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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.
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      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.
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        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.

    

  

OEBPS/images/pirate.jpg





OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png





OEBPS/images/image-73.jpg








This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
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/image-3.jpg
s
* %

DDIg romance

.

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR -

LAYNE DANIEI_{”F»“'






OEBPS/images/image3.jpg
absal.ufel.y

shckemng





OEBPS/images/break-block-screen.png





