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      The following story is completely fictional.  The characters are all over the age of 18 and as adults choose to live their lives in an age play environment.  This is a series of books that can be read in any order.  You may, however, choose to read them sequentially to enjoy the characters best.  Subsequent books will feature characters that appear in previous novels as well as new faces.  Prepare to enter the new world of Dr. Richards’ Littles.  Enjoy!
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      With a smear of chocolate icing around her mouth, a blindfolded Priscilla tried to hit a colorful star pinata with a large stick. With a large thud, she hit one side, tearing it apart. When she heard Lindy and Shelby’s squeals of delight and Hunter’s “Holy cow!”, she pushed off the blindfold and joined the Littles as they scrambled on the grass for the tumbling pieces of candy.  

      Out of the corner of his eye, Mitch saw his Little’s friend from the candy store take two steps forward toward the fun before hesitating. He grinned. Samantha is a Little. He had always suspected that the plump woman who had become fast friends with Priscilla was a Little in disguise. He started forward to reassure her that she could join Priscilla and the others but stopped as the sheriff’s large hand came to rest on the small of her back.

      Samantha looked back at him wildly as he privately whispered into her ear. She hesitated and looked around with wide eyes as if assessing the group. Her desire to join the Littles was palpable. Her gaze jumped back to the large uniformed man. At Ben’s gentle nod, she smiled and walked forward to join the group in the middle of the circle.  

      Priscilla met her halfway with a hug before towing her into the fun. “Come on, they’ll get all the good stuff. Look! Here’s your favorite-a chewy caramel!” she tucked it into Samantha’s hand before picking up something she liked to tuck in her already bulging pockets.
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      Samantha placed the last heart-shaped box of chocolates on the center display table. Although it was just mid-January, she’d found it best to start reminding people that Valentine’s Day was coming. Stepping back to admire the vivid red boxes with stiff bows, flowers, or sweet words, the candy shop owner decided that the arrangement looked perfectly appealing!

      Turning to go stock the other displays that had been wiped out in the Saturday night pre-movie rush, she knew that she should be more excited about February fourteenth. It was one of her busiest times in the shop. Easter, Halloween, Christmas, and Valentine’s Day, all kept her business open and flourishing. Her customers loved to pick out special treats that the big box stores just didn’t carry.  

      Samantha caught a glimpse of herself reflected in the plate-glass window at the front of the store. Rounded and plump, Samantha judged that she really didn’t look like she was fifty-four, but there were times that she felt all those years. Just on cue, her usually rosy cheeks flushed bright red. Growling, she pulled out the fan that she carried in her apron and began to flutter it rapidly to send cooling air over her face and cleavage. Damn hot flashes!

      A patrol car with lights on top drove by slowly. Samantha tried to see who was inside, but it was too far away to see clearly. She shivered a little as she remembered the big, muscled sheriff who’d talked to her at Priscilla’s party. He was just what she expected to see when she looked up silver fox online. Broad shoulders and a flat tummy with that amazing silver and black hair, she swooned as she pictured him in her mind.  

      Shaking her head to dispel the lascivious thoughts, she moved to next row to replenish her stock from the handy bins built under the displays. He’d never be interested in her. She was older… and plumper.  

      A flash of hope zipped through her thoughts. Somehow, he’d known that she was Little and spoken to her kindly. While having fun with the other Littles scrambling for the fallen candy, Samantha had felt his eyes on her. After all the candy had been claimed, she’d felt silly and had made an excuse to run away. 

      Littles were supposed to be young and small. Their Daddies needed to take care of them and protect them. She’d had her chance to be Little many years ago. Her husband had been a wonderful Daddy. Unfortunately, he’d also loved to fly his small plane. A terrible accident during a sudden spring storm had stolen her Daddy away from her. She had never found anyone to replace him. Now, it was too late.

      She was older now and able to provide for herself. A man would have to be very strong to carry me to bed, she thought, laughing self-consciously. The sound hollowly rang through the empty store startling her.  

      Enough sad thoughts for one day, Samantha decided. Patting her apron pocket, she smiled. She had brought some of her treasures with her today. She unwrapped a chocolate caramel and popped it into her mouth. Sweets would always be there for her. She smiled as she unlocked the front door and flipped over the sign to signal that the store was open. 

      Her eyes fell on the clearance shelf. She’d forgotten to mark down the Christmas candy. After running through the swinging door to the back room for her pricing gun, she heard the bell at the front door jingle as someone walked into the store. She tried to yell that she’d be right there, but the gooey caramel stuck her teeth together. In a flash, Samantha began to choke. Unable to breathe, she started to panic.
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      Sheriff Ben Underwood had been waiting for that OPEN sign to be flipped over on the door of the charming candy store. He had driven down that main street downtown more times than he could count and each time the bright, cheerful colors on the sign out front and the window displays had caught his eye. He meant to stop in before now to buy a treat for Priscilla and her Little friends at SANCTUM, but an urgent call always seemed to come in as he drove past.  

      Now, having met Samantha, a visit to the candy store was at the top of his list. He pushed the door opened and smiled as the old-fashioned bell announced his arrival. Very smart for a woman who was often alone in the shop, he thought before frowning. He didn’t like the thought of her being vulnerable.  

      No one was in the main shop area, but the swinging door to what must be the storeroom was still swinging, Ben started to call a greeting when he heard that distinctive sound. Without hesitation, he bolted to the rear of the shop. Bursting through the door, he found Samantha holding her throat as her face turned red with panic. Her hand reached out to him in a silent plea.

      Quickly, Ben moved behind her and wrapped his arms around her voluptuous body. Without a moment’s pause, he allowed his training to take over, and he pulled his clasped hands sharply inward between her ribcage and her navel. At the third try, he saw a small mass fly from her lips and air rushed into her lungs.   

      Ben dropped his forehead to her shoulder as he continued to hold her tight. When her hands wrapped around his forearms and she whispered a shaky, “Thank you,” he turned her body in his arms and pulled her tightly against his chest. Her arms immediately wrapped around his waist to return the embrace. She felt good against him.

      After several minutes, she stepped back, pressing herself out of his embrace. Ben’s eyes accessed her face as he checked for a sign that she might still be in distress. Other than the wet trails of panicked tears that had cascaded down her cheeks. She looked good, very good.  

      “Thank you. I’m so sorry. I’d just put a piece of candy in my mouth, and I heard the door. When I started to call out to you, I began choking.” She spotted the lump of caramel on the floor and leaned over picking it up as her face blushed with embarrassment.  

      Spying a nearby trashcan, Ben grabbed it and held it out to her to dispose of the half-eaten candy. He pulled an old-fashion handkerchief from his pocket and stepped forward to wipe the tears from her face with a hand that shook more than he wanted to admit.  

      “You scared me, Little girl. I’m glad I was here to help.” Just then, a call came through on his radio for help needed. Silently cursing as the noise interrupted their focus on each other, he pressed the button on the device at his shoulder and confirmed that he was on his way.

      Stumbling, she answered trying to be blasé, “I couldn’t ask for more than a trained professional to save me.”

      He looked at her raising one eyebrow at her glib words. “I didn’t come here as a ‘trained professional,’ Little one. I came here because I want to get to know you better and I think if you’re honest, you’d like to get to know me better as well.”

      As if surprised by his straight-forward, honest words, the attractive shop keeper nodded before her face flushed once again.  

      “Good. We’re on the same page. I’m going to come back to take you to lunch so that we can get to know each other better. Does one o’clock work for you today?” When she nodded slowly, the handsome man leaned forward to kiss her forehead. “Good. Small bites from now on, okay?” He asked with a slow smile.

      “O...okay!” she agreed with a small nod.

      “One o’clock,” Ben reminded as he stepped back and turned to leave. He could feel her eyes on his back as he walked back through the swinging door. Most days, he loved his job, but some days, he wished he’d become a baker.
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      Her arms wrapped around her waist as Samantha watched the most exciting man she had met in a very long time walk purposely out of her shop. His backside was almost as delicious as the view of him walking toward her. Tall with his military-short hair, his body had felt as hard against her as she had imagined it might be when she’d fantasized in her lonely bed after the party last night.  

      She shook her head in disbelief. He’d come to see her as soon as she’d opened the door. Could the handsome man really be interested in me? She knew that women had to throw themselves at the charming sheriff all the time A smile spread across her face. The funny thing was she believed he was. She trusted that he would be back to take her to lunch.  

      Automatically, she pulled a piece of candy from her pocket to celebrate. Staring at it with concern, she tucked that piece of caramel away for when she was feeling braver and pulled out a hard candy. Peppermint would soothe her sore throat.  

      Unwrapping it and carefully sucking on the sweet mint, Samantha forced herself to remember why she’d come back here in the first place. Spotting the pricing gun, she shook her finger at it before returning to the front to mark clearance prices on the leftover Christmas treats.  

      Almost immediately, her shop had filled with customers wanting to see the newest concoctions she had displayed for Valentine’s Day. This time, Samantha didn’t envy the women quite so much who arrived looking for something special for the men in their lives. She felt hopeful.
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      At five minutes to one, her front door opened, and Sheriff Ben Underwood’s large frame seemed to fill her shop. Immediately, a smile spread across her full lips. She didn’t understand it. They hardly knew each other at all, but she knew he was as glad to see her as she had eagerly been waiting for his arrival.  

      “Hi!” she greeted him warmly before nodding at the little boy in front of her who was painstakingly counting out his allowance on the counter.   

      The number of coins in the pile he was counting from was getting very close to the last one. “Derek, I forgot to add in your discount.” When the small boy looked up at her in confusion, she added. “You’re a frequent customer now. This is the third gift for your mother that you’ve bought from my shop. You get a fifty-cent discount from your purchase today. That means you only need five more cents.”

      A huge grin covered his face as he picked out the shiniest nickel in his small pile to hand to her. “Thanks, Mrs. Townsend. I love your shop. I wouldn’t buy her a gift from anywhere else. Could you wrap it for me?”

      “I would be happy to wrap it for you. Run back to the counter and see which ribbon you want for this present,” she directed. She grinned as he stopped in front of the towering officer to greet him by Sheriff Ben and show him the small box of chocolates that he had picked out for his mother. The young boy didn’t chat long before running to the gift-wrapping center to agonize over the choices.  

      “Sorry. I’ll just be a minute,” she apologized to Ben as she scooped the change from the counter to drop into the correct spaces in the cash register. Her eyes looked over his approaching mass as eagerly as Derek’s scanned the beautiful ribbon.

      “Take your time. I’m glad to see that you’ve met Derek. He’s done a few odd jobs around the station to help.” Speaking confidentially, his deep voice lowered as he placed his hands on the counter to lean toward her. “I’ll be glad to make up the difference between the cost of the chocolates and his payment. I know his parents are low on money since his mother was hurt at work.”

      Without thinking, she patted his warm hand. Immediately, he meshed his fingers with hers. Samantha’s eyes rose from the sight of her hand in his, speechless for several breaths as his deep brown eyes held hers captive. A small voice announcing his decision broke the tension between them, and she was able to pull her eyes from his.  

      “Thank you for the offer. I’m glad Derek has good friends around town. His grandmother is a good friend of mine. She asked that I allow him to pay all that he can, so he doesn’t think that you don’t have to work for your money in life. She makes up any difference in the price for him. He’s a good boy. I’ll be right back. Would you turn the sign to closed for me?” she asked with a delighted grin.  

      With an expert touch, Samantha wrapped Derek’s gift with a flourish of brightly colored ribbon. Carrying it around the counter, she handed the young boy the gift. “Whoa!” She braced herself against the counter with one hand as Derek bolted toward her to wrap his arms around her waist in a big hug.  

      Smiling broadly, she patted his back saying, “I guess you like it?”

      Derek stepped away, and his pretty blue eyes met hers. “It’s even more beautiful than the last one. Thank you, Mrs. Townsend!” Skipping with happiness, Derek headed back to his father’s small accounting office several doors down. He paused to wave at them with enthusiasm through the sparkling plate-glass window before disappearing from their sight.  

      “Well done, sweetheart. You have a customer for life in that young man,” Ben warmly complimented.  

      “Just doing my part for all women. You have to train these men at an early age that the women in their life need pampering and loving care,” she said, trying to be funny. The answering heat in his eyes made her blush once more. Without thinking, she reached for her fan and began fluttering it in front of her chest.

      His sexy smile made her freeze as she realized how telling her automatic action had been. “Sorry, it gets hot in here sometimes,” she lied, continuing as her mouth kept talking when she wanted the floor to open below her. “It’s much warmer in weird spots, than in others. I know you’re fine.” Oh, Lord! Now, he knows I think he’s fine! She dropped her eyes to the floor berating her awkwardness. What was wrong with her?

      His polished black boots appeared in her view. Startled by his silent approach, her surprised, hazel eyes met his. Her heart furiously beat as she listened to his next words.  

      “Sweetheart, no lying. Littles who lie earn negative consequences. If you’re hot, fan yourself. I’m pleased that I raise your temperature as much as you affect mine.” He leaned in to press his lips softly against hers.  

      When he raised his head, she rose to her tiptoes to press her lips against his. Immediately, a thickly muscled arm wrapped around her waist pulling her flush against him as his mouth deepened her kiss. He tasted her pink lips with the tip of his tongue. Eagerly, Samantha opened her mouth welcoming his invasion. She moaned into his mouth as his tongue seductively met hers.  

      Her eyes fluttered open as his strong hands slid to her waist to set her away from his body. “Go take off your apron, Samantha, before I forget where we are. Let’s go get some iced tea to cool us both down.” His light words broke the sexual tension that had instantly flared between them at the first touch of his lips on hers.  

      Nodding quickly, she fled to the darkness of her storeroom to shed her apron. She pressed her soft hands against her hot cheeks for a moment to gather herself before grabbing her purse and keys. When she rejoined him, he held out a hand asking for hers. 

      “Come on Little girl. I bet you’ve always wanted to ride in the front seat of a police car. If you’re good, I’ll let you turn on the lights.” His brown eyes twinkled at her in amusement as hers lit up. “No sirens, though. I’ll have to get to know you better,” he joked.
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      Ben drove carefully through the downtown area of the small rural town.  People shopping stopped to wave and smile as the patrol car passed.  It was apparent to Samantha that Ben was very well respected.  She was tickled when several children recognized her and waved with frantic enthusiasm.

      She knew she would have lots of questions about how cool it was to ride in a patrol car from her younger clientele.  Looking around the inside of the car, she was overwhelmed by all the buttons, communication devices, and the computer to run checks on IDs or licenses.

      Samantha knew that Ben carried a service pistol, but the sight of all these ways to keep criminals off the streets worried her.  There were obviously a lot of bad people that the sheriff had to deal with each day.  She shivered slightly at the sight of the military looking rifle and the cameras.

      “You have a very dangerous job,” she observed in a low, concerned voice.

      “I do.  Each year, the bad guys get a bit smarter and better equipped.  One of my priorities is continual training for my officers.  I want to make sure that they know the best practices to keep themselves safe so they can return home to their families at the end of their shift,” Ben honestly answered her.  He knew it was a worry to be involved with a policeman or woman.  They put themselves in danger each day.

      Stopped at a red light, he raised a hand from the steering wheel and laid it over her knee.  “I’m good at what I do.  I have good officers to back me up.”

      “And you’ll be careful?” she suggested when he lifted his hand to turn the steering wheel as the light turned green.

      “And I’m always careful,” he agreed.  Parking the patrol car at one of Samantha’s favorite restaurants, Ben turned to smile gently at the beautiful woman in his car.  “Now, let’s go have a delicious lunch, and we’ll talk about more pleasant things.

      When Samantha automatically turned to reach for her door latch, Ben’s low voice growled from behind her, “Do not open that door, little girl.  I will come to open your door and help you out.”  She froze against the back of the seat and lowered her hand to her lap.

      “Good girl,” he praised before opening his door and exiting the patrol car.

      As she watched him walk around the car, his body was framed in the large windshield from his broad shoulders to his muscled thighs.  Samantha tried not to stare, but there wasn’t any territory that wasn’t drool-worthy in her line of sight.  Self-consciously, she adjusted the hem of her pink dress over her knees.  She wished she’d chosen a more flattering outfit this morning.

      The bright dress was too tight across her tummy.  She could hide a lot under the apron that she always wore at the shop.  Maybe she could hide behind her purse, and he wouldn’t notice.  She lifted her purse from the floor and set it on her lap.

      When he opened her door and extended a hand to help her out, Samantha maneuvered her large handbag in front of her.  Standing on the sidewalk next to him, she smiled.  This could work.

      His warm hand pressed into her lower back to guide her into the restaurant.  As Ben talked to the hostess, Samantha tried not to notice that the young woman smiled and flirted with him.  She was a little perplexed that he didn’t seem to notice.

      Soon, they were seated with their menus.  Samantha took care to open her menu shielding the front of her dress before setting the large purse down on the ground by her chair.  Smiling, she met Ben’s eyes when the hostess had returned to her station.

      “That young woman was very interested in you,” she lightly commented.

      “It’s the uniform,” he dismissed her words easily.  “There are too many romance novels with men in uniform now.  She’s not my type.”

      “Oh, you have a type?” she teased.  Samantha was enjoying getting to know this handsome man.  He was not what she expected.

      “I do.”

      “That’s all you’re going to say?  No, details?” she laughed.

      His eyes scanned her seated body.  “My type is average height, softly rounded, beautiful, my age, and Little.  Or, you,” he easily answered as he enjoyed the faint blush spreading across her cheeks under his careful assessment.

      “Oh!” she softly exclaimed before ducking her head down to look at the menu.  A small smile lurked on her lips.  Maybe she didn’t need to worry about her stomach.

      His hand landed to caress her knee softly.  “Maybe sometime soon, you’ll tell me what your type is, little girl.”  His softly spoken private words sent shivers down her spine.  “Now, let’s choose something to eat.  The waitress is on her way over.”  He lifted his hand to open his menu.

      She missed it immediately.
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      Back in her shop, Samantha busied herself with the afternoon and evening customers.  With each lull in business, her mind kept going back to their effortless conversation during lunch.  Everything had just felt right.  Could it be this easy to find someone? she wondered.

      His kiss goodbye had been very controlled as if he was holding himself back.  Standing just inside her door, Ben had taken her into his arms.  The feel of his hard body against her curves had been thrilling.  Even with her former husband, she hadn’t been this instantly aroused.  Samantha could feel her drenched panties.

      He had asked for her cell phone number and immediately entered it into his phone before asking for hers and punching in his private numbers.  She’d tucked her cell phone into her apron when she returned from lunch.  Please call soon!

      By the time she’d closed up the shop and headed home for the evening that silent phone was beginning to irk her.  He hadn’t said that he would call me today, she kept telling herself, but she couldn’t shake her growing anger.  He isn’t one of those players, is he?

      Samantha stomped into her house and threw her purse into a chair by the door as usual.  She was going to send him a text and let him know just how she felt.  Angrily flopping into the next chair, she pulled up her cellphone’s directory and went to the Bs.  No Ben Underwood.  Stupid phone, it’s listed him by his last name.  She had begun scrolling toward the bottom of the alphabet when one word jumped out at her.  Daddy.

      Instantly, her anger exploded.  He wasn’t her Daddy.  He hadn’t even followed up on their lunch date.  Who does he think I am?  A fool!  She opened the contact and opened a message window.

      

      Dear Mr. No Call,

      I don’t know who you think you are, but Daddies take care of their Little girls.  They don’t just ignore them all afternoon and evening.  And then, you dare to call yourself, Daddy?

      Not your Little girl,

      Samantha

      

      A sharp knock on the door interrupted her celebration for standing up for herself and telling him off.  Jumping up from her chair, she glanced down at her phone as it vibrated.  There was only one word on the screen.  “Indeed.”

      A second knock came to the door, and a young male voice called through the frosted glass.  “Florist.  Delivery for Ms. Samantha Townsend.”

      Shoving her phone into her pocket, she raced to the door and opened it.  There in front of her was a glorious bouquet of pink, red, and white roses.  The teenage delivery guy smiled at her as her mouth dropped open in shock.

      “Hi.  I’m Garrett.  Shall I set this down for you somewhere?  It’s pretty heavy,” the young man helpfully offered.  “Sheriff Underwood came in himself to pick out the bouquet he wanted.  Most men just call and give them a certain price range for the florist to decide what to make.  My dad’s one of his deputies, so he trusted me to bring it to you,” he shared proudly.  It was easy to see that he thought a lot of Sheriff Underwood.  “He got an urgent call just after he placed the order.  He’s awfully busy.”

      “Please, come in.  Could you set it on the table for me?” She asked stepping back to watch him carefully maneuver the large bouquet through the door.  She stood at the door watching him gently place the large, emerald glass vase on the table.  Then, realizing that she should give him a tip, she walked to the chair where she had thrown her purse in anger.

      “Perfect.  Enjoy them.  They smell great.  Be sure to water it every day,” Garrett advised as he walked back to the door.

      “Thank you, Garrett,” Samantha smiled as she handed him a five-dollar bill.  Her mind was whirling.  What a horrible mistake she had made!

      “Hey!  Thanks!  Tell Sheriff Underwood that I did well, would you?  My dad thinks a lot of him,” Garrett asked as he accepted her tip with a big grin.  “Night!”

      As Samantha closed and locked the door behind the young man, she shook her head.  The phone in her pocket buzzed signaling that a message had just arrived.  With trepidation, she slowly removed the phone and looked at the screen.

      “Did you lock the door?”  The message read.

      Quickly, she replied, “Yes.”  Then, as fast as possible, she typed in, “Thank you for the beautiful flowers.”  Guiltily, she looked at the string of messages.  She hunched her shoulders forward.  She tried to figure out what to say.  Several minutes later, she simply texted, “I’m sorry.  I feel like a fool.  Can you ever forgive me?”

      “You have just earned your first consequence, Little girl.  Get something to eat before you go to bed.  I will come talk to you tomorrow.”

      She reread his text, over and over again.  What did he mean by a consequence?  He couldn’t be talking about spanking her, could he?  She carried her phone into the kitchen and set it down by the tv to turn on the news.  There was a live action report coming from a neighborhood on the east side of town.  Flashing lights were gathered on the street in front of an older home.  She turned up the volume to hear what was happening.

      “Sheriff Ben Underwood just went in to talk to the owner of that white house behind me. Terry Michaels has dementia according to his children who rushed to the scene to try to convince him to surrender to the police.  The trouble here began at approximately three p.m. when a bank representative came to serve an eviction notice to Mr. Michaels for non-payment of his mortgage,” the pretty news reporter shared.

      “When the bank employee tried to deliver the papers, Mr. Michaels fired two shots from a handgun over his head before slamming the door shut and refusing to leave.  Thankfully, the banker was not injured other than a few scratches he gained from throwing himself into the bushes for safety,” she reported with a professionally straight face.

      “Upon receiving a report of shots fired, the police arrived in mass to assess the scene.  The standoff has existed here for many hours while the police and his family have communicated with Mr. Michael by phone.  Up to this point, he had refused to allow anyone into the home.  That changed when he received a phone call from Sheriff Underwood and the bank president, Adam Stewart.  I’ll report any updates as they happen,” the blonde reporter promised with a serious look into the camera.

      Samantha’s hand crept up to cover her mouth.  Her eyes closed as she realized that there was a very good reason that Ben had not contacted her earlier.  This had to be the call that he responded to after ordering the flowers.  Suddenly, she felt ill with remorse and worry.
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      Samantha fell asleep in the family room as she watched the news for an update to the special report which had kept her awake way past her bedtime. The beautiful flowers swam into view as she blinked open her eyes. OMG! Is he okay? She desperately thought as she sat up.  

      She grabbed her phone and texted the number listed as Daddy, “Are you okay?” Her phone buzzed almost immediately with a response.  

      “Where are you, Little girl? I’m standing in front of your shop with two customers. Are you going to come to open your store?”

      Her eyes flew to the clock! “Crap!” she yelled as she flew through the house to her bedroom only to run back to grab her phone. She texted back. “I fell asleep on the couch. I’ll be there ASAP! I’m glad you’re okay.”  

      Taking the phone with her this time, she quickly pulled on a pair of jeans and a top. It was a more casual outfit than she normally wore, but it would do for today. When she sat to put on her shoes, Samantha couldn’t resist adding another text. “I’m sorry!” She even added an embarrassed emoji face.  

      “Drive safely,” came the return text.

      Grabbing a fiber bar from the kitchen for breakfast, Samantha grabbed her purse from the chair by the door, stopped to smell her flowers, and raced out the door. Traffic was moving quickly since she’d missed the morning rush and she made great time in reaching her shop. Frazzled, she parked behind the shop and rushed through the back door to open the shop.  

      Her heart fell to see that Sheriff Ben Underwood was not there. The three regular customers who had waited teased Samantha about her tardiness as they entered the shop. She quickly helped them with their purchases which she discounted twenty percent because they’d had to wait.  

      Nothing made people happier than a discount, she thought as the last early shopper left the store with a smile. She tidied up the store and caught up on all the tasks she normally accomplished before opening during a lull in business. By lunchtime, she was ravenous.  

      Ducking into the back, she checked the salad she had brought for lunch yesterday and abandoned to go out to lunch with Ben. It was wilted and sad-looking. Her shoulders drooped. It looked like limp lettuce was her lunch today. Maybe she could disguise it a bit. She squirted on some extra salad dressing from the small fridge. It didn’t look much better. The jingle of the bell at the front door made her set down the salad with relief. She’d eat later.

      Walking through the swinging door with a tired smile, Samantha stopped abruptly to see Ben’s large frame filling the front of her store. Without a second thought, she darted forward to throw herself into his arms. “You’re okay!” she whispered.

      “I’m fine, sweetheart,” he wrapped his arms around her shoulders and squeezed her in a bear hug.  

      After a long pause, she stepped back to look at him. “I’m sorry.”

      “I know. You immediately thought the worst, didn’t you?” When she nodded her head, he continued, “I’m not like other men that you may have dated. I’m not interested in playing you or causing you pain. I’m glad I found you.”

      “I’m glad you found me, too!” she quickly assured him.

      “I’m here to build a long-lasting relationship with you.” He smiled at her as her face transformed from drawn with concern to happy. Pulling her into his arms, he hugged her tightly once again before releasing her to walk over to lock the door and flip the sign to closed.

      When he turned back around, his face was very stern. “Little girl, you sent me a very disrespectful text message yesterday.” He held one hand up to stop her response as she opened her mouth to protest. “You have earned your first consequence. Go lock the door and turn the sign to closed.”

      She walked quickly to follow his instructions, but hesitated before turning around. Silence surrounded her. Ben wasn’t going to force her to do anything.  She could submit to his authority or not. Squaring her shoulders and gathering her courage, she turned and walked back to the man in uniform.

      “Come with me.” He held out his hand for hers.

      Samantha place one slightly trembling hand on his palm. The breath she hadn’t realized that she was holding escaped in an audible exhale.

      Ben gently pulled her into the back room. He released her hand to pull a low stool from the desk into the center of the room. Sitting on it, he met her hazel eyes. “Come stand in front of me, Samantha.”

      His eyebrows raised imperiously when she hesitated. His, “You do not wish for me to come to get you,” made her move quickly.  

      “Good girl. Now, due to your disrespect, Little girl, you have earned a consequence of twenty swats on your bottom. Drop your pants and lay over my lap,” he instructed. His stern face didn’t brook any argument.

      Her hands went to her waistband, and she stopped. Her eyes focused on his lap. “I’m really sorry. Can’t you just give me a warning this time? I’ve learned my lesson.”

      “No.”

      His simple answer made her hands tremble. She tried to get them to unfasten the button at the top of her jeans, but they wouldn’t work. With tears in her eyes, she said in a voice wavering with emotion, “This is so hard.”

      His eyes were gentle and understanding. “Would you like my help?” he asked lifting his hands to brush hers away. At her nod, he efficiently unfastened her jeans and reached for the waistband to pull them down.

      Her fingers grabbed the zippered sides of open jeans. “I can’t do this,” she whispered. “I don’t want you to see me. My bottom,” she clarified with a sniff.  

      “Daddies love their Little girls in all shapes and sizes. For every Daddy, there is a perfect Little. I have decided that you are my perfect Little. I am attracted to you just as you are—soft and rounded, beautiful and sweet.” He nodded to her as a hopeful look spread over her concerned face.  

      “But, today, I am here to dole out your consequence for your behavior. Would you like to pull down your jeans or do you want me to take care of this?” Ben questioned, raising those expressive eyebrows once again.

      Slowly, Samantha pushed her jeans over her full hips and thighs before letting them drop to the ground. She hooked her fingers into the sides of the yellow cotton underwear that she had pulled on frantically this morning. Just to double check, she looked at him to make sure she had to take those off, too.  

      “Yes, sweetheart. Your panties, too,” he gently answered her unspoken question.  

      Closing her eyes to hide, Samantha pushed her panties over to her knees and let them drop to rest on her jeans. Her hands shielded her pubic area. Would he like her smooth flesh? Her eyes flew open as his strong hands gently moved hers to the sides.  

      Without a word, Ben’s arm wrapped around her waist to help turn Samantha’s body and ease her over his lap. She followed his dominant guidance without a word. Lying over the creased uniform pants, she froze in place as his hand began to rub the pale flesh on her bottom.  

      “Very good, Samantha. Now, count your swats,” he instructed, and without an additional warning, his hand lifted and delivered a sharp slap to one full buttock. When she gasped but didn’t count, he reminded her, “Count, Little girl.”

      “O… one,” she pushed from her mouth. Whack! His hand descended once again to leave a second red handprint on her bottom. “T… wo!”
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      A smile spread over Ben’s lips as he continued to spank Samantha’s bare flesh. She was absolutely beautiful. Her wide, pale bottom was full and soft. He enjoyed the view of her spread over his lap. The feel of her buttocks quivering under his punishing hand caused him to harden against her side. Small gasps became sobs as he delivered the last seven swats. Her bottom was red across her large buttocks and on the flesh of her upper thighs. He captured the picture in his mind to remember forever as she shouted, “Twenty!”

      He caressed her burning flesh tenderly as he praised his Little. “Very good, Samantha. Now, you’ve totally erased your bad deed. Don’t you feel better now?” he asked with a smile.

      A chuckle burst from his lips as she shook her head vigorously. “Come here, Little one,” he comforted her and helped her stand before pulling her to sit on his lap this time. Her sharp intake of breath told him that she would remember this first spanking which had been his intention all the time.  

      Ben wrapped his arms around her and rocked his Little back and forth on his lap. When she looked up at him, he was pleased to see that the drawn, guilty expression on her face had been replaced by calmness. The spanking had accomplished just what he had intended it to do. Her remorse over sending the message would have been a wedge between them. Now, Samantha felt as if her angry words had been obliterated.  

      Leaning in to kiss her lips softly, Ben stole a second deeper one as her sweet lips chased his asking for more. His Little tasted just as sugary as the candies that she stocked in her shop. He wondered if her skin tasted that good. Lifting his lips, he kissed down the plump column of her throat to her shoulder. She is delicious. 

      A loud buzz interrupted his plan to taste her more thoroughly. She jumped on his lap and would have risen, but his arms held her pinned in place. “Stay still, sweetheart,” he sternly directed before reaching for his cellphone. 

      “Sheriff Underwood,” he answered the phone. His voice did not reveal any emotion or hint that the call had interrupted anything. He listened intently and responded, “Tell Deputy Anderson that I’ll be there as soon as possible. Have him construct a parameter around the outside of the hotel. My ETA is seven minutes.”

      Ben clicked off the phone and leaned in to steal one more sweet kiss. “Little girl, I have to go. Let’s put you back together.” He helped her stand before he raised her panties. Carefully smoothing the thin fabric between her legs, he could feel it become damp with wet heat instantly. His Little had enjoyed her spanking. He fastened her jeans, smiling to himself, as she sucked in her tummy when he pulled the sides of her zipper together before securing the top button. His Little had not figured out that her curves were a pure temptation to him. She will learn.

      He stood next to her. Making the movement very obvious, he adjusted his thick erection in his pants, chuckling low in his throat at the brilliant flush that covered her cheeks. “You please me in every way, sweetheart. Walk me to the door,” he directed after brushing her light brown hair back toward her usual ponytail and wiping her cheeks free of tears with his soft handkerchief.

      At the door, he kissed her lightly before switching the sign back over to open and unlocking the door. “A pizza will be delivered for your lunch in…” he looked at his watch to check the time, “in seven minutes. It is paid for already and the driver has been tipped. Eat! I’ll talk to you after the shop closes.”

      With a flash of lights and the roar of sirens, the county sheriff headed quickly to the north. Glancing in his rearview mirror, he saw his sweet Little raise a hand to wave goodbye. Ben forced his brain to switch to sheriff mode as he turned the air conditioner on full to cool his body down.
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      Sheriff Ben Underwood was beat. He’d had some tough cases today. A fire in the next town over had taken the life of a small child, and the fire marshal suspected arson. The police and firefighters had been struck hard by this senseless loss of life. As the head of the police force, he was responsible for ensuring that his officers received any support they needed. He had spoken privately with those hardest impacted. The support system for his officers was strong. They were banding together to support each other.  

      Sometimes, he needed support as well. He pulled into the driveway of the neat, blue house. Virtually all lights in the house were on, and he could see a full-figured shadow which seemed to be dancing inside from window to window. Even utterly exhausted, she brought a smile to his face. Now, he only wished to be with the extraordinary woman who was on the other side of that door.
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      Ding dong! The front doorbell sounded making Samantha scurry to answer it. Stopping in front of the closed door, she smoothed the tendrils of hair that always escaped from the ponytail before opening the door.  

      “Hi!” she greeted Ben cheerfully before her expression became more serious as she noted the dark circles and lines in his face. “You’ve had a tough day,” she commented as she stepped close to wrap her arms around his waist. When his arms encircled her to pull her closer, Samantha pressed a kiss against his jaw.  

      Gasping as one of his hands ran up her spine to cradle the back of her head before he held her to kiss her pink lips thoroughly. “Mmmm!” she hummed with delight as his natural dominance poured over her. When he lifted his head to look at her, she was happy to see that he looked just a bit better.

      “What is that wonderful smell?” he asked sniffing the air. His admiring eyes ran over her body so carefully that she could almost imagine his hands on her. “You look very cute in your lounging clothes. Those unicorn slippers are all you,” he complimented.

      “Come. You fed me today. I’m going to feed you this time. Are you hungry?” she asked stepping away to take his hand and lead him to the kitchen. The sound of his stomach ferociously growling made them both laugh.

      She was glad that she’d decided to change clothes. He seemed to enjoy seeing her in the soft flannel pants and t-shirt. As the silly unicorn slippers flopped on her feet, she could feel his eyes on her bottom. The urge to wiggle it was almost irresistible.  

      “Sit,” she pointed to a chair at the small kitchen table. “Let me pull everything out of the oven.”

      She turned to open the oven door. As she leaned over slightly, his large hand smacked her sore bottom, making her twirl to face him. “Ouch!”

      “That’s just a reminder of who’s in charge here, Little girl. You shouldn’t have gone to this much trouble, especially after working all day,” he chided her.

      “I cheated slightly. I stopped by the store for freshly fried chicken. But I made my own mashed potatoes,” she rushed to assure him.

      “I can’t wait to try them. How can I help?”

      “Please, sit. Rest. I have everything ready. I’ll just put it on the table. Please? Let me take care of you?” she asked before leaning in to kiss him lightly.

      “If you ask so nicely, sweetheart,” he answered with a smile before turning to sit in the chair she had indicated.  

      Soon, she had piled his plate with fried chicken, mashed potatoes, and green beans. Samantha held her breath as he forked up a bite of her fluffy potatoes. She relaxed as she saw him close his eyes with delight at the flavor.

      “These are amazing! I hope you made lots,” he complimented as he began heartily eating.  

      They chatted easily over dinner as Ben demolished the loaded plate of food in front of him. Conversation flowed freely between them as it had during that first luncheon date. The veteran sheriff had lots of entertaining stories to share. Samantha knew that he had a lot of tragic stories as well. When he shied away from discussing his day by changing the subject, she did not persist in asking questions. He needs some time to relax, she thought with a smile.  

      At the end of the meal, he insisted on helping with the dishes. Samantha grinned when she discovered that he was a washer, not a dryer. The picture of him in her polka dotted pink and brown rubber gloves made her giggle, repeatedly.  

      While she finished putting away the clean dishes, she sent him to the family room to see the flowers that he had sent. As she joined him, Samantha froze in the doorway before running back to the kitchen for her phone. She couldn’t resist taking a picture of the big, bad sheriff stretched out on her large sectional sofa fast asleep with his shoes tucked neatly under the coffee table. She knew that would be her favorite picture on her phone.

      Yawning as exhaustion settled in for her as well, Samantha kicked off the unicorn slippers that she had changed into when she’d gotten home. She quietly laughed as she remembered Ben’s compliment on her cute footwear during the warm dinner conversation. Horny shoes, he’d called them. Padding over to the door, she locked the front door to secure the house for the night. 

      Carefully, she’d crawled into the space between his body and the back of the sofa as she thanked her decision to buy a sofa set that could allow two large bodies to stretch out together comfortably. Settling next to his warmth, she cushioned her head on his shoulder before closing her eyes and falling asleep almost immediately.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 11

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      “Mmmm,” the snuggle bunny next to Ben murmured as she turned her face into his chest to sleep a little longer.  

      He smiled and continued to rub her back to wake her gently. Ben had woken up about an hour after she had joined him on the couch last night. Carefully, he had removed his gun and cellphone to place them on the table within his arms reach. Then, he had gathered the sweet armful of the delicious smelling woman back in his arms and closed his eyes.

      Waking up this morning to find her laying sprawled out beside him with one leg thrown over his and her hand dangerously close to his morning erection, his first thought was that he wanted this every morning, forever. Startled by the depth of his emotions, Ben searched his mind trying to figure out how he could be so sure that this delectable Little was his so quickly. There didn’t seem to be a logical reason. He just knew that she belonged to him.

      Now with her in his arms, Ben decided not to question why but to enjoy holding her. Rolling their bodies to their side, he nuzzled into the crook of her neck, kissing her sweet flesh and enjoying the scent that was simply hers. She wiggled against his body, making him groan softly as her movement slid over the engorged shaft that pressed against his heavy uniform pants.  

      “Ben?” a sleepy voice questioned in confusion. 

      “Yes, sweetheart. You better not wake up in anyone else’s arms,” he said with a glower at that unacceptable thought.  

      “Are you always grumpy in the morning?” she murmured still half asleep. Her hand brushed against his stiff erection as she moved it along his body to rub his whiskery jawline. “Mmmm, hard, grumpy, and bristly—my favorite combination,” she shared.  

      “I think you’re teasing your Daddy, Little girl,” he said with a smile.  

      “Are you going to be my Daddy,” she asked lifting her head to look at him with blinking eyes.  

      “Yes,” he settled that with finality.

      “I’d like that,” she answered. Later when she was fully awake, he realized that she might regret her complete honesty. He filed away his need to talk to her when she was sleepy in the future.  

      Smiling he rolled her onto her back so he could capture those pink lips that promised sleepy delights. As he leaned in to kiss her, she slid her hand between their faces. Surprised, he lifted his head to look into her hazel eyes.

      “You can’t kiss me now… morning breath!” 

      “Move your hand, sweetheart. I’m going to kiss the morning breath away,” he promised as he tugged her hand from between their lips. Instantly his mouth captured hers in a sizzling kiss that would have scorched any bad breath germs.  

      As his mouth explored the warmth of hers, Ben ran a caressing hand down her side and under her body to explore her full bottom. Soothing her startled jolt upward with his admiring hand, he cupped one plump buttock and pulled her tight against his body. Immediately, the responsive Little began to move her pelvis to gyrate against the thick erection that pressed against her.  

      Ben moaned into her mouth before lifting his lips so that their eyes could meet. He was pleased to see the passion warming his Little’s beautiful, hazel eyes. “There’s no rush. We can take this as slowly as you wish. I promise you that I already consider you mine. Sweetheart, do you want Daddy to make love to you?”

      Shyly her eyes dropped to his uniform shirt. “Please?” 

      His mouth took hers with a brutally passionate kiss. Moving his hands up her body, he ran his fingers under her t-shirt and up to the sides of her lacy bra. He ran his thumbs over her beaded nipples under the padded undergarment. When she arched against him, Ben quickly slid a hand under her body to unfasten the clasp.  

      Moving his hand slowly over her torso, the patient Daddy lifted his lips from hers to begin kissing her sensitive neck. His fingers explored the swell of her breasts under the loosened bra. Her sweet sounds of arousal and enjoyment made his lips smile against her soft skin. By the time his hands cupped her breasts fully, her hands were eagerly holding onto his body.  

      “Let Daddy take these off of you so he can look at you, sweetheart,” Ben urged as he raised the t-shirt and bra over her head. “So beautiful,” he reassured her as she apprehensively watched his expression. “What a beautiful baby you are!”  

      He kissed from that sensitive spot where her neck met a creamy, white shoulder across her collarbone downward to capture one mauve nipple in his mouth. His lips sucked firmly on the budded peak enjoying the flavor of her skin and the wiggles of arousal against him. Her hand unconsciously moved to cup his head to encourage his caresses while urging him to repeat his attentions to her other nipple.

      “Oh, sweetheart. Does this beautiful breast want my touch as well?” he asked as he kissed the soft swell of her other breast.  

      “Yes… Please!” she urged, pressing her shoulder back to offer her breast to his lips.  

      Ben ran the tip of his tongue around the neglected tip. Her moan of delight urged him to taste her further, and he pulled that dark pink nipple firmly into his mouth. As he distracted her with his caresses, he untied the bow at the top of her soft pants that clung entrancing to her soft curves.  

      Dipping his hand into her waistband, he knew that her attention was focused on his touch, everywhere, as her lungs filled with air and she held her breath. His fingers ran along the waistband of her cotton panties. Sliding under only an inch or so to tease her before gliding over the top of the soft material to her plump mound between her thighs. His hand pressed against her flesh before moving down to the steamy area between her legs. 

      He smiled against her breast before lifting his head to look over her body. The crotch of those panties was wet and hot. His Little was very aroused. As she shifted her thighs apart to invite his fingers to explore her need, Ben traced two fingers along the cleft in her labia. He loved that she was bare as a Little should be. His erection twitched against his zippered trousers. Damn, he needed to see this again.  

      Her fingers drew his attention to his chest as the shaking digits began to unbutton his rumpled uniform shirt. Ben lifted his muscled torso to allow her to complete her task undressing him while he started to wiggle her pants under those full hips to remove them from her body. “Good girl,” he praised when she eagerly lifted her hips to help.  

      Ben shrugged off his shirt before sitting up to remove her pants from her body. Looking down at her rounded figure clad only in her innocently sexy boy shorts, she took his breath away. “Oh, sweetheart. You are a tempting Little,” he complimented.  

      Forcing himself away from her warm body, the sheriff stood to look down at the couch as he ripped the uniform shirt from his body and flung it away. He loved the feel of her eyes on his bare skin and grinned when her gaze followed his fingers to his erection as he quickly unfastened his belt and carefully eased the zipper open allowing his straining shaft to burst from his pants.  

      Ben always went commando disliking the bunching or constraint of boxers and briefs. Now, watching her eyes widen at the sight of his eagerness, he thanked his annoyance of conventional underwear. He dropped a condom from his pocket onto the floor by his feet as her eyes memorized his body.

      His hand ran up and down his thick shaft enjoying the sound of her moan of desire. When her fingers reached for him, he allowed her to play as he pushed his trousers over his hips and shimmied slightly to drop them to the ground. Stepping away for a brief moment to kick them off over his feet, Ben wrapped one of her seeking hands around his penis and guided her caresses up and down his erection with a deep groan.  

      Quickly, her sweet caresses became too much, and he brushed her hands away. Ben pushed the coffee table away from the sofa with a rough shove from one foot. With a screech, it moved across the floor leaving a gap that was wide enough for his muscular body. Dropping to kneel on the floor, he pulled her body to lie in front of him with her thighs spread on either side of his hips.  

      Ben moved back slightly as he hooked his fingers into the waistband of those tantalizing boy shorts and pulled them down over her full thighs, curvy calves and off her pink painted toes. Retaking his position between her thighs, he allowed himself to look over her absolutely beautiful body.
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      Apprehensively, Samantha bit her lip as his eyes roamed over her body. She knew that she should have joined that new gym in town and skipped those yummy new chocolate truffles that had come into the store. She tried to pull in her tummy until she noticed it. A muscle in his strong jaw was pulsing as if he was gritting his teeth to hold on to control.  

      Her eyes met his. The fiery passion that leaped from his gaze scorched her with its intensity. His hands wrapped around her thighs and squeezed tightly. The bite of his fingers into her soft flesh thrilled her, and she reached up to him. Linking her fingers behind his head as he leaned in to take her lips, Samantha groaned at his tongue mastered hers. She could almost taste the dominance in his kiss.

      When Ben’s lips left hers to press a scorching trail of bites, nips, and kisses down her body, she held onto his shoulders until she could no longer reach him. Tucking one arm under her head to prop herself up to watch, Samantha shivered as he ran his fingers over her bare mound.  

      “You are so smooth, Little girl,” he said, obviously enjoying the feel of her hairless body.  

      “I had it permanently removed years ago,” she whispered to him. “Is it okay?”

      “Sweetheart, it is more than okay. Little girls don’t need their adult curls,” he immediately answered before pressing a kiss to the top of her cleft.  

      Samantha’s eyes rolled up as his tongue traced a slow path down the division between her lower lips. She’d always found this embarrassing, but his sounds of appreciation and delight reassured her that he was precisely where he wanted to be. She yielded as his big hands pressed her legs fully apart to reveal her secrets to his eyes.  

      “Oh, baby,” she heard his voice drop deeper into his chest before his mouth was on her. Licking, exploring, and tasting, his mouth savored her. When she felt his hand lift from one thigh to trace her delicate folds and sensitive entrance to her vagina, she shivered in reaction to the feelings that were beginning to tingle through her body.  

      She’d struggled to orgasm in her past relationships, but this dominating man just seemed to sense where she needed his touch before she even realized what she needed. Samantha relaxed against the sofa cushions allowing the handsome man to take control of her responses. Her body answered his caresses with soft sounds of eagerness and need. Her hips lifted to meet his fingers as two pressed into her tight channel to stretch her as his lips sealed around her responsive clitoris.  

      “Aaahh!” Her body seized in an explosion of pleasure that overwhelmed her senses. She was aware of his gentle touches that extended her pleasure and maintained her arousal as she recovered. 

      Curling forward to run her fingers through the short sides of his military-short hair, she tugged his head away from her body. When his brown eyes met hers, she whispered, “Please! Please, I need you inside me.”

      Samantha watched his eyes darken in response to her plea. With precise, efficient motions, Ben rolled the condom onto his erection. Like a jungle cat, his muscled body rose to prowl over the top of her. As his lips captured hers, she moaned in reaction to the taste of her juices that coated his mouth and chin. Eagerly, she opened her mouth to invite his kiss to deepen.  

      As his mouth devoured her, Samantha wiggled slightly as Ben’s strong hand lifted her leg to wrap it around his waist. She gasped as he fit his erection to her saturated entrance. She could feel his girth stretching her body as he slowly sunk into her body. Her fingers wrapped around his shoulders to dig her nails slightly into his bulk. His body jerked forward slightly in response to the bite of pain, making her moan against his mouth.

      She could feel every inch of his penis as he pressed inside her tight body. It had been quite a while since her last partner. The virile sheriff was much more than well-endowed. Finally, his pelvis reached hers. Samantha lifted her hips to grind against the hardness pressed against her. Even before he began to move, she could feel the tingles of excitement starting to gather in her heated core.  

      “Please,” she begged again, beginning to move her hips to tempt him into moving. Her eyes rolled up to the white ceiling as he began to withdraw and press forward slowly. “Yes!” she encouraged as she eagerly met his strokes.

      Heat gathered in and around their bodies as they moved together and apart. Hands caresses, lips and tongues tasting, the passionate couple focused on lavishing pleasure on each other. When Ben’s hand slid down the voluptuous leg wrapped around his body to squeeze Samantha’s pink, tender bottom, her body responded to the burst of pain by exploding into another orgasm.  

      Over and over, he coaxed her body into bursts of pleasure until each orgasm seemed to blend into each other. Panting, she wrapped her arms around his torso in exhaustion. Samantha felt his hot lips slide over hers.  

      He whispered against her lips, “Sweet little girl, come one more time with Daddy.” His words coaxed her response as she met each of his powerful thrusts with the press of her hips.  

      “Daddy!” she cried as she felt him explode into the condom within her tight channel and her world was lighted with pleasure once again.
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      Ben’s breath was starting to return to normal when his cellphone buzzed urgently. His arms tightened around his little girl. He wasn’t ready for the real world to interrupt their pleasure and to have to let her go. Lowering his lips to nuzzle at her sweet skin, he listened for the message that would follow if his presence was urgently needed.  

      He froze as he heard, “Sorry to bother you, Sheriff. There’s been a homicide following what appears to be a road rage argument on the highway at the 124-mile marker. The deputies are requesting your assistance.”

      Regretfully, the dedicated sheriff kissed those beautiful lips swollen from his kisses. “I’m sorry, sweetheart. I’m going to have to leave. Damn it! I hate this job sometimes.”

      She nodded with tears in her eyes. He could tell that she didn’t want him to leave. A greedy part of his heart celebrated as he watched her force herself to smile.

      Her hands smoothed over his chest, and she whispered, “Do you have time to shower?”

      Ben laughed softly. “There’s my sweet Little. You’re right. I smell like I’ve been dipped in delicious candy.” He winked at her. “I’ll return the call from the bathroom and jump in the shower.” He picked up his phone, service pistol, and the discarded condom before heading down the hall to her sunny bathroom.  

      Quickly assuring dispatch that he was on his way, Ben dropped his phone on the counter with a bang. This was not the way I wanted to end my first night with my Little, he thought, rubbing his hand over his face as the water heated in the shower.  

      Forcing himself under the water, he rinsed the sweet scent and juices from his body. Ben turned off the water and grabbed a towel from the rack, sniffing appreciatively as her personal scent rose from the towel. He dried himself quickly enjoying the thought that his scent would stake its claim on her towel as well as that sweet body that had welcomed him so eagerly.  

      A gentle tap on the door came as he hung the damp towel back over the rack. Ben opened the door to find Samantha wrapped in a pink fuzzy robe holding his uniform that smelled fresh. Marveling, he reached out a hand to take them and felt the heat radiating from the fabric. She’d refreshed them in the dryer.

      “I put everything on low. It clanked around a little because of the badge, but I touched a washcloth around it so that it would stay shiny.” She hesitantly looked at him, “Was that okay?”

      “That was perfect, sweetheart. Thank you for taking care of me,” he said taking her in his arms to kiss her tenderly. “I’m sorry I have to go. Have lunch with me today?” he asked as he stepped into his trousers before pulling on the uniform shirt and tucking it into the waistband. Balancing on one foot as he pulled on his socks, he smiled as she nodded eagerly.

      “Perfect. Lunch it is. Have some breakfast. No, don’t worry about me. I have some bars in my car. I’m used to being called out in the morning,” Ben laid a silencing finger on her lips as she started to offer to make him something to eat. He replaced his finger with a quick kiss.  

      Striding down the hall, he stepped into his shoes and pulled on his belt. His pretty Little followed his steps. He could tell that she wanted to be close to him before he left. Dragging himself from the house, he waved goodbye and called, “Lunch! Don’t forget!” before driving to join his deputies at the crime scene.  

      Looking in the side mirror as he drove away, the tough sheriff’s heart melted once again as he saw her desperately waving as he disappeared from her sight. I love her already, he thought before trying to focus his mind on his job. Funny thing, he still felt like he could smell her.
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      Back inside as his car turned the corner, the sweet shop owner returned to her cheery kitchen and made a cup of strong tea. She was going to need it to bring herself back to reality. Squeezing her thighs together, Samantha was pleasantly sore. She was going to avoid sitting too much today. Her new Daddy was big and hard everywhere she thought with a pleased grin.  

      Setting the teacup on the counter, she walked down the hall to her room to find clothes to wear to the shop. She’d need to leave soon. Opening the white, wooden door, Samantha looked around.  

      She hadn’t been brave enough to show him her room. She hadn’t revealed her room to anyone. Smiling into the brightly decorated room, Samantha knew she’d have to show him soon. She just hadn’t wanted to scare him off. Maybe she’d show him tonight, she thought as she picked up her favorite stuffie from the large bed surrounded by a railing to form an oversized crib.  

      Samantha took a few minutes to reassure herself by hugging the soft caterpillar as she explained why she had not slept in with the stuffie last night. Inches, her best friend in the whole world listened silently. Her deceased husband and first Daddy had given her Inches many years ago. The caterpillar’s worn plush had absorbed a lot of tears after she’d lost her Daddy so abruptly and then throughout the years as she had struggled to thrive without the love and care of her Daddy.

      Hope filled her chest. Ben seemed so reliable and so confident that she was his Little. His lovemaking last night had been so tender and yet so passionate. His reaction to her body had reassured Samantha. He had never looked at her as a woman that needed to lose quite a few pounds. He had made love to her as if she was his Little to love and cherish now and in the future.
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      The cheerful bell signaled someone’s arrival in the shop. With a hopeful smile on her face, Samantha turned from her task at refilling the display of conversation hearts that kids loved so much. Each year, it was fun to see if any new messages would appear on the old traditional LOVE and KISS. Those words were especially meaningful this year due to the wonderful man and Daddy in her life. She smiled to see that the man she loved so much had just walked through her door.

      “You look beautiful, Little girl. Can I steal you away from all your candies to go for lunch?” his deep voice sent a shiver of desire down her spine as he stalked closer.

      Suddenly, the memory of his body sliding in and out of her body flashed into her mind. Her face flushed bright red as she tried to disguise her thoughts from his by looking away. When his fingers cupped her chin to raise her eyes to meet his, the satisfied smile on his face told her that he knew exactly where her mind had flown.  

      “It was good, wasn’t it? It’s going to get even better, sweetheart. I promise you.” He leaned in to kiss her slightly parted lips lightly. When her lips chased his for a deeper kiss, he patted her pert nose with a gentle finger. “No tempting your Daddy with your sweet taste. I’m here to take you to lunch.”  

      When her stomach growled in agreement to his words, they both laughed. “Let’s take care of one thing first,” he lifted a small bag that he had carried into the store.  

      “What’s that?” she questioned, a small wrinkle stretching across her forehead.  

      Ben winked and walked over to lock the shop door and flip the sign over to closed. He took her hand and led her through the swinging door into the privacy of the backroom. Turning her around to face him, he asked, “Sweetheart, are you ready to be fully Little again?”  

      “How Little?” she whispered.  

      “My Little girl,” he answered pulling a padded diaper from the bag containing several items.  

      “You want me to wear that?” She hadn’t ever worn a diaper. Her previous life as a Little had not included wearing diapers. Her eyes were glued on the padded item in his hand. She’d suggested to her previous Daddy that it might be fun to wear a diaper when she was feeling especially Little, but he had dismissed that suggestion with answers like, “Oh, you don’t want to wear those.” She had known that changing her diaper was not appealing to him without him explicitly refusing.

      “Yes, sweetheart. Little girls should wear a diaper. When we are together, and I can care for you, you will use your diaper for all your needs.” His voice was definite, underlining that this was obviously not a negotiable point for him. “Can you do let me take complete care of you, Samantha?” he asked in a gentler tone.  

      She nodded slowly, raising her eyes from the diaper to meet his. At the look of triumph in his eyes at her acceptance of his terms, Samantha let him see her excitement at the thought of wearing a diaper. A smile spread across both of their faces. He’s just perfect for me.

      “Come, little girl. Let’s get you changed,” that deep voice instructed as he knelt at her feet. His slightly rough hands caressed the skin from the sides of her calves up under her full skirt over her thighs to the elastic waistband of her panties. 

      Slowly, oh so slowly, Samantha felt his fingers begin to draw her lace boy shorts down her thighs. It felt as if he were stripping away her adult persona to allow her Little to emerge fully. She braced herself with a trembling hand on his shoulders as he instructed her to step out of her big girl panties and into the diaper.  

      She crossed her fingers as he drew the diaper up her full thighs. Would he have chosen the correct size? She’d just die if she was too plump for them to fit and he realized that she was too big for him. To her delight, the pull-up diaper fit perfectly. She grinned at her Daddy as he leaned in and kissed her rounded tummy before smoothing her skirt back into place.  

      As Ben smoothly lifted his toned body to stand once again, Samantha held out her hand to take her panties. “Oh, no, sweetheart. These are mine,” he refused before lifting them to his nose to sniff appreciatively. “You’ve been thinking about this morning haven’t you, little girl?” he asked before tucking them into his pocket. His low chuckle made her face flame even redder.

      “Come on. I’m hungry. If we stay back here too much longer, that diaper will be sliding back down your legs.” The passion in his voice thrilled Samantha as he took her hand and led her to the front door.  

      They walked this time down to a small bistro for a quick sandwich. Samantha could feel the bulky padding between her thighs and the slight rustle of the plastic diaper under her clothes. Apprehensively, she looked around as they passed people on the sidewalk. No one notices, she realized quickly. Her eyes darted to her Daddy who nodded to confirm her thoughts. It was their private secret, and she liked it a lot.
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      Ordering that large soft drink had been a mistake, she thought as they walked back to her shop. She needed to go to the bathroom badly. While Ben was paying their tab, she had started to dart into the restroom, but he had securely held her hand to keep her by his side.  

      Samantha tried to speed up their pace, but Ben’s large hand restrained her. Glancing sideways at him, she urgently whispered, “I have to go to the bathroom. Can we walk faster?” 

      “No.”

      “Really? I have to go!” She repeated a little louder. Maybe he didn’t hear her.  

      “No, Little girl. You may use your diaper anytime you need to, remember?” he asked as he stopped and pulled her to the side to look into the pet shop window. Comfortably pulling her in front of him as if they were simply snuggling as they watched the frolicking kittens in the window, Ben’s hands linked in front of her stomach and firmly pressed inward.

      “Aaahh,” she quietly gasped as her hand clamped over her mouth to stifle the sound. His pressure on her lower abdomen had immediately caused her to lose control over her bladder, and she urinated strongly into her diaper.  

      His voice covered the whisper of sound. “Samantha, I’m thinking about getting a pet. Do you like cats or dogs better?” he asked as if they were having a simple conversation.  

      After a short pause, she was able to answer. “I love to play with cats. One or two would be easier to take care of if you’re away. Two could keep each other company.”

      “Good idea!” Leaning forward to kiss her temple, he asked privately, “Are you ready to continue our walk?”

      She nodded looking at his handsome reflection in the window before allowing him to guide her back onto the sidewalk and on to her shop. Once inside, he led her to the back and asked, “Where do you keep your extra aprons?” 

      When she pointed to the drawer in her desk, Ben opened it and selected one. She watched him spread it on the floor before he reached out a hand for hers. “Come here, sweetheart. Let’s get you changed.”  

      Samantha allowed him to help her lay down on the apron. She held her breath as he raised her skirt once again. Quietly and efficiently, Ben removed the wet diaper before cleaning her skin with the wipes. His fingers began to caress her exposed core.  

      Gasping at his change from caregiver to seducer, the astonished Little girl whispered, “Daddy?”

      “You deserve a reward for using your diaper, sweetheart. Let your Daddy make you feel good,” he directed with a smile.  

      Immediately, her body had responded to his touch. Slick arousal fluid gathered between her thighs allowing his fingers to slide easily through her delicate folds to caress her body. Samantha’s eyes closed to half-mast as she watched his admiring face filled with passion. Her Daddy was as attracted to her as she was to him.  

      “Mmmm!” she complimented as his touch began to build those shimmers of arousal deep inside her. The slight soreness of her tissues that had been stretched by his thick erection this morning only added to her excitement as two fingers slid into her needy core.  

      The view of this handsome man fully clothed in his official uniform as he knelt beside her to caress her exposed body made his touch somehow more thrilling and strengthened her feelings of being Little. Her heart jolted as he coaxed her body closer and closer to an orgasm, slowly and deliberately. When she could feel the pleasure just right out of reach, his fingers firmly pinched her clitoris, and her body launched into spasms of primal satisfaction.  

      Only then, did he lean down to kiss her passionately as he gentled his touch. Too soon, he was helping her stand and easing a fresh diaper over her hips. With one final kiss, Ben left the candy shop and the oh so happy Little girl.
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      Click, click, click, the old-fashioned clock on the wall seemed to grow louder each second. When one o’clock had come and gone, Samantha had reassured herself that a call had delayed Ben. At three, she had checked the local news station on her phone to see if there had been a fire or an accident in town, before berating herself for wishing that someone had come to harm as an excuse for his failure to appear for their usual lunch date. 

      When she was getting faint at five, she ate her emergency snack of peanut butter crackers from her desk drawer so that she would have enough energy to make it to closing time at seven. She tried to stop the negative thoughts that were bouncing around in her head. Had he gotten tired of spending time with her? 

      Over the last few weeks, the couple had grown very close and spent all their free time together. Bravely, Samantha had shown him her nursery. He had loved the bright colors and her beautiful crib. Her Little side had gotten used to sleeping cuddled against him in his big bed at night or being tucked into her crib at her house when Ben was unable to spend the evening with her. Inches seemed to approve of him as well and chose to go with her to her Daddy’s house when she slept there.   

      Popping the last bright orange cracker bite into her mouth, Samantha turned with a smile to the door as the cheerful bell announced a visitor. At the sight of the uniform in her doorway, the smile had dropped from her lips. She rushed forward to greet the very official-looking deputy who had entered. “Has something happened to Da… Ben?” she corrected herself quickly.

      “He’s okay, ma’am,” the young officer reassured her with a smile. “He’s been in an accident, and the doctors are making him stay overnight at the hospital. He raised quite a ruckus when he realized that he’d been unconscious for several hours. I volunteered to come let you know what happened when he was demanding to be released from the hospital immediately to come talk to you.”

      She could tell that his eyes were assessing her carefully. Raising trembling hands to smooth her frazzled hair back into place, “He’s been unconscious?”

      “Yes, ma’am. I’m supposed to give you his apologies. He tried to write you a note but his brains a little scrambled from the concussion.” He held up his hands to try to calm her fears when he saw the concern blossom in her eyes. “That sounds worse than it actually is. He’s well enough to yell at all of us that are making him stay at the hospital,” he chuckled.  

      “Can I go see him?” she whispered.

      “I think he’d like that a lot. If you’re ready to close your shop, I’ll drive you over there myself,” the deputy offered with a smile. The whole town was buzzing with the news that the sheriff was seeing the candy shop owner. Somehow this pretty, older woman seemed to be a good fit even though they were total physical opposites. Her sweetness was a perfect complement to his boss’ authoritative demeanor.  

      She immediately got ready to close the store. The deputy made her take the time to stow the cash register tray in the safe for the night. While she bristled at the delay, she knew that this was smart to do. It might be several days before she got back to the store if her Daddy was hurt badly.  

      Finally, the deputy took the keys and her purse from her trembling hands and locked the door for her when she dropped both several times. He ushered her into the car and drove the scared woman to the hospital. Supporting her with an arm around her back, he tried to reassure her as he escorted her through the hallways, but she wasn’t listening to him. The deputy couldn’t prevent a slight smile as he realized how much she cared for his boss.

      Finally, at the door, he stepped back to allow her to precede him into the private hospital room. Watching Samantha fly across the room to sit on the edge of the sheriff’s bed and throw herself into his welcoming arms, Deputy Reynolds nodded back at his boss’ grateful look before disappearing with a happy smirk. His boss had this handled.
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      “Sweetheart, I’m fine. I’m okay. Don’t cry!” Ben held his Little as she clung to his chest. Her tears quickly soaked the hospital gown that the nurses had dressed him in when he had been brought in unconscious. He rocked her slowly against his body as glad to see her as she was to see him.

      He had seen the driver coming toward him as he was interrogating the speeder who he had pulled over on the highway. The veteran lawman had known that the car was on a collision course with his position, so he had thrown to the side, hoping to lessen the impact.  

      Thankfully, Ben had been able to trigger the call button on his phone to notify that he needed help before blackening out. A deputy had arrived to find the cars crashed together with Ben thrown to the shoulder of the highway. Ambulances had taken all three men to the hospital. Ben had finally regained consciousness in the Emergency Room.  

      His first thoughts had gone to Samantha, and the reality of the depth of his feelings for the plump candy store owner crashed over him. He’d known loved her but now he knew he could never live without her. It didn’t matter that they hadn’t known each other long. Ben had known she was his from that first meeting at Priscilla’s party.  

      Gently lifting her head from his chest, Ben memorized her precious face, blotched and wet with tears of relief. Ben softly asked, “Can I have a kiss, sweetheart?” He softly groaned in pain as she launched forward to press her puckered lips against his but held her close when she tried to pull back. Exploring her mouth sensually, Ben reassured them both that he was okay.

      When he finally released her, Samantha’s hands softly smoothed over his shoulders and the starkly white bandage on his head. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to hurt you. Are you okay?” she nervously whispered.  

      “My hard head got a little banged up. The doctors and my deputies insisted that I stay here overnight so they could keep an eye on me. I’m just allowing them to think that they’re in charge because it makes them happy.” His hands held her close to his body. He needed to have her close.

      “I’m sorry I missed lunch, sweetheart.”

      Samantha swallowed hard. “I thought maybe you’d gotten tired of me,” she admitted. “I’m sorry for all the mean thoughts I was sending your way. I should have known that something happened and been worrying for you instead of thinking the worst.”

      Ben sternly nodded at her, knowing that she needed to be chastised for her doubts to dispel them entirely. “I am very disappointed in you, Little girl. When we’re back at home, you will be over my lap immediately for a well-deserved spanking.”

      He watched her face reflected her emotions as she struggled to decide if she wanted to be spanked or not. Ben had discovered that punishing Samantha’s full bottom kept her from hiding behind her adult-side that had been alone and in control for too long. His Little emerged safely from her adult reservations when her bottom was hot and rosy. Submitting to his authority also was very arousing for her. Add a dash of pain and her desire ignited like an inferno.  

      “Yes, Daddy,” she finally whispered with lowered eyes.  

      “Now, Daddy needs to feel you against him as he rests. Kick off your shoes and slide under the covers with me,” Ben firmly directed. He smiled as she immediately leaped to her feet to tuck her abandoned purse that she had dropped on the floor and her shoes under his bed. He held her tightly against his bruised body in the narrow hospital bed. When he felt her breathing deepen, he allowed himself to fall asleep with her.
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      By Valentine’s Day, Ben’s concussion was healing, and his headaches had subsided. Samantha peeked at him as she laid cuddled against his hard body in his big bed. The jagged pink scar across his temple looked better, and she thought it made him look even sexier if that was possible.  

      She kissed his chest lightly before sliding out of his arms. Tiptoeing quietly to allow him to sleep, Samantha snuck from the warm bed and gathered her clothes to dress in the kitchen before heading to work early. It would be a long day for her.

      Valentine’s Day was a huge day at a candy store. Clueless men who realized at the last minute that they were going to be in big trouble if they arrived home with empty arms, as well as those who had been delayed in getting a truly special gift, would flood her store today.

      Samantha loved the hustle and bustle of the holiday. This year especially, she had enjoyed feeling the love and caring that her customers radiated as they tried to choose just the right gift. It was almost like playing Cupid when she saw the happy smiles emerge in response to her suggestions.  

      The Littles from SANCTUM had descended together on her store last week. Each Daddy had simply handed Samantha their credit cards before going across the street to a popular burger place to wait for their Littles to select the gifts they wanted for the special men in their lives. Jeremy, Beau, Josiah, and Mitch had all visited the candy shop earlier in the week to choose gifts for the Littles with Samantha’s help. She knew those beautiful packages were well hidden from the curious Littles until the big day came.  

      Warm arms wrapped around her waist from behind. Samantha giggled as Ben’s rough morning whiskers rubbed against her neck. “Daddy, you were supposed to sleep in!” she protested. “I was so quiet.”

      “Happy Valentine’s Day, sweetheart,” he said as he turned her around to face him. One firm hand struck her bottom sharply. “You know better than to sneak out of bed.”

      “Ouch!” she frowned as she tried to reach behind her to rub the red handprint that he had left. Her mouth opened to protest the swat only to be silenced as his mouth captured hers in a long, heated kiss. Dazed, she looked at him as he raised his head.

      “Today, we’re spending the day together. My deputies are taking care of the county, and I’m taking care of my Little girl. How about if I play stock boy today in your shop?” he asked with a twinkle in his eyes.

      “Really? You can spend the day with me?” she asked in astonishment.

      “My first job as the stock boy is to take care of my boss for the day.” She squealed as he lifted her easily to sit on the edge of the kitchen island.  

      Samantha swooned as he pressed her back to lay down fully. His big, bulky body pinned her to the cold surface. His mouth took hers to sweep away any thoughts of her going early to the shop to restock. She heard a small whisper of sound as a small packet dropped from his hand to the countertop, informing her that Ben had definite plans. She responded eagerly to his kisses, opening her mouth to welcome the invasion of his tongue. Wiggling under his caressing hands, she felt a gush of wetness between her legs as her arousal flared.  

      “Daddy,” she moaned into his mouth when he allowed her to breathe.  

      “Shhh, sweetheart. Daddy knows just what you need,” he reassured her as his fingers began to play between her legs, preparing her to be taken. When she twisted eagerly under his touch, she watched with fascination as his hand caressed the thick shaft to roll a condom onto his erection.

      Her eyes rose to trace his handsome form as he stood between her legs. At the feel of his thick erection pressing against her core, Samantha lifted her hips to try to hurry their connection. His hard hands pressed her back to the unyielding granite warming under her body. His absolute control of her body thrilled her, and she began to beg.

      “Faster, Daddy. Please!”  

      “Ohhhh!” she moaned as his body slid slowly into hers. When their hips pressed together, her eyes met his. “I love you, Daddy,” she blurted. Her need to tell him finally overwhelmed her ability to keep the words secret.

      A deep moan sounded deep in her chest as Ben leaned over her to press a scorching kiss to her pink lips. His hips began to drive urgently into her body as she heard and felt him vow his love to her.

      “I love you, too, sweetheart. You’re meant to be my Little, forever. I’m never letting you go,” he promised.

      She wrapped her arms around his neck and pressed kisses to his muscled body. However she had been lucky enough to find this man, she didn’t know. But she was keeping him. She smiled against his skin at the possessive thought before the pleasure he was bestowing on her body consumed her mind.

      His body urgently plunged into her welcoming, tight core as his fingers caressed her body. Pleasure built quickly inside her body. She could feel every millimeter of his rigid shaft, stretching and stroking her tight channel. When she felt the fingers of one of his hands wrap around one plump buttock, she held her breath in forbidden excitement.  

      When his finger pressed against that sensitive ring of muscles, she jolted up against him gasping at the invasion. Her slick arousal fluid had spread downward between her spread bottom. Samantha stilled against him as his finger scooped up her natural lubricant and pressed into her hidden entrance.  

      “Daddy?” she panted. Her breathy tone revealed both her uncertainty and how much she enjoyed his invasion.  

      Ben’s other hand lifted her leg to wrap it around his waist opening her more to his thrusts and dominating touch. “Your body belongs to me, Little girl. Even here, this tight passage will be mine.” 

      His deep words resonated within her mind, providing the last bit of stimulation that she needed to drive her quickly into an orgasm. She clung to him as everything around her body disappeared except his touch and invasions. She was his.
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      Bustling around the store as she helped her customers find just the right selection of sweets for their loved ones, Samantha almost forgot about the slim anal plug that rested between her full buttocks. After driving her to multiple orgasms, Ben had finally allowed his body to find pleasure as well.  

      She had gotten a brief reprieve as they both recovered before Ben had helped her sit up on the counter. Opening the tall cabinet over his refrigerator, he had pulled out a large flat present wrapped in shiny red paper. Ben had pressed a hard kiss to her lips before giving her the Valentine’s Day gift that he had selected especially for her.

      Samantha had torn apart the paper, expecting to find a package of the caramels that he knew she loved. There had been no candy inside. Unwrapping the black leather case, she’d looked at him uncertain if she wanted to open it. His slow smile had reinforced the idea that the contents were naughty.  

      Slowly, she had unzipped the long fastener that ran around the case. Opening it, Samantha had gasped and stared in fascination at the assortment of anal plugs that were nestled inside. Each was stainless steel that narrowed to a decorative, flared base that would rest outside her body. She had no doubt he would be placing these into her body.  

      When Ben’s hand had plucked the smallest from its home, he had rotated it to display the heart-shaped base that would nestle between her buttocks. “You will look beautiful wearing your new toys today.”

      Only her handsome stock boy knew that each time her breath caught in her throat that the plug had reminded her of its presence. In the back of her mind, as she wrapped up all the delicious packages of candy with a flourish of beautiful ribbon, she rejoiced that her Daddy had found the perfect Valentine’s Day gift for a Little girl. Love and passion trumped caramels every day. 
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        If you’ve enjoyed this story, it will make my day if you could leave an honest review on Amazon. Reviews help other people find my books and help me continue creating more Little adventures. My thanks in advance.  I always love to hear from my readers what they enjoy and dislike when reading an alternate love story featuring age-play.  You can contact me on

        my Pepper North or Dr. Richards’ Littles Facebook pages,

        on my website at www.4peppernorth.club

        eMail at 4peppernorth@gmail.com

        I’m experimenting with Instagram, Twitter, Pinterest and MeWe.  You can find me there as well! 

      

      

      

      
        
        For your reading enjoyment, my other age-play stories are:

      

      

      Dr. Richards’ Littles

      
        
        A beloved age play series that features Littles who find their forever Daddies and Mommies.  Dr. Richards guides and supports their efforts to keep their Littles happy and healthy.

      

        

      
        Zoey:  Dr. Richards’ Littles 1

        Amy:  Dr. Richards’ Littles 2

        Carrie:  Dr. Richards’ Littles 3

        Jake:  Dr. Richards’ Littles 4

        Angelina:  Dr. Richards’ Littles 5

        Brad:  Dr. Richards’ Littles 6

        The Digestive Health Center:  Susan’s Story

        Charlotte:  Dr. Richards’ Littles 7

        Sofia and Isabella:  Dr. Richards’ Littles 8

        Cecily:  Dr. Richards’ Littles 9

        Tony:  Dr. Richards’ Littles 10

        Abigail:  Dr. Richards’ Littles 11

        Madi:  Dr. Richards’ Littles 12

        Penelope:  Dr. Richards’ Littles 13

        Christmas with the Littles & Wendy:  Dr. Richards’ Littles 14

        Olivia:  Dr. Richards’ Littles 15

        Matty & Emma:  Dr. Richards’ Littles 16

        Fiona:  Dr. Richards’ Littles 17

        Oliver:  Dr. Richards’ Littles 18

        Luna:  Dr. Richards’ Littles 19

        Lydia & Neil:  Dr. Richards’ Littles 20

        A Little Vacation South of the Border

        Roxy:  Dr. Richards’ Littles 21

        Dr. Richards’ Littles: First Anniversary Collection

        Jillian:  Dr. Richards’ Littles 22

        Hunter: Dr. Richards’ Littles 23

        Dr. Richards’ Littles: MM Collection

        Grace: Dr. Richards’ Littles 24

        Tales from Zoey’s Corner - ABC

        Steven: Dr. Richards’ Littles 25

      

      

      SANCTUM

      
        
        Pepper North introduces you to an age play community that is isolated from the surrounding world. Here Littles can be Little, and Daddies can care for their Littles and keep them protected from the outside world.

      

        

      
        Sharing Shelby: A SANCTUM Novel

        Looking After Lindy: A SANCTUM Novel

        Protecting Priscilla: A SANCTUM Novel

      

      

      The Keepers

      
        
        This series from Pepper North is a twist on contemporary age play romances.  Here are the stories of humans cared for by specially selected Keepers of an alien race.  These are science fiction novels that age play readers will love!

      

        

      
        The Keepers:  Payi

        The Keepers:  Pien

        The Keepers: Naja

        The Keepers Collection

      

      

      The Magic of Twelve

      
        
        The Magic of Twelve features the stories of twelve women transported on their 22nd birthday to a new life as the droblin (cherished Little one) of a Sorcerer of Bairn. These magic wielders have waited a long time to take complete care of their droblin’s needs. They will protect their precious one to their last drop of magic from a growing menace.  Each novel is a complete story.

      

        

      
        The Magic of Twelve:  Violet

        The Magic of Twelve:  Marigold

        The Magic of Twelve:  Hazel

        The Magic of Twelve: Sienna

        The Magic of Twelve: Pearl

        The Magic of Twelve: Violet, Marigold, Hazel

        The Magic of Twelve: Primrose

      

      

      Other Titles

      Electrostatic Bonds

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Excerpt From Protecting Priscilla: A SANCTUM Novel

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Want to read the story where Samantha and Ben first meet? Here’s an excerpt from Protecting Priscilla!

      

      Mitch Davis poured the last of his coffee out of the large mug. Looking around his new house, he smiled with the satisfaction of someone that was finally where he wanted to be. He’d worked long hours for many years to create a business that he could run from a distance. Now, he had a group of managers that he had worked with for years and he paid them well. They would tend to his business as if it was their own.  

      To his eyes, this new structure that he had built was ideal. Many years of planning had gone into its design. Still, though, the home was far from finished. Sure, the building structure was complete. There was nothing else to be installed or finished. But it lacked one vital component—his own little girl.

      No, not a daughter that he helped conceive and raise, but a Little. An adult woman who shared his tastes and desires. A woman who would allow him to care for her completely and would love him with all her heart. He had thought he’d found his Little a couple of times, but it hadn’t worked out. Each time, he had felt as if his heart would never recover.  

      Shrugging his broad shoulders, Mitch rinsed his cup and stowed it in the dishwasher. Enough thinking about the past. It was time to build his future. He’d heard about a dating app to match Littles with a Daddy or Mommy. Mitch had filled out the application last night but hadn’t pressed the submit button on PLAYTIME yet. He’d send it tonight after he looked over his answers one more time.

      He grabbed his hat and stowed his gun in the holster at his back. As a second thought, he grabbed a couple of protein bars and put them in the breast pocket of his denim jacket. His emergency stash was empty in the SUV.  

      The first thing on his list was to go check on that back gate. The sensor had been repeatedly triggered in the last few days. Mitch didn’t think an animal could avoid the strategically placed cameras each time. Anything that could judge the scan of the security camera to reach the gate without being filmed had to be human.  

      Mitch closed his back door but didn’t lock it. He didn’t need to do that here. Building in SANCTUM meant security. There were only two gates in the tall fencing that surrounded the property. Only those men who he had known for years had access to enter, and they were welcome in his home. He had built his home here, trusting them with his friendship and the safety of the Little he hoped to find. 

      Sliding into the seat of his SUV, Mitch smiled as he drove past the homes of the Little girls already in residence here at SANCTUM. Shelby and Lindy lived with their Daddies in the community. They loved living as a Little openly here with lots of uncles around to make sure that they were spoiled and watched over.  

      More rooflines were springing up on the horizon as members of SANCTUM began settling into the age play community. This had been a dream of a group of men for many years, and now, it was being built. The thought popped into his mind that he bet in five years that they’d all be living here.  

      He enjoyed the tranquility of the landscape as he traveled on the dirt road they’d cleared to each section of land and around the interior of the tall gate. As he approached the back gate, Mitch frowned to see a pile of dirt pushed inside the gate. It looked like an animal was digging a spot to wiggle under the massive iron barricade.  

      It must be a dog. Nothing ticked him off more than crappy people who mistreated pets. Who would bring a dog out here into the middle of nowhere and dump him? Mitch parked and slid from the vehicle to take a closer look. He squatted by the gate and ran his fingers through the dirt.  

      Something had definitely pushed the dirt through. Wait! An animal would dig the dirt toward them not push it away. He rocked back on his heels. This had to be someone. He looked around carefully for any clues. A small piece of grimy fabric had been captured by the metal support on the side of the gate. He removed it carefully and looked at it.

      Scrapping his thumbnail against the dirty fabric, he revealed a pale pink color. His shoulders stiffened as he felt eyes on his back watching him. Mitch stood slowly and turned to face the sheltering trees. “I know you’re here. I’m not going to hurt you. Will you come out and talk to me? Maybe I can help,” he said gently in his deep voice.  

      Silence met his offer. Waiting a full minute, he held up his hands to signal that he wouldn’t hurt her before moving slowly to pull out a protein bar from his pocket. “I don’t know how you got out here, but I’d bet you’re hungry. Come out and eat, sugar. I won’t hurt you.”

      Again, silence met his request. Feeling a little silly, Mitch sat down cross-legged on the ground. He could just be talking to nothingness. No, that’s not possible. I can feel her eyes. Mitch had survived his days as an Army Ranger in hazardous situations by merely relying on his gut. It was telling him now that she was watching. And that she was definitely female.  

      He waited patiently, scanning the tree line for movement. Minutes passed. He held the protein bar on one open palm. His military time had been over for several years, but he didn’t think he’d ever lose the discipline that he had gained. He could outlast her apprehensions without any difficulty.  

      A small female voice tried to sound gruff and masculine. It failed miserably. “Just leave the bar on the ground and leave. I’ll take it and go back under the gate.”

      “I think you’re hungrier than one protein bar. Come on out. You have my promise that I won’t hurt you. You don’t know me, but my promises mean something. I don’t make them often.” Mitch smiled at the direction where the voice had originated. His sharp, green eyes could make out a small figure sitting on a tree branch.  

      After a long silence, she spoke again. “You promise?”

      “I do,” he answered immediately. He watched her awkwardly lower herself to the ground before hesitantly approaching the edge of the covering woods. When she stopped, obviously second guessing herself, he encouraged, “Come on now. I bet you’d drink some water as well. I have some in my SUV.”  

      Slowly, the small figure emerged from the tree line. Her light brown hair was messy and grimy. She was thin, way too thin, as if she hadn’t eaten well for a long time. She held one arm awkwardly to her body as if she was hurt but trying not to let him know. She slowly approached and stopped about six feet away from him.

      “Can I really have that bar?” she asked with her big blue eyes riveted to the food.

      “Yes. Here, catch,” Mitch instructed as he gently tossed the bar her way.  He didn’t like the way she held her arm against her body.  He could tell immediately that her arm wasn’t the problem.  At the least, she had several cracked ribs.

      She leaned forward eager to grab the bar but extended her arm out by mistake. With a cry of pain, she briefly leaned over to catch her breath as she pressed her arm back against her ribcage. All too soon, her hunger overcame the pain, and she reached carefully out to snatch the protein bar out of the dirt. Ripping it open with her small white teeth, the thin woman rammed half the bar into her mouth and began chewing as if desperately hungry.  

      Mitch didn’t move. He wanted her to eat. He’d seen people in dangerous situations in the service when their food supply was compromised. They had this same glazed look in their eyes when they finally had something to eat. As she finished the first one in record time, he pulled out the second bar that he had tucked into his pocket.  

      Tossing it to land gently in front of her, Mitch watched her fingers close urgently around the second bar. He could see her struggle to not rip it open immediately as well as she struggled not to eat all the food at the same time. She had been hungry long enough to know to hoard food for later.

      “If you won’t run away, I’ll get a bottle of water for you from the back of my car,” he asked, holding her gaze to try to assess whether she would run away. When she slowly nodded, he stood and walked to the back hatch to get a bottle of water.  

      Returning with two, he stopped a few feet away as he watched her muscles flex in preparation to jump to her feet. Mitch gently asked, “May I bring this to you? I promise I won’t hurt you.”

      “You promise?” she warily asked.

      “I promise, sugar.” Mitch walked slowly forward and set it on the ground within her arm’s length before backing up a couple of steps to sit on the ground near her. He opened his bottle of water and took a drink to show her it was okay.

      Instantly, she reached for the water and took a big drink. Choking on the dry protein bar and the gulp of water, tears streamed from her eyes as she tried to swallow. One hand frantically brushed away the tears as she struggled to see.  

      “Take it easy, sugar. Take some small sips. It’s been a while since you’ve had something to eat and drink,” he quietly observed.

      She nodded her head as she followed his directions. The small swallows worked better for her. “Thanks,” she whispered. The silence stretched between them as she drank slowly as her fingers crinkled the wrapper of the bar in her hand.  

      Mitch could tell that she was still ravenous but forcing herself not to devour the second bar. “I hope you’ll tell me sometime how you got out here. We’re pretty isolated from the surrounding towns. But, I’m more concerned that you are hurt. Will you let me take you home to help bandage your ribs? You can leave any time you wish. In fact, I’ll take you wherever you’d like to go.”

      Her hand had automatically reached across her chest to press against her ribs. She looked at him suspiciously. “I’m okay,” she tried to bluff.

      “Your ribs aren’t. I’d say you’ve fractured at least two on your right side. They need to be tended,” he responded without elaborating about the risk of puncturing a lung. She’d either let him help her or not. Mentally, he crossed his fingers. She had to let him help her.  

      Slowly, her shoulders slumped wearily. “Okay. But I’m not going to thank you with anything funny. You know, sexual favors.” She glared at him suspiciously.  

      “Understood. Drink, little one. Go ahead and eat the second bar. I’ll feed you whatever you like after I wrap your ribs.” Watching her immediately follow his directions and tear into the bar, his head rocked back slightly as it hit him. She followed directions automatically… just like a Little. He took a deep breath and forced his jumping heartbeat to slow back down.

      She scrutinized him carefully as she took a large bite from the bar. “Who are you? What is this place?” she asked, waving the bar with her left arm.

      “This is SANCTUM, and my name is Mitch Davis.”

      “I read the sign outside. What is SANCTUM?” she demanded before shoving the last bite into her mouth.

      “SANCTUM is exactly what its name states. It’s a sanctuary for people away from the mainstream world. It is a community that my friends and I have been dreaming of and working to establish for a long time,” Mitch said honestly. “Are you ready to go to my house so I can patch you up?” 

      “You’re not going to hurt me?” Her pointed question went right to his heart. What type of people was she used to dealing with?

      “I’m not going to hurt you.” He steadily held her gaze, allowing her to see the sincerity in his eyes. “Will you tell me your name?”

      “Priscilla,” she whispered. 

      “It’s nice to meet you, Priscilla.” Mitch slowly stood and reached a muscled arm out to help her up. When she was on her feet, he stepped back to avoid crowding her. “Come on, sugar, your coach awaits.” Gesturing to the large SUV, the very fit ex-soldier noted that the young woman painfully leaned over to pick up the empty water bottle and a scrap of one wrapper.  

      He allowed her to proceed him to the vehicle. Opening the door for her, Mitch watched her hesitate. “I won’t hurt you, sugar. You have my word.” Her eyes searched his face before nodding and gingerly climbing into the SUV.

      

      Follow Priscilla’s story now on Amazon!
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      Violet DuMass dropped her purse on the entryway table and shrugged her coat from her shoulders.  She was a little tipsy from the happy hour margarita that she had enjoyed with a group of colleagues after work to celebrate her twenty-second birthday.  Turning, Violet double checked that the deadbolt on the door was locked.  Her shoulders sagged a little in relief.  She’d had a strange feeling that someone had been watching her today.  She kept looking over her shoulder and around the office building, but she never caught anyone looking at her strangely. 

      Breathing a sigh of relief, she walked down the hall unbuttoning the pale pink blouse her mother had sent her for her birthday.  It was one of the only clothing presents that she had ever received from her mother that she would actually wear.  “Maybe her taste is improving,” Violet laughed at the thought.  As she approached her bedroom door, she reached down and pulled off her high heels.  Wiggling her toes in relief, she walked into her room and put the heels in her closet.

      Something caught her eye.  A strange fluttering motion seemed to ripple in the antique mirror that she had brought with her when she moved out of her parents’ home.  She’d always loved the gilt frame that encircled it.  Heavens knows as a teenager she’d spent enough time peering into it, hoping to be transformed into a ravishing beauty magically. 

      As she walked forward to look closer, Violet saw her reflection.  Still no ravishing beauty but she considered herself nice to look at with long deep brown hair and the eye-catching violet eyes that had inspired her name. Her lips were full and usually smiled with an enjoyment of life.  She brushed her bangs out of her eyes and leaned closer.

      There!  There it was again.  It looked like a butterfly was trying to flutter its way through the mirror.  Violet reached a tentative hand up to the mirror and touched the cool surface.  A dramatic flash of light burst around her, and Violet felt herself pulled forcefully through the mirrored surface. 

      She tumbled forward and pressed her shaking hands against a sparkling white marble floor.  Glancing up in confusion, Violet scrambled to her bare feet and looked around in shock.  This was not her apartment.  She clutched the front of the blouse together in her hands.  She was in a large room decorated as if it was a receiving room in a medieval Italian palace.  She turned to see the twin of her mirror hanging behind her on the wall.  She raced back to it, slapping her hands frantically to the cold surface.  It was solid.  She ran her fingers along the sides of the heavy frame but found nothing.  Violet turned shaking to press her back against the wall.  She had taken a self-defense class last year, and she remembered the instructor stressing that this was the only way to be safe from at least one side.  It was also a good way to get trapped, but she wasn't going to think about that possibility. 

      Looking around the room, Violet was bewildered.  The room she was in had a mixture of old, new, and weird items all gathered together.  In that corner was a desk with a laptop computer but over there in front of the lighted panel was an old-fashioned spyglass.  There was a cabinet on the opposite wall filled with antique apothecary jars and vials. 

      “Where am I?”  Violet whispered to herself just to hear her own voice and know that she was awake.  “What did they put in that margarita?”

      A deep voice came from the arched doorway to her right.  “I wondered when you would arrive.  It is 7:23.  One minute after your birth, twenty-two years ago.”  She twisted her neck quickly to look at him.  He was massive - at least seven feet tall with a wide chest and shoulders.  A black beard and mustache covered the lower third of his face.  His shiny black hair was braided intricately down the back of his head, and the tail of the braid lay thick and heavy over his shoulder.  Dangling from his left ear was a polished, intricate steel earring.

      “Ummmm, I’m not sure where I am.  There must have been some mistake.  I know this is going to sound crazy, but I just touched the surface of my old mirror and . . .” Violet attempted to explain.

      “And you fell through the mirror landing here in my study,” he completed easily.  “Welcome to your new life,” he said dryly.  “I have been waiting for you to become an adult and come to me for many years, Violet.  Now, let’s get you settled in,” the man began as he waved his hand in an intricate pattern through the air. 

      Violet felt her clothes begin to slide from her body.  She attempted to hold on to each piece, but they slipped through her fingers.  Finally, she stood in front of the strange man wearing only her white lace bra and panties.  Wrapping her arms around herself to shield herself from his view, Violet blustered, “I don’t know how you did that, but you have no right to take my clothing, sir.  Give them back immediately.  Who do you think you are?”

      With a casual wave of his hand, her arms straightened and froze by her sides.  “Your old clothes are no longer necessary for you.  You’re not in Atlanta anymore.  Here, I decide what you wear or don’t wear.”  He flicked his fingers, and her bra and underwear disappeared. 

      Using all her strength, Violet strained to cover herself, but she was held in solidly in place.  She opened her mouth to scream but found her lips sealed together.  “Aarrrrggghhhh!” the muffled sound stilled in her throat.  She watched in horror as the man approached her silently stopping several feet away.  His ice blue eyes ranging over her exposed body as he gestured once again, and her feet slid across the floor to stop in front of him.

      “I am Garrick.  You were matched with me twenty-two years ago.  I’m assuming your earth government has not revealed its agreement to allow the collection of children to who are the destined ones for the Sorcerers of Bairn?”  He chuckled at the look in her eyes.  He waved a finger releasing her mouth to speak.

      “Are you mad?  There isn’t any earth government.  There are separate countries all over Earth that make their own rules and treaties.  And really?  The Sorcerers of Bairn?  I can’t think of anything that sounds more made up!  Maybe the term destined ones!” indignant words burst from her mouth before once again with a finger movement her lips were sealed.  “Aarrrrggghhhh!”

      “Now, I can see why your destiny completes mine.  Your form is beautiful, but your fire and spirit will keep me on my toes for a millennium.  Since you have amused me, I will answer your questions.  The leaders of each country on Earth were gathered at the great hall.  Each decided to sign the agreement so that they would be returned to Earth safely.  There are many destined ones here from many countries.  You see, the Sorcerers of Bairn are blessed at birth to receive many powers.  We take a lifetime oath to practice and hone our magical abilities, but we do not achieve our full power until our destined one reaches maturity and appears in our homes.  You are very lucky to be my mate.  I already have extremely strong powers.  You will make me even more powerful. 

      Garrick walked toward her.  His size loomed over her as he approached.  “I have been waiting for you since before your birth.  I welcome you, Violet, to my home.  I hope you will be happy here.  You will never return to your old life.  Already, your life there has been erased.”  With a click of his fingers, a window appeared to show the view of Violet’s parents standing in mourning clothes next to a newly dug grave.  The imaged ended as it narrowed in to show her mother blowing a kiss toward the casket as it was lowered into the ground.  With another click of Garrick’s fingers, the picture dissolved. 

      “It will be your choice to live looking back at your past, or to explore the possibilities that reach into the future.”  He reached a huge hand toward her and Violet felt her arm straighten to raise her hand to lay upon his.  “It is done,” Garrick said ominously, and a lightning bolt of energy jolted down from out of nowhere to surge painfully through their joined hands.

      Instantly tears of agony welled into Violet’s eyes.  Garrick waved his other hand through the air, and a cooling burst flowed across her burning skin.  Holding their hands together, he looked deep into her eyes.  “I am glad you are here, Violet.  I will take good care of you.  I promise.”  And he caught her gently as she fainted and crumpled to the ground.

      

      Follow Violet’s story now on Amazon!
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