecting this kind of weather in April.”

      Me neither.

      “Yeah.” Wanting another sip of my hot chocolate, I had to wait while I yawned.

      Robert just chuckled and waited until I set the cup back down. “Now, you have a few options. I like some better than others, but I want you to think about all of them.”

      I found myself nodding and watching his lips as he spoke.

      Fuck, I was tired.

      “Yes. Um, will you tell me which ones you like best?” I heard Skyler in the back of my head snorting and reminding me a Dom wouldn’t bother hiding what he thought was best, but I felt better when Robert smiled, clearly approving.

      “Yes, little one. But you’re not my sub, so I need you to remember I’m offering suggestions, not telling you what you have to do.” Wincing, he sighed dramatically. “As painful is that is to say.”

      Giggling, I nodded. “It’ll be painful, but you can do it.”

      He chuckled at my cheeky response but went right back to being a serious Dom as he talked about my plans. “My least favorite is that you hang out in the airport while you figure out what you’re going to do.”

      That made me wince. “That’s my least favorite option too, and honestly, Skyler might kill me.”

      Robert chuckled softly. “If we can get you into one of the airport lounges, it wouldn’t be too bad. They have hot meals and comfy seats, and I think if I’m remembering correctly, one terminal over has small pod-type bedrooms you can rent for a few hours.”

      “That would be easier.” Looking down at the backpack by my feet, I frowned. “I think my credit card comes with access to something like that? I’ve never used it before, though.”

      I’d never traveled outside the US before, so this was going to be a lot of firsts.

      Nodding, Robert looked a bit more comfortable. “I can help you with that, but they’ll fill up fast, so if you decide to go that route, we need to start looking right away.”

      “That makes sense.” It sounded stressful, though.

      “Another option is going to be coming with me.” His wording confused me, but it was his worried look that had me really questioning what he meant. “Please don’t take this the wrong way.”

      He actually sighed and grumbled something that sounded like a curse word under his breath. “It sounds like I’m propositioning you, but I managed to get one of the last hotel rooms at the Hilton that connects to the terminal.”

      Looking slightly sheepish and sweet, he shrugged. “It’s supposed to have a bed and a pull-out couch, but we would be sharing a room for potentially a few days.”

      Oh.

      I had a feeling it was my expression that made him chuckle and gave him the teasing glint in his eyes. “What do you say? Should we call back your loud friend and tell him that you’ve got a Daddy for the weekend?”

      One of these days I was going to kill that oversharing drama queen, but this wasn’t going to be the day.

      “Yes, please.” I was realistic enough to know no one fell in love stranded at the airport, but he seemed sweet and funny and even if it was just temporary, I had a Daddy to watch out for me.

      I might not be going on a cruise, but it looked like my weekend was definitely looking up.
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      Robert

      The fact that he looked like he was going to fall asleep in his hot chocolate was concerning enough, and honestly, just cute enough that, for the time being, it was easy to ignore how sexy the sweet sub was.

      Tired eyes and big yawns made me want to pick him up and cuddle him as he fell asleep, but I wasn’t sure if he’d let me or not.

      “Alright then, little one, let’s head over there and you can get some sleep.” Possibly some playtime too, if he could relax enough.

      The tension in him had faded somewhat as he’d curled over his cup and talked, but it’d left him nearly falling asleep in his chair.

      “We’ll have to make do since your luggage is locked away, but do you have everything you need?” When he just blinked at me like his brain was slowly going offline, I nodded toward his bag. “What do you have with you?”

      That seemed to be easier to answer. “Um, a book and snacks and my computer and some notebooks, oh, and a sweatshirt…” He shrugged as his voice trailed off, finally realizing what I was getting at. “Nothing practical for getting stranded?”

      “Then we’ll take care of that first.” Standing up, I reached for his hand as I grabbed my roller bag. “The hotel will have shampoo, but is there anything you need?”

      When he picked up his bag and it seemed to be an effort to think of what he might need, I gave him a push. “Like contact solution or some kind of medication?”

      “Oh.” He looked a bit more awake and sighed. “I packed my glasses.”

      It was half a thought, at least.

      “Do you wear contacts?” At his nod, I started planning his list. “Good to know. Anything else I should know?” Wanting to clarify that a bit, I tried again. “If we were doing a scene, is there anything else you would tell me?”

      “Oh.” Benny cocked his head and then looked down his body like he was sorting through all his parts. “Um, I twisted my ankle last week, and it’s mostly better, but it gets achy sometimes? And I don’t like to be tied up unexpectedly?”

      “Very good.” There was no way to get the sexy images out of my head that last bit instantly provoked, but I ignored them and focused on his ankle for the time being. “I have something for the pain if you need it later. You need to let me know if it starts to hurt.”

      He nodded sweetly as he yawned again. “Yes, Sir.”

      Yes, we were definitely well into exhaustion territory.

      “Come on.” Keeping his hand, I led him through the packed terminal and over to the pharmacy that thankfully sold a bit of everything. “Now, how Little are you when you relax, little one?”

      His cheeks flushed, and he glanced around before finding the floor fascinating, but he answered without it seeming to be too stressful. “Um, sometimes really Little, but most of the time about five?”

      It sounded more like a question than an answer, but I didn’t point that out. “Thank you, that gives me a good idea about what else you’ll need.”

      Giving his hand a squeeze as a couple walking past us started screaming at one another, I ignored them and focused on Benny. “I’m proud of you for answering so quickly.”

      He blushed, but I got a smile as well. “Thank you.”

      Yes, this was a sub who’d gotten to the end of his rope and needed someone else to step in. “I’m also proud of you for calling for help when things started going all to hell.”

      That got a giggle out of him, but as I smiled in response to the sweet sound, I explained. “I’m serious. You asked for help when you needed it, and you didn’t turn into one of these assholes screaming and making scenes like that would get the snow off the runways.”

      Another happy sound escaped as he shrugged. “And I called the right person too.”

      Now it was my turn to laugh. “Oh yes, we can’t forget that. He seems to know everyone in the lifestyle on the entire East Coast of America.”

      Somehow, at God only knew what time in the morning on the East Coast, he’d activated some kind of kinky phone tree and found out I was stuck in the airport too.

      And from the sound of it, he’d already had me vetted as well.

      Benny gave me a bashful smile and raised one eyebrow. “Should I apologize for him? I know you got roped into helping me when I panicked.”

      My immediate scoff had him giggling again, and I had a feeling his exhaustion was making him a bit punch drunk. “Of course not. Now I have company and a sweet boy to take care of instead of pretending to get work done.”

      His smile was beaming, but it dimmed quickly as we walked into the large pharmacy and started wandering down the aisles, decisions looming in front of him. “I think I need…”

      A yawn cut off his words, but I wasn’t sure he would’ve continued, anyway. There was only so long a person could go without sleep and still make good, clear decisions—and he’d passed that limit.

      Pausing to grab a basket, I squeezed his hand before letting it go for a moment. “I’m going to delegate you as the luggage driver and I’ll do the heavy lifting.”

      That got another giggle from him, but he took my suitcase and nodded. “Deal.”

      Anything to avoid making a decision.

      But in his place, I would’ve wanted the same thing, so I smiled and nodded. “We’ll do this quickly and then we’ll go relax.”

      We’d also find food.

      As Benny had talked about his afternoon, the only thing he’d mentioned was the fascinating candy at one of the other shops.

      I had a feeling nothing green had passed his lips all day, but we’d get that fixed after we had everything he needed.

      Two small toiletry kits went into the basket first. The hotel might have shampoo and soap, but I wasn’t going to bet on extra toothbrushes or deodorant.

      Not for this many people, at least.

      A small bottle of contact solution and a lens case went in next, and I even managed to find two London themed T-shirts and Union Jack boxers that were obnoxious looking but would be better than having to wear the same thing for days. Benny seemed to find them funny because I got another quiet laugh as I studied the shelves. “They’re practical, not stylish, but they’ll do.”

      They’d probably swim on him too, but that couldn’t be helped.

      Grabbing a few more odds and ends, some of which had the cutie blushing, brought us to a small section of toys and games to keep kids occupied on long flights. “Gummies or biscuits? Cookies, I mean.”

      Growing up, I’d been raised between America and Scotland, so changing the language back and forth wasn’t an issue unless I was tired. But since my day hadn’t been nearly as long as Benny’s, I pushed exhaustion back and focused on him, grinning as he smiled as well.

      “They aren’t biscuits.”

      I snorted. “Our countries have been arguing over that for probably a hundred years. We’re not going to rehash it in Boots.”

      He barely held back another laugh, but as he grinned, I got a big smile and a nod. “Yes, Sir.”

      “Silly boy.” And sweet boy and tired, but for now he seemed lighter, so I concentrated on that. “Pick a snack, but just one.”

      He didn’t need any more junk food, but a small bribe to head to bed early or to nap tomorrow wouldn’t hurt.

      “Gummies.” He pointed to a package that had pink pig-shaped treats.

      “Gross.” My reaction wasn’t polite, but it was obviously funny judging by the giggles.

      But no matter what I thought, the pigs went in the basket along with crayons, a coloring book, a slightly squishy-looking teddy bear, and a packet of Go Fish cards since they were the only game I recognized.

      “I think we’re all done.” He nodded, but it turned out we were almost done.

      As we walked past a wall of drinks, he sent a very obvious longing look at chocolate milk, making me sigh. That had him looking up at me silently with hopeful eyes, and I gave in. “Alright, but then, no more junk.”

      “No more. You’re right.” That didn’t stop him from watching it come out of the case like it was the Holy Grail.

      I wasn’t sure if he was thirsty or just slipping into his Little headspace from all the stress, but I put it in the basket and steered us toward the checkout. He tried to point out that he should pay for his things, but all it took was one raised eyebrow and a frown for him to laugh.

      Clearly, I wasn’t frightening enough.

      Once we were out of the store, bags in hand, I led us through the terminal and toward the walkway that would take us to the hotel. It wasn’t far in actual distance, but dodging bodies and attitudes made it exhausting for Benny.

      He was so tired he didn’t even notice the curious looks the hotel gave us as I checked in.

      I had a feeling it wasn’t two gay men being the issue, but more of a curiosity because of the teddy and the way he was leaning against me, half asleep as he held my hand.

      By the time we got up to my room, he was dragging and definitely not in his most grown-up headspace. “Can I have my pigs now?”

      As I opened the door, ushering him in, I shook my head. “How about I see if I can find you something yummy that will fill your tummy better?”

      He gave me the cutest pout before cocking his head. “Like what?”

      Trying not to smile, I made an exaggerated thinking face that had him softly giggling. Thinking about what I’d seen Littles eat the last time I’d been in the US, I tried to come up with a few ideas. “Maybe a grilled cheese sandwich? Some chicken nuggets, perhaps?”

      There had to be something on the kids’ menu he would like.

      Perking up a bit, he smiled. “I like grilled cheese. I like soup too.”

      So, comfort food was the plan. Got it.

      “That sounds perfect, little one.” With that decision out of the way, I walked over to the bed and set our packages down. “Let’s get a bit more organized, and then we’ll get you cleaned up.”

      That got another chuckle from him, and it took a moment to realize how it sounded. “I need to watch how I phrase things.”

      No matter how cute he was, he wasn’t my sub, and I had to remember that.

      Benny’s giggle said he wasn’t offended by the idea I would be the one getting him clean, but even though Little Benny found it cute, I didn’t want to frighten Big Benny when he finally came out again.

      Walking over to the tired boy, I took his backpack and set it on the dresser. “I’m going to call room service and see what I can get us for dinner. While we’re waiting for that, you’re going to get ready for bed.”

      He nodded sweetly, waiting and listening but not making any suggestions about what he wanted. Pushing away the worries about what could’ve happened to the exhausted sub, I continued since he seemed to need someone else to keep things moving.

      “Do you want a shower or a bath?” A shower would’ve been quicker, but it didn’t surprise me when his eyes lit up at the idea of a bath.

      “Can I have a bath?” Since he seemed to expect me to make that call, I nodded.

      “Yes, there’s time for it.” Picking out the biggest shirt I’d grabbed for him and the toiletries, I nodded toward the bathroom. “Come on. Let’s see if we can find something to make bubbles.”

      That had him off and nearly skipping to the bathroom.

      Thankfully, there was more than enough shampoo for bubbles and for him to get clean. “That should work.”

      Setting his stuff on the counter, I turned on the water and plugged the tub as he wandered around the small space, poking at anything interesting he could find.

      As the tub filled, I added bubbles and joined him in his search. Picking up a cup and the ice bucket, I held them out for him. “How about a mountain and a boat for your bath?”

      He giggled as I turned the ice bucket over and put the cup on top of it. “Maybe a boat and cargo?”

      It wasn’t much, but he seemed to appreciate the thought because I got a big grin and gimmie fingers. “Boats. Yes.”

      Making a mental note to find more tub toys if we were going to be stuck for too long, I nodded. “Boats are the best.”

      Enthusiastic nods turned into a happy smile as the makeshift toys went into the water. After laying out a washcloth and making sure he could reach the towel, I turned off the water, grateful the tub filled quickly.

      “Don’t forget to wash and let me know if you need anything.” I wasn’t aiming for anything, but I wasn’t sure he was in the right headspace to make good decisions. I had the feeling he was rapidly going from sweet and overtired, to easily confused and exhausted.

      That was where accidents happened, and I wasn’t going to have him slip and fall on my watch just because I was too careful with his modesty.

      “Yes, Sir.” He nodded eagerly again, wiggling excitedly… and maybe in some kind of subtle potty dance. “I’ll be good.”

      Taking a risk and stroking my hand over his head, I nodded. “I know you will. I’m going to find dinner and then we’ll see if there are cartoons on.”

      I had no idea what we would find, but I knew that, at the very least, I could pull up cartoons on YouTube on my computer.

      “Oh, yes, toons.” Benny’s wide eyes and eager grin said that was the best thing he’d heard all day. “Then piggies?”

      “We’ll see.” I wasn’t sure he’d be awake long enough to eat dinner and a treat, but he giggled.

      “Daddies.” Reaching down to shove his shoes off, he sighed like I was being difficult. “Eat veggies. No junk. More sleep.”

      Scoffing, I nodded and gave him a stern look that had him laugh again. “Exactly. Now bath.”

      More laughter escaped, but then it was my turn to escape as he started to take off the rest of his clothes. “Good boy.”

      But bad Daddy.

      Leaving him in the bathroom, I focused on my to-do list and not on what he was doing. The first thing being food. Room service didn’t have a great selection of kids’ options, but I managed to get him chicken noodle soup and to guilt the tired man in the kitchen into making me a grilled cheese sandwich even though it wasn’t technically on the menu.

      He’d agreed it’d just been one of those days and said he’d figure out a way to make it work. I was so grateful I didn’t even ask how much it was going to cost, but I had a feeling it was going to be the most expensive grilled cheese I’d ever seen.

      With that done and promised to arrive in about twenty minutes, I listened at the bathroom door to check on Benny. He was chattering to himself and giggling so still very much in his Little headspace. Taking that as my cue, I got out his new toys and organized them on the small desk, and I pulled the couch bed out, making it as comfortable as I could.

      I didn’t really care which I got. I knew the real bed would be more comfortable, but the couch bed would be perfect for watching cartoons. Finally giving up, I decided to see which one Benny would pick when he got out of the tub.

      At the wet bar, I rinsed out the sippy cup I’d purchased. I filled it and set it in the mini-fridge along with the chocolate milk I was hoping he’d forgotten. He didn’t need it tonight, and I thought it would be a fun treat for tomorrow since the chances of either of us getting a flight out were slim to none.

      By the time the food had arrived, the room was as nice as I could make it and the noise in the bathroom said Benny was at least out of the tub. Just as I was going over to check on him, his head popped out around the door.

      His hair was damp, and he was grinning, so I assumed he was ready for food. “All done?”

      “Yes.” He opened the door in a ta-da kind of move and then did a twirl in the doorway, looking adorable in the ugly T-shirt and oversized boxers. “I did it all by myself.”

      I wasn’t sure if I should be grateful or disappointed, but I smiled. “I’m so proud of you. You’re a very good boy. Are your ready for soup? I found chicken noodle.”

      “Oh. Noodles.” As he bounced across the room, he yawned as the bath and excitement in general seemed to have drained him. “I picked up my toys, too.”

      “Look at you. That’s very good.” As I got him settled down to eat, I tidied the bathroom and laid his clothes on the arm of the couch.

      He managed to eat almost everything before he propped his elbow on the table and rested his head in his hands. By the time he was done with the rest, he was nearly asleep in his dinner, and it was easy to imagine him going face first into the nearly empty bowl.

      “I think you’re all done.” Moving everything out of the way just in case, I had to smile as he looked around, confused and blinking like he didn’t quite remember where he was. “Once you take out your contacts, we can have cartoon time.”

      I wasn’t sure he’d make it long enough for me to find something for him, or even if he’d be able to see the show, but it got him moving and nodding, so I wasn’t going to overthink it. “Come get comfy and we’ll find something fun.”

      Getting him to the bathroom was easy, but the fine motor skills he needed to open the solution and remove the contacts was difficult. Just getting them out and into the small case was an effort, and he was nodding to himself and yawning again before he’d made it out of the bathroom.

      I knew he should brush his teeth, but he was at the point where that just wasn’t practical, so I just led him to the couch bed. “Good boy.”

      Nodding and yawning, he looked around in confusion as he sat down on the bed. “Bear? I had… I mean…”

      Magically producing the bear from where it’d been sitting right beside him, I smiled as his eyes widened.

      “Oh, you found him.”

      “How about you lie down and give him some cuddles?”

      Without complaint, Benny flopped over and wrapped his arms around the bear as soon as his head hit the pillow.

      In seconds he was out, and I was left watching the exhausted boy who was quickly wiggling his way into my life and my heart.
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      Bennett

      I really wish I’d have been able to wake up with a moment of puzzlement, not knowing where I was. At least then the nervous embarrassment would’ve taken another few seconds to hit me.

      He’d seen me Little.

      He’d basically been my Daddy for the night.

      He’d put bubbles in the tub.

      Well, the bubbles had been his idea, and he’d even found me toys. It wasn’t like he’d seen me naked. Even as tired as I’d been last night, I remembered how careful he’d been. Oh, and he’d found me soup.

      I couldn’t be embarrassed over soup.

      He’d been very nice.

      “Are you finished panicking, or do you need another minute?” His voice was deep and there was still the rough sound I’d loved yesterday, but I could hear the teasing in it. “I’d like some caffeine, and I don’t want to do that in the dark.”

      Barely holding back laughter, I pulled the covers over my head. “Please go about your morning. I can die with the light on.”

      Low laughter floated through the dark room and, as a dim light showed through the covers, I heard him moving around the room.

      “There is tea or tea. The good coffee is probably downstairs at the breakfast buffet. Would my nervous new friend like tea or to wait for something else?”

      The laughter in his voice made me grin without even thinking about it.

      “Um, can I have both?” I liked both.

      I really didn’t need both, but I liked them.

      “Yes, but one cup of coffee once we get downstairs. If we don’t get flights out today, then you’re going to take a nap later.” The firm tone in his voice had me nodding, and he must’ve at least realized I wasn’t going to argue with him. “If you’re good, you can have the chocolate milk as a snack later. I put it in the mini-fridge last night.”

      I kept waiting for him to comment on how weird this all was or to at least point out that I was being silly, but he just kept going like he didn’t notice anything out of the ordinary. “Yes please. I’ll be good.”

      “I had a feeling that would be your answer.” He was moving around again, and this time I heard water coming out of the faucet.

      Oh yes, the little tea kettle thing on the counter.

      Yes!

      Oh, instant coffee.

      Yuck.

      “There’s a breakfast buffet?” Since I hadn’t died yet, I was starting to get hungry.

      Dinner seemed like a very long time ago.

      Oh, dinner.

      “Thank you for ordering me dinner last night. I don’t remember if I said thank you.” Some of the finer details were hazy, but I remembered being excited about it and then being tired.

      “You were very good.” The pleasure in his voice had me loosening my grip on the blanket. “I’m glad we got to spend time together.”

      He was?

      “Me too.” I told myself I couldn’t feel sheepish about saying that since he’d already said it first. “Thank you for helping me.”

      “It’s not a problem at all, little one.” His voice got closer as he moved around the room, but it wasn’t until he pulled the covers down just enough to see my eyes that I realized just how close he’d gotten. “But if you want the good stuff like pastries, we’re going to need to get moving because this hotel is completely full.”

      He had a point.

      “I want the good stuff.” I barely managed to hold back calling him Daddy.

      I wasn’t feeling Little, but something about him made me feel safe, and I just wanted to smile up at him. But I didn’t want to be a pain in the butt, or worse, weird, so I sat up and did my best to look very grown-up and not subby.

      I’m not sure how well I succeeded, though, because he held out a hand to help me up and gave me a very Daddy smile. “Go brush your teeth and get your clothes on. I’ll finish making the tea and we can figure out your plans while we drink it.”

      “Ugh.” I tried not to pout, but again, I didn’t do a very good job of it because he chuckled as I sighed and climbed out of the bed. “Can’t I just color? That would be much more fun.”

      His lips twitched like he thought I was cute but was trying not to say it. “We’ll have fun once we figure things out.”

      Part of me knew he meant crayons and the toys he’d bought for me but another part hoped he meant something a bit more grown-up.

      However, since the boxers I was wearing wouldn’t have hidden anything, I did my best not to bone up as I headed into the bathroom, grabbing my pants along the way.

      I was never going to travel without a full set of clean clothes and my glasses in my carryon ever again. Hell, I was never going to check a bag again. I could’ve had all my stuff if I’d planned better. Yep, I was definitely planning better next time.

      Thankfully, the room was fuzzy but mostly visible as I headed into the bathroom. It didn’t take long to pull the pants on and get as ready as I could. When I was feeling more human and could see—and feeling more confident and less worried—I headed back out to the room.

      Robert had the bed put away neatly and even had my new bear sitting in one corner waiting for me. “Thank you.”

      He smiled, shrugging it off before pointing to the small dining table in the corner. “Tea’s right there. I’ll be out in just a minute, and we’ll walk through your options.”

      Nodding, I walked over and sat down, doctoring the tea with a bit of sugar and milk before starting to think about my options. I hadn’t come to any conclusions by the time Robert came out of the bathroom, but I had found my phone where he’d plugged it in and checked my emails and messages.

      “What have you figured out so far?” In full Daddy-mode again, Robert sat down across from me and nodded toward the phone.

      “Um, that my cousin wasn’t quite as drunk as I’d thought last night, but he doesn’t think there’s any way I’ll make the trip, and I have to agree with him.” From what I could tell, there was a slim chance I’d get out tomorrow if I pushed the airlines, but I wasn’t sure it was worth it. “And the weather has cleared up, but the backlog of people looks frightening.”

      That had him flashing me a grin. “That’s what it looked like to me as well.”

      Taking a moment to drink some of his tea, he looked deep in thought as he took a moment. “What are you thinking about your trip? Any thoughts?”

      Some.

      With sleep and someone to bounce ideas off of, it wasn’t as overwhelming. “Even if I get out of here tomorrow, it’s just not worth trying to chase down the boat. If something goes wrong again and my flight gets delayed, I’ll just be chasing a moving target.”

      Chuckling, Robert nodded. “A very good point.”

      That was where things got fuzzy, though.

      “That’s all I’ve got so far?” Shrugging, I bought a few moments and sipped at my tea.

      “Well, do you have anywhere you need to be?” He glanced down at my phone before focusing back on me. “Is anyone expecting you back in America?”

      That was an interesting question.

      When my gaze dropped and I studied the table, he reached out and gave my hand a squeeze. “Remember your safewords, little one. We can change the conversation at any time.”

      I knew nodding didn’t give him much to go on, but he was patient while I drank and dragged out answering.

      Safewording never entered my mind, but dawdling was easier than finding the words. “I’m kind of doing my best to find reasons not to go back home just yet.”

      When he didn’t say anything, I peeked up at him. He gave me a tender smile and nodded. “Are you comfortable telling me why or would you just like to leave it at that?”

      If anyone would understand, it would be Robert.

      “Um, well, my family is very well-meaning, but they don’t always…” Realizing how badly I was starting off, I stopped and took a deep breath.

      I had every intention of starting again, but Robert had made me tea, so I had to drink that. Before I knew it, I’d drank most of it and he was smiling like I was cute. “Sorry.”

      Robert was still patiently waiting. “You are very good at avoiding frustration without actually safewording.”

      His cheeky grin had me shrugging, and I could feel my face heating up. “Sorry.”

      “It’s understandable. You’ve had a stressful twenty-four hours and possibly longer than that?” His questioning tone had me nodding. “So why don’t we relax more. I think it would be easier to explain this if you don’t feel quite so… alone.”

      Before I’d even had a chance to process what he’d said, he stood and reached for my hand. Obeying just happened, and I found myself walking over to the couch with him. As he sat, he helped me down onto his lap.

      Once I was there, I curled into him and rested my head on his shoulder. “Is it okay if I call you Daddy?”

      Thinking of him as Robert just felt very weird, and I didn’t think he’d mind.

      “I would like that, little one.” As he held me, he stroked my back and gave me a moment before he spoke again. “You said your family was well-meaning, but it sounds like something difficult happened.”

      “Yeah.” Lots of difficult things. “It all just piled up. I’m not very… I try, but I’m…”

      “Take a breath and try again, little one. You can do it.” He kept up the soft, steady caress along my back as I obeyed, relaxing against him again.

      “I’m not terribly good at confrontation.” That was an understatement. “Especially when someone is well-meaning and not trying to be difficult, but they have one of those railroad personalities.”

      Like Skyler.

      Thankfully, I didn’t live with him, and he wasn’t in a position where he assumed he was in control of my life.

      “I think that’s an aspect of many subs’ personalities. There are a lot of subs who like taking care of people and most don’t want to disappoint the people who are important to them.” Daddy’s answer said he understood where I was coming from.

      Nodding against his shoulder, I tried again. “That’s kind of how I found myself with a pre-law degree I don’t want. I didn’t have a better idea about what to study and my family had this really strong view of what I should do, and I just found myself getting it.”

      That wasn’t the worst part.

      “I graduated last December. I finished early and didn’t see the point in waiting until May to finish. But as it got closer, my family kept asking about plans, and I… well, I kind of lied and kept telling them what they wanted to hear.” Daddy went very still and I knew he didn’t like that answer.

      “I tried telling them I wasn’t happy. It always ended in arguments I lost because they would guilt me and it was hard.” How could I use logic when they weren’t fighting fair? “They staged an intervention.”

      “Oh, that sounds…”

      When he couldn’t seem to pick a word, I helped. “Stressful.”

      His dry chuckle made me smile. “I would have to agree, little one.”

      “That’s not the biggest problem, though.” Now I was getting to the part that explained why I was hiding in Europe. “Um, they came over to my apartment and let themselves in—my parents and a couple they know who are lawyers and even one of my aunts.”

      As I sighed, Daddy ran a hand over my head. “I have to admit, little one, I don’t like where this is going.”

      “I didn’t either.” Smiling again, I stroked my hand over his chest. “Um, they didn’t call to announce their intervention because evidently manners aren’t necessary when you think someone is ruining their future? I don’t know.”

      Daddy’s chest jerked as he tried not to laugh.

      Smacking his chest, I sighed and found myself giggling. “It’s not funny.”

      “Of course not.” The barely suppressed laughter in his voice had me shaking my head.

      “I’d given them a key in case of an emergency.” They’d said that was a good idea, and it’d been my first apartment so I thought they knew what they were talking about.

      They didn’t.

      “They used the key because it was clearly an emergency and found me sitting in the living room watching Thomas the Train in my jammies, with my binkie, and my toys, and my crayons, and in my diaper.” That’d kind of been obvious too. “It’d been a long week, and I’d been fighting with them earlier, and I’d just—”

      “You’d needed a break from the stress.” He hugged me tight, and I felt him gently press a kiss to the top of my head. “I think that’s perfectly understandable. Were you alone?”

      Nodding, I let out a deep breath. “Yes, I haven’t had a Daddy in a while, but I still like being Little when it’s just me.”

      I had friends like Skyler I would play with sometimes, but I liked being alone and playing.

      And I was beyond grateful they hadn’t embarrassed anyone else barging in like that.

      “They didn’t find my being Little any more acceptable than they did the whole not going to law school thing.” It’d been awkward and loud.

      “So, you decided to go traveling.” Daddy’s hand was back to running over my back in long soothing strokes. “That sounds reasonable.”

      “I stayed with a friend for a couple of weeks and that was fun. My cousin, the one from the aunt who came to help at my intervention, well, he’s the black sheep of their side of the family because he was in an open relationship… well, several times, and his mother was shocked. So, he invited me to come hang out with him.”

      It’d been a nice thought, but he was an extroverted partier who found friends everywhere he went, so I wasn’t terribly sad about missing the cruise.

      “I’m glad you have family who wasn’t upset.”

      “He was more frustrated I’d hidden the fact that I was fun from him.” I shrugged as Daddy chuckled. “He thinks we need to go out partying together now, and he tried to talk me into going to Germany with him.”

      According to him they had the best BDSM clubs in Europe.

      The cruise had been a compromise, and I was afraid to Google why once I realized there were swingers’ cruises and things like that.

      I really had to learn to say no to my relatives.

      Daddy laughed. “I’m sure he thought that was a very reasonable idea for someone in the lifestyle, but you don’t seem like the party at naughty German clubs kind of sub.”

      That made me giggle.

      “I’m not sure why he thought I was, but I was afraid to ask what my aunt had told him.” God only knew how she’d explained it. “He’d just welcomed me to the black sheep party and said we should hang out. Then things just got slightly out of hand.”

      Robert’s chest jerked several times before he managed to talk without laughing out loud. “I’m going to take that to mean chasing the cruise ship isn’t what you want to do?”

      “No.” And since I was saved by the weather, I couldn’t be blamed. “But I’m not ready to go home yet.”

      “What were you going to do after the cruise?” His question was logical, but not easy to answer.

      “I was going to wander around Italy for a few days and then go stay with a friend of Skyler’s?” It wasn’t terribly planned out, but Skyler knew everybody, and his friend had seemed nice. “But nothing concrete.”

      “Is money an issue?”

      Before I could answer, he quickly continued.

      “Remember you can safeword over any question. I’m just trying to look at all sides of the situation.”

      He was so sweet, but thinking about answering made me blush.

      “Um, no it’s not an issue.” And he was right, if he was going to help me figure things out he needed to know that. “I, well, I got a few scholarships, and my parents saved a lot for school, so I didn’t have many expenses. I… um, well, I didn’t need to get a job and there wasn’t anything that caught my eye to do to, like, explore, so I-I kind of wrote stories.”

      Daddy went very still before his hand came up and eased me back so he could see my face. “I know from your tone you’re very nervous about confessing that. Did you decide to write, I guess you could say, interesting stories or something more mainstream?”

      I knew I was blushing again, but I couldn’t help it. “I write age-play stories.”
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      Robert

      Ah.

      An author made so much sense.

      When I just nodded, he opened up like the dam inside him had burst. “It started off as fan fiction kind of stuff and just a fun thing, but one of my online friends explained how indie publishing worked, and well, I just tried it.”

      I hadn’t thought much about the publishing industry, but I had to imagine the traditional side wouldn’t be comfortable with age-play.

      He must’ve realized I wasn’t shocked or too confused because he continued, “So I kind of do that for a, I guess, big part-time job? Between writing and my savings, I have time to figure things out. I mean, it’s not as much as being a lawyer…”

      He paused, giggling as I rolled my eyes. “But I like it.”

      I shrugged. “At least when you’re rich and famous you’ll know how to read through the contracts without getting swindled.”

      Smiling ear to ear, he nodded. “Yes, exactly.”

      Since it seemed like he didn’t have to be anywhere and I didn’t have to worry about his finances, I kissed his head. “Food, then we figure everything out. No going back to America, though. You have plenty of options.”

      Relief flashed over his face and he sagged against me. “You think so? I haven’t traveled anywhere else. My parents always thought it was a waste of money, but I’ve always liked the idea of exploring.”

      “And with your job you can do it from anywhere, right?” It seemed like the perfect job to travel with.

      When he nodded, looking relieved, I understood and gave him a quick hug. “Then we’ll figure out how to make the most of your time traveling, and if you need to get some work done, just let me know and I will do my best not to be distracting.”

      That got another blush, and he looked down at his lap before glancing bashfully at me. “You’re always distracting.”

      There wasn’t a word to describe just how tempting he was as he shyly flirted, just barely putting himself out there.

      What kind of Daddy would I have been if I didn’t let him know just how sweet he was?

      Bringing my hand up to cup his cheek, I stroked it softly with my thumb and gave him plenty of time to pull away or safeword before slowly leaning toward him. Just barely leaning forward, he nuzzled against my hand as my lips finally brushed against his.

      As I pulled back and smiled, his cheeks went pink again and he looked hopeful and curious, probably wondering what it meant. Leaning back to give him some room, I stroked his cheek one more time before moving my hand back to his knee. “I think this entire snowstorm was put into place just so I could find the sweetest boy in the world to distract.”

      He leaned forward and kissed my cheek. “I think it was because I needed to find the nicest Daddy in the whole wide world.”

      Giving him another peck, I chuckled as his stomach grumbled. “The nicest Daddy needs to be a more responsible Daddy because you need food.”

      Breakfast and then we’d figure the rest out together.

      As he giggled and nodded, I knew the day was finally looking up. I might’ve woken up worried I’d turn around and he’d be gone, but I was starting to realize just how differently our time together could go.

      As his stomach growled again and he gave an embarrassed look, I nodded and tapped his nose. “See, I’m right.”

      “Can I have anything I want?” His grin said he was bouncing between his Little side and the sweet sub who’d woken up nervous and shy, but it seemed that no matter which was in charge, he wanted his Daddy to take control.

      Scoffing, I rolled my eyes as he tried to act innocent. “What do you think I’m going to say to that nonsense?”

      Giving me another kiss on the cheek, he grinned. “That I need to bribe you first before I ask for anything ridiculous?”

      Kissing his forehead as I laughed, I nodded. “I knew you were smart.”

      It was definitely going to be an interesting day.
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      “But just one more wouldn’t have hurt.” His wide eyes and sweet pout had me shaking my head.

      “You had three.” No one needed that many donuts no matter how tempting they looked. “I’m going to find where I left my spine by breakfast tomorrow. You’re having eggs and fruit and no junk.”

      “Aww.”

      He was getting better at manipulating me, but he gave in, grinning when I crossed my arms over my chest and did my best to look stern.

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      “Good boy.” Hopefully I could remember to be stern tomorrow. “Now, let’s talk about options.”

      Slumping over, he sighed and gave me big puppy dog eyes. “Do I have to?”

      “You’ll get bored with donuts eventually, so yes, you have to.” Setting the apple and yogurt I’d gotten for him in the fridge, I walked over to the couch and sat down in one corner. “Besides, there are much more interesting places to visit than a hotel in the London airport.”

      That got a flash of a grin from him, but he wasn’t ready to stop pouting. But when he shuffled over and curled up in my lap, I had a feeling it was more about having an excuse to cuddle than anything else.

      Taking his not too subtle cue, I wrapped my arms around him and got us both into a more comfortable position. When his head was resting on my chest and his legs were stretched out down the couch, I started pushing. “So, what do you think are your options?”

      It didn’t take him long to find the first option, so I knew he’d been thinking about it. “Well, I can go back to Sam’s house. He’s nice and he wouldn’t say no, but that seems like it might be rude. I was already there for a while.”

      That sounded like a legitimate issue, so I nodded. “Alright, so what else do you think is a good option?”

      I was going to do my best not to take over unless he wanted me to, and I was hoping to see where his mind was compared to mine before I got to be helpful.

      “Um, well, I could stay in London for a while. I haven’t seen stuff here before and there are museums.” He shrugged. “The weather can’t be terrible for too much longer.”

      “Hopefully.” My cheeky response made him giggle. “That’s a good idea, though. We’ll have to look at the weather and see if that makes sense.”

      “But it’s kind of expensive if I’m just here to kill time.” He had a point.

      “Yes, it’s not the cheapest city to work from and if you don’t have something you’re passionate to see, then there are other places to go.” Thinking about his previously planned trip, I thought it would be a good time to clarify that. “Where were you flying to in Italy?”

      There were several cruise ports, so I wasn’t sure where he’d planned to leave from.

      “Venice.” His hand started slowly stroking my chest in an absent-minded way that made me want to moan, but I managed to behave and not distract him from the topic at hand. “The pictures are beautiful and it’s one of the places on my list.”

      “List?” Stroking my fingers over his head, I did my best to ignore the way his fingers teased over my nipple. “What kind of list?”

      “My Random Places I Might Want To Go See list.” He shrugged and I could hear the grin in his voice. “The title needs some work.”

      “It’s very descriptive, though.” Kissing his head as he made a happy little sound, I did my best not to get distracted by his quiet laughter. “Do you still want to see Venice? Getting your flight rescheduled there shouldn’t take too long, and we could find you some place cheap to rent for even a few weeks, depending on what you think you want.”

      He went still, but after a few seconds his fingers went back to slowly caressing me. “Do you think it would be fun on my own?”

      It seemed like a leading question, and between that and how he’d curled up on my lap, I decided to take a chance. “There’s no reason why you’d have to go by yourself.”

      And he froze once more.

      He went so still I poked his side. “Did you turn into a statue?”

      That got another giggle, and he shook his head, snuggling tighter against me. “No.”

      “Did you get frozen like that movie?” The reference had him snorting with laughter.

      “No.” As the tension in his body eased, he nuzzled against me and sighed. “Um, who do you think would go with me? I don’t know many people here.”

      Chuckling, I kissed his head. “You know me. And Skyler vouched for me… several different ways, in fact.”

      He groaned and did his best to hide his face against me. “He’s evil.”

      Laughing, I hugged him tight. “But he’s funny.”

      And he’d helped me find this sweet boy in the middle of all that chaos.

      “Would you want to? Come, I mean.” He must’ve realized how that sounded after the teasing reference about Skyler’s penis length comment because he groaned again. “Travel with me, I mean.”

      There was no way he could’ve missed the way my chest jerked as I barely held back my laughter, but he just sighed and waited until I could get the words out. “I would love to, little one. As long as it won’t feel like I’m stalking you or kidnapping you or something like that.”

      It sounded like the set up for either a wonderfully romantic movie or a serial killer slasher film.

      His quiet laughter said he thought I was funny, but he sat up and studied my face. “You don’t have to. I wasn’t hinting, well, I was kind of hinting, but I know you have real work to do.”

      I scoffed and tapped his nose with my finger. “You’re doing real work too. It’s just more portable than mine.” Acknowledging his career earned me a sweet smile, but he didn’t back down which I appreciated.

      “You have a regular job and you had meetings. I probably shouldn’t ask you to come with me.” He shrugged, looking sheepish. “I could be a psycho. You never know.”

      “I think I’ll take the chance.” Besides, the grapevine had vouched for him as well. I’d only gotten some basic information, but how sweet he was had been mentioned several times in the conversation. “Besides, I have lots of vacation time saved up and the meeting can be rescheduled.”

      His brows tightened, and he shifted as he studied my face. “Are you sure? I don’t want to get you in trouble at work.”

      “I am work.” That’d sounded better in my head, and I had to smile as Benny giggled. “I own the company with a friend. We consult on engineering projects. He owes me, so I don’t think it will be an issue for him to take the meeting when it can be rescheduled, and I’ll take some vacation days.”

      “Really?” His entire face lit up like I’d told him he could have a thousand more donuts. “You don’t mind coming?”

      I wasn’t sure how he thought it was selfless of me, but I was going to do my best to clear up any misconception right then. “You are funny and sweet and sexy and we have a lot in common. I would be an idiot if I didn’t take the chance to get to know you more.”

      Giving him a quick peck, I grinned. “And it’s Venice.”

      Grinning, he nodded eagerly. “It’s Venice.”

      “We fix the flights and I make some calls, then we find a hotel there.” I shrugged. “Not too difficult.”

      “No.” He looked around the room before curling into me again. “And well, sharing a room there will save money too. Right?”

      Coughing to cover my laughter, I nodded. “Yes, and if we get a smaller room and share a bed, we will save even more.”

      “Yes, that’s logical.” He sat up, beaming. “Let’s get ready to go.”

      Now he wanted to work on our to-do lists.

      “Alright, we need to talk to the airlines and then once we figure out when we’re getting to Venice, we’ll find a hotel.” I was thinking about the list of things we needed to get done, but Benny’s mind had already jumped to the fun part.

      “We can go see the glass stuff and there’s all kinds of historical stuff and the water and—”

      Cutting him off with a kiss, I grinned when he giggled.

      “First the boring parts and then we’ll plan the fun parts.” My decision got a sigh and a cute pout from him, but he nodded. “I want you to remember a few things before we talk to the airlines again.”

      “Yes, Daddy?” He straightened looking very serious and focused. It looked a bit like he was playing pretend as an adult, so I knew we’d have Little time in a bit.

      “I want you to remember safewords are for anything. Conversations or something sexual, problems during Little time or when we’re planning our trip. Right?”

      His cheeks flushed, but he nodded. “Yes, and they’re for Daddies too. So, if I get… well, get too excited and push you into something, you have to use your safewords too.”

      “Deal.” I was more worried about my pushing him, though.

      He was so sweet and so different from anyone I’d met; I couldn’t imagine him making me uncomfortable or going too fast. I was already at the point where I wanted to keep him, so yes, the issue wasn’t going to be with my sweet boy.

      He leaned in, resting his forehead against mine and looking serious and adorable. “I have a question, Daddy?”

      “What is it?” We’d only known each other for about twelve hours, so it could’ve been anything.

      “Why did you lose your accent like magic?”

      He was so cute I had to laugh.

      “What? It’s a good question.”

      “I have a better one.” I gave him a quick peck as he sat back, trying not to laugh. “What’s your name? Is it just Benny? That’s all anyone told me.”

      He started laughing so hard he nearly fell off my lap.

      When he was just quietly giggling and snuggled back against me, he stroked my chest and took a deep breath. “I’m Bennett when I’m a real grown-up, Daddy. But I’ve always been Benny to my Little friends.”

      That made sense.

      Holding out my hand for him to shake, I smiled as his giggles came back as he pumped my hand with his. “It’s nice to meet you, Bennett.”

      After some more soft laughter, he deepened his voice to sound older. “Nice to meet you, Robert.”

      Taking it as a reference to my magic accent, I chuckled. “My mother is American and my father is Scottish. I grew up going back and forth on a regular basis and even did college in America. Since we were back and forth from such a young age, I picked up an American accent almost like a child picks up a new foreign language.”

      “Oh.” He sat up again, eyes twinkling and looking wonderfully curious. “Where did you live?”

      Laughing, I shook my head. “We’re not going to get distracted. The airlines won’t wait for us to play Twenty Questions.”

      He slouched and pouted but gave in easily. “Alright, and I’ll message my cousin again. I told him I wouldn’t make it this morning, but he seemed very confused. I have a feeling he had a fun night and doesn’t remember any of my texts.”

      From what he’d said, that was a distinct possibility.

      Wiggling excitedly, he looked from his phone on the table and back to me. “Then we talk? And… do stuff?”

      I wasn’t sure what stuff entailed, but I was game for just about anything when it came to the wonderfully sweet Bennett.

      “Deal.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

        

      

    

    
      Bennett

      “No, you owe me when you went off with the blonde and left me holding the bag with those arseholes.”

      Daddy’s accent seemed to come and go as he focused on me and then back on the phone with his friend.

      It was fun to listen to.

      Skyler was going to have a blast with it.

      Well, if Daddy stayed Daddy long enough to meet anyone.

      Was it weird that it was so easy to imagine him in my life that long?

      Probably.

      But I wasn’t going to focus on it.

      If Andy could meet a couple in a club and then on the same night decide to go live with them for six months, I could imagine a future with Robert. We’d definitely had more conversations than Andy had with his… friends.

      As Daddy finished up the call, trading teasing comments back and forth with Daddy being cagy about what his plans were, I curled up on his bed and watched him smile and laugh.

      “Sometimes surprises come from America.”

      The odd comment seemed to be about Daddy’s shifting accent.

      It was fun to see I wasn’t the only one who’d noticed.

      I could hear just enough coming through the phone that I caught his friend talking about how Daddy was not the one who got to make rash decisions. That was clearly his friend’s job. Daddy laughed and just went on to tease him that he just hadn’t bumped into the right reason to change his plans before.

      I had the feeling Daddy’s friend was the one who did the crazy things in their relationship.

      Knowing I was the one who made him slightly reckless gave me a silly rush of excitement. It was just enough that I felt confident in patting the bed when he finally got off the phone.

      “Hmm, have you claimed my bed, little one?” His teasing grin said he wouldn’t mind, but I shook my head.

      “No, I’m just keeping it warm for you.” Scooting back as he walked over, I felt a rush go through me when he stretched out beside me. “See?”

      He chuckled and wrapped his arms around me, pulling me close so my head was resting on his chest. “I appreciate it.”

      As I stroked my hand over his chest and relaxed against him, my curiosity came back. “You didn’t tell him I was Little.”

      Daddy had basically mentioned he’d bumped into a friend of a friend at the airport who’d needed some help and then things had evolved from there. I knew part of the vagueness had been to drive his friend nuts, but I wasn’t sure if that was all it’d been.

      “He has a vague idea about my involvement in the lifestyle, but he’s very straight and very vanilla and doesn’t understand it at all.” Daddy chuckled, not seeming to be offended. “He’s not the judgmental type, but there’s no point in explaining something he wouldn’t get and wouldn’t really care about.”

      That made sense.

      I had friends like that in the past, and sometimes it just wasn’t worth the effort to explain things.

      “He was shocked enough I’d met someone and was going on vacation with them.” The barely suppressed laughter in his voice had me smiling. “He’s usually the one who does that.”

      “Who was the blonde?” I giggled as the question made him groan.

      “Mick attracts… let’s call them women of questionable sanity. If there’s a crazy within a hundred miles, he’s dated her or flirted with her.” Daddy paused, and I peeked up at him to see him shaking his head. “The blonde was a Russian woman he’d met on a flight back after some meetings in Moscow, and she had him wrapped around her little finger by the time they landed.”

      “That seems like the kind of story that’s going to end in true love or a jail.” My response had him laughing.

      “Jail, little one.” He sighed, rolling his eyes. “They ended up going down to Spain for a quick holiday and he nearly proposed to the crazy bitch when her husband caught up with them.”

      “Oh.” That was like something out of a bad movie. “I promise I don’t have a husband or a crazy wife who’d going to come track us down.”

      Flashing me a sexy grin, he leaned down and gave me a quick peck. “The grapevine assured me you were sweet and single, so I’m not worried.”

      Groaning, I hid my face against his chest. “I don’t want to know what Skyler said to everyone.”

      No matter what, it was guaranteed he’d overshared, but then again, someone had overshared about Robert, too.

      Daddy’s chuckle said he found the whole thing to be funny, though. “Hey, I was glad to know my first impression of you was accurate and I didn’t have to worry.”

      “Ugh, we’re going to pretend that first meeting never happened.” We needed a do-over or maybe to just make up an entirely new story about it.

      Laughing, he hugged me tight then burst my bubble. “Oh, no. I’m going to thoroughly enjoy telling that story for a long time.”

      That sounded promising… and embarrassing.

      Peeking up at him again, I pouted. “I can’t tell if that’s a good thing or not.”

      His grin widened, and he leaned his head down to kiss my forehead. “I think it’s a very good thing.”

      Did that mean he was talking about us being together for a while?

      I’d never felt this comfortable with anyone, but I also hadn’t dated much. I wasn’t sure that really mattered, though. There was just something about him, and Skyler hadn’t been worried either.

      Even the texts he’d sent me earlier had just been about wishing me luck with my new Daddy, well, that and a few dirty reminders about all the things we could get up to while stranded.

      His imagination was amazing.

      Snuggling back into his chest, I found myself smiling. “Me too.”

      I really wanted this to last, and not just because he was a good Daddy. He was funny, and he made even Big me feel safe. I might not have been in the best headspace to make a lot of decisions yesterday, but he hadn’t gone overboard in fixing the situation either.

      As we lie there cuddling, he stroked my head and snuggled innocently with me. He was so warm and comfy to curl up with that I wanted to yawn, but first I had to make sure I didn’t have to think anymore. “Is there anything else we need to plan?”

      “Let’s see, we’ve got flights rescheduled, and this room booked for another day.” He was back in full protective Daddy-mode as he listed off everything we’d accomplished. “Cruise stuff is handled, and your cousin is frustrated but will survive.”

      It’d helped that as he’d started boarding the ship, he’d met a couple he thought were fascinating. “I think he’s happy he doesn’t have to keep me entertained.”

      Daddy chuckled but didn’t disagree with me as he changed the subject. “We have a hotel booked for a week and we saved the list of places to visit.”

      I’d done that when he’d been working on changing his ticket.

      Rebooking mine had been easy but getting Daddy on the same flight to Venice had been harder than he’d expected. The airline really didn’t care he’d decided to go on vacation. They kept trying to make him use an automated system to rebook his flight and Daddy kept trying to get a real person, and it’d been nuts for a while.

      “The hotel has a restaurant area right on the water.” The pictures looked beautiful.

      “I think you found a wonderful hotel.” The slow strokes over my head were making my eyes droop, and his soft, low voice wasn’t helping to keep me awake either. “We’re going to have a wonderful time walking around and seeing the museums and watching the artists blow glass.”

      When I caught myself yawning again, I forced my eyes open. “You’re making me sleepy, Daddy.”

      His quiet laugh said he wasn’t sorry about it either. “Was I?”

      As I sat up, because lying down was dangerous, I sat cross-legged beside him and looked over at the clock on the nightstand. “It’s lunch.”

      And I felt so wonderful we’d fixed all the problems and made all the decisions that I felt happy and floaty.

      Daddy reached over and ran his hand over my head again. As he smiled and nodded, he tickled my tummy so I tipped over laughing. When I was flopped down on the bed, he leaned over me. “Someone is feeling very happy.”

      “Me.” Laughing, I reached up and smushed his cheeks to give him fishy lips. “We did it and it wasn’t too hard and it’s all figured out.”

      Shaking his head, Daddy grinned and used his fishy lips to kiss my nose. “You did wonderful. You figured out what you wanted, and you told me what would make you happy, and then we figured out a plan.”

      Because he was the best Daddy.

      “And we’re gonna go see boats and eat food and see the glass people and just all kinds of stuff.” Giving him one more silly smushed face, I let him go and my arms flopped to the bed.

      “And we’re going to find some fun new toys so you can play and relax.” Tapping my nose, he smiled like he was proud of me. “We’re going to have a wonderful trip, but first, food and playtime?”

      “What should we play?” I pushed away the Big part of me that wanted to giggle. He was feeling naughty, but I wanted to play with Daddy and have dessert. Big me could wait. “Go Fish?”

      Daddy was so smart.

      He’d picked out toys for me before he’d even seen me Little. He’d even picked out a sippy cup and a bottle for when I was my littlest Little.

      “That sounds like fun.” Sitting up, Daddy tugged my hands and helped me to slide off the bed. “We’re going to go have lunch and play, and then nap time.”

      I started to pout.

      I wasn’t that tired, but Daddy shook his head and gave me a look that said he had a secret. “I think you might like a bottle of water when you lie down for a nap or maybe your chocolate milk when you get up? But only if you’re a good boy.”

      “Oh.” I’d forgotten about my milk. “Both? Can I have both?”

      “That sounds like a wonderful idea, but only—”

      I was so excited I couldn’t wait. “Only if I’m a good boy. I will. I’m a good boy.”

      Wait.

      “What makes me a good boy?” I didn’t know the rules.

      Daddy hugged me tight. “You eat at least one veg with lunch and no pouting when I say it’s nap time. You’re still catching up on sleep.”

      I got lots last night… but chocolate milk…

      “Yes, Daddy, veggies and no pouting.” I could be good. I’d be very good for Daddy.

      Oh.

      “Daddy?” I leaned in and stretched up so I was looking into his eyes. “I gotta question.”

      He nodded seriously. “What is it?”

      “How Big do I gotta be to get lunch?” I wasn’t feeling very biggie. “Really Big or kinda Big?”

      Most of the time Big me went outside, but Skyler let Little me have donuts when I visited him, but he wouldn’t give Little me coffee.

      He said that was against the rules.

      I’d tried to explain that since I didn’t have a Daddy there didn’t have to be rules. ‘Cause I could have cake for breakfast and no one could say no. But he’d said there were some Daddy rules everyone had to follow even if they didn’t have a Daddy.

      He was so serious, he had to be right.

      “How about you be whatever you want?” Daddy kissed my forehead as I stepped back.

      “Really?” What did I want?

      Daddy laughed. “Do you know what you want to be?”

      I shook my head. “No, you were supposed to pick.”

      Daddy got his thinking face and nodded. “That’s probably the best idea.”

      Nodding, I wiggled and bounced as he thought some more. “What do you think about being Little Benny who’s pretending to be Big?”

      “Oh, like a game.” Standing straighter, I frowned and wiggled my finger at him. “You need to eat more vegetables.”

      I was going to be a great Daddy.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      “I still think Big me would’ve had beer, Daddy.” He kept shaking his head as we walked back in the room, but I knew I was right. “Everyone else was. It would’ve made me look very Big.”

      Daddy snorted. “No.”

      Beer and mac-n-cheese sounded like it would’ve been matched together… like wine when the fancy man at restaurants told everybody which one to drink with their food.

      “I ate my veggies, though, and it’s a veggie too.” When Daddy looked skeptical, I nodded. “It grows in the ground before you squish it and make it a beer. That makes it a veggie.”

      Food was magic.

      “Are you going to argue with me about beer or are you going to play Go Fish?”

      “Can’t I do both?” Daddy kept making up rules.

      No beer at lunch.

      French fries weren’t a real vegetable.

      No dessert if I want chocolate milk and squishy piggies later.

      Soooo many rules.

      Daddy raised one eyebrow and waited, making me sigh and pout and give him puppy eyes.

      It didn’t work.

      “Go Fish.” And chocolate milk and piggies later… after I won.

      I didn’t win.

      I lost.

      And I lost.

      I finally pouted. “Daddy, it’s my turn to win.”

      He coughed and nodded and coughed. “It was your turn to win the first time. I don’t know what happened.”

      Yawning, I pouted and flopped back. “It’s so hard.”

      Daddy coughed again. “How about we cuddle and watch cartoons?” Shifting and leaning over me, Daddy stroked my head. “How about bottle time while we watch cartoons? I’ll find Thomas for you?”

      “I like trains. Fast ones. Slow ones. New ones. Old ones. Big ones. Little ones. Pretty ones. Ugly ones.” Trains were the best.

      Daddy’s big smile said he loved trains too. “Then let’s find some trains and we’ll cuddle.”

      “I like cuddling.” But I didn’t like losing, so I covered my eyes as I sat up. “Those are naughty.”

      Daddy coughed.

      “You’re right. The cards are naughty and you don’t have to see them anymore.” He was the best Daddy ever because he hugged me tight and didn’t make me open my eyes as he led me over to the bed. “Sit down for me, little one.”

      The bed was magic.

      It made me yawn as soon as I sat down.

      “I don’t have my train shirt, Daddy.” Pouting again, I flopped back on the bed. “I wear my train shirt to watch trains.”

      I could hear Daddy move around the room and make thinking sounds. “How about we pretend?”

      “I like pretend.” But not as much as I liked trains.

      “Then I want you to be a good boy for me and keep your eyes closed.” Daddy’s voice got closer, but I was chocolate-milk good and even didn’t peek between my fingers. “That’s my good boy.”

      The bed wiggled as Daddy sat down. “Keep your eyes closed, but come over here. We’re going to cuddle and listen to Thomas.”

      Moving was hard without hands.

      But I wiggled and squirmed and scooched, and by the time I was curled up next to Daddy, I heard Thomas. “You found it.”

      “I did. Just for you.” Thomas played while Daddy hugged me tight and snuggled me against his chest. “Remember, eyes closed. I just want you to relax and listen.”

      I was going to be so good at this game, but before I could tell him that, something tickled my lips.

      My bottle.

      I forgot.

      As I opened my lips and Daddy gave me my bottle, I remembered feeling squirmy and shy when he’d picked it up at the store. Daddy hadn’t been embarrassed, though. As I sucked on the bottle, I remembered how confident he’d been and how he’d known exactly what to get for me.

      Relaxing and sucking and cuddling, everything faded away as he kissed my head and Thomas played.
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      Robert

      “I know a lot about Benny, but not much about Bennett.” One of the main things was his writing, so I focused on that. I hadn’t ever really considered anything artistic as a career, and I had no idea what he did besides the obvious, putting words on paper. “Tell me about being a writer.”

      As I leaned back in my chair, I grinned and lifted one shoulder. “My only frame of reference for something like that is the old episodes of Murder She Wrote my mother used to watch.”

      There was no way that was accurate, so I was lost and didn’t mind admitting it.

      Bennett laughed, looking very much the confident writer as he shook his head. “No, no typewriters or fishing trips for me.”

      Loving that he understood the reference, I played along. “No mysteries and bodies dropping everywhere you travel? I’m very disappointed to hear that.”

      His smile widening, he relaxed back in his seat. “No, thankfully, I don’t write mysteries.”

      No, he seemed to write sweet BDSM.

      Not that I’d been stalking him online while I’d been making plans earlier.

      “So, you write… but what else does someone who’s in independent publishing do?” I was aiming for a topic that would help keep him relaxed so I could get to know him better, and it’d seemed like I’d hit the nail on the head when he started chattering away.

      Learning about his Little side had been easy. Little Benny liked me and seemed to feel confident around me, but the grown-up Bennett side of things was a bit harder to get to know.

      I had a feeling his parents’ drama had affected him more than he’d wanted to admit… or maybe just more than he’d realized. But we were slowly getting to know each other.

      It was amazing what you could learn when you were stuck in a hotel room with someone for twenty-four hours.

      After a few minutes, he seemed to realize he’d been going on about the marketing side of his work for a while. “That’s probably so boring. I’m sorry.”

      I’d thought it was cute, but before I could point that out, he spoke again. “Tell me something about you.”

      “First of all, something to know about me is that I find you fascinating.” Reaching across the table, I squeezed his hand as he blushed. “Which means no apologizing for telling me about something you love. But remember, at some point you’re going to have to talk about your characters and stories, not just the business side of things.”

      His blush said he was hoping I hadn’t realized how strategic he’d been in his sharing. Glancing around, he dropped his voice lower when he realized there weren’t many people around us. “Yes, Daddy.”

      “Good boy.” The restaurant had been busy earlier, but as the rush had slowed down, we’d gained more privacy. “Alright, something about me. I love to travel, and I guess I need to admit I don’t read as much as you probably would like to hear me say.”

      That had him laughing again. “So, what you’re saying is you don’t read and you’re only coming with me because I’m a new travel buddy?”

      The twinkle in his eyes said he was expecting me to play along, so I nodded. “You caught me. I found a new travel buddy in the airport, so I decided to keep him. It had nothing to do with how sweet he was, or how sexy he was, or that our kinks matched up perfectly.”

      He chuckled, but his cheeks went pink, and he was having a hard time meeting my gaze. “I knew it.”

      Reaching out again, I stroked one finger over the back of his hand and couldn’t hide my grin when he shivered. “I didn’t even notice how cute he was when he was tired and Little or how he made me want to hug him tight when he blushed and hid under the covers the next morning.”

      Squirming, he couldn’t decide how to respond and just glanced over at me looking sexy and helpless. “It sounds… it sounds like you’ve noticed a lot.”

      Hmm, it wasn’t a take me Daddy kind of comment but it wasn’t a safeword. It also didn’t seem to be a hint to slow things down.

      “I’ve noticed everything, and it’s only made me more curious.” That got a bashful look from him, and he started nibbling on his lip as he watched my fingers caressing over his. “I can’t wait to learn everything you like, Big or Little.”

      Peeking up at me, he slowly turned his hand over so his palm was facing up, offering his hand to me in a tender, intimate gesture. “It makes me nervous, but I like hearing that and I-I want to learn what you like too, Daddy.”

      The mixed signals and hints said he was nervous but still wanted more. I was Daddy and just the comment about wanting to learn about what I liked couldn’t have been anything but an admission that he wanted more than just friendship and a Daddy.

      Tracing over the lines on his palm and slowly working my way down to his wrist, I tested the waters. “I wanted to touch you and hold you the first time I saw you, little one.”

      His blush flared back to life as he thought about our first encounter, and I knew what he was imagining. “Of course, you were thinking about naughty things. I was imagining much more innocent caresses.”

      He groaned as his head fell back. “That was so… I was…”

      He finally took a deep breath and looked back at me. “It was Skyler’s fault.”

      Making a low tsking sound, I shook my head. “Skyler wasn’t the cute sub who was checking out strange men in the airport.”

      But I was curious about how the size of my dick had come up in a conversation.

      Not curious enough to ask, though.

      His mouth opened and closed a few times before he swallowed. “I-I’m sorry?”

      Barely holding back a smile, I nodded slowly and did my best to give him the stern expression he seemed to enjoy. “That’s better, but what do you think I should do about a naughty boy who goes around ogling Daddies in the airport?”

      We hadn’t really talked about limits much, but I was mostly curious to hear how he would respond.

      But it was a good reminder that the limits discussion couldn’t wait much longer.

      “I…” Wide eyes stared back at me and I almost thought he was worried, but the way he reached down with his free hand and not-so-subtly adjusted himself said fear wasn’t what he was feeling.

      “Naughty boys get spanked, Daddy.” The words came out quietly but there was a confidence to him that had me nodding.

      “That’s right.” Gently caressing right over his wrist, I nodded. “Boys who think about cocks and who try to imagine how big they are need to be reminded to be good, don’t they? Should you have been studying my dick and talking about it?”

      The pink cheeks were back, but he wasn’t too embarrassed because he shook his head. “No, Daddy, and… and I probably shouldn’t have told Skyler how big it felt under me when I was sitting on your lap.”

      Oh, so that’s what he’d been blushing about when he’d been texting the scamp earlier.

      Somehow it didn’t surprise me, but the fact Bennett was confessing his sins to make sure he got a spanking sent a thrill through me.

      “That does make you a naughty boy.” Going back to caressing over his palm and fingers, I nodded seriously. “What happens to naughty boys who forget their manners?”

      I felt the shiver that went through him and the way every muscle seemed to clench. “They…”

      He had to swallow and I could see his fingers twitching to grab at his cock. “They get spanked, Daddy.”

      “Correct.” Letting my voice go lower, I traced around his fingers almost like I was caressing his cock. “But if you’re a good boy and bend over Daddy’s lap and take your spanking like a good boy, what will happen?”

      I had to be just a bit wicked to make him say it, but I loved how sweet he looked compared to all the wonderfully erotic things that were running around in his imagination.

      For a few long moments all he did was blink and stare, it was almost like watching the poor boy’s brain reset, but he finally swallowed and came back to life. “They… good boys get to… they get to come, Daddy?”

      It seemed we were both on the same page, then.

      “That’s right.” Licking my lips, I used two fingers to slowly pretend to jerk off his index finger. “I’m a firm believer in rewarding a good boy.”

      I wasn’t sure where his mind would take my comment, but he made me proud when he looked down at my dirty caress and licked his lips. “What… How would you reward a good boy, Daddy?”

      Enjoying the turn the conversation had taken, I knew my smile looked wicked by the way he blushed and squirmed. “There are a variety of ways I could reward my good boy.”

      Something about the look in his eyes said he wasn’t imagining extra dessert as his reward.

      “It would all depend on what kinds of rewards my boy likes, but extra orgasms are always a wonderful way to reward a good boy.” Another jolt ran though him, so I kept on that track. “If my boy had an oral fixation, I might let him have his binkie for a while, or I might find something bigger for him to suck on and enjoy.”

      Licking his lips was the best answer he could’ve given me, but I was pleased when he found his words as well. “You have good ideas, Daddy.”

      “Thank you, little one.” Going back to a more subtle touch, I stroked over his palm as I smiled. “Using such good manners might also get you a reward.”

      He took a breath, nodding as his gaze bounced back and forth between my hand and my face. “I-I want to learn to be a good boy for you, Daddy.”

      It was definitely a leading comment, so I smiled and decided to reward my shy boy. “I’m very proud of you for admitting that. What’s the first thing we need to do, though, to make sure you learn your lesson, little one?”

      Pleasure and nervous anticipation seemed to be firing through him, so I waited and let him work through his thoughts and probably fears. I wanted to push and ask him how he was feeling, but something about the situation said what he needed most from me was to see I was patient.

      So, I waited.

      Eventually he took a breath, then curled his fingers around my hand, holding me. “I need a spanking, Daddy.”

      He must’ve seen my pleased reaction because his cheeks colored again and he shifted, looking down at our hands before glancing back up at me again. “I want to learn to be your good boy.”

      I knew he was going to be the best boy, so I nodded. “I can’t wait to reward my good boy for taking his spanking so well. I know you’re going to be very well-behaved and bend over my lap so nicely, won’t you?”

      Another shiver raced through him, and as he nodded, his expression softened, and I could almost see his submissive side rising to the surface. This wasn’t the needy shy boy who was taking the chance on something new, anymore. This was the sweet sub who needed to submit to his Dom.

      “Yes, Daddy.” His hand tightened around mine, and I could almost see how much he wanted to curl into me. “I’ll be very good.”

      Check please.

      “Let’s go back upstairs and you can show me what a good boy you are. How does that sound?” His nod was immediate and confident, and now it was my turn to hold him tighter.

      We’d long since finished our meal and I’d signed the slip charging it to our room, so it was easy to head upstairs once the decision had been made.

      Bennett kept his hand in mine as we made our way through the hotel lobby and up to our room. I wasn’t sure if he’d change his mind as he had the opportunity to think a bit more clearly, but if anything, he was holding me tighter the closer we got to the room.

      As I let us in, he looked up at me and kissed my cheek. “Thank you.”

      When the door closed behind us, I pulled him into my arms and leaned back against it. Pressing a kiss to his lips, I studied his face, looking at the sweet man who curled into my arms… and quite possibly my heart. “For what, little one?”

      “Everything.” Resting his head against me, he stroked my chest. “For helping me and being a good Dom and just being a good guy in general. You’ve made it clear you’re not going to rush me. You’re patient and you wait to let me decide if it’s too much or if I want more.” He chuckled to himself before I could respond. “Just to make sure we’re on the same page, I want more.”

      Kissing his head, I smiled. “I’m glad. So do I.” Stroking his back, I tightened my hold on him. “But just so we’re clear. Even if we go slower and I’m simply Daddy and your new friend while we explore Venice, I would be very happy.”

      Shifting so he could press his face into my neck, he sighed. “Me too, but I want you to be my Dom as well. I-I know we’re still figuring things out, but I don’t want to put limits on things. Is that okay? I know we were talking about a spanking and… and I want that, but I don’t want to rush you either.”

      He was still hiding, so I leaned down and kissed his neck, right under his ear and whispered low. “Just holding you makes me hard.”

      As he shivered and pressed harder against me, I nibbled on his ear. “All I wanted when I first saw you was to see you bent over my lap and whimpering. I knew you’d be beautiful and sexy, but then you were so shy and needy, and I couldn’t help seeing what a sweet boy you were.”

      He made an embarrassed sigh and pressed his face into me even harder. “I was so ridiculous.”

      “No.” Licking around the shell of his ear, I let out a low sound that seemed to go right through him. “You were this beautiful boy who needed a Daddy, and I was so glad I was the one who got to help you.”

      Shifting my hand, I ran it down his back until I was cupping one cheek. Squeezing, I rocked him against me and felt a rush as he moaned. “But now I get to help my boy in a different way, I get to help you remember you want to be a good boy and a very obedient sub, don’t you?”

      He nodded against me, but the only sound was his rough breathing as he clung to me.

      “Tell me. Let me hear it, my naughty boy.” Nibbling on his neck as he sucked in a breath, I teased him again. “How am I going to help you to remember to be a good, submissive boy for his Daddy?”

      A rush of pleasure fired through him, and he pressed his hard erection against my thigh. “Daddy…”

      So close…

      “Let me hear the words.” Teasing his ear with my teeth, I got even harder when he moaned again. “Confess, little one. Tell me.”

      A quiet whimper escaped as he nodded, but he didn’t hide the words this time. “Please help me be your good boy, Daddy. I need a spanking.”

      The little peeks he’d given me into his grown-up submissive side said need was probably the right word. He’d gone too long without being able to give up control to a Daddy and even longer since he’d been able to give up control to a Dom.

      “That’s my good boy.” Giving one cheek a firm pat, I smiled as his legs went weak and he held me tight. “Yes, I’m going to give you what you need, and if you’re a good boy and are polite for your spanking, then what will happen?”

      His voice shook with desire as he tried to answer. “My-my reward, Daddy.”

      Kissing his neck again, I chuckled, loving the desperation in his voice. “No, I want to hear the word come from my sweet boy’s sexy mouth. Tell me what I said your reward would be.”

      He made another low needy sound that had a thread of embarrassment in it, but he didn’t safeword. “You… You’ll make me come, Daddy. You’ll let me come.”

      “That’s right.” Slowly making soft circles over his ass, I nibbled on his earlobe again. “Daddy will make you come as long as you’re a good boy.”

      As I gave his bottom another firm pat, he moaned and shook. “I’ll be good, Daddy. I’ll… I’ll be a good boy for you.”

      The sexy desperation in his voice was what pushed me to finally lead him over to the bed. He did his best to stay close, but when his legs brushed against the mattress, he peeked up at me and waited.

      Stroking my hands over his head, I cupped his neck and pulled him in for a slow, deep kiss. Just stroking my lips against his and teasing his tongue with mine, I tried to pour everything I was feeling into him.

      When I finally released his lips, his gaze was soft and submissive as he looked up at me. “That’s my sweet boy. You’re going to be so good for your Daddy, and you’re going to look so sexy with your pretty pink ass.”

      I wasn’t going to even pretend to hide how sexy I was going to find that.

      Bennett blushed and dropped his gaze, but I could feel the little shocks of needy pleasure firing through him. “I want to look sexy for you, Daddy.”

      So sweet and so brave.

      “You look sexy just standing there blushing, little one.” Kissing one pink cheek, I pushed away the smile that wanted to escape and focused on easing the new shirt he’d bought over his head. “And this looks so much nicer than that T-shirt.”

      He chuckled pressing his face against me again as I tossed the shirt on the arm of the couch. “It’s okay, but I like my T-shirts better because you got them for me.”

      Stroking my hands along his slender chest, I flicked my thumbs over his nipples and grinned as he sucked in a breath. “Well, when we get to Italy, I’m going to have to see what other special things I can find for my sweet sub.”

      Toys were only a cab ride away no matter what country you landed in.

      The only issue was sometimes the language barrier, but I’d found some things were fairly universal.

      It took Bennett a moment to understand what I meant, but once it hit him, his eyes went wide. “Daddy… you wouldn’t… I mean, you won’t...”

      Shocked Bennett was just as cute as sweet Benny.

      “Oh, I will.” Because we had time to kill together and I had a sexy sub to explore. “And I’m going to enjoy picking out things for my sexy boy.”

      “You will?” That was not a safeword, so I nodded as I sat him down on the bed.

      As I knelt down to take off his shoes, answering his question thoroughly was a wonderful distraction from his upcoming spanking. “I will. Of course, I have to find out if you’re a floggers and paddles kind of sub, or a plugs and gags kind.”

      He was so lost in thought, or maybe just in fantasy, that he didn’t even notice when his socks came off and I stood in front of him again. Tugging at his hands so he would stand engaged his brain, but it was stuck in naughty toys mode. “What-what kind do you…would you…I mean…”

      It wasn’t a complete sentence, but as I released the button on his jeans, I smiled and gave him another quick peck as the base of his naked cock peeked out. “There are so many things I’d like to use on you. Oh, maybe you’re a cock cage and edging kind of sub?”

      His mouth dropped open as his pants slid to the floor.

      “Are you… would you… I mean…” He couldn’t seem to decide what he meant, but that was okay, we had plenty of time to figure out which of those had my sexy sub so hard his dick was bouncing in front of him.

      Palming his erection as I gave him an innocent peck, I kept my smile tender and calm as I held his cock in my hand. “Spanking first. Toys second. Though, once you’ve learned your lesson, then we’ll talk about all the fun things we might want to explore together.”

      There was no rush, but he was certainly getting a thrill out of the conversation, so I was going to poke at it a bit more.

      My sweet boy’s brain was scattered to the wind because he just nodded and stared like I was the most erotic thing he’d ever seen.

      Yes, spanking and then we were going to have a long, sexy talk.
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      Bennett

      Toys?

      Daddy wanted to buy me grown-up toys?

      A cage?

      No one had ever wanted to buy me sex toys.

      The way his hand on my dick stroked my erection said he liked the idea, though.

      Oh, I was naked.

      My brain kept jumping from one thing to another like a rabid squirrel and it took a moment to remember why I was naked.

      My spanking.

      And hopefully more.

      Daddy didn’t want to rush, but he was Daddy now and we were going on vacation together… so that meant nothing could be too fast, right?

      My brain tried to jump back to the idea of being caged for him, but I didn’t let it wander that far. I was naked, and I had to make sure I was ready for anything.

      “Yes, my spanking.” Then talking?

      I was hoping we could push that off until later… much later, but I wasn’t sure how to tell Daddy that. Mostly because I wasn’t sure the words would come out, not because I thought he’d be upset or think I was being pushy.

      Daddy wasn’t like that.

      “My spanking.” Yes, oh, I had to…

      Blushing, I looked over to the bathroom. “I have to… can I…”

      Why were words so hard?

      Daddy was smart, though.

      He nodded and kissed my forehead. “Yes, but remember your safewords.”

      “I don’t… I mean, I do, but I don’t…”

      Oh dear.

      Giving up, I nodded. “I’ll be right back.”

      At some point I was going to be grown-up enough not to be awkward, right?

      I didn’t even bother trying to figure out how to be discreet as I picked up my shopping bag from earlier and hurried into the bathroom.

      They didn’t have exactly what I’d wanted, but I made it work and made sure I was ready for anything Daddy would want… or anything I managed to tell him I wanted.

      Not that I was going to hold my breath on getting that out.

      When I was ready, I palmed the lube packet and condom I’d purchased and took a deep breath. On one hand I was glad airport stores were so well-stocked, on the other, I’d never done anything this forward before.

      But one good part of being so nervous about the condom was that I wasn’t nervous about my spanking anymore.

      That didn’t mean I wasn’t hard as a rock, though. My brain was skipping around between too many wonderfully dirty images for me to go soft ever again.

      “Ready. I’m ready.” I took another deep breath as I reached for the handle. “I want my spanking. I want to be Daddy’s good boy. I want… lots… yes, I’m ready.”

      I knew he could probably hear me, but that seemed like a good idea just so he’d know I looked insane but wasn’t actually going to safeword.

      Looks could be deceiving and he needed to know that.

      I did my best to appear calm and relaxed, well, as calm and relaxed as I could when I was hard and holding lube.

      Not to mention thinking about my spanking.

      No, don’t think about that.

      Telling myself to take another deep breath, I walked out of the bathroom. Daddy was leaning back against the headboard looking wonderfully calm and sexy. “Grab a towel for me, little one. Then come here.”

      The firm tone and steady gaze had my nerves settling, and I nodded, realizing neither of us had enough clothes for me to get cum on them.

      Yes, Daddy was sexy and smart.

      Obeying, I slowly walked over and felt my cheeks heat up again as I gave Daddy the towel and set the two small packets on the nightstand.

      Daddy laid the towel over his lap and raised one eyebrow before focusing back on me like he was ignoring them completely. I wasn’t sure that made it better or not, but I was glad I didn’t have to talk about it.

      Wanting to make love to him was one thing—but talking about it was another.

      “Tell me what’s going to happen.” The stern tone had my dick jumping, and I had to swallow several times to get the words out.

      “I-I was naughty, Daddy, and you’re going to… you’re going to help me be a good boy.” Logically I knew he was touching base with me to make sure I wasn’t a nervous wreck or going to safeword, but just having to say it again had me wanting to either melt into him completely or explode.

      Maybe both?

      “That’s right.” He nodded and I could see the desire in his eyes as he looked sexy and stern for me. “And what happens if you’re a good boy for your spanking and learn your lesson?”

      Shaking with excitement, I swallowed again and managed to sound mostly coherent as I answered. “If I’m a good boy… if I’m good, you might make me come.”

      He would make me.

      Hopefully.

      I didn’t want to just end up getting permission to jerk off. I wanted Daddy to make me come.

      Please let Daddy make me come.

      “That’s right.” He gave his lap a pat like I was his puppy and nodded. “Come here, then. It’s time for your spanking.”

      Because Daddy wanted to see my ass red… pink and pretty.

      Just hearing him talk about it almost had me coming at the table.

      He was already so sexy when he was being sweet and tender that he was explosively hot once he was actually trying to be sexy.

      Daddy just didn’t seem to realize how incredible he was, and he didn’t realize how distracting he was because it took me a moment to make my legs start working and climb onto the bed.

      I was going to get spanked.

      Oh, I was going to get spanked.

      Just putting myself over his lap had me shaking, and I could feel every nerve in my body trying to tingle and twitch.

      Was it possible to come just by thinking about a spanking?

      “That’s my good boy.” As I relaxed over him, Daddy stroked my ass and squeezed it, making me moan into the mattress. “Don’t forget, you don’t get to come unless you’ve been a very good boy for your spanking.”

      Just saying that made it harder to lie quietly, but I nodded and willed myself not to grind against his lap.

      No. I was going to be his good boy.

      Even if I died from lack of orgasms.

      Daddy loved talking, so as the quiet stretched out, I waited for him to tease me, to question me… anything. So, when his hand came down for the first time, it was wonderfully unexpected and like lightning had fired through me.

      As I relaxed back into the bed, letting the pleasure flow through me, he caressed over what had to be the first mark he left on me, and I could hear the smile in his voice. “Yes, you’re my sweet boy. You’re going to be so good for me, aren’t you, pretty boy?”

      If there’d been any blood left in my head I would’ve blushed, but since it was all much lower, all I could do was moan and sink into the pleasure as he brought his hand down again.

      I don’t know how long it lasted, but it built slowly, and Daddy took his time making every inch of my ass pink. I knew because he told me. Every time he caressed a new spot. Every time he spanked a new area. Every time he stroked over my ass and praised me as I moaned and writhed.

      When I was floaty and achy and feeling absolutely perfect, the spanking finally slowed and Daddy just caressed over my ass as everything faded away.

      As the world came back into focus, Daddy was still stroking over my ass, and I felt wonderfully warm and melty. I must’ve moaned or said something because Daddy chuckled. “There’s my sweet boy.”

      My mouth was dry and it took a moment to find the words. “Good boy.”

      So, I found a few words.

      “Yes.” The laughter in Daddy’s voice made me press my face against the mattress, but embarrassment quickly faded as Daddy’s hands spread over my cheeks and his soft caress became a rough knead.

      As he took my breath away for a second time, I moaned and rocked against his lap every time his fingers inched closer to my hole. “You were a very good boy.”

      When he finally brushed over the sensitive ring of muscles, I gasped and pushed up against his finger. Daddy chuckled, but it was a low, sexy sound that sent a shiver through me. “That’s my beautiful, sweet boy. You were so good for me and you were so good for your spanking, little one.”

      As his finger barely breeched my hole, he decided it was time to drive me absolutely insane. “Since you’ve earned a reward, now I just have to decide how you get to come.”

      I couldn’t decide if I was relieved to hear it or if he made me even more desperate… maybe both?

      Just the shallow thrusts he was making into me would be enough to make me come, so I wasn’t sure what else he was imagining doing to me.

      Grasping for words, just in case he was waiting to hear what I wanted, I did the best I could. “Thank you, Daddy.”

      Okay, so it wasn’t much, but in my defense, I was desperate.

      As his finger made slow circles over my entrance, he decided to torture me with all the sexy options. “I thought about letting you rub your cock on my lap as I spanked you. I thought about playing with your ass and fucking you just like this to see if it would make you come.”

      That almost question had me nodding into the mattress and groaning as he gave another dark chuckle. “I thought you’d like it.”

      Oh, I did.

      “But then you brought me the sweetest gifts, little one.” His finger moved away from me, but before I could even whine, I heard the rustle of the packages.

      That managed to bring back enough blood to my head for me to blush.

      Daddy didn’t mention my red face, though, he just gave my ass a pat as he laid the packets down on my back. “Now you’ve given me even more things to consider.”

      I couldn’t help inching my legs apart so he would get the hint about what else to consider.

      His quiet chuckle and the way one hand stroked down my thigh said he got the message. “Yes, so many wonderful ideas to consider… especially since you were sweet enough to go run errands to give me even more options.”

      I couldn’t help the embarrassed noise that escaped, but the smile in Daddy’s voice said he didn’t mind. “I thought you needed space to talk to Skyler, but it seemed like you are very good at multitasking.”

      Nodding, I hoped he understood that I had talked to Skyler. I just hadn’t mentioned my other errands besides looking for some clothes so I could arrive in Italy where I’d finally get my suitcase while looking somewhat presentable.

      As his finger came back to teasing at my opening, I moaned and rocked back and forth, losing the ability to be good somewhere along the way. “Please, Daddy…”

      “I should probably reward my boy for being so industrious and for letting his Daddy know what he needed.” The way his finger was shallowly fucking me said he knew exactly what I needed. “It would just be mean for me to tell my boy no when he was so good and went to so much effort.”

      Something about the way he was framing this had me hiding my face against the bed again, trying to decide if dying from embarrassment was a real thing.

      Daddy gave another deep chuckle and sent a shiver through me as his finger inched deeper. “Do you want your Daddy to be nice, little one?”

      I knew what he was really asking as I nodded against the bed, but I also knew he was trying to be his sweet self and make sure I was confident about what I was asking.

      My head and my dick were… my mouth was just having a hard time making that clear… so I spread my legs wider.

      His finger stroked over my prostate for the first time while chuckling again as I moaned and rocked back and forth, and he decided to stop making me insane. “I think you do.”

      Yes.

      But Daddy wasn’t one to rush.

      As he eased his finger out of me and opened the lube, he leaned over and kissed my head. “You’re so beautiful, little one.”

      Now I was blushing for a whole new reason.

      But that didn’t matter as soon as the first lubed finger slid into me. Relaxing for him, he sank in easily and started stretching me again. Soon it was two fingers, and I was rocking back and forth, trying not to come, but inching closer and closer.

      Finally, Daddy gave my ass one sharp smack. “No coming without permission. Stop humping my leg.”

      Instead of making me feel bad, something about the whole thing made me feel dirty and erotic… which didn’t help my ability to stop thrusting against his leg.

      Oops.

      I finally got another spank as he eased his fingers out of me and picked up the condom. “On your back, naughty boy.”

      I wasn’t sure when being embarrassed made everything more erotic, but I guess with Daddy everything was erotic, so I shouldn’t have been surprised.

      I was however surprised at how difficult it was to obey him.

      My arms and legs didn’t want to work in tandem, and the way Daddy was stroking over my body didn’t help any. By the time I managed to climb off his lap and stretch out on my back in the middle of the bed, Daddy was standing and slowly stripping out of his clothes.

      I was probably drooling, but I just couldn’t help it.

      Strong and muscular, he was broad and so fucking tall. He was every fantasy Daddy I’d ever had all wrapped up into one sexy package, and when I combined that with how tender and sweet he was… he was incredible.

      And it just got better the more clothes he took off.

      By the time he was naked and smiling down at me, I couldn’t help reaching for him. “Daddy…”

      Stretching out over me as he climbed back on the bed, I moaned as his body stroked against mine before lying over me and pinning me against the bed. “You’re so beautiful, little one.”

      As the mountain of a man settled between my legs, he kissed me gently. Every soft caress of his hands and lips brought me back to that needy desperate place he’d pushed me to as he’d spanked me. By the time he released my lips, I was clinging to him and wrapping my arms around him to pull him closer.

      He gave me a tender smile and another peck before he sat up on his knees. He looked just as frustrated as I felt at having to leave me, but when he picked up the condom and brought it to his long erection, I found myself holding my breath.

      Yep, Skyler had been right, regulars wouldn’t have worked.

      Not that I was ever going to tell him that… or ask how he’d figured that out.

      “God, you’re…” Sexy wasn’t enough and beautiful seemed too delicate a word, but as Daddy’s cheeky grin spread over his face, I knew he understood what I hadn’t been able to say.

      As he worked the last remaining lube down his cock, he looked like he should’ve been on the set of a porn shoot, sexy and beautiful and too good to be real.

      But he was mine.

      Every tender look and gentle touch said he was feeling the same way I was. I didn’t need the words to know I was special to him. He’d stopped his entire life to help me. That said more than words ever would.

      As he stretched back out over me again, my legs were draped over his arms and all I could do was cling to him as he eased his cock into me. The stretch and the pleasure combined to be everything I knew it would be.

      Filling me slowly, he rocked back and forth as he took my mouth in another slow, loving kiss. Breathless and shaking, all I could do was cling to him as his body stretched mine and he made love to every inch of me.

      Tender strokes quickly made way for rough thrusts as I clung to him and begged for more. I didn’t recognize myself as I pleaded and moaned, but as the pleasure built again, I didn’t care how desperate I sounded. I just needed Daddy and I had to let him know. I couldn’t hold it back.

      When it finally started to peak and he had my legs pushed back so he could peg my prostate with every thrust, I couldn’t hold back any longer.

      Daddy knew it.

      He always knew what I needed.

      Wrapping one hand around my achingly hard cock, all it took was one rough tug and a single word for my world to explode.

      “Come.”

      Obeying, my orgasm fired through me like a rocket as all the pleasure he’d built inside me exploded at once. As he followed me over the ledge, I felt his cock throb inside me, and I imagined what it would be like to feel him come inside of me… to fill me and mark me.

      Yep, I was clearly a caveman, but when he finally went still, deep in me as I clenched around him, I didn’t think he would mind. As he stroked my head, he pressed one more gentle kiss to my lips before pushing up on his arms. “You are the most beautiful person I’ve ever met. Inside and out, I’ve never met anyone like you.”

      Feeling silly as tears started to well up in my eyes, I pulled him back down so I was cocooned by his body and could hide against his chest. “That’s you. You’re so sweet and you’ve been so good to me. You’re the best Daddy I’ve ever met and I’m so glad you’re coming with me.”

      All I wanted was to spend more time getting to know him. Every silly detail and habit and desire he had tucked away. I wanted it all and as I peeked up at his loving face, I knew that was what he wanted as well.

      The future might be stretched out before us, but when I had a tender man to hold me and a confident Daddy to come to my rescue, I knew we could handle anything.
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      Robert

      “I still can’t believe it’s time to go.” Bennett’s wistful tone had me smiling as I kissed his neck.

      Looking out over the water, I tightened my arms around him and just took in the beautiful view. The small bridge didn’t seem to be famous, but as we’d found out the first night we’d walked around the city, it had a view of the sunset we would never forget.

      “Any regrets?” For the first week we’d avoided talking about what would happen next, but once we’d decided to extend for another week, we’d both realized that kind of head in the sand behavior couldn’t last.

      “No, Daddy.” Turning around in my arms, he laid his head on my chest as we just stood there, soaking up the picture-perfect night and each other. “I’m a little worried that… well, that I should give you time to think, but no, no regrets.”

      Kissing his cheek, I smiled as he made a quiet, happy sound. “I don’t want to have time to think. Besides, as long as there aren’t any husbands to come out of the woodwork, I know everything I need to about you, little one.”

      That got a giggle from him and the beaming smile he wore as he straightened went right to my heart. “No husband. No wife. No one but you, Daddy.”

      Bringing a hand up to stroke his cheek, I smiled as he nuzzled into my touch and gave me a teasing grin. “What do you know about me?”

      I knew he was trying to be cheeky, but I took the question seriously.

      “I know you’re loving and kind.” Kissing his nose, I smiled as he blushed. “I know you’re the sweetest Little and the sexiest sub.”

      Oh, the blush just kept getting better and better.

      “I know you have a wonderfully creative mind and the ability to do anything you want.” I’d read several of his books over the past two weeks and I loved how his own desires and needs had come through in every story. I could pick out the pieces of himself he’d put in every character, and it just made me love him even more.

      “I know you’re smart and funny, and I know there’s no one else I want to spend my life with.” As his eyes widened, I gave him a quick peck. “I love you, little one, and one year from today, we’re going to come back to this bridge and I’m going to ask you to marry me.”

      Hiding his face against my neck, he took a deep breath and held me tight.

      Giving him time, I stroked his back and waited as the sun slowly dipped out of sight. When he finally pulled away, he reached up and cupped my cheeks, smushing them together and grinning. “I guess I don’t have to ask if you’re really sure you want me to move in with you, then.”

      Chuckling as I shook my head, I pressed my fishy lips to his as he laughed. “No, you don’t.”

      As he released my face and hugged me tight, he rested his head against me and sighed. “I love you, Daddy.” Stroking over my chest, he inched back and smiled sweetly, looking curious and cheeky. “One year?”

      Kissing his nose, I nodded. “One year. Right here on this bridge, and then you’ll be mine forever, little one.”

      He stretched up and gave me a tender peck, shaking his head. “Silly, Daddy, I’ve been yours since the first moment I saw you. It was true love and Daddy to the rescue from the very beginning and that’s never going to change.”

      Cupping his cheek, I gave him another soft kiss. “Snowstorms will always be one of my favorite things.”

      I was never going to see another snowflake or hear about another canceled flight without thinking of my sweet boy.

      Leaning into my touch, he nodded and smiled. “Snowstorms and Venice.”

      Because some things were just magical.

      
        
        The End

      

      

      If you want more sweet age play and to read about Skyler and his friends, check out the One of Those Days series available on Amazon.
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      Heathrow Airport was not, Professor of Cosmology, Reg Keaton, thought wryly, his favorite place to be stranded. Jet lagged and exhausted, it was the last place he wanted to be right now. With a heavy sigh of disappointment that no one had arrived to collect him as pre-arranged, he traversed the flow of people and moved to a side wall. Leaning on his shoulder, he typed a text to his friend Marcus, the dean of his department at Oxford, and informed him of the failure. Pressing send, he wondered if the unexpected snowfall had contributed to the non-arrival of the P.A. Marcus had charged with collecting him. He hoped they hadn’t had a car accident.

      The airport proved to be more frantic than usual, obviously due to the inclement weather. Glancing over at the huge tv monitor, he saw pictorial evidence of the chaos the weather had caused on the roads. Realizing he could be stranded here overnight, he dialed the Hilton Garden Inn which he knew was attached to Terminal Two.

      “Good afternoon, Hilton Garden Inn. How may I help you?”

      “Hi there, this is Reg Keaton. I’d like a single room for tonight please.”

      “We only have twins or doubles left I’m afraid, sir.”

      “That’s fine I’ll take the twin.” At least he’d have room to spread out his laptop and paperwork on the spare bed. His eyes lifted back to the monitor which still showed images of the blizzard howling outside, and he wondered how long this weather might last. “Better reserve the room for tomorrow night as well.”

      “No problem, sir. Could I take a card number please?”

      Transaction completed, he pocketed his phone and headed over to Terminal Two. Glancing about on arrival, he spotted a coffee shop and set off to brave the busy throng. The shop, like everywhere else, was overcrowded.

      Studying the offerings on display under the Perspex glass, he craved the sugar-frosted doughnut ring. Since he prided himself on self-control in all things, he deliberately bypassed the temptation and opted for a banana. He’d eaten a sandwich on the plane not long before landing and knew his body was only craving carbohydrates due to the tiredness of arriving in a new time zone. Looking ahead at the barista, he noticed she sported a cheeky, pink-dyed pixie haircut. Intrigued, he stood on tiptoe to peer over the counter to check out her footwear. He’d learned a lot about himself while in America, and one important thing he’d taken from his mentor, Keith, was that a woman’s choice of shoe gave clues to her character. Unfortunately, from this angle, he couldn’t see the girl’s feet. He did note the man next in line to be served was also straining to look over the high counter. Reg wondered if he, too, preferred a certain type of elusive woman. In fact, one of Reg’s concerns over returning to Britain was his ability to find a woman who would share his lifestyle proclivity. To have finally discovered what it was he actually wanted from a relationship, it would be harsh to discover the unique kind of woman he hungered for did not exist in the U.K.

      “Next!” the barista yelled.

      “Latte and this.” He placed the banana down on the counter. The girl with the cute pink-pixie haircut and a bubble-gum pink tee-shirt, served him. As she moved away, he could see she wore trendy Converse on her feet. He felt a grin tug at his lips—cute outfit.

      Tucking the banana in his jacket pocket, he paid by card and waited for his coffee.

      A sudden impact caught him unawares and heat scalded his right hand.

      “Oh my god! I am so sorry!”

      Turning, he faced a pretty, russet-haired girl with wide aquamarine eyes who stared at him with a look of total horror on her pale face. Looking down he saw spilled hot chocolate trickling down his jacket. Glancing back at her, he noticed she’d suffered far more from the catastrophe. Her white blouse was soaked, and the lapels of her form-fitting black and pink jacket were stained too. Luckily, her short, black pencil skirt seemed to have had a lucky escape.

      “You seem to have taken the brunt of your spilled cocoa.” He smiled reassuringly.

      “Take these.” The pixie-haircut girl from behind the counter thrust a wad of paper towels at him.

      “Thanks,” he replied and stepped aside, away from the counter. “Over here,” he suggested to the chocolate-strewn girl. She followed him into the corner, and he handed her half the stash of paper towels. Amused, he watched as she muttered despondently and scrubbed frantically at the large dark splotch which had by now spread across the front of her white blouse. She was totally unsuccessful.

      Reg cleared his throat. As he hoped, she glanced up at him. “Let’s find a seat and have our drinks. There’s a ladies’ clothing shop over there where we can buy you a new blouse.” He pointed across the concourse at a designer boutique.

      The girl blanched. “I can’t afford those kinds of prices!”

      Smiling reassuringly, he shook his head. “I wouldn’t hear of it. I knocked into you and, therefore, it behooves me to buy you another top.”

      “Behooves…”

      His smile widened as she muttered the outmoded word. “Sorry, I’m told I have a bad habit of talking like a dictionary.”

      The amused smile she flashed back at him lit up her face. She was gorgeous. Perfect bow-shaped lips parted to show small, straight, pearly-white teeth. A cute dimple appeared in her right cheek.

      “Er, excuse me, could we get another hot chocolate over here?” he called to the young man who was wiping down the counter.

      “Sure, you find a seat, and I’ll bring over your coffee and the chocolate,” he replied affably.

      Reg placed his palm lightly in the center of the girl’s back and guided her toward a table where he had noticed an older couple stand to gather their coats and bags.

      “My name’s Reg,” he said as he pulled out a chair for the small but perfectly formed titian-haired beauty. Looks-wise she was exactly the type of woman he admired. However, knowing himself and his desire for a certain type of character, it meant he must remain at arm’s length. There was also the question of his skin color. Not all women liked to be seen with a darker-skinned man.

      “Becky, nice to meet you. Um, you look very familiar, do I know you?”

      He shook his head. “Believe me, I’d remember if I’d met someone as pretty as you before.”

      Her alabaster skin flushed charmingly. “Thank you. Um, I can’t apologize enough for covering you in chocolate! I just wasn’t looking where I was going… I get clumsy when I get in a tizz.”

      “And why are you in a tizz?” he asked amused.

      Before she could reply, the young man arrived and set down their drinks. Reg pulled out a ten-pound note and handed it to him. “For the cocoa. Keep the change.”

      The lad thanked him and left. Reg turned back to his guest and saw she was scrubbing at her blouse again. “Leave it, Becky, you’re just making it worse.”

      Pink tinged her cheeks again, but she instantly laid the soggy mass of paper down on the table.

      She flushed even more under his warm appreciative gaze. Interesting.

      “I think you were about to tell me why you’re feeling stressed?” he prompted.

      She sighed heavily. “My car broke down in the snow. I had to get it towed and then phone for a taxi to get me here which meant I was too late to collect someone who didn’t wait and left. Now I seemed to be stuck here because of the weather.”

      “Not a good start to your day,” he commiserated kindly. “I just flew in from the States, but instead of getting on home, I’ve had to book into the hotel because of this bloody weather. Not quite what I expected to find, snow in England in April!”

      “No, I agree. I remember the last time it snowed at April, but it was just a few flakes, nothing like today’s storm!”

      “My grandfather said 1947 was the worst year for snow, and, of course, there was no double glazing or central heating in those days.” He gave a dramatic shudder.

      “Were your parents born over here?” she asked.

      He liked the fact she asked about his parentage directly and naturally, with no awkwardness over his skin color. “My mother was, yes, but my father arrived in 1955 when he was six. My grandparents were West Indian. My mother’s family is in Gloucestershire; she and my father met at university. I’m named for my mother’s father, Reginald. Not a name I’d have chosen for myself.” He grimaced.

      Her giggle held an appealing musical note which made him smile.

      “How about you, where are you from?”

      “My parents died in a car crash in Ireland. I’m Irish. My mum’s sister married an English bloke. I came to England to live with them after the accident when I was four. My aunt and uncle brought me up alongside my cousin, Gail. She’s more like a sister really.” She gave a sad little smile.

      He liked the fact she was able to talk normally about what must have been a tragic time for her. “That must have been hard for you.”

      “It would have been a hundred times worse without Aunt Mary and Uncle George. They have been as good to me as my own parents. I love my cousin too. We’re very close, even though she drives me nuts at times!”

      “Is she older than you?”

      “Yeah, a year older.”

      “I’m glad you have such a loving family.” He found himself smiling warmly, hoping to evoke her wonderful smile; he wasn’t disappointed.

      Her stomach rumbled. “Sorry. I missed breakfast.”

      “Here, I bought myself a banana, but I’m not really hungry, please have it.” He removed the fruit from his pocket and handed it to her.

      “Oh yum, thanks.”

      “I’m going to the restroom to clean my sleeve. Would you mind watching my bag?” he stood. He knew some girls were shy about eating a banana in front of a man, and others, well—

      She nodded and he left. Glancing back at her as he reached the edge of the concourse, he saw her peel the banana and push it between her parted lips. He was instantly hard. With a groan he turned away and headed toward the restrooms.

      Returning after successfully washing and drying his jacket in the hand dryer, Reg grabbed his overnight bag. “Come on, let’s go see what we can find for you to wear in that boutique.”

      She nodded and together they left the coffee shop.
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      “You know, it wasn’t your fault I spilled my drink… I wasn’t looking where I was going. You don’t have to pay for my clothing, honest,” Becky told the handsome stranger who’d been so gallant about the whole accident. Like a knight in shining armor.

      He stopped and fixed her with those golden-brown eyes that had enthralled her from the moment she’d looked up into his gaze. She swallowed. Uh oh, she had it bad. Her cousin Gail’s voice kept entering her head, warning her she was too trusting, and to be careful. He could be a serial killer or something. Besides you have a job to complete, and you shouldn’t be sidetracked by a handsome face. “Shut up,” she muttered at the fictitious voice nagging her.

      “No. It has already been agreed between us that I would buy you a top. Please don’t argue about it now. Just accept the gift like the gracious young woman you are,” he replied in his deep rich voice.

      He thinks I was telling him to shut up and he is still being nice to me!

      “Okay,” she found herself agreeing, and allowed him to lead her inside the designer boutique.

      The rack of blouses had horrendously expensive price tickets. Glancing about the small shop, Becky spotted a rack marked sale. Even the reduced-priced clothing seemed extortionately high. There was a paisley multicolored blouse that would fit her, but she hated the pattern. It was like something her granny would wear.  Still, it was better than nothing.

      “Here try these on.” Reg arrived at her side clutching a handful of hangers.

      “Oh, um, I found this.” She held up the boring paisley garment.

      He took it from her. “No, sorry, that won’t do at all… Off you go. The changing room is over there.” He settled the garments he’d chosen for her into her arms and pointed her in the right direction. Bemused, she did as he directed and headed to the changing cubicles. Reg was an in-charge kind of guy, but she rather liked that about him.

      Good God! The cost of these things! How could they dare to charge such inflated prices for clothes? Reg had a good eye; she’d give him that. Every one of the tops he’d chosen looked good on her, but it was the most expensive one that looked the best and that gave her pause. She stood chewing her lip indecisively. How could she expect a man she’d only just met to pay out that kind of money?

      “Becky? Have you chosen anything?”

      She started. He was inside the women’s changing room! “Um, I’m not sure—”

      “Are you decent?”

      Her eyes met her reflection in the mirror. “Er…” The blouse looked good on, but she didn’t want a total stranger paying out a large sum of money when the accident had clearly been her fault, not his.

      Speechless, she spun around as the curtain to her cubicle slid back, unable to believe he’d had the audacity to invade her privacy.

      “That looks great on you. Give me the stained blouse and I’ll ask the cashier to put it in a bag for you to take home and get it cleaned.”

      She glanced over at the soiled garment hanging on a hook. Reg followed her gaze and leaned in, taking it with him which meant she had no choice but to wear the overpriced top she was wearing and follow him back into the shop. The assistant was dealing with another customer, so they queued and waited.

      “Have you decided how you’re getting home?” he asked.

      “I’ll have to stay in the airport until I can get a cab,” she said.

      “That might not be until tomorrow. I have a twin room booked at the adjoining Hilton Garden, why don’t you stay there with me?”

      Shocked she gave a gurgle of protest but before she could form a reply, he spoke.

      “No funny business, I promise. Just somewhere to lay our heads for some shut eye tonight, and tomorrow I’ll see if I can hire a car and drop you off home… Where is it you live?”

      “Cornwall,” she teased, relenting when she saw the look of shock cross his face. “No, no, I’m pulling your leg. I live in Donnington.”

      “Ah, Oxford, that’s perfect then, I can drop you off. Assuming the roads are passable by tomorrow. I’ve reserved the hotel room for two nights just in case there was a worsening in the weather.”

      Before she could reply that there was no way she was sharing a room with a man she’d just met however much she was attracted to him, the girl behind the counter beckoned them forward. Reg completed the transaction then turned and handed her a bag containing her stained blouse.

      “I can’t possibly accept your offer!” She rushed to explain before this nonsense went any further. “I don’t even have a toothbrush,” she added lamely.

      “Okay, well why don’t you pop across to the shop and buy yourself a toothbrush and I’ll meet you there in a minute.”

      She stood there gaping. Had he not heard what she’d just said?

      “Go on,” he said in a firm tone that had her heading out of the boutique. She was such a ninny. She should phone Gail. As if her thought had magically provoked her cousin, her phone trilled, and she saw Gail’s number displayed. “Hi,” she answered.

      “Where are you now?”

      “I made it to Heathrow, but I missed the professor you were supposed to collect. I reckon he must have either checked into the airport hotel or got a taxi.”

      “Oh shit, I’d better text the dean and explain I broke down.” Gail groaned.

      “Don’t worry. Freak weather is the cause of this mix up, so no one needs to know you were too drunk to drive today. Just say you got a lift home from the tow company.”

      “I feel such an idiot for drinking so much at Taylor’s party last night. You’re an angel to go in my place. I owe you big time!”

      “Yeah, you do. Especially since I’m stuck here at least until tomorrow.”

      “Why, what’s happened?”

      “My car broke down on the M40 and was towed. I got a taxi but now the M40 is unpassable due to snow.”

      “It’s all my fault, I’m so sorry, Becky!” her cousin wailed.

      “It okay. I um, met a guy—”

      “A guy… What guy?”

      “I spilt hot chocolate over us, him and me. He’s been really sweet, and he has a twin room at the Hilton, but I said no, but I trust him and—”

      “Calm down, I’m guessing you fancy him, right?”

      “Yes, and it’s really weird, but even though we just met, I feel a connection to him and I’m sure I can trust him. I think I know him from somewhere—”

      “Said every murdered girl before her death.”

      “I knew you wouldn’t understand!”

      “I do… but, Becky, think! You just met this guy. You know nothing at all about him!”

      “I know, I know, okay. I’ll just hang about here until I can catch the shuttle bus back to Oxford once it’s running again, or a taxi if there is one available.”

      “All right, but keep me posted, okay? And don’t do anything stupid. I’m the ditzy one, remember, not you. You have to be sensible for both of us!”

      She laughed dutifully. “Bye. I’ll call you later.”

      It really grated on her that she was always the one her family expected to be responsible, while Gail had all the naughty adventures. Glancing up at the entrance to the shop, her resolve stiffened. Perhaps it was time she took a chance in life and stopped playing it so safe.

      With a toothbrush, a jar of face cream and a pack of cleansing wipes in her basket, she threw in a deodorant and a three pack of panties and headed for the checkout.

      When she emerged from the checkout line, she found Reg waiting for her, clutching two large shopping bags. “Come on, let’s go look at our room and see if we can divide it up somehow.”

      His words reassured her, and with a frisson of anticipation, she followed him through the airport into a covered walkway that led to the hotel entrance.

      “Reg!”

      Turning toward the shout, she watched a man stride over and grasp Reg in a huge bear hug. Becky gaped. She’d seen the man on tv—he was really famous.

      Oh my God, that’s why I thought I knew Reggie, it’s because he’s a television star! Sudden recognition rendered her speechless. He was in that television drama everyone’s been taking about. He played a lord, no, a duke. No wonder he didn’t want to say anything about who he really was. I’ll keep quiet that I’m onto him—OMG, Gail is going to be so jealous!

      She froze as a metaphoric bucket of iced water stopped her in her tracks. If he was that Reggie then he might be gay. She stared over at the two men, he and the other celebrity were talking animatedly together. Maybe they’d been lovers? Turning her back, she surreptitiously pulled out her phone and speed dialed Gail.

      Her cousin answered immediately. “What’s up Doc?”

      “Gail, listen, I’m almost certain Reggie is the actor who played that duke in the new television historical drama. I knew I’d seen him somewhere before!”

      “Are you certain? Hang on… yeah, I remember now and think the actor’s name’s Reggie! Hmm, no that’s not quite right. Hold on let me look and—”

      “I know it’s him, Gail, I just know it! We bumped into this other bloke who’s a celebrity too. I’ve seen on him on the television as well… And, oh my God, they’re hugging!”

      “Becky, if it is that actor, there’s been a lot of speculation in the media about the fact he might be gay.”

      “Yeah, I heard that. Look, I reckon he might have altered his name slightly for privacy’s sake. Gail, he’s so utterly gorgeous. I was disappointed at first that he might be gay, but then I thought about it, and you know what? I think it’s actually better for me if he’s gay because I get to spend a whole night in his company and talk to him and get to know real stuff about him! Whereas there is no way he’d be into boring ol’ little me if he was straight. He’s so nice, Gail. I know you’d like him too!” she babbled.

      “Yeah, well, it could equally turn out that he’s not gay too, so just be careful, and keep me posted. Take lots of pictures of the two of you together ‘cause if it is him, we can share them on Instagram and—”

      “Gotta go… Reggie’s coming over, bye-ee!” She clicked off her phone and looked up, giving him her best megawatt smile.

      “Sorry about that, Brian and I are colleagues, we go way back, a long, long way. Anyway, I’ll go and check us in at reception now,” Reg explained.

      “Okie-dokie!” she sang. Bouncing on her toes she watched him cross to the welcome desk. Oh my God, this is so exciting! Stuff like this never happens to her!
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      Reg suggested a quick drink in the hotel bar and Becky agreed. She seemed different somehow. Brighter, a bit more chatty and less nervous. He was gratified she’d decided to be more open around him. The more time he spent with her, the more he liked her. He was determined not to undermine her trust in him.

      She asked for a snowball made with advocaat and lemonade. “Quite tropical given the weather,” said Reg with a chuckle. He decided on a lager. Becky chatted about crowds and how people seemed to draw together in certain situations yet not in others. Listening to her talk, he knew there was something about her that drew him in a way no other woman had done before. He tried to analyze why that was.

      “What do you think?”

      “Hmm? Er, I tend to agree.” Looking at her pretty face earnestly gazing up at him, he wondered if he’d given the right answer to whatever question she’d posed while his mind had been focused on everything about her, except what she just said.

      “You don’t think I’m silly then?” she asked quizzically.

      “Not at all, you made perfect sense.” And she did. Becky was the whole package for him. He had no idea when he’d arrived back in the U.K. a few hours ago that he was about to meet a girl who would turn every other woman in the world to monochrome while she appeared to him in perfect technicolor, and yet here she was.

      “Have you finished your drink?”

      “Yes, thank you.”

      “Okay, let’s go see our room,” he said, draining his beer.

      “All right.” She sprung off her bar stool and he had to steady her, keeping his arm firmly about her waist as they headed to the elevators.

      Their room wasn’t huge, but neither could it be described as poky. Bright and clean, it had everything they required including a tray laden with complimentary drink and cookie choices. She watched as he moved the desk chair and set it sideways between the two beds and then he placed his jacket over the back. At least when they laid down, they wouldn’t be able to see one another’s faces. It was a gesture to her privacy rather than something he required. It’d be no hardship for him to watch her sleeping. Becky intrigued him. He wasn’t only physically attracted to her, but what red-blooded male wouldn’t fancy her pretty curved figure and glorious red hair? No, it was her biddable nature that had his Daddy antenna raised on high alert.

      He was braced for some strong objections when he handed her two shopping bags of extra purchases he’d made. “There are a few bits of clothing in here which I thought you might need tomorrow.”

      “Oh, how exciting. You are sweet, buying me presents!” she gushed.

      He frowned perplexed. That was unexpected. He wondered what had happened to her earlier reticence.

      “Oh, I love these, thank you!” She spun around, holding up a pair of sky-blue pajamas decorated with scattered pink rabbits and yellow half-moons. Rummaging about in the bag again, she pulled out the blue jeggings he chosen because of the pink teddy bear embroidered onto the back pocket. “Reg, these are so cute. You darling!”

      Darling, eh? Odd. Becky doesn’t strike him as the kind of a girl who’d call people darling.

      Having emptied the first bag, she reached for the second and squealed. “I’ve never owned a cashmere jumper before, it’s so soft, and I love this pale pink.” She stroked the soft knitted sweater.

      “You’re welcome. I know how certain pinks can clash with red hair, but I knew that pale powder-pink would look good on you and with the jeggings. You need some warmer clothing. That two-piece skirt suit won’t do in this weather.”

      Dipping into the bag, she pulled out the white trainers with pink and blue flashes which he’d found in the hotel shop. They weren’t well known designer-wear, but they’d do better on icy roads than the black-heeled pumps she was currently wearing.

      “These are so cute, thanks, Reg, you’ve been so amazingly generous!”

      She set the shopping bag aside.

      “There’s still one other thing in there,” he told her.

      “More?” She pulled the bag back and delved inside, yanking out his final purchase with a gasp of joy. Hugging a velvet soft pink rabbit to her chest she looked up at him with round eyes. “Where did you get her?”

      “I saw her in the hotel shop when you went to the restroom. I just had to buy her for you—”

      He was taken aback as she launched herself at him, just managing to steady himself as she hugged his neck and wrapped her legs about his waist. “You’re such a nice man. I’m so sorry I didn’t trust you when we first met, but I don’t get to watch a lot of television.”

      Huh? “Er, okay, well I don’t expect to be recognized. I mean I’m not well-known like Brian is. Although spending the past year in America has really lifted my public profile.” He gently set her down on the bed. The unexpected hug had roused him, and he didn’t want her to notice the bulge he was sporting at the front of his trousers. “I’ll use the bathroom then we can go down and get some dinner.”

      “Okay, and you can tell me all about Hollywood!”

      Hollywood? Bemused, he hurried into the en suite bathroom. Pondering why Becky thought he’d know about Hollywood had luckily calmed his cock to a less noticeable degree.

      Returning to the room in a calmer state, he found Becky wearing nothing but her underwear. He froze. The sight of her bent forward, her pale breasts swelling prettily over the cups of a lace-cut bra, and her lovely, rounded arse cheeks not quite filling the pair of white panties with flowers depicted on them, did nothing to help his cooling ardor. Instead of the embarrassed shriek he expected her to give, she beamed at him nonchalantly and pulled the cashmere sweater over her head. What the heck?

      Flicking out her glorious hair over the garment’s neckline, she stepped into the jeggings he’d bought her. He gulped.

      “What d’you think? Men like you always have such a good eye for clothes.”

      Men like him? Maybe she suspected he was a Daddy-Dom? “You look utterly gorgeous,” he said sincerely.

      She beamed at him and blew him a kiss. Becky was acting very differently to how he’d expected she would when alone in a hotel room with a man she’d only just met. Yet there was innocence and trust in her behavior with no sexual overtures. It was like she was sharing a room with a brother. He immediately felt protective. If this was how she behaved around men she hardly knew, she was inviting disaster.

      “Come on let’s get some dinner,” he said, sounding gruffer than he intended. She frowned, looking anxious. He smiled to soften his abruptness. Holding the room door open for her to exit, Reg led her out into the corridor, pocketed the room card and offered her his arm. She hooked hers through his happily and trotted along beside him.
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      “That was superb.” She leant back in her seat and stretched the elastic waist on her trousers.

      “I’m glad you enjoyed it.” Amused at how naturally relaxed she was behaving around him, he asked, “Coffee or hot chocolate?”

      “Definitely a chocolate please. Coffee keeps me awake at night.”

      He summoned the waiter and placed the order for one chocolate and one coffee.

      “Now, tell me all about Hollywood,” Becky said, leaning toward him eagerly.

      “You probably know more than I do.”

      “Well, where were you working then?” she asked.

      He detected some disappointment in her tone. “I was on tour, but I didn’t actually go to California.”

      Her eyes gleamed with interest. “Did you do interviews?”

      “A couple. Brian and I were asked to appear in series on the formation of the planets.”

      “Oh well, I guess that is kind of historical.”

      Her reply perplexed him. “I guess you could call it pre-historical.”

      A waiter placed the drinks on the table. Reg moved hers in front of her. She picked up her phone. “Selfie?”

      He shrugged. “Okay.”

      Moving around the table she draped herself over his shoulder and held the phone up in front of him. “Champagne!” she cried, and he smiled dutifully. Crossing back to her seat, she flashed the picture at him, and he nodded. She began to tap into her phone, and he frowned. If he became her Daddy, she’d be banned from her phone at the table while they ate together. He found it invasive and rude.

      “So, what do you like best about filming?” she asked, finally setting it aside to stir her chocolate. He watched fascinated as her little pink tongue darted out and licked froth off her spoon, curling erotically around the bowl of the cutlery. Instantly hard, he shifted uncomfortably.

      He frowned thoughtfully. “Not a lot actually, but I suppose the ability to correct any fumbling mistakes before the program goes out. I hate the heat from all the lights they use in the studio.”

      “Do you struggle with your lines?”

      “Lines?” he asked bewildered.

      “Scripts?” she amended.

      “I have a photographic memory, which in my line of work is not unusual,” he explained. “But that’s enough of me. Tell more about you. Where do you work for instance?”

      “I work in a bank—I know it sounds dead boring, but I’m good at math and I enjoy the job. When I left school, I wanted to earn money straight away. I didn’t think it was fair to burden my aunt and uncle with university fees, and so I joined a bank. I work as a teller. I’m off now until the end of April. I’m owed some annual leave.”

      “I don’t think your job sounds boring at all.” He was impressed by her mature thought process and told her so.

      She beamed at him, blossoming under the praise. It was what he loved about being a Daddy-Dom, the nurturing. Of course, discipline and guidance were also his bag… spanking being his greatest delight. Nothing like a peachy, upturned bum showing his handprints. Becky began to chatter about her ditzy cousin. He wondered how Becky would react to being spanked. Would she be turned on by a good girl spanking, correctional, or both? He hardened and quickly focused his attention back to what Becky was saying. He didn’t want to walk around with an obvious erection.

      “—and it’s really difficult to always be the sensible one. Sometimes I just want to be, you know, be the bad girl?”

      Her words jumped out at him. “Do you know what a Daddy-Dom is?” he interjected. She fell silent, and he could have kicked himself, but then she surprised him.

      “Yeah, actually I do. Let me show you something.” She pulled out her phone and tapped away before holding the screen in front of him.

      “Dirty Daddies Party Room,” he read aloud. “What’s that?”

      “It’s a huge Facebook group for Littles and Daddies, oh and the authors who write Daddy books. I absolutely love it! I read lots of those kinds of books. If you’re into this vibe, you should really join the group. I promise I’ll keep your secret. I won’t tell a soul who you really are, or that you want a Daddy, oh, and if you ever meet my cousin Gail, you must promise me you won’t tell her that I’m into the Daddy vibe.”

      She thinks I want a Daddy? How have I managed to give that impression? Shit, it must have been because she saw Brian and me hugging. No wonder she’s been so relaxed around me, Becky thinks I’m gay!
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      Back in the room it seemed his assessment was correct. Becky simply turned her back on him and began to strip off then pulled on the expensive organic bamboo cotton PJs he’d gifted her. His mind was racing, and he wasn’t certain how to approach this unexpected problem. He disappeared into the bathroom and saw to his evening toilette. He came to the conclusion it was probably for the best that she believed he wasn’t attracted to women, at least for tonight at any rate. Perhaps he’d get brownie points for not so much as kissing her tonight, after he’d pointed out her misapprehension in the morning. It wouldn’t hurt to try out a bit of Daddy-Domming on her either. As Reg returned to the bedroom, she took her turn in the bathroom.

      “Teeth brushed?” he asked on her return.

      “Yup,” she replied.

      “Good girl. Into bed with you, here’s your rabbit.” He smiled inwardly when she took the bunny in her arms and hopped under the duvet which he raised for her and tucked the cover around her. “Snuggle down and close your eyes.” Leaning over, he noticed her breath catch as his mouth hovered above hers. Slowly lowering his lips, he diverted and placed a chaste kiss to her forehead. “Does bunny want a kiss too?”

      With a giggle she held up her rabbit up for a kiss which he obliged. “Sweet dreams, beautiful. See you both in the morning.”

      “Um, thank you. You too,” she replied softly.

      He climbed into his own bed and switched off the side light. “Night, baby!”

      “Night, night, Reggie.”

      Reggie?
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      An irritating repetitive noise dragged Becky from her pleasant sexy dream. Groggily, she realized it was her phone and reached for it where it sat charging on the bed stand. Gail. Putting it to her ear, she flopped back on her pillows and shut her eyes. “Mmm?”

      “It’s not him,” Gail said.

      “What?” Her eyes flew open, and she sat up. “How d’you know?” He must be in the shower; she could hear it running.

      “You sent me the selfie you took, and I compared it to pictures online… I’m telling you; it isn’t him.”

      “I don’t see how you can be sure about that. Everything he’s told me adds up.”

      “What did he say about his parents?”

      “What is this, twenty questions?” she asked tartly.

      “Don’t be like that. What did he tell you?”

      “Um, his mother is from Gloucestershire and his dad is West Indian. They met at university.”

      “I told you, it’s not him. His father’s English and his mother is from Zimbabwe.”

      “Are you sure? Everything else fits!”

      “No, it doesn’t. You just want it to be him and it’s not!”

      “I’ll text you later, gotta go!” There was no more noise coming from the shower. Reg could appear at any moment, and she needed time to think.

      “You just spent the night with a complete stranger!”

      “Yes, I’m fully aware of that, thank you, Gail! Bye, I’ll call you later.”

      “Becky, please listen to me—”

      She clicked off. Jeepers! If Reggie wasn’t the person she thought he was, then who the hell was he? Running over everything that had been said since they’d first met, she realized that whoever Reggie actually turned out to be, he was still a really nice guy. He hadn’t mugged or raped her. In fact, he’d gone out of his way to be really kind, and he’d also spent a small fortune on her. She felt safe around him. There was no need for her to panic. An image of herself stripping with her back turned to him as she donned her PJs the previous night caused a rush of embarrassment. She groaned, but then she remembered how interested Reg was when she showed him the Dirty Daddies Group on Facebook and relaxed. He was gay and probably just wants a Daddy for himself. She sighed with relief.

      The bathroom door opened, and Reg grinned at her. “Morning. I made you tea.”

      He looked as handsome as she remembered, even without the expensive dark suit. Today he was dressed in blue jeans and shirt topped by an expensive, cream knitted thick woolen Aran sweater which she knew originated only from Ireland. She glanced at the nightstand and spotted the mug. Reaching for it, she thanked him.

      Stopping at the end of her bed, he began to rub his damp hair vigorously with a towel. “I’ve ordered a room service breakfast because I want to get to the rental car desk quickly and see if we can hire a car. I checked the weather and traffic is moving on the M40 this morning. With any luck you’ll be home before lunch.”

      There was a knock at the door, and draping the towel around his neck, he went to open it. A waiter wheeled in a small trolley loaded with covered plates and breakfast items. Reg tipped him and he left.

      She scrambled out of bed and headed for the food. Snatching a croissant, she took a bite, humming with pleasure as the warm buttery taste melted on her tongue.

      “If I were your Daddy, that would be a definite no-no,” he said sternly.

      She choked, coughing. What the heck?

      He quickly moved to her side and patted her back. “Okay?”

      “Ye-es. What d’you mean?”

      His face split into a wide grin. “Your eyes are as wide as saucers! Now, sit there, take a napkin, and eat like a properly brought-up little girl.”

      “Reg?”

      “Yes?”

      “What did you mean?”

      “If I were your Daddy, d’you mean?”

      “Well yeah!”

      “I’d like to be your daddy.”

      She froze.

      “Becky?”

      “Um, but… but aren’t you like, gay?”

      He chuckled. “No, love, I like females, and I’m a Daddy-Dom. I’d love to know what gave you the impression I was gay though?”

      She watched him uncover a dish of bacon and eggs in silence. Her mind raced with everything he’d just said. He isn’t a famous actor, and he isn’t gay, but he is a Daddy-Dom! She suddenly lost her appetite, setting the croissant aside.

      “I’d love to know what I did to make you think I was gay?” he repeated conversationally. Tucking into his breakfast with obvious relish. Becky simply stared at him.

      “What are you thinking?” he asked after a few moments of silence.

      “You must think I’m either a slut or a total nut job!” she squeaked.

      He set his cutlery on his plate and fixed her with a look of astonishment.

      “Don’t be ridiculous! I think you’re beautiful, amusing and great company. I hope you’ll let me take you out and get to know you better when we get back to Oxford.”

      “I-I thought you were someone else,” she said feeling numb.

      “Who did you think I was?”

      “An actor.”

      “Who?” he prompted.

      “He was in this really popular historical drama and is a bit of a heartthrob.”

      “I didn’t watch that. Why did you think I was him?”

      “You look very alike, and I-I read he was gay.”

      He grinned. “Sorry to disappoint, but nothing could be further from the truth. Look, love, let’s put all this behind us and just get on with our day. Tuck in and eat because if we get stuck in snow, I might ask you to get out and push!”

      She giggled. “That’s not very Daddy of you!”

      He winked. “I’m not your Daddy yet, but I intend to try and convince you to accept me as such. Now eat up, there’s a good girl.”

      She didn’t take much convincing. “Okay.” She peeked under another covered dish on the trolley and discovered more bacon and eggs. “Yummy!” Halfway through her breakfast plate she recalled stripping off her clothes the night before and dropped her cutlery with a clatter, covering her face as humiliation hit her.

      “Whatever’s the matter?” Reg asked.

      “Oh God!” she cried into her hands.

      “Becky, talk to me!”

      She heard the subtle note of command in his tone and mumbled that she couldn’t look at him.

      “I can’t hear you. Take your hands off your face and look at me.”

      Reluctantly, she obeyed and stared up at him miserably.

      “Now what’s all this about?” he demanded.

      “I stripped in front of you. I’m so embarrassed!” she wailed.

      A huge grin split his face. “I enjoyed the sight, although the sight of your sexy bum did keep me awake half the night with a raging hard-on,” he confessed.

      “Arrgh… don’t! Now I’m mortified, but I suppose I should be grateful you’re a gentleman.”

      “Hmm, well love that’s out for debate, but I do keep my word and I’d promised you’d remain unmolested if you shared my room and I meant it. Now be a good girl and finish that breakfast, we need to get on the road.”

      He might not think he was a gentleman, but in her book a heterosexual male who didn’t chance his luck because he’d given his word, most certainly was one.
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      “We’re only hiring out cars on a weekly basis I’m afraid. No two- or four-day hires. Seven days only.”

      “Okay, no problem that suits me. What choice of models are available for the week?” Reg asked the pimply youth at the rental car counter.

      After the transaction was completed and keys exchanged hands, Reg turned to look at where Becky was sitting and signaled a thumbs-up at her. She beamed back and joined him at the counter.

      “Come on, I’ve hired a blue V.W. Let’s go pack up, and I’ll settle the hotel bill. I want to get on the road. There’s more snow forecasted for later.”
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      They stepped outside into the huge rental lot, and he sucked in his breath as the polar air hit him. Becky, muttered darkly about the perishing cold. Hurrying along the rows of vehicles, he located Row F and spotted the blue car with the registration number matching the paperwork. “Over here!” he called to a lagging Becky. He pointed the key fob at the vehicle. “I’ll open the trunk for the bags.”

      “Trunk?” she looked blank.

      He gave a wry smile. “I mean boot. I’ve been in the States too long.” Double clicking the fob, the boot popped open. “Get in the car, Becky. You look frozen. I should have bought you a warmer jacket too!”

      “O-k-kay,” she stuttered through chattering teeth.

      As soon as he had everything stowed away, he jumped into the car, started the engine, and turned up the heat. They joined the slow-moving queue of cars snaking their way out of the airport, all waiting to join the motorway. “Traffic congestion hasn’t improved here I see.”

      “Weren’t there traffic jams in America?” she asked.

      “Not so much. It’s a huge country… Ah, here we go.” Maneuvering their vehicle out onto the roundabout, he took the slip road onto the M25 where they joined the slow-moving traffic, eventually joining the M40.

      “If you weren’t acting, what were you doing in America?” Becky asked.

      “I was working on a television series with Brian.”

      “What is it you do?”

      “I’m a cosmologist.”

      “What, is that like stars and stuff?”

      He chuckled. “Yeah, I focus on dark energy, dark matter and general relativity as well as high resolution simulations of structure formation.”

      “Wow! So dark energy in like, black holes?”

      “Correct.”

      “You’re a genius then.”

      He glanced at her quickly. She sounded oddly disappointed. “Why the tone?” He switched his eyes back onto the road. Driving conditions were treacherous.

      “Well, I think you’ll find me dull,” she explained.

      “If I wanted to date a scientist, I could believe me. I’ve plenty of offers, but I don’t. I haven’t met anyone who attracts me the way you do, Becky. I am not a liar. I’m a bloke who talks from the hip. You are a clever woman, and you are interested in the same kind of lifestyle I am. I’d like to explore that further with you, if you’d let me and see where it takes us. Okay?”

      “Um, okay, thanks, Reg.”

      “What are you thanking me for? I should be thanking you!”

      “Maybe we should thank each other.”

      “Agreed. Becky, have you ever been in a Daddy relationship?”

      “No, have you?”

      “I’ve Daddied a few subs at the club I joined, but I’ve not yet found my own girl. I’m a member of a Dominants club over here, but it wasn’t until I joined a BDSM club in America where I was assessed more thoroughly about my preferences, that I discovered I’m a Daddy-Dom. I’m not sure about how good I’d be with a very little-Little, but if that’s what you want to try, then I’m game. How about you, do you have an age-play age?”

      “Not really. I’m not into nappy play or anything that young either, but I love my stuffies and watching cartoons. I like young girly clothes and sparkly things, oh, and stickers and crafting. I’m such a boring goodie-goodie at home and work that I want to be able to be naughty and know there will be someone to create a safe environment for me to be a bit bratty. I also want a man who will cherish and fuss over me as his Little. The idea of being held to account for my actions is also huge turn on for me.” She stopped abruptly.

      He risked another sideways peek at her face and saw she was pink cheeked, and not with cold. The car had heated up nicely.

      “You want to be spanked when you’re naughty?” he guessed.

      Becky made a cute gurgling sound which showed him she’d reacted to the “S” word. He grinned. “I’m an avid spanker. As your Daddy, you could expect to spend a lot of time across my knee.”

      She inhaled loudly.

      Oh yes, Becky seemed perfect for him. “Would you let me be your Daddy-Dom, and we can see where it goes from here?”

      She fell silent. He wanted her to mull over what he’d said and concentrated on driving allowing her to think about his offer. It had begun to snow again, flakes swirled dizzyingly at the window screen. Traffic had come to a halt.

      “Should we begin the dynamic now or wait until we’re back in Oxford?” she asked.

      “Try calling me Daddy from now on and see how it feels. If it’s right for us, we should just slip into the relationship really easily. There are always issues to overcome in any relationship, but so long as we talk openly about our needs, I don’t foresee any major issues.”

      “Okay. It’s snowing hard again. I don’t think we’re going to make it to Oxford today,” she stated.

      He glanced over and saw her rub her sleeve over the steamed-up side window. Turning on the car radio, he twiddled with it until he found a news station.

      “Heavy snowfall is still causing hold-ups on all major arterial roads around London and the southwest where the unseasonal weather has caused traffic chaos. Police are advising people to stay at home and remain indoors as road conditions deteriorate. Several motorways are completely impassable. Both carriageways around the M25 are slow moving. The M40 is slow going as well, but beyond Edgehill, traffic has come to a standstill—”

      He switched the radio off. “I’m taking the next exit. We’re going to have to stop somewhere overnight. Don’t worry, Becky, Daddy is paying for this overnight stop.”

      “Oh, okay, I guess,” Becky agreed.

      He registered the fact she sounded shy and probably relieved he was shouldering the cost but right now, his sole concern was to find them shelter from this damn storm. He kicked himself for dragging her from the warmth and safety of the airport hotel. The last thing he wanted was for Becky to be stuck in a car for hours in sub-zero temperatures. Some Daddy he’d turned out to be!

      They sat for an hour unmoving before the car in front edged forward and they crawled along and finally made the next exit, which was signposted to Fulmer village, South Buckinghamshire. “Fulmer has a pub with rooms, The Black Horse,” Becky informed him as she looked the village up on her phone. A frustrating and nerve-wracking drive along the icy road finally brought them into the pretty village. Soon enough, the welcome sight of the snow-covered 17th century pub in the heart of Fulmer village, appeared. A square stone church tower rose above the white-painted hostelry.

      Breathing a sigh of relief, Reg flipped his turn signal and drove them into the snowy parking lot.

      Inside they were greeted warmly but told the hostelry was full. The proprietor assured them there was a bed and breakfast place further along the road.

      With a heavy heart, Reg ushered Becky back out into the bitter weather.

      “Shit!” she said as the full force of the glacial wind hit them. He agreed with her estimation of their circumstances wholeheartedly. Back on the snow-covered road again, he felt feel the car slipping and drove gingerly.

      “There!” Becky cried suddenly, pointing to the right.

      Squinting, he could just make out a B&B sign swinging from a brick pillar gatepost, and after signaling, turned onto the crossroad. They drove for about a quarter of a mile before a large mellow-stoned manor house came into view. A welcoming glow from several large square-paned windows spilled out over the pillowing white that surrounded the house. Reg parked up. “Stay here while I go and check that they have a room.”

      “Okay.”

      He pulled up his collar and exited the car. It was difficult walking through the deepening snow. He was grateful to gain the shelter of the porch where he met the incongruous sight of a bed of bright yellow daffodils peeking out icily from under the blanket of snow. He pushed the brass button on a bell that looked to have been there since the house was built. Immediately there was a cacophony of barking which grew louder until the door was opened by a plump woman who looked to be in her mid to late fifties. “Quiet, Bella!” she scolded a golden Labrador whose tail wagged in a reassuringly friendly manner. “Sorry, she’s quite harmless, just excitable. Monica Treadle, may I help you?”

      Reg took her outstretched hand. “Hello, I’m Professor Reg Keaton. I wondered if you had a double room available for myself and my girlfriend? We got stuck on the M40 traveling home to Oxford.”

      “Oh goodness. This weather has taken us all by surprise. Step inside out of the cold. Yes, I do have rooms. You can have the choice of a small suite with a four-poster bed and a separate adjoining sitting room with a tv or a double room.”

      He stepped into the wide hallway. “Thanks, could we take the suite?”

      “Certainly, and will you be wanting some dinner?”

      “Please, and something now if you could manage it? We’ve been stuck on the M40 for hours and missed lunch.”

      “Oh goodness I’ve never experienced the like, and in spring of all times! Can I have your credit card?”

      They did the transaction and Monica returned his card. “I tell you what, I’ll heat some soup while you get your bags in. Your room is upstairs, first right. Room one. I wasn’t expecting guests tonight so there is no choice regarding the main course, it’s a hearty chicken casserole. I hope that will suit you both?”

      “Sounds perfect, thank you, Mrs. Treadle.”

      “Oh, please call me Monica!”
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      Standing in the living room of their suite, he glanced around in approval. A teal velvet couch and two armchairs sat in the middle of the spacious room. Pale gray walls and a light creamy carpet gave a contemporary lift to the elegant Georgian room. Matching full-length curtains draped elegantly either side of the large bow window and a teal window seat curved invitingly beneath the sill.

      “Oh, I do like this room!” Becky enthused stepping into the room from behind him. Next, they headed to peek at the bedroom. She stopped in the doorway. “There’s only one bed.”

      Glancing at the huge four-poster double bed which filled the center of the bedroom, he cursed inwardly. How could he not have thought to ask Monica if there was a twin-bedded room? Lacing his arms about her shoulders he drew her back against his chest. “Nothing you don’t want to happen will happen in that bed,” he stated firmly. “You can trust me to respect your decision regarding sex. That will only happen when you’re ready for it and not before. Spanking is also up to you, unless you brat up, in which case the gloves are off as far as your bottom is concerned, okay?”

      “Yes, thank you, Daddy.”

      Those words sounded so good on her lips. Turning her to face him, he tilted her chin and kissed her. His lips grazed hers before claiming them properly. They were chilly, but opened, softly compliant under his, her inner mouth warm and welcoming. Her palm moved to the side of his face; her fingers caressed his short-bearded cheek. Immediately he lengthened, throbbing against her—

      Rat-a-tat-tat…

      Breaking away from her with an inward curse, he crossed back into the other room and opened the door. Monica Treadle immediately handed him a tray. “Just pick up the phone and dial one if you require anything else. Dinner is at seven and breakfast is from seven until nine tomorrow.”

      “Thanks, this looks delicious,” he said, enjoying the aroma wafting from the large earthenware bowls of soup.

      “Nothing but homemade in this house!” she sang as she sauntered away.

      Replete from soup, homemade bread, tea accompanied with generous slabs of lemon drizzle cake, he suggested they watch some tv and let their lunch settle before he ran her a bath.

      “Um—”

      “Yes?” Really, she was about to argue over taking a bath?

      “I showered this morning.”

      He relaxed. Not an argument then, but female logic. “I know, sweetheart, but I don’t want you catching a chill. A nice toasty bath will warm you and relax you.”

      “Okay, Daddy.”

      His heart quickened. I don’t think I’ll ever take those two words for granted.

      From his seat on the velvet couch, he patted his thigh. “Come and snuggle with Daddy.”

      Becky picked up the remote and brought it over to him, hovering awkwardly at his knees. Reaching out, he scooped her down onto his lap. She settled tensely, but he ignored her unease and switched on the television. Images appeared of multiple cars buried under piles of snow and of farmers struggling through deep drifts in order to feed their animals. These bulletins seemed to take Becky’s mind off where she was sitting, and she soon snuggled back into the crook of his arm. After a weather forecast that assured them things would change the following week and temperatures will have risen by ten degrees, Reg clicked the television off.

      “Time for your bath, little girl.” He was already aflame and in no need of any extra heat.
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      Becky lowered herself into the warmth of the bathwater, giving a blissful sigh. A smile hovered over her lips as she recalled everything that had happened with Reg. Just two days ago she’d thought she had as much hope of finding a Daddy as she had of owning a chocolate teapot. Now look at her, with a gorgeous Daddy who wanted her! A Daddy who knew what he was about and had proved himself to be a man of integrity. It was all so romantic, a dream come true. Here they were cozily entrenched in a beautiful old house during a blizzard. It was like a romance novel.

      There was only one fly in the ointment—sex.

      “Ugh!” She slid beneath the surface and stayed underwater to think. The silence and warmth were comforting. Her previous two relationships had not given her much pleasure between the sheets. In fact, after Mark, her second boyfriend had broken up with her after dating for two years, she’d concluded she didn’t like sex very much. Mark had called her frigid, and perhaps he was right? If that was the case, how long would Reg stick around? The other thing that worried her was spanking. As much as the idea titillated her, she had no idea how she’d like the reality. Her arse was not exactly small and the idea of Reg staring down at her flabby backside made her cringe. Oh lordy, why didn’t I think this through? She surfaced in a splutter and stared into the shocked gaze of her new Daddy.

      “You scared the life out of me, Becky! I thought you’d drowned,” he gasped, sounding horrified.

      “Sorry, it’s something I like to do. It helps me think,” she confessed. “What are you doing in here?” The realization hit that she was naked, and Reg was looking at her. Her hands flew the cover her breasts and mons.

      “Don’t do that, please. You have a beautiful body.”

      She opened her mouth to refute his claim, but he reached down and placed a finger across her lips. “Don’t. If you disparage yourself, I promise I’ll spank you.”

      Pressing her lips together she swallowed her words.

      He nodded approvingly. “Good girl. Becky, Daddy wants to wash you. Will you let me?”

      “Wash me?” The idea both titillated and horrified her.

      “It’s part of the nurturing side of being a Daddy. I also want you to get used to my hands on your body.”

      “Oh, oh, okay… I guess.” She honestly didn’t know what to say to this request. It was all very well reading about this kind of thing happening in a book, but she discovered the reality was embarrassing. Watching him squirt shower gel onto his palm, she allowed him to take her right hand in his. He glided up her arm and down, cleaned between her fingers before moving up over her shoulder and under her arm. Soft pressure slid over her chest, and he repeated the action with her left arm.

      Warmth suffused her face as he skimmed over her left breast and then her right without seeming to try and provoke a sexual reaction from her. It seemed her nipples didn’t get the memo because they burgeoned to hard peaks. Seeing his large hands move over and around her body mesmerized her. It was also turning her on. With bated breath, and a sucked in stomach, she was disappointed when he bypassed the apex at her thighs and began the descent along one thigh to calf and onward to her foot. Her disappointment died when he began to gently pull each of her toes in turn before kneading her foot.

      “Mmm…”

      “You like?” he asked.

      “Bliss.”

      He pressed a kiss on the top of her foot and moved on to the next one.

      She was in heaven.

      Having washed her all over with his hands, she was surprised when he ordered her up onto all fours.

      “Why?”

      “Because Daddy said so.”

      She frowned. “That’s not an answer!”

      “One.”

      “What?”

      “Two. Becky, if I have to say three, you’ll be getting your first spanking.”

      With a splash, she turned over onto her knees and hands.

      “Good girl.”

      “This is so embarrassing!” she groused.

      A stinging slap landed on a buttock cheek. “Don’t argue with Daddy.” The reprimand was given in a soft tone.

      Surprised by the smack, yet titillated by the sensual heat which bloomed, she gave a throaty moan.

      “Like that do you?” Without waiting for her reply, his hand peppered her bottom with light spanks. She gasped but lifted her rear for more, happy when he obliged. Just as she was getting into the stride, he stopped. She heard the shower gel bottle pop open. Slippery hands began to glide over her arse and shockingly, between her cheeks and along the crease, she felt him swirl his fingers over her tight rosette.

      This really shouldn’t feel so good. Another guttural moan escaped, and he chuckled darkly. “Who’s a naughty girl then?”

      She felt her face flame with heat and dipped her hips, finally feigning modesty but rather too late.

      He tut-tutted and smacked her again.

      With a whimper, she lifted her bottom for him, but instead of another slap, she heard him wash his hands in the bath water. She jumped as his palm came up between her legs. With a firm hand, he washed between her thighs. Gritting her teeth, she determinedly stopped any moans from escaping her lips, but his next words showed he already knew she was aroused.

      “Nice and wet for Daddy, I see. Good girl.”

      She hung her head, not knowing how to respond.

      “Out you come, poppet!”

      Looking over her shoulder, she saw he was standing, holding a large, fluffy white towel.
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      Limpid pools of aqua met his gaze. Her pupils were dilated, and it gratified him that he’d managed to overcome her initial shyness, allowing him to wash and fondle her body. The bath had broken through a barrier between them but had left him with a throbbing cock which would have to remain that way. He had no intention of rushing Becky. She was far too precious to risk losing. She raised onto her knees, and he stretched out a hand to help her stand then lifted her into his arms and enveloped her in the fluffy towel. He dried her perfunctorily, kissed her forehead, and left her to her toilette. Rummaging in his holdall, he pulled out his old rugby shirt and waited for her to appear.

      “Here, I thought you might like to lounge around in this, before we dress properly for dinner.”

      “Thanks. You play rugby then?”

      He turned his back and pretended to sort through his bag, aware that after the intimacy in the bathroom she might be feeling a little shy. “Yes, scrum-half.”

      “You didn’t play in the States though, surely?”

      “No, but I find this older type of cotton rugby shirt really comfortable to wear, which is why I thought you might like it.”

      “It is comfy, but does it look ridiculous on me?”

      He turned to look. “You look adorable!” And she did. Damp red hair pushed back off her lovely unmade up face, while her creamy skin glowed pinkly from her bath. His shirt came down to her knees and teamed with her pink ankle socks. She managed to look both cute and alluring. The sight of her caused a phenomenon he’d not encountered before, a dual physical ache in both his heart and loins. “Daddy will dry your hair,” he told her, his voice husky.

      She sat on the dressing table stool, and he carefully brushed out her hair then began to blow dry it. Neither spoke, and the atmosphere between them thickened with sexual tension. He wondered which way he should play this, but he needn’t have worried. She swayed toward him, and without giving a second thought to his actions, he lowered his lips to hers. Their mouths fused, her lips trembling under his as he sought her tongue with his own. Cupping a hand around her neck, he felt her pulse quicken beneath his fingers. Drawing her to her feet, he pressed her to him. Hard and pulsating, his length was trapped between them, throbbing with need. Aware of her pebbled breasts compressed against the solid wall of his chest, he wasn’t sure if he could call a halt to their passion. He tried to withdraw but she wound her arms about his neck and ground her pelvis to his.

      “Becky,” he murmured.

      Her lips left his.

      “You don’t want to?” she said in a wavering tone.

      “Of course, I do… I want you so bad it hurts, but I need to make sure you’re certain because I don’t think either of us will want to stop once we take this to the next level. You’re special. I don’t want to rush things.” He stroked her cheek and searched her face looking for a hint of uncertainty.

      “I want to, Reggie. I really want you—” She pressed her mouth to his again, and with a guttural groan, he lifted her to her toes and devoured her.

      Rat-ta-tat…

      “Ignore it—”

      “No, Monica might just walk in. You’d better scoot into the other room.” Turning her, he patted Becky’s behind and sent her on her way before he moved to answer the door. Monica stood there bearing another tray. He lifted his nose, appreciating the scent of freshly baked scones.

      “I thought you might like some scones, fresh from the oven. There is jam and clotted cream to go with them. Enjoy!” She handed the tray over and disappeared downstairs.

      He carried the tray of delights into the sitting room where Becky looked up like a startled deer. “Oh, it’s you, I thought… What is that divine smell?”

      “Scones, jam and clotted cream.”

      The moan of delight she gave was so earthy it went straight to his cock which had lessened to half-mast and now reared up hopefully.

      Sorry old boy, the scones seem to be winning.

      He watched indulgently as she rushed over to the kettle and switched it on. “We have to have tea if we’re having scones.” She trotted over to where he’d set down the tray and stretched out a finger. “Mmm, oh my, they’re still hot!” She clapped her hands with glee.

      “Go and get your jeggings on, while I make the tea,” he suggested with a sigh of regret.

      Seems he got his wish to take things slowly.
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      Dinner was served to the accompaniment of howling wind which rattled the sash windows in the dining room of the venerable old house. She’d changed, swapping Reg’s old cotton rugby shirt for the silky new top he’d bought her yesterday.

      “I doubt you’ll be leaving here tomorrow. It’s fair piling up out there. Even with the promised thaw, it looks like the roads will be tricky,” Monica said as she bustled into the dining room and placed two steaming plates of chicken casserole in front of them.

      “That looks and smells amazing, I shall need to go on a diet as soon as I leave here, Monica!” Becky said, rubbing her tummy.

      “Can you accommodate us for the extra night if need be?” Reg asked.

      “Yes, we had a booking for the week, but they cancelled due to the inclement weather. Stay as long as you like—”

      “Monica, you’re wanted on the phone!” A jolly-looking man wearing a blue-knitted polo sweater and navy slippers, called from the doorway.

      “Excuse me,” Monica said and hurried from the room.

      The man approached their table, carrying a dish of vegetables. “Hello, I’m James Treadle, Monica’s husband. I heard you had a spot of bother on the icy roads?” he began conversationally.

      “Yeah, we got stuck on the M40 returning to Oxford, and decided enough was enough and we needed to find shelter. Thanks for taking us in,” Reg explained.

      Becky wished James would go away and leave them in peace. Just as things had got steamy this afternoon, Monica had interrupted. Mind you, perhaps it had been for the best because once the madness of lust had cooled, she’d realized how close she’d come to making a complete idiot of herself. She was no sex siren. Once Reggie discovered she was useless in the sack it would be, bye, bye, Daddy, and she wasn’t ready for this fairy tale to end. Who was she kidding? She’d never be ready. Her eyes suddenly swam with tears of self-pity. She hastily grabbed her glass and gulped some water.

      Reg was explaining to James in some detail what it was he did for a living.

      “Ah, yes, Monica said you were a professor. In fact, didn’t I see you last month in that space series on tv? The one put out by Professor Brian whatshisname?” I think it was an episode on dark matter.”

      “Yes, that’s right, I’m Reginald Keaton. Brian and I often work closely together.”

      He was Professor Keaton? Holy shit! That was the name of the man she was supposed to collect from Heathrow. How would he react once he found out she’d intended to collect him as Gail, her cousin? Oh hell. She’d been so stupid to suppose she could build a relationship with an astrophysicist, or whatever it was Reggie did. Why couldn’t he have just been some famous actor? Things would have been so much simpler. They’d have parted ways at Heathrow, end of story! She took another gulp of water, taking in too much. It shot down the wrong way and choking, she began to cough and splutter.

      Reg leapt to his feet and crossed to her, patting her back as he asked her if she was all right. The spasm of coughing passed, and she saw with relief that James had left the room. Alone with Reggie, she began her meal, responding to his conversation with monosyllabic answers and nods while her mind raced with all the reasons this relationship wouldn’t work, and then Reggie would dump her. How could an ordinary girl like her hope to hang on to a dishy guy who was not only good looking but a genius to boot?

      “Hello, Earth to Becky?”

      “Hmm?”

      “What’s going on in that pretty head of yours? You were miles away.”

      “Sorry, I’m just tired I guess.”

      “Well, did you hear Monica pop in and tell us there is another couple joining us here tonight?”

      “No, sorry. You’re right, I was wool gathering.”

      “She explained they’d be here at breakfast in the morning. Another couple stranded on the road needing a place to stay. She wants to know if you want a chocolate brownie and cream, or ice cream, or rhubarb crumble and custard or cream for dessert?”

      “The brownie please, with cream. It’s too cold for ice cream. I wonder what the other couple will be like. Did she say how old they are?”

      There was a silence. She looked up at Reg who appeared to be watching her with a quizzical expression on his face.

      “What?” she asked.

      “Why do you care what the other couple are like? We will be like ships that pass in the night.”

      “Oh, well, I just thought—”

      “Have you both finished and decided on a dessert yet?”

      Thank you for interrupting, Monica!
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      Reg wondered if what had so nearly happened between them in the bedroom had spooked his little Becky. She seemed nervy and distracted, evading him when he reached out to hold her hand going back up to their room.

      “Come and sit on the couch with me for a bit. I want to talk to you,” he said entering the suite.

      “I’ll just go and freshen up first.”

      He watched with a frown as she scuttled off to the bathroom. Why did she need her phone?

      When she finally emerged, he called to her over to join him. She came and sat at the opposite end of the sofa. He moved to her end and slipped his arm around her shoulders. “I’m sorry if I scared you earlier, when things got heated between us. I’ll sleep on the couch tonight.”

      She whipped her head around so fast she clipped him on the chin. “Oh lord, I’m so sorry!” She ran her fingers over his stubble. “Did I hurt you?”

      He grinned. “No, I’ve suffered worse knocks to the chin.”

      “Do tell?”

      “Not right now. I want to assure you, Becky, you are safe with me. I’ll wait until you are comfortable with us before we move to the next level. You just say when you’re ready.”

      “I’m ready—”

      “No. No you’re not. I can see the concern in your eyes. Now I’m going to kiss you, but that is all I’m going to do.” He didn’t wait for any protestations, sliding his hand behind her hair, he gently cupped the back of her neck. Lowering his mouth to hers he felt a soft sigh as her breath mingled with his. It was a sweet kiss and yet he was still as hard as a rock by the time he broke away. He couldn’t remember a time he’d been more attracted to a girl. Becky might have Little tendencies, but she was all woman, soft and curvy in the right places. He held her close and ran his fingers through her silky hair.

      “Daddy?”

      God, he loved hearing her call him that. “Yes, little one?”

      “When we go back to our normal lives, will you still want to see me?”

      What?

      He clasped her shoulder and held her away from his body. “Of course, I will. Becky, I’m hoping you and I will be together. I don’t want to scare you off, so I’m trying not to push you too fast, but, sweet girl, I can hardly keep my hands off you!” Meeting her gaze, he tried to send her a message from his soul that would convince her of his sincerity.

      “But why?”

      He frowned. “But why what?”

      “I’m just ordinary. Why me?”

      He felt gut punched. “I should be the one asking that question! I’m a geek. I don’t get the gorgeous witty girls. Honey, if you could see yourself through my eyes. You are beautiful, sweet, kind, funny and I want to be with you!”

      “I’m not though. I can be sneaky and bad.”

      He was astonished to see tears flood her eyes. What was wrong? Some son of a bitch must have done a number on her to make her belittle herself. “Hey, no one is perfect. I’m certainly not! I don’t expect you to be either. The thing is, I am hugely attracted to you and I’m praying you are to me. I’m scared to rush you in case I lose you. We only met yesterday. I don’t want you thinking that all I want is to get inside your pants!”

      A soft giggle escaped her.

      “That’s better—”

      “But what if I want to get inside yours?” She winked impudently.

      He chuckled and pulled her into his arms for a hug. “Not tonight though. Tomorrow, if you still feel the same way. Will you share with me about the guy who made you doubt yourself?” He felt her stiffen.

      “Maybe, but not yet. There’s nothing to tell really. He wasn’t mean or anything…”

      He let it go, there was plenty of time to get to know one another. “Okay, so you go and get ready for bed, and I’ll make you a cocoa.”

      “All right and, Reggie?”

      They were going to need to work on her addressing him by his given name. Deciding not to put off ‘till tomorrow what he could address today, he looked at her, giving a mock scowl. “What did you call me, little girl?”

      “Daddy, I meant, Daddy!”

      “Good girl, what did you want to ask?”

      “I know you said no sex tonight, but please could you sleep in the bed with me so we can cuddle?”

      “Hmm, if you clean your teeth and wash quickly, I might agree to that.”

      She grinned happily.

      “Well, go on then, chop-chop!”

      He chuckled as she dashed into the bathroom.
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      Becky felt slightly better after texting with Gail in the bathroom. Reggie’s rejection of her in the bedroom had shaken her confidence. Oh, he’d been very kind and explained his reasons, but now she worried he thought she was slutty for pushing him to share a bed with her. Gail told her to stop stressing and enjoy the moment which was all very well for her to say while she sat at home after causing all these problems for her in the first place! Goodness knows what Reggie would say once he knew the truth about her deception in pretending to be her cousin. She’d have thought Gail would have been more concerned about losing her job, especially if Reg decided to tell the dean about Gail being over the legal limit and too hungover to drive. Okay, so maybe she was a goody two shoes and a worrier, but one of them had to keep a sensible head.

      She ran through her bedtime routine and donned her PJs before returning to the bedroom. Reg had changed into his jogging bottoms, his wide chest and thick biceps on display. She licked her lips. By his own admission he was a geek, so how come he looked so good!

      “D’you work out?” she blurted.

      “Just a bit.” He winked.

      She felt her cheeks heat. “I hate the gym, but I do go sometimes with Gail. I prefer to cycle round Oxford.”

      “Cycling is really good exercise. Come here.”

      Crossing to him she couldn’t help reaching out to run her palms over his muscled pecs.

      “Enjoying yourself?”

      “Oh! I’m so sorry, I just—”

      “Shush, I’m flattered. Your hot chocolate is beside the bed. Let’s get you settled. Come on.”

      He lifted one of her hands from his chest and led her to the four-poster, lifting her up onto the bed. She slipped under the duvet, and he handed her a mug. “Careful it’s hot.”

      “Daddy?”

      “Yeah?”

      “Promise you’ll sleep in the bed with me, even if we don’t do anything? I really want you to cuddle me.”

      “Yes, okay don’t worry. I’m going to take a shower, back soon, poppet.”

      Sipping at her hot chocolate she ran through everything that had happened over the last twenty-four hours. It was like a fairy tale, and not the kind of thing that happened to her. She was determined not to blow this. Reg was the kind of man she’d dreamed about meeting but was never likely to attract. He was way above her league. The answer was to let him set the pace and go with the flow, enjoy the time she spent with him and be glad she’d been one of the highflyers when he dumped her, because let’s face it, he would eventually. A man who looked like him would always gain the attention of beautiful women. She wouldn’t stand a hope in hell of holding on to him.

      By the time he emerged from the bathroom, she’d finished her drink and snuggled back against the pillows drowsily. He checked the door was locked and switched off the lights before he joined her in the bed.
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      Becky woke first. Rising up onto her elbow, she gazed at the man she now called Daddy. He was certainly a handsome specimen. The white tee-shirt and boxers did nothing to hide the muscle, sinew and golden-brown skin. His breathing was slow and even, indicating deep sleep. She swept a hand up and down his arm. Reggie didn’t even twitch. Feeling bolder, Becky slipped her palm under his soft tee and caressed his flat stomach, intrigued by the thin line of dark hair that disappeared under the waistband of his boxers. Glancing at his face, she noted he still slept soundly and gently lifted the waistband of his shorts out and down to expose him. Her breath caught in her throat at her first sight of his generously sized cock. Leaning over, she pressed a kiss on the resting member. A waft of soap and manly odor assailed her nostrils, the scent clean and pleasant. She’d never been keen on giving head before now. This was the first time she’d actually wanted to taste a man. Gently, she lifted the long shaft and licked around the circumcised head. It swelled in appreciation, and still Reg slumbered. Emboldened further, Becky took his half-erect cock into her mouth and sucked, enjoying the feel of his member hardening to a formidable length of steel. His taste excited her and all reservations of whether she could please him dispersed as she focused on the act.
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      Lying awake with blue balls and a hard-on that refused to subside was not his idea of fun. It was his own fault for agreeing to sleep in the same bed with her. On his back with her luscious comatose form half-splayed across his chest was sweet agony. Why was he so set on playing the gentleman? She wanted him, so what was the problem? She was too precious to rush and mess this up. The warring thoughts were as tormenting as his aching cock. He groaned softly and tried to think of the conundrum surrounding dark matter…

      He didn’t want to wake. It had taken him hours to fall asleep. Confused that the remnants of his erotic dream seemed to be surging into life, he drowsily half raised an eyelid. He gazed down his body, jolted at the realization Becky was head down and licking his cock. Both eyes flashed wide open. He groaned as the draw of her mouth created a glorious vacuum which consumed any ability to object. His hardened length clamored for a release he couldn’t deny, his body having only just awakened. With a growl of satisfaction, he crested and pumped his seed into Becky’s warmth. Gasping, he stared at his little minx as she sat up, preening with a look of satisfaction on her pretty face. Some of his essence beaded in a tiny pearl at the corner of her mouth.

      “Morning, Daddy,” she chirruped innocently.

      He waited until his ragged breathing calmed then lunged for her. Dragging her onto her back he silenced her squealing giggles with his mouth, tasting himself on her lips. “Wicked wench,” he muttered and ravaged her with his tongue while his hands roamed her shapely form. It was her turn to writhe and moan.

      Discovering how wet she was, he knew it was time to take things further. Hadn’t she been trying to show him that by her generous morning gift? “Are you ready for me to take you, my sexy girl?” he asked huskily.

      “Yes. Take me, Daddy, I want you.”

      He couldn’t argue with that.
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      It was a revelation these needful feelings of physical desire. She’d never experienced such overwhelming excitement and tearing lust before Reggie. She spread her legs wide but instead of settling between her thighs as she expected, he shifted down her body and lowered his face to her sex.

      “You don’t have to do that… I’m ready for you,” she told him, embarrassed.

      Looking up at her, he winked. “I need to taste my girl. You’re nowhere near ready. I want you so desperate you’ll beg for my cock.”

      A gasp escaped her at the first swipe of his tongue. “Honestly, Daddy, I know how men hate doing this. You don’t have to.”

      “I have no idea what most men want. I love pleasuring a woman this way.” His muffled reply reverberated against her sex. “Becky, my Becky, you taste utterly divine,” he mumbled into her wetness.

      Her hips jerked as he used his tongue and fingers to their best advantage, eliciting whimpered moans and sighs.

      Satisfied by her reaction to his touch, he found her small sounds of pleasure stirring. His balls tightened and blood rushed back to his rampant cock.

      “Stop, stop, or I’ll come!” she gasped.

      “I want you to come, and then come again before I fuck you, baby.”

      “I can’t. I’m not multi-orgasmic!” She tried to wriggle back, away from his greedy mouth.

      He wasn’t having that. “Every woman can orgasm again and again until she is totally spent. I’m going to prove that to you.” He held her firmly in place and gently drew her clitoris into his mouth, worrying the tiny bundle of engorged nerves. She moved restlessly beneath him. “Relax, just let it happen, Becky. Don’t fight me.”

      He heard the hitch in her breath and grazed her sensitive flesh with his teeth. She bucked, calling his name. He finger-fucked her and tormented her needy little pearl until her moans decreased and she came down from her high before he withdrew his mouth. Lazily, he caressed her now sopping channel with gentle fingers and allowed her to recover.

      “That nice?” he asked.

      “Mmm-hmm.”

      He grinned and began to move his fingers inside her with more intent, strumming her G-spot gently. She sighed contentedly. “You’ll come for me again, sweetheart.” Lowering his mouth, he set his tongue back to work on her sensitive flesh and laved her until her pelvis rocked, demanding more. He didn’t disappoint, not if her whimpered cries were anything to go by. It didn’t take long for her to stiffen and shout as ecstasy consumed her once more.

      Satisfied by her reaction, he reached for a condom and tore open the packet. Sliding up her body, he cradled her head and took her fading sounds of bliss into his mouth. He began exploring her mouth gently, his tongue growing more demanding as she recovered and returned his ardor, tangling her tongue with his. His palms sought her breasts, the pointed nipples called to him, and he broke away to suckle her hardened buds.

      “Oh God,” she murmured, arching her breast against his mouth.

      “Ready for Daddy’s cock?” he growled.

      “Yes.” Her reply was full of throaty need.

      He aligned himself and penetrated, impaling her with one solid thrust. Pressing his lips to hers, he kissed her hard then began to move. With every surge and ebb of his cock, her guttural whimpers encouraged him. He’d never felt more in tune with a woman sexually before. Instinctively, he sensed her internal clamor for more. Shifting position, he moved one hand between their bodies and pressed his fingers to her clit while steadily gliding in and out of her.

      Recognizing she was about to come, he raised up on both arms powering into her. Lifting his hips, he pushed up so his cock grazed her nerve source and within moments, his hammering detonated her orgasm.

      Elated, he grunted as his release swelled and crested into euphoria, ejaculating and filling the condom. Perhaps if they stayed together, he could ride her bare back, as his American friends would say. He gathered her close, kissed her forehead tenderly, and rolled onto his back with her supine form cuddled against his side.
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      Becky felt like a pool of melted butter. Never before had she experienced such an intense release. Sex with Reggie was beyond anything she could have imagined. She’d read some fantastic sex scenes in her Daddy books but had silently scoffed at the lack of reality. Now she understood how terrible her sex life had been—up until Reggie. Perhaps it hadn’t been quite so good for him? After all, she’d simply laid back and enjoyed it.

      “Was it all right for you too?” she asked tentatively, dreading a negative reply.

      “What?”

      Reg shifted up onto an elbow. “That was more than ‘all right,’ that was mind blowing! Surely you felt it too?”

      “Yes, it was wonderful for me, but I’m worried I didn’t do anything for you.”

      “Are you pushing for a spanking?”

      “What? No, Daddy!”

      He caught her in his arms and laid them back down. “You’re amazing, Becky. You woke me by giving me head in a totally mind-blowing way. I don’t want to hear any more nonsense about you ‘not doing it for me’. You, my girl, are the prettiest, sexiest girl I’ve ever met, d’you hear?” He gave her a little shake and a squeeze.

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      “No more doubts?”

      “No, Daddy.”

      “Good. As much as I hate to have to leave our bed after such phenomenal sex, if we don’t get up now, we’re going to seriously piss off our hostess and be late for breakfast.”
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      They entered the dining room at a minute past nine. She spotted a small basket of chocolates sat on the table. “What a lovely idea!” Stretching out her hand she went to grab a few of the yummy treats.

      “No chocolate before breakfast, little girl.” A little shiver of appreciation at his stern tone sent a rush of excitement to her core, dampening her panties.

      “I’ll take some for you to have later on.”

      Pouting, she watched as he pocketed a handful of the chocolates.

      “No sulking, or you’ll get none at all. Choose what you’d like for breakfast.” He nodded at the handwritten menu cards which stood on each table. She picked theirs up and studied the range of options Monica offered for a cooked breakfast.

      Glancing round the room she noticed the sideboard held a selection of cereals and fruit juices, along with a variety of fruit. Monica appeared and welcomed them cheerily. They made their choices before heading over to the sideboard. Becky went straight to the fruit assortment and took a banana.

      She’d almost blurted out she loved him as she’d come but managed to keep her mouth shut just in time. It was far too soon for such declarations, she knew that. It was probably the euphoria of her first really great orgasm talking, and yet she didn’t think it was only that. Oh, it certainly helped how she felt, but it was Reggie himself. His gentleness and consideration, and the way he’d looked after her had caused her to lose her heart, and with her pussy still pulsing from his reprimand, she had to admit his sternness was a huge turn on.

      “You look serious, what’s going on in that beautiful head?” Reg returned to the table with a bowl of muesli.

      “I’d like to go out and play in the snow today. D’you think Monica would mind if we built a snowman?” she asked, pleased at her ability to lie. Lying wasn’t something she usually condoned, but there were some thoughts a girl should definitely keep to herself!

      “I don’t believe it! Is that you Professor Keaton?”

      Becky spun on her chair toward the strident female voice to see a woman bearing down on their table. Reg stood and proffered his hand which the woman ignored, instead kissing him full on the lips. Becky felt hot as a stab of pain lanced her heart. Who was this beautifully groomed woman and how dare she snog her Daddy!

      “Welcome back to Blighty, darling!”

      “Camilla, whatever are you doing here?” Reg asked.

      “This ghastly weather, darling. We got stuck on the road last night. Luckily, Richard remembered he’d stayed here. Thankfully, Monica took pity on us and kindly let us in. Richard, darling, do come and meet a very dear friend of mine, Professor Reginald Keaton. Reg, let me introduce, Doctor Richard Avery.” The two men shook hands.

      “Allow me to introduce my girlfriend, Becky.”

      She felt a little easier as Reg smiled warmly in her direction. “Hello,” she said giving a little wave.

      “Do you work in the same field as Reginald?” Camilla asked.

      “Um, no. I work in a bank.”

      “Management?” Camilla raised one perfectly manicured eyebrow.

      “No, I’m a teller.”

      Both sculptured eyebrows raised, and Camilla turned her back on her.

      Embarrassment fused with rage simmered in the pit of her stomach. What a bitch! She should be named Cruella!

      “Do explain how you come to be here. Marcus told me he’d sent one of his new assistants to collect you?”

      “She didn’t show up, the weather I expect. We decided to hire a car and drive, and like you, got stuck on the M40 and detoured off to here.”

      “I shall speak to Marcus about Gail. I warned him she was too young for such a responsible role. The girl is a total flibbertigibbet!”

      What?

      “My cousin is not a flibbertigibbet!”

      Silence met her interruption. She cringed; she hadn’t meant to shout, but this woman was seriously pissing her off!

      “Two cooked breakfasts. Careful now the plates are hot!”

      Monica could not have timed her entrance better!

      “If I don’t see you later, I’ll see you on Saturday at your ‘do,’ Reginald.” She leaned in to kiss his mouth again, but Reg turned his head, so that Camilla grazed his cheek with her lips.

      Becky watched Richard slip his arm around Camilla’s waist and guide her to their own table. Monica followed them and began to take their breakfast order.

      She glanced across at Reggie. “When were you going to share that snippet of information with me?”

      “The so called ‘do’ you mean?”

      She nodded.

      “Just a welcome back party. You’ll come as my guest, won’t you?” he cocked his head in question.

      “If you want me to, yes.”

      “Of course, I do. I’ll be the envy of every man in the room. Now what’s all this about your cousin Gail?”

      Swallowing nervously, she lowered her gaze to her plate. “I didn’t know it was you I was supposed to collect for Gail. Well, I did, but until yesterday I didn’t know you were actually Professor Keaton. Gail is a responsible young woman, honestly! She didn’t want to drive just in case she was over the limit. She’d been to a party the night before and asked me to go in her stead. So, you see—”

      “Becky, look at me.”

      Miserably, she lifted her gaze to his, surprised to see he was grinning.

      “I don’t care, all right? I met you, and that is all that matters. I’ll tell Marcus that Gail was very responsible in asking you to drive. He’ll be perfectly happy with that. Camilla is poison. How she became top of human resources, I’ll never know! She has no empathy, and she clearly has a too high opinion of herself.”

      “She seems to like you,” she said waspishly.

      “Jealous, eh? I like that. Means you care.”

      “Of course, I care!” she snapped.

      His raised eyebrow brought heat to her cheeks.

      “I’ll take that as a compliment, even though I don’t like your tone, little girl. Let’s eat before this yummy-looking breakfast goes cold and you say something you’ll regret.”

      She squirmed at his reprimand, especially the tag, “little girl,” and obediently picked up her cutlery. The breakfast was delicious, her bacon crispy just as she’d asked for it to be.

      They wrapped up warmly and with Monica’s permission, went outside into the Treadle’s enormous garden. Crunching through the pristine snow Becky stopped to gather some of the powdery stuff to make a snowball and launched it at Reggie’s back, it caught him square between the shoulders. “Bullseye!” she yelled gleefully.

      He turned slowly. An evil grin etched across his face as he waded determinedly toward her. Shrieking she tried to run, but after a few paces stumbled in the deep snow, giggling as she landed, her fall pillowed by the soft drifts.

      Reg bore down on her and rolled her from side to side. “What do we have here, a naughty little snow girl.”

      “No, Daddy, no!” she cried, her sides aching with laughter as he began to tickle her.

      He hauled her to her feet and yanked her in for a kiss. His lips felt icy, but his eyes sparkled with warmth. “Come on, let’s get that snowman built before we both freeze!” he said.

      They worked happily as a team until they’d packed enough snow together for the snowman’s body. Reg made another snowball which they rolled around until it was big enough to become the head, then Reg lifted it into place.

      “He needs a carrot for a nose. I’ll go and ask Monica if she has one,” she said and headed for the back of the house. James obliged her with both a carrot and some coal for the eyes. He also handed her an old, peaked cap he said he no longer wore.

      “There, I think that’s the best snowman I’ve ever built!” she exclaimed when they added the finishing touches.

      “You built? Minx! I did most of the work!” Reg spluttered.

      “You did not!”

      “Did too!”

      “Not!”

      “Too!”

      She gathered up a handful of powdery snow and launched it at him. A frantic snowball fight ensued which ended with Reg diving at her and trapping her beneath him in the snow. “Pax!” she shrieked, giggling. He lowered his cold mouth to hers, but she tangled her warm tongue with his and heat bloomed inside her.

      “Oi! Get a room you two!” A male voice yelled, breaking the spell.

      Becky twisted her head from Reg to see who it was. Reg stuck two fingers up in the direction of the house. She grabbed his arm pulling it down. “Reggie!” she admonished. “James is our host!”

      “That wasn’t James, it was that idiot, Rick Avery.”

      He climbed to his feet and held a hand out to her. “He’s Camilla’s fallback escort. The poor fool can’t see she’s merely stringing him along. Come on, it’s time for some hot chocolate and a cuddle to warm you up.”

      “Sounds good to me.” She trotted beside him, wondering how he knew so much about the awful Cruella’s love life.

      “What are you grinning about?” Reg asked.

      “Thinking about cuddles with my Daddy,” she lied innocently.

      They snuggled on the couch with hot chocolate and watched an old Tom and Jerry cartoon on tv.

      “I’ll be back in a tick,” he said as the closing Loony Tunes picture came up on the screen. “I want you naked and in bed when I get back.”

      Gaping in surprise, she quivered with indecision. Should she stay where she was and see if he would carry through with a punishment spanking? Chewing her lip, she ran through the repercussions and benefits of being a naughty girl.

      “Hmm, I guess this rebellion is one of two things.”

      She jumped guiltily at his voice. “I—”

      “Either you were too intent on the tv and forgot my instruction, or you needed the bathroom and decided to wait before you undressed, which was it?”

      “I need the bathroom.”

      “Then shift!”

      A slap landed on her bottom as she scuttled past him to the bathroom. She used the facilities and washed before returning naked, carrying her discarded clothes. Reggie was already in the bed looking sexy as hell. Dropping her clothes on the stool she padded to the bed and slipped in next to him.

      “Up on my lap.” Lifting the duvet, he patted his naked thigh. She saw his cock stood upright against his belly.

      Once she was settled on his thighs, he placed his palms on her thighs and pressed them apart so that each of her legs lay either side of his. “Close your eyes and open your mouth,” he ordered softly in her ear.

      Wondering what he was up to, she did as he asked. He pushed something onto her tongue. “Suck don’t bite.”

      Saliva filled her mouth as she sucked on the smooth object. The sweet, delicious taste of melting chocolate coated her tongue. “Mmm…” So that’s where he’d disappeared to; he went to collect some of the chocolates he’d taken at breakfast.

      The lightest of touches caressed her sex as his fingers gently explored her folds and crevices. The combination of chocolate and stimulation aroused her in a luxuriously sensual way. She hummed happily under his clever hands and relaxed back against his shoulder. Chocolate melted on her tongue and her pussy slickly aided his manipulations.

      Need coiled tighter, building pressure within her. Aching nipples budded under his tweaking ministrations, tugging and rolling the tips until she writhed on his hard thighs. She soaked him with her excitement.

      He responded by adding firmer pressure to her clitoris. “Does my girl want to come on Daddy’s hard cock?”

      She whimpered, “Yes.”

      Instantly she felt him lift her, penetrating her with his shaft. The stretch and slide were delicious as he seated her slowly downwards so that her heat surrounded and gripped him. She hummed with need at the divine fullness that joined her with her Daddy.

      “Your cock is so big, Daddy!” she whispered breathily.

      “Your tight little pussy needs Daddy’s big cock to make you come, naughty girl.”

      Their dirty, sexy talk sent a surge of lust to her pussy which wept, lending lubrication to his slow sensual thrusts. “Daddy’s going to make you ride his cock. Daddy’s going to make you come. Daddy’s going to fuck his girl.” The stream of growled words filled her ears and flooded her with yearning.

      “More, Daddy!” she begged, and found herself flipped forward onto all fours with Reg lodged deep in her weeping channel as he pounded her pussy. His ferocious lunges gave her what she needed, building the tempo until it consumed her. Becky’s legs felt weak, she quivered, ricocheted and flew. The decadent taste of chocolate lingered on her tongue and combined with the sunburst which pulsed through her clit, sent her soaring. With a cry, she crested into bliss.

      “I’m glad you bumped into me, you’re special, you know that don’t you, my girl.”

      His deep sexy tones whispered in her ear sent aftershocks zinging through her body until she lay utterly spent. “So are you, Daddy,” she managed to mumble before her eyes grew heavy and she drifted into oblivion.

      Later, they watched tv in bed and ate the small chocolates Reg had gathered at breakfast, washed down by copious cups of tea. Making the decision to take dinner in their room alone, they watched a film together before deciding on an early night. They had sleepy sex and she snuggled down in Reggie’s arms and slept soundly until morning.
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      Next morning, they awoke to bright sunshine, the weatherwoman stated the temperature had risen to a healthy fifty-four Fahrenheit overnight which left most main roads clear and traffic reportedly moving steadily. It didn’t take them long to get packed and ready to go.

      “It’s nine, we need to get down for breakfast,” Reggie said.

      “Why don’t you go ahead. I just need to finish my makeup.”

      “You don’t need any, baby, you’re pretty enough without.”

      She blew him a kiss. “Thank you, Daddy, but I want to look my best when we say goodbye to everyone.”

      “All right, but don’t keep me waiting too long or I’ll have to spank you.”

      He left before she could find her voice to reply. So far, he’d only play-threatened her with a real spanking. She wondered if he’d actually carry out his threat if she misbehaved. Trouble was, she wasn’t a natural brat. Realizing she was sitting staring into space, holding her mascara and wool gathering, she began to apply a coat to her un-mascaraed eyelashes.

      Makeup finished, she made her way down the stairs toward the dining room, but at the half turn she heard Cruella’s strident tones.

      “Now that you’re back, we can pick up where we left off before you went to America. I’ve missed you so much, darling.”

      Becky froze. Cruella must be talking to Reggie. Why hadn’t he told her they’d been an item?

      “Things have changed, Camilla. You know I have a girlfriend and you are with Richard,” she heard Reggie reply.

      “Pure semantics, darling. I won’t accept no for an answer and you know—”

      “Cammy? Oh, there you are, old girl! Come along, we need to hit the road. Cheerio, Reginald old boy, safe journey. Say goodbye to Betty for me.”

      “Becky… Safe journey to you too.”

      With a heavy heart Becky quickly continued down the stairs and followed Reggie as he retreated into the dining room.
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      “It was nice of Monica to give us ten percent off for our next visit. Maybe we should come here next year to celebrate meeting each other?” Reg suggested as they joined the M40.

      Becky’s, “Hmm,” which had been her stock reply since they were at breakfast earlier, was really grating on his nerves. “What’s with you, Becky?”

      “Nothing.”

      “Rebecca, unless you tell me what’s wrong right now, I shall pull off at the next exit and find somewhere I can put you over my knee!”

      “I just want to think, okay? There’s no law stopping me from thinking, last time I looked!”

      “Why you little… That does it!” He signaled a change into the inside lane and took the next exit. She didn’t say a word and he risked a quick sideways look at her face. Her mulish expression confirmed he’d done the right thing. He needed to get to the bottom of this, quite literally, as soon as possible. Eventually he came to a construction site for new houses and pulled onto the road. People had already moved into the first road of newly built homes, so he continued on into a cul-de-sac of half-built houses. No one was working due to the inclement weather. The place appeared to be utterly deserted. He parked the car and switched off the engine.

      “Right, talk to me.”

      Silence.

      “Rebecca, I cannot solve problems I don’t know about, so talk to me, explain what this is about.”

      She harrumphed rudely and crossed her arms.

      “Is this about not wanting to leave Monica’s?”

      She sighed heavily.

      “Are you going to tell me?”

      Silence.

      “Out of the car now!”

      Unclipping his seat belt, Reg left the car and crossed to the passenger side. She still sat in the car staring straight ahead with her seatbelt on. Opening the car door, he leaned across her and unclipped her belt. Taking her by her upper arm he pulled her out of the car. She grumbled inarticulately but came without a fight, and yanking her arm from his hold, stood leaning back against the car’s body with her arms folded.

      “Tell me what’s wrong,” he demanded.

      She pursed her lips and gave him a belligerent stare, remaining silent.

      Grabbing her arm again, he walked her to the hood of the car and spun her so she faced the vehicle. Placing a hand between her shoulders, he forced her to bend over the hood. He was a bit nonplussed by the fact she didn’t resist but stayed in place as he reached under her jacket and hooked his thumbs in the waistband of her leggings and panties. Giving a good yank, he pulled both down around her knees and landed a hard spank to her bottom. He heard a gasp, but she didn’t cry out or complain which made him determined to put an end to her stoicism.

      As each smack landed, the sounds she made escalated in volume. Increasing the tempo and landing every other spank on the backs of her thighs, she began to whimper. Her arse was flushing a pretty pink and he admired how her bottom cheeks flattened and rippled under his punishing hand. “Ready to talk to Daddy yet?”

      “I hate you!”

      “Well, now, look who’s started talking. Perhaps with a little more incentive you’ll tell me what put a bug up your arse, and if not, Daddy will have to put his great big cock up your arse and see if that loosens your tongue!”

      After landing a particularly hard volley of slaps to her now cerise-pink backside, she shifted from foot to foot. He kept up the tempo until she finally squawked and whimpered. Her hands flew back to protect her punished rump, but he grabbed them, holding both wrists in one large hand pressed against the small of her back.

      “No!” she cried.

      “This spanking only ends when you agree to talk to me about what caused your sulk, and not a moment before.” He punctuated his words with some uncompromising blows to her tender thighs. Her responding howl of rage brought a grim smile to his lips. Up until now he’d been the nice indulgent Daddy. Now she was seeing the other side of the coin, the Daddy-Dom who just loved to set a naughty girl’s arse aflame and put her straight about who was in charge of this relationship.

      Lifting his head, he noticed a woman come around the corner of the street walking her little dog on a lead. He leaned over Becky and whispered in her ear.

      “If you yell out to the woman who is about to walk past us, this relationship is over. Got that, my little brat?”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      Her softly spoken obedience warmed his heart. The woman glanced their way but proceeded on walking without appearing to notice anything odd. As soon as she was out of sight, Reg stepped back and raised his arm. “Ready?” he asked, and without waiting for a reply, his palm connected with her rump in a satisfying clap as he continued her chastisement.

      Her reddened buttocks bounced satisfyingly under his punishing palm. Becky’s small whimpers increased to actual wails of protest, but he sensed she needed more to open the floodgates. He wanted her to reveal whatever it was that appeared to be tormenting her and increased the tempo, landing two slaps in the same spot alternately. “Since I’m your Daddy and your Dom, Becky, I am committed to care for all your needs, but unless you share your problems, I can’t help you solve them. Equally, if I upset you or you are mad at me, I can’t put anything right unless you tell me what the issue is. Do you understand?”

      He gave her a few more hard spanks and halted, hoping for a reply. When none was forthcoming, he gave an audible sigh and raised his palm. “Last chance to talk to me before I carry on spanking.”

      “Um… I, it was—”

      “Yes?” Lowering his arm, he waited, relieved that at last she would share what was troubling her, but instead the moments dragged by. “Becky?” he prompted sternly.

      “Yeah?”

      “Tell me what’s troubling you.”

      “If you can’t work it out for yourself there’s no hope for us!” she cried raggedly.

      He tugged her upright and spun her about to face him. “What does that mean?”

      Her flushed face glowered at him from lowered brows.

      “If you won’t tell me what’s wrong, Becky, I have to assume you’re simply behaving childishly and having a tantrum.”

      With a stamp of her foot, she shoved her palms against his chest and pushed him. “I know you’ve been stringing me along! I’ll bet you and Cruella will laugh it up at my expense on Saturday, telling all your ‘oh so smart friends’ about your little adventure with the dumb girl you picked up at the air- air-p-port!”

      He listened in horror, tinged with pity as she finished her tirade which stuttered into gut wrenching sobs.

      “No, Becky, no. You have it all wrong! What have I done to give you such a poor impression of me? I’m guessing that by Cruella you mean Camilla? She tried to get me to go out on a date before I went to the States, but I told her no. You’ve seen what the woman is like? She refused to take no for an answer, and said she’d get in touch when I returned to Blighty. Honestly, I didn’t give her another thought. Listen to me… I met the perfect girl at Heathrow Airport and that is what I shall tell everyone when I introduce you to my friends on Saturday. Aww, honey, come here.”

      Wrapping his arms about her trembling form, he hugged her to him. “You know at the risk of saying something far too soon, I’m gonna just be brave and tell you that I think I’m falling in love with you, Becky.” Muffled words came from beneath his chin. “Huh?”

      She lifted her tear-stained face. “I-I already fell for you!” she wailed with a fresh burst of tears.

      He chuckled, delighted by her declaration. “You have no idea how happy it makes me to hear that, sweetheart! Come on, let’s put you to rights and back in the car before we both catch cold.”

      “O-okay.”

      She was shivering as he opened the car door and ushered her inside. Behind the wheel he turned on the engine and cranked up the heat. Opening the glove compartment, he grabbed a pack of tissues and a bar of chocolate. Unfolding a tissue, he held it to her nose. “Blow,” he ordered. After hesitating, she did as he asked.

      “Good, girl. Now drink some of your water and eat this.” He handed her the chocolate and watched as she drank. “Better?” he asked, watching her unwrap the bar.

      “Thank you. I-I just can’t believe you want me—”

      “Don’t make me put you over my knee, young lady,” he interrupted. “I don’t want you to question how I feel about you ever again! You’re beautiful, Becky, and so perfect for me in all respects!”
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      The rest of the car journey went smoothly, although traffic moved slowly in the weather conditions. They reached Becky’s aunt and uncle’s house at lunchtime.

      He parked in the road, outside the gate and turned to her. “Will you think about moving in with me in a week or two? I want to be a full-time Daddy-Dom when we’re both at home. Just think about it, okay?”

      She nodded. “All right. Will you come inside and meet Gail?”

      “Yeah, I’ll come and say hello. You’re sure you don’t want me to drop you off at your flat?”

      “I know Gail will want me to stay overnight since I missed the weekend with her and she’ll want to hear all about my meeting you. I’ll drive in with Gail tomorrow. The least she can do is drop me at work.”

      “I see the curtain twitching, I guess we’d better go in,” he suggested.

      At the porch, the door flew open and a pretty young woman with long chestnut hair and wide brown eyes stared past Becky, looking directly at him.

      “Oh my God, it is you!” she cried.

      “No, Gail, he isn’t some actor. This is someone far more important to me. Say hello to Professor Reggie Keaton, my Daddy-Dom!”

      “Your what?” The girl’s mouth dropped open. Her eyes ping-ponged back and forth between the two of them.

      He grinned, pleased that Becky now felt confident enough to be open about their relationship with her cousin, it boded well for their future together.  “Hello, Gail. You were a very sensible young woman not to come to collect me after you’d been drinking, and thank goodness for that, or I wouldn’t have met this gorgeous girl here.” Slipping his arm about Becky’s waist, he pulled her into his side.

      Her face tilted up with a radiant smile and he dropped a kiss on the tip of her nose. “Yes, very grateful indeed,” he murmured huskily. Returning home had brought him more than a new start. It had given him this gorgeous girl and a very special relationship that he predicted would lead to a wonderful life together.
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      I was ready for an adventure, to get away and maybe find romance? Yet here I was stuck at Heathrow, where I’d been held captive for hours due to a freak snowstorm and was waiting for the no-flight conditions to change.

      I was bored out of my friggin mind, but when that woman who looked like a child from a Marvel Comic bumped into me, I lost it. I stormed out of the café in a burning rage, shouting at her to watch where she was going as I stomped out into the walkway that led to my gate. Now I remembered why I hated traveling—too many distasteful people and conditions to contend with.

      I didn’t notice the man following me until my arm was suddenly gripped by a large hand.

      “Excuse me, that was very rude.”

      I swung around to face the man attached to the hand. My jaw dropped in surprise. It wasn’t just that he was massively proportioned and that his custom-tailored Armani suit clung perfectly to his muscular frame or that he was as handsome as he was built. No, it was the storm in his eyes that took my breath away.

      “Do I know you?” I raised an eyebrow in question.

      “You don’t, but I watched what happened in the café, and you were very rude to that woman.”

      “Woman? I only saw a child who just about took me out as she stepped forward. So who should apologize to who? Now, if you don’t mind, I think my plane is finally boarding.” I ripped my arm out of his grasp and continued to my departure gate.
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      Juliet

      I was beginning to question my sanity in my decision to travel alone to Amsterdam. It wasn’t my fault I was alone. I’d asked the few people I socialized with, but no one was interested in Amsterdam in the spring.

      One had already made plans to go gambling in Vegas. My second ask had already booked a ski trip to Aspen, and the third was going to fashion week in New York. I’d almost considered canceling my plans and going with Anya to the Big Apple. It was a short hour and a half flight from Toronto, and I hadn’t been there since I was a kid.

      In the end, I’d stuck with my plan because my postgraduate studies began in a month, then my internship. I needed to see something inspiring before being bogged down, and I’d always wanted to go to Amsterdam in the spring. I sighed, imagining biking through the idyllic countryside, smelling the fields of flowers. I visualized the canals and the pinnacle of my trip, King’s Day, probably the largest attended festival in the Netherlands.

      I was brought abruptly back from my musings by the jostling in the cabin. The seatbelt sign had periodically been flashing. Needing to pee, I ignored the red seatbelt sign and climbed to my feet. Looking toward the rear of the plane and seeing the long line, I shifted my destination goal. Acting as if I belonged, I pushed aside the curtain that hadn’t been closed completely and headed for the bathroom at the front of the plane. The plane jostled, and I lost my footing, falling onto the lap of a man in an aisle seat, a few rows ahead.

      I don’t know who was more shocked, him or me. “Oh my, I’m so sorry… Oh, it’s you.” The man whose lap I’d fallen on was the very same man who had accosted me outside the café at Heathrow. The man who now had his arms around me and wore an expression of both amusement and concern.

      “You know the seatbelt sign is still on, and it’s not safe to move about.”

      His voice was a raspy, sexy growl that had me soaking my panties. I tried scrambling out of his arms, but the plane chose that moment to have more turbulence, and I face-planted forward against his chest.

      This time he held me there like I was a child, and for just a moment, I allowed myself to not fight and enjoyed his powerful embrace and his intoxicating scent. When was the last time I’d been held? Drunken girl’s night hugging didn’t count. I meant the kind of hug that lights your toes on fire and travels to the junction between your thighs. The type of hug that imparts to the receiver they are wanted. When was the last time I’d had one of those?

      The plane righted itself, and from over his shoulder, I saw the seatbelt light switch from red to green. I attempted to push myself out of the safety of his arms, immediately missing the warmth he’d provided. Not that it was cold, it was just very comforting. It turned out I didn’t have to feel the loss for long as he instantly pulled me back down to sit again.

      “I apologize, Mr…”

      “Damon.”

      “Your last name is Damon?” I asked, surprised.

      The man let out a bark of laughter. “You are a brat, but you are adorable. My name is Damon. I’m not mister anything. That would be my father. Unless, of course, you feel the need to be contrite and respectful for your earlier misdeed. If that’s the case, you may call me Daddy.”

      It was my turn to bark out laughter. But I was the only one laughing. Damon’s eyes held a sternness that spoke volumes about my finding amusement in what he said. I shut down that laugh almost as soon as it left me and lost myself in his whiskey-colored eyes. Seconds passed as my core turned to molten lava. His thick thighs under my ass felt secure. His gaze transitioned from sternness to humor. Then it darkened, his pupils dilated, and the light whiskey went to dark amber. Whoever my rescuer was, he held an air of mystery, intrigue, and being frank, a little intimidation. In a word—dangerous. When he lifted an eyebrow, I was reminded I was still on his lap and quickly stood.

      “Thank you, Mr.—uh—Damon, for your lap. Er, rescue.” I hustled back the way I’d come, heading for the bathroom at the back of the plane. My cheeks burned with embarrassment, and all I wanted to do was hide my head in shame.

      The line had dissipated, and the bathroom said unoccupied. I thanked my lucky stars and swung the door open, only to slam into a person exiting. Are you freaking kidding me?

      “I’m so sorry, the door said unoccupied, and it wasn’t locked.”

      “No problem at all, mate,” a lovely blonde said in a chipper voice. She winked and passed by me, moving up the aisle. I waited to see if she would be sitting in the unoccupied space beside Damon, but she stopped short of the curtain and sat on my side of the plane.

      I entered the bathroom, checking the lock twice before sitting down for a much-needed pee. I don’t know why it mattered if the blonde was with Damon or not. But a small part of me celebrated that she hadn’t been his travel companion.

      I splashed cold water on my face then patted my skin dry. I was happy to see the cold water helped reduce the redness left from my earlier embarrassment. I opened the bathroom door, and the plane dipped. I would have fallen if a hand hadn’t reached out and kept me steady.

      My eyes followed the suspiciously familiar huge hand wrapped around my bicep to a beautifully crafted, muscular arm attached to a large shoulder and chest.

      “It seems you require someone to look out for you, Miss…”

      “Juliet. Just Juliet.”

      He grinned. “Okay, just Juliet, I will escort you back to your seat.”

      “I’m fine, thank you,” I said and made to pull out of his grasp but as fate would have it, the plane shook, and I was jostled, finding myself once more face-planting into his broad, muscular chest. The man was chiseled to perfection.

      “I think you are far from fine. Now, will you let me escort you back to your seat, or would you rather go back into the bathroom and get a spanking for being a bad girl?”

      I’m sure I resembled a guppy as my mouth worked to shout insults at Damon, but nothing came out. I was incredulous at the words he’d just uttered. He had to be joking, right?

      “You have a very odd sense of humor, Damon, but as I don’t know you or what you’re capable of, I will allow you to escort me to my seat.” I won’t lie. His words were like honey in my ears. He was so dominant and sexy and… everything I secretly desired but never dated. I didn’t know why I never seemed to attract the type of attention I wanted. Maybe a man like Damon was too much for me, regardless of my desires. What would I do with a man like him? I was lost in my reactions to him, wondering why the sudden halt? Gazing up at him questioningly, I discovered Damon was smirking.

      “Your seat, Miss Juliet.”

      “Oh, ah, thank you.” I plunked down, and then he was bending over me, his neck so close to my mouth that if I puckered my lips, they would feel the velvety skin hiding beneath his five o’clock shadow. He did up my seatbelt and tightened it. When he stood, he gazed sternly down his nose at me.

      “Be a good girl and stay in your seat.” As he stood, he added, “And try not to spill drinks on anyone.” He winked.

      Damn, if I didn’t dampen my panties for like the third time since I’d landed on his lap accidentally. The effect of his words on my libido was undeniable, but the impact of those exact words on my brain had my temper rising. I worked up to telling him off and ended up saying, “You’re not the boss of me,” like a ten-year-old brat. I clapped my hand over my mouth, and Damon chuckled.

      “I am more than happy to trade seats with your handsome man so you two can be together.”

      I hadn’t paid much attention to my traveling companion until then. The woman next to me must have been close to eighty years of age. I was about to say no thank you, after all, he was the overbearing tyrant who blamed me for the mess in the cafeteria. Why would I want to sit with the man, regardless of how hot he was?

      “Would you? What a dear. Thank you, let me help you over,” Damon answered before I could reject the idea. He took her purse and knitting from her outstretched, weathered hands, gently holding her arm as she entered the aisle. I watched as he guided her past the curtain and heard her exclamation of delight in discovering she’d be traveling in style in a first-class seat.

      He swaggered back. “Time to move over, Juliet.”

      “What, why?”

      “Because I am the man, and I will take the aisle seat to keep you safe.”

      “You can’t be serious. I’m a big girl and can take care of myself.”

      Damon sniggered. “Can you?” He stood patiently waiting for me to move.

      “Oh, fine!” I yanked off my seat belt and moved over to the empty seat, purposely leaving the belt undone.

      “Don’t talk to me. I’m on vacation and here to enjoy myself, not be around a pushy, overbearing Daddy-man who has somehow confused me with someone who needs him, which I don’t.” I crossed my arms and slammed back in my seat, glaring out the window.

      “Do you think it’s the red hair?” Damon’s voice penetrated my internal rant about men in general, him, specifically.

      I blinked at him. “Huh, is what the red hair?”

      “The source of your temper and flippant attitude.” Damon eyed me innocently.

      The asshat was baiting me now.

      “Ugh, what do you do anyway? Fly around the world looking for women to bother?”

      He eyed me speculatively.

      I recrossed my arms and glared at the seatback in front of me. However, just feeling his eyes on me was making me want to scream.

      “Damon, why are you bothering me?”

      Damon’s expressive eyes went through several transitions before settling on regret.

      “My apologies. Let me start over.” He stuck his hand out. “I’m Damon Asher, pleased to meet you, Juliet—”

      “Lexington.”

      “Juliet Lexington, that is a beautiful name. Tell me, Juliet, why is the most beautiful woman on the plane traveling alone?” The plane jolted, this time diving and pulling right. My head snapped painfully, and Damon pressed his upper body against me to help keep me from being flung around. Then just like that, we were fine again. I felt like I was drowning in muscles and cologne and slid my hands between us, pushing Damon back.

      “This is the worst flight I have ever been on, and I can’t wait to get off this plane.” I rubbed my neck, trying to remove the pain from the twist radiating into my skull. A stewardess hurried by.

      “Excuse me, Tylenol, water, and an ice pack now. And tell that bloody pilot I will be suing him if he doesn’t get this plane under control.”

      She hurried away, presumably, to do as he’d asked.

      “This is why you need your seatbelt on at all times. The world is a dangerous place, and you must take steps to ensure your safety.”

      Damon must have seen the rant I was ready to unleash because he leaned over me and gently did up my belt.

      “Relax, Juliet, let me help you. Just lean back and close your eyes.”

      I wanted to argue, but my head was pounding, and my neck was throbbing unbearably. I heard the return of our flight attendant but didn’t bother to open my eyes until Damon said, “Take these, Jules.”

      I didn’t argue with his instructions or for addressing me so intimately. When I was done swallowing the medicine, he placed the ice pack behind my neck and had me lean back against it. Thankfully the plane had calmed, and at some point, the drugs kicked in, and I must have fallen asleep.

      It seemed like only minutes had passed when Damon was waking me. I sat up a little straighter and moved my neck to find the pain was gone.

      “We’ve started our descent. How are you feeling?”

      “Much better, thank you. I guess I needed help after all.”

      “I’ve placed my number in your phone, Juliet, if you run into any trouble, call or text me.”

      I nodded, still groggy from the drugs and not really paying attention to what he’d said.

      “I have a suite at the Pulitzer,” he continued, expectantly.

      “That’s nice.” I yawned. Damon looked as if he wanted to say more but changed his mind, staying quiet. The plane shot out its wheels as we barreled toward the runway. The landing was a fair bit better than the flying had been, and I was happy to be safely on the ground. Damon and I walked the passenger bridge together, and then I lost him at security. Not needing to claim any baggage, I continued outside, wandering until I found a bus heading in the general vicinity of my hotel.

      Despite being a complete mess on the plane, I was prepared for this trip, even learning the basic greetings and necessities of the language in case it was needed. I’d been told that English was spoken here, but you never knew. The bus pulled up to its final stop, and I got off with the last of the stragglers, finding my hotel and checking in.

      The Albis was a bit of a dump that had recently gone through a renovation. Everything was shiny and new, but one had to wonder what was hiding under those newly polished surfaces. My room was the size of a postage stamp and had a view of the next building. I sighed as I flopped down on the bed. My first tour wasn’t until the next day, and I had time to relax. To think about what I’d see in the city. But did I do either?  Oh, heavens no, my thoughts drifted to Damon Daddy from the plane.

      His growling, sexy voice was intoxicating, and his whiskey-colored eyes… I zoned out, going over every detail. His height when he stood up was taller than most men, maybe six-three. The hardness of his chest when I face-planted against it had been steel, covered in copious, toned muscles that had been both warm and inviting. His scent was a beautiful blend of woods and smoke with a hint of peppermint. He was the entire package, and I liked him but had no intention of texting him. Damon was a danger zone that I wanted, craved, yet I was terrified by the desire he created in me. How many stronger women than I had been taken in by the complete package only to be hurt, more than that, destroyed, sometime later when Mr. Perfect tired of them? Yeah, no thanks.

      This trip was for me and planned with my interests in mind. I would not be distracted by some temporary candy, regardless of how delicious I’m sure it tasted. I sighed in frustration, my thoughts were ridiculous. If I continued to lie around my room, my thoughts would continue in a similar vein. I needed a distraction and pulled out my phone. I had a list of restaurants, bars, and open-air markets nearby that I had earmarked.

      I decided to jump on the train for a ten-minute ride to the Dapper market. It was a great place to walk around, eat, enjoy the sights and smells, and come back again if anything struck my fancy that I wanted to purchase. My mother had warned me about getting overly excited and spending all my money in the first two days.

      The decision had been the right one. My stroll through the open-air market was smooth and straightforward compared to the plane ride. Damon was soon a thing of the past, replaced with exciting sights, sounds, and smells of an amazing city.
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      Damon

      I wasn’t looking forward to the plane ride that would take me back to the place I no longer called home. But someone needed to look after my grandparents’ estate, and other than a few third cousins, I was it. I should be excited, happy even as everything was left to me, but at what price?

      My great grandparents had moved our family from Germany to Amsterdam in 1922, and here we Goldbergs had been ever since. That is until I left for Canada and created a life for myself there and changed my last name to Asher, leaving the Goldberg ghosts behind.

      While understandable, the world’s preoccupation with the holocaust was far from newsworthy while I was growing up toward the end of the nineteen-nineties. Still, I was fed on tales of the Goldbergs’ troubling past, with the primary focus on what had befallen those who hadn’t escaped before the occupation.

      I grew up in the shadows of one of the greatest crimes against humanity ever recorded while dually living in contemporary Amsterdam, partying and having fun, just like my friends. Regardless of my family’s lack of inspired living, and the constant state of emotional drama that seemed to control every moment of their waking life, I’d had a decent childhood.

      When a full-ride scholarship came my way for the prestigious University of Toronto, in Ontario, Canada, I took it and never looked back. I earned a master’s in finance and finance economics. I had been strategizing my newest takeover when a petite redhead fell on my lap. I don’t know who was more surprised, her or me.

      I didn’t care either because the seafoam green eyes mesmerized me immediately. The rest of her was nice too. Pale skin with a dusting of freckles across her nose, complete with pouty pink lips that I imagined wrapped around my cock. Her tight ass squirmed over my package, making it spring to life with her gentle gyrations.

      Despite our vast difference in size, or maybe because of it, her bottom fit perfectly on my lap. I said the first thing that came to mind, pointing out that the seatbelt sign was on, and she was behaving negligently toward her safety. As she attempted to right herself, more turbulence had her falling back on my lap, her lovely face landing against my chest. I wanted to stroke her hair and tell her everything would be fine, anything really just to keep her in my arms.

      Altogether an odd reaction, but she smelled so good, like nature and flowers. Surprisingly, I felt her resistance to me fade for the briefest of moments. It only lasted seconds until the seat belt sign switched on, allowing her to get to her feet, but it was the best part of my flight so far. She apologized and tried calling me mister. I cracked a joke and offered to teach her the error of her ways. Where the hell had that come from? I had just threatened to spank a woman I didn’t know and in a public space, no less. Inwardly, I’d groaned. Something about the feisty redhead had me at odds.

      She was up and gone and hustled back the way she’d come. I craned my neck around, pleased to see her flight had caused the curtain between first class and the rest of the plane to catch on the back of a seat, keeping it from closing. I watched as she headed to the bathroom in the rear of the plane. She was embarrassed. Who wouldn’t be in her shoes?

      Keeping my eyes trained toward the back, a minute or two passed when a sexy blonde sat down a few rows behind me. That was my cue. I made my way to the bathroom at the rear of the plane and waited.

      I questioned my motives so many times throughout the flight. Why had I followed her to the back of the plane? Why had I taken the proffered seat from her sweet traveling mate and insinuated myself? Why had I spent the remainder of the flight watching her sleep? I was not that kind of man, and while I’d had plenty of women chase after me, I had never done the chasing. Yet when she passed me at customs, where I’d been delayed, I watched her perfect backside wiggle with her decisive strut as she continued through the gate and out of my vision and my life. A particular unexpected melancholy set in that surprised me, and I quickly blamed my feelings on being back in Amsterdam.

      I managed to make it through the gates minutes after and watched Juliet board a bus headed into the less pricey end of town. I knew it well, having grown up there. Before I could give her another thought, I heard, “Mr. Asher, welcome back, sir, right this way.” My driver grabbed my two bags and escorted me to the town car. I got comfortable in the back, pouring myself a Lagavulin.

      I allowed my mind to drift as the passing scenery flew past in ribbons of color. I barely noticed, as my thoughts were stuck on the redhead from the flight. Not all was lost. I knew her itinerary. Yes, I was an asshole, but I had a feeling about this girl, beyond attraction, just a hunch she would need my services long before either of our trips called us back to Canada.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      Juliet

      I tended to travel in small herds with a few friends, not out of fear, but out of wishing for autonomy. My friends were more gregarious than me, and they stood out, allowing me to disappear. Having left my phone back in the hotel room, quite by accident, it was blowing up with messages from my family wondering where I was. My first night ended with assuring the half dozen people who’d texted me that I was okay. As I closed my eyes, images of my strange traveling companion flashed by. How his lap had felt, his voice… so sexy… I reached between my legs and felt the slickness between my thighs.

      I fantasized that it was his fingers sliding up to the junction at the top of my thighs. His large thumb played with my clit as he stimulated me to orgasm. The bed was his firm but yielding body. I pressed myself down, looking for his arms to surround me. His smell, suddenly so strong in my room. I let loose a moan as my senses filled with the hottest man I’d ever laid eyes on.

      I cried out as a powerful orgasm lifted my hips off the bed. I dropped back down, drumming my heels into the mattress. When the wave had pushed me back to shore. I lay in the dark, breathless, and although satisfied for the moment, I wanted so much more.
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      I wandered around Jordaan in happy glee. The narrowed streets were littered with independent art galleries, antique shops, courtyard gardens, bars, and restaurants. It was a beautiful sunny day, and those who could offer patio seating were bustling with business and smiles, which I found infectious, the corners of my lips lifted in a perpetual smile. This had been the best decision, despite the terrifying plane ride.

      Immediately, thoughts of Damon took over, and I found myself anxiously looking around. I tried to remember what I told him about my plans when we spoke. Was it possible that I may run into him? I had his number. I could text and say hello. But was that tacky? I mean, if he’d put his number in my phone, wasn’t it safe to say he’d done the same with mine?

      Ugh, he was interfering with my trip. I really needed to let him go, and with that in mind, I headed into the next pub with an open table. I sat down and ordered myself the largest Amstel I could and sat back looking at the menu. I hadn’t had lunch yet, and I felt that I should eat. Of course, the menu was not in English, and I did my best to translate the options using my phone. By the time I’d done that, a second beer had shown up on my table.

      As I hadn’t ordered it, I looked at the server questioningly, whose hands were full of empty plates. He nodded toward the bar. Looking through the open patio doors, I saw two gentlemen staring at me with smiles. I smiled back, thinking they were very thoughtful. I slowly sipped beer number two while waiting for my food. I was light-headed and needed to order some coffee when I was done eating or maybe go back to the hotel for a nap before continuing my day. Just as I was reaching the point of frustration in my food ever arriving, my phone pinged with a message from Damon.

      Oh god, what do I say… I swigged the rest of my second beer, looking for some liquid courage. With shaking hands, I attempted to type back. But two things happened at once. My food arrived, and so did the two guys from the bar, inviting themselves to sit. I slid my phone into my back pocket and reached for a kimchi fry. I said hello, but it came out more as HAH low. The two men smiled and said something in Dutch, and I shook my head. They smiled and spoke in accented English, introducing themselves as Jonas and Thomas.

      “Hello,” I tried again. This time it came out sounding as I’d intended. They were both attractive men, but I sensed they had an agenda. This was confirmed when they ordered another round of drinks. Not wanting to appear rude by eating in front of my uninvited guests, I left the burger on the plate but managed to sneak a few fries.

      “You are here alone, traveling?” Jonas asked. He had crystal blue eyes that almost reflected the light, cold, very cold.

      “I, uh, well, um.” Fuck! What do I say? My brain was foggy, and I was beginning to wonder if it was just the beer or if I’d been drugged. I swayed in my chair, feeling like I was going to pass out.

      “There you are, Juliet. Finally, I’ve been looking for you everywhere.”

      My gaze traveled up to see what my loins already knew. It was Damon. I started laughing. How could he have known? It didn’t matter how. The fact his presence had the other two scattering for safety was perfect. Once they’d vacated, he sat down. His gaze took me in as well as the empty glasses surrounding my full plate of food.

      Damon picked up a fry and fed it to me and kept feeding me until they were gone. Then he picked up the burger, holding it to my lips. I was too drunk to argue and allowed him to feed me. I knew I’d regret it later when I thought back on this day, but for now, I was only too happy to be in his care, once again.

      After every few bites, he held a glass of water up to my lips, and by the time I’d finished the burger and the water, I was feeling a lot better. He never said a word other than to tell me to bite, or swallow, but now that the food and water were done, Damon leaned back in his chair, his eyes dark and angry.

      “Thank you, Damon, for the rescue, but how did you know?”

      “Your phone, where is it?”

      I remembered I’d shoved it in my back pocket and pulled it out. It was then I noticed it was on.

      “I ass dialed you,” I said in shock. I felt the flush break out on my chest and spread to my neck and cheeks. “I’m sorry, I had no idea.”

      “Don’t be sorry. Be thankful you did, or you would be in some hotel somewhere raped and possibly dead. What the hell were you thinking, Jules?”

      There he was, acting all personal again. I wanted to be angry with the familiarity, but he’d just rescued me after all. “I don’t know what you are insinuating. I didn’t invite them to join me. They just sat down.”

      The waiter came over, and Damon pulled out his wallet to pay.

      I reached to intercede, grabbing the bill. “I am capable of paying my own way.”

      He glared at me. “Oh, you’re going to pay all right, and hopefully, you will learn your lesson.”

      I had no idea what he meant by that, but I guessed it wouldn’t be something I liked.

      He grabbed the bill from my hand and handed it to the waiter along with the money and a scowl. When he pulled me to my feet, I swayed unsteadily and giggled at how I must look. I was so embarrassed but still tipsy enough to find the entire situation funny. That was until Damon scooped me up into his arms, then I was horrified at the laughing from inside the bar trickling out to us.

      “Put me down, you giant ox, I can walk.”

      “Somehow, I doubt it,” Damon answered, holding me tighter.

      Great I wouldn’t be coming back to this neighborhood due to the shame of it all. However, while I was embarrassed, passing couples grinned at us like it was a natural occurrence. Damon went down a narrow street that opened onto the main road. A man jumped out of an expensive town car and quickly opened the door. Damon managed to get in without letting go of me.

      “Where are you taking me?”

      His angry glare sent a chill down my spine.

      “To my hotel, where we can talk in private.” His driver sped along the streets like a pro, minutes later opening our door in front of a gorgeous hotel. I didn’t want Damon carrying me into this posh place and begged him to let me down.

      “Behave yourself, or you’ll find yourself over my shoulder instead.”

      Now I was angry. Who the hell did he think he was? I felt my redhead temper flare with a vengeance. I squirmed and kicked for all I was worth as Damon marched through the doors and into the elevator.

      “Put me down this instance.”

      Damon set me on my feet as the elevator doors closed. He turned me around and pressed my front against the wall. The next thing I knew, my ass was stinging.

      “Ouch, what the hell? Did you just spank me? Who do you think you are anyway?”

      My answer was another hard spank, and I decided I better keep my big mouth shut. Another half dozen sharp smacks landed on my jean-clad ass. I was thankful I had them on because, although he used enough force to cause a sting, it could have been a lot worse without the protection of the denim.

      The elevator doors opened, and Damon turned me around, marching me out of the elevator and to one of the only two doors on the floor. I stepped through and into a fantasy. You know the one where the poor girl goes to the rich guy’s place, but she doesn’t know he’s rich until she gets there, where he promises to take care of her forever and spoil her rotten. Yeah, that fantasy.

      But mine quickly changed from fantasy to nightmare when Damon grabbed hold of my arm and marched me over to the couch. He sat and stood me between his legs. There wasn’t much of a height difference at this angle, our eyes almost level.

      He continued to glare while I tried looking anywhere else.

      “Juliet,” he growled. “Look at me.”

      I couldn’t resist the command in his tone. “What?” I asked in exasperation, giving him my full attention.

      His eyes went a few shades darker at my insolent comment.

      “You require a good spanking, young lady.”

      I’m embarrassed to say that his words profoundly affected me. I was both horrified and so turned on at the same time. The mix of emotions had me frozen, not knowing what to say or how to react.

      “Undo your jeans and take them off, then lie over my lap.”

      My jaw dropped open in shock. Was he serious? I tried backing out from between Damon’s solid thighs and felt myself tilting backward as my calves hit the coffee table I hadn’t noticed until now. Like lightning, Damon’s arms shot out and stabilized me.

      “I’ve had about as much as I can take of your irresponsibility. Someone should have taken you in hand years ago.” Damon ripped my jeans down to my ankles and tossed me over his knee like I weighed nothing. He clamped his other thigh down over my legs so I couldn’t move.

      I reached behind to cover my ass which the thong I was wearing was doing an abysmal job of hiding. Damon captured my wrists in one of his hands and held them trapped on my lower back. I could not fight back when that first spank landed on my backside.

      I squealed with the intense stinging sensation.

      “Scream all you like, princess, the suite is soundproof.”

      “You. You brute!” I hollered.

      Damon ignored me, spanking my ass so hard it felt like it was on fire. Could someone die from a spanking? I was sure I would as his paddle-like hand came down again and again on my backside. I screamed, cried, and begged, all to no avail. When he moved to my thighs, I screamed louder.

      “Please, Damon, I’ll be good, I swear. OUCH–Damon!”

      A particularly hard swat landed on my thighs, and I cried out, no longer able to hold back the tears.

      “Juliet. You will address me as Sir or Daddy while you are getting your spanking, is that clear?”

      His words sounded so dirty that instead of crying out, I let out a pitiful moan. Damon changed his spanks to land at the crease of my thighs and ass, the so-called proverbial sit spot. The heat was now blooming in my core, a steady shift toward something akin to pleasure.

      I’d never been spanked, I’d barely had sex, and it certainly wasn’t anything like this. As the heat continued to grow and ignite in my core, I wiggled and squirmed but not in an attempt to escape, more of an indicator to not stop.

      His spanks slowed down, becoming targeted to filling my insides with heat versus battering my ass which currently felt twice its average size. Damon moved his large thigh off mine, and I instantly parted my legs. I didn’t care that he could see I was glistening. I was so turned on, I needed relief.

      “I see you enjoyed your discipline much more than you should, my little brat.” With that, he slapped my swollen folds. I squealed in shock, trying to close my legs. I heard his chuckle as he threw his leg back over mine with my everything on display.

      He slapped my nether lips again. This time I was prepared and held my breath. It didn’t help, and when the third slap landed, I let myself go and keened with the release of a powerful orgasm. Overwhelmed by the heat and sensations, I lay panting over his knee, resistance-free.

      One of his large fingers slid from my back hole, gently parting my lips and circling my hardened nub. I moaned, sounding like a shameless hussy, but I didn’t care. I wanted to laugh at what I imagined my friends would say when they heard about my trip. Then lost my thoughts to the delicious feel of Damon’s finger inside my heat. He removed his leg once more, this time lifting me off his lap and placing me on my knees facing the backrest of the couch.

      I hung on to the solid back while Damon played with me, alternating between fucking me with his fingers and spiraling his fingers around my nub. I pressed my ass out toward him with each thrust of his invading finger, swaying to the rhythm of his curling fingers.

      This was the most intimate dance I’d ever had, never imagining that sex could feel so good. Those few times in the dark were so lackluster compared to this. A light smack landed on my seat as his finger delved inside me.

      “Tell me what you want, Juliet.”

      I released a loud moan in response to his question.

      “Words and address me properly.” A slightly harder smack landed on my ass in a warning.

      Right, what had he said, Sir or Daddy. One felt so stern and removed, while the other sounded so dirty… Could I?

      “I want you to fuck me, Daddy. Please.” I’d said the words and sealed my fate. Damon scooped me up off the couch, carrying me, presumably, to his room, where he lay me down on a giant comfortable bed that I could have snuggled into and never left.

      Damon tugged off my traveling boots, panties, and jeans. When he stood, my eyes traveled from the apparent bulge in his pants to his eyes. They appeared to be glowing from the reflective glare of the afternoon light pouring through his window.

      I was only now noticing so many things I’d missed the first time we met. At the time, being more concerned with what was happening than noticing the more finite aspects of his looks and physique. Damon’s build for one thing. On the plane, he’d been wearing a suit. I felt his muscles and saw his height when he saved me from toppling over when exiting the bathroom. But now, sweet baby Jesus, the man wore a skin-tight black t-shirt that molded to his form, showing off his powerful upper body. He removed his shirt, and I sucked in a breath. He was built like a god, ripped, not too bulky but more immense than what would be considered sizable. He was hard to describe as I’d never seen anything so close to perfect in my life.

      He removed shoes, socks, pants, and boxers in that order until he was completely nude. I knew I was eyeing him up like a starving woman in front of a buffet, but I couldn’t help it. His gaze ran down my body, and I felt my nipples harden beneath my shirt. I still wore my top and sports bra, and the eyeing up he was giving me suddenly had me self-conscious. I tugged the shirt down as low as it would go. The corner of Damon’s mouth lifted in a sardonic grin.

      “I’ve seen between those sexy, puffy lips of yours, Juliet, don’t try and hide from me now. Remove your shirt.”

      Taking a deep breath, I sat up and did as he asked. Then came the sports bra, over my head to be tossed on the floor by my shirt.

      His eyes raked over my naked form, and I felt the blush creep up, doing my best to breathe through the embarrassment of being naked in front of a virtual stranger. Was he, though? I felt connected to this almost stranger in a way I’d never had with anyone before.

      His hand came up, almost in slow motion. With one finger, he tapped my chest, and I fell back onto the bed. Like a great predator, Damon placed his knee on the bed between my thighs and captured my mouth. His lips were firm, commanding, yet sensual. I wanted to pillage his mouth with my tongue, but somehow, he held me still with his control, and I allowed him to taste me however he wished.

      When his tongue danced with mine, my eyes rolled back, and I moaned into his mouth. He swallowed it, just like he seemed to take everything I had, using it to give me the ultimate pleasure.

      His thigh pressed against my weeping cunt as he punished my mouth with his lips and tongue. When he was done and pulled away, my lips felt bruised and swollen, a lot like my ass. His shadow of a beard gently scraped against my nipple, sending a paroxysm of quivers through me. Then he gripped my breasts in his hands and raked his beard across both nipples. I arched my back in response as pleasure shot through me.

      Damon moved down my body, alternating suckling my nipples. Pressing my breasts together, he opened wide and took both in his mouth, biting down. My body jumped involuntarily as a spasm moved at an alarming rate, straight to the button between my silky folds.

      “Oh, Damon, yes,” I hissed.

      Damon drew back from my nipples and tweaked them between his powerful fingers. I drummed my heels as I tried to escape the delicious torture.

      “Please,” I finally begged, needing the not quite pleasurable pain to stop.

      “Respect me by using the title I have asked you to. Sir, or Daddy.”

      “Daddy,” I immediately responded, wondering what happened to the hot-tempered redhead I’d come to rely upon spitting out poison when told what to do. He took my nipples back in his mouth as he shifted position. I felt his hard cockhead press against my entrance, and as he bit down, he speared me with his cock, filling me completely.

      Any resistance shattered in the wake of the most powerful orgasm I’d ever had. My body writhed with the intensity. But Damon was far from over, mastering me and my responses.
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      Damon

      “Hello? Juliet?” Was she screwing with me? I listened and realized she must have pocket dialed me. Did that mean my number was the last thing open on her phone? Now I was intrigued and listened to the muffled conversation between her and who?

      She sounded drunk. When I realized she was getting fed alcohol by two strangers, I knew it was time to intervene. I activated the mini spyware location tracker I’d installed on her phone while she slept on the plane and gave my driver directions.

      The conversation was getting way out of hand as her drunken state, and their intentions became more apparent. My temper flared and increased with each passing block. What the hell had she been thinking? This wasn’t a matter of disobeying a safety sign like on the plane. This was her being reckless.

      My Daddy instincts were on full alert, and this time, I would make good on my light-hearted threat from the flight. She seemed to attract trouble and managed to remain completely clueless. How she’d succeeded in lasting this long without a Daddy was a mystery. All that was about to change, regardless of whether she wanted it to or not.

      No cars were allowed down the narrow streets of what had once been a low-income neighborhood, a now thriving eclectic community. I got out and walked the two blocks and stood listening, shocked by the two conspicuous predators and the staff who seemed oblivious to what they were up to.

      My temper climbed, and all I saw was black. I was prepared to beat both men to a pulp if they didn’t flee while they could. I said hello to Juliet, but my eyes were focused on her two unwelcome guests. They quickly stood and left the restaurant with all haste. Juliet was laughing at what I couldn’t be sure of as nothing about this was humorous to me.

      “Your timing is impeccable,” she said drunkenly, sounding more like yourtimsimpecbull, but I got the meaning. So, she had been aware of the trouble brewing but had let it go. I sighed, sitting down and ordering a pitcher of water from the waiter whose eye I caught. At least he had the grace to gulp and nod at what he saw in the very feral expression I was leveling at him.

      I made Juliet drink water and fed her one french fry at a time. This was new to me. I’d never hand-fed a woman before. Don’t get me wrong, I’d played plenty and discovered my dominant side long before arriving in Ontario, Canada, for school. If you wanted to learn your kink, I couldn’t think of a better place than where I’d grown up—Amsterdam.

      Kink was viewed and accepted as something everyone had, and by the time I was sixteen, I’d been to The Kinky Horror Show, Casa Rosso, and Moulin Rouge, not to mention the smaller venues. I’d learned to use whips, floggers, paddles, BDSM, and everything in between. I was educated and skilled, but I'd never been a caregiver in all that time in short-term relationships. Hell, there were no relationships. They could be classified as partners for play and discovery with a few dates thrown in the mix.

      Jules and I had little communication with words while I fed her, but each bite was like a thousand words being spoken between us, expressed in every offering and her acceptance of my domination and protection. Every bite took us further down the path I wanted to dance along with her in my arms.

      But in the give and take were consequences. Her actions demanded to be addressed and corrected. By the time she finished her burger, she seemed almost her usual self, and when I pulled out my wallet to pay, Juliet said she would. Why offer resistance after being cared for? She could accept food from my hand like the little bird she was but not let me pay for the food I fed her?

      Her actions added fuel to the fire that had been percolating since her ass dialed me. I’d asked for her phone and found it on my number. Good to know she’d been thinking of my text while during a situation. At the very least, I’d made enough of an impression for her to know I was safe. Now she would learn that there was so much more to me as a Daddy, her Daddy.

      Back in my suite, the discipline backfired somewhat when she got turned on by the spanking. Yes, it hurt, and she cried, but her pretty pink petals also wept, making my already hard cock, press painfully against the restriction of my pants. Her pain morphed into pleasure, and I couldn’t wait to sink my cock into those swollen folds of hers.

      When I carried her to the bedroom, I could see her taking in her surroundings with curiosity, but now was not the time for a tour. Once we were naked, I tipped her back onto the bed. I took her mouth in a punishing kiss, every move meant to impart who owned her. I nipped and sucked until her lips were swollen from my attentions. I punished her nipples, running the scruff of my day’s growth across them.

      Juliet arched her back, desiring the friction. Her pale skin quickly glowed bright pink with the rough treatment. When I took her nipples in my mouth and bit down, Juliet hissed with pleasure. As I circled her hardened little bundle of nerves, she begged for release, but not from her Daddy, no from Damon, and that would not do.

      The claiming of Juliet would come with some training. Addressing me appropriately was lesson number one.

      “Respect me by using the title I have asked you to. Sir, or Daddy.”

      “Daddy,” she husked, and I plunged my cock to the hilt inside her hot wet walls. Juliet fell apart, her tight channel spasming around my cock. I could have allowed her a moment to adjust, to feel every orgasm with time to process the pleasure in between. But that would wait. I wanted her to feel my command of her body.

      I took her hard and fast while she clung to me like a lifeline. I gave her every orgasm that ripped through her body. But I wasn’t done claiming her in every hole she had, and I fully intended in releasing my own load in that fine ass of hers.

      I pulled out of her warmth, flipping her onto hands and knees at the edge of the bed. I stood in front of her, my cock level with those gorgeous lips I wanted to feel wrapped around my cock. Her pupils dilated in response, and she opened her mouth. Anchoring my legs against the mattress, I placed the tip of my cock between her parted lips. My god, what a gorgeous sight. I gripped her hair with one hand, and my cock with the other, guiding it deeper into her mouth. She tried to move her head, but I gripped tighter, forcing her to obey, and that was lesson number two. I was in charge.

      Her eyes which had been looking into mine, now rolled back in her head as she moaned with pleasure. I started with small strokes to warm her up and, as she sucked greedily, increased the thrusts to go deeper. She looked so hot, with drool leaking out of the corners of her mouth and spilling down her chin. Her face flushed with passion and effort.

      My hard cock took her mouth as thoroughly as it had taken her pretty pussy. It was time for the last invasion because my Juliet felt so amazing that I was not long from releasing.

      I pulled out of her mouth and twirled my finger in an indication for her to turn around. Now I had her ass at the edge of the bed and adored her bright red cheeks. I leaned down and licked her back entrance. I felt her body freeze beneath me as my intentions became clear to her.

      “I will claim your naughty backside today, Juliet. Do you trust me?”

      “Yes, Daddy, but I’m afraid.”

      I rubbed her still warm cheeks. “Don’t be. I promise you will enjoy it, but it will feel strange in the beginning.” I leaned down and pressed my tongue into her tight rear puckered hole and reached between her legs to play with her clit.

      She let out a wanton mewl and arched her back. Before penetrating her backside. I grabbed lubricant and smeared it both around as well as in her tight little channel. Fisting my cock, I rubbed on a generous amount.

      I pressed the head of my cock against her hole and gently pressed. She froze and tightened as I had expected. I reached down and played with her clit, waiting for her to react. When she opened by arching her spine and pressing her hot ass against my pelvis, my cock slipped past the tight ring of muscle and slowly slid further until I was fully seated inside her ass.

      “Daddy, it’s so tight.”

      I circled her clit and, with my other hand, lightly spanked her ass. Both were like a trigger, propelling her into action. Her hot little ass began to move back and forth, and she took my cock in short strokes. She gasped and moaned with the new sensations.

      “You’re so big, but it feels so good.”

      Loving her willingness but not the shortened strokes, I met her strokes with the thrust of my hips, forcing her to take me deeper into her ass while I continued to spank her bottom and play with her clit. Juliet swung her head, her body shook, and a sheen made her skin sparkle in the afternoon sunlight.

      She was reaching the end of her endurance, time for me to finish claiming her. I gripped her hips and held her still, shifting to a faster pace with more pounding. The change in intensity had my hips hitting her scarlet backside like a slap. The blend of pleasure and pain ripped through her in a massive orgasm.

      She wasn’t the only one. All that clenching and spasming profoundly affected my cock, and I unleashed it with a roar. Filling her backside to capacity with my seed was the most satisfying feeling in the world.
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      Juliet

      I must have dozed off after our intense session of discipline and sex because when I opened my eyes, my attention was grabbed by two things. One, there was nobody beside me, and two, the light in the room wasn’t as bright as when we’d arrived.

      I attempted to sit up and quickly turned onto my side. My ass felt like it was on fire. In fact, my entire body was exhausted as if I’d been training for a triathlon. I couldn’t sit up, but as I lie on my side, gazing, I was impressed with not only the size but the quality of the room. The attention to detail was impressive.

      I had no clue where I was. That wasn’t entirely true. He had told me on the plane, but I’d been so groggy I hadn’t been listening. I thought back to my morning and how stupid I’d been to not send those two guys packing when I had the chance. I’d received my spanking from Damon, but I felt like my punishment wasn’t over. Not that I’d say our sex had been a punishment, well, not entirely as it was the best sex of my life. But I’d done two things I’d never done before. Suck a man’s cock, and have my backside invaded. I was a virgin, or had been, to both. His claiming of me hadn’t been gentle, but that had made it all the more quintessential.

      I rolled out of bed and onto my feet and found the long black T-shirt Damon had been wearing earlier. I held it under my nose, inhaling his masculine pine scent.  First things first, I needed water. I made my way back to the living room and found Damon at the table on his laptop.

      “I take it you had a good nap,” he said, closing his laptop and offering up a devastatingly handsome smile.

      “I did, thank you, ah. What do I call you, like you know, now, Damon or Daddy?” My cheeks blazed with embarrassment as I felt I was assuming an awful lot. Maybe he was only Daddy this one time.

      Damon left the table and stalked toward me. When he drew up directly in front, I had to tilt my head up to see into his eyes. “Daddy in private, Damon in public.”

      “So, there’s a public? Like we may date or something?”

      Damon chuckled but offered nothing else in the way of making me feel secure in whatever this was burgeoning between us.

      “You must be thirsty, have a seat, and I will get you some water.” Forgetting my battered ass, I sat down and shot back up like a rocket. Damon chuckled but didn’t order me to sit, so instead, I walked to the enormous bay windows that overlooked the canals I would be touring tomorrow.

      Amsterdam was indeed a beautiful city, and I was looking forward to exploring it. But now, the idea of being alone on my tours seemed lonely instead of the excitement I’d felt when I was planning to have this be a reboot before my postgraduate studies.

      A water bottle suddenly appeared before my eyes, drawing me back to the present.

      “That was a far-off look. What were you thinking about?”

      I took a big swig of water and placed the cap back on. “Honestly, this seemed like such a good idea at first, you know, coming here for Spring Break and doing all the things I’d been dreaming of, but now, it just seems daunting for some reason.”

      Damon laughed. “It will feel less so when your ass has recovered from your punishment. But as you brought it up, we need to talk.”

      And there it was, the rest of the punishment that I had guessed wasn’t over. I eyed him guiltily from across the room. Damon sat on the couch and tapped the cushioned footstool in front of him, indicating for me to sit. Gathering my courage, I marched to the footstool, eyeing it like it was the naughty chair, then carefully lowered myself to the amusement of Damon.

      “It’s not funny. It hurts like a lot,” I said, not bothering to disguise my pout.

      Damon’s eyes narrowed. “It can hurt a lot more, little girl. Now watch your tone.”

      I crossed my arms and glared at him but said nothing more on the topic.

      “Tell me what happened this morning, Jules. Why were you hammered and at the mercy of two strange men?”

      I felt my cheeks flare with heat and cursed again for being a natural redhead.

      “Honestly, it all happened so fast. I was walking along enjoying the sights and smells when I realized I’d forgotten to eat breakfast, and as it was already well past lunchtime, I decided I needed food.”

      Damon’s eyes narrowed, but he didn’t say anything.

      “I popped into the first place that had an open spot on the patio and ordered a beer. But the food was taking longer than it should have, and by the time it arrived, I was pretty loaded, then those two guys just sat down, they didn’t even ask, and started talking to me.” It sounded lame, even to me.

      “Why didn’t you tell them to leave?”

      I sighed, exasperated. “I don’t know. Because I didn’t want to sound rude, I guess. As I said, it all happened pretty fast.”

      Damon’s demeanor changed and became stern, like the Daddy he’d been when I was over his lap, and I gulped, hoping that wasn’t a sign he was about to repeat the lesson.

      “Juliet, you have proven on several occasions now that you have a complete lack of self-preservation or regard when it comes to your personal safety.”

      That was fair, annoying as hell to hear, but a just observation.

      “It is obvious you either are blind to your own failings, or you don’t care, but you will. Because if I find you in a situation again where you’ve put yourself in danger, you will be getting my belt the next time and unable to sit on the plane ride home. Is that clear, young lady?”

      His demeanor had become so dark there was no question he meant every word he said.

      “That’s not fair!” I pouted, stamping my foot. “I don’t know when I’m doing it, and it’s not on purpose.”

      His face softened. “I know you don’t, sweetheart, but I am here to help you, and awareness is the first step to correcting bad behavior.”

      “But, Damon, I’m only here another week, and then I go back to school. How much can you do in a week? Besides you’re here for a reason, right? So am I, to have fun and then go home to the heavy graduate work at U of T, and even worse, then find a firm with which to do my post-graduate work in the fall.”

      His brows rose in curiosity. “U of T? What department?”

      “Forensic accounting.”

      “Mr. McGowan still preaching away about the evils of IT?”

      What? How the hell did he know my professor?

      “Wait, you know U of T?”

      “I finished my PGS seven years ago, and yes, I know Mr. McGowan.”

      I thought about the plane ride. I dimly remembered Damon mentioning his last name, but I’d been attempting to ignore him at the time. Had he said Asher? I seemed to think he had. Could he possibly be the Damon Asher, the mega-millionaire overnight success Damon Asher?

      “You’re him, aren’t you?”

      Damon smirked. “So, you’ve heard of me then?”

      I nodded my head. “Not only have I heard of you, but I have already applied to your firm for my intern work.” Could it be any more embarrassing that I have run into the one man it wasn’t appropriate to have sexual relations with? What were the chances? For me, pretty high it seemed.

      “I will pull my application from your firm.”

      “Why would you do that, Juliet?” He accentuated the “t”, making the way he uttered my name sound dirty.

      It should be obvious why, but steering the conversation in another direction, I went back to what I’d been saying before.

      “Anyway, as I said, I’m only here for a week. I don’t much hope that you can change twenty-three years of habitual patterns. It’s getting late. I should get going and let you get back to whatever it is you were doing before you rescued me.”

      I was coming to learn that Damon's eyes changed in color and depth with his emotions, alternating between dark and light, amused and annoyed.

      “You have not been dismissed yet, Miss Juliet.”

      His dark smoky eyes overwhelmed me, and I gulped, wondering what else there could possibly be. Then with lightning speed, they changed back to that light whiskey color.

      “I would love to take you to dinner and show you around the city at night. Would you allow me to wine and dine you, fair Juliet?”

      He must have noticed my expression because his eyes changed again. I would have to come up with ways to number his responses. I’d seen several from really angry to very amused and a bunch in between. This one was new, like he looked deep inside me, to my soul.

      “I would like to take you first-class, and I think I have something that will help you say yes.”

      He piqued my interest. I was super curious about what was happening inside his head and what he thought was occurring inside mine. I was still reeling from the fact he owned the most successful financial company in the country. But this new conversation reminded me that I had packed one plain dress I’d brought along in case of a dress code. Everything else in my backpack was made for travel and comfort, not a night on the town. Especially not Damon Asher style.

      He stood and reached for my hand. Now what? I felt a lot of pressure and just wanted to go back to my hotel and hide, order a pizza and read a book on my tablet. But that’s what I always did. My guilty pleasure these years at school had been pizza and my tablet. Here was a chance to have a night out on the town after the best sex of my life. If I said no, then I was an idiot.

      I took a breath and allowed him to lead me back to the bedroom. He slid the closet door open, and there on a rack were several dresses, all in garment bags and at least a dozen pairs of shoes on the floor beneath them.

      “Would you try these on for me and allow me to pick the one to wear on our date?” His eyes glowed amber, smoldering with passion like someone had lit a match inside of him.

      “I would be honored, Sir.”

      He smiled and lifted my hand to his lips, where he planted a sizzling kiss. “Then I will wait in the living room for you to come and model for me. I had several different shoe styles brought up that I was assured while fashionable, were made for comfort.”

      Aww, he was so sweet, and giving me this Pretty Woman moment would be one I would remember, long after this trip ended and I went back to reality. He gently closed the door, giving me privacy while I unzipped the bags, removing the dresses one by one and laying them out on the bed for my inspection.

      Although I was from Toronto, the leaders in fashion for Canada, European styles were still at least two years ahead of us, and the outfits in the bag showed me just how much of a colony my country was. Or rather had been, but we hadn’t added much, it seemed since our independence from Britain in 1982.

      I laughed at the flamingo-pink silk suit, that is, until I put it on. It was like wearing pajamas, ultra-light and soft. The pants fit me like a glove, and I liked how the jacket also mimicked a shirt. I looked for a cami but came up empty and put on the jacket with nothing on underneath. With the top button located just below my sternum, I couldn’t wear a bra. and felt naked, wondering if part of the suit was missing.

      I paired the outfit with nude-colored low-sling backs and took a look in the mirror. My immediate reaction was to laugh and show off, as the pink was too much, but I still looked super hot. Who knew? Then I was giggling because this all seemed so surreal. Taking a breath, I strutted to the door and flung it open, doing my best imitation of a runway model.

      Standing by the window looking out to the setting sun, Damon turned around when the door crashed open. He looked amused by my runway strut, but when I stopped and struck a pose, his ever-changing eyes went amber, a sign that he was turned on by what he saw.

      Deciding to curate my inner goddess, I did a three-quarter turn and stopped, placing a hand on my hip. I did one more pose, this time, winking at him over my shoulder, before strutting off, leaving a trail of laughter behind me.

      I couldn’t close the door fast enough and squealed at my audacity. I’d never done anything like that before. My heart was pounding as I quickly removed the outfit and hung it back in its bag. Next in line on the bed was a royal-blue catsuit with a long cashmere sky-blue coat. I quickly put it on and the strappy matching heels. This outfit made me feel rich, so this time when I strutted out, I tried channeling a bitchier version of my goddess. I walked like the world was my oyster and me, its pearl. I narrowed my eyes in a challenge as I sashayed toward Damon. His eyes went dark and oh so sexy. The fashion show certainly provided me with a much-needed lesson in understanding the sexy as sin, dominant Daddy.

      My next outfit was a black and white leather dress, split right down the center with a plunging neckline. I threw on some black leather boots and stared in the mirror at the result. I was blown away by what I saw. The leather really accentuated my curves, hugged them without being tight or form-fitting. I felt different in this outfit and unsure how to channel what I felt.

      As I opened the door, a sense of being primal hit me hard. Maybe it was the animal skin that encompassed my body, but my energy and my walk shifted when I waltzed through the door. I strutted, hoping I was portraying an animalistic vibe. A barely contained primal being. I stopped right in front of Damon, who looked me up and down with a look that sizzled. When his eyes reached mine, they were almost black, and I knew this was the outfit.

      Damon growled an unbidden snarl that filled the room with its raw sexuality. My libido went into overdrive, my nipples pebbling under the soft leather, my panties instantly soaking.

      “Daddy,” I hissed, “please, fuck me.”

      I was turned and bent over.  In a nanosecond, Damon slid the dress up and ripped my panties in two. I felt his body heat radiating behind me like a fire, and then I was crying out as he filled me so completely.

      “I’m going to fuck you until you scream, little girl.”

      Oh god, did he really just say that?

      His words ripped through my senses, causing an avalanche in my core. I cried out as I came undone around his hard cock.

      Damon moved like a piston inside of me, his unrelenting speed and pressure working on setting me off over and over again. It was fast and brutal and oh so fucking perfect. Then he put one of my feet on the couch, widening my stance before he thrust back inside, and this time, I did scream.

      “DADDY!”

      My heart was hammering in my chest, my legs quivered, and all I wanted was for this to never end.
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      Damon

      I knew I was lost. Never had I been so taken with a woman as with fair Juliet. Admittedly, that was a whimsical thought, as there was nothing fair about her other than her skin tone. I loved the feel of her cascading silky locks when I gripped them. Even now, as she talks about how delicious her food is, I want to stand up and fuck her. Rut like the animal I was becoming in her presence.

      My cock strained against the restriction of my pants from watching her plump lips wrap around the fork and hold it for a moment as she savored the tantalizing morsel she had just put in her mouth.

      The two-tone leather dress had been what I’d chosen. Not only did it show off her curves, but it would also keep her warm. Our seating was in a private section of the patio, well away from other diners and prying eyes. I wanted all my focus on my date. When was the last time I’d been on a date? I didn’t consider my extracurricular activities back home as dating. They were more like setups with advanced agreed-upon rules.

      Play partners were not girlfriends, nor had I ever wanted one until now. But this wasn’t even that; this was so much more. I could see a tomorrow with Juliet, a future of taking care of her and helping her grow into the best version of herself while guiding and teaching along the way.

      But did I really want a full-time gig with anyone? One with no end date in mind. Was the type of relationship I envisioned even possible? Were there other 24/7 D/lg relationships out there that were successful? She needed me. I think both of us were clear on that. And seeing her so lit, her soul shining out like I hadn’t seen it before, confirmed what I thought. Security looked good on my girl.

      So many questions that could be answered later. Juliet now knew who I was, and we both knew our worlds would irrevocably collide as she entered my world of finance.

      “Juliet, why did you choose financial espionage for your major? It is a very cutthroat business.”

      She choked on her 1986 Domaine Ramonet Montrachet. I’d taken her by surprise. She cleared her throat and placed her glass back on the table, giving me her full attention.

      “That’s easy. I am a woman and smallish in stature. Despite my red hair, people assume I’m not a threat. They don’t see me coming.” Her eyes glinted with amusement.

      “Touché.” I raised my glass. Her mouth widened into a large happy grin as her crystal connected with mine.

      She took a sip and closed her eyes, savoring the buttery, complex notes. “Besides, it can pay well, and if this trip has taught me anything so far, it’s that I like expensive wine.”

      I laughed outright. Juliet was so real, much more so than anyone I’d ever met.

      “But it’s not who you are, is it?”

      A shadow passed over her face and disappeared so quickly I wondered if it had even been there. My Juliet had a secret, something she was hiding from.

      “I have five brothers. You have to hold your own when you’re living with so many overachievers.” She reached for her wine, taking a gulp with her eyes averted.

      “Which one do you compare yourself to?”

      She seemed surprised by my question. “Mmm, I guess Colin. He is our parents’ favorite, hands down. I know you’d think having one girl would make me their favorite, but far from it. I’m sure when I popped out, my father would have preferred to stuff me back in,” she said and laughed. “Can you believe every one of those assholes got a full-ride football scholarship to university? Look at me, not a football bone in my body, except we could talk football all night long. I learned so I could hang out with my family for Sunday games without completely embarrassing myself.”

      She was hurt and had been overlooked. Her achievements swept under the rug.

      “Did you get a scholarship?”

      “I did.” She downed another large sip of wine. “But it wasn’t a full-ride like my brothers. I have student loans, and I work part-time on the campus in one of the pubs. That was how I managed the trip of my dreams. Well, it was supposed to be.” She trailed off, a frown formed on her otherwise unmarred forehead. I waited as she was obviously processing this experience and deciding what her trip had been to date.

      “I thought it was about independence. You saw me back at the airport in Toronto. I was a wreck. Completely trapped by the idea of being a failure if I couldn’t get away on my own. Then everything went wrong.” Her eyes finally found mine. I could see the struggle behind those mossy green gems.

      “Then I fell on you. At first, you were annoying as shit.”

      I let loose a chuckle, and she smiled in return.

      “But you rescued me and then gave me this Pretty Woman date, and well, I will always be grateful for tonight. Definitely one of the highlights, not just here though, Damon, but I mean highlights period. Like I will remember this night and be thankful for it, forever, is what I mean.” She trailed off, the lovely flush of pink spreading up her neck and infusing her cheeks with color.

      “Pretty woman date?”

      “You know, like that movie, with Richard Gere, the older rich guy who pays Julia Roberts for her time and then asks her to stay for the weekend. He treats her like she is worth more than treasure. This is, well, that, a true Pretty Woman experience.”

      Ha! Little did she know, this was just the beginning.
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      Juliet

      As I had agreed to a night on the town, I was told that included a sleepover. I wasn’t complaining, especially if I was getting more of what I’d had earlier. Arriving back at the suite, it looked like the staff had been in to prepare the bedroom for the night.

      The large cushions were removed from the bed and placed, who knew where. The crisp white sheets were folded back, and a mint lay on each pillow. Which was lovely, but the best part was music was on, and rose petals made a pathway from the entrance out to the deck where a bottle of champagne waited with a bowl of strawberries.

      “Wow, they really go all out here, or did you do this?”

      Damon looked smug. “You did say it was the Pretty Woman experience, so I thought I better get the champagne and strawberries.”

      I raised my eyebrow. He obviously was familiar with the movie as I hadn’t mentioned either of those. “Then I hope the night finishes with episodes of I Love Lucy and getting fucked on a piano.” My hand flew to my mouth, shocked at saying out loud precisely what I was thinking. Where had that come from?

      “Oh, you will definitely be getting fucked,” he growled, and just like that, I wanted him inside me. His provocative words opened a damn of emotions and desires. I craved his kiss, for him to claim me and take me hard, like earlier.

      “But not yet,” he added. “First, we will slip into something more comfortable.”

      I wondered what I had to slip into.

      “In the bathroom is a fluffy white robe. You have exactly five minutes to meet me back on this deck before I start adding up your late minutes and multiplying those into swats on your ass.”

      I raced to the bathroom, flinging off my clothes as I went, and after peeing and checking my minimalist makeup and touching up my lips, I threw on the robe and raced back to the deck out of breath.

      Damon was in his robe, not a hair out of place, nor out of breath. He looked at his phone and sighed.

      “Did I make it?”

      “You did. Too bad too, as I really wanted to spank that ass of yours.”

      “Why?” Somehow, I’d gathered the courage to ask why my ass and why he wished to spank it so much.

      “Oh, sweetheart, your ass was made for my hand. I love the way your luscious cheeks bounce when my hand comes down. I love the little squeals and mewls that fall from your mouth, but more than either of those, I love seeing my handprint on your porcelain skin.”

      He had sorta answered my question, but what I really wanted to know was why mine? What he had described could have been true of a thousand different women.

      “Sit.” He drew out my chair and pushed me in once I was seated. Damon uncorked the champagne, the sound of the pop shattering the quietness that being so high up offered.

      Once it was poured, he handed me a glass. “Here’s to you, pretty woman.”

      I giggled, our flutes making the most beautiful ringing clink sound, reverberating between us. I took a sip and savored the tart freshness. Damon held a berry to my lips. I bit down and quickly licked the juices off my lip. With the close proximity, I had a front-row seat to Damon’s ever-shifting eye color, which was currently amber and exuded an unusual warmth.

      The movie had gotten it right as had Damon. The sweetness of the berries went very well with the dry crispness of the champagne. “This is a delicious pairing. Thank you, Damon. I mean, Sir,” I quickly amended.

      He moved his chair closer to me so he could continue to feed me as I drank.

      “What are your plans for tomorrow? You said you had specific places you wanted to visit.”

      I swallowed my latest sip. “The canal tour is on my list for tomorrow. Although this is a nice view of it.”

      “It is.” He popped a strawberry in my mouth. “Did you choose a service already?”

      “I wanted to, but they were all sold out. I was told to just show up because there are many cancelations, or even though they say filled to capacity, they often open a few seats just before the tour begins, so as a single, I could probably fit on one of them.”

      I took a long draw of champagne and sat back. “I’m full now, Sir, thank you.”

      Damon also leaned back, flute in hand. “May I make a suggestion?”

      “Suggest away, Dirty Daddy, I’m all ears.”

      “Dirty Daddy?” He seemed unsure if he was being complimented or insulted.

      I laughed. “You have to admit Richard Gere was a lot older than Julia Roberts in that show.”

      Damon chuckled. “That he was. Too bad the guy lived so long only for his work. With no woman or bratty girl in his life, it must have been very boring.”

      Now, this was an exciting direction for our conversation. Maybe by dressing us up in Pretty Woman wrapping, I could learn more about Damon’s intentions.

      “So, you think men should have a woman in their lives while they’re building their billions?” The clever man wore what I called his boardroom look. Meaning his expression gave zero indication of his thoughts.

      “What do you think, Juliet? Will you drive a cute little sportscar in hopes of finding your dream man while you build your fortune?”

      I wanted to say I’d already found my dream man. But he asked a good question and one I’d never considered. Would I like the baggage of a relationship while I worked on building my career?

      “You ask an excellent question. I’d never thought about it before as there was no man in my life, so it seemed redundant. I think the answer would be no. I don’t know how to balance building my billions and engaging in a forever relationship. But luckily, that won’t be my problem.”

      Damon popped a strawberry into his mouth, slowly licking his lips. My breath caught as I watched. When his mouth was done and inched up in a smug grin, I blinked out of the hypnotic state, my eyes moving to his.

      “Why won’t it be your problem, beautiful?” He leaned forward, moving a wisp of hair out of my eyes. “Is it because you don’t plan on creating billions, or do you plan on avoiding men in the future?”

      I felt like a deer caught in the headlights, only these headlights were a beautiful whiskey color. I could lose myself in those lights until bam, the car, hits me, and its lights out. Again, I brought myself back to answer his question.

      “What was your suggestion you mentioned?”

      It was his turn to blink himself back into the present.

      “I have a friend with a canal tour. My suggestion was to allow me to call him and arrange your passage. Ours, if you’re willing to share your time and experience with me.”

      Who could say no to that? “Yes, that would be lovely. But I will need to go back to my hotel in the morning and dress properly. I hear it gets cold and to wear an extra layer.”

      Damon smirked. “Leave it all in my capable hands, sweet Jules. I promise all your needs will be met.” Damon rose and held out his hand to me. “Let’s go inside. I have a hankering to taste sweet berries.”

      “But they are right here.”

      “Not those berries.” His one eyebrow rose, and desire shot down to my core. He meant me.

      “Yes, Sir,” I uttered, and he led me inside to the bedroom.
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      Damon

      Juliet was unaware that I knew her itinerary, and my childhood friend Gunther already had plans underway for our time on the canal tomorrow. With my plans in play, and permission granted, it was time to focus on other things—like my sexy redhead.

      “Juliet, consider tonight an experience into the land of BDSM. Can you do that for me?”

      Her eyes widened before the pretty blush crept up her neck and decorated her lovely face with twin red circles on her cheeks that matched the ones on her ass after I spanked her.

      “What exactly is BDSM, uh, Daddy?”

      Her libido was in overdrive, pupils dilated, her breath coming in little pants.

      “In general, it is a sexual preference. The practice of giving or receiving pain and pleasure. But that’s not exactly what we’re doing.”

      Juliet was a captive audience. Her sex drive was off the charts. Regardless of how innocent or not she might be, she was aware of D/s or DD/lg practices. Her body knew what it wanted.

      “I’m a Dom, Juliet, specifically a Daddy-Dom, that means that I expect you to do as I say when I say it. If you don’t, you are giving me the green light to punish you. If you do, you are giving me the green light to give you pleasure. You have proven time and time again that you need a Daddy, and you have strong submissive tendencies despite your temperament or perhaps in spite of it. I suspect that hiding in there is a scared little girl who wants a Daddy to soothe her and make everything better.”

      She was positively panting now, her need for me and what I said so deep. She was physically leaning toward me.

      “Use words, Juliet. Do you agree?”

      She gulped. Was she pushing her fear down?

      “Yes, Sir, Daddy, I want what you said. I want it all.” She gulped again.

      “Open your robe for Daddy.” She did as she was told, her pert nipples drawn into tight peaks. She licked her lips, and I hoped it was in anticipation of my next demand.

      “I’m going to show you how good a spanking can feel. Do you trust me?”

      “Yes, Daddy,” she whispered. Her sultry Yes, Daddy making my cock rock hard.

      “Take off your robe and stand at the edge of the bed with your elbows resting on the mattress and your legs spread apart.”

      She did, and I stood back, admiring her physique. She wasn’t tall, but she had long legs and a tiny waist. Her hair trailing down her back, almost reached her waist, and the rest fell in wavy curls, touching the bed. She was pale and practically glowed in the subdued lighting I’d created.

      I let my robe fall and then grabbed my belt from the pants I’d left strewn over a chair. I stepped up behind Juliet and rubbed her ass, massaging it as she waggled. I ran a finger along her seam and dipped it inside her tight slick folds.

      Juliet mewled with the attention, jutting her ass out and rocking forward onto the balls of her feet. I lay a hand on her lower back, and she settled back onto the flats of her feet, once again.

      I stood back and brought the belt down gently across her ass. She dropped her head and moaned. I repeated the strokes with the same intensity allowing for long seconds in between each one. Juliet was butting out her lovely ass to meet the strokes, clearly enjoying herself. I kept it up for another two dozen and then increased the intensity ever so slightly. Her moans increased in both volume and intensity. I stopped the light spanking and slid a finger inside her swollen folds to find her very slick, her clit rock hard.

      “Yes, please, Daddy, I need you inside of me.”

      Juliet’s reactions were so raw and natural. I loved her responses to my lead, both physically and verbally.

      I sunk two fingers inside and proceeded to slowly fuck her with them. Juliet was swaying and arching and looking for more. I wanted to chuckle as her annoyance grew.

      “You come when I say so and not before.” I stood back and brought the belt down across her ass much harder than the nice strokes I’d been giving her. “If you disobey me, you’ll get thirty more just like it.”

      That settled her, and she stopped swaying like a caged animal. I sunk my fingers back in and brought her to the edge of her first orgasm. I pulled back and swung the belt down hard enough to heighten her senses, not punish. The slight incremental increases seemed to work well for her, and I was already using more pressure than when I’d tipped her over my lap. When was that? Had it been earlier in the day? So much had happened since then.

      I stopped and circled her clit. She was so close and trying hard to do as she was told.

      “Would you like to come for Daddy now, my dirty girl?”

      “Oh god, yes, please. Yes!” Her walls were quaking with the strain.

      “Now, come for me.” I fucked hard and fast with my hand while she screeched her release.

      Before she could recover, I tapped her clit while I fucked her, and she continued to come on my fingers, letting out a long keening sound. She was perfection, and it was time to feel her wrapped around my cock.

      I lined myself up and plunged inside her waiting warmth. Then I lifted her legs, placing her knees on the bed and pressing her chest down. I gripped her hips and took her while she clenched the bedspread in her fists.

      “Yes, yes, yes, you feel so fucking good, Daddy.”

      I released one of her hips and smacked her bottom. Then sunk a thumb into her tight ass.

      “Please, Sir, may I come,” she asked desperately.

      “Come!” She fell apart, and as her walls convulsed, I released my load, filling her so completely that I was almost dizzy. I slowly pulled out my thumb and my cock, and Juliet fell forward on the bed.

      “Oh. My. God. That was so friggin hot. You’re right, Daddy, being spanked can feel really good.”

      “There is so much more, Jules, and I can’t wait to show it to you.”

      She rolled onto her back, gazing up at me with total trust and adoration. Was I worthy of such a look?

      Juliet yawned.

      “Come on, a quick shower and bed. You need your rest for your canal tour tomorrow.”

      Back in bed half an hour later, Juliet fell asleep curled into my side. I lay awake for hours thinking about so many things, not the least of which was if moving forward with her was feasible and how it would work. So many scenarios played out in my head until exhaustion finally claimed me and lured me down into a troubled sleep.
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      I held Juliet’s hand and helped her step onto Gunther’s boat. Although boat would be putting it mildly. Most of the floating tour buses were outfitted to accommodate as many guests as possible. Except for two companies, one of which just started doing tours through the red-light district, and the other was a dining cruise and set up differently from the rest of the floating buses.

      Gunther’s was a marvel compared to all the rest. A floating entertainment space complete with comfortable leather seating, warm throws, a bar, and a bistro. He catered to elite parties who wished to see everything. So, I had booked him for the day, which included stop-offs. Juliet would want to get out and see things up close. We would have dinner and finish the night through the red-light district.

      “Gunther, it’s good to see you.” We pounded each other on the back in greeting.

      “Thank you for squeezing us in,” Juliet added. “Your boat is something else. I didn’t know anything like this existed here.”

      Gunther preened under her compliment.

      “I did well with my investments and was able to outfit my vessel exactly how I wished. Welcome aboard, Juliet.”

      She blushed prettily.

      “Come, I have everything prepared.” Gunther gave us the tour and then escorted us to the house's best seats, handing Juliet a blanket. “What can I get you to drink? How about a Dutch coffee?”

      “Give us the liqueur version, Gunther, with whip cream and sprinkles.”

      He nodded and walked off.

      “What is in a Dutch coffee?” Juliet asked wide-eyed.

      “Gin, and believe me, it’s not great.”

      “So, what’s the liqueur version?”

      “Braeckman Graanstokeri, it’s a coffee liqueur first drunk here in the sixteenth century. Probably the closest you’ve tried would be Kahlua.”

      The day was beautiful, but there was a slight chill in the air. I tucked the blanket around her legs and feet.

      She giggled. “It’s not winter. I’m fine.”

      I gave her a look that set her cheeks a flaming red. I didn’t have to say anything to Juliet. She caught on quickly to what my looks meant. Gunther returned with the beverages.

      “When will the rest of the guests arrive?” Juliet asked Gunther innocently.

      “You are my only guest today, sweet lady. I don’t consider the oaf who travels with you a guest.” He chuckled, adding, “And it’s time to go. I will be driving and pointing out some of the larger attractions. Your traveling companion can fill you in on any details.” He winked and quickly left.

      “Seriously, this is all for me? I feel awful. This must be costing a fortune,” she whispered as if someone other than me could hear her.

      “It doesn’t cost a fortune, and besides, that isn’t your concern. You said you trusted me, remember?” I could see the war she was waging with herself and waited for her to gather her thoughts.

      “Thank you, Daddy.”

      There it was, and right on cue. I had to hand it to Juliet. She was very centered when she wasn’t doubting herself or in a reactive state. I liked the impact my being with her had on her ability to process her thoughts clearly.

      “Are you ready to see the Magere Brug?”

      She frowned, thinking. “Is that the skinny bridge?”

      “Excellent, Juliet, yes, it is. I believe we are coming to that first. Do you know what river it crosses?”

      “Yes, the Amstel.”

      “Very good.”

      Juliet clapped her hands excitedly. “It connects two banks, one is Prinsengracht… but I can’t remember the other one.” She gazed up at me for the answer.

      “Keizersgracht.”

      “That’s it.” She wiggled in her seat. She seemed to enjoy games. I was only more than happy to comply.

      “There have been many versions of the bridge, but the current one, do you know when it was built?”

      “The thirties, but I can’t remember exactly what year.”

      “Nineteen-thirty-four.”

      She frowned. “I’m surprised it held up during World War II.”

      “There was tremendous damage in this part of the world at that time. Look, Juliet, there is the bridge.” It wasn’t huge. In fact, that was what was special about it. It was low, and the center went up to allow the larger crafts to pass through. They weren’t on now, but the bridge was lit up with twinkle lights at night, and it was charming.

      Juliet had her phone out, taking photos from every possible angle. She seemed so enthralled and genuinely unaware she had moved from her seat to the edge of the boat. She even turned and leaned back over the boat’s side while attempting to get a shot of the bridge as we passed under it.

      Of course, there was a bit of a current in this particular spot of the river, and as Juliet arched her back, the boat bumped, and Juliet lost her balance. I shot out of my seat, gripping her by the jacket before she could tumble into the cold water.

      I pulled her back against me. “I think your danger barometer is missing.” I could feel her heart pounding through her coat, where my arm was wrapped protectively around her chest. “There is a reason for seats on moving crafts, my little brat. Every time you choose to disobey, you are reminded of that, are you not?”

      She didn’t answer, no doubt not wanting to confirm what I knew was true.

      “Would you like me to pull down your pants right here and give the tourists an eyeful of your backside?”

      “You wouldn’t dare.” She tried pulling out of my arms, but I had a firm grip on her.

      “Oh, yes, I very much do dare, sweet girl,” I growled into her ear. “Do you want Daddy to pull down your pants and panties so you can feel the cool breeze on your behind before I tan it with my hand, creating such an intense heat it will travel to the core of you? What if I bent you over and spanked you and then took your dirty little hole in front of everyone? Would you like that, Juliet?”

      She hadn’t tried to pull away again. Instead, she went very still, as if allowing my words to wash over her. To course through her. Juliet’s heart rate amped up with each question I’d asked. My dirty girl wasn’t opposed to exhibitionism then. I couldn’t wait to see her reaction to the “De Wallen,” the largest and most infamous of the three prostitution sections in Amsterdam.
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      Juliet

      I clipped the helmet clasp closed and got on the touring bike, along with about fifteen other individuals. Our group leader, Mike, discussed our route and provided each of us with a copy of a hand-drawn map.

      Beside me, some guy was droning on about how exciting it was to be in Amsterdam. Perhaps I would have enthusiastically jumped into the conversation, but my mind was full of thoughts of last night and Damon.

      The man was like a drug I couldn’t get enough of, and I had many feelings about that, not all of them positive. The truth was I was both relieved and sad that he couldn’t come on this bike tour with me, but he said he had some business to take care of, his reason for the trip to Amsterdam in the first place. I’d learned he was here to settle his grandparents’ estate and decide what to do with the home, et cetera.

      We were finally getting on our bikes, and my partner had stopped talking, thankfully. I needed some downtime for my raging hormones and wildly beating heart because that was what Damon did to me… set me on fire.

      Before leaving that morning, he’d pulled me over his lap and gave me a sound twenty smacks that had me squealing and begging for him to stop. He’d said it was a reminder to not get into trouble. Seriously, what type of trouble could I get into on a bike tour through the idyllic countryside?

      As we crossed over the skinny bridge, last night’s tour played over in my mind. We’d stopped at some beautiful places and shopped like tourists. We went to Anne Frank’s house, and both the National Maritime and Van Gogh museums.  Those last site was not attainable by boat, but a driver was there to take us to the other locations and bring us back to the canal when we were ready to embark once again.

      The nautical museum was incredible, and they even had a tall boat in the harbor outside the building. Tall boats were a great love of mine, and I dreamed of going on tall tours through the Caribbean one day. The vacations offered an authentic working experience as the ten guests were expected to participate in helping to crew the ships. It was a couple’s vacation and one of the reasons why I hadn’t done it yet, well that and money.

      The museum also had a Whale Tale section, which I found dark. It was the whale's story, from its villainized beginnings to its endangered status. I loved all things water-related, and that included whales. That they had been hunted and used as they had, the pain they must have gone through hurt my heart.

      Damon had held my hand, rubbing the back with his thumb in soothing circles. He must have picked up on my distress. Less dark exhibits included old boat parts, paintings, and ships in bottles. The library was mind-boggling, showcasing one of the world's most important maritime historical collections, including 60,000 books, some over five hundred years old.

      I’ll admit, I’m a bit of a nerd and have a huge passion for books. University hasn’t allowed much time for me to read for pleasure, but unlike most of my friends, I didn’t find the course reading to be bland. My brain absorbed and enjoyed garnering information. The maritime library called to my passion for history and my love of books, and I’m ashamed to say we spent more time there than in any other part of the building.

      The Anne Frank house was a quick or relatively short tour. Even though I’d grown up in a house full of boys, my mother had cultivated stories of great women throughout history, and I had several versions of Anne’s story. Her place was not depressing so much as it whispered with ghosts. The building held unnerving energy, and it wasn’t just the creaking floorboards, which was, of course, why the Frank family and their guests couldn’t walk around during business hours, for fear of giving away that people were hiding in the annex.

      I tried to imagine the horror and fear they must have felt upon being discovered… Six more months and they would have been free from the self-enforced prison. The entire tale was sad, but the heart of the young girl who shared her feelings on the pages of her diary will never be forgotten. When we left Anne’s, I felt inspired instead of down as if the entire world was my oyster and all I had to do was be alive and in the now to live it fully.

      But today, as the miles flew by on the bike tour, I was back to analyzing my burgeoning relationship with Damon. Wondering, could it have a future?

      My phone pinged with a new text message, pulling me out of my thoughts. I stopped to read the message. The group kept going, but the windmill, our next destination, was visible in the far distance, so I wasn’t worried about getting left behind.

      Are you behaving yourself for Daddy?

      I couldn’t help but grin at his checking in on me, overbearing or adorable? To be determined later, I guess.

      I suppose. How is your day?

      Juliet! What do you mean, you suppose?

      I laughed so hard. I knew that statement would provoke him, and I’d been right.

      Well, DADDY, you texted me and now I’m behind the rest of the group. I was behaving myself until you texted me. Let’s see what he would do with that.

      I was worried about you. Sorry for interfering.

      Now I felt like a shithead. No need to apologize, Daddy. I can see the group ahead. The land is open here, and I’m about a mile away from De Riekermolen.

      I got on my bike and continued down the path, phone in hand, reading his message when I hit a slippery patch. The phone flew, and I followed it over the handlebars and onto the road.

      I lay dazed on my back, looking up at the cornflower blue sky. There was no way in hell I was going to tell him I’d wiped out because I was riding and texting. Even though he hadn’t told me what exactly constituted punishment, I knew that reading while driving was against the law. Maybe this, while not illegal, could be viewed as a bad choice. I groaned, getting to my feet, picking up my bike. I slid my phone into my back pocket. Scouting around for whatever had made me fall, I found some slick ooze and wondered how I’d been the only one to hit it. Shrugging, I got back on the bike.

      Peddling was no longer a casual ride through the idyllic countryside. On the contrary, it was like riding a stationary bike in peanut butter. When I finally caught up to the tour, they had eaten the cheese and were getting on their bikes for the trek back to town.

      “There you are. We wondered what happened to you.” My erstwhile partner noticed my disappearance. “Are you okay,” he looked concerned. “Did you wipe out?”

      I wanted to growl in response, but that would be rude. “Yes, I wiped out, and yes, I’m fine, thank you.”

      I found Mike, the leader, and let him know I was taking a break before heading back. I needed fifteen to catch my breath. He waved as they headed off, and I sat in the sunshine, enjoying the warmth. My head snapped when I felt a chill. I must have fallen asleep. I got to my feet, climbing back on my bike. Noticing the sun had moved quite a bit. I swore, pulled my cell phone out of my pocket, and found several texts from Daddy. Oops, how had I not heard my phone pinging? I checked my settings and found everything on silent. It must have happened when I fell.

      I didn’t respond to his texts wanting to be almost to town before receiving an earful. I took off down the road, peddling faster than I had on the way here. The rest had restored my energy, and I decided to go as quickly as possible and get back to town.

      When I went by the spot I had fallen, I noticed another cyclist approaching me from the left. The person rode efficiently as they came down a narrow deer path toward me. Weird, but instead of stopping to greet them. I went faster. I had a bad feeling and didn’t like being out in the open with no one around.

      I heard the rider peel off the dirt path behind me. Whoever they were, was riding behind me. Damn, why me? I had a feeling this wasn’t a coincidence. The road was plenty wide enough for the rider to go around me, but they didn’t, staying a few feet behind and giving me chills with their sinister proximity. What did they want? I pulled my phone from my back pocket and dialed Damon.

      “Juliet, where the hell are you?”

      Ignoring the displeasure in his tone, I said, “I’m in danger, Daddy, someone is trailing me too close, and I’m alone.”

      “Where are you?”

      My announcement instantly wiped out any annoyance in his voice and I easily imagined his eyes turning darker with concern. I tried to keep my voice from shaking as fear threatened to shut me down. “About a mile from the windmill heading on the main road toward town. There is nothing around me but fields.”

      “Hang on, baby, I’m coming; leave your phone on.”

      “Okay, Daddy. Please, hurry.”

      I made it about another half a mile when I made the mistake of turning around. It was my tour partner, and he was only a few feet behind me. He grinned at me, but the simple amiableness he presented earlier was gone, and instead, he smiled like a hunter at its prey.

      He chose that moment to push ahead and ram into my back tire. I lost control of the bike and, for the second time that day, went flying off my bike and landing on my side. My arm was under me at an odd angle, and when I tried to roll over, I cried out in pain. Great, it must be broken, and now I had nothing but my feet to fight back with. My stalker tossed both our bikes into the field of tall flowers on our left and then grabbed me by the back of my jacket, pulling me to my feet.

      “What the fuck is wrong with you?” Anger replaced fear as I snarled at him. “Let me go!”

      “After working so hard to get you alone, I don’t think so. I’ve been envious of your bike seat through this entire tour, wishing it was me riding beneath you. I’ll take my turn now.” He pushed me, and I staggered before falling to my knees.

      “Help,” I screamed. “Someone help me!” I struggled to my feet and ran through the flowers in an attempt to get away. From behind me came nothing but evil chuckling. Then I heard a crunch and turned to look.

      Damon stood over the guy swinging his fists relentlessly. Crap, he was going to kill him! I turned and ran back toward Damon.

      “Stop, you can’t go to jail for murder, please stop.”

      Damon’s almost black eyes fluttered, and he seemed to come out of a trance-like state.

      “I’m okay, Daddy, you got here in time.”

      Damon’s shoulders slumped in relief, and then he was on his phone speaking Dutch so fast I couldn’t keep up. He clicked his phone shut and opened his arms to me. I crashed into him on my good side, holding my arm with my opposite hand.

      A flood of tears came while Damon worked to soothe me. A few minutes later, the police arrived, and behind them, an ambulance. The guy on the ground was just coming around, and the cops tossed him into their vehicle. One came over and shook hands with Damon, they had a quick discussion in Dutch, and then they left. I wondered if Damon had been so stressed out, he’d been reduced to his native tongue or if he didn’t want me to hear?

      The paramedic took a look at me and told Damon I needed a cast. “I’ll bring her. We’ll follow you back.” He threw my bike into the trunk of the car and helped me to carefully buckle in before getting behind the wheel.

      “Confession time, baby. I will give you all the cuddles and comfort you need, but I need the story first so I can have that animal dealt with.”

      I relayed what had happened from falling off my bike the first time. My rest at the windmill and my ride back. I told him the guy had been assigned as my partner by the leader of the tour, Mike. I finished with the details of my second fall and what the guy had said.

      As we drove to the hospital, Damon’s hands squeezed the steering wheel in a death grip. When we arrived at the hospital, the cops and my stalker were there too. He was in handcuffs, getting his broken nose bandaged. The last I saw before being wheeled away for an x-ray was Damon in a heated discussion with the cops.

      Two hours and one cast later, I was released with instructions to relax and hydrate. On top of everything else, I’d forgotten my water and was severely dehydrated. Damon was quiet when we left.

      “You can drop me off at my hotel. I know you have things to do,” I whispered quietly, not sure of what he was thinking or feeling.

      Damon gave me a look, and I quickly shut up, choosing to see where the cards fell instead of interfering.

      Back at his hotel, he picked up the phone and barked out instructions in Danish again. Why he was suddenly speaking in his native tongue was a total mystery to me. When he hung up the phone, He sat down on the couch and pulled me onto his lap.

      “Jules, I was so worried about you.”

      I snuggled into his chest and nestled my nose into the empty space between his shoulder and neck. He smelled so good, reminding me that I was dirty and sweaty.

      “You’re okay now, sweet girl,” he crooned. I sighed and sunk into the warmth and security he offered.

      “Thank you for coming to my rescue. Again.” I pulled my head up and gazed into his handsome face. “Are you mad at me? You keep speaking in rapid-fire Dutch and I don’t know why.”

      Something passed so quickly through his eyes that I almost missed it. I suspected that he was furious underneath his worry, but not at me, for me. His eyes had shifted from angry black clouds to his golden whiskey.

      “As far as my native tongue goes, I honestly didn’t know I was. But I have been known on occasion to do so when I’m angry. I am not angry with you. However, we will be having a discussion once I’ve nursed you back to health. There will be consequences for doing what you did. Typing while you riding. Ditching the tour and hanging back in a foreign country with no one around and then leaving to ride back alone without letting anyone know. Putting yourself in a dangerous situation yet again.”

      I winced on that last one. Damon was totally in the right for being angry. I could have handled that differently, and why didn’t I? Because I wanted to avoid a tongue-lashing, and now I’d earned a different kind of lashing, no doubt.

      “I’m going to feed you and bathe you, and when that is done, painkillers and to bed with you. Sleep is the best healer.”

      “But I’m not tired,” I whined.

      His eyes went momentarily dark before shifting to amber. “How about if I put us both to bed, and we can watch a show until you fall asleep.”

      “That sounds perfect, Daddy, thank you.” The doorbell rang, and a cart was rolled in. The waiter transferred everything from a tray to the table in the suite and quietly left, leaving the rolling trolley out in the hallway for our dirty dishes.

      Damon uncovered the multiple dishes, and I discovered burgers, fries, salads, and pies for dessert. Suddenly I was starved, remembering I hadn’t eaten since breakfast, and I dug in.

      “You’re awfully hungry.”

      “Uhuh,” I managed with a mouthful. I chewed and swallowed. “I haven’t eaten since breakfast, and that was only a granola bar.” Crap! I’d just given him more reasons to tan my backside.

      “Uh, please disregard that last outburst. Just pretend I never said a word.”

      Damon laughed. “You think that’s your only tell? It’s a good thing you decided to not be a lawyer, Jules; you don’t have the face for it.”

      “What does that mean exactly?” I narrowed my eyes at him, unsure if I liked the direction this conversation was taking.

      “It means you can’t hide your thoughts; watching you is like reading a book.”

      “Do you mean you can tell when I’m lying? My parents never could, and I lied to them all the time.”

      Damon leaned back in his chair, observing me while he took a swig of beer. “And why is that?”

      I shoved a few French fries in my mouth. “What do you mean why? Because they were overbearing, and it was easy with all their attention on my brothers. I just did whatever I wanted and tried my best to be anonymous.”

      “So, you were a brat.”

      I took a swig of my Coke, not drinking beer with him because of the painkillers. Had I been a brat? I thought back on my growing years, mostly high school. I viewed it as survival mechanisms at the time, but had I been living as authentically as I had since meeting Damon, then maybe I could see it from his perspective.

      “You know it’s unusual to live as you do? Weren’t you ever naughty growing up?”

      Damon grinned. “All the time, that is how I recognize you, my naughty girl.”

      Why was it whenever he called me naughty, I wanted him to do dirty things to me?

      “So, you were a bad boy, and then what? You changed?”

      “Let’s be clear on our definitions. My version of naughty is self-discovery and finding my own path regardless of consequences, and yes, whenever I was caught, I paid. It just didn’t stop me. I was more like a freight train crashing through barricades.”

      I laughed. “Nice image.”

      “But you are full of naughtiness, and your habit of making bad choices has followed you into your adulthood. You need a firm hand to guide you, and I just happen to have one of those. Your bad behavior is like a siren’s call to my Daddy, and correcting you inspires me to no end.”

      That was a confession. The one I’d been waiting for to give him my heart. But I needed assurances. I needed to know if this was long-term before I gave him more than my body and obedience.

      “I need an answer to something before I’m willing to share my feelings with you.”

      “Ask away, Juliet.”

      “This thing between us, is it just because I offered you a reason when I fell on your lap on the plane? Or is it for a season, until things run their course, and then you’ll be off looking for a new naughty girl to discipline? Or, as long as I need the type of mastery you are offering?”

      Damon smiled, leaning forward and placing his elbows on the table.

      “No to all of the above. A Daddy is forever, Jules, and I don’t intend to ever let you go. You’re mine, now and always.”

      That was what I needed to hear. I wanted to pounce and cover Daddy in kisses, but I held back and instead told him how much he meant to me.

      “You’ve stripped me bare, Damon, and revealed to me what I’d been blind to, my true self. There is no other man or Daddy I want in my life. I don’t think another person could handle me and wake me up inside the way you have. I both want and need you as you are the addiction I can’t get past.”

      Damon stood up and reached out a hand to me. “Come, let Daddy feed that addiction of yours.”

      I took his hand, my heart racing, and let him lead me to the bedroom.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Ten

          

        

      

    

    
      Damon

      I ran a bath and filled it to the rim with bubbles. I gently placed my most prized possession in the tub and washed her body in soothing strokes. When she was clean and relaxed, I joined her, being careful of her one arm needing to stay dry which was resting on the lip of the tub.

      I leaned her back and cupped her perfect breasts, tweaking her nipples to hard points. Juliet moaned as she arched her back, pressing her breasts into my hands. I lifted her up and sat her down on my hard cock.

      Mewling like a kitten in this new position, Juliet leaned forward on her good arm while I fucked her slow and deep. Her wanton mewls quickly changed to moans as her warm sheath gripped my cock in the most intoxicating way.

      I pulled her to me so her back lay against my front. Pressing my feet against the end of the tub, I continued to fuck her deep, and with both hands free, one circled her clit, and one alternated between her ripe buds.

      “Daddy, please may I come?”

      “No permission required tonight, dirty girl. I want to feel you falling apart on my cock as I ride you.”

      And she did, screaming as an orgasm ripped through her. I kept a tight grip on her nipple as she came, and when the last of the spasms wore off, I switched to the other one and repeated the nipple torture, which had her falling apart in seconds and not coming down. Juliet had one orgasm after the other, each rocketing through her body with speed.

      The residual spasming and convulsions had a profound effect on my cock. I slipped out of her and pressed the head of my cock against her back hole. The water provided the perfect lubrication for penetration with all the bath salts I’d added.

      I slipped past the tight ring of muscle with ease. I continued the torturing grip on her nipples while I fucked her ass. The sounds coming from Juliet were more primal as she chanted, “Yes, Daddy, fuck your dirty girl.”

      I slid down in the tub to gain further purchase with my feet against the end. I thrust into Juliet’s tight little ass. She screamed, convulsing around my rod with her orgasm, squeezing my cock, and my climax hit me like a steam engine, and I popped my hips hard as I unloaded into her tight channel.

      I relaxed back down in the tub, leaving my cock in her ass.

      “I love you, Daddy. I love you so much.”

      “I love you too, baby.”
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      The next day we went to Juliet’s hotel. I paid for the final tab and then helped her pack her single luggage item. Next, I took her to my grandparents’ place and showed her my roots. My parents had also lived here for a time. The entire building was their legacy to their only progeny, me. The four-story, twenty-four-unit building had passed directly to me. As I kept my parents in comfort from the safe distance of Toronto, it made sense that I would inherit the place.

      “What are you going to do with it?” Juliet asked as she toured the large apartment. “It has a fantastic view of the canals. You could renovate it and sell it for big bucks, I bet.”

      I could indeed sell it for big bucks, and that had been my intention. To meet with a realtor friend and put it on the market. It was ready. I had used a service to clean out the clothing and food items long ago.

      “What would you do with it, Juliet?”

      She continued to stare out the large, almost floor-to-ceiling windows at the busy narrow streets and the bustling canal.

      “I would hang onto it. Renovate the suite and make it mine. Do upgrades to the entire building, sit on it for about five years and then flip it for quadruple what I could sell it for now.” She turned to me. “Or, just keep it and have a place to stay every time I came to Amsterdam to enjoy the spring.”

      She waltzed toward me, her eyes on fire. “I do like Amsterdam in the spring but wouldn’t mind seeing it in the winter, too.” She grinned, tugging on my tie until I lowered my head far enough for her lips to reach mine.

      Maybe that was why I hadn’t signed the listing yet because, deep down, I didn’t want to. Juliet had taken a sad past that I’d wanted to escape and changed the way I now saw everything. Amsterdam had changed for me during the week she and I had spent together, and I was less loath to be here.

      Her tongue dove into my mouth, and all thoughts of selling or not dissipated with the taste of her sweet lips. Grabbing the back of her head. I devoured her lips and pillaged her mouth until nothing but moans could escape. When I pulled back, minutes later, her lips looked red and swollen, her pupils dilated, and her pulse raced.

      I knew how to take this woman from zero to a hundred anytime I wished, and seeing her so turned on affected me profoundly. “We should go. You need to eat and rest before the King’s Day events really get going.”

      She tugged on my tie again. “I don’t want to go, Daddy. I want to stay at the hotel and enjoy our last night here. Besides, we can watch from the deck of the hotel.”

      I was surprised as she had talked about this being the big finale of her trip.

      “You won’t be in danger, Jules, if that is your concern. I will keep you safe.”

      “I know you will, but partying in the street and being packed in like sardines trying to find something to paint orange is no longer my idea of fun. I want to watch it with you, and well, maybe you could paint me orange. And maybe you could peel me open and take me like the king you are. That could be our celebration.”

      I chucked her chin gently. “I like the way you think, only your orange will be more like a blood orange, darker and richer in color, and your ass will be painted with my belt, and as I rub you in paint afterward, I will fuck you in every single hole.”

      Her only response was to groan. Grinning, I took her hand, and we left the past behind and made our way back to the hotel to celebrate new beginnings.
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      Juliet

      The trip back was as different than my flight to Amsterdam as it could possibly be. I was finally experiencing the pleasures first class offered… starting with the free champagne the attendant poured into my crystal flute. And, I was grateful for the cozy, spacious seats allowing plenty of room to adjust my position as I was squirming with a still sore ass from his belt.

      When we landed for a stopover at Heathrow, I had one place I needed to go on our three-hour layover.

      “Daddy, can we go to Terminal Two? I need to find that young woman and apologize.”

      He smiled. “That is an excellent idea, let’s go.”

      We walked by every café and eatery in Terminal Two until I found her. Daddy and I entered and sat down. She was running around, looking about twelve years old in her striped stockings and character shirt with her pixie haircut and Converse runners. I could never get away with it, but it worked for her.

      She came to our table with a big smile and then seemed to recognize me, her smile changing to a bit of a scowl.

      “Allo folks, what can I get you?”

      I glanced down at her name tag. “Do you remember me, Sunny?”

      She nodded.

      “I just wanted to apologize. I am so sorry for my behavior, bumping into you and blaming you for it. I hope you can forgive me.”

      She glanced from Damon to me, her smile returning.

      “Of course, I can. In fact, it seems like that little run-in had some positive ramifications.” She winked.

      The three of us laughed, and she took our order. When we were done, I gave her a hug, and Damon gave her a huge tip. We said our goodbyes and headed back to our gate for our return trip to Canada. Damon had upgraded my return ticket as well, and I had plenty of space for my broken arm.

      We boarded our flight to Toronto, relaxing in our first-class seats.

      “I’m proud of you, Juliet. It takes a big person to recognize where they are at fault and apologize the way you did.”

      I blushed, knowing I would never tire of his words’ positive effect on me.

      “Thank you, Daddy. I can’t wait to get home.”

      His eyebrows lifted in surprise. “Oh, and why is that?”

      “Because I still have a few weeks before the last of my schooling begins and then the rest of my life with the best Daddy in the world.”

      “Have you thought about what I asked, Jules, about moving out of the dorm and into my place?”

      “I have. Are you sure you want this? I mean, it is very sudden?”

      “Juliet,” he growled low, so only I could hear.

      I giggled. “Just kidding, Daddy, of course, the answer is yes.”

      Damon chuckled. “You just love getting into trouble, don’t you, my sweet?”

      “I love being over your knee. The world makes sense from that angle.”

      He let out a loud laugh. “You have a unique perspective. That’s just one of the things I love about you.”

      “Oh yeah, and what are the others?”

      “Too many to name, but striping that ass is definitely at the top of my list.”

      “Daddy?”

      “Yes, Juliet?”

      “In case I forget to say it later, thank you for everything. I had the best time ever.”

      “Is that another Pretty Woman reference?”

      She giggled. “It is.”

      We settled back in our seats with our drinks.

      “Juliet?”

      “Yes, Daddy?”

      “Thanks for saving me.”

      I rolled my eyes. “Seriously, Pretty Woman again?”

      He chuckled.

      “And you saved me right back,” I finished.

      

      
        
        THE END
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            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      Sophie

      “That’s that.” Jared turned, one eyebrow arching as he collapsed into the seat beside me. “There are no flights in or out of here tonight.”

      “But what about Lucy?” Anxiety clutched at my insides.

      “Call her and explain.” His blue gaze fixed on me, stirring the butterflies in my tummy the way it always had. The way he always would. “We’ll be out there as soon as we can.”

      “I know, Daddy.”

      Excitement bubbled as I mouthed the final word. All these years we’d been together, all the thousands of times I’d called him that and even now, an added rush of exhilaration filled me whenever I did so in public. There was still something illicit about it, especially when it referred to Jared.

      His lips twitched as, no doubt, he sensed my discomfort. He’d always reveled in my mortification. It had been one of the things that had drawn us so tightly together. “Go on, then.” He reached for the phone in my hand. “Call her.”

      Nodding, my attention darted to the device, and unlocking it, I found my daughter’s name. I pulled in a deep breath as I held the phone to my ear, listening to the ringing tone. Lucy had been so excited when we’d made the arrangements for the trip. It was her first semester at college in Boston, and I’d been desperate to see her from the first moment she’d left the country. Watching my babies grow had been a joy, but letting them go was much harder than I’d imagined.

      “Mum?”

      I smiled at her eager tone. She wasn’t my baby anymore, but I was so damn proud of her.

      “Hey, Luce.” I glanced toward another table of stranded passengers. The terminal was crammed with dismayed travelers, but in the first-class lounge, things were calmer. The money here bought calm in catastrophes. Every man and woman could afford the disruption. “Bad news, I’m afraid.”

      “Is everything okay?”

      I heard the concern in her voice and immediately regretted the way I’d presented the news. “Yes, we’re fine,” I reassured. “But we can’t travel tonight. The weather here has brought everything to a standstill.”

      “Oh, for God’s sake. Bloody Britain. We can’t cope with anything!”

      “I know.” I chuckled at her disdainful tone. It reminded me how much I’d missed her, the usual pang of grief simmering just below the surface.

      “When can you fly instead?”

      “We don’t know,” I admitted. “Depends on the snow here, but you know Jared will have us on a flight as soon as it’s possible.”

      My focus flitted to the man who would take care of things, the man who had torn into my life and changed everything.

      “I know,” she replied.

      Despite everything, I’d been surprised by how well he’d got on with my children. They still had a good relationship with their dad, which I was grateful for, but the dynamic had always been easy with my new lover. Of course, though, they were still thankfully oblivious to the real origins of our relationship.

      “How is he?”

      I smiled as my gaze met his. “He’s good. Want to say hello?”

      “Sure.”

      I could hear the gratitude in her tone. I’d never been strapped for cash, but I didn’t deny it was Jared’s wealth which afforded luxuries like first-class travel. “Okay, here you go.”

      Thrusting the phone in his direction, I bit my lip as one dark brow cocked again. Jared had been using that gesture against me for so long I should be immune, but somehow, I never was. He opened doors in my soul I just couldn’t close. His lips curled as he took the device from me, his fingers grazing mine.

      “Hey, Lucy.” His gaze lingered on me as he spoke. “I know, it’s typical, but I promise to have your mum with you as soon as it’s safe. Think you can hang on until then?”

      He paused, eyeing me intently as she replied, and responding to his scrutiny, I squirmed in my seat. I’d never met a man like Jared before. He was a force of nature who’d blown into my life and disrupted everything I knew.

      “Yeah.” His grin widened, the glint in his eyes salacious. “I’ll take care of her until then.”

      “Jared.”

      I mouthed his name, blushing at the innuendo even though there was no one to witness it but him, and he had put me through far worse.

      “Okay, we’ll keep in touch. Make sure you take care until we get there, okay?” Reaching for my hand, he squeezed it tenderly. “I’ll put her back on.”

      I took the phone from him, desperate to lean into his warmth, but conscious that my little girl was still on the line.

      “I’ll let you know as soon as we have a new flight, darling.”

      “Okay.” This time there was no hiding the disappointment in her tone. “I miss you.”

      “I miss you too, Luce.” I blew out a breath, suppressing the swelling emotion at her confession. “But we’ll be there soon.”

      “I know.” She sniffed. “I can’t wait to see you.”

      “Same.”

      I glanced away from Jared’s knowing gaze. He’d permeated every part of my life, but my children had always been the deal breaker. I could never give them up, and I’d made that clear. My relationship with Jared had bloomed in the years since we’d committed to being together. I had given him my body, heart and soul, but if Lucy or Billy needed me, I’d drop everything to be with them.

      “I’ll see you soon.”

      “Okay, Mum. Love you.”

      “I love you, too, Luce.” I wiped the impending tears from my eyes as I ended the call. I hated how sad she’d sounded.

      “Hey.” Jared caught the device as it slipped from my hand, tugging me closer. “We’re only delayed, Sophie. We’ll be there soon.”

      I nodded against his shirt, burying my face into him. Christ, I adored his aftershave, the scent of the cologne igniting a thousand sensual and debauched memories. “I know, I’m sorry.”

      “Wanna get out of here?”

      I tipped my chin to meet his gaze. “Where can we go, Daddy? All the local hotels will be booked out with people waiting to travel, and—”

      Pressing his finger gently to my lips, he halted the flow of words. “Listen to the question, little girl. Do you want to leave?”

      I pulled in a shaky breath around his digit, the tension twisting inside my tummy finally soothed. That was Jared’s power, his ability to assuage whatever the provocation. Over the years, I had come to revel in his strength in the times of crisis. I’d never known I wanted to be taken care of until he’d come along and demanded to take the role.

      “Yes, please, Daddy.”

      His thumb stroked the side of my face. “Then you’ve got it.”

      Lifting his free hand, he signaled to a member of the staff. I snuggled into his body heat, enjoying the rhythm of his heart as he greeted them and rattled off our list of requirements. Daddy was in control. He was always in control.
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      Jared

      It would be hours until a flight was available, and I’d had enough of Heathrow for the foreseeable future. Holding her close in the back of the taxi, I watched the airport disappear in the rear-view mirror. I could have chosen one of the five-star hotels on site, but those places reeked of Heathrow, of the stress and dismay it brought, and we needed to be free of it. I wanted Sophie to be free from it all.

      “How far away are we staying, Daddy?” She glanced at me anxiously, whispering as if there was something forbidden about the question. I suppressed the urge to laugh at her awkwardness. How she could be embarrassed about addressing me after all this time was amusing.

      “Not far,” I reassured. “I know you want to be close, but I need to be out of here for a while. My travel agent will get us booked on the first available seats and since we have this unexpected break in our program, I have something important to talk about.”

      She tensed at my side, her wide brown eyes meeting mine in the half light. “Is something wrong?”

      I couldn’t resist my smile. Tormenting Sophie was just too much fun and it always had been. Reaching for her face, I brushed my hand over her soft skin. I’d never felt this way about a woman before, never wanted to stay for more than a few days, let alone years. Sophie was my addiction, and as I’d told her repeatedly, I would never give her up.

      “I don’t know, beautiful,” I teased. “Is something wrong?”

      Her cheek heated beneath my palm. “I-I don’t think so, Daddy.”

      She seemed less concerned that the driver might overhear her this time, her attention fixed solely on what was on my mind. Naturally, she had good reason for unease, history providing a reminder of all the delicious punishments I could contrive when she broke my rules. Luckily for me, Sophie had learned to love most of them.

      “You’re sure?”

      There was nothing for her to worry about, but I adored the way she writhed beside me. If Sophie thought she was in trouble, she’d be even more attentive to my needs, and by the time I devoured her, she’d be wet and pliant. My cock swelled at the tantalizing thought.

      “I…” Her voice trailed away, her breathing ragged. “I think so.”

      “Then you have no reason for trepidation.”

      I left it at that, deliberately dangling the premise of penance over her even though I had no intention of delivering on it, unless she did something to merit it in the meantime.

      The idea cementing in my mind had been formulating for months, but our delay had presented the perfect opportunity to make it real. A flicker of excitement ignited inside, but I extinguished the flame quickly. It was too soon for elation. Too early to celebrate.

      “Here you are, sir.” The driver pulled in front of the hotel, getting out of the vehicle to unload our luggage while I readied his cash.

      “Thanks.” I thrust the wad of notes at him, grabbing our bags as I motioned for Sophie to go ahead.

      Entering the foyer, I was relieved to see most of the other passengers had chosen the easy hotel options, leaving this one relatively empty and relaxed.

      “Good evening, sir.” The guy behind the desk smiled politely. “Do you have a reservation?”

      “I called ahead,” I explained, reaching for my wallet. “The name is Saunders.”

      “Ah, yes, Mr. Saunders. A reservation for two?” His gaze slid to Sophie at my side.

      “Yes.” My arm slipped around her protectively.

      “The Royal Suite is available as you requested.”

      “Good.” I gestured to our suitcases. “Can you have these brought to us? Plus, I’d like a bottle of your best red wine and an aged whiskey delivered to the suite.”

      “Of course, sir,” he answered, taking my credit card and entering the details into his system. “Here’s your key.” He slid the keycard across the desk in my direction. “Please take the elevator to the sixth floor.”

      “Thank you.”

      Retrieving my cards, I turned, grabbing Sophie’s hand as I navigated to the elevator. The sooner we got to the room, the sooner my plan could unfold. I hadn’t envisaged this scenario, but it seemed as if the universe was presenting me with the perfect chance, and I had never been one to turn down an opportunity.

      Sophie was mine in just about every way possible. Soft and strong in equal measure, she was an astonishing lover and had become my best friend. There was only one outstanding loose end to tie, and I intended to tether it tonight.

      “Daddy?”

      I met her inquiring eyes when the elevator lurched into life. “Mmmm.”

      “I wanted to say thank you.” She tucked her hair behind her ear, my balls tightening at the shy smile she offered.

      “For what, little girl?”

      My entire world revolved around her now—exactly the way I wanted it. I had moved heaven and earth to have her by my side, and since she’d allowed me back into her life, I’d relished every second of the adventure.

      “For this, the airport lounge, the flights…” She shrugged. “For all of it.”

      “It’s only money.”

      I laughed, relaxed in the knowledge it was true. Our lifestyle had been kindly funded by my useless fucking parents—and they were long gone—elusive figures from my past who barely troubled me. The money was mine now, and I wanted to spend it on her, on us, on the life we would enjoy together.

      “I know.” A fresh bloom of heat engulfed her face. “But it’s more than I’d have had, and I know you’ve spoilt me and the kids over the years.”

      “I only spoil the people I love.” I tugged her closer. “Those who deserve it.”

      “I’m still grateful.” She panted as my palms ran an invisible line over her curves on route to her face. Capturing it between my hands, I steadied her.

      “I appreciate your gratitude.” I skimmed my lips over hers, desperate to claim her again but knowing that wasn’t all I wanted from tonight. I could fuck her any time I wanted, but this had to be just right.

      “Is it okay to admit something?” The warmth of her breath washed over me, goading the growing flames of desire.

      “Always.” I gripped her chin gently in my fingers. “I always want honesty, you know that.”

      “You’re scaring me a little tonight.” Her weight shifted from one foot to the other. “You seem agitated since the flight was delayed.”

      I smiled, happy she knew me so well. Sophie really was everything I ever wanted. My living, breathing fantasy. I’d never been one for gods, but I thanked my lucky stars I’d been able to persuade her to take me back. I knew our genesis hadn’t exactly been conventional.

      “Daddy?” she encouraged as the elevator chimed for our floor.

      “Do I?”

      I bit back on my laughter, guiding her out of the cubicle. I knew it was cruel to goad her this way, but heaven knows, it was always so much fun. Making Sophie squirm had become my life’s mission.

      “Yes,” she responded, twisting to meet my gaze as I steered her toward the suite.

      I rarely stayed in hotels anymore, but once upon a time I had frequented them, inviting a variety of women to join me. That version of me was lightyears from the Jared I was now, but he’d taught me what I liked at these establishments. Always pay for the most expensive suite and expect the best, because I’m worth it.

      Waving the keycard in front of the panel, I pushed the heavy door open to reveal our base for the night. A ball of apprehension knotted at the thought of what else would play out, but I pushed it down. Sophie wouldn’t benefit if I was full of tension. My role was to ease her woes, not heighten them—unless, of course, I was doing so for my pleasure.

      “After you, little girl.”

      Drawing her lower lip between her white teeth, she wandered past me, flicking on the light in the entranceway to reveal the huge suite.

      “Wow.” Craning her neck, she took in the vast expanse of space. “Do we really need all this for one night, Daddy?”

      I moved behind her, snaking my arms around her waist. “You deserve this every night, baby.”

      Sighing contentedly, she twisted to face me as the door slammed shut. “You’re too kind to me.”

      “Is that right?” I murmured, my cock growing at her proximity.

      We both knew that wasn’t true. I could be a cruel and malicious bastard when it suited me, and Sophie knew it better than most.

      My hand rose to her tresses, tugging her blonde hair back to reveal her neck. Arousal surged as she ceded, her throaty mewl burgeoning my excitement until it clouded my thoughts. “Are you sure about that, little girl?”

      “Jared.”

      My name was a gasp on her lips, the sound swirling through the air as my fingers tightened.

      “Please, tell me what’s on your mind. I know there’s something.”

      “I will,” I assured her, drawing her forward to meet my lips. Crashing into her, my kiss was punishing, taking what I wanted without worrying about her permission. “Just as soon as you’re naked and attending my needs.”

      “Now, Daddy?” A fierce blush bloomed on her face. “But our bags haven’t arrived and—”

      “Yes, Sophie.” Relaxing my grip, I righted her. “Start stripping right now.”
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      Sophie

      I hadn’t seen him like this for a while. I sensed an urgency in his body language, a new, unspoken longing in each lingering look and caress, but as he growled the order, anticipation swelled in the pit of my belly.

      In so many ways, Jared wasn’t the same creature who’d captured and tormented me. The same one who’d taken me from my children and kept me as his captive when I begged for freedom. He’d evolved into a different man, a respectful man who worshipped me every inch as much as he liked to denigrate. The day I’d accepted him back into my life and into my bed had changed everything. With my divorce behind me, Jared became my opportunity for a bright new future. A new world of devotion with my old oppressor. Even to me, that didn’t make much sense, but it had felt so right, being back with him, in his arms, in his house, the old familiar scent morphing from apprehension to allure.

      “Sophie.”

      I tensed at his tone, the devil in his eyes making me scramble to obey. “I-I’m sorry, Daddy.”

      Sliding off my shoes, I started working on the buttons of my blouse, pausing with the knock on the door. My gaze slid to his, waiting for his command.

      “Keep going,” he instructed as he turned, wandering back to the entrance. “I want you naked by the time I’m done here.”

      Heart racing, I skipped out of view toward one of the huge couches, shrugging the fabric from my shoulders before I released the clasp at my trousers. I used to loathe my post-pregnancy body, despise my tummy and the way I could never tame it, but being with Jared had changed all that. He’d spent many hours working on my insecurities, forcing me to watch myself as he made me come, encouraging me to love every inch of my body the way he did. I turned at the sound of an unknown voice, vaguely aware of the conversation at the door as I slipped my bra and panties to the carpet below. By the time I heard it close, I had already sunk to my knees, legs slightly splayed and head bowed—just the way he liked me.

      “Good girl.” He placed a tray of drinks down on the nearby table and turned toward me.

      Pulling in hot ribbons of air, I felt myself bloom at his praise. Jared was like the sun. I could live without him, but I never wanted to. I always wanted the warmth of his time and attention. I didn’t like how cold the world became without him.

      “Though I would have preferred you out in the open. You have no reason for shame, Sophie.”

      “No, Daddy.” I nibbled my lower lip, a bad habit I employed when I was nervous.

      “But I realize I never stipulated where you should wait.” He closed the distance between us, ruffling my hair with his fingertips. “So, I won’t punish you.”

      My heart pounded faster at the reprieve. The penance sounded better than it should, confirming what was already obvious—despite my disappointment about our delays, I was horny as hell and frantic for him. I could tell something was different. There was something on his mind, but it didn’t quell my longing. I craved Jared the way I always had. Our desire was as necessary as the oxygen my lungs breathed.

      I watched under my lashes as he moved to the tray, opening the wine and pouring two glasses before he collected his whiskey. He strode past me, settling on the black couch to my left.

      “Come here.”

      I caught sight of his finger beckoning me in my peripheral vision, and shifting onto my knees, I crawled in his direction, preening myself against the fabric of his suit. A facet of me still couldn’t understand how this strange intimacy placated me, how I yearned for the chance to sit naked at his feet after a long day, but I’d learned to ignore the confusion. Perhaps it made no sense to want to submit to his demands or to call him Daddy. Maybe it never would. I no longer dwelled on the why, only relishing the how and when. Jared’s touch was incomparable, and I had to have it.

      “I know this isn’t the way we imagined tonight.” Once more, his fingers rose to my hair, smoothing it down my face before holding me against him. “I know you wanted to be on your way to Lucy.”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      In truth, I wasn’t fully tuned into his words, my focus at the caress of his hand, on the solace of his touch. There was nothing like it in the whole world.

      “But I don’t want this to be a wasted evening.”

      Looking up, I glimpsed him swirling the liquor in his glass, his expression thoughtful.

      “No evening with you is wasted, Daddy.”

      I’d never heard him speak this way before, and I couldn’t suppress the gnawing doubt that something was wrong—there was something he wasn’t telling me.

      “You’re right.” He chuckled, lifting the glass to his lips. “I didn’t mean it to sound as crass as that.”

      I waited as he sipped at his drink, fighting the rising waves of paranoia at my core.

      “I only meant I have another purpose for tonight.”

      “Oh.”

      I leaned into his hand, wishing he would just stop talking and command me. I had come to recognize that once we were alone, it was always what I waited for, an order to silence my busy mind, an instruction to focus and soothe me.

      “You look beautiful.” His fingers grasped my chin, lifting my gaze to meet his eyes. “As always.”

      “Thank you, Daddy.”

      There it was, that irrefutable visceral connection sparking electricity between us, that same passion that had convinced me to make strange, illogical choices and never look back. Jared fulfilled needs in me I didn’t even know I had until he swept me from my suburban nightmare and forced me to my knees.

      “I’d like to braid your hair or force that wonderful pacifier gag into your mouth.” Smiling, he laughed, lifting his glass into the air in some impromptu toast to my degradation. The muscles of my sex clenched at the torrid imagery he described. “But we hardly have time.”

      “I can plait my hair, Daddy,” I offered, my fingers rising to my hair as I shifted in my place.

      “No.”

      I hesitated at his terse tone, my hands falling to my sides.

      “Another time, but for now, you can be Daddy’s footrest while I think.”

      My brow furrowed at the order, not because I didn’t understand or want to comply—I’d relished the objectification before many times—but because I knew it wasn’t what he truly needed. In this headspace, I existed only to give him that which he craved. Anything less felt like failure.

      “Why am I waiting, little girl?”

      I met his knowing eyes, our gazes locking for one protracted moment.

      “On your knees. It’s time to give Daddy what he wants.”
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      Jared

      I breathed in the intoxicating aroma of the whiskey as Sophie settled into place. Her face flamed with embarrassment, head falling as she waited, her bared skin the ideal place for my weary feet. I’d taken to using her this way most evenings, once my other needs had been satiated, especially when I wanted to relax. There was nothing as flawless as my little girl on her hands and knees, ready to be my footrest.

      Placing my shoes lightly on her back, I let out a sigh. “This is more like it, isn’t it?”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      I knew she despised the treatment, almost as much as the adapted highchair I had made her eat meals from, but I also knew how damn wet they made her. Taking a sip of my drink, I watched as she shifted her weight between her palms, her knees inching wider to absorb my weight.

      “Keep still, little girl.”

      I swirled the remaining liquor, smiling as she struggled in silence. I’d meant what I said; it would have been glorious to have plugged her mouth with the pacifier while I used her, but I didn’t have the will to search through the luggage in pursuit of it now. Better to improvise, to demean her however I could and enjoy the results.

      I didn’t know where all my proclivities originated, but I did know few things aroused me as much as witnessing an attractive woman writhing with pain or mortified misery. I was a sick bastard, but I was a lucky one, too—one who’d found a willing partner to play his twisted games.

      “I’m sorry.” Panting, she lifted her head, her lower back dipping in response.

      “What is it?” I tutted as she wiggled her hips, disturbing one foot, then the other. “A footrest should be still and quiet.”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      “One more infraction and you’ll be over my knee for a spanking.”

      A part of me wondered if that was what all of this was about. I usually evaluated her performance daily and all transgressions were discussed and suitably punished. Perhaps my little girl was just missing the structure and sting of my palm? She did bloom under my guidance.

      Her head fell forward again, tension knotting in her shoulders until the building pressure tugged at whatever remained of my heart. It was endlessly fun to make her suffer, but she was also my responsibility—the woman who had captured me every inch as much as I had seized her. I owed it to her to be caring as well as callous and she had always commanded the ability to lure me away from darkness.

      “Sop-hie.” I employed that sing-song tone I knew she loathed. “What’s wrong, little girl? Why can’t you settle?”

      “Oh God.” She heaved in a shaky breath.

      “Do we need to talk?”

      Large, frightened eyes met mine, the gesture forcing my feet from her back altogether. “Is that what you want, Daddy?”

      Leaning toward her, I gripped the back of her neck, compelling her closer on her knees. My lips twitched at her anxious expression. She was absolutely scintillating.

      “It is now, little girl. You should be able to manage my feet for a few minutes in the evening.”

      “Jared.” Her shoulders fell forward, her countenance crumbling. “I don’t understand. You said something was on your mind earlier. Are you angry with me? Have I done something wrong?”

      Placing my glass on the nearby table, I slid to my knees in front of her. “Now why would you think I was angry?” My hand massaged her nape. “You’re my good girl, aren’t you?”

      “Y-Yes, Daddy.”

      I pressed myself into her beading nipples, reveling in the softness of her skin and her tantalizing scent. “Then you have nothing to worry about.” I halted her welling tears with my thumb. “Though Daddy is going to spank this cute little backside for not being an adequate footrest.” Reaching around her body, I squeezed her arse roughly.

      “Yes, Daddy.” She swallowed, but I noticed the way some of the tension eased from her shoulders.

      “In the meantime, let’s talk.” I slid back onto the couch, the fistful of her hair I’d grabbed serving to encourage her to follow. “What’s on your mind, little girl? Lucy?”

      Experience had taught me if Sophie was ever out of kilter, her children were often responsible.

      “No, Daddy.” Straddling my thighs, she settled on top of me.

      “Then what?”

      “You.” Lifting her chin, she met my eyes.

      “Me?”

      I wanted to laugh at the admission. Had all of this performance really been about my change of tack? Had my own trepidation about this next leap in our relationship inadvertently caused her agitation? Playing with the loose strands of her hair, I already knew the answer. We were so aligned, one mood would unintentionally impact the other.

      “Yes, Daddy, you seem…” She hesitated, as if unsure of the right words.

      “What?”

      “Distracted?” she offered in the end.

      “Distracted?” I supposed she was right. “Well, yes, as I mentioned, there is something I want to talk to you about.”

      “Really?” Sophie’s brow creased. “What’s wrong, Daddy?”

      “Nothing’s wrong.” Resting my forehead against hers, I breathed her in. There was something captivating between us, always had been. Something that defied logic and reason. Something magical. “Actually, there’s something I want to ask you.”

      My heart hammered faster as I swept her from my lap, helping her back to the carpet before I fell to one knee in front of her.

      “Daddy?” Her voice was a breathy mewl as I reached into my pocket. Time protracted as I felt for the small box I sought.

      “You know I adore you, Sophie.” Capturing her honeyed tresses in my fingers, I inched closer until my suit grazed her bare skin. “You know I have right from the start.”

      “It didn’t always feel like adoration at the beginning, Daddy.” Her brow rose as her eyes flickered closed, responding to my stiffening digits.

      “Yes, I was a little gung-ho back then.” I chuckled, recalling all the depraved things I had made her endure, the binds and punishments, the endless mind-fucks and how I’d tracked her down when she’d run.

      Sophie and I had been through a lot. More than most couples ever experienced in a lifetime, but I had no regrets and I prayed to numerous gods I didn’t believe in, that she didn’t either.

      “That’s one way of putting it.”

      “Hey,” I teased, towering over her even though we were both on our knees. “Watch your tongue, little girl. You’re already due a spanking.”

      Her lips curled at my goading tone. “You wanted to talk, Daddy.”

      Damn it, she was right.

      “Come here.”

      My mouth skimmed over hers and I considered just stretching her out and screwing her. I always wanted her, felt the compelling tug between us. Life had become a wonderful mix of Sophie and trying to make sense of what little else remained.

      Pulling in a deep breath, I made her wait, just as I always made her wait. Even though it was my pulse quickening with anxiety, my pride on the line—I couldn’t help myself—I was still in charge.

      “I want to give you something.” I drew away, watching her reactions carefully.

      “A present?” She caught her lip between her teeth.

      “Yes.” I hesitated. “If you want it.”

      “What is it, Daddy?”

      My heart pounded as I pulled the box from my inside pocket. When I purchased the piece, I’d envisioned a wonderful beach at sunset, or perhaps a Michelin-starred restaurant, but as I clutched it between us, nothing had ever felt so right.

      “Patience,” I murmured, meeting her inquisitive gaze with a smile. “I have to ask you a question first.”
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      Sophie

      I swear my heart stopped beating, my attention falling to his hand and whatever was trapped inside. I was like that object—ensnared by him from the first moment.

      It had made no sense to want him, to be so drawn by the things he desired, and it made even less to consider leaving my husband because of it, and yet, looking back, it all made perfect sense.

      Jason and I had been on the rocks for years before Jared came along. My abduction had just been the catalyst for divorce, for me to deal with the issues that had been staring me in the face for so long. I had my Daddy to thank for that. I might never have had the strength to walk away without the trauma of what he’d put me through. Jared had made me stronger than I knew I could be. He pushed me lower than I ever thought I could go but was there ready to lift me up afterward. Even when I’d walked away from him, got into my car and pulled out of the parking lot, certain I would never look back, he was there. Daddy was always there, commenting in the back of my mind, taunting me with the desires only he could feed.

      Staring at his hand now, it was all clear. It had always been him. Ours was the relationship that should never have existed and should certainly never have lasted, but kneeling here, I knew there was no one I would rather be with. No one else I would ever kneel for.

      “Sophie.”

      My focus rose, our eyes locking as he released the tension in my hair. “Yes, Daddy.”

      “I’ve wanted to do this for a long time.”

      My heart raced as his fingers relaxed, revealing the small jewelry box waiting on his palm. “Wait.” My gaze flitted between his face and the box. “What does this mean?”

      “I already told you.” He grinned as he shook his head. “I have to ask you a question.”

      “Okay.” My throat dried, time lengthening as mesmerized, I watched him slowly open the box.

      “Sophie, you are more than I ever wanted.”

      “Oh God.” I caught sight of the ring sitting inside, the huge stone dazzling in the light.

      “More than I expected and absolutely more than I deserve.”

      Breath ragged, I forced my stare from the rock to his face. He was unnervingly relaxed, as he always seemed to be.

      “Jared?” I could scarcely force the word out.

      “I’m not done yet, baby.” Smiling, he lifted one finger to my lips, silencing me as he’d done so often.

      “I know I haven’t always been kind to you.”

      His expression shifted as if he was remembering some of the depraved acts he’d forced on me. Certainly, I recalled them, each one burned into my psyche for all time, but they hadn’t been enough to deter me. Nothing was ever enough to stay away from him for too long.

      “I haven’t always been fair.” His finger shifted from my mouth. “But I’ve worked hard to change things between us, and since you came back to me, I think you’ve been happy.”

      Was that a question? I hesitated, trying to decide if I should respond.

      “Have you?” The faintest glimmer of paranoia flickered in his gaze. “Are you happy, Soph?”

      As if his question snapped me out of whatever hypnotic hold he held over me, I relaxed, reaching for his face. I so rarely ever had permission to hold him, to offer my own caress, and running my fingertips through his soft stubble, I felt myself coming alive.

      “I’m so happy.” I smiled, crushing the box between us as I pressed myself against him, my arms sliding around his neck. “No one makes me feel the way you do, Daddy.”

      Reaching around me, he smirked, my audacity no doubt only forgiven because I’d chosen this moment.

      “I haven’t finished yet, little girl.” One delicious eyebrow cocked as he eased my arms from around him. “Though I’m very pleased to hear you’re happy.”

      My gaze fell to the ring box in his hand and for the first time, I noticed a slight tremble as he lifted it toward me.

      Oh God! I couldn’t quite believe what was happening. He was going to ask me to marry him. Meeting his eyes again, I knew it was true, but somehow, it seemed unfathomable. Jared—the man who’d kidnapped and taken me from my family, the same man who’d wooed and treasured me—was going to ask for a lifelong commitment. My throat dried as he blew out a breath.

      “I can’t imagine any sort of life without you at the center of it, Sophie.” He placed the box at my knees, pulling the metal from it and lifting it between us. “That’s why this is the right thing for us. You’re mine in virtually every way and now I want to make it official.”

      “Oh God.”

      “You know I’ve only ever wanted you to call me Daddy.” He chuckled, breaking some of the tension heightening the atmosphere around us, but I sensed tears brimming as the ring rose into my line of sight.

      “I love you, Sophie, and nothing would make me happier than to have you as my wife.”

      “Oh God, Jared.” My hand rushed to my mouth, blocking whatever whimper threatened to escape in response.

      “I was kinda hoping for a yes.” That old familiar glint shone in his eyes. “But, after all the times I’ve made you suffer, maybe you want to reciprocate?” His brow rose. “I can’t say I blame you.”

      “It’s not that,” I assured him, though he was right—he fucking deserved it after all the years of upset he’d caused. “I just can’t believe it, Daddy.”

      “I know.” He laughed lightly. “Who would have seen this coming?”

      “Jared.” I pressed a kiss into his jaw, leaning into his heat. “Are you sure?”

      “Little girl.” His free hand rose to my nape. “Do I often do things without thinking them through first?”

      “No, Daddy.” There was little doubt about that. Jared was the most tenacious, determined man I’d ever met. That was both his appeal and aversion.

      “This might be the only time you get me on my knees, little girl.” His fingers tightened at the back of my neck. “Do you have a reply for me or are you going to make me wait?”

      I wanted to laugh at his question. “As if you’d allow me to make you wait, Daddy!”

      “True.” Leaning forward, he rested his forehead against me. “So, what’s your answer? May I see if this ring fits you?”

      Glancing down, I took in the look of the ring again. It was like something out of royal engagement.

      “I’d love to marry you, Jared.”

      A part of me couldn’t believe I was saying it. After everything, he’d put me through, after extricating myself from Jason, the last thing I ever thought I’d consider being again was anyone’s wife. But this was Jared. All the normal rules didn’t apply, and he was correct—there was no future I wanted that didn’t involve him. Aside from my children, he was everything, and after wrestling so long with the fact, I was finally at ease with it.

      “I just didn’t think you wanted this.”

      “I never did.” Drawing away, he reached for my left hand and lifted it. “Until you.”

      Meeting my eyes, his gaze smoldered.

      “Is that a yes, little girl?”

      Excitement bubbled in my belly as I finally allowed myself to smile.

      “Yes.” I laughed at the admission, as though a million shards of anxiety had just fallen away. I was finally free. Finally liberated to live the life I chose rather than one based on someone else’s expectations. It was a greater high than the exhilaration of escaping him, greater than the joy of our reconciliation. “Yes, I’ll marry you, Jared.”

      “About fucking time,” he muttered, but his tone was playful as he lifted the ring to my finger. “May I?”

      “Please, Daddy.”

      Electricity crackled between us as he slipped the band over my knuckle into place. It fit perfectly, as I expected. Jared never did anything without covering all his bases. There was no way he’d have left the size to chance.

      “Do you like it?”

      “It’s beautiful.” Gazing at the sparkling gem, my eyes widened. “Is it a diamond?”

      Not that it mattered to me, but I’d never seen anything like it before.

      “It is.” He tilted his head as we both took it in. “A four-carat pink heirloom.”

      “Jesus, Jared, it must have cost a fortune.” I moved it closer to examine it. “It’s too much.”

      “Not for you,” he promised, lowering my hand gently before he embraced me. “Not if you truly like it.”

      “I love it.” Wrapping my arms around him, the tears I’d held back for so long finally won their battle. “Thank you, Daddy.”

      Cradling my head, he held me as the wave of joy flooded my senses.

      “Thank you, little girl.” Flattening down my hair, he gazed at me. “Thank you for showing me what I never had. Thank you for showing me the things money can’t buy.”

      I swallowed as his thumb lowered to wipe away my tears, kissing the digit when he presented it to me. Overwrought with emotion, I couldn’t ever recall feeling so cherished before.

      “There’s my girl,” he purred. “I’m going to spend the rest of my life showing you how grateful I am.”
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      Jared

      She trembled in my arms, panting as I held her against me, and cradling her head, a sense of repletion washed over me. This was what it had all been about. All the trauma of my youth, the repulsion I’d felt for my parents, the misplaced faith I’d had in too many people who’d let me down—it had all driven me to this moment. Sophie had brought me to my knees, she’d made me testify and accept a side of myself I’d previously dodged. I doubted I would ever really change, but for her, I would try. I would always seek to be a better version of myself—the best Daddy I could be.

      “Hey,” I whispered, ruffling her hair gently as I rescued more tears. “You told me you were happy.”

      “I am.” She sniffed, managing a small smile. “I just never expected this tonight, Daddy.”

      “Neither did I,” I confessed. “I was planning to propose during our trip, but the delay presented the opportunity for something a little more impromptu.”

      “I’m glad.” Straightening, she wiped the remaining tears with the heel of her hand.

      “So am I.” Climbing from the floor, I settled back on the couch, meeting her gaze. “But there’s still the matter of the spanking you’re due.”

      She gulped, nodding as she fell to all fours in front of me. “Yes, Daddy.” Her voice had taken on that seductive edge I relished. “I deserve it.”

      My cock leapt at the admission. “Yes, you do, little girl. Want to tell me why?”

      Naturally, we both knew the reasons, but it was always gratifying to hear them said aloud; an acknowledgement of why she merited the punishment.

      “I wasn’t a good footrest, Daddy.”

      She glanced down coyly, but I still noticed the smile at her lips. Sophie relished her place ever since she’d embraced her role as my little girl. In fact, in many ways, I’d seen her blossom since she’d accepted her love of submission and learned to trust me. The days of her resistance were over. Now, if I told her she deserved to be punished, there was usually an eagerness to her response that I appreciated as much as the deed itself. Her willingness to give herself over to me was mesmerizing.

      “That’s right.” I signaled for her to crawl to the edge of my seat. “It’s been a long day, little girl, and Daddy deserves to rest his feet at the end of it.”

      “Yes, Daddy.” She lifted her gaze to meet my eyes. “You’re right and I’m sorry. I was concerned about what you had to say, but now I realize I was silly to fret.”

      Leaning forward, I reached for her wonderful face, grazing my thumb over her heated skin. Soon, her delectable arse would be hot under the sting of my palm, but I would never take these moments of intimacy for granted. This instinctual connection was the foundation for our whole relationship. Without it, we were nothing.

      “You never need to worry, Sophie. Do you remember why?”

      “Because Daddy will take care of me.” The smile on her face was irresistible. “I know that now.”

      “I hope so, because I swear I always will.”

      “Thank you, Daddy.”

      “Come on, then.” Drawing away, I patted my lap. “Up for your spanking and because you’ve been a good girl and admitted your infraction, Daddy will only use his hand.”

      This had become a common theme, the threat of my belt usually enough to muster Sophie’s confession before I had to demand it.

      “Thank you.”

      I waited, watching her nibbling her lip as she climbed up beside me, her delicious breasts enticing while she waited for my command. Intentionally, I paused, reaching for my drink and taking an unhurried sip as she remained in place. The ring I’d given her may be a new addition, but nothing about the dynamic we’d established would change. I would always be her Daddy and my word was law. Stretching my neck, I swirled the remaining whiskey around the tumbler, smirking as she squirmed beside me.

      “Impatient for your punishment?” I asked, glancing her way.

      “A little, Daddy.” She licked her lower lip. “I want to make it up to you.”

      “Oh, you will,” I promised, placing my glass down. “Are you ready?”

      “Yes.” She nodded and I noticed the way her nipples beaded under my scrutiny. She was more than ready.

      “Over my lap.”

      Sophie climbed over me, dangling her tempting breasts as she settled into place. I could never understand her insecurities about her body. In all my years, I’d never met anyone who more closely met my idea of flawless, but still I knew despite my best efforts, she harbored the anxieties deep down.

      “Why are you here, little girl?” I ran my palm over her cooling skin, making a mental note to wrap her up and turn up the heat once the penance was concluded.

      “Because I let you down, Daddy.” There was no hesitation from Sophie, only that delightful inclination to cede—to give me what I needed.

      “Daddy needs a footrest in the evenings.” Lifting my right leg, I forced her hips to rise, her knees splaying as she attempted to steady herself. “And that is your job.”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      Was that desire in her voice already? Glancing down, I noticed her eyes had fluttered closed, her hands settling in the small of her back where I liked them without any prompting. Arousal burgeoned at her surrender.

      “We understand each other, then.” My hand rested at her behind, squeezing the orbs roughly as I contemplated them.

      “Yes.”

      “You know what to ask me, then.”

      I always demanded she beg for the spanking. It was the icing on top of her rather gorgeous cake and excitement surged as we waited on the precipice of the dessert.

      “Please will you spank me, Daddy?”

      She delivered the words as beautifully as always, my cock only hardening further at her frantic whimpers.

      “Yes, little girl.” I’d never been happier to deliver on any promise. “I will.”

      My palm rose before I finished talking and I brought it crashing down hard over her backside. Sophie gasped, her body tensing at the impact.

      “Number it.”

      “One, Daddy.” Her eyes flickered open momentarily, meeting mine. “Thank you.”

      Glee bloomed at her breathtaking capitulation. She was everything I’d been waiting for my whole fucking life.

      Spanking her again, I rained down swats in fast succession, not giving her time to catch her breath.

      “I hope you’re keeping count.” My tone was wry as I rubbed her reddening skin. “Because I have been.”

      “Yes, Daddy, that was two, three, four, five, six, seven and eight. Thank you.”

      This time I angled my palm lower, intentionally catching her pussy and as expected, her sex was wet with need.

      “Looks like my little girl is wet and ready for me.”

      “Yes, Daddy,” she swallowed as her face colored. “That was nine, thank you.”

      “You like having your naughty bottom smacked, don’t you?” I peppered her flesh with fresh spanks, alternating cheeks and intensity, never permitting her to settle into a rhythm.

      “Yes, Daddy.” Her voice was strained. “Thank you.”

      “How many?” I barked, slipping one finger over her smooth sex. I kept her bare, insisting I shave her myself.

      “That’s eighteen, Daddy.” She moaned as my finger filled her before easing away, slowly pumping in and out of her contracting channel.

      “Very good.”

      I rewarded her with a second digit, fucking her idly while I reached for my drink. Swallowing down the alcohol, I willed composure. I couldn’t come apart too soon. I had to take care of Sophie’s needs first.

      “Oh God, Daddy.” Her hips rose, inviting me deeper as I eased from her glorious sex.

      “Not yet.” My tone was stern, conveying a displeasure I didn’t feel as I struck her prone backside again. “Your spanking isn’t done.”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      She choked back her yearning as I swatted her over and over, her expression morphing from pained to that sense of satiation I lived to witness. Sophie had found solace in the onslaught—it was another skill I’d conditioned her into over the years—and soon she was lost to the routine, submitting to my palm and blindly reeling off the answers I wanted.

      We reached number fifty-five before I paused to check her rosy skin. Heating under my palm, Sophie had taken much worse, but I hadn’t been lying earlier—it had been a long day and we’d both need to rest before our flights were rearranged.

      “Five more, little girl.”

      I couldn’t tell who sounded more disappointed as she acknowledged my decision, me or her.

      “Yes, Daddy.” She ground her clit against my leg, a guttural mewl escaping as I spanked her sex.

      “Enough of that,” I warned. “You’re not coming without Daddy’s permission, and this is still your punishment.”

      “Y-Yes, Daddy.” She sighed, bracing herself for the final few strikes.

      I delivered them hard and fast, my cock ready to burst by the time she named the sixtieth swat.

      “Thank you, Daddy.”

      “You’re welcome, little girl.” I helped her to her haunches, guiding her back to the carpet as I rose to my full height. “Daddy has something else for you now.”

      Gazing up at me, she licked her lips as I released my eager cock.

      “What do you say?”

      “Please, Daddy.” She eyed my girth hungrily. “May I have your cock in my mouth?”

      Fuck. I squeezed my eyes closed at her breathy plea. If I didn’t control myself, this could all be over fast.

      “You may. Hands behind your back.” I angled my crown at her lips as she complied, groaning as she accepted my hard length.

      “Fuck, Sophie.” Grasping her hair, I shoved my shaft into her throat. “You feel so good.”

      Opening for me, she was the perfect vessel as I filled her, lapping at my length when I eased away, though my cock never left her lips. I watched her devour me, guiding her backward and forward until I couldn’t take any more.

      “Open for Daddy,” I commanded, yanking her head away just in time to pump a thick coating of my cum between her parted lips. The high was staggering as I emptied my load, but the best of it was Sophie aroused me so much, I knew it wouldn’t be long before I was hard for her again.

      “Lick me clean, baby.” I caressed her hair as she obeyed, cleaning my shaft and balls as I caught my breath. “Good girl.”

      “Thank you, Daddy.” She smiled below me, still covered in my deposit and unthinkingly, I wiped it from her chin and offered her my finger.

      Sophie wrapped her lips around my digit, cleaning my fluid from it.

      “Ready for your pleasure now, little girl?” My tone was sardonic. I already knew how fucking turned on she was.

      “Yes, please, Daddy.”

      “Okay.” I offered her my hand and helped her climb to her feet. “But first, let’s have a glass of wine. We have a lot to celebrate.”
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      Sophie

      My head spun as he guided me to the table and the two glasses of red wine he’d poured earlier. So much had happened since then, so much passion and intensity had been exchanged and yet, as he handed me the glass, I acknowledged how grateful I was, how I’d never been more contented.

      “Thank you, Daddy.”

      “Thank you.” He clinked the edge of my glass. “Let’s drink to us and to married life.”

      Married life. I thought I’d left all that behind me. Marriage had once become a curse, a terrible bind I could no longer be a part of, but as with everything, Jared had altered things. I’d had no idea he’d wanted more, wanted a deeper commitment than the incredible relationship we already shared. It only went to show I still didn’t know everything about the man, and instinctively, a shiver of anticipation raced along my spine.

      “Are you cold?” He leaned closer, one palm skimming my tender backside.

      “No, Daddy.” Only horny.

      I didn’t vocalize that final sentiment, but I’m sure it burned in my eyes, his curling lips assuring me he understood.

      “To us.” I lifted my glass, aware of his gaze falling to my beading nipples. “I still can’t believe you want to marry me.”

      “Marry you?”

      His voice washed over me the way it had done a thousand times before, the deep resonance connecting with my frantic clit. The spanking had aroused me more than ever. It always did, but my heightened emotions enhanced each sensation.

      “Of course, I want to.” He guided the glass to my mouth, tipping the wine to meet my lips. “Don’t you think I’d have married you from the start if he hadn’t have got there first? Don’t you know every fiber of me burns for you, Sophie?”

      Swallowing the wine, I allowed him to steer the glass away. He placed both back down behind him before his attention returned to me in a heartbeat.

      “I don’t know what to say.”

      “Yes, you do.” His gravelly purr reverberated as his arms snaked around me. “Life with me is not complicated. You know what I expect.”

      I knew it all too well, the weight of expectations was dizzying, but I had to admit, even if only to myself, he had changed. Jared was no longer the monster who’d captured me with no regard. He was a part of my life, my family and he understood that the only way to really keep me happy was to allow me freedom.

      “Jared.”

      “Uh uh.” He shook his head, arching his damn eyebrow in a gesture he knew drove me wild. “Not now, little girl.”

      “Daddy.”

      I clawed at his forearm, unsure why I was suddenly unsteady on my feet. I’d only had a sip of wine and hadn’t touched another drop all day, but that was the effect he had on me. Jared was more intoxicating than any liquor I’d ever tried.

      “Better.”

      His features relaxed as I gave him what he wanted. Even after these years, I still didn’t truly comprehend his need for the term, but I did know its power. I never thought I had a Daddy kink until I met him, but submitting to his every dark fetish had taught me I was wrong. Or perhaps it wasn’t the fact he was my Daddy, maybe it was only him—I had a Jared fixation, and I always would.

      “There’s a beautiful rug over there.” He motioned behind me. “I want you sprawled out on it ready for Daddy’s tongue, but first, I want you to fetch your hairbrush.”

      The butterflies in my belly stretched their wings. “It’s packed in the luggage, Daddy.”

      “It’s in my hand luggage.” His tone was knowing. “By the front door.”

      Releasing me, his focus slid to the location, and without needing to be told, I fell to my knees. He’d want me to crawl there. He always expected me to demonstrate submission when we were alone, and pressing my palms into the carpet, my head fell as I headed for my destination.

      “That’s good, little girl.”

      I smiled at his praise, conscious of how happy it made me. Jason had never paid me much attention, and I never knew I reveled in the affirmation until I found myself under Jared’s scrutiny. It was another way he’d crashed into my life and changed things.

      Lifting my chin, I realized his hand luggage was just ahead of me and pausing, I rose to my knees and opened the leather case.

      “It should be just inside.”

      I tensed at the sound of his voice, a reminder that he was always watching. As with everything in our relationship, this was a test. A wonderful, scintillating test which would either find me rewarded or punished depending on my performance. My heart raced at the tantalizing thought. Life was never dull with my dark Daddy.

      “I see it, Daddy.”

      “Good and do you see your princess plug?”

      I hesitated, my muscles clenching at the question. Searching past my pink hairbrush, I spotted the silver butt plug. It was only a few inches long with the prettiest jewel at the base, but it was what the thing represented that caused such anxiety. Jared wielded the plug against me whenever it suited him, expecting me to wear it on command, and damn him, but it always left me wet with desire. I was addicted and I didn’t know why.

      “Yes, I see it.” I drew in a calming breath, already knowing what he would instruct.

      “Bring them both to me, little girl.”

      Grabbing both, I gulped back my growing excitement and turned back to him. I held the plug in my hand, while the handle of the brush slotted between my teeth as I began the crawl back to his shoes. Of course, it was a humbling experience, but we’d both come to know how much I fucking adored being demeaned by Jared.

      “Just look at you.” Pulling up a dining chair, he grinned at my approach. “You’re making Daddy hard again.”

      It was impossible to smile around the brush, but God knows I would have if I could. Reaching his shins, I offered him the plug before waiting like a well-trained little pet with the brush between my teeth.

      “Good.” He placed the dreaded plug on the table by our wine glasses. “Thank you, Sophie.”

      My grip relented, permitting him to take the hairbrush, and I watched as he unwound the thin pink ribbons from the handle. “Turn around and sit between my legs.”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      I complied gladly, kneeling between his thighs as he started work on my hair. Jared had always liked to brush and arrange my hair, and I’d discovered that while I didn’t always like the end results, I quite liked the process, too. His focus was buoying and I knew I came alive under his attention, however debauched it may be.

      “There.”

      I imagined the satisfied look on his face as he secured the final ribbon.

      “I think I’m getting better at this.”

      I smiled—after so much practice, his skills should certainly have improved.

      “Let me see, little girl.”

      I shuffled to face him, aware my face was burning with embarrassment as it always did when he treated me like a child, but I couldn’t resist indulging him.

      “Fuck, you’re gorgeous.” He smirked, leaning forward to tease my nipples. “Onto the rug now.”

      He drew away, sipping from his glass as he waited for my obedience and there was no choice but to cede. It was what I did, after all—how this dynamic worked. I yielded and he dominated. I’d never known how out of alignment my life was until Jared came along and provided the balance.

      Crawling to the soft rug, I waited on all fours, my pulse quickening as I heard him moving behind me.

      “Your arse is a lovely shade of pink.” He laughed. “Very pretty. Are you still horny, little girl?”

      Was he joking? I was so fucking hot I might burst into flames at any moment! “Yes, Daddy.”

      “That’s what Daddy likes to hear.”

      He was right behind me now, the volume of his voice louder than before but I didn’t dare to glance back and meet his gaze. This was all part of the test. He’d be waiting for my error, and it would be judged as impertinence. I leapt at his touch though it was only the lightest caress at my hip.

      “Onto your back,” he commanded. “Daddy needs to eat your sumptuous pussy.”

      Panting, I scrambled into position, leaning back just in time to lock eyes with him. He rose between my thighs like a dark god, unbuttoning his shirt before rolling up his sleeves.

      “Arms above your head, little girl.”

      I struggled to catch my breath as I forced my wrists into position. The man was so damn fine, his body every inch as muscular as it had been when he first took me.

      “Do you like what you see?”

      My sex clenched at his sexy simper. “Oh yes, Daddy.”

      Christ, I wanted him.

      “Want Daddy to pleasure you now?”

      “Yes, please.”

      My eyes fluttered closed as he settled into position, his hair grazing my inner thighs. I learned a long time ago what happened to little girls who took control of their own pleasure. Jared owned my orgasms and although it sounded crazy, the knowledge drove me wild with lust. I wanted them to belong to him, just like I did. He decided when I came, when I deserved to be teased mercilessly with no hedonism and when the possibility wasn’t even entertained.

      “God, you smell amazing.”

      I arched at the compliment, opening wider and pushing my hips to meet his hot breath. “Daddy.”

      I didn’t even know what I was asking for anymore. Jared disrupted my equilibrium to the point where I barely knew what I wanted.

      “Shhh.”

      I gasped as he breathed the word into my sex.

      “You’re going to get what you want, little girl. You’ve made me proud today.”

      A guttural groan escaped my lips as he lapped at the labia, my whole body tingling with need.

      “Oh fuck.”

      I mouthed the word as his tongue probed inside me, knowing he wouldn’t appreciate the profanity, but unable to control myself. Our connection was so magnetic, there was no stopping my reactions, no taming the wet, wild beast he awoke within.

      Writhing on the rug, I accepted more of him—wanted everything he had to give. The way he fucked my sex with his mouth before sliding north and nipping at my desperate clit, the way his hand rose to crush my nipples between his thumb and forefinger—I wanted it all and I sensed it wouldn’t be long before his ministrations pushed me right to the precipice and beyond.

      “Daddy.” I could barely get the word out. “Daddy, please. I need to come.”

      I ground my hips against his face, alive with the competing sensations and no longer caring how mortifying it should be to have to ask permission for pleasure. He’d been demanding it long enough that these days, it seemed totally normal to have to wait until I was allowed.

      “Not yet,” he growled, pinching my clit with his fingers until I yelped at the intensity. “You can beg much harder than that.”

      His face disappeared between my thighs once more, lapping at my frantic sex as if his life depended on it.

      “Oh God, Jared.” I squirmed, desperate to run my fingers through his lush hair but conscious of the fact I didn’t have permission for that, either. “Please, Daddy! Please let me come. Please, Daddy.”

      His dark chuckle resonated against my wet flesh. “Better. Go on.”

      “Daddy, please.” My hips rose again, seeking the sweet friction of his face as I teetered on the edge of ecstasy. Just one tiny push was all I needed. “Please let me come.”

      “Not until I say, little girl.” His voice was loaded with glee. “When you come for me, I want to make sure the neighbors feel it.”

      He clamped at my clit, ratcheting up the tension until I couldn’t take any more. I was losing control and was vaguely aware of the powerful pleasure sweeping over me. The sound of his dark laughter echoed as I exploded, intensifying the climax as I yelled for respite. Riding the thunderous waves, I jerked and twisted, but his strong palms held me down, keeping me just where he wanted me as I reached the stars. I had come apart, the helpless victim of his gratifying onslaught, but I’d done so without his consent.

      There would be hell to pay.
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      Jared

      Sophie was out for the count after her climax, her contented sighs all the warning I got before sleep claimed her. Worse than that, she had come without my permission, succumbing to the pleasure rather than fighting it. There would be consequences for her insolence when she woke up, another reiteration that Daddy made the rules and Sophie did as he bid, but I couldn’t be angry. She looked so adorable and had adapted to meet my demands as well as could be expected. More importantly though, she’d said yes, and as I lifted her onto the huge king-sized bed, she was wearing my ring.

      I smiled as I pulled the covers up to protect her, warmed by the strength of our connection. I had always been a self-satisfied son-of-a-bitch, but I knew a good deal when I happened upon one and Sophie was that deal—she was the sale of the fucking century—the best damn thing to have ever happened to me and soon, she would be my wife. Serenity swelled at the idea. It still seemed unfathomable.

      The buzzing in my pocket splintered my contentment, and hurrying from the bedroom, I pulled out my phone to see my travel agent’s number.

      “Do you know what time it is?” I whispered, collecting the princess plug and sliding it into my pocket. Reaching for my wine glass, I wandered to the huge window.

      “I thought you’d like to know about the first available, flight, Mr. Saunders?” His usual cocky swagger sounded hesitant. “I can call back if you prefer.”

      “No, go ahead.” I gulped back the fine vintage, acknowledging I had asked him to call whenever he had news. “We’re talking already. You may as well tell me.”

      “The first flight out tomorrow will be 11 o’clock.” He paused. “Assuming there’s no more snow before then.”

      Peeling back the heavy drape, I assessed the cold night as best I could. “It’s not snowing now.”

      “Right, and the forecast looks optimistic,” he agreed.

      “First-class?”

      “Of course, sir.”

      “Okay, go ahead and book us on it.” I glanced back to the bedroom door. “We want to be away as soon as we can.”

      “Understood, Mr. Saunders. I’ll email you the confirmations.”

      “Great, thank you.”

      I ended the call, sliding the device into my pocket as I drained my glass. I should join my wife-to-be for some well-needed sleep, but I was too bloody excited.

      She’d said yes. She’d said yes!

      The sentence ricocheted around my head, as if it were the answer to some lifelong riddle and in many ways, it was. Of course, I’d anticipated Sophie’s acceptance of my proposal. There was no plan B where she rejected me and stormed away. I would never allow that to happen again, but the notion that she actually wanted to spend the rest of her life with an arsehole like me exploded thousands of tiny fireworks in my brain.

      After so many years on the periphery, so much time not knowing where or even if, I wanted to fit in, I had found her, my reason to live and be a better man. With Sophie at my side, there would be no going back.

      “Daddy?”

      I turned at her croaky voice, grinning at the bed clothes she’d wrapped herself up in.

      “Is everything okay?”

      “You should be in bed, little girl.” I put down my glass and paced toward her, relishing the way she shrank back into the doorframe at my approach.

      “I’m sorry, I just woke up and you weren’t there.” Huge brown eyes met my admonishing tone, instantly melting my resolve.

      “I had a call from the travel agent.”

      “At this time?” She glanced around as if she’d inadvertently slept for the whole day and missed our flight. “Is something wrong?”

      “On the contrary.” I reached for her glorious hair, running my fingers through the honeyed tresses. The pink ribbons still held them in two pigtails, but they were rather more bedraggled than I’d left them. “We’re booked on another flight at 11 o’clock. We should be with Lucy for dinner tomorrow.”

      “Oh, thank God.” She visibly relaxed, leaning into my hand. “Thank you, Daddy.”

      “You’re welcome, baby.” I twirled her hair around my fingers. “I should put you back to bed, but then I think I deserve an explanation for your performance before you fell asleep?”

      I waited, watching as the pieces of the puzzle fell into place in her head, her beautiful eyes conveying the moment she remembered her faux pas.

      “Oh God, Daddy.” One small hand rose to cover her gasp. “I’m sorry. I came without your permission.”

      “Yes, you did.” I was pleased she’d recognized and admitted the error without further encouragement. “Want to tell me about that?”

      Taking her hand, I led her back to the bedroom. Turning up the thermostat, I closed the door and collapsed into one of the huge comfortable chairs.

      “You know your place.” I signaled for her to join me. “Lose the blankets. You’ll be warm soon enough.”

      A delicious pool of heat bloomed in her cheeks, but she allowed the bedding to fall to the ground without complaint, inching over to me before falling to her knees.

      “I’m sorry.” She gazed at me with imploring eyes, “I swear I didn’t come on purpose. I was trying to hold back, Daddy, but it was just too intense, I—”

      Her words died as she absorbed my hard, unimpressed stare. “I’m sorry.”

      “You said.” Leaning back, I folded my arms. “You lost control; you didn’t mean to.”

      “Y-Yes, Daddy.” Sophie had known me long enough to know when she was in trouble, and when she gifted me these chances with careless mistakes, she was in huge trouble.

      “You’re going to make it up to me, little girl.”

      “Yes, Daddy.” She rose on her knees, her breasts skimming my shins. “I want to.”

      “And it starts with another penance and your plug.” Shifting in my seat, I pulled the metal from my pocket. Her eyes were as wide as saucers as she acknowledged the thing.

      “Turn around, face down and arse in the air.” I leaned close as I snarled the instructions. “And spread those cheeks baby. Let Daddy see what belongs to him before he plugs it.”

      Heat burned in her face as she registered my words. “Yes, Daddy.”

      Her voice had dropped to a whisper, demonstrating what we both already knew—she loathed the plug, or at least, she said she despised it, but her body betrayed her real feelings each time I forced her to wear it.

      “Don’t make me wait,” I chastised. “It’s late and we both need sleep before we get on our plane.”

      Nodding, she shuffled around, displaying herself as I had demanded. Arousal soared at the sight of her. Whatever she said, Sophie had an incredible body and watching her submit to my will made her all the hotter. I waited as she reached behind and spread her arse cheeks.

      “I don’t have any lube, but the good news is, you do, little girl.” I grinned as I positioned the edge of the plug at her pretty pink cunt. I’d washed the metal myself and knew it was clean as I plunged it inside her. Her breathy grunt almost took my breath away.

      “That’s it,” I encouraged, pumping the plug in and out of her gleaming pussy. “Make it nice and wet. Your arse will thank you.”

      “Daddy,” she squeaked, but I ignored her entreaty, delivering a sharp swat to her right cheek.

      “That’s enough,” I warned. “Quiet that mouth before I find something that will.”

      Tugging the plug from her sex I lifted it into the air to find it coated with her juices. I smiled as I angled it at her rectum.

      “In it goes, little girl.”

      She moaned as I inched it in place, doing her best to relax her muscles and help me, but it made no difference either way. The plug was going in and there it would stay until I decided to replace it with my cock. She gasped as it slid into position, her breaths coming faster than before.

      “Stand up.” I swatted her more playfully. “Lean over and touch your toes.”

      “D-Daddy?” She glanced back at me warily as she rose from the floor, her ribbons lopsided as her gaze met mine.

      “Move it or I’ll increase your punishment.” I was tired of having to remind her of her place. It was getting late, and Sophie knew better than this.

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      She folded over herself, pushing back her hips and exposing her punished backside and the base of the jeweled plug. My cock leapt at the enticing sight.

      “Legs apart,” I ordered, rising from my seat. “I don’t want you falling over when I spank you.”

      “Again?” She sounded distraught.

      “Yes, again,” I snapped, running my hand over her glistening pussy and heated arse. “Unless you’d prefer to beg for my belt?”

      “No, thank you, Daddy.” Her response was immediate.

      “No, I thought not.” I would have laughed at her pitiful tone had I not been so painfully turned on. “So, do yourself a favor and stay in position. Daddy has to teach you that only he has the power to grant you pleasure.”

      My hand lifted from her flesh, and she drew in a breath as I swatted her prone cheeks. Bent over from the hips, Sophie had nowhere to hide, every inch of her stretched and exposed as my palm landed.

      “Remind me why you’re being punished, little girl?” My voice resounded around the bedroom.

      “I-I came without your permission, Daddy.”

      It sounded as hot as fuck when she confessed it.

      “That’s right.” My hand slammed into her bared behind again and I relished her pained expression as she absorbed the strike. “I thought I had taught this lesson, but apparently, you still lost control?”

      “I’m sorry.” Her voice broke as I spanked her again.

      “Thank you for your apology, little girl, but that is not what this is about.” I peppered her arse with numerous strikes, turning her already pink flesh into a dark fuchsia hue. “I need you to understand how disappointed I am when you disobey me.”

      “I do, Daddy.” She was struggling to stay in place, her fingers gripping her ankles with everything she had.

      “Not yet,” I assured her. “But you will. This spanking will show you and every time you sit down on the plane tomorrow will remind you. Your. Orgasms. Belong. To. Daddy.”

      The blows intensified as I reinforced the point, my hand landing around the base of the plug, sometimes catching the edge and shoving the thing deeper inside her tight channel.

      “Daddy!”

      My hand paused at her pained appeal, rubbing over her reddening skin. “Hmmm?”

      “Please, I do understand, and I swear I won’t ever come again without your say-so.”

      Glancing down at her tear-stained expression, I sensed she was close to the edge. She was weary—we both were—and neither of us had expected another round of punishment tonight.

      “You’ll pay homage to Daddy tomorrow when you’ve had more time to consider this and tell me what you’re going to do to ensure your compliance.” I leaned down and pressed a chaste kiss on her tender flesh. “If you can’t come up with a suitable suggestion, Daddy will be forced to control that clit with a chastity belt.”

      “No, Daddy, please.” She was crying openly now, the thought of the belt that would deny her pleasure while still allowing me access to all her delicious holes, apparently too much. “I’ll be good, I promise.”

      “We’ll see.” My smile grew as I helped her to straighten. “You have a wonderful rosy backside, Sophie, and I’d like to see it while I get ready. Go and stand with your nose against the wall and hands behind your back. Daddy will enjoy the look of you before he takes you to bed.”

      She panted as she moved away, one furtive glance in my direction the only response she dared make. Cock swelling, I watched her settle into position before I went to fetch my hand luggage. Our delay was transpiring to be even better than I’d hoped.
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      Sophie

      Clenching around the plug, I closed my eyes. Jared had left the room, leaving me alone and exposed, but he’d still expect me to remain in position and God help me if I moved. I wasn’t sure my arse could take another round of retribution tonight. I’d only stirred when I realized he wasn’t beside me, but as soon as I reached the door, the weight of my dilemma landed. I recalled the mistake I’d made and knew he’d make me pay.

      All things considered, Daddy had gone easy on me. He’d used much worse punishments in the past, but that was the point—we’d transitioned into a smoother rapport, and I wasn’t as used to his never-ending forfeits as I was once. The woman who’d been bound and made to submit was very little like the one who was here by choice—the one who’d just agreed to become his wife.

      My heart rate spiked as that thought resonated. He’d proposed and I’d said yes. I fiddled with my new ring as my breathing accelerated. What would it be like being married to Jared? Would he be different, more protective? Was that even possible?

      “Very nice, little girl.”

      I tensed, my eyes flickering open as I heard him stride back through the door, even though I was still in position.

      “I like seeing your punished bottom on display for me. Keep that nose against the wall.”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      I might never understand why it turned me on to play his game, why calling him Daddy and doing as he commanded made me so wet and happy. I supposed a large part of me had stopped worrying why after I’d invited him back into my life. All I knew was that I’d missed him, craved him and couldn’t conceive a world without his darkness. No doubt that made me every inch as depraved as he was.

      “What plans has Lucy made for us when we’re in Boston?”

      Wait, what? He wanted to have this conversation now? I’d been desperate to tell him about our itinerary for days, but he’d chosen this special moment of excruciating humiliation to clarify? My lips curled, easing some of the tension away. Of course, he had. This was Jared. Nothing he did was by chance.

      “A little sight-seeing, Daddy.” I panted as I tried to recall everything my daughter had told me. “But mainly just catching up.”

      “That sounds nice.”

      I heard drawers opening and closing behind me, but I didn’t dare turn to see what he was doing. I’d stay this way until I couldn’t stand anymore—all night if I had to—whatever it took to assuage his concerns about my impromptu orgasm. I didn’t want any friction between us when we landed in Boston. The time with Lucy had to be special and now we had amazing news of our own. Once again, my fingers shifted to play with my new ring.

      “It’s good for you two to have some time together.”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      My lower back was starting to ache, my glutes trembling as they bore the brunt of both the position I was forced to bear and the metal shoved inside me.

      “Don’t worry, I won’t dominate everything when we’re out there. I know you need some mother-daughter time.”

      My brow furrowed. I hadn’t even thought through how it would work when we landed. I had just been happy to see Luce again and pleased the man I worshipped could come with me. Plus, she had known him for years by now and we always downplayed our kinky behavior around the kids. I had few qualms about them spending time together.

      “What will you do, Daddy?” I stared at the navy wall directly ahead of me. “I don’t want to leave you out.”

      “I’ll be around.” He promised and once again, I had the sense he was moving behind me, striding from one side of the room to the other. “Don’t worry, I’ll keep an eye on you.”

      Pulling my lip into my mouth, I imagined all the delicious ways he was going to do that, my muscles clasping around the metal intruder once more.

      “And now you can start planning the wedding with Lucy.”

      I gasped to find he was suddenly right behind me, though I never heard his approach.

      “You can talk wedding dresses and table decoration pieces.” His hand grazed my thigh, squeezing my sore cheek before he patted the butt plug. “And all the while, you can be plugged and clamped to Daddy’s liking.”

      “Daddy,” I breathed, the word a reflexive moan.

      He was turning up the heat again, making me squirm while I waited for this penance to end. I couldn’t imagine having to endure those ordeals around my grown-up daughter. We’d always kept our sexual games separate from the children, initially from my insistence when we first reunited, but later because of habit. The idea of him penalizing or testing me in some way while she was around was far sexier than it should have been.

      “Hmmm.” He pressed his body against mine, maneuvering me in front of the full-length mirror hanging on the wall. Grazing my tender skin, his hands snaked around my body, and I watched as one reached for my breasts, massaging them roughly, while the other slipped between my parted legs. “What is it, little girl?”

      “I…” My voice trailed away as his fingers tweaked my nipples into tight little buds. It was enthralling to watch him take control. “I can’t imagine doing those things with Lucy around.”

      “Well, soon you won’t need to imagine.”

      Taking my weight, he eased me back, encouraging me to rest against his shoulder before his fingers slipped into my soaking pussy. I groaned as he filled me, my knees threatening to buckle as his palm glided over my clit.

      “Oh, you like that?” His tone was dry. “And what’s this? My little girl expects more pleasure even after the climax she so wantonly took without permission?”

      “No, Daddy.” But even as I gasped, I struggled to contain my hips, to prevent them from grinding forward and enjoying the friction his hand offered. Tightening around his digits and the plug, I felt full and needy.

      “You are a greedy girl.” He chuckled into my nape as his other hand tugged ruthlessly at my chest. “Greedy and dirty. What would your children say if they knew what a little whore their mother could be?”

      My head lulled back, my eyes flickering as his fingers fucked me faster.

      “What would they say, naughty girl?”

      “Oh, I don’t know, Daddy.”

      I knew he was only playing this game to torment me, but it was working and increasingly I couldn’t think, couldn’t focus on anything except the intensity of his rhythm and the growing passion at my core.

      “I think they’d be surprised.”

      That was an understatement. I’d learned to get off on the denigration he loved to deliver, but I couldn’t imagine being so exposed in front of my children.

      “Surprised to know you have a Daddy in your life and you love to kneel and serve him.”

      Christ, his fingers were sublime, fucking me into a frenzy every inch as much as his words.

      “Oh God!” Arching my back, I pushed my breasts into his hand, seeking the onslaught they offered as he took me close to the brink. “Daddy, please.”

      “Hmmm?” His wry tone suggested he knew precisely what effect he was having and was thoroughly enjoying himself.

      “Please can I come?”

      No part of me expected humility, especially after I had broken the rules earlier, but I had to ask—had to know if he would be merciful or if, as was his way, he would take me right to the brink and leave me dangling.

      “Please, Daddy.”

      “Come again?” The resonance of his breath danced at my neck. “After your recent infraction?”

      “Yes, please.”

      Once upon a time, I might not have recognized the needy mewl coming from my mouth, might not have accepted that he could push me so low—but not anymore. Now I knew exactly who I was, who my Daddy was and the real depths of our desires. He could take me down into debasement, and I would still get down on my knees and thank him. Jared saw the real woman in me, the one I’d denied for so many years.

      “Look at you.” The hand at my breasts rose to my throat, forcing my head back against him. “My dirty little Sophie.”

      “Daddy!” I was so close, so close to tumbling over the precipice, but I didn’t want to upset him again, couldn’t risk flying without his consent to soar. “Please.”

      I forced myself to concentrate, to not allow the sweet friction of his hand to goad me, to ignore the electricity passing through my system. I wasn’t coming again. Not unless he said I could and that wasn’t going to happen.

      “Fuck, I love you, little girl.” His fingers tightened at my neck, restricting my flow of air. “I love us.”

      “Oh!”

      Struggling for a decent breath, my brain told me to move, to fight him off, to get the air I needed, but my body overruled it instantly. Being here with him, like this, was everything and despite all we’d been through, I trusted Jared implicitly. I trusted him with my children and with my life. I wouldn’t do anything to deter him, and as my hand rose into his hair, I knew there wasn’t a thing I wouldn’t let him do.

      Jared twisted, gazing down at me as his hand held me firm to his chest.

      “I know what’s good for you, little girl.”

      “Y-Yes, D-Daddy.” I was pinioned not only by his hand, but by the power of the intensity in his blue, powerful eyes.

      “I know all of the things that make you who you are.”

      “Yes.” I bucked over his fingers, my desire crescendoing because he was right. No one had known me better. No one else had ever taken the time to even try.

      “Still need to come, little girl?”

      His grip at my throat relaxed a fraction, just enough for me focus on the sublime sensations he was creating.

      “Yes, Daddy.” Staring into those ocean eyes, I still had no idea if he would take pity on me or not, but I didn’t care. He would still be mine whatever decision he chose and deep down, I accepted it was his choice, not mine.

      “Go on then.” His mouth lowered, grazing over my lips as his palm skimmed my needy clit. Sparks flew in my head even as his digits constricted again. “You have Daddy’s permission to come, but I want you to watch yourself.”

      Shifting position, he directed my attention back to my reflection as his hands imprisoned me in his power and passion. I blinked at the woman in the mirror. Her flushed face and blonde hair were familiar, but I couldn’t place who she was.

      “Come for me.” He growled the words into my ear, the hand at my neck massaging my flesh as I writhed in his arms. “Come for me, little girl.”

      My final conscious thought as the pleasure burgeoned was how I couldn’t take any more. Any more pleasure, any more torment, any more of his intoxication, but as my body contracted, I knew it wasn’t true. I would take it forever, would always be ensnared by Daddy, so long as it pleased him. So long as it pleased us both.
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      Jared

      “Do you have everything you need, sir?”

      I turned at the flight hostess’ grating voice, forcing a smile. She was as heavily made-up and contrived as the ones in economy class, but at least she had offered us complimentary champagne.

      “Yes, thank you.” I glanced to Sophie, fidgeting in her seat by the window. “What about you, sweetheart? You seem uncomfortable.”

      I bit back on the snigger threatening to surface at my quip, her narrowing gaze confirming she understood my innuendo.

      “Yes, thank you.” Sophie’s tone was polite as she tried to settle. “I’m just looking forward to getting into the air.”

      “It shouldn’t be long now, madam.” The hostess straightened, her attention scanning the rest of the first-class section. “Do let me know if I can help with anything.”

      I watched as she tottered away, turning to meet Sophie’s gaze.

      “I can’t believe you said that!” she hissed playfully.

      “Why?” I shrugged. “It’s true, you do look uncomfortable.”

      “But you know why, Daddy.” Her voice lowered, though I had no idea why she was so worried about being overheard. We were two of only five passengers in the entire section.

      “That’s right.” I stretched back in my seat. “Because you deserved it.”

      Heat bloomed on her face.

      “That’s why you’re going to be plugged the entire journey and why your cute little arse is so sore this morning.”

      Sophie’s gaze darted around hurriedly, before she slid down into her chair. “Jar-ed.”

      She somehow managed to stretch my name into the longest two syllables I’d ever heard.

      “Yes, baby.” I smiled as I reached for my flute. We’d barely had time for much breakfast, and I was looking forward to whatever the chef was going to create once we took off.

      “Someone might hear us!”

      “What if they do?” I raised my voice intentionally, my cock twitching as I goaded her. “It’s not their business.”

      “I know.” She sighed, glancing out of the window. “Sometimes, I just can’t wrap my head around all of this.”

      “Traveling first-class, you mean?” I tugged her closer to me as I placed my drink down. “Because you deserve that, as well.”

      Leaning into the crook of my neck, she smiled. “I wasn’t thinking about that, but now that you mention it, I should thank you properly, Daddy.”

      I liked the sound of that.

      “You will,” I vowed, aware of how ominous I made the promise sound. “From now on, we both get what we deserve.”

      Though that was bullshit. A man as twisted as me should never have been blessed with a woman like her and I knew it. I’d spent my life taking what I wanted with no regard for the consequences, but she was undoubtedly my greatest acquisition.

      “Thank you.” She shifted to face me. “I mean it.”

      “You’re welcome.” The money meant nothing to me and pretty soon, it would belong to her as well. I wasn’t one for those pre-nuptial agreements. If we were making a lifetime commitment to one another, then we were all in and that meant sharing everything. Sophie would have a claim on all of it, but I wasn’t worried. She’d never be walking away.

      “You merit the best, little girl, and from now on, you’ll always have it.”

      “Not just for the flights.” Her tone was tentative. “For coming with me, for accommodating Lucy and Billy—for all of it.”

      I glanced down at her, recalling the woman who’d made her terms clear that sunny afternoon she’d come back to me. I could have her. I could make her my little girl and do all the debauched and delicious things with her I wanted. She would give me everything, make sacrifices to keep me by her side, but on one point, she would never compromise. Her children. My arm tightened around her as the plane started to move. Sophie would never jeopardize her relationship with her kids, and if I wanted her, I had to accept them as well.

      “You’ve got it,” I whispered, planting a chaste kiss into her soft hair. “You know that.”

      In truth, it hadn’t been such a huge effort. I actually liked her children, and over the years, I’d enjoyed watching them grow into young adults. Now that they’d finally flown the nest, it made our lifestyle considerably easier and meant we could play whenever and wherever we liked, but I never resented the time they were around. If I had Sophie, I had everything.

      “Those were the terms you set, and I agreed to them.”

      “I know, but…” She hesitated, one small hand pressing into my torso. “I’m just saying, I’m grateful. I know you don’t have children of your own, and it’s not always easy to understand if you’ve never experienced the pull they have over you.”

      My lips curled as she tried to explain. “You’re a fabulous mother, Soph.” Reaching for her, I ran my palm over her hair. “Watching you with them shows me a whole different side to you.”

      “Really?”

      “Yes, really.” Leaning down, I kissed her, not the usual demanding caress I expected, but a softer, more sensual intimacy. “And I’ve never found a part of you I don’t adore.”

      “I think you’re being kind, Daddy.” She blushed, blinking up at me. “But thank you.”

      “Kind?” I laughed. “Me?”

      “True.” She giggled, squirming in her seat. “I know it doesn’t always sound like you.”

      “You’ve spellbound me, little girl.” My tone was serious as I grasped her face in my hands. “That much is obvious to anyone who knows me. From the first time I found you, I could never let you go.”

      “Yeah.” Her brow rose. “I remember.”

      “Watch it,” I teased, pressing my temple against her head gently. “You made endless sacrifices for me. All I’m saying is, your children are the least I can compromise on to keep you by my side.”

      “I’m so happy, Daddy.” Her lips twitched. “I can’t believe it.”

      “Well, do.” Fuck, I wanted to take her into the washroom and join the mile-high club, but our absence would be a little obvious during take-off. “This is your lot, little girl, and soon you’ll be Mrs. Saunders.”

      “Wow.” She drew away from me an inch. “I hadn’t thought about it that way.”

      “Going off the idea now?” I joked.

      “Of course, not.” She giggled. “But it’s been a while since I was Mrs. anybody.”

      “That’s true, and the last time you were, some handsome swine came and swept you away.” I arched a brow, aware of how it affected her.

      “It wasn’t as simple as that, Daddy,” she murmured. “And you know it. Jason and I had been struggling for a long time. You just gave us both the excuse we needed to separate.”

      “I’m glad.” I made no bones about it. I’d never lamented a moment of my time with her. “You were always destined for me.”

      We shifted as the plane readied itself, its engines firing up in preparation for exertion. Settling back in our seats, she reached for my hand.

      “That’s a nice way of thinking about it.”

      “It’s true.” I glanced at her. “You were always mine. I just lent you to him to make your babies.”

      She laughed, inhaling as the front wheels left the tarmac. “Did you ever want children, Daddy?”

      “With my genes? God no.” My eyes closed, a picture of my incompetent parents bursting into my head. “Best my family line ends with me.”

      Her brow was creasing as my gaze flickered open. “I wish I could have met your parents.”

      “No, you don’t.” I squeezed her hand. “Take my word for it. You are definitely better without that trauma in your life.”

      “I’m sorry, I can’t imagine feeling that way.”

      “That’s because you’re a good mother.” I glanced past her as we rose through the clouds. “That wasn’t a problem my mum was ever burdened with.”

      Silence fell over us as she absorbed my words and my focus flitted back to the woman who had put up with my father’s behavior all those years.

      “Anyway.” I shook the ghost of my mother away. My history had haunted me for long enough. “Enough of that. The past has gone. I want to concentrate on our future.”

      “Me too, Daddy.”

      “In eight hours, we’ll be on American soil, and we can start planning our wedding.”

      “With Lucy?” Her tone was excited. “I didn’t know if that was something you said last night only to torment me.”

      “It was.” I smirked at the recollection of the hot, wet woman who’d writhed in my arms at my provocative taunts. I knew all about that version of my little girl—the one who liked to be tied, spanked and humiliated—but I also understood more about this other aspect of her, as well. I knew what she needed. “But that doesn’t mean it isn’t true. I want you to enjoy yourself and share this with her.”

      “Thank you.” She leaned closer, her tempting cleavage presenting itself to me as if it was begging for my cock. “I know we had a rocky start, Daddy, but I’ve never regretted my choices.”

      “I’m glad to hear it.”

      Ignoring the protests of my hardening length that insisted I should lead her directly to the closest private space, I cradled her face in my hands and brushed my lips over hers.

      “If you’re a good girl during the flight, perhaps you’ll be able to sit comfortably when we get there.”

      I just caught sight of the embarrassment engulfing her cheeks as I swooped to claim her mouth. Sophie wasn’t the only one who was going to enjoy our trip. I intended to relish every damn second.
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      Sophie

      “Lucy!” Emotion surged as I set eyes on her, my little girl all grown up as she bounded into my arms. “God, I’ve missed you.”

      “Mum.” She held me tightly, reminding me of all those nights when she couldn’t sleep and would creep into my bedroom seeking cuddles. “It’s so good to see you.”

      “How are you?” I demanded, looking her up and down when she drew away. “Are you eating properly?”

      “I’m fine!” She laughed, glancing past me. “Looks like you arrived in style?”

      I glanced back at the chauffeur unloading our luggage from the huge black car and watched as Jared directed the hotel concierge to take everything to the front desk.

      “Yeah.” My tone was apologetic as I turned back to my daughter. She’d met us at the enormous hotel we’d be staying at during our visit since her student accommodation wasn’t big enough. “Jared doesn’t do things by halves.”

      “I remember.” She smiled. “How are things with you two?”

      “Good.” I swallowed, suddenly conscious of the gigantic rock shining on my left hand. “There’s something I want to tell you actually.”

      “Oh God.” Her face blanched. “You’re not pregnant, are you?”

      “Of course, not!” I balked. “I’m far too old for all that, thank you!”

      “Thank God.” Lucy pretended to wipe the sweat from her brow. “Then what?”

      “This.” I lifted my hand between us, holding my breath as her gaze locked onto the engagement ring. “He asked me to marry him, and I said yes!”

      I couldn’t conceal my exhilarated tone.

      “Bloody hell, Mum.” Her gaze flitted from me, back to the ring. “It’s gorgeous.”

      “Yes,” I agreed, drinking in the pink jewel again. “It is.”

      “It’s what you want?” Her tone was solemn suddenly. “I mean, he makes you happy, right?”

      “Yes.” I couldn’t believe how mature she’d become. It wasn’t so long ago, I was having these conversations with her about her choice of men. “He does.”

      I glanced toward Jared in the foyer, smiling as he slid his hands into his pockets. He looked impatient as he waited to be checked in but was every inch the gorgeous enigma who had ripped into my life. “Do you like him?”

      Not that it would change my decision, but I wanted to take this opportunity to ask while we weren’t being scrutinized by the man himself.

      “You know I do.” She took my hand and squeezed it. “I always have.”

      “I remember.” A memory of the way Lucy had happily engaged with the man who’d abducted me when she was a child washed over me.

      “He has always been a little…” She paused, as if searching for the right word.

      “What?”

      “Intense.” Her lips curled. “But I got the feeling you liked that. He’s not like Dad.”

      “No,” I agreed. “He’s nothing like your father.”

      “Listen, if he makes you happy, I say go for it. You only get one shot at life, you know, Mum.”

      “When did you get so wise?” I teased, meeting her smile.

      “I guess I learned from the best.”

      “What’s this?”

      We both turned to find Jared smirking beside us.

      “Impromptu family meeting?”

      “Jared!”

      I watched as Lucy hugged him, my heart swelling. Things would have been so much more difficult if she or Billy hadn’t taken to him, but then, everyone who ever met Jared liked him. His charisma was all part of his weaponry.

      “Thanks for getting her here safely.”

      “Always,” he replied, his gaze flitting to me briefly. “Has your mum shared our good news?”

      “She has.” Lucy grinned. “Congratulations! You’re finally making an honest woman of her!”

      “Something like that,” he sniggered. “Do you have some time to help start the arrangements while we’re here? I know your mum is bursting to get going.”

      “When did all this happen?” Lucy turned, her glance moving between us both.

      “Only last night,” I admitted. I was barely able to wrap my head around the fast-paced events myself. “You’re the first person we’ve told.”

      “Wow!” she exclaimed. “Of course, I can help. I hope you’re going to wait for me to get over there before you tie the knot?”

      “We haven’t really thought about dates yet,” I started, sensing the heat growing in my face. Suddenly, I felt underprepared for the conversation. Jared and I hadn’t talked through any of the details.

      “Of course, we will,” Jared interjected with his usual smooth charm, his arm sliding around my waist. “We wouldn’t want you and your brother to miss it.”

      “I’m glad to hear it.” Lucy took my hand. “Come on then, I bet you have an enormous suite. Aren’t you going to take me inside?”

      “Sure.” I glanced at my husband-to-be. “Let’s go inside.”
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      “She seems happy.”

      Jared leaned against the panoramic window as I wandered back into the suite’s lounge. I’d just put Lucy in a taxi after feeding her and making arrangements for lunch tomorrow. I was so full of joy to see her again, to hug her again. Now I was truly complete.

      “Yes,” I concurred. “It’s great to see her.”

      He nodded, kicking away from the safety glass as he came to join me. “It’s lovely to see you so animated.”

      Reaching around me, one of his hands rose to my hair. “It reminds me of the way you used to be.”

      “What do you mean, Daddy?” The term came easily to me when we were in private.

      “That protective mama bear I first met.”

      I beamed at the recollection. “I guess you never stop worrying as a parent.”

      “She’s thriving.” His fingers shifted to the back of my dress, sliding the zipper down as he went on. “Any fool can see that.”

      “Yes.” Anticipation bubbled at the gesture, the dark twinkle in his eyes telling me what was on his mind. “You’re right, Daddy.”

      “I usually am.” One final tug persuaded the dress to pool at my feet and taking a step away, he offered me his hand and guided me out of the fabric. “It’s been a long time since you paid homage to your Daddy, little girl.”

      Nibbling my lip, my breath hitched as he slipped the straps of my bra over my shoulders.

      “Too long.”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      “Think you have the energy to do so now?” He cocked a brow at me. “I know we’re still running on UK time and haven’t slept much.”

      “I’d love to.” I meant it, as well. With Jared, it was never contrived. He understood me so innately, he recognized if my heart wasn’t in an activity and knew just how far to push.

      “Turn around then and bend over.”

      I complied before he could notice the burning embarrassment on my face. Even after all the years, I still found this a humbling experience.

      “How’s that arse of mine?” He swatted my cheeks gently as I settled into position. “Still nicely plugged?”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      Jared had taken pity on me and let me remove the metal intruder for a few hours during the flight but had insisted on inserting it again when we arrived at the airport. We’d received a number of curious looks from other passengers when we both exited the disabled cubicle.

      “Good.” Pushing my panties aside, he ran his fingertips over my swollen pussy lips. “I’ve been remiss in my duties. It looks as though you need a shave.”

      I gulped as one digit nudged my sensitive nub. “I can do it now if you like, Daddy?”

      “Let’s do it together,” he enthused, nudging past my lips and slipping two fingers inside me. “It feels as though we both have needs to attend to.”

      Catching my breath, I groaned at his suggestion. “Yes, Daddy.”

      “There’s a giant walk-in shower we can enjoy in the next room.” He eased his fingers from me, bringing them around to my face. “Suck.”

      I wrapped my lips around his digits unthinkingly, reveling in the act as the taste of my own arousal flooded my senses. The usual sense of being bereft washed over me as he removed his fingers, leaving me upturned and awaiting his instructions.

      “Stay there and let me warm up the shower.”

      I saw his shirt hit the floor as he paced away, my muscles clamping around the damn plug. God, I loathed it when he left me exposed like this, but who was I kidding? We both knew how horny the helplessness made me. Once upon a time, he would have bound me to ensure my compliance, but there was little need for fetters now. The real test was staying in place when there were no tethers—would I obey like his good little girl and still be here when he returned? My eyes fluttered shut as the question pinballed in my brain, but the answer was staring me in the face—yes—of course, I would.
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      Jared

      On her knees on the shower floor before me, Sophie looked incredible. Hair flattened by the torrent, hands pressed into the small of her back and lips parted wide, she swallowed as much of my load as she could, cleaning my fingers when I was satisfied.

      “I missed you,” I snarled, as I fisted her soaking hair.

      “I’ve been with you all day, Daddy,” she reminded me with wide, salacious eyes.

      “Okay, I missed fucking you.”

      She giggled and I grinned at her mischievous response.

      “Over onto all fours now. Daddy wants that plug out.” My cock, though only just satiated, stirred at the command, knowing instinctively what she was about to process. When I commanded the plug out in a huge hotel shower, it was because I wanted to replace it.

      “Yes, Daddy.” She flipped onto her hands and knees, wiggling her arse provocatively.

      “Need another spanking, little girl?” I shook my head, redirecting the stream of water from the waterfall to the side showerhead.

      “If you want to give me one, Daddy.” Her reply was immediate.

      “Oh, I want to give you one, all right.”

      By the time I’d edged between her legs, my erection swelled again, straining to be back inside her. Clutching the twinkling base of the plug, I tugged at the end.

      “Deep breath, Sophie. This is coming out.”

      Her hips stilled and I waited while she inhaled, easing the metal from her tight channel as she breathed out.

      “Good girl.” I held the plug under the nearby showerhead, cleaning it before I left it on the tile. “Are you ready for Daddy?”

      “I’m so ready, Daddy.”

      I smirked, settling on my knees behind her. Sophie was unrecognizable from the woman I’d captured all those years ago. That girl had been reticent about anal, whining about even the smallest plug, but this version of Sophie reveled in the act. It only proved what I already knew; I was one lucky son-of-a-bitch.

      “That’s what I like to hear.” Reaching forward, I grabbed a fistful of her sodden hair, forcing her head back. “Tell me where you want Daddy’s cock.”

      The organ was primed and nudging at her wet entrance as her gaze locked with mine.

      “Daddy.” She panted, wincing as my grip tightened. “Please may I have your cock in my arse?”

      Cocooning her body, I leaned closer, twisting her face to meet mine. “Yes, you may, but first it wants to explore your juicy cunt.”

      I thrust forward, impaling her with one smooth motion as her pussy hugged my shaft. I’d already shaved her sex and reaching forward, my fingertips traced over her smooth, wet skin.

      “Fuck, Daddy.” Sophie pushed back against me. “That feels so good.”

      I should have reprimanded her language, but damn it, she was right. The only time I ever felt truly complete was when I was inside her, wrapping myself round her and taking us both to the edge of heaven.

      Releasing her hair, I allowed her head to fall forward as I grasped her hips and slammed into her. Over and over, our flesh collided, her guttural moans only drowned out by the running cascade.

      “Fuck.”

      Pressing my palms into the tile either side of her, I withdrew, conscious of how close I was to coming all over again.

      “Daddy?” She glanced over her shoulder, brow furrowed.

      “Stay there.” I swatted her arse, sliding my cock from one sumptuous hole to the other.

      “Oh God.” Gasping, she pushed herself back, inviting me in, and angling my swollen head, I pressed gently into her dark channel.

      “Fuuuck.” My jaw clenched as she contracted around me. “Relax, little girl.”

      “Oh, Daddy.” Clawing at the shower floor, she gasped, and I waited as she compelled her breathing to calm. “Please fuck me.”

      “Your wish is my command, sweetheart.” I eased into her until my balls grazed the underside of her pussy. “Is that better?”

      “So much better, Daddy.” She rested her forehead on the tile as I withdrew, lunging inside and claiming her arse as my own. I plowed into her, gaining momentum as her frantic whimpers rose into the air. Steam filled the oversized cubicle, our passions colliding as my latest orgasm neared.

      “Sophie,” I snarled her name as I reached the summit, her sphincter squeezing the seed from my shaft.

      She was flat against the wet tile as I collapsed over her, my cock still lodged in her behind as we stretched out together. There had never been anything close to this with anyone else. I’d never known the fervor, the desire or the repletion.

      “Is that better, Daddy?”

      “So much better, little girl.” I slid from her heat reluctantly, leaning forward to kiss her mouth. “Come on.”

      Leaping to my feet lithely, I offered her my hand as she rose on shaky legs.

      “Back under the water and warm up.” I flicked the current back to the waterfall setting and grabbed the bottle of shampoo from the tray. “Let Daddy clean your hair.”

      Emptying a generous dose of product into my palm, I guided her out of the stream before I eased the shampoo through her blonde length.

      “I always love doing this.”

      “I love you cleaning it for me,” she admitted, twisting to offer me a shy smile. “I remember how awkward it was at the beginning though.”

      “Me too,” I replied, massaging the foam into her hair. “You were a little less enthusiastic then.”

      “Everything was different then, Daddy,” she reminded me.

      “That’s true.” Wrapping her hair over her shoulder, my arms wound around her breasts and pulled her closer. “I’ve gotta say, even I prefer now.”

      “Really?” She spun in my arms, her eyes shining.

      “Yes, really.” Lifting one hand, I smoothed the shampoo away from her face. “I enjoyed being your captor, but I much prefer being your Daddy, and I think my next role will be even more rewarding.”

      “Your next role?” She tilted her head.

      “Think about it,” I teased, tugging her against me. “I began as your oppressor, morphed into your dominant and soon, I’ll be your husband. We’re evolving, little girl.”

      Her eyes widened as she registered my words.

      “I like our evolution, Daddy.” She beamed, reaching on her tiptoes to plant a kiss at my stubble.

      “Mmmm, I like it as well.” Lifting her, I encouraged her legs around my middle as she wrapped her arms behind my neck. “Close your eyes, baby.”

      Guiding her under the torrent, I waited as the shampoo rinsed from her gorgeous tresses.

      “All done?” I asked.

      Sophie grinned, swinging her drenched hair back as I helped her to her feet and shut off the flow of water.

      “Yes, thank you, Daddy.”

      Reaching for the rail, I yanked away a bath sheet and wrapped it around her body, before finding one for myself. I was headed for the door when her voice halted me.

      “Jared.”

      Glancing over my shoulder, my first thought was to chastise. Sophie knew better than to use my name when we were this close, but something about her expression made me hesitate.

      “Sophie?” Arching a brow at her, I folded my arms across my chest in an attempt to convey my displeasure.

      “I just wanted to tell you something.” Her gaze fell guiltily, and I noticed she played with her ring as she closed the distance between us.

      “I’m listening, little girl.”

      “I spent a lot of time trying to deal with the things you put me through when we first met.” She pulled in a deep breath, my heart racing at where this conversation was going. We had been through this hundreds of times. “Days of tears, months of therapy and years of rationalizing.”

      “And what did you decide?”

      There seemed little point in more apologies. I had never been the remorseful type, and if truth be told, I wasn’t sorry. I had taken what I wanted, the only way I knew how. I couldn’t change it now any more than I could change the weather that had delayed our flight at Heathrow, and I sensed even if I had the chance, I would choose not to. This was the man I was—ruthless, rugged and full of rapture—every inch of it directed at the wonderful blonde before me. Our journey had been long and arduous, but I didn’t want to change a single moment of it.

      “I decided it was all worth it.” She pushed her shoulders back as she blew out a breath. “All the tears and anguish. I’d do it again for you, Daddy.”

      Pride bloomed in my chest at her unexpected confession, and unthinkingly, I took her in my arms, pulling her flush against me.

      “Thank you,” I whispered. “I didn’t think I’d ever hear you say that.”

      “I didn’t think so, either,” she admitted, wrapping her arms around me.

      “You surprised us both.”

      “Yes.” Blinking back her rising emotion, her huge brown eyes met mine. “I used to think it would be better if we’d met another way, or…” Her voice trailed away.

      “Or what, Sophie?” I prompted, though deep down I sensed what she was going to say. She used to wish she’d never met me at all.

      “Or that maybe it would have been better if I’d never known you.” She paused, as if she wanted to intensify the tension of the moment. Perhaps she did, as payback for all the suffering I’d caused.

      “But I was wrong, Daddy.” Her hand rose to my hair, playing with the strands. “You’ve chosen a painful path for us, but it’s ours and it’s brought us here.”

      Smiling, I responded in kind, fisting her hair and holding her in position as relief flooded my system. “Thank you for telling me, little girl. I know I’ve been a twisted and possessive bastard to you, but I’ll never get tired of what we have now, Sophie. I love this intimacy.”

      “I know. I do, as well.” Her eyes fluttered closed as my mouth neared, skimming over hers. “And now we’re going to get married.” That eager glint sparkled in her gaze. “When do you want to do it, Daddy?”

      I smirked at her question, resisting the wisecrack that rose to my lips as I finally steered her from the steam of the shower. Opening the door, the warm air flooded into the wider bathroom as I helped her from the cubicle.

      “Whenever you want to.” I slid my arm around her shoulder, nuzzling the side of her neck as we wandered into the enormous bedroom. “How about Christmas when Lucy is home?”

      “That soon?” Her voice was an excited gasp. “Do you think there’ll be availability?”

      “There will be when I ask for it.” My bank balance ensured I was rarely denied anything I demanded. “Come here.”

      Sitting on the edge of the bed, I signaled for her to join me and a moment later, she was curled up on my lap.

      “Christmas would be amazing.” Her gaze rose as she clung on to my body. “I always wanted a winter wedding.”

      “Let me guess”—I rolled my eyes—“Jason made you get married in June?”

      “May.” She laughed. “But you were close, Daddy.”

      “How did you two ever get together?” I shook my head.

      “It doesn’t matter now.” She snuggled against me. “All that matters is this.”

      Sophie lifted her left hand between us, allowing the pink diamond to shine in the half light.

      “You’re sure you like it?”

      The ring had been my choice, but I didn’t have to wear it. If Sophie preferred something else, I hope she knew she could say so. I wouldn’t think any less of her. I wanted her to have everything she wanted. My little girl deserved it all.

      “I love it, Daddy.”

      The smile at her lips told me she was being sincere. She had once been my prisoner, a hostage to my every dark desire, but she was so much more than that now. Still ensnared she might be, though it was no longer my ropes and ribbons that bound her to me. It wasn’t even the ring on her finger. She was here because she loved me. Sophie was every inch my beautiful captive as she gripped me tight.

      “Good.” I breathed in her heat, her alluring scent stirring my arousal even though it was late, and we really should rest. “I always want you to love it, little girl.”

      “Always, Daddy?” Her lips twitched. “Even when I’ve been naughty, and you need to punish me?”

      “Oh, I’ll punish you, Sophie.” Sweeping her into my arms, I threw her gently on to the covers behind us, pinning her to the bed as I loomed over her. “I’ll push you right to the brink, but you should always remember one thing.”

      “What’s that?” she gasped.

      “I fucking adore you, little girl.” Collecting her hands, I dragged them above her head, our fingers interlinking as I contemplated our next kiss. “And I always will.”

      

      
        
        THE END

        To discover more of Dark Daddy, devour the original trilogy: http://mybook.to/DarkDaddyStory
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      As time slowly dragged on, Declan started to wonder if something had gone wrong. Either he’d been given bad information, or he’d somehow managed to miss his target. He didn’t think those scenarios were likely, but the gate for the next flight to Paris Charles de Gaulle would be closing in five minutes, and there was no sign of the young woman he was here for yet. Lucie Viblanc was supposed to be flying out of Heathrow tonight. If she wasn’t heading for the departure gate by now, she wasn’t going to make it.

      When his older brother, Ronan, had told him to go to London to intercept the pretty French lass at the airport, Declan hadn’t balked at being given orders for once. He and the pretty brunette had been dancing around each other for months now. While she worked as a temporary nanny to his two tearaway nephews, Lucie had been strictly off-limits. His brother had rules about his men fraternizing with his household staff, and Declan had known better than to piss Ronan off just to scratch an itch.

      But he and Lucie had engaged in some heavy-duty flirting that led him to believe she might be the girl to fulfil his innermost fantasies. She knew exactly what he was into, and it didn’t faze her in the slightest. She’d walked in on him once, when he’d had Corinne, a girl from one of the family’s Dublin nightclubs, bent over the desk in his home office. She was wearing nothing but a pair of high-heeled shoes. He’d been paddling her ass as she called him Daddy and begged for mercy. Lucie had looked shocked as she slowly backed out of the room, but when he came to apologize for what she’d witnessed, she’d seemed more intrigued than horrified. If he’d read her correctly, she was interested in experiencing what he had to offer. Respecting Ronan’s wishes had prevented him from doing anything about it, but the moment Lucie left his brother’s employment, she became fair game.

      In fact, she’d practically gift-wrapped herself for him by betraying the family. Lucie had chosen to collude with Ronan’s troublesome wife, Marnie, to blackmail him. When Lucie left the house yesterday morning, she’d taken evidence of the family’s illegal activities with her, on a pen drive. She was supposed to use the threat of handing it over to the authorities as leverage to persuade Ronan to let Marnie leave and take the children with her. That was never going to happen. Whatever difficulties their marriage was facing right now, his brother loved his wife too much to ever let her go. As for his kids, well, they would leave Ronan’s home over his cold, dead body.

      Unfortunately for poor, naïve Lucie, Marnie was never one to follow through on her schemes. She’d changed her mind about wanting to leave Ronan within an hour of the French girl departing and had spilled her guts about the plan to blackmail him. While he would deal with his pain-in-the-ass wife himself, Ronan had given Declan free rein to do whatever he wanted with Lucie. He intended to demonstrate to her, in no uncertain terms, why it was a bad idea to cross the Irish mob. At the very least, she’d earned the harsh spanking he’d been dying to give her.

      He bit back a groan as he thought about forcing her down over his bed, pulling her panties around her knees and paddling her butt. Her desperate, mewling sounds would be so sweet. He shook off the image. Now was not the time. Besides, that particular fantasy wasn’t going to come to life if he didn’t locate her soon.

      As the last call for Flight BA326 to Paris came over the PA system, Declan fished his cellphone out of his jeans pocket and dialed his cousin’s number. Frankie, as usual, answered with a curt grunt. “Francis, are you sure you gave me the correct flight details?” he asked, without preamble.

      “Aye.” Just that one word was imbued with so much irritation, he knew how pissed his cousin was at being questioned. Frank was rarely wrong about anything, so Declan supposed he had the right to a little attitude.

      “Well, she’s not…” He stalled, as a familiar figure, dressed in a smart black raincoat, thick black tights, and ankle boots, rushed across the concourse toward him. Wheeling a bright pink carry-on, with her purse balanced on top of it, she was just asking to be robbed. Was the girl safe to be out on her own? Noting she was laden down with shopping bags, he guessed a last-minute spree was to blame for her lateness. “Never mind, I’ve got her.”

      Ending the call, he shoved his phone back into his pocket, and waited for his prey to come to him. Poor, unsuspecting lamb had no idea what she was walking into. She was going to look so pretty, bent over and bottom bared, while he thrashed her ass raw, to teach her a lesson. When she got to within twenty yards of him, he pushed off the stone pillar he was leaning against, ready to intercept her. With so many people around, he was going to have to get her under control quickly, and quietly.

      All hope of tackling her discreetly was thrown out of the window when she somehow tripped over her own feet and tumbled to the floor. Landing with a hard smack, she cried out in pain. Immediately, thoughts of punishing her evaporated as Declan’s protective instincts kicked in. He was beside her in seconds, crouching down to look for any sign of injury. When he was satisfied she was in one piece, he put an arm around her and helped her to sit. “Are you hurt, sweetheart?”

      “No, I’m okay. Thank y…” She looked up at him, then, and her mouth dropped open in surprise. Instantly, her tone switched from grateful, to accusing. “You!”

      “Aye, sweetheart, it’s me.” The flash of fear in her big, blue eyes told him she knew his being there was no coincidence. “Can you stand?”

      “Yes, like I said, I’m okay.”

      “Good.” Keeping a tight grip on her arm, he got to his feet and pulled her up with him. He brushed a wisp of hair back from her face and tilted his head as he studied her carefully. To anyone observing, it would look as though he was comforting her. “Now, let’s get you sorted.”

      Releasing his hold on her, he picked up her purse and handed it over, then started to gather up the other things she’d dropped. Most of her purchases had remained in their bags thankfully, but he had to retrieve a couple of children’s books from under a chair, as well as a box of scented soaps and several bars of chocolate that had scattered across the floor. “Sweet tooth?” he asked.

      “No.” She tried to snatch the bars back from him, but he dropped them into one of the bags. “They’re gifts.”

      “No need to get defensive, sweetheart.” He flashed her a grin. “I like a little something sweet once in a while, myself.”

      As he slowly raked his gaze over her, she swallowed hard. He was unsettling her. That was good. He intended to put her even more on edge before the night was out.

      “What is it you want, Monsieur Bishop?”

      Oh, so she was going to be all formal now? He had to admit, he liked the way she said his name, dragging out each syllable with her delectable French accent—Monsieur Bee-shop. “I want you to be a good girl and come with me.”

      “Wh-where to?”

      “Somewhere private, so we can have a little chat.”

      “I… uh…” Obviously assuming little chat was a euphemism for something sinister, her eyes widened with fright. She looked around, her gaze settling on something behind him. Declan didn’t need to turn to know she’d fixated on the two armed police officers, standing close to the currency exchange booth. She took a deep breath and looked back at him. “I have a flight to catch.”

      He shook his head, grimacing in mock apology. “I don’t think you’re going to make it.”

      Raking her teeth over her bottom lip, she glanced once more in the direction of the policemen. Declan grabbed her arm and leaned in close. “I wouldn’t draw attention to myself if I were you, sweetheart. If you don’t do exactly what I say, my men will pay a visit to that pretty little house on the Rue des Jardins. You know, the one with the blue shutters on the windows?” He gave her a moment to absorb what he was saying. “It would be a shame for your grandparents to have made it to their eighties only to be murdered in their beds.”

      Her outraged gasp told him the threat had landed. “You wouldn’t.”

      “Not me, personally, but I do know some very nasty people.”

      She pursed her lips, letting that sink in. “And what will happen to me if I do come with you?”

      “Nothing you haven’t wanted to happen since you first set eyes on me.”

      He waited for her to deny having an interest in him, to pretend that those months of verbal foreplay hadn’t happened. She didn’t. Instead, she searched his face, apparently finding the reassurance she needed.

      “Okay, if you promise neither I, nor my grandparents will be harmed, I will come with you.”

      “Scout’s honor.” He winked but realized, from her frown of confusion, she had no idea what he was talking about. “Boy scouts? No? Never mind, I promise nobody will come to any harm if you do as I say.”

      “Okay, then.”

      “Good girl.”

      Considering he’d threatened the welfare of her grandparents, who by all accounts, had raised her from infancy, Declan had fully expected her to go with him. Still, her compliance felt as though it had come a bit too easily. Perhaps, she thought she could manipulate him. It occurred to him then she hadn’t even asked why he wanted to speak to her. She’d made no attempt to play innocent. She was up to something, and he intended to find out what it was. “Grab your case. I’m not wheeling that girly pink piece of crap around.”

      Lucie threw back her head and laughed. “Is your masculinity so fragile, Monsieur Bishop?”

      His lips twitched in amusement. He couldn’t help it. She was such a challenging little vixen, which would make teaching her a lesson all the more enjoyable. Holding her bags in one hand, he put an arm around her shoulder to steer her out of the departures area and down the escalators to the ground floor. As he led her toward the covered walkway to the hotel where he’d booked a room for the night, Lucie’s steps faltered.

      “Wait? Why are we going to a hotel?”

      “I have a suite here.”

      “Couldn’t we just go to a café or something?”

      Is that really how she thought this was going to go? She wasn’t clueless, so he imagined she was just losing her nerve. “No, Lucie, what you and I have to discuss will require privacy.”

      She came to a complete stop, ducking out of his hold. “I… eh… I don’t know about this.”

      He’d already assured her no harm would come to her, and he wasn’t going to repeat himself. “Oh, come on, sweetheart, you were being such a good girl. Don’t spoil it now.”

      Her lips twisted into an indignant pout as she stood there trying to make up her mind about what to do. Declan contemplated taking charge of the situation by just picking her up and carrying her over his shoulder. It would be risky in such a public place but, if anyone dared question him, he could brazen it out. He took a step closer and curved a hand around her cheek. As he stroked her soft, smooth skin with his thumb, she leaned into his touch. She probably didn’t even know she’d done it. Like the other telltale signs of her interest in him, the quickening of her breaths and the darkening of her gaze, it was something she wasn’t even aware of.

      Her lips parted as if she was about to speak, but whatever she wanted to say was drowned out by a loud, female voice coming over the airport’s loudspeakers.

      “This is a customer service announcement. We regret to inform you that, due to a sudden change in weather conditions, all flights have been grounded, until further notice. Passengers in need of assistance, please report to the information desk.”

      “Well.” A devious grin spread across Declan’s face. “It looks like you’re stuck here, one way or the other. So, now you have to decide. Are you going to pick the easy option and come with me on your own two feet, or do you want to make life difficult for us both?”
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      Walking through the lobby of the five-star hotel with Declan’s arm slung possessively over her shoulder, Lucie couldn’t help but notice how much attention he attracted. Men gave him wary glances as if praying he wouldn’t suddenly pounce on them, while women stared with blatant interest, hoping he would. It came as no surprise that people took notice of him. Declan Bishop, second son of a notorious Irish crime boss, was an imposing figure. Tall and muscular, with an unruly mop of dirty blond hair and soulful brown eyes, he was a good-looking man by anyone’s standards. His face was a bit too weathered to be pretty, but he was what you would call ruggedly handsome.

      Add to his looks the bad boy vibe he gave off, and he was practically irresistible. Predominantly black tattoos covered both of his arms. He had almost permanently bruised knuckles which appeared to be the result of hitting something, or someone. The way he dressed didn’t help him to fade into the background, either. The blue jeans, black t-shirt and heavy boots contrasted sharply with the tailored suits most men wore in a place like this. He looked as if he belonged in some dingy biker bar, not a swanky airport hotel.

      His attire was even more inappropriate when you considered the temperature outside. Unusual for the time of year, the thermometer hadn’t risen much above zero for days. Now, it was actually snowing. She’d noticed that when they came through the glass-covered walkway from the terminal. She doubted Declan had worn these clothes and then been caught off guard when the weather got worse. He wouldn’t have given two shits how cold it was. She’d seen him in the exact same outfit in the depths of winter. It wasn’t because he was trying to project a tough-guy persona. It was just how Declan was. He didn’t care about what other people did. He danced to his own tune.

      Looking at him, people would never guess he was actually a highly intelligent man, a lawyer with all sorts of postgraduate diplomas. She’d only discovered that when his younger brother, Adam, got into trouble, and he’d gone to the police station to act as legal counsel.

      As Declan bypassed the reception desk and led her to the elevators, she tried not to show how nervous she was. She had a good idea why he wanted to speak to her. He’d have been sent by his brother to retrieve the pen drive Marnie had entrusted her with. She wondered, though, how he knew she had it. Her friend, and former employer, had been careful to give it to her out of sight of the surveillance cameras that covered much of the Bishop household.

      Her heart lurched as she considered whether there might have been a camera hidden in the bathroom after all. Surely that would be a bit too paranoid, even for Ronan Bishop.

      Or, perhaps, he’d grown suspicious of his wife for some other reason. If he’d demanded to know if she was up to something, Marnie would have cracked instantly. She was a delicate soul and Ronan, well, he was a scary guy.

      “Is Marnie okay?” she asked, as they stepped into the elevator. Declan released his grip on her shoulder and pushed the button for the fourteenth floor.

      He narrowed his eyes as he studied her closely. “Why wouldn’t she be?”

      “I don’t know. I just wondered.”

      “Marnie’s fine.” Declan took his cellphone from his pocket and leaned back against the mirrored wall, to tap out a message to someone. “Worry about yourself.”

      Perhaps she should, but she didn’t. For some mad reason, she was certain Declan wouldn’t harm her. She didn’t know him well, but they’d been flirting with each other for long enough for her to get some measure of the type of man he was. Men in the Bishops’ world could be brutal, but Declan seemed to have a code. Well, when it came to women, he did. He was protective of them. Though he kept it well-hidden, he had a genuinely caring side. You only had to see him with his mother to know he was a good man, deep down.

      Her heart thumped a little harder as they reached the fourteenth floor and he led her out of the elevator. His room was at the far end of the corridor, in what felt like a very isolated spot. Producing a key card from his back pocket, he opened the door and pulled her into his suite.

      Although it was probably the last thing that should be going through her mind right now, her first thought was how incredible this room was. She’d stayed in a lot of hotel rooms when she traveled during her student days, but they were usually pretty basic.

      This was like a palace compared with the places she was used to. For a start, it was massive. This was only the lounge area, and she was pretty sure the entire downstairs of her grandparents’ cottage would fit in here. There was a massive window looking out over the runways. Snow was falling so thick and fast, it was almost a blanket of white out there.

      Just to the right of the entrance, there was a kitchen area with one of those fancy Keurig coffee machines. There was a large dining table, big enough for eight people in the far corner by the window. Then there was the seating area with a huge leather sofa, armchairs and a coffee table. A massive TV hung on the wall alongside incredible abstract paintings that were little more than splashes of color to Lucie who was completely illiterate when it came to art. Doors led off in both directions from the lounge, presumably to bedrooms. The whole place was decorated in warm, earth tones that made it welcoming despite the amount of empty space.

      “This is incredible.”

      “Glad you like it,” Declan responded, drily. “You’ll be here a while.”

      He looked at her as though trying to gauge her reaction. She tried not to let the twinge of anxiety she felt show through.

      “Do you want a drink, sweetheart? The bar’s well-stocked.”

      “Just water, please.”

      He nodded approvingly, but she hadn’t decided not to ask for an alcoholic drink to please him. She didn’t want anything to dull her senses. With Declan Bishop, she had to keep her wits about her.

      “Go take a seat. Make yourself comfortable.”

      His easy hospitality assured her she was right that he wasn’t going to hurt her. Dragging her sparkly carry-on case behind her, she walked into the living room. She put her purse down on the sofa then untied her coat. She laid it neatly over the top of her case, which she placed next to her as she took a seat. A smile touched her lips as she realized she’d inadvertently worn the perfect outfit to get Declan on her side. Her pleated, red-tartan miniskirt, black turtleneck and cute little ankle boots were the stuff his dreams were made of. At least she thought they were if the women she’d seen him with were anything to go by.

      While she waited for him to come to her, it occurred to her that he might not know about the pen drive. He was clearly attracted to her. Perhaps he’d followed her to London to do something about it. She shook her head at that thought. This wasn’t some romantic movie. Besides, he would hardly have threatened the lives of her grandparents if he’d come to make a declaration of love. No, he was here because she was helping Marnie. She had to try to distract him until she was able to contact her friend and check she still wanted to go ahead with the plan.

      “Here you go, sweetheart.” She looked up, as Declan appeared in front of her.

      Accepting the glass of water he held out to her, she tried to ignore what that Irish brogue of his did to her. It made her insides all fluttery, especially when he called her sweetheart. “Thank you, Monsieur Bishop.”

      “No need for such formality between friends.” He took a seat on the armchair, to her left. “For now, you may call me Declan.”

      “Of course, Declan.”

      He crossed one long leg over the other and sat back in the chair. It might be a casual pose but for the raw power he exuded. His manner was laidback, but the man was a predator. Her nerves became increasingly frayed as she sipped her water and waited for him to speak.

      “You haven’t asked what I want,” Declan said, eventually.

      Lucie bit her bottom lip. If she was going to try to gain the upper hand, this was her chance. “I think I know what you want.”

      Declan arched an eyebrow, at her suggestive tone. Uncrossing his legs, he leaned forwards. “Do you, now?”

      “Yes.” She put her glass of water down on the table, got up from her seat, and walked to him. When she reached him, she sank to her knees.

      “What are you doing, Lucie?” His lips quirked up slightly as though he was amused.

      “Whatever you want me to, Daddy.” Raising herself up a little, she reached for the buckle of his belt but, before she could unfasten it, he wrapped a hand around her wrist and pulled her away.

      “You sure you want to play this game with me, sweetheart?”

      Lucie sucked in a breath as his grip on her tightened. “I-I… thought…”

      “Oh, yeah, I want to play alright, but you’re not the one setting terms here.” He let go of her wrist, and she dropped back onto her heels. “Now, take your cute little butt back to your seat, and don’t move again until I tell you to.”

      Chastened, Lucie pushed herself to her feet and returned to the sofa. Feeling awkward now, she sank down onto her seat. Her posture was stiff as she pressed her knees together.

      “Tell me, Lucie, what were you hoping to achieve just now?”

      “I don’t know.”

      “Do you not? You weren’t trying to distract me, perhaps?”

      Lucie shook her head. “Why would I want to distract you?”

      “Because you know I’m here to get my brother’s property back, and you want to delay the punishment you’ll receive for helping my sister-in-law with her latest scheme.”

      Although she heard every word he said, only one made the breath catch at the back of her throat. “Punishment?”

      “Oh, yes, sweetheart. You didn’t think you’d cross my family and get away with it? Just consider yourself lucky Ronan sent me and not one of his less… civilized men.”

      Lucie’s heart pounded as Declan’s eyes bored into her. “Wh…What do you want to know?”

      He smiled approvingly at her decision to cooperate. “First of all, I want to know what Marnie told you.”

      “I-I can’t.”

      “I think you can, sweetheart.”

      She swallowed—hard. Refusing to speak would do her no favors with this man. “He keeps her prisoner in that house.”

      “How so?”

      “Well, he won’t let her see people without his approval. She can’t leave without an armed guard. She isn’t allowed to take the kids to school by herself.”

      Declan nodded as she made each point. “And?”

      “He sleeps with other women, and he beats her when she complains about it. She’s miserable, Declan, and he won’t let her leave.”

      Pinching the bridge of his nose as if the whole conversation pained him, Declan shook his head. “My brother is no saint, Lucie, but he worships the ground Marnie walks on. He’s faithful to her and everything he does is to keep her safe. There are people out there who’d harm her to get to him.”

      “But he hits her.”

      “No, Lucie, he spanks her once in a while. He’d never raise a hand to her in anger. She’s a spoiled brat who does things like this when she doesn’t get her way. You’re not the first person to get pulled into her schemes.”

      “But she was so upset.”

      “She can be pretty convincing, I’ll grant you. She’s had years of practice playing the poor me card, but believe me, it’s all an act.”

      Lucie shook her head vigorously. She didn’t think Marnie would put her in danger just because she was throwing some tantrum. “No, I don’t believe that. She’s scared of him.”

      Declan snorted derisively. “No, she’s not, but it doesn’t matter if you believe me or not. I can see you thought you were doing the right thing here, so that buys you a little leniency. But if you don’t give me the pen drive, I’m going to be very disappointed in you.”

      Why was it the thought of him being disappointed in her was worse than incurring his anger? “I don’t have it.”

      She clenched her fists to stop her hands trembling as Declan’s gaze darkened.

      “Where is it?”

      Lucie hesitated. “I want to speak to Marnie first.”

      “Why?”

      “I need to be sure she’s okay.”

      For a moment, she thought he was going to refuse as his mouth set in a hard line. Then he took out his cellphone. He played around with it for a couple of seconds and then held it out for her to take. Lucie’s eyes widened as she saw he’d opened a video chat to Marnie. It took a couple of seconds for the other woman to answer.

      “Lucie!” Marnie didn’t sound too surprised to see her. “Dec found you then?”

      “Uh, yes.” She knew Declan was coming after her?

      “Great. Give him the pen drive, will ya?”

      Lucie frowned. “Are you sure? You don’t want me to give it to the police?”

      “Oh, god, no. I should never have asked you to do that. Everything’s sorted with Ronan now.”

      “But—”

      “Sorry,” Marnie interrupted. “Gotta go.”

      As Marnie abruptly ended the call, Lucie handed the phone back to Declan. She felt like a complete idiot. Marnie had convinced her that leaving Ronan was a matter of life or death for her. She’d thought the other woman was her friend, but she’d put her at risk for nothing.

      “So, where’s the pen drive?” Declan asked.

      “I posted it back in Dublin.”

      Something flared in Declan’s eyes, an uncharacteristic show of panic. “Where to?”

      “My grandparents’ house, in Paris.”

      His entire body seemed to sag in relief. “Okay, that’s good. Who was it addressed to?”

      “My grandmother. I included a note, asking her not to look at the pen drive unless something happened to me.”

      “Will she heed the note?”

      Lucie considered for a moment. Her grandmother would do as she asked. “Yes.” She chewed on her bottom lip. “They’re expecting me home tonight.”

      “Right, then you’d best call her and tell her about the delayed flights. Tell her not to open the letter when it arrives. Ask her to hold on to it until we get there. Can you do that?”

      She didn’t miss his use of the word we. Obviously, he intended to accompany her to Paris to retrieve the pen drive. It seemed the lesser of two evils as the alternative was probably him sending his thugs to force her grandparents to hand it over. “I can do that. But my grandmother will expect me to speak to her in French.”

      She worried that he would think she was passing on some secret message when, in reality, she was as desperate to get the pen drive back into his possession as he was. Now that she knew Marnie had played her, she wanted nothing more to do with the damned thing.

      “So, speak to her in French. Don’t worry. I know enough to keep up.”

      “Okay.” She reached into her purse and took out her cellphone, to call her grandmother. She had to wait while the phone rang fifteen times before her grandmother answered.

      “Lucie, est-ce que tu?”

      “Oui, Mamie.”

      She quickly filled her grandmother in on the situation with the weather, but it turned out she was already aware Heathrow had shut down. The unexpected weather had made the news everywhere. Thankfully, she didn’t ask why Lucie hadn’t flown straight to Paris from Dublin. She’d deliberately come via London in the hopes that if anyone was watching Dublin airport, they’d be expecting her to get on a flight to Paris, and not London. The little ruse clearly hadn’t worked since Declan had caught up with her anyway. She explained about the letter and her grandmother promised not to open it.

      When she ended the call, Declan held his hand out for her cellphone. “You did well, Lucie, but I’ll keep hold of this for now.”

      Sighing heavily, Lucie handed the phone over. “So, what happens now?”

      “I’m glad you asked, sweetheart. What happens now, is that you get up, go to the back of the sofa and bend over, with your legs spread and your bottom pushed out. It’s time for your punishment.”
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      Declan watched Lucie closely as a range of emotions flitted across her highly expressive face. Within just a few seconds, she went from bemused, to frightened, to angry and then aroused, before acceptance finally settled there. As she glanced over at him and realized how intently he was staring at her, she tried to school her features into a blank expression. It was too late to hide what she was feeling. He’d seen it all, including the moment when she resigned herself to the inevitability that, one way or another, he was going to punish her.

      Thankfully, she decided to be sensible about it. He really didn’t want to have to force her to do as he asked. That wouldn’t make for a great start to their relationship. The moment that thought entered his head, he dismissed it. This wasn’t a long-term thing. He couldn’t drag someone as sweet as Lucie into the darkness that clouded his life. But, until he had the pen drive back, she was his to do with as he pleased.

      He watched as she rose slowly from her seat and smoothed down that criminally sexy skirt she wore. His eyes followed her as she moved behind the leather sofa as instructed. With no further prompting, she got herself into the required position. Hands grasping the top of the sofa, she bent at the waist and pushed her bottom out.

      Declan got up, and walked around behind her, taking a moment to admire her near-perfect posture. There was an innate elegance in her which he attributed partly to her being French. He hadn’t known many women of her nationality, but those he had encountered seemed to be effortlessly graceful.

      Lucie’s bottom was small, and round, a good fit for his large palms. Her legs were surprisingly long when he considered she only reached his chest when wearing heels. Bent over like this, he could see that she wore, thick, black, thigh-high socks, rather than tights. That sent his blood pressure rocketing. He couldn’t wait to see what lay beneath that naughty schoolgirl skirt. White lace panties would be his bet.

      “What were you thinking when you put this outfit on?” he mused, aloud. “Were you hoping to run into me?”

      “No.” Lucie shook her head in denial.

      “No, what?”

      “No, sir.”

      He didn’t hate how that sounded, but it wasn’t what he wanted from her, and he suspected she knew it. “No, Lucie, not sir.”

      She glanced back over her shoulder at him, and the sparkle in her eye told him she was playing with him. Perhaps she thought being cute would convince him to go easier on her. “No, Daddy.”

      His lips twisted into a smile. When she’d tried to distract him earlier, by calling him Daddy, it had set his pulse racing. He’d had women address him that way before but, somehow, coming from Lucie’s lips, it was so much sweeter. An image flashed into his head of her in a short, frilly white dress, and knee socks, hair in braided pigtails. He batted it away. It was enough that she was here in front of him, submitting to a spanking.

      “Eyes front, sweetheart.”

      Her instant compliance amazed him. It was as if she’d been waiting for this moment with as much anticipation as he had. He trailed his fingertips slowly along her spine. The way she shifted restlessly, at the merest touch of his hand, pleased him. She’d be responsive when he fucked her.

      When he whipped her skirt up around her waist, she gasped. He couldn’t help grinning as he saw her white, lace-trimmed panties for the first time. “Have you been spanked before?” he asked as he drew her panties down to the floor. Still not uttering a word of complaint, she stepped out of them.

      “No, I haven’t.” Her response had him tutting loudly. She looked back at him, once more, her eyes wide and innocent. “No, I haven’t been spanked before, Daddy.”

      “Then I have to warn you, this is going to hurt.” He unbuckled his belt and slid it through the loops of his jeans.

      “Should I have a safe word?” Lucie asked as he doubled the belt over and tested its weight in his hand.

      Declan shook his head. “In this situation, no. You’re being punished for putting yourself at risk by plotting against my family. Whatever I dish out now will be nothing compared to what would have happened if my brother sent someone else to deal with you. Do you understand that?”

      She turned away from him and stared down at her hands which were curled around the top of the sofa. “Yes, I understand.”

      “So, I’m asking you to trust me not to take things too far. Can you do that for me, Lucie? Can you trust me to know when to stop?”

      He was glad she didn’t respond immediately. She took several long seconds to consider her answer, and he knew she meant it when she nodded and said, “Yes, Daddy, I trust you.”

      The certainty in her words made him want to fall to his knees and thank her for placing her faith in him, even if it was just for one night. Then, he remembered who he was. Declan Bishop, mob enforcer and occasional lawyer didn’t get on his knees for anyone, no matter how achingly beautiful they were. A part of him might harbor some hope that this girl would fall head over heels in love with him and agree to start a relationship, but he had to bear in mind why they were actually there. She could have caused a shitload of trouble for his family, and she had to be punished for it.

      “Okay then, sweetheart, hold on tight, and if you need to scream, go ahead. These rooms are soundproofed.”

      It was one of the benefits of staying at this five-star hotel. Because it was located so close to the runways and so busy with people coming and going at all hours of the day, the architects had used every trick at their disposal to ensure every inch of the place was insulated against noise disturbances.

      Drawing his arm back, Declan brought the belt down on Lucie’s left butt cheek. The leather made a satisfying crack that had his girl yelping and dancing up onto her toes. He’d struck her harder than he normally would when spanking a woman for the first time, but that was because he was teaching her a lesson, not trying to introduce her to a lifestyle. He needed her to remember this, to want to avoid being punished like this again. There were far worse men than him out there, and if she didn’t learn to be more careful about her actions, she might find herself in serious trouble one day.

      “Arse out, legs spread, and hold still,” he reminded her, as she wriggled her hips.

      As she settled back into position, he laid the belt across the right side of her bottom, and then swung it back down on the left. Lucie shrieked, and her knuckles whitened as she gripped the sofa even tighter. She managed, this time, not to wriggle about, impressing Declan with how quickly she’d learned to control herself.

      “Such a good girl.” He couldn’t help praising her. “You’re taking your spanking well, sweetheart.”

      “Thank you, Daddy.” Her response, uttered in a small, tearful voice, made him want to toss his belt aside and pull her into his arms. He had no idea what was happening to him. Something about Lucie brought out his rarely seen softer side. From the moment he first met her in their kitchen making breakfast for Ronan’s boys, he’d had a desire to nurture and protect her. But this could only be a temporary thing. Lucie didn’t belong in his world.

      Squashing the urge to coddle her, he started to spank her in earnest. He established a steady rhythm, alternating firm strokes of the belt between different spots on her butt and upper thighs. Her anguished wails gradually reduced to low, deep moans, and then little whimpers as the punishment continued. A beautiful crimson bloomed across her skin. He marveled at how well she was coping with what he’d dished out so far. “You’re sure this is the first time someone’s spanked you?”

      “Y-yes, Daddy.” A gut-wrenching sob burst out of her. Perhaps she wasn’t quite as stoic as he imagined.

      “Two more.” He placed a hand on her lower back to still her movements as she rocked from side to side. “Can you take it?”

      “Yes, Daddy, if you want me to.”

      Fuck! What had he done to deserve her? How could she be so perfect already? He hadn’t had to coach her at all, yet she was pleasing him more than any other woman had. Swinging the belt again, he laid the harsh leather across the full width of her butt. Lucie made a strangled sound, but she didn’t ask him to stop. He struck her one last time, and she tensed. A hiss escaped her, and then she sagged against the couch, sobbing quietly to herself.

      “You did well, Lucie,” he assured her. As she pushed up onto her toes, and then sank down again, Declan grinned. He slipped his hand between her legs and ran his fingers along the length of her pussy. To his immense satisfaction, she was drenched. “You’re soaking wet, sweetheart. I think you must have enjoyed your spanking.”

      She shook her head, but it was pointless for her to deny what was so blatantly obvious. Wrapping an arm around Lucie’s slender waist to hold her still, he slid two long, thick fingers inside her. Lucie’s body gripped him tightly. He circled her clitoris with his thumb, barely touching her, while slowly fucking her with his fingers. The teasing touch had the desired effect, and she moaned in desperation.

      At night when he was alone in bed, he’d imagined what her frantic little breaths would sound like as he played with her pussy, but nothing could have prepared him for the reality. The way his cock twitched as she whimpered was unlike anything he’d felt before. Excitement coursed through his veins, but he was going to have to tamp it down, for now.

      “You like that, sweetheart?” he asked as she pushed her hips back against him.

      “Uh-huh.”

      “Well,” he said as her pussy clamped down on him, “that’s tough.” Withdrawing his fingers from her, he pulled Lucie upright, and spun her around. “Strip!”

      For several beats, she just stared at him. Those denim blue eyes of hers searched his face. For what, he had no clue. Her brow furrowed, and then she nodded sharply, an affirmation to herself. He realized then she was more nervous about taking her clothes off for him, than she had been before the spanking. She was a strange little thing.

      Grasping the hem of her sweater, she drew it up over her head and placed it neatly over the back of the sofa. The bra she wore was white to match the panties he’d already removed from her. There was something almost virginal about the delicate lace trim and, as she shuffled nervously from one foot to the other, he wondered how much experience she’d actually had.

      “Lucie, are you a virgin?”

      Her eyes popped open in surprise. “No.”

      “It’s just you seem anxious.”

      “I….” She dropped her gaze to the floor, and Declan grabbed her chin, forcing her to look back to him.

      “Tell Daddy what’s wrong.”

      “I don’t want you to be disappointed.”

      Declan shook his head. Surely, she didn’t have doubts about how beautiful she was? “You’re gorgeous, sweetheart. I could never be disappointed in you.”

      “But my boobs are tiny.”

      Declan tutted. “Are you looking for another spanking, little girl?”

      “Uh, no.”

      “Then stop badmouthing yourself. You’re perfect, you hear me?”

      “Yes.” She must have seen the way his jaw twitched in irritation. “Yes, Daddy.”

      “That’s better. Now, get on with it.”

      She reached behind her and drew down the zipper of her skirt. Pushing it down over her hips, she let it slide to the floor, and stepped out of it. Then she removed her bra, revealing the creamy flesh of her breasts, the dusky pink of her nipples. Declan reached out a hand and curved it around her. “See, a perfect fit.”

      She blushed furiously. “Yes, Daddy.”

      As she bent to remove her thigh-high socks, he shook his head. “Leave those on.”

      “And my boots?”

      “Those too.” She looked fucking adorable wearing nothing but her socks and the cute little ankle boots. Her lips formed a sexy pout, and he knew he had to feel her mouth on him, now.

      With unintended roughness, he pushed her to her knees and unzipped his jeans, lowering them, and his boxer briefs, just enough to free his raging erection. Fisting his cock in his hands, he looked expectantly at Lucie, and she shuffled forward. She stared at the glistening purple head of his cock for a couple of seconds as if it posed some puzzle for her. Then, she took a deep breath.

      “Take it slow.” Declan reached down and stroked her cheek reassuringly. He got the sense she hadn’t done this before. “Lick around the head to start with.”

      Lucie flicked her tongue out over the soft, wet flesh, and Declan’s pulse accelerated. Then, she wrapped her lips around the tip of his cock and sucked lightly. There was a tentativeness in her touch as she reached up and cupped his balls that just about undid him. He groaned as she squeezed him gently, and then dropped her hands back down to her sides. She ran her tongue along the underside of his shaft, tracing the line of a protruding vein, making him throb with desire.

      He tried to hold off, to let her explore at her own pace, but he couldn’t. He was too fired up to let her have control. Curving a hand around the back of her head, he started to pump his hips. Lucie’s cheeks puffed out, and her eyes watered as she struggled to take his length.

      “Relax, sweetheart. You can take Daddy’s cock.”

      He thrust deeper and she choked. He eased out a little and held himself still to give her time to grow accustomed to him. She stared up at him, with absolute trust in her eyes. How had he earned that so quickly? Didn’t she know the type of brutality he was capable of?

      She gave him a slight nod, letting him know she could take whatever he wanted to give her. The sight of her pretty pink lips around his cock as he fucked her mouth was so potent, he knew he wouldn’t last. His balls tightened, and he pulled out. He grabbed a fistful of her hair and dragged her up so she was on the tips of her toes as his semen splattered across her breasts. He let go of Lucie, and she dropped to her hands and knees.

      A moment later, when he recovered himself, he helped her to her feet. Her hand came up to her chest as if to wipe away the traces he’d left on her skin. He grabbed her wrist. “Leave it. I want you to remember who you belong to.”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      “Now, go and stand in the corner, with your nose pressed to the wall. I want to see your cute little arse.”

      “What?” she sounded adorably confused as he’d intended. He wanted her off guard, to keep her guessing about what would come next.

      “You’re being punished, remember. Naughty little girls get corner time.” She whined as he let go of her and whirled her around to point her in the direction of the corner he wanted her to stand in, just out of sight of the window. He spanked her butt with his hand and she squealed. It was enough of a warning to get her to do as he’d asked. She marched to the corner. “Spend your time productively, sweetheart. Think about what you’ve learned here tonight.”

      “Yes, Daddy,” she grumbled.

      Letting her attitude slide since he knew she’d never done this before and was frustrated, Declan glanced at his watch. He’d give her fifteen minutes, and then the punishment would be over. What happened after that, would be up to her.
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      Standing in the corner, her socks and boots doing nothing to hide her poor, punished bottom, should have made Lucie feel vulnerable. It didn’t. The occasional sharp intake of breath that came from behind her told her Declan was suffering as much as she was. There was a certain power in knowing she had the potential to bring a man like him to his knees, just as he’d brought her to hers.

      As she considered that, a knock at the door made her stomach drop Anxiety seized her as she looked over her shoulder.

      “Stay where you are.” Declan’s tone was firm.

      “But—”

      “Don’t worry, sweetheart. I’m a possessive bastard. Nobody gets to see what’s mine.”

      She sucked her bottom teeth between her lips. She was his? “Okay.”

      “Good girl. Now, eyes front.”

      She turned back to the wall as Declan went to answer the door. She stiffened as he opened it, but she knew she could trust him when he said nobody would get to see her like this. Although she couldn’t hear the conversation, she could tell he was speaking to a man. Risking a glance over her shoulder, she discovered two things. The first was that Declan had the door open only a fraction, so she was shielded from view. The second was that her luggage had been brought up. Her two bright pink cases were sitting just inside the door. They would have been off-loaded from the plane when the flight was canceled, but she had no idea how Declan had managed to get hold of them. She shook her head. Of course, a man like him could get anything he wanted, either with his incredible wealth, or his muscle.

      As the door clicked shut, Declan’s footsteps came closer and stopped. A moment later, there was a crinkling sound, presumably as he took a seat on the leather sofa. Corner time, it seemed, was not over yet. She had no idea how long she’d been standing here, but she hated every second. It was like being banished, when all she wanted was for Declan to hug her and tell her everything would be alright now. Feeling a bit stiff, she transferred her weight from one foot to the other and then back again.

      Her bottom ached. Being thrashed with a belt had hurt, but she’d sort of liked it. That vicious sting had done things to her insides she’d only imagined before now. Or maybe it wasn’t the pain that excited every nerve and sinew in her body. Perhaps the thrill came from having a man like Declan Bishop take control.

      The punishment had, no doubt, been intended as a deterrent, to prevent her from misbehaving in the future, but it hadn’t worked that way. Rather than being desperate to avoid being spanked again, she was more intrigued than ever about the possibility of exploring her innermost desires. She wanted to try new things, to dabble in age-play. It was something she’d fantasized about. She wasn’t one hundred percent convinced it was for her, but she’d read enough books to know she wanted to experiment. What would Declan say if she asked him to take that journey with her, to try new things? She doubted she could ever summon the nerve to broach the subject with him. Perhaps it was enough that he wanted her to call him Daddy.

      Lost in her thoughts, she jumped as two strong hands suddenly landed on her shoulders. Declan carefully turned her to face him. “Did I startle you, sweetheart?”

      “Yes.”

      For a man of his size, he’d moved across the floor with unexpected stealth. She hadn’t even heard him getting up from the couch. He cupped her cheek with his hand and cocked his head as he studied her carefully. “You look tired.”

      “I didn’t get much sleep last night.”

      “Why’s that?”

      “I was worried about Marnie.” Her jaw clenched as she thought about it. “I was such an idiot.”

      Declan shook his head, a sympathetic look in his eye. “Don’t beat yourself up over it, sweetheart. Marnie’s very convincing the first time you fall for her crap. Believe me, she’s pulled the wool over my eyes more than once.”

      She doubted that was true but appreciated his efforts to make her feel less of a fool. “So, what happens now?”

      “Come with me, and I’ll show you.”

      Declan took her hand, led her across the living room, and through the door on the right. They entered a bedroom, decorated in warm shades of cream and brown. At the center of the room was an enormous bed, with a heavy wooden frame.

      “This is lovely.”

      Declan chuckled. “I didn’t realize you had such an appreciation for interior decorating.”

      Lucie shrugged. “I like my comforts.”

      “Well, in that case, you’re going to love this.” He took her to the bed. “Here, sit down.”

      She sank onto a firm, but springy mattress and bounced a couple of times, to test it out. She gritted her teeth, as her sore bottom hit the bed. Not wanting to let Declan see she was suffering, she plastered a grin on her face. “Nice.”

      “Glad you like it, sweetheart. Now, sit right there. You can take off your shoes and socks while you’re waiting.”

      She wanted to ask what she was supposed to be waiting for, but Declan had already disappeared through a door, on the other side of the room, into what she assumed was the bathroom. A moment later, her suspicion was confirmed when she heard running water. Was he drawing her a bath? Surely, the big, bad mobster wouldn’t do something so sweet?

      As she unlaced her boots, the soothing scent of lavender drifted to her from the bathroom. It reminded her of the holidays her parents had taken her on when she was a child. They’d loved to travel through the French countryside, exploring the little towns and villages. She missed those days before a car crash robbed her of them. Her shoulders slumped as a wave of sadness swept over her.

      “Hey, what’s the matter?” Lucie looked up as Declan rushed to crouch in front of her. “Are you alright, sweetheart?”

      “Yes, it’s just the smell of lavender bringing back old memories.”

      “Lavender.” Declan wrinkled up his nose. “Is that what it is? I had no idea. It came with the room.”

      Lucie threw back her head and laughed at what seemed to her to be a typically masculine remark. “Yes, it’s lavender. There are many fields of it in the French countryside.”

      “I wouldn’t know. I’ve never been.”

      “Not even to Paris?”

      “My ma took us to Disneyland when we were little.”

      “Pah!” Lucie dismissed his response with a flick of the wrist. “That is not Paris.”

      “Well, perhaps I’ll see a bit of it when we go to get the pen drive back.”

      That confirmed Lucie’s earlier assumption that he intended to accompany her when she went to collect the letter she’d sent to her grandparents’ house. “I could show you some of it, if you like?”

      Declan bobbed his head in a noncommittal gesture as he removed her shoes and socks, finishing the task she’d started. Lucie’s heart sank. She’d thought he would jump at the chance to spend a little more time with her. Perhaps he was just chomping at the bit for this to be all over so he could go back to his own life.

      “Whatever you’re thinking, sweetheart, stop it,” Declan commanded. “Now, let’s get you into a nice, warm bath.”

      Lucie got up from the bed and followed Declan through to the bathroom. Like the rest of the suite, it was incredibly luxurious. The floor and walls were covered in marble and a huge tub sat at one end of the room. Opposite it were a shower cubicle, toilet and sink.

      Declan helped her step into the bathtub, and she eased herself down into the silky bubbles that floated on the surface of the warm water. Her bottom smarted as she settled herself, but the twinge of pain was soon forgotten. Lying back with her head resting against the foot of the tub, she closed her eyes.

      “How does that feel, sweetheart?”

      “It’s perfect, Da… Declan.”

      Lucie opened her eyes, to look up at Declan. She wanted to gauge his reaction to her confusion over how to address him.

      “Daddy’s fine, if that’s what you want to call me when we’re alone.”

      “Okay. If you’re sure you don’t mind?”

      “Aye, it’s okay.”

      Boy, that got awkward quickly. Before, it had felt quite natural for her to call him Daddy but, now that her punishment was over and things had cooled off a little between them, it seemed strange.

      “Close your eyes and let Daddy look after you.”

      She did as he asked, forcing herself to relax as the back of his hand skimmed along her arm. His fingers trailed along her shoulder, to her neck, where they brushed against a sensitive spot, making her shudder. Then they drifted downwards, and his hand curved around her breast. She sighed contentedly, as his finger flicked over her nipple, until it hardened to a taut peak.

      Her body tensed as his hand moved lower, down over her abdomen, to cup her feminine mound. As his fingers parted her, she shifted restlessly.

      “Be still, sweetheart. Daddy’s going to take care of you.”

      He rubbed a finger gently over her clitoris, awakening every nerve in her pussy. Then he pushed two fingers inside her and curled them, finding that special place that drove her wild. He stroked her, gently at first, and then more insistently. Her hips lifted as she began to pant softly. Pressure began to build deep inside, and she grasped the sides of the bathtub, desperate to anchor herself to something as the first waves of pleasure gripped her.

      As he slowly slid his fingers in and out of her tight channel, Declan caressed her breast with his other hand. Then he rolled her hardened nipple between his fingers and pinched… hard. The effect was instant. As pain twisted down to her core, pleasure exploded inside of her. She cried out as her pussy clenched around Declan’s fingers. He withdrew them from her and pulled her up into his arms, holding her quivering body tight until her orgasm subsided.

      He dropped a kiss on her forehead and then, as if he hadn’t just given her the most incredible climax, grabbed the shower hose that was attached to the taps, and started to wash her hair. His gentleness astounded her. He squeezed some shampoo out of the bottle that was sitting at the head of the bath and started to lather it in her hair. She could tell from the bottle that it was expensive. It smelled of mandarin and something else she couldn’t identify. Unused to being pampered like this, she sat quietly and let Declan rinse the shampoo from her hair.

      When he finished, he got up and grabbed a large, fluffy white towel. He offered her a hand to help her out of the tub. He wrapped the towel tight around her and took a step back from her as she yawned widely.

      “Is there anything you need before bed, sweetheart?” Lucie shook her head. “Okay, then get yourself dried off, and then go straight to bed.”

      Slightly bemused, Lucie nodded. “Yes, Daddy.”

      “Good girl. Sleep tight, now.” He kissed her cheek and gave her a quick hug before turning and leaving the room. Lucie’s eyebrows lifted as he disappeared from view. A moment later, she heard the bedroom door click shut. She wasn’t sure what to make of this abrupt end to the evening. She’d expected him to sleep with her, or, at the very least, to fuck her. Since that didn’t seem to be on the agenda, she decided to do as he asked, and get herself a good night’s sleep. Hopefully, she’d feel less confused in the morning.
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      Declan couldn’t remember the last time he’d had such a fitful sleep. He’d tossed and turned all night, unable to find peace. A man like him, with so many misdeeds to atone for, shouldn’t rest easy at night, but he usually slept like a baby. But it had been difficult to relax, knowing Lucie was in the other bedroom, just across the living room from him. It had taken every ounce of willpower he possessed to resist the temptation to join her. As much as he’d wanted to, he’d known leaving her be was for the best. She’d had a trying day and needed some sleep. Besides, he’d taken enough from her already. It had felt like a step too far to fuck her, somehow. If there could be no future for them, he didn’t want to use her that way.

      Scrubbing a hand over his face, he untangled his legs from the sheets. He checked his phone for messages from his brother. After he’d bathed Lucie, a task he’d enjoyed more than he’d have imagined possible, he’d called Ronan to let him know everything was under control, and going to Paris to retrieve the pen drive was the next step. With the airport grinding to a halt because of the weather. Ronan had promised to arrange alternative transportation for them. As he scanned his messages, Declan found nothing new from his brother. Everything else could wait, until he returned to Dublin.

      He swung his legs out of bed, got up, and found a fresh pair of boxer shorts. He pulled them on and dressed in the same jeans and t-shirt he’d worn yesterday. When he’d followed Lucie to London, he hadn’t bothered to pack much. Thinking he’d be away from home for one night, at most, he’d grabbed an overnight bag, with a change of underwear, a spare shirt, and some socks. He’d figured if he needed anything else, he could buy it.

      After using the bathroom for his usual morning routine, he walked out into the living room. He stood at the window, amazed at the sight before him. Snow blanketed everything. It was a freak occurrence for this time of year, but in a way, he was glad to have been stuck here last night. It had given him a chance to be with Lucie, if only for a little while.

      As he stared out at the blinding white landscape, a knock at the door heralded the arrival of the breakfast he’d ordered last night. Passing Lucie’s room, he listened for any sign that she was awake but heard nothing. He opened the door to the suite and halted the room attendant before he could enter. He gave the young man a healthy tip, took the cart from him, and wheeled it over to the dining table himself. Declan had grown up with money but he hated having people wait on him. He’d got that from his mother. She was an independent woman who never let anyone else do things for her.

      Thinking about Katie Bishop made him smile. She was forever nagging him to settle down and start a family. He wondered what she’d think if he brought Lucie home as his girlfriend. His mother had liked her, so that would be one less barrier to them being together. It was a shame the other obstacles seemed insurmountable. Lucie was too sweet, too innocent to slot into his world. She’d hate the darkness he brought home with him.

      As he thought about her, the woman herself emerged from her bedroom. Her chestnut brown hair was all mussed up, and she had a sheet wrapped around her slender frame. She’d knotted it at the top, creating an almost wearable dress.

      “Morning, sweetheart. Did you sleep well?”

      Her lazy shrug told him nothing. “You got breakfast?”

      “Aye, come and grab something to eat.” He shook his head as she clutched the sheet she wore and glanced at her suitcases, still sitting over by the door. “You’re fine as you are. Come, sit.”

      She padded across the floor and took a seat, with her back to the window. Declan lifted the cloches off several silver platters and began to lay the dishes out on the table. “I got you some croissants, pain au chocolat, some fruit.” Wrinkling her nose up, Lucie reached across the table and grabbed a strip of bacon. She took a big bite out of it, and Declan grinned. “Or there’s bacon, eggs, sausage, whatever you like.”

      “It looks as if you cleaned out the kitchens. Are you expecting company for breakfast?”

      “Just you, sweetheart, but what sort of Daddy would I be if I didn’t make sure there was something you like?”

      “What sort of Daddy, indeed?” Lucie’s tone was cryptic, and Declan wondered if he’d mis-stepped by referring to himself that way.

      Before he had a chance to discuss it with her, his phone buzzed in the other room. “I’ll have to get that. Help yourself to whatever you want.”

      “Thank you, Declan.”

      He couldn’t miss the emphasis she put on his name. She was clearly out of sorts over something this morning. Was it because she didn’t like calling him Daddy? She’d certainly seemed to enjoy it last night. Perhaps he’d irritated her in some other way. He didn’t have time to think about it as his phone buzzed insistently, once more. Leaving Lucie to eat her breakfast, he jogged into his bedroom.

      As expected, the incoming call was from Ronan. He swiped to answer. “Deartháir,” he said, in greeting.

      “There are no flights to Paris this morning.” As usual, his brother was all business. “So, we got you booked on the Eurostar.”

      “The Eurostar?” Ugh! He hated traveling by train, but there was no point in grumbling to Ronan about it. His big brother would just tell him to suck it up. “Okay.”

      “What?” Ronan must have picked up on his distaste. “Did you think I’d hire a fucking private jet for you?”

      The family could easily afford to charter planes when they traveled. Hell, they could buy one of their own if they wanted to, but it wasn’t their style. Their business interests were primarily located in Ireland, so there was no need to go jetting off around the world at a moment’s notice. In fact, they all lived a relatively simple lifestyle. Okay, so the family home was a twenty-bedroom mansion, and they all drove luxury cars, but they didn’t constantly rub their wealth in other people’s faces. That was a damned good way to attract the wrong sort of attention. The Bishops liked to fly under the radar as much as possible.

      “No, of course not. Train’s fine.”

      “I’ve emailed you the details.”

      “Right.” Declan ran his fingers through his hair. “Is that it?”

      On the other end of the call, his brother gave a weary sigh. “Is the girl going to be a problem?”

      Declan’s heart skipped a beat. If his brother ordered him to get rid of Lucie, it would put him in an impossible position. “No, why should she be?”

      “I don’t know. She might have looked at the pen drive, or copied the information on it, hoping to blackmail us herself.”

      Declan had considered, and discounted, that possibility. Lucie was a good girl. Blackmail wasn’t something she’d contemplate if Marnie hadn’t dragged her into this. “Do we know yet what’s on the drive?”

      “Marnie couldn’t remember.”

      Declan blew out a breath. Of course, she fucking couldn’t. This was typical Marnie. She hadn’t given any thought to what she was doing, or the damage she would cause, not just to Ronan, but the entire family. “Aye, well, we’ll soon find out.” The moment he got hold of the pen drive, he was going to check what was on it. “And don’t worry about the girl. She’s no threat.”

      “She’d better not be.”

      With those ominous words, Ronan cut the call. Tossing his cellphone onto the bed, Declan took a moment to compose himself. He was close with all his brothers and sisters, and Ronan in particular, so he hated when there was tension between them. It was really Marnie whom Ronan was mad at, right now, but, as short as his fuse was, he would never hurt his wife. He preferred to get his anger out of his system by reminding his younger brothers who was boss in the family, now that their father had retired.

      When he felt less agitated, Declan headed back out into the living room. Lucie had a full plate of bacon, sausage and eggs in front of her. She was happily munching on a croissant and sipping orange juice.

      “Ah, I knew you’d like the croissants.” Declan grinned as he took the seat opposite her. “Didn’t know you were a fan of the fried stuff, though.”

      “Why?” Lucie glowered at him. “Because skinny freaks like me don’t eat that stuff, yes?”

      He had no idea where the venom in her voice had come from. “You’re not a skinny freak.”

      “No? So, what’s wrong with me, then?” She slammed her glass down on the table. “Am I ugly? Do I smell bad?”

      “There’s nothing wrong with you.” He poured himself a cup of coffee. “What’s got into you this morning?”

      “Nothing.” Lucie bit off a piece of croissant, scowling as she chewed it. “Not a fucking thing.”

      Declan sipped his coffee. He had a feeling he’d need the caffeine to deal with whatever was going on here. “Look, sweetheart, we’re going to be spending several hours on a train together, and I won’t put up with you sulking the whole time. If there’s something wrong, I suggest you tell me now.”

      She put her croissant down and fixed him with a sullen glare. “What train?”

      “To Paris. When this snow shifts, there’ll be a flight backlog, so we’re taking the Eurostar.”

      “Good,” she yelled. “The sooner I get you out of my life, the better.”

      With that, she got up from the table, and flounced off to her room, somehow managing to look regal, even though she was wrapped in a sheet. Declan sat for a moment, stunned by her outburst. He had no idea where that had come from, but one thing was for sure. She wasn’t getting away with it.
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      Stomping around her bedroom, Lucie tried to calm herself. She knew she shouldn’t have spoken to Declan like that, but she was just so confused. When he’d referred to himself as Daddy, she hadn’t known what to think. After last night, when he left her to sleep alone, she’d assumed that whatever there was between them was now over. She’d barely slept a wink, trying to figure out where things had gone wrong. She hadn’t known how to handle it when she came face to face with him at breakfast and he’d acted as though everything was fine between them.

      She unwrapped the sheet from around her body and dropped it on the floor. Then she realized she didn’t have any clothes in here. If she wanted to get dressed, she was going to have to go back out there to fetch her suitcase. Damn! Just as she bent to pick up the sheet, intending to cover her body with it, Declan stormed into the room. Holding the sheet up in front of her as though that would protect her from the anger she saw in his eyes, Lucie backed away until she came up against the wall.

      Her heart pounded as she waited for him to approach. To her surprise, he didn’t. Instead, he sat on the bed, his legs spread apart, and patted his knee. “Come on, sweetheart, you’ve earned yourself a spanking.”

      “I…” She furrowed her brow and a deep frown. “I don’t want a spanking.”

      “You might not want it, but you need it. Now, come on. The longer you stall, the worse this is going to be for you.”

      Despite the clear warning, Lucie hesitated. “You have no right to spank me.”

      Declan arched an eyebrow. “Don’t I?”

      “No. I’m nothing to you.”

      Tutting loudly, Declan shook his head. “Talking shit like that just makes me want to spank you harder. Now, I’m going to count to three, and if you’re not over my knee by then, I’ll come and put you there myself. Believe me, you will not like that.”

      “But—”

      “One.” He cut off whatever protest she was about to come up with.

      Lucie stared at him, trying to decide what to do. She wanted to go with him, but he’d walked out on her last night, and she couldn’t bear it if that happened again.

      “Two.” There was absolute determination in the grim set of his jaw.

      Lucie desperately wanted to lie across his powerful thighs as he spanked her, but still she held back.

      “Thr…”

      Before he could get the rest of the word out, she dropped the sheet, ran across the room, and dove over his lap. If he hadn’t caught her, she would probably have landed on the floor on the other side of him.

      Declan chuckled. “You’re keen all of a sudden.”

      Lucie huffed, but she didn’t say anything. He was already planning to spank her. There was no point incurring further punishment. He helped her to steady herself on his lap. Pushing up onto her tiptoes, her torso rested on his knee, her head on the bed. Not sure what to do with her hands, she grabbed a fistful of the duvet. It was strange lying here like this. She was acutely aware of how exposed she was to Declan’s gaze.

      “Good girl.” His praise warmed her. “Now, do you understand why you’re receiving this punishment?”

      “Because I was rude and I yelled at you.”

      “Yes. There’s clearly something bothering you this morning, and instead of choosing to confide in me, you’ve been acting out.”

      “I’m sorry.”

      “You’ll be sorrier by the time I’m through with you, sweetheart, but hopefully, you’ll also be in a better headspace.”

      Lucie nodded, suspecting he was right. She was upset, on edge, and somehow she knew a spanking would help her rebalance.

      “I’ll give you twenty, and I want you to count each one. Is that clear?”

      “Yes.”

      “Yes, what? What do you call me when you’re being punished?”

      “Yes, Daddy,” she replied without hesitation.

      His hand cracked across her butt, and she hissed out a breath. Her flesh was already tender from being lashed with his belt last night. The smack hurt, but it was bearable. Perhaps this wouldn’t be so bad. As she pondered that, Declan cleared his throat. Oh, yes. He’d asked her to count. “One.”

      “Quicker next time, or I’ll add another ten.”

      “Yes, Daddy,” Lucie replied, immediately. Although, on first impression, this punishment wasn’t so bad, she didn’t want to extend it.

      “Good girl.”

      The second strike sent a ripple across her bottom, that set off a familiar flickering of arousal between her legs. “Two.”

      As Declan struck one butt cheek, and then the other, choosing a different spot for his attention each time, Lucie felt a delicious burn, deep in her flesh. This wasn’t like being spanked with the belt. There was something more sensual about this experience, more intimate. Her nipples rubbed against his jeans, teasing them into taut peaks, and her whole body thrummed with desire. Being laid out on his knee made her feel closer than ever to Declan, and that brought with it a certain vulnerability. She wanted more than he might be willing to give.

      “Your arse is such a pretty pink color.” Declan caressed her buttocks, pulling a moan from deep inside her. “You’re doing well, sweetheart.”

      His praise did things to her she couldn’t have imagined possible. Had she always craved this sort of attention? Yes, she realized, she wanted to hear Declan tell her what a good girl she was, needed it, in fact. “Thank you, Daddy.”

      A whoosh of air from behind was the only warning that his steely palm was about to make impact again. This time, his hand cracked down considerably harder than before. “Ow!” she shrieked. “That hurt.”

      “It was meant to,” Declan said drily. “You are being disciplined, after all.”

      “Hmm.” She pursed her lips, and then squealed as he pinched her heated flesh. It was a reminder that she was supposed to be counting. “Thirteen.”

      Declan barked out a laugh. “Nice try, sweetheart, but you’ve skipped a couple. That was the eleventh.”

      “Are you sure?” she mumbled.

      “Quite sure, sweetheart. Do you need me to start again, so you can keep count?”

      “No!” she yelled, a little too loudly. “Eleven.”

      “Good girl. Now, just to be clear, the next will be the twelfth.”

      Lucie gritted her teeth as she heard the amusement in his voice. Her bottom flamed as he spanked her again. Her mouth contorted as she cried out, “Twelve.”

      It seemed with the first ten strokes, Declan had lulled her into a false sense of security. He’d started off easy before unleashing the real torment. He’d used a belt last night, but somehow this felt like more of a punishment. Perhaps it was because it was up close and personal. The pain came directly from Declan’s hand, not some cold, unfeeling implement. She wriggled on his lap and gasped as she felt the hardness of his erection pressing against her. At least someone was enjoying himself.

      As he continued to smack her, she called out the numbers through gritted teeth. Her mind whirred. It was impossible to know whether the dominant sensation in her body was one of pain or pleasure. Even as her bottom ached, her pussy hummed with the longing to be caressed. She squirmed on Declan’s lap.

      “You feel it now, don’t you, sweetheart?”

      “Yeeeesss, Daddy!” she screeched as he continued the thrashing. “Seventeen… oh… ow.”

      Thwack.

      “Eighteen… Daddy… ow… stop… please!”

      Thwack.

      “Aargh! Nineteen.”

      “Just one more and then it’s all over.”

      Her stomach dropped. While a part of her was glad the spanking was almost over with, another part didn’t want this to end. The pain and humiliation of having her backside painted red was starting to get to her, but she liked being close to Declan like this. She was afraid that, once the punishment was done, he would pat her on the head and walk away from her again. That thought, more than the unpleasant throbbing in her butt, caused her tears to start flowing.

      Declan brought his hand down on her bottom one last time, and she sobbed out the number twenty. Now that it was over, she tried to push herself up, but Declan grabbed hold of her and, the next thing she knew, she was sitting on his lap, with his arms around her in a tight embrace. Sniffing back her tears, she maneuvered herself, so she was straddling him, and wrapped her legs around his waist. She laid her head on his chest and listened to the steady, reassuring beat of his heart. She knew he wanted her. The bulge in his pants told her as much, but he didn’t make a move. Rocking her hips back and forth, she rubbed against him, and a low moan rumbled up from his chest.

      Emboldened by his obvious desire for her, Lucie slid a hand down to pop open the top button of his jeans. Declan grabbed her shoulders and pushed her back from him just enough to be able to see her tear-stained face. “What are you doing, sweetheart?”

      “I need you, Daddy.” He looked at her for a moment, and she was sure he was going to deny her. “Please.”

      That seemed to undo him. With a growl, he flipped her onto the bed, on all fours.

      “Are you protected?” The urgency in his tone made his words sound harsh.

      “Yes.”

      Declan nodded. “I’m clean.”

      He paused, waiting for permission to take her. Lucie didn’t hesitate. She gave a subtle nod of consent. It was all Declan needed. He grabbed her hips and positioned himself behind her. She was already soaking wet when he thrust his enormous cock into her, but she still felt the stretch as he filled her. As he began to slide in and out of her tight sheath at an agonizingly slow pace, Lucie whimpered. As good as that felt, she needed more.

      “Daddy, please,” she gasped.

      “What do you need, sweetheart?”

      “More.”

      “More of what?” Declan slid out of her and then slammed back in, hard. “More of this?”

      “Yes.” A hard smack landed across her bottom, that made her squeal in shock. “Yes, Daddy.”

      “Better.”

      He began to fuck her, thrusting into her at a relentless pace. Lucie tried to match his rhythm, but soon surrendered and let him take control. His low growl told her he approved when she dropped down to her forearms and rested her head on the bed. As he ruthlessly claimed her body, there was nothing she could do but hold on. She clutched the sheets, twisting them around her fingers.

      The friction of his cock made her clit tingle, but she needed more. Pushing her hips back against him, she whined as the pressure built inside her.

      “Daddy,” she pleaded as release remained out of reach.

      “I’ve got you, baby.”

      His hand snaked between her legs and found her engorged bud. He stroked her gently and she panted as she got ever closer to the pinnacle. Then, suddenly, he pinched her clit, hard. Pain shot through her and somehow morphed into the most intense pleasure she’d ever felt. Lucie screamed as her body convulsed. Blinding white light flashed before her eyes and, for a moment, she was lost in a world of unimaginable bliss.

      When she came back to her senses, Declan was on the bed next to her, stroking her arm. Unbelievably, he’d dragged his jeans back up and fastened them. He was completely unruffled, while she was a sweaty mess. If it wasn’t for the sticky wetness dribbling from her well-fucked pussy, she wouldn’t even have known he’d come.

      “Wow, that was….” She had no words. Every man she been with before him was suddenly relegated to the category of woefully inadequate. Declan had, in mere minutes, changed her expectation of what her body could experience. “It was incredible, Declan.”

      “Aye, it was, sweetheart, but who says it’s over?”

      He got up, grabbed her arm and pulled her to her feet. Before she could protest, he lifted her, effortlessly depositing her over his shoulder.

      “Daddy!” Lucie squealed. “What are you doing?”

      “We’ve got a train to catch, but first, you need a shower.”
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      Depositing Lucie on her feet on the cold, marble tiles, Declan reached into the shower and turned on the water. It took him a few seconds of fiddling with the controls to get it to the right temperature. “In you go, sweetheart.” He helped her to step into the shower and allowed himself a minute to drink in the beautiful sight before him. There was a little mole above her bellybutton he hadn’t noticed before. Her right breast sat just a fraction higher than the left. She crossed one leg in front of the other, denying him a full view of her bare pussy. For now, he decided to let her off with it. She was probably feeling pretty raw after he’d fucked her into oblivion.

      As she pressed herself back against the wall of the shower cubicle, her big eyes stared at him in question. He whipped his t-shirt off, over his head. “Don’t worry, I’m getting in with you.” He hesitated, for a moment. “If you’d like me to.”

      Her answering smile told Declan she wanted him to. He was a rough man, capable of committing acts of brutality, but he would never take anything from a woman she wasn’t prepared to give. Though he might enjoy pushing her boundaries, he could never force Lucie to do something she didn’t want to. She was far too precious for that, his gorgeous Lucie. Shit! What was he thinking? He barely knew the woman, and already he considered her special. He had to put those thoughts aside. As much as he wished it could be otherwise, there could be no future for them.

      Desperate to get close to her again, he stripped off his jeans and boxer shorts, and got into the cubicle with her, shutting the door behind him. The space was smaller than he’d imagined, but that was fine. He liked having Lucie up close. Pulling her under the shower, he gently brushed her hair back off her face. She closed her eyes and tilted her head, letting the water wash over her. There was something unintentionally sexy about the way she moved beneath the steady stream, wetting her hair and face. As she dropped her head, and met his gaze, lust fired through him. Knowing he had to have her again, he dropped to his knees.

      “What are you doing?” Lucie asked, in alarm.

      “Getting my first taste.”

      “Oh… uh…” As he put his hands on his thighs, she squeezed her legs together.

      Declan swatted her thigh, not hard enough to hurt, but to give her a warning. “Do not try to hide from me, sweetheart. Open up.”

      Reluctance seeped from every pore as she slowly parted her legs for him. She’d gotten into position for him to spank her with a belt with no hesitation, but this seemed to give her pause. Perhaps, she needed him to take control. Lifting her left leg over his shoulder, Declan buried his face between her thighs and licked along the length of her feminine seam.

      She gasped loudly. “Oh, that’s… oh… wow… uh…”

      Declan couldn’t help grinning. He’d barely started and already she was lost for words. He wondered if this experience was new to her. If it was, the other men she’d been with were damned fools, because she tasted like heaven. He wrapped his lips around her clit and sucked lightly, loving the sounds she made. Desperation, gratitude and pleasure wound together in her whimpers and moans. By the time he was finished, she’d be an incoherent wreck.

      He lapped at her pussy like a starving man. He wasn’t sure he’d ever get enough of this woman. When he’d fucked her, it had been the most incredible experience of his life. The way her snug little pussy gripped him was perfect. They fit together just right. He’d wanted to stay buried inside her forever. Then, when she came so violently, he thought he’d broken her. He wanted to do that, over and over, and then put her back together again.

      As he continued to lick and suck her sensitive flesh, he reached up and curved a hand around her breast. It was small, but perfect. He’d always been more of an ass man, but he loved her tits. As he grabbed her nipple and twisted it, Lucie squealed. He pushed his tongue inside her, and she rocked forwards, trying to get closer. Aware she was a hair’s breadth from unraveling, he sat back on his heels, and then got to his feet.

      “If you want to come, you’ll do it on my cock.” He spoke fiercely as he spun her around to face the tiles. Her hands shot out to brace herself as he yanked her hips back and impaled her with a single, savage thrust. Looking down at her bottom, knowing his palm had created that crimson blush on her skin, unleashed something primal in him. He pulled almost the whole way out of her and then drove back in again with enough force to make her scream. He pounded into her several times, and she scrabbled at the tiles, trying to grab hold of something that wasn’t there.

      Desire heated his blood but this wasn’t enough for him. He needed to see her face. Pulling out, he whirled her around, lifted her, and shoved his achingly hard shaft inside her once more. Lucie wrapped her legs tight around his waist, and her head dropped back against the tiles. Her face contorted in a glorious mix of agony and ecstasy as he laid claim to her, body and soul, in a way he had no real right to.

      As he pumped his hips, Lucie raked her nails down his arm. He growled and drove his cock deep inside her. She squealed as he reached a hand between them and teased her clit. As her pussy clenched around him, his own release came. “Fuck, Lucie!” he yelled as his cock jerked and he spilled his seed inside her. At the same time, she bucked her hips so forcefully, Declan was almost knocked off balance.

      When the tremors running through her body eased off, Lucie rested her head on his shoulder and wept. Withdrawing carefully from her undoubtedly tender body, Declan set her down on her feet and pulled her into his arms. “It’s okay, baby, I’ve got you.”

      He held her tight until her sobs subsided. Lucie stepped back, wiping the tears from her eyes. “I’m sorry. I’m just… dépassée.”

      “Must be bad if you can’t find the English word for it,” Declan teased.

      “No, not bad, overwhelmed.” Lucie flashed him a sad smile. “It was good. Too good.”

      Declan knew exactly what she meant. This had been incredible, but they both knew it was only temporary. He didn’t want to examine the feelings that aroused in him too closely. He bent his head and pressed his lips to hers in a gentle kiss. He pulled back, knowing that if he didn’t, he would be unable to stop himself taking her again.

      “Let’s get you cleaned up.” He did his best to inject brisk efficiency into his tone as he reached for the bottle of shampoo. “We need to be out of here soon.”
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      “Have you always lived in Paris?” Declan asked as their cab drove through the suburbs toward her grandparents’ house. She’d thought she would feel more excited about coming home after spending the last six months in Dublin, but she was pretty deflated. Since they left the hotel, she and Declan had barely spoken, except to remark on the extreme weather that had hit Heathrow. It had been her first time on the Eurostar, traveling through the Channel Tunnel, but she hadn’t been able to whip up any enthusiasm for that. Not with this gaping chasm opening up between her and the man she’d called Daddy just a few hours ago.

      “Uh, yes,” she said, when she realized Declan was still waiting for a response from her. “I mean, I traveled a bit when I was a student and, of course, I was in Dublin for a while, but yes, I’ve always lived here.”

      “What made you pick Dublin?”

      Lucie shrugged. It was a combination of things. She’d been interested in the history and culture of the city. She’d found Irish people to be warm, and friendly. And then there was the accent which made her go weak at the knees, especially when it rolled off the tongue of a handsome man. “I liked the look of it.”

      Silence descended once more, making the back seat of the cab feel claustrophobic. Lucie was glad when, finally, they turned onto the Rue des Jardins, and pulled up at the house.

      “It’s pretty,” Declan remarked. Lucie sucked in a breath as he leaned across her, to look out of the window. “Looks like it belongs in the countryside.”

      Yes, Lucie supposed it did with its little garden filled with brightly colored flowers, and the blue shutters on the windows. It had always felt like a sanctuary away from the bustle of the city. While Declan paid the cab driver and got her suitcases from the trunk, Lucie fished her keys out of her purse and opened the front door. The moment she stepped into the hallway, her grandmother rushed toward her, arms outstretched, and pulled her into a hug.

      Then, the older woman froze, and Lucie realized Declan had stepped into the corridor behind her. He filled the tiny space with his imposing form.

      “Ah, grand-mère, this is Declan.” Her grandmother’s eyes widened in surprise. Lucie had told her all about the Bishop brother she’d harbored a serious crush on. “Declan, this is my grandmother, Edith Viblanc.”

      “Madame Viblanc.” Declan acknowledged her respectfully.

      Her grandmother looked Declan up and down, and Lucie held her breath as she waited for the older woman’s assessment. Edith Viblanc held strong opinions and was never afraid to express them. “You are the lawyer, yes?”

      “I am,” Declan confirmed, his brow wrinkling as he no doubt wondered how much Lucie had told her family about him.

      “You’re right,” Edith said to Lucie. “He is handsome.”

      Blushing as Declan’s lips twitched, Lucie quickly changed the subject. “Did my letter arrive?”

      “Yes, on the table.”

      Lucie went to the little wooden table outside the living room door where the mail was usually left. She found the letter, unopened, and held it up for Declan to see.

      “Do you have somewhere we can go and look at it?” Declan asked. “I want to know what’s on it.”

      “There’s a computer in my bedroom.” Lucie bit her bottom lip and looked to her grandmother. “If that’s okay with you, grand-mère?”

      “Oui, bien sûr.” The older woman winked at her, and Lucie tried not to cringe as Declan smirked. “Lunch in thirty minutes, yes. You will join us, Monsieur Bishop? My husband will be back from his walk by then.”

      Declan fished his cellphone out of his pocket and checked the time.

      A wave of nausea swept over Lucie as she realized he would be heading back to Dublin soon. She was nowhere near ready to say goodbye to him yet.

      “I will, thank you.”

      Humming contentedly, Edith shuffled off back to the kitchen. Lucie swept an arm toward the stairs in an overly dramatic gesture that betrayed her nervousness at having him here, in her home. “Please, go on up.”

      She let Declan precede her upstairs and tried not to salivate as she looked at his insanely taut derriere, displayed to perfection in his snug-fitting jeans. When they reached the top, Declan paused since he had no clue where her bedroom was.

      “It’s the last one on the right,” Lucie said.

      He headed to her room but, rather than going straight in, he stepped back to allow her to enter first. It was something she really liked about Declan, his impeccable manners.

      As Lucie walked into her bedroom, embarrassment swept over her. She hadn’t decorated in years, and nothing had changed since she was a teenager. The room was a place to lay her head and little more, so she’d never seen the point in updating it. Now, imagining what it must look like to Declan, she wished she had. She glanced at him and found he was looking around with faint amusement on his face. Posters of her favorite boybands adorned the walls, along with certificates proudly proclaiming her minor achievements at school. Her bed was white-painted wood, with a pink princess canopy above it. Dozens of throw pillows portraying Labrador puppies were stacked neatly at its head. She wanted to curl up and die. Why had she never changed anything?

      “The, uh, computer is here.” She stepped over to the desk and switched it on. It took a few minutes to boot up. The harsh whirring sound it made was an apparent protest about being neglected for so long. She pulled out the pink plastic office chair for Declan to sit on. “Please, make yourself at home.”

      Declan took a seat, but the last thing he looked on the dinky chair was comfortable. He was too big for her room, for the whole house, in fact. When she thought about the Bishop mansion, back in Dublin, the sheer opulence of the place, she couldn’t help but wonder what Declan made of her childhood home.

      She watched as he opened the letter and retrieved the pen drive, slotting it into one of the USB ports on the computer. As a folder came up showing dozens of files, Lucie decided it was probably best to give Declan some privacy. “I’ll be downstairs, if you need me.”

      As she tried to step past him, Declan wrapped his hands around her waist, and pulled her down onto his lap. “Stay.”

      “But isn’t this private?”

      Declan didn’t answer. He just tightened an arm around her, letting her know she was going nowhere. Lucie perched awkwardly on his knee, as he flicked through various files. She looked at him, at the posters, at anything, rather than the computer screen. Whatever was on the pen drive was nothing but trouble as far as she was concerned, and she didn’t want to see anything incriminating.

      “What the fuck!” Declan spat out, his body tensing in anger. Lucie flinched. Immediately, Declan drew her into a hug. He stroked her back, soothingly. “I’m sorry, sweetheart. Daddy didn’t mean to frighten you.”

      She sighed. Did he even know he was referring to himself that way? It made her heart ache for things that could never be. “I know.”

      He planted a chaste kiss on her forehead and then drew his cellphone out of his pocket. Lucie felt even more like she should withdraw from the room as she realized he was calling his brother. “Deartháir, I’ve got the drive. Aye, I’ve had a look. Accounts for O’Byrne’s.” He paused before speaking again, obviously replying to his brother’s questions.  “Aye, the last five years. Aye, I’ll get rid of it. Aye, you do that.”

      Although she wasn’t sure what O’Byrne’s was or whether it really mattered if Marnie had copied their financial information, Lucie felt uncomfortable about listening in on Declan’s half of the conversation. She hadn’t really been able to hear what Ronan said, but she’d detected anger in his voice. When Declan ended the call, she gave him a watery smile. He took the pen drive from the computer and put it in his pocket. With great tenderness, he swept her hair back behind her ear, and stared at her for a moment, something like regret in his eyes. “You okay, sweetheart?”

      “Yes, it’s just strange having you in my room.”

      “I’ll bet you’ve had plenty of boys up here in your time.”

      Lucie shook her head. “No, you’re the first.”

      “Really? So, you’ve not made out with any lads on your bed, then?”

      “Not a single one.” She didn’t miss the way his gaze shifted to the bed, nor the sparkle in his eyes when he looked back at her. He didn’t need to say a word for her to know exactly what he was thinking. “We can’t.”

      “Sure we can.” Declan rearranged her so her legs were wrapped around his waist and got to his feet. He turned around, in the small space between the desk and the bed. Unfastening his jeans, he pushed them down to his knees, and sat on the bed.

      The sight of his steely erection stole Lucie’s breath from her. When he shoved her panties to one side, finding her already wet, she couldn’t resist when he said, “Take what you want, sweetheart.”

      Lucie didn’t need to be asked twice. Raising her hips, she got in position and slowly sank down, panting as his delicious cock threatened to split her apart. “Daddy!” she whimpered, as he wrapped her hair around his fist, and yanked her head back, exposing her throat to him. As he suckled on her neck, she rocked her hips back and forth.

      “Ride me, sweetheart.” Declan released her hair.

      She pushed him, so he fell back onto the bed. Bracing herself, with her palms on his chest, she did just that.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Nine

          

        

      

    

    
      Declan felt like a naughty schoolboy as he joined the Viblancs for lunch. He and Lucie had tried to keep the noise down as they fucked, but he wasn’t sure they’d succeeded. She was obviously as uncomfortable with joining her grandparents after that as he was. Every time he caught her eye, she blushed furiously and looked away. She’d been assertive upstairs, taking what she wanted from him, her hot little pussy milking his come from him. He’d never let a woman have control like that, but it had been incredible to watch the determination on her face as she moved with such grace and sensuality on top of him.

      “My wife tells me you’re a lawyer.”

      Pulled from his salacious thoughts, Declan turned to Lucie’s grandfather, Etienne Viblanc. While his wife was short and robust in appearance, he was a tall man, thin and physically frail. Though his body appeared weakened with age, his mind was anything but. There was a keenness in his gaze that told Declan this man was as sharp as he’d ever been.

      “I am.” Declan took another bite of the delicious chicken dish Lucie’s grandmother had served up.

      “What sort of lawyer?”

      “Criminal.” Out of the corner of his eye, he caught the flash of amusement that flitted across Lucie’s face. Little brat. He should spank her for that. “But I work mainly on property acquisitions these days.”

      “Hmm.” The older man pursed his lips. “I was a policeman. Did Lucie tell you that?”

      “You weren’t a policeman,” Edith scolded. She reached across the table and patted Declan’s hand as if trying to reassure him he wasn’t going to be arrested at any moment. “He took pictures at crime scenes.”

      Etienne sniffed indignantly. “I can still spot a criminal, when I see one.”

      “Declan’s not a criminal,” Lucie said with surprising conviction, since she knew that was a lie. “You think everyone with a tattoo is up to no good.”

      “Some connard with a tattoo killed my Luc, didn’t he?”

      “My papa,” Lucie explained. “He and mama were killed by a drunk driver.”

      Although she’d never confided in him about the car crash which had claimed the lives of her parents, Declan already knew the details. When Ronan decided to employ Lucie to cover for his regular nanny while she was recuperating after an operation, he’d ordered Frankie to do a thorough background check on her. Lucie was orphaned at the age of eight and taken in by her paternal grandparents. It was one of the reasons he knew he couldn’t draw her any farther into his world. She’d suffered enough heartache in her life already. He liked her too much to cause her any more.

      “How do you like the chicken?” Edith asked, diplomatically changing the subject.

      “Best I’ve ever eaten.” The old lady waved off his compliment, but Declan wasn’t exaggerating. The chicken was moist and tender, flavored with garlic and herbs he didn’t have the culinary knowledge to identify. Served with what Edith had told him were potatoes boulangère, and freshly baked bread on the side, it was far more delicious than the fast food he usually grabbed for lunch.

      “Silver-tongued snake.” Lucie’s grandfather fixed him with a stern glare. “When do you leave?”

      “Etienne!” Edith scolded.

      “Well, this thug comes in here with our Lucie and acts like he’s a normal visitor. But what was all that business with the letter, huh?”

      “It’s not our concern.”

      “Pah! Not our concern? This is our home.”

      Lucie’s grandmother slapped her hand down on the table and unleashed a torrent of French invective at her husband that Declan couldn’t keep up with. Whatever she said clearly struck a nerve. Rising from his seat so fast his chair toppled over and crashed to the floor, Etienne grabbed his plate and headed off to eat elsewhere.

      “I should go.” The last thing Declan wanted was to be the source of family conflict.

      “No!” Edith and Lucie protested, in unison.

      “I don’t want to upset Monsieur Viblanc.”

      “He’ll calm down. He’s protective of Lucie, that’s all.”

      Declan appreciated the fact. “That’s as it should be.” Families ought to look out for each other, like his own did. They might act as though they wanted to stab one another in the throat half the time, but they would die to protect their loved ones.

      “And he’s not himself lately.” Edith sighed wistfully. “He finds himself unable to walk as far as he once did. He had to give up driving. It’s hard for some men to grow old.”

      Declan imagined it would be hard for any man to lose their physical prowess. He watched as Lucie took her grandmother’s hand and kissed it. “But he still has you, Mamie.”

      Feeling as though he was intruding on an intimate moment, Declan looked away. His eye cast around the prettily decorated room with its floral wallpaper and cream curtains and snagged on a family photograph on a table by the window. A little blonde girl sat in between a jovial looking man, and a woman who was Lucie’s double.

      “That’s me.”

      He turned to Lucie. “You were blonde?”

      “Until I was about twelve, thirteen, maybe. Then my hair started to get darker.”

      “Lucie was a delightful child.” Edith pushed to her feet. “If you’ll excuse me, Monsieur Bishop, I’m going to go and check Etienne hasn’t started on the tarte au citron. He’s a devil for sweets when he’s in a sulk.”

      Left alone with Lucie, Declan felt even more out of place. He didn’t belong here in the house where she grew up among such nice, ordinary people. Well, okay, her grandfather hadn’t been pleasant, but he was clearly a good person. “I should go,” he said, again.

      “Can’t you finish lunch first? There’s lemon tart.”

      “As tempting as that is, I need to get to the airport. I’ve got a flight booked.”

      “You have?” Lucie sounded surprised. But, of course, she didn’t know he’d sorted out a flight back to Dublin during their silent cab drive here. “When is your flight?”

      “Six thirty.”

      She turned and looked at the clock on the mantel. “That’s hours away.”

      “I like to be early for check-in.”

      It was a lame excuse, and the way Lucie’s mouth drooped told him she knew he was looking for a reason to get out of there. “Well, in that case, let me see you to the door.”

      Lucie trailed behind him as he went to the front door. They both stood there for a moment, the heavy silence that descended widening the gulf between them. He knew he should say something to make things right, but Lucie spoke first. “Declan what happened between us—”

      “Is over.” He leapt in to put a stop to the conversation before she could say something she’d regret. “Look, sweetheart, I’m not the man for you. I work long hours, and a lot of what I do is dangerous.”

      “I know that, but—”

      Again, he interrupted. “There are things I’ve done that would horrify you. Trust me, Lucie, you’re too sweet and innocent to get dragged into my world. I’d never forgive myself if it tainted you.”

      Her lips pushed out into an adorable pout. “I see.”

      Sighing heavily, Declan picked up his backpack from the spot where he’d dropped it behind the door when he came in. Lucie’s suitcases were still sitting there as well, and it would be so easy to tell her to grab them and come with him, but he didn’t. As he looked at her one last time, he wanted nothing more than to kiss her goodbye. For both their sakes, he resisted the urge. It was better to make a clean break. He walked out of the house and didn’t look back.

      In the cab on the way here, they’d driven along a street with several cafés, so Declan headed in that direction. Ten minutes later, he was sitting at a table on the sidewalk, with a strong black coffee in front of him. He tried to think about work, but images of Lucie flooded his mind. She’d responded so beautifully every time he touched her, and she’d called him Daddy as though it was the most natural thing in the world. Other women had done that to please him, but for her, it ran deeper. She wanted someone to be her Daddy, to take care of her the way she deserved. He wished it could be him.

      As he sipped his coffee, his phone buzzed. He took it from his pocket. Ronan. Shit. He was the one person whose calls Declan really couldn’t ignore, even when he wasn’t in the mood to talk. “What’s up?”

      “Are you still in the city of love?”

      City of love? He wished that was the case. “Aye, but I’m on my way back. My flight is at six thirty.”

      “Cancel it.”

      Declan pinched the bridge of his nose. “Why?”

      “You’ve been working hard lately. You deserve some time off.”

      “Time off?” Declan had no idea what had gotten into his brother. “We don’t take vacations in our line of business.”

      “Aye, well,” Ronan said, “Ma’s been chewing my ear off.”

      Declan couldn’t help but smile at the pained tone in his brother’s voice. Their mother was a force to be reckoned with and was possibly the only person on Earth who had some control over Ronan Bishop. “What about?”

      “She wants you to settle down. She knows you have the wee French lass in your sights.”

      “Not anymore.”

      “What? You fucked that up already?”

      Declan gritted his teeth. “No, but she doesn’t belong with a man like me.”

      “What do you mean?”

      Was Ronan really so blind he couldn’t see that men like them didn’t deserve women as sweet and lovely as Lucie? “She shouldn’t be around the kind of things I do.”

      “Ah, well, that’s the thing. You’re not going to be doing those kinds of jobs from now on.”

      “I’m not?”

      “No, we’re moving you to a new position. Something more fitting for a man with a college education.”

      Declan wondered if he detected a hint of mockery in his brother’s tone. He was probably imagining it. Everyone in the family was proud of his educational achievements. He was the only one of them who’d finished high school, never mind gotten a degree. “You want me out?”

      “No, deartháir, never.” Ronan sounded upset that Declan could even think such a thing. “I want you to build the investment side of things, expand our property portfolio, you know?”

      Declan considered it for a moment. His brother was offering him the chance to grow their legitimate business interests. It was tempting. Though he’d never thought about quitting, he didn’t exactly love the more violent aspects of his work. “Okay, if you think that’s for the best.”

      “It is. Now, you can go get your girl without worrying about any other bullshit.”

      “It might not be that easy.”

      Ronan barked out a laugh. “I knew you’d fucked it up. Just go get her, man. Sort the rest out later.”

      “And you’re okay with that?”

      “Aye, of course. The whole pen drive thing was Marnie’s doing and she’s sorry for it. And why do you think I sent you after the French lass in the first place?”

      Now it was Declan’s turn to chuckle. “Never took you for a matchmaker, Ro.”

      “Got to get you fuckwits off my hands somehow.”

      Grinning, Declan ended the call and dropped his phone onto the table in front of him. He sat back in his seat and took a sip of his coffee. Ronan had given him a lot to contemplate, but he wasn’t about to rush into anything. It would be cruel to offer Lucie a future if he wasn’t absolutely certain he could be the type of man she needed. He had to think this through.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Ten

          

        

      

    

    
      Lucie stared at the door for a full two minutes after Declan left. She couldn’t decide whether she wanted to cry because he was gone or run after him and beat him senseless for presuming to know what was best for her. If concern for her welfare was the real reason he’d said those things, of course. Perhaps he didn’t actually want her. Tears filled her eyes as she thought about it. That made sense. What he’d said was just a variation of that old chestnut, it’s not you, it’s me.

      “Lucie?” Her grandmother appeared in the hallway behind her. “Did Declan leave?”

      Lucie opened her mouth to reply, but all that came out was a pathetic squeak. Bursting into tears, she skirted past her grandmother and ran upstairs to her bedroom.

      She threw herself onto the bed. As she thought about how she and Declan had fucked, in this very spot, only an hour ago, her whole body was wracked with violent sobs. It was totally irrational to feel this way, but she couldn’t help it. She missed Declan already. As she wept uncontrollably, she was vaguely aware of a knock at the door, and her grandmother coming into the room.

      “Lucie, what is it?”

      She pushed herself up until she was sitting and allowed her grandmother to pull her close. As the older woman stroked her hair and murmured soothing words to her, Lucie eventually managed to stop crying.

      “He left, Mamie. He went back to Dublin.”

      “Ah, I see. He is gone and you are desolate. Do you love this man, ma chérie?”

      Love? No, it couldn’t possibly be that, not after a single night together. “We only…” How could she put this? It was her grandmother she was talking to, after all. “We only got together last night.”

      “Often times that’s all it takes. Besides, you knew him longer than this, yes?”

      “Yes, but we never even kissed before last night.”

      “Well, that’s the way of it, sometimes.” Her grandmother took her hand and squeezed it tight. “Did I ever tell you how Etienne and I first met?”

      Lucie shook her head. In all the years she’d lived there, they’d never shared that story with her.

      “Well,” her grandmother said, “we were at college together, but in different classes. Every day, we passed each other in the corridor, exchanging nothing but glances at first. Then, over time, we started to say hello, how are you? After a year of making pleasantries, your grandfather summoned the courage to ask me on a date. We went to a little restaurant near Place de la Republique and ate choucroute. He asked me to marry him that very night. We said our vows one month later.”

      “Seriously, Mamie. You’re telling me you fell in love over a dish of sauerkraut? You knew he was the one after a single date?”

      “Oh, yes. We both knew how we felt straight away. It was the same when Luc met your mother.”

      Lucie wasn’t sure she felt quite so strongly for Declan. She liked him, a lot, and wanted to explore a relationship with him. But she didn’t love him, not yet. Her tears were for the missed opportunity for love to develop and the hurt she felt at being rejected. Besides, if she did love him, even a little, he certainly didn’t return her affections. “But he feels nothing for me.”

      “Pah!” Her grandmother dismissed her. “Of course, he does. I saw how he looked at you. The man is crazy about you.”

      “Well, even if he is, we’re from two very different worlds, and it would never work.”

      “Excuses!” Her grandmother eyed her speculatively. “You could make it work.”

      Lucie shrugged. “I’m not so sure.”

      “Well, there is only one way to find out.”

      “You think I should call him?” She didn’t have his cell number, but she knew how to get in touch with Marnie. As she thought about calling her former employer, realization dawned on her. Declan had never returned her cellphone to her. “Oh merde! He still has my phone.”

      “Then it’s a sign. Pack your bags and go to him. Show him you are serious and ask him to tell you what he feels.”

      “And you and grand-père? I can’t leave you again so soon.”

      “Of course, you can. We may be old, but we’re not invalids yet.”

      “But—”

      “Decide for yourself, chérie.” Her grandmother got to her feet. “But don’t wait. With a body like that, he’ll not be on the market for long. I might even snap him up myself.”

      Lucie laughed as her grandmother kissed her forehead and left the room. She felt better for having talked to someone about the situation with Declan, even if she hadn’t been able to divulge the details of what had happened between them.

      Resolved to at least talk to Declan about the possibility of seeing him again, she headed downstairs, and grabbed her purse. She found her grandparents in the kitchen, washing the dishes from lunch. “I’m going to the airport.”

      Her grandmother squealed with delight and rushed to hug her. Lucie looked over her shoulder, to her grandfather. He looked disappointed at first, and then resigned as he bowed his head.

      “Good luck.” Her grandmother squeezed her tight, and then let her go.

      “Thank you, Mamie. I’ll call and let you know what my plans are.” She bit her bottom lip. “Goodbye, grand-père”

      As she turned to leave, he called out to her. “Do you have enough money?”

      It was his way of letting her know he was on her side, even if he didn’t like what she was about to do. “Yes, grand-père.” She rushed back into the kitchen, to give him a hug. “Thank you.”

      “You make sure he treats you right. Tell him I know people.”

      Lucie grinned. “Of course, grand-père.”

      She left the house and hurried across the street. As she walked toward the park, intending to take the metro to Gard du Nord and catch the RER train to the airport, footsteps seemed to follow her.

      “Going somewhere, sweetheart?”

      She froze in recognition of that lazy Irish drawl that made her pussy clench. Turning around, she found Declan standing in the middle of the road.

      “I was… what are you doing here?”

      “I realized I’m a fucking idiot.”

      Her heart fluttered as he stepped closer.

      “I told you all the reasons we shouldn’t be together, but I didn’t give you a chance to tell me if you want me despite all that.” He shuffled from one foot to the other, looking slightly lost. “So, how about it, sweetheart? Do you want me?”

      She closed her eyes and took a deep breath, then opened them again. “Yes, Declan. I want you.”

      “Okay, thank fuck, I—”

      Before he could finish his sentence, she ran at him, launching herself into his arms. He caught her and swung her around, then kissed her with so much passion and longing, she wanted to cry. He set her down on her feet and held her at arm’s length so he could look her in the eye. “So, you’ll come home with me and see where this takes us?”

      “Yes.” Lucy felt as if she might burst with happiness. “Yes, Daddy, I will.”
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      One year later

      Lucie placed her palms on the desk and nervously waited for Declan to arrive. He’d texted that he expected her to be waiting for him when he got home from a meeting, and she knew just what he wanted from her. They’d tried a lot of different things in the time they’d been together, experimenting to find what worked for them. Lucie had realized early on, that intrigued as she might be by certain books, being a Little wasn’t really for her. It didn’t stop her from devouring the stories, though.

      What she and Declan had found most pleasure in was the unruly schoolgirl in need of discipline scenario. It didn’t really come as a surprise to either of them, since that was basically how things had played out on their first night, back at the airport hotel. So, there Lucie was, with her hair in braided pigtails, wearing a pleated school skirt that barely covered her ass, black sweater and knee-high socks, waiting for her Daddy to come home.

      She tensed as the door handle turned. Once, in the early days of their relationship, Declan’s younger brother, Adam, had barged in here and caught her in a compromising position. It hadn’t happened again, but she was wary until she saw who was entering. She smiled at the sight of Declan in his black dress pants and white shirt, its sleeves rolled up to his elbows, revealing the ink on his forearms.

      “Eyes front, sweetheart,” he snarled.

      Ooh! He was all business tonight. Lucie immediately turned to face the wall on the opposite side of his desk. She heard him go to the cabinet beneath the window and retrieve something from it. She hoped it wasn’t a cane. They stung like hell, and her infraction this morning when she accidentally switched off the alarm and made him late for an appointment, wasn’t the worst thing she’d ever done.

      “Six with the paddle.” Declan’s pronouncement surprised her. Six would barely warm her ass up now that she was used to being spanked on a regular basis. Still, she wasn’t about to argue.

      “Yes, Daddy. Do you want me to count them out?”

      “Of course.”

      He flipped her skirt up around her waist, grunting approvingly as he found her bottom bare. She relaxed as he positioned himself, a little to the left of her, where he could watch her reactions while administering the punishment. The paddle thudded off her left butt cheek, making little impression on her. “One.”

      Again, the paddle landed, this time on the right side. It was no harder than the first strike. “Two.”

      The third impact made her gasp, but still Declan wasn’t putting much effort into it. Her mind whirred with devastating possibilities. Had he lost his desire for her? Did disciplining her no longer appeal to him. “Three.”

      When the fourth stroke with the paddle barely registered with her, Lucie reached the end of her tether. Straightening up, she whirled around to face Declan. “If you’re not going to put any effort into it, then don’t bother. I’ve no idea what….” The protest died at the back of her throat, as Declan sank to his knees before her. She blinked as she realized he was holding out a little blue box to her. “Oh, my god… Daddy?”

      “Lucie Viblanc, you are the best thing that’s ever happened to me. I know I don’t deserve you, but”—he took a deep breath and Lucie grinned. Her big, bad Daddy was nervous—“will you marry me?”

      “Yes, silly.” She squealed with delight, as he pulled her down to join him on the floor. “I will marry you.”

      He kissed her, a long, slow, sensuous kiss, his warm lips moving gently over hers. Then he pulled back and opened the ring box. He slid the ring onto her finger. It wasn’t a big, flashy piece of jewelry that would make a statement of ownership. It was a perfect princess-cut diamond on a thin platinum band, exactly what she would have chosen for herself.

      “I love it. Thank you, Daddy.”

      “I’m glad, sweetheart, because you’ll be wearing it every day for the rest of your life.”

      Lucie smiled. The rest of her life. She liked the sound of that. “I love you, Declan.”

      “And I love you too.” He kissed her forehead. “Now, about you calling me silly…”
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      Wendy

      You are my role model. You are so lucky. You are living my dream. OMG, I wish I was you.

      There are 200 comments on my latest post, fifty of them added since last I checked my phone. Admirers. Fans. People wishing they were me. If they only knew.

      I put my phone on my lap and look out the window at the landscape.

      The thick firs loom green against a backdrop of craggy mountains still wearing a frosting of snow even though it’s well into April. I lean forward in my seat.

      “Hur mycket langre?” I ask how much further. The driver looks at my reflection in his rearview mirror. I can tell by his smirking expression that I’m mangling the Swedish language.

      “Not far,” he answers in flawless English.

      It’s not my first time in Sweden. Two years ago, I visited Stockholm. Many of the people I met there spoke excellent English, but I assumed coming to a rural part of the country that few would. Apparently, I’m wrong.

      The driver is middle-aged and has a crucifix hanging from his mirror which is unusual given that Catholics make up less than two percent of the population. I’m tempted to ask him about it but decide not to pry. Instead, I aim my phone out the window and hit record as the car turns off the road.

      Act happy, I tell myself. They want happy.

      “Hey, hey, hey!” I say cheerily. “It’s me, Wendy Wanderlust, and guess where I am today!” I switch the camera so that the phone records the landscape outside the window. Will you look at that scenery? Gorgeous, right? I press the button so that the camera is facing me again. “First one of you to guess where I am today gets a free mug from the Wendy Wanderlust merch store! So, drop those guesses in the comment section!” I flash my viewers a smile and a peace sign before clicking off the camera. A few clicks and I’ve posted the video to TikTok, Instagram, and Facebook by the time the taxi stops in a gravel cul-de-sac. Up ahead I can see chimneys amid the trees.

      “Your cabin is up there,” the driver says, motioning towards a narrow path. I can see peaked rooftops through the trees. “You’ll have to walk from here. No cars allowed. Do you need help with your bags?”

      “No thanks,” I say, and try not to panic at how little money I have left after I pay the fare.

      I should have just headed home after Oslo; the cost of an extra weekend abroad is going to break me financially but going home now would break me emotionally. I’m not ready to go back to Chicago. I’m not ready to go back to the empty apartment. I’m not ready to go into the empty bedroom I’d shared with Gary. How could I sleep there again?

      I watch the taxi drive away and pick up my bags from the ground. Gravel crunches under my boots as I begin the trek up to the Airbnb I’ve rented for the weekend. The incline is steeper than it looks and the bags heavier than I remember. It occurs to me that this would make a hilarious video but there’s no way I could manage the bags and my selfie stick while I walk.

      One of the perks of being a travel blogger is that Airbnb hosts generally go out of their way to make your stay pleasant. I’m pleased to see the cabin looks just as it did in the picture—steep A-frame roof, dark wood siding, charming ornate green shutters. I’m huffing as I climb the steps and drop my bags by the door. I take hold of the door handle to catch my breath and to my surprise the knob turns, and while I’m grateful I don’t have to fish through my bag for the keys, I make a mental note to remind the owners that whoever set the place up prior to my arrival didn’t lock up when they left.

      This minor mistake is quickly forgotten once I’m inside. The pictures didn’t do the interior justice. The owner must have redecorated since the photos were taken, changing out the traditional Nordic design for a minimalist Scandinavian-inspired décor. Rather than the wash of color I was expecting, the furnishings are creams and beige. It’s more elegant than homey, but just as inviting.

      I walk over to the sofa, drop my bags on the floor, sit down, and start to cry. It’s hard being two different people. My online persona requires me to be bubbly and enthusiastic. Behind the camera I’m Wendy Wanderlust, the carefree globetrotter with the big smile, an image I’ve parlayed into a successful online brand. I love traveling and never thought I’d find anyone who would tempt me to leave the road, but Gary opened a side of me I didn’t know existed—a hopeless romantic who could see herself settling down. As it turned out, the guy who said he loved my sense of adventure secretly resented the time I spent away. Even though I’ve deleted our last texts, they’re burned into my memory.

      How could you do this to me?

      I was lonely, Wendy. You should have known.

      You could have told me how you felt.

      It’s hard to talk to someone who’d rather leave the country than have an uncomfortable conversation.

      I force myself to get off the sofa. The cabin is warm and the remnants of a fire smolder in the little stove. Another thoughtful touch, and I regret that I didn’t get here earlier to have a chat with the owner. I walk to the kitchen. Sometimes hosts will leave a note. This one left something better—a bottle of wine and a box of chocolates. They must really want me to leave a good review.

      I open cabinets until I find a wine glass. The wine-opener is in a drawer. I decide to uncork the wine and let it breathe while I tour the rest of the house. The cabin has an open, airy floorplan and I can see the bed up in the loft. There’s a huge flatscreen television across from the sofa and a floor-to-ceiling bookshelf against one wall.

      You can tell a lot about someone by what’s on their bookshelves. I walk over and peruse the titles. There are books with both English and Swedish titles on cooking and art and… sex? I reach out and remove a book and read the title out loud. Safe, Sane, and Consensual: Contemporary Perspectives on Sadomasochism. I put it back and take out another. Sexual Outsiders: Understanding BDSM Sexualities and Communities. There are other books on the shelf, too—all scholarly and all along the same themes of BDSM and sexuality. I’m a little surprised, but, then again, this is Europe.

      After a quick look at the rest of the downstairs I head out onto the deck to turn on the hot tub. Some Airbnbs have directions for nearly everything. This one doesn’t but the hot tub is already warm. More bonus points for the host, I tell myself. Back inside, I change into my swimsuit and then head back out to the hot tub with the chocolates, the wine, and my phone. I place everything on the rim of the tub and slide into the water. The deck overlooks a beautiful lake. If I’m going to be depressed at least I have a beautiful view and enough wine to drown my sorrows. I fill the wine glass to the brim and take a sip. Good god, it’s amazing. I’ve never tasted wine like this before. I select one of the chocolates. It’s sheer bliss—creamy smoothness with a hint of citrus.

      I pick up my phone and click over to TikTok where my initial video already has nearly 700 views and fifty guesses as to where I am. I scroll through and screenshot the name of the first person to guess Sweden so I can contact her once I’m back home and send her some merch.

      I decide to do a Live and shove all the sadness back down and force a smile for the camera.

      “Hello, travel fans. It’s me, Wendy Wanderlust, and to jane316 who was the first to guess I’m in Sweden, you are correct! I’m actually on the Swedish side of Finnskogen, a beautiful region that straddles the border between Norway and Sweden and let me tell you, the view from this cabin is magnificent.”

      I turn the phone and pan across the lake before turning the camera back to me.

      “And guys, look at this. Is my host the best or what? Some kind of bougie French wine…” I zoom in on the label. “And these chocolates are to die for.”

      I begin to read the comments so I can respond in real time. Someone asks if I’m in a hot tub and I tell them I am. Someone else asks me what I’ll be doing on this trip. I tell them I’ll be hiking. Then someone asks to see the wine label again. It’s a regular viewer so I comply.

      They left you a Rotschild? The question is followed by five shocked face emojis. Someone else comments that the wine looks expensive.

      I’m no sommelier, so I ignore the comment. It can’t be that expensive if it was left for me by the host. I pop another piece of chocolate in my mouth. I haven’t eaten since this morning and the wine is quickly going to my head.

      You look adorable, says rileya97.

      “Oh, you like my pigtails?” I ask, shaking my head. I’d put my hair up before getting in the hot tub.

      I giggle as I read the next comment aloud. “You look too young to be drinking. Awww. Why, thank you! I turn thirty-five next month so that’s nice to hear.” I raise my glass in a toast to the comment.

      More wine, more questions. I watch the sun sink towards the horizon, my head buzzing and my body languid. I don’t need any more wine but it’s so good. What harm can one more glass do? As for the calories in the chocolate, I’ll burn them off hiking this weekend.

      I keep my live sessions limited to thirty minutes and wrap this one up with a promise to bring my fans more beautiful views tomorrow. I click off TikTok and lean back in the tub. The buzz is strong now. No more wine for me. I can’t risk a hangover. I need to be sharp for tomorrow. My bag is packed with products I’ll be paid to endorse while I’m here. There’s a pair of new hiking boots, a water filtration system and bottle, and a watch with a built-in GPS locator.

      “Find a career you love,” a college advisor once told me, so I majored in creative writing. My parents were gutted; they’re both accountants and had wanted me to go into finance. If I’d listened to them, I’d be sitting in some stuffy office working overtime. Instead, I’m literally getting paid to vacation year-round. Between my TikTok, YouTube, and Instagram, I’m up to nearly two million followers. My creator fund and Patreon donations finance my travels but just barely. Only Gary knew about my narrow financial margin and worried about the security of what he called my “fake it until you make it” career.

      I worried, too, but not enough to give it up. Gary didn’t understand the power of perception. My image is my brand, and ironically, the day I landed two big endorsements was the same day I found him cheating on me. I guess I wasn’t the only one faking it.

      I pull up my Spotify playlist and practice faking happiness with a little Lana Del Rey. I pour another three fingers of wine and gulp it down. My head is spinning but the alcohol dulls the pain. I raise my arms and sway to the time of the music.

      “What the hell is going on here?”

      I whirl around at the sound of an angry male voice, upsetting the wine bottle. It clatters to the floor and rolls across the deck, leaking a line of red as it goes. There’s a man in the doorway—a tall, blond man. He’s broad-shouldered, obviously incredulous, and gorgeous. His gaze follows the wine bottle until it comes to a stop by the edge of the railing. He walks over and picks it up. I’m unable to move and am about to ask who he is but he speaks again before I can say anything.

      “Do you have any idea what you’ve done?” He says the words deliberately, his tone low and dangerous as he holds out the nearly empty wine bottle. “This is… this was a vintage Rotschild.” He looks down at the half-empty chocolate box. “You ate the truffles, too?”

      I find my voice, trying hard not to slur my speech as I answer. “I thought they were gifts,” I say sheepishly. “Airbnb hosts leave them all the time.”

      “This isn’t an Airbnb. This is my cabin.”

      “Your… your cabin.” A wave of dizziness hits me as the adrenaline from the shock subsides. “No.” I shake my head. “It’s an Airbnb.”

      “You think I don’t know my own house? There are three cabins on this path. They are all identical from the outside. Only one is an Airbnb and it’s two doors down at the end of the path.”

      Despite the warm water, I suddenly feel cold as I realize my mistake. No wonder the cabin décor didn’t match the picture on the website.

      “Oh, fuck,” I say, putting my hand over my mouth. “I thought… I mean… the door was open. I came in. I am so sorry.” I try to stand but everything is spinning. I clutch the side of the tub and put a hand to my head. I affect a graceless exit and pick up my robe from the floor. Moving from the warmth of the tub to the cold air shocks my body and makes my head spin even worse. From a few feet away the tall man is watching me try to put on my bathrobe. I stick my arm in the wrong hole, pull it out, and try again. Finally, I get it right. I tell him I’ll pay for the wine and chocolates.

      “With all due respect, it’s unlikely you’ll be able to,” he replies.

      Does he plan to call the cops? I try to quell my rising panic. “It was an honest misunderstanding,” I say as I manage to get my robe sash tied. “Like I said, Airbnb hosts leave gifts all the time, especially for people like me. I’m a travel blogger, an influencer, okay? Maybe you’ve heard of my blog–Wendy Wanderlust?”

      His only response is a hard stare.

      “I’ve got two million followers! Look, I can prove it.” I reach for my phone sitting on the side of the hot tub but accidentally knock it into the water. I drop to my knees, fishing the phone from the water. I stare at it in disbelief.

      “Oh my god. Oh my god.” It’s all I can say as I frantically push the buttons, but nothing happens. To add insult to injury, I begin to cry. “Oh, this is fucking great!”

      Somewhere in the back of my mind I realize I’m not tipsy. I’m drunk. I’m drunk, in the wrong house and am having a meltdown in front of a big man holding a wine bottle. I don’t want to be here. I babble something about getting my things and leaving, but just as I lurch off the deck into the house, the room begins to wildly spin and the next thing I know, I’m falling and everything goes dark.
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      Mikhail

      Well, I know who she is now. It took going through her purse, but what else is a man supposed to do when a woman passes out cold in the doorway of his vacation house? I’d caught her before she hit the floor and carried her upstairs. She hadn’t even stirred when I’d laid her on the bed. The robe she’d struggled to put on had fallen open. At least she’d thought to put on a bikini before getting into my hot tub. It would have been a lot more awkward if she’d been naked. I’d closed the robe back over her still-damp body and covered her with a blanket. She’d murmured something in her sleep. Her lashes, dark against her fair skin, had fluttered but she hadn’t opened her eyes.

      The woman sleeping off the wine is Wendy Jean Fisher. Age thirty-five. I’m surprised at the age. She looks younger, but maybe it’s just the way she’s wearing her hair.

      She’s an American. I’d known that when I saw the tag on her suitcase in the main room before following the sounds of music to the deck. Of course, she’s an American. Only an American would have the audacity to think an Airbnb host would leave such an elaborate welcome gift.

      She referred to herself as an influencer and mentioned TikTok which is something I’ve heard of but have never seen. My nieces are both fans and this past summer were forever giggling over videos. When I refused to look, they pronounced me old and boring before sulking off. Now I’m downloading the app so I can learn more about the drunken houseguest I didn’t ask for.

      What did she say the name of her blog was? Wendy Wanderlust? I find it easy enough.  Her bio lists her as a seeker and a free spirit. I frown. Free spirit is often a euphemism for undisciplined. I scroll through her pictures which confirm that she is, indeed, quite the wanderer.

      There are videos of her climbing Mayan ruins in Belize, dancing at a street fair in New Orleans, sampling food in a market in Mexico, strolling the black sand beaches of Iceland, being spit on by a llama in Peru. The last one has 1.7 million views. I pause at a video of her emerging from a natural hot spring. She’s curvy and wearing a bright blue bikini that looks stark against her milky-white skin. Her long shoulder-length red hair is wet and plastered to her head. She flashes a peace sign and I wonder who is holding the camera. A friend? A lover? I’m curious, even if her personal life is none of my business.

      I smirk at the irony of the situation. It’s been a year since I’ve had a woman in my bed. Now that I finally do, it’s a drunken American made famous on a corner of the internet I’ve always considered ridiculous. I look at the empty bottle of wine sitting on the coffee table. It may have been an honest mistake, but it’s a costly one. How we agree to settle things remains to be seen.
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      Wendy

      I wake to the comforting smells of breakfast, but it’s not comfort that I feel. Memories from the previous night flood in with the morning light. Wine. The chocolates. The hot tub. The man.

      The man.

      Oh god. What have I done? How did I get in this bed?

      I sit up, ignoring the dull pounding ache behind my eyes. I struggle to remember what happened, but all I can recall is my desperate attempt to explain and then—nothing. I look down and realize I’m still in my bikini and my robe. I remember trying to put it on and nearly falling. I wanted to show him something on my phone. My phone. I frantically look for it then the last pieces fall into place. I dropped it in the hot tub. I remember crying. Falling. Strong arms catching me before I hit the floor.

      Good god. What a mess. I have to fix this. I have to get to my Airbnb and make some calls provided it even has a landline. I have to replace my phone. I need to smooth things over with Mr. Tall, Blond, and Furious. But I can’t do anything until I get rid of this headache.

      There’s a water pitcher and a glass on the bedside table. I pour myself some water but what I really need is a Tylenol. Maybe there’s some in the nightstand. I open the drawer. There’s no medicine but there is a… ping-pong paddle? I pick it up. Why would someone have a ping-pong paddle by their bed?

      “Is there no limit to your rudeness?”

      For a big man he moves awfully quietly. I didn’t even hear him come up the stairs but here he is, snatching the paddle from my hand. I clutch my robe around my body as he puts the paddle back in the drawer and slams it shut.

      “I was looking for aspirin or Tylenol or something.”

      “The decent thing to do is ask, young lady.”

      Young lady? I would offer a retort, but the truth is I’m embarrassed and intimidated. I stare at the closed drawer and then remember the books I saw on his shelf. My face reddens.

      “You’re right. I should have asked. I just didn’t want to bother you.”

      “We’re well past that point,” he says, and sits down on the edge of the bed. He takes my chin in his hand and tilts my face up. “You drank a lot of strong wine last night. How do you feel?”

      “Like someone hit me in the head with a hammer.” I put my hand to my midsection. “And I’m a little nauseous.”

      “Do you think you can manage getting dressed and making it downstairs? You need breakfast. I’ll get you something for that headache.”

      “You didn’t have to make me breakfast, Mr…”

      “Larsson. Mikhail Larsson,” he says. He stands and looks down at me. He has beautiful ice-blue eyes accentuated by skin tanned from time spent outdoors. It’s hard to place his age. Is it the lighting or is there just a hint of silver starting to show in his blond hair? Maybe he’d have smile lines if he smiled, but he’s not smiling. His lips are pressed into a thin line, his expression stern enough to make me fidget.

      He turns and heads to the door. “I took the liberty of bringing your bags up. I’ll expect you at the table in five minutes.”

      Mikhail Larsson gives orders like a man who’s used to being obeyed. I try harder not to think of the paddle in the nightstand drawer, or the book titles on his shelf. I try not to be too intrigued by a man who is not only clearly above my pay grade, but seriously annoyed with me.

      I dress in blue jeans, sneakers and a fitted shirt. Removing the ponytail holders, I brush my hair until it falls in shiny waves around my shoulders. I catch a glance at the clock as I leave the room. It’s not yet eight. At home I’d have slept this headache off until noon.

      “You didn’t have to cook breakfast for me,” I say when I reach the kitchen.

      “Sit.” He nods to the chair, and I take a seat. A platter in the middle of the table is piled with fluffy Belgian waffles and thick slabs of Canadian bacon. Little pots of fresh jam and creamery butter sit beside the platter. There’s even fresh-squeezed orange juice with two white Tylenol tablets sitting beside it. I down them gratefully.

      “One or two waffles?”

      “Um. One is fine,” I say.

      He puts one on my plate along with some bacon, then pours me more orange juice to replace what I drank. “The jams are raspberry and quince. The butter is from a goat dairy up on the other side of the mountain.”

      “Goat?” I wrinkle my nose.

      “Yes. It’s good. Try it.”

      “No thanks.”

      “Try it.” He spoons some of the butter up and puts it on the edge of my waffle. I watch in silence as he cuts the buttered portion off and lifts it with a fork to my mouth. I feel like a baby being coaxed to try new food. I don’t want it, but then I think about last night and decide I should probably try to be nice. I open my mouth.

      “Wow. That really is good.” It’s not a lie. It tastes like regular butter, sweet and creamy. The whole breakfast is amazing and after I clear my plate, I can’t stop myself from casting a wistful glance at the waffle platter. For the first time, something akin to a smile comes to Mikhail’s lips.

      “You have a healthy appetite. This is good. Food is like art. It should be enjoyed.”

      “Enjoyment now, self-loathing later,” I reply after thanking him for the second waffle. “I think I’ve already consumed my calorie allotment for the week.”

      “There are probably less calories in this meal than in a couple of the truffles you had last night.”

      The mention of the chocolate brings me back to the harsh reality of why he asked me to stay for breakfast.

      “Oh… about that. I really am so sorry. If you just tell me how much I owe you…”

      He eyes me. “You really don’t have any idea?”

      “About what?”

      He sighs. “I own a chain of gourmet food stores that specialize in fine wine and confections. The wine you drank was a 1990 Chateau Lafite Rotschild ordered by a client for his private cellar. It was worth $2300 American dollars. The chocolates were Edelweiss truffles that cost about $300 American dollars.”

      I feel numb. “You can’t be serious.”

      “I’m afraid so, Miss Fischer. I can show you receipts if you like.”

      “I understand about the wine, but how can chocolate be so expensive?”

      “The Edelweiss company has been making chocolate by hand since the 1940s. It’s iconic. Best ingredients, commitment to quality. All chocolates are not created equal. I try to keep some in my shops for discriminating customers.”

      “Where does it come from?”

      “Beverly Hills.”

      “It’s American?”

      “It is. One of the good things to come out of America.”

      “You don’t like America?” I ask.

      “I love America. But I’ve just met so many rude Americans that it’s put me off.”

      “I guess after last night you think I’m one of those rude Americans.”

      He sighs. “You were careless and drunk. That’s not the same thing; however, poking around in my belongings is definitely rude.”

      I flush scarlet, thinking of the paddle in the drawer. Silence hangs between us. The way he’s scrutinizing me makes me squirm. A persistent little throb begins between my legs.

      “Look,” I say, eager to move the topic away from the snooping and what I found. “I’ll pay you back. I will. If you give me your contact information, I’ll send you money every month. I’ll—”

      “No.” He cuts me off.

      “Mr. Larsson…” I can feel a lump forming in my throat and tell myself that I’m not going to cry—I will not cry—as I make my embarrassing admission. “I’m not in the best… financial situation. For the past couple of years, I’ve been making a living with freelance projects and putting everything I have into building a reputation as a travel blogger. I get some money from social media and donations, but what I’ve been working toward is becoming a brand ambassador. I’m in the process of making a deal with three companies.”

      “They sent you money?”

      “No, not exactly. But once I promote them, I put an affiliate link in my bio and get a percentage from each referral. My plan for the weekend was to feature some of the products on my hiking videos. Now I owe you money and I can’t even do my job because my phone is ruined.”

      “Isn’t it insured?”

      “The insurance expired,” I say quietly. “I meant to renew it—”

      “Let me get this straight. You come to Sweden from America with not even enough money to replace your phone.” He pauses. “How much money do you have?”

      I don’t want to tell him. I’m embarrassed that I barely have just enough money for meals and a ticket home. I can’t meet his eyes as I disclose what I have left. “You’re right,” I say miserably. “I shouldn’t be here. I was in Norway and was supposed to go home on Thursday, but I… just couldn’t bring myself to do it.” I stop, reluctant to reveal any more than I already have.

      Mikhail doesn’t immediately respond. He just sits staring at me like a book he’s trying to translate. His silence makes me feel judged. It makes me angry.

      “Look,” I say. “I know what you’re thinking. You think I’m careless and lazy and stupid. But I’m not.” The tears I’ve been trying to hold back start to fall because, despite my denials, that’s exactly how I feel at the moment. “I’m a hard worker, okay? I may not make a lot of money but I’m smart and creative and I was so close to making some real money as a brand ambassador.” I put my face in my hands and begin to sob. I’ve never felt more miserable.

      I hear the sound of his sigh and the chair scraping as he gets up. When I look up a moment later, he’s kneeling beside me with a warm wet washcloth. He begins gently dabbing at the tears on my face.

      “Hush now,” he says. “Crying won’t fix anything, and you’ll just feel worse.” He sighs. “Perhaps I can help you.”

      “Help me? Why?”

      He stands and looks down at me. “Let’s just say I have a weakness for waifs and strays.” He pauses. “This morning I will take you to replace your iPhone so you can do your TikTok thing. In exchange, you’ll work off your debt. There’s a food industry trade event outside of London next week. I have a booth there. I usually have someone from one of my stores go, but it’s a rather dry three-day affair and they hate it. If you’ll man the booth for me, our debt will be settled. I’ll even buy you a ticket home.”

      I run the calculations in my head. “But that would amount to around five thousand dollars for three days work.” I think of the books on his shelves, the paddle in the drawer. There’s more to this man than meets the eye. “What’s the catch? You’re not expecting me to do anything weird as part of this, are you?”

      I instantly regret the assumption.

      “No,” he says quietly and I’m not expecting the small wave of disappointment that washes over me, or the shame that follows. “I assume given your curiosity you’ve gleaned some understanding of my lifestyle. Being a Dominant is not the same thing as being a predator. I have never had to coerce a woman to my will, and I never would.” He pauses. “You have nothing to worry about, young lady.”

      I sit in embarrassed silence as he clears the table.

      “Get your things together,” he says. “We leave in ten minutes.”
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      Mikhail

      It would have been easy enough to forgive Wendy and send her off to the Airbnb, but even without the debt to me she would have been in a precarious financial situation. I wasn’t kidding when I said I had a soft spot for waifs and strays. Wendy’s public image doesn’t square with the woman who broke down at my kitchen table. Why would she risk remaining abroad with so little money? Why doesn’t she want to go home?

      I made her feel ashamed, but that wasn’t my intention. Not everyone is born rich. I could have spent my years in the social circle of others living off inherited wealth, but I soured on the company of most of my peers early on. I find enjoyment in simple things: nature, music, food. I learned the love for the latter from a family chef who let me watch her prepare meals before teaching me how to do it myself. My father was incensed to learn of my interest in cooking; he did not approve of his son doing domestic work, but I was a stubborn child and badgered my parents to send me to culinary school. They agreed if I also promised to go to university. I ended up doing both but preferred kitchens to libraries. I became an expert pastry chef and sommelier and opened my first gourmet food store in my twenties.

      Before my mother passed, she joked that if my fortune didn’t attract a wife, my cooking skills would, but my tastes in relationships had become as refined as my tastes in cuisine. I always knew I was a Dominant, but it wasn’t until my thirties that I realized my ideal woman would have to accept a degree of oversight most modern females eschew. I want a woman who can appreciate a man as her haven, her guide, and—if she needs it—her disciplinarian. I want a woman who delights in being indulged without feeling entitled to it. I want a woman who can lose herself to submission without losing her identity.

      At age forty-three, I’m beginning to think I’ll have a better chance of finding a unicorn. Power exchange has been an important component in the few relationships I’ve had, but they never lasted because I wanted something deeper than my partners were willing to give.

      “You’re paternalistic,” my last partner told me before we parted ways. It was not an acrimonious split. Ana was understanding and open about her limits. She was a beautiful, brilliant lawyer but recognized she could not incorporate submission into her everyday life. She’s married now to a friend of mine, also a Dom. They’re expecting a baby in the fall. I mourned the loss of the relationship, and while I’m often lonely, I’m not interested in settling.

      These days I satisfy my paternalistic needs by helping those in need. I’ve helped men and women, always without expectation. A few of those relationships showed potential, but nothing came of it. I sent a waitress I met to culinary school, and we spent some time together, but she reminded me so much of Ana that I didn’t pursue a relationship. I helped a single mother I was dating buy a house and recognized in her the kind of submission I was looking for, but she was not comfortable living a full lifestyle with her two sons still at home, and this I respected.

      Wendy marks my first quid pro quo arrangement, and I’d be lying if I said she didn’t intrigue me. She’s cultivated a cheery public façade, but I sense pain behind the smiling girl in the videos. There’s longing in her travels. She’s looking for something. Perhaps I can help her find it and send her back out into the world a happier, more secure person.

      She was profuse in her thanks for the phone, and for the rest of the weekend I left her alone at the cabin she was originally supposed to inhabit before she ended up in mine. I became proficient at using TikTok. The appeal of the app remains lost on me, but I do enjoy Wendy’s videos. Her engaging persona and creative use of the medium is impressive, as is her ability to recommend products without making it sound like a sales pitch. She has a knack for marketing.

      On Sunday night I walk down to her cabin. Through the window I can see her working on her computer. Her hair is pulled back into a ponytail and her chin is resting in her hand as she studies the screen. When I rap lightly on the door she startles then smiles as she gets up from her chair and jogs over.

      “Mr. Larsson,” she says, backing up so I can walk in.

      “This is nice.” I nod to the interior of the cabin. It has the same floorplan as mine, but the décor is traditional Slavic with lots of bright colors.

      “It is. It’s very cheery. Makes me feel like I’m in a fairy tale. I saw a deer out back yesterday. Do you know what kind it might have been?”

      “Roe deer. There’s no hunting here so they’ve lost their fear of people.”

      “We can pet them?”

      I can’t help but laugh at her excitement. “No.” I shake my finger at her. “No petting the deer. Still wild animals.”

      She puts her hands in the back pockets of her jeans and bites her lip as she smiles down at the floor and nods. “Okay,” she says, looking up at me. “No petting. Scout’s honor.”

      “Scout’s honor?”

      “It’s just an expression. It means I promise.”

      I clap my hands together. “So, are you ready to start your temporary job tomorrow?”

      “Yes. I just hope I don’t disappoint you. I’ve never done anything like this before. So much of my interaction is with people I’ll never see.”

      “You’ll do fine. It’s good practice to talk to something besides your camera. Did the new phone work well for you?”

      “Oh, it’s great. Thank you. It’s better than my old one. I really appreciate it. Today went great.”

      “Yes. I saw the videos.”

      She widens her eyes. “You… watched my TikToks?”

      “I did. You’re quite good.”

      “Thank you, Mr. Larsson.”

      “Mikhail. We’ll be traveling and working together for the next few days. I think we can be on a first name basis, don’t you?”

      “Yes.”

      “The convention is quite formal. Do you have a dress?”

      Her face falls. “No. I’m sorry. I just came here to hike, and I always pack light so I don’t have to pay for extra bags.”

      I wave away her concerns. “No worries. When we get to London, I’ll take you shopping and buy you something suitable.”

      She shakes her head. “Mr…”

      “Mikhail,” I correct.

      “Mikhail.” She says my name almost deliberately. “You don’t have to do that.”

      “But I do. You’ll be representing me at the booth. Besides, it’ll be fun. You’ll see. We’ll fly out in the morning at eight, so I’ll come around and get you at seven. It’ll be yet another adventure for Wendy Wanderlust. I’ll even give you a break so can make your TikToks.”

      “Really?”

      “Of course!” I point at her as I back away. “Seven a.m. Don’t forget. Punctuality is important to me.”

      “Yes, sir,” she says. “I’ll be ready when you get here.” She sees me to the door, and I wonder if she’d let me stay if I offered. It’s a tempting thought, but I remind myself not to read things into my interactions with this woman I barely know, even if part of me is already wanting to know her better.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

        

      

    

    
      Wendy

      Very little on this trip was like I expected. I should be going home today on a commercial flight. Instead, I’m heading to London on a private plane. Mikhail neglected to tell me he had one. I find myself more intrigued by him with each passing moment. He’s a study in contradictions. He chided me for being a rude American but complimented me on my social media initiative. He dropped the news that I was in debt to him and yet he got me a new phone. He’s obviously filthy rich but doesn’t flaunt it.

      “Are you enjoying the flight?” Mikhail glances up from over the top of the newspaper he’s reading, and I notice he’s wearing glasses. They make him look older but no less sexy.

      “Yes,” I say. “It’s weird to fly without someone on top of you.” I clarify when I see his quizzical look. “Not literally. When you fly commercial everyone is kind of stuffed in the cabin, like sardines in a can.”

      “Sardines?”

      “Kippers?”

      “Ah, yes. I understand.” He lays the paper down. “I’m claustrophobic. Always have been. I get anxiety on commercial flights so this is really the only way I can travel.”

      “I can’t imagine you being anxious about anything,” I say.

      “Oh, and why is that?” He crosses his legs and tents his fingers under his chin.

      I shrug. “You just seem so together. So composed. Like nothing bothers you. I envy that. I guess I must seem like a hot mess.”

      “Hot mess?” He arches a brow.

      “A train wreck?” I laugh when he throws up his hands in mock exasperation. “Your English is good, but I need to watch my slang. What I’m saying is I wish I had my life better organized. You seem to be doing well.”

      “Being born with privilege helps.” He sighs. “My family was financially secure but that comes with its own challenges. I didn’t grow up with the kind of hunger to make it in the world. The world was already made for me. I didn’t know what I wanted to do when I was younger. I only knew what I wanted to be.”

      “There’s a difference?”

      “Oh, of course. What I wanted to be was happy. I realized I’d have to live my life in a way that made me look forward to each day, you know?”

      “I do,” I say. “That’s why I wanted to be a travel writer.”

      “What does your family think of your career?”

      I hesitate before answering. “They’re… they’re really disappointed in me.”

      “And why is that, Wendy?”

      The way he says my name gives me butterflies, but it’s more than that. This man—this gorgeous, intimidating man, seems genuinely interested in me.

      “They wanted me to travel a safer path, one with a steady paycheck and health insurance and all the other things adults my age are supposed to have. My siblings lived up to their expectations; I was the defiant one.”

      “Defiant.” He says the word quietly, rubbing his chin. “You don’t strike me as defiant so much as independent. A bit of willfulness is good, but when you walk on the edge, you must live with the risk of falling.” He folds the paper down. “And does Wandering Wendy have a husband or a boyfriend?”

      I wince at the question. “I had a boyfriend. We talked about marriage, but he dumped me.”

      “I’m sorry,” he says.

      “Don’t be. I found him in our bed with the DoorDash delivery girl. I guess she decided to serve him dessert.” I try to laugh but tears sting my eyes at the memory. I blink them back, take a deep breath and clear my throat. “Anyway, that’s why I didn’t go home after Oslo. I just wasn’t ready.”

      “If you don’t mind my saying, so much traveling must be exhausting.”

      I look out the window as I ponder his words. Below us the perfect landscape looks like a patchwork quilt. I can see sheep dotting fields surrounded by hedgerows. We’re in England now.

      “You’re right. It is.”  I look back at him. “I love my life, but I’d be lying if I didn’t admit how tired I get sometimes. And how scared.” I pause. “I mean, look at what happened with you. You could have called the cops on me. I could be sitting in jail right now if you hadn’t been so kind.”

      He smiles at this but doesn’t answer. Instead, he just regards me as his fingers thoughtfully drum on the armrest of his seat. His hands are huge. I think of the books on the shelves, the content of the drawer, and my reaction.

      “Um… I need to apologize to you,” I say.

      “You already did, Wendy. I told you. We are going to work out what you owe…”

      “No, not that.” I feel suddenly nervous and wonder if I should say what I’m about to say. My heart is hammering in my chest. “When you walked in on me in the room… I’d invaded your privacy when I went into your table drawer. I was looking for some Tylenol. I shouldn’t have touched your things.”

      “Ah, that. Apology accepted. Your reaction was both chaste and amusing. A paddle is a tame implement for someone of my inclinations. I suppose I should be grateful you didn’t snoop further. You may have been traumatized.” He winks at me, and I scowl.

      “Traumatized? You must think I don’t know anything about that… that stuff.”

      “That stuff? You can’t even say it.” There’s amusement in his eyes. He’s teasing me. I squirm in my seat.

      “You think I can’t say it? I can say it. Kinky sex. There, I said it.”

      Across from me, Mikhail softly mock claps which only makes me madder.

      “I wasn’t born yesterday,” I say sullenly. “I’m not that much younger than you. I’ve seen Fifty Shades of Gray.”

      He laughs. “My dear, that movie is as far from my brand of dominance as night is from day, but we are venturing into the deeply personal now and perhaps we should change the subject for both our sakes.”

      God, I feel like such a ninny, but if I’m completely honest, I’m more disappointed than embarrassed. When I was hiking alone this weekend, I found my mind straying to Mikhail more often than not, wondering about his personal life. Did he really use that paddle? Was he the kind of guy who’d tie a woman up and spank her? Try as I might, I couldn’t push thoughts of him from my mind. It wasn’t my business and besides, a guy like him was way out of my league. A gorgeous Swedish man who could afford two-thousand-dollar bottles of wine probably had a string of supermodels on speed dial. I steal a glimpse at him sitting there in his red cashmere sweater and charcoal gray pants and expensive shoes and remind myself that I’m an American charity case who needs to remember her place.

      When we’re just outside of Heathrow, the pilot comes on the intercom and tells us to buckle in and prepare for landing. Outside the window, the Thames winds through the city of London, and I feel my excitement mounting. I told my TikTok viewers to expect a surprise this week but didn’t tell them where I was going.

      The plane touches down smoothly and heads to a private hangar with a limo outside. A smartly dressed driver nods respectfully to Mikhail as we approach, but the look he gives me makes me suspect I’m not the kind of woman his boss usually travels with.

      “First the clothes and then brunch,” Mikhail says. I don’t ask where we’re going. I’ve already decided to buy my own dress for the event, even if it will max out the last little bit on my credit card. But as soon as we arrive at our destination, I know there’s nothing here I could afford to pay for even if I wanted to.

      The shop is unlike anything I’ve ever seen. We’ve obviously arrived before opening hours and the woman who lets us in greets Mikhail in French and kisses him on both cheeks. It’s clear they are good friends and I listen as they carry on a conversation I can’t understand. Occasionally the woman looks at me and nods. Finally, Mikhail introduces us, this time in English. The woman’s name is Mrs. Claire. She’s older, elegant, and smells like flowers. She has a pincushion on her wrist and a tape measure around her neck. Without asking, she begins to measure me with remarkable efficiency. When I cast Mikhail a helpless look, he just nods reassuringly.

      When Mrs. Claire leaves the room, I turn to Mikhail. “What is this place?”

      “One of the finest dress shops in London. The owner is a good friend of mine. She was kind enough to open early for us.”

      “Can’t you just take me to the mall? I could buy my own dress there.”

      He shakes his head. “I already told you; you’re representing my business today. That means you’ll look like you do. And that means you’ll let me dress you. Now be good.”

      I try to ignore the little tug of arousal between my legs, or the soft throb that settles in its wake. I would normally bristle if a man told me what to do, but Mikhail makes it feel downright sexy. I’m conscious that my hardening nipples will show through my shirt and cross my arms to hide them. Hiding my awkwardness isn’t as easy; after so much time spent on my own, I don’t know how to act when someone focuses on doing things for me.

      When Mrs. Claire returns, she’s followed by an assistant pushing a rack of dresses. The two women chatter in French before selecting three and laying them out on the back of the sofa.

      “These should fit you,” Mrs. Claire says in flawless English. “Pick whichever one you like.”

      I look at Mikhail, who nods. I go to each dress. The first is cornflower blue with a flowy skirt and sheer sleeves. It’s unbelievably gorgeous and feminine. The next is black and elegant with a white Peter Pan collar, delicate mother-of-pearl buttons, and pleated skirt. The third is a tiny floral print with a fitted bodice and cream-colored sash.

      “They’re all so beautiful,” I say.

      “There, that settles it.” Mikhail claps his hands together. “We’ll take them all.”

      I turn to him. “No. I didn’t mean…” I begin, but he ignores me.

      “Make sure she has anything else she needs, Mrs. Claire. And see that the shoes she selects are comfortable. She’ll be attending the convention with me today.”

      “Come.” Mrs. Claire leads me away as her assistant fetches the dresses and shoes and joins us in what looks like a Victorian parlor.

      I end up selecting the blue dress to wear to the event. Mrs. Claire pairs it with a pair of beautiful low heels. She tells I’ll need new undergarments and dismisses my objections. Undergarments affect how a dress fits, she says, and she will make sure I have several different sets of underthings to go with my new clothes. I feel like a doll as she orders me to raise my arms. She measures my breasts and comes back with a bra and panty set. She’s right. The bra makes my breasts look perfectly round under the bodice.

      She has me sit before a mirror. I studied enough French in school to know her assistant says I have beautiful hair as she arranges it in the kind of loose bun you see in magazines. Next comes the application of some light makeup. Both women appraise me like I’m a freshly finished painting.

      “Look at yourself,” Mrs. Claire says with a smile, and I stand and turn to face a full-length mirror. In the reflection I see a sophisticated, elegant woman. It’s a version of myself I never knew could exist.

      When I re-enter the main room, Mikhail smiles in obvious approval, filling me with warmth.

      “This is a different look for my little TikTok girl,” he says. “How do you feel?”

      “Overwhelmed,” I say, then realize that’s probably not the right word. “And pretty.”

      “Well, you are pretty,” he says with a laugh.

      I smooth the skirt of the dress with my hands. “I’ve never had anything like this. Thank you so much.”

      “You’re quite welcome, but I think you will need a coat as well. And some boots. I wasn’t expecting this weather in spring. It’s quite unusual.”

      By now I know better to object, and by the time we leave, I’m bundled in a beautiful coat and warm boots.

      “I’ll have the other dresses taken to the car,” Mikhail says. “Are you ready for a bite to eat?”

      I realize I am getting hungry. After we leave the shop, Mikhail takes me to a charming café where we have a brunch of poached duck eggs, asparagus, and ham that is nothing short of divine. Then we walk down the street, eventually arriving at a white storefront with a gold-framed window. Larrson’s Gourmet is written on the window in gold lettering.

      “Is this your shop?” I ask.

      “One of them.” He unlocks the door, and the exquisite scent of chocolate wafts out.

      “How many do you have?” I ask as we enter. It’s beautiful, with wooden floors and display cases filled with an array of artfully presented confections. Through a side door I can see shelves of wine.

      “Five,” he says. “There’s this one, one in Stockholm, one in Paris, one in Brussels, and one in Berlin.”

      “Wow.”

      Mikhail goes behind the counter as I look around. “We ship all over the world, but this time of year much of the business comes from tourists. People are always looking for new ways to treat themselves, which is the purpose of the event you’ll be attending with me today. It’s sort of a trade show for sellers and connoisseurs.”

      I walk to where he’s standing behind the counter. He pulls out an enormous case and directs me to some other shelves containing elegant boxes of different shapes and sizes. He tells me to pack five of each, so I do, handling them carefully. I linger on one that’s covered in silver cloth and tied with a bow. Mikhail says the products in his shop are as unique as the packaging. He explains how even fine chocolates from the same maker can vary from batch to batch depending on the quality of the cacao. Once a person has tried artisanal chocolate, he says, they are never satisfied with most of what’s sold in stores. I remember how good the pilfered chocolates I ate tasted and it’s as if he’s reading my mind.

      “The chocolate you had at my cabin was Edelweiss. Would you like some of mine? You can tell me how it compares.” He takes a small truffle from the glass case. It’s dark with a drizzle of white and a swirl of something that looks like raspberry. He tells me to close my eyes.

      “Open your mouth,” he says, and I obey. Mikhail’s fingers brush my lips as he pops the truffle into my mouth. The flavor is so mild and creamy I’d be hard-pressed to even put it in words.

      “Open your eyes,” he says, and when I do, he smiles.

      “You can tell if a woman likes something by looking in her eyes,” he says, and I blush because it’s not just the chocolate that’s got me flushed with pleasure. The feel of his fingers on my lips made me tingle all over.

      “This is the best thing I’ve ever tasted. You make these?”

      He reaches out to dab away a spot of chocolate at the corner of my mouth and I shudder. “It’s my recipe, but I have a staff who makes them.” His eyes meet mine. “I’m very glad you agreed to come help me, Wendy. Running my shops can seem routine after a while. It’s nice to see my life through your eyes.”

      I shake my head. “How can this ever seem routine? It’s magical! My only question is why you don’t weigh three hundred pounds. I wouldn’t be able to resist if I were around this all day.”

      “Discipline,” he says. “It’s the foundation of my life. Any good disciplinarian starts with himself.” He begins to arrange the boxes in the case. “Besides, when you deny yourself pleasure, it’s always more rewarding when the moment to indulge arrives.”

      Does this man have any idea the effect his words have on me? If I can get through this day without changing my panties, it’ll be a miracle.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

        

      

    

    
      Mikhail

      Like a lot of grand country houses, Sheffield Manor is no longer a private residence. Instead, the owners rent it out for movie productions or events like the annual Culinary Association Wine and Chocolate Show.

      Wendy is both surprised and delighted at the venue and quizzes me about the history of the house. I tell her what I know—that it was built in the early 1800s and was a working estate until the 1970s. I tell her the current owner, William Sheffield, was my roommate for two years when I went to college in England, and we’ve remained good friends. What I don’t tell her is that William is one of the few people who knows about and shares my predilection for submissive women. He’s been luckier in love, however, and just celebrated his first anniversary with his wife Rosemary.

      Once inside, we follow signs to the ballroom which has been set up for the event. Wendy trails me through a crowd of smartly dressed people. My booth has a large banner over the top and occupies nearly twenty feet of table space. Some of the items I’ve already had shipped here. I direct Wendy to put boxes on the shelves beneath the table as I begin to arrange chocolates for display.

      “Mikhail!”

      I look over at the sound of my name. I know that booming voice. William Sheffield strides over, his smile broad in his tanned face.

      “Will!” I hold out my hand and brace for my friend’s brisk handshake. At 6’3”, William is one of the few men I know tall enough to look me right in the eye. As we exchange pleasantries, Rosemary appears at his side. She’s dressed in a drapey pink dress that comes to mid-thigh, but even in heels her husband dwarfs her.

      “Hello, Mikhail,” she says, and steps forward to embrace me in a hug. From the corner of my eye, I see Wendy watching and turn to beckon her over.

      “And who is this?” Will asks with a knowing grin.

      “An assistant,” I say, arching my brow. “For the convention. Will, Rosemary, this is Wendy Fischer.”

      Wendy nods. “It’s nice to meet you.”

      “An American! I love Americans!” Rosemary says. “Mikhail, did Papa tell you that we’re going to New York in the fall? I can’t wait.” She looks back at Wendy. “You look so familiar. Have you been here before?”

      “No,” Wendy says. “It’s actually my first time in London.”

      “You just feel like I’ve seen you somewhere.” She looks at her husband. “Papa, don’t you think she looks familiar?”

      “I have a travel blog,” Wendy replies. “I post a lot of content on TikTok.”

      Rosemary’s eyes widen as reality dawns. “Oh my goodness! I knew I’d seen you before. You’re Wendy Wanderlust! I follow you on TikTok and Instagram!” She looks at me. “Mikhail, how on earth did you two meet?”

      “I’m sure it’s quite a story, poppet,” Will says, gently taking her hand. “Perhaps they can tell us later over dinner. Papa has a spot of business with Mikhail and then we should leave him to finish getting ready for the event.” He turns to me. “We must have dinner together tonight. I’ve just come over to say hello and pick up the wine and chocolate. I have been so looking forward to that Rotschild.”

      “There was a mishap with the wine.” As I say this, I notice Wendy’s guilty expression. “I accidentally broke it.”

      “Oh my, how terribly disappointing.”

      “I’ll refund it, of course. Or you can just select something of comparable value.”

      “We’ll work something out, but only if you come to dinner with me and Rosemary tonight. And bring your assistant. I believe my little darling is smitten with her celebrity.”

      “You didn’t have to lie,” Wendy says when they walk away.

      “Would you rather I didn’t?” I put my finger under her chin and tilt it up so that she’s looking at me. “It was a mistake. We all make them. And you’re making good on it by helping.” I smile. “Besides, I’m not sure you could do any wrong in Rosemary’s eyes. And if Will’s wife likes you, so will he.”

      She looks off in the direction where the couple is standing. “Wife?” Her brow furrows in confusion. “He isn’t her father? She called him Papa.”

      I take her arm and pull her gently to the side away from people walking past. This isn’t the ideal place to have this conversation, but she deserves some context.

      “Yes, they are married. But they have an unconventional relationship. Rosemary is a submissive and Will is her Papa. He treats her like his ward. He takes care of her, provides her with guidance and discipline. He spoils her silly…” I glance over at them and only when I look back at Wendy do I realize that I sound wistful for what they have.

      When she doesn’t say anything, I arch my brow. “You disapprove?”

      “No,” she says hastily. “I’ve heard of relationships like this. I’ve just never met anyone who lived that way.” She pauses. “I take it you approve?”

      “Approve? I envy it. Not everyone can find a partner who aligns with them so well. But enough of this. We have work to do. You’re about to earn your keep, young lady, and then some.”

      To my delight, Wendy is a quick study. As caterers, restaurant owners, and other buyers fill the room, she hands out information and samples. This allows me time to network with representatives of cocoa buyers. I’m particularly interested in expanding into fair trade goods, and having an assistant allows me to spend time concentrating on buying, which is what I really need to do since I have more than enough business.

      Throughout the day I keep stealing glances at Wendy. She’s poised and pretty, and delightfully oblivious to the many admiring glances that come her way. The head chef of a French catering company keeps going by the booth. I know him by reputation to be a notorious lech and make my way across the room just in time. His flirting is bordering on harassment and only ends when I make it abundantly clear that he’s worn out his welcome.

      “Thank you for that,” she says. “He kept trying to invite me to his room. He was very persistent.” She kneels and takes a box from the shelf and opens it. I watch as she arranges samples to replace the ones that have been taken. “Speaking of rooms, are we going back to London?”

      “No, we’ll be staying here. I booked you a suite next to mine. It’s very nice.”

      “We’re staying here?” She beams with excitement. “Would you mind if I shoot some social media content now that it’s quieted down some? My viewers would love to see this house and all the chocolate.”

      I tell her it shouldn’t be a problem, but to make sure, I double-check with Will who gives his blessing, and Rosemary is delighted when Wendy asks her if she’d like to be featured in the video as her tour guide. I’ve noticed the two talking throughout the day and am pleased that they seem to have developed a rapport. I think of what Wendy told me about her last relationship. I can’t imagine how someone could hurt her like that. I can’t imagine being with a woman like Wendy and doing anything other than protect her.
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      Wendy

      “I really thought the two of you were an item.” Rosemary and I are in the manor’s glass atrium where I just finished filming a video of William’s prized orchid collection. She’s gently fondling the petals of a Phalaenopsis that are the same shade of pink as her dress. “How did you meet? Mikhail’s become quite private since his breakup over a year ago.”

      I put my curiosity about his former relationship aside, telling myself it’s none of my business. “Do you really want to know? It’s embarrassing.”

      When she nods enthusiastically, I tell Rosemary that Mikhail didn’t break the bottle of wine and obviously told William he did to spare me any embarrassment. I recount the story of what really happened. She listens with rapt attention, alternately gasps and giggles as I describe the night we met. “It was awful,” I say.

      “Awful? How can you say that Wendy? Don’t you see?”

      “See what?”

      “It’s fate!” she says with a laugh. “Like when I met Papa. I was a presenter with a local television network and came out to interview him for a story we were doing on the refurbishment of this manor. I wasn’t even supposed to be working that day, but another reporter called in sick. We just clicked.” She sighs. “I just sensed something in him, the way he looked and spoke to me…”

      “You call him Papa,” I say. “I thought he was your father even though he looked a bit young to have an adult daughter. Mikhail explained things, though.”

      “Oh, sorry about that. It must have been confusing for you. I just assumed when I saw you two together that Mikhail had finally found what he was looking for.” She sighs. “He has so longed for what Papa and I have.”

      “He’s a Daddy?” I ask.

      “Oh yes, and a natural. It’s what ended his last relationship. He wanted something deeper than his ex could provide. He wasn’t going to force it. Mikhail isn’t like that. He’s the most generous, loving man, but I quiver to think how strict he could be with a woman ending up with him as her Dom.”

      We move on through the house and grounds, making TikToks and becoming closer by the moment. But the conversation in the atrium keeps replaying itself in my mind in my quiet moments. The trade show had been winding down when Mikhail gave me leave to explore the house with Rosemary. When we return, the room is empty.

      Rosemary leads me through the house in search of Mikhail and William. It takes longer than we intend since I keep stopping to ogle artwork or statuary. Everything is elegant and beautiful, and I’m impressed at how she’s able to navigate such a huge house. Rosemary is interesting and I long to ask her about her lifestyle. She’s obviously no longer working; was this by choice? How was this former professional able to give everything up so easily to live as a dependent? I try to ignore the tug I feel towards what she has, the way my mind strays back to the subtle, sexy dominance I’ve already detected in Mikhail and my body’s shameless response to it.

      We finally locate the men in the library. It’s another magnificent room and I’m eager to explore but first need to excuse myself to go to the restroom. Rosemary gives me directions and I hope I can find my way back without a trail of breadcrumbs to follow. Fortunately, I find it without issue and am trying to remember my way back when I hear a text come through. I’m half expecting it to be Mikhail wondering if I’ve gotten lost. I stop in my tracks when I see Gary’s name pop up on the screen.

      Hey, I left the keys with the super like you asked but just realized I forgot to get my laptop when I left. I really need it. Will you be home tonight?

      I hesitate. It’s none of his business where I am, but I decide to be civil.

      Sorry. Out of the country.

      Three dots appear on the screen, disappear, then start again.

      Of course, you are.

      What’s that supposed to mean?

      Just that anytime I ever needed anything you weren’t there.

      You cheated on me. Isn’t that enough?

      I was wrong to do that, but I got sick of you not being around.

      Then you should have left.

      I tried to tell you it was heading in that direction, Wendy, but every time I wanted to talk about problems in our relationship, you’d take off.

      So you fucked someone else in our bed while I was away?

      I should never have done that. I was wrong. I should have been strong enough to insist we sit down and talk about our problems. Look, it’s a moot point now. And I’m sorry to ask at a bad time, but I really need my laptop. When will you be back? Just let me know so we can meet.

      I don’t want to see you. I’ll set things up with the building manager, and he’ll let you in.

      Okay, Wendy. Thanks. Have a good life.

      I head back to the library and the strain of what happened must show on my face because as soon as Mikhail sees me, he walks over.

      “Are you all right?” he asks, taking my hand.

      “I’m fine,” I lie. The truth is, hearing from Gary brought back a lot of things I’d been working to avoid thinking about, like how I’d ignored some red flags I should have paid attention to, like his string of former relationships, his neediness. Things were good at first, but when they soured, he accused me of taking advantage of him financially. His comment hurt because aside from paying half the rent, he didn’t contribute much. I think he knew he’d hurt me because he wanted us to talk it out, but I shut down and left for Mexico a day early to avoid dealing with our problems. We were clearly both wrong for each other, but I saw what I wanted to see until he did something I couldn’t ignore.

      Dinner provides some distraction. While the other guests eat in the main dining hall, we have a private dinner with William and Rosemary. They’re delightful company and William looks at his wife as if she’s the most beautiful thing in the world. They are clearly comfortable in their roles; he tells her she can’t have dessert until she finishes her vegetables. She pouts prettily in response. I steal glances at Mikhail. Is this what he wants? I imagine living like Rosemary and tell myself to stop, that I’m getting ahead of myself. I’m here to work off a debt.

      It's nearly midnight by the time we stop talking and head to our rooms. Mikhail takes me to mine first and walks in with me. It’s a beautiful suite, but when I open a door to what I think is a bathroom, instead I find another suite.

      “Our rooms are adjoined,” he says, “but the door locks if you don’t feel safe.”

      “We met because a door was unlocked, remember?”

      “Like it was yesterday,” he says with a wink, then walks over to me. “I’m glad it happened, Wendy. I’m quite fond of you.”

      “Really?”

      “Scouts honor,” he says, then stares down at me. “You were upset when you came into the library. Why?”

      I draw a ragged breath. “I got a text from Gary, my ex. It brought back a lot of bad feelings.”

      “He wants you back.”

      “No. He just wants his laptop. He left it in my apartment. But even if he did, I wouldn’t want him. Not after what happened. I don’t know if I’m really relationship material.”

      “And why is that?”

      “I think… I have a hard time communicating. I tend to avoid things, even my own feelings. It makes it hard to know exactly what I want. Maybe that’s why I travel so much. I love what I do. I love seeing new places, but even with two million people watching me, most of the time I’m alone. Maybe I’m looking for something… real.”

      “You’re lonely?” he asks, taking my chin in his hand.

      I look up at him and nod.

      “And tired?”

      “God, yes.” I look away, unable to meet his eyes. “That night at your cabin was the first good night’s sleep I’d had in a long time. I mean, yeah, I’d passed out, but I woke up tucked in, and before the memory of what happened came back to me, there was this brief moment where everything felt nice.”

      “Would you like me to tuck you in again tonight, Wendy?”

      “You don’t have to.”

      “Maybe I want to. Maybe it’s just what you need. Let me take care of you tonight, little one.”

      “Like a Daddy?”

      “Yes. Like a Daddy.”

      “Would you mind if I got a bath first?”

      “I will go to the other room and wait,” he says. “Or… I could bathe you, carry you to bed, tuck you in, even tell you a story.”

      I should say no, but what he’s offering has made my knees go weak. Rosemary has the kind of peace and happiness I’ve longed to have in my own life. Could a relationship like this be the key?

      Slow down, Wendy. He’s offering you a night, not a life.

      But I can’t slow down. Mikhail feels safe. He feels like strength and security and everything that’s missing from my untethered life. Even if this is for just one night, I want the experience.

      “I’d like that,” I say.

      “Wait here,” he says, and leaves the room. I hear water running as the tub is filled. I’m excited and nervous. He’s seen me in a bikini, drunk. He’s about to see my naked body. He’s about to touch my naked body. When he returns to the room, he takes my hand and leads me to the bathroom. The clawfoot tub is brimming with bubbles and the air is scented with fragrant bath oil. Mikhail is silent as he undresses me. He starts with my shoes, kneeling to remove them before standing and turning me around to undo the buttons on the back of my dress. I feel gooseflesh raising on the exposed skin of my back as I shrug my arms from the sleeves of the dress. Mikhail slides it down and I carefully step out of the puddle of fabric. I’m clad only in my panties and bra now.

      “Don’t be afraid,” he says. His hands go around my back to deftly undo the clasp. My breasts spring free, the nipples hardening painfully with the arousal I cannot hide. He doesn’t touch them, even though they ache to be touched. He kneels again and slides my panties down and off. The panties are soaked. If he notices, he doesn’t say anything.

      I gasp in surprise when he sweeps me into his arms. His eyes are locked on mine but there is no lust, just a tenderness that makes my heart throb as hard as my pussy. He wordlessly lowers me into the water and kneels by the tub. I lean my head back as he moistens a washcloth and lathers it with a fragrant soap. He begins washing my shoulders, his touch firm but gentle. I’ve never felt so pampered, so safe, so in the moment. I close my eyes, committing everything to memory—the soft, smooth motion of the washcloth, the smell of the hyacinth-scented steam combined with the masculine aroma of his aftershave.

      He lifts my arms, one at a time and washes them. When the washcloth moves to my breasts, I cannot hide the hunger I know must be showing in my eyes. Just his touch on my breasts causes my pussy to flutter with a small orgasm that leaves me feeling languid but wanting more. But Mikhail is bathing me, just as promised; his touch is not teasing or sexual, even if it puts my body in sensory overdrive. The bath has made me aware of erotic zones I didn’t know I even had. When he lifts my legs to wash them, I realize the backs of my knees and even my feet are sensitive in ways I never imagined they could be.

      Mikhail raises me to sitting so he can wash my hair. He takes his time, his long fingers massaging my scalp. When he’s finished, he shields my eyes with his hands as he rinses it.

      Water sluices off my skin as I stand for him to dry me off. He starts by wrapping my body in a huge towel fresh from the warmer. He wraps a smaller one around my head and I step onto the bathmat. He remains silent as he dries my body and bundles me into a cloud-soft white robe and slippers. He towels the moisture from my hair and combs it free of tangles.

      A tray was delivered while we were in the bath. It’s hot cocoa which he tells me I can have once I’m tucked in. The bedroom is lovely. The wallpaper is printed with delicate tiny roses and the four-poster bed looks to be centuries old and is draped in heavy cream curtains. Mikhail pulls back the blankets and I climb in, thinking how different this was than the first night he put me to bed in just a robe.

      “Are you ready for your stories?” he asks, handing me the cocoa.

      “There’s more than one?”

      “If you like. Have you ever heard a Swedish fairy tale?”

      I shake my head and he begins telling me stories that are nothing like what I grew up with. There are no princesses and magical castles here. These tales have glass mountains and trolls and princesses who make deals with animals. I listen with rapt attention as I drain my cocoa. When the last story has ended, he puts his hand gently to my face.

      “It’s time to tuck you in, little one,” he says, and I slide down. But just as he moves to pull the covers to my chin, I take hold of his wrist. I don’t want him to leave.

      “Stay,” I say. “Please. Stay.”
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      Mikhail

      Stay.

      That one word fills me with desire but also a sense of responsibility. Does Wendy know what she’s asking?

      “My dear, I find you far too attractive. If I stay, the need for you would keep me awake.”

      “I have the same needs.”

      I stroke her damp hair. “Wendy, I’m not like other men. I’m a Daddy. I don’t have casual flings. I don’t do one-night stands. I can’t separate my need to care for and guide a partner from my sexuality.”

      “Oh.” Her lower lip quivers. “I understand. I’m not the kind of girl you would want a relationship with, so you don’t want to sleep with me.”

      “No, no, no. That’s not it at all. You are lovely, and I’m very attracted to you. But I’m thinking you’ve never been with a man like me.”

      “I haven’t,” she admits. “I never really thought about what I wanted in a relationship. But today when I was talking to Rosemary, I found myself longing for what she has.”

      “What she has with William is close to what I want with a woman. I don’t want children. I had a vasectomy in my thirties. All the attention I would put towards a child I desire to put towards my submissive partner. I seek a woman who will place herself totally in my care, who will accept both love and correction in equal measures.”

      “Correction.” Her tongue darts out to nervously lick her lips. “You mean like spanking.”

      “Yes.”

      “I’ve never been spanked.”

      “Not even as a child?”

      “No.”

      I can’t help but grin at the curiosity brimming in her eyes. “Would you like to know what it’s like?”

      She blushes prettily and nods. “Yes.”

      I raise her to standing and undo her robe. She is delightfully nervous, deliciously vulnerable, sweetly trusting. Sitting back on the bed, I turn her to the side and guide her over my lap. My cock instantly responds to the pressure of her warm body. If she only knew the restraint it took to keep my own arousal in check as I was bathing her, or the effect she’s having on me now.

      She has the perfect, spankable bottom with firm, round springy cheeks. I place my hand on one and squeeze and she inhales sharply. I squeeze until she gasps, testing her sensitivity.

      “If you were a bad girl and this were a punishment spanking, I would be quite serious. But sometimes a Daddy spanks for other reasons. Perhaps he wants to tease his Little One. Or perhaps he wants to help her release those pent-up emotions. Concentrate on what is happening, Wendy. Feel with your body and soul. If it hurts, give it a moment and it will subside. If it hurts too much, use your safeword.”

      “I don’t have one,” she says.

      “Let’s make one up.”

      “How about ‘chocolate’?”

      “That’s a wonderful safeword. Sweet, and easy to remember.”

      I’m rubbing her ass while we talk, waiting for her to relax. When the tension eases from her body, I ask her if she’s ready. She tenses again. I chide her gently and resume the rubbing and can tell she’s becoming excited by the way she is pushing herself against my lap. Does she realize what I already recognize? That she’s a submissive eager for what I’m about to give her?

      When I bring my hand down on her bottom, it’s with enough force to sting without really hurting. She issues a sharp little cry and jolts from the impact but remembers what I said and relaxes as I massage the sting into her skin.

      “You’ll ask me for the rest,” I say, and she looks back, surprised.

      “What?”

      “You’ll ask me.” My tone is firm. “There’s no shame in wanting this. And a Little One must always be honest about what she wants. She must be secure in her desires and trust her Daddy to meet them. She must not be ashamed. Do you understand?”

      “I think so.” Her voice is quavering from excitement but also from apprehension. It can be hard for a submissive to ask for what she wants. I am patient as my hand roams Wendy’s bottom. Finally, she asks for her spanking to continue.

      “May I have another?”

      “Of course.” I raise my hand and bring it down with more force. She cries out and squirms but does not safeword or move. When she settles, I notice the pink outline of my hand. Her bottom will redden nicely. She asks for another, and the third falls on the opposite cheek. She’s whimpering now but the requests are closer together. Her first spanking and Wendy is already in subspace, asking me for the last one through tears before finally saying her safeword. Her bottom is a dusky pink from her first real spanking, and when I raise her to sitting, her eyes are filled with gratitude and unmistakable desire.

      Our first kiss is magical. My hands roam her sweet breasts. The nipples harden beneath my palm as our tongues dance against one another’s. I lay her down on the bed, getting my first taste of those delightful peaks. Her breasts are sensitive. She arches toward my mouth, fisting the covers and moans when I slide down, my mouth leaving a trail of kisses over her shrinking belly. I slip my hands underneath her ass and squeeze the still-sore cheeks. Wendy moans and spreads her legs, opening herself to me like a flower. She’s sweeter than any chocolate, her arousal slick on my tongue. I find her clit and tease it until she’s gasping and crying aloud; her hands twist the bed covers and she arches against my mouth without an ounce of shame or modesty. She is perfection and I fear I’ll come myself if I don’t get inside her. I stand and hastily undress. As I slide my body over hers, I look into her eyes. Her expression is one of perfect trust, of wonder. I hold her gaze as I push into her. Her pussy is hot and tight, and her first orgasm is intense. I hold her through the rushes of pleasure; the pulsating rhythmic squeezes nearly coax out my seed, but I will myself to hold off, and when she relaxes, I begin to move, slowly at first, then harder as she wraps her arms around me. Her nails score my back; her legs encircle my waist. She is soft and yielding, and the second time she climaxes, it’s with me.

      After the last sweet shudders are over, I pull her into the circle of my arms and cradle her softly. Her head is on my shoulder. Her breasts are pressed against my chest. I can feel her heartbeat against mine. It feels right. She feels right. Have I finally found the woman who will call me Daddy?
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      Wendy

      Is this really happening? Did I have the best sex of my life last night along with the greatest epiphany about what’s been missing? Am I really standing on the balcony of an English manor house watching peacocks stroll among the topiary shrubs on a spring day?

      “Good morning, young lady.” I feel a kiss on the side of my neck and Mikhail’s arms go around me. I turn to find him dressed in just a pair of pajama pants. Everything happened so quickly last night that I didn’t get a good look at him without his clothes. He’s even more gorgeous without them. I run my hands over his smooth chest and over the ridges of his abs.

      “The event doesn’t open until noon today,” he says, and I smile and guide him back into the bedroom.

      I tell him I want to make him feel good. “How does this work?” I ask. “Do I ask you for permission?”

      “You have a standing invitation to touch me any time you like, my little one.” He leans down to kiss me gently on the mouth and when our lips part, I drop to my knees, pulling his pajama pants down. His cock springs free—hard and heavily veined, the flared head crowned with a drop of pre-cum. I lean forward and put my tongue to the slit to flick away the clear, slippery fluid. Mikhail murmurs something in Swedish but I’m too intent on pleasing him to ask what he said. I slide my mouth over the dome of flesh and lower my head; his hands gently fist my hair as his cock hits the back of my throat. I’ve never wanted to go down on a man so much. I’ve never wanted to please a man the way I want to please Mikhail. Each moan of satisfaction fills me with joy. I’m feeding off his pleasure. My inner thighs are slick with my own arousal. I cup his balls in my hand, feeling the tension building, but before he can climax, Mikhail lifts me to standing and turns me over the nearby sofa. He pushes into me without preamble, and I cry out. His hands are on my hips, gripping me as he slams into me with delicious force. My pussy clenches around him; the explosion of pleasure ripples outward from my core to suffuse my entire being. I feel Mikhail’s warmth flood into me.

      I’d be perfectly happy to stay here in this room and not leave, but we still have another two days of the event. We arrive just before noon and as soon as Rosemary sees me, she gets me alone and shoots me a knowing look and then a big smile.

      “You’re together, aren’t you?”

      “Is it really that obvious?”

      “You have the look of a well-fucked woman,” she says with a wink. “I knew it would happen. I was telling Will last night that I’ve never seen Mikhail so distracted by a woman. Do you know he spent half the day just staring after you?” She links arms with me and takes me behind the table. “And you’re so lucky, you know. I mean, he is, too, but you wouldn’t find a man more loving and devoted than Mikhail.” She pauses. “Or generous. You’ll want for nothing with him, Wendy.”

      I think of this, of having all my needs met. I never thought I’d be in this situation. I love the idea of a Daddy, but a Sugar Daddy? I’m not a gold digger. I want to ask Rosemary’s opinion on the matter but can’t find a way to do it without making it sound like an insult since she apparently blew off her career as a reporter to live as Will’s fulltime Little. What if she decided she didn’t want to live like that anymore? Would they stay together?

      I don’t have much time to mull these things over, however, because the event gets very busy around one in the afternoon. There are more chocolatiers today and they descend on the booth for samples. When Mikhail joins me at the booth, I can’t help but notice that his public behavior towards me has changed. Yesterday he treated me like an assistant. Today he treats me like his girlfriend. He puts his arm around me. I feel like a schoolgirl with her crush. When the French man who came on to me yesterday comes back around, he all but withers under Mikhail’s seething glare. I’m beginning to feel like his. His woman. His sub. His Little.

      Daddy. I silently test the word in my mind. I imagine relating to him as an authority figure, of trusting him to lead me, of letting go of my responsibilities and vagabond lifestyle to be at his beck and call like Rosemary is with Will.

      Mikhail seems perfectly relaxed and happy and at the end of the day asks me if I’d like to go to visit Will and Rosemary at their country house about twenty minutes to the north. I’m still trying to get my head around how someone could afford one huge manor, let alone additional dwellings. But I like Rosemary and Will and the more of England I get to see, the better.

      The ride is beautiful and with it being so close to Midsommar we arrive at the Sheffield Estate while it’s still light. Where the manor is grand, the estate is idyllically pastoral. A narrow drive past fields edged with stone walls leads to a house made of the same stone. I’m instantly charmed.

      “It’s like something out of a storybook,” I say.

      “Just wait until I show you some of the houses in Sweden.” Mikhail leans over to undo my seatbelt. “They are just as lovely, just different.” He kisses me. “There are so many things I want to show you, but first we must see our friends.”

      Our friends. I’m being pulled into the vortex of Mikhail’s life, into his intimate circle. Will and Rosemary greet us at the door, and for the second time in two days, I’m getting another house tour. Here, Will provides the details of the 17th century farmhouse his father lovingly restored. It’s a working farm, with several tenants on the 200 acres that produce cattle and sheep. Rosemary is eager to show me her favorite feature—a huge fireplace in the kitchen and an original wooden table pitted and marked from centuries of use.

      “Do you want to see my room?” She looks at Will. “Do we have time before dinner?”

      “Of course. You girls run along. I’ll entertain Mikhail.”

      Rosemary grins and takes me by the hand. I follow her through the house and up two flights of stairs, curious about what kind of room she’s talking about. “Are you ready?” she asks when we get to the door and I nod, not knowing what to expect.

      “So, what do you think?” She spreads her arms and I look around, not sure what to say. When I was a little girl, my parents took me to the FAO Schwarz in New York City over Christmas. Rosemary’s room looks like that iconic toy display. There are toys everywhere, including a stuffed giraffe whose head almost touches the ceiling. One shelf holds too many dolls to count. I’m intrigued, but also a little uncomfortable and it must show on my face.

      “You don’t like it.” Rosemary looks crestfallen.

      “Oh, no. It’s not that I don’t like it. I’m just wondering…”

      “Why?” She nods. “I grew up dirt poor. I didn’t have much of a childhood. I practically raised my siblings. I worked my way through college without so much as a penny or a word of support from my parents. When I met Will, I looked like a successful presenter to the outside world, but in reality, I was overstressed, overworked, and developing a massive ulcer. Will saved my life. He gave me the chance to be the little girl I never got to be.”

      “So that’s what having a Daddy is about?”

      “For me it is. To close friends like Mikhail who know about our lifestyle, Will is Papa. I can be his cherished darling or brat depending on my mood and the day. He says I keep life interesting. It may be entirely different for you.” She takes my hand. “Look. There’s no rulebook. It all comes down to submission. Any man can be a Dom. But it takes a special one to be a Daddy Dom. Daddy Doms go the extra mile. They are so committed.” She sighs. “You’ll see.”

      “What about your independence? Do you ever miss your job or worry what may happen if…”

      “I don’t miss my job,” she says. “Will is my husband. I don’t think about the ‘what ifs’.”

      I admire Rosemary’s perfect trust, her ability to abandon everything that dragged her down and forsake it for love. She’s able to receive affection and generosity without awkwardness or guilt and her obvious comfort with her life stands in stark contrast to the jitters that are making it hard to get my mind around how this can all even be real. I still feel like there’s a hitch, a catch, that any minute Mikhail will come to his senses and realize that he can do better than a disorganized American travel blogger who can barely make ends meet. I worry that it’s all too good to be true, even though Mikhail gives me no indication that it’s not.

      At dinner, Mikhail is careful to include me in the conversation with his friends. We talk about my travels, about media culture, about the economy. My perspectives on the latter are different. My dinner companions are wealthy and shielded from the pressures of living paycheck to paycheck. It’s a different world, but can I fit in?

      On the way back to Sheffield Manor, Mikhail asks me if something is wrong.

      “Yes,” I say. “Everything is perfect.”

      “And that is wrong?”

      “I’ve never had anything go perfectly. But this has gone so perfectly so quickly. We don’t really know each other and yet you’ve been talking like there’s a future for us, about the things you want to show me.”

      He takes a moment to respond. “And you feel differently?”

      “No.” I sigh in frustration. “I’m just scared. I don’t want to get hurt.”

      “Listen.” He takes my hand. “I would never hurt you. Ever.” He’s earnest.

      “Not intentionally. But what if I’m a disappointment? What if I do this wrong? I’m still trying to get my head around this dynamic. I love the idea of it the same way I love a fantasy or a fairy tale but…”

      “But you’re not sure it’s right for you.”

      “I don’t know. It’s just so perfect.” I begin to cry without knowing why I’m crying. Mikhail doesn’t say anything. He just holds me.

      “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do. You don’t have to be anything you don’t want to be.” He tilts my chin up. “I told myself I wouldn’t settle for anything less than the kind of submissive who could give herself to me completely as a Little. And yes, we barely know each other, but I believe in love at first sight and I’m willing to take what you’re willing to give. If you think I’m moving too fast or coming on too strong…”

      “No,” I say. “You’re not. You’re perfect.”

      The rest of the night is, too. When we get back to our suite at the manor, Mikhail has champagne and chocolate-dipped strawberries waiting.

      “Aren’t you going to have any?” I ask when I start on my third one. So far he’s just had champagne.

      “I have a different dessert in mind,” he says with an enigmatic lift of the brow. “Do you know what this is?” He hands me a black box tied with a gold silk ribbon. I read the label aloud. “Chocolate Body Dust.”

      “Am I the dessert?” I ask.

      “The sweetest dessert.”

      He undresses me and lays me on the bed. I giggle as he uses a soft paintbrush to coat my nipples in the chocolate dust. He paints a line down my belly to the top of my cleft, down my legs.

      “You need to learn to receive,” he says. “You need to learn the joy it brings me to see you taking pleasure.”

      Mikhail takes it slow, his mouth lapping away the fine dust. He lingers on the parts that make me moan and when he makes his way between my legs, wrings two powerful orgasms from my body before raising himself up to kiss me. I taste chocolate on his tongue as well as my own essence. He laps his way down my legs and turns me over, trailing the dust up the backs of my thighs, my bottom, along the curvature of my spine to my hairline. He starts at my feet, his tongue and teeth setting me alight. When he reaches my ass, he laps at the crease where cheek meets thigh, nips playfully at the mounds of my buttocks, lubricates his finger in my swollen pussy before using it to tease the tight pucker of my anus. I moan wantonly when he breaches that virgin passage. He plays with my ass, and I know there will be more of this. I know I will like it. He continues laving me with his tongue, and when he reaches my neck, he parts my legs and takes me from behind, whispering words to me in his native tongue. I don’t know what he’s saying. I want to learn.
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      Mikhail

      I’d hoped to take Wendy back to Stockholm with me after the event, but London is hit by an unusual April snowstorm so we decide to stay at Sheffield Manor.

      “I’m glad the snow held off until after the convention,” I say. “You did very well, by the way. Consider your debt paid in full.”

      “Thank you for the opportunity.” Wendy is sitting on a chair by the window, watching the snow swirl though the air. “I can’t believe this weather.”

      “This is nothing,” I say. “Wait until I get you back to Sweden. The winters there are glorious. Have you ever seen the northern lights? Or stayed in an ice hotel?

      “Mikhail.” She puts down the cup of coffee she’s been holding and turns to me. “The only thing better than experiencing those things would be experiencing them with you, but…”

      “What?” I sit down beside her on the sofa and notice the tears in her eyes. “What’s wrong, little one?”

      “Nothing. Everything is right. It’s perfect. But do you think we might be moving too fast?”

      “No.” I shake my head. “If I’d not moved fast I would have missed out on some of the best educational and career opportunities. What’s the expression they are using today? When you know you know?”

      “Romantic relationships aren’t business deals. If they fail you aren’t crushed.”

      “You’re afraid I’ll hurt you like your ex did?”

      “No. You’re not that kind of man. But I’m afraid I’ll hurt you. We’re so different. You’re self-assured, successful. I’ve made so many wrong turns. I have so many things to sort out at home…”

      “Forget all that. I’ll take care of all of it. Whatever debt you have I’ll pay…”

      She rises from the sofa and crosses her arms. “That’s part of what I’m worried about. Don’t you see? Remember when I told you I sometimes wondered if I traveled so much because I was looking for something?”

      I nod.

      “What if it’s the opposite, Mikhail? What if I travel because I’m running from something—from responsibility, commitment? Gary was wrong to have treated me the way he did, but he was right about one thing; I did leave when things got tense between us. He accused me of keeping him around to split the bills. I don’t want to make you feel used. I don’t want to run from you if we have problems.”

      I sigh and stand, walking over to her. I take her in my arms and pull her to my chest. “Wendy, I am not Gary. It sounds like he resented paying his share of the bills even though he was living in your apartment. I am offering to pay your bills because I want to. I want to take care of you. As for your running, I’d create a life you wouldn’t want to run from.”

      She gently backs away and looks up at me. “What if I disappoint you? What if I’m not what you want in a partner? The more I learn about having a Daddy, the more I love the idea, but I’m not sure I love it for the right reasons. I don’t want to be in a relationship for the security. I want to bring something to the table.”

      “You do bring something,” I say. “You bring light to my life, and love. I’m falling in love with you, Wendy. Can’t you see that?”

      She falls silent. When she speaks again her voice is shaking with emotion. “I’m falling in love with you, too. But I’m scared.”

      “You don’t have to be.”

      She closes her eyes. “I’m not. I’m not like Rosemary. I’m not strong enough to just let go, to trust that I can please you the way I want to.”

      “What are you saying, Wendy?” I ask, but I don’t want to know the answer.

      “I think I should just go home.”

      “Home to stay?”

      She turns to the window. “Less than a week together isn’t enough to build this kind of intense relationship.”

      “Can’t it be a start? I could come to visit you.”

      “Oh, yeah.” She gives a sad little laugh. “And see my tiny apartment and kitchen table piled with bills? If anything would break the spell it would be for you to realize how different we really are. God, if you only knew how much I want this, but when I think of the adjustment it would be if you decided you wanted someone else…”

      I take hold of her gently. “Wendy, I wouldn’t do that to you.”

      “I didn’t think Gary would, either. And I was gutted, okay? And in a year-and-a-half I didn’t have anything close to the feelings I’ve developed with you in a week. Don’t you see? It would just wreck me if…”

      “I would never hurt you.”

      “I can’t take that chance. You wouldn’t hurt me like Gary did, but relationships change. They end for all sorts of reasons. What if I don’t turn out to be what you want? What if I can’t be the kind of sub you deserve? I don’t want to fall in love just to have it all fall apart again.”

      She turns away and I stand rooted to the spot. Tears are coursing down her face. She goes into the bedroom and comes out with her bags.

      “I have to go. Hopefully I can get to Heathrow before the weather gets too bad.”

      “Wendy…” A lump has formed in my throat. I resist the urge to beg her to stay. She thinks I have all the power in the relationship. How wrong she is. If submissive women only knew how dominant men draw strength from their love and trust. But I can’t force her to stay.

      “I’m leaving the dresses and things you bought me,” she says. “They’re in the room.”

      “Take them. They’re yours.”

      “No.” It’s taking all her effort not to cry. “The memories are enough.” We stand facing one another and then she stands on tiptoe and kisses me. “Goodbye, Daddy.” She pauses. “You deserve the title. You really made me feel like a cherished little girl. Thank you.”

      She leaves the suite and I walk to the window where I watch as a few moments later a cab pulls up and drives away.

      I replay our conversation in my mind. I was not expecting this sudden departure. Is there anything I could have said that would have made her stay? She’s right. We come from different worlds. Did I overwhelm her? Was the intensity too much for her?

      I turn and look at the sofa. She should still be sitting there, curled up with some cocoa. I carry her absence like a weight. I’ve had relationships end but never, ever felt this desolate.

      I look back out the window. Through the snow I see a flash of yellow as the taxi turns onto the main road.

      I can’t give up. There must be something I can do.
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      Wendy

      I’m running again. The scenery outside my window blurs from the tears. My heart feels like it’s torn in half. Why do I keep doing this? What is wrong with me? I want to tell the driver to stop the car, turn around, and speed back to Sheffield Manor. I want to run up the stairs, pound on the door of the suite, and fling myself into Mikhail’s welcoming arms as soon as he opens the door.

      I want to be with my Daddy, but he deserves better than a chronic runaway.

      I have $812 in my bank account. I spend $710 of that to book a direct flight from London to Chicago. It’s not lost on me that I’m buying the ticket from the one thing I didn’t return to Mikhail. A sob catches in my throat as I recall the day we went to the phone store, and he insisted on upgrading my iPhone from a twelve to a larger thirteen. He’d even gotten me a case and some new Airpods. I make a note to mail a check to his store in Stockholm as soon as I can afford it.

      An icy blast of wind hits me as I exit the taxi at Heathrow. The driver is Indian with soft, friendly eyes. After I pay the fare, he helps me get my bags out of the trunk.

      “It will be okay,” he says, and I think I’m not the first crying woman he’s dropped off here. Airports are emotional spaces with their homecomings and departures. I look up at the sign above my head. Terminal Two—The Queen’s Terminal, it reads, and I know I should be documenting this amazing airport for my followers, but I know I couldn’t do it without crying.

      Outside the snow that was falling softly on my way here has become heavy. As I walk, I pull up the weather app on my phone. The radar shows a swath of blue just hitting London. I hope the system will break up soon.

      I go through check-in. So far my flight is still set to take off on time. I head downstairs to the waiting area. I can see planes through the window. A wave of tears flows through me as the reality of my departure hits hard.

      I can feel myself falling apart. The sob I’m holding in presses against my chest. I need to find a bathroom, somewhere secluded where I can cry in private.

      The bathroom is packed but the stall on the end is blessedly empty. I enter and sink down on the floor, stifling my ragged sobs into my sleeve.

      Get yourself together.

      Someone is banging on the door and asking if I’m okay. I’ve been sitting here for thirty minutes. I stand, wipe my eyes, and open the stall door. A middle-aged woman fixes me with a worried look, but I assure her I’m fine and move past her to the sink where I splash cold water on my face until the puffiness subsides from my eyes.

      I need to find my gate, but I’m suddenly turned around.

      “Hey, do you know how to get to the departure gate?” I ask a young woman who’s walking past. She’s wearing a pleated mini skirt, funky striped tights, and Converse sneakers. Her girlish attire and sweet demeanor remind me so much of Rosemary that I almost start crying again.

      “Uh, yeah. Go up the escalator and walk towards the World Duty Free store. Just before you come to it, you’ll see signs directing you to the different gates.”

      “Great, thank you,” I say, and she gives me a sweet smile of concern as I walk away.

      In the seating area by the gates, more delayed signs pop up on the board. I sit down and take out my phone. I’m in no shape to shoot a video but reading the comments from my followers always cheers me up. I hesitate for a moment because the last videos were the ones I posted at Sheffield House, but engagement is important on my platform, so I force myself to open TikTok.

      There are lots of likes, as well as a stitch from Kelsey424, another travel blogger. I click on the video and would smile if I felt better. She’s featured my post I made of a huge chocolate fountain with a video of herself gasping in excitement. I continue to scroll down and see I’ve been tagged in another video by a user I don’t recognize—SwdshDdy80. I click on it, and can’t believe what I’m seeing: It’s Mikhail, sitting in the back of his car.

      “Hello, TikTok. You don’t know me, and I wouldn’t be on here except sometimes desperate times call for desperate measures. I just got off the phone with my niece who walked me through how to use this app. When she asked me why an old guy like me was getting on TikTok, I told her it was an emergency. You see, the woman I love is about to get on a plane and I’m so afraid that if she leaves I’ll never see her again. I don’t want that to happen.”

      He puts his hand to his heart, and I hear the emotion in his voice.

      “She’s the most remarkable woman I’ve ever met. Her only flaw is that she doesn’t see it. She’s brave and doesn’t realize it. How many people do you know who can take off on adventures alone to places they’ve never been? She’s remarkable, and I want to be part of the beautiful adventure that is her life, even if it has to be long distance for a while. Whatever it takes.”

      The car he’s riding in slows. “So here I am, at Heathrow. I just hope I haven’t missed her. Wish me luck!” The view switches to the interior of the airport. The strains of the popular TikTok background song “Home” is playing as he films himself approaching the gate. It ends as he rounds the corner not far from where I exited the bathroom.

      The TikTok ends and I realize I’m crying again. He’s here. He’s here. I stand and slowly turn and there he is. He’s standing about twenty yards away, where he’s been watching me watch him on the phone.

      I walk over to him.

      “You made a TikTok?” I say. I’m so happy to see him that I don’t know whether to laugh or cry, so I do both.

      “Yes. I made a TikTok.” There are tears in his eyes, and his voice is heavy with emotion. “Wendy.” He takes his face in his hands. “I love you. Please don’t fly out of my life. If you’ve made up your mind I won’t fight you, but I couldn’t have lived with myself if I didn’t try one more time. Tell me what you need to make this work.”

      “I think you just showed me. You know me. In the short time we’ve been together, you know me. You understand my fear…”

      “I do. And I want to give you a life that makes you feel safe. That doesn’t mean clipping your wings. That doesn’t mean making you forsake your independence. If you don’t want a Daddy…”

      “I do.” I look at him earnestly. “More than anything. I do. But not just any Daddy. I want you, because I know you want only what a loving Daddy wants for his girl, and that’s for her to live her best life.”

      He nods. “Yes,” he says. “Yes.”

      “Hey,” I say, suddenly puzzled. “How did you get to this part of the airport without a ticket?”

      He shrugs. “I bought one. You weren’t by any chance taking the direct to Chicago, were you?”

      I nod.

      “Want some company? I’ve never been to Chicago.”

      I laugh. “I’d love it.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twelve

          

        

      

    

    
      Mikhail

      Two Years Later

      

      Have you ever seen anything so beautiful it made you cry? I’ve been to nearly a dozen countries. I’ve seen the pyramids of Egypt, the rainforests of Brazil, and the Great Wall of China, but nothing compares to this.

      I thank god every day that Mikhail followed me to the airport, and it still scares me to think how close I came to walking away from this perfect life.

      Mikhail stayed two weeks with me in Chicago, and with each passing day he proved to me that all my fears were unfounded. He did not care that my apartment was small.

      “Is this the bed where you found your boyfriend cheating?” he asked when I showed him my room.

      “Yep,” I’d said.

      “Let’s get rid of it.”

      A new bed was the only extravagance I allowed him to bestow on me while we were in Chicago. Once the new one was delivered, we broke it in by fucking for six hours straight. Afterward, we lay talking until dawn, working out the parameters of our new life.

      It was pretty clear that he was going to spoil me; there was no getting around that, but I wanted to continue blogging. We negotiated this. He didn’t want me flying all over the world commercial. “Why would you when I have a plane? And maybe I want to go with you sometimes,” he’d said.

      And he did. The airport video had gone viral. SwdshDady80 didn’t post again, but he showed up in my videos in Peru and India. When we were apart, we kept in touch by FaceTime. My traveling was no longer an escape, and I was always happier to come home than I was to leave.

      Within the wall of our house—well, houses—Mikhail is Daddy. He dotes on me and has given me the kind of financial advice I need to keep my apartment in Chicago without his help.

      I have fallen in love with Sweden. From the Stockholm Archipelago to the Icehotel of Jukkasjärvi, there’s always something to amaze. But the one place I wanted to see most of all was Lapland with its northern lights. Mikhail warned me that seeing them was hit or miss, but tonight here they are.

      “It’s perfect,” I say, staring at the beautiful green streaks painting the sky.

      “It’s the perfect setting, too,” he says.

      “For what?”

      He’s been standing with his arms around me, but now gently moves away and drops down on one knee.

      “Oh my gosh.” I cover my mouth with my mittened hands as he pops open a velvet covered box. The diamond is dazzling and edged with stones the same color as the lights.

      “Yes,” I say.

      “I haven’t even asked you yet.”

      “Oh, right.” I giggle into my hands.

      “Wendy,” he says. “You are my life. My love. You are my little girl. If you add wife to the list of all the things you are, I would be the happiest Daddy in the world.”

      “Yes!” I say, louder this time.

      “Take off your mitten,” he says, and I do, ignoring the cold as he slides the ring on my finger.

      It’s a short walk to the cabin. Our bed is in front of a huge bay window. The lights remain strong as we lay down on reindeer-fur blankets. Mikhail undresses me just as he did the first night we made love. As he sheds his own clothes, I lay looking at the ring.

      When he’s naked, I get to all fours.

      “Oh, so this is how my baby wants it tonight.”

      “I want to watch the lights while we fuck.”

      He slaps my ass. “Language,” he scolds, but his tone is mocking.

      “Hey, easy. My ass is still sore from earlier.”

      When we’d arrived at the cabin, I’d been tense from the trip and Mikhail had decided I needed a spanking to help me relax. To my surprise, he’d brought the paddle I’d found in his bedside drawer the morning after we met. I’d giggled when I’d seen it, but I wasn’t giggling when he used it. Whimpers had turned to tears as he’d covered my bottom in hot pink oval marks, but the emotional release had helped me relax. I’d napped until just before dark.

      I feel his fingers slide between my bottom cheeks, feeling for the flange of the plug he put in after I’d gotten up from my nap. Daddy Mikhail has taught me how to be adventurous in other ways and now I moan as he slides the plug from my bottom. It was the largest one in our collection he bought to make me ready—ready for him.

      I’m slick and wet as he slides his cock into my pussy. I push against him, pressing my ass against his pelvis. He stops moving; the tip of his cock is still inside me when I feel the tip of his lubed finger pressing against the pucker of my anus. He breaches it and slides in up to the first digit. A second finger joins the first. I moan again, encouraging him.

      He removes the fingers and I’m aware now of the lubricated head of his cock preparing to breach the same portal. It’s not my first time, but it feels like it. Mikhail has taught me well. I take deep breaths, pushing out as he pushes in, opening myself up. His cock sinks in by degrees, the stinging stretch pushing me into subspace. My Swedish is good enough to understand when he tells me how good I feel, how beautiful I am, how hard he’s going to fuck me. I fist the covers on the bed, taking him all and loving it. The head of his cock finds my core and that secret spot I never realized could be reached with anal sex until I found a man who knew just how to do it. Yes, anal orgasms are a thing and this one is the most intense one I’ve ever had.

      He’s moves into me with smooth, slow strokes and I feel his body tense a split second before the warmth of his seed floods into me.

      “Oh yes, my love,” he says. “Yes, yes, yes.”

      I sink into the warm happy feeling I always get when he takes pleasure.

      He’s still inside me when he leans forward, smooths my hair to the side, and kisses my neck. I turn my head and he finds my lips with his.

      Later, after we’ve showered together, we lay cocooned under blankets watching the lights. We don’t talk now; there’s nothing to say other than “I love you,” and I know we’ll say that to one another every day for the rest of our lives, and never get tired of it.

      
        
        The End
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      Lani

      “You have got to be kidding me!” I fight back tears. No way. This cannot be happening to me. Not here, not now.

      “I’m sorry—”

      “There must be something you can do!” I interrupt the far-too-calm-looking woman behind the information desk. There’s a literal catastrophe going on here, and she’s calm as anything, like nothing matters. I want to reach across and slap her but I have enough self-control to stop myself. Just.

      The unruffled customer service lady shakes her head. “No. The snow has brought the whole airport to a halt. All the planes are grounded.”

      “But you don’t understand!” I yell, far louder than I intended, but too bad. “I have to get back home to New Zealand immediately! I have to!”

      The knowledge of the expensive, stolen jewelry I have hidden away inside my suitcase, carefully tucked inside my knickers, chases me ever closer to panic. Not just mild anxiety, but a full-blown, can’t-breathe, hyperventilating-to-the-point-of-near-unconsciousness, panic attack. I have to get on a plane. Any plane. I have to leave the country before he finds out they’re missing. Before he decides they’re stolen. Before he pieces it all together and figures out that it was me. That I stole them. Me, who’s never stolen so much as a candy bar in my entire life. Now I’m a jewel thief.

      “I’m sorry, ma’am...” The now-starting-to-get-slightly-flustered woman behind the information desk tries to calm me down, but I’m not having it. Rage, panic, fear, something, wells up within me. Forces its way out. I lean over the counter and scream abuse at her, hurling all the insults I can think of. As far as my panicked mind can comprehend, she’s my ticket out of here, and she’s withholding it from me.

      I’m oblivious to everything going on around me. All I know is there is stolen jewelry in my suitcase. Very expensive stolen jewelry. And I have to get it out of the country before the cops catch up with me. I have to get out of the country, anyway. With or without my suitcase that was checked-in and sent off down the conveyor hours ago. I mean, I’d quite like my suitcase to come home, too. But I don’t want to get arrested and thrown in jail, more than anything else. Being stuck in the airport, at the mercy of armed police officers holding very big guns, is the last place I want to be.

      From out of nowhere, a man appears beside me. I don’t even give him a second glance. Unless he can turn off the snowstorm and get the planes flying again, he’s no good to me.

      “Ah, there you are, little girl! I’ve been looking for you everywhere!” he says in a familiar Kiwi accent, his voice deep and rumbly.

      What the hell? I’m sure I don’t know this man. He must have me confused with someone else. But before I can inform him of his error, he wraps his arm around my waist and leads me firmly away.

      “Just play along, little girl,” he hisses in my ear. “I’m trying to help you here.”

      But no way am I going along with his shit, no way in hell. “I don’t need your help!” I snarl at him, struggling against him, trying to get away, but he holds me fast. For the first time, I get a brief glance at him. Maori, by the looks, an indigenous New Zealander. All tattoos and muscles. Under other circumstances, he’d be very nice to look at. But these aren’t other circumstances. This is a dire emergency.

      “Let me go!” I pull away from him as hard as I can, but he doesn’t even budge. Instead, he bends and swoops me off my feet, throwing me over his shoulder, landing a hefty smack to my butt.

      “Put me down!” I yell, trying to hold on to my handbag, cling on to him so I don’t fall, and reach back to rub the sting out of my assaulted rear, all at once.

      “How dare you!” My voice is shrill—a mix of angry and frightened—but he’s walking away so quickly I can’t even do anything but grip my bag for dear life so I don’t drop my essentials in the middle of this busy airport. I’ll never find them again if I do. Not when he’s dodging the mass of bodies at this speed. My passport would be gone, and I and my stolen jewelry would be stuck here, in England, forever.

      Just a few seconds later he slides me down and sets me on my feet, holding my shoulders and spinning me to face the corner. He pushes me right in close, my nose almost touching where the two walls intersect, and he holds me still.

      “Calm down,” he says, his deep voice quiet, commanding, yet strangely comforting. “Deep breaths. In and out.”

      He doesn’t say anything else, but his big hands on my shoulders let me know in no uncertain terms that he’s not going to let me turn around until I’ve followed his instructions, and I’m calm. Part of me wants to fight him. To flail and hit and kick and scream until someone comes to my rescue. But the other part of me, possibly the more sensible part, knows it’s best to do as he said and calm down. I mean, nobody has come to my aid yet, and chances are, they’re not going to. There are so many people here, more people than I’ve seen in my entire life, all in one place. Probably more people than the entire population of Auckland, my home city, are crammed into this massive airport, and I’m just one person in a huge, bustling crowd. Aside from the annoying customer service representative at the crowded information desk, probably nobody has even noticed me. And I don’t really want to attract the attention of the local police. If they’re not looking for me yet, they will be soon, and I’d like to stay out of their clutches for as long as possible.

      I breathe slowly, deeply, willing my racing heart to slow down. I need to be rational. I need to know what kind of man I’m dealing with here. Gradually, I feel the panic start to subside.  The knot of anxiety that has lodged itself deep in the pit of my stomach is still there, but that’s related more to my current status as a jewel thief than as a hostage.

      I take one last deep breath. “I’m calm,” I announce. I try to turn around, but he gently holds me in place.

      “Nuh-uh, little girl, you’re staying right there. Do you know how close you came to getting arrested back there?”

      I swallow. I don’t know. I have no idea. But still, it’s embarrassing standing here, and I don’t want to do it.

      “But people will see!” I object.

      His deep rumbly chuckle washes over me. “You just lost the plot, very loudly I might add, at the information desk, and you got yourself surrounded by armed police officers ready to take you away and lock you up in jail. Half the people in that part of the airport were staring at you and you didn’t care. But now you are embarrassed that people might see you standing in a corner having a quiet conversation?” He scoffed. “There are millions of people in here, little one. I doubt a single one of them is paying any attention to you at all now that you’re quiet.”

      When he put it like that, it didn’t seem so bad, but still. I am an independent, grown woman. I did not want to be standing here in an airport corner, staring at the crack in the paint down the joint where the two walls intersected. I need to make a plan. I had to escape from England before my jewelry heist was discovered and I was caught.

      I was leaving.

      Once again, I try to turn around, but his huge hands on my shoulders continue to hold me fast.

      “No, stay there. I need you to face the corner and think about what you’ve done,” he scolds softly.

      “That makes me sound like I’m a naughty little child being punished,” I point out, indignant.

      His chuckle makes me want to turn around and punch him. Hard.

      “Well, your temper tantrum back there rivaled that of the naughtiest toddler I’ve ever seen.”

      That does it! I see red. I fight him with everything in me but, infuriatingly, he holds me so easily it’s like I’m not even trying. Overcome with rage, I lift my fist and punch the wall, putting all my strength behind it. Blinding pain beyond any I’ve ever felt before, shoots through my hand, up my arm. I even feel it in my shoulder. It ricochets all the way through me and all I can feel, and think about, is the pain. I can’t even see straight. All I can see is stars, the pain is so intense.

      I just can’t.

      I can’t do this anymore.

      Leaning forward, I rest my forehead against the wall and cry. Sobs wrack my body. I’m shaking so violently I can barely stay on my feet. The pain in my hand is so intense I can’t even think. I want out of this nightmare. I want to go home. I want to get on with my life. I want to forget that this dream-turned-nightmare big “overseas experience” that I’d been planning since I was ten, ever existed.

      Gentle hands turn me around, lifting me up slightly so my wobbly legs no longer have to take my weight. Strong arms hold me, supporting me, wrapping around me and pulling me in close to a rock-hard chest. I feel myself being lifted up and I wrap my legs around his hips. A big hand tangles in my hair. A forearm is under my bum.

      I should be fighting him. I should be kicking and screaming and trying to get away, but I don’t. I can’t. I just don’t have the energy. Not the mental energy, nor the physical. Recent experience has proven to me that resistance against this big man is futile anyway, but it’s more that he’s offering me comfort, and even though he’s a stranger, comfort is what I crave right now, more than anything. The simple kindness of a stranger in a busy airport, even though my pain is kind of his fault, is simultaneously breaking me and putting me back together.

      A myriad of emotions well up inside me, overwhelming me. Pain. Confusion. Fear. Shame. Homesickness. Desperation. More pain.

      I cling to him tighter, sobbing against his shirt, wetting it with my tears. I don’t know what to do. I feel so helpless. I’m so far out of my depth here I don’t even know how to start swimming for the surface. Right now, I don’t even know which way is up and which way is down. All I can do is cry.

      The strong arm under my bum is easily supporting my weight and the body I’m clinging to, nestling against, is rock-hard. Huge. Like a mountain. I can feel the solid ridges of muscle, even with the layers of fabric between us.

      “I need you to stop crying and calm down, little girl, we need to tend to that hand,” he croons, his deep voice a gentle rumble.

      I’m in too much pain to object to the words he’s using, but in one way, the words little girl are strangely soothing, like he wants to take care of me. Like he’s going to take care of me, and all I have to do is calm myself down, just like he said, and let him.

      I do my best to get control of my breathing, willing my rapidly pounding pulse to slow down, and I cradle my sore hand against the crook of his neck where it’s protected and safe. His strong arms around me make me feel secure.  This feeling of safety, of being protected, isn’t something I have felt for a long time. Not since I first landed here in London, almost six months ago.

      Over his shoulder, I see two policemen walking side by side, armed with massive semi-automatic weapons and I press my face against him, hiding, just in case they’re looking for me. This is so bizarre. I’m using a complete stranger—whom I shouldn’t be trusting—to hide from policemen—whom I should be trusting. It makes no sense. But I can only go with my instincts, and they’ve never steered me wrong before. And all my instincts are telling me that this man, even though I have no idea who he is, is a good man. A safe man. And if the sheer size of him is anything to go by, a protective man.

      With my face still hidden against the side of his neck, I take a deep breath, inhaling the scent of him. He’s obviously freshly showered. The masculine, musky fragrance of his soap or deodorant or aftershave or whatever it is lingers on him, but not so strong as to be overpowering. He smells manly. Like perfection personified.

      Finally, I calm myself down enough to speak. “What’s your name?” I whisper in his ear. I didn’t mean to whisper. I meant to speak properly, but after crying so much, that pitiful, hoarse whisper is all I can manage to get out.

      “You may call me Daddy,” he rumbles, his voice even deeper than it was before. It’s so deep and sexy I nearly swoon. Is it possible to fall in love with a voice?

      What the hell? My sensible inner voice screams at me, but what choice have I got, really? So far, this man has proven himself to be the only trustworthy, helpful person in the entire airport. He’s the only person to actually try to help me. To calm me down. Maybe Daddy is fitting after all. Despite myself, I smile.

      “Yes, Daddy,” I whisper against his neck.

      I relax my hold on him, preparing for him to put me down, but he doesn’t. Instead, he picks up both my bag and his own in one hand and keeps holding me with the other, and he carries us all, weaving through the crowd, to a nearby cafe where he picks a table against the wall, out of the way. He lowers me carefully onto a chair, mindful of my swollen, bleeding knuckles, and deposits my bag under my seat, placing both my foot and the chair leg inside the handle so it can’t get stolen.

      “Wait here,” he instructs. “Do you drink coffee?”

      I nod. “Vanilla latte. But here—” I reach beneath my seat with my good hand to my bag, struggling with the zipper so I can pull out my purse. “Damn,” I curse under my breath. It's really, really hard to undo a bag zipper using just one hand, especially when the bag is stuck underneath me, and I can’t pull it out properly without temporarily vacating my seat.

      “Fuck it all,” I mutter, cursing again in frustration. I’d forgotten that it’s not just a zipper I’m contending with, but a little miniature padlock that my safety-conscious mother insisted I install on my massively oversized handbag doubling as my carry-on. To deter pickpockets, she’d informed me proudly as she’d handed me the tiny pink combination padlock to match my pink leather tote-style handbag. It seemed like overkill to me, but to keep her happy, I’d put it on.

      My mum can’t stand thieves. I wonder what she’d think of me, then? I suck in a breath, trying to deny how disappointed mum would be, in me her only daughter, nicking someone else’s expensive jewelry. It was justified, I tell myself, but I know mum wouldn’t see if that way. I wonder what the man beside me thinks of thieves?

      I shift in my seat so I can reach down with my sore hand to get the padlock undone but even that tiny movement hurts, and I wince.

      The man I’ve been instructed to call Daddy stops my struggling with a gentle hand on my shoulder. “My treat,” he rumbles.

      “But...” I let my voice trail off, thinking of women’s lib and equality and all that.

      “If you must, you can get the next one. But I need to get some ice for your hand, so you just sit there and relax, little girl, and let me take care of you.”

      This time, I smile slightly at the term of endearment he’s chosen. It isn’t insulting or condescending like I’d thought it might have been at first, but instead it’s sweet and caring. So I do as he said and I relax, cradling my injured hand on my lap, and wait for him to do his thing. It’s been a long time since anyone has taken care of me. I've been on my own and out of my depth since I left New Zealand.

      It wasn’t long, only a few minutes, when he returns with a bag of ice and a tin number on a metal stand. He stands the table number right near the edge where the waiting staff would easily be able to see it, then he tends to my sore hand. He spreads a couple of paper napkins over the bag of ice to stop the frozen plastic from sticking to my skin, picks up my wrist in gentle fingers, then very carefully turns my hand over and places my swollen, bleeding knuckles on the ice. The relief is immediate, and I smile at him gratefully.

      “Thank you,” I say across the table, meeting his steady gaze. For the first time, I get a proper look at him. I’d already felt the size and strength of his muscular body, but I didn’t really know what he looked like. Not properly. His dark hair, skin and eyes, his accent, and the pounamu greenstone fishhook pendant he wore on a black cord around his neck told me was a Maori, but that was about all I knew. If he hadn’t been so good to me, I probably would have groaned. I was stranded in Heathrow Airport, one of the busiest airports in the world, with the potential to meet people from some of the most exotic locations around the world, and I meet up with a Maori boy from my homeland? Just my luck.

      “Here,” he says, pushing a small green box of pills toward me. “Painkillers. For your hand. Water should be coming with your coffee.”

      “Thank you,” I say gratefully across the table a second time, and I truly mean it. I knew now, that if it wasn’t for this man, I’d be locked up in a cell somewhere. And once they had me, it would only be a matter of time before they found out about the rest of it, and I’d be lucky to ever get home again. It occurs to me now that I really hadn’t thought this whole revenge plan through very well. Even without the crazy snowstorm outside bringing everything screeching to a halt, I’d been taking a risk. But now... I swallow hard. Now my monumental screw-up doesn’t even bear thinking about.

      I continue my silent appraisal of my savior. He is tall. Really tall. He has to be six foot four, at least. Maybe more. And he is built like the proverbial brick shithouse. Solid. Big. Strong. Even through his shirt, I can see his muscles bulging, the sleeves stretched tight across his biceps, the buttons straining against his pecs. His black hair is slightly too long, the ends curling up at his collar and flopping down his forehead nearly to his eyes, giving him a scruffily sexy appeal. He’s clean-shaven. The top buttons of his shirt are undone, and as he leans forward to rub a thumb down my palm resting on the ice, I get a sneaky glimpse of a traditional Maori tribal-design tattoo curving over the left side of his chest.

      “How’s your hand feeling now? Is the ice helping?”

      His deep voice interrupts my ogling and I feel myself blush slightly. Did he know I was checking him out?

      I smile. “It’s getting numb now. It’s not throbbing so much anymore.”

      “Good.”

      The coffees and a glass of ice water arrive just then, brought to our table and placed in front of us by a friendly, smiling waitress who doesn’t look to be much older than me. She is gone again in a flash, obviously struggling to keep up with the rush of patrons who now have nothing better to do than drink coffee while they wait out the storm.

      The man I know only as Daddy watches, amusement flickering in his deep brown eyes, as I use my teeth to rip the top off four packets of sugar and tip the contents into my cup, stirring it gently so I don’t disturb the pattern on the froth too much. He doesn’t add any sugar to his cup at all.

      “Caramel latte.” He points to his mug. “Sweet enough.”

      I shrug. “After my day, I need sugar,” I insist, only slightly defensive.

      He smirks and holds up his hands, palms out, in a gesture of surrender. “You have all the sugar you want, little girl. I’m not judging.”

      More armed police officers walk by and I deliberately turn my face away from them, bending down pretending to get something out of my bag. They make me nervous. I swallow hard, trying to calm my nerves.

      “It’s okay, they’ve gone,” Daddy says softly, his tone laced with both amusement and concern. “Mind telling me why cops bother you so much? I mean, you were surrounded by them before and you didn’t appear to care then, but now a couple of them walk by and you hide.”

      I swear my face paled. Was I that obvious?

      I open my mouth to speak. Close it again. No way am I telling him. I mean, I don’t even know his name. I definitely am not about to tell him that I’d opened the safe where the family I’d been nannying for kept their most valuable possessions and filled a small velvet bag with every single piece of expensive jewelry in there as revenge for the husband, the father of the family, coming on to me constantly since the day I got there. At the time, it had seemed justified. The man was a creep. He was cheating on his wife; he was making the moves on me.

      Never mind the fact he was old enough to be my father. That didn’t stop him coming into my private bathroom when I was showering and getting his rocks off while watching me. I’d always locked the door, but he had a key. He never touched me. Never opened the door to the shower. Never stayed long. But it still felt gross and so, so wrong.

      The ring on his finger didn’t stop him coming up behind me in the kitchen when I was preparing meals for his children and groping me, fondling my breasts and my ass through my clothes. I learned very fast to wear shirts that didn’t do up at the front, so it was harder for him to slip his fingers inside. But that didn’t stop him, either.

      It didn’t stop him from slinging his arm around my shoulders in a casually intimate gesture as we were at the park with his children. His wife was out somewhere and he was meant to be at some business meeting, but he never failed to find some excuse to slip away. His colleagues probably thought he was a doting father. He wasn’t. He barely spoke to his children at all. He was a creep. Ugh. I force his face out of my mind.

      I shake my head. No matter how good to me this man I know only as Daddy had been, I can’t tell him. Instead, I straighten up, plaster a fake smile on my face, and insist in the bravest voice I could muster, “I’m not.”

      He narrows his eyes at me. He knows I’m lying, but he doesn’t say anything.

      I play with the empty sugar packets in my saucer, scrunching them up into tiny little balls, squishing them tinier and tinier. I can feel his eyes on me the whole time, but I refuse to look up, focusing my attention on the little paper balls in front of me instead.

      “I can help you, you know,” he says softly. “If you’re in danger.”

      I shake my head. “You won’t be able to help me,” I mutter. I hadn’t meant to say anything, but the words slipped out. To distract both myself and him, I pick up the box of painkillers he’d given me and try to open it, but it’s almost impossible with just my left hand, especially since I’m right-handed. I am the least ambidextrous person I know and fairly uncoordinated at the best of times. I lift my sore hand up off the ice so I can get the pills out, but Daddy gently presses it back down.

      “No, keep your hand on the ice,” he scolds gently. “Let me.” He takes the box from me and deftly opens it, popping two tablets out into my outstretched hand, which I quickly swallow with the water. He watches me take them, put down my water, and take a sip of coffee. His eyes don’t move from mine.

      “I don’t think we introduced ourselves,” he says. He stretches his hand out to me across the table. His left hand, since my right one was smashed. We shake hands awkwardly, then he grins. “Jimmy Ratana.”

      “I’m Lani Donaldson.”

      He looks at me and smiles, his dark eyes crinkling up at the corners. “Nice to meet you, Lani. I just wish it was under better circumstances.” He winks, sending shockwaves through me. What is it about this man that has such an effect on me?
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      Jimmy

      Lani looks so young. I stare at her across the table, taking in her swollen, bleeding hand that’s resting on the bag of ice—proof of her fragility. Her mousy-brown hair is pulled back into some kind of a messy bun, but a few tendrils have come free of it and fall over her face. I long to reach forward and brush them back, behind her ear, so I can see her clearly. She looks far too young to be on the other side of the world all by herself. She can’t be any more than twenty-one, twenty-two, at the most. What is she doing traveling all alone? Does she have no idea how dangerous that is?

      Freckles dot her pale face. Damn, I’m a sucker for freckles. Always have been. But it’s her eyes that mesmerize me the most. They’re a deep-brown color, the same shade as my favorite chocolate, and they’re framed by the darkest, longest lashes I’ve ever seen. There’s a haunted look in them. She’s hiding something or running from something. Something big, if the terror in her eyes every time the cops walk past, is anything to go by.

      I lean back in the too-small wooden chair and stretch my long legs out as best I can in the slightly cramped space and stifle a groan. What the heck am I doing? I could be in the luxurious lounge bar with the rest of my team, relaxing, drinking, and waiting out the storm in comfort. Instead, I’m squashed between a table and a wall, perched on a chair that really isn’t big enough for my large frame, tending to a damsel in distress that I really had no business rescuing. I don’t even know why I am so drawn to her. There’s something beguiling about her, something so sweet and innocent, and now that I have her sitting right here in front of me, I’m held completely captive by her charms.

      She’s tiny, and perfect, with curves in all the right places. She’s cute. And that’s definitely part of it. But mostly, I think it was that I just couldn’t let her be arrested. She’d seemed so frightened, so desperate. Goodness knows what being in custody would do to an innocent little girl like her.

      She takes a delicate sip of her coffee, sets the cup down, and looks directly across the table at me. Our eyes lock, and she makes no effort to look away. She might be innocent, but she’s brazen.

      I lean forward. “Do you know how close you came to getting arrested, little girl?” I ask. “This close.” I hold one hand in the air in front of her face, my forefinger and thumb mere millimeters apart. “You came this close.”

      Her face pales, the freckles dotting her nose and cheeks seeming even more defined.

      “You had no idea, did you?”

      “No,” she whispers. She swallows hard, her body going rigid with tension. “I can’t get arrested. I just can’t.”

      Even speaking so quietly, her voice is filled with terror.

      “Why not?” It was probably a stupid question, and I didn’t really expect an answer. But she looks up at me, her eyes filled with tears. One escapes her blinking lashes and trails down her cheek. I reach across the table and wipe it away with my thumb.

      “You’re running from something, aren’t you?”

      She nods. Just one small nod, but it is enough. She can’t meet my eyes anymore. Instead, she keeps hers glued to her cup of coffee as if it is the most fascinating thing she’s ever seen.

      “Lani.” I call her name softly but she ignores me. She is frozen.

      I shake my head. Why the hell am I doing this? Why am I wasting my time on a stranger in an airport when I could be relaxing with my team? Our manager had booked us a lounge bar. Comfortable seats. Massage chairs. As much beer as we could drink. That had to beat sitting here in this hard chair, with no alcohol, with a girl I don’t even know, who was deep in some kind of crisis. I should leave her to it. I know I should; yet I can’t tear myself away. I can’t leave her sitting there, helpless.

      “Lani!” I hiss again. “Talk to me!”

      She looks up at me briefly, for less than a second, then stares intently at the foam on the top of her cup of coffee again.

      “I have to get home,” she mumbles in a strangled voice.

      She looks spooked. Like at any second, she’s going to get up and run. I can’t let her do that. I don’t want to let her do that. After that epic tantrum she threw earlier at the information desk, she’d last all of five minutes in the airport by herself before she got herself arrested for real this time. And as it seemed to be cops she was running from, that could be disastrous.

      I reach across the table to her good hand and stroke her knuckles with my thumb softly, wanting to calm her down.

      “Why?” I ask, keeping my tone lighthearted. “It’s school holidays back home, kids everywhere. Whaddya wanna go back there for?”

      “I like kids.” She smiles. “That’s what I was doing in London—looking after kids. I was a nanny.”

      Her eyes still look haunted, but her posture relaxes a bit. The hand that I’m rubbing isn’t held so rigid anymore; her fingers are loose, resting lightly on the table. Successfully distracted. Good, I congratulate myself. I quite like the feeling of being the hero. It is much the same as the buzz I get when we win a match, or when I score a try, or kick the ball right through the goal posts from a difficult angle. Except for some reason, this seems to matter more.

      “Thank you for rescuing me. You know... before.” She sounds both grateful and sheepish.

      “At the information desk?”

      “Yes.”

      She’s silent for a moment, and I watch as myriad expressions flit across her face. All the emotions under the sun track across her features in turn. And then she looks over at me, shyly, but bold.

      “Why did you? Rescue me? I mean, you don't know me from Adam.”

      It is a fair point, and a good question. I haven’t yet figured out the answer to it myself. Was it because I recognized her accent and couldn’t let a fellow Kiwi land herself in the clink?

      Was it simply because her pure, good looks caught my eye and I wanted to rescue the innocent damsel in distress? I’d always rescued things; I’d always had that protective instinct. Over the years I’d rescued birds, puppies, insects. Cicadas caught in spider webs. I’d gently put outside the spiders that people wanted to kill. Now, it appeared that my rescuing instinct had spread to women, not just truly helpless creatures.

      “I’ve been asking myself that same question,” I admit. “But I’m glad I did.” I wink at her in that way girls tell me is rakish and sexy, and I’m rewarded with a smile.

      “You were trying pretty hard to get yourself arrested,” I tell her. “I had to at least try to save you.”

      “I appreciate it. Even if my butt does still sting from when you smacked it.”

      She glares at me playfully, and my cock stirs to life. My hand itches to spank her cute little butt some more. The one swat I’d given her when I hoisted her over my shoulder hadn’t been enough; all it had done was whet my appetite. I need more. She needs more.

      “You deserved more,” I growl.

      She blushes. Her face colors all the way from the roots of her hair to where her neck disappears inside her collar.

      “I know,” she admits in a quiet voice.

      She very steadfastly avoids my gaze by picking up her coffee cup, swirling its contents around, and taking a sip. And another. Milky foam settled itself above her top lip, a milky moustache, and she pokes her tongue out and licks it off. My cock throbs. Damn, if I don’t want to learn what else that long, pink tongue can do. I can’t take my eyes off her.

      After a few minutes, she places her mug back on the saucer. Her face returns to its normal, paler hue.

      “So what brings you to England?” she asks.

      “Rugby.” Just one word, but it sums up my whole world. But it makes Lani screw up her face.

      “You don’t like rugby?”

      She shrugs. “It’s all right, I guess. I watched the World Cup.”

      It’s refreshing, coming across a Kiwi who isn’t a rugby fanatic. Even better, she appears to not recognize me at all. Our team’s not the biggest in New Zealand, but it’s not the smallest either. Anyone who watches the game even a little bit would know who I am.

      “And did you enjoy it?”

      She smirks, her uncertainty of earlier now replaced with sass. “Sure. Men with great bodies running around in tiny little shorts, their muscles on display.” She winks at me and licks her lips. “What’s not to like?”

      That wasn’t quite what I meant, but it makes me laugh. She starts to laugh at first too, her beautiful smile lighting up her face, but then her body goes tense, and she looks down at her handbag again, pretending to be searching for something, as two more armed police officers walk past. I wait until they are well out of earshot before I speak up.

      “You’re safe, they’ve gone,” I say. “But look, why don’t we get out of here? We’re going to be stuck here for hours, and it’s going to make for a very long night if you’re going to freak out every time the cops walk past.”

      She scoffs. “And go where? I'm not sure that you’ve noticed, but this is an airport. It’s snowing outside. Where is there to go?” Her tone is snarky, sarcastic, biting. I like it. I've always liked a challenge, and she is no different.

      “Hotel room. One of the perks of being a rugby player—they have rooms booked here almost permanently.”

      She appears to consider it, biting her lip and cocking her brow, as if deep in thought.

      “Is it a nice hotel room?”

      “Well, it’s better than sitting here,” I point out. “But yes. It’s nice. You won’t be disappointed, I promise.”

      “And you’re here with your team?” She’s hesitant, her tone doubtful.

      “Yes.” I indicate somewhere in the general vicinity of the lounge bar the rest of my teammates are relaxing in. “I can introduce you to them, if you like.” I tell her the name of the team, wanting to reassure her. I don’t want to lose her now.

      “I've heard of them,” she confirms. “Well, with that resume, I guess you’re unlikely to be some dodgy axe murderer, right?”

      I scowl at her, making her giggle. “I just rescued your ass from getting arrested, babygirl. And I tended to your injured hand. Do you really think I’d bother to do all that if I were an axe murderer? I’m sure there are easier ways to find victims.”

      She smiles. “That is true.”

      Her gaze catches mine and she holds it saucily while she takes another mouthful of coffee, holding the mug right up close to her lips so she can drink again and again. She’s using both hands to hold the mug. Her injured hand must be feeling better. That’s good. I’m glad she didn’t do herself any permanent damage.

      “So this hotel room of yours. Does it have a big bed?”

      She says this with a perfectly straight face, but there’s flirtatious laughter dancing in her eyes. She’s already decided to come with me, that much is clear. But she’s obviously going to make me work for it. I don’t mind; I like a challenge.

      “It does,” I affirm. “Comfortable, too.”

      “A private spa?”

      “Yep.”

      “How about a mini bar? And room service?”

      I chuckle and she nearly swoons at the low rumble. “It’s got all of those things, babygirl. It’s got everything you can think of, and more.”

      “Right. Aha.” She nods her head, but she gives no indication that she’s about to move any time soon. “There’s just this one itsy-bitsy problem. My mummy always told me to never take rides from strangers. I’m pretty sure that advice extends to not going to random hotel rooms with strangers, too.”

      I raise an eyebrow and watch as she sucks in a breath and chews on her bottom lip.

      “And you always do what your mummy tells you, do you?”

      “Well...” Her voice trails off and she blushes ever so slightly, the faintest pink tinge rising into her cheeks. Her eyes look even warmer now, against the light blush. I could get lost in them easily.

      “Well?” I ask her.

      “No.” She shakes her head. “No, I don’t, not gonna lie. But in this case, I think she gave very good advice.”

      “Hmmm.” She’s going to make me work harder than I first thought. You better be worth it, babygirl. But just one look at her tells me she is. I have the distinct impression I’m thinking with my cock here instead of my head, but oh, well. There’s not really anything else for me to do right now. I might as well try to get lucky with the most innocent-looking, gorgeous woman to cross my path in a very long time.

      “We’ve introduced ourselves though, so we’re not really strangers,” I point out. “You know my name, I know yours.”

      She smiles and takes another sip of her coffee, clearly not in any rush to move, despite her obvious fear of being noticed by the local constabulary.

      “I need a bit more than that, Jimmy.” Her voice is rich and melodic and her eyes twinkle.

      “I prefer Daddy,” I tell her roughly and she grins.

      “Yes, Daddy. But how many Daddies would let their little girl go off with a man they knew nothing about?”

      She’s playing me at my own game here, and she’s winning. In this little Kiwi girl, I’ve surely met my match.

      “So ask me something then,” I invite her. “Go on, anything you like.”

      She puts her cup down into the saucer. “And you’ll answer honestly? You’re not gonna lie?”

      I give her my best hurt look and pretend to be offended. “I would never lie to you, little girl. Now, ask away.”

      She stares off into nowhere for a moment, obviously thinking of what to ask, and chews on her bottom lip again. It’s pink and full and I wish it was me chewing on it. Come to think of it, there are a number of things I wish that lip was doing, aside from being chewed to a pulp.

      “You are single, aren’t you? I’m not treading on some other woman’s turf?”

      Bold, and a wee bit crude, but not completely unexpected. She’s direct, and I like it. I mentally file that point away under the “things I like about Lani” category and shake my head, sweeping my hand down the front of my body.

      “This turf doesn’t belong to anyone, baby.”

      She smiles, worrying her lip with her teeth again. It’s obvious she’s mulling over what else to ask. I consider telling her about my dog waiting for me at home, well, technically he’s with my brother right now, but same-same. He’s a cuddly black Labrador who answers to Baxter. It might put her more at ease, knowing my dog likes me. Dogs are usually pretty reliable judges of character.

      “Okay. So what’s your favorite color?”

      Hmm. Well, that’s something I’ve honestly never given much thought to, and I can’t say I have one. So, I just say the first thing that comes to mind. “Blue.” The color of my car.

      She smiles. “Now, let me guess. Your birthday is in September?”

      I look at her, completely confused. I thought she didn’t know who I was and didn’t like rugby? Either she’s lying, or it’s a lucky guess. I’m going with the former, seeing as how my face is regularly plastered all over the women’s magazines, and my birthday isn’t exactly a secret. Each year, there are different headlines on my birthday: Rugby Heart-Throb Jimmy Ratana Dining Alone on his Birthday. Or Rugby Darling Jimmy Ratana’s Big Birthday Bash. Something along those lines. The same thing, year after year.

      “It’s this theory my nana taught me,” Lani says. “She believed that a person’s favorite color was the same as the color of their birthstone. September’s birthstone is sapphire, so it makes sense.”

      “Oh.” Birthstones? I have no idea what on earth she’s talking about. “My nana taught me my whakapapa and how to make Rewena.” The skills my nana passed on sound much more valuable than superstitious rubbish about birthstones and colors and whatnot.

      “Rewena?” She looks puzzled for a moment, and then it clicks and she breaks into a broad smile. “Ah! Maori bread! Yum! So, you can cook?”

      I can’t help but chuckle. My culinary skills aren’t marvelous, but I haven’t starved yet, and I’ve been living on my own for a fair while, now.

      “Yes, little girl, I can cook. Be pretty hungry otherwise!”

      She blushes again. Oops. I didn’t mean to embarrass her. But pictures of me manning the BBQ have been plastered all over the magazines on a fairly frequent basis, too.

      She’s silent for a moment, lost in thought, and I take the time to study her. The single tiny stud in each ear suggests she holds fairly conservative beliefs. Or at least, is a conservative dresser. Or maybe she just doesn’t like needles. She has no tattoos that I can see, although most of her body is hidden by clothes.

      Give it up, Jimmy, I scold myself. You’re no better at reading people than Uncle Henry was, and he sucked at it.

      “When did you last have sex?”

      The question comes out of left field, interrupting my thoughts and I frown. It’s certainly not what I was expecting. Here I was thinking a little innocent like her would ask more about my family, or where I grew up or something. Especially after the mention of grandmothers. But nope, not her. She goes straight for the hard stuff.

      “Um...” I stutter, not really sure how to answer. If I tell her the truth, she’s going to think I’m a player and then she may not want to come with me. But at the same time, I promised to be honest. Biding my time, I clear my throat. “Can you ask a different question?”

      “No.” Her voice hardens. “I’m an adult, I can handle it.”

      Legally you might be an adult, little girl, but right now you look so sweet and innocent. Very soon, I’m going to ruin that.

      “I’m a rugby player on tour,” I point out. “When do you think I last had sex?” I’m deliberately vague, hoping she’ll get the hint and move on to a less disconcerting topic.

      “I don't know,” she says simply. “If I did, I wouldn’t be asking, now would I?”

      Hmmm. She’s not as innocent as she looks. She grins across the table at me. “But if you don’t want to answer...”

      “I’ll answer.” I growl the words, and a triumphant grin flashes across her face. “Two nights ago. After we won the game. I wasn’t fully sober.”

      I lean back in my chair and cross my arms against my chest, watching her closely. She keeps her guard up though, and her face is an expressionless mask. It is impossible to tell what she was thinking. She holds my gaze for a full thirty seconds and then she opens her mouth again.

      “Was it good?”

      “I’m sorry, what?” Surely I didn’t hear her correctly?

      “The sex. You said I could ask anything. I want to know if it was good sex you had two nights ago?”

      I sit there for a moment, gaping in shock at her audacity. Looks can definitely be deceiving. I would have picked her to be a virgin, for sure. I would never have guessed she would be grilling me about my sex life.

      “Meh.” I shrug. “It was okay.” Never in my whole life have I been more grateful for my Maori heritage than I am right now. My dark skin tone is hiding the blush I know would be rising up into my hairline if I were a paler man.

      Still holding my gaze, she dips one red-tipped perfectly manicured nail into the foam on top of her coffee then brings it to her mouth. She closes her lips around her finger at the knuckle and pulls it out, sucking off the milky foam. There is so much innuendo in the seemingly innocent gesture. My cock strains against the seam of my pants. I could give her something much better than a finger to put in her mouth.

      “And did you spank her bottom and make her call you Daddy?”

      I nearly choke. I would have, had there been anything in my mouth for me to choke on. Instead, I clear my throat and gather my wits and meet her bold gaze with one of my own.

      “Why are you assuming it was a she?”

      That throws her. She lets out a small gasp, obviously shocked by my response, and she drops her eyes. I can see her struggling to get her head around what I had said and I almost feel sorry for her. Almost.

      “That’s enough questions,” I tell her briskly. “Now it’s my turn.” I wait for her to look at me again, but she keeps her eyes fixed firmly on the table, pretending to be mesmerized by the scratches in the Formica. I know she’s listening though, so I throw her question back at her. “When did you last have sex?”

      That makes her look at me. Her eyes shoot daggers and if looks could kill, I’d surely be dead.

      “That is not the kind of question a gentleman asks a lady,” she snaps at me, sounding very much like a stroppy schoolteacher telling off a wayward student.

      I flash her my lazy half-smile, the one the magazines are always insisting women would “kill for”.

      “Now, when did you ever hear me claiming to be a gentleman?”

      She rolls her eyes, making me want to take her over my knee right there, in the middle of the cafe. A lady rolling her eyes is just begging to be spanked, in my opinion.

      “My mother also told me not to have anything to do with men who aren’t gentlemen.”

      “And let me guess. This is another case where you think your mummy has given you very good advice?”

      Smiling just slightly, she nods. “Uh-huh. My mother is a very wise woman.” Then she sobers. “Tell me though. Have you ever slept with a man? Not that I mind if you do, I have nothing against gay people but—” I press my hand over her mouth, silencing her babbling.

      “No.” I wink at her, and remove my hand, letting her speak.

      “But that would be weird.” She glares at me as she finishes her sentence, completely undeterred by my attempt at gagging her.

      “I wouldn’t call it weird.” I shake my head. “It’s just not for me. Men don’t do it for me, little girl.”

      She leans back in her chair, smiling smugly. “You’re not going to answer my second question, are you?”

      “No. I never kiss and tell.”

      “Good.”

      The casual way she chews on her lip again tells me she approves of my answer, so I push my luck, hoping to take advantage of her more relaxed state.

      “So I take it you’re single? There’s no man on the horizon? It’s not because of a special someone that you need to rush back home so urgently?”

      Well, that is obviously the wrong question to ask. Her entire body tenses and she almost looks like she’s about to cry. Way to go, idiot. I reach across the table for her hand. The good one, not the one with the still-swollen knuckles, and I pick up her fingers gently.

      “I'm sorry,” I murmur softly.

      She gives me a watery smile. “Yes, it’s because of a male. But not the way you’re thinking.”

      Okay, well that’s vague. That only partly answers my question, but it raises a whole lot more at the same time. Is she single or is she not? And what man was it who hurt her so badly she feels like she has no choice but to rush back home so desperately? What did he do to her? I don’t even know who he is or what he’s done, but already, my protective instincts are so strong toward the woman who is sitting across the table from me, that I want to beat him to a pulp. She’s so sweet, I can’t understand why anybody would want to do her harm. After our question-and-answer session, I’m starting to have doubts about her innocence, though.

      I turn her hand over in mine and examine her fingers. There’s no ring mark, so she’s not recently engaged or worse, married. Her hands are small, dainty, and soft. She obviously takes care of them aside from regular manicures.

      Without warning, she yanks her hand away and looks down, busying herself with her bag again. From the tension in her body, I’m guessing she’s seen the cops again. Hopefully it’s a new lot each time, otherwise they’re going to get mighty suspicious, seeing Lani fiddling with her bag whenever they pass. Nothing screams look at me more than a person who’s trying too hard to be inconspicuous.

      Sure enough, I turn around and there are two more cops carrying semi-automatic rifles. They appear to be looking for someone—they’re walking slowly, speaking into their radios, and stopping to chat to people as they pass. This isn’t my first time in Heathrow Airport, but it is the first time I’ve taken notice of the police officers. Across the table, Lani’s face is growing whiter and whiter.

      “The offer to get out of here still stands,” I tell her, and she looks at me, her eyes huge, frightened. I push my chair back and stand up, stretching out my hand to her. “Come on, little girl, let Daddy take care of you.”

      “They’re looking for me,” she whispers, and her shoulders shake. She doesn’t budge from her chair.

      Picking up my bag, I walk around the table so I’m standing beside her.

      “Come on,” I tell her firmly, making it clear by my tone of voice that I won’t be disobeyed. It works with my naughty nephews, and it works with her, too. Quickly, she looks up at me, swallows hard, and stands up. She lifts up the chair just enough to free her bag and as soon as she does, I take it from her. Where I come from, a gentleman still carries bags for a lady. It was my nan who taught me how to cook, but my pop

      who taught me how to be a gentleman.

      I take her uninjured hand, tangling my fingers with hers, and lead her away in the opposite direction of the cops. We walk fast, but not fast enough to draw attention to ourselves. The last thing I want to do is get myself caught up in whatever trouble Lani is embroiled in.

      Once we’re out of sight of the police officers, Lani’s whole stance changes. Her body language softens, her hand relaxes in mine, and she loudly releases the breath she’s been holding.

      I squeeze her hand. “Better now?”

      “Yes. Thank you.”

      “You know, eventually, you’re going to have to tell me why you’re running away. Who you’ve pissed off. What you’ve done.”

      She stops and tries to tug her hand from my grip, but I don’t let go. I clasp my fingers tighter around hers and pull her in close. Sliding the straps of the bags down my forearm, I take her chin in my free hand and force her to look at me.

      “Whatever trouble you’re in, I can help you. My brother is a lawyer. A good one, too.”

      “What makes you think I’ve done anything?” She hisses the words, her voice full of venom. She sounds furious, but it’s a disguise. In reality, she’s terrified. I know, because I can see the terror in her eyes. I can feel how fast and hard her heart is pounding.

      “Because innocent people aren’t afraid of police officers,” I point out.

      Again, she tries to tug her hand away, and again, I don’t let her.

      “I don’t have to tell you anything,” she snaps.

      This time, when she tries to yank her hand out of my grip, I let her. I glare down at her sternly and loosen her bag’s straps from mine, holding it out to her.

      “No you don’t,” I agree. “You’re an adult and you can do whatever you want.” I harden my voice and fix her with a stern stare. “You don’t have to come to my hotel room with me, you know. I’m not abducting you. Here’s your bag, you’re free to leave.”

      Her eyes meet mine. She swallows hard. She’s obviously weighing up her options—not that she has very many. With nowhere to hide, the cops she’s running from will catch up to her fairly soon. She makes no move to take her bag or leave.

      Softening my stance, and my tone of voice, I reach out and stroke her face, down her cheek and across her jawline. “I hope you decide to come with me, little girl. In the short time we’ve known each other I’ve grown quite fond of you and want to get to know you more.”

      She smiles. It’s just a small one, and it’s uncertain and frightened, but a smile all the same. Her wide eyes dart around, perhaps looking for more police officers in the crowd.

      “But you should know that if you come back with me, the first thing I’ll be doing is blistering your naughty little backside for your impertinence.”

      Her gasp is audible, but she recovers fast. “Impertinent? You call that impertinent? Jimmy, you don’t even know what impertinence is!”

      There’s so much sass in her tone, and in the way she pushes some loose strands of hair off her face and lifts up her little button nose, that I’m fairly certain she’s going to teach me exactly how much I don’t know about impertinent little girls. I get the impression she’s taken my words as a challenge.

      “That’s Daddy to you,” I growl.

      She links her arm through mine and looks up at me, flashing me the sweetest smile. If I hadn’t just heard that sassy tone come out of her mouth I would be convinced she was the sweetest, most sass-free person on the planet.

      “You want impertinence, Daddy? I’ll give you impertinence.” That sweet, innocent smile doesn’t waver for even a second. I’ve fallen hook, line and sinker for her charms.

      “And I’ll give you exactly what impertinent little girls deserve,” I warn her, winking.

      “Oh? What’s that?”

      Her tone of voice tells me that she knows exactly what it is I’m suggesting, but I decide to play her little game. I bend down and whisper in her ear, “A spanking. A long, hard, bare-bottom spanking.”

      I’m not quite sure what I expect her to do. Pull away. Slap me. Scream at me. Kick me in the nuts. Yell for help. But she does none of those things. Instead, she grabs my collar and tugs me down so she’s level with my ear.

      “Will you make it hurt, Daddy?”

      My cock throbs. I’ve never met anyone like this before. She’s simultaneously innocent and beguiling—flirty and outrageous.

      “Yes, little girl. I can make it hurt.”

      “I know you can, Daddy. But that’s not what I asked. I asked if you will.” She’s whispering, but even in a whisper, there’s seduction.

      I put my lips to her ear and growl, “Definitely, little girl.”

      She gulps, and I can tell she’s mustering her courage for her next question. I’m not disappointed.

      “Will you make me cry?”

      “Do you want me to make you cry, little girl?”

      She nods, and for just a second, I think she’s about to burst into tears right here, but in a flash that expression is gone and is replaced with a flirty smile.

      “Yes, Daddy. I want you to make me cry.”

      Well damn. And to think I was worried about missing out on drinking with my teammates at the bar? I’ve never, ever, known a woman as eager to be spanked as the young lady standing in front of me right now, still clutching my shirt collar tightly in her fist.

      “I’ve been a very naughty girl, Daddy, and I need you to give me a very hard spanking on my bare bottom. I need you to make me cry.”

      She lets go of me for a moment and holds my gaze while sliding her hand down my body, over my belt, to my crotch. I’m sure she can feel the bulge in my pants and I’m momentarily embarrassed by my lack of control in a public place. We’re in the middle of a busy airport and I’m sporting a massive erection.

      She squeezes the bulge gently, licks her lips and smiles. “I was just checking to see whether or not you are wearing a belt, Daddy.”

      “Your hand is below my belt, little girl,” I point out.

      She squeezes my bulge again. “I know that, Daddy. But I needed to know if you were wearing a belt so I can tell you what else I want you to do.”

      “Hmmm?” My curiosity is definitely piqued. I couldn’t let Lani go now even if I wanted to.

      “When you’ve spanked my bare bottom with your hand, I want you to use your belt. I want you to stripe my bottom hard with your belt, Daddy.”

      I swallow. Down boy! I tell myself sternly, but it’s a waste of time. She’s got me so hard. Here I was thinking I was the one in control, but she’s wrested it away from me so easily. She’s captivated me completely and is holding me trapped, helpless, under her spell.

      “You must have been a very naughty little girl,” I growl. “Because only the naughtiest little girls misbehave so badly they need to feel Daddy’s belt.”

      I want to take back the power, to let her know that I’m the one calling the shots here, but it doesn’t work. She might be letting me think I’m the one in charge, but we both know I’m not. As soon as she begged me to spank her instead of treating it as a deterrent, she had won. No contest.

      She grabs my collar again, tugging my face down so she can press her lips to mine. “Oh, I have been, Daddy. I’ve been very, very naughty. And I need you to spank me hard.”
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      Lani

      I’ve shocked him, I can tell. I’ve shocked myself, too. I’ve never spoken to a man like that before. Actually, I’ve never spoken to anyone like that before, of any gender, or any age. But it feels right. There’s so much I need to atone for. This crazy revenge plan of mine, while it felt reasonable when I came up with it, is going to backfire badly. Plus, it’s wrong. Stealing something to get back at someone has never been my modus operandi, and the guilt is eating me up inside. Fear is, too. I’ve never been afraid of the law before; I’ve never had a reason to. But I am now, and I should be.

      I committed a crime.

      I stole from my ex-employer.

      I left without even saying goodbye to the children.

      And I tried to flee the country.

      What the hell have I done? Jimmy could wear out his belt on my ass and I doubt it will make me feel any less guilty than I currently do. And there’s nothing that will make me feel any less afraid. Because sooner or later, my act of revenge will be discovered and they will find me. And I’ll be doomed.

      Jimmy has promised to help me. But he doesn’t know what I’ve done. Even aside from the theft, which is plenty bad enough, what kind of person looks after two incredible children for nearly an entire year, dotes on them, forms a bond with them, and leaves without even saying goodbye? I snuck out in the dead of night and left them a note, pretending there was a family emergency and I had to leave immediately. They were great kids, and they didn’t even get to say goodbye. I feel like a monster.

      I don’t know my way around Heathrow Airport, so I have no idea where we’re going, but Jimmy seems to. He leads me out into a covered walkway. The snow is falling hard outside the glass walls and it’s beautiful. If the storm wasn’t responsible for my desperation right now, I’d want to go outside and play in it. I might be a grown woman, but I’m still a little kid at heart. I think it’s why I became a nanny—so I could play and nobody would think anything of it.

      It’s peaceful out here in the covered walkway, away from the hustle and bustle and crowds of people inside the airport itself. I press my face against the cold glass and try to convince myself everything is going to be okay. Watching the snow fall is mesmerizing, relaxing. I watch it land, each flake adding to the pile that has already fallen, the ground cover getting deeper and deeper. Not too far off in the distance, a woman in a purple coat and two small children are outside playing, shaping snowballs in their hands as fast as they could, throwing them at each other. The muffled sound of her laughter and the kids’ excited, high-pitched squeals make me wish I could join them.

      Jimmy, Daddy, stands beside me, silent. His hand is on the small of my back, a strong, comforting presence. I want to give in, to let him take care of me. To make all this go away. I want to let him help me. But I’m too afraid.

      “It’s beautiful, isn’t it? The snow, I mean.”

      “Yes, Daddy, it’s gorgeous.” I don’t even mean to call him that, it just slips out. Obviously I’m more in need of being taken care of than what I thought.

      A grin spreads slowly across his face, his eyes crinkling up at the corners. “I like hearing those words, little girl.”

      He moves closer to me, our bodies touching. His hand on my back trails up and down my spine, making me quiver. His touch is electric.

      “Come on, little girl, let’s get to the hotel room and take care of you.” He glances at his watch.

      It’s gold. Looks expensive. How much do rugby players earn, anyway? Or does he have a job outside of rugby? I don’t know enough about the sport to know.

      “It’s getting close to bedtime,” he adds.

      I snort and pull away from him, looking at him incredulously. “How on earth do you know what time I go to bed?”

      He raises a brow. Just one. His stern expression makes my insides flip with excitement.

      “All little girls need to go to bed at a decent hour to get a good night’s sleep,” he says. “Plus, Daddy makes the rules. What Daddy says, goes.”

      “Hmpf.” I pout. “What if I refuse?”

      “I think you know what happens to naughty little girls who disobey their Daddy,” he growls softly. “They go over their Daddy’s knee, their bottom gets bared, and they get spanked hard.”

      He winks at me and rubs his finger across my pouting lower lip. “Put that lip away, little girl. Daddy has got lots of plans for before we have to go to sleep.”

      That gets my attention. “Like what?”

      I’m sure he said something about a private spa and room service when we were having coffee. “Does it involve champagne and a private spa?”

      Beside me, Jimmy grins, and takes my hand. “You’ll just have to wait and see.”

      Although I haven’t done it in years, I’m tempted to stomp my foot in protest. There’s something about this man that brings out the child-like side of me. Maybe it’s his insistence that I call him Daddy? Or maybe it’s just that I’m exhausted. Desperate. Frightened. And now that he’s offering me some semblance of security, I want to test him. To see if he’s a man of his word. After all, it’s one thing to promise a perfect stranger a spanking in flirty conversation. It’s quite another to actually follow through. He’s already smacked your ass once, my inner voice reminds me. He will follow through. He’ll do a good job of it, too, if that one hefty swat is anything to go by. But I don’t argue. Instead, I grip his fingers tightly and let him lead me through the walkway to his hotel room.

      He wasn’t lying when he said it was a nice room. It’s quite possibly one of the nicest hotel rooms I’ve ever been in, and just as he promised, the bed is massive.

      He swept his arm in an arc. “So what do you think, little girl? Not disappointed?”

      I turn in a circle, taking in the luxurious furnishings, the big screen TV, the huge, perfectly made bed. I smile. This definitely beats hanging out in the café, hiding from the cops every time they walk past, for goodness knows how long. Either until I got arrested, or the snow stops, and that could be days.

      “I’m very impressed. Thank you for bringing me here.”

      His face lights up at my expression of gratitude but then he frowns. “Look, I can’t force you to tell me anything. But I wasn’t lying when I said I could help—my brother is a lawyer, and a bloody good one. And with the time difference, he’ll just be starting his day.”

      I watch as he throws both our bags onto the bed. They bounce lightly, spreading ripples across the immaculate, wrinkle-free white bedspread.

      “Have you eaten?” He points to one of the bedside tables, indicating a leather-bound binder offering information about the hotel amenities. “The room service here is very good. If you’re hungry, I can order something up.”

      Suddenly, it’s awkward between us. Before, when we were surrounded by people, it was easier to be with him. It was easier to chat, to flirt. But now that it’s just me and him, the ease that had been between us seems to have fled and it’s been replaced with a slight uncomfortableness. I know that I’m going to have to tell him. There’s no way I can stay here with him, if I don’t. And there’s no way I want to leave him.

      “Sit down,” I blurt out suddenly. “You want to know what I did? I’ll tell you. You’re not going to like it.”

      I want to stop talking. I want to run. I want to hide. But I do none of those things. Instead, as soon as he’s sitting down on the couch beside me, I tell him. Everything.

      About the harassment that started the very day I landed in England. The lewd looks. The unwelcome, crude remarks. The touching. I tell him it all. And I finish up my long, sordid tale with my act of revenge. I tell him, in excruciating detail, how I opened the safe, took out the most expensive jewelry in there, stuffed it inside my knickers, and left in the middle of the night, leaving a brief farewell note, and hailing a taxi to get me out of there.

      I tell him how I went to a motel first of all, and paid cash for a room after waking up the night porter. I tell him of my panic. My guilt. But not for the theft—I can still convince myself that was justified—I feel guilty for not saying goodbye to the children.

      Beside me, Jimmy listens silently, but I can tell he’s angry. Furious, even. I’m waiting for him to throw me out on my ear. Worse, to dob me in. His hands are clenched tight into fists beside him and his whole body is taut with tension. His jaw is set in a hard, rigid line. His eyes are dark, flashing.

      “I’m sorry,” I whisper, as a single tear tracks its way down my cheek. “Do you want me to go? Please give me a head start before you call the police.”

      He slams his fist down onto the arm of the couch beside him, so hard it makes me jump.

      “No!” he roars. “No, I don’t want you to go!”

      “But…. But you look so angry,” I whisper, truly frightened now. I don’t know this man, after all. He’s a veritable behemoth and right now he’s shaking with fury. “Maybe I’ll leave. I think it’s best if I do.”

      I stand up to leave, but before I can move, he grabs me around the waist and tugs me back down to sit beside him.

      “I said no, little girl. You’re staying right here with me and we’re going to sort this out.”

      “So you’re not angry?” I ask hopefully.

      He looks at me and I have the answer to my question. He’s angry, all right. His anger hasn’t abated at all. In fact, it might even have gotten worse.

      “Yes, I’m angry,” he confirms. “But not at you. You’re so young and innocent and you should not have been exposed to the godawful treatment you were subjected to. That’s sexual harassment, Lani. It’s illegal. It shouldn’t have happened.”

      “Theft is illegal too,” I point out.

      “Yes, it is. And we will take care of that. But I think we both know that if you hadn’t been mistreated so horribly, you wouldn’t have done such a thing. Am I right?”

      I shake my head miserably. “Of course I wouldn’t have.”

      I’m close to tears, and he can obviously tell because he wraps his arm around me and pulls me in close to his chest. I press my ear against his shirt and listen to the beats of his heart, a fast, pounding rhythm that soothes me. He rubs big circles on my back.

      “I assume there were cameras in the house?”

      I gulp. Oh shit. I’d forgotten about the cameras. My plan had been to deny any involvement for as long as possible, but obviously that wasn’t going to work. There would be footage of the whole sorry affair.

      “Yes,” I whimper.

      “Good. That will work in your favor.”

      “How?” I’m genuinely confused. “All the security footage will do is prove my theft.”

      “It will also back up your accusations,” Jimmy says, cuddling me tighter. “It’s going to be okay, little girl. I promise.”

      “You don’t know that,” I argue. “You shouldn’t make promises you can’t keep.”

      “I do know,” he insists. “My brother is a lawyer, remember? He’s gotten people off who had no business being let off. He’s very good at what he does.”

      Well, that’s good, I guess. Good for me, anyway. Maybe not so good for the victims of crime who didn’t get any justice. But it’s reassuring for me, all the same.

      Now that it’s out in the open, and the man I call Daddy knows, I’m not quite sure how I feel. Relieved, I guess. Because now, whatever happens, I’m no longer going through it alone.

      Jimmy grabs the binder, opens it, and pulls out a notepad and a pen tucked in a pocket inside.

      “Here,” he says, putting them both down on the table in front of me. “I need you to write down all the relevant details you can remember. Name, address, dates. While you do that, I’m going to run you a bubble bath.”

      I look at him, but take the pen he is proffering. “What makes you think I like bubble baths?” I ask, with my eyebrows raised. But I know he can see right through me.

      “All little girls like bubble baths.”

      All I can do is smile as he turns on his heel and walks into the bathroom. I hear the taps running, the water splashing into the tub. He’s humming a tune. I can’t make it out above the noise of the water but from the little I can hear, he can carry a tune pretty well. His voice is deep, melodic, and soothing.

      Settling back on the couch with the notepad on my lap, pen poised above the paper, I scribble down everything in as much detail as I can remember. Hopefully, Jimmy’s brother is as good of a lawyer as Jimmy says he is, and he will be able to get this sorted out for me.

      Just as I finish writing, I hear the taps turn off and Jimmy comes out of the bathroom. He extends his hand to me.

      “Come on, little girl, it’s bath time. Come and let Daddy take care of you.”

      There isn’t a single part of me that wants to resist. Right now, a bubble bath sounds divine.

      I dip my hand into the tub. The temperature is perfect, and there’s a thick layer of foamy bubbles right across the surface of the water. Bliss.

      I don’t want to undress in front of him, though. I’m too shy and feel far too vulnerable to do that. Already, I can feel my face flaming just at the thought of taking my clothes off in front of him. Fortunately, Jimmy seems to sense my discomfort.

      “I’ll go and ring my brother while you get in. You sink yourself under those bubbles and relax little girl, and Daddy will be back soon.”

      Before I can even process what he’s just said, the bathroom door is closed, and he’s gone. I quickly strip off my clothes and step into the bath. Relief floods through me as I sink into the warm water, the bubbles covering me completely as I lie back against the tub.

      Lying here in the water, it’s easy to pretend that everything is fine. It’s easy to imagine that this is a luxury holiday and I’m not on the run from the law, I’m not trapped in London until this storm abates, I’m not a jewelry thief, and I’m not totally at the mercy and generosity of a complete stranger. He’s not really a complete stranger, my inner voice tells me. After all, I know his name now, and his rugby team. And even his favorite color. But I don’t know the important stuff, I don’t know what makes him tick. The sensible side of me is adamant that he’s a stranger.

      I’ve got my eyes closed and I’m lost in idyllic dreamland when the bathroom door opens and Jimmy enters, two glasses of champagne in his hand. At least I assume it’s champagne. It’s in what looks to be very expensive crystal flutes, it’s bubbling, and it’s the right color.

      Jimmy crouches down next to the tub and passes one to me.

      “To us,” he toasts, touching his glass to mine.

      “To us,” I whisper.

      I take a sip, then another one before he takes it out of my hand and places it just out of reach, on the bathroom vanity. I pout.

      “Nuh-uh, little girl, no pouting. You know what happens to naughty little girls who pout. Daddy wants to wash you. Now lie back and let Daddy make you clean.”

      His deep, rumbly voice makes me squirm and my tummy flip.

      “Yes, Daddy,” I murmur softly.

      “Good girl.”

      I watch him as he rolls up his sleeves. His forearms are corded with muscle. He sits on the edge of the tub and washes me, lathering the hotel-provided white washcloth with bubbles and rubbing it all over my body. Across my shoulders. Down my back. Over my breasts. Down between my legs. He pays particular attention down there, using a gentle but methodical touch. Sparks shoot through me. I can’t help but moan in response, arching my back to give him better access. He smiles.

      “Enjoying this, little girl?”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      I like the way those words roll off my tongue. It feels so natural to call him that now; it’s hard to believe I’ve only known him for a couple of hours. It’s even harder to believe that I am lying naked in a bath in front of him, and he’s touching me. That is so unlike anything I’ve ever done before. It’s wild. It’s daring. And it’s so. Incredibly. Naughty.

      Without taking his eyes off me, he slowly rubs his thumb across my clit, before circling the entrance to my pussy with his fingers. Sparks shoot up my spine and I gasp in pleasure. But before he can do anything else, his cell phone rings from the other room. A loud trumpet concerto. He quickly dries his hands and goes to answer it. I can hear him talking, but I can’t make out what he’s saying.

      It’s not fair. He’s left me bereft. Hot. Horny. Wanting.

      Secretly, under the bubbles, my fingers make their way between my thighs, circling my labia lazily, finding my clitty. Mmmmmm. A low moan escapes my throat as I press my neck and shoulders into the tub, grinding my pelvis against my fingers. Finishing what Daddy started.

      Except I don’t get to finish. The door opens and Daddy strides in, catching me red-handed in the act.

      “What are you doing, little girl?” his deep voice growls. “Are you pleasuring yourself under the bubbles?”

      For some reason those words, spoken in that tone, make me blush. I want to sink under the bubbles completely, to where he can’t see me, but I don’t. Instead, I boldly meet his gaze. “Well, you weren’t here, Daddy, and I am horny. What am I supposed to do?”

      “You are supposed to wait for me, little girl. And that’s not impertinence I hear, is it?”

      Hidden beneath the bubbles, my pussy clenches involuntarily, and my breasts ache with lust. “I don’t know, Daddy. Is it?”

      He comes closer, and crouches down beside the tub so his eyes are directly level with mine. “I think it is, little girl. And you know what happens to impertinent little girls, don’t you?”

      I swallow, muster my courage, and bat my eyelashes at him as flirtatiously as possible. “I don’t know, Daddy. I thought they got their bottoms smacked, but I don’t see any spanking going on, do you?”

      The growl starts deep in his throat and bursts its way out, and I giggle as he raises one stern eyebrow at me and flexes the fingers of his hand.

      “Are you asking for a spanking, little girl?”

      “I don’t know, Daddy. Am I?”

      My giggling intensifies. I haven’t felt this naughty and mischievous in years, but he promised me a spanking and he hasn’t delivered. If sassing is the only way I’m going to get it, then that’s what I will do.

      “I think you are, little girl.”

      He bends down and grips my upper arm firmly, just below the armpit. “Out you get, little girl. Daddy’s going to spank this naughty little bottom.”

      Excitement ripples through me. I ignore the very real threat that the law poses to my freedom and let Jimmy distract me from my reality. He lifts me, helping me to climb out. I step over the edge of the tub, and instantly, he wraps me up in a big, fluffy white towel, courtesy of this luxurious hotel. Although I’m perfectly capable of walking, he sweeps me up into his arms and carries me over the threshold, and deposits me gently down on the massive bed. He’s moved our bags to the floor, so we have the whole bed to ourselves. I can’t help but grin as my tummy flips in nervous anticipation.

      “I promised you a spanking, little girl,” Jimmy says, as he sits beside me on the edge of the bed. His gentle fingers unwrap my towel. Although I’m still damp and completely naked, the bedroom is warm so I’m not at all cold.

      I should be concerned about my modesty. I shouldn’t be naked in a hotel room with a near-perfect stranger. I should be at least trying to cover my breasts and my lady parts, with my hands. But I don’t. Again, my sex clenches with need. Heat pools in my core. This is exactly what I want, and I can’t even pretend otherwise.

      Jimmy guides me over his muscular thighs and lifts his knee so my bottom is raised in the perfect position for him to spank.

      “You’re going to guide this spanking, Lani. We don’t know each other, so it’s important that you tell me exactly what you want. I’m going to start off easy, and get harder only if you want me to. And if you want me to stop, just say the word red and I will. Immediately.” His voice is husky and his breathing erratic. He wants this as much as I do.

      “Yes, Daddy. Please spank me, Daddy. Please spank me hard.” I wiggle my bottom at him in a clear invitation.

      I don’t have to wait long. His flattened palm crashes down right across the center of my butt, stunning me with the surprisingly sharp sting. I let out a startled shriek. How can a spanking hurt this much? Granted, I’ve never been spanked before, but in the movies I’ve watched in secret, it doesn’t look like it hurts as much as this. In the movies, it looks painfully pleasant. In reality, it just hurts.

      Immediately, Jimmy rubs the spot that he spanked, his rough fingers gentle on my scorched skin, soothing the sting. A warmth spreads through me, starting at my core and working its way through me, setting all my senses alight. Hmmmm. Maybe this isn’t so bad after all?

      “More,” I whisper.

      Jimmy obliges. His big hand comes down again, first on my left cheek then on the right, left then right, four times in quick succession. I moan softly and wiggle my hips against the sting that’s building in my rear end.

      “More,” I beg. “Harder.”

      Jimmy doesn’t question me, he just spanks. Six more, in the same alternating pattern, a bit harder than before.

      “This is what happens to naughty little girls.” Smack! Smack! “When they are impertinent.” Smack! “Or sassy.” Smack! Smack!

      I wiggle and squirm and drum my feet on the floor. “I’m sorry, Daddy!” I squeal, breathless, but I don’t tell him to stop, and he doesn’t.

      “Are you really sorry?” he asks, landing a flurry of six hard swats to my left cheek.

      My breaths are coming in short, ragged gasps and my lungs are burning. The air is electric, and too thick to breathe.

      “No, Daddy,” I whisper sassily. “I’m not really sorry at all.”

      Six rapid swats land on my right butt cheek, one after the other. “Hmmm. That’s what I thought.”

      He rests his hand on my bottom for a moment, rubbing in big, lazy circles. Rubbing out the worst of the sting. Calming my racing heart and unsteady breathing.

      “I think you’re going to need to feel Daddy’s belt across this naughty little bottom. Because you’re a very bad girl, and that’s what bad girls get.”

      My pussy floods with juices. Fire runs through my veins.

      “Yes, Daddy,” I murmur. “Please. I want to feel your belt.”

      He rubs me for a few seconds longer, then he lifts me by my upper arms and helps me to stand in front of him. He reaches for the pillows and piles them at the end of the bed.

      “Lean over these,” he instructs.

      Quickly, I obey. My pussy is throbbing. My stomach is twisting itself into knots. My core is burning hot. My breasts are tight and achy. I’ve never, in all my life, been as aroused as I am right now.

      I hear the jingle of the buckle as he undoes his belt, then the swish as he pulls it free of the loops on his pants. He rests the cold leather on my hot bottom.

      “Are you ready, little girl?”

      I nod into the bed but turn my face to the side so he can hear. “Yes, Daddy.”

      I hear the whoosh and the crack a split second before I feel the pain exploding across my backside and it’s so intense it takes my breath away completely. It’s far more than what I imagined, but it’s so erotic at the same time.

      “More,” I beg.

      Jimmy obliges, smacking the belt down directly across my sit-spots with impeccable accuracy. I can tell he’s not using very much force, but the sting is exquisite. With barely a pause, he brings the belt down again, slightly above the previous stripe, and then again, this time on the diagonal, crossing over the stripes he’s already made.

      “Ow!” I yell in pain.

      Jimmy lies down on the bed beside me, tracing his fingers over the stripes from the belt, his big hand spread out, gently rubbing out the fire he started on my rear end. He carries on rubbing, his fingers initially concentrating on the sore spots he’s made, but then gravitating to the center of my bottom. His fingers trail down between my cleft, pressing directly on my tight rosebud. Slowly, he drags them downwards, down there. My pussy quivers in response to his touch as his knuckles brush the very edge of my labia.

      “You’re very wet, little girl.”

      “I just had a bath,” I point out sassily, but we both know that’s not what he meant.

      Smack! His big hand ceases rubbing for a moment to spank my bottom again and I yelp, but giggle.

      “This little pussy is not wet from your bath, little girl. It’s wet from your juices. You’re absolutely drenched. Did you like being spanked?”

      He circles the outside of my pussy and his thumb lightly touches my clit, almost sending me into orbit. I’m so sensitive right now, and so horny, it won’t take much to send me over the edge.

      “Yes, Daddy. I liked it very much.”

      “That’s good, little girl, because I see a lot of spankings in your future.”

      A happy warmth spreads through me. The whole way through. A different heat to what’s already there; this one is calmer, happier, clearer. Is he suggesting he wants a future with me? We’ve only known each other for such a short time, but already I can’t imagine being without him.

      Without a word, he dips his finger inside me, just to the knuckle. Then he slides in a second one, alongside the first. He moves them around a little bit then adds a third finger, opening them up, stretching me wide. He slides all three fingers at once, moving them in unison, in and out. Filling my pussy. Fucking me with his fingers. Making me want to scream.

      With his three fingers filling me, his thumb circles my clit. Flicking it gently. His other hand slides up my body, cupping my left breast. Circling my nipple. Squeezing, pinching, teasing. My hand flails helplessly on the pillow up by my head as fireworks explode within me. The fingers inside me keep moving. In. Out. The thumb on my clit continues circling, the barest whisper of a touch sending shockwaves through my core.

      I arch my back and thrust my hips toward him as he lets go of my breast and reaches around to my bottom, instead. He presses the pad of his finger against my tight rosebud.

      “Have you ever been touched here, little girl?”

      What? I can’t think, can’t seem to draw in enough oxygen as he drives me closer and closer to orgasm.

      He leans down, putting his face between my thighs, and blows gently across my swollen, throbbing clit and something erupts inside me. A massive explosion of sensations. I fly apart completely. My whole body shudders as all around me, the earth seems to shake.

      “Daddy!” I scream, unable to even remember his name at that moment. “Oh my god! Daddy!”

      I was flying.

      The mind-shattering orgasm rips through me, waves of pleasure washing over me again and again and again.
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      Jimmy

      Watching Lani fall apart beneath my fingers is pretty incredible. Her perfect body is arched, stretched tight. Her fingers clutch frantically at the bedding, searching for something to grip, to stabilize her, as the orgasm overtakes her.

      Her scream is wild, feral. It makes me so incredibly hard.

      Eventually, her orgasm subsides, and she comes back down to earth and lies there spent, breathing hard.

      “Daddy?” she asks in a small voice, sounding uncertain.

      “I’m right here, babygirl.”

      Reaching for her, I sit her up, then transfer her to my lap. Instantly, she presses her body against me and wraps her arms around my neck.

      “What just happened?”

      Holy fuck. Have I just corrupted an innocent virgin? I should feel guilty at that, but I don’t. Not at all. It just makes me want her more. I want her to be mine. If I’m the first one to claim that most primal part of her, I want to lay claim on all of her.

      Nana told me I would know when I found the one. She didn’t tell me how I would know—apparently that is different for everybody—but she was very certain I would know. And she’s right: I do. But the question is, does Lani feel the same way about me?

      “That, babygirl, was an orgasm. One of the greatest pleasures known to mankind. Have you not had one before?”

      A pretty blush spreads across her cheeks and she buries her face in my shirt.

      “Not really,” she whispers. “Not like that.”

      I swallow. I have to know. “Are you a virgin?” I keep my voice soft, light. I don’t want to scare her off. Not now, not after that.

      “No,” she murmurs, still not lifting her face from my shirt. “But it was only once, a long time ago. We were both sixteen. And it wasn’t like… like…. That.”

      Well that’s good, I get to be the one to take you properly, then. But I don’t voice those thoughts aloud. I want that to come from her. That was one of Pop’s big lessons to me: always respect women, Son. Take care of them. Don’t pressure them to do anything. Even now, more than a decade later, I still hear those words in his voice. He died when I was a young teenager and I can hardly even remember what he looks like anymore.  Usually, I can’t remember what his voice sounds like. But I can remember those words, spoken in his voice, like he’s standing by my shoulder saying them to me right now.

      I cuddle her close. “Well, babygirl,” I tell her softly. “It can be like that all the time. It can even be better.”

      This time she does lift her face and she looks at me wide-eyed. “It can be better than that? Seriously?”

      I wink at her and grin. “Yes, babygirl, it can be.”

      She settles back against me and smiles dreamily. “Wow. You’ll have to show me, Daddy.”

      “Any time, babygirl.”

      I cuddle her close for a few minutes longer, and then I remember our champagne still sitting in the bathroom where I left it, when I was rudely interrupted by a phone call. My brother the lawyer, clarifying some of the information surrounding Lani’s jewelry theft, and the father of the family she stole it from. He sounded hopeful that he would be able to work things out, but I didn’t want to say anything yet. I didn’t want to get Lani’s hopes up, only to crush them if it didn’t all go to plan. She was truly terrified of the possible consequences of what she’d done; the plan she hadn’t thought through properly at all.

      “Wait here,” I instruct her, standing up. “I’m going to grab that champagne. No point letting perfectly good champagne go to waste, is there?”

      She pouts but lets me go. My cock stands to attention, reminding me that there is a gorgeous naked girl right in front of me.

      Damn she is sexy when she pouts! Her full lips look even plumper pushed out like that, just begging to be nibbled. I reach down and rub her lower lip with my fingers.

      “Put that lip away, little girl.”

      Momentarily, she pouts more, then quickly straightens her face, grinning cheekily up at me.

      “Yes, Daddy,” she says sweetly, like butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth.

      As quickly as I can, I fetch the glasses of champagne I’d already poured, and the open bottle, along with a glass dish of individually wrapped chocolates and set them down on the table in front of the TV. The snow is still falling hard outside the big windows overlooking the city, and I know the planes wouldn’t be flying anytime soon. Watching a movie together while sipping on champagne and nibbling chocolates, could be a nice way to get to know each other a bit more.

      I sit on the big, luxurious leather couch and pat the cushion beside me. “Come and sit down here with me, little girl.”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      She turns and hops down off the bed, her naked bottom still blushing pink from my ministrations of earlier, and heads for the bathroom.

      “I’ll just get my clothes.”

      “Nuh-uh, little girl, I like you just like that.”

      She looks at me, then back at the bathroom, then back at me. “But you’re dressed.”

      I look at her sternly. “Yes, but I’m Daddy. And last time I checked, Daddy makes the rules.” I let my stern face soften into a relaxed smile, wanting to remind her of the authority structure in this game we are playing. Except to me, it wasn’t a game. Not really. Maybe to her it is nothing more than a kinky roleplay to make sexy times more exciting, but for me, this is what I want in a relationship. I want this all the time. I want the whole shebang. For me, this is for real.

      She pokes her tongue out at me playfully, making me want to pull her across my lap and spank that naughty little bottom redder than it already is. She tilts her head sideways and puts a hand on her hip. “Well, that must mean that I break the rules. And I say I want you naked. So get moving, Daddy.”

      I raise my brow and fix her with a stern stare again. “Are you fishing for another spanking, little girl?”

      “Only if it means I get you naked, Daddy. Because it’s not fair like this.”

      “Oh? Is it not?” I stand, and stepping forward, wrap my arm around her naked waist and hoist her over my shoulder, just as I had when I’d carried her away, kicking and screaming, from the information desk inside the airport. I land sharp smack to her wiggling bottom. “I think it’s perfectly fair.”

      “No! It is not fair!”

      I smack her again for arguing with me, and she squeals in response, wiggling her hips.

      “Ooooh! Daddy! Put me down!”

      She sounds childishly furious, and I’m not sure if she’s actually a bit angry, or if she’s putting it on completely, to humor me. I don’t know her well enough to tell, yet. But hopefully I will, soon.

      “No, I quite like you like this. Your bottom is right here for me to spank.” I lightly tap her bottom a few times, a fast pattern, to show her how perfectly accessible her bare bottom is right there over my shoulder. “And your pussy is right here for me to play with.” To show her, I reach between her legs and run my finger up her damp slit. “You’re perfect, babygirl.”

      I feel my shirt tighten as she grabs a fistful of it and buries her face against my back.

      “I’m not perfect, Daddy. I’m a thief.”

      There’s so much shame in her voice and my heart breaks for her. It’s obvious she’s remorseful about what she’s done, and I’m sure she would take it back if she could.

      “Yes. We didn’t take care of that, did we? Do we need to? Or have you had enough spanking for one night?”

      I pat her bottom, digging my fingers into it, reminding her that it’s already sore. If she’s a spanking virgin—and I suspect she is—she may not be able to take too much more than what I’ve already given her. I want our first night together to be memorable and fun, not traumatic.

      “I think we need to take care of it, Daddy. I feel really guilty.”

      She lifts her face up to speak, so I could hear her, but as soon as the words leave her mouth she’s got her head buried in my back again, and she’s clutching my shirt tightly.

      Tightening my grip around her waist, I gently lower her to the floor. I look into her eyes and grip her chin, tilting her face up so I can meet her gaze.

      “Okay. I can do that, little girl. If you’re sure.”

      “I need you to spank me hard, Daddy. Very hard. Harder than before. I need you to make me cry. I need you to make me atone for my crime.”

      She sounds so serious, but also small, fragile and broken. My cock wants nothing more than to turn her over my knee and spank her ass, then bend her over the bed and take her hard, claiming every single part of her, completely. Making her mine. But my head is telling me to be cautious. She’s new at this. She’s all alone in a foreign country, in a hotel room with a virtual stranger. She’s frightened and desperate. And she probably has no idea what she’s asking for. Not really. She probably has no idea just how much a hard spanking can really hurt.

      “Are you sure?”

      “That was what I said on the way here,” she says, a slightly snarky tone to her voice. A tone I don’t much like. Is she trying to force me to spank her? If so, it’s not going to work. I’ll willingly do what she wants, but I need to be certain that she actually wants it. My pop would churn in his grave if he knew I had spanked a woman who wasn’t absolutely certain she wanted it.

      I look at her, trying to gauge what she’s thinking, but I have no idea. Reading people is definitely not my forte.

      “Yes, I know what you said,” I inform her roughly, letting her know I’m not going to be swayed on this. “But that was just words. Words and reality are different.”

      Her whole body slumps. She looks defeated, like she’s totally lost. I’ve disappointed her.

      “So, you don’t want to do it then,” she mumbles. It’s not a question, but more of a statement, and she’s got it so, so wrong.

      Once again, I grab her chin, tilting her face up so she must look at me. I have to let her know just how wrong she has this.

      “No, babygirl, that’s not what I said. I will give you whatever you need. But I need to be certain that this is what you want. Because it’s not going to be enjoyable for either of us later, if it isn’t.”

      She nods, as understanding flickers through her. It’s obvious when she clicks to what I’m saying—her whole body changes. She comes alive again.

      Even though I’m still holding her chin, she nods.

      “It is,” she says firmly.

      “Okay. Now listen carefully, and I’ll tell you how this is going to work. I need you to listen, understand, and agree, okay? Because if you don’t do that, this can’t go ahead.”

      “Yes, Daddy, I’m listening,” she says sincerely, looking up at me.

      “Right.” I hold her gaze steadily, watching her carefully for any sign of doubt or fear. Nerves are acceptable, but genuine fear isn’t. If she’s afraid of me, afraid of this, then I don’t want to do it. So far, there’s no fear. Just anticipation. She’s wringing her hands nervously in front of her, so I reach out and take them, stroking her knuckles with my thumb. I smile at her, but I keep my face hard. She needs to know I’m serious. And I want her to back out now, if she’s going to.

      “In a moment, I’m going to put you over my knee and spank you hard and fast, until you’re in tears. You’ll likely panic, or come close to it, and beg me to stop. But I won’t, because then you’ll be disappointed that I didn’t give you what you need. So I’ll ignore your pleas and keep spanking you, until I think you’ve learned your lesson.”

      I watch her as her eyes widen briefly, and she opens her mouth, then closes it again.

      “Are you happy with that?”

      She nods. “Yes, Daddy.” She speaks clearly, with conviction. There’s no uncertainty in her tone at all.

      And then I think of something. Something to keep her safe.

      I grab my carry-on and unzip the outside pocket, fishing around inside it for my lucky handkerchief. A white linen hanky that Nan embroidered my name on and presented to me before my very first rugby game. A lucky charm keepsake that I’ve carried with me to nearly every game since. Sometimes, I stuff it into my sock. Other times, I just leave it in my bag in the locker rooms. Either way, it seems to bring me luck. If I have it, we generally win. The few times I left it behind, we lost. Coincidence, probably. But I prefer to remember the superstitious side of the old lady who was so influential in raising me, and believe that it’s her hand that gives us that edge.

      “Here, hold this.”

      I hand it to Lani and she takes it, looking at me curiously.

      “It’s the equivalent of your safeword,” I tell her. “Because you need to be in control of this every step of the way. I need you to know that you can stop it at any time. So hold on to it, and if it’s getting to be too much, you drop it, and I stop. We can continue after a break if you want to, or leave it there. Up to you. Because while I said I will ignore your pleas, I won’t ignore the dropped hanky.”

      She gives me a small smile. I can tell she’s trying so hard to be brave, but it’s also obvious she’s a bit worried. I decide to get it over with, before she freaks out completely.

      “Come on, little girl, over my lap. Daddy’s going to spank your bare bottom now.”

      I sit down on the edge of the bed, then guide her over my thighs. She’s trembling slightly, but she doesn’t hesitate. She allows me to position her just as I want her.

      I rub her bottom, tracing the lines I made with my belt earlier. I check, and she’s clutching my lucky hanky tightly in her right hand, ready to release it if she has to.

      “Ready, babygirl? I’m going to start now.”

      She nods once. “Yes, Daddy.”

      I raise my hand to shoulder height and bring it down hard across the center of her bottom, flattening both cheeks with the force of the smack. Without even a pause, I bring it down again and again and again. She holds still, and silent, neither squirming nor whimpering, so I increase both the pace and the force of the smacks, watching her carefully for signs that this is too much for her.

      So far, she’s handling it beautifully.

      Her legs kick slightly as I rain down hard spank after hard spank on her upturned bottom, but aside from her legs, she doesn’t move. I increase the force slightly again, each smack landing hard enough to make my hand sting.

      I ignore the building burn in my hand and carry on spanking her, harder and faster. First one cheek then the other. Top, middle, then the underside of her bottom, next the top of her thighs. I redden her bottom evenly, not wanting to concentrate too much in one spot for fear of bruising her.

      Eventually, when I’ve spanked her close to forty times, she breaks. A strangled cry escapes her lips and her shoulders shake with sobs. She grips my pants legs tightly and scissors her legs. That’s my cue. I deliver a flurry of extra-hard, fast swats, bringing her to that broken point she’s seeking, and then I stop and rest my throbbing hand on her hot-to-the-touch bottom, and rub her back soothingly. It takes her a little while to calm down, but we’re not in any rush. Neither of us are going anywhere. She’s still clutching tightly to my lucky handkerchief, twisting the corner of the fabric between her fingers so tightly I’m afraid it’s going to rip.

      “You’re okay, babygirl,” I croon softly. “It’s all over now. It’s done. You’re okay.”

      She responds to my voice, loosening the grip on my hanky, relaxing her body. But still she cries. Great big wretched sobs that would break my heart, if I didn’t know that it was exactly what she needed. Exactly what she’d begged for.

      As soon as her sobs subside to sniffles and hiccups, I lift her up and sit her on my lap, cuddling her close. She nestles in against me, her arms wrapped around my neck and her head resting on my shoulder. She’s so delicate. So fragile. But yet so strong.

      There’s something cathartic in tears, and I can feel Lani going through that process now as I hold her in my arms. Slowly, the tension leaves her body and she relaxes, her sniffles and hiccups ease, and her heartrate returns to normal. Her breathing evens out. The grip she has around my neck loosens, and I even feel her smile against my shoulder.

      Her eyelids brush against my neck, just above my collar, as they droop in exhaustion. Clearly, all is well in Lani’s world right now because she’s fast asleep, curled up in my arms.

      Being careful not to wake her, I stand up and carry her around the side of the bed, pulling back the covers before placing her in it. I smooth her hair back from her face in a tender gesture, wondering if, subconsciously, she’s aware of me doing so. Briefly, I consider making a dent in the bottle of the champagne, but a quick glance at my watch tells it’s well gone midnight, and who knows what the morning might bring. Flights out of here, hopefully. So, after turning off the light, I strip down to my boxers, hop into bed beside her, and go to sleep.
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      Lani

      The muted light shining through the curtains covering the window wakes me, and I squint in the semi-darkness, trying to figure out where I am. There’s a lump on the bed beside me, and without turning to look, I poke it, trying to figure out what it is.

      It moves. And groans. I turn my head and smile. Daddy.

      The events from last night rush through my mind and I blush in embarrassment. Did the man sleeping soundly beside me really spank my bare bottom? Did he really use his fingers to bring me to an earth-shattering orgasm? And did he really ring his brother to try to fix my mind-bogglingly stupid mistake?

      That’s right. I’m a thief. Reality hits me with a thud. I might be safe for now, but the police are going to find me eventually. They could be entering the hotel at this very moment, handcuffs at the ready, to throw me in jail. Somehow, I don’t think revenge for sexual harassment is a solid legal defense for jewelry theft. I wish I could return them. I don’t even like diamonds, not really. I’m more of an amethyst girl. If I had them to hand over, I would. But I don’t even know where they are. Somewhere out there on the tarmac I assume, where everything is probably still covered in snow.

      Sliding silently out of bed I pad, naked, to the window and look out. The snow is still coming down fast, laying thick on the ground below us, covering everything in a crisp white. It’s beautiful. But still, that snow spells my doom. The longer it keeps falling, the more time the cops have to catch up with me.

      There’s footsteps behind me and I turn just in time to catch a glimpse of the nicest body I’ve ever seen before I’m enveloped in a hug, all strong arms and muscular torso. I press my cheek to the bare chest and trace the whirls of the tribal pattern tattoo with my forefinger.

      “Good morning, babygirl,” he murmurs into my hair. “Sleep well?”

      “Good morning, Daddy.” I smile up at him. “Yes I did, thank you. You must have tucked me in? Because I don’t remember going to bed.”

      He chuckles, the rumbly laughter making his chest vibrate, tickling me. “Yes. You fell asleep in my arms after that spanking. Speaking of which, how is your bottom feeling this morning?”

      He reaches down and squeezes my bottom gently, making me wince slightly. “Still a bit sore. But not too bad.”

      I break free of his hug and step back, looking him up and down. This was the first time I got to see him sans clothing, and he is impressive. I knew he would be, being a professional rugby player, but seeing him in the flesh was so much better than I had imagined.

      His morning erection tents the front of his boxers and I reach out and touch it. Hard. Huge. Was it even going to fit inside me? A shiver goes down my spine. I can’t wait to find out.

      Reaching inside his boxers, I free his cock, wrapping my hand around it. “Is this for me, Daddy?”

      Above me, he gasps. “Yes, little girl.” His voice is hoarse, rough with arousal. “It’s all for you. Do you think you can take it all?”

      “Yes, Daddy. Definitely.”

      I sound far more confident than I feel, but I’m not going to let on to him that I have doubts. Instead, I slide his boxers down his legs to his feet, watch while he steps out of them, then tighten my fingers around his cock and lead him back to bed. It is time for him to show me what else he can do.

      Before we even make it to the bed he grabs me and swoops me up, throwing me gently on top of the covers and straddles me, hovering above me, his forearms on either side of me and his face directly above mine.

      “Wait right here. Don’t move.” He speaks in a low growl, ordering me around in that bossy manner of his that sends tingles up my spine and heat directly to my core.

      He reaches for his wallet that sits on the bedside table and pulls out a square, foil-wrapped packet, ripping it open with his teeth and withdrawing the condom. I watch as he quickly sheathes himself and comes back, positioning above me just as he was before.

      I gasp and arch my back as his huge cock presses at the entrance of my pussy, slowly, so slowly, sliding inside. Stretching me wide.

      “You’re so tight, little girl. Such a good girl, taking all of Daddy’s cock.”

      “I want your cock, Daddy,” I groan, grinding my pelvis against him. “Give it to me.”

      With one smooth movement he thrusts into me fully, seating himself deep inside me. Filling me completely. Our bodies move in unison, as one, as he slides in and out of me, his thumb lightly rubbing my clit, his other hand cupping my cheek.

      “Come for me, little girl,” he commands. “Scream my name, just as you did last night.”

      He increases the pace of his thrusts, fucking me urgently, his thumb tormenting my swollen clitty, driving me closer and closer to the edge of the precipice.

      “Now, little girl!”

      He thrusts again, shudders, and lets out a primal moan just as pleasure rips through me and takes me flying, higher and higher.

      “Daddy!” I scream, clawing at him, tugging him in close.

      He shudders again and then stills, lowering his body to rest on mine as the stars exploding around me slowly fade and I come back down to earth.

      We lie there for a while, entwined in each other’s arms, both breathing hard. Him, I guess, from exertion, and me from that wild ride he just took me on.

      I prop myself up on my elbow and look down at him, a satisfied smile on my face. “We’re going to have to do that again,” I declare.

      “Now?” Jimmy looks aghast. “Can I recover first?”

      I grin at him and lick my lips. “I guess I can give you a couple of hours. But no longer. I’d like to do that again before lunch.”

      He grins back. “Oh we can do a lot more than just that before lunch, little girl. I have a whole repertoire of tricks you will enjoy. I’ll teach them to you.” He winks, then sits up. “Now do you want to go down to the restaurant for breakfast, or shall we get something sent up?”

      I cast an eye toward the bathroom, where I’d left my only change of clothes.

      “I’ve only got that one outfit,” I say.

      Jimmy nods. “Me too. So how about we order in? Room service? Then we don’t need to worry about clothes, we can just stay naked. All day long.”

      “Sounds good to me, Daddy. Now let me up. I have to pee.”

      From behind me, Jimmy chortles with laughter.

      “I see you’re comfortable around me then, if you’re using that kind of familiar language.”

      I turn around and raise my eyebrows. “I’m stark naked, with a butt that’s probably still red from you spanking it last night, and you think I should be embarrassed saying the word pee? Come on.”

      “Fair point,” Jimmy agrees. “It does sound kinda ridiculous when you put it like that.”

      By the time I come out of the bathroom, still naked, Jimmy is just hanging up the phone and he is smiling.

      “That was my brother on the phone,” he tells me. “He has had confirmation from your ex-employer that if you return the stolen jewelry promptly, no charges will be laid. So that’s that, little girl. You’re a free woman.”

      Suddenly, he sobers. Not only did he stop smiling, but he frowns. Sadness darkens his eyes. “Now that you have nothing to fear, you’re going to leave me, aren’t you? There’s nothing to hold you here anymore. There’s nobody you need to hide from.”

      It feels like he’d stabbed me right in the heart. And kicked me in the guts at the same time. The saying ripped the rug right out from under me didn’t even come close to describing how I feel right now. Lost and floundering. Heartbroken. Afraid. That partly covered it.

      “Don’t you want me here anymore?” I ask, my voice cracking. “After everything we shared, you’re kicking me out?”

      “No! No, no, no, that’s not it at all, babygirl!” He takes my hand, bringing it to his lips. Kisses the back of it. “No, little girl, I don’t want you to leave. I want you to stay. I want to get to know you properly. I want to learn everything about you, and I want to share with you everything about me. I don’t want you to go anywhere, babygirl. I want you right here with me. I’m starting to think it’s where you belong.”

      My eyes fill with tears at the passion in his voice. Nobody has ever spoken to me like that before. Nobody has ever made me feel so wanted. So valued.

      “I want to stay,” I whisper. “I don’t want to go.”

      Daddy wraps me up in his strong arms and lifts me off the ground, pressing his lips against mine in a deep, passionate kiss. He crushes his mouth against mine with bruising force, exploring my mouth with his tongue. I kiss him back, tangling my fingers in his hair at the back of his neck, pulling him in closer. I don’t want to let him go.

      “I’m so glad you decided to stay, little girl.”

      “I’m not going anywhere, Daddy. Not until this storm stops, anyway. And then I’m flying home. And hopefully, we’ll pick this up right where we left off.”

      Jimmy picks me up, his strong hands under my bum, holding me up, balancing me on top of his cock that was getting hard again already.

      “I hope so too, babygirl. Because now that I’ve found you, I don’t think that I ever want to let you go.”

      
        
        The End
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            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      Bastian

      “If I could control the weather, do you really think I’d make it snow in April?” Her reply to my question was lost as I quickly stepped aside in order to allow a man to pass. It became clear the luggage trolley he was pushing was acting as a linebacker for a stroller the size of a Mini Cooper.

      The grunt I issued when the front wheel rolled over my foot went unheard, the carriage’s occupant destined to become a rock star if the warbling screams coming from his mouth were any indication.

      The woman pushing the stroller grimaced and murmured an apology as she continued maneuvering through the mass of people milling about.

      “Mr. Dietrich? Sir, are you still there? Mr…”

      I looked up when the sound of raised voices broke out, making it hard to hear. Seemed like blizzards caused more than just headaches as a couple continued to scream at each other.

      “Yes, and it looks like I’m going to be here a while,” I said, cutting her off as another twinge stabbed at my temple. “Cancel all my meetings for the rest of the week,” I instructed. At least the screeching had taken place in front of a pharmacy, marking it as an immediate point of interest.  I waited for her to take a breath as I walked toward the store. There had to be a hundred people with the same idea as they surged to enter Boots.

      “Scheisse,” I muttered, shaking my head which only made the brewing headache worse. “Sorry, Ingrid, I’ve got to go—”

      “But what about—"

      “I’ll let you know,” I said. A press of a button ended the call with my executive secretary. I’d spent the past week attending various meetings in London. My flight home to Berlin didn’t take off for another couple of hours. I’d planned on spending that time in a quiet corner going over the various pros and cons about a company I was contemplating adding to my holdings. However, the most vital agenda item at the moment was finding something to help with my headache before the shelves emptied.

      An annoying beeping honk joined the cacophony, causing yet another interruption of my plans. As I paused in order for passengers to disembark the tram pulling to a stop in front of me, my eyes were drawn to the side where two men stood. It wasn’t the fact that they were standing there, after all there were thousands of passengers in the airport terminal. It was the picture they made that held my attention. The larger man pulled the other closer as if to protect him. His companion clutched a teddy bear to his chest as he gaped at the couple doing all the yelling. As if sensing he was being watched, the taller man turned to look at me. We didn’t exchange a single word, but innately shared an understanding. I returned his nod, recognizing the man as a fellow Dom when he gave his partner’s hand a squeeze before they continued their own journey with the tram’s departure.

      Entering the store, my height of six-foot-four allowed me to easily scan over the heads of the crowd, but it was most likely my size that gave me an advantage in pushing through the throng in order to find the aisle I needed. With a box of paracetamol in hand, I grabbed a bottle of water and joined the long queue at the counter. Popping three of the acetaminophen tablets into my mouth, I took a long swig of water before even reaching the counter.

      “Top seller today,” the harried clerk said. Shaking the box, he gave me a questioning look. I lifted the pill container I still held. He nodded and scanned the empty box before tossing it in the trash and added the overpriced bottle of water to my bill. “I guess I can’t be surprised when this bloody blizzard has sent everybody’s stress level sky-high.”

      “Not everyone’s,” I said, remembering the two men I’d just seen. They’d been the calm in the storm, standing together against the tempest. I tapped my credit card on the reader, refused the bag the clerk offered but accepted the half-empty bottle of water. “Thank you,” I said, tucking the medicine in my pocket.

      I paused to finish the water and moved back toward the door. Tossing the empty bottle into the trash, the thought of being surrounded by so many was simply not my idea of a good way to rid myself of the headache. Instead, I turned to walk in the opposite direction of most everyone else. Unhampered by luggage, I moved more easily through the crowd until my destination came into view. The electronic doors slid open, and as a blast of cold air hit my face, I greedily inhaled a huge breath of freedom.

      When laughter reached my ears, it was as refreshing as the snowflakes swirling around me. It was a flash of color that caught my eye, drawing me forward to follow the sound. A young woman in a purple coat was laughing as the children on each side of her were helping her roll a good-sized snowball down the aisle between parked cars. Following their path, I could see their destination appeared to be a small area where a few bushes were half buried beneath the accumulating snow. A much larger ball waiting before a window of the terminal gave testament to the fact they’d been working for a while. I looked down another aisle to see it mostly clear of the snow that had been used to form what I could only guess was a snowman’s bottom half.

      A high-pitched squeal drew my attention back to the trio. The children, who didn’t appear to be older than four or five had given up on the task and were throwing small missiles of snow at one another. The first smile I’d managed in hours appeared when the two joined together and began pelting the back of their mum’s coat with snowballs. The woman didn’t yell in protest or anger. Instead, she reached down to sweep the pair into her arms. Her attempt to swing them both around caused them all to tumble to the ground. They rolled about like puppies totally unconcerned their play was in a parking lot of the largest airport in the UK.  When the little girl screeched as snow worked its way down the back of her coat, the woman gave a laugh that eclipsed all other noise with the sound of its unadulterated joy.

      Pushing to her feet, she pulled her children up, first reaching down the collar of the little girl’s pink coat to remove the snow that had fallen inside before brushing off the flakes from the little boy’s jacket. It wasn’t until she lifted her hands to swipe them down the front of hers that I realized her hands were bare. Fingers that had to be absolutely frozen propelled me to become a participant instead of simply an observer. The need to protect had my hands already pulling free of my pockets, and I had my gloves off by the time my movement had her lifting her head.

      The moment her eyes met mine, I finally understood the meaning of time standing still as all movement ceased, everyone frozen in place as solid as the snowman they’d been building. The lack of laughter was far louder than the screaming from the couple inside the terminal. The last time I’d seen evidence of tears from those incredible violet eyes, they’d not been on cheeks pink from the cold. They had been long-dried tears on thick stationery, smearing the ink as she wrote words that broke my heart.

      Her children were the first to move, the little girl ducking to hide behind her mummy as the little boy moved to stand in front of them both. I could now clearly see the children were twins. One small face peeking out from behind shelter, one standing with feet planted and a determined little scowl directed at me as if to express he was protecting them from danger… danger he sensed came from me.

      “It’s all right,” I said quietly, sorry I’d destroyed what had been a perfect moment in time. “I’m not going to hurt you.” They didn’t know I’d give my life for any of the three of them. It didn’t matter she was no longer mine… she’d always be mine to protect as would the children she’d borne.

      As if to prove myself, or perhaps to steal at least a tiny bit of their happiness, I made a wide arc around them, dropped the gloves to the ground and wrapped my arms around the large ball of snow. I hid my surprise when a small pair of pink-covered arms wrapped as far as they could beneath mine.

      “Danke,” I said softly, forcing myself to take tiny steps as the little girl walked backward toward the base they’d prepared. Setting it on top of the larger ball, I scooped up some snow to press it into the gaps between the two spheres. Evidently convinced I posed no threat or more likely not about to be left out of the fun, her son joined us. The laughter had disappeared, but the job wouldn’t be left unfinished as my little…

      Stop.

      She wasn’t mine.

      Five and a half long years had passed since Bea had chosen not to be mine.

      In silence, I stepped back to watch as the woman I loved moved to place the smallest snowball on top. The accomplishment of building a snowman more than twice their size had the children clapping and the giggles returning. Suddenly my knees buckled, threatening to topple me to the ground as a thought seared through me.

      Where was the children’s father? Why wasn’t he with his wife, his family? Was he in the terminal or… could it be that he’d stepped outside to get some air never having a clue he even was a father?

      No… Bea couldn’t… She’d left me but she’d never… A tugging on my arm had me looking down to see a miniature version of Bea.

      You look so much like your mum. I thought.

      “He needs a face,” the little girl said, pointing to the snowman.

      Not trusting myself to speak, refusing to believe Bea would ever be so cruel, I dropped to my haunches and began to search beneath the snow. I gathered a few small rocks landscapers had used to line the beds and offered them to her. Her smile was dazzling as she hurried back to her mum. Snapping off two of the lower, dead branches, I handed them to her son. As Bea assisted them in placing the rocks to give the snowman eyes and a smile, then pushing the sticks into the middle ball’s sides, I took a last mental photo and stood.

      I simply could not believe the woman before me, the woman I’d loved, the one whose laugh lit up my soul would ever be heartless enough to deny me my children. There had to be another explanation. I needed to think. I had taken a half dozen steps toward the door to the terminal before I heard a voice.

      “Baz, wait!”

      My heart lurched in my chest at the sound of the voice I’d been dreaming of hearing every damn one of the two thousand days since she’d spoken to me. I turned to see her holding out the gloves I’d dropped. I had so much to say, to ask, yet my first response was to bite my tongue to keep from telling her she had earned a spanking for forgetting to wear gloves when playing. Ignoring the vision that instantly popped into my head of how precious she’d looked when caught being naughty, how adorable she’d been when she’d attempted to talk her way out of what she knew was coming, I simply shook my head.

      “Keep them, kleine Honig…” I paused, closing my eyes as her lips formed a small “o” in recognition of the endearment I no longer had the right to use. “I mean, keep them, Beatrix. You need them more than I do.” Moving away again, I took another few steps, before turning back, knowing I had to know… had to ask, but a pair of much younger voices talking over each other stopped me from speaking.

      It wasn’t the fact her son proclaimed, “He talks funny.” It was his sister asking, “Who’s that man, Auntie Bea?”

      Auntie?

      She’d said Auntie Bea and not mummy.

      Could that possibly mean…

      My gaze dropped to her left hand, and I instantly retracted any displeasure over her forgetting her gloves. No circle of gold declared her married and when the twins squealed and ran forward but split to go around me, I turned to see a woman whose physical attributes marked her as a close relative of Beatrix’s and a man who reached down to sweep both children up into his arms.

      “We built a snowman, Daddy,” the little boy said.

      Seeing the twins with their parents, was both a blessing and a curse. For one sweet moment I’d felt the wonder of what being a parent meant. Learning they belonged to another reminded me how lonely my life had been without Bea.

      “His name is…” The little girl turned to look at her aunt. “What did we name him, Auntie Bea?  Oh, right!” The girl broke out into giggles that took me back in time. “His name is Fatty, Mommy, because he’s so fat!”

      My eyes met Bea’s and a smile broke out across my face as I walked toward her. Instead of being saddened at what might have been, I was determined to accept the incredible gift fate was offering. A chance to make this right. To make her mine again.

      “Fatty, huh?” I asked when I was a few feet from her, quirking my eyebrow.

      Her eyes widened in surprise, or possibly remembrance of what the gesture meant. She laughed and shook her head, setting her long hair swinging. My blood heated as I remembered sliding my fingers into those copper curls, fisting their silk in my fingers as I guided her into position.

      “Meine freche kleine Schneeflocke.” I could feel my naughty little snowflake tremble as she slipped her arms around my neck at the same time I slid mine around her waist.

      “Es tut mir Leid,” she whispered, laying her face against my chest.

      “You’re sorry… what?” I asked, pressing my face into her hair, the memory of the fragrance crashing into me hard enough to take my breath away.

      She lifted her head, tilting it back until our gazes locked on each other, steel-gray eyes meeting those of violet, all iridescent with tears of indescribable joy.

      “I’m sorry, Vati,” she whispered, saying the word her niece had mistaken for ‘Fatty’.

      But I knew what it meant.

      Daddy.

      Hearing the only word that could heal my heart had my world slipping back onto its axis and when my mouth crushed hers, I swore she would never again leave my arms.
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      Beatrix

      My eyes saw him.

      My ears heard his voice.

      My body recognized him the instant he pulled me into his arms.

      Yet I didn’t truly believe he was real until his lips met mine.

      The kiss opened the gates I’d slammed shut five years ago. A flood of memories fought for dominance. A million photos flashed across my memory. Pictures of his face, hundreds of expressions I’d witnessed. Some making me tremble when he looked at me in displeasure. Some causing me to shudder with the acknowledgement of consequences that would require atonement before forgiveness was given. Looks that caused my breath to catch in my throat as they turned his eyes the color of molten steel in undeniable desire.

      Each had me running the entire gamut of emotion, but all had one thing in common. No matter what expression he shared, it only took a single glance for my body to threaten to drop to his feet to dissolve in a puddle of goo.

      I had no idea how long the kiss lasted, all I knew was that when he finally released me, one of his hands had slid into my hair, fingers snarled into curls dampened by snow, his other had moved to my lower back to press me closer to his body where I could feel evidence of his desire. I was not only breathless, I was pretty positive that if he suddenly released me, I’d simply melt despite the swirling of snowflakes all around us.

      “Get a room,” collided with, “Mom and Dad are coming.”

      Feeling heat flood my face with embarrassment at the first teasing suggestion from my brother-in-law and gratitude for the warning from my sister, I tried to step back, but a low growl halted my retreat as well as had my panties dampening. Looking up, I slipped my hand down to encircle Bastian’s waist, covering his hand with mine… or as much of it as my much smaller palm could. After a moment of staring into my eyes, he nodded, releasing his hold but only long enough to draw me to his side, turning us toward my sister who was grinning ear to ear and my brother-in-law who had just set his children down so they could run toward their grandparents.

      “Um…” I began only to see my parents being dragged toward us by my niece and nephew. Lifting my hand, I attempted to finger comb my hair, the effort drawing a laugh from my sister. “Is it bad?” I whispered.

      “Depends on your definition of bad,” Molly quipped, leaning forward as if studying some specimen beneath a microscope before making a decision. “If you mean do you look fresh as a daisy, I’d have to say no. More like you look as if you’ve been fu—”

      “Molly Elizabeth Mullins, don’t you dare finish that sentence,” her husband said.

      Molly rolled her eyes, looking over to him. “Get your mind out of the gutter, sweetheart. I was going to say fulfilled.”

      “Sure you were,” he said, his narrowing eyes telling us all he didn’t believe a word out of her mouth.

      I felt Baz’s body shudder and knew he was attempting to hold back his laughter.

      All thoughts of doing any sort of damage control disappeared as he stepped forward, guiding me with nothing more than light pressure from his hand on my back. We reached my sister and brother-in-law at the same time my parents did.

      My mother’s smile remained, her tilted head showing her curiosity, but it was seeing my father’s eyes darken as he looked between Bastian and me, that told me it was time to introduce the man I’d run from to the family who had accepted me home with open arms and without bombarding me with questions when I’d returned to Texas a different person.

      “Mom, Dad, this is my…”

      “Her plus one,” Molly offered when words simply failed me.

      Sending her a grateful look, I pulled my big girl panties up and began again. “Mom, Dad, this is Bastian Dietrich.” Ignoring the shock that appeared on my father’s face, I looked up at Bastian. “Bastian, I’d like you to meet my parents, Donna and Frank Foster.”

      Bastian held out his hand while I held my breath, only releasing it when my father took his hand and the men shook. Thankful to have cleared that hurdle, I gestured to my sister.

      “This is my sister, Molly, and her husband Monty… Montgomery Mullins.” After Baz and Monty had shaken hands, I continued, “And these cuties are my favorite niece and nephew in the entire world,” I said, loving the fact the twins’ faces lit up brightly as if thrilled at the honor, though, in truth, they were my only niece and nephew. “Cole and Claire, meet Mr. Dietrich.”

      Cole stepped up and offered his hand, mimicking the men he adored. I watched as his small hand disappeared in Baz’s huge one.

      “It’s an honor to meet you, Mr. Mullins,” Baz said, grinning when Cole pumped his hand far more times than necessary. When Claire moved to stand beside her twin, she lifted her hand as well.

      “Girls don’t shake hands!” Cole informed her.

      Claire lowered her hand, looking up at Baz as if to verify her brother’s statement. Baz knelt down on one knee and took her hand in his, lifting it again. All signs of rejection disappeared from her face as he pressed his lips to the back of her hand. “It’s a pleasure to make your acquaintance, Miss Mullins.”

      She giggled and when he released her hand, she threw her arms around his neck and gave him a hug. “You’re bigger than Fatty.”

      “Claire,” my mother gasped while Baz and I burst into laughter.

      “It’s quite all right, Mrs. Foster,” Baz said, standing, obviously not in the least bit concerned that the knee of his suit pants was soaked through or that he had a little girl clinging to him. But when she stuck her tongue out at her brother, Baz said gently, “That’s not very nice. Princesses don’t stick their tongues out.”

      “They don’t?” she asked in all seriousness.

      “No, they don’t,” I assured her. “Cole, why don’t you introduce Gram and Pops to Mr. Fatty.”

      My parents’ oohs and ahhs over the most magnificent snowman the world had ever seen, were suddenly cut off as several speakers went off at the same time asking for attention.

      “This is a customer service announcement. We regret to inform you that, due to a sudden change in weather conditions, all flights have been grounded, until further notice. Passengers in need of assistance, please report to the information desk.”

      “It’s a good thing we’re already on the ground,” Molly said.

      “Right, but we’d better head over to the rental car counter. I have a feeling they’ll be announcing they don’t have any more cars soon,” Monty said as he scooped up Cole.

      “How far are we going?” Monty asked, looking up at the sky where the snow was still swirling, thick as cotton.

      “Rose assured me that Asthall is only sixty miles from here,” my mother offered.

      “Then we best get going,” Dad announced.

      Like little ducklings, his family fell into line, Bastian and I hanging back. “I-I…” Suddenly tongue-tied, I had absolutely no clue how to begin a conversation I should have been brave enough to have years ago. And with Claire happily chattering to Bastian about all she was going to do on her ‘cation, this really wasn’t the time or the place to have that discussion. Still, I couldn’t remain totally silent as guilt flooded through me. “I really am sorry, Baz.”

      He squeezed my hand and smiled down at me. “Don’t fret, we’ve all the time in the world,” he said. As if to clarify, he added, “You might have flown away before, but snow or no snow, I have absolutely no plan to let you fly away again, kleine Honigbiene.” Before I could relax too much, he bent down to speak softly in my ear. “You might be my little honeybee, but I’ll be reminding you of exactly who has the stinger.” Straightening, his eyebrow quirked. “Any questions?”

      All I could do was gape up at him, my buttocks clenching tightly, as other memories rushed through me. “No,” I managed, barely recognizing the sound of my voice. I’d forgotten this man could raise his brow even higher and had an ability to communicate without uttering a word. “I mean, no, Vati.”

      His brow lowered, his lips curled up, his fingers squeezed mine before he released them to slip his arm around my waist, offering both comfort and protection. I knew that no matter what punishment he extracted for my atonement, it would be nothing compared to the price I’d already paid by wasting all those years simply because I’d been afraid.
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      By the time we reached the rental car area, it was quite obvious other travelers not only had the same idea, they’d moved far faster. The lines were long, the voices growing louder as announcements began to inform us there were no longer any taxis, buses, Ubers, or shuttles unclaimed. Ten minutes later, the next announcement stated the only cars remaining would seat no more than four people.

      “That’s fine,” Monty said. “Molly and I will take the kids, and Bea can ride with you and Mom… ow! What was that for?” he asked as Molly’s elbow dug into his ribs.

      “He means, Bea and Bastian can ride with you, right?” Molly asked, though it was far more of a statement.

      To be honest, once I’d seen Baz, I’d joined us at the hip. I’d feel foolish except he’d just assured me I wasn’t going anywhere without him. Still, there was a great deal of assuming going on. I opened my mouth to ask him if he’d be my plus one when he spoke first.

      “If you’ll allow me, I’d like to suggest a different solution, Mr. Foster,” Baz said. With my father’s nod, he continued. “I have a car capable of carrying your entire family. I’m not sure if you’re aware of the condition of the roads in England, but let’s just say they aren’t the best in the world. And in this snowstorm, I’d be willing to say a trip that should take no more than an hour or two, will likely take seven or eight times that long.”

      I watched a wave of exhaustion cross my father’s face as he looked down at his watch.

      “That would put us there around midnight.”

      He’d been the one making all the plans, arranged for the tickets, saw that we all arrived safely at the airport in Houston and stayed together during the change of planes in New York. It was all done out of love, but I knew it had to be extremely tiring.

      Bastian then delivered the pièce de résistance. “The car is stocked with snacks and water as well as blankets and pillows. You can all sit back and rest and my driver will deliver you safely to wherever you are staying in Asthall instead of attempting to drive and follow one another.”

      My mother was quite obviously a fan of the idea as her face lit up like all the strings of lights she insisted grace the Christmas tree every year. Molly had her hand raised as if we were taking a vote, but no one spoke, waiting for the patriarch of the family to make the decision. A glance at the line ahead of us that was moving at the pace of a sloth and the line growing even longer as more stranded people joined it, had him nodding.

      “Sounds like a good plan. We just need to get our luggage.” He paused and looked over to me. Evidently satisfied with whatever he read on my face, he smiled and held out his hand again. “Thank you, Mr. Dietrich. We’ll accept your gracious offer on one condition. It’s my grandmother’s one-hundredth birthday, and if you’re free, we’d love to have you join us in the celebration.”

      “Please say you’ll come,” my mother said. With a grin, she shot a look toward me and then back to him. “After all, Mr. Dietrich, you are Beatrix’s plus one.”

      “I’d be honored, ma’am, and, please, call me Bastian,” Baz said, shaking my dad’s hand once more. “While you retrieve your luggage, I’ll call my driver and have him bring the car around.”
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      Bastian

      I watched the family head toward the bowels of the airport to claim their bags. It hadn’t taken but a glance at Montgomery as I’d transferred Claire to his arms to have him assuring Bea that he’d grab her rolling bag.

      “Are you sure?” she asked, obviously having forgotten my recent declaration. “You have the twins—”

      “We appreciate it,” I said, cutting her off. “While you do that, do your children have a favorite drink? I know the car has water, but I’m not sure we’ve ever had the privilege of hosting children.” I saw a flush moving to color Bea’s cheeks and could practically hear her thinking, not actual children that is.

      After giving me a few choices, Montgomery followed after the rest, disappearing in the crowd that I could swear had swollen to twice its size since I’d stepped outside. Taking Bea’s hand, I led her to the same pharmacy I’d shopped in earlier and set her free. She walked to the cooler holding various beverages as I pulled out my phone. It only took a few minutes to explain to my driver that plans had changed and arrange for him to turn around and return to the airport where he’d dropped me off a couple of hours earlier.

      “I haven’t gotten too far, sir. The roads are jammed, but I will get there, I promise.”

      “I’ve no doubt, James. Call when you’re pulling up. Oh, and transfer some of the pillows and blankets from the trunk. Two of our group are little ones.” Realizing he could easily misunderstand, I immediately clarified. “They are Bea’s niece and nephew. Five-year-old twins.”

      The pause it took before he answered told me he had questions but wouldn’t be forward enough to ask.

      “Certainly, sir. I’ll see you within an hour I’d guess.”

      “Thank you,” I said.

      “And, sir? Might I say I’ll be quite pleased to see Miss Foster again.”

      Well, he might not be so reluctant after all. Still, I couldn’t blame him as he’d often driven us around Germany and had taken quite a liking to my little honeybee.

      Looking over to see Bea adding another bottle of something to her basket, I smiled. “Not as happy as I am. See you soon.”

      Ending the call, I joined Bea and took the basket from her, dropping in several items including packages of biscuits and a few bars of chocolate on top of her choices.

      She shook her head even as she smiled. “You better watch out, you’re going to spoil them,” she teased. “Molly is going to kill me if we give them all this sugar.”

      I reached for her hand that was lifting the chocolate bars from the basket. “The biscuits are for the twins; the chocolate is for you.”

      “Me?” she said with another smile. “That’s sweet, but if I eat all this, I’m going to go into a sugar coma.”

      Bending down, I lowered my voice. “If I recall correctly, and believe me, I remember every single time you came under my teeth, tongue, lips or cock, you’re going to need every square of these bars to get your strength back, kleines Mädchen.”

      Her eyes turned a darker shade of violet as they filled with the longing I remembered as well. I watched her throat convulse as she swallowed hard at hearing the words “little girl”. My cock instantly hardened as if it remembered the feel of those muscles contracting around it as she tried to accommodate every inch of my length. Bending even closer, I pressed my lips against the sensitive place on her throat, loving the feel of her pulse jumping. Pulling up, I added, “Know this, though, mein Liebe, your little Arsch will be bright red, and chocolate will not be the first thing you swallow.”

      Her moan drew the attention of a woman standing close and I just smiled, pressing a kiss to Bea’s forehead before guiding us to the cashier.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

        

      

    

    
      Beatrix

      From the moment Baz lifted his lips from my forehead, I’d been praying I wasn’t leaving a trail behind me as my pussy dripped with arousal I’d forgotten could even exist. A glance at the floor behind me had Baz chuckling.

      “It’s not funny,” I hissed softly, feeling as if my entire body wasn’t only on fire, but that my face was so red someone might start asking about the state of my health.

      “God, you are just too adorable,” he said, pulling me back against him in order to bend down to kiss the side of my neck after brushing my hair over my shoulder. “I’ve missed you, babygirl.”

      I shuddered at the pleasure, and yet, moaned again as more moisture saturated my already sodden panties. My desperation increased as I neared the point of panic. “Baz… I mean, Daddy, please… I-I can’t, I need—”

      “I know exactly what you need,” he said, taking the lobe of my ear between his teeth and nipping lightly. Releasing it, he added, “And though it broke my heart, I even know why you needed to leave.”

      Gasping, I turned to look up at him, the sincerity of his words clear in his eyes. “How?” I whispered. “How could you when I didn’t even know myself?” A more important question begged to be asked. “If you knew, why did you let me go?”

      He straightened and took a moment before speaking again. “Because forcing you to stay would have driven you even further away. Trying to convince you that you needed me would do nothing more than have you question yourself even more.”  As I continued to stare at him, he gave a small smile and shook his head. “And because I’ve always been told that if holding on to something only causes it pain, you need to let it go.”

      I felt tears welling in my eyes, knowing what he wasn’t saying was how much it had hurt him to do exactly that. Though I hadn’t come to England to find him, I would be eternally thankful that the moment I’d seen him, my heart told my soul this was my chance to correct the biggest mistake I’d ever made in my life. I pressed my hand to his chest, my fingers splaying over the area I’d always loved to lay my head to listen to his heart slowing after we’d made love.

      “How can you just forgive me?” I asked, unable to fathom how he could when it was clear I’d hurt him.

      “Weil ich dich liebe… because I love you, Bea. I’ll always love you,” he said, drawing me into him, allowing me to press my cheek to his chest to hear the truth in his heartbeat.

      Standing in an aisle of a pharmacy in the center of Heathrow Airport, while others cursed the blizzard, I sent up a prayer of thanks for the snow that had brought us back together. “I’ll never be naughty ever again, I promise.”

      His chest shook with the laughter that filled the air. It went on with a velocity that had others chuckling and me lifting my head to scowl up at him.

      “You’re making fun of me!”

      “No, I’m not.” His smile never wavering, he stroked my cheek.  “We both know it’s very easy to make promises, little one”—bending close he added—“but did you forget your Daddy will always be glad to help when you forget to keep them?”

      Forgotten? No amount of time or distance would ever have me forgetting all those times Daddy had “helped” me by blistering my butt. Before I could assure him my memory was quite good, my attention was caught by an item being lifted from the basket. When I stared up to find him grinning, I suddenly saw the items in a new light.

      No!

      He didn’t! He wouldn’t!

      Only he would and he had. The items might look like souvenirs someone might pick up to remember a trip, but every cell in my body was stating each had a totally different purpose. And he hadn’t snuck just one item into the basket somewhere along the line. I did my best to pretend I was ignorant of their dual purpose as a second item joined the others the cashier was piling on the counter out in plain sight of anyone who cared to look. A glance at Baz’s face told me he knew exactly what I was thinking, evidently very amused that I was practically hyperventilating.

      As the cashier rang up our items and dropped them into bags, I quickly began to sort through them, making sure the drinks and cookies meant for the children weren’t mixed in with something that was meant for a different type of Little girl.

      “Anxious are we?” he teased.

      “Aren’t you just the funniest man alive,” I said.

      Baz just chuckled, thanked the clerk and grabbed the rest of the bags.

      It took me a few minutes before I felt I could speak without blushing hotly, remembering what the bag swinging from Baz’s hand contained.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      “There they are,” I said, pointing to where my sister and brother-in-law stood, my parents sitting, each with a child on their lap. My folks appeared completely content even though their grandchildren were doing more fencing with the french fries that evidently came with their meal than actually eating. My heart swelled with love for them and with thanks that my boyfriend… no, he was far more than that. It was my Daddy who had extended such kindness to all of them and unbelievably granted forgiveness to me.

      Bastian thanked whomever he was speaking to and slipped the phone into his pocket. It had rung when we’d left the store and Baz had fallen into rapid-fire German too fast for me to follow. Reaching my family, he shared the pertinent details of the call.

      “Evidently the weather is causing quite a traffic snarl. My driver has informed me that it will be another couple of hours before he can reach us.”

      “Are there any hotel rooms to be had?” my father asked. “Perhaps it would be best to remain here.”

      “I’m not sure, but I rather doubt you’d find anything left at Heathrow and it would take just as long to travel to one further away. I suggest we retire to the lounge where you’ll be more comfortable.” Before anyone could object, he’d motioned to a porter who quickly worked with Monty to begin the transfer the mountain of luggage to two carts. I watched as Bastian spoke to another man. When I saw him discreetly pulling out his black Amex card, I couldn’t help but remember that was yet another reason I loved him. He was an extremely rich man and yet I’d never once seen him flaunt his wealth or act as if he were better than anyone else. In fact, when he tucked his wallet away, he went to help with the last few suitcases. As the porters left to take charge of delivering the luggage, Bastian turned to my family and announced the tram would be arriving within a few minutes.

      I spent those minutes standing with his arms around me, his chin resting on top of my head as we watched the snow flurries outside the window.

      “They look like little fairies at a ball,” I said, reaching out to trace the path of a dancing pair, illuminated by a beam of light as they swirled down the windowpane.

      “You will never fail to amaze me, little one. Your ability to find something enchanting in everything allows me to see the world through fresh eyes,” he murmured against the shell of my ear, his hand reaching out to cover mine as he began to sway.

      I smiled, melting into him as we enjoyed our own dance, surrounded by people, but lost in the beauty of the snow that had been the magic we’d needed to find each other again.

      The shuttle’s arrival ended our dance. As we all climbed on board, I discovered I hadn’t realized how tired I was until I sat down. Baz tucked his arm around me as the tram took off.

      “Thank you for this,” I said softly.

      “No need to thank me,” Baz assured me. “Just rest, little one. Daddy’s got you.”

      I nodded, not even flinching as he said words that I’d felt ashamed about loving to hear five years ago. That woman had been young and foolish, too weak to acknowledge the fact that every time I heard them, I’d felt safe and loved. Instead, I’d felt as if offering my submission was declaring me as a weak woman, one from an era that had disappeared decades earlier. Instead of embracing the gift of his love, his protection, I’d told him it was suffocating me. I’d ignored the scream of every cell in my body and acted exactly like a foolish little girl…

      I’d run away.

      The tram slowly drove through the crowds, tired people parting to let it pass. I could see some people sleeping curled up in chairs, several braced against the wall, others still milling about looking a bit lost. And me and my family? We weren’t having to deal with anything because of the man beside me. Smiling, I snuggled just a little closer and closed my eyes to drink his scent in.

      “We’re here, babygirl,” Baz whispered and dropped a kiss on the top of my head. He helped me down from the bench seat and had Cole in his arms before Molly could lift him again. She gave him a tired smile.

      “I knew I’d like you.”

      Baz chuckled and led us all toward a door where a man was standing, prepared to open it. After returning from a trip to a very nice bathroom where I’d washed my face and finally had the opportunity to comb my hair, I found Molly raising a flute of champagne in a toast to Baz.

      “Make that I knew I’d love you.”

      Baz grinned and Monty growled as I rolled my eyes, slugged her arm lightly and told her to get a grip. “Thanks, baby sister, that’s an excellent idea,” she said, reaching to take a second glass.

      Laughing and shaking my head, I took two glasses, intending to give them to my parents only to see they were already drinking from theirs. “Guess you’ve got the right idea, big sister,” I said, taking a sip. “Just means more for me!”

      Champagne sloshed over the rim of one glass as it was plucked from my fingers. “Careful, little one. I want your senses clear when I finally get you alone.”

      As Molly laughed and said that was her cue to leave, my pulse fluttered at the look in his eyes and the unspoken promise in his words. I didn’t question the truth his declaration of forgiveness he’d made in the pharmacy. But I also had absolutely no doubt that forgiveness came at a price. Deciding to shelve that for later, I clinked my glass against his and swallowed the last few sips left in my glass. As his eyes began to shift in color, I felt my belly clutch and knew it had nothing to do with hunger… not the kind that could be satisfied surrounded by not only my family, but other strangers stranded by the storm. My face heated as I struggled to find a safe topic. “Um, do you think we can rustle up some fish and chips or a Happy Meal?”

      Bastian laughed and tilted his head. I turned to see waiters bringing out trays piled high with silver cloches. My mouth started to water as my stomach growled.

      “Your young man thought of everything,” my mother said, walking over to link her arm with mine.

      “He certainly has,” I said, the memory of items packed away in one of the many bags causing my voice to quiver.

      “How are you?” my father said.

      “Perfect,” I said wrapping my arms around him. “I’m better than I’ve ever been. Thank you for this trip. If it hadn’t been for you, I wouldn’t have found Bastian again.”

      “You have nothing to thank me for,” he said, giving me a hug. “If anyone is responsible it is Grannie Rose for becoming a centenarian.”

      My mother wrapped an arm around us both and smiled. “And the good Lord for making it snow.”

      I smiled and kissed his cheek, then turned and kissed my mother’s as well. Stepping back and looking around, I asked, “Where are the twins? Where’s Baz?”

      “They couldn’t keep their eyes open but insisted Baz come tell them a bedtime story,” Monty said as he drew Molly to him.

      “If you ever run away from your man again, I’ll spank you myself,” Molly bent close to inform me. Before I could pretend innocence and ask what she could possibly mean, she laughed and slipped from her husband’s hold and headed toward the food. Lifting the first cloche, she called, “Dibs.” Taking the plate holding a steak and baked potato, she declared, “I’m in heaven. I’ll grab us a table.” She carried her plate to a table set for six, her smile growing even larger as a waiter appeared like magic to refill her glass.

      I could only shake my head, loving her despite her tendency to tease me constantly. Monty waited until my mother and father followed her lead and made their own choices before gesturing for me to go ahead of him.

      “I’m going to check on Bastian,” I said, looking around the expansive lounge. “Aim me in the right direction?”

      He chuckled. “They are in the room at the end of the hall. Last door on the right.”

      “Thanks,” I said, turning toward where he’d gestured.

      “And, Bea?”

      “Yes?” I said, looking back over my shoulder.

      “If one story turns into say… a few dozen, I’m sure they will keep the food warm.”

      Feeling my face flush, I smiled and nodded. “Thank you, Monty.”

      He grinned and stepped forward to grab his own dinner.

      My hunger for food morphed into a hunger for something far more vital for my very soul the moment I saw Bastian not in a room, but outside one, his face lighting as our eyes met, the hunger in his apparent as he beckoned me to join him.

      Glancing over my shoulder, I put on my sexiest smile and began to slowly saunter toward him, swaying my hips to the music in my head, my fingers already unbuttoning my blouse.

      “Babygirl, how many times have I told you that topping from the bottom will only get said bottom turned a very pretty shade of red?” he asked, grinning and pulling me into his arms.

      “I must have forgotten. Please remind me, Vati.”

      “With pleasure,” he said, pulling me into the room and pushing the door closed with his foot.
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      Bastian

      I’d waited five and a half years. Longer if you counted the hours between seeing the most incredible Little girl in the world standing in the snow and watching her morph into the sexist, most beautiful woman sashaying toward me, her fingers undoing a button with every step. The fact that two women could exist as one perfect creature wasn’t the most remarkable thing about this. That honor belonged to the fact that both were mine.

      Mine to tip over my knee before I lowered her pants and pulled her panties down to her ankles.

      Mine to caress the softest skin I’d ever felt and mine to turn that pale flesh a fiery red.

      Mine to comfort and kiss away the tears she’d shed during her chastisement.

      Mine to position beneath me only to join our bodies in a dance that couples had been sharing since the beginning of time.

      And most importantly, mine to cherish, to protect… to love with my entire soul.

      Conscious of the time, I still couldn’t bring myself to rush. Cupping her head between my palms, I bent to kiss her forehead, each of her eyelids, both cheeks, the tip of her nose. I ran my tongue softly along the seam of her lips, urging her to open. When they parted, she gave a whimper of need that had my cock hardening into a rod of steel as I thrust my tongue inside to tangle with hers. It took everything I had not to pick her up and throw her down on the bed behind me. Reminding myself responsibilities trumped carnality, I forced myself to step back.

      Her eyes were glazed with a need so clear they glittered like the icicles hanging from the tree branches outside the window. Ice that burned with a heat begging to be released.

      She needn’t have worried as I had every intention of giving her everything she didn’t even realize she needed.

      “Strip.”

      Her eyes opened, her lips parted as if to speak, but I’d delivered the single word in a tone that would be most beneficial to her if she remembered it. I bit back a smile as she toed off her shoes first, loving the look of surprise on her face when she realized the choice granted her less than a minute’s grace before she had to begin on her clothing. Gone was the vixen whose goal had been to seduce. In her place was the naughty little girl who knew there was a price to pay before the first steps of our dance could begin.

      Only three buttons kept her blouse closed and those were slowly undone before the garment was shrugged off alabaster shoulders. My eyes devoured every inch of skin, every freckle, curve and goosebump exposed as her pants slipped to the floor. I could see her fingers trembling as she reached behind her to unfasten her bra. Crossing her arms over her chest as she dragged the straps down her arms she took a deep breath, her eyes finding mine as if asking if I was sure I wished her to continue.

      I’d never been surer of anything in my entire life.  I was sure enough to step forward, uncross her arms, only releasing her hands when her bra lost the battle to gravity’s pull to fall, revealing breasts that had my mouth salivating to taste and my fingers itching to caress. Her nipples turned as hard as diamonds under my gaze. Stepping back, I allowed myself the time to enjoy the picture she made.

      My little honeybee stood before me wearing nothing but cherry red panties and a trembling little smile. She was the picture of sin and innocence. The sin I appreciated, and the innocence had me vowing to remind my Little girl she was about to receive the education of a lifetime as her Daddy became her professor.

      “You’ve been a very naughty little girl, haven’t you, Bea?” I asked.

      I didn’t need to list her transgressions. The fact she’d known them had been clear with our conversation in the pharmacy. Those words had been spoken, and every one of them was true, but words weren’t what this was about. We weren’t in this room to rehash them. We were here for an accounting of the actions that had allowed those words to become part of our history.

      “Yes… I was very naughty,” she said, answering a question that hadn’t truly required an answer. The fact she’d provided one told me we were on the exact same page.

      Naughty… she’d been way beyond naughty.

      “It’s not that you made the choice to leave me. It’s the fact you didn’t have the courtesy of allowing me to say goodbye. Instead, I returned home to find you gone. Do you have any idea how panicked I felt when I couldn’t find you?”

      “I didn’t mean to scare you,” she said, and while I had no doubt she was sincere, she really had no idea of the depth of despair I’d felt to find the house empty.

      “You didn’t scare me, Bea. You terrified me. I lost ten years off my life as I searched the house for you. And then I lost another decade when I finally discovered your note.”

      I took a deep breath, every line she’d written had played on a loop in my head for months after she’d walked away. It was the memory of the stains that had caused the ink to run that had told me the truth. She hadn’t left because she was heartless; she’d left because she was just as terrified as I’d been. Only instead of fear at losing me, she’d been afraid of losing her heart. I’d known she’d been struggling to accept the person I’d shown her resided inside the incredible young woman she presented to the world.

      Despite everything I’d done, every assurance I’d uttered about how the strength that gave her the ability to yield wasn’t weakness, every promise I’d made to keep her safe, to fulfill her every need, she’d not yet been ready to acknowledge she longed to give all she had to me… so, she’d run.

      The tear stains on the paper might have told me the truth years ago, but in this moment, she needed to know the man she’d run from, her Dominant, was going to remind her what happened to naughty, impolite little girls. The look she’d given me when I’d taken the champagne from her underlined the fact that only after making an atonement would she truly accept the fact she’d been forgiven. Only after her bottom was burning would her guilt disappear. Only after penance was completed would she able to allow her Daddy to offer her the comfort of his embrace as I hugged her to me.

      Her gaze followed me as I moved to place the items I’d added to the basket without her knowledge on the table.

      “Daddy, please—”

      Acknowledging the fact she wasn’t attempting to pretend they would be used as I’m sure the manufacturer intended, I ignored the first of what I was sure would be plenty of cries for mercy. “I knew you’d need some help remaining quiet as we aren’t exactly in a place I can promise is soundproof. Unless, of course, you don’t care if everyone in the lounge hears your cries?”

      Her head shook, her eyes darting to the door.

      “I didn’t think so,” I said as I dragged the chair tucked beneath the desk to the center of the room.  “I trust you remember what to do?”

      “Yes, sir,” she said, her face flushing as she came to stand before me. “I-I’m sorry I was naughty, Daddy. I shouldn’t have left like I did. It was disrespectful…” She lifted her head, tears already welling in her eyes. “It was the hardest thing I’ve ever done, and I’ve regretted it every single day.”

      Her confession soothed me in a way I hadn’t expected. I wanted to wrap her in my arms, to assure her all would be fine.

      As if she could sense my sudden hesitancy, she reached out to place her trembling hand on my arm. “Please, Vati, please spank me and remind me to be a good girl…  your good girl.”

      Her request confirmed what my mind knew. I might have already forgiven her, but she needed the punishment to forgive herself. Nodding, I picked up the first of the items I’d opened, washed, and sanitized in the bathroom while waiting for her to come find me. Offering it to her, I watched her lips part to accept the rubber ball stamped with “I had a ball in London”. The ball filled her mouth and would assure that at least the majority of her cries would be muted. Dropping down onto the chair, I patted my knee. With only a brief moment of hesitation, she moved to my right and draped herself across my left thigh. Her small moan when I draped my right leg over both of hers informed me she remembered the times I’d done so before… despite five years of absence, she knew instantly that this spanking wouldn’t be light. We weren’t playing. This wasn’t funishment. My naughty little girl wouldn’t be allowed up until her bottom was as red as the thong she was still wearing.

      She was far too petite to be able to keep both her hands and her feet on the floor. I waited until her toes were planted and her hands were wrapped around my calves, her fingers securing themselves in the fabric of my pants before speaking again.

      “Are you ready?”

      With her mouth full, she could only nod.

      “Do you remember your safeword?” I asked.

      Another nod.

      “And that you are not to use it during a punishment unless something is seriously wrong. By that, I do not mean if your bottom feels like it is on fire, or you feel the spanking has gone on long enough. Is that clear?”

      A third nod and a slight wiggle had me issuing my final instruction. “Let the ball drop if you are safewording. If you let it fall out simply because you want to beg your Daddy to stop or make promises we both know you can’t keep, then the spanking will start over from the beginning. Is that absolutely clear?”

      This time a full body shudder ran through her before she nodded. I knew she was as prepared as she was going to be and slipped my fingers into the lacy waistband of her panties and slowly pulled them down. As each tug revealed another inch, I studied the flesh beneath the silk. My pulse quickened as my memory proved accurate.

      Her bottom was as beautiful as I remembered. It was heart-shaped and in the exact center of her left cheek was a small birthmark. It was as if she’d been given the stamp of perfection, that small heart the exact shape of her lips when they were swollen from a kiss. Bending down, I kissed the spot and inhaled the scent of her essence and felt that I’d come home. Her trembling might be in anticipation of the pain her spanking would bring, but her moan and the glistening on the pink folds of her sex told of a body preparing itself for the pleasure she hoped would follow the punishment.

      Once her panties were at her knees, I wasn’t the least bit surprised to see a hand reaching back. Not to cover her bottom, but to search for my hand. It was yet another of the things that made her my precious girl. I gave her fingers a squeeze before entwining them with mine, pressing our hands into the hollow at the small of her back as my other hand lifted. It was time to remind my kleine Honigbiene it was her Daddy who had the power to cause her bottom to sting.

      The first stroke had something in my heart settle. The tenth had my soul quieting from the restlessness it had spent five years attempting to overcome. It was the twentieth that had the love of my life begin to buck and wiggle, each stroke placing the first splotches of color to paint the canvas of her Arsch the deep, ruby-red of her panties that had slipped down to become trapped beneath my leg with all of her bucking and kicking. Still, the ball remained in her mouth as her head thrashed from side to side and tears dripped to the floor as my hand continued to rise and fall until every inch of her bottom was crimson. Her head reared back, yet she somehow miraculously managed to retain the gag as my fingers slapped the sensitive area where the curve of her little cheeks met the tops of her things.

      The second souvenir had included some meats, cheeses, and hard candies which I’d immediately tossed in the trash. I was only interested in the wooden “cheese board” bearing a decal of the Queen’s Guard they’d come with. It only seemed fitting that the stoic guards would bear silent witness to this last round of swats. Tapping the board against her left cheek had her tensing and giving the sweetest little whimper.

      “Shhh, we’re almost done. Let this last dozen help you remember that promise you made, babygirl.”

      I lifted the paddle and delivered twelve fast swats without pause, making sure that even if the dozen didn’t help her remember her promise, they’d serve to ensure she’d remember the lesson every time she sat down for the next few hours.

      She collapsed over my lap when she realized the spanking had stopped and fingers that had caused her pain were now stroking as if to soothe. Adoring the soft whimper she gave when I released her hand, I patted her bottom, amazed at the heat the spanking had generated. It hadn’t been anywhere near as harsh as some of the ones she’d earned, but perhaps her body had forgotten the fire a good old-fashioned, over-the-knee spanking could generate. It was my duty to rekindle both the memory and the fire each and every single time she made the choice to be naughty.

      “Reach back and spread your cheeks for me,” I instructed.

      Her head turned back, eyes widening with recognition of what else I’d purchased from the pharmacy as I lifted the tube. “Eeez, oooo, awie,” she said, still speaking around the makeshift ball gag, the words completely intelligible unless you knew her. And I knew her very well, so it was quite easy to respond to her garbled, “Please, no, Daddy.”

      “Would you like another round before you obey?” I asked, quirking my brow as I began to return the lid to the tube.

      “Oooo,” she said, shaking her head.

      “Then be a good girl and spread your hot little cheeks for me. Daddy needs to see so he can finish this lesson.”

      Her face turned as red as her behind as her free hand snaked back to join the other. Fingers slid into the crevice of her ass and slowly pulled the hot globes a fraction of an inch apart.

      I didn’t bother to hide my displeasure. I quick slap on her left thigh, followed by one on her right had her yanking her buttocks apart to fully expose what she’d always considered her naughty girl hole.

      “Good girl,” I praised, removing the top and applying a large dollop of the lube to the wrinkled rim of her anus. “Relax and let Daddy prepare your little rosebud,” I said, knowing the term both shamed and thrilled her. She moaned as I slowly breeched muscles that had forgotten how to open for her Daddy.

      “Open for me, Bea,” I said. “You can do this, baby, push back.”

      She shuddered, her face hidden by the fall of hair as she hung her head, but she obeyed. Whimpers accompanied the press of my finger until the tight ring of muscle surrendered. I soon added another, ignoring the soft, muffled yips she was giving with every scissoring move of my fingers. I knew she wasn’t hurt; her dissension came out of a need to remind me how submissive having her bottom tended to made her feel. I pulled my fingers out and picked up the next item.

      Not having access to my toy bag, I’d created my own plug. After all, necessity is the mother—or in this case, the Daddy—of invention. A cheap, clunky necklace covered with a condom would serve quite well. I’d left the large pendant of the Millennium Wheel hanging out to act as a flange to ensure everything remained in place. She groaned when the first inch of the makeshift plug began to enter her and I smiled.

      I loved every inch of this woman, loved tending to all of her needs, but say what you would, this… this one small part of her I simply adored. My cock jerked in protest, wanting to take the plug’s place, but it was not yet the time for that. I still had one thing left to do to remind her of Daddy’s promise to always know exactly what his Little girl needed.  With the plug seated deep inside and one of the world’s most famous Ferris wheels resting between her hot little cheeks, I patted her hands.

      “You may release.”

      She dropped her hands, and I lifted my leg, releasing hers. As I pulled her panties back into place, I compared the hue of the silk to the plump cheeks I’d just spanked and smiled. Red was rapidly becoming one of my favorite colors for my little one to wear. I picked her up and saw the flash of confusion on her face when, instead of settling her on my lap, I placed her on her knees between my legs. I held out my hand for her to spit the gag into. She opened and closed her jaw a few times as I set the ball on the floor.

      “Thank you, Daddy,” she said. “I’m very sorr…”

      Her words cut off and uncertainty was replaced by realization that her apology would have to wait as she watched my fingers unbuckling my belt. “What did Daddy tell you you’d be swallowing before you had chocolate or anything else?”

      We both knew I hadn’t stated any specific item, but the answer was perfectly clear with the sound of my zipper being lowered and the sight of my cock as I pulled it free. Her eyes locked on the crown which was glistening just as the lips of her pussy had been with every swat of my hand.

      “Your… your…” Her face turned scarlet as she looked up, eyes begging for assistance. When it became clear she would find none, she closed her eyes, gathered the strength I knew she had inside and opened her eyes. “Your cum, Daddy,” she said so quietly I would not have heard her if I hadn’t been listening.

      “That’s right. You’ll swallow every drop of my cum to remind you that your Daddy takes care of you in all ways. I won’t ever hesitate to fill your bottom, your pussy or your mouth with anything to help you remember what happens to little girls who forget to obey their Daddy’s rules.” I gave her a moment to slot that little piece of wisdom into her memory bank before giving another order.

      “Open.”

      Her lips parted and she gazed up at me, embarrassment and lust causing a storm as violet mixed with blue in the depths of her eyes. I slid my right hand beneath her hair to the nape of her neck, my fingers splaying to encircle the column of her throat. My left hand grasped the base of my cock to guide it between her lips. When she began to close her mouth, I shook my head.

      “No, Daddy will tell you when to close. I want to watch your tongue lick every drop of precum up and swallow it. I want to know your throat is nice and slippery before I fuck it.”

      I wasn’t sure she was even aware of the moan my words dragged from her, but I could see lust was winning the battle. It was my turn to groan as I slid my cock onto her tongue. “No,” I said as her tongue attempted to slide free to begin her duty.

      “Have you been given permission to begin?”

      A shake of her head was her answer.

      “That’s right,” I said as she flattened her tongue again, opening her lips even wider. I slid my dick across the surface of her tongue a half dozen times, feeling it leaking more each time it moved back and forth. I’d stop every few strokes to grip the base tighter to stave off the explosion that was fighting to be set free. Another dozen repeats had her whining in need, her mouth filling with saliva.

      “Such a good girl. Do you need to lick Daddy’s cock?”

      Her face flushed, her pupils dilated, her head giving just the slightest dip.

      “Then you may begin.”

      As she instantly began to twist and slide her tongue along the protruding vein on the underside, I groaned. When she slid it over the crown of my cock, I fought the urge to push in further. But when the tip of her tongue dipped into the slit, I was glad I was seated, positive that if I’d been standing, my knees would have already buckled. I could feel her swallow each time beneath the fingers around her throat. I watched every swirl and lick she took and heard every single sigh, moan, whimper and mewl as she worked to obey. As much as I wished to continue, I knew I was close to embarrassing myself and coming prematurely like some untested teen. Changing my grip from around her throat to take a fistful of her hair, I said, “Take a few deep breaths, baby.”

      She inhaled deeply, once, twice, and then a third time.

      “Eyes on mine,” I instructed and once hers lifted, I gave a final instruction. “Close your mouth and keep it closed. You’ll swallow but I want you to save a bit to show Daddy when he tells you to open. Understand?”

      Her mouth had already closed, her lips stretched lewdly around my girth, eyes the color of bluebells practically glowed in need, the northern sets of cheeks pinkened even more while the southern pair were that bright cherry red of candy apples. Rounded breasts already slick with saliva she’d not managed to contain were tipped with plump, raspberry-hued nipples. Soft, copper strands curled between fingers holding her head back as she nodded the best she could. She not only gave the proper answer, she unquestionably made the absolute perfect picture of submission.

      Pressing her forward as I thrust deeper, I immediately felt the resistance when my cock met the opening of her throat. I didn’t speak, she knew what was expected. Understood that though her body might protest, her Daddy would help her obey. Her hands reached up to brace against my thighs as her eyes began to water. It was a battle that would only have one winner. The victor revealed the first time she’d ever knelt before me.

      I could feel her body jerk as her gag reflex kicked in, but her lips only closed around me tighter, proving without words she wanted to please me, to please herself with the knowledge she’d obeyed. A few more thrusts had drool slipping from the corners of her mouth as her throat surrendered opening to allow my cock to slide home. With every muscle contracting around my shaft, with every ragged breath she drew in from her nose, I got closer and closer to the edge of the cliff. And when I looked down to find her gazing at me as if I were her king, I came with a bellow, calling her name. I erupted again and again, Bea struggling to swallow each time, her eyes fighting to stay on mine. God, she was absolutely gorgeous, and my heart ached with love for her. When I finally was spent, I slid my hand from her hair to her cheek.

      “Show me,” I commanded, pulling from her mouth when she parted her lips. Her tongue come out, her mouth opening wider to reveal the pool of cum she’d kept to present to me.

      If I were her king, she was my queen. “You’re beautiful,” I said, sliding my thumb across her lip. “You’re absolutely perfect,” I added before dipping my thumb into the pool. When I nodded, her lips closed around my thumb, suckling for a moment before swallowing. Pulling my thumb free, I dragged her off her knees and into my arms.

      “You’re mine.”
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      Beatrix

      His declaration delivered in a growl had me shuddering, smiling and blinking back tears all at the same time. If I’d ever questioned the existence of unconditional love before, I now had my answer. Anyone who could trust me with his heart after I’d shattered it, was a man who loved with his entire soul.

      When he pulled me up off my knees, my first instinct was to protest, to shout I would kneel before him for the rest of my life. But when he stood as well, scooping me into his arms only long enough to toss me onto the bed, I decided he’d likely ignore any protest I made. He dropped to his knees beside the bed, grabbed my ankles, ripped my sodden panties in two and pulled me to the edge of the bed.

      My blood raced, the butterfly wings in my belly fluttered, and my pussy spasmed as he hooked my legs over his shoulders, slid his hands underneath me to grip my recently roasted cheeks and his grin reminded me this was another yet another way I could serve him. Reaching down, I slid my hands through hair the color of a raven’s wing, my fingers curling tightly as he lowered his head and took that first long lick from the plug he’d placed in my ass to the small bundle of nerves that screamed its welcome as my head dropped back against the duvet, accepting the gift my Daddy-Dom was bestowing on me… his Little girl… his submissive.

      I existed in a haze of bliss, my trembling limbs and firing nerves proof of the magic of my Dom’s skills. It had taken no more than a dozen swipes of his tongue for me to explode… the first time.

      My Daddy then reminded me that permission was to be granted before I was allowed to fly. He flipped me over with no effort at all, his palm quickly reigniting the fire he’d already lit. I begged, I squirmed, I attempted to swim across the sea of white cotton. All seemed to amuse him and none earned me any mercy.

      I found myself once more on my back, my knees pushed up to my ears as he began to feast again. This time, my hands were pinned at my sides with his, our fingers tangled in a connection that went straight to my soul. His tongue pushed into me, seeking to taste as deeply as it could, and when that wasn’t enough for him, he released one wrist, to drive two fingers inside me. A growl had my hand freezing in mid-air, eyes locking on mine with an intensity that almost had me coming as I lowered my hand to the bed. His fingers curled inside me to find that soft spot few men believed even existed, Baz never failing to prove them wrong.

      As he pumped and stroked, I felt the fire inside me burning ever hotter, and when he clamped my clit between his teeth, I barely had time to scream, “Daddy, please, may I come?” before he growled, “Ja,” and bit down.

      I swear I not only saw the stars, I had been flung into an asteroid belt, with absolutely no ability to stop myself from tumbling and spinning among them.

      It was only then that he rose, stripped off his clothes and joined me on the bed. He drove into me with a single thrust and swallowed my scream with his mouth. The third time his order to, “Come, come for me now!” was given a millisecond before he joined me, filling me as my pussy clutched his shaft and tears flowed down my face.

      We’d made love hundreds of times, but not a single one had been like this. As he kissed my tears away, taking them into himself as he had my scream of ecstasy, I realized that this man not only had the power to shatter me into a million pieces—either by reminding me to be his good little girl by blistering my ass, or by reminding me unimaginable pleasure could be awarded—but whatever his choice… his love would always put me back together again.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      I had no idea I’d even fallen asleep until I felt his lips press to my cheek and heard him softly utter, “Wake up, mein Liebe.”

      My eyes opened to find his and I smiled. “Not until you say it again, Vati.”

      His lips curled into a grin that set my blood afire as he bent even closer. “Mein Liebe.”

      If I heard it a million times a million I’d never ever tire of being his love.

      Suddenly aware that while I remained as naked as the day I’d been born, he wasn’t only dressed, he was freshly shaven as well, his hair still slightly damp from his shower.

      “Wait, how did you get to shower?” I asked, sitting up and looking around the room. The last thing I remember is the square of chocolate melting on my tongue as I moaned at the decadent taste. Since my stomach rumbled at just the memory of that treat, I had another question. “What time is it?”

      “The shower is through that door,” he said, pointing across the small room. “And there is just enough time for you to grab a quick one before we join the others.”

      Oh, my sweet Jiminy Cricket! I had totally forgotten where I was and that my family was here! Well, not here here, thank God, but close enough for me to feel my entire body flushing. Before I could go into full-panic mode, Baz chuckled.

      “Relax, little one. Your family is fine. Everyone had dinner, took a nap, and is freshening up before we leave. Now, get that cute little ass out of bed, shower and get dressed,” he instructed, straightening to his full, very impressive height. “Unless, of course, you’d prefer I simply wrap you in that sheet and carry you out to the car?”

      That visual had me practically falling out of bed in my haste to do as he said. He’d laid my clothing on the end of the bed… well, most of my clothing.  I searched the covers for my panties, tossing the pillows to the floor when I couldn’t find them.

      “You can stop searching,” Bastian said with a grin. “Unless you can conjure up a sewing machine, those panties are nothing but a sweet memory.”

      Right… I did seem to recall the unexpected thrill I’d felt as he’d simply ripped them off me. Trying not to think about going commando in the middle of a freaking blizzard, I asked, “How long do I have?”

      His answer of, “Five minutes,” had me flying toward the bathroom. It was only when I was inside and wasting one of those precious minutes taking care of business that I remembered I wasn’t entirely naked.  I stood, shifting from foot to foot as I tried to decide what to do. Leave it inside me or take it out? As my inner debate continued, the door opened, and Bastian placed my toiletry bag on the counter.

      “Don’t you dare touch that plug, little girl. It will come out when I say, is that clear?”

      Well, that solved that problem. “Yes, Daddy.”

      “Good girl, now you’re down to three minutes.”

      “Three!” I shouted as I twisted the taps, and practically jumped into the shower giving a squeal that sounded as if had come from an actual little girl as cold water doused me from head to toe. As I scrubbed as quickly as I could, the water had barely moved from freezing to chilly by the time I washed the shampoo out of my hair.

      My Daddy welcomed me with a huge fluffy bath sheet that was far warmer than the water had been. He wrapped it around my shivering body before settling on the toilet, drawing me between his legs.

      “Thanks, Daddy,” I said, wrapping my arms around myself. “I’d think a hotel would have hot water.”

      “Though this is a first-class lounge, it isn’t a hotel, babygirl. And if you weren’t such a Schlampe you could have had a nice hot shower with me before everyone in the lounge took theirs.”

      I could admit that I’d lost some of my German in the years I’d been gone, but I was pretty sure I’d never heard that word. “What’s a Schlampe? Does it mean a very sleepy and very sexually satiated little girl?”

      His laugh echoed around the small room as he picked up my comb. “Since that would require an additional half dozen words, the answer would be no, but I’ll agree that phrase would also work.”

      The fact he hadn’t answered had me narrowing my eyes and tapping my foot in an attempt to make myself look as formidable as a woman half his size wearing a towel could be.

      Turning me away, he pulled me down to sit on his thigh. “It means slugbug.”

      “I’m not a bug!” I said, attempting to jump up.

      “Just because I taught you that my hand is the stinger, doesn’t mean you aren’t still my Honigbiene.”

      My huff didn’t seem to impress him in the least, especially when it was followed by a squeal of protest as he pulled me back down and both the plug he’d placed inside me and the cheeks his hand had stung far too many times to count reminded me that it wasn’t exactly the best idea to protest too much.

      I guessed those three minutes didn’t include combing out and drying my hair as that took at least ten more minutes as my hair was not only long, but it was also thick.

      Finally, he ripped the towel off, then told me to bend over his thigh. Evidently I didn’t hide my trepidation well because he shrugged.

      “Unless you like to hold your little souvenir a bit longer?”

      I practically flew over his leg and tried to ignore his chuckle at my eagerness. Thankfully, he didn’t require I hold myself open which never failed to make my face flame. I tried not to tense as he began to work the plug out of me. I might not have held one in years, but I’d swear it was unlike any he’d ever inserted in me before. Instead of sliding out smoothly in one firm pull, he seemed to be working it out, rocking it a bit and my inner walls felt every bump and lump. I shivered and couldn’t help squirming.

      “It appears I misspoke,” he said, “You’re definitely more of a Wackelwurm than a Schlampe.”

      That word barely needed translation, painting a picture that had me breaking out into a giggle fest as I arched my back, rolled my shoulders, twisting and turning to become the wiggle worm he’d called me. A single swat he applied to my churning cheeks had me collapsing to drape over his leg as I remembered the plug hadn’t been the only thing he’d purchased. When the plug finally popped free, he pulled me up to sit on his lap.

      At his cocked brow and grin, I looked down to see something that had my mouth drop open. It was a cheap necklace made out of rounded beads with a huge sphere swinging from it.

      “Ohhh…” I said, slapping my hands over my mouth when I understood the lumps and exactly where that orb had been hiding. Looking at the executive who’d made his billions by acquiring old buildings, outdated factories, and businesses in desperate need of help to pull them into the modern world, I wondered what his shareholders would think knowing this brilliant man had walked into an airport pharmacy and somehow decided that souvenirs made fabulous sex toys. Visualizing their shocked expressions at learning exactly what one of the cars on London’s Ferris wheel had been keeping its “eye” on, I completely lost it. My fingers did nothing to keep the giggles inside until I collapsed against his chest.

      “Care to share?” Bastian asked, when I was finally able to breathe with just the occasional giggle.

      Not about to give this man any ideas, I bit my lip and shook my head.

      “Hmmm, well, I’ll just say that wasn’t exactly the reaction I was going for, but I must admit, it was quite entertaining,” Bastian said. He dropped a kiss on my head before lifting me and setting me on my feet.

      He popped his palm against my butt and told me to brush my teeth. Once I had, I returned to the bedroom to get dressed. It turned out my Daddy wasn’t yet done and had definitely known exactly what I’d needed in that pharmacy. The giggles returned as he knelt to help me step into the panties he’d bought. Drawing them up my legs, he grinned and splayed his hand against my ass.

      “These we are definitely taking home as our souvenir,” he said, swatting each of the words emblazoned across my ass declaring me to be a Cheeky Bird.

      I could only smile and, of course, chirp, which had me giggling and Bastian chuckling as he helped me finish dressing. But when he held out his hand and we walked to the door, the giggles disappeared.

      “Bastian?”

      “Yes?”

      “I just wanted to say… thank you. For everything.”

      His eyes darkened for a moment as he released my hand to cup my face between his palms. “Beatrix, thank you for coming back. I know you didn’t return to me—”

      “You’re wrong, Daddy,” I said lifting my finger to place on his lips, cutting him off not to be naughty, but because I knew how much I’d hurt him and couldn’t bear him thinking for a single moment he was to blame. “My feet might not have known they were bringing me back, but my soul and my heart knew my true home is wherever you are. I swear to you, I will never again hurt you like that.”

      A look of such absolute love filled his eyes that mine welled with tears.

      “And I swear to you, babygirl, that even if you do, as long as you return, I’ll be healed.”

      I didn’t know what I’d done to deserve this wonderful man, this perfect Dom, this loving Daddy, but I’d spend the rest of my life doing my best to honor the gift of his love.
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      Bastian

      For the first time in years, I understood the true meaning of what it meant to be free. It had nothing to do with going outside to inhale fresh air or to escape the crowds. I was inside now and entering a lounge full of people and yet I felt completely unencumbered. Glancing down at Bea, I knew she was the very definition of freedom. As long as this woman was at my side, nothing could ever keep me from enjoying every single moment spent sharing my life with her.

      “What’s this?” Bea said as Monty handed her a paper bag.

      “I told you there would be food when you rejoined us,” Monty said. “Sorry about the lack of a fancy cloche, but I’m sure whatever they tucked inside will make up for it.”

      Bea laughed. “Who needs a cloche when I’ve got the most elegant doggie-bag I’ve ever seen?” Lifting the gold and burgundy colored bag to her face, she inhaled deeply and moaned. “Smells absolutely delicious. Thanks, Monty.” She gave him a hug as Molly joined us.

      “Have a nice little nap or did you have time to actually sleep?” Molly asked, her eyes on her sister, and a huge grin on her face.

      “Stop prying,” Monty said before I could. And it wasn’t the words he said, but the slap to her backside that told me this couple weren’t strangers to the dynamic Bea and I shared.

      Evidently Bea had yet to catch on as she replied, “I had a magnificent nap, thank you. It is rather amazing how truly renewing it was, right, Vati?”

      Molly laughed. “I’m glad to hear that, little sister, but for your info, while Claire is infatuated with Mr. Fatty, I know exactly what Vati means.” When Bea gasped, her eyes shooting to me, Molly stepped forward and wrapped her arms around her. “I’m so very happy for you and your Daddy. Welcome to the club.”

      It took a moment but then Bea laughed and the two truly hugged, their joy drawing rather envious looks from others still stuck in the lounge. And speaking of stuck…

      “I don’t know about the rest of you, but I’m so ready to get out of this airport. Who’s with me?” I asked as the rest of our group gathered around us.

      “Me!” was the unanimous chorus shouted with enthusiasm.

      Within minutes, the adults were clutching insulated mugs of hot coffee, the children smaller ones of hot chocolate. I’d grinned when Bea asked if she could have both. Not about to decline her wish, I bent close and whispered, “Yes, and remember, little girl, there are several more bars of chocolate with your name on them as well.”

      She blushed but smiled and accepted the two mugs the steward brought over. Looking around to make sure we’d left nothing behind, I nodded as James appeared. He immediately walked to Bea and lifted her, doggie-bag, mugs, and all, off her feet in a huge bear hug.

      “Welcome home, Miss Foster,” he said before setting her down.

      “I’m so glad to be back, James,” she said, her face beaming. “But, please, call me Bea.”

      He looked at me for confirmation and I nodded. He turned back and said, “We’ve missed you, Miss Bea.”

      Bea opened her mouth to protest but then simply smiled and nodded. “I’ve missed you too. Now, please, can you get us out of this bloody airport!”

      A quick pop to her butt had her jumping forward but a toss of her hair and a shimmy of her behind told me she wasn’t about to apologize for saying the naughty word. I couldn’t really blame her as I’d practically given her permission to be a little cheeky. Smiling, I joined the group as we walked outside to see the snow had continued to fall, drifts of several feet piling up against the sides of the buildings.

      James opened the back door to the car, grinning at the astonished looks of Bea’s family when they realized they’d be traveling in a limousine.

      “It certainly is a beautiful car,” Donna said, accepting James’ hand in assistance as she stepped into the car first. Her husband followed after giving a low whistle, his pat on the first of two booster seats placed in the car, telling me his appreciation wasn’t for the car, but for the safety the seats afforded his grandchildren.

      “Wow,” Molly said, “I can check another box off my bucket list! This is fabulous.”

      Monty handed her the cup from Cole’s hand before the little boy hopped into the car, the nap he’d taken revitalizing his energy. He took his cup back and settled down in one of the seats, his grandmother buckling him in. As the rest of us entered and took our seats, it was Claire who protested being confined to her seat, little fingers attempting to unfasten the harness across her chest.

      I reached over to cover her hand with mine. “Those need to stay fastened, honey. We don’t want to chance you getting hurt.”

      “What about Mr. Fatty?” Claire cried. “We can’t leave him. He’ll be all alone!”

      I could handle a bucket of tears from my Little girl, but when they threatened to spill from this tiny child’s eyes, I was at a complete loss. I glanced at Bea, who looked at Monty who turned to Molly. But it wasn’t the passengers who offered any solution to stave off what was sure to become an even fiercer storm than the one that originally stranded us. No, the hero of the day was my chauffeur.

      He squatted down at the open door and said, “How about we go check on him? I’m betting he’s not alone at all.”

      Claire’s face lit up and she sniffled, but when no tears fell as she nodded, I made a note to give James a raise.

      He drove over to Terminal Two and though the area wasn’t meant for personal autos, James didn’t care and neither did I, willing to pay any ticket necessary when he pulled up as close to the spot I’d indicated as he could. We all piled out of the car and Claire would have raced ahead except for the two arms that swept her up and placed her on his shoulder.

      Feeling a twinge of jealously as James replaced me as her favorite honorary uncle, I took Bea’s hand As we slogged through snow, I understood the absolute certainty in James’ voice when he’d made his suggestion. Not only did we find Mr. Fatty, we found mounds of snow all around him, some taller, some smaller, but it did indeed appear as if there was an entire snow family where only one had stood before.

      Mimicking James, Monty swung Cole up onto his shoulders, neither child tall enough to get close on their own. The rest of us stood back as the men pushed through drifts to where Claire could bend down and press a kiss to Mr. Fatty’s cheek and tell him goodbye. I was sure the only reason the three women were successful in blinking back tears was the fact that Cole shook Mr. Fatty’s “hand” so hard he pulled it free. His face showed a moment of such shock that the rest of us laughed. Monty assured his son that it hadn’t hurt and helped him push the stick arm back in place.

      This time when we once again piled into the car, Claire was beaming and telling us that she was going to build another snow friend when she got to Grammie Rose’s house. It was close to two in the morning, but I added bottles of juice to the muffins, bananas and apple slices for the children’s breakfast. My own little girl tried to claim a box of animal crackers after assuring me she really could eat an entire zoo.

      “Not before you eat some real food,” I growled, plucking the biscuit box from her hand and replacing it with a breakfast sandwich I pulled from the bag. The croissant was quite large, so I agreed to split it with her, passing another to Monty and the third to Frank. Even James received one. Bags of crisps were also passed around.

      The moment Bea finished hers, she settled back with her box of animal cookies and her drinks with a such a contented sigh, that my heart released its last bit of concern that this was only a temporary glimpse of heaven caused by enforced isolation.

      She held up a biscuit with a smile. “You’re like a bear, Vati. You growl and pretend to be a big meanie, but you’re really a teddy bear, and I just want to gobble you up.” She popped the biscuit into her mouth and I leaned down.

      “I seem to remember you already have.”

      Violet eyes grew as large as saucers as her face turned red.

      “What’s wrong with Auntie Bea?” Claire asked.

      “Nothing, sweetheart,” I assured her, reaching into the box on Bea’s lap and bringing out a biscuit vaguely resembling a horse. “She just discovered she’s not as hungry as she thought. Want to help her finish?”

      Claire nodded eagerly and took the horse, demanding Cole needed to share too. I passed out several animal-shaped biscuits, ensuring my return to favorite uncle status, before nibbling on one myself while giving Bea a glance that spoke clearly enough for her face to burn even brighter.

      I’d ridden in a multitude of limos with a variety of women dressed to the nines, wrapped in furs over designer gowns, red-soled shoes on their feet and jewels around their throats to attend many a black-tie gala in my life. But never had I ever enjoyed any journey more than the one I was making with a family of Texas ranchers dressed in jeans and sweaters, wearing boots and puffy coats.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Hours later while James navigated the narrow streets of a small village, I turned to ask Frank if he was sure we were in the proper place. “I thought you said Asthall, but isn’t this Witney?”

      “No, this village is Cote,” Donna said, her eyes sparkling as she gestured to her right. “Witney is just over there, but Brampton is only a mile away!”

      The excitement in her voice told me I should know that meant something, but I was afraid I was clueless. “Sorry?”

      Frank took pity and saved me. “Donna is a huge Downton Abbey fan and Brampton is one of the sets for the show. And, yes, my grandmother does live in Asthall which is ten minutes away, but her house is far too small to accommodate us all. Bea is just as much a lover of history and found us this place.”

      Looking over the roof of the limo, I took in the building as Bea slid her arm around me. “Isn’t it perfect!”

      Glancing down, I shook my head. “It’s a barn?”

      Rolling her eyes, she slugged my arm. “Yes, but it’s a perfect barn.”

      “The kids can run about without annoying any other guests because we have the entire place,” Molly explained. “We wanted everybody to enjoy this vacation.”

      While James started to carry the luggage inside, the family following to begin exploring their home for the next few days, Bea caught my hand, holding me back.

      “I know this isn’t up to your standards, so—”

      I cut her off immediately. “Babygirl, I meant what I said. Where you go, I go, and if that means sharing a stall with you and a cow, well, all I can say is let’s get a ‘moo’ on.”

      She stared and me and then laughed so hard she bent in two, snorting not once, not twice but three times until I put my index fingers on top of my head as horns and snorted myself, pretending to charge. Shrieking, she raced away, and I shed thirty years of being an adult and followed. I chased her across the yard, huffing and snorting loudly as she continued to giggle and squeal whenever I got close. Finally, when she zigged, I zagged and captured her, lifted her off her feet, and swung her around in a circle.

      “I have to pee!” she screamed at the exact moment her family came out to see what all the commotion was about.

      “Good grief, sis,” Molly said shaking her head. “Just because we’re staying in a barn, doesn’t mean we’re going to act like animals.”

      “Speak for yourself,” I said, laughing when Bea snorted again before she wiggled like a worm.

      “Put me down! I really have to go!”

      I set her down on her feet, and we all watched as she almost knocked James over when he came out of the door.

      He turned to me and I shrugged. “When you gotta go, you gotta go.”

      Frank grinned and offered me some words of wisdom. “You can take my girl off the ranch, Bastian, but not even you will be able to take all of the ranch out of our girl.”

      “I wouldn’t have it any other way, sir,” I said truthfully.

      We finished with the last of the luggage and Molly was in the kitchen with Donna preparing a hot meal. Evidently the rental came with a welcome basket as well as a few basic items in the refrigerator. The snacks had come in handy on the long drive, but even the limo didn’t have a microwave.

      When Bea reappeared, she gave me a glare daring me to even mention the fact that she’d changed her clothes. I simply grinned, gave her a hug and offered my help when she was asked to set the table. When the food was ready, we all gathered around the large farm table, including James who Donna absolutely insisted join us for breakfast in appreciation for bringing her family safely through the freak blizzard. When our initial hunger pangs had been satisfied, Monty went with the children to explore their temporary home and grounds, James took Frank up on his offer of a bed to take a nap, the women refreshed their coffee and remained around the table to discuss the upcoming birthday celebration while I joined Frank in the living room.

      I looked toward Frank. “Is there a car rental place nearby?”

      “Good grief,” Frank said, shaking his head. “What was I thinking? I never even realized that by taking you up on your offer, I was stranding you and your driver.”

      “No, sir, you didn’t,” I assured him. “I would have followed on foot if I had to.”

      He gave me a long glance and then chuckled. Looking over at the table where Donna and Molly’s heads were bent close together while Bea was staring over at us, he turned back to me, he said, “I believe you would have, son.” He paused again and then said, “In fact, I’m willing to bet the only reason you didn’t follow her all the way to Texas was because you knew she wasn’t ready.”

      Surprised at his insight, I returned his honesty. “I love your daughter, Frank. I’ve loved her from the first moment I saw her stepping off that bus in München. Something about her had me sending my driver away. While all her friends headed straight for the beer hall, Bea asked me if I knew how to get to the center of town to see the Glockenspiel.” I paused as a memory made me smile. “When I offered to take her, she immediately accepted and then informed me she’d be extremely disappointed if she discovered I were a—”

      “Vorsicht vor Wölfen im Schafspelz,” Frank volunteered.

      My surprise at hearing him speak the phrase in my language gave me pause.

      He chuckled and sat back with a very satisfied look on his face. “Beatrix has always been too trusting. I taught her that phrase when she first started dating. When she grew up and her world expanded beyond Texas, I made it a point to remind her without terrifying her that she needed to remember not everyone was a good person. It doesn’t matter if she was volunteering in Mexico, taking her senior trip to France, or discovering her heart belonged to a man from Germany. She never left the ranch, without learning the phrase in the language of her destination.  The words were spoken differently, but the message remains: Beware of wolves in sheep’s clothing.”

      I already liked the man, but his words increased my respect for him as well. “You’ll be proud that she took your words to heart,” I said before continuing the story. “After we saw the clock, we walked for hours, looking into everything from cathedrals to the smallest little shop. We had hot chocolate at a sidewalk café and shared a slice of streusel. When she insisted she pay her half, I knew she wasn’t caught up in the need for things.”

      “She’s always been an old soul,” Frank said. “Nothing makes her happier than visiting to see for herself somewhere a person in history has lived or something that has stood the test of time. So, you’ll understand that after almost a year of going to our mailbox and finding a weekly letter full of all the things she’d seen, all the places you two had traveled, stories of how you’d made her laugh, forced her to try a dish she’d been sure was disgusting only to discover she loved it, we were shocked to find her curled up on our porch swing crying her eyes out. I knew her heart was broken. I was ready to catch the first flight and confront you man-to-man, but she insisted it wasn’t your fault. That she’d been the one to leave, it had been her choice and you had no idea why she had to come home.”

      “Mr. Foster, I assure you—”

      “There’s no need. What’s done is done and, despite the tears, I understand she needed to shed every single one in order to truly know what her heart has been searching for. And, son, what it needs, what she needs, is you. All I ask is that you continue to love her and protect her.”

      “You have my word,” I said, offering him my hand.

      He clasped it a bit tighter than before, held it a few seconds longer as if passing the mantle of protector on to me. It was an exchange, a responsibility, and a gift I accepted with everything I had.

      After he released my hand, he said, “There’s a car rental place in Witney. It’s just a few miles away. If you’d like to stretch your legs, I’m sure there’s a young woman who would just love to join you.”

      “I’ll do that,” I said, rising to my feet. “Any preference of vehicle?”

      “As much as I enjoyed your limo, it is a bit too much of a car for me to handle. Anything that has a good safety rating and can carry”—his eyes slid to his daughter again and back to me—“I’m guessing the two of you will be off exploring on your own after the birthday party?”

      “If Bea is okay with that,” I said.

      He chuckled. “I’m certain she’ll be far more than okay. So, a car for six and another for the two of you. Unless you’re planning on having James continue as your driver?”

      It was my turn to laugh. “As much as I count on him, I believe I’d rather get behind the wheel myself. Besides, I’m sure he’ll appreciate an extension to his vacation. If you’ll trust me, Mr. Foster, I’ll find the cars we need.”

      “If I can trust you with my youngest daughter, I’m positive I can trust you to pick out a car. And, Bastian, unless I’m mistaken, I believe it won’t be long before you’re a member of our family rather than a guest, please, call me Frank.”

      No memberships or titles I’d earned in the thirty-eight years I’d been alive would mean as much to me as the one Frank was alluding to.

      I looked toward the table where the woman of my dreams sat, winding a copper curl around her finger as she spoke with her mother about something. As if sensing me, she looked over and the smile she gave almost knocked me off my feet.

      “It’s my fervent hope you’re definitely not mistaken, Frank,” I said.

      Ten minutes later, I was helping Bea back into her coat and we slipped out the door. The first thing she did was to go up on her tiptoes, pull my head down so she could kiss me.

      “What’s that for?” I asked after she pulled away.

      “No reason, except that I missed you, Daddy.”

      I didn’t mention I’d been missing her for five years. I remembered her father’s words. What was done was done. Instead, I lifted her off her feet until we were eye to eye. “You’ll never need miss me again, Honigbiene.” After a much longer kiss, I set her down, took her hand and smiled with satisfaction when she seemed a little unsteady on her feet, knowing I wouldn’t let her fall as we began our hike.
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      Beatrix

      I couldn’t help but be amazed that, the moment Baz took my hand and we began walking along the road, I was instantly reminded of all the hikes we’d taken not only in his home country of Germany, but in Austria, France, and Switzerland, where each destination become a special memory. Not always because it was the birthplace or home of any revered person or had some specific historical significance. Some of my favorite jaunts had been chosen with nothing more than a flip of a coin. Heads, we’d turn right; tails, took us left down random roads. The memories were cherished simply because I’d shared them with Bastian. I felt my eyes welling as memories played across my mind. We’d found so many treasures, so many places to share a kiss or to make love when we’d gone off the beaten path.

      “What’s wrong, Liebchen?” Bastian asked when he looked down at me.

      “Nothing,” I said, even as I felt the first tears escape to slide down my cheeks.

      “Then why are you crying?” He stopped walking to pull me closer and used his thumbs to wipe away the tears.

      I thought of how he’d told me the past was done, how he’d proven that, though I might never be able to forget the pain I’d caused, he’d already forgiven me. Those memories and so much more allowed me to give him the only answer I knew to be the absolute truth.

      “Because I love you so much and feel so much happiness, my body just can’t hold it all in, Daddy.”

      His smile and his palms cradling my face only caused me to leak more. I didn’t care what I looked like as I laughed, sniffled, and tried to talk all while bawling like a baby. Bastian just shook his head and held me until I finally got myself under control. When I lifted my arm toward my face, he said, “Nein, little one, hang on,” pulled a handkerchief from his pocket and wiped my face before holding it to my nose. “Blow,” he instructed and since I figured I couldn’t make any more of a fool of myself, I did.

      “Better?” he asked.

      I tilted my head to the side and when a full minute passed with only a single tear making its way down my cheek, I felt it safe to answer. “Much, thank you.”

      “Are you sure? You don’t need anything?” he asked, the handkerchief still in his hand.

      I shook my head. “You’re all I need,” I said, lifting up on my tiptoes to kiss him.

      When I settled back on my feet, he tucked the cloth into his pocket, slipping his arm around me. We’d walked another mile or so, talking about nothing more than how beautiful everything looked under its blanket of snow, when I looked up at him. “I know I don’t need it, but I wouldn’t turn down a cup of hot chocolate when we get to Witney.”

      “Babygirl, I seem to remember when it comes to you and heisse Schocolade, that is definitely a need,” he said, his laugh filling the air around us.

      I ducked out of his arm, and within seconds had a snowball in hand.

      “Don’t you dare,” he said.

      I smiled and cocked my arm back.

      “Little girl, I’m warning you, don’t you throw that at me unless you want your little behind to be hotter than that cup of chocolate.”

      Deciding it would be worth it, I threw the snowball, finding immense satisfaction when it hit him square in the chest. “Bullseye!” I called, then screeched as he made a grab for me.

      We each lobbed snowballs as fast as we could scoop up snow, most missing their target, but when one landed, it was celebrated with a whoop and met with a shriek. By the time the outskirts of Witney came into view, we looked like snowmen come to life. I was breathless from shrieking and exhausted from running.

      “As the victor, I demand the spoils,” Baz said, bending down, and puckering his lips as if he’d just sucked on a lemon.

      I gave an exaggerated curtsey, sinking close the ground and bowing my head. “I yield, sire,” I said and rose, delivering the coup de grâce when, instead of pressing his lips to mine, he found himself kissing a frozen ball of snow. I discovered I still had the energy to sprint and the sense to start apologizing. Granted, the apology was given in between bouts of giggles, but still, it was the thought that was supposed to count.

      After losing yet another foot race and being told there would indeed be a price to pay, Bastian bought me the largest hot chocolate he could find, asking the waitress for a double helping of whipped cream. When my mug arrived, I laughed at what had to be a triple serving of chocolate shavings.

      “I know we walked a few miles, but this has got to be hundreds more calories than I burned. Are you trying to fatten me up?”

      “Don’t worry about calories,” he said.

      “Baz, I hate to tell you, but despite what they say, calories consumed while on vacation actually do count,” I said, smiling when he simply shook his head.

      “Personally, I think your curves are perfect and give me quite the show as they quiver and shake when my palm is bouncing off them.”

      Ignoring my gasp of shock and quick glance around to see if anyone heard him, he picked up the first thin curl of chocolate from the mound of whipped cream.

      “But since you seem concerned, and I don’t wish to have you stressed, you may consider it your Vati’s duty to use whatever means necessary to ensure you work every single calorie off,” he said.

      Before I could ask how he planned to do that, he lifted the shaving to my lips and said, “Open,” and I had my answer. I knew exactly how I’d be paying for at least a few.

      I obeyed, not daring to breathe as he slid the treat between my lips. The quiver running through me had nothing to do with the sliver of chocolate melting on my tongue. Nor did it account for the desire curling in my belly before settling between my thighs. The sole cause of the rush of arousal threatening to ruin yet another pair of panties was the man with the flakes of snow in his hair. The man whose eyes smoldered despite the cold. The Daddy who only had to quirk his brow to have images flash across my vision—pictures of naughty things that I couldn’t deny both thrilled and terrified me.

      It took him chuckling for me to realize I was sitting there, my mouth open and closing like a baby bird begging to be fed. I snapped it closed and from the huge gulp of air I took, I knew I’d also been holding my breath as if in expectation of what he might decide to feed me first.

      “I’d pay a million dollars to know what you are seeing right now,” he said.

      Completely incapable of answering, I lifted my glass to my lips to hide my beet red face behind a mountain of white cream, not lowering it until half the hot chocolate was gone.

      Bastian laughed, picked up the napkin from the table and reached across to wipe the blob of cream off the tip of my nose.

      “God, you are adorable,” he said.

      “And you’re a big old meanie,” I hissed slumping down in my chair. “I’ll never be able to show my face in this village again.”

      “Babygirl, I think you need to look around again,” Bastian said.

      It wasn’t an order, but I couldn’t help but follow his hand as he swept it in the air. When I realized that there wasn’t a single look of displeasure, disgust, or judgment, only smiling faces from the older couple sitting at a table a few feet away, and a grin from the waiter, I relaxed.

      “Okay, maybe not mean so much as”—his growl had me changing course—“the most wonderful Vati of all time.”

      His burst of laughter caused my face to heat again, but I also giggled. I was rediscovering so many things about this man that I’d hidden away for years because they’d hurt too much to think about. Standing, I picked up my glass, moved around the table, and perched on his knee. Bending down, I gave him a quick kiss before sitting up. “Ich liebe dich, Vati.”

      “Not as much as I love you, little one.”

      He slipped his fingers into my hair, drawing me down to give me a much longer, far better kiss. When he released me, I didn’t bother to look to see if anyone objected because the only person whose opinion mattered was the man I was honored to call Daddy.

      We finished our chocolate and set out to explore the village. Baz stood outside in the square and looked around. “What are you looking at?” I asked after he’d turned in a full circle without moving from the same spot.

      “I’m trying to decide where to start looking for a gift for your grossartige Grossmutter.”

      “Bastian, you don’t have to get my great-grandmother a gift. It’s not like she’s going to expect a birthday present from you.”

      “I know I don’t have to, little one, but I want to. After all, if she and her husband hadn’t fallen in love and had your grandfather who found his own love and married your grandmother, who then had your father who married your mother, there would be no you,” he said. “So, while your great-granny might not be expecting a birthday present, I wish to give her a gift to celebrate her part in bringing the love of my life into the world.”

      When he said it like that, it made the upcoming party even more incredibly special to me. I took a moment to look around the choice of shops and pointed to one. “She loves to read. Perhaps a book?”

      “Hmmm, maybe, but if not, at least it’s a place to start,” he said, taking my hand.

      We spent a couple of hours walking from shop to shop, Bastian carrying a few bags with items that had caught my eye or his but had not yet found what he was searching for though he spent some time talking to several of the shop owners. After I’d suggested several items, he’d informed me that he would just know when he’d found the right one and we were running out of choices.

      “Oh, there’s the post office,” I said, pointing across the street.

      “Babygirl, I don’t believe I’m going to find what I want there,” he said, and then added, “but that reminds me, I do need an envelope.”

      Once in the post office, I selected a few postcards to add to my collection, scrawled a note on the back of one with an idyllic scene that had captured our lovely barn, addressed it and stood in line behind Bastian.

      Bastian held out his hand to add them to his single item. When I passed him the stack, he asked, “What about that one?”

      “I’ve got it,” I said. When he looked at the ones in his hand and back at me, I smiled and said the first thing that came to mind. “I want to watch them stamp it and see if they do it differently than in Texas.”

      He smiled and nodded. “Are we going to find it waiting for us when we get home to Berlin?”

      “I hope so,” I said, grinning like a fool. He’d remembered! On our travels, I’d made a point of mailing home a card from somewhere we’d been to remind us of the times we’d spent together.

      Bastian dropped a kiss on my head. “It will have a spot with the others,” he said as we watched the clerk send the first of what I hoped would be hundreds more special cards on its way.

      “Well?” Bastian asked as we stepped back outside and headed to the next shop.

      “Well, what?”

      “Do they?”

      “Do they wh… oh, no, um, I mean it seems like stamping is pretty much the same all over the world,” I said. “But the crown on the cancellation is pretty cool.”

      When I discovered the Thames River was close, I wanted to immediately find it. Then again, I also wanted to check out the outdoor market.

      “It’s really too late to hike to the river today, and we still haven’t gone to the car rental agency,” Bastian said. “We can come back another time. Why don’t you pick out some groceries for the next few days, and I’ll check out the last few shops?”

      Agreeing that was a better plan, we split up. I giggled when I slipped a few extra treats into my basket. By the time I was ready to pay, Bastian returned. “Perfect timing,” I said as the woman finished putting the last of my items into the final bag, which, of course, consisted of all the goodies I’d chosen.

      Bastian looked at the pile and back to me. “Didn’t I hear you saying something about calories earlier?”

      “Don’t be silly. Those only count for adults. These are for Cole and Claire.” That eyebrow rose and I laughed. “Not this time, Vati. After all, what kind of aunt would I be if I didn’t sneak my niece and nephew a biskie or two?”

      “Biskie?”

      “It’s a new word I created to remind me of our story. The biscuit stands for a wonderful, handsome, sweet, kind, generous German. And the cookie represents a Texan from the United States. But join them together and what do you get?”

      “An auntie who is a trifle verrückt?”

      Her eyes rolled but she giggled in acknowledgment. “Crazy enough to bet Merriam-Webster will put it in the dictionary!”

      The cashier started laughing, and Bastian gave in.

      “Okay, but if you get caught by their parents, I’m pleading the fifth,” he said.

      I laughed and grabbed a bag, noticing that the ones Bastion had been carrying earlier were nowhere in sight. “What happened to our bags?” I asked, glancing at the ground to see if he’d put them down.

      “Already in the car. I was pretty sure eight people were going to need quite a few bags of groceries for us to carry,” he said as he handed me another bag.

      Looking at the line of bags still remaining, I took two more and said, “You are as smart as you are handsome, sir.”

      Bastian chuckled, grabbing the rest. Leading the way to the rental agency, he looked down at me. “Good try, little girl, but I’m still pleading the fifth.”

      I stuck out my tongue taking full advantage of the fact that with his arms full, he couldn’t smack my rear.

      “Oh, little one, you’re just asking for a linginlug.”

      I really, really tried to act as if I was totally unconcerned, wracking my brain for the meaning of a word I was pretty sure I’d never heard before. By the time we reached the car agency, I was about to explode with curiosity. “Um, Daddy, I’m not familiar with that word.”

      “You’re not?” he said. “Well, maybe you can discover the definition at the Barn.”

      “You think they have a dictionary there?” I asked.

      “Anything’s possible,” he said, and though he might have tried to hide it, I saw the little smirk he made as he headed toward some cars parked right in front of the agency.

      “Which one is ours?” I asked.

      “Both.”

      “That one is pretty big,” I said, gesturing with my head toward a car. “Why do we need two?”

      “Because, babygirl, as much as I like your family, I thought it would be nice to go off on our own after the party.” When I hesitated, he continued, “In fact, it was your father’s idea.”

      “It was?” I asked, not quite being able to picture my father handing me over without even asking me what I wanted. Evidently, Baz saw something in my expression that had him setting his bags down on the hood of the van, taking mine and adding them to the pile before lifting my chin so our eyes met.

      “It’s not because he doesn’t want you around, Bea. It’s because he is a very wise, very observant man. He’s known you all your life, and though he just met me yesterday, he learned about us through the weekly letters you sent home. But I think what had him give his blessing was when I told him I’ve loved you since the moment you stepped off that bus.”

      I couldn’t help but smile at the memory. After graduating from college, a group of my friends and I planned a summer trip meant to be spent traveling across Europe. One of our planned daytrips was to go to München, home of the famous Hofbräuhaus beer hall. Not a huge fan of beer, I’d circled some places on the map to explore while my friends researched how many steins of beer they could drink. When they piled off the bus and immediately headed inside, something had me pausing, standing on the last step of the bus and looking around. My gaze landed on a man across the street and my heart actually fluttered. Never in my life had I felt such a visceral reaction to anything, much less anyone. Completely forgetting my friends, I approached a total stranger, asking for directions to the Glockenspiel. He’d not only given me directions, but he’d also offered his arm and accompanied me.

      It had been the first step I’d taken with this man.

      “That was the best decision I ever made,” I said, reaching out to take his hand.

      “No, Liebchen,” he countered, lifting my hand to place a kiss on my knuckles. “The best was when you decided to continue the journey we began that day. I’ve told you I won’t let you go again, but, Bea, if you’re not ready to leave your family, I understand. If you want to wait to get another car, I will wait as long as it takes. The choice and the time are up to you, babygirl.”

      I had to blink hard to hold back tears, knowing he meant every word. Asking me if he should get the car proved yet again why I could trust this man never to take me for granted, never to assume he could read my mind, he drew me to him and simply held me until I felt I could speak without blubbering.

      “Yes, please. There is nowhere in the world I’d rather be than beside you, Vati,” I finally managed.

      He smiled, bent to kiss the top of my head before opening the back of the van so we could load the groceries.

      “Ready?” he asked.

      “Yes, I’ll follow you,” I said, walking to the second smaller car. Finding it locked, I laughed and turned back. “Unless this is one of those new driverless cars, I’m going to need the key to open the door.”

      Bastian opened a door, but it wasn’t the one I was standing in front of. It was for the van. “You’re not driving, babygirl.”

      “What? How are we going to get both cars back to the barn then.”
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      Bastian

      I refused to allow Bea to follow me in the second car. “I’ll either walk back to pick up our car or James can drop me off on his way back to London.”

      “You’re being ridiculous,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Not only is it a totally unnecessary trip, I’ve known how to drive since I could reach the pedals.”

      Not about to engage in an argument, I calmly said, “This has nothing to do with you claiming to know how to drive—”

      “Claiming?” Her eyes flashed and her foot stomped as she repeated the word, “Claiming? I’m not claiming I can drive. I have the entire state of Texas attesting to the fact I can, and I have the license to prove it. And we’ve shared a car before, and news flash, the woman behind the wheel was me! So there!”

      The only thing that was going to be proven was the fact she was never going to be allowed to throw a tantrum and get away with it.

      Ignoring her attempt to stab me with the daggers she was shooting from her eyes, I held out my hand. Her look of triumph morphed into one of puzzlement as she saw my hand was empty.

      “Where are the keys?” she asked.

      “In my pocket where they belong,” I said. Closing my hand into a fist, I continued, “And where they will stay until”—my index finger lifted—“the road conditions improve”—my middle finger joined the first—“you take a few lessons…” When her mouth opened, I shook my head, and she wisely took it as the warning it was. “Since this is your first trip to the UK, you need to practice driving on the left side of the road while sitting in the right front seat, hence the need for lessons.”

      For the first time, she began to show signs of remorse, but I wasn’t yet done. I added my ring finger as I ticked off the next requirement. “You provide proof of insurance.” My pinkie finger was next. “You produce the license you are so proud of.”

      Her hand reached across her body before it froze when she realized she didn’t have her purse, that this entire discussion could have been avoided if she’d simply remembered she’d left it at the barn. Her eyes closed briefly before she looked up in total defeat. “I’m sor…”

      My thumb joining the party had her stopping mid syllable. “That apology is indeed a requirement, but that will be given directly to Mr. Johannsen.”

      “What? Who is that?” she asked.

      I gestured toward the agency where the owner was leaning back against the door, making absolutely no effort to hide the fact he had been listening to every word. Bea gaped but did have the grace to blush.

      “Is there anything I’ve said that you have questions about? Anything you wish to discuss further?”

      Bea shifted her weight, looked at her feet, up at me, back to Mr. Johannsen and finally shook her head. “No, sir.”

      A few minutes later, after she made a very sincere apology, and had settled into the left passenger seat, I discovered she did have a question.

      “Daddy?”

      “Yes?”

      “I know you’re going to spank me, and I-I also know I deserve it, but would you… could you… I mean, can I ask if you…”

      “Not have your family be witness to your punishment?” I offered when she didn’t seem able to continue.

      “Yes! I mean, I’d be so happy… well, not happy because you’d still be, um…”

      “I believe the phrase you’re searching for is ‘blistering your Arsch’,” I supplied.

      “Something like that, sir.”

      While I arched my brow, she squirmed on her seat, chewed on her lip, and then sighed. “Exactly like that, Daddy.”

      Within minutes I pulled into the drive and parked, a little surprised to see no evidence of the limo. Cutting the engine, I turned to face Bea. Cupping her cheek, my heart smiled when she nuzzled against my palm. Leaning toward her, I kissed her lips softly. “I would never put you in a position to humiliate you in front of anyone, and especially not your family. And while yes, I will be punishing you for throwing a tantrum, I’m asking you to trust me.”

      “I trust you with my life, Daddy. I always have and always will,” she said without a nano second of hesitation.

      “Thank you, mein Liebe.” Kissing her again, I unfastened her seat belt and between us, we gathered the majority of our purchases to carry them into the Barn. Molly and Monty helped unload the bags of groceries and Molly began to plan what to cook for dinner.

      “Where’s Mom?” Bea asked, looking around.

      “She was driving Dad nuts, so he was going to take her on a walk. The kids heard them and insisted they needed to go too. James graciously offered to drive them. Care to guess their destination?”

      Bea tilted her head, looking up at the ceiling as if in deep thought. “Let me see… I’m not sure? Perhaps you could give me a clue?”

      “Sure. Think of the place that would draw a grown woman who has a kinky fixation with all things Downton Abbey?”

      “Ahh,” Bea said, “Could it be the quaint village of Bampton?”

      “Ding, ding, ding, ding. Tell her what she’s won, Mont…” Molly squealed and spun around when instead, Monty slapped his hand against her rear. “What was that for?” she asked, reaching back to rub the spot.

      “You know better than to judge anyone’s kink,” Monty said.

      Bea looked between them and shook her head.

      “What’s the matter?” I asked coming to wrap my arms around her. “Wondering how you couldn’t have known you and your sister share more than the same DNA?”

      Looking from me to the couple, she said, “Nope, I’m wondering why they are wasting time unloading groceries instead of having hot monkey sex while they can.”

      When Molly and Monty burst into laughter, Bea just huffed. “Good grief, they already have.”

      “When the cat’s away!” Molly offered as her sister turned on her heel and walked back outside.

      I wasn’t positive what that last phrase meant, but from Bea’s amused expression even while shaking her head, and Monty’s chuckle, I could only grin and follow to get the rest of the bags. The limo appeared over the rise in the road as I shut the trunk. James parked and moved to open the door for his passengers, but Frank beat him to it and Claire had hopped down to the ground, heading straight toward Bea before he even rounded the hood.

      “I’ve got this,” I said, relieving her of the bag she held as her niece tackled her legs.

      “We saw a princess house!” Claire exclaimed.

      “You did?” Bea said, reaching down to hug the little girl. “I can’t wait to hear all about it!”

      I watched as Donna began to talk about all the things she’d seen, and I had a feeling there would be several more trips to the village made famous by a television series. Cole ran off to tell his mommy he was starving, and Frank smiled with pride.

      I couldn’t blame him. He had a family so many would envy. One I could only hope I’d be joining in the future… the near future if I had any say in it.

      When I handed Frank the keys, he scanned the area and turned to me. “Did your plans change?”

      “No, sir. I didn’t consider the fact we were getting two cars. Bea didn’t have her license and I’d rather give her a few lessons before letting her loose on snowy roads. We’ll go back later. It’s a nice walk.”

      “Sounds like a good plan, and you have my thanks for thinking about Bea’s safety. She tends to get as excited as little Claire sometimes and simply fails to contemplate what needs to be done.” Pulling out his wallet he asked how much he owed for the car.

      “How much are you charging me for intruding on your family vacation?” I asked.

      “Nothing! You didn’t intrude. You’re not only our guest, we’ve taken advantage of James’ kindness as well.”

      “Then how about we just call it even?” I suggested.

      He paused a moment and then nodded, slapping me on the back as he passed to walk on to the house. Turning to make sure I’d left nothing in the car, I realized James was waiting to speak to me.

      “Sir, I’m gathering by the conversation, you won’t be needing my services?”

      Setting the bags down and shaking my head when he reached for them, I pulled an envelope from my jacket pocket. “The only thing I need is for you to enjoy your extended vacation,” I said, passing him the envelope I’d purchased in town.

      He didn’t open it in front of me, but I had no doubt he’d be pleased with its contents.

      He grinned as he gestured toward the house. “I’m guessing you’re also not returning to Germany with me?”

      “No, not for a while. I think I’ll take a little vacation myself. I’ve seen most of London and the larger cities in England, but I’ve never taken the time to just roam.”

      “If I remember correctly, Miss Bea loves to roam as well,” he said.

      I laughed. “Nothing wrong with your memory, James. Thank you for going above and beyond. These people have come to mean a great deal to me.”

      “Of course, they have, sir. After all, they’re your family,” he said.

      They weren’t, not really, but I’d never been a man caught up in semantics.

      We went inside together, and James made his goodbyes. His departure was delayed long enough for Donna to make him a little snack which Bea packed in her deluxe doggie bag. With a thermal cup of coffee, a box of Bea’s biskies and a picture of Mr. Fatty that Claire had drawn, the man who was far more than a chauffeur to me, took his leave.

      After we’d all eaten a delicious meal and the children disappeared with their mother to take a bath, I finally had a moment alone with Bea. Grabbing a towel, I dried as she washed and when she passed me the last plate, I leaned down and spoke quietly.

      “I want you to say your goodnights, go to our room, use the bathroom and get ready for bed. Then stand in the corner, nose to the wall.” Her eyes locked onto mine. “You’ll think about how to avoid finding yourself holding your gown up to your waist while your panties are at your knees and be ready to tell me what you’ve learned when I join you. Any questions?”

      “No, Daddy,” she said, her cheeks a lovely pink.

      “Good girl,” I said, leaning forward to kiss her forehead. It wasn’t until she was at the kitchen door before I realized I had a question. “Bea?”

      “Yes, Daddy,” she said, turning back.

      “Where exactly is our room?”

      She giggled and I wondered what she was forcing herself not to say, but I let that remain her secret.

      “We’re just down the hall, in the only bedroom on this floor. Everyone else is upstairs,” she said.

      “Thank you,” I said and when I didn’t say anything else, she turned and went to tell her family goodnight.
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      Beatrix

      

      Corner.

      It was just a word… a rather innocuous place where two walls joined in support of the whole. How remarkable was it then that it had the power to reduce a twenty-seven-year-old woman to a very remorseful little girl? I couldn’t stop thinking about how I must look standing here, fingers clenching around the soft flannel of my gown, bunching the pale blue fabric at my waist. Bastian’s instructions to lower my panties to my knees to bare my bottom to the room required I stand with my feet apart in order to keep them from falling to the floor. I looked down to see my bare toes, curling against wide, wooden planks that, at one time, had been covered with straw for an animal to eat to satisfy their hunger.

      I remembered Bastian’s joke about happily sharing a stall with me. A stall where hay would have been laid down by someone who cared about the needs of another living creature. Horse, cow, or sheep, it really didn’t matter. The animal might be able to survive out in the world on its own, could forage for food, would find a modicum of shelter among the trees of the forest or boulders in a field, but it would be far more susceptible to danger without that person. Someone who provided not only sustenance but a place to lay their weary heads without fear of being vulnerable to unseen dangers.

      With that revelation, I had the answer to my question. Bastian was an incredibly busy man. He ran businesses that employed thousands, had worked hard to have the ability and the resources to travel the world, could do whatever he wanted with any of hundreds of beautiful women who caught his eye.  And yet, when he saw me at Heathrow Airport, he’d thrown away his schedule and left his normal life… the life I’d disrupted five years ago by walking away. He’d been at my side from the moment our eyes met outside Terminal Two.

      I was in the corner, gown up and panties down because the man I loved with all my heart cared. If he didn’t, he wouldn’t have forgiven me. He wouldn’t take the time to think about my needs. He wouldn’t stop to worry about possible risks I was blind to. He wasn’t just a man; he was the man who was not only offering me food or shelter but was also offering me all of himself.

      As a partner to explore the world with.

      As a lover to take me to the highest pinnacle of pleasure.

      As a port in any storm, offering his shoulders to cry on and arms to cling to.

      As a disciplinarian to take me in hand, not to punish me for his pleasure, but to remind me that there were consequences to pay for actions that could hurt me either emotionally or physically.

      I stopped fidgeting and fretting about what this evening would bring. Lifting my head, I stared at that crack with blurry vision as tears filled my eyes. Not in fearful expectation of what was to come, but with gratitude that Bastian Maximilian Dietrich was the man who was coming to show me yet again how much I meant to him. How much my Vati loved me.

      “There’s my girl.”

      So lost in discovery, I’d not heard him open the door. His footsteps had been silent as he’d crossed the floor to stand behind me. He wasn’t touching me and yet I could feel his presence, his warmth surrounding me.

      “Are you cold? You’re shivering.”

      “No, sir,” I said, smiling at his concern for my comfort being his first thought. The shiver I’d felt running through me hadn’t been from the temperature of the room. It had been from the knowledge that he was here with me. While I’d been dreading his arrival only a short time ago, now I couldn’t wait to be in his arms, over his lap, kneeling at his feet. The position didn’t matter… I simply needed to be with him. Hungered for him to touch me. Craved to touch him, to show him how much he meant to me.

      “Vati?”

      “Yes, babygirl?”

      “Before you punish me, may I please give you a hug?” I asked.

      His answer came instantly as he turned me to face him, slipping his arms around me to pull me close. I released my gown to wrap my arms around his waist, burying my face in his sweater, inhaling the scent I’d missed for so long. He didn’t rush me, allowed me to decide when I was ready for whatever the next step was. I gave him a hard squeeze, then stepped back a bit in order to lift myself onto my tiptoes and kiss first one cheek and then the other. When I brushed my lips across his, they were lifted in a smile so full of love they melted my heart.

      “Thank you,” I said, letting my arms fall.

      “You’re welcome. It was my pleasure, little one.”

      He stepped away and I turned back to the corner while pulling my gown up again, immediately noticing my panties had slipped to my ankles. I had just bent over to pull them back to my knees when I was startled as he squatted down behind me.

      “Leave them and stay bent over,” he said.

      It was rather strange looking at him from upside down, not knowing what to do, but sure whatever it was, it wasn’t up to me. Thankfully, he didn’t make me wait long. He stood and pushed my gown further up my back. At this angle, it no longer required assistance in staying in position which was a good thing as his next instruction had me releasing the fabric to fold my hands behind me, each hand gripping the opposite wrist. Without being told, I shifted my feet a bit farther apart to balance myself for the first strike of his palm. The strike that didn’t come. Instead, I heard him move away and return to place his hand on mine.

      “Did you find a dictionary?” he asked.

      “A dictionary?” It took me a moment to flip the switch from wondering what he’d just placed in the hollow of my lower back to his question. “Oh, no, sir. I sort of forgot so I didn’t even look. Um, would you like me to go look for one?”

      “That’s not necessary. There is more than one way to seek an answer, and I believe this lesson will be far more beneficial as a tactile experience.”

      Why that sounded both ominous and provocative I didn’t know intellectually, but it had my body instantly reacting.

      He might have chuckled as I felt his finger run down the crevice of my ass to dip between my legs, but I whimpered, knowing what he’d find. I bit back a moan as his finger slid over the entrance of my bottom, took a single turn around the rim and then continued. Another finger joined the first to slip between the lips of my sex. Already slick with arousal, his fingers found my clit which wasn’t the least bit ashamed to be sitting up and begging for attention. A single flick of a nail across the sensitive nerves had me mewl in despair only to be denied as the fingers reversed to retrace their path. I blushed hotly, knowing it was the one part of me that never failed to make me feel completely submissive with every touch.

      I squealed when suddenly something very unknown pressed against me, chilling flesh that had just been warmed by his fingers and his eyes.

      “What is that?” I asked, my head turning back, my body instinctively attempting to shy aware from the unknown object. Bastian’s hand slid along my spine and his fingers splayed around the nape of my neck to hold me in place.

      “This, kleines Mädchen, is part of the definition you are searching for. Consider it the second syllable of your ‘word of the day’.”

      While my mind sought to solve the puzzle, my body couldn’t seem to concentrate on anything but the physical part of the definition. He began to push the object into my bottom. The intrusion not a first but the sensation totally unknown. I attempted to keep my whimpers behind closed lips, but as it continued to force my muscles to stretch, it was impossible. A soft keen escaped but didn’t stop the advance.

      “Daddy, please,” I pleaded.

      “Just relax, babygirl. We’re almost there,” he said without pause. “Your tight little hole is stretching quite nicely. It will soon open wide enough to swallow and then we shall be able to begin the rest of your demonstration.”

      If my face wasn’t growing red from being bent over, it was turning scarlet from his words. Standing half-naked in the corner was nothing compared to being bent in two, legs and buttocks spread wide as my Daddy inserted something inside me. It wasn’t the plug he’d used before. That had been rather funky, but then again, this wasn’t what I’d consider the norm either. I didn’t believe it was metal, glass, plastic or rubber. Whatever he was forcing my sphincter to open and accept felt bumpy as had the one in the lounge, but this also felt slippery and cold. I held my breath as it widened, my muscles quivering in protest.

      “The more you tense up, the more difficult this is going to be, Bea. Stop clenching and push back. It will be easier,” Baz instructed.

      Experience had taught me he was right. That doing so would indeed help to allow the item to penetrate me, yet I couldn’t help but feel that compliance made me some sort of active participant in my own punishment. It turned out that he didn’t really need my help. With a final push, I squealed as my body yielded to his determination. The item slid in deeper than I expected, and I continued to make soft sounds of protest.

      “Just about there,” Baz said, twisting his wrist back and forth to seat it. Even when I felt his hand pat my buttock to let me know he was finished, I realized my cheeks hadn’t closed more than a fraction. The flange of whatever implement he’d used was nestled between my buttocks, holding them apart.

      “Time to see if you were paying attention in class,” Baz said. “Can you tell me what the third syllable of your mystery word means?”

      I actually could and did. “Though I suppose the ‘P’ is silent, I think it means ‘plug’, Daddy.”

      “Correct,” he said, patting my ass again. “What does such a good pupil deserve, do you think?”

      “A gold star?” I suggested.

      Bastian laughed, slid his hand from my neck to actually pat me on the head. “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves, little one. There is still the first syllable to define.”

      The first? I was still trying to figure out the second.

      My Daddy didn’t make me wait long. “You may stand up but go slow. I don’t want you to get dizzy.”

      Once I was upright again, he didn’t speak until I remembered to pull my gown back up to my waist.

      Moving across the room in just a few strides, he walked to the small table that sat beneath the window. On its surface was a pad of paper and a pencil. Suddenly, the first syllable clicked into place.

      “Lines. You want me to write lines, Vati?”

      “Such a smart student,” he said, gesturing for me to join him.

      I took a single step and looked down to see my panties stretched between my ankles. I released my gown to bend but hadn’t gotten far before he stopped me.

      “No, leave them there and get that gown back up. Your bottom is to be bare when you take your seat.”

      I dragged my gown back up, my face heating as he watched me do the naughty girl shuffle to him. Between trying not to trip with my panties impeding my steps and not to lose the object he’d plugged me with, it took me far longer to cross the room than it had him. I was just a couple of steps away when I paused, suddenly aware that something was happening.

      “Daddy? I think something’s wrong.”

      “Wrong? Like what?” he asked. “Are you hurt?”

      “Not exactly,” I said, doing a bit of a shimmy that had Baz grinning but didn’t do a thing to ease my discomfort.

      “It’s hot.”

      “You’re hot?” he asked, stepping forward and placing the flat of his hand against my forehead.

      “I don’t have a fever,” I said. “I’m-I’m hot inside.” His finger moved to my lips but before he could instruct me to open my mouth, I did another wag of my hips that did absolutely nothing to cool the burning. “Inside my bottom! Whatever you put in me is burning. You’ve got to take it out, now!”

      “Ahh, then it’s doing a proper job,” Baz said. “Time to do yours,” he added, giving my butt a little slap before stepping back.

      “But it’s getting hotter!” I said a little louder in case he hadn’t understood the seriousness of the situation.

      “And it will keep burning until I remove it,” he stated, proving he knew exactly what I was experiencing and wasn’t the least bit concerned. Tapping the pad, he said, “You’ll sit here and write ‘I will remember to be Daddy’s good little girl and will not throw tantrums to earn a linginlug ever again’ one-hundred times.”

      “A hundred! That will take forever!” I cried.

      “Then I suggest you get started, that is if you want that ginger plug out of your ass before the sun rises.”

      Ginger! I’d seen him add a bulb of ginger to my grocery items but hadn’t given it a thought. He enjoyed a cup of hot ginger tea and one of his favorite meals was sauerbraten made from his grandmother’s recipe which also included gingersnaps. But to use it like this… as a… a butt plug, was something I would never have considered if I lived to be a hundred.

      Baz pulled the chair out from the table and gestured for me to continue my stroll of shame. I reached the chair and gingerly sat down, and, yes, I actually whined when that word popped into my head. I would never look or think of the root in the same way ever again.

      Ignoring my demonic Daddy’s grin, I opened the pad to discover that my professor had written the sentence across the first two lines. Not one, mind you, but two! If I finished this assignment by the time the sun set tomorrow night I’d be surprised.

      “It’s been a long day, Daddy, and I know you must be tired. This will go a whole lot faster if I just write, ‘I’ll be good and stop throwing tantrums’,” I volunteered. “Then you can take the… the plug out and we can get a good night’s sleep.”

      Bastian laughed. “It will take as long as it takes. Every time you write the line, including all twenty words, you’ll not only be atoning for your misbehavior, not a soul outside this room will know you’ve been a naughty girl today.”

      I couldn’t really complain about that. He could have chosen to spank or paddle me, depending on the souvenir ball gag to muffle my cries enough to keep the punishment between the two of us, but instead, he’d put his thinking cap on and had gotten creative in order to do exactly what I’d begged him to. Punish me without my family hearing. I nodded and when he picked up the pencil and offered it to me, I took it.

      “Thank you, Vati.”

      “You’re welcome, Liebchen.” Dropping a kiss on the top of my head, he moved away and left me to pay the price my tantrum had cost me.

      I’d like to say I did my penance with dignity—well, as much dignity as someone sitting on a bare butt filled with a fat knob of ginger could—but I’d be lying. Despite trying to sit still, every few lines, I simply had to squirm. I could swear I not only felt my sensitive tissues burning as they absorbed the ginger’s juices, but I could feel some slip from me, glide around the flange, and then slide between my thighs and into my sex. If that wasn’t bad enough, despite the shame of it all, I couldn’t seem to stop my pussy from leaking as well.

      I shook my hand vigorously, stretching my fingers to relieve the kinks. Turning the page, I glanced up to look out the window, surprised to see it was light outside. Exactly how long had I been sitting here? The glow wasn’t golden but was illuminating the snow with silver. It was breathtakingly beautiful.

      “Eyes on your paper, little girl,” Baz softly reprimanded.

      Sighing, I dropped my gaze and picked up the pencil again, a yearning coming to me that gave me the energy to continue writing. Though it felt long enough for the earth to orbit around the sun, it was probably more like a half hour before I wrote the number one hundred, penned the twenty words that made up a sentence I’d never forget, or wish to repeat, and ground the rather nubby, dull end of the pencil to make a final period.

      “Daddy, I’m done.”

      “Bring it to me, please.”

      I stood, gripped my gown in one hand and picked up the pad with my other. Small steps ensured I didn’t trip and also gave me time to send up fervent prayers to whatever deity took pity on naughty Little girls to save me the further embarrassment of something slipping or leaking down my legs to land in my panties still stretched between my ankles.

      Bastian could have kept reading whatever he’d occupied himself with over the last hour or so, but he laid his tablet aside and kept his eyes on me. He wasn’t focused on my nudity below my gown, or the panties at my feet. His eyes never drifted to the pad in my hand. Instead, he kept his eyes on mine.  If the deity of naughty girls didn’t answer my prayers, I no longer cared. The goddess of all things wonderful and good blessed me with the look of love in Bastian’s eyes, the soft smile on his face, and the hand he held out to welcome me… I couldn’t ask for more than that.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eleven

          

        

      

    

    
      Bastian

      My naughty little honeybee had completed every word of every line. Her handwriting reminded me of the penmanship of old, the letters elegant and slanted slightly to the right as if bowing slightly. I smiled thinking of the curtsey she’d performed on our hike. The snowball she’d slid between us a moment before I would have kissed her. That defined her perfectly. Part sweet angel and part mischievous imp and I wouldn’t want it any other way.

      Taking the pencil, I flipped the pages back to the beginning. “I do believe my student has earned herself that golden star.” After I drew it in the top corner of the first page, she looked at it and frowned.

      “Well, that’s certainly not the reaction I was expecting,” I said. “What’s wrong?”

      “That star doesn’t glitter.”

      I chuckled and looked at the pencil. “Sorry, babygirl, it appears we are fresh out of glitter.”

      “No, we’re not, she said, taking a step before turning back. “May I pull up my panties, now?”

      Instead of answering, I squatted down and guided first one foot and then the other out of the cotton panties. The spicy aroma of the ginger root I’d peeled and shaped into a plug to teach my Bea her lesson mingled with a fragrance that was distinctly her own.  It was an aroma that had imprinted on my heart and never failed to make my cock twitch. As I stood, I fully expected her to ask for the plug to be removed, I was rather surprised when she asked for something else.

      “You want to do what?” I asked, sure I hadn’t heard correctly.

      “Dance in the glitter,” she said.

      Yes, that was exactly what I’d heard her say the first time. “You do know there is no glitter here,” I reminded.

      “You’re wrong, Daddy, it is everywhere.” Laughter capable of making even the gloomiest person smile, filled the room. “You asked me to trust you, Daddy, and I did. Will you do the same? Trust me to show you the glitter?”

      “Of course I will, little one.”

      “Thank you.” Grabbing my hand, she began to pull me toward the door.

      “Hold on a minute. Where are we going?”

      “It’s a surprise! In fact, close your eyes.”

      “Bea, I’m not leaving this room unless—”

      “You said you trusted me,” she said, cutting me off. “I won’t let you run into anything, I promise.”

      I cupped her cheek with my free hand. “I’m not worried about that, babygirl, but if you’re planning on leaving our room, you are going to put some socks on and you just might want to make another request?”

      She looked confused for a second. “I can’t believe I forgot. My punishment is done, right?”

      “Yes, your slate is clean,” I assured her.

      “Then could you please get this godawful ginger out of my butt?”

      Okay, while her penmanship was flawless, it seemed a few more lessons in etiquette might be in order. But that could wait. Her excitement about whatever she was going to show me was palpable.

      After the plug was removed accompanied by a bit of booty bobbing, I carefully washed her and patted her dry.

      “It’s still burning a bit, Daddy,” she said after we’d gone back into the bedroom and I’d set her on the bed.

      “Nature will take care of that,” I told her, which wasn’t exactly the answer she wanted to hear if the frown and the narrowing of her eyes were any indication. “Or it can always go back in.”

      “Nope, no, thank you, I’m good.”

      She was also chilly. I’d seen the goosebumps pop out on her skin when I’d removed her gown in the bathroom. “You don’t have to tell me our final destination, but a hint would help,” I said, going to the chest of drawers where she’d put her clothing after unpacking.

      “Think Arctic Circle,” she said, wrapping her arms around herself.

      Being a native Texan, she was more accustomed to temperatures well above freezing. I selected leggings, jeans, a cami, a sweater, two pairs of socks and underwear. After I’d tied the laces of her boots, she hopped down off the bed and took my hand again. This time I didn’t stop her when we got to the door and obediently closed my eyes when she reminded me. She took her responsibility to keep me safe seriously, walking slowly down the hall and, if memory served me well, toward the door that led outside. About to ask her what she was thinking, I remembered my vow to trust her and remained silent.

      “Oh, wait, I’m going to let your hand go, but don’t move, okay?” she said softly.

      “I won’t,” I said just as softly though I’d heard no indication that we weren’t all alone down here. When I felt her attempting to put my coat on, I chuckled and took it from her. I didn’t need to see to dress. I heard the sound of a zipper before she took my hand again, so she’d most likely put her jacket on which meant we were going outside.

      She took my hand again, and a moment later I felt a cold breeze across my face. Still, I said nothing, letting her take the lead as this was her dance. We walked a bit further before she stopped, released my hand and a moment later said, “Open your eyes and look, Vati.”

      I opened them to a smile that caused my heart to skip a beat. She stood a few feet away swaying slowly, her face lifted to the sky. I watched and witnessed the magic. Glitter was everywhere. The moon was full, its beams of light reflected off the icicles hanging from the branches of the trees and bounced off crystals in the snow, turning night into day. It painted her hair the color of rose gold. She was as radiant as an angel and absolutely took my breath away.

      I stepped forward and drew her into my arms, bending whisper against her lips. “I love you, kleine Schneeflocke. I always have and I always will.”

      “I love you, too, Vati.”

      I kissed her softly and then we danced.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twelve

          

        

      

    

    
      Beatrix

      I couldn’t imagine being any happier. Every day had been full of exploring the surrounding villages with my family, playing with my niece and nephew, building more snowmen and, of course, lying in Bastian’s arms every night. At the end of the week, I had witnessed the absolute joy on my great-grandmother’s face when she walked through the door on my father’s arm. We’d planned on having a small party at The Barn, but Bastian’s gift had been in the renting of a hall, inviting everyone in the village to come celebrate with us. He’d arranged for dozens of roses, including thousands of petals strewn along a red carpet that sent up their scent with my great-grannie’s every step. There were tables laden with food, and enough beer, wine, and harder spirits to float a ship of Her Majesty’s favorite ship.

      How he managed to arrange a huge, multilayer cake ablaze with a hundred sparklers remained a mystery, but as everyone sang Happy Birthday, I watched Grannie Rose smiling ear-to-ear and clapping until every last one sputtered out. She then stood, thanked everyone for coming to celebrate and announced that she wanted to dance. Rose might have lived a century, but it was evident she wasn’t anywhere near done.

      “Reminds me of someone,” Bastian said, as I stood in his arms.

      “Since I am named after her, are you really surprised?” I teased, looking up at him.

      “Babygirl, I have a feeling you’ll be surprising me every day for the rest of my life,” he said, reaching down to slap his palm against the back of my dress before pulling me onto the rose-covered floor. When the music changed, my father wound up beside us, and as if choreographed, the men effortlessly switched partners.

      “Should I be worried?” I asked as I saw my grannie talking to Bastian as he slowly turned her about the floor.

      My father laughed. “For the first time in five years, I truly believe you’ll never need worry again.”

      I smiled and looked from Bastian to him. “I think you’re right.”
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      Bastian

      No one had been more surprised or more pleased than Ingrid when I’d spoken to her weeks ago to inform her I was taking a vacation. When she asked for how long, I had simply told her when she saw my face again, she’d know I was back. After pausing for a moment, she laughed and said it was about time I got a life again.  After wishing me the very best and assuring she’d do all she could to handle things, I thanked her and rang off. Ingrid had been with me from the very beginning when I started my first company. Hell, she probably knew more than I did.

      Bea and I had stayed with her family until they flew back to the United States. We’d joined them on day trips to explore the area, Rose joining us whenever she could. As I spent time with the matriarch of the Foster family, I learned so much more about her namesake. The two women were like peas in a pod and when Rose bent toward me one afternoon during tea, she informed me that if I didn’t take care of her great-granddaughter, she’d take a switch to my backside. I’d bit back a laugh and promised her if I failed to do so, I’d willingly cut the switch and bend over. She’d smiled, patted my hand and said, “And don’t forget to drop your knickers.”

      I’d almost spewed Earl Grey and fell in love with another woman named Rose.

      We’d found the Thames River as well as a hidden cove where we slipped away and made out like teenagers. We’d hiked to Brampton more times than any sane person should, but as Monty had so eloquently put it, don’t judge another’s kink.

      After flipping a coin, Bea and I headed north, learning quickly that no matter how well you drove, the roads could be a bit harrowing. Of course, that might have been because we traveled on the backroads to really explore England.

      Recalling her father’s mention of dishes Bea had written home about all those years ago, I proposed a solemn pact with Bea to sample any dish with a strange name. Though she drew the line at making it a blood pact, she had me participate in my very first pinkie promise. We both decided Toad in a Hole, which didn’t require a single frog to prepare, made a delicious breakfast, while Rumpledethumps reminded me of the German fare I’d grown up with.

      Bea’s face had turned a delightful shade of pink when I’d ordered spotted dick with lots of extra cream. She got me back when I leaned forward and asked how she liked it. The little minx patted her lips with her napkin and announced it was the best dick she’d ever put in her mouth. That night I felt pity for anyone staying on either side of our room because it took a great deal of squeals, giggles, and declarations that she’d been wrong before an exhausted and sated little girl settled down and went to sleep.

      It had been the most amazing time of my life, but as the proverb says, All good things must come to an end.

      Tomorrow we would be leaving England, or as Bea called it, it was time to abdicate our thrones.

      For the last week of our stay, I’d rented an entire castle. Bea had been so excited when we’d driven over the rise and the castle came into view. “Wait until I tell Claire that we not only saw a princess house, we stayed in one!”

      “And you can tell Cole you walked through Sherwood Forest,” I said, gesturing toward the thick woods that surrounded the castle.

      Snow still covered the ground, but Bea had declared she couldn’t leave without walking in Robin Hood’s footsteps once again. She’d fallen in love with the quiet beauty of the forest and as we spent hours hiking among trees that felt as old as time, it was easy to imagine the merry band of men walking with us.

      With the sun playing the role of glitter maker, the snow covering the ground was magical and evidently a magnet that Bea simply couldn’t resist.

      “Wait here,” she said, turning to plant her hand against my chest.

      Expecting her to request a dance, she surprised me yet again by walking a few feet away and turning to face me. Spreading her arms wide, she fell backwards before I could even react. Hearing her laugh, my heart starting beating again. She began to move her arms up and down at her sides and her legs apart. I smiled as I realized what she was doing.

      “Vati, help me up, please,” she requested, lifting her arms in the air and waving her hands.

      Bending forward, careful to stay outside the marks she’d made, I grabbed her hands and with a single tug, pulled her up and out of the snowbank she’d chosen as her canvas. I set her on her feet and she turned to look.

      “Oh,” Bea said with a sense of wonder. “Oh, Vati, isn’t it beautiful?” she said, dropping to her knees before the snow angel she’d made.

      “It is, but not as beautiful as the one who made it,” I said as I knelt down beside her. Her moves had displaced the snow to uncover dozens of bluebells. She looked up at me with eyes the violet color of the flowers. They were filled with wonder at the beauty that lay just beneath the surface of pure white snow.

      I reached into my pocket to pull out a box and my heart beat harder as her lips began to tremble and her eyes welled.

      “Beatrix Rose Foster, you are more than the love of my life, you are the very soul of all that I am. I can’t imagine living a single moment of my life without you in it. You are my every breath, every beat of my heart, every pulse of my blood. Please do me the honor of allowing me to become your husband, your Daddy-dom, the father of your children. Share with me the joy and the magic you see in the world around us every day. Liebchen, will you marry me?”

      “Yes, yes, yes, yes!” she squealed, leaping at me with such force we fell back next to the snow angel she’d made.

      I was grateful my instinct had me snapping the box closed or else who knew how long we’d be out here searching for her ring. Instead, I sat up, grabbed her under her arms and dragged her to sit on my lap and opened the box again. Removing the ring, I took her hand and slid it onto her finger. A ring of diamonds surrounded a heart-shaped sapphire the color of her eyes. I lifted her hand to my lips and kissed the ring I would be forever grateful she wanted to wear as my wife.

      “Look, Daddy, it glitters,” she said, turning her hand to catch the light, prisms of color dancing across the snow.

      I cupped her face in my hands, bent forward to speak against her lips and said, “Yes, mein Liebe, she does.”
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