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      Welcome to Blossom Ridge, a spinoff to the Surrender series. This resort outside Seattle, Washington, awaits guests who practice a similar lifestyle. It’s a safe place to be yourself…or who you wish to be.
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        Amelia

        This is my dream job. Head chef at a mountain resort.

        Sure, it’s a resort for a very specific group of patrons.

        I belong to Surrender, so I know the owners and I’m familiar with the lifestyle.

        I’m not little myself. Or at least I don’t think so.

        And then I meet Foster, and he makes me doubt everything I know to be true.

      

      

      

      
        
        Foster

        I’ve worked alone at Blossom Ridge for five years.

        Now, Roman has turned it into a resort, and I’m good with that.

        Until Amelia shows up with her excitement and adorableness.

        It’s been a long time since I’ve had a little, but I’m drawn to her.

        I just have to convince her it’s the life for her and that she’s mine.
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      Amelia

      

      “I can’t believe you’re leaving me, Amy,” Stella grumbles jokingly as she lifts a chair and flips it over to set the seat on top of the table. “You’re the best pastry chef I’ve ever had.”

      I giggle as I push the mop under the table to clean the last section of the café. “It’s not like you’ll never see me again. I’ll only be an hour away. Besides, you can come visit me. Blossom Ridge is gorgeous. You’ll never want to leave.”

      Stella scrunches up her face. “I can’t see myself fitting in at Blossom Ridge.”

      I wink. “Never say never.”

      Stella rolls her eyes as she chuckles. “How long have we known each other?”

      I grin and proceed to answer the question unnecessarily. “Well, let’s see… We met at Surrender five years ago, and I’ve been working for you three years.”

      Stella narrows her gaze, though she’s also smiling. “And in all that time, have I ever shown a tendency toward being a Little?”

      I shrug. “I’m not exactly a Little myself.”

      “You’ve at least dabbled.”

      “Alone. In my apartment. Not at the club. Not in public. Not at work. A handful of times.” I shudder. “I’m not intending to pursue a new kink just because I took the job as head chef at Blossom Ridge.”

      “I know. I know. I hate losing you. And I’m going to miss you like crazy. But it’s a great career move for you. You’re also perfect for the job because you’ve at least spent enough time in the kink community to not be judgmental. Leah and Craig are lucky to have you.”

      Stella moves in and gives me a huge hug.

      I hug her back. “I’m going to miss you and this café,” I mumble.

      She holds my shoulders and meets my gaze. “Try to…live a little, will you? You’ve been alone for too long. Let someone into your heart. You’re such a kind soul. I hate that you’ve been single for so long. Time to start over.”

      I shudder at the thought. “We’ll see.”

      Stella lifts a brow. “I know that asshole Brock did a number on you, but it’s been a long time and he’s gone now. He’s not even in the state anymore. Not everyone is a shithole like him. There’s a man out there for you. Maybe you’ll meet him at Blossom Ridge.”

      I giggle and roll my eyes. “Doubt it. It’s a relatively small staff. Slim pickings. But I’ll be fine,” I assure her. “I like being single. It suits me. No one to boss me around,” I joke. I’m not kidding though. It’s not funny. I’ll never let a man boss me around again. Never.
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      One week later…

      

      Amelia

      

      “What is that awful smell?”

      The booming voice coming from the back of the kitchen has me spinning around to face the newcomer, half scared out of my mind. I wasn’t expecting anyone.

      “Oh, hi.” I glance up and down the man’s frame, deciding he must be the groundskeeper I’ve heard about—based on the grass clippings all over his work boots. “You must be Foster Stimson.”

      I’m glad Leah described this man because he’s indeed as imposing as she suggested. Six-four. Broad. Messy brown hair. He looks more like a lumberjack. Leah said he played football in college. That’s not hard to believe.

      Foster draws in another breath and cringes. “Please tell me you’re not the new chef. It smells like rotten eggs in here.”

      I set my hands on my hips, feeling defiant. I stand as tall as I can—which isn’t saying much since I’m only five-two. This man has more than a foot on me, which is obvious even from across the room. “If you must know, I’m cleaning the oven. It appears to have sat here unused for several years.”

      He rubs his nose and smirks. “That explains it. But it hasn’t been completely unused. I’ve turned it on from time to time to ensure everything was in working order.”

      “Have you ever cooked anything in it?”

      “Nope. I’ve got my own oven.” He stares at me a moment and then turns back toward the open glass door he apparently entered through. Without another word, he stomps off.

      I stand frozen for several seconds before shuffling toward the wall of windows facing the gorgeous landscape along the back of the mansion. The view of the mountains and valleys in the distance is also amazing, but this time I watch Foster amble across the perfectly manicured lawn and disappear around the side of the house.

      My heart is racing. What a surly man. Leah didn’t mention him having a sour disposition.

      “Everything okay in here?”

      Leah’s sweet voice has me spinning around, once again startled. I slap a hand over my heart.

      “Sorry. Didn’t mean to scare you. I thought I heard voices.” Her long brown braids swing as she comes to a stop. Sometimes her hair is braided like this; sometimes it’s up in curly pigtails.

      I draw in a deep breath and let it back out, brushing a lock of hair from my face. “I think I just met Foster.”

      Leah glances out the windows. “You’re not sure?” she jokes.

      “Nope. He didn’t introduce himself. He simply complained about the smell of oven cleaner and stomped off as if I’d inconvenienced him.”

      Leah’s eyes widen. “That doesn’t sound like Foster. He’s usually friendly.”

      “Well, not today. Today he’s angry and condescending.” I flinch. Maybe I shouldn’t be attacking the groundskeeper in front of my new boss. “Sorry.” I wave a hand between us. “Maybe he was just having a bad morning.”

      Leah frowns. “Weird.” She pinches her nose and giggles. “It does smell bad. He wasn’t wrong.”

      I scrunch up my face. “True. I didn’t want to start using the oven until it was clean. Burned crusty food from a decade ago would add odd flavors to my muffins.”

      “Makes sense. I should have checked it and had someone come clean it before you arrived.”

      “No worries. It will all be fine soon. I’ll leave the back doors open for a while to air out the kitchen.”

      Craig appears behind Leah, having emerged from the front of the house. He sets his hands on her shoulders. “There you are. I thought you were writing this morning. I looked in your office and you weren’t there.”

      Leah turns around and wraps her arms around Craig’s waist. She’s about my age, thirty, but most of the time when I see her, she’s in her Little space so she often seems younger. Right now she’s wearing hot pink leggings and a matching frilly top that makes her look very young.

      “I got stuck,” she tells him. “I decided to wander around a while and think about the plot.”

      He tugs one of her long braids, pulling her head back before kissing her on the lips. “Maybe you need something to motivate you?” He lifts a brow.

      I try to read his expression. It’s half-serious, half-joking. An odd combination considering I have no idea what he might be implying.

      Leah seems to know though because she’s blushing and she swats his chest playfully. “Daddy…”

      Part of me feels like I’m intruding on a very sweet personal interaction, but they’re in my kitchen, so… Plus, they’re adorable. No one can disagree with that assessment.

      I met both of them through Surrender, though I’ve known Leah much longer. She and I joined Surrender years ago. She’s an amazing submissive. When she performs at the club, she draws a large crowd. Always has.

      I never knew her to dabble in age play until she met Craig, but somehow this new dynamic suits her. She’s just as mesmerizing as a Little.

      Leah twists her gaze toward me. “I’m sorry. If we’re making you uncomfortable…”

      I shake my head. “Goodness no. I don’t mind at all. This is your resort. I’m well aware the guests will all be involved in age play to some degree. I wouldn’t have taken the job if I were a prude about it.”

      “It’s not really our resort. Master Roman and Lucy own this mansion,” Leah points out. “We’re just managing it.”

      I shrug. “It’s your brainchild. And it’s going to be amazing.”

      “She’s right.” Craig runs his hands up and down Leah’s arms. “It’s going to be fantastic, but right now I know a Little girl who needs a solid spanking. Would you like me to do that here in front of Amy or in private?”

      “Private, Sir,” Leah murmurs, her gaze lowering. It’s fascinating how she slides into a Little headspace so easily.

      I’ve seen plenty of people getting spanked, so I don’t personally care where Craig chooses to spank Leah, but either Leah prefers to keep her age play discipline private or she’s opting not to mix her fetish with her job. I’m not sure yet. She might not be either.

      I smile as the two of them disappear and return to check on the oven, which has apparently caused quite the disturbance this morning. Luckily, the cleaning cycle is done. Next, I open the two sets of double doors along the glass wall to let the kitchen air out.

      I love this kitchen. It’s hard to keep from clapping my hands together and grinning like a loon. Every time I glance around, I’m excited all over again. It’s huge with stainless-steel appliances, white tile, white cabinets, and white counters. So clean.

      Time to get started.

      I want to make a few batches of muffins, tweaking my recipe for each one until I settle on one that will become my signature muffin for guests—something I serve every Sunday morning. I’ll have a variety, but it’s the cinnamon ones I’m going to tackle today.

      I pull a hair tie off my wrist and gather my wavy curls on top of my head. My hair is thin and blond and often draws attention. People ask me if it’s my real color all the time.

      Most of the time, especially when I’m working, I keep it in a messy bun on top of my head. I’m not the kind of gal who spends hours on hair and makeup. Wash and go is more my style. But when it’s time to get down to business in the kitchen, I pull it away from my face and hope for the best. Tendrils will escape to frame my cheeks throughout the afternoon, but it can’t be helped.

      Several hours later, I’m covered in flour and cinnamon with multiple batches of muffins scattered around the giant island when I feel a presence at the back door again.

      This time I don’t lose one of my nine lives as I meet Foster’s gaze.

      He’s standing in the doorway, same as last time, hands on his hips again. He takes in a deep breath and closes his eyes. “Much better.”

      I smile, deciding to brush off our odd interaction from this morning. I’m going to have to work with this man. We need to get along. “The smell? Yes. The oven is officially clean. Would you mind trying my muffins? I’m going to need a few opinions before I settle on a recipe.”

      “Not a chance.” He shakes his head firmly.

      My stomach drops. What the hell?

      He steps closer, but now I’m trembling. He’s so damn huge. His frame seems to eat up the entire room, and it’s a gigantic room. His shadow looms over my workspace.

      “I’ll take a muffin, Amelia, but there’s not a chance I’m going to critique them.”

      “Amy,” I inform him, surprised he even knows my name.

      He lifts a brow. “People call you Amy?”

      “Yes.” Why is this shocking? It’s a nickname.

      He stares at me, his gaze roaming up and down my frame several times until I’m no longer trembling but shaking and a bit unnerved. “Nope.” He shakes his head. “I don’t see it.”

      “You don’t see what?” I’m confused. My brain is scattered.

      “You’re an Amelia. That’s your name. It’s pretty. It suits you. I’ll be calling you Amelia.”

      My brows shoot up. I don’t think I’m breathing. There’s something so very…dominant…about this man. That’s it. He’s overbearing, and I can feel my instinct to submit to him pulling hard.

      I can be submissive. I know this. But I usually keep that side of me to the hours at the club. I don’t submit to anyone outside of Surrender. I’ve never even felt the urge before.

      This man has me tongue-tied and close to kneeling at his feet, which is also aggravating because he’s so…surly. That really is the best word for him.

      “Umm…” That’s all I manage to murmur.

      Foster glances at the various batches of muffins. “Cinnamon is my favorite. Which one would you like me to sample?”

      “Uh…”

      He meets my gaze. “Amelia?”

      When he says my name this time, my nipples stiffen and my panties grow wet. No one has called me Amelia besides my mother when I was very young. I insisted on being called Amy after my first day of kindergarten when the cute boy next to me misunderstood and called me that by accident.

      I clear my throat and jerk my gaze from his, as if I might get sucked into another vortex if I don’t. I glance at the muffins. “You’re supposed to try all three,” I murmur. Why is this concept so difficult? I only have three people to use as a test group: Foster, Leah, and Craig. There isn’t anyone else staying at Blossom Ridge yet. We don’t open for another week.

      When Foster makes no move closer nor speaks, I finally glance up at him again.

      He searches my face and runs a hand through his hair. “Look, I owe you an apology for earlier. I was snippy for no reason. You caught me off guard. I…” He shakes his head. “Never mind. The point is I’ve already insulted you one too many times. It won’t happen again. So, no, I won’t critique your muffins. I’ll eat any or all of them, but I’ll tell you they are fabulous no matter what.”

      I flinch. “Oh.”

      He gives me a slow smile, the first one he’s graced me with. He looks even sexier when he smiles. It’s much better than the brow-furrowed, brooding look.

      “Just out of curiosity…” He tips his head to the side. “Did you really move here alone? Leah and Craig said you’ll be staying in one of the one-bedroom employee cabins. You don’t have a Master or a Daddy?” He looks stern again as if this detail annoys him greatly.

      I’ve never been more confused by the signals from a man in my life. I lick my lips. “I don’t have or need either.”

      His brows shoot up.

      I narrow my gaze and cock my hip to one side. “Why is this so surprising? Just because I’ll be the chef here doesn’t mean I’m in the lifestyle full-time. It just means I’m not judgmental.”

      Another long stare. “You’re a member of Surrender, right? I’m sure Leah told me that.”

      “Yes.” I shrug, trying to keep from reacting to this infuriating man.

      “You’re obviously submissive,” he points out.

      My face heats. I want to shove him out the door so I can think and breathe. He’s sucking all the oxygen out of the room with his imposing inquisition.

      I also want to submit to him. So badly I’m wringing my hands in front of me.

      He’s waiting for me to respond. Annoying man.

      “I can be submissive if you must know. It’s very personal. I don’t submit to anyone outside of the club. Ever,” I add to make my point. “I’m independent and perfectly capable of taking care of myself. I don’t need a Master or a Daddy. When I choose to go to Surrender and submit to someone for the evening, I do so on my terms.”

      I don’t know why I’m going to such extremes to explain myself to this man. He’s a coworker.

      Is he smiling again? It’s hard to be sure. Maybe the corners of his lips are lifted slightly. More like a cocky smirk. “Hmm.”

      “What’s that supposed to mean?” I blurt out before I can stop myself.

      “Nothing. It’s just that you’re a conundrum.”

      “I am not,” I defend, putting my hands on my hips. “I’m a chef. I have a degree in culinary arts. I’m well qualified to run this kitchen, and I intend to do so. I don’t have time for some man to hang around telling me how to do things.”

      Is there a chance Foster was thinking he might be able to dominate me? Because he’s sadly mistaken.

      Oh yes, he’s grinning. “Is that so?” He reaches for a muffin, pulls the wrapper off of it, and takes a huge bite. He moans around the flavor and meets my gaze as he swallows. “Damn. That’s delicious.”

      Before I have a chance to respond, he turns and leaves the kitchen, heading out the back door once again, leaving me staring after him once again, leaving me confused once again.

      What the hell just happened here?
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      Foster

      

      I run my hand through my hair as I pace my small kitchen. It’s dark out. Usually by now, I like to be situated in my favorite recliner, watching a documentary or reading. Tonight, I’m too restless to do either.

      Amelia Wescott has wiggled her way under my skin, and I don’t like it.

      Does the woman truly not see herself as a Little? Or even a submissive? What was that nonsense about submitting only a few hours a week when she’s at Surrender? She can’t possibly fulfill her every need in such a short time, and now that she’ll be living an hour from the city, she probably won’t be able to go into Seattle as often.

      I shouldn’t give her a single thought. It’s ridiculous. Also ridiculous was me watching her through the glass as she worked this afternoon. Also ridiculous was me noticing how meticulous she is as she cleaned up and put everything away.

      But even worse—I followed her to her cabin to make sure she was safe. I kept to the shadows of course so she wouldn’t think I was a crazy stalker, but I still kept an eye on her.

      My concern is irrational. We’re out in the middle of nowhere. No one is around to bother her. Except me, of course. She doesn’t need an escort from the kitchen to the employee cabins after work. Not when there aren’t even guests staying at the Ridge yet. Hell, most likely not then either.

      Every guest who stays here will be well-vetted by Craig or Roman or Julius. Roman owns the mansion-turned-resort. Julius is his right-hand man. They’ve both known Craig for many years.

      I’ve also known Roman and Julius for many years. Somehow Craig and I never crossed paths until he moved here with Leah to open the resort. Probably because Craig was in the Army and then lying low for several years after his first wife divorced him.

      I, too, have been lying low for a long time. I’ve been maintaining this mansion and the grounds for five years.

      How is it the first woman to cross my path in years has so quickly caught my attention? Not submissive, my ass. The woman is definitely submissive. Not just two hours a week. If she’s been living that way, she must be a ball of stressed-out nerves. She’s also Little. I wonder if she’s ever explored that side of herself.

      She said she goes to the club and plays, but what type of fetish does she prefer?

      I don’t have a clue why I jumped down her throat when I first set eyes on her. I guess I was shocked by my reaction. And frustrated. When I stepped into the kitchen, I didn’t immediately notice the smell I complained about. The first thing I noticed was the fucking cute Little girl who was bustling around taking inventory of the cabinets.

      I take a deep breath as I remember my first glimpse of her. She has the blondest hair I’ve ever seen, pale skin that would easily burn in the sun, and the biggest green eyes that could easily wrap a Daddy around her pinky. The second time I saw her, she had pulled her hair up into a messy bun on top of her head. I wanted to touch it to see if it is as soft as it looks.

      Her cheeks are rosy and full on her round face. Her eyes carry the innocence of a Little along with the determination of a grown adult who has her shit together.

      She’s petite. There’s no other way to put it. I don’t care much about the size of my women. That’s never what attracts me to them. Curvy or skinny, doesn’t matter to me as long as they’re healthy.

      Amelia—yes, she’s definitely not an Amy—has a stool she scoots around the kitchen so she can reach the higher cabinets throughout the day, though I did notice she was rearranging them, probably so the things she will need most often are within her reach.

      I watched her several times today. I don’t think she saw me. I hovered where I could see into the kitchen, pruning bushes that didn’t need pruning and skimming the pool that didn’t need skimming.

      This mansion has a lot of interesting amenities, but the most ridiculous one of all has been the pool which I’ve maintained all these years even though it was rarely used.

      Master Roman didn’t come to Blossom Ridge—as it has more recently been named—very often before he met its namesake, Lucy. Roman calls Lucy his little cherry blossom, and the name of the resort came from there.

      Lucy went through college after she met Roman and then started working a full-time job, so the two of them rarely had time to come out to the mansion. It’s been in his family for over a hundred years though, so he never wanted to let it go.

      It wasn’t until Craig and Leah visited that they came up with the idea of turning it into some sort of B&B and that plan grew until it will now open as a resort strictly for age play. A safe place for caregivers to bring their Littles for vacation. A place they can either relax without recrimination or spend time exploring their lifestyle if age play is new to them.

      At first, I was leery about this idea for purely selfish reasons. I’ve been living out here taking care of this mansion for five years in nearly constant peace. Now the place is going to be crawling with people soon, and I’m no longer going to be living a hermit life.

      Over the past few months, I’ve accepted this change that’s coming and even begun to embrace it. I’ve spent enough time alone. It’s not good for me to carry on like this. I need to embrace society again.

      I’ve geared myself up for renewed human interaction. I’ve pictured guests who are already in committed relationships. I’ve gotten to know Leah and Craig, a lovely married couple. I’ve spent more time with Roman and Lucy, also married. I’ve met Julius and his three partners a few times—another committed relationship.

      I knew a chef was joining the team. I knew her name was Amelia. I hadn’t expected her to knock me on my ass the first time I set eyes on her.

      It’s been a long time since I’ve fallen for a woman, a Little in particular. I should embrace it, but I’m not ready. Not emotionally prepared. I’m still busy being a curmudgeon. I’ve even used that term to describe myself, even though it made Leah laugh and roll her eyes, insisting I’m not old enough to fit that definition. Nor am I—according to Leah—cantankerous enough.

      Doesn’t matter. The point is I wasn’t prepared to find Amelia so delectable. And certainly not at first sight.

      She’s baffling, too. It’s mind-boggling how she’s been a member of Surrender for so many years without taking any of her fetish home with her. Granted, she might have fibbed about that part. I can’t know for sure she doesn’t have a hidden Little side she prefers not to tell anyone about. It’s possible she lets her Little out in the privacy of her home and keeps it to herself.

      But that’s a lonely existence. No Daddy?

      Any lonelier than your life, big guy?

      I sigh as I leave my cabin. I should stay inside. I should read a book or watch something on TV. I should not wander toward Amelia’s cabin in order to be closer to her or possibly catch a glimpse of her through the window.

      If I do catch a glimpse of her through the window, I’ll end up giving her a long lecture about closing her blinds when she’s home because eventually there will be other people wandering around out here, and I’ll be damned if I want anyone spying on my Little girl.

      I shudder at that thought. She’s not mine. She hasn’t even admitted to being Little, or fully submissive for that matter. She’s going to be a challenge.

      I don’t even know why I’m entertaining this idea. I don’t need a challenge. I don’t need a Little. I need to mind my own business and stay away from her. That would be the smart thing to do.

      I don’t have a plan. I’m simply wandering around, wobbling back and forth mentally, toying with the idea of pursuing her or not.

      As I approach her cabin, I see there are lights on. Lucky for her, the blinds are closed. This both pleases and disappoints me.

      Now I’m a peeping Tom?

      Suddenly, her front door opens and she emerges into the darkness. Unfortunately, I’ve wandered so close she immediately sees me and gives a little squeak. This is the second time today I’ve scared her unintentionally.

      “Jesus, Foster.” She flattens a hand to her chest.

      “Sorry. I was just coming over to see if you were okay. If you needed anything. Didn’t mean to scare you yet again.” I’m pretty damn proud of myself for coming up with a reason why I would be standing so close to her cabin.

      There are several cabins on this section of the property. They were built a hundred years ago as servants’ quarters. They’ve been updated and modernized throughout the years, but they haven’t had regular tenants for a few decades.

      “I’m fine,” she responds tartly.

      Yikes. I nod. “Good. Except where are you going?”

      “To the main house. I forgot my book. Left it in the kitchen. I wanted to read it tonight.”

      I smile. She’s a reader like me. I like this.

      When she stares at me in confusion, I swipe the grin off my face and frown again. I’m sure I’m confusing her with my mixed signals. Probably for the best since I’m just as confused.

      “Let me walk you,” I say, coming into step beside her.

      “I’m sure I’ll be fine.”

      “It’s not safe to wander around in the dark alone.”

      She jerks her gaze to me from the side. “Why? Are there animals I need to be aware of?” Her gaze scans the property as she crosses her arms protectively over her chest.

      “We do have wild animals out here, yes. Bears, coyotes, bobcats, cougars… But they don’t usually come this close to the property. It’s been a long time since I saw one nearby.”

      “Then why am I unsafe?” she challenges.

      “I was thinking about humans, Amelia. Maybe not specifically today, but when the resort fills up with guests, I wouldn’t want you out wandering around at night alone.”

      She stops walking, turns to face me, and sets her hands defiantly on her hips. She has no idea how damn cute she is when she does this. Nor does she realize how badly I want to take her over my knee.

      “Were you listening to me earlier when I told you I don’t need or want a Daddy?”

      “This has nothing to do with me being a Daddy,” I lie. “It has to do with me being a kind man who’s looking out for a woman who’s too small to defend herself.”

      “Uh-huh. You’re sure?”

      No. “Yes.”

      She narrows her gaze. “And why are you still calling me Amelia?” I’m pretty sure she shivers a bit as she says her full name.

      “I told you. It suits you.”

      “And I told you no one calls me that, and it’s high-handed of you to continue to do so.”

      “Hmm. You sure are bratty for someone who insists she’s not Little. If I had to guess, it’s been a while since someone took you over their knee and disciplined you.” I’m pushing this. I know it. I can’t stop myself.

      And her reactions are precious. Her big green eyes bug out. “I’ll have you know I’ve been spanked plenty of times, including three nights ago before I moved out here. I told you I can submit. I also told you I do it in a club setting. Not as a Little. I enjoy spanking as a means to release stress.” She throws her hands up in the air. “Why am I justifying myself to you?”

      Amelia turns and stomps toward the main house. I follow. “You’re so defensive about your lifestyle choices I’m beginning to wonder if you even believe anything you’re trying to sell me.”

      She groans, not looking back at me. It’s not difficult to keep up with her. Her legs are so short that even though she’s speed walking, I’m moving at a slow stroll.

      I should stop this madness. The woman has made it clear more than one time she’s not interested in me.

      I’m not going to stop though. This is the most entertainment I’ve had in years. I’m probably going to regret my actions, but I can’t help myself. I want this woman.

      Amelia Wescott is mine.
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      Amelia

      

      I can’t believe this is happening. He’s still following me. Badgering me for no reason. When I arrive at the kitchen, he reaches around me at the last second and opens the door for me.

      Infuriating.

      I shoot him a glare before rushing across the room to grab my book where I left it in a side drawer, out of sight. I’m so unnerved I don’t know what to do.

      I can’t read Foster well. He’s hot and cold at the same time. He’s so incredibly dominant I melt around him, making it difficult to argue my case. I wish my hands weren’t trembling. I wish my cheeks weren’t as heated as they are. I wish my pussy wasn’t so wet and needy.

      I can’t shake the image of him taking me over his knee and spanking me until I cry. It’s been a while since anyone has given me that. I don’t let my guard down for every Dom I submit to at the club. Most of the time I simply book a thirty-minute time slot with an available Dom, bend over a spanking bench, close my eyes, and try to blow off steam through getting my ass spanked.

      It works. Being spanked, or more often flogged, takes the edge off my stress. I try to do it twice a month. I like to be struck pretty hard. The deeper the sting the more relaxed I get.

      Occasionally it’s nice to have someone I trust enough to spank or paddle or flog me long enough and hard enough to make me cry. This involves planning and negotiating a few days prior though, so neither of us is taken unaware.

      When was the last time I felt comfortable enough with a Dom to request that sort of release? I can’t remember. It’s been a while.

      I shouldn’t be thinking such thoughts around Foster. He seems to have the extremely cocky impression I’m a Little. He has pigeonholed me into a role I’ve only marginally considered, and never in front of other people.

      The most unnerving part is he’s making me question myself.

      I grip my book and press it against my chest as I take a deep breath. Until this moment, I hadn’t considered someone might see what I’m reading. I don’t read many paperbacks. Most of my reading material is on my e-reader, but this book is one of my favorites. I’ve read it many times. My favorite pages are turned down at the corner. It’s in rough shape from carrying it in my purse and lugging it around wherever I go.

      When I left my cabin, I hadn’t expected Foster to be standing outside, stalking me. How convenient he happened to be on his way to check on me. Should I believe that?

      I spin around, covering the book with as much of my small hand as I can. I don’t want to show it to Foster, so I choose to distract him. “You weren’t really on your way to my door when I stepped outside, were you?” I presume, hoping to rattle him.

      “No.” At least he has the decency to cringe slightly.

      I sigh and rush past him. At least he was honest, but I hadn’t expected him to be so forthcoming, so that conversation was abrupt. I don’t want to jog, but I do walk incredibly fast to get back to my cabin.

      I’m not scared of Foster. I’m scared of myself. I’m scared of how he makes me feel.

      I can sense him right behind me all the way to my cabin, but he says nothing. My hand is shaking as I reach for the doorknob.

      “Amelia…” The way he says my name makes me stop and lean my forehead against the door. I can’t turn around to look at him.

      I take a deep breath. He’s so close to my back I can feel his heat, but he’s not touching me.

      “You have no idea how badly I want to take you over my knee and spank you right now.”

      My breath hitches and I press my thighs together.

      “You want the same thing,” he whispers, his lips close to my ear.

      I swallow.

      “I’m not going to touch you, sweet girl. Not now. Not until you ask me to. But I want you to think about us. I know you feel the same magnetic pull I do. You wouldn’t be so flustered if you weren’t attracted to me.”

      I bite my bottom lip, not moving an inch. I can’t. I’ll fall apart if I do. I need to stay strong here. Foster has me tied in a knot. Ten knots. I can’t process what’s happening between us, and I’m not ready to.

      “Go inside. Lock the door. Get some sleep. Don’t read that book tonight. Don’t touch yourself either. I don’t want you to come. I want your next orgasm to belong to me. Can you do that, sweet girl?”

      His voice has me panting. The intensity. The gentle tone. The pleading request.

      “Yes, Sir,” I whisper before I can stop myself. Why am I agreeing to this?

      “Good girl. I’ll wait until you’re safely inside before I leave.” He takes a step back.

      I don’t look at him as I open the door with trembling fingers and slip inside. I lock the door, flatten my back to it, and slide down the hard surface until I’m sitting on my butt, my forehead against my knees.

      I can’t catch my breath. It seems like I walked ten miles instead of a few yards. It feels like I’ve been gone an hour instead of ten minutes.

      It’s hard for me to internalize the magnetic pull Foster has on me. I’m beyond rattled. Did he really just order me not to read my book and not to masturbate? Did I really consent to that?

      I lower my book to the floor and stare at the front. Submissive Confessions: A Year of Exploration by Jennifer Shepperd. It’s a true story about a woman who spends an entire year trying out many different aspects of submission with her amazing Dom. It was his idea. Some of the lifestyle choices they explore are more challenging than others. All of them intrigue me. It’s why I’ve read it over and over. It’s not fiction. It’s a real woman’s experiences. They ring true for me. I feel like I step into Jennifer’s shoes when I read each chapter.

      I wonder if Foster saw the front of the book or if he just assumed I was reading something smutty enough to lead me to masturbate. He’s not wrong. I would have pulled out my vibrator tonight and pleasured myself. I can’t believe I agreed not to.

      I need a head exam. I’ve known this man for one day. Not even that long. Three separate strange conversations. Every time I’ve seen him, he’s been hard to read. His emotions have been all over the board.

      I get the feeling he wasn’t expecting his reaction to me, so he’s spent most of the day tripping over himself trying to rationalize what he’s felt. Tonight, he made it pretty clear. He claimed me. I let him. Ugh.

      I’m not sure how long I sit on the floor, but eventually I decide I need to talk to someone. I could talk to Leah, but she’s undoubtedly busy. It’s late enough she’s probably already sleeping. From what I’ve seen of Craig so far, he’s a pretty strict Daddy. Besides, I don’t want my bosses to know about my dilemma.

      I shouldn’t be considering any sort of relationship with Foster. We have to work together. If things went south, I could lose my job.

      I rub my forehead. Leah and Craig never mentioned any workplace romance rules, but I doubt they expected the only two other employees on the property to start fucking the day their new chef arrived.

      It doesn’t matter what Leah and Craig would approve of. I can’t get involved with Foster for a dozen reasons. It’s ludicrous. This is my dream job. I can’t jeopardize it. I’ve been excited about this transition for weeks. Giddy. I ended my lease, put a few things in storage, sold the larger furniture, and moved here indefinitely.

      Hooking up with the groundskeeper is a horrible idea. I must have lost several brain cells when I let him dominate me the way he did outside. Now that I’m thinking clearer, I realize I need to nip this in the bud.

      Besides the fact that I have to work with the man, cross paths with him every single day, he’s also a Daddy. I’m not a Little. I tried to tell him that, but he wouldn’t listen.

      On top of all that, I’ve sworn off men. For good. I enjoy a scene at the club in a controlled environment as much as the next gal, but I’m not looking for anything more.

      I’m smart enough to realize Brock did a number on me and left me shattered, but I’m also smart enough not to let something like that happen again. That means keeping myself at arm’s length when it comes to relationships.

      I’ve successfully blown off every man who’s approached me for several years. I don’t intend to stop now and let my guard down.

      I shove off the floor, feeling stronger and more resolved. I drop my book on the end table and head for the cordless phone on the kitchen counter. It’s not hard to locate. This cabin is small. The living room and kitchen area are really one space. There’s a small table, two chairs, a loveseat, and an armchair.

      Along the wall next to the front door is a fireplace. It will be welcomed and cozy in the winter. Along the opposite wall is a refrigerator, oven/stove combo, and a microwave on the counter. It barely fits next to the sink. There’s no dishwasher, but I won’t be eating my meals here anyway. I’ll do all the cooking for the guests in the main house and eat there myself.

      My hours will be odd at this job. I’m responsible for all the meals, which means technically I have to be in the kitchen morning, noon, and night. However, I’ll also have free time between meals. I can nap or enjoy the amenities or hike or swim or any number of things after the lunch rush and before I need to start dinner.

      I’m grateful my mind has strayed to something more reasonable. The best way to get my head screwed the rest of the way on is to call Stella.

      I have Stella’s number memorized thankfully because there’s no cell service at Blossom Ridge. Any calls I make will be on a landline. After I dial, I listen to it ring, hoping she answers.

      “Amy,” she exclaims. “I’ve been thinking about you. How’s the new job? Tell me everything.”

      I relax at the sound of her voice and pad into the attached bedroom and straight through to the bathroom. I put the phone on speaker and set it on the vanity. “It’s been an interesting first day,” I begin.

      “Oh. That sounds intriguing. Tell me more.”

      I remove my clothes and drop them in the hamper as I continue. “There’s a man here.”

      Stella giggles. “You’ve been there one day and already there’s a man? I didn’t think guests were arriving for another week.”

      “They aren’t. He works here. He’s been here for five years. His name is Foster Stimson.”

      “And?” I can hear the eagerness in her voice.

      I groan as I pull a T-shirt over my head and tug the ponytail holder out of my hair. My mop falls in a cascade of messy waves all around my shoulders. “He’s intense. He’s a Daddy. And he has this wild idea I’m not only Little, but his. He’s basically laid claim to me, and I’ve only been here one day. He won’t listen when I tell him I’m not Little. He just smirks as if I don’t know my own mind. Plus, I have to work with him, so it would be crazy for me to start up something with a man I have to see every day. I mean, what if things went bad between us? This is my dream job. I’d be devastated. I don’t even know if Leah and Craig have dating rules or anything. On top of that, the man makes me melt every time he comes near me. Melt as in turn into a rambling pile of goo so badly my brain misfires. Can you believe I actually agreed not to masturbate in my own cabin tonight?”

      Stella starts laughing.

      I groan again. “Don’t laugh. This isn’t funny.”

      “I know. I’m sorry. It’s just that you rattled off so many details I couldn’t keep up. Let’s start with the last sentence. He told you not to masturbate?”

      “Yes.” I turn off all the lights and pad over to my bed. It’s a queen, and it nearly fills the entire room.

      “And you agreed?” she asks incredulously.

      “I was tongue-tied at the time. My brain was mushy from him standing so close to me. He’s so damn dominant. When he’s not near me, I can almost reason why I should stay away from him, but the moment he’s back in my personal space, I can’t think.”

      “Has he kissed you?”

      “No. He hasn’t touched me.” I shiver as I climb under the covers. “Though I feel like he stroked my entire body. He did in his mind. I’m pretty sure he stripped me naked on the front porch and licked my pussy before leaving me trembling and unfulfilled.” I sigh as I set the phone on my chest and stare at the ceiling.

      “Wow. I don’t remember the last time a man had you this flustered.”

      “Me neither. That’s the problem. Help me out here.”

      Stella chuckles. “If he affects you the way you’re describing, why not go for it?”

      “Because he’s going to Daddy me, and I’m not…ready for that.”

      “A friend of mine once said, ‘never say never.’” She giggles again.

      “Ugh. What’s wrong with your friends?” I joke.

      I wonder if she’s right, but I refuse to let myself consider submitting to Foster in any fashion. “I have to work with the man.”

      “Even better. You’re so far out of town now it’s going to be hard to meet new people, especially kinky people. Maybe you should count your blessings that you have a spark with the only other single person around.”

      “Mmm. I’m not sure I’m ready to date, let alone enter into a relationship as intense as Foster seems inclined toward.” I roll onto my side and curl into a ball.

      Stella’s voice is soft as she responds, “It’s been three years since you left Brock. He was a dick, but like I’ve told you dozens of times, not all men are assholes.”

      “I know.” At least in theory. “But I’ve been happy on my own. I don’t have to answer to anyone. It’s refreshing.”

      “You’ve also been busy, and you’re not getting any younger, girlfriend,” she teases. “Maybe now’s the time to let someone into your heart.”

      “Mmm. Why does he have to be a brooding Daddy type?” I groan.

      “Just think about it. Don’t do anything rash.”

      “Yeah…”

      “Hey, have Craig and Leah hired everyone they need yet?”

      “I don’t think so. I don’t think they’ve hired housekeeping yet.”

      “Oh good. That’s exactly what I have in mind,” Stella says.

      “You have someone in mind?”

      “Yes, Brea.”

      “Brea Hopson?” Brea has been working for Stella for about a month waiting tables and helping in the kitchen. She’s quiet and shy but efficient. “Why does Brea need a new job? She’s working for you.”

      Stella sighs. “Brea is an amazing, conscientious employee, but what she needs is to get out of Seattle and away from her parents. They suck the life out of her.”

      “Yeah, I figured something was not cool in her personal life.”

      “That’s putting it mildly. I’ve slowly gotten her to open up to me, and I don’t like how she lives. I figured if Leah and Craig hired her, she could move there and spread her wings. I’ll contact Craig or Leah and see if they’d be willing to interview her.”

      “Good idea. I’m pretty sure they haven’t found anyone yet. They’re just planning on doing all the work themselves when we open until they can find the right person,” I tell her. My heart aches for whatever Brea has been through. I won’t ask though. I wouldn’t want Stella to break her confidence.

      “Well, I have to get to bed. Early day tomorrow. But I’m going to call you in a few days and check on you,” she tells me in a firm voice.

      I smile. Stella is a great friend. “Thank you.”

      “Later, sweetie.”

      “Later.” I end the call, grab the spare pillow on my bed, and pull it in to hug. It’s comforting. What if this pillow were a stuffie instead? How would that be different?

      I glance at my closed closet door. I have a box in there. It’s my Little-exploration box. I ordered most of the contents on a whim one day while I was reading about the week Jennifer Shepperd spent living as a Little. My box contains a stuffed teddy bear—named Teddy, of course—footed pajamas covered with bears, colorful leggings, T-shirts with youthful patterns and slogans, hair ribbons, a coloring book with crayons, cartoon movie DVDs, and a sippy cup. I also have a set of three YA books about the imaginary adventures of two tweens who meet at a treehouse after school and pretend to go on fantastic adventures to faraway places.

      One weekend, after a long week that ended with a catering job that extended well into Friday night, I was so exhausted and done adulting that I pulled out that box and spent forty-eight hours playing and lounging around. I slept in the PJs, held the teddy bear against my chest for comfort, put my hair in pigtails with ribbons, and watched cartoons all weekend. I ate sugary cereal, boxed mac and cheese, and frozen pizza.

      I grin as I remember the indulgence. I returned to work Monday morning refreshed and ready to go. I didn’t even know what had happened in the real world because I never changed from the cartoon channel.

      Just because I’ve dabbled doesn’t mean I could be someone’s Little. Not even close. It doesn’t mean I’d want or need a Daddy. I made my own rules that weekend—mostly that there weren’t any. I ate horribly and had way too much screen time. I don’t think I’d like the structure an age play arrangement would include.

      I’ve watched the interactions between Lucy and Master Roman for years. I’ve also watched the dynamic between other Daddies and Littles. In every one of those relationships, the Little has given her power to the Daddy. Let him make all the decisions. I’m sure it’s amazing if you like that sort of thing. It’s not for me.

      I was both the director and the actress the weekend I experimented. I chose when and what I did. I shudder at the thought of someone else making those choices. Telling me what to do all day? No.

      Sometimes I’ve wondered if I’m even submissive. Sure, I enjoy a few hours at Surrender twice a month. I like scheduling a time with a well-vetted Dom. I’m happy to be secured to a bench and spanked or flogged. It’s soothing. It clears my head of the clutter.

      Some people get massages twice a month. I get flogged. Stress release. It works.

      The problem with Foster is I’m under no illusion he wants to scene with me. The man’s intense. He’s looking for a serious submissive who can give him more than I have to offer.

      Damn, but he makes my blood pump. Just the thought of him possibly lurking around outside keeping an eye on me makes me squirm. The way he furrows his brow in condemnation… Ugh.

      It’s a horrible idea. Submitting to him can’t happen. I just moved here. I’m trying to make a good impression on my new bosses, people I know and love. I don’t want to let them down by creating workplace tension.

      I hug the pillow tighter as my mind wanders places it should not. Foster is so damn large. My feet wouldn’t even touch the floor if he took me over his knees. I squirm as I visualize myself in such a position. My nipples stiffen at the thought of them pressing against Foster’s thigh while he rubs my bottom.

      I’ve been spanked plenty of times at Surrender, but never over someone’s lap. It shouldn’t titillate me, but there’s something more intimate about the thought of so much of my body touching Foster’s while he spanks me.

      Would he lower my pants and panties and spank my bare bottom? Probably. I remind myself I’ve also been spanked bare before. So, why the hell does it seem like it would be so different?

      Jesus. I squeeze my eyes tight, unable to escape the video playing in my mind. Foster is looking at me sternly, reprimanding me for being naughty. For walking alone in the dark. He has a hold of my biceps as he meets my gaze and tells me how dangerous it is to wander around alone. He tells me I need to be disciplined for not following the rules.

      My panties are completely soaked as I picture him unbuttoning my jeans and easing them and my panties down to my knees before leaning me over his lap and palming my bottom.

      I gasp, jolting back to reality, realizing I’m close to orgasm from the daydream. How absurd. Would he spread my thighs? Reach between my legs and rub my clit? Thrust a finger into me?

      I groan, gasping as if I’ve just come. I release the pillow as if it were to blame and roll to my back to pant while staring at the ceiling. I part my knees because the pressure is serious enough to make me come.

      I can’t imagine what in tarnation is wrong with me. I slide my hands to my small breasts and cup them before thumbing my nipples through my T-shirt. Arching my chest, my mouth falls open and I whimper so loudly it echoes in the room.

      I’m not sure I’ve ever needed to come as badly as I do right now, and the need for release is heightened by the fact that Foster forbade me from doing so. How could he possibly know if I had an orgasm or not?

      I release my nipples and flip onto my stomach, punching the pillow. Somehow the infuriating man would know. I can’t imagine why I care, but part of me wants every bit of my daydream to become reality.

      I can’t let that happen. It’s irresponsible. If I submitted to him, we might both get something out of it, but he’d expect me to do it again. And that’s not in my nature.

      It had been fun taking a weekend to be privately Little. I’d returned to work rejuvenated. I’ve even done it again two other weekends. But I didn’t tell anyone. Sure, Stella knows the gist of it. She’s my closest friend. She knows more about me than anyone. She knows I have a few things in a box and I’ve dabbled and read up on age play. That’s about it.

      There’s no way I could submit to anyone the way I imagine Foster expects from his submissives. Not as intensely nor as frequently.

      Nope. It’s not going to happen. No matter how horny I am thinking about it. No matter how badly I’d like to masturbate right now. If I took out my vibrator, I would come the moment it touched my clit.

      Then why don’t I?
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      Foster

      
      I know I pushed Amelia last night. I couldn’t stop myself. She responded so beautifully that I just kept going until she was a quivering ball of nerves as she entered her cabin.

      I tossed and turned all night, wondering if I made the right decisions. There’s no second-guessing myself though. It’s too late.

      My cock was hard when I went to bed and it’s hard again now. I haven’t given my dick the satisfaction it’s begging for, partly because it seems unfair to demand Amelia not masturbate and then do so myself.

      I’ve intentionally not left my cabin until later in the morning. I know today is the first day Amelia is serving three meals, but I’ve missed breakfast. Even though there are just the four of us at Blossom Ridge right now, Amelia wants to establish a routine she intends to follow at all times, no matter how many guests there are.

      She served breakfast from eight to ten. I’m sure she arrived earlier than that to get everything ready. I didn’t want to be a hiccup in her day, so I’ve remained out of sight.

      It’s time to make an appearance though. It’s after ten. She’ll probably be prepping for lunch.

      When I step into the kitchen through the back door, she lifts her gaze and frowns. “There you are. I was wondering about you.”

      I love how she fidgets. As I’d approached, seeing her through the windows, she’d been in deep concentration, staring at a piece of paper. Now that I’ve stepped inside, she’s dropped the paper on the counter and is rubbing her hands on her thighs.

      “Sorry. I got a late start today.”

      “I made you a plate. It’s in the warming oven.”

      “Oh. You didn’t have to do that.” The truth is I’m starving, and it was very sweet of her to save me something.

      She shrugs. “It was no big deal. I was serving Leah and Craig. I made you a plate at the same time. I didn’t check with you to see if there’s anything you don’t like or if you have any allergies.”

      She bites her bottom lip adorably.

      “Nope.” I ease closer, fully aware she’s backing up. I want to touch her so badly. I want to cup her face, kiss her lips, make her whimper for me. I know I can accomplish that easily, but I won’t. I told her I wouldn’t touch her until she asks me to, and I need to stick to that.

      She spins around and rushes toward the warmer. I worry she might actually drop the plate as she returns with it. The moment she sets it on the huge island, she backs up as if she needs to keep a good distance from me. She’s probably right.

      I slide onto a stool and take a bite of quiche. “Damn, that’s delicious,” I say as I stab into the muffin next. It’s similar to the one I sampled yesterday, equally fantastic.

      “Thank you.” She beams, but then schools her face and clears her throat as if she hadn’t intended to permit me to see her smile.

      She grabs the piece of paper she was looking at from the counter and pretends to peruse it again. She can’t possibly be actually reading it because she’s shaking too badly.

      That fact shouldn’t make me mentally fist pump, but it does. After I eat several more bites, I glance around. “Where are Leah and Craig this morning?”

      “They went into town,” she tells me without looking at me. “They needed to pick up a few things,” she mumbles.

      She opens cabinets and pulls out bowls and spoons and random ingredients while I finish eating. I’m not sure if any of it has meaning to her or if she’s trying to look busy.

      After I take my plate to the sink, I turn around and lean against the counter. “Amelia.”

      “Hmm?” she asks without glancing over her shoulder at me.

      “Come here, sweet girl.”

      She taps the paper. “I need to get started on dinner.”

      “Dinner’s in eight hours, Amelia. Come here.” I know she’ll obey me eventually. She can’t help herself.

      She turns around while drawing in a deep breath and doesn’t meet my gaze. “I don’t think it’s a good idea.”

      “You don’t think what’s a good idea?” I’m tormenting her.

      She wrings her fingers in front of her. “Getting closer to you.”

      “I don’t bite, and I told you I wouldn’t touch you. Do you trust me?”

      She lifts her gaze, eyes wide. “Foster, I don’t trust me.”

      I can’t stop the slow grin. “Come here, sweet girl,” I repeat, my voice softer but still demanding. There’s only six feet between us, but I want her to close that distance.

      Finally, she shuffles closer.

      I grip the edges of the counter at my sides while what I really want to do is stroke my hand down the loose lock of hair at her temple and then tuck it behind her ear. I want to let my fingers linger there and then graze them along her neck until she shivers.

      “We shouldn’t do this,” she whispers once she’s finally in my space.

      “We aren’t doing anything, Amelia. We’re talking.”

      She licks her lips as she lifts her gaze to meet mine. “When we talk, I get confused. Talking to you never feels like talking. It feels like more.”

      “What does it feel like?” I ask in a husky voice, praying she’ll explain herself better so I can listen to her voice some more.

      Her voice is very soft as she responds. “It feels like you’ve stripped me bare
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included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/boxsetone3d_300.jpg
i

| N
% 0
47
Q)

VOLUNE gy z 3

— 1SNY1 ©SNIAiiNng






OEBPS/images/bjlogo-for-book-covers.jpg





