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      For Riley, my reason for everything that I do.

      

      For every reader who loves a good DDLG romance.
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      This book contains elements, themes, and situations that some readers may find unenjoyable or intolerable. These include mentions of child abuse, anxiety, depression, a Daddy Dom/little girl relationship (BDSM), age regression, and a 19 year age gap.

      If any of the above is triggering for you, I advise against reading.

      Have questions before diving in? Please reach out to me via Instagram, Facebook, or my email: authortosmih@gmail.com.

      Continuing from here? Happy reading!
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        Colwyn

      

      

      “Colwyn?”

      Raleigh’s sweet voice dragged my attention from the movie in front of me. I looked down at the floor where she had been coloring in her favorite coloring book. She was now peering up at me with those large, doe-like blue eyes, her sweet lips just slightly parted.

      Raleigh and I had met by pure chance. She was dating some douchebag back then; it was a little over two years ago, right after I’d retired from the Navy and come here to be a lifeguard. She had been playing in the sand. Slater had thought it strange until I gave him a lesson on littles and the reasons some of them might regress into that headspace.

      But then she’d started getting irritable, and her daddy at the time treated her like absolute shit. He wasn’t concerned with getting her what she needed to calm her down, and when he’d snapped at her, I’d just about lost my shit.

      So, breaking protocol, I’d stormed over and proceeded to chew his ass out for being an asshole toward her. And when he ended things with her right then and there, I rented the umbrella and beach chairs right next to the lifeguard station and let her take a nap, which was all she’d needed.

      I’d been protecting this sweet girl ever since then.

      And falling in love with her, too.

      But I was terrified of letting her know how I felt. The thing with littles, especially one like Raleigh, was that she tended to regress a lot. The trauma she’d experienced growing up with her mom made her regress more often than not, especially since she felt safe with me.

      “Yes, sweet girl?” I asked her, leaning forward to run my hand over her long, dark hair. It fell down to her ass, but she never wanted to cut it. So, I’d bargained with her and told her she could keep it long, but she had to allow me to keep it trimmed so it got no longer than what it was now. After a small fit, she’d agreed.

      “I’m hungry,” she told me, a slight pout to her lips.

      I smiled at her. “How does a peanut butter and jelly sandwich sound?” I asked her.

      “No crust?” she asked, her eyes lighting up. Peanut butter and jelly sandwiches were her favorite.

      “Never any crust, sweet girl. You want to help me?”

      Eagerly, she nodded her head and hopped up from the floor, getting ready to rush into the kitchen. “Aht.” I gently stopped her with my arm around her chest. She leaned her head back to look up at me. Sweet girl only came up to my shoulder; I towered over her, but it just made me feel even more protective of her.

      This girl was my entire world, and she didn’t even know it.

      “What do we do when we’re done with something?” I asked her, giving her a pointed look.

      Her pretty face flushed red. “Sorry, Daddy,” she mumbled, bending down to pick up her things.

      My heart thumped wildly in my chest. She just called me Daddy.

      Fuck.

      We’d never crossed that boundary before—wasn’t sure how she felt about calling me that. Normally, that title was reserved for someone she was with romantically.

      Did she look at me like that?

      I waited for her to pick up her crayons and her coloring book, and I watched as she put them back where they were supposed to go. Then, I grabbed her hand in mine and led her into the kitchen. She grabbed the peanut butter and jelly out of the fridge. I knew most people kept peanut butter in the pantry, but Raleigh would not eat peanut butter if it wasn’t cold. I’d learned that the first time I made her a sandwich, and I’d never forgotten.

      I remembered everything about her because it was important that she always felt safe with me.

      While she was eating, I cleaned up the kitchen, putting everything back up where it belonged. And then, I just leaned on the counter and watched her as she slowly ate her sandwich that I’d cut into triangles while she watched TV.

      Even though Raleigh was a little, she was still very successful, and I was extremely proud of her for that. She had just recently opened Sizzle Sweets after saving all her tips and wages from Howie’s on the Beach. And she’d saved for years so she could finally afford to put a down payment on the building she now owned.

      I was with her when she purchased, and I co-signed for her, though I made sure to have a contract drawn up that stated I got nothing from her.

      I just wanted her to be successful.

      At twenty-one, she was. Her shop was thriving, and she barely had to go in, which I was thankful for. Too much stress or excitement made her extremely irritable. Her anxiety and depression were mostly controlled by meds, but she still had bad days.

      “Colwyn?” she called, turning in her chair to face me.

      Had her calling me Daddy just been a slip-up?

      “Yes, little one?”

      She held her plate out to me. I smiled at her. “Good girl. What do we do when we’re finished eating?” I asked her.

      She got up from the table and dumped her napkin and paper plate in the trash. Then she yawned and rubbed her eyes, making my heart skip a beat in my chest. God, she was so fucking adorable.

      “Nap time?” I asked softly, walking over to her.

      She nodded. I gently scooped her up into my arms, cradling her to my chest. She was so light—always had been. I’d even taken her to a doctor since she was so skinny, worried she was malnourished or something, but the doctor assured me it was just her body type and as long as she was eating three solid meals a day, I had nothing to be concerned about.

      I gently laid her on her bed. After her break-up with her douchebag ex, I’d taken her to Savannah, and we’d redone her room. She didn’t stay in this room when she wasn’t in her little headspace; she had a normal bedroom for that.

      She had a sheer purple princess canopy above her bed. Her sheets were purple, and I’d purchased a comforter that had her favorite Disney character, Scar, on it. Don’t ask me why she loved Scar, but she did.

      My sweet girl had a thing for the villains.

      I tucked her in and placed her favorite stuffed animal in her arms—a stuffed Scar. I’d searched high and low for one of these, and the moment I found it, I ordered it—didn’t even give a fuck about the cost of it. And even if she wasn’t in little headspace and slept in her other room, she still slept with the thing.

      “Daddy?” she mumbled, drawing my eyes down to her.

      There was that name again.

      This girl was killing me slowly.

      “Yes, sweet girl?” I asked, sitting on the edge of the bed to run my hand over her hair.

      “I love you,” she mumbled, already falling asleep.

      A small smile tilted my lips. I pressed my lips to the top of her head. “I love you, too, little one.”
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        * * *

      

      I slowly ripped my eyes open, the sound of Raleigh’s phone going off jerking me out of my power nap. With a muttered curse, I snatched it up, her store manager’s name on the screen.

      Well, fuck.

      “Yes?” I asked when I answered.

      “Colwyn?” she asked.

      I snorted. “The one and only. What’s going on?” The only reason she called was if something was wrong. She was a very competent manager—one of the best I’d ever come across. She was the reason Raleigh could be so hands-off with the shop.

      “We’re going to need to hire another hand,” she told me. If I answered, she knew not to ask for Raleigh; it automatically meant Raleigh wasn’t available. She understood Raleigh being a little, and she didn’t bat an eye the first time she experienced Raleigh getting overwhelmed. She’d just called me and did her best to console my sweet girl until I could get there.

      I heaved a heavy sigh. “What happened?”

      Meghan huffed. “New girl got caught trying to take money out the drawer. After watching the cameras, I had her arrested for theft. It was very discreet—no one noticed, so no one will come hounding Raleigh.” I sent up a mental thank you. “Just thought you should know we’re just a tiny bit short staffed now.”

      “I’ll get it handled,” I told her. “Thank you.”

      “No problem, Colwyn.”

      I hung up the phone and set it back down on the coffee table before leaning my head against the back of the couch. Raleigh wasn’t going to be happy to hear about this when she came out of her little headspace, but I knew she’d take care of it. Because despite everything, my sweet girl was a woman who took care of her shit. And I couldn’t be prouder of her for it.
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        * * *

      

      Slater grinned at me from the golf cart. “You look a bit pleased with yourself,” he noted.

      I was. Raleigh had slipped up a few more times yesterday, calling me Daddy again. And I couldn’t get enough of it. I wanted nothing more than to be this sweet girl’s daddy.

      “She called me Daddy,” I told him quietly. “Numerous times, at that.”

      “Well, congrats, man. Think you’ll finally be able to make your move?”

      I shrugged. The ball was in her court; it always was. I’d never push her for more than she was ready to give me. It could destroy the tender dynamic we had. And this morning, we were both too busy to have any kind of discussion.

      Since Raleigh was out of her little headspace this morning—I’d never rip her out of it—I’d informed her of what happened at Sizzle Sweets. She’d hurriedly gotten a shower and got dressed, pressed a kiss to my cheek, and rushed out the door with the breakfast sandwich I’d made her.

      And I’d received confirmation from her about thirty minutes ago that she’d finally sat down to eat it. She knew I wanted her to eat three meals a day, at the bare minimum, and for some reason, she always wanted to please me. I rarely had to argue with her about anything.

      She was the perfect little girl. Any daddy would be lucky as fuck to have her, but for some reason, she was choosing me. I didn’t know why, but I’d never take it for granted. Not as long as I fucking lived.

      “Hi, boys.”

      I jerked my head up, instantly smiling at Raleigh. She was wearing a bikini I’d bought for her. It was navy blue with red polka dots. It was high-waisted and covered her entire bottom, so she wore it comfortably without feeling like she needed to wear shorts. And the top covered everything with a cute little bow between her breasts.

      She’d also braided her hair like I had instructed her to do if she was coming to the beach. The one time she hadn’t, I’d spent hours getting tangles out of her hair. It was so bad, I was afraid I’d have to take her to cut her hair.

      “Hey, little one,” I greeted. “Everything okay at Sizzle Sweets?”

      She nodded. “I put up an advertisement to hire another person. Hopefully, I’ll hear something soon.” She yawned. A glance at my watch told me it was lunchtime. I’d already rented the umbrella and beach chairs closest to the lifeguard station this morning when I got here just in case she showed up, like she tended to do.

      “Nap time?” I asked her.

      She flushed and nodded. I nodded my head toward her usual spot. “It’s ready for you, sweet girl.”

      She pressed a kiss to my cheek and then walked over to the lounger. After getting comfortable, she was out within seconds. Without a word, Slater traded with me, letting me have the golf cart.

      And I spent the rest of the day not only keeping an eye on the people on the beach but also keeping an eye on my little one while she napped, then proceeded to play in the water and the sand, regressing like she normally did after a stressful day.

      But that was okay.

      Because I was here to protect her—always.
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