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      It was a rare occasion when I could even remember what it felt like to have “symptoms,” but now was one of them.

      You are in a grocery store, for god’s sake. Calm the fuck down, I told myself.

      I couldn’t help it. Finding the unexpected charges on my credit card statement that morning felt like a punch to the stomach. I knew who was responsible from the nature of the purchases, but it didn’t make the panicky sensations any better.

      She bought an expensive handbag, designer shoes, a Charlotte Tilbury makeup collection—all on my card without asking.

      I breathed faster, wondering how I would pay it all off and felt the manic moths beat their erratic, panicky wings against the inner walls of my ribs.

      Hoping the bushel basket displays of local Pink Lady, Ruby Frost, and Gravenstein apples would ground me, I stood still, staring at them and breathing in their sweet smells.

      And I freaked out as the baskets started seemingly to breathe in front of me, their thin wooden slats waving slightly as they inhaled and exhaled.

      “Not real. Not real.” I close my eyes tightly against what I thought I saw. My eyes opened and double-checked to see if they were still breathing or not.

      “Oh, shit,” I darted away from the heaving bushels and headed past the hot, prepared foods; cheeses; and onward toward the bulk bins.

      Roxy was a person without a penny to her name, who also had extremely expensive tastes. She used my card to feed her spending appetite when she knew I couldn’t afford it and that was a stab in the back.

      I hope no one I knew saw me like this.

      Luckily, I went away to Stanford for my first and only psychotic break. No one here knew about me but my family.

      Normally, I managed my disorder well with the right medicine and regular visits to the therapist. But finding the unsuspected charges for $2000 on the credit card statement screwed with my resiliency.

      Not crazy. Overwhelmed. Paying the salon rent. Paying my rent and giving first and last month’s rent to Roxy. Purchasing inventory…

      Breathe.

      Was it normal to feel like this? Like I was being hunted by huge, invisible beasts of prey in the grocery store, for god’s sake?

      Or was it a result of my so-called illness?
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      As soon as I saw the charges on my credit card earlier in the day, during a free moment at my salon, I knew I made a terrible mistake in paying for Roxy’s first and last for a new rental. Not only was I out $1000 for rent on the one-bedroom where I lived, plus the money to get Roxy set up in her own place, now there was an additional $2000 on my credit card.

      Thinking about my shaky financial situation, and that I was in it because of my sister’s greedy spending habits, had me feeling unnerved and, here was the weird part, under attack.

      I don’t mean metaphorically.

      Passing the Greek yogurt and butter, I felt like some wild animal was stalking me. I actually felt hunted, like something big and dangerous with sharp claws and flesh-piercing teeth was about to pounce on me. It would be hard for such a creature to hide inside the grocery store but try to tell my brain. She simply wouldn’t listen.

      It’s going to be OK, I told myself. You’ve handled worse. You can handle this easy breezy.

      That was the thing about dropping your basket. Once it happens, it was no use ever trying to convince yourself it wouldn’t happen again.

      It had been years since I learned I had bipolar disorder. The very word was insulting.

      Disorder, like out of order, as in cuckoo for Cocoa Puffs.

      If you asked me, so-called sane people were crazier than so many of the people I met inside the institution. At least those on lockdown knew they needed to deal with their shit.

      My therapist said I had an advantage. I knew what I was coping with, and I had good strategies for managing it.

      Can I even afford gummy bears?

      Oh, she gets her Balenciaga bag, her shmancy makeup, and her full-blown Bebe wardrobe paid for by me, and I’m sitting here asking myself whether or not I can afford gummies? I know exactly what I’m going to do. I’m going to make her return every single thing she bought with my credit card!

      I marched over to my favorite section of the store: the bulk gummy bins.

      That’s right! I shoved piles of my favorite gummies in the plastic bag, feeling grounded by the cool, heavy metal scoop in my hand.

      The fried egg gummies. Oh, and the blue sharks with the white bellies. I needed some of those, too. I grabbed another bag. In between scoops, I popped a gummy in my mouth. Can’t go without the traditional standbys, and took a huge scoop of Haribo Goldbaren from Germany, nearly filling half the bag with their cute little individual serving sizes wrapped in gold plastic.

      She’s screwed me over in the past, but this time she’s gone too far.

      Chomp, chomp, chomp. I tossed a few more gummies into my mouth.

      Behind me a voice spoke in bass tones, “You gonna pay for those things, little girl, or do you plan on helping yourself to an all-you-can-eat gummy buffet for free?”

      Three things happened all at once:

      
        	I squeal, barely avoiding a scream.

        	I drop all three of my bags of gummies on the floor, and they scatter.

        	I leap up in fright and spin around, clutching my hands to my chest and looking straight at a wall of muscle covered by a form-fitting, gray T-shirt with the logo “1967 Pontiac GTO.”

      

      OK, maybe more than three things.

      “Oh, cluck! I… I… I was so distracted I didn’t even realize what I was doing.”

      “That’s a little obvious.” His voice was so deep, it zipped up my tummy and zinged back down to my pleasure palace.

      So much for high anxiety. If this were the predator I felt earlier, I might actually want to get caught.

      Snap out of it, Chloe.

      “God, please don’t tell the store manager. I’ll offer to pay. I, I don’t think I ate more than a handful.”

      He sounded just like the beast from the Disney movie when he spoke. “I was just teasing you. I’m sure they figure in-store samples are the cost of doing business. Here, let me help you with this.”

      “Thanks, I’ll go get someone to help clean up this mess.”

      Behind me, his voice, though deep, was crisp and clear, “I see you, baby girl and I know what you’re up to. You think you can run away and hide, but it’s a small town. I’ll find you again.”

      I shoved my cart to the front of the store, let them know there was a cleanup in the bulk bin area, and raced out of there as fast as I could.
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      Why she made my cock so hard puzzled me.

      Her ample, curvaceous form was one I’d like to get naked. Full-bosomed. Well-rounded. Zaftig. Fucking delicious. Zaftig, Jax? Really?

      The first place I saw her was the produce section, standing in front of the apples. Hugging herself.

      It was all I could do not to burst out laughing when I heard her talking to herself in the store.

      “I’m luckier than most people. Most people just walk through life, bat shit crazy, spewing their insanity all over the place and never deal with their neurosis.”

      She walked away, and I was on her like a tick on a dog and followed her to the bulk bins.

      Adorable. Adorable and afraid. I could sense it. Why?

      Had someone hurt her? My Dom instinct kicked in, and rage flared up out of nowhere.

      I would protect her from further hurt. No matter what it took.

      She had an ass made for swatting. That was the first unbidden thought which came to mind after she pushed her cart away from me.

      What was she running from? I asked myself.

      It almost seemed like she was afraid of me. Granted, I was definitely a big guy, and I knew my size could be intimidating. But I would never hurt a little girl like her.

      Unless it was to discipline her, and in that case, a little pain was just part of the foreplay. Revving the engine so to speak.

      My cock pushed against my zipper at the thought of her lying across my lap.

      Her sweet ass was a fine sight to behold as she skittered past the bulk bins around the corner. It felt like I was seven years old, and somebody just yanked the last chocolate chip cookie out of my hands. I wanted it back. I could taste it. I wanted to taste her.

      “God, I really needed to get laid.” I said aloud, realizing it could come off as demented if anyone overheard. A sign my period of prolonged celibacy was truly getting to me.

      At age 35, I was old enough to know myself. I was a Daddy Dom through and through, a relationship not to be entered into lightly.

      Tell it to my bloated dick. Down, boy.

      This was the first time in a long time the very sight of a girl kicked off my instinctual urge to not only protect her, but also push her against the wall and kiss her. Pull her hair. Caress her cheek and bite her lip.

      I swear I could still smell her. Vanilla and orange. My little Creamsicle. To lick. “Get a grip buddy,” I muttered.

      Quickly, I shoved a clean, generous selection of the different colored squishy candies in a bag.

      She couldn’t be hard to find. I’d be prepared for the next time I saw her, for I knew there would be a next time. It was a small town, after all. I would find her.

      This town was so small, I could practically sniff her out. Her Creamsicle scent.

      I couldn’t wait to lick her. But lust would have to wait until somehow her fears were dispensed with. It could have been me she was afraid of.

      Captain Obvious. I was a big, intimidating guy. Clearly, I made her nervous. Hell, she made me nervous.

      How long had it been since I wanted anything other than a wham bam out of a woman? Not since Jennifer. Three years ago.

      Getting close meant getting hurt. You couldn’t protect them all of the time. When was I going to learn?
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      The whiskey I’d been nursing for the past half hour in The Saloon numbed the dull throbbing in my knee.

      I felt restless all day and attempted to ease my edginess by throwing myself into the renovation of a Porsche 550 Spyder. It was hard physical work and my old football injury was protesting the abuse.

      I didn’t need to do the restoration work myself anymore. But I wanted to.

      Landing a football scholarship to UCLA from this small town was a dream come true. It was a dream I thought would launch me to the pros until my junior year, when the dream was over.

      As a running back on the team, I was a prime target for slide tackles. During the last game that year, one tackle hit hard and ruptured my ACL. I was out for the season. Reconstruction surgery fixed the tear to my knee, but the rehab was lengthy enough for me to lose my sports scholarship.

      I was lucky since the career counselor at UCLA worked with me to help me identify an alternative path. My love of cars, combined with a business degree, allowed me to return home and open up my shop.

      So, yeah, one crushed dream, crushed right along with my knee during that fateful game, had led to another, which gave me a good life indeed. I had five full-time employees and turned a substantial business after earning a reputation as one of the best auto body shops in Northern California.

      Before the blonde on my right could make another strategic move, for that’s exactly what it was, a calculated strategy, the door of The Saloon opened, and my little girl walked through the door, nearly knocking me off my bar stool.

      She stopped in her tracks, and her mouth dropped open. I saw her look from side to side, plotting her escape. Only she clearly had business inside the bar and reluctantly stayed put.

      Blondie accused, “What are you doing here, Chloe? Always walking in where you aren’t welcome,” she snarled.

      “What do you mean, Roxy? We agreed to meet here and talk.”

      I felt proud to hear my baby girl stand up to rudeness.

      “I don’t want to interrupt your meeting,” I said. “I was just about to head home anyway. Here, the two of you can talk privately.” I gestured for Chloe to take my place.

      “You don’t need to leave, handsome.” Roxy slid her left hand up my bicep, an overtly obvious demonstration of territory. Except she wasn’t the one I was interested in.

      “I insist. Obviously, you two had plans, and it would be rude of me to butt in.”

      I stood up and looked at Chloe; the name suited her perfectly. Sweet and squeezable. Soft and sexy at the same time.

      “It was good to see you again, Chloe.” I stared into her eyes to see if she would look away, and she held fast to my gaze. It could’ve been wishful thinking, but I thought I saw her chest rising and falling at a faster pace.

      Mine.

      My internal Daddy Dom laid down the law. I wanted her in my mouth but tried to think of something socially appropriate to say instead.

      “I hope we’ll be seeing each other again soon.” I exited the bar, leaving the two of them to chat and went out to my 1967 Pontiac GTO named Cash.

      I fetched the sampling of gummies stashed in my trunk, tying the bag shut with a single knot after placing my business card inside. On it my phone number and a note.

      “I’m captivated by you, Chloe. Please text tonight if you can. I’ll be up late and would love to talk to you about taking you out to lunch and going for a hike. I promise to keep you safe—Jax.”

      I didn’t know whether this approach would be effective, but I was pretty certain an overt come on would scare her off. No matter how much I had been thinking all day about playing with her hair while she sucked my cock, I needed to make it clear I was more than just a sexual beast. She fascinated me.

      I trotted back to the bar, ignoring my knee twinges, and went inside. The two women had moved to a booth. Chloe sat facing the door. Her eyes grew wide as she saw me walk in and head toward her table. I quickly approached her and set the lavish sampling of gummies in front of her. She put a hand over her mouth to cover her smile, and my chest tightened with pleasure.

      “I think you forgot those at the store. Don’t worry, those aren’t the ones off the floor,” I winked. “Please read my note and think it over. I’m Jax, by the way.” I walked out before she responded and couldn’t imagine how I would survive waiting for her to text.
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      I had agreed to meet Roxy at the Saloon. Polished Saltillo tile glowed under the overhead lights inserted generously into the dark wooded ceilings. The entire bar shined under their illumination. Hand-carved, elaborate beams and rails surrounding the second floor gently shimmered with years and years of being polished: the epitome of cozy and classy.

      Roxy sprawled on the booth seat across from me and drawled, “So, how do you know Mr. Tall Drink of Water?”

      My stomach fisted. Roxy was always the center of men’s attention. Next to her, I was invisible. I didn’t know what to think of Jax paying attention to me instead of her.

      “I don’t know him. We met,” my cheeks flushed, “Well, we didn’t really even meet. Let’s just say I bumped into him in the grocery store today.”

      “I’d like to let him do some bumping and grinding on me,” said Roxy.

      Typical.

      Also heartless, since Roxy knew what such a statement would make me remember what she did to me in the past. Why did she have to be so malignant all the time?

      My annoyance gave me fortitude to speak to her about something I knew she wouldn’t want to hear,

      “I need to talk to you about something.” I drew in a long breath; it was always a challenge confronting Roxy. Things were never her fault. She always had an excuse, and usually it involved her being the victim of a set of unexpected and unusual circumstances. Somehow, she always needed me to come to her rescue, even though she was the older sister.

      Case in point, Jimmy came over to take our order. Roxy ordered super nachos and another sex on the beach. I didn’t know how she could eat the way she did and stay super-model skinny. And, of course, she would expect me to pick up the tab.

      I had just about had it. “I saw the charges you made on my credit card after I gave you $1200 for the down payment on your new place. You said you needed to move in, and I will help you, even though I don’t have extra cash just lying around. You’re my sister. If you really need my help, I want to give it to you. But you’ve put me in a really difficult situation by racking up charges to my credit card you didn’t even have permission to use.” I could hear my voice rising slightly. “Not to mention those charges were for luxury items. Not survival!”

      Roxy put on her self-justified voice, “I need those things for my modeling portfolio. The clearance rack at Target won’t cut it! I have to look the part to shop myself to modeling agencies. I’ll pay you back when I start making real money.”

      “You’re going to have to make money sooner rather than later. The time to get a job is now. Otherwise, how do you think you’re going to pay your own rent? There’s no huge modeling agency here in Briarville. Anyway, you’re going to return those items and give me back my money.”

      “I can’t! Those clothes and bag are an investment!”

      “Well, I don’t want to invest my money there! And you should’ve asked me. Using my credit card without asking me is stealing! It’s time you grew up and started taking care of yourself. I’m not your sugar daddy. Maybe you should go out and find yourself one. Seems like that’s what you’re looking for.”

      I slapped a five-dollar bill down on the table to cover my Shirley Temple. Roxy would probably pocket the change. I stomped out of the Saloon and tried to slam the door on my way out, but it was one of those hydraulic slow-closing thingies, so my dramatic exit fizzled like a stale Shirley Temple.
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      The nice thing about Briarville by the sea is everything is within walking distance unless you lived out on a farm or up in the hills.

      So, I made the short trek back to my apartment, listening to my boots clump down the sidewalk and sniffing the scents of the spring night air.

      Daffodils. Tulips. Someday, I would have a house and a yard filled with flowers.

      Clump. Clump. Clump. I soothed myself with the sound of the sidewalk under my boots.

      It was so kind of Jax to bring me gummy bears. I couldn’t read what he wrote on the business card he gave me in the bar, certainly not in front of Roxy.

      Her tricks were getting so old.

      Clump. Clump. Clump.

      This was a new low, even for her. No matter what, I was getting my money back.

      I brushed my teeth and climbed into bed with my favorite bunny rabbit, Boris. Yes, I slept with a stuffed animal even though I was 27 years old. What of it?

      Time to read the card. Whoa. An invitation to a date with a real guy. A real hot guy.

      What the hell. Being scared little Chloe had never gotten me anything. It was about time I tried something new and stop being such a baby.

      Even though every time he looked at me, his burning eyes pinned me as if he were a beast and I was his prey, I was going to text him!
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      Lifting weights had done nothing to relieve my sexual frustration. With my head on the pillow, my body felt relaxed and well used, but my cock was standing at attention. Easy, tiger.

      The little girl was like an energy drink for my dick. For the first time in years, he was awake and ready for action.

      I had to learn more about her.

      Starving floozies like the one in the bar were never my type, even though college football players were some of their favorite targets. I preferred voluptuousness. Just remembering Chloe’s pillowy lips and the way they formed a circle when she first saw Roxy leaning toward me at the bar had my imagination running wild.

      I imagined her on her knees in front of me, those soft lips slightly apart, forming the same ‘oh’ shape as she stared up into my eyes.

      “Open your mouth, little girl,” I would tell her. “Open wide for Daddy.”

      Fantasy interruptus.

      My phone buzzed with an incoming message on the nightstand next to me.

      I hoped it wasn’t Forest telling me he couldn’t come into the shop tomorrow. We were working on a 1979 Camaro Z28 that demanded attention from both of us.

      Good night.

      It was an unrecognized number. Dare I hope?

      Who’s this?

      It’s Chloe. The gummy bear girl.

      You going out with me on Saturday, GBG?

      Thinking about it.

      Don’t think, just feel. You've been on my mind all day. What if I’m not ready to say good night to you yet?

      It’s only 9 o’clock. What do you want to tell me?

      So many things, little girl. I don’t want to scare you off, though.

      I don’t scare easy. LOL. Lie.

      Best wait then, sweetie. I’ll text you tomorrow with plans for our date. Sweet dreams.

      You too.

      Whether or not she knew it, Chloe gave off a strong little vibe. Which meant my mind went to all the ways I wanted to daddy her. First I'd control her, command her, dominate her, and use her. Then I'd touch her, hold her, kiss her, and make her feel safe. I'd love to have her on my lap, her juicy bottom rubbing all over my dick until both of us were worked into a frenzy. 

      I imagined her asking, "Do you think I'm wearing panties now?" I'd slip my hand inside her silk undies and finger her throbbing clit until she moaned, "When you pull my hair, it makes me want to come, daddy."

      So many sinful things to teach her. 

      I just hoped she'd be a willing student. 

      Some littles liked to act younger than they really are. I wanted to be for her all the best parts of what an ideal daddy provides: unconditional love and affection, strength and honor, discipline as needed, and undivided attention.

      It wasn’t just her attire that led me to believe she'd be my baby girl, though she dressed in accordance with little style. Today, she was in a grey tank top with bridle-like shoulder buckles that held it up. A soft, matching sweater slipped off her shoulders and the sleeves were so long they nearly covered all her fingers. Her flouncy knitted skirt had a waist which came up just underneath her breasts, like a corset. I had memorized the entire ensemble, but most unforgettable of all were the thigh-high knitted matching stockings, revealing a mouthwatering view of her bare upper thigh.

      And, of course, I caught her being naughty. Sampling the kaleidoscope of gummies, also pointed to her little tendencies.

      Hard to imagine her ever being a brat, but I would like to encourage her sass. Sass meant discipline.

      I wondered whether she was lying in bed, feeling as aroused as me.

      I wish I could’ve let her know my mind was busy thinking about all the things I wanted to do to make her feel good.

      Too soon.

      I wish I could tell her, “You really aren’t that innocent. You’re a naughty little girl is what you are.” And have it be true.

      I wanted her to understand my rule was when I said get those panties off; it meant now.

      Better yet, I wouldn’t let her wear panties.

      Those things would have to wait. She wasn’t mine yet. But she would be.

      Question was, would I be able to handle it? Could I deal with having another little after Jenny? After having a relationship, which ended in the worst possible way.
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      I woke up in the middle of the night and fought to control my swirling emotions.  I’d had a nightmare about Roxy never paying me back for the things she charged on my card.

      The thoughts kept me awake from 1 a.m. until 4:30 a.m. I used the time to read one of my favorite authors, Dani Wyatt, on my Kindle.

      The only way I ever got lucky was with book boyfriends, and the ones that got my juices going were hopelessly romantic and commanding.

      So yeah, if I wrote the script for my life, it definitely wouldn’t turn out, so I turned 27 without ever being kissed or going out on a date. I’d be like one of the characters in the books I loved so much.

      Someone’s dirty little princess who was cherished and taken care of.

      So far, it hadn’t been in the cards. I had never spent real romantic time with a guy who excited me.

      As far as my love life went, I could describe it in one sentence: It didn’t go as planned.

      No wonder I woke up this morning with the trembling feels of anticipation in my chest.

      Jax.

      The only splash of cold water on that excitement was dealing with Roxy.

      It was never an agreeable conversation when she wasn’t getting what she wanted, but her heyday of mooching off me was over. It had to be.

      I couldn’t understand why she acted as if it was rude not to allow her to use my credit card for frivolous crap she believed necessary.

      It was completely crazy making.

      So why did I feel bad asking her to pay the money back? I actually felt guilty.

      Hence, therapy.

      Aside from all the Roxy drama, it was my fave day, Friday. Self-care day.

      After therapy, I was meeting Ariana, Gracie and Sofie to sample a special menu arranged by the Unicorn Cafe: rainbow fruit cups, unicorn popcorn with sprinkles, pepperoni pizza, lemony cucumber cream cheese sandwiches and Cheetos. Gracie was excellent at organizing fun events like this.

      Maybe I could forget Roxy for a while.

      For sure, the tingle of anticipation which zinged through me every time I thought of Jax was not going away anytime soon.

      I didn’t want it to.
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      As always, my therapist nailed it in helping me understand the BS that was always part of being human.

      My one extravagance was my Cocoa Daisy planner, which my therapist Trixie said was good for me due to all the good endorphins it induced. I had a tab labeled “therapy” and kept a list of questions going so I could maximize my time with Trixie.

      The first question I had was why the hell I freaked the fuck out at the grocery store after finding out about Roxy’s charges. It was the first time since my break I had felt anything close to that way.

      Trixie was spot on when she said, “She triggered you. It’s a betrayal. A different version of what your sister did to you in high school. It reminded you of what happened back then.”

      I asked her about the guilt I was feeling with setting boundaries for Roxy, and she said such things were never easy when we were accustomed to taking care of people in a certain way. Now I was ready to acknowledge enabling Roxy and allowing her to get away with taking money from me was not doing her any favors. Not to mention it increased my stress, which was not good for my bipolar disorder. This represented growth, with which came growing pains.

      I shared all of this while munching pepperoni pizza with the girls, and Sofie came right out with it. “Of course, she’s going to get mad any time you mention her paying you back or taking care of her own lazy ass self. You’re her golden goose. Why should she give it up?”

      I jotted down, “Golden goose. Financial stress,” in my planner, which I carried with me everywhere.

      “You’re right. I don’t know why I didn’t see it before. I guess I couldn’t admit to myself she would use me so badly.”

      “Enough about her!” Ariana swatted the air in front of her. “Tell us about this hot date you’re going out on.”

      There weren’t many people I just clicked with, but these three got me. They made my life so much better just by being in it.

      I told them all about Jax while they demolished the food in front of them.

      “Yeah, I’m into fitness,” Gracie said when I filled them in about tall, dark, and manly, “fitness whole pizza in my mouth!”

      “Never gets old.” Sofie shook her head.

      “I love you guys. I don’t know what I’d do without you,” I said, and shoved a handful of Cheetos in my mouth. “You guys are my relationship goals.”
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      Chloe and I met at the Pinup Paradise Diner. I wanted to feed her a nutritious breakfast before driving out to the coast to harvest mussels and go walking on the beach. I got there early and waited for her outside, and the smell of bacon coming from inside was like crack.

      Speaking of crack, thoughts of my mouth on Chloe’s body consumed me. She had my dick raging hard since I met her, and it grew harder with every step she took on the sidewalk coming toward me. She wore a tight pink T-shirt which said “cute but psycho” beneath a track suit with matching jacket and sweatpants. The running outfit made me want to chase her.

      My baby cast a magic spell over me, which made my erection grow exponentially every minute that passed without being inside of her. It was like being a teenager again. Only now, I knew exactly what to do to my sweet little fairy. I would respect her, adore her, dominate her until she smeared her sweet honey all over my rigid cock.

      She was mine. Crazy as it sounded, I already felt it in my bones.

      God, my imagination was fucking her like crazy while she sat innocently beside me on the bench seat of the booth. I stared at the slope of her neck revealed by her high ponytail and wanted to bite it.

      She looked so sweet sitting next to me. I couldn’t help myself and leaned down to place a kiss just above her collarbone. And licked. Just a tiny one. To taste.

      The owners lined the lower half of the diner walls in corrugated tin, and I tried counting the grooves to take my insatiable mind off bending her over the table and fucking her hard.

      It killed me to watch her put spoon after spoonful of cream of wheat into her swollen mouth.

      She kept licking her lips to clean a tiny dollop or two from her kisser. Every time she did so it sent a hot zing to my cock. Down, boy.

      “Are you ready to crawl on some rocks with me today?”

      “I guess so,” she said. “Never been musseling before. I enjoy looking in the tide pools, though.”

      “That may be your job today, little one. The waves can get fierce along the lost coast, and you need to stay safe. I have some spots in mind for you.”

      Chloe blew on her chamomile tea to cool it off before sipping, and again the sight of her pursing lips went straight to my groin. I wasn’t sure how I would survive this day without tasting her on my lips.

      “OK. I love to look at the starfish and hermit crabs. I’ll be happy playing there.” She took a small box out of her purse and put three pills into her palm. She grabbed the water and tossed it back, along with the pills.

      I felt my gut grab around my breakfast.

      “What are those if it’s not impolite to ask? Are you sick?”

      I felt an outburst of familiar emotion in my chest. Jenny.

      “Not at all. I take them to stay healthy.”

      Jenny had been sick. She took pills. Only a doctor didn’t prescribe hers. She took them to seek comfort in that good feeling she got from her addiction. Eventually, they no longer gave her the comfort she sought. Only a temporary escape from her cravings.

      “I’m healthy as a horse. I’ll tell you all about it someday if you’re really interested, but it’s not exactly first date material.”

      “OK, it can wait. We will need to discuss it soon, though. It’s my job to take care of you.”

      She giggled, thinking I was joking.

      “No joke.”

      Her tee hee cut off abruptly.

      I spooned creamed wheat into her mouth and wiped off the portion that clung to her bottom lip. “I’ll protect you and keep you safe, baby girl. You’ll see.” I pet her hair and fed her the rest of her porridge. “Now be good and finish your strawberries,” I told her. “You need your strength for playing on the beach today.”

      And tried to keep my mind off her on her knees, mouth stretched wide open by my rigid cock.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      I opened the door of my Pontiac for Chloe and reached in to fasten her seatbelt for her. It crossed my mind the reason I had restored this car was just to get to this day when I could look down on her sweet, perky tits and fuckable body in the passenger seat.

      Smiling to myself, I shut her door.

      I started the car and headed north out of town toward Cape Mendocino. “Have you ever been to the beach on the road to Petrolia?” I asked.

      “Not since I was a real little girl. I remember it’s pretty, though.”

      “I think it must be one of the most beautiful places in the world.” My hand dwarfed hers when I reached for her.

      “So, who was your friend at the bar last night?”

      “She’s not my friend; she’s my sister.” If I didn’t know any better, I’d say that Chloe’s barely down-turned mouth emoted a touch of disgust.

      “Wow. I would not have guessed.”

      “Yeah, I get that a lot. We don’t really look anything like each other. She’s the pretty one.”

      “Hey! How can you say that?”

      “Isn’t it obvious? She looks like a supermodel and I, well, I’m just ordinary. The plump one.” She made air quotes around the word plump.

      This was the first date, so I needed to keep my cool. Not scare her off. But when she became my little, we’d revisit that remark. She’d just earned her first spanking. My hand clenched hers more tightly with the reflex to lay her across my lap and spank her beautiful ass.

      This was no time to think along those lines. I could feel my cock growing hard in my pants at the idea of training her to be my good girl.

      I could hardly wait until the day that happened.

      “You’re gorgeous, Chloe. And it’s not just your looks, it’s the way you carry yourself. You come across as innocent and extremely sensual at the same time. To be honest, I find it nearly impossible to keep my hands off you even though we’ve only just met.”

      Chloe pulled her lips in toward her teeth and turned her head to stare outside the passenger window. I let my words sink in as we traveled the winding, steep road.

      When we rounded a curve at the summit of a mountain and the Pacific Ocean came into view below us, Chloe sucked in her breath. “Yowza! Can we please stop here so I can take a picture?”

      “Of course,” I chuckled, “anything for you, gorgeous.”

      “Don’t call me that,” she said.

      She really was cruising for a bruising. “Sweetie, you don’t want to push me on that point. Trust me.” She turned her head toward me when I growled out these words, her mouth slightly parted in shock.

      “Why not?” she asked.

      “That’s for me to know, and you to find out, little one. For now, let’s just say I don’t like to hear you insulting yourself. If you could see yourself through my eyes, you would never do such a thing.”

      “Okaaaaay,” she stretched out the word as if to say she didn’t really believe me, but she would leave it alone for now.

      We stepped out of the car, and she snapped photos of the view. “Thank you so much for bringing me here. It’s breathtaking.” She gazed at the horizon, and I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

      It was a sunny, slightly chilly day. “Hey, you’re getting goosebumps. When we get to the beach, I’ll lend you a heavier coat. Otherwise, you’ll catch a chill.”

      “Sounds good,” and my chest expanded, imagining her adding ‘Daddy’ to the end of the statement.

      We arrived at the beach. “Stay put. Let me get you some things from the trunk.”

      On the lost coast, the weather could change at any moment’s notice, so it was important to be prepared for any situation. I opened Chloe’s door and held out the jacket for her. She put her arms in, and I turned her by the shoulders so I could reach down and zip her up. “It’s a little big on you, but if I roll up the sleeves, it should be fine.”

      “It’s not often something is too big on me. You must be huge.”

      Before I could stop myself, I responded, “Right, little girl. Huge all over.” I caught and held her gaze. “And I thought I warned you about criticizing yourself. Let me show you something.”

      I walked back to the trunk and pulled out something I bought for her on impulse.

      “What’s that?” she asked.

      “You don’t have to play with them, but somehow they made me think of you. I knew we were coming to the beach and thought you might like to play with them.”

      “Goodie!” her brilliant smile and little response made my loins ache.

      “It’s a Disney Princess sand pail and shovel. You can use it to collect things in the tide pools. The pink and purple shapes are sand molds in castle shapes.”

      “How did you know I would love them? Thank you.”

      I led Chloe to the pools in front of my favorite rock for harvesting shellfish. Hardly any people drove this far out, and those who did weren’t interested in gathering mussels and gooseneck barnacles. I’d never seen a single soul while harvesting here.

      I found it extremely relaxing to fill a bucket with shellfish and used a cat’s paw to pry them off the rocks. Chloe was game and climbed on the rocks below me, exploring the lower tide pools while I went out on the point where the waves were precarious.

      We both puttered happily at the edge of the waves for over an hour.

      Just about the time when I was ready to turn back to shore, I heard a shriek behind me

      My heart dropped. I turned around and saw Chloe standing with her eyes scrunched shut, her hair completely drenched, and my coat shiny with wave wash.

      I scrambled across the rock as quickly as I could. The seaweed was extremely slick and dangerous now because it was wet, so I couldn’t move as quickly as I wanted.

      My priority was getting Chloe off the rock, where she was at risk of getting splashed again since the tide was coming in.

      I returned and set down the bucket, walked over, grabbed her hand, and said, “Come on baby, let’s get you away from these waves.”

      Chloe hooked her elbow through mine, and my alpha roared at the gesture.

      “Easy does it,” I said when her foot slipped on the surface of the wet rock. We got to the edge of a large boulder we had scrambled up to get to the beach on the other side. “Stay here for a sec,” I climbed to the sand bar below and held my hand up toward her. “It’s OK, I got you.”

      She shook her head no and said, “No way! I will knock you as flat as a pancake. Just let me climb down.”

      “I won’t let you get hurt. I’ve caught things heavier than you. You’re featherlight by comparison.”

      She dangled her feet over the edge, motioning to shove off, “Don’t you dare,” I said

      “Why? What are you gonna do if I jump?”

      “Keep pushing, little girl, and you will definitely find out.” I got to a place where I could grab her around the waist and lift her off the rock to safety. My Daddy Dom instinct took a chill pill.

      “Stay right here, sweetie, I’ll be back in an instant.” I went back to fetch the bucket and handed it down to Chloe.

      I had to admit the gooseneck barnacles weren’t for everyone, only the culinary adventurous. They were weird-looking with their long black bodies that came out of their base shells like penises. But they were a delicacy and absolutely delish.

      “Let’s get you back into my warm car. You’re soaked through and shivering.”

      Chloe’s hands were shaking so badly from the cold she couldn’t take her pants off. I insisted on helping her, given that they were sopping wet. It was 40 minutes back to town and if we didn’t get them off; she risked hypothermia.

      “I’m not trying to be forward, Chloe, but you’re going to have to let me take your pants off.”

      “But you’re gonna see me in my undies.”

      “Little girl, I am only concerned about your safety right now. I’ve got a nice warm blanket in my trunk. We can wrap you in it and take you home to get you more clothes.”

      “OK. But this is so embarrassing. It’s our first date, and you’re already getting me undressed. I don’t want you to see me naked.”

      “Would it help if I promise not to look? I will avert my eyes and only help you with getting your pants off.”

      Chloe covered her eyes as I reached for the drawstring of her sweats.

      “Wait a minute, it’s me who’s supposed to be averting my eyes. If you cover yours, I’ll be tempted to look.”

      I loved teasing her, especially when her reactions were so cute.

      “No fair! You said you wouldn’t.” Whether or not she knew it, she definitely was a little.

      I gave a short laugh, “OK, OK I promise not to peek.” This time I averted my eyes, but ignoring the sensation of her silky undies against my palm was not something I could do. It took all my strength not to rip them in half and shove my fingers into her drenched spot.

      Concentrate, Jax, I told myself. Get this wrong, and you won’t ever get to visit her pleasure palace. It took more discipline than running 50 line drills on a hot field to keep my fingers and tongue away from her wet pussy. For though the waves had soaked her pants, her undies were dry but for a conspicuous wet spot where her sweet kitty lips came together.

      “Put your hand on my shoulders, little girl.” I said as I kneeled before her. “You can balance yourself on me, and I’ll take your track pants off all the way.”

      “It’s so cold,” she said.

      “Just a minute and I’ll get you a blanket from the back. You’re pretty dry up top. With the heater on, we’ll get you heated right up.”

      Being next to her near naked proximity had my already steel hard cock ready to burst. Finally, I got her bundled into the car and headed toward home.
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      I settled Chloe on my couch, wrapping a fresh, warm throw around her, and gave her a new pair of my wool socks to warm her feet.

      Protectiveness and lust fought for control in different parts of my body.

      Distraction was necessary to avoid removing the blanket and exploring what was underneath.

      “How about a cup of tea or hot chocolate?” I asked.

      “Do you have mini marshmallows?” she asked.

      “No,” I chuckled. “But I have whipped cream in a can. Sound good?”

      “Yummy!” She clapped her hands and bounced on the cushions. My heart blossomed.

      The sweet smell of Ghirardelli cocoa wafted up from the stove and I asked myself how on earth I would keep my hands off her. This was a first date, after all. My horniness was not her responsibility.

      But it was more than that. I had plenty of opportunity to be with women sexually. Chloe was the first to truly interest me in a long time, and the lust was stronger than I had ever felt before. What was it about this little girl that had me craving her touch?

      “Here you go.” I handed Chloe a steaming mug of hot chocolate topped by a cloud of whipped cream. She took an innocent lick to taste it and the gesture went straight to my cock.

      I cleared my throat and sat as far away from her as I could on the other end of the couch, praying for willpower.

      “How are you feeling? Warmed up a little?”

      “Yes, thank you.”

      I couldn’t take my eyes off her lips as they blew and sipped at the warm liquid in the cup. So much for willpower.

      “I should start cleaning the mussels and barnacles we collected. But I’m really enjoying sitting here with you.”

      At the mention of the shellfish, Chloe wrinkled her nose. “What’s the matter? You weren’t looking forward to eating the catch of the day?”

      “It’s really nice of you to get them for me. It’s just they look a little icky.”

      “They’re not for everyone. I can definitely put them in the refrigerator and cook them up tomorrow if they’re not your cup of tea.” Bossy me had apparently retreated to the backwoods. This new side of me was wrapped around her little finger.

      “I have an idea. Why don’t you be my catch of the day, and I can make you fish sticks for dinner.” I moved toward her and slid my hand under the blanket to caress her ankle. Her lustrous skin clobbered my willpower over the head, and he beat a hasty retreat.

      Scootching closer to her, I slid my arm behind her neck and with my index finger, wiped away the small dollop of whipped cream from the top of her lip. Hoping for a taste of her, I slid the finger into my mouth, and tasted sugar and vanilla. Her.

      Chloe’s eyes widened slowly, and I noticed the blankets rose and fell more quickly with the tempo of her breath.

      “You’ve got me captivated, Bunny. I am having a hard time understanding what’s happening here, and I don’t want to go too fast and scare you away.”

      “For some reason, I feel really safe around you,” she said.

      “Only because you can’t read my mind,” I growled.

      She sipped her chocolate and asked, “How do you know your thoughts would scare me?”

      “Honestly? Do you really want me to tell you?”

      “Good question. How am I supposed to know?”

      “My thoughts are consumed with all the things I want to do to you, little girl.”

      She paused. “Oh,” she said in a soft exclamation.

      “Is it too soon for me to talk about these things, Chloe?”

      “I don’t know. I haven’t been in this situation before. Like, ever. It’s not like I have a how-to manual memorized for talking to a boy. I’m 27 and I’ve never really been kissed.” She twisted the blanket in her fists. “Does that freak you out?”

      “I can’t tell you how happy it makes me.” My chaste resolve had been slide tackled off the field. I leaned down to capture her soft lips gently between my teeth.

      She made a little whimper of appreciation, which made me want to devour her.

      I licked at her lips, which she parted for me. I slid my tongue into her mouth and the sweetness I found there was not solely from the hot chocolate. Her essence was something I wanted to dive into. I grabbed a fist of her hair in my hand and tilted her head backwards so I could ravish her mouth for real.

      My hand slid under her T-shirt, cupping her sweet titty in my palm, sliding back and forth across her nipples. I rolled one of her sweet raspberries back and forth between my fingers, making her mutter, “oh, oh, oh.”

      Both of us were panting when I pulled away.

      Too soon. Too soon, I told myself. She’s an innocent, and this is your first date.

      Was it too soon for me as well? It would be the first time since Jennifer.

      Our relationship had ended in disaster when she overdosed on the pills she was hooked on. I had not seen it coming and had no idea she was taking prescription pain pills to self-medicate. One night she combined them with too much alcohol, and I came home to find her asleep on the floor.

      Only I couldn’t wake her up.

      In hindsight, the symptoms of her addiction were driving us apart. She had quit multiple jobs for no reason. Some days she didn’t get out of bed at all, depressed, and then she would be unexpectedly euphoric. All I knew at the time was our relationship wasn’t working out.

      It didn’t make my guilt for not keeping her safe any less. I couldn’t protect her.

      I was determined to make communication a top priority if I ever got into another relationship. The possibility of ever having another woman in my life was farfetched until I met Chloe. I needed her to know about me.

      She snuggled under my arm, pressed against my side, “I’m possessive, Chloe. And more.”

      She pulled her knees up to her chest and wrapped the blanket more tightly around her.

      “What do you mean, more than possessive?”

      “I’m definitely a Daddy Dom. Do you know what it means?”

      “Not really,” she said.

      “It means it’s in my nature to be your boss. To take care of you. And to dominate you.”

      She became extremely interested in the contents at the bottom of her cocoa mug.

      “I don’t want to frighten you, Chloe. But, I feel myself falling for you hard, and I want you to understand what this means.”

      “I told you I’ve never had a relationship before, so all of it is new to me. How can I know whether I would want a Daddy Dom or not?

      “In this case, I think showing is better than telling.”

      I ditched the blanket burrito and pulled her over my thighs before she could protest.

      My forearm rested firmly across her lower back to hold her in place. “What are you doing?” she gasped.

      “Showing. Not telling.” Slowly, I trailed my fingertips over her silky panties. I rubbed my palm over her sweet buttocks. Then I pinched the bottom of each cheek, teasing her.

      “Daddy doms have rules, baby girl. One of my rules is you need to tell me if you want me to stop. Can you agree?”

      She nodded her head in affirmation. I stroked my fingertips up the dimples of her spine. “Most Daddy Doms and their littles have a safe word. Something you really wouldn’t say every day, so I understand if you truly want me to stop. I slid my hand underneath her panties, delighting in the feel of her naked skin. “Can you think of a safe word, little girl?”

      “Mussels,” she blurted out, “like the ones you caught today.”

      “What if you’re complimenting my muscles?”

      “OK barnacle! My safe word is barnacle.”

      I rubbed large circles around her ass cheeks, loving the way she pushed back into my palm. I could feel the pace of her breathing speed up like a Lamborghini on the autobahn.

      Taking it as a sign of encouragement, I pulled her panties down and gazed my fill at her beautiful body.

      There was no whisper of the word barnacle.

      “Baby girl, Daddy wasn’t happy with the way you put yourself down in the car today.”

      “What do you mean?”

      Smack! “Rule one, do not talk back to Daddy.”

      She wriggled from side to side, attempting to get free.

      Smack! Smack! “Rule two, accept your punishments without fuss. Rule three, no bad-mouthing yourself.”

      I could feel her soft stomach move faster against my thighs, along with her breathing.

      “There’s something you should know about me, baby girl. If I am going to be your daddy, I will punish you whenever you misbehave.”

      “Punish…?” I spanked her hard enough to take seriously. “Four, precious. Now you’re going to count the rest for me.”

      “The rest…?” Smack!

      “Count,” I commanded.

      “Five!” Smack.

      “Six!” Smack.

      I carried on in this fashion to ten and stopped with her whimpering beneath my palm. It was her first spanking from me.

      I pulled her panties back, which tested my limits. My fingers were trembling with desire. I wanted to spread her open and plunge my cock in from behind, but this had gone far enough for a first date.

      I didn’t want to scare her off completely. I gathered her to my chest and stroked her hair.

      “Now, all is forgiven. You’ll remember next time never to put yourself down, won’t you?”

      “Yes.”

      “Yes, what, little girl? You call me daddy.”

      “Yes, daddy. I will remember.”

      “Good girl. All mine.”
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      I still couldn’t believe in one day we had gone out on a date and ended up with me sprawled over his lap receiving, “punishments.”

      Not only was it mind-blowing, just the thought heated my pussy and drenched my panties. Judging by the huge bulge grew under my tummy while he was spanking me, Jax liked it too.

      Even though Jax was a big tough guy, he tenderly cared for me and fed me fish sticks with ketchup before bringing me home.

      Literally, he held me on his lap and fed me fish sticks and put black olives on my fingers to eat off.

      It would have been great to sit there dreaming all about it on my couch, but Roxy knocked on the door..

      “Where have you been all day? I swung by earlier,” she accused, “you never go out on a Saturday.”

      The oddly familiar sensation of guilt in my belly made me worried about how she would respond. Roxy was predictable because she always disapproved of others, more so when they were truly content. She figured they were faking it.

      “I went out on a date with Jax. It was fun.”

      Her laugh was scornful, “You might want to think twice about seeing someone who is such a womanizer.”

      There we go. Why did I always open myself up as a target for her?

      I couldn’t help myself and asked, “What do you mean?”

      She raised her voice. “Oh, please. Everyone in town knows he’s a player. Before you got to the bar last night, he was totally checking out my boobs.”

      “Why do you have to make everything ugly all the time? Why can’t you just be happy for me for once instead of trying to ruin anything that promises to be something I might want? You did it to me with Steve, and now here you go again.”

      “Oh, please. You’ve whined enough about your crush, preferring me over you. Not my fault.”

      Standing up to Roxy was not something I normally did. My conviction that she was indeed lying surprised me. I had little evidence to go on, but what little I knew of Jax so far, I liked and trusted. My therapist would be proud of me for telling Roxy what I really thought.

      “Did you ever think I had your best interest at heart?” Roxy lowered her voice and assumed a sweet tone, polar opposite compared with her everyday persona. “Look, Chloe. I wasn’t going to mention it, but now I think I have to.”

      My spine tingled with foresight. I would not want to hear the nastiness that was going to come out of her mouth.

      “Jax has not been involved with a woman for three years now despite his hotness. His last girlfriend killed herself. She took a bottle of painkillers and died. Her suicide note named Jax as the reason.”

      “You’re lying!” I said.

      “Fine, don’t believe me. You don’t have to take my word for it. Ask him yourself.” Roxy turned toward the front door and walked out.

      I swung it back open and shouted after her, “Don’t forget you owe me for those charges on my card! Otherwise I will report you!”

      Roxy continued down the path in my front yard, hummed innocently to herself as she walked away, not at all phased by the blow she had delivered to my stomach, and maybe even my heart.
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      After taking my medications in the evening, I lay in bed, snuggled on top of soft pillows, holding my favorite stuffed bunny, Boris. I struggled to stop the racing thoughts in my mind. I ran through the positives of the day and attempted to convince myself I could fall asleep.

      Unbidden, the scene from seven years ago that I tried so hard to forget popped into my brain.

      I knew there was no chance Steve could ever go for a girl like me, the one the fashionable girls at beauty school liked to refer to as “Squishy.” Although Steve was a catch, he never fell prey to the temptation to make fun of me back in the day, when doing so was considered cool.

      When the attractive son of Pretty Lady Inc. paid attention to me and took up the habit of walking me home after my classes, I couldn’t quite believe it. It was like a dream come true. My longtime crush from high school might actually return my feelings.

      On the day I could never forget, I had waited on the front steps of the Pretty Lady for longer than usual.

      He didn’t come.

      It had been our practice for going on three weeks to walk with each after I finished classes and he was done restocking supplies for his mom.

      I worried while waiting for him. Something might have happened. He didn’t text back. It was unlike Steve to leave me hanging without a reason. My walk-home was a total blur.

      It struck me as odd that the front door to my house was unlocked. My parents were never home from work this early, and Roxy rarely came home until dinnertime. I swung the burgundy door open, locked it behind me, and headed upstairs to put my things away.

      On the way to my room I passed Roxy’s door, and the first thing I thought after hearing the sounds on the other side was someone was hurting her.

      I flung the door open, only to find Roxy naked and on top of Steve. His dark hands stood out in striking contrast while gripping the white skin of her waist.

      “Sorry,” I tried to shut the door quietly behind me, but it slammed closed.

      It felt like someone dumped a huge bucket of freezing water over my head and squeezed my heart tightly in their fist. My breath dragged through my lungs as if I were hyperventilating, and I could hear Steve say quietly, “We should go see if she’s OK.”

      Roxy laughed and told him, “Not a chance, Hot Shot. I’m not finished with you yet. Now fuck me fast and rough.”

      I took the stairs two at a time and left the house, feeling like I might puke.

      Hiding at the Pinup Paradise Diner, I ridiculously studied my exam review for Standard Cosmetology, as if nothing happened, and consoled myself with a chocolate milkshake topped with whipped cream and a maraschino cherry. The sweetness was no antidote to the tortured questions in my mind, but at least it covered the sadness with a sugary coating.

      Did Steve only pretend to like me to get closer to Roxy? Were all of his questions about me simply feigned interest to get to his ulterior motive?

      I couldn’t understand how anyone could be that good a liar. He had been so kind and caring with me and even told me how attractive he thought I was.
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      I snapped myself back to the present and hugged Boris firmly, and turned to the side, wrapping my blankets tightly around me.

      What would Jax think if I told him I was bi-polar? “It’s a health condition like any other.” I repeated my therapist’s words in my head. My condition meant yes, I needed to manage my medications and practice good self-care. With therapy and the right medication, I never experienced symptoms of depression or mania.

      There was so much stigma about mental illness. I still heard people use the word bi-polar like a slur. Like having a mental health disorder was the last arena where prejudice and discrimination were allowed. The deal is undiagnosed and untreated mental illnesses were the problem. Just as if it would be a real problem for someone with type II diabetes to go without medication and treatment.

      I had my break when I was 20. I probably ought to be grateful to Roxy and her shenanigans.

      After her hostile takeover of Steve, I had fallen into a funk that kept me from going to classes and kept me under the covers. I couldn’t stop crying.

      Dad worried. He took me to a counselor who did a rapid assessment of my symptoms and pegged me as severely depressed.

      The prescription for antidepressants triggered a manic episode. I liked to call it ‘dropping my basket.’ I couldn’t sleep, stayed up nights in a row studying for my cosmetology exams and insisted on talking to my dad for hours about the salons I was going to open up all over the world.

      The final straw was when dad caught me on top of our roof, thinking about jumping. I was convinced there was a huge conspiracy keeping me from passing my exams and Roxy was out to get me. As in, do me serious harm. Jumping would end it all, nip it in the bud.

      I was lucky. My family had insurance and took me out of the area to get excellent care at Stanford University, sparing me the barbaric experience of being locked down in the local crisis unit. Its sordid reputation was, unfortunately, grounded in truth.

      It took five weeks for them to get my cocktail of mood stabilizers just right. I was luckier than most people treated for a mental health condition in the U.S. Which is why the recent experience in the grocery store surprised me so much.

      After they dialed in my meds, I didn’t really have symptoms. Except, of course, the weight gain that went along with taking my pills, making them a blessing and a curse.

      Bipolar medication made me happy, but it also made me fat.

      Good thing Jax couldn’t hear my thoughts. They would definitely earn me more punishments.

      On second thought, maybe I would tell him my fat thoughts. His form of discipline definitely made my kitty cat purr.
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      My phone rang, and I picked it up. It was probably the only person I would answer the phone for this time of night.

      “Hi, Dad,” I said.

      “Hey, Cupcake. What’s the haps? You sound a little tired.”

      “Roxy does that to me.”

      “Your sister has always been a handful.”

      Dad moved into a two-bedroom condo in Port Townsend, Washington, when mom died five years ago. He said he couldn’t stand to be around all the places where they shared a life. For years, he was steeped in grief but had just started going out on dates and was pretty popular with the ladies.

      “That’s why I’m calling. I’ve got some good news for you. I gave Roxy cash for a place of her own, so there’s no reason for you to give her your money.”

      “What did you just say?!”

      “Yeah, I took some of my tax return money and gave it to Roxy. I know she had been pestering you for first and last month’s rent.”

      “It’s really nice of you to think of me. The only problem with that is she swindled you. I already gave Roxy first and last for her rent. To top it off, she used my credit card to make a bunch of purchases without even telling me!”

      “Oh, dear,” he sighed. “I ought to know better by now when she calls me up acting all sweetness and light, she has a motive. I’ve been through this a million times.”

      “Dad, you’re not the only one. It’s time we set some boundaries for Roxy and stop enabling her to behave the way she does. She considers us her own personal bank accounts.”

      “I hate to admit it, sweet pea, but you’re right. I just don’t understand why she acts like this.”

      “Well, there’s no reason for her to change as long as she continues to get what she wants. Maybe we got lucky and caught her before she spent your money.”

      “If that’s the case, then I want to use it to pay off the charges on your credit card. She can work to pay me back at a later point in time. I don’t need the money right away, but I know having your credit card run-up is not in your budget right now.”

      “Thanks, Dad. That’s a gigantic relief. Let’s just hope you can get your money back. In fact, if I were you, I’d call her right now.”

      “Great idea, sweetie. I will.”

      I hung up with Dad, feeling slightly relieved about my finances.

      I got out my iPad. Thank God for my Kindle. The Dani Wyatt steamy Rough Cut series was so hot.

      My sex life was nonexistent other than the pussy palpitations caused by the sex scenes I read every night. If only real life were like books. Was it too much to hope I had met a guy who promised to be something more than just another chest-staring bozo? If my hunch was right, there was an emotional connection.

      Of course, when Roxy found out it might be the case, she jumped in and did her best to interfere. What if what she said was true? Did Jax’s last girlfriend kill herself and blame him as the cause? What could have possibly been the reason? I knew from my experience thoughts of suicide were common and if she was combining her depression with prescription drugs, it would’ve been a recipe for disaster.

      Jax deserved to explain things from his perspective. Not through my sister’s warped and distorted lens.

      My phone vibrated on the table next to me. My heart sped up, and I squeezed Boris tightly before picking it up.

      I saw his text.

      What’s up, Buttercup?

      You’re silly.

      Sometimes. But I’m seriously missing you right now.

      How’s that?

      A million different ways. None of which may be appropriate to tell you at this juncture of our relationship.

      I need a distraction. Fire away.

      I pushed send quickly before chickening out.

      There are so many things I want to do to you, baby girl. You’ve taken over my mind and have me fantasizing about things I haven’t thought of in years.

      Oh, lordy. I was definitely in over my head. But he was in a talkative mood, so I carried on to find out exactly what he had in mind. This was better than any story I could read.

      Do tell.

      It was so nice kissing on you today. I can’t stop thinking about your lips.

      I threw back the covers and walked over to my bedroom mirror to look. My lips were just my lips. I wasn’t certain how they could hold his attention for long.

      What’s so great about my lips?

      The way they feel underneath mine. The scene has been playing over and out of my mind since you let me kiss you.

      What scene?

      It’s rated X.

      I sucked in a huge lung full of air, my inhalation accompanying a huge gush of liquid down there.

      OK. Like I said, I need a distraction.

      I think about sliding two fingers into your moist mouth while you stare up into my eyes. You moan and I tell you to start with Daddy’s fingers, then we’ll move on to something bigger.

      My heart picks up speed like Jax’s Pontiac, and unconsciously my fingers move to my clit.

      I lose track of time and my head thrashes back and forth on my pillow, imagining Jax doing the things to me I only read about in books.

      Where’d you go?

      The buzz of my phone brings me back and I lay panting on my bed. Uncertain how I will make it through this sexual frustration until I get to see him again.

      Oh, what the hell. Better to take a risk than remain a virgin for the rest of my life.

      Sorry, Daddy. Had to touch myself. You got me too excited.

      We didn’t discuss this rule yet, baby girl, so you couldn’t have known. No touching yourself without permission.

      Daddy?

      Yes, princess?

      Please may I touch myself and pretend it’s you?

      Good girl for asking. Are you wet?

      Like the ocean.

      Daddy won’t let you come until he’s with you. I’m picking you up for lunch tomorrow, so be ready at 11:30 a.m. Clear?

      *sigh*

      10 swats for sassing Daddy.

      Noooooooo.

      Hush now. If you’re a good little girl tomorrow and ask nicely, Daddy will let you suck his cock.

      There is a deep pulsing between my legs as I read that.

      Daddy?

      Yes, sweetie?

      I never did it to anyone before. Like I said, I never did anything to any guy before.

      Which makes me the luckiest man in the world. And something tells me you’ll be a natural. Goodnight, bunny.

      Goodnight, Daddy.
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      Five hours, I told myself. It was an eternity to wait so long to see her again.

      I hoped my texting wasn’t too forward last night, but it was like my fingers had a mind of their own. More like they were an extension of my dirty mind.

      Luckily, Chloe still agreed to go to lunch with me, and I planned on making a day of it. Maybe even an overnighter.

      Only a few days had gone by, and already I knew I wanted to devour her. There could be no compromise. It was all or nothing. The hardest part was getting a handle on my horniness and making sure I didn’t push her too fast.

      What was I talking about? I spanked her on our first date! But her responsiveness boded well, and I look forward to much, much more of her submissiveness under my command.

      The fact she was an innocent was the only thing which kept me from already having sex with her and was testimony to the tiny shred of self-control I had left.

      I took Chloe to the Ridge Top Café for lunch. It was sunny, so we could sit outside and enjoy the view of the tree-covered mountain slopes from the top. I climbed into Cash, my Pontiac, after taking more time than I wanted to admit with my appearance. I hoped she’d appreciate my button-up shirt and not think I went over the top.

      I knocked on the door and she answered, “Good morning, baby girl. You appear to be bright eyed and bushy tailed.”

      “I’m super excited to go to the Ridgetop Café. I haven’t been there since they opened.” She stepped outside and turned to lock the door. My hands found their way to her ass and rubbed appreciatively.

      “Yeah, it’s pretty good,” I struggled to speak normally when all I could think about was getting under her knee-length, silky skirt she was wearing. She’d topped it with a fuzzy sweater which made me obsess about how I wanted to explore underneath and see what color bra she was wearing. Rein it in, Jax. Easy boy.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      The hostess sat us at the edge of the patio, so we had a perfect view of the valley and the Pacific Ocean. One nice thing about living in a small-town environment is you don’t have to fight the crowds. There was no one there but us.

      It was warm for a spring day, and there were huge oak barrels stuffed with blooming bulbs of every color. I watched greedily as Chloe leaned over to sniff at the flowers. She closed her eyes as if getting a whiff of heaven.

      “Hyacinths. So beautiful, and yet they last for such a short time in the spring.”

      I pulled out her chair and scootched her up to the table. “Do you like to garden?”

      “Yes, but there’s no room to do it in the backyard where I live now. It’s a shared space mainly made up of concrete.”

      I sat next to her and grabbed her hand in mine. “The flowers are pretty, but they don’t hold a candle to you, little girl.” Her cheeks flushed pink, and she stared at the table. “Were you blushing last night when I texted about the things I wanted to do to you?” She giggled and put her hands over her mouth. “Trust me, that wasn’t even scratching the surface of the plans I have to love you savagely.”

      “Jaaaaaaaax,” she stretched out my name, and it felt like a caress.

      “What do you call me?”

      She put two hands over her mouth after whispering, “Daddy” and opened her eyes wide.

      “What do you think?”

      “It’s sexy, but I don’t know if I can call you that in public.”

      “OK, little girl. You can wait until we have privacy. There’s no one within earshot here.”

      “OK, daddy. Whatever you say.”

      My cock swelled at full throttle beneath my jeans, and she had the gas pedal to the metal.

      “Why do you like me to call you Daddy? I have to admit it’s hot. And also feels natural.”

      “Yeah, for me too. Nowadays, there’s plenty of information out there about the Daddy Dom and Little Girl relationships, and I’m happy to tell you all about what it means for me. There’s no one cookie cutter approach.”

      “OK. I’m all ears.”

      “I don’t want to scare you, Chloe. But I have never found myself so attracted to anyone so quickly. It’s as if my body recognizes you on every level as someone I want to mate with.”

      She squeaked like a tiny animal.

      “Should I continue?”

      She nodded enthusiastically, “Please.”

      “I already know I’m interested in more than just casual sex with you. I hope I’ve made it clear.”

      “You have.”

      “The relationship I want with you is special. I consider it my job to keep you safe and make sure I meet all your needs. I want to be your daddy.”

      “But I already have a father.”

      “This has nothing to do with that. I’m not talking about incest fantasies, although some people have those. Being your Daddy Dom is something entirely different.”

      “OK, well, what exactly do you mean?”

      “I told you yesterday there will be rules, and punishment will certainly follow if you break them. You might find it stimulating. You did last night unless I read you wrong.”

      She looked up at me as if I were the big bad wolf. Fair enough, I was thinking about the best way to eat her.

      Out.
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      I concentrated on eating the maraschino cherry out of my Shirley Temple and looked out at the gorgeous view, pretending to ignore the fact Jax was looking at me like a hungry beast who just spotted a rabbit with a wounded leg.

      “You never explained what rattled you in the store the first day I met you,” he growled.

      I thought for a moment and said, “Have you ever heard of triggers?”

      “You mean like the kind you find on a gun?

      “Kind of. More like something happens to you in the present that triggers a really terrible memory. At a sensory level, it feels familiar, so you connect it to an experience when you felt that way. Your reptilian brain responds as if it’s in danger and reacts as if it’s back in that really unpleasant situation from the past, even when it’s not.”

      “So, what triggered you on the day we met?”

      “It’s not really dating conversation.”

      “Chloe, I’ve been open about my deviant tendencies as a daddy. I really want to get to know you better.”

      “I know. If you want me to get to know you, maybe you could answer some of my questions?” I asked him.

      “Sure. I’m an open book.”

      “My sister isn’t exactly known for her honesty. The other night she said some things I wanted to ask you about.”

      I chewed on my plastic straw and ran the end over and over through the gap between my upper and lower teeth.

      “I’ll do my best to answer your questions. Fire away.”

      “I’m really sorry to ask you about this, but Roxy said your last relationship ended when your girlfriend killed herself.”

      I saw Jax’s jaw muscles clench, and he stared out at the ocean with flinty eyes.

      “It was actually ruled an unintentional overdose. She took pills.” He paused and considered the horizon. “But unless a person actually leaves a note in that kind of situation, it’s hard for the coroner to rule it a suicide. There was no question she was unhappy and had been for a long time.”

      Well, that answered my question about Roxy’s accusation, that Jax was to blame as written in the suicide note. There was no note. I should have known it reeked of her scheming interventions.

      “I’m sorry. That must’ve been really hard for you.”

      “To be honest, I will never stop wondering if there was something I could’ve done to help save her. Sometimes, I still feel the guilt of being alive after she died.”

      I felt the pull of sadness in my chest. This poor, sweet, bossy man had been hurt so badly.

      “You should know I haven’t dated anyone since.”

      “I shouldn’t have pried. I don’t want to open up old wounds for you.”

      “Little girl, I want to share everything with you. I don’t want there to be any secrets between us.”

      Jax reached over and grabbed the base of my ponytail in his hand and stroked his way to the end. Strange that such an innocent caress could make my heart beat faster.

      My clam chowder came, and again I used it as an excuse to focus my attention elsewhere. Jax made me so nervous.

      “On that note, Chloe, there are other rumors you may hear about me in town. You should know they charged me with felony assault after finding my ex’s pill pusher and kicking his ass. She had gotten her supply illegally. I ended up hiring an attorney who negotiated a deal to cover the douche nozzle’s medical bills. The charges against me were dropped, but it was still a pretty big deal in this small town for a while.”

      I blew on the spoonful of my soup and put it in my mouth. “I know how this town can be with gossip. Is there anything else I should know about you?” I smiled up at Jax, feeling unexpectedly close to him after hearing his secrets.

      “Only the things I plan to teach you when we’re alone someday. I’d like the day to come sooner rather than later, Chloe. I’m finding myself to be a very impatient man.”

      Jax grabbed my hand and squeezed. He reached over and picked up my soup spoon, scooping some off the top, blew on it, and fed it to me. He continued to do so until the cup of chowder was gone, looking into my eyes with every spoonful and staring at my mouth every time I opened it to take a bite. There were a couple of times when he lightly groaned, watching my lips close over the spoon.

      When I finished with my soup, Jax picked up his chair and pulled it around the table and set it next to me so he was facing me. He put one hand on either arm of my chair and leaned towards me to kiss my lips. His chest rumbled with a growl as the kiss deepened, and he licked at my mouth a little and moved one of his hands to the back of my head. Our kiss deepened, and I found my panties soaking themselves as if there were a leaking faucet between my legs.

      My body was out of control. Clearly, a sex-seeking parasite inhabited it. I copied what Jax did, uncertain how to  kiss him. I just moved my hand to the back of his neck and pulled him closer still. Again, he growled into my mouth.

      The waiter appeared out of nowhere and cleared his throat behind Jax. Small town service was not strong on discretion.

      “Your cheeseburger and fries, Sir. Shall I put them here?”

      “Yes, it would be great. We can enjoy the sea view.”

      “And you had the fish and chips, Miss. Correct?”

      “Yes, that’s me.”

      A-1 was my favorite with fries, and as I unscrewed the bottle and dumped a pool on my plate, Jax’s fingers found their way to my panties under the table.

      My drenched panties.

      “Daddy!” I whisper-scolded.

      He ignored me, dipped one of my fries into the sauce, and fed it to me. “Be a good girl and eat your lunch. Maybe I’ll let you have dessert after."

      He slid the fingers of his right hand up and down my engorged cleft and whispered, “Your daddy wants to be inside of you, baby girl. I’ve been dying to know. Shaved or not?”

      I held a fry midway between plate and mouth when Jax slipped one finger under the white cotton edge of my undies and ran the tip of his finger along my freshly waxed pussy. One of the perks of being a salon owner.

      This time, his moan held a twinge of agony to it. “Velvety. It’s like velvet.”

      His finger went inside me. Luckily, the patio was empty, but I doubted even in a crowded restaurant I would have cared. I felt him slide two fingers inside, filling my tight hole.

      “Oh, yeah,” he muttered. “This right here is where I want to be.”

      I felt my nipples harden under my sweater and turned my head to kiss him.

      Jax slid his finger out of me, and rested the tip against my clit. The spot had been throbbing non stop since I met him. He started tracing slow circles over my aching hard jewel. I had to close my mouth and clamp my lips together to keep from moaning out loud.

      He slid his fingers down to my wet pussy and then back up. His forefinger quickened, then slowed until I wanted to pull his hair and shriek.

      Oh mercy. I was going to come right here on this patio.

      He flicked my clit, rapidly, forcefully. The crescendo he built up broke over me. I came hard and grabbed the arms of my chair, lifting my bum slightly off the seat to stay the tremors.

      I was panting as if I had just run around a track. What would the waiter think if he came out now? “Such a good girl coming for Daddy. Now, finish your lunch.”
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      We exited the restaurant after lunch, and I opened the passenger door for her and strapped her in.

      I drove slowly down the mountain into town and asked, “What do you think of strolling around town for a bit?”

      The stores in the Victorian village of Briarville always reminded me of something you’d find on a bakery shelf. Painted with cheerful colors, each of the Victorian facades was unique but blended together picturesquely.

      “Sure,” she said. “I love window shopping and strolling through the shops of our town.”

      The first place we stopped was the general mercantile. I walked over to the rows of large, old-fashioned jars holding penny candy. I raised an eyebrow and pointed at the gummy section. “How is your supply, little girl? Do we need to replenish it?”

      “You know me so well,” she smiled.

      “That’s the plan.”

      With an excellent selection of gummies in hand, I led her up the polished wooden stairs which creaked underfoot. The upper floor housed kitchen supplies, and she wondered out loud why we headed there.

      “There’s something I need to get for you. I don’t have one at my place, and it will come in handy tonight.” I grabbed the huge, flat, carved wooden spoon off the rack, shoved the candy under my armpit and slapped the wooden spoon against my palm. “That should do.” I stared at her, and trapped her like a small rabbit, paralyzed by my canine stare.

      “Ouch. What’s it for? You plan to do some cooking soon?”

      I shook my head, “The better to spank you with, my dear.”

      She visibly gulped. “But what did I do?”

      “Daddy’s rules. You must tell daddy everything. You kept secrets from me at lunch. That means punishments.”

      “If you can catch me.”

      “Oh, trust me. The chase is half the fun.”

      The next store I took her to was the Briarville Emporium, which had an amazing selection of hand-curated items from perfume, jewelry, handbags, to artwork. Everything was showcased by theme, and my princess cooed over the flowery smells and girly colors, “I simply love the way they put their displays together.”

      I never figured I would enjoy walking through a store which smelled like frosting and fairies collided, but Chloe turned everything into a treat. I led her to one of the side rooms and told her, “One of my fantasies is to give you a bath. Do you like taking baths?”

      She nodded her head yes.

      “Let’s pick out some scents you enjoy. I’ll get them for you.”

      “But you just bought me gummies and a spoon. Besides,” she whispered, “everything’s so expensive here.”

      I backed her up against the doorframe of the side room, where no one could see us, and held her wrists above her head. I made my way down the side of her neck with my mouth, nibbling and sucking until she panted.

      “Another one of Daddy’s rules. I get to buy you presents whenever I want, and there will be no arguments.”

      “I’m going to need a laminated card with these rules as a reminder. There sure are a lot of them.”

      “You have no idea.”

      I grabbed her chin and placed my lips firmly on hers, wrapping my arms around her lower waist, pulling her closer.

      “There is one more place I want to stop. We need to pick out some outfits for you.”

      She visibly shivered.

      “What’s up?”

      “You want me to tell you what I’m thinking, right?”

      “Absolutely.”

      “I’m embarrassed to go clothes shopping with you.”

      “Whatever do you mean?”

      She looked down at her feet. “Well, I wear larger sizes and trying on clothes isn’t super-fun for me.”

      “Oh Chloe, if you could see yourself through my eyes, you would understand that to me you are the most beautiful creature I’ve ever seen. I love your body.”

      She pouted charmingly.

      “How about we go online and find some things for you? You don’t have to worry about trying things on in front of me. We can send things back if they don’t fit and save in-store shopping for another time when you know me better.”

      

      *One Week Later*

      

      After dropping Chloe off on Sunday, the week dragged by like a drop of molasses on an ice cube. I found myself consumed by the thought of being alone with her again. We were able to have lunch, and I took her to the movies on the following Friday where we made out like teenagers, which only served to further my sexual frustration.

      My cock sat like an over-inflated tire in my jeans all week. It was ridiculous. The thought of her was an aphrodisiac I could not shake.

      I opened my front door on Saturday morning and nearly fell to my knees at the site of her at my front door, freshly washed and wearing shorts, Chuck Taylor Converse tennis shoes, and a tank top.

      “Hey, Daddy.” She had become comfortable with my preferred name, and this morning appeared to be chipper as a chipmunk.

      “Hey, baby girl, come in. You want a cup of cocoa?”

      “Sounds good.”

      “While I fussed in the kitchen, she leaned over my countertop and watched. “Like what you see?” I asked.

      She giggled. “Mmm hm. What do you want to do today?” she asked.

      “If you’re not super-hungry yet, we could hang out here for a little bit. Then, I thought I’d take you out to breakfast.”

      “We settled on the couch, me with a cup of coffee and her with her hot cocoa.

      “You’ve got me struggling here, little girl.”

      “Why is that?”

      “I want you to know I care for you and care about you. I’m not just in this for the sex. But at the same time, if I’m honest, I could start fires with what I feel for you.”

      Her cheeks turned pink, and she became acutely focused on sipping her cocoa.

      “You understand what I mean, don’t you, Chloe?”

      “I think so. It’s just new to me like I said before. I don’t really know how to act.”

      “You don’t have to worry. It comes naturally. You’ll see.”

      “When? Waiting is hard for me too. I might be a virgin, but it doesn’t mean I don’t have needs. It just means I’ve waited longer, and the anticipation is horrible.”

      She may as well have placed her hand on my cock and stroked it, which is where I felt her last remark land.

      I reached over and took her mug from her hands. I grabbed her tiny hand, in mine and led her to the bedroom.

      “Let me show you what I’ve been thinking about, princess. Lean over and place both hands on the mattress. Don’t move.”

      She did as she was told, and I felt a surge of pride and the urge to pounce on her. Easy, boy. Not yet.

      I took all of her hair in my hands and gently ran the silky mass through my fingers, stroking her like a pet. What I felt for her could be described in terms of the whims of a pet owner. I wanted to give her treats. I wanted to make her obey. I wanted to train her to do tricks for me. I wanted to receive her unconditional and devoted attention.

      I grabbed the top of her shorts and pulled gently downwards.

      “Heyyyyy,” she objected.

      “Step out of those, little girl.”

      “Daddy!”

      “Do as you’re told.” My throaty command didn’t take no for an answer.

      I reached over to my nightstand and opened the drawer, and pulled out the gift I had purchased for her last weekend. I slapped it three times hard in my hand, partially to let her know what was coming and partially to whack my sexual beast back into his cage.

      “We need to talk about one of Daddy’s rules. It’s an important one. My little girl may not talk badly about herself. She’s perfect.”

      “When did I do that?”

      “Daddy wanted to buy his princess some clothes. You called yourself large. Baby girl is just right.”

      “Don’t move.” I rubbed firm circles on her gorgeous ass cheeks to prepare her for what was coming. “This is going to hurt more than my hand did. Be a good girl and take your punishments, and daddy will reward you later. He might even let you suck his cock.”

      “Oh,” she moaned.

      I raised the wooden spoon, knowing it would deliver not only pain but pleasure. Just what I had in mind.

      “Now when I spank you, you are to say, ‘I’m pretty.’ On the next swat you are to say, ‘I’m perfect.’ Are we clear?”

      “Yes, Daddy.” I loved the look of slightly panicked animal in her eyes. Instinctually, it made me want to chase, catch, and tame her.

      I looked down again at the sight of her lush, perfect bum and brought the wooden spoon down with no mercy.

      She screamed.

      “What do you say, little girl?”

      “I’m pretty,” she whimpered

      “That’s right, only next time you need to sound more convincing.”

      Slam. “I’m perfect.”

      “Good girl. Now let me hear you do the same for the rest of your spankings.”
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      Now look what I had gotten myself into. I was face planted on the mattress, half naked.

      No surprise, the twenty hard wooden spoon spanks made me cry. The coverlet underneath me was soaked with my tears and mascara.

      I felt peace.

      I was going to need more undies to explore the whole Daddy Dom thing. The thought of punishments soaked my panties all the way through. I would have to carry an extra pair with me on our dates.

      After the punishment, the only thought I could manage was, “Fuck me.” Not very virginal of me at all.

      As per usual, Jax, I mean Daddy, massaged my ass. As if that would make the sting go away. Ha! The wooden spoon was a present which packed a wallop.

      The first time it came down on my butt cheeks, I screamed like a cat in heat. And then he had me chanting ridiculously that I was pretty and perfect.

      If he didn’t show me just how perfectly sexy he found me ASAP, I was going to lose my mind.

      I heard him behind me puffing like a train engine and wondered what he had to be tired about. He wasn’t the one bent over this mattress at a ninety-degree angle like a straight-edged razor.

      “Come here, little girl, it’s time for cuddles.”

      I swear he took up half the king-sized headboard with his immense chest. I crawled up next to him. He patted my hair and my arms and began pinching my nipples gently. Just hard enough to make me gasp.

      “Daddy, you are driving me crazy.”

      “Does my little girl have tingly feelings?”

      He placed his huge fingers on the mound of my panties and began rubbing back and forth.

      I scooted away from his fingers. “No fair. You have been teasing me ever since I met you. When are you going to let me make you feel good?”

      Twenty-seven years is a long time to wait to have a cock in your mouth. The enormous bulge he was sporting every time we went out had tantalized me, and I wanted to meet him face to face. Sure, I was nervous, but mother nature and the entire repertoire of Dani Wyatt book scenes in my head made me brave.

      “Daddy, you said if I was a good girl, I might get to suck you.”

      “Say it, little girl. Talk dirty to me. Suck what?”

      “It’s time for me to be a good girl and suck Daddy’s cock. I want it.”

      “But, kitty cat, you’ve never done it before. Are you sure?”

      “I think if you don’t let me, it will hurt a lot worse than my punishments.”

      He put a pillow on the ground for me and stood up off the bed. He unzipped his jeans, pulled down his boxers and his bulge sprang out, pulsing in front of me with a bead of liquid at its gigantic tip.

      “Open your mouth wide, princess.”

      I did as I was told and held my mouth open wide. Before he touched my lips with his jutting erection, I whispered, “Daddy’s so hard. I want to suck it, Daddy. Can I? Can I suck it?”

      I opened my mouth and slipped my tongue underneath his swollen head, holding it there. With my lips, I closed slowly over the bead of pre-cum and took strong but gentle tugs at him with my mouth. Teasing.

      He grabbed my hair in his hands and started pulling on it as if they were reins, “Little girl, your mouth is heaven,” he groaned.

      The yummy flavor of him surprised me, and I sat back on my heels to look at him. “You taste so good, Daddy.”

      I wanted to tempt him and continued to suckle him with my mouth, moving it up and down.

      He shoved the rest of his gigantic cock in and out of my mouth, and I wasn’t sure I could take it. But I wanted to. I wanted to please him and the feeling of his huge dick at the back of my throat satisfied a deep need in me.

      “You like that, baby girl? You like Daddy fucking your little mouth?”

      He used my hair to hold me down onto his shaft while his hips made small, rapid thrusts upward. He was leaking into my mouth and I tried to use my tongue on him to lap it all up.

      “Are you gonna be a good little girl for me?” he whispered.

      “Mmm-hmm,” I murmured, my lips around him.

      “Oh fuck, Chloe, Daddy’s going to come in your mouth, baby. Swallow it, little girl. All the way down. Swallow Daddy’s cock.”

      His dirty talk got me so excited I felt myself pumping my hips along with his while I stroked him up and down and fucked his cock with my mouth over and over.

      He ran a litany of dirty commands at me, laced with sweetness, and drenched me further, “Suck it. Suck it, baby. Harder. Suck Daddy’s cock. That’s it, sweetie, take it all. Deep throat Daddy’s hard dick.”

      “It’s so good, Daddy. I love sucking you. It’s so hard and thick.”

      His dick was slick and slippery now, and my hand stroked it easily. I laved at him with my tongue, faster this time, sucking him into my mouth and stroking at the same time. I pulled back with a braveness and naughtiness I didn’t know I had, “Fuck my mouth, Daddy, fuck it with your cock and come inside my mouth.”

      “Open up baby, you’re gonna make daddy come. Be a good girl and swallow it.”

      Daddy held the back of my head and pushed himself deep inside, and I felt the spurt of a warm, sweet, liquid pulse down my throat. I wasn’t sure if I would gag or if it would go straight to my stomach like I had read in some stories.

      Instead, he rested himself all the way inside of my mouth, holding himself there. While it twitched on my tongue and toward the back of my mouth, the final liquid slid down my caressing throat.

      And I swallowed. It was a relief to find I could and wanted to. My first blow job had been a doozy.

      I guess reading my naughty stories had given me some kind of how-to manual, after all.
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      I held Chloe against me in bed, trying to bring myself back to reality. She had just blown my mind, and I wanted more. I definitely wanted to make her happy like she had just done for me, and at the same time, I was enjoying the feeling of closeness. There was one thing bothering me.

      “So. Your sister can be a bit of a drama queen, I take it?”

      “Yeah, not only that. I’m the crazy one, and she can’t even hold down a job.” Chloe covered her mouth with both hands.

      “What do you mean, you’re the crazy one?”

      “You want me to tell you everything, right?”

      “Absolutely.”

      “Well, I found out seven years ago I have bipolar disorder. I had what people called a breakdown. Does that freak you out?”

      I thought long and hard about my response, not knowing anything about what it meant to be bipolar. “I mean, does it affect your day-to-day? How are you doing?”

      “I was lucky. I got really excellent treatment, and so ever since I got my diagnosis I’ve been stable. I read somewhere with proper medical treatment and good support, over 75 percent of people who are bipolar work and are successfully managing their lives.”

      “Well, those are better odds than most people I know.”

      “I’m good at monitoring my stress, and because I own my business, I set my schedules to practice self-care. I have a three-day weekend every week.”

      “Do you feel like it affects your mind sometimes? Being bipolar?”

      “From what I can tell, no more than anyone else. It’s funny you should mention it because the day I ran into you, I had a tiny inkling of what it was like to have symptoms. Something came up that really freaked me out.”

      My Dom instincts felt their hackles rise. “What do you mean?”

      “If I tell you, do you promise to keep it confidential?”

      “Of course, Chloe, I hope you know you can trust me with anything.”

      “My sister Roxy ran up all these charges on my credit card. They were totally unnecessary. And she did it without asking.”

      I breathed deeply in and out of my nose to calm myself down. I couldn’t stand the idea of anyone taking advantage of my baby girl.

      “That would bother anyone. I don’t see how it has anything to do with being bipolar. It’s a betrayal.”

      “Yeah, I just felt so scared in the grocery store after finding out what happened. Maybe I really am crazy.”

      “If this is how you are all the time, you are the furthest thing possible from crazy. What your sister did would drive anyone slightly mad.”

      I made a row of kisses from the inner arch of her eyebrow down to her temple and stroked her hair.

      “Foolishly, I gave her money for a deposit on a new apartment. Come to find out she also got a deposit from my dad . So not only did she put charges on my credit card, she got money out of both of us. My dad wants his check back, and he said he would reimburse some of the credit card charges with it.”

      A little ball of fury curled inside my gut. I see red thinking about my little girl being abused, for even though it’s just a short time since bumping into her, I definitely knew she was mine. It was my job to protect her, and I wouldn’t let the stress of her leaching sister continue.

      But for now, I had other plans on my plate, and they involved getting Chloe in my mouth.

      “Enough serious talk for now, little girl. Don’t worry about anything. Daddy will take care of you no matter what. Hold still.”

      I slipped her panties down her thighs, which were soaked with her honeyed arousal. Gently, I pulled her away from the headboard toward my mouth. I spread her wide to get my head between her silky thighs and saw a tight little pussy ready to be devoured. Her beautiful clit was swollen, a pretty ornament peeking out at me from under its little hood.

      Teasing, I ran my tongue up and down her slit and sucked gently on her outer lips as she moaned and pushed against my face. Purposefully, I avoided her sweet spot.

      “Oh Daddy,” she said, “It feels so good.”

      Her words went straight to my cock and urged my tongue to lick her clit. I took it between my lips and sucked, sliding two fingers inside. I fucked her gently while laving at her pearl with my mouth.

      “Oh Daddy. Don’t stop, don’t stop.”

      She reached up and began pinching her own nipples. She pinched them hard , pulled and twisted them. Her body stiffened and shook. I pushed further into her tight, wet hole and felt her pussy begin to spasm.

      “Daddy, you’re going to make me cum.”

      She lifted herself off the bed as I continued to go down on her and stroke her, gripping her ass with my other hand. Her legs started shaking, and finally, she moaned and convulsed repeatedly into my mouth before going limp on the bed.

      Using my tongue, I lapped at the sugarcoated sweetness of her and buried my tongue inside her hole, shoving it in as if to fuck. I placed my fingertips over her jewel again, rubbed circles around it faster and faster until her cunt convulsed around my tongue again. I lay between her thighs, enjoying her stroking my hair.

      “Mm mmm, baby. Now that’s a sweet ride. You taste delicious.”

      “Oh, Daddy.”

      “And you’re going to stay the night.”
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      Ariana, Gracie, and Sofie were seated at a table in the back corner. Each of them had a colorful drink in front of them, with a slice of star fruit perched on the rim. Gracie stuck her hand in the air and waved at me, a big smile on her face.

      It was an unexpected treat to have these three friends. I was socially awkward all my life, so having three besties was like winning the lottery. It all came about because Sofie was a client at my salon and mentioned I might like to join them at one of their get-togethers.

      “Hey, ladies, what’s the haps? More importantly, what are you drinking?”

      “It’s called a Bramble. It’s a spring cocktail, with gin, lemon juice, sugar syrup, blackberry liqueur, blackberries, and a slice of lemon — delish.” Gracie said.

      I placed my prized Wheels and Dollbaby Dita Von Teese cardigan over the back of the chair and sat down, “Mmm. I’ll have one of those.”

      “So, what are you up to lately, Chloe?” asked Gracie. “A little birdie told me there might be someone special in your life.”

      “Geez. News travels fast in this town. Who told you?”

      “As it so happens, Jax is friends with my guy, Luke. Apparently Jax is smitten with you.”

      I could feel my cheeks burning.

      “Do tell. There’s nothing like a budding romance,” said Sofie.

      “Does this mean we’re all lucky in love at the same time?” asked Ariana.

      “Not sure if ‘in love’ is the right phrase. It’s only been a couple of weeks. I don’t know if we are going too fast or what, but it feels natural and right.”

      “How did you two meet?” Asked Sophie.

      “Funnily enough, I kind of ran into him at the grocery store and then again later that night at the saloon. He gave me his card with a note on the back asking me out, and I said yes.”

      “So, how’s it going?” asked Ariana

      I took a sip of my cocktail for courage and worried about what they would think of me. So far, they had been totally supportive and nonjudgmental in a way that made me comfortable around them.

      “You guys, you might think I’m a freak if I tell you.”

      “The freakier the better,” said Gracie.

      “What I mean is Jax is the first guy I’ve ever been with, and I’m 27 years old.”

      “Geez, long time to wait to do the mattress mambo,” said Ariana.

      “You’re telling me,” I said, “we haven’t gone all the way, but we’ve done plenty.”

      “Come on Chloe, we need to hear the juicy details.”

      “OK, but do you promise to keep it between us? I don’t want to betray Jax’s confidence, but I would like to hear your thoughts about certain things.”

      “Our lips are sealed, right, girls?” said Sofie.

      The waitress came out with a platter of white queso dip, tortilla chips, cheese fries, coconut shrimp, Thai spring rolls, and lettuce wraps. The welcome interruption allowed me time to gather my thoughts and think about what I would say.

      “Jax has been open with me about the type of relationship he wants. Like I said, we’ve been going out a short time, and from what he tells me, he considers us to be a serious item.”

      “You have to admire a man who knows what he wants,” said Ariana.

      “Trust me, Jax is definitely decisive. In fact, you might say he’s firm.” I thought for a moment, “Forceful.”

      Almost in unison, the three of them picked up an appetizer and started chomping enthusiastically as if they were watching a movie and eating popcorn.

      “Ooh, do go on,” said Sofie.

      “Like I said, all of this is new to me, so I don’t have any way to gauge what’s normal.”

      “What kinds of things are you questioning the normalcy of?” asked Gracie.

      “Well here’s the part I really need you to be discreet about. Jax shared with me right away he is a Daddy Dom.”

      Again, in unison the three of them leaned forward in anticipation, and Gracie silently clapped her hands together, “Oh goody! Lucky you, Chloe, to land a daddy on your first try.”

      “So, you know what it means?” I asked.

      “Are you kidding? The three of us have daddies, too. There must be something in the water in Briarville. It’s more than a coincidence the three of us were drawn to each other and have similar intimate relationships. Something tells me if Jax, Luke, Gavin and Logan got together, they would get along swimmingly. At least they would have a lot in common.”

      “I didn’t even know I worried about this, but hearing you say you’re in similar relationships makes me feel relieved. I wasn’t sure if it was normal or not.”

      “Fuck normal,” said Gracie, and I could tell one of her mic-drop wisdom quotes was coming, “I find it amusing we’re all pretending to be normal, when we could all be insanely interesting instead. Atlas said that.”

      “Well, OK, then. Let’s take a detour to insanely interesting,” said Ariana, raising her glass.

      “To insanely interesting forever!” I clinked.

      “Insanely interesting forever!” They toasted back in chorus.
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      I had been planning this trip all week, picking up little trinkets and playthings for us both at Bohemian Ecstasy.

      It was the longest time Chloe and I would spend together so far, and I hoped to propose my idea to her during the trip when the timing was right. Just thinking about surprising her with the goodies I bought was exciting to me. Even more so because of her innocence and the fact I knew I would be the first to introduce her to such things.

      Mendocino was a romantic spot, and we had a one-bedroom luxury cabin to ourselves at Smuggler’s Cove, which boasted ocean views and a deck.

      I pulled up to Chloe’s apartment and rang the doorbell. The sight that greeted me when she opened the door made my heart plummet. Her eyes red-rimmed red,  she had a blanket wrapped around her. She said to come in, forgetting to call me Daddy.

      “Hey, are you ready to go?” It looked like she was dressed in pajamas.

      “I don’t know, Jax, I don’t know if I can go.”

      “What do you mean you don’t know if you can go? Did something happen?”

      “Sort of. I just don’t think I’m going to be good company, Jax. I don’t want to spoil things for you with my mood.”

      “Chloe, the only way you could spoil things for me is by not coming with me to Mendocino. I’ve been looking forward to this all week.”

      My little girl held herself more tightly, and I worried about what was going on. “Chloe, if you’re not hurt, and your family is OK, then I’d just as soon we go to Mendocino, anyway. Getting away might be just the right thing if you’re upset. We can talk about it on the way there.” I watched her think it over and hoped to god she would see it my way. “Don’t make me carry you to the car, little girl.”

      She giggled half-heartedly, “Daddy, don’t be silly.”

      “Where are your things?”

      “I didn’t pack because I was so upset.”

      “No problem. I’m an excellent packer. Come with me, and I’ll help you.”

      “But…”

      “No buts about it, little girl. Come with me right now.” I tucked my right shoulder underneath her waist and lifted up to carry her to the bedroom.

      “Put me down!” she protested.

      “You need to behave.” I smacked her ass hard three times. “Now sit there and tell me where your overnight bag is. We will deal with the fact you weren’t ready for me later on.”

      It took me ten minutes to make sure she had comfortable clothes, hiking shoes, and her toiletries. She’d find out when we got there I already purchased special occasion attire for her with Ariana’s help. It was wrapped in a big box with a pink silk bow and waiting in the trunk.

      We were out the door in fifteen minutes, driving down the road, and it felt like a near escape.
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      “If you reach behind you, little girl, there is flavored sparkling water, and carrot sticks with ranch dip, and sliced apples. I got you the Kettle chips you like with sea salt. Of course, I couldn’t forget the gummy bears.” I winked at her, trying to keep things light.

      “Thank you, Daddy. This is so nice.”

      “Of course, princess. It’s Daddy’s job to take care of you.”

      “I’m sorry I was so grumpy when you got to my house.” She sighed and hugged Boris more tightly to her.

      “Remember the rule: Tell Daddy everything. What happened?”

      Baby girl revealed her sister Roxy already spent the money from her dad and so wouldn’t be able to pay back the charges she made to Chloe’s credit cards.

      “It’s just the last straw. I can’t enable her anymore. Why would I try to help someone so selfish? Someone so convinced she always deserves more, even when it comes at someone else’s expense? My dad offered to pay me for the charges, but I don’t feel right about that either.”

      I gripped the steering wheel tighter and tighter as Chloe relayed the story.

      “I’m glad we got you away for the weekend, baby girl. Dealing with that nonsense wouldn’t be good for anyone’s sanity. Just sit back and relax and let Daddy take care of you.”

      “I’m glad you got me out of there, too,” she said and chomped on the gummy bears I bought for her.

      The conviction to implement my plan was increasing.
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      I took the road from Leggett to Fort Bragg and then up the coast to Mendocino. It was a beautiful and winding road through the mountainous forest that towered over the picturesque coastline. I drove down to the pastel-painted cove with a private beach and tree-lined harbor.

      “Hey, how about we check in, put our things away, and go for a walk around the town?”

      “Cool.” She looked so cute holding the rabbit called Boris to her chest, and yet, the gesture worried me slightly. She used him for comfort, which meant she was not totally worry-free. She was in what some might call a slightly “little space,” but it was more complicated with what I knew about Chloe.

      I pulled her out of my Pontiac and stood her up on her feet, wrapping my arms around her and giving her a passionate kiss in the middle of the parking lot. Her cheeks flushed slightly, and she tucked Boris into her purse.

      The cabin had an amazing view of the cove and there was a huge hot tub in front of the sea-facing windows.

      After tucking Boris under the covers, Chloe bounced up and down on the bed, and I took it as a good sign.

      “Open this before we head into town, little girl.”

      “What is it, Daddy?”

      She held the pink silk bow between her fingers and thumb, rubbing it in a self-soothing fashion.

      “Open it up and find out.”

      Chloe opened the top box, which contained white cotton lingerie, decorated with bouquets of pink roses and ruffles all around the leg openings, on top of and underneath the bra cups.

      “Oh, this is so pretty,” said Chloe. The next box was bigger and contained what Ariana referred to as a dusty pink fairy gown. Ariana told me words like “chiffon, silk ribbon, puffy sleeves, full skirt” all I knew is Chloe would be adorable in it, and I loved that it hit her mid-thigh so I could fantasize about what was underneath all day long.

      The next items excited me even more, and I was eager to see Chloe’s response.

      The panties had a light pink bow at the top on the backside and beneath was a flexible, fluffy kitten tail. Even sexier where the garters extended down from the leg openings.

      Something told me Chloe would enjoy expressing her inner feline.

      The last box had a soft satin dress in what Ariana called classy beige. Chloe could only wear it in the bedroom since the side slit went to the waist and was barely held shut with diamond rhinestone chains. Chloe’s squeezable tush would look amazing from the side of the dress.

      “There’s just one more thing, little girl.” I handed over the smallest box of all, which was wrapped in silver tissue. Inside was a pink leather collar with a lock on the front in the shape of a heart. Spaced equally around the collar were small pink roses. Inserted in the necklace's lock was a heart-shaped turnkey. I walked to my duffel bag and pulled out a long leather leash that matched.

      “Get up on the bed, kitten.”

      She did as she was told, “Good girl.”

      “Take off your clothes for Daddy.”

      I pet her hair as she again did as she was told to let her know what a good girl she was. I put the collar around her neck and locked it. “This means you are never alone or too weak to handle anything because my strength is always with you when you have this on. It should also remind you to follow my rules at all times, even when I’m not with you. And if ever you’re feeling sad or lonely, it will comfort you because you know by wearing it that I love and care for you.”

      She sat up suddenly on her heels and faced me on the bed. “You love me?”

      “Yes, Chloe, it might be early, but I know what I feel. What do you think?”

      “I never thought I needed protecting, but that’s what I feel about you. Protected. Safe. It feels better than anything I’ve ever felt before.”

      “Good. Let’s get you dressed and go out and explore the town. I want to see what you look like wearing your short princess gown and your new lingerie set.”
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      I didn’t know what Jax meant when he said I would find out later, after I asked him about what the leash was for. Sure, I could put two and two together. My new collar had a silver loop for attaching a leash. But what exactly did he have in mind?

      How did the fluffy white kitty tail factor in?

      Jax had arranged for a couples’ massage at a spa before our early dinner. It was all within walking distance, so we returned to the room completely relaxed and pampered. My earlier worries were hard to conjure up.

      Back at the fairy tale cabin, my brain went down that unwelcome path. But I took Jax’s hand in mine and held the collar around my neck, which immediately soothed my anxiety.

      After an eternity, Jax finally undressed me down to my new undies and bra set. He walked to his suitcase, grabbed the leash again, clicked it to the side of my neck and gently led me into the bedroom.

      “You know what tonight is, kitten?”

      Silently, I shook my head no.

      “Tonight’s the night I take that sweet pussy of yours for the first time.”

      “Do you understand what Daddy wants from you when he says to be a good girl, sweetheart?”

      The single cocktail after dinner made me brave. It did not embarrass me at all when I pulled on the kitty tail panties he bought for me and crawled on my knees in front of him and nuzzled the front of his trousers with my face.

      “Go ahead, little girl.” Daddy said, encouraging me to unzip him. My kitty mouth watered at the thought of the tasty cock that awaited behind the fabric.

      Jax was a tall man, complete with big, powerful hands, muscled forearms, bright blue eyes, and a smile which could melt away my fear in an instant. He told me he loved me, and I wanted to be his in every way a woman could belong to a man. I knew he was my protector, and I felt safe with him, but I also knew at the end of the day, it was him who was in control, and it turned me on.

      Daddy stood still, and I crawled over to him, rubbed against his legs, and wiggled my tail-covered bum so he would want to swat it.

      Suddenly, he snapped. I had pushed at the limit of his self-control and all the passion and tension had built up in his body throughout the course of the days and weeks since we had first met exploded. Picking me up off the floor, he pulled my body to his, wrapping my legs around his midsection and my arms around his neck. He kissed me intensely, tugging at my hair.

      Throwing me down on the bed, he got on top of me and pinned me to the mattress below. He bit my lip, kissing and biting a trail down my exposed body from my neck to my inner thigh. I gasped and moaned, needing his mouth on me. However, he was too greedy in his lust. He put his forearm gently against my throat and the gesture of extreme control made my pussy gush. In one fluid movement, he pulled his throbbing cock out of his boxers and shoved it in my mouth.

      I couldn’t breathe, and I stared up at him, fully at his mercy. “That’s right, kitty cat. Look into my eyes. Let me see your beautiful eyes water as you swallow daddy’s cock like a good girl.”

      His words turned me on even further. My pussy flushed hot at the thought of his huge hard-on filling my throat and even choking me with his cum. He let me up for air only to fill my throat again afterwards; in, out, in, out.

      “Your lips look so good around Daddy’s dick, baby girl. You like swallowing it, don’t you? You were made for this.”

      I tasted his cock on my tongue and craved the way he used me. Nodded my head affirmatively to his dirty line of questioning.

      “You’re such a good girl.” He growled, still gently squeezing my neck. “Daddy will do whatever he wants to you because you belong to him.” Removing his cock from my mouth, he put me on all fours on the bed and spread my legs. He licked me from my clit all the way to my bum over and over again until my legs were shaking with desire, “Mine,” he said and grabbed my tits and lightly twisted each one until I growled like a tiny female cat in heat.

      “Let me see your pretty, pink kitty tongue licking Daddy’s dick.” I did as I was told, turning around and lapping at his huge rod like a melting ice cream cone.

      He pulled me up, gently kissed my face and grabbed my throat, saying “mine” once more. His mock-choking turned me on inexplicably.

      “Get ready, princess. I can’t wait anymore.” He pushed me gently backwards on the bed, lowering himself to my pussy and lapping again at my clit. “Cum, kitten,” he said. “Be a good girl and cum for your daddy before I explode inside of you.”

      The feeling was fantastic, and I bent my knees more to allow him better access to my pussy.

      “Daddy, it feels so good! I need more. I need you.”

      But he didn’t listen. He went on licking at me, and playing with my clit, and I knew we were both coming close to the edge.

      “Please put it inside of me! I can’t wait any longer.”

      He slid in halfway, and it felt like I was being split in two. I didn’t know if it was normal to want him to ram me, but I didn’t care. My body was doing victory laps, and I hadn’t even cum yet.

      “I don’t want to hurt you, kitten. But god, you are so tight and wet. I don’t know if I can hold back.”

      “Don’t hold back. Fuck me. Make me yours,” I purred beneath him and scratched at his back for encouragement.

      Inexplicably, he leaned down and placed his lips softly on mine. “You’re so precious to me, Chloe. Hold me tight.”

      I wrapped my arms around his neck and held on firmly. There was pressure, so much pressure inside of me. And then, relief.

      Jax held still and the pace of his breath made it clear it was costing him.

      “You OK?”

      “More than,” there was slight discomfort, but it dissipated as I started thrusting my hips up against him.

      “Oh god, Chloe. You’re going to make me cum, baby girl.”

      Unbelievably, I could feel him grow even bigger inside me. My heart was racing like a rabbit toward its burrow. Jax was slamming into me from above, and it could never be hard enough.

      Just as he roared above me, my toes curled in concert with my pussy; contracting and spasming in pleasure as I clawed at his back.
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      Chloe made a trip to the bathroom, and I lay on my back thinking about how I would tell her. I knew myself. I was a Dom through and through. If I couldn’t have her with me, keeping her safe, I wouldn’t be able to handle it.

      I didn’t care if it was partly due to what I had experienced with Jennifer. I was determined if I ever found love again, I would listen.

      Pay attention to all the warning signs.

      Yet, despite these vows to myself, Chloe had been suffering without me because of the news about her sister not being able to pay for the credit card charges. I didn’t even know about it.

      She came out of the bathroom wearing a sweet pink pajama set. The bottoms poofed out around her and had a lace border at the thigh, and her midriff peeked out above the waist. The top buttoned down the center and had a tiny satin bow just beneath her generous breasts. There were two straps that held it on at the shoulders, and I wasn’t sure how I would keep from ripping it off.

      I piled all the pillows up, so we had a comfy bed rest to sit up against. She crawled into bed, and I wrapped both of my arms around her, tucking her head beneath my chin.

      I reached to my right and grabbed a water glass, passing it her way. She shook her head no.

      I couldn’t hesitate any longer. “Little girl, there is something I need to ask you about.”

      “What, Daddy?” she asked.

      “I don’t want to ever experience what I saw this morning. I’m sorry, but I just don’t think I can handle going through that on a  regular basis.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Seeing you nearly incapacitated by your sister’s antics. It just about killed me. And it reminded me of Jenny, even though I know you’re not her. You don’t try to escape your problems by using drugs, and I can’t imagine you going that route.”

      Resting her chin on her hand, there was a bemused smile on her lips, “No, never been something I’ve been interested in. I’m wacky enough all on my own. Don’t need any help.”

      I put my hand on her shoulder in a possessive gesture, “Even so, I felt so helpless against whatever you were experiencing. I need to be your protector and keep you from feeling that way.”

      Unconsciously, her brow furrowed, “Jax, my feelings are my problem. It’s not your job to protect me from them.”

      Silence sat between us for a minute or two, and it felt like an hour.

      I imposed an iron control on myself, “I disagree, Chloe. A Daddy Dom must protect, cherish, safeguard, love, and care for his little girl. And always put her needs over his own. I know this because it’s in my nature.”

      The glint of humor returned, “How do you propose to do all of those things? Sounds like a full-time job.”

      “Not if you move in with me. If you move in, I can keep you safe.”

      She cleared her throat, unable to pretend she wasn’t affected, “Move in?!?!” Disconcerted, she crossed her arms and pointedly looked away.

      She pulled back from me and stared with her mouth half open.

      Great, Jax. You really know how to blow a good thing before it even gets off the ground.

      “I know myself, and I know a good thing when it comes my way. With you under my roof, I’ll be better able to protect and take care of you. I’ll worry with you all on your own.

      Biting her lip, she looked down. “Okay if I think about it for a bit? I wasn’t expecting something like this so soon, is all.”

      I placed her delicate hand over my cock, which grew again, filling her hand. My hardness rubbed against her, nothing subtle about what I was getting at.

      I had to have her teetering on the brink as I plunged into her sweet heat, over and over and over.

      I tried to make my tone casual, jesting, “Better hurry up.” I ripped off my T-shirt. “A hard man is good to find. I’m a hot commodity.”
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      I was looking forward to seeing Ariana, Sofie, and Gracie and get their thoughts about what Jax had asked me this weekend. I had no earthly idea whether it was too soon to think about moving in with someone, and to be honest; it scared the crap out of me.

      We agreed to meet at Splendor in the Grass for lunch with wine. It was the first day of my long weekend, and all the girls had flexible schedules like me because of being business owners.

      Splendor was luxurious. I walked into the sun porch, which was completely encased in glass, and had botanically printed canopies hung from the center of the ceiling with plenty of space between for the sunlight to stream through.

      My three friends had already arrived and sat upon the silk, cushioned benches beneath hanging Moroccan light fixtures and a swath of pink begonias in bloom. In front of them they had already poured a rich red wine for each of us and at the center of the table there was a long plank of wood, polished so it served as a platter. There was an assortment of cheeses, crackers, cured meats, olives, pistachios, sliced fruit, small bunches of grapes, and mouth-watering spreads placed strategically on the buffet.

      “Hey, Chloe. How was your weekend?” Ariana slid a glass of the rich, red liquid across the table toward me. Both Gracie and Sofie had their elbows resting on the table in front of them, their hands clasped eagerly together, and their chins placed atop their folded fingers, looking like eager cherubs watching over the garden of Eden.

      “It was great, you guys, especially, but not just the sex. Jax told me he loved me.”

      “Oh,” said the cherubs in unison.

      “And you? What do you think about all this?” asked Ariana.

      “It’s all happening so quickly. You know I told Jax about my diagnosis, and I never expected him to be so accepting, let alone overt about his feelings.”

      “If he’s a Daddy Dom like you said,” Gracie stated, “then he doesn’t just want your body, he also wants your soul.”

      “I never expected to find a love like this, especially not so quickly.”

      Sofie spoke, “The best kind of love is when it’s with someone who really sees what a mess you can be, how hard you are to handle, but still wants you more than anything.”

      Ariana and Gracie raised their glasses, instigating a round of toasts from all of us.

      “Let’s hope you’re right. He asked me to move in with him.”

      I could tell the three of them could’ve easily done a spit take at that point, but they kindly held their wine inside their mouths. Ariana was the first to raise her glass again. “Is it time for a toast? Or did you not tell him yes yet?”

      “Not exactly,” I said. “I didn’t say I love him back, nor did I agree to move in with him. I told him I needed more time, and I’m scared.”

      Gracie shoved a rolled slice of salami into her mouth and chewed thoughtfully, “I guess I can understand where you’re coming from. If I hadn’t been trapped at Luke’s house, I’m sure it would have taken me much longer to get as far as we did. But there’s really no reason to hold back, is there? I mean, so what if it goes wrong? What do you have to lose?”

      “I guess you’re right. I’ll tell you one thing; the sex will never be boring.”

      “Do tell,” Gracie said.

      “Well, when we arrived in Mendocino, he gave me a bunch of presents. Thanks for helping him pick out the dresses, Ariana. A couple of gifts were extremely surprising.”

      “Surprising how?” Sofie asked.

      “Look, I need you guys to be discreet. I really need to know what you think. He bought me undies with a kitty tail,” Gracie and Sofie tapped their fingertips against one another in anticipation. “He bought me a beautiful pink leather collar, something like a cat might wear, and he bought me a leather leash.”

      “Oh, the spices of lust,” said Gracie. “So how did it turn out?”

      “I found it to be extremely exciting, even the part where he was leading me around with my leash. So much so we ended up having sex for the first time. Does that make me a weirdo?”

      “Not at all! You two are some of the lucky ones who have discovered ways to make sex fun and exciting,” said Ariana.

      “One thing I’ve learned is being a little doesn’t mean acting a certain way. It doesn’t mean you have to be Disney-obsessed, suck on a pacifier, or wear pull-ups. All of us here have Daddy Doms like you do, and we enjoy our femininity and adulthood in different ways.”

      I put a cube of cheddar in my mouth and chewed. A small sip of wine washed it down.

      “You’re right,” I agreed. “It’s just nice to know some people who also live by their own rules. I guess there is no such thing as ‘normal,’ in life, or in the bedroom.”

      “Like Maya Angelou says,” said Gracie, “If you are always trying to be normal, you will never know how amazing you can be.”

      “I guess you’re right,” I said. “Here’s to an amazing life.”

      I couldn’t wait to talk to Jax.

      My heart was telling me taking this huge step was right, and I felt courage and determination inside me like a rock and knew that I would follow him anywhere. There was no place I’d rather be than with him.
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      My king-sized bed was low to the ground, topped by a velvet throw, and suited my purposes perfectly. I set her down on the mattress so her lips were at cock-level.

      She placed my belt buckle on her cheek, and I pulled my cock out of my pants, already rock hard, in my hand.

      “May I?” she purrs.

      “May you what?”

      “May I please suck on your cock, Daddy? Pretty, pretty please?”

      “I don’t know; depends,” loving the teasing mood she was in I gently gripped her chin. Two could play at this game.

      I slowly stroked my shaft up and down, teasing her, “Was my kitten a good girl while she was out with her friends?”

      She nods sweetly up at me, “Yes, Daddy. Will you please let me suck your cock? I’ve been a good girl, and I want to show you how I can lick it and suck on it until it explodes in my mouth.” She appeared anxious to taste me and have me in her mouth,.

      Not to mention, her dirty talk made me harder than a steel crankshaft.

      “I will always try to be your good little kitten.”  She lapped at the glistening droplet which formed on the tip of my swollen cock, leaning her head back and opening her mouth, offering her tongue, begging to taste me.

      She closed her eyes in reverence as the knob of my hard erection pressed against the back of her throat, stretching her lips wide open with each slow shove. I cradled the back of her head as she kept bobbing her wet mouth up and down on my hard-on. Her lips barely fit around me, and there were drops of slick saliva dribbling down her chin as she greedily sank down once again, trying to take in as much as she could.

      Such an eager pet.

      I tugged at her hair, pulling her away from me as she gripped my slippery shaft and lazily stroked it, squeezing the head between her fingers. “Tell Daddy what you want, kitten,” I groaned.

      “I want you to cum on me, Daddy,” she replied in a throaty whisper. “Mark me as yours.”

      She watched greedily as I stroked myself and reached her fingers slowly down inside of her panties. She eyed me warily as she slid them over her between her thighs.

      “Good girl, kitten. Daddy loves to see you touching your pretty pussy.”

      It was going to put me over the edge. I felt my balls tighten as she opened her mouth and moaned, her eyes still fixed on my cock.

      I worked my dick faster now and felt the shaft throb in time with my balls. I groaned in agony as she leaned toward me, lapping at the crest of my sensitive head, rubbing her lips over the tip as she frantically rubbed her clit, her bum resting on her heels so she was at better eye level with my pulsing rod.

      “May I cum, Daddy?” Her tone was as frantic as her fingers which were working her slippery, throbbing nub.

      “Not yet, kitten, don’t you dare.” I gritted my teeth. “You don’t cum until I say you can.” For emphasis, I reached down and slapped her ass with three healthy strokes. Afterwards, I grabbed her hair forcefully in my fist, causing her to moan, which vibrated around me in a way that made me stroke faster to fuck her face in earnest.

      She gasped, “Shoot it on me, Daddy! Spray it on my tits.” I leaned forward, placing my right hand on the mattress to prevent myself from falling, and watched as her entire body shuddered as she moaned from her orgasm. The sweet suction of her mouth was too much. My orgasm burst out of me, ignited by her words, and I spilled hot seed on her breasts and belly.

      She smeared my liquid all over her tits and once her crescendo settled; and licked every bit of my essence from my still hard cock, lapping at her hands as if she really were my pet cleaning the cream from her paws.

      “Oh, kitten,” I groaned as I pulled her next to me to lie under the sheets. “You are a very good girl.”
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      If last night was any sign, it was clear, like the potato chip commercial, we could never eat just one—of each other. Would wake up in the middle of the night, gently disturbing each other’s slumber, and we went at it for another round. A round of sweet and tender lovemaking or hard and fast fucking.

      But that wasn’t the best part. What felt more right than anything was simply lying in his arms. It was a privilege I never had before, so I had nothing to compare it to, but I knew it felt extremely right.

      He was so huge next to me. In his arms, I really felt like a tiny kitten. Feminine. And for the first time in my life, delicate.

      No one had ever referred my body to as diminutive. All my life I was compared with my sister, who was tiny by comparison and left me looking huge in every family photo.

      So, being a delicate and fragile creature, whether an illusion or not, was a new and unanticipated pleasure.

      I went through the checklist I memorized. The top 10 symptoms of mania. They obviously included a tendency toward mood swings: depression and euphoria. Goodness knew my excitement was Olympian as of late.

      One odd addition to warning checklists for people who were bipolar was the tendency toward hyper-sexuality. I asked my therapist about it, and she reassured me people were individuals, not their diagnosis, and every person’s sex drive was as unique as their personality. It was impossible to generalize with any accuracy at all.

      But I certainly felt like a hyper-sexual hussy these days. And I loved it.

      Jax stirred beside me and spoke in his deliciously graveled voice, “Good morning, kitten.” I scooted closer and reveled in the feeling of his huge, powerful arms wrapped around me.

      “How about some breakfast?”

      With me perched post-breakfast, unbelievably, on his lap, he fed me bite after bite. “It’s my job to feed you, kitten.” He put a raspberry with vanilla Greek yogurt on top of my tongue. “Besides, it’s sexy to take care of you. Just like you’re my little pet.”

      “I have a surprise for you today,” he said.

      “What, Daddy?”

      “I booked a spa day for you and the girls at the River Rock Resort. You three can get whatever suits your fancy: manicures, pedicures, massages, any of that girly stuff. It’s on me.”

      “What did I do to deserve this?”

      “Maybe I’m trying to bribe you to move in with me. Giving you a taste of what it will be like if we lived together permanently.”

      “Oh, so there are strings attached.”

      “I’m kidding, kitten. I just wanted to do something nice for you. You’ve had a lot of stress going on lately, and you deserve a break.”

      “That is amazingly sweet of you, Jax.”

      “I have it in me sometimes,” I stroked her cheek, “In all seriousness, I’ve been researching what it means to be bipolar, and I learned keeping stress levels low is important. So, it’s a priority for me to make sure that happens.”

      “And I’ve been researching all about little girls and their Daddy Doms. Could you tell last night?” I wriggled suggestively on his lap.

      “Mm mmm, yes,” he moaned, and my inner-tease thrust her fists into the air when she felt his rigid cock grow beneath her bum.

      He slid a sliced strawberry past my lips, and we shared a sweet goodbye kiss before I headed to the spa with the girls.
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      Jax reserved the most luxurious spot for us at the spa. There were four oval-shaped tubs formed with wooden slats and banded and held together with three metal straps locked in a way reminiscent of saddle tack.

      Gracie, Sofie, Ariana and I soaked in the natural, bubbly spring water, heated to a drowsy-making temperature. In contrast, the swift spring current of the river below swept rapidly along. The view in front of us was across a deep channel and the water was a beautiful emerald hue. Conifers bordered both sides to the right and left of us. We had the best view of the bank and sat comfortably speechless as the relaxing liquid covered our bodies.

      As usual, Ariana was the first to inquire about my most recent goings on. She lifted her glass of champagne to her lips, took a slow sip and asked, “So, Chloe, what have you decided about Jax’s invitation to move in?”

      “I haven’t decided anything.” I said while wriggling my face beneath the quickly drying mud mask. “I’m just not comfortable taking such an enormous leap after knowing someone for such a short time. There’s no hurry, after all.”

      “But didn’t you say Jax worried about you dealing with your sister on your own? Smart man, if you ask me,” said Gracie.

      I focused on the roiling surface of the deep green river torrent in front of me. It was true I had not decided about moving in with Jax, and I certainly hadn’t talked to Roxy about the money she owed me. I dreaded that encounter.

      Just thinking about it made my heart quicken, and suddenly it was difficult to remain still in the tub despite its relaxing properties. I raised up, sitting on the edge and sucked my breath when the side door swung open.

      The door crashed into a wall, interrupting our attempts at relaxing. Unbelievable.

      “What are you doing here, Roxy?”

      “Jax told me I could find you here. I just wanted to have a little chat with my sister. I’ve been worried; you’ve  gone so long without calling.”

      “I told you I would be gone, Roxy. What do you mean Jax told you I would be here?”

      “I told you he was interested in me, Chloe. Why would I make something like that up? I ran into him in town today, and he was all over me.”

      “You’re lying.” I knew her too well. She had a subtle squirminess about her when she wasn’t telling the truth. I could feel it in my gut… and yet? Could it be true?

      It wouldn’t be the first time a guy betrayed me so he could get at my sister. The pretty one. I guess pretty was all that mattered.

      I dunked myself underneath the tickling bubbles and scrubbed my face clean.

      I popped out from the tub and almost shouted in her direction, “You’re despicable!”

      It was an out-of-body experience. I climbed out of the tub and sensed my friends doing the same. Ariana stepped forward, and Roxy actually took a step back, as if knowing better than to mess with her.

      “I’m just trying to keep you from being hurt, Chloe. I don’t want you getting involved with a cheater. You know what they say, once a cheater always a cheater.” she looked at her nails. Avoiding my eyes.

      “Anyway, he cornered me in one of the public restrooms. I barely made it out of there with my clothes on; I had to fight him off. He was like a man possessed. It must be the reason he’s been paying attention to you, just so he could get at me.”

      I wrapped myself in a towel and pushed past her to the changing room.

      As I walked past her, I said with firm certainty I had never used with her before, “Don’t call me, don’t come to my apartment. I never want to see you again!”

      My hands shook as I put on my clothing in the changing room and I had a blurred sense of my friends hovering around me in support.

      “Don’t listen to her, Chloe,” Sophie said. “She’s just trying to get your goat like she has a million times before. She’s jealous of your happiness and can’t stand to see you in a healthy relationship.”

      “Then how on earth did she know we were here? Why would Jax have told her? I can’t believe this is happening again. It’s not good for me!”

      “Talk to Jax, Chloe. There has to be an explanation for this,” said Gracie.

      “You guys stay here and enjoy the spa for the rest of the day. I just need to be alone for a while.”

      I could feel myself sinking and knew I needed to get home quickly so I could be alone. Bed was the best place to be when I felt like this.

      No stress from the world or the people in it. The only burden was what I put on myself. I was disgusted with myself for not being able to handle the world like everyone else did.

      I drove home and started to cry. Upset or not, the thought of crawling under my sheets and covers was more seductive than anything I could think of.
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      I stayed in bed with Boris and turned off my phone after checking all the doors and window locks to make sure no one got in. Well, mainly Jax.

      I knew better than to believe he could love me. It was the same thing that happened with Steve. I was dumb enough both times to think they were interested in me when I was just a means to an end.

      Still, I had wanted to believe so badly with Jax. It had felt real.

      My misery was so acute that it was a physical pain. The only good thing about being depressed was I didn’t feel like eating. Not one bit.

      It was amazing to think just that morning I had been a happy person.

      It seemed so far away now. Even harder was remembering what it felt like to be on the verge of falling head over heels for Jax.

      If this was the inevitable outcome of falling in love, I never wanted to have these feelings again.

      I curled into a ball with Boris tucked into my belly, and fell prey to the smothering, weighted blanket of sleep.
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      She was late, and she wasn’t answering my texts. The earlier encroaching fog covered the valley for real now that it was evening, and a northern wind was stirring cold in the air.

      I started at the sound of my phone going off, and my heart sank when I saw it was a call from the police station.

      “Charlie?”

      “You better get down here right away, Jax.”

      “What is it? Is Chloe OK?” I could’ve kicked myself for not going to the spa to find her earlier.

      “It’s not Chloe; it’s her sister, and I’m afraid you’re not going to like what you see.”

      “Is everyone OK?”

      “Everyone but the telephone pole and your Z28, I’m afraid.”

      The handle of my Pontiac was freezing cold against my hand, and I yanked it open to climb inside. There was a swirl of broken, black cloud overhead and the sunset shone through to signal the oncoming night. I shuddered and headed to the police station. At least Chloe was OK.

      I could handle anything as long as nothing bad happened to her.

      Receiving a call from Charlie on his police line was all too familiar.

      There were so many times with Jenny when Charlie did me the favor of calling me to come pick her up before she got herself into arrest-worthy trouble. The worst behavior was her tendency to combine alcohol with prescription opioids, which put her at a much higher risk of overdose.

      At this thought, my gut clenched with dread, and there was the taste of metal in my mouth. I recognized the familiar feeling of imminent fear, and a flicker of apprehension coursed through me. Charlie had told me Chloe wasn’t in trouble, but that didn’t keep my body from panicking at the situation. I guess it’s what Chloe would refer to as a trigger. I just needed her to be safe.

      I walked into the station, and Charlie met me behind the front desk. “Hey Jax, I’m not sure why she asked for you, but I figured since you’re going out with her sister you probably would want to get notified.”

      “What happened, Charlie?”

      “Well, she claims you let her take it for a spin. People down at the Saloon report hearing her brag about the fact you gave it to her.”

      “I never gave her the keys to this car. It’s not even mine. She had to have stolen them out of the shop.”

      “So, are you going to be pressing charges for auto theft?” I shook my head no. “I can’t avoid slapping her with a DUI, and it’s the third one. She had no business driving, and she’s lucky she didn’t hurt anyone. She’ll do time and serve parole for this.”

      “If anyone needs to feel the consequences of her actions, it’s Roxy. She’s been getting away with taking from others for far too long. I’ll go let her sister know.” My business liability insurance covered the Camaro, but the owner would not be happy about this. We’d have to find him a comparable vehicle. Roxy was nothing but pure trouble.

      “I know you’ve been seeing Chloe and hope you don’t mind me saying you couldn’t find two sisters more unlike each other.”

      “You got that right, Charlie.”

      “Folks at the Saloon said Roxy was bragging you practically molested her downtown, and she crashed Chloe’s girl’s day at the spa to tell her so. She’s got a mean streak as wide as the Mississippi, that one does. People are talking and Chloe’s real broken up about it. Just thought you’d want to know.”

      “Thanks, I’ll go check on her now.”

      I grabbed the baseball hat off my head and twisted it like a towel in my hands.

      Outside the sky had gone inky black. My mouth watered with nausea when I thought about Chloe being upset because of her sister’s lies. I just hadn’t had enough time with her yet. Enough time to prove what I felt for her was permanent and real.

      I hopped into Cash and put the pedal to the metal to get to her apartment as quickly as I could.

      There were no lights on in the house, but her crappy Ford Fiesta was parked in the driveway. I leaped out, taking her driveway in two huge strides and hopped up the front steps.

      Calm down. You’re not going to make anything better by freaking out. Act cool.

      I breathed deeply, but any attempt at forced relaxation did nothing to stop the speed of my heart, which was thumping as if it wanted to pop out of my chest.

      I rang the doorbell, once. Normal. I counted one, two, three.

      And rang it again.

      Three pounds on the door with my fist and one ring of the doorbell. I called her name. I took my phone out and rang her number.

      No answer.

      She wasn’t Jenny. Chloe knew how to take care of herself. She saw a counselor and managed her diagnosis very well. She was OK.

      “Chloe!” OK, that could be considered a roar. I didn’t want to attract attention. I walked to the back of the apartment where her bedroom was and tried to peek in the windows. No light.

      Where was she? Why wasn’t she answering? I was out of my mind, pounding on her back door, hoping to wake her.

      Fuck it; I couldn’t take any chances. I would break the door down myself. Before I got the chance to, Charlie stepped around the corner holding his flashlight/weapon.

      “Jax, I can’t let you do this. A neighbor reported you shouting and pounding on the door. Let me try her bedroom window and announce myself as police, but you are going to have to wait in your car. Do I need to cuff you?”

      I blew all the air out of my chest and knew I couldn’t handle another brush with the law. “No, I’ll wait. I just want to know she’s OK.”

      Charlie used the magic word, “police” tapping on Chloe’s bedroom window and got her to answer the back door where she could see it was him. It took forever.

      He walked back to my Pontiac with a sad expression. My core cramped against the internal fear. “Not again. Not Chloe!”

      “Jax, she’s OK. Just upset and she doesn’t want you here right now. I’m sorry, but you must respect that.”

      “But she needs me!”

      “I know, but I can’t let you stay. She’s going to be fine. She’s not thinking of hurting herself. “

      I blurted, “Hurting herself! What would make her think of doing that?”

      “It’s a question I have to ask. She is clearly sad. Look, maybe when this blows over, you two will have time to talk, and she can explain herself. For now, you need to go home. I can’t let you stay here, and if you try to, I’ll have to haul you in.”

      I drove home and poured myself a generous scotch on the rocks. I stayed up into the night, unable to sleep and not at all comforted by the amber liquid, which served only to increase my agitated state.

      Finally, before falling asleep as the sun was just coming up, the inebriation granted clarity, as it sometimes will.

      There was no way I could go through this again with another woman.

      Chloe wanted to avoid me, and well, she achieved her goal.

      Only now it was me who realized this just wouldn’t work. I thought I could swoop in and solve her problems.

      I trusted her. I felt like we could talk to each other about real problems.

      But she shut me out based on rumor, without even hearing my side. Her emotions were in control, and logic sat on the bench.

      I couldn’t save her and I hated the very fucking thought of it.

      I guess this time around I could count my blessings. I’ve always been attracted to crazy women, but at least I didn’t marry one.
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      A week later, it was still hard to drag my ass out of bed, force myself to take a shower and get dressed for work. It felt like there were leaded weights on my shoulders. Nothing was right without Jax. A raw and primitive grief overwhelmed me at the thought of him being permanently removed from my life.

      Not even the chic appearance of my salon cheered me up, so I knew it was bad. As I entered, I heard the familiar chunk chunk chunk of a chair being raised with a foot pedal.

      I had researched photos of French hair salons to put together the decor. I hunted the back forty antique warehouse for months, buying one item at a time. Every chair had its own French table, which was custom painted and a gold-framed mirror, so every styling station was unique. There was a sweet, tufted couch that sat directly under the window facing main street, and we even had a shop kitty named Shere Khan.

      The shop’s light was cozy yet bright, and I had selected a light apricot-colored theme for the upholstery and paint.

      But none of that mattered today. Nothing mattered. It was a long time since I felt this way. Hopeless.

      The bomb Roxy dropped before her jail sentence shoved me back to the place where I was no longer in charge of my emotions. She would be inside for six months and it would either be her wake up call, or her road to ruin. I wasn’t involved and agreed with my therapist, better to have no contact with her for now.

      “Hey, girl,” it was Brittany whom I hired to do lashes back in August. She was working out great. “What’s going on with you today? You are a million miles away.”

      I was too tired to pretend. “Boy troubles.”

      “Oh no, don’t tell me you broke up with that tall drink of water. He was delish.”

      Brittany had seen Jax the day he brought me lunch with gummy bears for dessert. “Well, I have a habit of attracting men who go out with me to get at my older sister.”

      “Huh. He was so into you. He couldn’t take his eyes off you!”

      She started rearranging the OPI nail polish display in accordance with her own aesthetic. The colors went together great the way she arranged them, but in her efforts, the entire display went cascading to the floor.

      A bottle of Malaga Wine polish broke open on the floor and seeped slowly outward, making the floor look like a crime scene.

      “Oh my God, Chloe I’m so sorry.”

      “It’s fine, Brittany, it cleans up with acetone no problem.”
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      The day dragged by; I still wasn’t sure where things stood with Jax at this point. I had a million texts from him, but eventually, he’d stopped trying.

      Did I ruin everything because I believed Roxy over him?

      I just wasn’t certain if it was too late to fix my mistakes. Even if it wasn’t, at least I had the beautiful memory of what love was like. At least I had him in my life, no matter for how short a time.

      I leaned on the broom handle and stared out the glass, nearly jumping when suddenly Jax’s gigantic form stepped into view outside the window. His face wore a stern expression of anguish and passion.

      “Brittany, can you lock up, please?”

      “What’s the hur…ryyyyyy?” She froze in place, seeing Jax’s imposing figure outside. “Yeah, ’course. Go right ahead. I got this.”

      She practically shoved me out the front door after pushing my purse into my hands.

      His dark eyes showed the tortured disbelief of our break up. He looked as though he’d been suffering as much as I had, but we stared at each other across a sudden, bellowing silence. It was as if I was meeting him for the first time all over again. I took in his attractive, male physique, and met his eyes. Jax looked at me and all of the sudden, the double meaning of his gaze was very obvious.

      I tried to learn him by heart, standing there on the sidewalk, his desire for me as evident as daylight, so that if things didn’t work out between us, I’d at least have his likeness memorized.

      Jax reached out and touched my trembling lip with one finger and I held my breath, reaching out to grab his hand. He stepped forward and clutched my body tightly to his. I smelled lilacs blooming somewhere near by.

      Perfect. I thought. This man’s simple presence bathed me in perfume.

      Suddenly, his lips were on mine, placing a kiss that was at once urgent and exploratory, pleading me with its velvet warmth, begging me…  don’t give up on us again.
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      I continued to explore her soft ivory skin with my mouth, until the blunt head of my erection pressed urgently against my zipper, and I realized if I didn’t get her out of here, I’d end up fucking her on the sidewalk in broad daylight.

      My buddy Luke had Gracie call me to let me know what went down at the spa, and what went down years ago with some dude named Steve. For that, I almost owed Roxy. My Chloe could have gotten together with another guy way back in high school if it weren’t for her.

      I snatched my baseball cap off my head and wrung it in my fists.

      I could see how this whole situation would feel like a do-over if the only source of information Chloe had to go on was her lying sister.

      I planned to set her straight. “Gracie called me to fill me in on Roxy’s visit to the spa. You know Roxy was lying, right? I never told her you were at the spa that day, and of course, I have no interest in her. It’s always been you, Chloe, only you.”

      She could barely keep up with my pace as I marched her down the sidewalk, so I just picked her up and put her over my shoulder.

      “Jax! Put me down, I’m heavy.”

      “What did I say about you talking about yourself like that? You are just right,” I swatted her ass three times.

      “Where are you taking me?”

      “To my shop. I adiosed everyone out of there. We have the whole place to ourselves.”

      We arrived, and I plunked her down on the blue upholstered swivel chair of the lobby.

      “What are we doing here?” She crossed her arms in a huff in front of her.

      “Look, I know you can handle things on your own, but that’s not what this is about. I want to be your champion, at your side, always when any difficulty comes your way. And I want to help ensure the rest of your life is a lot less difficult. That’s why you have to talk to me. You can’t hide shit away and shut me out. I can’t take it, Chloe!”

      “I’m sorry.”

      “Sorry, what?”

      “Sorry, Daddy. I won’t do it again. I’m ready to do whatever you say.”

      Her eyes were on the floor, and I didn’t want to see her defeated.

      “Kitten, you’ve got me wrapped around your little finger. It might well be the other way around. I’m ready to fulfill your every need.” I said.

      “I bought you a present, little girl. Be a good girl and earn it.”

      I unzipped my jeans and squeezed my swelling dick in my hand, stroking myself to hardness was easy while seeing her sitting there helpless, ready to do my bidding.

      Chloe touched me with her fingertips and pressed her mouth against the tip. Her lips parted around my hard member, and her tongue darted out over the swollen head, lapping at the slit to lick off the pre-cum.

      My girl, for I would never let her go again, traced the edge of my cock head and slid her tongue down the shaft to my balls and sucked them into her mouth. I moaned as she smiled, flicking her tongue across the tightening testicles.

      She sucked and licked while staring up into my eyes, drawing a low growl out of me. But it wasn’t enough. I needed to have my baby girl’s wet mouth wrapped around my cock. Her innocence made it even hotter.

      Gripping the base of my cock, I grabbed the back of her head. She leaned into it and slid it into her mouth. A swirl of warmth shot through the length of my hard-on, and I held myself there for a moment and trembled.

      I pulled back, then fed an inch then two and three and four until the tip of my rod poked against her tonsils.

      I reached up and grabbed the sides of her head and pulled her close. “There’s more than one way to discipline you, little girl. Open your throat and take daddy’s dick like a good princess.”

      I pulled out again, and she sucked for air. A thin line of drool seeped out of her mouth and down her chin, and she smiled at me.

      I gave her another moment to catch her breath and pushed back into her hot, hungry mouth. She devoured me at first sliding my thickness greedily into her mouth.

      “Stop. I’m going to cum. I’m not ready yet.”

      She moaned around my cock and pulled back slightly only to bury it in her throat again.

      “Daddy said stop. You said you were ready to do whatever I said. Now be a good girl and come with me.”

      I led her to the hydraulic lift in the shop, having locked down the metal roll up doors from the inside earlier on.

      “Right, kitten. Close your eyes.” I undressed her, and the knowledge she was naked and vulnerable in this place had her soon panting.

      I went to the side drawer and pulled her surprise out of its velvet bag. It was fully charged.

      “I bought you a present. Been thinking about this for a long time. Open your eyes.”

      I had prepared the hydraulic car lift for her arrival, so all of its arms extended. Ever since I met her, I had been fantasizing about this. It was only three and a half feet high and was the single column, in-ground version, so perfect for what I had in mind.

      “Put your shin here, little girl.” She did as she was told, so each shin rested on its own extended rear arm, and her forearms resting on the front arms. Perfect position for tying down, smacking, fucking and whatever the hell else I wanted.

      Once she was fastened in place, I slapped her ass three times hard on each cheek, enough to leave red marks.

      From behind, I had a perfect view of her pulsing and dripping wet pussy. I couldn’t resist it. No mere mortal could.

      I pushed two fingers inside her plump, weeping pussy lips, thrusting up against her G spot. As protection against the noise factor, I had fastened a pink gag in her mouth that matched her collar and leash.

      I revved up the Hitachi Magic Wand and started teasing her hard, protruding clit, alternating between slow, fast and vibration patterns. She bucked against the canvas strap restraints which held her down tight on the extension arms. “What does my kitty need to say to her daddy?”

      Clearly, she understood and attempted a heartfelt and vociferous, “I’m sorry,” but it came out “M mmmmh mmh,” because of the gag in her mouth.

      I pinched her tight nipples for emphasis. “That’s right; you were a very bad girl. Don’t you ever go without answering Daddy’s texts!” With each word, I delivered a solid spank for emphasis.

      It was a tough decision with her there at my mercy for funishments, so I alternated between torturing her swollen jewel and shoving the vibrating wand inside of her cunt as a promise of my hard tool soon to come.

      Enough teasing. My cock was ready to burst.

      I unstrapped her and had her face me, pussy to the front. It was a special torture this way, lifting her leg up over my shoulder to give me the best access and turning the wand to maximum speed against her juicy clit until she came so hard her whole body was covered in sweat.

      I pulled back, not ready to quit punishing her yet. I put three fingers inside, this time shoving up against her G spot and pressing down on her pleasure center with her vibrating toy until she screamed behind her gag.

      “Are you ever going to leave Daddy again?”

      “No,” she tried to say, but with the gag around her mouth it just came out a smear of words.

      “I can’t hear you. You’re going to have to speak up for me, little girl.”

      I got her down, fastened both wrists with a strap and placed them over the extension arm, which I raised with the lift so her arms were over her head.

      Time to introduce her to yet another toy and see her writhe with pleasure. “Do you want to say barnacle yet?” She shook her head vehemently, no.

      I spun her slowly again so her rear end faced me. “Daddy got you something else to try out. If you don’t like it just say barnacle.”

      It was a perfect sight. Her luscious globes begged for more spankings, and I smacked her ass again. Between each biting smack, my hard cock rubbed against her thighs, occasionally brushing up against her quivering pussy.

      “You may not cum until I tell you. Got that, baby girl!”

      Chloe’s muffled moans grew louder, her breathing sped up, and her body shuddered. I caressed her ass gently with my hands and whispered, “So gorgeous. Stunning.”

      I slid my fingers across her dripping lips, using her own fluid as lubricant to probe her back passage, and grabbed her tightly with the other arm, “Easy, baby girl. Daddy’s got you.”

      As she panted with excitement, I asked again, “Barnacle, baby?” She shook her head no, and I fetched the bottle of lube from the drawer, grabbing the small silver butt plug at the same time. I dripped the liquid onto her waiting ass, slowly and gently pushed the plug into her tight hole, knowing it would add to her pleasure while I fucked her.

      “Good girl, take it all the way in, and Daddy will give you his cock as a reward.” She let out a long, deep muted moan.

      “Remember, you are not allowed to cum until I tell you to, precious.” She was dripping wet.

      My cock throbbed, and I fetched her wand again, using it to tease her clit while pushing in and out with the back-end toy. She may have had a gag in, but her screams were still loud. “You want to cum, baby doll? Is that what you want?”

      She nodded her head enthusiastically yes.

      “Are you ready for me to cum inside you?” She moaned a plaintive “yes” through the gag.

      “Are you ready for Daddy’s cock?” She moaned as if it was just what she had been waiting for. “I can’t hold back anymore, little girl. The sight of you tied up and squirming has my cock so hard. Are you ready for me?”

      She nodded her head emphatically, yes, and I spun her around so she was facing me.

      “Perfect position.” I used my hard rod to give her a quick pleasure smack to her quivering pussy. I penetrated her, slowly at first, with just the head of my thick dick.

      I pounded my hips against hers. My pulsating cock moved deep in her. I still held the handle so I could feel each thrust making the plug in her ass move in and out, doubling her pleasure.

      Finally, I commanded, “Cum for me, kitten! Cum for me now so I can cum with you!”

      I felt the beginnings of a powerful orgasm wash over her. Her pussy tightened like a vice grip around me, and her body spasmed with pleasure. Even with the gag still in her mouth, the intensity of the orgasm caused her to moan incredibly loudly. Seeing her in the throes of intense pleasure sent me into a frenzy of pounding.

      As her spent pussy loosened its grip, I thrust as deep into her as I could to cum. I groaned her name as I pumped and reached my point of no return. Unable to hold back, I arched my back and emptied myself inside of her.

      “I love you, baby girl.”

      “Mmm.”

      I released her wrists and carried her to the chair. Both of us were still panting and sweating.

      I gently removed the plug from her ass and took the gag from her mouth and then held her on my lap until both of us could think straight again.

      I would do whatever it took to keep her.

      * * *

      “Who’s car is that?” Chloe sashayed out to the sidewalk as I parked the fully restored, cream-colored Porsche 550 Spyder in front of her salon window. I loved seeing her grow more confident and sassy each day.

      “It’s yours.”

      “What do you mean, it’s mine? That thing has to be expensive.”

      “Chloe, compared to you, the car doesn’t mean shit to me. I’m tired of seeing you drive that piece of crap of yours around. Not only is it an eyesore, it’s also a death trap. I want you to have something tight and classy. Like you.”

      “I’m not classy,” she scuffed the toe of her Converse on the sidewalk.

      “If only you could see yourself through my eyes, little girl. Stick with me long enough, it’ll happen.”

      “It could take a long while for you to convince me I’m classy.”

      “How’s forever sound? ’Cause I want you with me. Forever.” She sucked in her breath and stared up at me, “I know you’re the one I’ll love until the end, Chloe.”

      “Oh, Daddy,” she sighed and leaped up at me, wrapping her legs around my waist. “My favorite place in the world is in your arms.”

      I squeezed her tight for a few minutes, resting her sweet ass on the hood of her sweet new ride, and settled in between her legs, “Come on, let’s go take this thing for a spin before I let you spin on me.”

      She giggled.

      I felt like the hero of her heart. She had surrendered to my strengths in the bedroom and let me protect her. I protect what’s mine. She trusted me.

      I would serve her, encourage her, and push her toward her darkest desires. I’d earn the right to be her Daddy Dom, every day, from now until eternity.
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      Six Months Later

      My hand shook as I pulled the black sweatshirt printed in pink “Daddy’s girl” over my head. I was wearing it with the black tulle skirt Jax bought me. I’d never been nervous about hanging out with Sofie, Gracie, and Ariana, but today was different. Daddy and I were driving out to Sofie’s place near Cape Mendocino to have a little hang (we four littles decided it sounded cooler than ‘play date’) with our Daddy Doms in attendance.

      I pushed the top drawer shut after selecting a pair of thigh-high stockings from the pile Jax had bought for me. He loved it when I wore them, and I loved the reaction I got when I did.

      It felt like every day since moving in with Jax; he spoiled me with one purchase or another, reassuring me he could afford it and it made him feel good to pamper me.

      Jax decorated this room just for me, saying I needed a retreat of my own to read in when I wanted and where he could toss me on the bed and ravish me in an environment totally different from the bed we shared every night.

      He surprised me by having the entire room decorated with cream-colored carpet and an enormous chest of drawers, nightstand and bed set by Basset furniture. It was French provincial styling and a local artist had finished it in rose, silver, and harlequin paint detail.

      My cheeks got hot as I remembered the last spanking he gave me in this room while wearing this very pair of stockings. Regular discipline or funishments occurred daily since moving in with Jax.

      After the last Roxy incident almost caused our breakup, we got professional help to deal with our past issues.

      Mine were all about believing I was worth his love and getting past the betrayal of my first so-called love being stolen by my sister.

      Jax had come to a few sessions with me to learn how to support my diagnosis and manage his own triggers if any more episodes of depression came my way.

      So far, I hadn’t had any, and my therapist said it was because I created a healthy boundary between Roxy and me. Enabling isn’t love. It helped lessen the guilt I felt thinking about Roxy in jail.
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      Jax knocked on the bedroom door and came in. “Oh, kitten. I don’t know how I’ll keep my hands off of you at the party today.”

      “Why should you have to, Daddy?”

      “Did you put your panties on yet?”

      “No, I didn’t pick them out.”

      In two seconds Jax was at my side, reaching his hand under my ruffly skirt to place his palm against my freshly waxed pussy.

      “Yup. Just like velvet.” He used two fingers to slide up and down my folds. I placed my hand on top of his shoulders, barely able to reach them from where I stood.

      “We’re going to be late.”

      “I don’t think I’ll take long at all. Judging from your state of wetness, you’re nearly there.” He scooped me up in his arms and laid me gently on the bed, then wrapped a hand around each ankle, spreading my legs wide.

      I panted in anticipation of what he would do. There were so many possibilities, and I never knew quite what to expect from him, which made our lovemaking even more exciting. Inevitably, he always left me satiated and spent.

      He ran his hands all the way up my inner thighs and back down again. “These are so beautiful and soft, baby girl. Every part of you is perfect. How did I get so lucky?”

      “I feel the same way. Sometimes I think this is just a dream I’m going to wake up from. I never knew life could be so good.”

      “Let’s see if I can make you a believer,” he growled as he shoved my skirt up around my waist and bent his head down to lap at my folds. I raised my hips off the bed. He raised his head. “That’s right, little girl. Shove your pussy into Daddy’s mouth. Show me you want me.”

      He continued to lick and suck at me and then focused on my pleasure spot. The sensation was so intense I thrashed my head on the pillow. “Oh, Daddy. I don’t know if I can hold back. You’re going to make me come! Is this what you want?”

      “Yes, baby girl, you need to come for Daddy.” He slid two fingers inside of me, rubbing his finger pads against my G spot and sucking and nibbling at my clit, which made my body explode and shudder.

      He took his fingers in his mouth to suck off my juices. “We don’t want to be late for the party now, do we? Let me pick out some panties for my baby girl.”

      “But daddy, I want you inside of me.”

      “My greedy little girl is just going to wait until after the party for Daddy’s cock. Try not to think of it when you’re playing with your friends.” He went to my chest of drawers and pulled out one of his favorite pairs of panties. They were pink ruffly boy shorts with a bow in the back. Wearing them would make me feel sexy and keep my mind on whatever he had in store for me after the party.

      And he knew it.

      He liked to keep me waiting. Sometimes he would use the Hitachi wand on me, bringing me close to climax, and then leave me hanging. He had done so just this weekend, and then took me to the Pinup Paradise Diner, whispering to me that my flushed cheeks and slightly mussed hair was giving him a huge hard-on.

      He cared less about what people thought and fed me by hand whenever we went out.
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      Vanilla.

      Dear God, someone had painted the air with heaven, and I needed it in my mouth.

      “What’s that smell?” I asked.

      “Vanilla cupcakes!” Sofie danced in the kitchen and pointed to a huge platter of the sumptuous cakes.

      “Come grab a plate, Chloe. I put out our favorites: cupcakes, potato chips, tater tots with lots to dip in, cut veggies so we can pretend to eat them, gummies for you, plus all the cheese, salami, and crackers you want. Daddy’s going to BBQ later. Let’s go to my playroom until Gracie and Ariana get here.”

      In her private room, there were stickers, tiny notepads and gel pens.

      “What’s all this for?”

      “Well, you can just decorate and draw, or I thought it would be fun if we each created our own book of secrets to use as secret weapons against our daddies.”

      “OMG. So naughty. I love it.”

      “Yeah, so I collected some already and have them in my head. I can start, and they might help you think of a few tricks you have up your sleeve.”

      Together, we created a list, written in gel sparkle scented ink, made magic with unicorn stickers:

      
        	Leave your naughty toys lined up in a row on Daddy’s pillow for when he comes home. He’ll think you’ve been using them (punishments), or he will get so excited he will use them on you. Or both.

        	Massage coconut oil into every inch of your breasts every night. Keep it in your nightstand drawer and do it in front of Daddy.

      

      “Oh my gosh, I just thought of something,” I said. “It’s really naughty, though! I read it in a book.”

      3. Send him a selfie with your jaw open, holding a mouthful of milk. It looks like you know what, and he will go crazy to have you ASAP.

      “This book of Daddy's secrets is the best idea ever! Wait until Gracie and Ariana come. They are gonna love it!”

      “Love what?” Ariana said.

      “Come over here. You gotta see this!” Sofie said in full brat mode.

      “It’s genius,” I chimed in.

      Gracie arrived, and we all spent the rest of the day talking about everything, sharing tons of tips and tricks with each other for exciting our daddies. These were my little soul mates, and as a tribe of littles our powers were ten fold. Our daddies didn’t stand a chance against us.

      There was a pounding on the door, and Jax came in. We simultaneously hid our secret weapons under the table, behind our back, or under an object.

      Subtle.

      “What are you girls up to in here? It’s awfully quiet.”

      “Nothing, Daddy. Just drawing. This is the best party ever,” I said.

      “You’re not hiding anything from me are you, princess?”

      “Nope. Nothing at all.”

      I stood up and ran over to him, leaping into his arms and throwing my arms around his neck. As he spun me slowly around, I looked over at my four smiling best friends seated on their bean bag chairs and winked, putting my finger over my lips to signal shhh, don’t tell.
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      Epilogue, One Year Later

      The four of us friends were still sharing our own tips for daddy care and maintenance, as well as ways to drive them crazy with lust. We met every week to dish, be girly together, and share sexy enticements for keeping the men in our lives under our little spells.

      Texting new tricks to each other to keep our daddy’s appetites satiated was an ongoing pastime. Each of us kept our own book of secrets under lock and key.

      We had even gone to Bohemian Ecstasy one Friday to get some professional help with Daddy Dom tips.

      I was hoping today, if I were bad on purpose, he would give me what I craved.

      Punishment.

      Praise.

      Petting.

      In that order.

      The black, lace bralette from Bohemian Ecstasy with spaghetti straps had O-ring accents, a a multi-strappy garter belt which made it look like my thighs were in (in a good way), and with it I wore crotch less, fishnet stockings.

      With my palm overhead on the wall behind the bed, my back arched and bootie pushed back, time to snap a picture from behind. I took a look and used an app to get the perspective and lighting right, a trick I learned from Ariella.

      Not bad.

      In the image, below a bountiful bum, my pretty pussy peeked out like the petals of an exotic flower. Even I could understand Jax’s desire to impale it with his cock 24/7.

      His unceasing and constant devotion to that part of my body: nibbles, soft kisses, gentle pinches, plunging finger fucking, slapping, clamping  - all had me convinced it was, in fact, delightful to the eye.

      I texted the photo to Daddy.

      I pulled the velvet coverlet back, and I flipped over onto the center of the bed. Jax was usually on time coming home from work, but there were a few ways to entertain myself while I waited. And encourage him to hurry.

      I pulled the Hitachi Wand out of the drawer, pushed the button for lowest speed and set it on my sexy bud.

      Two seconds later, the cell phone buzzed with an incoming text.

      You better wait for me, little girl. No coming. But show Daddy more.

      Emboldened by his command, and my arousal, I turned off the wand and moved my fingers down to cup my folds.

      Heat.

      My pointer finger rubbed softly at the orgasm button and this time the pic was a close-up.

      Juicy.

      I texted him again.

      Time to turn up the disobedient meter.

      Video phase one.

      I arranged the pillows so my pussy hoisted into the air and checked the view.

      Perfecto.

      With legs slightly splayed open, there was a perfect view of my succulent sex. It wouldn’t hurt to come once or twice while I waited for him to get home. My orgasms were pretty much limitless with Daddy. The only problem was, he told me not to.

      No matter, we were over a year into our relationship. Every day, every hour, every minute; the thought of Jax jamming his huge hard on into my wet heat dominated my thoughts.

      The way he called me a good girl turned me into a melty pile of girl-jelly.

      The Hitachi buzzed on my clit while I thought about him on top of me, forcing his entire humongous cock in my mouth. The video recorded, and I moved it closer to where the action was so he could see my wetness. I thought about having his hand lightly restricting the air by grabbing my throat while he fucked me. It was the ignition switch for my sex.

      The wand was so effective; it made my entire pussy pulse with the strength of my orgasm.

      “Well, well, well. What have we here? Who let this pretty little princess into the house?”

      I moaned like a cat in heat. Oh shit, he was home already.

      “Did daddy say his little girl could come without him? I believe I specifically told you not to come.”

      Curled up in a ball, I let the aftereffects of my orgasm ripple through me and shuddered at the thought of what my punishments would be.

      “You’ve been torturing me enough with your tempting tricks and surprises. Well today, daddy brought some surprises home for you.” He reached down and grabbed a gift bag on the floor. He pulled out another collar and leash.

      Speaking was still impossible, but I gave him a puzzled expression.

      “I know you have a collar already. This one’s different. Let’s put it on you.” He gently put the collar around my neck, which was affixed to a long leash. A choking leash, I would later learn. He knew how much it turned me on to be lightly choked.

      “Now what’s the punishment, do you think, for getting off without me?”

      I shrugged.

      “Get on your hands and knees.”

      A smile came over his face as he unbuttoned his jeans and pulled down his pants and boxers. He stroked himself while looking down at me.

      “Open up, baby girl. Let me see your pretty pink tongue, precious.”

      I did as I was told, and he slid his fat cock into my open mouth. I gagged gratefully as it hit the back of my throat.

      Even more so when Daddy groaned. He tilted his head back, grabbed my hair, and began fucking my face with ferocity. “You know you drive me crazy just by being you. You don’t have to go to any extra effort. I need my cock in you always. Now, hold just the tip in your mouth.” Jax let me know I was lucky to take all of him in my mouth without gagging, so I wondered why he wanted me to take just the tip right now. “Check this out, baby.” As I sucked just the throbbing end, laving the underside with my tongue, he pulled up on the leash, which tightened the collar around my neck. “You’re not the only one with a trick or two up your sleeve. I know how my baby loves getting choked.”

      He leaned over and revved up the vibrator, reaching behind me to place it on my pussy.

      I felt my body gearing up to come but he turned off the sex toy just in time to prevent it.

      “This is what you deserve,” he said in a low, reassuring voice. “When you disobey Daddy, I’m going to give you what you need. Whether it’s spanking, forced orgasms,” he held my wrists in his hand, turned the Hitachi up to maximum vibrations and pressed it to my most sensitive spot. Just when I was going to scream my release, Jax pulled upward on the choke collar, making me see stars.

      “Get up against that bed frame, Chloe.” He ripped off his clothes and positioned me in the same stance I was in when I sent him the first photo. “Oh, yeah.”

      He ran his huge hands all over my body, cupping my breasts in his palms. “That’s what I’m talking about. Hold on tight to the headboard. I’m going to fuck you ‘til you see stars.”

      Moving behind me, I could sense him taking his huge dick in his hand in order to aim it at his target. I pushed my bum back towards him.

      “My naughty little girl is in heat, isn’t she? Always in heat.” Smack!

      I squealed at the impact of his naked palm and thrashed a little, which only made him laugh his rich baritone chuckle. “What’s so funny?!”

      “It’s funny how easily you forget who’s in control. I’m the one in charge here. It’s my job to protect you and take care of you and that includes satisfying your every need.”

      The end of that statement was emphasized by the thrust of his huge cock, which he shoved to the hilt and proceeded to ride me like one of his damned cars.

      Hard.

      Fast.

      Finally.

      “Is this what you were waiting for, little girl?”

      “Oh God, yes! I was waiting all day for it, Daddy.”

      “But you didn’t really wait for it, did you? You had to play with my pretty pussy until you came.” He thrust and filled me up and rubbed every single point of sensation inside me, until I was getting ready to explode again. I arched my back and shoved myself back onto his cock.

      “Oh yeah, baby. Ride daddy with that tight cunt. Damn, Chloe, you are so tight.”

      He stopped talking and began ravishing my insides, his thighs slapping off of my backside. He pulled me back against him and kept fucking me while twisting one of my nipples with his fingers, and pulling my choke collar with the other.

      It was too much.

      I fell forward, palms on the mattress, giving him better access and shoving back against him. I started begging for it, “Yes, Daddy. Fuck me with that thing. Oh, God. Fuck your pussy.”

      We were close; I could tell every time and we had gotten to the point where we could come in concert. I bit the sheets when the pleasure washed over me and waited for him to climax. He picked up my hips, jerking my pussy onto him like a piston, faster and faster, until he groaned and fell on the bed next to me.

      “I told you baby girl, daddy’s here now. He’ll take care of you.”

      “Nice of you to bring me a choke collar.”

      Again, the chuckle.

      “What’s so funny? I like it.”

      “I know you like it. What’s funny is you think it’s your real present.”

      “Real present? What do you mean?”

      “You’re worth more than a leather collar, or a choke collar. If I’m going to make an honest woman out of you, I need to do it in style.” He pulled a flat, square box out of the top drawer. It was stamped “Neiman Marcus”.

      “How long has it been in there?”

      “Oh, bout forever and a day. Open it, baby girl.”

      I pulled the top off of the lid and inside was a diamond collar necklace in 18-karat white gold. I later learned it had 5.35 total white diamond carat weight. “Oh.”

      “Dazzling, like you. You dazzle me, kitten.” He grabbed my chin and lifted so I would look into his eyes. He put the diamond collar around my neck and said, “You’re mine, all mine. To cherish like treasure. That means forever.”

      “Yes, Daddy. Forever and ever.” I launched myself at him, hugging him tightly and taking comfort in the refuge of his arms.

      Endlessly.

      

  




THE END & BEFORE YOU GO

      Click here to read book 3 Lost Coast Daddies now!
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      Chapter One

      Roxy

      Six Months Ago, Briarville, CA

      Looking back, I had to admit stealing a car wasn’t the brightest thing I had ever done.

      I was the bad girl.

      User.

      Hell-raiser.

      Thief.

      Stealing a car and wrecking it was just super-sizing the pattern of bad judgment calls I had been making since I graduated high school. But to say my doing so would surprise fellow citizens of Briarville, not to mention my family, would be a lie.

      Let’s be real. I didn’t get smarter when I drank.

      That night, rum and Cokes were my ride, and Forest McGuff was my driver. Forest was sweet, a little dumb, and worked at the auto body shop for my sister’s boyfriend, Jax.

      Once I got it in my head, I wanted to take the Camaro for a spin, it wasn’t hard to convince him, rubbing my horny mess of a hot body all over his, to take me for a joyride.

      Ever since I could remember, I got what I wanted out of men. They were all the same. They lusted after me, and I exploited them. It was a symbiotic relationship, which proved over and over again how magical love was.

      Not.

      McGuff passed out on the armchair as soon as we got inside the garage, but not before putting the keys to the Camaro Z28 in my palm.

      Sweet.

      I climbed clumsily behind the wheel and headed out of town toward the river. Squinting, I tried to make the passing headlights keep from doubling, and when I had the foggy road to myself; I straddled the centerline, so I didn’t drive off the road.

      Why was it all men were the same? I used them, and they used me.

      Well, except for one. Dad. But dads didn’t count, obviously. Come to think of it, my dad gave me everything I wanted as well. He just never used me.

      These thoughts were suddenly interrupted when I slammed into a telephone pole. “How the hell did that get there?” I asked intelligently before passing the fuck out.

      When I woke up, the headlights of the Camaro were still on, illuminating the Z’s totaled hood and curious cows stood lined up in front of it to gawk at the stupid human.

      “You all right? You hurt?”

      I blinked into the sharp bright of the industrial-sized flashlight. “Get that damn thing out of my eyes!”

      “She’s fine all right. Her usual spitfire self.”

      Oh shit. The second officer to speak was none other than Charlie. He and I grew up together, and sure as shit he’d be reporting this to Buck.

      Buck was my childhood bud, currently stationed in Special Ops overseas. He was the only person I’d ever wanted to live up to. A rock-solid, and I mean very solid, guy I could count on who never gave up on me.

      Dammit. This might be enough to make him finally throw in the towel.

      “If you blow positive, you are in a heap of trouble, little girl.” Charlie held out the Breathalyzer with one hand and, with the other, reached for my elbow to help me out of the car. I tried to bolt but, in my inebriated state, plopped my ass smack-dab onto a fresh cow patty.

      “Nice try,” said Charlie. “Looks like you’re really up shit creek now. Stand up and we’ll get you something to sit on in the patrol car. I just washed it.”

      Crap. It looked like; finally, I was going to get the punishment I deserved.

      Read the rest, now!

      
        
        “You’re in just the right position; mouth level with my cock. Just sit there and unfasten me. This is long overdue. I have put up with your teasing, carousing, and stupid antics for years. It's about time you learned who’s boss.” He snatched up both of my wrists in his hand, imprisoning me.
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      I have to thank my daddy again. There is no way I could obsess over writing and stay fed without his amazing help. Not only that, he lets me shack up with him on his 80 acres, calls me “kitten” and cooks for me.

      Meow.

      Thank you all for reading! This is my heart’s desire and you help make it come true.

      XOXOXO,

      Olivia
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