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Chapter 1


Her phone buzzed once on the nightstand. Then again, harder—the private request notification cutting through the hum of her laptop fan. Bailey glanced at the split screen: the main chat still scrolling with emoji hearts and "more" demands, and the blinking alert at the top of the queue. Private. Anonymous.

She clicked accept without checking her breath first, which was a mistake. The black rectangle of the private room opened, and there he was: a man from the chin down. Dark button-up. Broad shoulders that filled the frame. Forearms resting on what looked like a desk, sleeves rolled once, showing a wrist with a heavy silver watch. No face. No voice. Just the silhouette of a body that sat perfectly still, waiting.

The chat box flickered with three words:

Client: Suck your toes.

Bailey's laugh came out thin, almost surprised—a sound she didn't recognize as her own. She shifted on the bed, the hood of her black sweater falling closer around her face, the lace mask pressing against her cheekbones. The laptop screen was the only light in the room, casting her in pale blue, and she could feel her own heartbeat in the space between her legs, a dull throb she hadn't given permission to.

Her fingers hovered over the keyboard. "What?"

His reply was immediate.

Client: You heard me. Lift your foot. Put your toes in your mouth. Call me Daddy.

She stared at the words. The radiator hissed somewhere behind her, dry heat pressing against her bare thighs. Faint cigarette smoke clung to the sofa's worn velvet across the room, but she wasn't on the sofa—she was on the bed, cross-legged, the hood of her sweater pulled tight around her jaw. The mask covered everything above her nose, but her lips were bare, painted a deep mauve that felt like armor.

"That's extra," she typed back. Her hands were shaking. She didn't know why.

His response was a tip notification. Fifty dollars. Then another. Then another, stacking in the corner of the screen until the number made her breath catch.

Client: Now

No question mark. No negotiation.

Bailey swallowed. Her throat was dry. She could feel her pulse in her clit, a rhythm that had nothing to do with the money. She repositioned on the bed, turning sideways so the camera caught her profile, one leg stretching out, her bare foot lifting toward the lens. She was wearing nothing but the hoodie and a pair of black underwear. The hood framed her face like a tunnel, hiding her hair, hiding everything except the lower half of her face and the mask's black lace edge.

She brought her foot closer. Her toes were painted the same deep mauve as her lips. She wrapped her fingers around her ankle and guided her foot upward, slowly, the way she'd seen dancers do it, her hamstring protesting slightly. Her big toe hovered in front of her mouth.

She looked at the camera. She couldn't see his face, but she could feel his attention—heavy, still, waiting.

"Daddy," she said. The word came out quietly, almost a whisper. She didn't know if he could hear it or just see her lips move.

Then she parted her lips and took her big toe into her mouth.

The taste was salt and her own skin, faint and familiar. Her tongue pressed against the nail, the pad of her toe, the curve where it met the second. She held it there, eyes on the camera, and heard the faint vibration of a notification—a tip, a message. She didn't look at it. She sucked harder, hollowing her cheeks, letting the camera see her throat move as she swallowed around nothing but her own toe.

Her cunt clenched. Hard. A pulse of heat that made her thighs press together involuntarily, and she felt the slickness already gathering against the fabric of her underwear. She held the pose for ten seconds, fifteen, counting in her head, until her jaw ached and the stretch in her leg started to burn.

She released her toe with a soft, wet sound. Her lips were shiny with saliva. She lowered her foot slowly back to the bed, her thighs still pressed together, her breath shallow.

The tip notification rolled in: another fifty. Then a message:

Client: Good girl.

Bailey's face flushed. The heat rose from her chest to her cheeks, and she looked away from the camera, embarrassed in a way that felt almost real, almost vulnerable. She typed a thank-you, her fingers clumsy, and ended the private session before he could request anything else.

The main chat was waiting for her, a waterfall of messages asking: where she went, who got the private, and what happened. She ignored them for a moment, just breathing, feeling the wetness between her legs. She was soaked. One private session, one command, and her body had betrayed her completely.

She pulled the hoodie off over her head. The fabric dragged across her face, catching on the mask, and she tossed it onto the floor. Underneath, she was naked except for the mask and the black underwear—lace, high-cut, already damp in a dark spot at the center. Her red hair was messy from the hood, the bangs falling across her forehead, and she ran her fingers through it, shaking it out.

The chat exploded. Emojis, tips, requests. She smiled, slow and deliberate, letting the camera see her tongue press against her teeth.

"You missed me?" she asked, her voice carrying into the room's cheap microphone. The sound was warm, almost intimate, and she let it drop lower, into something huskier. "I had a private. Good tipper. Very... specific."

Her breasts were small and high, the nipples already hard from the room's dry heat or from his attention—she couldn't tell which. She cupped one, thumbing the nipple, watching the chat scroll.

"He wanted to see me worship myself," she said, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Like I was the most precious thing in the world. Do you want to see that?"

The tips rolled in faster. She bit her lip, the dimple piercings glinting in the camera's blue light, and slid her hand down her stomach. Her fingers hovered at the waistband of her underwear. Not touching yet. Just waiting.

"Yeah. You do."

She hooked her thumbs under the elastic and pushed her underwear down her thighs, slow, letting the camera drag across every inch of skin. The fabric caught on her hips, then slid free, and she kicked it away. She was completely naked now except for the mask, her red hair falling around her shoulders, her thighs slightly parted, the shadow of her cunt visible in the dim light.

She leaned back on her elbows, looking at the camera, letting them see all of her. Her thighs were wet. She could feel the slickness cooling on her skin, and she knew the camera could see it too—the shine on her inner thighs, the way her cunt was already swollen, already waiting.

One hand drifted down between her legs. She didn't touch herself directly, just let her fingers ghost over her pubic bone, her thighs, the sensitive crease where her leg met her hip. A tease. A promise.

"Do you want me to touch myself?" she asked, her voice a murmur. "Do you want to watch me fall apart?"

The chat was a roar of yes and more and please. The tips kept coming, a steady rain of small numbers adding up in the corner of the screen. She felt powerful. She felt seen. And she felt, somewhere deep in her chest, a thread of something else—a pull toward the private room she'd just left, toward the man with no face and heavy wrists who had called her a good girl.

But that was over. That was a transaction. This was the show.

She let her fingers slide lower, parting her folds, revealing herself to the camera. Her cunt was slick and pink, glistening in the monitor's glow. She let out a soft breath as she touched herself, her middle finger pressing against her clit, a small circle that made her hips twitch.

"Like that?" she asked, her voice shaky now. "You like watching me?"

She closed her eyes for a moment, just feeling herself, her own hand, the heat building in her belly. She thought about the broad shoulders in the private room. The stillness. The command. She thought about his hands, his wrists, the watch, and imagined what it would feel like to have those hands on her instead of her own.

Her fingers moved faster, a steady rhythm that she knew by heart. Her hips rolled into her touch, small, desperate movements she couldn't control. Her cunt was so wet. She could hear it in the sound of her fingers moving, a slick, wet sound that the microphone caught and broadcast into the room.

She was close. Her thighs trembled, her breath catching in short gasps, her mouth open behind the mask's edge. She was right there, on the edge, and she wanted to fall—but she stopped. Her hand stilled.

She opened her eyes and looked at the camera.

"Not yet," she said, her voice low and teasing. "I want to make you wait a little longer."

The chat flooded with protest and laughter and more tips. She smiled, licking her lips, and sat up slowly. Her hand left her cunt, and she brought her fingers to her mouth, tasting herself without breaking eye contact with the camera. Sweet and salt and her.

Then the private request pinged again.

She glanced at the notification. Same username. The anonymous man with the broad shoulders and the heavy watch.

Her pulse hammered in her throat. Her cunt pulsed once, a reflexive clench that made her thighs press together. She looked at the camera, then at the notification, then back at the chat.

"Hold that thought," she said, and clicked accept.


Chapter 2


The private request notification blinked onto her screen, and Bailey's finger moved before her mind caught up, clicking accept. The familiar cropped frame filled her monitor—broad shoulders in that dark button-up, forearms resting on the desk edge, hands still. Waiting. Her pulse hammered in her throat as the chat box expanded.

Client: Good girl. You came back.

The words hit her low in the belly. She swallowed, her mouth suddenly dry, and typed a response with trembling fingers. "I did, Daddy."

Client: I have another request.

Her cunt clenched involuntarily. She shifted on her stool, felt the slickness between her thighs, the way her body was already answering him before her mind had even caught up. "Yes, Daddy?"

Client: I want you to fuck your mouth. Your biggest dildo. Deep. Worship it. Pretend it's my cock. Call it daddy.

She read the message three times. Each pass sent another pulse of heat through her. Her hand drifted down between her legs without permission, fingers brushing her clit, and she forced them back up to the keyboard. "Yes, Daddy. Whatever you want."

She stood on unsteady legs, the camera still capturing her naked body, and crossed to the drawer beneath her desk. The drawer she rarely opened for public shows. The one with her private collection. Her hand closed around the largest one—thick, black, veined, almost intimidating in its size. Twelve inches of silicone designed to stretch and fill. She carried it back to her setup, positioned herself on the stool, and held it up to the camera.

"This is my biggest one, Daddy." Her voice came out smaller than she intended, a confession. "I don't... I don't usually use this one."

The chat remained silent for a long moment. Then:

Client: Then I'm honored.

Something in her chest cracked open. She looked away from the screen, heat rising to her cheeks beneath the mask, and wrapped her fingers around the base of the dildo. It was cool against her palm. She brought it to her lips, hesitated, then pressed a soft kiss to the tip.

"For you, Daddy."

She opened her mouth and took the head between her lips. The silicone tasted sterile at first, artificial, but she closed her eyes and imagined it differently—imagined the weight of him, the heat, the salt. Her tongue traced the ridge beneath the head, slow and deliberate, and she heard herself make a small sound. A whimper. Real.

She pulled back, a string of saliva connecting her lips to the tip, and looked at the camera. "Like this?"

Client: Deeper.

She obeyed. Her lips stretched around the shaft as she pushed forward, taking another inch, then another. The silicone pressed against her tongue, filled her mouth, and she breathed through her nose, steadying herself. Her hand worked the base, guiding it deeper, and she felt her throat resist for a moment before she relaxed into it.

The first time she gagged, her eyes watered. She pulled back, gasped, and tried again. This time she held longer, her throat accommodating the intrusion, and when she looked at the camera, her mascara had smudged slightly from the tears. She didn't wipe them away. She wanted him to see.

"Daddy..." she breathed, the word muffled around the shaft still in her mouth.

Client: Good girl. Keep going. Worship it.

She took it deeper. Her nose touched the base, the full length buried in her throat, and she held there for three heartbeats, four, five, until her lungs burned and spots danced at the edges of her vision. When she pulled off, she was gasping, drool running down her chin, and she didn't care. She licked a long stripe up the side of the shaft, from base to tip, tasting herself on it, tasting the spit and the want.

"I love your cock, Daddy," she whispered, and the words felt true in a way that scared her. "I love tasting it. I love feeling it in my throat."

She took it again. Deeper this time. Her throat accepted it with less resistance, and she found a rhythm—bobbing her head, her hand working the base in counterpoint, her tongue tracing the vein that ran along the underside. She imagined it was him. Imagined his hands in her hair, guiding her, his voice telling her what a good girl she was.

The fantasy wrapped around her like heat. Her other hand drifted between her legs, fingers finding her clit, and she moaned around the silicone. The vibration traveled through the shaft, and she felt it in her throat, in her chest, in the ache between her thighs.

She pulled off, panting, and looked at the camera with glassy eyes. "Can I... can I fuck myself with it, Daddy? Please?"

Client: Not yet. Keep worshiping my cock. Show me how much you want it.

She whimpered. A real whimper, desperate and hungry. She pressed the tip against her lips again, kissed it, and let her tongue play over the head. "I want it so bad, Daddy. I want to feel you in my mouth forever. I want to taste your cum. Please. Please let me taste you."

The words came from somewhere deep, somewhere she didn't know she had. She was performing, yes, but the performance had opened a door to something real—a need she hadn't admitted to herself. She wanted to be used. She wanted to be filled. She wanted him to watch her fall apart and say nothing, just watch, just own her through the screen.

She took the dildo again, all the way, her nose pressed to the base, her throat stretched around the invasion. She held it there until her body began to shake, until the lack of oxygen made her lightheaded, until she felt herself sinking into something soft and dark and surrendering. Then she pulled off, gasped, and did it again.

Saliva coated her chin. Her lips were swollen. Her eyes were wet and red-rimmed. She was the most beautiful she had ever felt.

"Daddy," she breathed, the word a prayer. "Daddy, I want to come. Please. Can I come?"

Client: Not yet. Put it inside you. Slow. I want to watch you take it.

She almost sobbed with relief. She positioned the dildo at her entrance, felt the cool silicone press against her heat, and pushed. Just the head. Just enough to feel the stretch. Her hips rolled forward, taking another inch, and she bit her lip to keep from crying out.

"Oh, fuck," she whispered. "Daddy, you're so big."

She pushed deeper. Her body resisted for a moment, then opened, accepted, pulled her in. She took half of it before she had to pause, panting, her thighs trembling. The fullness was overwhelming—a pressure that reached deep into her belly, that made her feel claimed.

She looked at the camera. At his hands. At the stillness of his forearms. "Is this good, Daddy? Am I being good?"

Client: You're being perfect. Take all of it.

She pushed. Her hips met the base, the full length buried inside her, and she let out a sound that was half sob, half moan. She sat there, impaled, trembling, and let him see her. Let him see the way her chest heaved. The way her fingers gripped her own thighs. The way her cunt pulsed around the intrusion, desperate for friction, for movement, for release.

"I took it all, Daddy." Her voice cracked. "I took all of you."

Client: Now fuck yourself. Slow. Let me watch you come apart.

She began to move. Her hips rolled in small circles at first, adjusting to the size, and then she found a rhythm—slow, deliberate, each stroke dragging the silicone across her walls, hitting places that made her gasp. She kept her eyes on the camera, on his hands, on the watch that caught the light. She imagined those hands on her hips, guiding her, owning her pace.

"Daddy," she moaned. "Daddy, I'm—I'm close."

Client: Look at me.

She was looking at him. She couldn't look anywhere else.

Client: I want you to come thinking about my cock. My real cock. Imagine it's inside you. Imagine I'm the one making you feel this way.

She closed her eyes, and the fantasy swallowed her. The silicone became him—his weight, his heat, the way he would fill her completely. She imagined his voice in her ear, telling her what a good girl she was, telling her she was his. She imagined his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise, his mouth on her throat, his breath ragged as he took what he wanted.

Her orgasm built from somewhere deep, a pressure that coiled in her belly and spread outward, through her thighs, through her chest, through her throat. She opened her eyes and looked at the camera—at him—and let him see the moment it broke.

"Daddy!"

Her body arched off the stool. Her hand flew to her clit, pressing in frantic circles as the orgasm crashed through her, her cunt clenching around the dildo, her vision whiting out for a long, suspended moment. She heard herself make sounds she didn't recognize—high, desperate, broken. She rode it out, her hips moving against the silicone, her hand working her clit, until the wave began to recede and she collapsed forward, gasping.

She was still for a long moment, forehead resting on her own shoulder, the dildo still buried inside her. Then she lifted her head and looked at the camera.

The chat box was empty. No new message. Just the stillness of his hands on the desk, the watch ticking, the silence of a man who had seen everything.

Client: Good girl. That's my good girl.

The tip notification appeared: $500.

She stared at the number, then back at his hands. Her throat was raw, her lips swollen, her thighs slick with her own arousal. She felt emptied and full at the same time.

"Thank you, Daddy," she whispered.

Client: I'll be watching. Don't forget who you belong to now.

The private session ended. The screen returned to her public chat, where notifications scrolled past in a blur of emojis and exclamation points. She didn't read them. She sat there, the dildo still half-inside her, her hand still shaking, and felt the weight of what had just happened settle into her bones.

She pulled the dildo out slowly, watching it emerge from her body, slick and shining. She held it for a moment, then brought it to her lips and kissed it one last time.

"I won't forget, Daddy," she said to no one. To the empty chat. To the quiet hum of her laptop.

And she knew—with a certainty that both thrilled and terrified her—that she meant it.


Chapter 3


The office air was warm and smelled of stale coffee and printer toner. Fluorescent lights hummed overhead, casting flat shadows across the polished desk where Bailey sat, calculator under one hand, a stack of invoices arranged in neat piles. Her red hair was pulled back in a low ponytail, bangs brushing her eyebrows, dimple piercings catching the light when she moved. She wore a simple white blouse, sleeves rolled to her elbows, the top button undone. Professional. Quiet. The version of herself that no one looked at twice.

Her phone buzzed against the desk. She glanced at it, heart already picking up speed. A notification from the cam site. Private message.

She shouldn't check it here. Someone could walk past. Linda from HR was two doors down. Mark, her stepfather's assistant, had a habit of popping in without knocking. But her hand was already reaching, thumb swiping the screen before she could think.

Client: Film yourself at work. Fingering yourself on your desk. Send it to me. Squirt for me.

Her breath caught. She read it again, the words burning into her vision. At work. On your desk. Around her coworkers. The risk hit her like a wave—cold, then hot. Her pulse hammered, and between her legs she felt a familiar ache bloom, immediate and traitorous.

She looked up. The hallway was empty. The hum of the office continued—phones ringing somewhere, a printer churning, the distant murmur of voices. Normal. Everything normal. Except her thighs pressed together under the desk, her cunt already wetting her panties.

Her fingers hovered over the keyboard. She should type a response. Say no. Say I can't, not here, someone will see. But her body was already leaning toward the edge of her chair, already imagining the camera angle, the risk, the thrill of being caught.

Film yourself at work.

She stood up, walked to the door, and closed it. The lock clicked. Her heart slammed against her ribs. She pulled her phone up, propped it against a stack of ledgers on her desk so the camera aimed down at the chair. She checked the angle—her desk in frame, the edge of her keyboard visible, the chair where she'd sit. Anyone walking past the frosted glass door would see a shape, nothing more. If someone knocked, she had maybe ten seconds to stop.

She sat down. Her hands trembled as she unbuttoned her gray slacks, pushing them down her thighs along with her black lace panties. The fabric pooled around her ankles. She spread her knees, and the air hit her cunt—exposed, wet, already aching.

The phone's red light blinked. Recording.

She looked at the camera. Her face felt hot, a flush creeping up her neck. This is insane, she thought. Anyone could—

Her middle finger found her clit. The touch sent a jolt through her, sharp and immediate, and she bit her lip to keep from making a sound. She pressed harder, circling, spreading the wetness that had already gathered. Her breath came in shallow gasps as she teased herself, slow at first, savoring the danger of it—the fluorescent light, the open door just a lock away from discovery, the knowledge that anyone could knock.

She pushed two fingers inside herself, and the sound was obscene, wet and slick in the quiet office. Her head fell back, mouth open, eyes half-closed. She fucked herself with slow, deep thrusts, her fingers curling to find that spot, the one that made her see stars. The desk creaked under her weight. The invoices rustled as her hips rocked.

Her other hand gripped the edge of the desk, knuckles white. She was close. So close. But she held back, hovering at the edge, feeling the pressure build in her pelvis like a wave about to crest. Her thighs trembled. Her cunt clenched around her fingers, desperate for release.

She looked at the phone. At the camera. At the man on the other end, who had claimed her, who owned her now, who had told her to squirt on her desk at work surrounded by people who had no idea who she really was.

That thought pushed her over.

She pressed harder, faster, her fingers driving into herself with frantic need. Her back arched, and she let go—a gush of fluid, warm and sudden, flooding her hand, soaking the chair, dripping onto the desk in a dark stain. Her body convulsed, hips jerking, a muffled cry caught in her throat as she kept fingering herself through the orgasm, fucking herself until she was empty, until the last shudder passed through her.

She sagged in the chair, panting, slick and trembling. Her fingers slipped out of her cunt, coated in her own wetness and the evidence of what she'd done. The chair was soaked, a puddle forming on the leather. A few drops had landed on the invoices, smearing the ink. She stared at the mess she'd made, heart pounding, the reality of it hitting her in cold waves.

The phone was still recording. She picked it up, fingers shaking, and stopped the video. It was long enough. Three minutes of her fucking herself at her desk, at her step-father’s company, the fluorescent lights harsh and unforgiving, the sound of her own wetness loud in the quiet office.

Her thumb hovered over the send button. She thought about deleting it. About pretending this never happened. About unlocking the door and going back to the safe, quiet version of herself.

But she had promised. And she knew, somewhere deep and certain, that she couldn't take it back.

She pressed send.

The message delivered. She sat there, naked from the waist down, thighs sticky, the chair wet beneath her, her heart a wild animal in her chest. The phone buzzed almost immediately.

Client: Good girl.

A sob escaped her—relief, shame, arousal, all of it tangled into one breath. She stared at the words, reading them over and over. Good girl. He had seen her. He had watched her risk everything, and he had called her good.

She pressed the phone to her chest, feeling the warmth of it, feeling his approval settle into her bones. Then she stood, pulled her panties and slacks up, buttoned them, and sat back down. The wet spot on the chair was cold against her ass, but she didn't move. She couldn't. She just sat there, looking at the dried drops on the invoices, the evidence of what she'd done scattered across her desk.

The phone buzzed again. Another message.

Client: Wear a skirt tomorrow. No panties. I'll tell you when to open your legs.

Her cunt clenched, empty and aching. She typed back without thinking: Yes, Daddy.

The reply came instantly.

Client: Now clean up. Someone's coming.

She looked at the door, pulse spiking. Footsteps in the hallway, growing closer. She grabbed a tissue from the box on her desk, wiped the invoices as best she could, then dabbed at her slacks. The stain on the chair would have to air dry. She unlocked the door, sat back down, and opened the ledger in front of her, pen in hand.

Mark knocked and pushed the door open without waiting. "Hey, Bailey, you got those Q3 numbers?"

She looked up, face calm, heart still racing. "On your desk," she said. Her voice didn't shake. "I'll email the PDF in five."

He nodded and left. The door clicked shut behind him.

She sat perfectly still, phone warm in her pocket, the wet spot under her a cold secret pressed against her skin. She stared at the numbers in the ledger, unseeing, and felt the ghost of his command settle around her like a second skin.

Good girl.

She smiled, small and private, and got back to work.


Chapter 4


The fluorescent lights hummed their flat song as Bailey sat at her desk, the grey skirt riding up her thighs with every small shift. Nothing underneath. Just air against her bare skin, the memory of his command still warm in her chest from last night.

Her phone buzzed. She picked it up, already knowing who it was.

Client: Good morning, good girl.

Her pulse skipped. She typed back without thinking: Good morning, Daddy.

Client: The $500 I sent—you see it?

She had. She'd checked her bank account three times this morning, the number glowing on her screen like a brand. Yes. Thank you, Daddy.

Client: Good. Now listen.

Her thighs pressed together under the desk. She could feel herself getting wet just from the rhythm of his words, the way he didn't ask, didn't negotiate.

Client: I want you to touch yourself. Right now. No locking the door this time.

The words sat on the screen, and she read them twice. The office door was closed but not locked—the lock was a simple push-button, and she'd left it untouched. Anyone could walk in. Mark. Her stepfather. Anyone.

Her hand moved before she decided. She typed: Yes, Daddy.

Client: Good girl. Start slow. I want to watch you get wet.

She propped her phone against her monitor, the camera angled to catch her from the chest down. The grey skirt bunched around her hips as she leaned back in the leather chair, her bare thighs slick against the seat. She slid her hand under the hem, fingers finding her already damp folds. She was soaked. Had been since the moment she'd read his first message.

She let her middle finger trace a slow circle around her clit, her breath catching. The chair creaked beneath her. The fluorescent light buzzed. Someone laughed down the hall.

She didn't stop.

Her phone buzzed again. She glanced at the screen.

Client: Wider. I want to see you.

She spread her knees apart, the skirt falling open, her hand moving in plain view if anyone walked through that door. Her cunt was glistening, pink and wet, her fingers shining as she worked herself. She imagined him watching. Imagined his dark button-up shirt, his forearms resting on his desk, his eyes fixed on her with that stillness she'd come to crave.

The first wave built slowly, a warmth spreading from her core outward, and she pressed harder, her hips lifting off the chair. She bit her lip to keep quiet. The office walls were thin. Her stepfather's office was three doors down.

Her phone buzzed.

Client: Don't come yet.

She froze, her fingers hovering over her clit, the pressure aching and urgent. She wanted to disobey. She wanted to finish. But his words sat there, patient and absolute, and she found herself obeying.

She pulled her hand away. Her cunt throbbed, empty and desperate.

Another buzz.

Client: Use two fingers. Inside. Slowly.

She slid two fingers into herself, the wet sound obscene in the quiet office. Her walls clenched around them, hungry, and she let out a shaky breath as she pushed deeper. Her hips rocked against her hand, a slow rhythm she couldn't control. Her phone buzzed again, but she didn't stop this time—she was too close, the wave cresting, her fingers moving faster as her cunt began to flutter around them.

Client: Come for me, good girl.

The permission broke her. Her orgasm crashed through her, hard and sudden, and she felt the hot rush escape her, soaking her fingers and the chair beneath her. She kept thrusting, riding it out, the slick sound of her own wetness filling the room as she squirted against the leather seat, against her own thighs, a puddle forming under her. Her breath came in ragged gasps, her head thrown back, her body shaking through the aftershocks.

And then the door opened.

Her stepfather, Robert Archibald, stood in the doorway, his hand still on the handle, his eyes fixed on her. On her skirt bunched around her waist. On her hand, between her legs, wet and glistening. On the puddle spreading beneath her on the chair.

The world stopped.

Bailey's hand jerked away from her cunt, her fingers slick with her own release, and she scrambled to pull the skirt down over her thighs. The fabric stuck to her wet skin, transparent in patches, and she knew it was useless. He'd seen everything.

"Bailey." His voice was flat. Controlled. He stepped inside and closed the door behind him with a click that sounded like a gunshot.

She couldn't speak. Her mouth was open, her heart hammering so hard she thought she might be sick. The mess was everywhere—on her hands, on the chair, on the floor beneath the desk. A wet spot darkened the grey carpet. The smell of her arousal hung in the still air.

Robert walked to her desk, his footsteps measured, unhurried. He stopped in front of her, looking down at the phone propped against the monitor. The screen was still on. The chat was still open. His name was still visible.

Daddy.

He picked up the phone. Read the messages. Set it back down.

"Who is this?"

Bailey shook her head. A tear slipped down her cheek, then another. She couldn't stop them. "I—I don't—"

"Who," he said again, his voice dropping lower, "is this?"

She opened her mouth to lie, to deflect, to say something that would make this not real, but no words came. The phone buzzed again. A new message.

Robert picked it up. Read it.

His eyes flicked up to her face, something unreadable in them. He turned the phone so she could see the screen.

Client: Did you enjoy that, good girl? I want you to send me a photo of your wet skirt. Now.

She stared at the words, and the tears kept falling, silent and hot on her cheeks. Robert watched her for a long moment. Then he set the phone down, turned, and walked to the door.

He paused with his hand on the handle.

"Clean this up," he said. "We'll talk in my office. After you send him the photo."

The door clicked shut behind him. The fluorescent lights hummed. The room smelled of stale coffee and her own sex, and Bailey sat in her wet chair, trembling, the phone glowing with a new message she didn't know how to answer.


Chapter 5


The leather chair creaked as Bailey stepped into the office. Her legs still felt weak from the walk down the hall, from the climb up from her desk, from the weight of what had just happened. The door clicked shut behind her, and the sound felt louder than it should have — final, sealing.

Robert sat behind his desk, the lamp casting his face in harsh shadow. His hands were flat on the polished wood, fingers spread, and for a long moment, he just looked at her. She felt the silence like a physical press against her chest.

"Sit," he said.

Bailey moved to the chair across from him. The leather was cold through her skirt. She pressed her thighs together without thinking and felt the dampness still there, the evidence of what she'd done still cooling against her skin.

"You sent the photo." Not a question.

"Yes."

"Show me."

She pulled out her phone, the screen still glowing with the client's message. She turned it toward Robert, watching his eyes scan the exchange — her wet skirt, the chair beneath her, the message that had come after.

Client: Good girl.

His jaw tightened. He studied the screen for a long time, scrolling up through the earlier messages, seeing the commands and her responses. Yes, Daddy. Good morning, Daddy. Yes, Daddy. She felt heat crawl up her neck.

He set the phone down on his desk, screen facedown. The gesture felt deliberate, like he was putting something away that he didn't want to see. "This is what you do at night. When you leave here. When you go home."

Bailey couldn't meet his eyes. She stared at the edge of his desk, at the small scar in the wood grain. "Yes."

"Your mother would be devastated."

The words hit her like a slap. Her eyes burned. "Please—"

"She trusted me." Robert's voice was harder now. "She asked me to look after you. To give you a job. To keep you close." He leaned back in his chair, the leather groaning. "And you're in your office. On my time. Spreading your legs for a stranger."

Tears slipped down her cheeks. She didn't wipe them away. "I know. I know. I'm sorry."

"Sorry doesn't fix this, Bailey." He picked up her phone, turned it over, and looked at the dark screen. "Who is he?"

"I don't—"

"You don't what?"

"I don't know." Her voice cracked. "I've never seen his face. He's just... a name. A user name. He tips me. He tells me what to do." She swallowed. "That's all I know."

Robert stared at her. The silence stretched, thickened, became something she could feel in her throat.

"You'll end it," he said finally.

She looked up. "What?"

"The account. The streaming. All of it. You'll delete it tonight."

Her chest tightened. The thought of deleting her account, of never seeing his messages again, of losing the only place where she felt—

"Bailey." His voice cut through. "Do you understand me?"

"Yes." The word came out small. "I understand."

He nodded slowly. Then he picked up her phone and held it out to her. "There's one other thing."

She took the phone, her fingers brushing his. His hand didn't move away.

"I'm not going to tell anyone," he said. "Your mother. HR. No one needs to know what I walked in on." He paused. "But I need something from you first."

Her blood went cold. "What?"

Robert stood up. He walked around the desk, his footsteps soft on the carpet, and stopped beside her chair. She could smell his cologne — sandalwood and something clean — and she realized she was holding her breath.

"I've given you a lot, Bailey. A job. A second chance when you needed one." His voice was quieter now, almost gentle. "I think it's fair that you do something for me in return."

She looked up at him. The lamp behind him made his face impossible to read, just a silhouette against the light.

"What do you want?"

He didn't answer immediately. He reached down and took her chin in his hand, tilting her face up. His thumb brushed across her lower lip, slow, deliberate, and she felt her pulse hammer in her throat.

"I want you to show me," he said, "what you show him."

She held his gaze.

His thumb still rested against her lower lip, warm and dry, and she could feel her own pulse beating against his skin. The lamp behind him turned his face into shadow, but she didn't need to see him clearly. She could feel what this was. What he was asking.

"Show you," she repeated. The words came out flat. Empty.

"You heard me." His thumb moved, just slightly, tracing the curve of her lip. "You're so eager to spread your legs for a stranger on the internet. A man you've never met. A man whose face you've never seen." His voice dropped. "But when I ask—when your own family asks—you sit there and cry."

She wanted to look away. Every instinct screamed at her to drop her eyes, to shrink, to disappear into the leather chair and never come back. But she held his gaze. Because if she looked away now, she'd lose something she didn't know how to name.

"That's different," she whispered.

"Is it?"

"He doesn't—" She stopped. Swallowed. "He doesn't know me."

"Exactly." Robert's hand dropped from her chin. He stepped back, giving her space, but the weight of his presence didn't diminish. "A stranger gets everything. Your body. Your voice. Your obedience. And the man who has done everything for you gets nothing."

Bailey's hands were shaking. She pressed them flat against her thighs, felt the damp fabric of her skirt beneath her palms. "You're my step-father."

"I'm aware."

"This is—" She couldn't finish the sentence. Couldn't find the word. Wrong. Sick. Twisted. None of them felt like they fit, because they all implied she had room to refuse.

"This is what's happening," Robert said. His voice was calm now. Controlled. The anger had bled out of it, replaced by something colder and more patient. "You have a choice, Bailey. I'm not forcing you to do anything."

She almost laughed. The absurdity of it pressed against her ribs, threatening to crack through. A choice. Like the choice between jumping and being pushed.

"If you walk out of this office," Robert continued, "I will tell your mother everything. I will tell the board. I will make sure every person in this company knows exactly what their quiet little assistant does at night." He paused. "Or you stay. You show me. And this stays between us."

Her throat was so tight she could barely breathe. "You'd ruin me."

He sat on the edge of his desk, close enough that she could smell his cologne again. Sandalwood. Clean. Familiar. The same scent that had hung in the hallway of her childhood home. "I've taken care of you since you were fifteen years old, Bailey. I paid for your school. I gave you this job. I kept you close when your mother wanted to send you away to private school." His eyes found hers in the dim light. "I have never asked for anything in return."

"Until now."

"Until now."

The silence stretched between them. Somewhere in the building, a door closed. Footsteps passed in the hallway, faded, disappeared. The world continued outside this office, oblivious to what was happening inside it.

Bailey thought about the anonymous client. The way his commands made her feel seen. Wanted. Owned in a way that didn't ask her to be anything except obedient. She thought about his hands—broad, still, always waiting—and wondered what it would feel like to have them on her skin instead of just watching her through a screen.

She thought about her mother. About what she would see in her mother's eyes if she knew.

She thought about the account. About deleting it. About never hearing his voice again, never feeling that rush of surrender when he called her a good girl.

And she thought about Robert's hand on her chin. His thumb on her lip. The way her pulse had stuttered when he touched her.

"What do you want to see?" The words came out before she could stop them. Quiet. Raw. A question she wasn't sure she wanted answered.

Robert's expression didn't change, but something shifted in his posture. A relaxation. A settling. Like he'd been holding tension he didn't know he had, and her question had released it.

"Everything," he said. "I want to see everything he's seen."


Chapter 6


The lamp cast a single pool of light across Robert's desk, leaving the corners of the office in shadow. Bailey stood just outside that pool, her hands hanging loose at her sides, her grey skirt still damp from the mess she'd made earlier. The leather chair creaked as Robert settled into it, his forearms resting on the polished oak, his face half-lit, half-dark.

"Show me," he said. Not harsh. Not kind. Just a statement, like he was asking for a file.

Her fingers found the hem of her blouse. White, modest, the kind of thing she wore to look professional. She pulled it over her head and dropped it on the floor. Her bra followed—black lace, the same set she'd worn for the stream last night. Robert's eyes tracked the movement, but his face gave nothing away.

She reached for the button of her skirt. Her hands were steady. That surprised her. On camera, she knew the rhythm—lift, turn, tease, drop. This wasn't a performance. This was an examination. She let the skirt fall, stepped out of it, and stood in nothing but her heels.

Robert's thumb traced the edge of his desk. "The heels stay on."

"Yes, sir." The words came out before she thought about them. Not Daddy. Not for him. Sir.

She didn't know what to do with her hands. On the stream, she'd touch herself, run her palms over her hips, cup her breasts. But this wasn't the stream. She was naked in her step-father's office, waiting for permission to move, and the silence stretched so long she could hear the clock on the wall ticking.

"Get on the desk," he said.

She hesitated. Just a breath. Then she stepped forward, put her palms flat on the cool wood, and hoisted herself up. The edge of the desk pressed into the backs of her thighs. The lamp was beside her, casting the light across her body, making her feel like a specimen under glass.

Robert didn't move. He sat in his chair, maybe three feet away, watching her. His hands rested on the armrests, still and patient.

"What do you want me to do?" she asked. Her voice came out smaller than she meant.

"What you do for him. Show me what he sees."

Her pulse hammered in her throat. She thought of the anonymous client, of his short commands, of the way he made her feel owned through a screen. This was different. Robert was right here. He could reach out and touch her. She opened her legs, let her heels find the edge of the desk, and leaned back on her palms.

The first touch was tentative. Her fingers traced her own collarbone, down her sternum, over her ribs. She cupped her breast, thumbed her nipple until it hardened, and let out a breath that was almost a sigh. On the stream, she'd narrate—"You like watching me, don't you?"—but here she had no script. No mask of playfulness to hide behind.

She let her hand trail down her stomach, over her hip bone, through the wet heat between her legs. Her fingers came away slick, and she lifted them to the light, watching the shine catch the lamplight. Robert's jaw tightened, just barely.

"You're wet," he said. Not a question.

"Yes, sir."

"Show me why."

She slid two fingers through her folds, gathering the wetness, and pressed her middle finger against her clit. The first circle made her gasp. She hadn't realized how wound up she was—the fear, the shame, the exposure, all of it coiling into something that burned at the base of her spine. She circled faster, her hips lifting off the desk, her heels pressing into the wood.

Robert leaned forward. His elbows rested on his knees, his hands clasped loosely. He was close enough that she could see the gray threading through the hair at his temples, the fine lines around his mouth. He watched her like she was a document he was reading, page by page.

"Use both hands," he said.

She slid her left hand down to her cunt, pressing two fingers inside herself, and kept her right hand working her clit. The stretch made her moan. She was so wet she could hear the sound of her own fingers moving, wet and slick and desperate. Her head fell back. The ceiling tiles blurred. She fucked herself on her step-father's desk, her heels sliding against the wood, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

"Look at me."

She forced her eyes open. Robert's face was still half in shadow, but his eyes caught the lamplight, dark and unreadable. His hands were still clasped. He hadn't touched himself. He was just watching.

"I want to see you come," he said. "Can you do that for me?"

Her fingers curled inside her, hitting the spot that made her vision go white at the edges. She pressed harder, faster, her clit throbbing under her thumb, her thighs shaking, her whole body tightening like a bowstring about to snap.

"Please," she heard herself say. "Please, I'm—"

The orgasm tore through her. Her back arched off the desk, her fingers buried inside herself, her cunt clenching around nothing but her own hand. She heard a sound leave her throat—half sob, half moan—and then she was collapsing, her body going limp against the wood, her hand still pressed between her legs.

When her vision cleared, Robert was standing.

He didn't touch her. He stood beside the desk, looking down at the mess she'd made—the wet streak on his polished oak, the shine on her thighs, the way her chest heaved as she tried to catch her breath. He reached out and took her chin, tilting her face up. His thumb found her lower lip, just like before.

"You're beautiful like this," he said. "All that fire in you, burning down to nothing."

She didn't know what to say. Her body was still trembling, aftershocks rippling through her thighs, her cunt still pulsing with the last echoes of pleasure.

Robert released her chin. He lowered his head, slowly, deliberately, and when his mouth met her cunt, she gasped.

His tongue was hot. Flat against her, tasting her wetness, dragging up through her folds with a slowness that made her toes curl. He licked her like he had all the time in the world, like she was something he was savoring. Her hand flew to his hair, knotting in the gray strands, and she heard herself say, "Oh God—" but she didn't know if it was a prayer or a curse.

He pulled back. His chin was wet, his mouth glistening under the lamplight. "You taste like obedience," he said. "I'll be watching you, Bailey."

He straightened, adjusting his tie, and walked to the door. He paused with his hand on the handle.

"Clean yourself up. I want you back at your desk in ten minutes."

The door closed behind him with a soft click.

Bailey lay on the desk, naked except for her mask, her thighs wet, her body still trembling. The lamp cast her shadow long against the wall. She stared at the ceiling, at the water stain in the corner she'd never noticed before, and tried to remember how to breathe.

She slid off the desk. Her legs almost buckled. She found her skirt on the floor, stepped into it, and zipped it without bothering with the button. Her blouse was wrinkled. She pulled it on after her bra and left it untucked.

In the bathroom down the hall, she splashed water on her face and stared at herself in the mirror. Her brown eyes looked back at her, wide and hollow and something else she couldn't name.

She looked alive.

Her phone buzzed. A message from the anonymous client.

Client: Good girl.

She stared at the screen. Then she typed back: Thank you, Daddy.

When she walked back to her desk, the wet spot on the chair had dried to a faint stain. She sat down, opened her laptop, and started answering emails. Her fingers moved automatically. Her body felt like it belonged to someone else.


Chapter 7


The key in the lock clicked louder than she remembered. Bailey pushed the apartment door open with her shoulder, dropping her bag in the hallway. The stale air hit her—cigarette smoke and old beer ground into the couch fabric, a smell she'd stopped noticing weeks ago. She didn't bother turning on the overhead light. The big light in the living room was enough, harsh and yellow, casting long shadows across the scuffed linoleum.

She was still wet. Had been since Robert's office. Since his tongue.

Her thighs pressed together as she walked to the bedroom, and the pressure sent a jolt through her. Fuck. She needed something. Needed to be told what to do, needed to stop thinking about the way her step-father had looked at her, the way his mouth had tasted her like she was something he owned.

Her laptop was on the bed where she'd left it this morning. She opened it, logged into the cam site, and didn't hesitate. The familiar rush of setting up the stream was automatic—adjust the angle, check the lighting, pull her hood up until the fabric framed her face. She didn't bother changing clothes. Still in her work skirt and blouse. Let them see the girl who spent all day pretending to be normal.

The public room filled slowly. Regulars. A few new names. She smiled behind her mask, let her hand drift to her collarbone, and traced the line of her neck. "Hey, boys. Miss me?"

The chat lit up. Missed you, baby. Show us those tits. Been waiting all day.

She was about to unbutton her blouse when the private request blinked on screen. Her heart stopped. The name was the same one—the anonymous client, the one with no face, just a chin and a neck and broad shoulders in a dark shirt. The one who called her a good girl. The one who owned her now, apparently.

She accepted.

The screen changed. His feed filled the left side—same as always. Cropped at the chin. A dark button-up shirt. His forearm resting on the desk, the watch on his wrist catching light from somewhere she couldn't see. He didn't type immediately. He never did. He let her wait, let her feel the weight of his attention.

She sat still, hands in her lap, waiting for his command.

The message box blinked.

Client: Good girl. You came home early.

"Yes, Daddy," she said. The words came without effort now. "I couldn't stop thinking about you."

Client: Tell me what you're wearing.

"Grey skirt. White blouse. The same thing I wore to work." A pause. "No panties. You told me not to."

The client's hands moved. She watched his fingers type. Slow. Deliberate.

Client: You followed my instructions. I want to reward you.

Her pulse quickened. "What did you have in mind?"

Client: There's a vibrator in your nightstand drawer, second shelf. Get it.

She didn't ask how he knew. She just stood, walked to the nightstand, and pulled open the drawer. There it was—a purple silicone vibrator she'd bought months ago and barely used. She held it up to the camera.

"This one?"

Client:Yes. Strip. Then I want you to use it. Edge yourself. Don't come until I tell you.

Her hands trembled as she unbuttoned her blouse. The fabric fell open, revealing the curve of her breasts. She let it slide off her shoulders, then reached for the zipper of her skirt. It pooled at her feet. She stood naked except for the hood, the mask, and the vibrator in her hand.

"I'm ready, Daddy."

Client: Good. Lie down. Spread your legs. Show me everything.

She lay back on the bed, the springs groaning under her weight. The laptop was angled so he could see her entire body. She spread her thighs, felt the cool air against her wet cunt, and pressed the vibrator against her clit.

The first buzz made her gasp. She circled slowly, teasing, letting the pleasure build but never cresting. His messages were sparse.

Client: Don't rush.

Client: Feel it.

Client: Good girl.

She was dripping. The vibrator slid against her folds, slick with her own arousal, and she pushed it lower, pressing the tip against her entrance without pushing inside. The ache was unbearable. She wanted to come so badly her whole body was trembling.

"Daddy, please—"

Client: Not yet. Keep edging. I want you desperate.

She whimpered but obeyed. Her hips rocked against the vibrator, chasing the sensation, backing off before it peaked. Her breath came in ragged gasps. Sweat beaded on her skin. The bare bulb above her cast everything in stark yellow light, shadows pooling in the hollows of her body.

He watched. Silent. Still. Just his forearms visible on the edge of the frame.

Minutes passed. Or hours. She couldn't tell anymore. The pleasure had become a continuous wave, building and receding, never breaking. She was crying—not from sadness, just from the sheer overwhelming need that had filled every inch of her.

"Daddy, I can't—I can't hold it—"

Another pause. Then:

Client: Now. Come for me. Don't stop until I tell you.

She shoved the vibrator inside herself and pressed the button for full power. The orgasm hit her like a wave—white-hot, blinding, tearing through her. She screamed. Not a moan, a scream, her back arching off the bed, her thighs clamping around her own hand. The vibrator buzzed inside her, merciless, and she kept coming, wave after wave, until she couldn't breathe.

Client: Keep going.

She sobbed. Her arm was shaking so badly she could barely hold the vibrator, but she pressed it harder against her G-spot, grinding, riding the aftershocks. Another orgasm built before the first had finished—smaller, sharper, pulling a broken cry from her throat.

Client: Again.

She came again. Her vision went white at the edges. She was aware of her own voice, high and desperate, saying things she wouldn't remember. Please. Too much. Please, Daddy, please—

Client: Again.

The vibrator slipped from her fingers. She grabbed it, shoved it back inside, and came again. Her whole body was convulsing now, involuntary, every muscle trembling. She couldn't think. Couldn't see. There was only the buzzing, the pleasure, the command.

Client: Again.

She came. A weak, shuddering orgasm that barely registered. Her arm gave out. The vibrator fell to the bed, buzzing against the sheets. She tried to grab it, but her fingers wouldn't close.

Client: Again. That's an order.

She fumbled for the vibrator, brought it back between her legs, and pressed it against her oversensitive clit. The sensation was almost painful—too much, too intense—but she didn't stop. She came again, a dry, desperate spasm that left her gasping.

The screen blurred. She couldn't focus anymore. The room was spinning, the yellow light swimming, the buzzing a constant drone in her skull.

Client: Good girl. Sleep now.

She didn't remember setting down the vibrator. The last thing she saw was his forearms, perfectly still, watching her. Then everything went dark.

***

She woke to the smell of cigarette smoke. Not stale from the couch—fresh. Someone had been smoking in her room.

Her eyelids were heavy. The big light above her was still on, harsh and unforgiving, and she blinked against it, disoriented. Her body ached. Between her legs was raw, tender, sticky with her own wetness. She was still naked. The vibrator was on the floor beside the bed.

And someone was sitting in the chair by her desk.

She jerked upright, her heart slamming against her ribs. The figure was silhouetted against the light, but she knew the shape of him. Broad shoulders. Short hair. A dark button-up shirt, sleeves rolled to the elbows.

Robert.

Her stepfather exhaled a stream of smoke, watching her through the haze. He didn't seem surprised to see her awake. Didn't move. Just sat there, one arm resting on the back of the chair, the other hand holding a cigarette.

"Hello, princess."

Her voice was gone. She stared at him, naked and trembling, unable to form a word.

He stood. Slowly. Deliberately. He ground out the cigarette on her nightstand, leaving a dark smear on the wood, and walked toward the bed. Each step was measured, unhurried, like he had all the time in the world.

"You were incredible tonight." His voice was low. Calm. The same voice he used in the office, in board meetings, in the kitchen over dinner. "I've been watching you for weeks. Every night. Every private show. Every time you called me Daddy."

The world tilted. She couldn't breathe.

"You—" The word came out as a whisper. "You're him."

Robert stopped at the edge of the bed. Looked down at her. His face was unreadable—that same cold patience she'd seen in his office, the same stillness that meant he was in complete control.

"I'm him." He reached out, traced his thumb along her jaw. She flinched but didn't pull away. "Every command. Every 'good girl.' Every time you came for him, you were coming for me."

Her mind raced. The private requests. The timing. The way he always seemed to know what she was doing. The way he'd tasted her in his office. He'd known. He'd known the whole time.

"Why?" The word came out broken.

Robert's hand slid to the back of her neck. Fingers curling into her hair. Not pulling. Just holding.

"Because I wanted to own you," he said. "And now I do."

He leaned in. His lips brushed her ear. She could smell the smoke on his breath, feel the heat of his body inches from hers.

"Now I get to have my fun."


Chapter 8


Robert's hand tightened in her hair, a firm tug that drew her head back. Her throat bared to the dim lamplight, and she felt the ache of the position—exposed, offered. His other hand moved to his belt, the metallic click loud in the small room. The fan rattled. The sheets smelled of her sweat and his smoke.

"You've been practicing," he said. His voice was low, unhurried. The belt slid free. "On screen. For me. For anyone." He pulled his zipper down. "Now you do it here. For real."

Her mouth went dry. She watched his hands work, watched him free his cock—thick, already hard, the tip dark and slick in the harsh light. He stepped closer, the head of him inches from her lips. The smell of him hit her: salt, smoke, skin. Her pulse hammered between her legs.

"Open."

She parted her lips. He pressed forward, not hard but steady, and the weight of him settled on her tongue. She tasted salt, tasted the warmth of his skin, felt the softness over the hardness as her lips stretched around him. He didn't push deeper. He let her feel him there, let her breathe through her nose, let the moment stretch until her jaw ached with the stillness of it.

"Suck."

Her mouth closed around him. She drew back slowly, letting her tongue trace the ridge beneath the head, then slid forward again, taking him deeper. His hand stayed in her hair, not guiding, just present—a reminder of who held the leash. She found a rhythm. Her lips, her tongue, the hollow of her cheeks working. The taste of him spread across her tongue, pre-cum bitter and warm.

He let out a low sound, barely a breath, and her cunt clenched. She wanted to make him feel it. Wanted to earn the approval she'd been chasing for weeks without knowing his face. She took him deeper, let the head of him press against the back of her throat, and her body rebelled—a gag, a choke, her eyes watering.

"That's it." His voice was almost gentle. "Take it."

She forced herself to relax. Swallowed around him. The pressure in her throat was thick, suffocating, but she held there, counting heartbeats, until the need for air became a burn in her chest. Then she pulled back, gasping, a string of saliva stretching from her lips to his cock.

"Again."

She obeyed. Took him deeper this time, felt her throat open around him, felt the heat of him sliding into the tight space. She choked, coughed, tears streaming down her cheeks. He held her there, his hand steady in her hair, his cock buried in her throat. She couldn't breathe. Her vision blurred at the edges. Just as panic began to climb her spine, he pulled out, letting her gasp for air in ragged gulps.

"Good girl."

The words hit her like a hand between her legs. She looked up at him through wet lashes, her chin slick, her lips swollen. He was watching her with something like satisfaction. Like she was a problem he'd finally solved.

"Don't stop," he said.

She lowered her head again. This time she found the rhythm herself—taking him deep, holding, pulling back. Letting her throat stretch around him until the gag reflex dulled into something almost comfortable. His taste was everywhere now. In her mouth, on her tongue, coating the back of her throat. She was drooling. Saliva ran down her chin, dripped onto her naked chest, and she didn't care. She wanted this. Wanted to be used like this.

His hips began to move, a slow thrust that pushed him deeper. His hand left her hair, and she felt the weight of it land on her cheek, his thumb brushing away a tear. Then his grip found her jaw, tilting her face up, and he fucked her mouth in earnest—short, deep strokes that hit the back of her throat every time.

The sound was wet. Obscene. Her moans turned into gags, her gags into whimpers, and through it all she kept her hands on her thighs, open, waiting. His rhythm quickened. His breathing grew ragged. She felt the tension coil in his thighs, felt the way his fingers tightened on her jaw, and she knew what was coming.

"Swallow," he said, and came down her throat.

The first pulse hit her tongue, thick and hot. She swallowed. Another pulse, another swallow. His taste flooded her, bitter and intimate, and she kept swallowing until she felt him soften against her tongue. He held himself there for a long moment, his breath coming in rough bursts, before he pulled out slowly.

She stayed on her knees. Her throat ached. Her chin was wet. She looked up at him, and he cupped her face, his thumb wiping a smear of saliva from her cheek, and said, "Good girl."

He guided her onto her back on the bed. The mattress creaked under her weight. The lamp cast a long shadow of his body across the ceiling as he climbed over her, his knees settling between her thighs. She was still trembling. Still wet. She could feel the slickness of her own arousal pooling against the sheets.

"You came on my desk," he said, his voice low. "I cleaned you up with my tongue. Remember?"

She nodded, her breath shallow.

"Now I want to taste you again."

He lowered himself, his mouth trailing down her throat, over her collarbone, between her breasts. His tongue circled each nipple lazily before continuing down, down over her stomach, leaving a trail of heat in its wake. When he reached the curve of her hip, he paused. His breath was warm against her skin.

"Spread your legs."

She did. Wider than she'd ever spread them for the camera. Her cunt was slick and pink, her clit swollen, her thighs already shining with wetness. He looked at her there, in the dim light, and she felt seen in a way the screen had never managed.

"You're already dripping," he said. "Did sucking Daddy’s cock make you this wet?"

"Yes Daddy." Her voice was a hoarse whisper.

"Good. I want you to come on my fingers first. I want to feel you squeeze around me before I fuck you."

He pressed a finger inside her. Slow. Deliberate. She gasped at the intrusion, her walls clenching around him immediately. He pushed deeper, curling his finger, searching. When he found the spot, the rough patch of flesh that made her hips buck, he pressed harder. Her hands grabbed the sheets.

"There it is."

A second finger joined the first. The stretch burned, but her body welcomed it, slick and hungry. He began to move—in, out, curling, pressing—each stroke hitting that spot with surgical precision. She moaned, high and breathless, her hips rocking against his hand.

He leaned down and closed his mouth over her clit.

The shock of it made her cry out. His tongue was rough, insistent, circling the swollen nub while his fingers worked inside her. Two sensations pulling her in different directions, both overwhelming. She felt the orgasm building at the base of her spine, hot and urgent, coiling tighter with every stroke of his tongue, every curl of his fingers.

"Please," she heard herself say. "Please, Daddy—"

"Come."

Her body obeyed before her mind caught up, her back arching off the mattress as the orgasm ripped through her. She felt herself clench around his fingers, felt the gush of wetness flooding out of her as she squirted—a hot rush that soaked his hand, his wrist, the sheets beneath her. His fingers kept moving, drawing it out, milking her through the convulsions until she collapsed, trembling, gasping for air.

He withdrew his fingers slowly. She watched him bring them to his mouth, watched him taste her with his tongue, his eyes on her the whole time. The same look he'd given her in his office. Satisfaction. Ownership.

He positioned himself between her legs. She felt the head of his cock press against her entrance, felt the heat of him there, felt the question in the pressure. He could push. She would open. He knew it. She knew it.

"Look at me."

She met his eyes. Brown. Hard. Watching her like she was the most important thing in the room.

"You're my good little cumslut now," he said. "Mine. Not the screen's, not anyone else's. Mine."

"Yours," she repeated, and the word tasted true.

He pushed inside her.

She felt the stretch in every muscle, every nerve. He was thicker than her fingers, thicker than any toy she'd used, and he filled her completely, inch by inch, until he was seated deep inside her, his hips flush against hers. She cried out at the fullness, the way he pressed against every wall at once. He held there, letting her adjust, his breath hot against her forehead.

"You feel that?" He ground against her, shallow, barely moving. "That's where you belong. On my cock."

She couldn't speak. She could only feel—the weight of him, the stretch, the ache of being filled so completely. She nodded, and he began to move.

Slow at first. Deep, languid strokes that drew moans from her throat with every thrust. He watched her face the whole time, reading her reactions, adjusting the angle until he found the spot that made her eyes roll back. Then he drove into her harder, faster, his rhythm becoming a steady slap of skin against skin.

Her hands found his back. Her nails dug into his shoulders. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, and he groaned—a low, guttural sound that vibrated through his chest and into hers.

"That's it," he growled. "Take it. Take all of it."

She did. She took every thrust, every inch, every rough word that fell from his lips. He fucked her with a purpose that felt older than this moment, like he'd been waiting for this since the first time he watched her on screen. And in a way, he had. Weeks of watching. Weeks of commanding. Weeks of owning her from a distance.

Now he owned her up close.

He grabbed her hips, pulled her onto him harder, and the angle changed—deeper, fuller, pressing against something that made her see stars. She came again, suddenly, without warning, her cunt clenching around him in waves. He didn't stop. He fucked her through it, driving into her as she gasped and writhed, her orgasm stretching into something almost painful.

"One more," he said. "I want to feel you come on my cock."

She shook her head, half-sobbing. "I can't—"

"You can. You will."

His thumb found her clit, pressing hard circles as he thrust, and the overstimulation pushed her past the edge again. She came with a scream, her body arching off the bed, her nails raking down his back. He followed a moment later, his hips stuttering, his groan muffled against her throat as he spilled inside her—hot and thick, filling her with pulse after pulse.

He stayed inside her as they caught their breath. The room was quiet except for the fan and their ragged breathing. He pulled out slowly, and she felt the wetness of his cum leaking out of her, pooling on the sheets beneath her thighs.

He lay down beside her. Not touching. Just there, his presence filling the space.

After a long silence, he spoke. "I meant what I said. You're mine now. No more streams. No more screens. You answer to me."

She stared at the ceiling. Her body ached in ways she'd never felt before. Her throat was raw, her thighs sticky with sweat and cum, her cunt still pulsing with the memory of him inside her. She should have felt shame. She should have felt horror at what she'd let him do, what she'd called him, what she'd begged for.

Instead, she felt claimed. Felt owned in a way the anonymous client had only simulated.

"Yes," she whispered. "Yes, Daddy."

His hand found hers in the dark.

“Good girl.”


Chapter 9


The smell of stale coffee and printer toner was the same. The flat shadows spread across the polished desk where the black leather chair waited. Everything was identical to yesterday—except Bailey knew now what sat in that chair. What waited behind that door.

She knocked. Three short raps she'd done a hundred times as an assistant. But this time her knuckles barely brushed the wood before his voice came through, low and certain.

"Come in."

She pushed the door open. Robert sat behind his desk, sleeves rolled to his elbows, forearms resting on the leather blotter. He didn't look up from the papers he was signing. The pen moved in steady strokes, unhurried, deliberate.

"Close the door."

She did. The latch clicked. She stood in front of his desk, hands clasped in front of her grey skirt, waiting. Her pulse tapped at her throat. Yesterday, he'd been inside her. Yesterday she'd whispered yours into the dark, and he'd filled her with his cum, and she'd fallen asleep in his arms like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Now it was nine in the morning, and he hadn't looked at her yet.

He signed the last page, set down the pen, and finally raised his eyes. "Come here."

She walked around the desk. Stopped beside his chair. He didn't speak again—just reached out and took her wrist, pulling her closer until she stood between his knees. His hands found her hips, then slid down the grey skirt to her thighs, pressing, testing. He looked up at her.

"No underwear today."

It wasn't a question. She shook her head.

"Good girl." His hand slid higher, under the hem, fingers brushing the bare skin of her inner thigh. "I've been thinking about you all morning. About where I want you."

Her breath caught. "Where, Daddy?"

He didn't answer with words. He pushed his chair back, opened his legs wider, and looked at the floor between his feet. Then he looked at her, waiting.

She understood.

Bailey lowered herself to her knees. The carpet was thin, commercial-grade, rough through her stockings. She settled back on her heels, looking up at him from the floor, her hands resting on her thighs. The fluorescent light caught the edge of his jaw, the shadow under his chin, the dark hair at his temples.

"There you are," he said softly. "That's where you belong."

Her cheeks heated. But something else heated too, lower, deeper—a pulse that had nothing to do with shame. She spread her knees wider on the carpet.

His hand came to her hair, threading through the red strands, curling at the nape of her neck. Not pulling. Just holding. Just owning. "What do you want, Bailey?"

Her throat tightened. She knew the answer he wanted. Knew what he was asking her to say. The word sat heavy on her tongue, a word she'd only ever typed into a chat box, never spoken aloud to a real man's face.

His thumb traced her jaw. "Say it."

"I want..." She swallowed. "I want you, Daddy."

The word hung in the fluorescent light. He let it settle, let it fill the space between them. Then he smiled—the first real smile she'd seen from him, slow and dark and knowing.

"There she is." He leaned forward, his hand still in her hair. "My good girl. Now tell me what you really want."

Her lips parted. She knew. The words rose from somewhere deep, somewhere that had been waiting for permission to speak. "I want to taste you."

"Show me."

Her hands moved to his belt. She unbuckled it slowly, drawing out each motion—the leather sliding through the buckle, the clink of metal, the way his breath changed when she pulled his zipper down. She reached inside his boxer briefs, found him already hard, already warm, and wrapped her fingers around his shaft.

He exhaled. Long. Slow.

She pulled him out, watched his cock stand erect in the flat office light, and leaned forward. Her tongue touched the tip first—just the tip, just a taste. Salt. Heat. Him. She closed her lips around him and took him into her mouth.

His hand tightened in her hair. Not guiding. Just holding. Letting her set the pace.

She sank lower, taking him deeper, her tongue tracing the vein along the underside. She heard her own wet sounds, the soft suck and slide, and felt heat spreading through her chest, her belly, her thighs. This was where she belonged. On her knees. His.

When she came up for air, his hand guided her back down. "More," he said. "Take all of it."

She opened her throat, pushed deeper, and felt him hit the back of her mouth. She gagged once, twice—her eyes watering, her grip tightening on his thighs—then swallowed past it, taking him all the way. Her nose pressed against his skin. She held there, breathing through it, feeling his pulse against her tongue.

"Fuck," he breathed. "Look at you."

She pulled back, gasped for air, and went down again. Faster this time. Hungrier. She wanted to hear that sound again, wanted to make him lose that careful control. Her hand worked the base of his cock while her mouth took the rest, a rhythm she'd practiced alone in her room, imagining what it would feel like to have a real man's hands in her hair, a real man's cock on her tongue.

This was better. So much better.

"Stop."

She froze. Pulled back. Looked up at him, lips wet, breath ragged.

"Stand up."

She rose on unsteady legs. He stood too, took her by the waist, and turned her around, bending her over his desk. Her palms hit the leather blotter. His knee pushed her legs apart, and his hand pressed between her shoulder blades, holding her down.

"You've been thinking about this all night," he said, his voice low against her ear. "Haven't you?"

"Yes."

"Tell me."

She pressed her forehead against the cool leather. "I've been thinking about your cock inside me. About feeling you come again. About—" Her voice cracked. "About being yours."

His hand found her cunt from behind, fingers sliding through her wetness, spreading her open. "You're soaked."

"I know, Daddy."

He positioned himself at her entrance. Not pushing in. Just resting there, the head of his cock pressing against her, letting her feel the promise of it.

"Beg for it."

She whimpered. "Please."

"Please, what?"

"Please, Daddy. I need you inside me. Please."

He pushed in. Slow. One inch. Two. Her body stretched around him, took him, clutched him. She gasped into the leather blotter, her fingers curling against the edge of the desk. He filled her completely, seated deep, and then stopped.

"Look at you," he said, his voice rough. "Taking all of me over my desk at work. What would they think if they walked in?"

She couldn't answer. Could barely breathe.

He pulled back and thrust in, hard enough to make the desk rock. Papers slid. The pen rolled off and hit the carpet. He fucked her in deep, even strokes, each one driving her hips against the edge of the desk, each one pushing the air from her lungs.

"You're mine," he said, the words keeping time with his thrusts. "Every inch of you. Every wet, needy inch."

"Yes, Daddy."

"And I'm going to fill you up again."

Her body clenched around him. "Yes."

"I'm going to come inside you so deep you'll feel it tomorrow."

She pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts, desperate for more. "Please."

"Please, what?"

Her voice came out raw, broken, a confession she didn't know she'd been holding. "Breed me Daddy."

He went still. For a long, terrible moment, the only sound was their breathing, ragged and loud in the silent office.

"What did you say?"

She was past shame. Past fear. There was only this—the desk beneath her, his cock inside her, the claim he'd already made. "I want you to breed me, Daddy. I want to feel you come inside me and know I'm yours. I want—" Her voice broke. "I want you to fill me up and make me yours forever."

His hands found her hips, gripping hard enough to bruise. "You don't know what you're asking."

"I do." She pushed back against him, taking him deeper. "Please. I want it. I want—"

He started fucking her again. Harder. Faster. His breath came in harsh bursts against her ear, his hips slapping against her ass, the desk creaking beneath them. She took every inch, every thrust, her body opening for him like it had always known this was where she was meant to be.

"You want me to come inside you?"

"Yes."

"You want me to fill your cunt with my cum?"

"Yes."

"Then take it." His hand pressed between her shoulder blades, holding her down, pinning her to the desk. "Take every drop."

She felt him pulse inside her. Felt the first hot rush of his release, then the second, then the third—wave after wave of warmth flooding her, filling her, leaking around the place where they were joined. She came with him, her body clenching around his cock, her moan muffled against the leather blotter.

He stayed inside her for a long moment, breathing hard, his forehead resting between her shoulder blades. When he pulled out, she felt his cum trickle down her thigh, warm and wet and evidence of what she'd asked for.

She stayed bent over the desk, trembling, unable to move.

He tucked himself back into his pants, zipped up, and sat down in his chair. When she finally pushed herself upright, he was watching her, his face unreadable in the fluorescent light.

"Clean yourself up," he said. "Use the bathroom down the hall."

She nodded. Reached for her skirt.

"Bailey."

She looked at him.

"Come over for brunch on Saturday."

Her hand paused on the waistband of her skirt. "What?"

"Family brunch. Your mother's been asking about you." His voice was calm, steady, as if he hadn't just been buried inside her. "I'll pick you up at eleven."

She stared at him. Her stepfather. Her lover. The man who owned her now, in every way that mattered. And he was inviting her to brunch like none of it had happened, like the cum still sliding down her thigh was a secret they'd carry together between the eggs and the coffee and her mother's smile across the table.

"Okay," she said softly. "Eleven."

He picked up his pen. Turned to the next page of whatever he'd been signing before she walked in. "Good girl."

She walked to the door on shaky legs, her stockings damp, her body aching, her heart pounding with something that felt terrifyingly like happiness.


Chapter 10


Robert's car pulled up to the curb at eleven sharp, and Bailey was already waiting on the porch.

He didn't get out. Just leaned across and pushed the passenger door open. She climbed in, the dress riding up as she settled, and the first thing she noticed was his hand already resting on his thigh, palm up. Waiting.

"Good morning," he said, and his voice was calm, ordinary, like they were really just going to brunch. Like he hadn't been inside her less than twenty-four hours ago.

"Good morning," she echoed, and her voice came out smaller than she wanted.

He pulled away from the curb without looking at her, one hand on the wheel, the other still resting on his thigh. She watched his fingers drum once, twice, and she knew what he was waiting for. She reached over and placed her hand in his. He closed his fingers around hers, squeezed once, then guided her hand to his lap. She felt him hard through his slacks. Already.

"We have a twenty-minute drive," he said, still watching the road. "I want you to keep Daddy warm until we get there."

Her breath caught. She didn't need him to explain. She unbuckled her seatbelt, leaned over the center console, and unzipped his fly with trembling fingers. He was already free, already thick in her hand, and she lowered her mouth without being told. His hand found the back of her head as she took him in, her lips stretching around the familiar weight of him, her tongue tracing the vein along the underside. He made a sound low in his throat, not quite a groan, and his hips shifted beneath her.

She worked him slowly, the car humming beneath them, the suburban streets sliding past the windows. He kept one hand on the wheel, calm, controlled, while she hollowed her cheeks and took him deeper, her nose brushing the base of him, her throat working around the intrusion. She pulled back, gasped, and went down again. He tasted like salt and skin and something that was just him, and she wanted more.

"Good girl. That's enough," he said after a few minutes, his voice rough. His hand tightened in her hair, pulling her off gently. "Sit up."

She did, her lips swollen, her chin slick. He zipped himself back up, adjusting his erection against his thigh, and glanced at her. "You're not done. Take your panties off."

She reached under her dress and slid them down her thighs, her cheeks heating as she lifted her hips to free them. She held the scrap of fabric in her hand, not sure what to do with it.

"Give them to me."

She handed them over. He took them, lifted them to his face, and inhaled once—slow, deliberate—before tucking them into his jacket pocket. "Now be a good girl and spread your legs."

Her thighs parted on the leather seat. He reached over without looking, his fingers finding her wet immediately, sliding through her folds with practiced ease. She gasped, her hips jumping, and he pushed two fingers inside her without preamble, the stretch sharp and sudden.

"You're soaked," he said, and there was approval in his voice. "You've been thinking about this all morning, haven't you?"

"Yes, Daddy," she breathed, her hands gripping the seat beneath her.

"Tell me what you were thinking about." His fingers curled inside her, finding that spot that made her vision blur.

"I was thinking about—about yesterday. On your desk—" she gasped as he added a third finger, stretching her, filling her. "When you—bred me."

"Good girl." He pumped his fingers slowly, his thumb pressing against her clit in a circle that made her whimper. "I want you on the edge when we get there. I want you to walk into that house desperate for me. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Daddy." The word slipped out, and she saw his jaw tighten.

He kept his fingers inside her for the rest of the drive, not letting her come, just keeping her there—wet, aching, her thighs trembling, her breath coming in short gasps. Every time she got close, he slowed down. Every time she whimpered, he pressed deeper but didn't move. By the time he pulled into her mother's driveway, she was shaking.

He withdrew his fingers, slick and shining, and brought them to his mouth. He licked them clean slowly, his eyes on her, and she felt the gesture like a brand.

"Fix yourself," he said, and got out of the car.

She adjusted her dress, ran her fingers through her red hair, and took three deep breaths. By the time she stepped out of the car, her legs were steady enough to walk, but she could feel the emptiness between her thighs, the ache where his fingers had been. She was soaked. She was desperate. And he knew it.

Her mother opened the door before they reached it, a waft of cigarette smoke and frying bacon spilling out around her. "Robert! Bailey, sweetheart, you look lovely." Her mother kissed her cheek, smelling of ash and floral perfume, and Bailey forced a smile. "Come in, come in. I've got coffee, and I'm working on pancakes."

Robert kissed her mother’s cheek and smoothly sailed inside the house.

Bailey sat down next to him—close, but not suspiciously close. Their thighs touched. His hand found her knee almost immediately, hidden from her mother's view by the angle of his body.

"So, Bailey," her mother said, settling into an armchair with a mug of coffee, "Robert tells me you two have been working closely together at work."

"Very closely," Robert said, and his hand moved higher, pushing the hem of her dress up, his fingers finding her bare thigh. "She's been invaluable."

Bailey's breath caught as his fingers slid higher, finding the wet heat between her legs. He touched her exactly where his fingers had been minutes before, and she had to clench her jaw to keep from making a sound.

"She's always been a hard worker," her mother said, oblivious. "Even as a little girl. Always had her nose in a book or her head down, doing her chores."

"I remember," Robert said, and he pushed one finger inside her, slowly, watching her mother's face the whole time. "She's very... dedicated."

Bailey gripped the couch cushion, her nails digging into the corduroy. Her mother was talking about her childhood, something about a pet hamster, but she couldn't hear the words. All she could feel was his finger inside her, moving in lazy circles while her mother sat three feet away.

"Are you alright, sweetheart? You look flushed." Her mother leaned forward, concern in her eyes.

"I'm fine," Bailey managed, her voice breathy. "Just—warm in here."

Robert's thumb found her clit and pressed, and she almost choked. "Maybe you should take her out on the porch after breakfast," her mother said to Robert. "Get some fresh air."

"I'll take good care of her," Robert said, and added a second finger. Bailey's vision swam.

Her mother stood. "Let me check on the pancakes. You two make yourselves comfortable." She disappeared into the kitchen, and the moment she was out of sight, Bailey let out a shaking breath.

"You're going to kill me," she whispered.

"No." He withdrew his fingers and brought them to her lips. She opened automatically, tasting herself on his skin. "I'm going to keep you alive. Keep you hungry. Now stand up."

She stood on shaky legs. He stood beside her, adjusting himself in his slacks, and took her hand. He led her through the archway into the small dining room, a wooden table with four chairs, a window overlooking the backyard, and a direct line of sight to the kitchen door. He stopped at the head of the table, turned her around, and bent her over it.

"Robert—"

"Quiet." His hand pressed between her shoulder blades, holding her down. She heard his belt unbuckle, the rasp of his zipper. "Your mother is in the kitchen. She could walk through that door any second. Do you understand?"

She nodded, her heart pounding so hard she could hear it in her ears.

"Say it." He positioned himself behind her, the head of his cock pressing against her entrance, not pushing in. Just waiting.

"She could walk through any second," Bailey whispered.

"And what would she see?"

"She'd see—she'd see you inside me."

"That's right." He pushed in, one slow, thick inch, and she bit her lip so hard she tasted copper. "She'd see her little girl bent over the dining room table, being fucked by her step-father." He slid deeper, filling her inch by inch, and she gripped the table's edge, her knuckles white. "She'd see the mess I've made of you."

He bottomed out inside her, his hips flush against her ass, and stayed there. She could feel him throbbing inside her, could feel every pulse of blood through his cock, and above that, she could hear her mother humming in the kitchen, the clatter of a spatula against a pan.

"Please," she breathed.

"Please what?"

"Please move Daddy."

He pulled out almost entirely, then drove back in, hard, the table scraping against the floor. She clapped a hand over her mouth, muffling the cry that tore out of her.

"Shh," he said, his voice a low command. "You don't want her to hear you."

He fucked her slow and deep, each thrust a controlled, deliberate stroke that drove the air from her lungs. She could feel every inch of him, could feel the drag of his cock against her walls, the wet sound of him moving inside her. The kitchen door was six feet away. Her mother was on the other side of it, probably flipping pancakes, humming some song from the radio.

And Bailey was being filled, stretched, claimed, right there on the table where her mother had served Christmas dinners.

"Look at the door," Robert said, his voice rough. "Keep your eyes on it."

She did. She stared at the wooden door, at the crack of light beneath it, waiting for it to swing open, waiting for her mother to see her bent over, her dress bunched around her waist, her step-father's cock sliding in and out of her.

The thought made her clench around him, and he groaned low in his throat.

"You like this," he said. "You like knowing she could see."

She couldn't deny it. The shame and the fear and the wanting had all tangled together into something that burned white-hot in her chest. She was his. Completely. And the fact that her mother was thirty feet away, unsuspecting, made it even more true.

"I'm close," she whispered, her voice cracking.

"Don't come."

"I can't—"

"You can. You will." He slowed down, his thrusts becoming shallow, teasing. "You're not allowed to come until we're alone. Do you understand?"

She sobbed, a broken sound she muffled against her arm. "Yes, Daddy."

"Good girl." He kept fucking her, slow and maddening, keeping her right on the edge. She could feel the orgasm building, coiling in her belly, but she held it back, her whole body trembling with the effort. He was still inside her, still moving, and she was going to shatter if he didn't stop or if she didn't let go, but she held it because he told her to.

He pulled out, and she gasped at the sudden emptiness. He turned her around, lifted her onto the edge of the table, and pushed into her again, this time facing her, her legs wrapped around his waist. His hand covered her mouth, and he fucked her like that—silent, deep, his eyes boring into hers.

"Bailey? Robert?" Her mother's voice came from the kitchen, muffled by the door. "Pancakes are almost ready!"

Robert didn't stop. He thrust into her, once, twice, three more times, and she felt him pulse inside her, felt him come, hot and thick. He buried his face in her neck, muffling his groan against her skin, and she held him, her legs locked around him, her body shaking with the effort of holding back her own release.

He pulled out slowly, his cum leaking down her thigh, and tucked himself back into his pants. He smoothed her dress down, fixed her hair with gentle fingers, and kissed her forehead like she was something precious.

"Go help your mother with the pancakes," he said, his voice soft.

She slid off the table, her legs barely holding her, and walked toward the kitchen door. She paused with her hand on the handle, looking back at him. He was adjusting his shirt, looking utterly composed, like he hadn't just emptied himself inside her with his wife, her mother in the next room.

She opened the door. Her mother was at the stove, spatula in hand, humming.

"Bailey! Perfect timing. Grab the syrup, would you?"

Bailey walked to the cupboard on legs made of water, his cum sticky on her inner thigh, her body still aching and empty and desperate for the release he'd denied her. She grabbed the syrup bottle and carried it to the table, setting it down next to a stack of golden pancakes.

Her mother turned, beaming. "Robert, come eat before it gets cold!"

He walked in, all smiles, and slid into the chair across from Bailey. He reached for a pancake, and under the table, his foot found hers. He pressed gently, a silent claim, and she felt the warmth of it spread through her.

She was starving. For pancakes, for release, for whatever he would give her next. And she knew, with a certainty that should have terrified her, that she would wait as long as he wanted her to.


Chapter 11


The car hummed beneath her, the leather seat warm against her bare thighs. Bailey's skirt had ridden up during the drive, and she hadn't bothered to fix it. His cum had dried on her inner thigh, a stiff reminder of what she'd let him do while her mother called them for pancakes.

Her cunt ached. Empty. Denied.

Robert drove with one hand on the wheel, the other resting on her knee. He hadn't spoken since they'd pulled out of the driveway. The silence was heavy, deliberate, the kind of quiet that made her thighs press together.

"You didn't come," he said finally. Not a question.

"No, Daddy." Her voice came out small.

"You've been thinking about it all brunch. Every time your mother passed the syrup, every time she asked about work, you were sitting there with your cunt empty and my cum drying on your skin."

She nodded. Her cheeks burned.

"Good girl."

His hand slid higher, fingers pressing into the inside of her thigh, and she bit her lip to keep from whimpering. The car turned onto her street. Her apartment building rose ahead, familiar and suddenly foreign. She'd never brought him here before. Not like this.

He parked. Cut the engine. Turned to look at her for the first time since they'd left.

"Get out."

She scrambled, her heels clicking on the pavement as she hurried to the door. He followed close behind, close enough that she could feel the heat of him, smell the faint trace of her mother's coffee on his breath. Her hands shook as she unlocked the door.

Inside, the apartment was dim. She'd left the blinds drawn, the way she always did before a stream. A reflex. A ghost of her old life.

"Bedroom," he said.

She walked. Each step made her clench. The hallway stretched longer than she remembered, the door at the end a threshold she'd crossed a thousand times alone. Tonight, she crossed it with him behind her, and everything felt different.

Her bed was unmade. The sheets tangled where she'd collapsed after his last visit. A dreamcatcher hung from her headboard — her mother had given it to her years ago, a gift from a family trip to Arizona. It spun slowly in the still air as she stood at the foot of the mattress, waiting.

Robert moved past her. He opened her nightstand drawer, the one where she kept her toys — vibrator, plugs, the leather cuffs she'd bought for a private show and never used on herself. He pulled out the cuffs. Silver hardware. Black leather. Untouched.

"Lie down."

She climbed onto the bed, the mattress dipping under her weight. She lay back, her red hair fanned across the pillow, her dress bunched around her waist. Robert took her wrist and fastened the cuff around it, the leather cool and tight against her skin. Then the other. He attached them to the headboard with short chains that left her arms stretched above her, her tits lifting, her ribcage exposed.

She tested the restraints. The hardware clinked. She couldn't bring her hands down. Couldn't cover herself.

Robert stepped back and looked at her. His gaze traveled from her wrists to her face to the wetness already darkening the fabric of her dress. He nodded once, satisfied.

"Don't move."

He left the room.

The silence that followed was unbearable. She heard him in the living room, moving furniture, opening drawers. The sound of her laptop being picked up. Her webcam. The stand she'd used for her first stream, the one she'd kept in the closet because it reminded her of who she used to be.

Her heart hammered. Not from fear. From something worse. Something that felt like wanting.

He came back with the laptop under his arm, the webcam already attached to its mount. He set it on her dresser, angled it toward the bed. The green light flickered as he plugged it in.

The live stream login screen glowed in the dim room.

"No," she whispered.

Robert looked at her. Calm. Unhurried. "No?"

"They'll see me. My face. They'll—"

"You wore the mask for them. You're not wearing it for me." He walked to the bed, leaned down, and lifted her chin with two fingers. "You're mine. Every inch of you. Every time someone watches, every time someone wants you, they're looking at what belongs to me. Do you understand?"

Her breath caught. She held it. Then she nodded.

"Say it."

"I understand, Daddy."

He released her chin and turned back to the laptop. He logged in. Her account. The one she'd used for hundreds of private shows, the one where strangers had watched her suck her own toes and call them Daddy. He opened the broadcast settings. Selected her webcam.

The green light turned solid.

She was live.

The chat window flickered. Viewers joined. The counter ticked up, 3, 7, 14, 22, 47. Numbers she recognized. Usernames she remembered. They saw her bed, her white walls, the dreamcatcher spinning. They saw her wrists chained to the headboard, her skirt bunched, her thighs wet.

The first message appeared.

holy shit

is that bailey

she's cuffed

who's filming??

Robert pulled a chair to the edge of the frame. The camera caught his torso — dark button-up shirt, broad shoulders, the watch on his wrist. The same view she'd seen a hundred times from the other side of a screen.

He typed a message into the chat.

She's mine now. Tell me what you want me to do to her.

The chat exploded.

Messages scrolled faster than she could read — tits, pull her dress off, make her beg, slap her cunt, spit in her mouth, show us her wet pussy, make her say your name. A dozen demands, then two dozen, then fifty. Robert read them calmly, his face hidden from the camera, his hands resting on his thighs.

He turned to look at her.

"They want to see your tits."

She didn't move. Couldn't. The cuffs held her arms above her head, her body arched and offered.

Robert reached forward and unbuttoned her dress. One button at a time. The fabric parted, revealing the curve of her breasts, her pale skin, the hard pink of her nipples. He pushed the fabric aside, baring her completely.

"There," he said, for the camera. "That's what belongs to me."

She heard her own breathing, shallow and fast. Her nipples tightened in the cool air. The chat kept scrolling — more, pinch them, bite them, make her say please.

Robert's hand found her left breast. He cupped it, thumb brushing over her nipple, and she gasped. He pinched. Not hard. Just enough. Just a promise.

"Please," she breathed.

"They want to hear you beg."

"Please, Daddy." Louder this time. For the camera. For the hundreds of eyes watching from the other side of the screen. "Please touch me."

He twisted. Her back arched, a sharp gasp tearing from her throat. The chat flooded with yes, more, fuck, she's so wet, tip notifications pinging in rapid succession. Dollar amounts she couldn't track, rising too fast to count.

Robert released her nipple and pushed the dress over her head; the material caught on her handcuffed wrists. She lay naked except for the bunched dress and cuffs, her cunt exposed and glistening under the camera light.

The chat went wild.

spread her, let us see, she's dripping, god i want to taste her, make her come for us

Robert read the commands aloud, his voice flat and unhurried. "They want me to spread you open. Make you show them how wet you are."

He hooked his fingers under her knees and pushed her legs apart, folding her open for the lens. The webcam caught everything — the swollen pink of her labia, the slickness that coated her inner thighs, the way her hips trembled without being touched.

"Look at them," he said. "Look at how many of them are watching you."

She turned her head. The counter said 189. Then 214. Then 256. The chat was a waterfall of messages she couldn't read, punctuated by tips and heart emojis and the same word repeated over and over: Daddy, Daddy, Daddy.

"They want to know if you're wet enough to fuck."

He didn't wait for an answer. He slid one finger through her folds, collecting her wetness, holding it up to the camera. The webcam caught the glistening strand that stretched from his fingertip to her cunt.

"She is."

Her face burned. Her cunt clenched around nothing. She was wetter than she'd ever been, and every stranger watching knew it.

"Please," she said again. "Fuck me. Please, Daddy."

Robert pulled off his belt. The leather slid through the loops with a sound she felt in her thighs. He folded it once, twice, and set it beside her on the bed within reach.

"They want to know whose hole you are."

"Yours," she said. "I'm yours."

He undid his pants. His cock sprang free — hard, thick, already leaking. He didn't bother taking his shirt off. He climbed onto the bed, positioned himself between her spread legs, and pressed the head of his cock against her entrance without pushing inside.

The chat froze. No one typed. Everyone waited.

"Tell them," he said. "Tell them who owns your cunt."

She looked at the camera. At the green light. At the hundreds of people watching her lie there, chained and desperate, her step-father's cock at her entrance.

"Daddy," she said. "My Daddy owns it."

He pushed inside her in one slow, deliberate thrust.

She screamed.

Not from pain — from the fullness, the stretch, the relief of finally being filled after hours of denial. Her back arched, her cunt clamping around him, her fingers gripping the chains above her head. He bottomed out and held, giving her a moment to adjust, to breathe, to feel the shape of him inside her.

"That's it," he murmured, for her ears only. "That's my good girl."

He began to fuck her. Slow at first, deep strokes that pulled almost all the way out before sliding back in. The webcam caught every inch, every angle, the wet sound of his cock moving inside her. The chat scrolled with commands — faster, harder, make her scream, tell her she's a slut, slap her cunt.

Robert read them aloud as he fucked her, his voice calm and steady even as his hips worked. "They want you to say it. Say you're a whore."

"I'm a whore."

"Louder."

"I'M A WHORE!"

The chat erupted. Tips flooded in. Robert picked up the pace, fucking her harder, the bed frame knocking against the wall, the springs groaning beneath them.

"They want to see you come," he said. "They want to watch you fall apart while I'm inside you."

His hand moved between them, his thumb finding her clit, pressing circles into the swollen nub. She gasped. Her hips bucked. The pressure built too fast, too much, too good — she was already on the edge, had been on the edge since brunch, since the car, since he'd first walked into her room.

"Daddy, I'm gonna—"

"Not yet."

He stopped. Pulled out. Left her empty and gasping.

Her scream of frustration was raw, animal. She pulled at the cuffs, the chains rattling, but she couldn't reach him. Couldn't make him finish her.

The chat was a frenzy — no, let her come, make her wait longer, edge her, edge her again, I want to see her cry.

Robert read them all. "They're split. Half want me to finish you. Half want to see you beg."

"Please," she sobbed. "Please let me come. Please, Daddy, I need it, I need to—"

"Beg them."

He turned the laptop toward her. The screen showed her own reflection — chained, naked, face wet with tears and sweat, her cunt red and swollen and empty. The chat was a wall of text she couldn't read, punctuated by tip notifications.

"Tell them," Robert said. "Tell them how much you need to come for them."

She looked at the camera. At the green light. At the hundreds of strangers who had seen her at her most exposed, her most desperate.

"Please," she said, her voice breaking. "Please let me come. I've been so good. I've done everything you asked. Please. I need it. I NEED IT."

Robert turned the laptop back. He read the response. "They said yes."

He entered her again in one thrust, and she didn't scream this time — she moaned, long and low, a sound that came from somewhere deep in her chest. He fucked her fast and hard, his thumb working her clit in rough circles, and this time he didn't stop.

The orgasm hit her like a wave, like a wall, like something breaking inside her. Her vision went white. Her body arched, every muscle locking, her cunt clenching around him in pulses that she couldn't control. She screamed his name — "Daddy, Daddy, DADDY" — and he kept fucking her through it, into it, past it.

She felt him swell inside her. Felt the first hot pulse of his cum before he said anything, before he did anything, his body answering hers without permission.

"Fuck," he growled, and then he was coming, buried deep in her cunt, pumping her full of his cum. She felt each pulse, each hot release, her oversensitive body twitching and clenching around him, milking him dry.

He collapsed over her, his weight pressing her into the mattress, his breath hot against her neck. The webcam was still on. The chat was still scrolling. Two hundred and eighty-nine viewers had watched her come undone.

The tip counter showed $847.

Robert lifted his head and looked at the screen. He smiled. "They want to know if there's more."

She was still trembling, still full of his cum, her cunt still clenching around his softening cock. She couldn't form words.

He answered the chat for her. "Yes. There's always more."

He pulled out. She felt his cum leak from her, warm and wet against her thighs. He reached into her nightstand and pulled out the vibrator she hadn't touched in weeks. Turned it on. The hum filled the room.

"Open," he said.

She opened her mouth.

He pressed the vibrator against her tongue, held it there, let her taste the silicone and feel it buzz against her lips. "Suck."

She closed her mouth around it. Her cheeks hollowed. The vibration rattled through her skull, down her throat, into her chest.

"Good girl." He took it back, slick with her spit, and pressed it against her clit. She jerked. Gasped. The oversensitivity was almost pain, almost pleasure, blurred together into something she couldn't separate.

"One more," he said. "For them."

She couldn't. She was too raw, too sensitive, too full. But when his thumb pressed the vibrator harder against her clit, when his other hand found her throat and squeezed gently, she felt the pressure build again. A second wave, rising faster than the first, cresting before she could stop it.

She came with his hand on her throat and his cum sliding down her thigh, and the camera light still blinking, the green eye of God watching her fall apart for the last time.

Her scream was hoarse. Spent. Barely a whisper by the end.

Robert pulled the vibrator away and clicked it off. He unhooked her wrists from the headboard. She didn't have the strength to lower them — they fell to the mattress beside her, heavy and numb.

He closed the laptop. The green light went dark.

The room was silent except for her breathing, ragged and slow, and the distant sound of a car passing on the street below. Her mother's dreamcatcher still spun, catching nothing.

Robert lay beside her. He pulled the sheet over her body and tucked it under her chin. His hand found her hair, stroking the red strands back from her face.

"You did good," he said.

She couldn't answer. Her throat was raw. Her cunt was sore and full of him. Her wrists ached where the cuffs had bitten.

She turned her head and pressed her face into his chest, and he held her, one hand in her hair and the other flat against her back, and she felt, for the first time in weeks, like she was exactly where she was supposed to be.
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