
        
            
                
            
        

    


Control Me, Slowly: A DDLG BDSM Romance




Spanking, Bondage, Obedience, and the Relentless Power of a Daddy Dom Who Doesn’t Share




Introduction










She didn’t go out looking for a man.




She went out to forget.










Vanessa Monroe wasn’t the type to lose herself easily. At twenty-six, she’d built a life in precision—color-coded calendars, early morning runs, and coffee strong enough to kill a hangover before it began. She wasn’t chaotic like Claire, or reckless like Liza. She didn’t sleep with strangers, didn’t flirt for free drinks, didn’t chase the high of being watched.










She liked control.




Loved it, actually.










So when the girls dragged her to a rooftop bar on a humid summer night, she wore her armor: a tight black dress that said “I’m here,” not “I’m yours,” and heels sharp enough to stab the wrong man’s foot if he touched her without permission.










She expected the usual. Shots, dancing, laughter. Maybe a bit of pretending she didn’t notice Claire making out in a corner. Maybe one halfhearted dance to satisfy Liza’s peer pressure.










She didn’t expect

 

him


 
.










Not the way he watched her from across the bar.




Not the way he moved through the crowd—like he was choosing his moment.




And certainly not the way his hand brushed her lower back when he passed behind her.




Firm. Intentional. Just enough to make her breath hitch.










Vanessa wasn’t the type to melt for a stranger.




But this wasn’t melting.




This was unraveling.










And later, long after the music faded and her friends were asleep in the Uber home, she would still feel the ghost of his touch where he’d pet her—slow, possessive, like she already belonged to him.










She didn’t know his name.




Didn’t know his number.




Didn’t even know if she’d ever see him again.










But she knew this:




Some men ask.




Others take.




And this one?




He didn’t do either.




He

 

invited


 
her into something darker.




Something delicious.










Something she wasn’t ready for.




But would come crawling toward anyway.









Chapter One: The Night Out










The city pulsed beneath her heels, alive with the hum of traffic, neon signs, and the soft click of laughter echoing down side streets. Vanessa smoothed her dress as she stepped from the cab, her fingers skimming the hem like a reflex. Black. Tight. Strapless. Not too short—just enough to play with tension.










“Damn, girl,” Liza whistled beside her, looping her arm through hers. “You’re gonna destroy someone tonight.”










Vanessa smirked. “I’m just here for the drinks.”










Claire grinned, already one espresso martini deep from their pregame. “That’s what they all say.”










They entered

 

Glasshouse


 
, a rooftop bar slick with polished chrome and moody lighting. The music was low and sultry, deep bass lines vibrating beneath polished floor tiles. Floor-to-ceiling windows showed off the city skyline like a prize no one could afford. Bartenders moved like models, and the crowd swayed with curated confidence.










Vanessa’s heels clicked softly as she moved through the crowd, eyes scanning for a quiet table, somewhere she could sip her drink and feel normal again. It had been three months since her last relationship ended. Or more precisely—imploded.










The breakup had been clean but empty, like folding up a piece of paper and pretending it never held meaning. She hadn’t been touched since. Not properly. Not in a way that made her heart skip or her thighs press together under the table.










She didn’t expect that to change tonight.










Until

 

he


 
walked past her.










No warning. No introduction. Just a gentle brush at the base of her spine.










His hand.










A stranger’s hand, gliding low across her back, just above her ass. Slow. Certain. The kind of touch that wasn’t accidental—and yet so natural it didn’t scream for attention.










She turned, but only caught the back of him. Tall. Crisp dark shirt, sleeves rolled halfway to his elbows, posture relaxed like he owned every room he stepped into. He didn’t look back.










“Did you just get scoped?” Claire grinned, setting down two drinks and sliding one toward her.










“I think someone touched me.”










Liza raised an eyebrow. “Touched how?”










Vanessa didn’t answer. She wasn’t sure. She could still feel it, though—that soft, purposeful sweep. Not a grope. Not disrespectful. More like… a claim. And that was the part that stuck in her mind. The calm confidence of it.










He hadn’t even said a word.














They moved toward the edge of the bar, Vanessa nursing a drink while Claire chatted up a tattooed bartender and Liza danced alone like the room was built for her. Vanessa leaned on the rail, city lights flickering in her wineglass, and tried not to think about the hand.










But then he was there again.










Leaning beside her like it was the most natural thing in the world.










“I was hoping you’d be standing alone.”










His voice was low, steady. It didn’t rise above the music—it sank beneath it, curling into her like smoke.










She turned. His face matched the energy: composed, sharp jaw, eyes dark with something unreadable. Not cocky. Not begging. Just watching.










“You didn’t even ask my name before you touched me,” she said.










“I didn’t need to.”




A pause. Then:




“Did you like it?”










Her mouth parted—then closed again. Her fingers tightened around her glass. She should have said something sharp. Clever. Something to take control back. But instead, she felt heat rise at the base of her neck.










“I don’t let men touch me.”










He smiled, just barely. “Good. Keep that standard. Just make sure you make an exception when you’re ready.”










“Confident.”










“No,” he said. “Observant.”










He pushed off the railing and stood upright. “I’m going to get another drink. If you’re still here in ten minutes, I’ll assume you’re curious.”










And then he left.










Just like that. No name. No number. No pressure.










She stared after him, confused at how easily he’d thrown her off balance. She wasn’t used to this. Men flirted. Men fumbled. They didn’t

 

handle


 
her. And yet here she was, heart racing like she’d been kissed when all he’d done was stand close.










Ten minutes passed.










Then fifteen.










She didn’t leave.










She didn’t speak.










But when she got home later that night, she couldn’t stop replaying his words.













If you’re still here… I’ll assume you’re curious.















And God help her, she was.









Chapter Two: The Messages










She didn’t expect to hear from him.










After all, he hadn’t asked for her number. He’d left her standing alone at the rooftop bar, her lips parted around a hundred things she hadn’t said, her thighs tense with unsatisfied curiosity.










But when she checked her phone the next morning—hair still perfumed with rooftop air and skin still tingling from his touch—there it was.










A message request.




No name. Just a single opening line.













“You stayed.”















Her pulse flickered.




No

 

hi


 
, no

 

who are you


 
.




Just a quiet acknowledgment of what she’d done.










She stared at the message. Deleted it. Then restored it from her trash seconds later.










And replied.













“I guess I was curious.”


















“That’s how it always starts.”















The typing bubble danced.




Paused.




Returned.













“You can call me Alex.”















She hesitated, thumb hovering over the screen.













“Vanessa.”


















“I know.”















She blinked. Wait. Did she give him her name last night?










No—Claire had said it, she realized. Loudly. Mid-laugh. That was when Vanessa had rolled her eyes and ordered another drink. He’d been standing near the bar.













“So what exactly do you do, Alex?”


















“Right now? I’m imagining your fingers between your thighs.”















Her mouth opened. No emoji. No wink. Just that. Plain. Confident. Daring.










She should have blocked him. She should have laughed it off.










Instead, she felt her legs press together.













“You don’t even know if I’m that kind of girl.”


















“You’re not.”






“But I think you want to be.”















She set the phone down like it burned. Walked away. Brushed her teeth. Pretended to scroll Instagram for ten minutes. Then opened the chat again.










Typing…













“Why me?”


















“Because you liked the way I touched you. And you don’t want to admit it.”















Vanessa stared at the screen, heart drumming against her ribs. She hadn’t told anyone about that. Not even Claire or Liza. But he

 

knew


 
. Worse—he was right.













“Maybe I just didn’t stop you because I was surprised.”


















“You’re not the type to freeze.”


















“You don’t know my type.”


















“I’m learning.”















A beat.













“Tell me, Vanessa…”






“Have you ever let a man make you come without taking off your clothes?”















She gasped, dropping the phone into her lap like someone had just walked into the room.










This was insane.




He was insane.




She couldn’t—shouldn’t—keep replying.










But her panties were damp. Her breathing shallow. And her fingers hovered over the keys like a woman possessed.













“No.”


















“Would you let me try?”















She didn’t answer.




Not yet.














That night, the messages came slower. Less direct. But threaded with suggestion.










He didn’t ask her what she was wearing. He told her to imagine sitting on his lap, whispering her boundaries into his ear while he kissed the corner of her mouth and slipped a hand between her legs.










He told her control wasn’t something to lose—it was something to

 

give


 
.




Only when she wanted to. Only to someone who’d know how to handle it.




Someone like him.










She didn’t reply to that one right away.










She just stared at it.




And hated how badly she wanted to say

 

yes


 
.














The next morning, a notification blinked across her phone.










A tracking number.




No message. No context. Just the number.










She clicked it.













Out for delivery.















And two hours later, a small black box arrived at her door. No label. No return address. Just her name written in tight, neat letters.










Inside: a single item.










A smooth, glistening

 

vibrating egg


 
in black silicone. Small. Sleek. Nestled in velvet.










And a card, tucked beside it.













“Wear this on our second date.”






“I’ll take care of the rest.”


















—Daddy














Chapter Three: The First Date










She stared at the vibrating egg like it might bite her.










It had been sitting on her dresser for three days. Quiet. Perfect. Innocent, if not for the message that came with it.













“Wear this on our second date.”






“I’ll take care of the rest.”






—Daddy















She hadn’t replied to him since. Not really. A few words. A vague confirmation that she’d be free Friday night. He didn’t push. Didn’t beg. He didn’t need to.










She was already thinking about him constantly.










About the way he looked at her without blinking.




The way he spoke like he’d already seen her naked.




The way her body reacted when he said

 

Daddy


 
and it didn’t feel wrong.










Now, her dress lay on the bed. A soft red slip that hugged every curve she usually kept hidden. Her hair curled just right. Lips a careful smudge of deep rose.










But the toy?










Still untouched.










Her phone buzzed.











Alex:














“I’ll be there in twenty. You’ll be wearing it.”















No question mark. No doubt.










She took a breath. Another.




Slid her fingers down her stomach.




And pressed the egg inside.










It was smooth. Cold at first. Her body clenched around it in protest, then accepted it slowly, like a secret. Her heart beat faster.










She stood, adjusted her dress.




She didn’t look in the mirror.




She couldn’t.










The knock came twelve minutes later.














He drove a matte black car with leather seats and jazz humming low on the radio. He didn’t kiss her cheek or compliment her dress.










He just smiled.




And reached into his pocket.




Pulled out a

 

remote


 
.










Her breath caught.










He didn’t press it yet. Just held it in his hand like a promise.










“Color?” he asked.










She blinked. “Color?”










He kept his eyes on the road. “If we’re doing this, you need a safe word. Something simple. Something you won’t confuse in a scene. Red means stop. Yellow means slow. Green means keep going.”










She swallowed. Her thighs were already warm.










“…Green,” she said quietly.










He nodded. “Good girl.”










Her cheeks burned. That—those words. She hadn’t expected them to hit like that. They slid into her like silk, coiling in her stomach and sending heat through her core.










The toy was still silent.










She half-wished he’d turn it on.










Half-dreaded it.














Dinner was slow. Private booth, dim lighting, white linen napkins and dark wine. Alex ordered for them both without asking—but somehow, he picked exactly what she would have chosen.










He asked about her work. Her thoughts. Her routines. He didn’t compliment her body. He complimented her

 

mind


 
. Her restraint. The fact that she didn’t try to impress him.










It was maddening.










She wanted to impress him.










She wanted him to reach across the table, pull her hair back, whisper something filthy into her ear—but he didn’t. He just looked at her like he already

 

owned


 
her. Like he had all the time in the world.










Then, as dessert arrived, he slid his thumb casually over the

 

remote


 
.










And pressed.










The egg buzzed to life inside her, soft and low. She inhaled sharply, her fork halting mid-air. Her spine straightened, eyes wide.










“You okay?” he asked.










His tone was casual. Innocent. Only his eyes betrayed him—fixed on hers, knowing, dark.










She clenched around the toy, biting the inside of her cheek. It was subtle—just enough to distract. To remind. To claim.










He turned it off.










Then on again.










A little higher.










She squirmed. He smiled.










“You’re blushing,” he said.










“You’re evil.”










“Not evil.” He leaned in. “Just in charge.”










She barely touched her dessert after that. Every time she shifted in her seat, the egg moved, teasing nerves she hadn’t realized were so sensitive. Her body ached. Her thighs trembled.










When the waiter came with the check, Alex paid without looking. He stood, adjusted his cuffs, and walked to her side of the table.










Then leaned close and whispered:










“Don’t take it out until I tell you to.”










Her breath caught.










He kissed her cheek—just the cheek—and walked away.










She followed, heart pounding, knees weak.














Back home, she stripped slowly. Dress first. Then heels. Then stood before her full-length mirror in nothing but her panties, the egg still pulsing inside her.










Her phone buzzed.











Alex:














“Touch yourself.”






“But don’t come.”















She stared at the message. Her thighs rubbed together. Her fingers moved without thinking.










The toy buzzed.










And somewhere in the silence of her apartment, she realized something terrifying:










She wasn’t in control anymore.










And God, it felt good.









Chapter Four: Beg For It










She didn’t sleep.










The vibrating egg had stopped pulsing hours ago. But the ache it left behind didn’t go away. It lingered—between her thighs, in her chest, in the breath she held without realizing.










Alex hadn’t messaged again.










Not until morning.













Alex:






“Did you do what I asked?”















Vanessa sat up in bed, sheets tangled around her waist, nipples hard beneath the thin tank top she’d worn to bed. Her fingers hovered over her phone.













“Yes.”


















Alex:






“Did you come?”















She hesitated.













“…No.”


















Alex:






“Good girl.”















She swallowed. That phrase again. Two words that made her feel something she hadn’t expected—warm. Owned.

 

Proud.














Alex:






“You’re going to do it again tonight.”


















“Again?”


















Alex:






“This time I’ll be watching.”















She stared at the screen.




Blinking.




Waiting.





Watching?











Then another message popped through.










A link.










She clicked. It opened a private video chat app—anonymous login. Secure.










Her heart pounded.













Alex:






“At 9 p.m. sharp.”






“Panties off. Toy in.”






“No bra.”






“Lights on.”















She didn’t reply.




She didn’t have to.




She’d already said yes by staying in the conversation.














By 8:55 p.m., she was pacing.










She’d showered. Shaved. Moisturized. Her bedroom was spotless, candles lit low, laptop propped on a small chair across from the bed. She hadn’t done this before—video like this. Intimate like this.











Exposed


 
like this.










The egg was inside her again. Her body clenched around it, like it remembered how close she’d come the night before. But she hadn’t let go.










Not yet.










At 9:00 p.m. sharp, the screen lit up.










He appeared.










Black shirt. Sleeves rolled. Eyes fixed on her like she was a wrapped gift he hadn’t decided to open yet.










He said nothing. Just let his gaze slide over her—bare thighs, tight nipples, parted lips.










Then he held up the remote.










And pressed.










The egg buzzed to life.




Low. Deep. Perfect.










Her knees buckled slightly. She sat on the edge of the bed, biting her lip, trying not to moan.










“You okay?” he asked.










His tone was casual. Innocent. Only his eyes betrayed him—fixed on hers, knowing, dark.










She clenched around the toy, biting the inside of her cheek. It was subtle—just enough to distract. To remind. To claim.










He turned it off.










Then on again.










A little higher.










She squirmed. He smiled.










“You’re blushing,” he said.










“You’re evil.”










“Not evil.” He leaned in. “Just in charge.”










She barely touched her dessert after that. Every time she shifted in her seat, the egg moved, teasing nerves she hadn’t realized were so sensitive. Her body ached. Her thighs trembled.










When the waiter came with the check, Alex paid without looking. He stood, adjusted his cuffs, and walked to her side of the table.










Then leaned close and whispered:










“Don’t take it out until I tell you to.”










Her breath caught.










He kissed her cheek—just the cheek—and walked away.










She followed, heart pounding, knees weak.














Back home, she stripped slowly. Dress first. Then heels. Then stood before her full-length mirror in nothing but her panties, the egg still pulsing inside her.










Her phone buzzed.











Alex:














“Touch yourself.”






“But don’t come.”















She stared at the message. Her thighs rubbed together. Her fingers moved without thinking.










The toy buzzed.










And somewhere in the silence of her apartment, she realized something terrifying:










She wasn’t in control anymore.








And God, it felt good.







Chapter Five: The Rules










She woke up sore in the best way.










Her thighs ached. Her inner muscles still pulsed with the memory of being held on the edge, shaken by his voice alone. But what lingered most was the silence after.










After he said

 

“Good girl.”





After the screen went dark.




After she lay there in the glow of her orgasm, wide-eyed and trembling.










She expected shame.










Instead, she felt

 

seen


 
.










She never texted first. She didn’t need to.










Because at 7:03 a.m., her phone lit up.













Alex:






“You did well last night.”















She smiled, fingers already moving to reply.













“Thank you, Daddy.”


















Alex:






“It’s time we talk rules.”















She paused.










Not “guidelines.” Not “suggestions.”











Rules.











And the part of her that should’ve flinched… leaned forward instead.













“Okay.”


















Alex:






“We’ll start simple.”


















1. You don’t come without permission.






2. You respond to messages within 10 minutes unless I know why you can’t.






3. You’ll wear what I tell you to wear, when I say.






4. You tell me the truth. Always. No hiding. No pretending.


















Break any of these, and you’ll be punished. Disobedience is part of the game—but so is discipline.”















Her heart thudded. The words soaked into her like ink.










He wasn’t asking. He was

 

informing


 
.










And that did something to her chest—tightened it, lit it up.













Vanessa:






“And what do I get in return?”















A pause. Then:













Alex:






“Structure. Focus. Satisfaction. Pleasure you can’t reach alone.”


















“And the freedom to fall apart knowing someone will catch you.”















She read it twice. Then a third time.




And melted.














That afternoon, she had a meeting with her boss.










She wore a blazer. Professional skirt. Simple lipstick. And beneath it all?










Nothing.










No panties. No bra.










Just bare skin. Just the memory of his rules echoing in her ears.










It wasn’t until she got home that she found the envelope.










Slipped under her door. No return address.










Inside: a black velvet collar.










Sleek. Simple. No lock. Not yet.










And a new card.













“You’re mine now. Don’t make me doubt you.”















She stared at the words.




Then at the collar in her hands.










There was no key.




Because it wasn’t about being locked in.










It was about choosing to stay.














That night, he called.










Not a message. Not a screen. His voice in her ear, calm and firm.










“You wore nothing like I said?”










“Yes, Daddy.”










“Did you think about me?”










“All day.”










“Good.”




A pause. Then:










“Get on your knees.”










She did, on the carpet, phone on speaker beside her.










“Touch yourself. Slowly.”










Her fingers obeyed. Wet already.










“You don’t need the toy tonight. Just your hand. And my voice.”










She moaned softly.










“You’re not just playing anymore,” he said.




“You understand that, don’t you?”










“…Yes.”










“This isn’t about getting off.”




“This is about learning who you are when you’re not in control.”










She bit her lip. Her fingers slowed. Her chest heaved.










“And who are you, Vanessa?”










“…Yours.”










He didn’t say

 

good girl


 
this time.




He didn’t need to.










Because she said it first.









Chapter Six: The First Punishment










It started with a test.










She didn’t plan to disobey—not fully. Just… a little push. A little edge. Vanessa wanted to see what he would do. Where the line really was. Whether Daddy’s control extended past the screen and the sound of his voice.










She wore panties.










Lacy ones. Black. The kind that made her feel powerful.










He’d told her not to.













“No underwear under your jeans today. I want you bare beneath them. I want you to feel the fabric against your skin, and remember who owns what’s underneath.”















She’d nodded, said

 

yes, Daddy


 
, even sent a selfie in the mirror with a cheeky smile.










And then—quietly, rebelliously—she’d slipped the panties on.










Just to feel what would happen.










Just to feel that line tighten around her.














The first message came mid-afternoon.













Alex:






“Take them off.”















She blinked, her mouth parting. Had he guessed?













Vanessa:






“What?”


















Alex:






“You heard me.”






“Go to the bathroom. Take your panties off. Send proof.”















She stared at the message. Then at the waistband peeking beneath her jeans.










Busted.










But she still wanted to push.













Vanessa:






“What if I like wearing them?”















No response.










Then:













Alex:






“Is that a ‘no’, little girl?”















Her stomach tightened.













“…Yes.”


















Alex:






“Understood.”















No emoji. No scolding. Just silence.










That was worse.














That evening, he called.










She picked up fast, biting her lip. She expected a lecture. Instead, his voice was calm.










Too calm.










“I’m proud of you for telling the truth,” he said.




“But you still broke a rule.”




“And I’m not going to let you forget that.”










Her body tensed.










“I want you to go to your bedroom,” he continued, voice smooth, quiet. “Turn on the lamp. Close the curtains. Put your phone on the floor.”










She obeyed, each step sharpening the air around her.










“When you’re ready,” he said, “I want you naked. Hands behind your back. Kneeling.”










She stripped slowly, like shedding guilt. When she dropped to her knees, the carpet felt rough against her skin.










“Good girl,” he murmured. “Now tell me why you’re being punished.”










Her voice was soft.










“…Because I wore panties when you told me not to.”










“And why did you do it?”










“I… wanted to test you.”










His voice darkened. “You wanted control.”










She swallowed. “Yes.”










“That’s not yours to take.”










Then she heard the click.










The toy buzzed to life—somehow still synced from last night’s session. The egg she’d left in the drawer now hummed with new purpose.










“Put it in,” he said.










She obeyed, pressing the egg inside slowly, feeling the familiar stretch and heat. It pulsed low, teasing.










“Now stand.”










She rose, trembling.










“Bend over the bed.”










She obeyed.










“Spread your legs.”










Her cheeks flushed.










“I want you to stay like that,” he said. “Until I say otherwise.”










She gasped. “But—how long?”










“As long as I want.”










The egg pulsed harder.




She whimpered.










“I want you to remember this ache,” he said. “I want you to feel how wet you get when you’re corrected. I want you to crave the control you tried to steal.”










She whimpered again, hips twitching.










“You don’t come,” he warned. “If you do—I’ll make you edge for three days without release.”










Her body clenched.










She stayed like that for twenty minutes. Maybe longer.










By the time he let her kneel again, her thighs were shaking.










And then, softly—










“You can come now.”










She exploded in seconds.














Afterward, she lay on the bed, still pulsing, skin flushed, tears at the corner of her eyes.










Her phone buzzed.













Alex:






“Next time, ask if you want to be a brat.”






“I’ll still say no.”















And beneath the message:




A photo.




Of a crop.




Laid across his lap.













“Next time, I use this.”















She stared at it, chest rising and falling.










She wanted that next time.










God help her—she

 

craved


 
it.









Chapter Seven: Sleep Like a Good Girl










He didn’t text her all day.










No teasing. No punishment reminders. No new rules.










Just silence.










Vanessa didn’t know what to make of it.










She kept checking her phone like a teenager with a crush, waiting for his name to light up her screen. But each time, there was nothing. She nearly texted him twice. Then stopped herself.










He was doing it on purpose.




She

 

knew


 
he was.










And it worked.










By the time she climbed into bed that night—panties off, collar beside her pillow—she was restless. Not horny. Not bratty. Just

 

needy


 
in a way she didn’t have words for.










She missed his voice.










At 11:02 p.m., her phone finally buzzed.













Alex:






“Are you tucked in?”















Her breath caught.




She smiled, thumb trembling.













“Yes, Daddy.”


















Alex:






“Good girl. Now let’s get your little mind ready for sleep.”






“Put in your earbuds. I’m calling you.”















She scrambled, fumbling her AirPods into place. The call came immediately. She answered before the first ring finished.










“Hi,” she whispered.










His voice poured into her ear like warm silk. “You sound sleepy already.”










“I was waiting for you.”










“I know.” A pause. “You were patient today. I’m proud of you.”










She flushed. Smiled into the dark.










“I want you to lie on your back,” he said, low and soothing. “Hands above your head. Just breathe.”










She obeyed.




Breath in.




Breath out.










“I want you to feel how soft the sheets are. How warm your body is. How your nipples harden when you’re told what to do, even like this.”










Her breath caught.










“Touch them.”










She did—gently. Palms cupping her breasts through the thin tank top she’d worn. Her body already shifting beneath the sheets.










“Slowly,” he whispered. “You’re not going to come tonight. Not even close. But I want you to fall asleep with my voice in your ears, and my rules in your bones.”










She moaned softly.










“You don’t need to touch your clit,” he continued. “You don’t need the toy. You just need the ache. The tension. That slow reminder that you belong to someone now.”










Her thighs rubbed together. She whined.










He chuckled—warm, cruel.










“Do you miss coming already, little girl?”










“…Yes.”










“Too bad.”










She whined again, half smile, half desperation.










“I want you to edge on my words,” he said. “Not your fingers. Not friction. Just this.”










His voice dropped an octave.










“I want you to picture me between your legs, tongue slow, fingers spreading you open like a book I already know the ending to.”










She gasped, hips shifting.










“I want you to remember how it felt when I denied you—when you begged, and I smiled. When you came because

 

I


 
let you, not because you could.”










She whimpered.










“You want to come, don’t you?”










“…So bad.”










“Then beg for nothing. Beg for sleep. That’s what good girls do.”










She was trembling now—skin on fire, pussy dripping, but no relief in sight.










“Say it,” he ordered. “Say what you are.”










“I’m your good girl.”










“Again.”










“I’m your good girl, Daddy.”










He exhaled.










“That’s right.”










A beat of silence.










“Now turn off the light.”










She did.










“Close your eyes.”










She obeyed.










“I’ll be here,” he whispered. “Even if I’m not speaking. Even if you’re dreaming. I’ll be here, wrapped around your thoughts, buried in the heat between your thighs. Sleep, Vanessa. And wake up wet.”










The line stayed open.




No goodbye.




No end.










Just breathing.










And her body—aching, empty, full of everything he left behind.









Chapter Eight: Public Teasing










Vanessa hated brunch.










Or, she

 

used


 
to.










Overpriced eggs. Long lines. Endless chatter about relationships, promotions, apartment renovations. It was performative—like everyone was showing off their curated weekend lives.










But this Sunday?










She couldn’t think about eggs or bottomless mimosas.










Not when her insides were buzzing.










Literally.














The command had come that morning, just after she woke up wet, sheets tangled around her thighs like a confession.













Alex:






“Be a good girl and put the egg in before brunch.”






“I want you to feel me under that sundress, even when I’m not there.”






“No panties. No bra. Send a pic when it’s in.”















She stared at the message, heart pounding.










He hadn’t even asked what she was wearing. He

 

knew


 
she’d choose something soft, something innocent—something that would make it so much worse when the toy came alive.










And she had.










A pale yellow sundress. Thin straps. Flowing hem. Sweet enough for Sunday, slutty enough to turn heads with the right breeze.










Underneath?




Nothing.










Except the egg.










Slick. Pulsing. Hidden.














Claire and Liza were already seated when Vanessa arrived, waving her over with the energy of girls who hadn’t yet realized the depth of her distraction.










“God, you look so fresh,” Claire said, sipping her mimosa. “You’re glowing.”










Liza smirked. “She got laid. I’m calling it now.”










Vanessa laughed—too loud. Too sharp. She slid into her seat and crossed her legs too tightly.










“Just slept really well,” she said quickly. “That’s all.”










Her phone buzzed.










Her breath caught.










She didn’t need to look. She knew.










She reached for her glass.










The egg hummed to life inside her.










Low. Subtle.










But she felt it like a scream.










She pressed her thighs together instinctively, cheeks heating.










“So,” Claire said, “what’s new with you?”










Vanessa blinked. What? Words?










“Uh—nothing really. Just work. You know. Boring stuff.”










The egg pulsed harder.










She inhaled through her teeth. Her nipples stiffened under the dress. She grabbed her napkin and pressed it to her lap, forcing a smile.










The group next to them was loud. She was grateful for it. No one would notice her shifting in her seat. Biting her lip. Clenching so tight she thought she’d break the toy.










Her phone buzzed again.













Alex:






“Don’t squirm, little girl.”






“Keep your legs open. Let me play.”















She whimpered into her mimosa.










“What was that?” Liza asked.










Vanessa coughed. “Nothing—just, uh, hot.”










“Jesus,” Claire laughed. “You’re really out of it.”










The toy

 

stopped


 
.










She gasped silently, blinking hard.










Then it surged back on—

 

stronger


 
.










Her legs jerked under the table.










“Sorry,” she said quickly, grabbing her fork. “Leg cramp.”










Liza squinted at her. “Are you okay?”










Vanessa smiled through her teeth. “Perfect.”














The rest of brunch blurred. Words turned to noise. Every laugh, every fork scrape, every sip of coffee was layered over the pressure building between her legs.










She was soaked.










Desperate.










Wrecked.










And Daddy was nowhere in sight.














Back in her car, she slammed the door shut and pulled the phone from her bag.













Vanessa:






“That was cruel.”


















Alex:






“Cruel would’ve been leaving it on.”






“You’re not allowed to come yet.”















She groaned. Her thighs trembled.













“Please.”


















Alex:






“Not here.”






“Not now.”






“You’ll ask me again later. And you’ll mean it.”















She dropped her head against the steering wheel, eyes closed, breath shallow.










And she realized something dark and sweet:










She didn’t want this to stop. She wanted

 

more


 
.









Chapter Nine: The Kiss










Vanessa didn’t expect it to feel like this.










Not after everything they’d done—after the toys, the teasing, the punishments, the whisper-soft orders that left her soaked. After all that… she still hadn’t kissed him.










Not once.










Not properly.










She thought it wouldn’t matter. That the dominance—the way he owned her mind and body—was more intimate than a kiss could ever be.










She was wrong.










He picked her up at the curb.










Not in a suit this time—just dark jeans, a fitted black tee, and that easy, dangerous calm that made her stomach twist.










“You look beautiful,” he said, sliding out to open her door. “And bratty.”










She smirked, stepping into the passenger seat. “I was good today.”










“For now.”










The car ride was quiet. Not awkward. Not tense. Just… charged. His hand brushed her thigh at a stoplight, lingered a second longer than necessary, and left her skin humming.










They didn’t speak about the plug tucked between her cheeks.










They didn’t need to.










Dinner was slow.










They talked—about work, music, the worst coffee in the city. He teased her gently, but didn't push. Not yet. His foot slid closer under the table. His voice stayed low. When she leaned in, he didn’t back away.










It felt normal.










And at the same time,

 

not normal at all.











When she laughed, his smile softened in a way that made her heart clench. And when she dropped her gaze shyly to her plate, he tilted his head and murmured, “Good girl,” just loud enough for her to hear.










She nearly dropped her fork.










They didn’t go back to his place immediately.










They walked instead.










Down a quiet street, dusk stretching over the buildings like a warm sheet. Her arm brushed his. Then again. Then lingered.










“Do you do this often?” she asked.










“Walk girls around in the dark?”










“No. Make them ache without touching them.”










He laughed—deep, rich. “Only when they’re worth breaking.”










“And am I?”










He stopped walking.










Turned to face her.










“Not broken yet,” he said. “But getting there.”










Her mouth parted.










She wanted him.










Not just the voice. Not just the rules or the power or the promise of pleasure.

 

Him.











And for once, he didn’t tease.










He stepped forward.










Put one hand on her hip. The other under her jaw.










And kissed her.










It was slow.










Firm.










Unrushed.










His tongue traced the inside of her bottom lip like he was claiming it. Like he was letting her know there were parts of her even she didn’t own anymore.










Her knees buckled. He caught her.










“Still think a kiss can’t undo you?” he whispered.










She barely managed a breath. “I never stood a chance.”










They didn’t speak in the car.










Just hands.










His over hers. Hers sliding up his thigh.










When they reached his building, he didn’t wait.










One finger under her chin, guiding her out. Hand at her lower back. The plug was still inside her—she could feel every step, every shift.










She was already melting when they reached his door.










And when it opened, she paused on the threshold.










“You’re allowed to walk away,” he said softly. “Right now. I won’t chase.”










She met his eyes.










Didn’t flinch.










“Not a chance,” she said, stepping inside.










He shut the door behind her.










And locked it.









Chapter Ten: The First Touch










The door clicked shut behind her.










Vanessa stood frozen in the entryway of Alex’s apartment. Hardwood floors, soft lights, minimalist design—clean and masculine, with the scent of spice and something darker in the air. Expensive, but not flashy.










She hadn’t realized how quiet everything was until her heartbeat filled it.










He said nothing at first. Just watched her.










She swallowed.










“So now what?” she asked, voice barely above a whisper.










He stepped forward—slowly, like a predator not in a rush.










“Now,” he said, “I touch what’s mine.”










Her breath caught.










He started with her face.










Fingers along her jaw, a firm caress under her ear, brushing a stray curl from her cheek. His palm cradled the side of her head as he tilted it up to meet his eyes.










“You’re scared,” he murmured.










“I’m not.”










“You should be.”










And then he kissed her again. Harder this time. Mouth parting hers wide, tongue claiming. His hand slid to the back of her neck, holding her steady like he could feel her knees starting to weaken.










By the time he pulled away, she was panting.










“Strip,” he said.










She blinked. “Here?”










“Now.”










Her hands moved before her brain caught up. Jacket. Shirt. Bra. He watched, still as stone. Her skin flushed as the layers fell. When she unzipped her jeans, she hesitated—but only a second. The plug inside her made her clench.










She slid them down.










Now naked but for the small toy in her ass, she stood still, unsure where to look.










“Eyes on me,” he said.










She obeyed.










“Turn around.”










She did.










“Hands behind your back.”










When she moved, she heard the drawer open.










A soft sound of leather sliding against leather.










Her breath hitched.










The first restraint wrapped around her wrist like a kiss—soft, padded leather. Then the second. Then the clip joining them together.










She was bound. Gently, but fully.










He guided her to the bed. Had her kneel on it. Lean forward.










Spread her legs.










The plug shifted. She moaned.










“Color?” he asked.










“…Green.”










He smiled.










And then came the first spank.










Not hard.










Just enough to wake her skin. Then another. Then another—each one firmer, until she gasped into the sheets, her ass stinging, thighs slick.










“You disobeyed before,” he said. “And now you get reminded what obedience earns.”










Then his fingers slid between her legs.










Slow.










Teasing.










He didn’t fuck her—not yet. Just stroked. Circled. Dipped and retreated, like she was a song he wanted to stretch out for hours.










When she was trembling, begging, whimpering into the mattress, he pulled the plug out with a slow twist.










She cried out.










And he filled her with his fingers instead.










“You’re going to come,” he growled, lips against her ear, “when I say. Not before.”










She nodded frantically.










“Beg.”










“Please—please let me come, Daddy…”










He smiled into her hair.










“Good girl.”










And then she shattered.










Hard. Loud. Soaking his hand, hips bucking, moans half-sob, half-laugh.










He caught her.










Held her as she collapsed forward, arms still bound behind her back.










“I’ve got you,” he whispered. “You’re mine now.”










She didn’t answer.










She didn’t need to.










He undid the cuffs. Pulled the blanket over her. Kissed her shoulder.










She curled into him.










And for the first time since it all began, she slept without dreaming.









Chapter Eleven: Aftercare & Awakening










She woke to silence.










No buzzing toys.




No rope against her skin.




No commands whispered into her ear.










Just warmth.










Vanessa blinked against the soft morning light filtering through Alex’s curtains. Her body ached—deliciously. Her thighs were sore, her ass still tingled, and her muscles hummed with a tiredness that wasn’t just physical.










She turned her head.










He was watching her.










Eyes steady. Calm. Like he hadn’t moved all night.










“You slept,” he said.










She nodded slowly, voice groggy. “Like a rock.”










“Your body needed it.”










She tried to stretch, but her wrists were sore. Not bruised—just used. She didn’t mind. She kind of loved it.










“I didn’t mean to fall asleep right after,” she whispered.










“You didn’t,” he said. “You

 

submitted


 
.”










Heat bloomed in her chest. Not just arousal—but something warmer. Softer. The kind of emotion that comes when you realize someone didn’t just take you—they

 

took care


 
of you.










“I’ve never felt like that before,” she said quietly.










He reached up and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear.










“Because you’ve never given this much before.”










She wanted to argue. She wanted to say she’d had relationships, had great sex, had tried kinky things.










But the truth was: nothing had ever

 

claimed


 
her the way he did.










Not like that.










“Did I do okay?” she asked, almost shy.










He didn’t smile. He didn’t need to.










“You were perfect.”










Her breath hitched.










He sat up, resting against the headboard. The sheet pooled around his waist, revealing his chest—lean, cut, unashamed.










Then his voice shifted. Not soft. Not cruel. Just

 

commanding


 
again.










“You’ve proven something, Vanessa.”










“What’s that?”










“That you’re ready.”










“For what?”










He reached into the drawer beside the bed and pulled out a small leather notebook.










She raised an eyebrow. “What’s that?”










“Your obedience journal.”










Her pulse spiked. “Excuse me?”










He opened the first page. Her name was written in sharp ink at the top.










“There will be tasks now,” he said calmly. “Rules you’ll track. Progress I’ll expect.”










Her mouth opened. “Like… homework?”










“No. Like

 

devotion


 
.”










She sat up, the sheet slipping down her chest. “And what happens if I break the rules?”










He turned another page. “Then you get punished.”




A beat.




“And you like punishment.”










She swallowed.










“I’ll write your first task later today. For now—coffee. Shower. Kiss me.”










She didn’t move at first.










Then leaned in.










And kissed him.










Slow. Deep. Full of everything her words couldn’t carry.










When she pulled back, he rested his hand gently on her throat.










“You belong to me now, little girl.”










And for the first time in her entire life—










Vanessa felt like she

 

belonged


 
somewhere.









Chapter Twelve: The First Obedience Task










The package arrived before noon.










A small black box. No return label. No branding. Just her name, written neatly on the top in blocky, deliberate penmanship.










She already knew who it was from.










Vanessa’s fingers trembled as she carried it inside. Her mind raced with possibility—another egg? A collar? Another letter?










She peeled open the lid and paused.










Inside, nestled in velvet, was a small

 

silicone butt plug


 
. Sleek. Blush-pink. Petite, but not innocent. The base curved into a delicate heart shape—deceptively sweet for what it meant.










Beneath it, folded crisply, was a note in Alex’s handwriting.













“You’ve proven your obedience.”






“Now let’s test your surrender.”


















“Wear this under your skirt today.”






“No panties. No hesitation.”






“You have brunch with your friends again at 1 p.m.”






“I expect you plugged. Wet. And polite.”


















“Do not remove it until I give permission.”






—Daddy















She sat down, knees pressed together.










The plug sat in her palm like a dare.














It took her nearly twenty minutes to gather the courage.










She showered. Shaved. Stared at herself in the mirror. Practiced walking. Practiced

 

breathing


 
. She’d never worn one before. Never even considered it.










It slid in slowly—tight, stretching her gently.










She gasped at the sensation. Her muscles resisted, then gave. It was smaller than she feared… but bigger than she expected.










She couldn’t stop blushing.










The skirt she chose was soft and flowy, high-waisted, just enough to cover what it needed to. No panties. No safety net. And every step reminded her what she had inside.










Her phone buzzed just before she left the house.













Alex:






“Show me.”















She took a picture in the mirror. Back turned. Hem lifted. The heart-shaped base barely visible between her cheeks.













“Good girl.”






“Be careful when you sit.”















She whimpered out loud.




And stepped into the sun.














Claire and Liza were already seated at the table.










This time, the café was even more crowded—patio seating, people everywhere, clinking glasses and low conversation. The wooden chair beneath her was

 

hard


 
. Her body reacted instantly.










She squirmed.










Claire raised an eyebrow. “You okay?”










Vanessa smiled tightly. “Just… sore. Pilates.”










Pilates? Really?










Liza took a sip of her mimosa and smirked. “Or dick.”










Vanessa laughed too fast, shaking her head. “You’re incorrigible.”










The plug shifted inside her. She sucked in a breath.










Every time she adjusted her posture—even slightly—it moved. Reminded her. Filled her.










She could barely focus on the menu.










Her phone buzzed under the table.













Alex:






“I’m imagining you ordering eggs while full of me.”















She clenched.













“I want you to excuse yourself.”






“Go to the bathroom.”






“Take a photo of the plug still in. Show me you’re obeying.”















She looked up, cheeks flushed.










“Excuse me,” she said quickly. “Need to pee.”










She all but bolted inside.










The bathroom was small, clean, and blessedly private.










She lifted her skirt, braced herself in the mirror, and snapped the photo—plug still in, glistening slightly.










Her phone buzzed almost immediately.













Alex:






“You’re perfect.”






“But you don’t get to come today.”















She nearly whimpered.













“You’ll stay plugged until tonight.”






“And you’ll thank me after.”



















By the time brunch ended, Vanessa could barely walk straight. Her legs trembled. Her pussy ached.










But more than that—she felt

 

owned


 
.




Every step. Every breath. Every secret moment pressing inside her.










She texted him before she even got home.













Vanessa:






“Thank you, Daddy.”






“Please…”


















Alex:






“Not yet.”






“Tonight, I’ll take it out myself.”






“And make you scream.”















She bit her lip.










And kept the plug exactly where he wanted it.









Chapter Thirteen: The Mirror










Vanessa didn’t recognize the girl in the reflection.










She was standing in Alex’s bedroom, bathed in warm morning light. Her hair messy, thighs marked from the night before, chest rising and falling with a slow, steady rhythm. A thin leather collar circled her neck—soft, simple, no lock. Just enough to remind her.










Her lips were swollen from kissing. Her inner thighs, bruised with fingerprints. Her eyes… softer.










More open.










She touched the mirror.










Touched

 

herself.











And didn’t flinch.










Alex appeared behind her without a sound. Shirtless. Calm. His hand slid around her waist, his lips brushing her shoulder.










“Do you see it yet?” he asked.










She nodded, not trusting her voice.










“You’re mine.”










She nodded again.










“Say it.”










“I’m yours.”










His hand slid lower, fingers trailing the front of her hip. “And do you like being mine?”










“Yes.”










“Even when it hurts?”










“Yes, Daddy.”










He smiled against her skin. “Good girl.”










They didn’t rush.










He guided her back to the bed, her wrists already soft from the cuffs she wore through breakfast. He didn’t need to bind her again. She lay still. Obedient.










He knelt beside her.










And

 

watched.











“Do you know why I haven’t used a belt yet?” he asked.










She swallowed.










“No.”










“Because I don’t want pain without purpose.”










He ran two fingers down her belly, circling her navel.










“But soon… you’ll be ready.”










She moaned.










“Soon, I’ll spank you until you cry for me, and you’ll thank me for it. Not because you like the pain—but because you’ll understand what it means.”










He reached for the plug resting on the nightstand. A new one.










Slightly bigger.










He held it up without a word.










She nodded.










And turned over.










The stretch burned—but sweetly.










Her body clenched. Welcomed it.










Alex took his time. One hand on her lower back. The other guiding the plug inside, slowly, inch by inch, until it seated fully. She whimpered.










But didn’t resist.










“Look at you,” he whispered. “Taking more for me every time.”










She was panting now. The sensation—pressure and fullness and praise—left her lightheaded.










“You’ll wear it all day,” he said. “Under your dress. At work.”










She gasped. “What if someone—”










“No one will know. But

 

you


 
will. And every time you sit, every time you shift in your seat, you’ll remember you belong to me.”










Her eyes fluttered shut.










“And if you’re a good girl,” he added, “I’ll let you come tonight. On my cock. But only after you prove you can obey with it inside you all day.”










She was soaked already.










And terrified.










And glowing.










And safe.










Before she left, he brought her back to the mirror.










Her collar still on.










The plug inside her.










Her lips swollen from more than kisses this time.










“Look again,” he whispered.










She did.










“I see her now,” she whispered.










“Good,” he said. “Because I’ve seen her since the first night.”









Chapter Fourteen: Mine










The sunrise painted the bedroom in amber and gold.










Vanessa lay wrapped in Alex’s sheets, her limbs heavy with ache, her skin still marked from the night before. Her thighs were sore. Her ass was raw. Her heart felt…

 

quiet


 
.










Not empty. Not loud. Just…

 

full


 
.










He hadn’t said much that morning. Just brought her coffee. Kissed her forehead. Let her sit in silence with him while the sun stretched over the city.










She watched him now—standing by the window, shirtless, calm, still.










She didn’t want to leave.










She didn’t want to pretend this was just a game.










She wanted to know—

 

was she his now?











He turned toward her, as if he heard the thought.










“Come here, little one.”










She rose, still naked under the thin sheet, and padded across the floor on bare feet. Her body still moved like it belonged to him. Not because he told it to—but because it

 

wanted


 
to.










He reached into a drawer beside the window and pulled something out.










A box. Long. Black. Velvet.










Her breath caught.










He opened it slowly, revealing a

 

collar


 
.










Not leather. Not thick.










It was delicate—deep red satin with a golden ring at the front. Soft, sensual, discreet. A symbol.










Not of ownership.










Of

 

devotion


 
.










“I don’t expect you to wear it all the time,” he said quietly. “But I want to offer it. As a choice.”










She looked up at him.










“This isn’t about games anymore,” he continued. “You’ve given me your obedience. Your body. Your edges.”




A beat.




“I want more.”










She swallowed. “What does it mean?”










“That you trust me to keep you safe. That you

 

want


 
to be mine—not just in bed, not just when you’re aching—but in the quiet. The days between.”










She touched the collar with trembling fingers.










“I’ve never belonged to anyone,” she whispered.










“I’m not asking you to lose yourself,” he said. “I’m asking you to let go of control when you

 

choose


 
to. I’ll hold the rest.”










Tears stung her eyes.










“Will you mark me?” she asked.










He stepped closer, brushing her cheek with the backs of his fingers.










“No.”










Then, leaning in—he whispered:










“I’ll keep you.”










Her breath caught.










And in a voice she barely recognized as her own:










“…Please, Daddy. I want to be yours. Fully.”










He smiled.










And slowly—tenderly—he fastened the collar around her neck.










Not tight. Just present.










She stood there, trembling, heart thudding, every nerve on fire.










Then he kissed her.










Long. Deep.

 

Claiming


 
.










He didn’t fuck her that moment.










He

 

took her


 
—slowly, quietly. They made love with her wrists tied softly to the headboard, the collar pressed between their chests, his voice guiding her to an orgasm so deep she cried.










And when it was over—










When her body went limp with release and surrender—










She whispered it into the dark:










“I’m yours, Daddy.”










He kissed her forehead.










“And you always will be.”









Want More Filthy, Addictive Stories?










If you enjoyed

 

The Club: Dirty Nights Behind Velvet Doors


 
, you’ll love these other wild, wicked reads…











Her Perfect Toy











A dominant woman. A broken man. Pegging, diapers, chastity, and control so deep he forgets his own name.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F38M5PBR


 
]











The Sorority’s Baby Dolls











Ten girls. One secret sisterhood. Initiation starts with a diaper, ends in full surrender.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3W868Y9












Domme For Hire











She’s not his type—she

 

owns


 
his type. A reality show, a broken alpha, and one cruel twist of fate.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3Q65W73









His Baby Forever





She needed a Daddy. He needed to break her. What started as punishment turned into obsession—and now she’ll never grow up again.




➡

 
 

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DVTFS1FH












Little Lies











She told one lie and got a Daddy. Now he owns her shame, her orgasms, and her mind.




➡

 
 

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3JGSLLS












Craving more?





Follow Polly Bane on Amazon and never miss a new release dripping in kink, control, and erotic power play.










Disclaimer










This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.











Age Declaration











All characters depicted in this work are fictional and are intended to be and are represented as being over the age of 24. No reference to any real person is intended or should be inferred.











Image Disclaimer











All images contained in this book are artificial intelligence (AI) generated or are artistically created and are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual places is purely coincidental and unintentional.











Copyright













© 2025 Polly Bane All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.










cover.jpeg
AUTHOR: POLLY
BANE





