
        
            
                
            
        

    


The Brat Tamer’s Experiment: A DDLG Age-Gap Romance of Submission, Spanking, Public Teasing, and Earned Orgasms




She signed up for obedience training. She didn’t expect to fall in love with the man who owned her body, mind, and every orgasm. A raw, emotionally intense DDLG story.




Introduction











She thought she was signing up for a kink experiment.






She didn’t expect to fall for the man who would break her… and rebuild her as his perfect submissive.











Sophie is smart-mouthed, headstrong, and done with soft doms who crumble at the first bratty pushback. When a mysterious “Trainer” offers her an online obedience experiment—complete with rules, punishments, and remote toys—she says yes… but only to prove she can’t be broken.










But she doesn’t expect

 

him.











Cold. Commanding. Brilliant. He knows every button to press. Every line to draw. And when Sophie starts craving his praise more than freedom, everything changes.










Soon she’s begging for permission to orgasm. Wearing a collar in public. And aching to hear one word from his mouth:

 

“Mine.”











What started as a kinky game becomes something deeper, filthier, and far more dangerous than she ever imagined—because submission was never the experiment.











It was the reward.
















The Brat Tamer’s Experiment


 
is a raw, emotional, and intensely erotic DDLG romance featuring an age-gap dynamic, brat taming, spanking, public teasing, orgasm denial, and a slow descent into complete surrender. Perfect for readers who love strong Daddy Doms, obedient good girls, and stories that pulse with both heart and heat.









Chapter One – The First Task










Sophie woke to the sound of her phone vibrating on the nightstand.










6:00 a.m. sharp.










Her eyes, still bleary with sleep, narrowed at the notification. A voice memo. She blinked hard. Right—today was the start of… that.











The Experiment.











The whole idea had seemed stupid at first. A long-distance Daddy Dom. No physical contact. Just voice notes, instructions, monitored toys, and her own bratty obedience (or lack thereof). She applied on a dare, half-expecting to be ignored.










Now here she was.










She tapped the audio message.












“Good morning, little brat.”














That voice. Low. Smooth. Dominant. She clenched her thighs without meaning to.












“Today is Day One. I trust you’re plugged, wet, and ready to learn.”














Her breath caught.












“I’ll keep it simple. You will get out of bed. You will kneel on the floor for three minutes. You will thank me for waking you. You will go make tea wearing only your plug and a loose shirt. You may not speak until 7:00 a.m., unless you are reporting a completed task. And Sophie… don’t brat yet. You’re not ready.”














The message ended.










Sophie blinked.










“…Did this man just threaten me before tea?”










But she smiled. Despite herself.










She pulled back the covers. Naked, as instructed. She hadn’t expected to sleep well—but she had. Something about the anticipation had quieted her usual mind chatter.










She sat up and reached for the black silicone plug resting in its discreet little pouch on the nightstand. The same one she’d bought after reading the contract email. She hadn't used it since testing the fit. Now, she took a breath, got onto all fours, and slid it in—slowly, awkwardly, hissing through her teeth as it seated into place.










She knelt beside her bed, set a three-minute timer, and waited.










Her heartbeat ticked like a metronome.










At the end of the timer, she whispered:










“Thank you, Daddy… for waking me.”










No one heard.










But she flushed anyway.














Making tea shirt-only was riskier. Her apartment faced a courtyard, and the kitchen window offered a partial view. Still, she padded barefoot across the tile floor, breasts bouncing beneath the hem of her oversized T-shirt. Plug nestled firmly in place.










She brewed the tea in silence.










No moaning. No talking.










It wasn’t until 7:00 struck that she said, “Task one completed, Daddy. Your brat is caffeinated.”










Thirty seconds later, a new voice memo pinged.












“Good girl.”














She froze.










A thrill ran through her.












“Next task. Take five full-length photos of yourself in your shirt. No panties. Show me your thighs, your plug, and your blush.”














She bit her lip.










“No way.”










She walked back to her bedroom.










Then grabbed her phone, propped it up, and hit the self-timer.










Snap. Snap. Snap.














Thirty minutes later, her phone buzzed again.












“I’ve reviewed your photos. You’re a messy little liar. You called me creepy. You rolled your eyes. You’re dripping. You want to brat so bad.”














She stared at the phone like it had read her mind.












“So I’m giving you a choice. Obey me now—or get punished tonight.”














That wasn’t fair.










She hadn’t agreed to real punishment.










She texted:





“Define ‘punished.’”











His reply came instantly.












“Tonight. Plug stays in. You will stand in the corner and whisper ‘I’m Daddy’s naughty girl’ for twenty minutes. Or you can be good. Edge five times before noon. Deny every orgasm. Report after each edge. I’ll allow release if I’m pleased.”














Her stomach fluttered.










She was… wet.










Flushed.










Furious.










Turned on.










And for the first time in forever, she felt

 

owned


 
.










She typed:





“Challenge accepted, Daddy.”










Chapter Two – Brat Energy Detected










Sophie edged twice by 9:00 a.m.










The first one was easy. She laid on her back, teasing herself through the thin cotton of her shirt, the plug shifting inside her as she arched and gasped. But she didn’t come.










Barely.










The second was harder.










Mentally, emotionally. She wanted to defy him. Wanted to whisper, “Oops.” But her body loved the denial.










She texted:





“Second edge completed. Daddy’s brat is clenching.”











He didn’t reply right away.










When his next message came, it was a video.










Not of him.










Of a timer.












“Set this. Sit on the plug. Hands behind your back. Stare at the wall. Twenty minutes. Say nothing.”














She snorted.










“You want me to time out myself? I’m not five.”










But she still obeyed.










She knelt in front of the wall, spine straight, thighs burning.










Ten minutes in, she was fidgeting.










At fifteen, her mind started drifting. She wondered what Marcus looked like. Wondered if he watched her through her phone camera somehow.










She shook the thought off.










Her phone dinged.










Another message:












“When you break position, restart the timer.”














She gasped.










“Asshole.”










But she straightened back up.














At noon, he messaged again.












“You didn’t send your third edge report.”














She hesitated.










Then replied:











“I didn’t do it. I’m being difficult. Obviously.”











His reply:












“That was your first mistake. You’ll pay for it at 8:00 p.m. Prepare yourself. Until then, speak only in third person. All messages must end with: ‘Daddy, please fix me.’”














Sophie blinked.










“Are you serious?”










She tried it.











“Your brat is annoyed. Daddy, please fix me.”











He responded with a voice note.












“That’s more like it.”


















By evening, she was wound tight. Wet. Sore from clenching. Mind fogged from edging twice more—five total.










She sat on her bed at 7:59 p.m., plug still inside, body trembling.










Then came the audio.












“Sophie. I’m proud of your obedience. But rules are rules. Punishment begins now.”














She had to:









	



Strip naked.



 




	



Stand in the corner.




 






	



Whisper “I’m Daddy’s naughty girl” once every 10 seconds.




 






	



Leave the plug in.




 






	



No touching.



 












She obeyed.










She set a timer. 20 minutes.










By minute five, she was flushed.










By minute ten, she was crying.










By minute fifteen, she wanted him to hold her.










And by minute twenty, she whispered her final line with a tear down her cheek:












“I’m Daddy’s naughty girl.”














Then her phone buzzed.












“You’re forgiven. Permission to curl up in bed. I’m proud of you, little one.”














She climbed under the blankets, shaking.










And whispered:










“Thank you, Daddy.”









Chapter Three – Public Obedience










Sophie didn’t expect his next message to hit her just as she was brushing her teeth. She had the plug in, of course—at this point, it almost felt like part of her daily uniform—but her phone buzzed just as she was mid-spit over the sink.










A voice note.










She tapped it with one hand while wiping her mouth with the other.












“Today, you will wear a very specific pair of panties. Take one of your softest—preferably something white or pastel. Soak them in ice water for sixty seconds. Put them on. Do not warm them with your hands. You will keep them on for at least four hours. I don’t care what you do during that time—just that your bratty little cunt stays cold, damp, and aware of who you belong to.”














She choked on her own breath.












“Also. You work at the café today, don’t you?”














Of course he remembered.












“You’re going to edge twice in the bathroom before your shift starts. Quietly. You will not orgasm. If you do, you will confess it immediately. If you don’t… you get a reward later.”














She stared into the mirror, mouth slightly open, her own toothpaste foam dripping down her chin.










He was insane.










She was wet.














The cold panties shocked her entire system. Soaked as instructed, she squeezed them out and slid them up trembling thighs, her body jerking in protest at the icy cling of wet cotton against heated skin.










She squirmed as she dressed.










Every movement reminded her that he was there—not physically, but inside her rules, her day, her underwear.










It was barely 8:00 a.m.










She hated how alive it made her feel.














By 9:00, she was at the café.










She moved through opening routines on autopilot: setting out pastries, wiping tables, prepping espresso machines. But the moment the bathroom was clear, she ducked in.










Small, cramped, too close to the customer area.










She locked the door and leaned back against the sink.










Her fingers slid under her waistband, and she gasped.










She was

 

soaked


 
—from the cold, from the arousal, from the knowledge that Daddy had planned this.










Her breath hitched as she rubbed, slow, firm circles. The plug shifted inside her. Her thighs trembled.










She was dangerously close within seconds.










But she stopped. Barely.










Eyes closed, she panted silently, grinding against her own palm until her body shook.










She let go.










Let it fade.










Whispered, “Edge one complete, Daddy,” to the silence.










And waited.










The second edge was worse.










It took longer. Made her sweat. She had to stuff her fist in her mouth to stop the gasps.










When she finished, thighs soaked, cunt pulsing, heart pounding, she knelt briefly and whispered again.










“Edge two complete. I didn’t come.”










She flushed. Cleaned up.










Walked out of the bathroom like nothing had happened.










Except everything had.










At noon, during her lunch break, her phone buzzed again.










A voice note.












“You did well. I could hear the tremble in your voice. That’s good. That’s obedience under pressure. You’ll get a reward later tonight.”














She closed her eyes and smiled.












“Until then… a new rule. When I make you blush in public—if it happens during a task, or if you feel yourself thinking about Daddy when you shouldn’t—you will go to the nearest mirror, look yourself in the eye, and whisper: ‘Thank you, Daddy.’ Twice.”














She looked around.










The café’s restroom had a mirror.










She got up without a word, walked in, locked the door.










Stared at herself.










Whispered:




“Thank you, Daddy. Thank you, Daddy.”










She had never looked more like a slut.










Or felt more like

 

his


 
.










That night, he sent her a photo.










Of a pink egg.












“Tomorrow, we test public vibration.”














She nearly dropped her phone.









Chapter Four – The First Voice Command










Sophie didn’t expect a package.










She found it tucked between her front door and the railing, plain brown cardboard with no branding, no note—just her name written in tight, black letters across the top.










She already knew who sent it.










Inside, nestled in a bed of rose tissue, was a sleek, pink, vibrating egg and a note in thick paperstock:












“Tomorrow, this becomes part of you. Charge it fully. Insert it before your morning shift. You will not remove it until instructed. Wait for my voice.”














She stared at the toy in her hand, her heart thumping faster than it should’ve.











This was happening.















The next morning, her hands trembled as she followed his instructions.










The egg buzzed gently in her palm—silent, powerful, controlled entirely by an app.










Not

 

her


 
app.










His.










She slid it in slowly, biting her lower lip, cheeks flushed. The fullness was different than the plug—more

 

dangerous


 
. More active.










She dressed over it—black jeans, soft tank top, café apron.










And then she left.










The moment she stepped outside, a voice note landed.












“Good morning, my girl. You're being so brave today. You’re plugged. You’re mine. And soon… you’re going to hear me where no one else can.”














She walked faster.














By the time her shift began, Sophie had half-convinced herself he wouldn’t actually do it.










She worked. She smiled. She poured cappuccinos and prepped croissants and pretended everything was normal.










Then her phone buzzed in her apron.










A new instruction.










She pulled it up with shaky hands.












“Put in your wireless earbud. Left ear only. Then go to the storage room. Lock the door. You have five minutes.”














Her heart thudded.










She obeyed.










The storage room was dim and quiet, stacked high with paper towel rolls and syrup crates. She stepped inside, shut the door, and slid the lock closed.










Her finger hovered over her earbuds’ play button.










One tap.













“There you are, pretty thing,”


 
his voice purred into her ear.

 

“Take a breath. Hands behind your back. Close your eyes.”















She obeyed instantly.













“Good. Now… feel me.”















The egg inside her

 

buzzed to life


 
.










Not a constant hum—but a sharp, pulsing throb, as if his voice alone had triggered it.










She gasped.













“That’s it. Let it move in you. Don’t grind. Don’t clench. Just receive.”















She bit down on a whimper.













“You’re going to stand there for sixty seconds. And I’m going to talk. You may not speak. You may not move. You will take every word.”















The vibrations grew more erratic—spiking high, then cutting off entirely, then teasing back to a slow rumble.













“You are so fucking pretty like this. Alone. Controlled. Thinking about how many people are just outside that door, sipping their lattes while Daddy owns you from inside out.”















Sophie’s thighs trembled.













“I could make you come in under a minute. But I won’t. You don’t get that yet. You haven’t earned it.”















The toy stopped.










Dead silence.










Her breath came out in a ragged moan.













“Open your eyes. Take one photo of your flushed face. Send it to me. Then get back to work like nothing happened.”















She obeyed.














By the end of the day, she’d received four more voice prompts.










Each time, in a different spot.










Once in the supply closet.










Once by the dumpster.










Once even in the walk-in fridge.










Always the same tone. Commanding. Gentle. Dangerous.










Each time, she trembled.










Each time, she obeyed.










And each time, she didn’t come.














That night, as she lay curled in bed, she received his final message of the day:













“You did beautifully today. You didn’t brat. You didn’t touch. You proved you’re ready.”















She flushed.













“Tomorrow, I’m going to call you during your lunch break. You will put me on speaker. You will go into a public bathroom. You will strip from the waist down. Sit on the toilet. Legs open. And obey me… live.”















Her stomach twisted into knots.










Her body ached.










And when she whispered “Yes, Daddy,” into the dark—there was no sarcasm left in her voice.










Just need.









Chapter Five – Lunch Break Obedience










Sophie stared down at the text again, her pulse fluttering in her throat.












“At exactly 12:35, go to the café’s public restroom. Lock the door. Put your phone on speaker. I will call. You will follow my voice. Completely. You may not speak unless told. You may not come unless given permission.”














It was 12:17.










Her shift was halfway over. She hadn’t eaten. She hadn’t had a moment to herself since she opened the shop at six. And now… this.










A voice session.











Live.











She’d worn the egg, as instructed. She was getting used to it now—its silent weight nestled deep, its presence turning every step into a subtle reminder that she wasn’t her own.










The others at the café had no idea. No one saw the way her cheeks flushed pink when she poured coffee and felt the light throb inside her. No one heard the tiny gasps she swallowed when she bent over and the pressure shifted just right.










She was someone else now. Or rather, someone more

 

honest


 
.










A good girl who obeyed her Daddy.










But this? This was different.










This was public.










Live.










Real.










She wiped her sweaty palms on her apron and poured one last cappuccino. Smiled. Nodded. Pretended everything was fine.










At 12:34, she stepped into the restroom and locked the door.










Her fingers trembled as she pulled out her phone.














She called him.










It rang once.










Twice.










Then—












“There you are, little one.”














His voice filled the small room.










Sophie exhaled shakily, already light-headed.












“Sit on the toilet. Pants down. Plug deep. Hands behind your back. Eyes closed.”














She obeyed instantly.










Her jeans pooled around her ankles. She lowered herself slowly, the egg shifting inside her as she sat.










Hands behind her back.










Eyes shut.












“Good girl. No speaking. No moaning. No moving unless told. Do you understand?”














She swallowed and whispered, “Yes, Daddy.”












“Louder.”














“Yes, Daddy.”












“Now breathe in through your nose… and out. Again. Good. I want you to feel every breath, every heartbeat, every inch of me inside you.”














Her thighs quivered.












“You’re going to repeat after me, very softly. ‘I am Daddy’s.’”














“I am Daddy’s.”












“I am a brat who needs control.”














“I am a brat who needs control.”












“I trust Daddy’s voice more than my own thoughts.”














Her breath caught.










“I trust Daddy’s voice more than my own thoughts.”












“Good girl. Now hold perfectly still.”














The egg buzzed.










Sharp. Sudden.










She jerked—bit her lip hard enough to sting.












“Still.”














She held her breath.












“That’s it. Take it. I know it’s too much. That’s the point.”














The toy pulsed deep inside her, the rhythm irregular—like it was reading her arousal and mocking it.












“Now trace one finger over your clit. Light. Feather soft.”














Her fingertip trembled against the wetness soaking her folds.












“You’re so fucking messy.”














She whimpered.












“One circle. That’s all. Then hands back behind your back.”














She obeyed.










Every muscle in her body screamed for friction.












“You want to grind, don’t you?”














“Yes, Daddy.”












“But you won’t.”














“I won’t.”












“Because who owns your pleasure?”














“You do.”












“Who owns your choices?”














“You do.”












“Who do you obey?”














“You.”












“Say it.”














“I obey you, Daddy.”












“Good girl.”














The vibrations slowed. Faded. Then spiked again.










She gasped.












“Shh. What did I say about noise?”














She clenched her teeth.










Her whole body buzzed. The egg pulsed through her core like an extension of his voice.












“You’re close, aren’t you?”














“Yes, Daddy.”












“How close?”














She whimpered. “One more second close.”












“Then stop.”














The toy cut off.










Silence.










Agony.










She trembled.












“Such a good little girl. Stand up. Face the mirror. Look yourself in the eye.”














She obeyed.












“Say it. Out loud.”














She met her reflection’s flushed, trembling gaze and whispered:










“I’m Daddy’s good girl.”












“Again.”














“I’m Daddy’s good girl.”












“Again.”














“I’m Daddy’s… good girl.”












“Now pull your pants back up. Go wash your hands. Fix your face. Go finish your shift like nothing happened.”














Her knees buckled slightly.












“And later tonight, if you behave, Daddy will call you again. This time… with his hand wrapped around his cock.”














She bit her lip so hard she almost moaned.












“Now say thank you.”














“Thank you, Daddy.”












“That’s my girl.”














He hung up.










She stood in silence.










Shaking.










Soaked.










And undeniably his.









Chapter Six – Consequences of Hesitation










Sophie didn’t mean to disobey.










The instructions had seemed simple enough when she read them that morning:












“Tonight, you’re having dinner with your friends. You will wear the egg. You will keep it in from the moment you leave your apartment until the moment you return. If you feel it buzz—smile, excuse yourself, and go to the bathroom. You’ll text me: ‘Thank you, Daddy.’ That’s all.”














She’d even prepared for it. Plugged in early. Wore a skirt that hid everything, just in case.










But then she sat down at the dinner table.










Laughter. Clinking glasses. Friends she hadn’t seen in months.










And suddenly the toy inside her felt

 

loud


 
—like a siren nobody else could hear. She felt too exposed. Too vulnerable. The idea of excusing herself, of sneaking to the bathroom and texting those words, filled her with a strange, choking shame.










Not the sexy kind.










The scared kind.










So when the egg buzzed, she ignored it.










Didn’t stand. Didn’t excuse herself.










Didn’t text.










And later, when she came home and removed it in silence, she convinced herself it hadn’t mattered.














Her phone buzzed ten minutes later.










A single message.












“You failed.”














Her stomach dropped.










Another message came seconds later.












“You chose your comfort over your obedience. You told me I mattered. But I didn’t matter enough tonight. Not even for one little text.”














She started to type a reply. Backspaced. Typed again.












“I panicked. I was with people. I didn’t want them to know.”














She hit send.










His reply came immediately.












“You didn’t panic. You

 

decided


 
. That’s worse.”














She stared at the screen, throat tight.










Another message buzzed in.












“You want to make it right?”














Her fingers moved fast.











“Yes. Please.”













“Then you’ll stand in the corner. Naked. Plugged. For one hour. No music. No phone. No timer. Just you and the silence. You will repeat this line aloud, over and over: ‘Daddy, I need to learn.’ If you skip it, or stop early, we start again tomorrow. Do you understand?”














Her face burned.











“Yes, Daddy.”













“Good. Go now.”


















The corner of her bedroom never felt so exposed.










She stripped. Plugged herself again. Faced the wall, arms crossed behind her back.










And started to whisper.










“Daddy, I need to learn.”










Again.










“Daddy, I need to learn.”










Again.










The words felt small. Pointless at first. A silly mantra meant to shame her.










But as the minutes dragged, as her thighs began to tremble, as the silence deepened around her, something inside her cracked.










She wasn’t saying the words anymore for him.










She was saying them for herself.










“Daddy, I need to learn.”










Because she did.










She

 

wanted


 
to.














At some point, she started crying.










Not dramatic sobs. Just slow, warm tears slipping down her cheeks as she whispered her need into the corner.










She lost track of time.










She didn’t care.










She wanted to be better.










She wanted to

 

deserve


 
him.














When she finally turned, the room was dark.










An hour had passed.










She crawled into bed—still naked, still plugged—and picked up her phone.










There was no message.










No reward.










No punishment.










Just silence.










It was worse than anything else.










So she typed:











“I did my punishment. I whispered the line. I’m sorry I disappointed you. I’ll try harder. Please tell me you still want me.”











The reply came one minute later.












“Of course I do.”
















“But next time you hesitate, I won’t give you the chance to choose.”
















“You’ll be mine before the thought of resistance ever crosses your mind.”














She held the phone to her chest.










Fell asleep without another word.










Still plugged.










Still owned.









Chapter Seven – When Daddy Lets Her Speak










Sophie’s phone buzzed at 7:04 p.m.












“No plug tonight.”














That was the first shock.












“No vibrator either. No tasks. No voice messages.”














She stared at the text, confused. She was already kneeling beside her bed like she usually did, waiting for the next instruction, her body slightly trembling in its readiness.










Then the next message landed.












“Tonight, we talk.”














A minute later, the phone rang.










She answered.












“Hey there,” his voice said softly, without the usual dominance.














No command. No bite.










Just… warmth.










Her breath caught. “Hi,” she whispered, unsure.












“You did well last night. Really well. I watched the time. I listened to the quiet. I know you didn’t fake it.”














Sophie swallowed.










“I meant every word.”












“I know. That’s why tonight, you get something different.”
















“Tonight, I want you to

 

speak


 
.”














The words hit harder than any command.










She blinked. “About what?”












“About what it feels like… to give me this much of yourself.”














She hesitated.










Then exhaled slowly, curling into the corner of her mattress, one arm wrapped around her legs.










“I didn’t think I’d want it,” she said after a moment. “At first, it was just… hot. Fun. Edgy. I liked the rules. The danger.”












“And now?”














“Now it’s something else,” she whispered. “I hate disappointing you. I crave the punishments when I mess up. But also, I want to be good. Like…

 

good for real.


 
Like I’m proud when you praise me. And when you don’t text back, it hurts.”










Silence hummed gently through the line.












“It’s not just about the kink anymore, is it?”














She smiled faintly.










“No. It’s about feeling safe. Wanted. Controlled… in a world where everything feels messy and too loud and fake. You’re the one thing that makes me feel real.”












“That’s what I wanted to hear.”
















“That’s what earns your next phase.”














She froze.










“Next phase?”












“Tomorrow, you’ll receive a parcel. Inside is a small collar. Velvet. Simple. Not for wear outside. But when you’re home, you’ll wear it. And when it’s on…”














A pause.












“You’ll address yourself differently. No more ‘I.’ Only ‘your girl.’ Or ‘Daddy’s girl.’ From then on, everything you say will start with that.”














She gasped, her whole body tingling.










“That’s…”












“Big. I know.”














She swallowed.










“Daddy’s girl is ready,” she said quietly.












“Say it again.”














“Daddy’s girl is ready.”












“One more time.”














“Daddy’s girl is yours.”












“Good girl.”













Chapter Eight – The Collar










The package was smaller than she expected.










It arrived in a matte black box with no sender, no label, just a tiny velvet ribbon tied in a perfect knot.










She didn’t open it right away.










Instead, Sophie carried it to her bedroom like it was something sacred—something she wasn’t sure she was ready to touch. She set it gently on the center of her bed and sat cross-legged before it, hands resting in her lap, chest rising and falling faster than she liked.










She stared at it for a long time.










Daddy hadn’t messaged her since the call.










No countdown.










No reminders.










Just silence. Trust.










The box sat between her and the next version of herself.










She took a breath, unknotted the ribbon, and lifted the lid.














It was even more beautiful than she imagined.










Midnight blue velvet, soft and supple, stitched with tiny silver thread at the edges. The metal ring at the center wasn’t large, but it glinted like a secret. On the inside, pressed into the lining, a single phrase stitched in cursive:













"Daddy’s girl.”















Her fingers trembled as she picked it up.










It felt heavier than it looked.










No buckle. No lock. Just a soft clasp at the back that whispered instead of clicked.










A sigh, not a snap.










She brought it to her throat, let the velvet rest against her skin, and fastened it.










It fit perfectly.










She didn’t even need a mirror.










She

 

felt


 
it.










And with it, came the transformation.














She reached for her phone.










He’d left one instruction in her notes app—titled simply

 

Rules: Phase Two


 
.










She opened it.












“While collared, you are Daddy’s girl. You no longer refer to yourself as ‘I’ unless permitted. Your replies begin with: ‘Daddy’s girl says…’ or ‘Daddy’s girl feels…’ You speak softly. Clearly. You sit only when allowed. You eat only after asking. You exist, in this collar, for obedience.”














She exhaled slowly, hand brushing the fabric at her neck.










Another line followed:












“Tonight, at 8PM, you will call me. You will kneel, collared. Naked. Hands behind your back. And you will speak.”














She texted immediately.











“Daddy’s girl has the collar. Daddy’s girl is ready.”











The reply was instantaneous.












“Good girl. We begin soon.”


















7:58 p.m.










She was already on her knees.










Naked. Plugged. Collared.










The floor was cold beneath her.










Her thighs were sticky with anticipation.










The room was dim, candlelit—her choice. She wanted tonight to feel slow. Worshipful. Like a ritual she didn’t fully understand.










At 8:00 sharp, she called him.










He answered after the first ring.












“Daddy’s girl is here?” he asked.














She whispered, “Daddy’s girl is kneeling. Waiting.”












“Is Daddy’s girl plugged?”














“Yes, Daddy.”












“Is Daddy’s girl ready to prove her worth?”














A pause.










Then—“Yes, Daddy.”












“Then let’s begin.”


















What followed wasn’t a scene.










It was a conversation.










But not like before.










This time, he didn’t want to hear her thoughts.










He wanted her to speak

 

as his.













“Daddy’s girl, tell me what she’s feeling.”














“Daddy’s girl feels small. Owned. Nervous. Soaked.”












“Good. Daddy’s girl, tell me where she aches.”














“Inside, Daddy. And… between her thighs.”












“Tell me what she wants.”














“Daddy’s girl wants to make you proud. To be pushed. To be ruined for anyone else.”












“And who does she belong to?”














“You, Daddy.”












“Say it again.”














“Daddy’s girl belongs to Daddy.”












“Again.”














“Daddy’s girl belongs to Daddy.”












“Good. Now show me.”


















She placed the phone flat on the floor.










Then, slowly, as instructed, she knelt forward until her forehead touched the ground.










Arms behind her back.










Plug deep inside her.










Collar firm on her throat.










She whispered, again and again:










“Daddy’s girl is yours.”










“Daddy’s girl is yours.”










“Daddy’s girl is yours.”














By the time he spoke again, her entire body was trembling.












“You’re not my brat anymore, are you?”














A pause.










Then: “No, Daddy.”












“You’re my girl. My property. My submissive.”














“Yes, Daddy.”












“You were born for this.”














“I was born for you.”










Silence.










Then—












“You’ve earned your next reward.”














Her breath caught.












“Tomorrow, Daddy’s girl will sleep in restraints.”














She gasped.












“No orgasm. No plug. Just rope. Ankles. Wrists. Soft, but inescapable. Daddy’s girl will bind herself and send me a picture before sleep. Daddy’s girl will stay bound until morning.”














Her thighs clenched involuntarily.










“Yes, Daddy.”












“Say it like you mean it.”














“Daddy’s girl wants your rope. Daddy’s girl wants to wake up helpless.”












“Good. Then be ready, little one. We’ve only just begun.”














He hung up.










She stayed kneeling.










Repeating the words.










Collared.










And completely his.









Chapter Nine – Bound Without Witness










There was no text.










No countdown. No sweet little warning.










Sophie checked her phone three times between dinner and undressing, expecting

 

something


 
from Daddy. A nod. A reminder. Even a correction.










Nothing.










It wasn’t like him to go quiet. But then again, this wasn’t about him.










This was about her.










She walked to her dresser and opened the bottom drawer.










Inside, exactly where he told her to keep them, lay the soft cotton restraints: navy blue, pre-knotted for ankles and wrists, with Velcro cuffs and a loop to clip her arms together behind her back.










Daddy had sent them a week ago, long before the collar, with a note attached:












“For the day you no longer need my voice to obey.”














Tonight, that day had come.










She undressed slowly.










Let the silence grow thick around her.










Lit one candle.










Then knelt on her bed, legs open, back straight, and reached for the first cuff.














It took time.










Awkward at first—figuring out how to bind her ankles just wide enough apart to match his usual instructions. She had to adjust twice to get the spacing right, keeping her knees touching the edge of the mattress, just like Daddy preferred when she was made to present herself.










Then came the wrists.










The first cuff wrapped easily.










The second… not so much.










She had to sit forward, brace the restraint against the wall, and slip her hand in slowly. The Velcro scratched her skin slightly before it caught.










Then—

 

click.











Her arms were bound behind her.










No escape.










Her heartbeat slowed.










It felt different this time.










Not performative.










Not arousing.










Just

 

real


 
.










The kind of submission that didn’t come with applause.










The kind that made her feel owned even in an empty room.














She took a photo.










A simple one.










No face. Just her back. Kneeling. Arms folded tight behind her. Ankles apart. Collar visible. Candlelight casting soft shadows across the gentle curve of her spine.










She sent it.










No caption.










Just the image.










And then she turned off the light.














The silence was unbearable.










She lay back against the mattress, arms tucked under her, barely able to roll to her side. The rope around her thighs kept her legs open. The collar made her throat itch with longing.










But there was no sound.










No praise.










No response.










Only the thrum of her heart and the sting of her need.










And still…










She didn’t move.










Not because he was watching.










But because she wanted him to

 

trust


 
her to stay still.










Because the girl who disobeyed was long gone.










Daddy’s girl was something else now.










A thing of instinct and devotion.














She drifted off sometime around midnight.










Body aching. Ankles numb. Wrists slightly sore.










She dreamt of nothing.










Only the steady weight of obedience curling around her like a blanket.














She woke to a message.












“Photo received. Daddy is proud.”
















“Next time, the ropes will stay for the morning meeting.”
















“Be ready to show me how well you can type with your hands bound.”














Sophie buried her face in the pillow and smiled.










Then texted back with trembling fingers:











“Daddy’s girl is ready.”











Chapter Ten – Control in Public










The message came at 7:42 a.m.












“Today, Daddy’s girl will carry me inside her everywhere she goes.”
















“Plug. Vibrating egg. Wear both. The egg is set to random intervals. You don’t control when. You don’t control how strong. You don’t get to beg.”
















“Clothing: soft bra, short skirt, no panties.”
















“Tasks will arrive throughout the day. Daddy expects proof of each one.”














Sophie read it twice before swinging her legs over the bed.










Her thighs clenched already—just from reading his words.










Today was Monday.










A meeting-heavy, customer-facing, fast-moving Monday.










She had back-to-back appointments at the café, a delivery truck at ten, inventory reports due by four.










And she was going to do all of it stuffed, vibrating, and wet.










Because Daddy said so.










Because she

 

wanted


 
him with her.














She inserted the plug first.










It slid in slowly—too easily, now that she was used to him stretching her open.










Then came the egg.










She took a breath, pushed it in, and felt the heat rise to her cheeks before she’d even stood up.










She dressed in the outfit Daddy chose—simple, dark red cotton bra, black tank top, loose tan skirt. No panties. Nothing to protect her.










Before she left the apartment, she received the first task:












“On your way to work, Daddy’s girl will walk three blocks out of her usual route. She will stop at the fountain and text a photo with the word ‘wet.’”














She blinked.










Wet?










It was barely 8 a.m.










But of course… she obeyed.














The fountain was empty, surrounded by sleepy commuters and clinking bicycle bells.










She stood beside it, cheeks pink, thighs sticky already from the slow roll of the plug inside her.










The egg buzzed once—sharply.










She gasped, swallowed it down, and snapped a photo.










She sent it.











wet











No reply.










Daddy didn’t need to respond.










He only needed her to keep obeying.














At work, things got harder.










Literally.










The egg buzzed twice while she rang up a customer.










Each time, her hand trembled as she held out change.










She smiled. Said thank you. Pretended she wasn’t throbbing.










Then came the second task:












“Daddy’s girl will go into the walk-in freezer. She will stay there for two full minutes. Shirt off. Hands behind her back. Plug in. Egg still inside. She will take one photo. No face. Only proof.”














Her heart dropped.










The freezer?










She looked around—no one was watching.










She waited for a lull. Pretended she needed extra milk. Closed the heavy door behind her.










Stripped quickly.










Hands behind her.










The cold bit at her nipples instantly.










The egg buzzed again.










Hard.










She gasped—then bit her lip and knelt in the corner, shaking.










Took the photo.










Sent it.










No reply.










But she knew he saw.










She felt it.














The day passed in waves.










Work. Obey. Pretend. Obey. Smile. Obey.










And each message got a little more intense.












“Hold eye contact with your next customer for ten seconds while the egg vibrates. Don’t blink.”
















“Push the plug deeper. Go to the bathroom. Take a photo of yourself bent over the toilet. No panties.”
















“Stand at the café window at 3:15 p.m., where the sun hits your face. Whisper ‘Daddy owns me’ while the world watches.”














She did them all.










No hesitation.










No reward.










Only obedience.










And a slow, steady unraveling of her will.














By the time she got home at 6:20 p.m., she was shaking.










From exhaustion.










From need.










From the fact that she’d made it through an entire day of being his without once breaking character.










She collapsed onto the bed.










Still plugged.










Still dripping.










The egg buzzed one final time—long and low.










She arched involuntarily, cried out, legs trembling—but didn’t come.










She knew better.










She hadn’t been told she could.










Instead, she pulled out her phone and typed:











“Daddy’s girl obeyed every order.”












“Daddy’s girl is soaked.”












“Daddy’s girl is ready for more.”











The reply came instantly.












“Good girl.”
















“Tomorrow, Daddy’s girl doesn’t get the egg. Just the plug.”
















“But she’ll wear a short skirt. And no top.”
















“Daddy wants to see how long it takes before someone notices.”













Chapter Eleven – Underneath the Apron










The sun was already hot when Sophie unlocked the café door.










It was Tuesday.










Delivery day. Early customers. Tight schedule.










And she wasn’t wearing a bra.










That wasn’t new.










But she wasn’t wearing a shirt either.










Just her café apron.










Tied high, cinched tight, covering barely enough.










And underneath?










Plugged.










Collared.










Daddy’s good girl.
















“You will wear your apron. Nothing underneath. If someone notices, you do not flinch. You do not cover. You

 

smile


 
. You say, ‘Is there something else I can help you with?’”














That was his instruction.










She had read it three times before leaving the apartment, each word dripping into her brain like honey on hot skin.










She didn’t argue.










Didn’t hesitate.










She tied the apron just above her breasts, where the thin fabric barely held in her nipples.










Her thighs trembled before she even left the house.














The first hour passed in a blur.










No one noticed.










Or if they did, they didn’t say.










She rang up orders, steamed milk, bent carefully, consciously.










Her body buzzed—not from toys, but from

 

presence


 
.










From the constant awareness that

 

she could be exposed at any moment.











It wasn’t about being seen.










It was about being seen as

 

his.















At 9:32 a.m., she bent over to grab a cup from the bottom shelf.










The barista beside her—a new hire—stared for a second too long.










Her apron slipped just slightly.










Not enough to flash.










Just enough to reveal she wasn’t wearing a top underneath.










He blinked.










Opened his mouth.










Closed it.










She stood tall, smiled softly, and tilted her head.










“Is there something else I can help you with?”










He flushed.










Looked away.










Mumbled something about cups.










She returned to work, heart thudding.














A message buzzed in immediately.












“Good girl.”
















“Daddy saw.”
















“Daddy is hard.”














She swallowed a moan.










Typed with shaky fingers:











“Daddy’s girl wants to be seen.”












“Daddy’s girl wants them to know she’s yours.”













“Soon, they will.”


















The next task came an hour later.












“Go to the storeroom. Take off the apron. Stand on your tiptoes and film 30 seconds of you looking down at the floor.”
















“I want to see your fear. Your obedience. No talking. Just breathe.”
















“Then get dressed. Just the apron again. Return to the front.”














She obeyed.










Of course she did.














The storeroom smelled of cardboard and roasted beans.










She locked the door behind her, slipped off the apron, and stood naked on the cold tiles.










She set her phone on a shelf, positioned the camera, and stood tall.










Tiptoes.










Hands behind her back.










Head down.










She hit record.










And breathed.










Not deeply.










Not steadily.










Just enough to stay upright while her world trembled.














That night, the video earned her no orgasm.










No praise.










Only a sentence:












“Tomorrow, you’ll serve

 

without


 
the apron.”
















“Daddy wants to see who breaks first—you, or them.”













Chapter Twelve – No Apron, No Escape










Sophie stared at herself in the mirror.










Just the collar.










Just the plug.










Nothing else.










No apron.










No skirt.










No top.










Nothing.










She was naked except for the symbols of her submission—and the coat she hadn’t yet put on.










The phone buzzed again.












“Daddy’s girl will walk to work with her coat buttoned. No clothing underneath.”
















“Once the café is open and the first rush has passed, she will

 

accidentally


 
remove the coat.”
















“Let someone see. Just a flash. Enough to burn it into their memory.”
















“Daddy wants to know what it looks like when his girl is exposed… and doesn't run.”


















The coat was long.










Khaki. Double-breasted. Thin belt.










It looked modest. Safe. Like something a Parisian might wear to a flower market.










But inside?










A storm.










Her breasts already ached with tension. Her thighs pressed together as she moved. Each step made the plug shift inside her, teasing that deep pressure Daddy loved to exploit.










And when she finally stepped outside, coat clutched tightly at her chest, the breeze whispered across her bare legs and kissed every nerve awake.










She wasn’t cold.










She was

 

alive


 
.














At the café, she smiled and unlocked the door.










The usual regulars came and went.










She served three lattes, two croissants, and a chai with oat milk before she felt like herself again—like the confident, sharp-minded barista who co-managed a thriving business.










But under the surface?










She was Daddy’s girl.










Leashed by silence. Tied by orders.










She didn’t even need him to speak anymore.










She

 

felt


 
his expectations in every glance, every movement, every breath.














At 10:27 a.m., she stepped into the storeroom.










Closed the door.










Took a breath.










And slid the coat off her shoulders.










She folded it gently, placed it on a box, and opened the storeroom door again.










Naked.










Except for her collar and plug.










The café was quiet—just two customers at a table near the window.










She walked quickly, gracefully, into the kitchen.










A busser caught a glimpse as she passed—his eyes went wide. His mouth opened slightly.










But Sophie didn’t flinch.










Didn’t hide.










She just smiled.










“Is there something else I can help you with?” she asked.










He looked away.










Fast.










Blushing.










And said nothing.














In the kitchen, she grabbed her coat again and slipped it back on.










Heart pounding. Nipples tight. Breath shallow.










She took a selfie—just her collar and her smile.










Sent it to Daddy.











“Daddy’s girl was seen.”












“Daddy’s girl didn’t run.”











His reply came instantly.












“Daddy is proud.”
















“Daddy is wetting his cock right now.”
















“You were born to be watched.”
















“Tomorrow, you’ll serve again.”
















“But this time, Daddy will watch

 

in person.


 
”


















Sophie dropped the phone.










Her whole body shivered.










Daddy was

 

coming.










Chapter Thirteen – When He Walked In










The doorbell above the café chimed like any other morning.










She didn’t hear it at first—she was refilling the pastry display, bent at the waist, the collar pressing tightly at her throat as she arranged raspberry croissants in perfect rows.










It wasn’t until the register girl gasped—soft, barely audible—that she turned.










And saw him.










Black coat.










Dark jeans.










Clean-shaven jaw with the hint of a smirk.










And

 

eyes


 
—those unreadable, impossible eyes.










Daddy.














Her body reacted before her brain caught up.










Pulse, erratic.










Knees, weak.










The plug inside her seemed to throb as if it recognized him too.










He said nothing at first.










Just stood at the end of the counter, watching her.










Sophie blinked, then lowered her gaze without thinking.










She didn’t mean to. It wasn’t scripted.










It just

 

happened.











Because everything inside her already knew—










She didn’t serve coffee today.










She served

 

him.















He ordered casually.










“Americano. Large. Black.”










His voice didn’t match the man in her phone.










It was deeper.










More patient. More

 

dangerous.











Her hands fumbled at the machine.










She didn’t look up.










Couldn’t.










If she did, she’d fall apart.










He stood behind her now, close enough for her to feel the gravity of him, the heat between them warping the air like the hiss of steam.










He didn’t touch her.










But he didn’t have to.














When she slid the drink across the counter, his fingers brushed hers.










Deliberately.










Firm.










A claiming, not a thank you.










He leaned in.










Whispered so no one else could hear.












“Daddy’s girl knows what happens next.”














She nodded once.














At 11:17 a.m., she took her break.










Clocked out.










Went to the storeroom.










He was already there.










The door closed behind her with a quiet

 

click


 
.










She turned to face him.










And for the first time, she spoke without a screen between them.










“Daddy’s girl is ready.”














He didn’t kiss her.










Not at first.










He just looked.










Took her in like a painting he already owned but hadn’t seen in person.










Then he touched her chin, tilted it upward, and smiled softly.












“Let me see you.”














She reached behind her neck and untied the apron.










Let it drop.










Naked. Collared. Plugged. Thighs glistening.










She stood still.










Shaking.










But smiling.














Then he kissed her.










Hard.










Not sweet or slow or teasing—but

 

hungry.











Teeth, tongue, heat. The kind of kiss that pressed ownership into bone.










She moaned, sagging against him, and he caught her like he always had—even from a distance.










But now he was real.










And so were his hands.










One slid down her back, gripping the base of the plug.










The other wrapped around her throat.










His mouth hovered over hers as he whispered:












“You’ve done well.”
















“But training doesn’t end with obedience.”
















“It ends with

 

ruin.


 
”


















He pushed her gently to her knees.










She dropped without hesitation.










Hands behind her back.










Eyes on the floor.










A perfect pose.










He unzipped slowly.










She didn’t move.










Not until he gave the word:












“Open.”














And she did.














What followed wasn’t graceful.










It was messy. Filthy. Utterly humiliating.










He used her mouth like a reward and a punishment all at once.










Guided her. Held her.










Praised her through clenched teeth.












“Good girl.”
















“Just like that.”
















“You were made for this.”














And when he came—deep, hard, possessive—she didn’t flinch.










She swallowed.










Because Daddy hadn’t told her not to.














Afterward, he helped her dress.










Tied the apron neatly.










Brushed her hair behind her ear.










And kissed her forehead.












“Back to work.”
















“Tonight, you crawl.”
















“From the door to the bed.”
















“And you’ll beg.”
















“Not for pleasure. But for purpose.”


















She nodded.










Eyes glassy.










Pussy aching.










Heart full.










And whispered,










“Daddy’s girl will crawl for you.”









Chapter Fourteen – The Crawl










The apartment was dark when Sophie stepped inside.










No music. No candles. Just silence.










Her coat slid off the moment the door clicked shut.










She was naked underneath, like he told her to be.










Her collar caught a stray beam of streetlight as she stood there trembling—plugged, bare, soaked before she even dropped to her knees.










She didn’t speak.










She didn’t ask.










She

 

crawled


 
.










Elbows bent, thighs parted, breath shaking.










Across the hardwood floor, knees clicking softly on every plank. She crawled through the hallway like an animal—

 

like property


 
—until she reached the living room.










He was waiting.














He sat on the edge of the couch, shirt unbuttoned, sleeves rolled up.










No expression.










Just watching.










She stopped three feet from him, chest rising and falling, nipples hard, thighs glistening.










Then whispered:











“Daddy’s girl is ready.”











He leaned forward.










Spoke low, like a man who knew she’d obey no matter what came next.












“Show me.”














She bent forward, face against the floor, ass high, plug exposed.










She held the position for a full minute before his voice returned.












“Take it out.”














She did. Slowly.










Her fingers trembled as she pulled the plug free with a wet pop. She laid it gently on the rug, then returned to position.












“Now beg.”














She didn't hesitate.











“Please, Daddy.”












“Please use me.”












“Please fill your girl and make her come.”















He stood.










Undressed in silence.










And when he knelt behind her, the heat of his body felt like fire on her skin.










She gasped as the head of his cock pressed between her cheeks.










Then whimpered.










Then moaned—










—

 

as he sank into her raw.















No condom.










No barrier.










Just Daddy.










Thick, hard, stretching her open, burying himself inch by inch until his hips met her ass.










She gasped again.










Clawed the floor.










But didn’t move away.










She

 

pushed back.











He grabbed her hair and yanked her head up.










Not to hurt her—but to own her.












“Look at me.”














She turned, lips parted, drool on her chin, eyes wild.












“Tell me whose girl you are.”















“Yours, Daddy.”













“Who gets your moans?”















“You do.”













“And your cunt?”















“Only you.”











He smiled.










Then

 

fucked her.















Hard.










Deep.










No rhythm. No mercy. Just need.










Her hips slapped against the carpet.










Her cries filled the room.










And every thrust carved her open more completely.










She screamed when he reached under her to rub her clit.










Squeezed around him.










Fought the orgasm that was clawing through her body—












“Don’t come.”














She froze.










Bit her lip. Shook.










Held on with everything she had.












“Daddy’s not done.”














He flipped her.










Laid her on her back, legs spread wide, her own slick smearing the floor beneath her.










He plunged in again.










One hand wrapped around her throat.










The other never stopped circling her clit.












“Now come.”














She shattered.














Her cry was

 

raw


 
—part sob, part worship.










Her legs jerked.










Her eyes rolled.










Her cunt squeezed so tight around him he groaned, cursed, then

 

came


 
deep inside her—hot, thick pulses, claiming her from the inside out.










They stayed locked like that, trembling.










Him inside her.










Her broken open.










Silent.










Until he kissed her.










Not rough.










Not punishing.










Just a long, slow press of lips.










The kiss of ownership.














He pulled out, his cum slipping down her thigh.










She didn’t wipe it.










Didn’t ask for permission to move.










She just whispered, softly, sweetly:











“Daddy’s girl is full.”












“And Daddy’s girl is whole.”










Epilogue – The After










There was no more experiment.










No more lists.










No more assigned tasks sent by text.










But Sophie still woke up before him.










Still brushed her teeth on her knees.










Still waited naked at the foot of the bed until he opened his eyes.










Because she didn’t need rules to remind her anymore.










Her body

 

knew


 
who she was.










Daddy’s girl.














He stirred just past 7 a.m., lids heavy with sleep, mouth warm against the pillow.










She watched him from the floor, curled on her knees, heart racing like it always did in the quiet before he claimed her again.










He opened one eye.










Smirked.












“You didn’t have to wait.”














“I know,” she whispered, smiling.












“You want to come up here?”














“No,” she said, even though her knees hurt. “I want to stay where I belong.”










That was how their mornings began now.










With her loving her place.










And him loving her

 

for it.
















I. The First Fuck After the Experiment











It had been three days since he officially ended her training.










Three days since she’d crawled across the apartment floor and begged to be filled.










They hadn’t had sex since.










Not because they didn’t want to.










Because he made her wait.










She didn’t touch herself.










Didn’t whimper or pout or beg.










She just obeyed.










Until Friday night.










He took her by the wrist while she was doing the dishes and whispered,












“I want you.”














And she melted.










Right there in the kitchen.










He took her standing up, bent over the counter, her toes barely touching the tile.










One hand in her hair, the other on her hip, moving with a rhythm that made her sob.










It wasn’t punishment. It wasn’t training.










It was

 

need.











Messy, loud, unscripted fucking.










When he came, she cried. Loudly.










Because she loved him.










And it hit her hardest when his cum dripped down her legs and he turned her face toward his and whispered,












“You’re mine. Forever.”



















II. The Bathtub











Two weeks later, he made her cry again.










This time, it wasn’t from being fucked raw.










It was from how gently he held her in the bath.










Her legs over his lap. Her cheek on his chest.










He washed her with a cloth like she was glass.










Between her legs.










Behind her ears.










Along the line of her jaw.










She’d never cried from love before.










But when he whispered,












“You were always this girl. You just didn’t know it.”














She broke.










Sobbing in his arms, water sloshing, soap sliding down her thighs.










He didn’t tease her.










Didn’t say a word.










He just held her tighter.










That was when she knew it was real.










Not just the kink.










Not just the game.











Him.











Them.















III. Public Teasing











It was her idea.










The plug in public. No panties. No skirt. Just a long sweater and heels.










They were out shopping—ordinary, boring errands.










He pushed the cart. She followed a step behind.










Each time they passed a mirror, he made her stop and look at herself.












“Who’s that girl?” he whispered at her reflection.
















“Daddy’s girl.”
















“And what’s in her ass?”
















“Daddy’s toy.”














He reached back casually once and tugged the base.










She gasped so loudly an older couple stared.










She turned red.










He just smiled.










When they got to the car, he told her to bend over the passenger seat and finger herself.










She obeyed.










He watched.










And didn’t let her finish.















IV. The Collar Stay-On











The first time she wore the collar out to dinner, she expected nerves.










Shame.










Fear.










But all she felt was

 

pride.











It wasn’t a costume anymore.










It was her.










She sat beside him in the dim booth of the Italian place they loved, her collar peeking out from under a soft cashmere sweater.










No one said anything.










But she noticed the looks.










From waitresses.










From other girls.










And when one woman tried to flirt with him near the restroom, Sophie stood quietly beside him, eyes lowered, collar exposed.










The woman left without a word.










That night, she didn’t speak at all.










Just took her place on the floor.










He fed her pieces of chocolate from his fingers.










She sucked them slow.










Then sucked him.










Slower still.















V. The Scare











It wasn’t all easy.










One night, he came home late.










Didn’t answer his phone.










She panicked.










Paced the apartment in just her collar and tears, sure she’d done something wrong, sure she was losing him.










When he finally arrived—phone dead, traffic hell—he found her kneeling by the door, shaking.












“I thought you were done with me,” she whispered.














He sat down right there on the floor, pulled her into his lap, and held her like something priceless.












“You’re not just my girl,” he said.
















“You’re my fucking heart.”














They didn’t have sex that night.










He just tucked her into bed like a little girl and kissed her eyelids.










That meant more than any orgasm ever could.















VI. Her First Orgasm Without Permission











It happened by accident.










He was away on business.










She was watching one of his videos, the ones he’d made for her.










She tried to stop. She really did.










But when she came, loud and messy and sudden, she sobbed with guilt.










Sent him a message instantly:











“I’m sorry, Daddy. I came.”












“I tried not to.”











His reply?












“That was your body remembering who owns it.”
















“You don’t need permission to miss me.”














She cried again.










And didn’t touch herself for three days afterward.















VII. The Fuck That Changed Everything











It wasn’t the roughest.










Or the dirtiest.










It was

 

slow.











They’d gone out for drinks, danced a little, kissed in the rain.










When they got home, she curled into him like she used to curl into loneliness—seeking warmth, but expecting to be left cold.










He undressed her inch by inch.










Laid her down like a secret he was finally allowed to keep.










And slid inside her like he was coming home.










She whispered

 

I love you


 
into his mouth as he fucked her.










And when he came,

 

she came too.











Without permission.










Without instruction.










Just together.















VIII. The Rest of Her Life











Sometimes they still used rules.










Sometimes they didn’t.










She wore clothes in public now, unless he said otherwise.










She could tease, but she knew better than to cross the line.










She still crawled when he wanted.










Still knelt when he whispered her name a certain way.










But most of all—










She loved him.










With everything she was.










Not just the submissive.










Not just the girl.










The

 

woman.











The one he trained, ruined, rebuilt.










The one who once thought she needed control.










And finally found freedom in surrender.
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