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The knock on the apartment door was solid, insistent. Chris went pale. Kylie watched from the couch as he opened it, revealing a man who filled the frame. Derek. His suit was sharp, expensive, and his eyes skipped over Chris to land on her.

“Your debt’s due, Chris,” Derek said, his voice smooth, cold. “Fifteen grand.”

Chris stammered, hands fluttering. “I don’t… I need more time, man. Please.”

Derek’s gaze never left Kylie. “Time’s a luxury you’ve spent. I’ll make you a deal. A week. With her.” He nodded toward Kylie. “The debt disappears.”

Horror washed through her, a cold wave. She stared at Chris, waiting for his outrage, his refusal. It didn’t come. His shoulders slumped. He wouldn’t meet her eyes.

“A week?” Chris mumbled.

“Chris,” Kylie whispered, the sound strangled.

“She… she’ll do it.” The words fell from his lips, cheap and easy. “Right, Ky? You’ll do it for us?”

The betrayal was a physical blow. She felt it in her gut. The man she’d loved, sold her for the price of his mistakes. She looked at Derek, at the hard, assessing line of his mouth. At the ruthless certainty in his posture. Something in her broke. Or maybe something awoke.

“Fine,” she heard herself say, the word surprising her with its flatness.

—

Derek’s mansion was a monument of glass and steel. Kylie followed him inside, her shoes silent on the polished marble. A sweeping staircase, art that looked like it belonged in a museum, the hushed stillness of immense wealth. It impressed her, a distant part of her mind cataloging the proof of his power.

He led her to a vast, minimalist living room. “The terms are simple,” he began, turning to face her. His eyes were dark, commanding. “For the next seven days, your body is mine. To use as I wish. Do you understand?”

She swallowed. Her throat felt dry. She thought of Chris’s cowardice, his weak shoulders. She looked at Derek’s unyielding strength. The choice was an illusion, but she gave it voice anyway. “Yes.”

“Good.” He stepped closer. “Clothes off. Now.”

Her fingers trembled as she obeyed, pushing her jeans down her hips, pulling her shirt over her head. The air felt cool on her bare skin. She stood before him, naked, exposed.

“You’ll stay like this,” he stated. “Naked. For the week. And you will call me ‘Daddy.’ Every time you address me. Try it.”

Heat flooded her cheeks. “Daddy,” she murmured, the title foreign on her tongue.

“Louder.”

“Daddy.” It was stronger this time. A shiver, not entirely of shame, traced her spine.

He gave a slight nod, then took her hand. His grip was firm, warm. He didn’t speak as he led her down a different hallway, to a heavy oak door. He opened it.

The room beyond was a revelation. Dark wood panels. Gleaming steel fixtures. Chains descended from the ceiling. A padded bench stood in the center. Her pulse jumped, a wild, erratic rhythm against her ribs.

Daddy walked to the center, his hand running along one of the hanging chains. “Hands up.”

She lifted her arms. The cold metal of the cuffs closed around her wrists with soft clicks. He adjusted the chain, raising her arms until she was on her toes, her body stretched taut. Every curve, every vulnerable inch of her was displayed.

He moved to a cabinet, returning with two small, silver clamps. He pinched one of her nipples, rolling it until it pebbled into a stiff peak. Without warning, he fastened the clamp at its base.

A sharp bite of pain made her gasp. Then, a throbbing, insistent heat bloomed in its wake. He repeated the action on the other side. The twin sensations anchored her, a constant, aching reminder of her position.

He selected a flogger from the wall, the falls soft leather. He ran them over her shoulder, down her flank. “Count for me.”

The first strike landed across her upper back. It stung, a bright flash that melted into warmth. “One,” she breathed.

He found a rhythm. The falls kissed her skin, then bit, then soothed. Sting, spread, heat. Her skin grew sensitized, alive. By the tenth strike, her “ten” was a moan. Pleasure and pain wove together, a dizzying tapestry. Her breaths came fast. She felt liquid, pliant. The shame was gone, burned away by the relentless focus on sensation.

Daddy set the flogger aside. He picked up a sleek, black vibrator, thumbed it on. A low, insistent hum filled the quiet room. He trailed it down her stomach, over the curve of her hip, but avoided the place that ached for it.

“Please,” she heard herself whimper.

“Please, what?”

“Please… Daddy.”

He brought the humming toy to her core, tracing her folds without entering. Her hips jerked, seeking pressure. He held her still with a hand on her stomach. He circled her clit, the vibrations a maddening tease. Her knees trembled. She was dripping, her wetness a slick heat between her thighs.

“I’m begging you,” she sobbed, her pride a distant memory.

Only then did he press the vibrator inside her. The fullness, the direct thrum against her inner walls, pulled a sharp cry from her throat. He worked it in and out, a slow, torturous pace, angling it to hit a spot that made her vision blur.

He released the cuffs. Her arms fell, heavy and tingling. He guided her, wordless, to the padded bench, bending her over it. Her cheek pressed against cool leather. He kept the vibrator inside her, its steady pulse a relentless engine.

Then she felt something else, blunt and cool, pressing at her other entrance. A dildo, slick with lube. He pushed, and her body resisted for a heartbeat before yielding, the stretch a breathtaking fullness that bordered on pain. Double filled, stretched to her limit. The sensations crashed together—the deep internal vibration and the solid, invading pressure.

He withdrew the vibrator. The sound of his zipper was loud. Then she felt him, the hot, hard reality of his cock replacing the toy. He slid into her wetness in one smooth, claiming stroke. He filled her completely, the dildo in her ass making every inch of his penetration feel deeper, more intense.

He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh. His thrusts started slow, deliberate, each one jolting her forward, making the dual penetration shift and burn in the most exquisite way. She was moaning with each movement, a broken, wanton sound.

“You take it so well,” he growled, his pace quickening.

The friction, the fullness, the sharp ache and the deep pleasure—it built into a coil of tension at her core. He fucked her harder, his rhythm becoming frantic, punishing. The slap of skin, their ragged breaths, her own choked cries—it was all she knew.

The coil snapped. Her climax ripped through her, a violent, shuddering wave. Her inner muscles clamped around his cock in rhythmic pulses, milking him. Her cry echoed in the room.

It pushed him over. With a final, deep grind, he groaned, his body stiffening against hers. She felt the hot rush of his release inside her, a final claim.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their breathing. He slipped out of her, then carefully removed the dildo. She stayed bent over the bench, spent, trembling.

He smoothed a hand over the heated skin of her back. “We’re just getting started,” he said, his voice rough but satisfied.

And as Kylie lay there, her body humming with spent pleasure, a shocking thought crystalized. She wasn’t thinking of Chris. She wasn’t thinking of escape. The sharp fear was gone, replaced by a deep, unsettling craving. She’d never felt so owned. So used. So alive. She turned her head to look at him, this man who had taken everything and given her this terrifying, electric awakening.

“Daddy?” she whispered, testing the word, finding a strange comfort in it. “I don’t want to go back to Chris. I want to stay with you.”
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Rain sliced down in cold, needling sheets, soaking through Winona’s thin jacket, plastering her hair to her skull. She shivered under the striped awning of a closed boutique, her back pressed to the chilled glass. Every nerve in her body screamed, a raw, scraping need that made her bones feel hollow. The eviction notice, crumpled in her pocket, was just a soggy footnote to the real crisis humming under her skin.

Headlights cut through the grey curtain, a sleek, black car gliding to the curb. The window lowered silently. An older man looked out, his face sharp in the dashboard’s glow. “Get in.”

Her pulse jumped. This was it. A transaction. She’d met men like this before, men who saw a girl shaking in the rain and saw an opportunity. Maybe she could get some money for dope?

She stumbled forward, her wet sneakers squeaking on the pavement, and fell into the passenger seat, the smell of leather and expensive cologne enveloping her. The door shut with a solid thunk, sealing out the storm.

“I’m Daddy,” he said, putting the car in gear. His voice was calm, deep.

“Winona,” she managed, her teeth chattering. She wiped rainwater from her eyes. “I got… evicted. Nowhere to go.”

He drove without looking at her. “That changes now.”

—

The mansion was a silent beast of stone and glass. He led her inside, the foyer vast, a chandelier glittering overhead like frozen stars. The warmth was immediate, sinking into her frozen skin. He turned, his gaze traveling over her drenched, pathetic form.

“While you are under my roof,” he stated, his words precise, “your body belongs to me. Do you understand?”

This was the deal. She’d expected it. The shaking in her hands wasn’t just from the cold anymore; it was the raw need for drugs, twisting her guts. “I need to get high,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“I can arrange that,” he replied firmly. “But first, you must agree to my terms.”

He was offering her salvation. She nodded, a quick, jerky motion. “Okay.”

“Say it.”

“My body… belongs to you.”

He stepped forward, his fingers efficient. He peeled the soaked jacket from her shoulders, let it fall to the marble with a wet slap. Her shirt followed, then her jeans, her underwear. She stood naked, puddles forming at her feet, her skin pebbled with gooseflesh. He didn’t stare with lust, but with assessment, like a man inspecting a new tool.

“You won’t need these,” he said, gathering the wet bundle. He tossed it into a shadowed corner. “Come.”

He led her to a bedroom that wasn’t for sleeping. The bed was enormous, a landscape of black silk. The walls held other things: paddles, floggers, coils of rope, shelves of glass and silicone toys in unnatural shapes and sizes. Her breath caught, but her eyes scanned desperately for the one thing she truly needed.

He saw her looking. A faint smile touched his lips. He went to a lacquered cabinet, turned a small key, and opened it. The contents were medical, sterile. A glass vial of clear liquid. A fresh syringe in its wrapper.

Her mouth went dry. Oh god. Please.

“You want this.” It wasn’t a question.

“Please,” she whispered, the word tearing from her throat. “I’ll do anything. Anything.”

“I know.” He set the items on a nightstand. “On your knees. Here.”

She dropped to the floor at his feet, the carpet soft against her shins. He took something else from the cabinet: a collar, heavy steel, wide as two fingers. It felt cool as he fastened it around her neck. The lock engaged with a sharp, definitive click. The weight of it was immediate, a new anchor on her existence.

Next came the restraints: thick cuffs of padded leather. He guided her onto the bed, onto the shocking smoothness of the silk. He secured her ankles to the far corners of the bedframe, then her wrists above her head. She was spread open, utterly exposed, the position forcing her back to arch, her breasts to lift. Vulnerability washed over her, sharp and clean, cutting through the fog of need.

Only then did he pick up the syringe.

She watched, mesmerized, as he drew the liquid into the barrel. He tapped out air bubbles. Her veins stood out, blue roads on the inside of her elbow. He swiped the skin with an alcohol pad, the scent sharp in her nose.

“Look at me,” he commanded.

She dragged her eyes from the needle to his face. He held her gaze as the point pierced her skin. A tiny sting. Then the slow, deliberate press of the plunger.

It hit her system like a sun exploding behind her ribs. The cold, the fear, the grinding misery of the street—it all melted, washed away in a wave of pure, golden warmth. A sigh shuddered out of her, her body going lax against the restraints. Her eyes fluttered, wanting to close, to sink into that perfect nothing.

“Stay with me, Winona.”

His voice pulled her back from the edge. She blinked, the room coming back into hazy focus. He stood beside the bed, holding a flogger, its tails weighted with black leather. He swung it once, testing the air. It made a soft, threatening whuff.

The first strike landed across her thighs. A bright, hot sting that pierced the drug’s haze. She gasped. The second landed on her belly. The third, her breasts. Each impact was a lightning bolt of pure sensation, the pain somehow clarifying, making her more aware of her own skin, her own nerves screaming to life. She moaned, a sound she didn’t recognize as her own.

He set the flogger aside. She heard the click of a cap, the wet sound of lubricant. He wasn’t gentle. His fingers pushed into her ass, first one, then two, stretching her. Then the blunt, firm pressure of something larger, colder. A plug. Silicone. It pushed past her tight ring of muscle, a slow, burning invasion that made her cry out. It seated deep inside her, a strange, full pressure. Then it began to vibrate, a low, insistent hum that resonated through her pelvis.

“Oh, fuck,” she breathed, her hips twitching involuntarily.

He undid his trousers, freeing his cock. It was thick, erect. He didn’t ask. He moved to the head of the bed, his hand wrapping in her hair, guiding her mouth to him. He pushed in, past her lips, over her tongue. She gagged, tears springing to her eyes. He held her there, his grip firm, his other hand settling on the collar at her throat.

“Take it,” he grunted, and began to move.

He fucked her mouth with steady, deep thrusts, his cock hitting the back of her throat. Saliva dripped from her chin. The vibrations from the plug and the overwhelming fullness in her mouth created a feedback loop of shocking intensity. Just as she felt herself drowning in the sensation, he pulled out.

He climbed onto the bed, kneeling between her splayed legs. He guided his cock to her entrance, slick with her own arousal. He looked down at her, at her body bound and collared and buzzing, her eyes wide and drugged and fixed on him.

He pushed inside her in one hard, deep stroke.

She screamed, the sound swallowed by the room. He filled her completely, a burning stretch that met the persistent thrum of the plug buried in her ass. The double penetration was unbelievable, a fullness that bordered on agony, edged with a pleasure so sharp it felt like fear. He set a brutal, possessive rhythm, each drive of his hips jolting her body up the silk sheets.

The vibrations, the slap of his skin against hers, the creak of the bedframe, the ragged sound of their breathing—it all blurred into a single, overwhelming experience. The drug in her veins made everything brighter, slower, more intense. She could feel every ridge of his cock, every shift of the plug inside her.

He leaned down, his mouth near her ear, his breath hot. “This cunt is mine now, Winona. No more streets. No more cold. Just this. Just me.”

His words unlocked something deep in her gut. The coil of sensation, wound impossibly tight, suddenly snapped. Her back arched off the bed as much as the restraints allowed. A raw, shattered sound ripped from her throat as she came, her inner muscles clamping around him in frantic, pulsing waves. The pleasure was seismic, shaking her from the inside out.

It triggered his own release. With a final, grinding thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, and she felt the hot, sudden flood of his cum filling her. He groaned, a low, satisfied sound, his body shuddering against hers.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their panting and the persistent, low buzz of the plug.

He pulled out slowly, then unlocked her wrists, her ankles. The freedom made her limbs feel like liquid. He left the collar. He left the plug humming inside her. He stood, rearranging his clothes, looking down at her wrecked, naked form curled on the black silk.

“Rest,” he said, his voice back to that calm, velvety register. He walked to the door. “I’ll be back for you soon.”

The door closed softly.

Winona lay in the immense silence, the drug and the aftershocks of the orgasm cradling her in a warm, heavy blanket. She shifted, feeling the plug move inside her, a constant reminder. She was collared. She was full. She was, for the first time in years, not hungry. A slow, drowsy smile touched her lips as she nestled into the silk.
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The stage lights painted her skin gold, the music a thrumming pulse deep in her chest. Marla’s hips traced lazy circles around the brass pole, her gaze sweeping the dim room, landing on a man seated alone at a high-backed booth.

He was different.

Silver threaded his dark hair, and his suit was a sharp, expensive cut. He watched her, not with the desperate hunger she usually saw, but with a cool, appraising focus that made her stomach flip. When her set ended, the manager, Rick, caught her wrist. “VIP request. Booth three.”

The air around the man was still. He gestured to the velvet seat beside him. “Sit.”

His voice was low, a smooth rumble. She perched on the edge, a practiced smile on her lips. “Can I get you a drink?”

“No.” His eyes, a pale gray, held hers. “I want you to come home with me.”

“Sorry, baby. I’m on the clock. My shift ends at midnight.”

“Ten thousand dollars,” he said. The number hung in the smoky air between them. “To walk out that door with me. Right now.”

Her smile faltered. “I can’t. I’ll get fired.”

“Fifty thousand.”

The breath left her lungs. Fifty thousand. It was a clean, staggering sum. She could disappear. She could start over. Her eyes flicked to Rick, who was scowling from across the room. She looked back at the man. “Okay.”

He stood, placing a hand at the small of her back. His touch was electric, proprietary. In the car—a silent, black sedan—he spoke. “You may call me Daddy.”

The word sent a shiver through her. It wasn’t familial. It was a title, heavy with promise.

His home wasn’t a house; it was a manor, all stone and silence. He led her through a labyrinth of halls to a heavy oak door. Inside, the room was a stark contrast to the opulence above. It was all clean lines, polished steel, and dark leather. A padded bench, a St. Andrew’s cross, and in the center, a chair that looked like it belonged in a surgeon’s office, complete with stirrups.

“Your body belongs to me while you are here,” he stated, his voice echoing slightly off the hard surfaces. “Do you understand?”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. Intrigue coiled hot in her belly. She nodded. “Yes.”

“Verbal consent, Marla.”

“Yes. I understand.”

“Good.” He walked to a cabinet, his back to her. “Take off your clothes. All of them.”

Her fingers trembled only slightly as she undid the clasp of her sequined top. The costume, her armor, pooled at her feet. The air was cool on her naked skin. She stood, trying for defiance, but feeling utterly exposed.

He turned, holding a pair of black surgical gloves. He snapped them on. The sound was sharp, final. “The chair. Legs in the stirrups.”

She obeyed, the leather cool against her thighs. The position was profoundly vulnerable, her most intimate parts open to the sterile light. He rolled a stool close, sitting between her spread legs. He didn’t touch her at first, just looked. Her skin pebbled under his gaze.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, more to himself. Then a single, gloved finger traced her outer lips. She jumped at the contact. “Relax.” His finger slid inside her, just to the first knuckle, exploring. “You’re already wet. Excited.”

She was. A slick heat gathered between her legs, a traitorous response to the clinical intrusion. He added a second finger, curling them, finding a spot that made her hips jerk. A low, helpless sound escaped her throat.

He withdrew his fingers. Next came the speculum, cold steel gleaming. He warmed it with a gel, but the initial press was still a shock. A click, a gentle expansion, and she was stretched open, completely displayed. He adjusted a light. “Look at that,” he said, his voice thick with something like reverence. “Pink and glistening. Perfectly responsive. See how you pulse for me?”

She couldn’t see, but she could feel it—the cool air, the stretch, the terrifying exposure that somehow fed the fire inside her. He probed gently with a thin, lubed instrument, watching her internal reactions. Every touch, every observation, was a slow, meticulous kind of possession.

He removed the speculum with care. Her body felt hollow, aching. He held up a dildo, thick and veined, a deep shade of violet. He coated it generously with clear gel. “This is next.”

The broad head pressed against her entrance. She was tight, the previous stretch not enough. He pushed, a steady, unforgiving pressure until the resistance gave way and he filled her, a sharp, burning stretch that melted into a deep, shocking fullness. “Oh god.”

He began to move it, slow strokes that dragged against every sensitive nerve. His other hand found her clit, his thumb making firm, circular motions. The dual sensations short-circuited her thoughts. The clinical detachment was gone, replaced by a focused, relentless pleasure. Her back arched off the chair. The coil in her belly wound tighter, tighter. His pace increased, the dildo plunging deep, his thumb a constant, maddening pressure.

It broke over her without warning—a violent, twisting rush that tore a scream from her lungs. Her body clenched around the fake intrusion, pulses of liquid heat gushing out, soaking the chair beneath her, dripping down the dildo. He worked her through it, until she was a trembling, spent heap.

He helped her from the chair, her legs shaky. He led her to the padded bench. “Bend over. Hold the edges.”

She complied, resting her cheek on the cool leather. He selected a flogger from the wall, the falls soft suede. The first strike landed across her shoulders. It wasn’t pain, not really—a bright, startling heat. Another, lower on her back. And another. Each impact bloomed warmth, melted into the next, until her skin was singing and her mind was floaty, pliant.

The flogger stopped. She heard the slide of a zipper, the rustle of clothing. Then the blunt, hot press of him, not silicone, but flesh. He entered her in one smooth, deep thrust. A groan ripped from his throat, a raw sound that thrilled her.

His hands gripped her hips, fingers digging in, holding her still as he drove into her. Each plunge was a claim, punctuated by the slap of skin. The earlier pleasure reignited, fanned by the sting on her back and the sheer force of his taking. She met him thrust for thrust, pushing back, meeting his power with a desperate need of her own.

“That’s it,” he growled, his rhythm fracturing. “Take it. Take all of me.”

Her second climax was a shuddering, full-body quake, a silent scream as her vision whited out. He felt her convulse around him and with a final, deep grind, he pulled out. Hot streaks splashed across her lower back, her shoulders, marking her.

Silence, broken only by their ragged breathing.

He turned her around, his eyes blazing. He cupped her cheek, his thumb wiping a tear she hadn’t felt. “I want you,” he said, his voice rough. “Not for an hour. Not for a night. I want you to stay. Be mine. My submissive. My beautiful, responsive creature.”

Her mind swam. The money, the intensity, the way her body sang for him… “It’s… a lot.”

“It is everything,” he corrected. “Say yes.”

She looked into those storm-gray eyes, felt the cooling evidence of his possession on her skin, and the deep, satisfied ache between her legs. The hesitation crumbled. “Yes.”

A slow smile touched his lips. He went back to the cabinet and returned with a collar. Simple, black leather, with a single silver ring at the front. He buckled it around her throat. It fit snugly, a constant, gentle pressure. He fastened a thin lead to the ring.

“Come,” Daddy said, giving the lead a gentle tug.
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The cold pavement bit into Nicole’s cheek. The world swam—a nauseating swirl of brick walls and distant streetlights. Her stomach was a hollow, twisting pit. Her hands trembled violently, not from the chill, but from the screaming need inside her veins. It had been two days. Two days of crawling, of begging, of selling everything that wasn’t nailed down. Now, there was nothing left to sell but the skin she was in.

Headlights cut through the alley’s gloom.

A white van slid to a silent stop beside her crumpled form. Panic, a dull throb beneath the overwhelming sickness, tried to flare. She couldn’t move. The side door slid open with a soft whoosh.

A man stepped out. Tall, broad-shouldered, dressed in simple black. A sleek, featureless black mask covered his entire head, reflecting the sickly orange light. He moved with an unnerving, silent purpose.

He didn’t speak. He simply crouched, his gloved hands sliding under her arms. He lifted her as if she weighed nothing—a bundle of aching bones and desperate need. The van’s interior was dark, padded. He placed her on a cushioned bench, the door sealing them in darkness and quiet. The engine purred to life.

“Where…” she croaked, her throat raw.

“Somewhere safe,” the masked man said, his voice a smooth, calm baritone from behind the mask. He didn’t look at her as he drove. “Somewhere you can get what you need.”

The promise in those words made her shiver. It wasn’t comfort. It was a hook, sinking deep into the rawest part of her.

The drive was a blur. When the door opened again, they were in a concrete garage, stark and sterile. He helped her out, his grip firm but not cruel. He led her through a plain door, down a spiraling metal staircase that echoed with their footsteps. The air grew warmer, thicker, carrying a low hum of distant sound—music, murmuring.

They entered a room that was part office, part dungeon. Plush carpet, a heavy mahogany desk, but also shackles on the walls and a cabinet with glass doors revealing an array of… toys.

He finally turned to her. “You can call me Daddy,” he said, the name dropping into the room like a stone. “This is my house. My rules. You are hungry. You are sick. I can make that stop. I can give you a home, protection, and all the nectar you could ever want.” He gestured to the cabinet. Inside, among other things, were pristine bags of white powder and vials of clear liquid. Nicole’s mouth watered painfully.

“What… what do you want?” she whispered, her eyes glued to the drugs.

“Submission,” Daddy said simply. “Consent. Your body, for my games. For our audience’s enjoyment. You will be cared for. You will be used. And you will love it.” He paused, letting the words hang. “Do you understand? Do you choose this?”

The need was a physical scream, shredding her pride, her fear, her very sense of self. It wasn’t a choice. It was a biological imperative. She met the blank, mirrored surface of his mask. “Yes,” she breathed. “Please.”

A smile was evident in his voice. “Good girl.”

He moved to the cabinet, retrieving a small silver tray. On it sat a syringe, already filled with a pale amber liquid, and a narrow line of white powder. Her hands shook too badly to do it herself. He did it for her, with a clinical, gentle efficiency that felt utterly at odds with the setting. The tight band around her bicep, the cool swipe of alcohol, the sharp, sweet pinch of the needle. He held the powder up to her nose, and she snorted it through a short glass tube.

Fire and ice.

The world snapped into sharp, beautiful focus. The gnawing void in her gut filled with radiant warmth. The aches vanished, replaced by a buzzing, pleasurable hum under her skin. She sighed, her body going limp with relief, her head lolling back.

“That’s it,” Daddy murmured, watching her. “Feel better?”

She could only nod, a slow, dopey smile spreading across her face.

He produced a leather collar, wide and black. Attached to the front was a small, blinking blue LED. “This is yours now. It means you are mine. It lets me always find you.” He buckled it around her throat. It was snug, not choking. A constant, heavy weight. A claim.

He took her hand and led her to another door. The murmur grew to a rumble. He opened it.

The noise and heat hit her like a wall. They stood on a threshold overlooking a sunken arena, surrounded on all sides by tiered, shadowy balconies. Figures lurked in the dimness, their faces obscured by masks and hoods. The air tasted of expensive perfume, sweat, and anticipation.

In the center of the arena floor was a metal post.

Daddy led her down the steps. All eyes were on her. The drug in her veins made the scrutiny feel electric, not shameful. She was the center of something. He stopped her at the post.

“Arms up.”

She obeyed. He fastened thick leather cuffs around her wrists, chaining them to a ring high on the post. The cold metal bit, the position stretching her torso. With a swift, practiced motion, he produced a knife and sliced through her filthy clothes. They fell away in tatters. The cool air kissed her bare skin, making her nipples peak instantly. A murmur of appreciation rippled through the crowd.

He stepped back, surveying her. Naked. Chained. Collared. High.

From a hook on the post, he selected a flogger. The falls were long, sleek, and black. He ran them through his gloved hand.

“This is your welcome,” he said, his voice carrying in the hushed space. “You will count. You will thank me.”

The first strike landed across her shoulders. It was a crack, then a spreading bloom of heat. She gasped. “One,” she choked out. “Thank you, Daddy.”

Another. “Two.”

The sting sang through her, mixing with the drug’s euphoria, creating a strange, potent cocktail of sensation.

“Three.”

Each impact was precise, measured. It wasn’t about brutality; it was about sensation, about lighting up her nervous system.

“Four.”

By the tenth stroke, her skin was alive, humming, a map of hot, sensitive trails. She was panting, her body glistening with a fine sheen of sweat. The audience was silent, rapt.

Daddy set the flogger aside. He produced a small, silver vibrator. He clicked it on. A low, insistent buzz filled the space between them. He didn’t ask. He simply touched it to the side of her neck, tracing a slow path down her spine, over the heated skin of her backside. She jerked against her chains, a small moan escaping her.

He brought it around. He trailed it over her stomach, up between her ribs, circling each nipple until they were diamond-hard and aching. Finally, he brought it down, through the neat strip of hair at her junction, and pressed it firmly against her clit.

Her knees buckled. The chain caught her. A sharp, shocking bolt of pleasure shot through her core. She cried out, her head falling back against the post. He held it there, the relentless vibration sending wave after wave of need through her. He was building her up, coiling the tension tight in her belly. She was writhing, mindless, chasing the sensation.

Just as she felt herself teetering on the edge, he pulled it away.

A groan of pure frustration was torn from her throat. The crowd murmured in delight.

“Not yet, pet,” Daddy said. He reached for something else from a nearby table. It was a dildo, massive and obsidian-black, glistening with lubricant. He held it up for the crowd to see, then positioned himself behind her.

One gloved hand gripped her hip. The other guided the broad, silicone head to her entrance. She was wet—soaked—a combination of the drug, the flogging, the teasing.

“This is what you are for now,” he said, his mouth near her ear. “You are my toy. Tell me you want it.”

“I want it,” she gasped, the words tumbling out. “Please, Daddy.”

He pushed.

The stretch was immense, unbelievable. She cried out, a sharp sound that melted into a low, guttural moan as he filled her completely, a deep, claiming pressure that touched something primal inside her. He began to move. Slow, at first, each withdrawal and thrust a deliberate, devastating drag against every sensitive nerve. Then faster.

The world dissolved into a haze of sensation. The bite of the cuffs. The cool metal of the post against her cheek. The overwhelming, stretching fullness pounding into her. The drug magnified it all, turning each thrust into a seismic event in her body. The audience faded to a distant roar. There was only the rhythm, the building, coiling, impossible pressure in her core.

He shifted his angle, one hand snaking around her hip to find her clit again, his fingers rubbing tight, frantic circles.

It broke her.

Her orgasm detonated, a white-hot supernova that ripped through her with violent, mind-blanking intensity. She screamed, her body seizing, clamping around the invading length as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her, pulling her under. He didn’t stop. He fucked her through it, prolonging the shocks, until she was sobbing, boneless, held up only by the chains and his grip on her.

With a final, deep grind, he stilled, buried inside her. Her body quivered around him, spent and hypersensitive.

Slowly, he withdrew. The loss of the fullness made her whimper. He unfastened the cuffs. Her arms fell, numb and heavy. She slumped to the padded floor at the base of the post, a heap of trembling limbs and oversensitive flesh. The cool floor was a shock against her heated skin.

Daddy stood over her, a dark silhouette against the hazy lights. He placed a booted foot gently on her thigh, not crushing, just… possessing. The audience was applauding now, a slow, rhythmic clatter that echoed in the chamber.

He leaned down, his masked face close to hers. His voice was a low, satisfied rumble. “We’re just getting started.”

5 - DADDY COMES HOME
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The front door clicked open, and Louise’s pulse jumped. She stood in the living room, hands clasped, her simple cotton dress suddenly feeling like a costume. The air shifted, grew heavier. Daddy was home.

His footsteps were solid, measured. He didn’t call out. He just appeared in the archway, still in his suit jacket, tie loosened. His eyes swept over her, and the look in them made her knees soften. It was a flat, assessing stare that saw right through the dress, through her skin, down to the submissive core of her. He was in that mood. The one that tightened her stomach with a delicious, anxious heat.

“Louise.”

Her name wasn’t a greeting. It was a statement. A command to attention. “Yes, Daddy?”

He dropped his briefcase. The sound was sharp in the quiet room. He walked toward her, each step echoing in the hush. He didn’t speak again. His hands came up, fingers hooking into the neckline of her dress. With a single, brutal wrench, he tore the fabric. Buttons scattered across the floorboards like tiny, startled creatures. The cotton ripped down the front, baring her in seconds. Cool air washed over her skin, raising goosebumps.

“You’ve been waiting,” he said, his voice low. It wasn’t a question.

She nodded, a quick, eager jerk of her chin. “Yes, Daddy. For you.”

He guided her with a firm hand on her shoulder, turning her, leading her to the sofa. He sat, his expression impassive. With a gentle but undeniable pressure on the small of her back, he bent her forward, pulling her across his lap. The leather of his trousers was smooth and cool against her bare stomach. Her naked rear was exposed, lifted, utterly vulnerable.

The first smack was a shock. A crisp, loud crack of his palm against her flesh. Heat bloomed, sharp and immediate. She gasped, her fingers digging into the sofa cushion.

“Count.”

“One, Daddy,” she breathed.

The second spank landed on the other cheek, a mirror of the first. The sting deepened, a bright pain that seeped into muscle. “Two.”

He continued, a relentless, rhythmic punishment. Each impact built on the last, a crescendo of sensation. The sharp slap, the spreading burn, the dull, sweet ache that followed. Her skin grew hot, tender. A wet warmth spread between her legs, a stark contrast to the punishing heat on her rear. She lost track of the count, her mind dissolving into the sensation. This was his. She was his.

He stopped. His hand, warm from the effort, rested on the flaming skin of her bottom, possessively. She heard the rustle of clothing, the rasp of a zipper. Then his fingers were in her hair, fisting, pulling her head up and back. She knelt between his legs.

“Open.”

She did, her lips parting. He guided himself to her mouth. The broad, smooth head of his cock pressed against her lips, and she took him in. He filled her, stretching her jaw, pressing down on her tongue. He tasted of salt and skin and him. He pushed deeper, and her throat opened reflexively, a gag rising as he hit the back. Tears sprang to her eyes.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his grip in her hair tightening. “Take it all.”

He began to move, a slow, shallow fucking of her mouth. Then deeper. Each thrust made her eyes water, her throat working around him. She focused on the weight of him on her tongue, the musky scent, the absolute control. Her own pleasure, a tight coil in her belly, wound tighter with every gag, every tear that tracked down her cheek. This was worship. This was belonging.

He pulled out with a slick sound, her lips swollen and wet. He stood, pulling her to her feet. Before she could catch her breath, his hands were on her hips, bending her forward over the thick arm of the sofa. Her reddened rear was on full display, her slick folds exposed to the cool air.

His fingers found her without hesitation. One, then two, sliding into her soaked heat. A moan tore from her throat. His fingers curled, stroking that perfect, electric spot inside her. Her hips jerked against his hand.

“Please,” she begged, the word a shattered thing. “Daddy, please. I need you. Fuck me. Please.”

He withdrew his fingers, spreading her wetness over her skin. She heard the soft slap of his cock against her thigh. Then the blunt, insistent pressure at her entrance.

He pushed in.

A full, stretching, filling sensation stole her breath. He seated himself to the hilt in one smooth, powerful thrust. A raw sound escaped her, part gasp, part sob of relief. He felt enormous inside her, a solid, claiming presence.

His hands clamped on her hips, fingers digging in. He set a punishing pace from the start, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. The force of it rocked her whole body forward against the armrest. The slap of skin on skin, the wet sounds of their joining, filled the room. Each thrust sent a jolt of pure pleasure through her core, the friction stoking the fire he’d built with his hand and his cock.

Just as she was spiraling toward a peak, his touch changed. A thumb, slick from her own arousal, pressed against the tight ring of muscle behind. It circled, pressed. She tensed for a second, then forced herself to relax, to open for him. He worked a finger inside, alongside his still-pounding cock. The dual sensation was overwhelming, a fullness that bordered on too much.

He slid his cock from her dripping pussy. The cool air kissed her wetness. The head of his cock nudged against that newly opened, sensitive place.

“Breathe,” he commanded.

She let out a shaky exhale. And he pushed forward.

The invasion was slow, inexorable, a burning stretch that made her gasp, her fingers clawing at the sofa fabric. He paused, letting her adjust to the impossible fullness. Then he moved. A shallow retreat, a deeper push. The burn melted, transformed into a deep, shocking pleasure that radiated through her entire pelvis. He found a rhythm, each thrust a precise, devastating piston.

It was too much. The spanking, the face-fucking, the relentless penetration. The coil in her belly snapped. Her climax ripped through her, violent and silent for a moment before a sharp cry tore from her throat. Her inner muscles clenched around him in frantic, fluttering waves, her vision whiting out at the edges.

Feeling her convulse around him, his own control shattered. His rhythm fractured into hard, desperate lunges. A low groan rumbled from his chest. He drove in deep, burying himself to the root, and held there. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release filling her, marking her insides as his.

He stayed there for a long moment, his weight heavy on her back, both of them breathing in ragged unison. Then, with a final, soft sound of separation, he withdrew. The sudden emptiness was a shock.

He stood up. She heard the rustle of his clothes as he fixed himself. She stayed bent over the armrest, spent, trembling, her body humming and sore and utterly satisfied.

A shadow fell over her as he walked past. He didn’t look back. He didn’t say a word.

The front door closed softly behind him.

Louise slowly pushed herself upright. Her dress was a torn ruin at her feet. Her skin was flushed, marked. Her body was tender, used, full of him. A slow, deep smile touched her swollen lips.

She wouldn’t change a thing.
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The front door clicked shut, sealing them in the quiet darkness of the house. The sophisticated air from the restaurant evaporated, replaced by the thick, waiting silence of home. Before Chloe could take another breath, his hand was in her hair, fisting the strands at her nape, steering her down the hall. Her pulse hammered against her throat, a frantic drumbeat echoing the click of his shoes on the hardwood.

No words. None were needed.

He pushed her into the bedroom, the faint city glow through the blinds painting stripes across the bed. He turned her to face him, his eyes black in the low light. His fingers, cool and sure, traced the line of her jaw. “My birthday gift,” he said, the voice low, a statement, not a question.

Chloe’s lips parted. “Yes, Daddy.”

He moved with an efficiency that stole her breath. From the nightstand drawer, he produced the cuffs. Thick, black leather, cold against her feverish skin. He secured her right wrist to the bedpost with a firm click of the buckle. The left followed. Then he pushed her back onto the mattress, capturing each ankle, spreading her wide open before him. The position was absolute, vulnerable. A shiver, part cold, part electric thrill, raced over her skin.

He stood at the foot of the bed, admiring his work. Then he picked up the shears from the dresser, the metal gleaming. He didn’t fumble with the delicate zipper of her expensive dress. He simply placed the cold blades at the hollow of her throat, where the silk gathered.

The snick of the scissors was obscenely loud.

He cut downward, a slow, rending tear. The fabric fell away from her body in two useless pieces, baring her skin to the cool air. She gasped as the silk whispered against her nipples, then her stomach, then pooled at her hips. She was laid bare, every secret curve exposed. He let the ruined dress lie there, a sacrifice at the altar of the bed.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, his gaze a physical weight on her heated skin.

He walked to the wall, selecting the flogger. The heavy leather tails whispered as he lifted it. He tested the weight in his hand, then let it swing.

The first strike landed across her upper thighs. A sharp, bright crack that blossomed into a deep, spreading heat. She jerked against the cuffs, a sharp cry tearing from her. The second followed, lower, on the tender skin of her inner thigh. Then another, across her stomach. The rhythm was methodical, thud-thud-thud, each impact layering a new sting over the last. Her skin sang with it, flushing a vivid, angry red. Tears welled in her eyes, not from pain alone, but from the overwhelming intensity of the sensation, the sheer giving over of her body to his will.

He stopped as suddenly as he began. The air hung heavy with the scent of leather and her own arousal. He placed the flogger aside and picked up a different toy: a long string of glossy black anal beads, each one larger than the last. The cold lube dripped onto her sensitive skin, making her flinch.

“This stays in,” he instructed, his voice rough.

He pressed the first bead against her. She clenched instinctively, but his other hand came down hard on her ass, a sharp slap that forced a yelp from her and made her muscles go lax. He pushed. The small, smooth sphere breached her, a strange, full pressure. Then the next, and the next. He worked them into her slowly, relentlessly, each wider bead stretching her further, filling her in a way that was deep and undeniable. The final, weighted bulb settled just inside, the string trailing out between her cheeks. The constant, heavy presence inside her was a profound claim.

Only then did he undress himself. His cock sprang free, thick and already rigid. He didn’t guide it between her legs. He climbed onto the bed, knees framing her head, and gripped her hair again, pulling until her neck arched and her mouth fell open.

He pushed into her mouth without ceremony.

The taste of him, salt and skin, flooded her senses. He didn’t let her adjust, just began to move, fucking her face with short, deep thrusts. She gagged, tears springing to her eyes as the head of his cock hit the back of her throat. Saliva dripped down her chin. Her muffled sounds, choked and wet, seemed to spur him on. He set a brutal pace, using her mouth for his pleasure, her body straining, her lungs burning for air.

Just as the black spots danced at the edges of her vision, he pulled out with a wet pop.

He shifted down her body in one fluid motion. He positioned himself at her entrance, the head of his cock nudging against her soaked folds. He looked into her eyes, his own blazing with a possessive fire. Then he drove into her.

The invasion was breathtaking. He was huge, stretching her unbearably tight around him. And inside her ass, the beads shifted, grinding against the thin wall separating them, creating a dizzying double penetration. She cried out, a raw, shattered sound.

He didn’t pause. He set a punishing rhythm, each thrust slamming the beads deeper, then dragging them partially out. The friction was everywhere, inside and out, a merciless, overwhelming assault on her senses. Her world narrowed to the slap of skin, his guttural groans, the creak of the bed, and the impossible, coiling pressure in her core. Her cries became sobs, her body bowing against the restraints, pleasure and pain and submission twisting into a single, white-hot wire.

It snapped.

Her climax ripped through her without warning, a convulsive, violent wave of pure sensation. Her back arched off the bed as far as the cuffs allowed, a silent scream on her lips. Her inner muscles clenched around his driving cock in frantic, fluttering pulses, milking him, pulling him deeper into the storm.

With a final, ground-out groan, he buried himself to the hilt. Heat flooded her, a sharp, liquid claim that spilled out around their joining as he pulsed inside her. He stayed there for a long moment, his weight pressing her into the mattress, both of them slick with sweat and spent.

Slowly, he pulled out. He reached down and unbuckled the cuffs, one after another, his movements now detached. He didn’t rub her sore wrists. He didn’t kiss her. He simply swung his legs off the bed, picked up the flogger, and hung it back on its hook on the wall.

Chloe collapsed, boneless, into the wreckage of silk and sheets. Her entire body trembled, aftershocks still dancing along her nerves. The beads remained inside her, a heavy, lingering reminder. She heard the quiet clink of glass from the other room as he poured his drink.

A slow smile spread across her tear-streaked face. She had done it. She had given him everything.
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The air in Richard Hawkins’s office tasted like expensive aftershave and quiet power. Lila’s pulse hammered a frantic rhythm against her ribs, a stark contrast to the sterile silence. The invoice error—a misplaced decimal point—lay on the vast mahogany desk between them, a tiny piece of paper that felt like a death warrant.

“This is a probationary position, Ms. Blackwell,” Richard said, his voice a low, smooth baritone that didn’t need to rise. He leaned back in his leather throne, his gaze assessing, stripping away her professional veneer with unnerving ease. “Precision is the baseline.”

“I know. I’m so sorry, Mr. Hawkins. It won’t happen again.” The words tumbled out, tinged with a desperation she hated. She needed this job. The rent on her tiny apartment was due, her student loans were a constant shadow. “Please. Give me another chance.”

He steepled his fingers, watching her. The silence stretched, tightening around her throat. Then, a subtle shift. His eyes, a cool grey, traveled from her anxious face, down the line of her throat, over the simple silk of her blouse. It wasn’t a professional appraisal. It was something else entirely. Something that made heat pool low in her belly despite her fear.

“Another chance can be arranged,” he said, each word deliberate. “But not the one you’re imagining.”

Lila’s breath caught. “What do you mean?”

“The corporate world operates on exchange. Value for value. You’ve demonstrated a lapse in one area. Perhaps you can provide value in another.” He stood, moving around the desk with a predator’s grace. He stopped close enough for her to feel the heat radiating from him, to smell the crisp linen of his shirt. “A more… personal arrangement.”

Her mind spun. Personal. The way he said it left no room for misunderstanding. A shiver, part terror, part electric thrill, raced down her spine. This was crazy. Reckless. Yet, the alternative—walking out of this building unemployed, defeated—was a concrete horror.

“What kind of arrangement?” she whispered.

“You become mine. Outside these office walls. You come when I call. You do as I say. You provide… distraction.” His thumb brushed her chin, a shock of contact that made her jump. “In return, your job is secure. More than secure. It will thrive.”

The offer hung in the air, obscene and irresistible. This wasn’t just about keeping her job. It was about the look in his eyes, the command in his posture. It spoke to a part of her she kept locked away, a part that craved to surrender, to be taken out of her own frantic hands.

“Yes,” she heard herself say, the word a soft exhale. “Okay.”

A faint, approving smile touched his lips. “Good girl.”

He didn’t take her to a hotel. His penthouse was a monument to chrome, glass, and soaring city views. It felt sterile, untouchable. Until he led her down a hidden staircase, through a discreet door.

The room wasn’t sterile. It was warm, paneled in dark wood, smelling of leather and beeswax. Racks of implements lined one wall. A heavy, padded leather bench dominated the center.

“In here, you call me something else,” Richard said, his tone shifting, becoming deeper, more possessive. He shed his suit jacket, loosened his tie. “You will call me Daddy.”

The title shouldn’t have sparked such a sharp, wet heat between her legs. But it did. It felt forbidden, a total abdication of the professional pretense they’d had minutes ago. “Yes, Daddy,” she tried, the words feeling strange and right on her tongue.

“Strip. Now.”

Her fingers, clumsy with nerves, went to her blouse buttons. The silk whispered as it slid from her shoulders. Her skirt pooled at her feet. Soon, she stood naked in the soft light, exposed, her skin pebbling under his intense scrutiny. He walked a slow circle around her, saying nothing. The feel of his gaze was a physical touch.

He selected a tool from the wall—a flogger with falls of supple black leather. “Over the bench. Hands on the far edge.”

She moved, the cool leather meeting her stomach, her breasts. She gripped the edge, her knuckles white.

The first strike was a surprise. A sharp, stinging crack across her shoulder blades. She gasped. The second landed lower, on the swell of her ass. A jolt of pure sensation—not just pain, but a bright, blooming heat that spread through her flesh. A small, sharp yelp escaped her.

Another strike. And another. They fell in a steady rhythm, each impact layering a delicious, burning warmth. Her initial tension melted. Her gasps turned into low moans. The pain wasn’t an end; it was a pathway, sharpening every nerve, making her hyper-aware of her own body, of the slick warmth gathering between her thighs. She pushed back into the strikes, craving the next.

The flogger stopped. A hand, large and warm, smoothed over the heated skin of her back. “Such a responsive girl,” Daddy murmured, his voice thick with approval.

She heard the slide of a zipper, the rustle of clothing. When he stepped in front of her, his cock was in his hand—thick, erect, a flushed and formidable sight. He didn’t ask. He just tapped it against her lips.

She opened her mouth, taking him in. The taste of him, salt and skin, filled her senses. He let her set a pace for a few strokes, then his fingers tangled in her hair, fisting tightly at the roots. The control shifted entirely to him.

He guided her head, setting a deep, relentless rhythm. He thrust into her throat, each push stretching her lips, hitting the back of her mouth. She gagged, tears springing to her eyes, but the obscene sound only seemed to spur him on. The dominance of it, the complete use of her, sent a violent pulse of pleasure straight to her core. She loved it. Loved the helpless sounds she made, loved the feel of him claiming her mouth so utterly.

He pulled her off, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening tip. “On your back on the bench. Now.”

She scrambled up, lying back on the leather. Her body was alight, every inch humming. From a drawer, he produced two small, silver clamps connected by a delicate chain. He pinched one of her nipples, rolling it to a stiff peak, before attaching the clamp. The bite was sharp, insistent—a focused point of sensation that made her arch off the bench. He repeated it on the other side. The twin pulls were a constant, sweet ache.

Then, the buzz. A sleek, black vibrator appeared in his hand. He traced it over her stomach, down through her curls, but avoided where she throbbed. He circled her inner thighs, grazed her lower lips, a maddening, feather-light tease. She whimpered, hips lifting off the leather, chasing the sensation.

“Please, Daddy,” she begged, the words torn from her. “Please, I need…”

“You need what?”

“I need to come. Please let me come.”

With a low hum, he finally pressed the vibrator to her clit. The direct contact was a shockwave. Her back bowed, a sharp cry ripping from her throat. The dual sensations—the deep, rhythmic thrum against her most sensitive point and the sharp, constant pull on her nipples—coiled a tension in her belly so tight she thought she might snap. He watched her, his eyes dark, as she teetered on the edge, her breaths coming in frantic pants.

Just before she could fall, he pulled the vibrator away. The denial was a physical agony. He yanked her up, turning her roughly, bending her over the bench again. His hands gripped her hips, his body pressing against her heated back.

With one thrust, he was inside her. The stretch was immense, glorious. He filled her completely, a solid, burning presence. He didn’t start slow. He set a hard, driving pace from the first moment, each powerful snap of his hips sending jolts through her oversensitive body. The clamps swayed and pulled with every motion. The already-tender skin of her ass and back burned anew under the assault.

It was too much. It was everything. The coil shattered. Her orgasm crashed over her, a raw, screaming wave that clenched around him, milking his length. Her vision whited out, her cries muffled by the leather.

Feeling her convulse around him, his rhythm turned jagged, frantic. With a guttural groan, he pulled out of her. Hot streaks splashed across her lower back, her sensitized skin, marking her. The feeling was possessive, final.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breaths. Then, he stepped back. The loss of his warmth was immediate. He tossed her crumpled clothes onto the bench beside her.

“Get dressed,” he said, his voice returning to that cool, controlled tone, though a rough edge remained. “I’ll see you at the office tomorrow. Nine sharp. Don’t be late.”

He left the room, the door clicking shut behind him.

Lila slid to her knees, then managed to stand on trembling legs. The air felt cool on her marked skin. She gathered her clothes, the simple silk and wool now feeling like a costume. A relieved, giddy laugh bubbled up in her throat. She wasn’t fired.

And as the ache between her legs pulsed in time with her heartbeat, a deeper, more thrilling truth settled in her bones. She was already aching for tomorrow.
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The chill of the cabin air met her skin like a promise. Or a threat. Stella stood in the entryway, the wooden floor cool under her bare feet, watching Daddy secure the heavy deadbolt with a solid thunk. The sound sealed them in, away from the world.

He turned, his gaze a physical weight that traveled over her. “Six months,” he said, his voice low. “Time for a weekend of training. A celebration of our… commitment.”

Her pulse jumped. Training. The word hummed in her veins.

He didn’t ask. His hands, warm and sure, went to the buttons of her blouse. The soft cotton whispered away from her shoulders, pooling at her feet. Next, the clasp of her bra. The chill bit deeper as her breasts were exposed, tips tightening instantly. His fingers hooked into the waistband of her jeans, then her panties, guiding them down her legs. She stepped out of the small pile of fabric, utterly exposed.

“Rule one,” Daddy stated, folding her clothes with a methodical calm that contrasted with the frantic beat of her heart. “No clothes. Not unless I provide them. Rule two. You speak only when spoken to. Rule three. You obey. Instantly. Any hesitation, any failure, earns a correction. Understood?”

“Yes, Daddy.” The words tasted of submission, sweet and sharp.

He led her to the bedroom. It was spartan. A large bed with a heavy quilt, a nightstand, and the sharp, clean scent of pine. Without a word, he sat on the edge of the mattress and patted his thigh.

Anticipation coiled in her belly. She moved to him, her body knowing its place. She bent over his lap, the position both vulnerable and deeply familiar. The hard muscle of his thigh pressed against her stomach. Her bare backside was offered up to the air, to him.

The first slap cracked through the quiet room.

Heat. A brilliant, stinging flower that bloomed across her left cheek. She gasped, her fingers digging into the quilt. The second landed on the right, a perfect mirror of pain. Smack. Smack. Smack. His palm was relentless, painting her skin with a fierce, spreading warmth. Each impact jolted through her, a shockwave that traveled straight to her core, which was growing slick and heavy against his leg. This wasn’t punishment. It was ignition. A reminder of who owned this flesh, who could command its sensations. She moaned, the sound muffled by the bedding.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, his hand smoothing over the heated skin, feeling the rise in temperature. “All pink for me.”

He shifted her off his lap. From the nightstand drawer, he produced two lengths of soft, sturdy rope. “Hands,” he ordered.

She presented her wrists. He looped the rope with practiced efficiency, the bonds snug but not cruel, securing her hands. Another rope soon circled her ankles, binding them together, leaving her bound and completely at his mercy.

Helpless. Perfect.

His touch began then, a slow exploration. Calloused thumbs grazed her nipples, circling, pinching just to the edge of pain until they were hard, aching pebbles. His palms skimmed down her ribs, over the quiver of her stomach. He avoided where she burned for him, tracing the crease of her thigh instead, the dip of her hip.

“Daddy, please,” she whispered, the plea breaking rule two, but he only smiled.

“You’ll ask properly later.”

From the drawer came a small, black vibrator. He flicked it on. A low, insistent buzz filled the space between them. He brought it to her inner thigh, the vibration a maddening tease against sensitive skin. Higher. Higher. It brushed through her curls, and her whole body arched off the bed, a silent scream in her throat.

The plastic nub settled against her clit.

Her vision sparked white. The sensation was immediate, intense, a direct line of electric pleasure that made her toes curl. He held it there, his eyes locked on her face, watching every twitch, every desperate lift of her hips. She was climbing fast, the coil inside her winding tight, so tight she could feel the precipice—

He pulled it away.

A whimper tore from her. The loss was a physical agony. Her hips chased the empty air.

“Not yet, little one.”

He stood, unbuckling his belt. The slide of the leather, the rasp of his zipper, were the only sounds. His cock sprang free, thick and already fully hard. He approached the head of the bed, his expression one of absolute possession.

He guided himself to her lips. “Open.”

She did, taking the broad head onto her tongue. The taste of him, salt and skin, filled her mouth. He didn’t wait, didn’t gentle his thrust. He pushed forward, filling her throat in one smooth, deep stroke.

She gagged, tears springing to her eyes. Her body jerked against the ropes. He held himself there, buried to the root, letting her throat flutter and spasm around him. Then he withdrew, almost completely, before plunging back in. A relentless, shallow rhythm that stole her breath and made her jaw ache. Drool escaped the corner of her mouth. Each thrust was a claim, a use of her body that she had begged for in a hundred secret fantasies. The helplessness, the sheer service of it, sent a fresh flood of wetness between her bound legs.

With a final, deep push, he pulled out, glistening from her mouth. He untied her ankles, then her wrists, the blood rushing back in tingling waves. “On your hands and knees. Now.”

She scrambled to obey, her limbs shaky. The quilt was rough against her palms and knees. He positioned himself behind her, one hand spreading her open, the other guiding his cock. He entered her pussy in one hard, deep stroke.

She cried out, the fullness a shock after the teasing. He set a brutal, perfect pace, each drive punching a moan from her lungs. The slap of skin on skin echoed in the room. One of his hands gripped her hip, holding her steady. The other trailed down the cleft of her ass.

A slick finger, cool from the air, pressed against her back entrance.

Her whole body tensed. Oh god. She’d wanted this, feared this, dreamed of it.

“Relax,” he commanded, his voice rough with his own effort. He worked the finger in, a slow, burning stretch that made her gasp. He fucked her with it, in time with his thrusts into her pussy, the dual sensation overwhelming. Then a second finger, stretching her wider. The burn subsided, replaced by a shocking, full feeling.

He withdrew his fingers. The blunt, wet head of his cock replaced them.

He pushed.

The stretch was immense, unbelievable. She buried her face in the quilt, a strangled sound escaping her. He didn’t stop. He pressed forward, an inexorable invasion, until he was fully seated inside that impossibly tight heat.

He stilled, letting her adjust, letting her feel the utter fullness of being taken there. Then he moved.

The friction was sharp, bright, a line of fire that melted into pure, shocking pleasure. Each withdrawal was a loss, each thrust a stunning reclamation. He found a rhythm, deep and grinding, that brushed a spot inside her she didn’t know existed. The pleasure from her pussy, the relentless stimulation from his thick cock in her ass, it all fused into a single, screaming point of need.

“Daddy, I’m… I’m going to—”

“Come,” he growled, his pace turning frantic, possessive.

The orgasm shattered her. It ripped through her with violent, convulsing waves, her inner muscles clamping down on nothing and everything all at once. She screamed into the quilt, her body shaking, her vision dissolving into sparks. He rode her through it, his own control snapping. With a raw, guttural sound, he drove deep one last time and spilled into her, his heat a final, claiming brand.

He collapsed over her, his weight a solid, comforting anchor. They stayed like that for long moments, only the sound of their ragged breaths in the room.

Slowly, he withdrew, the loss making her whimper. He pulled her against him, her back to his chest, his arms wrapping around her. He kissed her damp shoulder.

“You did so well, Stella,” he murmured into her skin.

She melted into him, boneless, spent, utterly owned. The weekend had only just begun.

Outside, the wind sighed through the pines. Inside, nestled in his arms, Stella’s mind was already drifting forward, hunger stirring anew.

9 - DADDY’S TRAINING
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The key turned in the lock with a solid, final sound. Nadine’s breath hitched from her perch on the hallway bench, her posture instantly straightening. He was home. The door swung open, and he filled the space. Her Daddy. His suit jacket was slung over his arm, a day of command still lingering in the set of his broad shoulders.

He didn’t greet her with words. His dark eyes swept over her—the simple cotton dress, the hands folded in her lap, the eager, submissive tilt of her head. A slow, approving smile touched his lips.

“Little one,” he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated in her chest. “It’s time for your training.”

A shiver, pure and electric, raced down her spine. This was what she craved. The surrender. The absolute focus on his will. He dropped his jacket and briefcase, his movements efficient. From the hall console drawer, he retrieved the collar—soft black leather, gleaming with a simple O-ring. He didn’t ask. He simply stepped behind her. She bowed her head, offering her neck, a silent sigh escaping her as the cool leather encircled her throat. The buckle fastened with a click that sounded like a lock. Her lock.

Her autonomy, her choices, they slipped away with that sound, leaving only a heady, weightless bliss.

Next came the leash, clipped to the ring with another definitive snap. He gave a gentle, testing tug. “Up.”

She rose, her body humming with anticipation. He led her, not to the bedroom, but to the living room. The afternoon sun slanted through the blinds, painting stripes of gold across the plush rug. He settled into his large armchair, a king on his throne, and looped the leash around his wrist.

“Show me,” he commanded, his gaze unwavering. “Slowly. You know what I like.”

Her fingers, which felt suddenly clumsy, went to the hem of her dress. She caught his eye, seeking that silent permission. A slight nod was all she got. The first button slipped free. Then the next. The soft cotton whispered against her skin as she pushed the fabric from her shoulders, letting it pool at her feet. She stood before him in just her plain white bra and panties, the air cool on her exposed skin.

“More,” he said, his voice a low growl of encouragement.

Her hands went behind her back, unclasping the bra. It fell away, and her breasts felt heavy, her nipples tightening instantly under his scrutiny. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, bending at the waist as she slid them down her legs, stepping out of them with a grace she didn’t feel. Completely bare now, she stood before him, the leash a tangible connection to his dominance.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, and the praise warmed her more than the sun. He reached to the side table, where a single, thick pillar candle burned. He picked it up, tilting it carefully. Nadine’s eyes widened, but she held her position, her trust in him absolute.

The first drip of hot wax landed on her shoulder. She gasped—a sharp, shocked sound—but the pain was fleeting, morphing almost instantly into a sharp, bright zing of sensation. It was a brand of his attention. Another drip, this one on the crest of her breast, just above her nipple. Her back arched, a soft moan torn from her lips. He was marking her, heating her from the outside in. The wax cooled quickly, forming delicate, pearlescent seals on her skin, each one a focal point of thrilling sensitivity. He dotted a line down her sternum, over her belly, each drop making her muscles quiver. Her arousal, untouched, was a throbbing, insistent ache between her legs.

When the candle was set aside, he produced a black silk blindfold. “Still,” he ordered. The world vanished into soft, dark pressure. Her other senses screamed to life. She heard the rustle of his clothes, the sound of him moving. Then she felt it—the whisper-soft touch of a feather tracing the shell of her ear, down the column of her neck.

She jumped. A low chuckle was his only response.

The feather trailed over the hardened peak of one wax-flecked nipple. It was torture. A maddening, feather-light caress that promised nothing and everything. It circled, flicked, danced away just as her breath caught, only to return and trace the underside of her breast. Her skin was alive, every nerve ending screaming. The feather journeyed down her ribs, over the plane of her stomach, and finally, finally, brushed along the sensitive skin of her inner thigh.

She whimpered. It was an involuntary, desperate sound. Her hips gave a tiny, uncontrollable jerk, seeking contact that wasn’t there.

“Please,” she breathed into the darkness.

“Please what, little one?” His voice was right in front of her now. She could smell his cologne, the scent of him.

“Please… touch me.”

“Not good enough.” His hand, large and warm, cupped her sex, not entering, just holding the heat of her. “Beg for what you really want.”

The words tumbled out, raw and unfiltered. “Please, Daddy. I need you. I need your cock. I want to taste you, I want to feel you. Please.”

The hand moved. She heard the sound of his zipper, the shift of fabric. Then the broad, velvety head of his erection was pressed against her lips. She opened for him eagerly, taking him into the wet heat of her mouth. She worshiped him with her tongue, laving the sensitive underside, tracing the ridge. He let her set the pace for a few glorious moments before his hand fisted gently in her hair.

“Deeper,” he commanded, and she obeyed, taking him further back into her throat.

He guided her, a slow, firm pressure until she felt him nudge the back of her throat. She relaxed, willed her body to accept him, and he slid deeper still. Tears sprang to her eyes beneath the blindfold as she choked, the sensation overwhelming—submission, fullness, his low groan of pleasure. He held there for a timeless second before pulling back, letting her gasp for air, only to push back in again. The rhythm was relentless, a beautiful, suffocating claim on her very breath. She was a vessel for his pleasure, and her own spiraled higher with every guttural sound he made.

With a wet pop, he pulled himself from her mouth. In one fluid motion, he spun her around and bent her over the back of the couch. Her hands gripped the cushions, her ass presented to him. The blindfold stayed on, plunging her into a world of pure feeling.

He entered her in one long, searing thrust. She cried out, the stretch exquisite, the fullness complete. He set a punishing, possessive pace from the start, each drive of his hips slamming her into the couch, the leather cool against her fevered skin. He controlled everything—the angle, the depth, the speed. One of his hands wrapped in her hair, anchoring her, while the other gripped her hip, his fingers surely leaving bruises.

“You’re mine,” he grunted into her ear, his breath hot. “This cunt is mine. You come when I say.”

She was hurtling toward the edge, a tight, screaming coil about to snap. “Daddy, I’m gonna… please, can I…”

“No.” He slowed, grinding deep inside her, the change in rhythm maddening. He pulled her back from the brink with sheer will, keeping her teetering on a dizzying precipice. “Not yet.”

He fucked her like that, a master of her pleasure, bringing her to the edge again and again only to deny her. Her pleas became a sobbing mantra. Just when she thought she would break, he shifted, pulling her down onto the couch beneath him, onto her back. He drove into her anew, his weight delicious, his eyes locked on her blindfolded face.

“Now,” he growled, his pace becoming frantic, desperate. “Come for me, Nadine. Now.”

The command shattered her. Her orgasm exploded through her, a convulsive, mind-blanking wave that clenched around his invading length, milking him. Feeling her tighten around him was his undoing. With a final, ragged roar, he plunged as deep as he could go, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release filling her. He collapsed atop her, his weight a comforting anchor as they both rode the shuddering aftershocks.

Slowly, carefully, he reached up and untied the blindfold. The light was gentle, and his face, sweaty and sated, was the most beautiful thing she’d ever seen. He softened inside her but didn’t pull away. Instead, he brushed the damp hair from her forehead and kissed her tenderly.

“My perfect girl,” he whispered, his voice thick with emotion. “You took everything so beautifully.” He kissed her again, soft and lingering.

10 - SHARED BY DADDY
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“Strip.”

The single word echoed in the stone-lined room, a command that sent a familiar, electric shiver down Mia’s spine. Daddy’s voice held no room for question. Her fingers, trembling not from fear but from the sharp spike of anticipation, went to the clasp of the sheer black teddy he’d chosen for her.

The air in the dungeon was cool, smelling of leather and clean stone. She stood between Ethan and Boris, two men whose tailored suits couldn’t hide the predatory interest in their eyes. Mia’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat keeping time with the pulse now throbbing between her legs.

This was the surprise.

—

Two hours earlier, the world had been softer.

“I have a surprise for you, kitten.” Daddy’s hand had been warm on the nape of her neck, his thumb stroking her skin. “Something special. Put on the black lace set. The one with the garters.”

The order, delivered in that low, calm tone he used when he had plans for her, made her skin flush. She’d dressed quickly, the silk and lace a second skin that promised and concealed. The car ride had been quiet, his large hand resting on her bare thigh, his touch a steady anchor as he drove them to a part of the city where houses hid behind tall gates and mature trees.

The mansion was a silent monolith of wealth. They were led inside by a discreet staff member, straight to a study where Ethan and Boris waited. Both older, polished, with an air of casual ownership. Introductions were brief. Daddy’s hand stayed firm on the small of her back.

“Mia is very eager to please,” he’d said, his voice smooth. “Aren’t you, kitten?”

Her “Yes, Daddy,” had been a whisper, her gaze lowered. A thrill, hot and liquid, pooled in her stomach.

The walk to the underground dungeon was a blur of expensive art and thick carpet, ending at a heavy oak door. When it opened, the space beyond was a revelation: polished restraint benches, wall racks gleaming with floggers, crops, and cuffs, and soft, recessed lighting that cast dramatic shadows.

Now, here, the final piece of silk slid down her hips. The cool air kissed her bare skin, raising goosebumps. She stood naked, exposed under the gaze of three men, her focus locked on Daddy’s approving nod.

Ethan and Boris didn’t hesitate. The sounds of their zippers were loud in the quiet. They freed themselves, hands moving in slow, confident strokes as they watched her. The sight of their thick, hardening cocks, the heavy scent of male arousal now cutting through the leather and stone, made her mouth water.

“On your knees, Mia.” Daddy’s command was gentle, final.

She sank down, the padded floor soft beneath her knees. Ethan stepped forward first, the broad head of his cock nudging her lips. She opened, taking him in, the taste of him salty and clean. She hollowed her cheeks, her tongue working the sensitive ridge underneath. A low groan left him. His hand tangled in her hair, not forcing, just guiding the rhythm. She lost herself in the act, in the weight of him on her tongue, the way his breathing grew ragged.

After a minute, Boris tapped her shoulder. “My turn, sweet thing.”

She released Ethan with a wet sound, turning to take Boris into her mouth. He was longer, and she had to relax her throat to take him deeper. He fucked her mouth with slow, measured thrusts, his grip on her hair firmer. The contrast was delicious—Ethan’s thickness, Boris’s length, the subtle differences in how they used her.

Then Daddy was there, his own erection in hand, pressing against her cheek. “Look at you,” he murmured, the pride in his voice feeding a deep, needy part of her. “Such a good girl for them.”

She moved her head, taking the tip of Daddy’s cock between her lips while her hand continued to stroke Boris. The room filled with the sounds of their pleasure, of skin on skin, of her own muffled moans as she serviced them. It was a symphony of her submission, and every note made her core ache with a desperate, empty need.

“Enough,” Daddy said, his voice a rough scrape. “The bench.”

She rose on unsteady legs, led to a wide, padded leather bench. She bent over it, her cheek pressed to the cool surface, her ass raised and presented. Her heartbeat was everywhere—in her ears, her throat, the wet heat between her legs.

She heard the soft swish of leather tails before she felt the first impact. Ethan’s flogger landed across her shoulders, a bright, stinging bloom of sensation that made her gasp. Another followed from Boris, lower, across the swell of her ass. The pain was sharp, immediate, then melted into a radiating warmth that sank straight into her nerves, coiling tight in her belly.

“Oh!” she cried out, the sound punched from her lungs.

The blows fell in a sporadic rhythm, from different directions, keeping her skin singing and her mind blank of everything but sensation. The sting. The heat. The profound ache of emptiness between her thighs. Each strike pushed her higher, her breathing becoming ragged sobs of pleasure-pain.

The floggers stopped. A heavy, warm presence moved behind her. Boris. His hands, big and slightly rough, gripped her hips. The blunt, slick head of his cock pressed against her soaked entrance, and he pushed in with a single, relentless thrust that filled her completely.

“Fuck,” he grunted, his hips meeting her ass.

He set a deep, pounding pace from the start. Each drive brushed a spot inside her that made sparks flare behind her eyelids. The earlier sting of the flogger morphed into a full-body hum, amplifying every sensation. The slap of skin, his guttural curses, the slick sounds of their joining—it was raw, obscene, perfect. His rhythm fractured, his thrusts turning erratic, and with a final, grinding push, he buried himself deep. A hot flood filled her as he pulsed inside, his groan long and satisfied.

He pulled out, and she felt the immediate, dripping emptiness. Ethan was there before she could mourn it. His grip was bruising, his entry faster, harder. He used her with a focused intensity, chasing his own peak. The feeling of being utterly claimed, of being a vessel for their pleasure, shattered her last coherent thought. He came with a shout, his release adding to the mess inside her.

Before she could catch her breath, Daddy was there. His hands smoothed over her burning skin. “My turn, kitten,” he whispered, his voice thick. “You took them so well.”

He entered her, and it was different. This was home. This was the connection she craved above all others. He fucked her with a hard, possessive rhythm that spoke of ownership and adoration. The overstimulation was immense—her sore, stretched pussy, the liquid heat of two other men inside her, the sharp pleasure-pain radiating from her skin. It all coalesced into a pressure so intense it bordered on agony.

“Daddy, I’m… I’m gonna…” she choked out.

“Come,” he ordered, his thrust becoming punishing.

The orgasm tore through her, violent and all-consuming. Her internal muscles clenched around him in frantic, fluttering waves, milking his cock. Her cry echoed off the stones. That fierce grip tipped him over the edge. With a low roar, he drove into her one last time, his own release pumping into her, hot and endless, mingling with the others.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their harsh breathing. He leaned over her, pressing a kiss to her damp shoulder before slowly pulling out.

A soft bundle of fabric landed on the bench beside her head. Her clothes. “Get dressed, Mia. You did exceptionally well.”

As she pushed herself up, her body feeling used and gloriously heavy, she caught his smile. The drive home was a warm haze. Sore, filled, and blissfully quiet, she rested her head against the car window.

She had pleased him. That was all that ever mattered.
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The Los Angeles heat clung to Jade’s cheap dress as the wrought-iron gates of Keith Moore’s estate swung open with a silent, ominous grace. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic counterpoint to the quiet purr of the town car’s engine. This was it. The audition of a lifetime. The director, a legend known for discovering raw talent and molding it into stardom, had seen something in her reel. Now, standing in the cavernous, cold marble foyer of his mansion, Jade felt that hope curdle into something sharper, more potent.

Keith Moore wasn’t what she’d expected. He was taller in person, his gaze not lecherous but appraising, like he was weighing the very substance of her bones. He led her not to a casting office, but to a study lined with leather-bound books and Oscars.

“Jade,” he said, his voice a low, smooth baritone that seemed to vibrate in the quiet room. “You have a spark. A hunger I haven’t seen in years.” He circled her, his eyes missing nothing. “I can make you famous. I can make you a star. But my methods are… absolute.”

Jade’s mouth was dry. “What methods?”

He stopped in front of her, so close she could smell his expensive cologne. “Complete submission. Your talent, your time, your image… your body. It becomes mine to shape. Do you understand?”

A chill skittered down her spine. She should leave. She should run. But the image of another year of waiting tables, of failed callbacks, flashed behind her eyes. The desire for what he offered was a physical ache, deeper than fear.

“I understand,” she whispered, the words tasting like a surrender.

A faint smile touched his lips. “Good. From now on, you will refer to me as Daddy. It’s not a kink, it’s a reminder of the dynamic. I provide, I guide, I discipline. You obey.” He handed her a single sheet of paper. Three rules, typed in a stark font.

1. You will call me Daddy.

2. You will obey my commands without hesitation.

3. Your body belongs to me.

Her hands trembled holding the paper. It’s too late to turn back, she thought, the mantra already taking root. He took the paper from her, his fingers brushing hers, and the contact was electric.

“Come,” he said.

He led her down a hallway to a heavy oak door. When he opened it, Jade’s breath hitched. It wasn’t a bedroom; it was a stage. Plush carpets, a massive four-poster bed, and along one wall, a glittering array of equipment—silver clasps, velvet-lined paddles, coils of sleek rope.

“Your training begins now,” Daddy said, his voice dropping into a command that brooked no argument.

In one swift motion, he gripped the neckline of her dress and tore. The fabric gave way with a sickening rip, cool air kissing her skin as the dress pooled at her feet. She stood before him, naked, exposed, every imperfection laid bare. Her instinct was to cover herself, but his gaze held her still. It was a look of pure, unadulterated possession.

He unzipped his trousers, freeing his cock. It was thick, already fully erect, a pale, veined promise of what was to come. “On your knees, Jade.”

Her legs folded, the plush carpet rough against her kneecaps. He stepped forward, guiding himself to her lips. “Open.”

She did, and he filled her mouth, the blunt head pressing against the back of her throat. The taste of him, salt and clean skin, flooded her senses. He didn’t wait for her to adjust. He set a slow, deep rhythm, his hands tangling in her hair, controlling the pace. She gagged, tears springing to her eyes as he pushed deeper, the head nudging her soft palate. Just breathe through your nose, she thought, her mind going blank, focusing only on the stretch of her jaw, the heavy weight on her tongue, the possessive grip in her hair. Saliva dripped down her chin. He watched her, his expression calm, analytical, as he used her mouth.

After what felt like an eternity, he pulled out with a wet pop. Her lips were swollen, her throat raw. He didn’t give her time to recover. He grabbed a long, polished wooden paddle from the wall.

“Bend over the bed. Present yourself.”

Shakily, she rose and leaned over the edge of the mattress, her cheek pressed to the cool duvet. She heard him move behind her, felt the air shift.

The first crack of the paddle landed with a shocking, bright pain that blossomed into a deep, throbbing heat. She yelped, her body jolting. The second landed on the other cheek, the symmetry of the sting somehow worse, somehow better. A third, and a fourth. Each impact drove a gasp from her lungs, but beneath the sharp pain, a warmth pooled low in her belly, a confusing, undeniable pulse of pleasure. She was crying, but she was also pushing back against the paddle, seeking the next blow.

When he stopped, her entire backside was alive, burning. He ran a cool hand over the heated skin, and she whimpered.

“Good girl,” he murmured, and the praise was more intoxicating than anything she’d ever felt.

He lifted her onto the bed, positioning her on her back. From the bedposts, he produced two leather cuffs, buckling them firmly but not cruelly around her wrists before attaching them to the posts above her head. The restraint was shocking in its finality. She was utterly his.

He loomed over her, his clothed body brushing against her nakedness. He lowered his head, taking one peaked nipple into his mouth. His tongue was hot, rough, circling the tight bud before sucking deeply. A bolt of pleasure shot straight to her core, making her arch off the bed. He moved to the other, lavishing it with the same devastating attention, his teeth grazing just enough to make her cry out.

Then he moved down her body, his hands spreading her thighs wide. His breath was hot against her inner thigh before his mouth found her. His tongue was not gentle. It was a ruthless, focused instrument, licking a long, firm stripe through her soaked folds before settling on her clit. He sucked it into his mouth, flicking it with the tip of his tongue in a rapid, relentless rhythm.

Jade thrashed against the restraints, a litany of “please” and “oh god” falling from her lips. The sensations were too much—the ache of her spanked skin, the delicious captivity of her wrists, the exquisite torture of his mouth. The coil in her belly wound tighter and tighter, a scream building in her chest.

“Daddy… I’m going to… please!” she begged, her mind fracturing.

He didn’t let up. He drove her right to the edge, held her there until she was sobbing, and then pushed her over. The orgasm wrecked her, a violent, shuddering wave that tore through her, leaving her boneless and gasping.

Before the last tremor had faded, he was above her, his cock nudging at her entrance. He sheathed himself in one slow, inexorable thrust, filling her completely. The feeling was overwhelming—stretched, owned, claimed. He began to move, setting a hard, deep pace that rocked the bedframe. Each thrust was a punctuation mark on her surrender. She came again, a weaker, rolling wave that clenched around him, milking him. With a low groan that seemed ripped from his chest, he buried himself to the hilt, his warmth spilling inside her in pulsing jets.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Then, he leaned down, unbuckled the cuffs with practiced ease, and rubbed feeling back into her wrists.

He looked down at her, his expression one of supreme satisfaction. “You did very well, Jade.” He traced the line of her jaw. “You will be famous beyond your wildest dreams. But this…” he gestured between their bodies, “…was just the beginning. There is much more training to come.”
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The scent of lemon polish hung in the air. Zara was on her hands and knees, scrubbing the kitchen tiles, the short black skirt of her maid’s uniform riding up to expose the pale curve of her ass. The stockings bit into her thighs. She heard the front door open, then the heavy, familiar tread of his shoes on the hardwood.

“Daddy’s home,” his voice rumbled from the foyer.

She stayed on the floor, a flush of warmth spreading through her. That voice, that title, always did that to her. It was a command and a caress all at once.

He walked into the kitchen, his shadow falling over her. She looked up, seeing his tailored suit, his impassive face. “Stand up, pet.”

She did, smoothing her skirt, feeling exposed under his gaze.

“A doctor is coming to see you in an hour,” he stated, his eyes roaming over her body. “Dr. Richardson. I’ve had some concerns.”

Her heart skipped. “Concerns, Daddy?”

“About your performance. Specifically, your anal performance.” He stepped closer, a finger tracing the line of her jaw. “You’re too tight. It’s becoming a problem. The doctor will examine you and recommend a course of action.”

A shiver, part anxiety, part thrill, shot down her spine. She simply nodded. “Yes, Daddy.”

The hour passed in a blur of nervous anticipation. When the doorbell chimed, her stomach clenched. Daddy answered, ushering in a man in his late forties with salt-and-pepper hair and a calm, professional demeanor. Dr. Richardson carried a sleek black medical bag.

“Zara, this is Dr. Richardson,” Daddy said, his hand firm on the small of her back. “We’ll proceed in the bedroom.”

The room felt different with the doctor there. The large bed, usually a place of play and submission, now felt like an examination table. The air was cool on her skin.

“Please, disrobe and lie on the bed, Zara,” Dr. Richardson instructed, his tone clinical as he opened his bag.

Her fingers trembled as she unbuttoned the tiny uniform, letting it pool at her feet. She lay back on the cool sheets, completely exposed. Daddy stood by the window, watching, his arms crossed. A silent, powerful spectator.

The doctor pulled on a pair of latex gloves. The snap was loud in the quiet room. “We’ll begin with a standard pelvic exam.”

His touch was impersonal, efficient. He parted her folds, his gaze analytical. “Relax,” he murmured, though it wasn’t a request. Two slick, gloved fingers pressed inside her. She gasped, her hips lifting slightly. He worked them in and out, his other hand pressing on her lower abdomen. “Vaginal tone is excellent. No issues here.”

Next came the speculum, cold and metallic. He inserted it, the click of the mechanism echoing. She felt stretched, opened, utterly on display for both men. He peered inside, adjusting the light from a small penlight. “Healthy. Very good.”

Daddy spoke from his post. “The concern is the other entrance, Doctor. She’s too tight. It impedes… function.”

Dr. Richardson nodded, removing the speculum. “Turn over, Zara. On your hands and knees, please.”

The position was deeply submissive. She presented herself, her ass in the air, her face buried in the duvet. She heard the squelch of more lubricant.

“A digital examination first,” the doctor said.

The cold, slick tip of his finger circled her tight rosette. She whimpered, pushing back instinctively. So wrong. So clinical. And yet, a heat was building low in her belly. His finger pressed, and with a soft pop, the first knuckle slipped inside. She cried out, her body clenching violently around the intrusion.

“You see?” Daddy’s voice held a note of satisfaction. “Excessively tight.”

Dr. Richardson worked his finger deeper, a slow, torturous invasion. “Indeed. The sphincter is exceptionally strong, but it lacks pliancy. A strict regimen of anal training will be necessary.” He withdrew his finger, leaving her feeling oddly empty. “First, we must ensure she is clean.”

From his bag, he produced a large rubber bulb with a tapered nozzle. He filled it from a bottle of clear solution. “This is a mild saline enema. You will hold it for five minutes.”

The nozzle, cold and liberally lubed, pressed against her. She braced herself. A slow, steady pressure, and then a flood of warm liquid filled her, stretching her insides in a wholly new way. It was a full, heavy sensation. “Hold it,” the doctor commanded.

She squeezed her muscles, trembling. Daddy walked over, stroking her hair. “Good girl. Take it all.” The minutes stretched, the fullness becoming an ache. Finally, she was allowed to scramble to the adjoining bathroom to expel it.

When she returned, feeling hollow and sensitive, the doctor had laid out an array of silicone dildos on the bed, graduating in size from modest to intimidatingly large.

“We begin with dilation,” he said, selecting the smallest, which was still thicker than his finger. He coated it in a thick, clear gel. “Relax your muscles, Zara. Breathe out.”

The cool, blunt tip pressed against her. She panted, pushing back as she’d been taught. There was a sharp sting of resistance, then a slow, burning give as the head popped past her ring. A groan tore from her throat. It hurt. But beneath the burn was a deep, spreading fullness that made her toes curl.

“Good,” Dr. Richardson murmured, working it in to the hilt with slow, shallow thrusts. “The discomfort is normal. Your body is learning.”

He worked it for what felt like ages, until the initial pain faded into a warm, throbbing ache. Then, without removing it, he picked up the next size. This one made her eyes widen. He slicked it, then pressed its tip against the base of the first dildo, slowly pushing it in alongside. The stretch was immense, breathtaking. She felt split open, stuffed beyond belief. A choked sob escaped her, but she was grinding her hips back against him, seeking more of that devastating fullness.

“She’s taking it well,” the doctor observed to Daddy.

“She’s a good pet,” Daddy replied, his voice thick. “She wants to be good.”

The third dildo was monstrous, a deep purple shaft with a pronounced curve. Zara shook her head, a tear slipping down her cheek. “I… I can’t, Daddy. It’s too much.”

“You can, and you will,” Daddy said, his hand coming down in a sharp, stinging slap on her ass cheek. The pain bloomed, mixing with the deep ache inside her. “Try.”

Dr. Richardson removed the two smaller dildos, leaving her gaping and empty. He poured more lube, coating the giant toy, then smearing it around her stretched, quivering hole. The broad, bulbous head pressed against her.

“Breathe, Zara. Push out against me.”

She did, sobbing. There was a terrible, impossible pressure, a white-hot ring of fire. And then, with a final, gut-wrenching push from the doctor, it was inside. The feeling was catastrophic. She was impaled, filled to the absolute limit. She saw stars.

Then he began to move it.

Slow at first, just shallow retreats and advances. The burning began to transmute. The drag of the thick silicone against her overstimulated walls sparked something else—a deep, internal friction that radiated through her whole pelvis. Her clit, neglected and throbbing, pulsed in time with his thrusts.

“Oh god,” she moaned, the sound muffled by the bedding.

“She’s responding,” the doctor said, his clinical tone finally cracking with a hint of exertion. He picked up the pace, fucking her ass with long, smooth strokes.

The sensation built, a coil tightening low in her belly. The pain was still there, a bright edge, but it was now woven through with pure, unadulterated pleasure. Each thrust rocked her forward, grinding her clit against the bed. She was losing herself, mindless, animal. The stretch, the fullness, the commanding rhythm—it overwhelmed her.

Her orgasm crashed over her without warning. A raw, screaming release that clenched her entire body. Her ass muscles spasmed wildly around the huge invading toy, milking it, and her cunt gushed, soaking the sheets beneath her as Dr. Richardson relentlessly fucked her through it.

When he finally stilled, withdrawing the massive dildo with a soft, wet sound, she collapsed, boneless and trembling.

From his bag, Dr. Richardson produced a large, jeweled buttplug. He lubricated it and, without ceremony, pressed it into her well-used passage. It seated itself with a firm pop, the flared base resting snugly against her.

“You will wear this at all times, except for bathroom use and your training sessions,” he instructed, wiping his hands. “The dilation must be performed daily, working through the progression. Consistency is key.”

Daddy stepped forward, his eyes dark with possession. “I’ll take over the training from here, Doctor.”

“Excellent,” Dr. Richardson said, packing his bag. “She has excellent potential. Report any issues.”

After the doctor left, Daddy looked down at her, a slow smile spreading across his face. He tapped the jeweled base of the plug, making her jump. “My good girl. You were perfect.”

Zara, still buzzing with aftershocks, the plug a constant, thrilling reminder inside her, could only manage a weak, blissful smile.

13 - THE VIRGIN’S SURRENDER

MF / BDSM / DDLG / Virgin / Medical Exam / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Anal

The penthouse was silent, a gilded cage overlooking the city’s glittering skyline. Kendra stood just inside the doorway, her silk dress feeling suddenly insubstantial against the chill of the air conditioning. Or maybe it’s just him.

Cole was leaning against the marble bar, a tumbler of amber liquid in one hand. He was dark. Not just his hair, or the stubble shadowing his jaw, but in the way he carried himself—a contained, predatory stillness. He was in his thirties, with the kind of weathered handsomeness that spoke of power, not leisure. His eyes, the color of a winter storm, tracked her every tiny movement.

“Kendra.” His voice was a low rumble that seemed to vibrate in her bones. “Come here.”

It wasn’t a request. She knew her role. She was eighteen, a peace offering wrapped in silk and youth. The arrangement was simple: her hand for a truce between warring families. She’d agreed, for her father, for her brothers. But as she took the five steps toward him, the real reason, the deep, shameful one, uncoiled in her stomach: a hot, curious ache.

He didn’t touch her. He just looked, his gaze a physical weight. “Do you know why you’re here?”

“To… to marry you.” Her voice was a whisper.

“To belong to me,” he corrected, his tone leaving no room for argument. “There are rules. The first one is the most important. You will call me ‘Daddy.’ Not Cole. Not sir. Daddy. Do you understand?”

The word was illicit, electric. It should have felt wrong. It didn’t. It felt like a key turning in a lock she didn’t know she had. “Yes.”

“Good girl,” he said, and the praise sent a shiver straight down her spine. He set his glass down. “Our families have a bargain. But I have my own terms. I need to verify the merchandise.”

Her breath hitched. The merchandise.

“Strip. Now.”

His command brooked no hesitation. Her fingers trembled as they found the zipper at the back of her dress. The silk sighed as it pooled at her feet. The cool air kissed her skin, raising goosebumps. She stood before him, completely exposed. He didn’t look at her with lust, not exactly. It was more like appraisal. He circled her slowly.

“Turn around.” She did. “Bend over. Place your hands on the bed.”

She obeyed, her heart hammering against her ribs. The king-sized bed was an expanse of black linen. She leaned over it, presenting herself. She heard the rustle of clothing, the click of a cap.

“Stay still.”

A cold, slick droplet landed at the very center of her, making her jump. Lube. Then, the blunt, firm pressure of a single, thick finger, circling, pressing, invading. She gasped, her knuckles white on the sheets. He was methodical, clinical even, as he worked his finger inside her tight, untried channel. The stretch was immense, foreign, a sharp pinch of protest that quickly melted into a strange, deep throb.

He withdrew his finger, holding it up. It was clean.

“Wonderful,” he murmured. He sounded pleased. “Good. You are intact. A perfect, untouched little girl for Daddy.” He came around to face her, his own clothes now discarded. He was fully, intimidatingly erect. He guided her to her knees on the plush carpet before him.

“Open your mouth.”

She did, her eyes wide, fixed on the heavy, veined length of him. The head nudged against her lips. The taste was musky, salty, purely masculine. “Lick it. Get it nice and wet for Daddy.”

Tentatively, she flicked her tongue against the broad crown. A low groan escaped him, and the sound was a shot of pure adrenaline to her system. He likes this. I’m doing this right. She opened wider, taking him in, her tongue swirling as he’d instructed. His hand settled on the back of her head, not forcing, just guiding.

“That’s it. Use your lips. Suck.”

She did. She hollowed her cheeks, learning the rhythm of his subtle hip movements. The world narrowed to this: the weight on her tongue, the salty pre-cum she learned to swallow, the ragged sound of his breathing, and the hot, slick ache growing between her own thighs. She was dripping, her own need a shocking, undeniable tide. She serviced him not out of duty, but out of a desperate, newfound hunger for his approval, his pleasure.

He pulled back after what felt like both an eternity and a moment. “Onto the bed. On your back.”

She scrambled up, lying down, her body humming with anticipation. He knelt between her legs, his eyes dark with intent. “This will hurt,” he stated, no false comfort in his voice. “But only for a moment. Be a good girl and take it for Daddy.”

He leaned over her, his body a warm, heavy blanket. The broad head of his cock pressed against her soaked entrance. She was panting, her hips tilting up of their own accord. He pushed.

There was a tearing, burning sensation. A single, sharp cry was torn from her throat. He stilled, buried deep, letting the pain radiate and then slowly, slowly ebb. It was replaced by a feeling of incredible fullness, a stretching that bordered on pain but was already tipping into something else. He began to move, shallowly at first, each withdrawal and thrust stoking a fire in her core.

“You’re so tight,” he grunted, his control fraying. “Such a good girl, taking all of Daddy.”

His words unraveled her. The pleasure built, coiling tighter and tighter, a spring wound beyond bearing. His thrusts became harder, deeper, hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. She came with a sobbing gasp, her body convulsing around him, the waves of pleasure so intense they bordered on pain.

But he wasn’t finished.

In one smooth motion, he rolled her onto her stomach. A fresh chill of lube, this time there. She tensed.

“Shhh,” he soothed, his voice rough. “Daddy’s just going to use this other hole. My good girl has two holes to serve me, doesn’t she?”

The blunt pressure returned, more insistent, at a place never meant for this. The initial breach was a white-hot lance of pure wrongness. She cried out, her fingers clutching the sheets. He held still, letting her body fight and then, inevitably, surrender. The burn faded, replaced by a searing, stretched-full sensation that was somehow even more intimate.

“Good girl,” he growled, beginning to move. The friction was different, hotter, tighter. The shameful pleasure returned, amplified. With every punishing thrust, he grunted his approval. “My perfect little girl. Taking all of me.”

She came again, a second, shocking orgasm ripping through her, this one born from complete submission, from being used exactly as he desired. It triggered his own release. With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, his body going rigid above her. A hot flood filled her, a claiming so primal it made her whimper.

He collapsed beside her, spent. The room was filled with the sounds of their ragged breathing. After a moment, he turned her head toward him. His eyes were no longer the storm. They were possessive, satisfied.

“You did very well,” he said, his thumb stroking her cheek. “My perfect, obedient girl.”

And Kendra, her body thoroughly used and singing with spent pleasure, knew with absolute certainty that she would do anything, anything, to hear him say that again.

14 - DADDY’S FORBIDDEN DESIRES IN PARADISE

MF / BDSM / DDLG / Bondage / Blindfold / Nipple Clamps / Vibrator / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The private jet had been a blur of chilled champagne and clouds. The island was a postcard of turquoise water and white sand. But the hotel suite was something else entirely. It was a cavern of marble and glass, all cool surfaces and silent luxury that made Oriana’s heart thump against her ribs. She stood just inside the door, her single, worn suitcase looking absurd on the pristine floor.

Connor watched her from a sleek sofa, a crystal tumbler in his hand. He was older, his wealth etched into the confident lines of his face and the cut of his tailored shirt. His gaze was appraising, not unkind, but utterly devoid of sentimentality. This is a transaction, she reminded herself, the thought a familiar anchor. A beautiful, terrifying transaction.

“Come here, Oriana.”

His voice was a low command that vibrated through the quiet room. She obeyed, her steps soft on the rug, stopping a few feet before him.

“You understand the nature of our arrangement,” he stated, setting his glass down. It wasn’t a question.

“I do,” she whispered, her voice barely there.

“Good.” He lifted a single sheet of cream-colored paper from the table. “This outlines the specifics. My world operates on clarity. On rules. You will refer to me as Daddy. You are my little girl. You will obey, completely and without question. Your pleasure, your comfort, your very breath while you are with me, is mine to give or withhold. Do you agree to these terms?”

Her eyes scanned the elegant script. It was all there, in stark, unambiguous language. A shiver that was equal parts fear and thrilling anticipation coiled in her belly. This was the price of the escape, of the security, of the man himself. She met his eyes, finding a dark, captivating intensity there.

“I agree,” she said, and the words felt like a key turning in a lock deep inside her.

A slow, approving smile touched his lips. “Then we begin your education. Remove your clothes. All of them. Let me see what is mine.”

The air in the room seemed to thicken. Her fingers, trembling slightly, went to the buttons of her simple dress. She let it pool at her feet. Then her plain cotton underwear. She stood before him, completely exposed, the tropical sun streaming through the windows warming her skin. His gaze was a physical touch, sweeping over her—the slight curve of her hips, the tight peaks of her nipples already puckering in the cool air, the dark triangle of hair between her thighs.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, more to himself than to her. “To the bed. On your back.”

The mattress was impossibly soft, swallowing her as she lay down. He moved with a predator’s grace, producing four wide, padded cuffs from a drawer. He secured her wrists and ankles to the four posts of the massive bed, the restraints firm but not cruel. The vulnerability was instant, total. Her breath hitched.

“This is about trust, little girl,” he said, his voice a soothing rumble close to her ear. “About surrendering control. Can you do that for Daddy?”

She nodded, a frantic little motion. “Yes, Daddy.”

“Good girl.”

A whisper of silk brushed her eyes, then darkness. The blindfold plunged her into a world of sensation. Every sound was magnified—the rustle of his clothes, his steady breathing, the distant cry of a seabird. Her skin became a live wire. Then came a new sensation: cool, smooth metal circling her left nipple, a gentle pressure, then a sudden, sharp pinch that made her gasp. A clamp. Its twin found her right nipple, the bite of it sending a jolt of pure, shocking pleasure-pain straight to her core. She whimpered.

“Sensitive,” he observed, a thumb brushing over one clamped peak, making her arch off the bed. “Perfect.”

Then she heard it. A low, electric buzz. It hovered in the air, coming closer. Her entire body tensed, waiting.

It touched her inner thigh first, a teasing vibration that skittered up her leg. She jumped. A soft chuckle from above her. The vibrator traced idle circles on her stomach, then dipped lower, grazing her pubic bone. She was panting now, her hips making tiny, involuntary seeking motions. The buzz moved away, and a groan of frustration escaped her.

“Please…” she breathed.

“Please what, little girl?”

“Please… touch me.”

“Where?”

Her face burned beneath the silk. “My… my clit. Daddy.”

The vibrator returned, not to her clit, but to press firmly against her swollen outer lips, the vibrations thrumming through her entire pelvis. It was maddening. She bucked against it, a wordless plea.

“You’ll come when I allow it,” he said, his voice firm. “Not a moment before. Your orgasm is my gift to give. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Daddy! Please.”

Finally, the buzzing head found its target. It settled over her clit, the direct contact so intense her vision sparked white behind the blindfold. A broken cry tore from her throat. He held it there, the relentless vibrations building a pressure inside her that was both agony and ecstasy. He began to move it in slow, torturous circles, each rotation winding the coil of pleasure tighter.

“I’m… I’m gonna…” she sobbed, on the very edge.

The vibrator vanished.

The loss was a physical pain. She thrashed against the restraints, a desperate, “No!” bursting from her lips.

“You must learn patience,” he chided. She heard the sound of a zipper, the rustle of fabric. Then the weight of him on the bed, straddling her chest. The head of his cock, thick and velvety smooth, brushed against her lips. “Open.”

She did, without hesitation. He fed his length into her mouth, slowly, until she felt the tip hit the back of her throat. He held it there for a moment, letting her adjust, letting her taste him—salt and musk and pure, masculine power.

“Good girl,” he groaned. Then he began to move.

He set a relentless pace, his hands tangling in her hair, holding her head in place as he fucked into her mouth. She relaxed her throat, taking him deeper, the rhythm making her gag slightly, tears leaking from beneath her blindfold. The sounds were obscene, wet and desperate, and each one sent a fresh pulse of heat between her own legs. She was nothing but a vessel for his pleasure, and the realization was dizzyingly liberating.

He pulled away with a wet pop, leaving her gasping. She heard him move down the bed, felt his hands on her thighs, pushing them wider. The cool air hit her soaked folds, and then he was there, the blunt, insistent pressure of him pressing against her entrance.

With one hard, deep thrust, he buried himself inside her.

Oriana screamed. It was a shock of fullness, of being stretched and claimed so completely it stole her breath. He didn’t wait for her to adjust. He withdrew and plunged again, setting a hard, punishing rhythm that shook the entire bed. The metal clamps on her nipples jangled with every drive, sending bright sparks of sensation through her. The earlier denied orgasm roared back, amplified, consuming.

“Daddy!” she chanted, a helpless mantra. “Oh god, Daddy!”

His thrusts became harder, faster, losing all finesse. She could feel him, every thick inch, rubbing a spot deep inside her that felt like the sun. The coil snapped. Her orgasm detonated, a white-hot wave that clenched around his invading cock with vicious, rhythmic pulses. She screamed again, her body bowing against the restraints, lost in a primal shattering.

Her climax triggered his. With a guttural roar, he slammed into her one final time, hilting himself as she felt the hot, sudden rush of his release filling her. He pulsed inside her, his own body shuddering with the force of it.

For long moments, the only sounds were their ragged breaths and the gentle clink of the bedposts. Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. She felt utterly spent, a boneless heap of sensation.

He gently removed the blindfold. Her eyes fluttered open, meeting his. His gaze was heated, satisfied. He leaned down and carefully, so carefully, removed the clamps from her nipples. The release was its own sharp pleasure. Then he unbuckled the restraints, first her ankles, then her wrists, rubbing the faint marks left behind.

He gathered her into his arms, her sweat-slick body against his. He kissed her forehead.

“You were a very good girl, Oriana,” he whispered, his voice thick with an emotion that made her heart squeeze.

She nestled against him, the ache between her legs a sweet, persistent reminder. The opulent room, the man, the shocking intimacy of it all—it was more than she’d ever dreamed. She had agreed to his rules. And in his arms, feeling the proof of his possession cooling on her inner thighs, she was glad. So desperately glad he had chosen her.

15 - BOUGHT BY A DOMINANT DADDY

MF / BDSM / DDLG / Blowjob / Spanking / PIV Sex

The heavy car door clicked shut, sealing Amanda in the circular driveway of a house so large it could only be called a mansion. The driver who had collected her from Rex’s filthy apartment didn’t speak, just gestured with a gloved hand toward the imposing front doors. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic bird in a bone cage. Another owner. The word made her sick. Rex had finally grown tired of her, auctioning her off to the highest bidder.

But the man who opened the door was not what she expected. He was tall, impeccably dressed in dark slacks and a charcoal sweater that stretched across broad shoulders. His hair was dark, shot with silver at the temples, and his eyes were a calm, assessing grey. He looked… clean. Orderly. Nothing like Rex’s greasy chaos.

“Amanda,” he said, his voice a low baritone that vibrated through the marble foyer. “Come in.”

He didn’t touch her. He simply led her through a tastefully furnished sitting room and into a study lined with books. A fire crackled in the hearth. It was warm. Safe. The contrast to her former surroundings was so violent it made her dizzy.

“My name is Adrien. You belong to me now,” he stated, his gaze holding hers. There was no cruelty in his face, only absolute certainty. “There are rules. You will refer to me as ‘Daddy’ at all times. I will refer to you as ‘my little girl.’ This is not a negotiation. Do you understand?”

Amanda nodded, her throat tight. Daddy. It was a role, a script. But his voice, while firm, lacked the seething contempt she was used to. A strange, treacherous flicker of attraction stirred in her gut.

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Yes, what?”

She swallowed. “Yes… Daddy.”

A faint, approving smile touched his lips. “Good girl. Now, come here.” He pointed to a spot on the lush rug before his leather chair. When she stood there, trembling, he produced a hairbrush and two simple pink ribbons from a drawer. His hands were surprisingly gentle as he gathered her hair, dividing it, weaving it into two neat pigtails. He tied them off with the ribbons, his fingers briefly brushing the nape of her neck. A shiver, not entirely from fear, traced her spine.

“There,” he murmured, turning her to face a gilt-framed mirror on the wall. “My perfect little girl.”

She stared at her reflection. The pigtails made her look younger, vulnerable, but also… owned. Carefully curated. Under his steady gaze, the vulnerability began to twist into something else—a sharp, shocking need for his approval.

He let her settle for an hour in a lavish guest room, but the reprieve was a form of torture. Anticipation coiled tightly within her. When a soft chime sounded through a hidden speaker, she jumped. His voice followed, smooth and commanding. “To the study, little girl. It’s time for your first training session.”

Her feet carried her back. He was standing by the fire, silhouetted by the flames.

“Undress,” he said, without turning around.

Her fingers fumbled with the cheap, thin dress Rex had made her wear. It pooled at her feet. Then her bra, her panties. The air was cool on her naked skin, but the heat from the fire and his gaze warmed her. She stood, arms awkward at her sides, completely exposed.

He finally turned. His eyes traveled over her body, slowly, possessively. “Beautiful,” he stated, as if cataloging a fact. Then he undid his belt, the buckle clinking softly. He unzipped his trousers and freed his cock.

It was thick, heavy, already fully erect. Amanda’s mouth watered instinctively, an old, degrading habit. But this felt different. This was a command, not a violent taking.

“On your knees, little girl.”

She sank down onto the soft rug. The scent of him, sandalwood and clean male skin, filled her senses. She leaned forward, her lips parting. The first touch of the broad, silken head against her tongue sent a jolt through her. She took him into her mouth, her jaw stretching to accommodate his girth.

“That’s it,” Adrien breathed, his hand coming to rest on her head. “Use your tongue. Just like that.”

She worked him, licking the prominent vein underneath, swirling her tongue around the crown. Her own arousal, hot and insistent, began to pulse between her legs. This was service, but it was also a strange kind of power, feeling him grow even harder in her mouth, hearing his breath hitch.

His fingers tangled in the pigtails he had fashioned. He didn’t yank, not at first. He simply held them, guiding the rhythm of her head. Then, as a low groan rumbled from his chest, his grip tightened. He began to move her, gently at first, then with more insistence, fucking her face with slow, deep thrusts.

“Take it, little girl. All of it.”

She relaxed her throat, letting him push deeper, tears pricking her eyes from the strain, but a wild, submissive thrill coursing through her veins. He used her, but he was with her, his pleasure a tangible force in the quiet room. He pulled out with a wet sound, his cock glistening from her mouth.

“Stand up. Bend over the arm of the chair.”

Her legs were shaky as she obeyed, presenting her bare ass to him. His palm landed on her flesh with a sharp, stinging crack. The pain was bright, clean. It burned away the ghost of Rex’s brutal, hateful slaps.

“Count,” Adrien commanded.

“One, Daddy,” she gasped.

He spanked her again, lower this time. “Two.”

Each slap was measured, deliberate, lighting up her nerve endings until her entire backside was a throbbing, heated map of his discipline. By the time she choked out “Ten,” she was wet, dripping onto the leather beneath her.

He helped her up, his hands surprisingly tender on her stinging skin, and led her to the massive four-poster bed in an adjacent room. From a bedside drawer, he produced soft leather cuffs. He fastened one around each of her wrists, then secured them to the ornate bedposts with a click. She was spread-eagled, utterly vulnerable, her heart pounding with a mixture of fear and dizzying excitement.

Adrien retrieved a small, sleek vibrator. He turned it on. A low, insistent hum filled the air. He trailed it up her inner thigh, never touching where she ached the most. She whimpered, straining against the cuffs.

“Does my little girl want to cum?” he asked, his voice a dark caress.

“Yes, Daddy. Please.”

“Then be good. Be still.”

He finally touched the buzzing tip to her clit. Amanda cried out, her back arching off the bed. The sensation was electric, overwhelming. He circled slowly, expertly, building the tension coil by coil. He would bring her to the very edge, then pull away, watching her shudder with denial.

“Please, Daddy, I’ll be good, I promise,” she babbled, lost in the sensation.

“Show me.”

He climbed onto the bed, kneeling between her splayed legs. He positioned himself, the broad head of his cock nudging against her soaked entrance. Then he pushed in, in one long, devastating stroke that filled her completely. A guttural moan was torn from her throat. He felt enormous inside her, stretching her perfectly.

He set a relentless pace, each deep thrust jolting through her bound body. The restraints held her firm, allowing him to plunge deeper, to own every inch of her. The slap of skin on skin, her ragged pleas, his controlled grunts—it was a symphony of pure, raw sensation. The vibrator was still humming against her clit, pushed between them by the force of his body.

The climax built like a tsunami, unstoppable. It shattered her, wave after wave of intense pleasure making her cry out as her inner muscles clenched and fluttered around his driving cock. Her release triggered his. With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself inside her, his own groan harsh in her ear as he pulsed, filling her with his warmth.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Then, with careful movements, he turned off the vibrator, withdrew, and unbuckled the cuffs. He massaged her wrists where the leather had bitten in.

“You did very good for your first session, Amanda,” he said, his voice back to that calm, firm baritone. He brushed a sweaty strand of hair from her forehead. “My good little girl.”

As she lay there, spent and trembling, a profound sense of relief washed over her. Rex’s face, his smell, his cruelty—it all seemed to recede into a distant nightmare. Here, there was order. There was expectation. And, most surprisingly, there was a kindness in Adrien’s dominance that felt like a lifeline. She was chosen. She was his.

He leaned down, his lips close to her ear. “We’re just getting started.”

cover.jpeg
BRANDI MOORE.

(Gl Ns (]
4 o

~, 2 A -
i /z‘ \‘"’/(“4“’*"

15 DOMINANT OLDER MA






