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            Dear Reader,

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        “There is no remedy for love but to love more.” - Thoreau

      

      

      This book is so special to me. It was included in the 2021 Dirty Daddies annual anthology, and is the story that made it to the USA Today Bestseller list along with the other amazing stories in the anthology.

      At the time, I was honing my craft and establishing the kind of stories I wanted to tell. It was important to me that I honor the niches that I love reading while also allowing myself the space to write a variety of sub-genres.

      The most important thing for me as a writer, and something I hope translates into every story I tell, is to write about women I’d want to be friends with. Women I could envision myself wanting to be.

      While I’ll never be a pro women’s golfer (and trust me, anyone who has seen my swing will attest to that!) Lexy is exactly the kind of young woman I love to be around. I hope you fall in love with her the way I have.

      XoXo,

      Layne
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      Pirates on the page are awesome. In real life, not so much. If you obtained this book legally, either through purchase or as part of the author’s ARC team, thank you! If you’ve downloaded it anywhere else, you’re reading a stolen copy which puts the author’s ability to publish on at risk. Shitty move.
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        * * *

      

      Stealing ebooks isn’t a victimless crime, and if you’re downloading this book from anywhere but a licensed retailer or my ARC team, you’re an asshole. Knock it off.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Note from the Author

          

        

      

    

    
      Swing Daddy is an age gap DDlg romance with consensual elements of age play and spanking.  If such topics don’t wet your whistle, this book isn’t for you.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Lexy

      

      

      “Choke down a bit. That’s my peach, just perfect.”

      Baby hairs tickle the shell of my ear as Webb Baxter’s rumbly Southern drawl reminds me my grip is always too high on the shaft. He’s so much taller than me that when he stands behind me the way he is right now, he can fit me under his chin to look down the front of me. Right down to where I’ve got the club clenched so tightly in my hands that my knuckles have gone chalk white despite the tan I rock year round from so much time on the golf course.

      “Why are your legs clenched together like a toddler doing the potty dance? Spread them wide. Shoulder width apart. What’s gotten into you today?”

      His chest against my shoulders is rigid with frustration from having to coach me on swing form that even the silliest trophy wife can handle without direction.

      “Sorry, Webb. I don’t really know what’s wrong with me today. I don’t feel right.”

      He’s not the only one frustrated. The problem isn’t what’s gotten into me today. It’s what hasn’t.

      A few months ago, Natalia, one of the other golfers on the women’s tour, sent me an ebook her cousin wrote. It was about a college swimmer who had a torrid, lust-fueled relationship with her coach, and since reading it, I can’t get my own coach out of my head.

      The dynamic in the book she’d sent me was all about the power the swimmer’s coach held over her. How he dominated and directed her both in the water and in the bed. How his guidance had been more and more paternal until the heroine was outright calling him Daddy and giving him complete control.

      Now, every time my swing coach tells me something he wants me to do with my club, all I can imagine is asking him to be my Swing Daddy while he tells me what to do with his club! It’s hopeless, though.

      Webb’s nearly forty and only coaching me as a favor to my dad, who was Webb’s coach when he played college golf before going pro. A fact my father reminds me of every time he calls and reminds me to “obey Webb.”

      Fuck, do I ever want to obey Webb. My mind conjures a vision of him standing behind me as he is right now. Only, instead of his hands covering mine on the rubber grip of the putter in front of me, his gigantic hands with the thick calluses from years of swinging a golf club would cup my hips and tug my ass back into his lap. In my vision, the valley between my cheeks would be met with the thick ridge of his erection.

      Webb travels with me on tour as a pseudo guardian in addition to being my coach, and I’ve knocked on his hotel room door enough times late at night when he’s in his sweats to know he’s packing a substantial bulge. One time, I saw something called a “gray sweats challenge” on social media, and ever since then, I find every excuse in the book to sneak peeks of him when he’s in loungewear.

      I’m not gonna lie. Sometimes, I find excuses to knock on his door because I want to make sure that none of the females who ogle him everywhere we go have been invited back to his room. He’s been with me nearly around the clock for the better part of a year, and I’ve never seen him notice the attention he attracts. Probably because he’s too busy being a cockblocker for any guy who tries to chat me up.

      My father’s philosophy has always been that a celibate athlete is a successful athlete, and it seems Webb is cut from the same cloth.

      “Are you feeling poorly, Lexy? Is it your tummy?” The concern in his voice is immediate, and I feel guilty for worrying him.

      I rub my hand over the knot forming in my stomach that I always get when he fusses over me. He leans even closer to my ear, and his deep voice whispers to me.

      “Is it…cramps?” Poor Webb. The first time I got my period after Webb joined me on tour, he’d gotten the shock of a lifetime.

      An only child who was, according to him, “not a relationship sort,” he’d barged into my room pissed off that I’d been late to warmups. Webb found me writhing in agony from cramps. He’d had to run to the drugstore for supplies as I’d somehow managed to forget to pack any tampons.

      The entire experience had turned out to be the sweetest thing anyone had ever done for me. When he returned, he’d bought literally every single thing the female pharmacy tech had suggested. Heating pad, four kinds of tampons, cookies and chips, pain relievers and even a pair of fuzzy socks he claimed I absolutely needed.

      The socks had become a running joke, and whenever I started to feel the onset of that time of the month, I slipped them on as a sort of warning flag.

      “It’s not that. I’m sorry. I just can’t get my mind in the right place for practice today. It’s just…” I couldn’t put what was really affecting me into words.

      Scrambling to find an excuse that won’t send Webb into fits of worry is difficult. He tends to fuss over me as if I’m a fragile doll, probably out of respect for his old coach, my father.

      “Just what, Lexy? Spit it out so we can get it dealt with and sort out what’s going on with your putting game lately. You’re leaving it short, constantly. Misreading greens when even a duffer would spot the breaks you’re missing.”

      His frustration is obvious, and to be honest, I’m at the end of my rope too. It’s been nonstop golf for months now.

      No fun, no guys, no breaks. Just busting my ass from one tour stop to the next. Even my diet is a carefully tended routine managed by Webb to ensure I’m getting all my nutrition needs met while not risking stomach upset or illness.

      “I need a break, Webb. I’m twenty-three, and my life revolves around a little white ball and nothing else. I need more.”

      I recognize the words leaving my mouth for the bratty whining that they are. Thousands of women would give anything to be where I am. I’m reasonably famous, at the top of the women’s professional golf world thanks to some really fortunate tournaments early in my career.

      I have sponsors throwing merch and products at me everywhere they can catch up to me. I already have enough money that I could retire now and live off my earnings comfortably for life.

      It’s not as if Webb needs me to win so he can earn a paycheck, either. I know that due to eavesdropping the first time he showed up at the house my dad and I shared for the brief period after I graduated but before the season started.

      Webb’s not accepting any payment for the months of work he’s put in as my coach and travel companion. He told my dad it’s the least he can do in repayment for something my dad apparently did for him. It’s something I’ve never been able to get either man to elaborate on. Besides, Webb must be wealthy as hell from his own tour winnings and sponsorships. The man was a legend on the course before he abruptly quit the tour and dropped out of the spotlight five years ago.

      As much as I hate being the repayment of a favor in Webb’s life, I can’t say I regret the time we’ve spent together. Everything about Webb pushes the buttons of my libido with more intensity than any man I’ve ever met.

      Ever since I read that damn book from Natalia’s cousin, Webb’s doing more than igniting my libido. He’s also teasing out a Little I didn’t realize existed within me.

      And he has no fucking clue.
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      From my position behind Lexy as she leans forward over her putter, I can shadow my torso against her back and look forward to where her slender hands gently wrap around the rubber grip of the shaft. If I tilt my head forward, my gaze can sneak down the V of her sleeveless polo shirt into the shadowed valley between the most luscious tits I’ve ever laid eyes on.

      Every single day, I lecture myself in the bathroom mirror of whatever hotel we’re staying in not to be a filthy old man. And every day, all those promises I make to myself not to obsess and fantasize about making her mine fly down the fairway faster than she swings her hybrid on a par three.

      “You need more? More of what? The season has one month left, Lexy. Toughen up that mental game. You can loosen up after the BMW Championship in four weeks. I know your dad plans to meet up with us for that one and then take you somewhere fun for a vacation.”

      The sad reality is that after next month, the agreement between Coach Frank Pascal, Lexy, and me will be over. At that time, I’ll no longer travel with her, acting as a coach and chaperone.

      Frank had tried hiring me out of retirement to take his place at her side when his assistant coach had a health scare shortly before her first professional tournament. Without his assistant, Frank would be the only coach traveling with the entire men’s team.

      After everything the man did for me when I was a lost kid trying to leverage a scratch golf game into the college experience I couldn’t afford on my own, there’s no way I’d take his money.

      Much as I’d like to pretend it was only the debt of gratitude I owed Coach Pascal, the truth was it wasn’t so simple as all that. I may have retired, but I’d have to live under a rock to miss the media’s adoration and fawning over Lexy as she finished her college golf career. A media darling for the university she’d attended, the Golf Channel had been awash with clips and stories of her antics on and off the course.

      Months before I ever met her, I sat on the couch in my living room and lusted after her. I hadn’t expected it to go anywhere then, and now that I’m coaching and chaperoning her as a favor to her father, it definitely can’t. That doesn’t mean I can make myself stop dreaming of her hot little body and all the despicable things I want to do to it.

      “Four weeks might as well be forever, Webb. I can’t keep doing this.” The whine in her voice is a new development. Make no mistake, Lexy Pascal is a bona fide brat with a capital B.

      The only child of a man who lost his wife when she was far too young, Lexy spent her childhood being pampered and worshipped by not only Coach Frank, but all of his players, too. At least, that had been the case when I played for him.

      I remember when she was four or five years old, trotting around behind her dad at the driving range. I’d been in my sophomore year of college, and her mom had only died the year before. Frank had used golf to distract the little girl from missing her mother, and she’d spent hours bouncing from player to player, nagging us to keep our heads down over the ball or to swing through. Stuff she’d heard her dad say dozens of times, repeated to us often enough that she became a sort of team mascot.

      I never saw little Lexy again after that year. She’d gone off to live with a relative so she could attend school while her dad traveled with the team and coached. I never forgot about her, but she stayed forever a little kid in my memories. Until the first time I saw her as a college athlete on the TV and realized that not only had that sweet kid grown up, she’d grown up.

      My only consolation in my lust is that she’s an adult, if a young one. I’d like to think her dad would be furious if he knew my cock only rises for his daughter, but the truth is I get the impression Coach Pascal was more of a father to me than he really was for Lexy.

      So I don’t honestly know what he’d do if he realized the woman he’s entrusted to my care is the one and only woman to interest my dick in years.

      Not that it makes any difference. No matter how desperately I want to fuck Lexy Paascal, the simple reality is she’s way too young and way too smokin’ hot to be interested in an old bastard like me. Every tour stop we make, I chase off men who are desperate for a shot with her. From the camera guys who spend way too much time setting up angles to capture her perfectly toned long legs to the servers at the hotel breakfast buffets who slip their numbers under her plate.

      Lexy can pick almost any man on earth, and to hear the tabloids tell it, she is. I know better because I’ve made damn sure no man has been close in the time she’s been on the road with me. I’m her guard dog, her coach, and her damn daddy watching over her to keep her safe.

      “You don’t really have a choice, Peach. Sponsors, contracts and your obligations all insist you follow through.” I can’t help but be irritated at her recently developed rebellious behavior.

      For months, Lexy was my perfect ward. Always eager to spend extra time on the course and work hard for every gain. Whatever’s got her pushing back against me now is new, and I don’t like it.

      “Jeez, Webb, you act like I’m trying to quit when I’m just saying I need a break. Just like, I dunno, a single day off. A night out having fun in… Wait, what city are we in this week?”

      “Atlanta. Next week, it’ll be Birmingham, then you’ve got a break scheduled for four days while we travel to South Korea for the BMW Championship. Plenty of time for you to rest and recharge. Just hang in there a few more weeks. You can do this, precious girl.”

      Usually, when I use a pet name for Lexy, she preens with delight and doubles her efforts to accomplish whatever challenge I’ve given her. Her drive to please others would be concerning, but the longer I’ve been coaching her the more I’ve come to realize it’s just me she needs approval from.

      It’s a daily struggle to remind myself it would be wrong to take advantage, but I’m not a good enough man to keep myself from fantasizing about all the filthy ways I want to show her how much she pleases me just by existing.

      There’s still something off lately, though. Her smile is dimmer than it’s meant to be, her eyes missing the little sparkle of challenge I’m used to seeing. She nods her agreement and tilts her head down over the ball and smoothly pulls back her putter.

      Execution flawless, the thirty-foot putt drains into the hole of the practice green as flawlessly as if she’d been inches away. Typically, this is the moment Lexy would jump around with her arms flung wide, feeling proud of her accomplishment.
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