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*****Get a free book for Christmas just by signing up for my mailing list at the link
below.*****www.subscribepage.com/lenalittleI hold my ground, reminding myself that I’m playing
the long game. This has been three months in the making.She just doesn’t realize how smart
and talented she is, or how much better of a life’s waiting out there for her…with me. Her dad’s
‘friend.’

It’s low hanging fruit, just waiting to be plucked. All she has to do is reach out and take it. And if
she won’t, then I’ll put it in her hands for her, and give her everything I’ve got, and the moon on a
silver platter, in the process.

The only question is, when will I have to reveal the secret I’ve been keeping from her.But I will
find a way to make this work when I tell her exactly how this all came about.Because once she
utters that word...Daddy, it hits me like a ton of bricks, and it’s all over.

Because this is true love. And that starts and ends with her. My little girl. My everything.
This is a short, steamy daddy romance. No OM / OW drama and no cliffhangers. Always a sweet
HEA.

From the AuthorBooks in The Saga Series:Sidroc the DaneThe Circle of Ceridwen: Book
OneCeridwen of Kilton: Book TwoThe Claiming: Book ThreeThe Hall of Tyr: Book FourTindr:
Book FiveSilver Hammer, Golden Cross: Book SixWildswept: Book SevenFor Me Fate Wove
This: Book EightEpic...immensely satisfying...an impressive achievement -Historical Novel
SocietyFrom the Inside FlapFor Me Fate Wove This: Book Eight of The Circle of Ceridwen
SagaThree young people stand together, silhouetted against a darkening sky. One is Hrald of
Four Stones. At his side is his sister Ashild. And flanking her is Ceric of Kilton. Hrald struggles to
maintain the Peace honoured by his absent father Sidroc. Ceric must answer endless calls for
the defence of his hall and homeland. The bonds of friendship between the two young men are
long and deep. And Ashild is linked to them both in ways none of the three can truly
imagine.About the AuthorI write the kind of book I want to read myself. I write about history as a
way to better understand my own times. I write about people who are far better, and (I hope) far
worse than myself. And beautiful objects inspire me: the hand-carved combs, skilfully wrought
swords, and gemmed goblets of the world of The Circle of Ceridwen Saga. Almost everything
interests me; I've studied Anglo-Saxon and Norse runes, and learnt to spin with a drop
spindle.My path has led to extensive on-site research in England, Denmark, Sweden, Iceland,
and Gotland - some of the most wonderful places on Earth. In addition to the Circle Saga, I am



also the author of Light, Descending, a biographical novel of the great 19th century art and
social critic John Ruskin: Ride, a retelling of the story of Lady Godiva; and The Tale of Melkorka,
taken from the Icelandic Sagas. I've been the fortunate recipient of Artistic Fellowships at the
Ingmar Bergman Estate, Fårö; the MacDowell Colony; Ledig House International; and
Byrdcliffe.Read more
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LittlePreviewI hold my ground, reminding myself that I’m playing the long game. This has been
three months in the making.She just doesn’t realize how smart and talented she is, or how much
better of a life’s waiting out there for her…with me. Her dad’s ‘friend.’It’s low hanging fruit, just
waiting to be plucked. All she has to do is reach out and take it. And if she won’t, then I’ll put it in
her hands for her, and give her everything I’ve got, and the moon on a silver platter, in the
process.The only question is, when will I have to reveal the secret I’ve been keeping from
her.But I will find a way to make this work when I tell her exactly how this all came
about.Because once she utters that word...Daddy, it hits me like a ton of bricks, and it’s all
over.Because this is true love. And that starts and ends with her.My little girl. My
everything.Mailing ListGet free books from time to time by signing up for my mailing list…
1Gaby“You’re not my dad,” I cringe at the wall of muscle leaning against the vintage ’69 Ford
Mustang in front of my high school.“Was it the lack of a Ralph Lauren polo, chinos rolled up at
the ankles, or the sand-washed Sperry Topsider deck shoes that gave it away?” he comes right
back with.“D. All of the above.”He smirks, then in one fluid motion, his backside pushes off the
very masculine, shiny, black muscle car, and without turning around this sexy stranger hooks two
fingers inside the handle and pulls open the passenger side door like he’s inviting me into a
chariot.“Sorry mister, but Daddy said never to take rides from strangers.”“And your biological
father,” he begins, strangely emphasizing those two words, “was referring to men with
mustaches who drive windowless vans. I’m Gabe, and your father gave me power of attorney
over your affairs, which include picking you up from the high school you’ve just been expelled
from.”“Huh,” I huff. “What? You make that in Photoshop this morning and stamp it with something
you found at Kinko’s? I’m eighteen now. I can make my own decisions, thank you very
much.”“Not if you want to see a penny of that trust fund in seven years’ time. Now let’s go. Get in,”
he orders without missing a beat, tapping the top of the door with a single long finger. “Today,” he
adds.I don’t take another step, instead, looking him up from head to toe, examining this tanned
and toned Adonis that my dad has apparently put on the payroll as some kind of bounty hunter
for his daughter.“And what exactly are you in relation to my father?”“A concerned friend.”“Right,” I
cock an eyebrow. “Who I’ve never met, yet who just so happens to be in South Florida at the very
moment I get kicked out of school and shows up like a white knight to offer his services.”“We met
at his estate in the Cayman Islands a couple of months ago and have been doing a bit of
business ever since. I was in the area when the call from the school came through and offered to
pick you up and take you home. The way I see it you’ve got two options. You can continue getting
on my last nerve of the day, or you can come with me which is better for all of this, not to mention
it puts this to rest in the thirty minutes it takes me to get you home.”“Let me see that piece of



paper again.”He extends his hand and exhales hard. I snatch it from his grasp and give it a quick
look over. It does have my dad’s letterhead and his signature, and it’s dated with today’s
date.“He faxed it over as soon as the school called,” Gabe freely divulges.It’s clear that Gabe
thinks I’m mad at him, but really all I’m doing is shooting the messenger. This is yet another
instance, in a lifetime full of them, where my biological father, as Gabe so aptly put it, has
shunned his responsibility, refusing to understand what it really means to earn the title of dad.As
angry as I am, and I can feel my cheeks heating to the point I’m fuming, I shouldn’t take this out
on some guy who’s trying to help…especially considering he’s offering me a ride home where I
can get on the phone and ask dad what the hell he was thinking, and try to clue him on to the
fact that my outbreaks at school are a direct result of his actions like these. I don’t even know
why I try and get his attention anymore. I’ve tried being good and getting straight A’s. Didn’t
receive so much as a ‘good job, sweetheart.’ I’ve raised hell and gotten in trouble, and he didn’t
even think to punish me, which is what I actually wanted. It sounds strange to desire punishment,
but what I’m really after is for him to show he cares, in any way, shape, or form, whether good or
bad.But all I get in return is some six foot five guy who looks like a bad guy from a Jason Bourne
movie instead…and ironically he’s trying to be good to me, and I’m lashing out.I slide inside the
passenger seat and Gabe just stands there, towering over me without shutting the door.“What? I
did what you asked.”“Your dad may not be inherently interested in your safety, but I am,” he says,
leaning over me and grabbing the seat belt. As he pulls it across to click it in I breathe in the
scent of a man who smells like raw leather and sawdust, with a bit of hot metal that’s sat roasting
in the afternoon sun. The seatbelt bisects my tiny breasts, making them look bigger and I stick
out my chest to accentuate them even more, causing Gabe’s eyes to wander slightly to the
barely-there beestings on my chest before he quickly catches himself and his eyes return to join
the position of his head, which never twisted to get a good look at my tiny tits.Before he can shut
the door I feel two pink circles decorating my cheeks, and a warmth I’ve never experienced
before forming underneath my inappropriately short mini skirt, I cross one leg over the other and
catch his eyes drifting yet again.“Like what you see?” I tease, hoping that I can at least get a
reaction out of someone today. The boys at my school are too focused on the cheerleaders and
the girls on Instagram with ample cleavage and rotund backsides to spare as much as a single
second for a girl who usually has her nose buried in a book, which runs counterintuitive to the
amount of trouble she receives at school.“If you mean do I like that you got in the car and are
buckled in and it didn’t take me throwing you over my shoulder and tying you down with rope,
then yes. Although I was prepared for either option.”“Pretty sure that power of attorney you
showed me doesn’t include kidnapping.”“You’re not a kid, remember? You’re eighteen, so
technically you can do as you please. But I’d advise you not to try and make a break for it once
we take off.”“And why might that be?”Gabe saunters over to the driver’s side of the car. If you
switched out his black form fitting T-shirt for a white one and threw a toothpick in the side of his
mouth, he could easily be mistaken for Marlon Brando or James Dean in one of the old black
and white movies I like to watch when I’m home alone…which is synonymous with simply being



home, my dad never actually gracing me with his presence and my mom’s whereabouts
constantly a hot topic for the F.B.I.’s Ten Most Wanted Fugitives team.“Because of the four-fifty-
four supersport engine, that’s why,” he says as he slides into the bench seat, turns the key and
then one hand quickly engulfs the ball that sits atop the stick shift while his other oversized mitt
grabs the wheel. “Grab the oh-shit bar.”“Why?” I question, something I’m way too good at when it
comes to authority.Gabe hits the gas and in one motion slides the stick shift down from first into
second. Tires squeal and the smell of hot rubber instantly cloaks us, along with a thick coat of
smoke bellowing from…everywhere, before his car launches like a rocket ship.“Oh shit!” I yell,
grabbing for anything I can get my hands on and coming up with nothing but his T-shirt, my body
sliding across that single bench seat we share and stopping with a thud as I hit the wall of
muscle that he is as we make a hard right turn and leave the school grounds.“That’s why,” he
replies, well after the fact.The car’s speed levels out and I take a look in the rearview mirror. The
jocks who wouldn’t give me the time of day and the nerds who wouldn’t look at me because
they’re all competing for the best grades so they can get a full-ride into the University of Miami,
or The U as we call it in the South, have come together for the first time in school history, and for
a common cause…to gawk in awe at Gabe’s car.For an older guy, I have to admit he’s got style.
His car is easily well older than me, more than twice as much, but it’s classic, timeless…aging
exactly as well as it’s owner.“So what’s my dad up to that’s keeping him so busy these days?” I
figure if I’m going to be in the car for a half hour or so I might as well say something, not to
mention Gabe’s deep guttural voice, like gravel being drenched in a wooden spoon dipped in
dark honey, would give Barry White a run for his money if he were still with us.“He only knows
two things, doesn’t he? Trying to make another million, or ten, and sailing on that boat he loves
so much.”“More than his daughter, unfortunately.”“And his friends,” Gabe agrees.“If my dad is so
selfish, which everyone seems to know from the moment they first meet him and seems to only
have,” I pause doing air quotes, “friends”, I drop my fingers, “who can help him achieve his own
selfish goals, then why did you refer to him as your friend, knowing what I’m sure you know. And
why did you agree to pick up his mouthy trouble making daughter when you could be in South
Beach this afternoon looking at tanned and toned swimsuit models from around the world while
kicking back and sipping a pina colada?” It’s a fair question.“One, I don’t drink fruity drinks,
especially not ones with umbrellas and straws in them. Two, my experiences with models, which
are limited to providing protection and boot camp style fitness training for them through their
agencies, have not exactly impressed me. I’m a man so of course, I’m visual, but I’m equally a
cerebral and need stimulation in my head as well as…well, you know.”“Your other head,” I finish,
giving myself the opportunity to sneak my own peek at his tenting black denim jeans.He
discreetly lifts his backside off the seat and grabs his denim around the knees, stretching it out
as it’s clearly bunching up in the groin area. “And in regards to your dad, well…I believe a
leopard can change her spots, regardless of age.”“Or his.”“I was referring to you.”“To me?” My
body jerks back. “My path is pretty well set I’d say. Just continue another seven years of being
ignored and then awaken on my twenty-fifth birthday to find out my dad’s lawyers have wrapped



up my trust in a bunch of new trusts in the Cook Islands, owned by a Wyoming LLC, which is
controlled by a Panama IBC, and managed by a Maltese Falcon.”Gabe’s chest expands as he
actually laughs once, but then catches himself and resumes the tough guy persona. “That is a
good movie.”“And a good place to hold Bitcoin these days. Still can’t believe my dad missed the
boat on that one.”“A lot of us did, but what you’re not going to miss the boat on is living the life
you deserve. And that starts today.”“I’m not one of your models so your boot camp style tough
love programs aren’t going to work on me.”“They aren’t my models, remember? They belong to
agencies and I’m simply paid to train and protect them, or at least I was before moving to the
Grand Caymans.”“And what do you do there?”“Make friends with guys who have no friends, and
then pick up their daughters from school with acceptably forged Photoshopped documents.”“No
really?” And I can’t hold back a giggle.“Live on my boat and fish for marlin, mostly.”“And drink
pina coladas with your toes in the sand.”“You best be careful, little girl. You’re about to step in
quicksand yourself, and when you start to get pulled under only the Daddy you aim your cutting
remarks at will be able to save you.”For the first time I can remember, in quite probably my whole
life, my smart-aleck mouth freezes up. Something about him calling me ‘little girl’ and then
following it right up with ‘Daddy’, two terms of endearment I am clearly not used to. He’s throwing
me that tough love my dad never would or had the balls or time to. And not only that but he’s
doing it with a firm backbone in place. But then again all guys try and seem like that at first, until
a few well-timed comments place the first crack in their facade, exposing the lack of masculinity
that’s so prevalent these days.“I’m sure I can save myself. I’ve been doing it pretty darn well for
years.”“We’ll see about that.”“No, we won’t,” I remind him, actually enjoying this bit of back and
forth and slightly sad that it’s about to end…for good, just like seemingly everything in my life.
But maybe that’s because I self-sabotage things, never wanting to get close because I’ve tried
so many times only for it to end in getting pushed away, not being accepted, and being left a
broken wreck. And ten times out of nine it was because of my father.“Oh yes we will,” he comes
right back.“Oh no, we won’t, because I live right up…” I extend my hand, pointing forward at the
windshield and suddenly realizing I don’t know where we are. We’ve clearly pulled off the
freeway, but I don’t recognize anything. My breath catches in my chest and then quickens. “This
isn’t my neighborhood.”“Because it’s mine,” he says, gliding up to the curb in what looks to be
Brickell, Miami’s downtown financial district, although I usually don’t come down here as I don’t
have any money to spend or a car. The irony is my dad keeps me locked away in a golden cage
so I don’t ‘embarrass’ him, which is exactly the word I’d use to explain his parenting skills…
embarrassing.But even though I live in a beautiful house, he’s set it up so that it’s a prison. With a
security system and cameras everywhere and any form of allowance or ability to escape clearly
thought of in advance and thwarted, I’m basically a prisoner in my own home. And with the
power, my dad wields in the finance industry, and the money he has to hire the best private
investigators, I haven’t been able to so much as complete an application to serve ice cream at
Dairy Queen, let alone actually work a single shift just to get out of the house and be social, to
try and make friends and be ‘normal’, like other kids my age.“Do you actually think I’m going to



go inside the house of a stranger?”“I told you I’m not a stranger,” he says, whipping out his phone
and showing me photos of him and my dad together fishing for marlin, and another one of them
in my dad’s office. They’re not selfies but look more like long-distance snaps that some TMZ
paparazzi photographer hanging out in the bushes or from some branch on a tree half a mile
away might get of a top-list Hollywood star or English royalty.“Welcome, Miss Graham,” the
bellhop says before we’re even out of the car as if he’s been waiting on my arrival or wants to
remind me my surname is that of a ubiquitous cracker found in pantries across the
country.“Umm. Hi.” I turn back to Gabe. “Maybe it’s best if you just take me back to school and
drop me off there,” I suggest, nerves setting in real quick at this rapidly unfolding turn of events.
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CathyLynn, “Lena Little does it again. This is another wonderful story from Lena Little. She does
littles well. Gabi and Gabe are wonderful together and I enjoyed their story. All her stories have
a strong daddy character and a wonderful woman that they love, and this is no different. It is not
my all time favorite Lena story but it is up there. She has a way of blending it all together, the
romance usually the age difference. I love all the books so far, and hope there are many more to
follow.I received a free copy of this book via Booksprout and am voluntarily leaving a review.”

Dragonmother, “Good Story. I really enjoyed this book. It's a great series that I have read several
times. Great author and highly recommended.”

skikern, “Great Older Man/Younger Woman Romance Read. If you like Daddy romances, you will
enjoy this book about Gabe and Gabi. The characters are well-developed and have chemistry.
The story is interesting, well-written, with a happily ever after.”

AmberJohnson, “HOT!. Gaby is expelled from school and her father's friend shows up to pick
her up. She doesn't believe for one minute that he is her father's friend because her father is too
selfish to have friends. Gabe is a hitman and when he was on a job he came across a picture of
Gaby. After that he knew that he had to have her for his own. Gaby was acting like a brat and
didn't notice that they weren't heading to her home until they were almost to Gabe's home. Gabe
knows that he can get his girl under control but he'll give her some rope to see how far she'll take
her bad behavior first. Gaby sneaks out the first chance she gets and heads back to school.
There's something she's doing when a nasty teacher catches her and makes an inappropriate
comment to her that Gabe overhears. What will he do to the teacher? Can he get Gaby to
explain what's going on? What's to happen between them moving forward?This is a steamy hot
story that once I started it I couldn't put it down. The chemistry between them is off the charts
hot. This is a well written and very entertaining story. I would recommend this book to any book
lover.I received a free copy of this book via Booksprout and am voluntarily leaving a review.”

Rebecca, “She thought he was her dad's friend but he wants to be her daddy.. Gabe was
abandoned at birth and grew up in foster homes. He never loved anyone. After getting in trouble
as a teen he was pushed to the military who taught him how to shoot. Now he makes his living
as a hitman often going after predatory men. Then one night as he was stalking his target, he ran
across a picture that would change his life. It was a picture of the teenage daughter of a man
who wanted to hired him to take someone out. The girl Gaby opened his heart and he became
obsessed planning on how to make her his. After a lot of research and planning he is ready to
make his move.Gaby is a poor little rich girl. She only has her father and he pays very little
attention to her. He keeps her alone in the house with no way to get a job to make money. Her
only outlet is school. She had tried being a star pupil but that didn't get her dad's attention and



now she is acting out to gain his attention. She had hopes when she was expelled from school
that she had gotten his attention but he just sent a friend to pick her up and take care of her.
Gaby is very attracted to her Dad's friend Gabe but she would rather have her dad's attention at
first. Then Gabe shows her that he can be a better Daddy than her biological dad. Has Gaby
found her true Daddy?I received a free copy of this book via Booksprout and am voluntarily
leaving a review.”

Doug Williamson, “Waiting for the right opportunity. Our hero knows what he wants and has been
planning this for a while. Will our heroine be ready for him?This is book fifteen in the series, but
the story is written as a standalone, so no prior reading is required.This is a short erotic romance
with an older/younger theme as well as a semi-taboo thing. The story is well written and easy to
read with two well rounded characters that are just made for each other. There are definitely a
few complications, but then that just makes the story interesting. I really liked both our hero and
heroine in this one. The resulting story was quick and easy to read with a good amount of
steam, making for a relaxing read. Overall, it was very fun and I continue to look forward to more
from this author.Highly recommended.I received a free copy of this book via Booksprout for
review purposes.”

Dee, “Daddies and Their Girls. Oh, the heat is HOT, and the physical chemistry is captivating so
be careful you may just get burned all the heat coming off these pages. There were some "oh
no" "oh wow" " what the what" moments and add in uncanny mishaps, mayhem, spankings, and
a over protective daddy what more could you ask for also, I love the fact that it was yet that didn't
stop him from being her daddy so can you ask for possessive and protective daddy a nice insta-
love short story. All it took was a picture of Gabi and he knew she is meant to be his. After,
realizing he bursts into her life and he knows with everything that he is meant to be with her and
she with him despite that society doesn’t agree. with a HEAI received a free copy of this book via
Booksprout and am voluntarily leaving a review.”

Sandra D, “Wowzer. Thoroughly enjoyed this book. Gabe and Gaby, a 41 year old man and a
teenage virgin who are thrown together. It turned into a formidable coupling, with ups and downs
along the way, but a hea better than any young woman wishes for. Well done Lena ”

The book by Lena Little has a rating of  5 out of 4.4. 117 people have provided feedback.

Mailing List Chapter 1 Chapter 2 Chapter 3 Chapter 4 Chapter 5 Chapter 6 Chapter 7 Chapter 8
Chapter 9 Chapter 10 Chapter 11 Epilogue Epilogue Also by Lena Little



Language: English
File size: 1733 KB
Text-to-Speech: Enabled
Screen Reader: Supported
Enhanced typesetting: Enabled
X-Ray: Not Enabled
Word Wise: Enabled
Print length: 93 pages
Lending: Enabled
Simultaneous device usage: Unlimited

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/d

