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Before You Begin…
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– Polly Bane


Chapter 1: The Woman Who Didn't Eat

Avery sat at the polished mahogany table, the clink of silverware against porcelain plates a constant hum around her. The upscale restaurant smelled of rosemary and money, a perfect stage for the client dinner she was expected to dominate. Her tailored blazer hugged her shoulders, her dark hair pulled back so tight it tugged at her scalp.

She hadn’t touched her salmon.

Her fork nudged the fish, dragging it through the lemon glaze for the third time in ten minutes. The client across from her, a graying man in a suit worth more than her car, laughed at something she’d said earlier. She smiled back, her jaw aching from the effort.

She didn’t even taste the wine she sipped.

Across the table, a man sat quietly, his presence heavier than the chatter filling the room. Callan. She’d been introduced to him earlier as the firm’s new security consultant, but he hadn’t said much since.

He didn’t need to.

His broad shoulders filled out a dark jacket, his posture straight but not rigid, like he’d earned the right to relax. His eyes, sharp and unhurried, moved over the table, taking in everything. When they landed on her, she felt the weight of them.

Her stomach tightened.

She pushed the salmon again, a small, deliberate movement, and pretended to listen to the client’s story about a yacht purchase. Her heels bit into her ankles, the pain a quiet anchor keeping her sharp. She was already drafting tomorrow’s brief in her head, words stacking like bricks.

Callan’s gaze didn’t leave her.

She glanced up, just for a second, and caught him watching. Not her face, not her blazer, not the way she held her fork like a weapon. He was looking at her plate.

Her throat went dry.

The dinner dragged on, courses coming and going, her plate remaining a still life of untouched food. Colleagues laughed, clients nodded, and she performed—every word measured, every smile calculated. She was the youngest associate on partner track, and she didn’t make mistakes.

But she felt his eyes.

When the table finally cleared, guests rising with handshakes and promises of follow-ups, Avery stood, smoothing her pencil skirt. Her legs ached from sitting so long in heels that weren’t made for comfort. She nodded to a senior partner, her mask still firmly in place.

Callan stood too.

He moved with a quiet economy, like every step was planned three moves ahead. He didn’t rush to catch up as she headed toward the coat check. He simply fell into step beside her.

Her pulse ticked up.

“You didn’t eat.” His voice was low, almost too quiet for the hum of the restaurant lobby. She had to lean in just to hear him.

She stopped walking.

Her heels clicked once more on the marble floor before she turned to face him. “Excuse me?” Her tone was sharp, a reflex honed from years of boardroom battles.

“You moved the salmon around your plate for forty minutes, but you didn’t eat.” His eyes held hers, steady and unapologetic. There was no judgment there, just a statement of fact.

Her face heated.

“I’m fine,” she said, her voice clipped. She turned toward the coat check again, reaching for her ticket. Her fingers fumbled for half a second.

He didn’t move.

“I’m not asking if you’re fine.” His tone stayed even, a calm that felt like it could anchor a storm. “I’m telling you I noticed.”

Her chest tightened.

She grabbed her coat, slipping it over her shoulders with a precision that hid the tremor in her hands. No one noticed. No one ever had—not the partners, not the clients, not the assistants who saw her live on black coffee and willpower.

But he did.

He reached into his jacket, pulling out a plain white business card. He held it out to her, his large hand steady. “Text me when you get home. I want to know you made it.”

She stared at the card.

“I don’t text strangers,” she said, her voice cool, her armor back in place. She didn’t take it. Not yet.

His expression didn’t change.

“You’re not texting a stranger. You’re texting me.” His voice dipped lower, a quiet command wrapped in care. “Take the card, Avery.”

Her name in his mouth felt heavy.

She took it, her fingers brushing his for half a second. The card was crisp, his name printed in stark black—Callan. No last name, just that and a number.

She slipped it into her clutch.

He nodded once, then turned to retrieve his own coat. She watched him for a moment, the breadth of his shoulders, the way he moved without hurry. Her heart beat too fast.

She didn’t say goodbye.

The drive home was a blur of city lights and silence, the cold leather of her car seat pressing against her bare thighs. Her apartment building loomed ahead, all glass and steel, as sterile as her life. She parked, her heels clicking on the concrete of the underground lot.

Her thumb hovered over her phone.

She sat in the driver’s seat, the engine off, the quiet pressing in. The card sat in her clutch, a weight she couldn’t ignore. She didn’t owe him anything.

But she typed the number anyway.

“Home.” One word, curt and cold, her thumb hitting send before she could overthink it. She tossed the phone onto the passenger seat, annoyed with herself. She didn’t wait for a reply.

Her phone buzzed eleven seconds later.

She grabbed it, her breath catching just slightly. His message was short, direct. “Good. Eat something before you sleep.”

Her jaw tightened.

She stepped out of the car, the cold air biting at her legs as she walked to the elevator. Eat something. As if she hadn’t been managing herself for years, as if she needed someone to tell her how to live.

But her fridge door opened anyway.

She stood in her spotless kitchen, the harsh light casting shadows over empty shelves. A half-empty jar of pickles, a bottle of sparkling water, and a takeout container she hadn’t touched in days. She hadn’t opened this door in four days.

Her stomach growled.

She grabbed the takeout container—cold noodles from a lunch meeting she’d skipped eating. She didn’t heat it up. She just ate, standing there in her blazer and heels, fork scraping against plastic.

Each bite felt like a concession.

Her phone sat on the counter, screen dark. She didn’t text him back. She didn’t need to prove anything to him.

But she thought about it.

She finished the noodles, the empty container staring back at her like a small defeat. Her heels clicked as she moved to her bedroom, shedding her blazer, her skirt, her armor. She stood in front of her mirror, just in her blouse and underwear, and saw the exhaustion in her own eyes.

Her phone buzzed again.

She walked back to the kitchen, her bare feet cold against the hardwood. His message was still on the screen when she picked it up. “Did you eat, Avery?”

Her breath hitched.

She didn’t want to answer. She didn’t want to feel the pull of his attention, the way it unraveled something tight in her chest. But her fingers moved anyway.

“Yes.” She hit send, then set the phone face down.

She didn’t wait for his reply.

But she felt it coming, a weight in the air, a presence she couldn’t shake. She moved to her couch, sinking into it, her legs curling under her. She was too tired to fight it—whatever it was.

Her phone buzzed once more.

She reached for it, slower this time, her heart a steady drum in her chest. His message was simple, but it hit like a command. “Good girl. Rest now.”

Her body reacted before her mind could.

Heat pooled low in her belly, a slow, traitorous warmth that made her thighs press together. Good girl. Two words, and she was melting, her breath shallow, her face flushed.

She hated it.

She wanted more of it.

She set the phone down, her hands trembling just slightly. She didn’t text back. She couldn’t—not yet.

But she felt him.

Even in her empty apartment, miles away from that restaurant, she felt the weight of his gaze, the low timbre of his voice. “You didn’t eat.” No one had ever noticed, and now someone had.

She wasn’t sure what to do with that.

Her bedroom was dark when she finally crawled into bed, the sheets cool against her skin. She hadn’t changed out of her blouse, too tired to bother. Sleep pulled at her, heavy and inevitable.

But her mind lingered on him.

She thought of his broad hands, the way they’d held that card out to her, steady and sure. She thought of his voice, low and unhurried, cutting through the noise of her life. And she thought of those words—good girl—echoing in her head like a promise.

She shifted under the covers.

Her hand slid down, slow and hesitant, under the waistband of her underwear. She shouldn’t. She knew she shouldn’t.

But she was wet.

Her fingers brushed against her clit, a soft gasp escaping her lips at the contact. She was already slick, her body betraying her with how ready it was. Just from his words, just from his attention.

She circled slowly, her breath hitching.

The memory of his voice played on loop in her mind. “Good girl.” It was too much, too fast, the heat building low and tight in her core.

She stopped herself.

Her hand pulled away, trembling, her pussy throbbing with need. She didn’t let herself finish. Not yet, not without—something.

She didn’t know what.

She rolled onto her side, her thighs pressed tight together, the ache a constant pulse. Sleep was far away now, her body awake in ways she hadn’t let it be in months. Maybe years.

Her phone sat on the nightstand.

She didn’t touch it, but she wanted to. She wanted to text him, to ask—something. She didn’t even know what she’d say.

But she felt the pull.

Tomorrow, she’d be back in the office, back in her armor, back to performing. She’d draft that brief, she’d win that argument, she’d keep herself together. She always did.

But tonight, she wasn’t sure.

She closed her eyes, his voice still in her head, his words a weight she couldn’t shake. “Good girl. Rest now.” It wasn’t just a command—it was a tether, pulling her somewhere she didn’t know how to go.

Yet.

She drifted, the ache between her legs a quiet promise of something more. Something waiting. Something she wasn’t ready to name.

But he was waiting too.

She didn’t know how she knew that, but she did. Callan, with his steady gaze and his quiet commands, was waiting for her next move. And tomorrow, she’d have to decide if she was ready to make it.

Her breath slowed, finally.

Sleep came, heavy and deep, but not before one last thought slipped through. What happens when I text him again?

She didn’t have an answer.

But she wanted to find out.


Chapter 2: Decision Fatigue

Avery sat at her desk, the glow of her phone screen the only light in her corner office. It was 7:23 a.m., and she’d already been here for an hour, drafting a brief that needed to be filed by noon. His text stared back at her: Dinner. Thursday. I’ll pick you up at seven.

Not a question.

Her thumb hovered over the keyboard. She’d been staring at it for twenty minutes, not because she was deciding, but because she already knew her answer. It scared her.

She didn’t do this—let someone else take the lead. She was the one who set terms, who made plans, who controlled every variable. But Callan’s text wasn’t a negotiation.

Her chest tightened, a mix of dread and something warmer, softer. She hated how her body reacted to the memory of his voice, low and unhurried, from that night at the restaurant. “Good girl. Rest now.” Her thighs pressed together under her tailored skirt.

She typed a quick Okay and hit send before she could overthink it. The reply felt like a surrender, small but heavy. Her phone buzzed almost instantly.

Good. Wear something soft. No heels.

Her breath caught. No heels? She lived in heels—armor, height, control.

Her fingers twitched, wanting to argue. She didn’t. Not this time.

The day dragged on, a blur of meetings and emails, her mind half on her work and half on Thursday. Colleagues noticed her distraction, a raised eyebrow here, a pointed question there. She brushed them off with her usual sharpness, but inside, she felt the cracks.

By the time Thursday arrived, she was running on fumes. Fourteen-hour days had piled up, each decision—file this, argue that, sign here—draining her further. She stood in front of her closet at 6:30 p.m., staring at a row of blazers and pencil skirts.

Wear something soft.

She pulled out a cream-colored sweater dress, sleeveless and knee-length, the fabric clinging to her frame in a way that felt vulnerable. No heels. She slipped on flat ballet shoes instead, her reflection in the mirror unfamiliar.

Her doorbell rang at exactly seven.

She opened it, and there he was. Callan, in a dark jacket over a black shirt, his broad shoulders filling the frame of her doorway. His eyes took her in, slow and deliberate, a faint nod of approval in them.

“You look good, baby girl,” he said, his voice low, like he was stating a fact.

Her stomach flipped. She hated how much she liked hearing that from him. “Thanks,” she muttered, grabbing her purse.

He stepped aside, gesturing for her to walk ahead. His hand brushed the small of her back as they moved to the elevator, a light touch that sent heat up her spine. She kept her eyes forward, her face composed.

The restaurant was a quiet Italian place, tucked into a corner of the city she’d never noticed. Dim lighting, small tables, the smell of garlic and warm bread in the air. He pulled out her chair, his hand lingering on her shoulder for a moment before he sat across from her.

She picked up the menu, her eyes scanning the words without really reading them. Her head ached from the day—thirty decisions before noon, each one a tiny weight. The thought of choosing one more thing made her feel sick.

Callan watched her, his gaze steady. He reached across the table, his large hand covering hers, and gently took the menu away. His fingertips brushed her skin, warm and firm.

“You’ve made enough decisions today,” he said, his voice a quiet command. “Let me make this one.”

She should have been furious. She wasn’t.

Something in her chest unclenched, a knot she hadn’t even noticed loosening for the first time in months. She nodded, just barely, her hands folding in her lap. “Okay.”

He ordered for them—pasta with a light sauce for her, steak for himself, and a basket of bread to share. The waiter left, and Callan leaned back in his chair, his eyes never leaving hers. Candlelight caught the scar on his knuckle, a thin white line against tanned skin.

“Tell me,” he started, his tone calm but firm, “what do you do when you’re not working?”

She blinked. No one asked her that. Her life was work—cases, wins, the next rung on the ladder.

“I don’t know,” she admitted, her voice quieter than she meant it to be. “I don’t… have time for much else.”

He nodded, like he’d expected that answer. “That’s a problem, baby girl. You’re running on empty.”

Her face heated. She wanted to argue, to tell him she was fine, that she didn’t need anyone pointing out what she already knew. But his gaze held hers, steady and unyielding, and the words didn’t come.

The bread arrived, warm and soft, the smell making her stomach growl. She hadn’t eaten since a rushed coffee at 6 a.m. Callan tore off a piece and handed it to her, his fingers brushing hers again.

“Eat,” he said. Not a suggestion.

She took a bite, the warmth spreading through her, and realized how hungry she was. He watched her, a faint curve to his lips, like her obedience pleased him. It shouldn’t have made her feel anything, but it did.

They ate in a comfortable silence for a while, the clink of cutlery and soft murmur of other diners the only sounds. He asked her more questions—small things, not about work, but about her. What did she read? Did she like the city in winter? Simple, human things she hadn’t thought about in years.

She answered, halting at first, then easier. His attention was a weight, but not a bad one. It was like he saw her, not the polished associate, not the armor, just… her.

Dinner ended too soon. She didn’t want it to. That scared her more than the text had.

He drove her home, his hand resting on the gearshift, close enough to her knee that she could feel the heat of it. She kept her hands in her lap, her fingers twisting together. The ache from Tuesday night hadn’t fully left her—the memory of stopping herself, of not letting herself cum, still lingered.

They reached her building. He walked her to her door, his presence a steady force at her side. She turned to face him, her key in hand, unsure what to say.

He stepped closer, his height making her feel small in a way that wasn’t unpleasant. His hand reached up, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear, his thumb brushing her cheek for just a moment. Her breath hitched.

“You’re exhausted,” he said, his voice low and firm. “Go to sleep.”

She nodded, unable to speak. He didn’t kiss her, didn’t push for more. He just watched her, his eyes dark and knowing, until she turned the key and stepped inside.

Her apartment was quiet, the silence louder after his presence. She leaned against the door, her heart pounding. Sleep. He’d told her to sleep.

She kicked off her flats, the cool floor grounding her for a moment. Her sweater dress felt too tight now, too warm. She walked to her bedroom, the memory of his hand on hers, his voice in her ear, replaying on loop.

She sat on the edge of her bed, her thighs pressing together. The ache was back, stronger now, a steady pulse between her legs. She shouldn’t. She knew she shouldn’t.

Her hand slid down anyway, under the hem of her dress, past the waistband of her panties. She was wet already, her fingers slipping against her clit with embarrassing ease. A soft moan escaped her lips, her head tipping back.

“Callan,” she whispered, testing the name in the dark. It felt wrong. It felt right.

Her fingers circled faster, the heat building low and tight. She thought of his voice, that calm command. “You’ve made enough decisions today.” Her body tensed, her breath coming in short gasps.

She stopped herself. Again. Her hand pulled away, trembling, her pussy throbbing with need.

She couldn’t do it. Not without—something. Permission, maybe. The thought made her face burn, but it was there, undeniable.

She lay back on the bed, her dress still on, her body a mess of want and restraint. Sleep was far away, but she closed her eyes anyway. His words echoed in her head. “Go to sleep.”

For the first time in two years, she was in bed by eleven. Not because she wanted to be, but because he’d told her to. That realization made her wetter, even as she tried to ignore it.

Her phone sat on the nightstand. She didn’t touch it. But she wanted to.

Tomorrow, she’d be back in the office, back in control, back to pretending she didn’t feel this. She’d wear her heels, her blazer, her armor. She’d win, like she always did.

But tonight, she wasn’t sure. His voice, his touch, his quiet authority—they lingered, a weight she couldn’t shake. A weight she didn’t want to shake.

She rolled onto her side, her thighs pressed tight, the ache a constant reminder. Sleep pulled at her, heavy and slow, but not before one last thought slipped through. What happens when I see him again?

She didn’t have an answer. But she wanted to find out.

Her breath slowed, finally. Sleep came, deeper than it had in months. But not before she felt it—the pull of him, waiting for her next move.

And tomorrow, she’d have to decide if she was ready to make it. She wasn’t sure she was. But she knew she’d try.

Because Callan was waiting. And something in her—something small, something she hadn’t named yet—wanted to be his good girl again. Wanted to hear those words, feel that warmth, surrender just a little more.

She drifted off, the ache between her legs a quiet promise. A promise of something more. Something she wasn’t ready to face, but couldn’t turn away from.

Not yet. Not with him. Not when every command felt like care, every surrender felt like safety.

Her last conscious thought was of his hand taking the menu, his voice cutting through her noise. “Let me make this one.” She’d let him. And she’d liked it.

Sleep claimed her, but the pull didn’t fade. It was there, waiting for her to wake up. Waiting for her to decide how far she’d let this go.


Chapter 3: Midnight

Avery sat at her desk, the blue glow of her laptop casting sharp shadows across her face. The clock in the corner of the screen read 1:47 AM. Case files towered around her like a fortress, each one a battle she’d win before sunrise.

Her third coffee sat cold beside her. She hadn’t touched it in an hour. Her fingers flew across the keyboard, drafting arguments that would shred opposing counsel by morning.

Her phone buzzed against the desk. The vibration cut through the silence of her apartment. She glanced at it, expecting an email notification or a late-night client panic.

It was Callan.

“You’re still up.” The text wasn’t a question. It was a statement, heavy with quiet authority.

Her stomach tightened. She stared at the words, her fingers hovering over the keys. She didn’t need to answer, did she?

But she did.

“Deadlines,” she typed back, her thumbs quick and defiant. She hit send before she could overthink it.

The reply came almost instantly. “Not an excuse. We’ll talk about this.”

Her breath caught. Talk about this? At nearly 2 AM?

She pushed the phone aside, her focus snapping back to the screen. She had work to do. She wasn’t some child who needed permission to stay up late.

Yet her eyes kept drifting to the phone. Waiting. Expecting.

Minutes ticked by, each one heavier than the last. Her apartment felt too quiet now, the hum of the laptop too loud. She rubbed her temples, the headache she’d ignored all day pulsing harder.

Another buzz. She grabbed the phone too fast, her heart racing for no good reason.

“Midnight. Phone down. Lights off. Every night.” His words were stark, unyielding, a rule carved in stone.

She laughed out loud. The sound echoed in the empty room. A bedtime? Really?

She typed back, her fingers sharp with irritation. “I’m a grown woman, Callan. I have deadlines. I don’t need a bedtime.”

Send. Done. Let him argue with that.

Her phone stayed silent for a full minute. She stared at it, her chest tight. Why did she even care if he replied?

Then it buzzed. “Are you finished?”

Her face burned. She read the text again, hearing his voice in her head—low, calm, cutting through her noise.

She didn’t answer. She couldn’t think of anything to say. Her arguments felt flimsy now, paper-thin against his quiet certainty.

Another text. “This isn’t a suggestion, Avery. Midnight. Every night. You’ll thank me in a week.”

Her fingers tightened around the phone. She wanted to type back, to fight, to prove she didn’t need rules. But something in her—something small and tired—stopped her.

She set the phone down. Her eyes burned from the screen, her body heavy in a way she hadn’t noticed until now. She glanced at the clock: 2:03 AM.

Fine. She’d humor him. Just for tonight.

She shut the laptop, the blue glow vanishing. Her apartment plunged into darkness, the sudden quiet unnerving. She stood, her legs stiff from hours of sitting, and shuffled to her bedroom.

The bed looked foreign, unused. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d been in it before midnight. She stripped off her blazer and skirt, leaving them in a neat pile, and slipped into a soft t-shirt.

She crawled under the sheets. The fabric felt cool against her skin, unfamiliar. She lay there, staring at the ceiling, fury simmering in her chest.

This was stupid. She wasn’t tired. She had work to do.

But her body betrayed her. Her eyes grew heavy, her breathing slow. The anger faded, replaced by a strange, quiet pull.

She slept. For seven hours straight. Uninterrupted, deep, dreamless.

Morning light woke her. It streamed through the window, soft and golden, a sight she hadn’t seen in months. She blinked, disoriented, her mind slow to catch up.

She felt… good. Rested. Lighter than she had in weeks.

She sat up, the sheets rustling around her. Her phone sat on the nightstand, untouched. She didn’t check it right away, though her fingers itched to.

Instead, she stood and walked to the window. The city was waking up below, quieter than she expected. She pressed a hand to the glass, the coolness grounding her.

She wouldn’t tell him. He didn’t need to know how well she’d slept. But somehow, she knew he already did.

The day passed in a blur of meetings and memos. She moved through the office with her usual sharpness, her heels clicking on the polished floor, her blazer tailored to perfection. No one could tell she’d slept more than four hours for the first time in months.

But she felt it. Every step, every word, carried a strange new clarity. She hated that it came from obeying him.

That night, she sat at her desk again. The clock read 11:30 PM. She stared at the files, her laptop open, her coffee still hot this time.

She could keep working. She should keep working. She had a brief due by Friday.

But his words echoed. “Midnight. Every night.” That calm, unhurried voice in her head.

She sighed, her shoulders slumping. Fine. One more night.

She closed the laptop early, at 11:45. She changed into a t-shirt again, the fabric soft against her skin. She slid into bed, the sheets cooler tonight, more familiar.

Her phone buzzed just as she turned off the light. She grabbed it, her heart jumping.

“Good night, Avery.” Simple. Direct. His.

Her lips pressed together. She typed back, “Good night, Callan.” She hesitated, then added nothing else.

She set the phone down. Darkness wrapped around her again. Sleep came faster this time, pulling her under before she could fight it.

Day three. She was back at her desk, the clock ticking closer to midnight. She’d finished her work early—earlier than usual, anyway.

11:58 PM. She closed the laptop, the blue glow fading. She stood, stretching, her body less tense than it should’ve been.

She changed quickly, the routine already settling in. T-shirt on, blazer hung, bed waiting. She slid under the sheets, the fabric now a quiet comfort.

Her phone sat in her hand. She stared at it, then typed. “Lights off.”

She hit send. Her chest tightened, waiting. Why did this feel like a test?

The reply came fast. “Good girl.”

Her stomach flipped hard. She pressed a hand to it, her breath shallow. Those two words burned into her, hotter than they should’ve been.

She stared at them until her screen went dark. Her body reacted before her mind could catch up. Heat pooled between her legs, her thighs pressing together under the sheets.

She shouldn’t feel this. Not from a text. Not from a rule.

But she did. Her fingers twitched, wanting to slip under her panties, to ease the ache his words had sparked. She stopped herself, her face burning in the dark.

She couldn’t. Not without… something. That thought again—permission.

It made her wetter. She hated it. She wanted it.

She lay there, her breathing uneven, her pussy throbbing with need. Sleep was far off now, but she didn’t move. She couldn’t touch herself, not yet, not without hearing his voice say it was okay.

Her mind spun. What was happening to her? Three days of a stupid bedtime, and she was already this far gone?

She rolled onto her side, her thighs tight, trying to ignore the heat. It didn’t work. His words—those two words—kept replaying.

“Good girl.” She whispered it to herself, testing the weight. Her body clenched, a soft gasp escaping her lips.

She pressed her face into the pillow. This was ridiculous. She was ridiculous.

But the ache didn’t fade. It grew, a steady pulse, a reminder of his control. A reminder of how much she wanted more.

She didn’t sleep for a while. Her body was too awake, too needy. But when sleep finally came, it was deep again, pulling her under with his voice in her head.

Morning light woke her once more. She sat up, her phone still in her hand from last night. She didn’t open it, didn’t check for new messages.

She didn’t need to. She knew he’d be waiting. Knew he’d have more rules, more ways to unravel her.

She stood, her bare feet cold on the floor. The city was quiet outside, the light softer today. She pressed a hand to her stomach, still feeling that flip from last night.

She wouldn’t tell him how much those words affected her. She wouldn’t admit how wet they made her, how much she craved to hear them again. But she didn’t need to.

He already knew. She could feel it in the way he texted, the way he commanded without raising his voice. He knew exactly what he was doing to her.

She moved through her morning routine, her mind split between the courtroom arguments she’d win today and the quiet pull of last night’s text. Her blazer went on, her heels clicked into place, her armor back where it belonged.

But underneath, something shifted. Something small, something new. Something that wanted to be his good girl again.

She grabbed her coffee, her laptop, her files. She’d fight today, like always. She’d win, like always.

But tonight, at midnight, she’d be in bed. Lights off. Phone down.

Not because she wanted to. But because he’d told her to. And because, deep down, she was starting to need it.

Her phone stayed silent as she left for the office. She didn’t text him. She didn’t need to.

He’d be there when the time came. Waiting to see if she obeyed. Waiting to call her his good girl again.

And she wanted to hear it. More than she’d admit. More than she could fight.

She stepped into the elevator, her reflection sharp in the mirrored walls. She looked like control, like power, like the woman who never lost. But inside, she felt something softer, something smaller, stirring under his rules.

Midnight would come again. She’d be ready. Or at least, she’d try to be.

Her hand tightened on her bag. The day stretched ahead, full of battles she’d win. But the real fight—the one with herself, with him—was waiting for tonight.

She exhaled, slow and steady. She’d obey again. She already knew it.

And that scared her. It thrilled her. It made her wet all over again.

She stepped out into the lobby, her heels loud on the marble. The city buzzed around her, but her mind was on midnight. On him.

On what came next.


Chapter 4: Good Girl

Avery sat in the passenger seat of Callan’s car, the city lights blurring past her window. Her hands rested in her lap, fingers twisting together, her tailored blazer still on from dinner. She couldn’t stop hearing those two words—good girl—replaying in her mind like a broken record.

Her thighs pressed together under her skirt.

She hated how wet she was. Hated how her body reacted to a memory, to his voice, to something she shouldn’t want this badly. Dinner had been... normal, almost painfully so—small talk over steak and wine, his steady gaze across the table, her sharp responses hiding the mess inside her.

But now, in the quiet of his car, she couldn’t hide from herself.

Callan drove with one hand on the wheel, the other resting on the gearshift. His presence filled the space, heavy and calm, like he could feel the tension radiating off her. She stole a glance at him—dark shirt, sleeves rolled up, forearms strong and steady.

Her pulse quickened.

“You’re quiet, Avery,” he said, his voice low, unhurried. He didn’t look at her, eyes on the road, but she felt seen anyway. Exposed.

“I’m fine,” she lied. Her voice was too tight, too clipped.

He didn’t reply right away. The silence stretched, pressing against her until she wanted to squirm. Then, finally, he spoke. “We’re going to my place. Unless you’ve got somewhere else to be.”

Her stomach flipped. She should say no. She should demand he drop her off at her apartment, back to her controlled, spotless life.

“I don’t,” she said instead. Her voice was smaller than she meant it to be.

The corner of his mouth lifted, just barely. “Good.”

Her pussy clenched at that single word. She turned her face to the window, her cheeks burning. What was wrong with her?

They rode the rest of the way in silence. His building loomed ahead, all sleek glass and steel, the kind of penthouse that screamed power without trying. He parked in the underground garage, got out, and opened her door before she could reach for the handle.

She stepped out, her heels clicking on the concrete. He towered over her, six-foot-three to her five-foot-four, even in her armor of stilettos. His hand brushed her lower back as he guided her to the elevator, a touch so light it shouldn’t have made her shiver.

It did.

The elevator ride was torture. He stood close, not touching her now, but she felt the heat of him anyway. Her reflection in the mirrored walls showed a woman who looked put-together—dark hair pulled back, blazer crisp—but inside, she was unraveling.

The doors opened straight into his penthouse. The space was open, modern, all dark wood and clean lines. It smelled faintly of leather and something warm, like him.

“Shoes off,” he said, his tone calm but firm.

She hesitated, just for a second. Then she slipped off her heels, her bare feet cold against the hardwood. Without them, she felt smaller, vulnerable in a way that made her skin prickle.

He watched her, his eyes dark, unreadable. “Coat too.”

Her fingers fumbled with the buttons of her blazer. She shrugged it off, folding it over her arm, standing there in her blouse and skirt. His gaze moved over her, slow and deliberate, like he was cataloging every inch.

“Come here,” he said.

Her feet moved before her brain caught up. She stopped in front of him, close enough to feel the heat off his body. He took the blazer from her arm and set it aside, his movements precise, controlled.

“You’ve been tense all night,” he said. His hand came up, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Why?”

She swallowed hard. “I’m not.”

His thumb lingered on her cheek, a light touch that burned. “Don’t lie to me, Avery. I can see it.”

Her breath hitched. She wanted to argue, to snap back with something sharp and cutting. But under his steady gaze, her defenses felt flimsy.

“I don’t know,” she admitted. Her voice was barely above a whisper.

He nodded, like he’d expected that answer. “You don’t have to know. Not right now.”

His hand slid to the back of her neck, fingers firm but gentle, guiding her closer. She didn’t resist. Her body leaned into him, her chest brushing his, her head tilting up to meet his eyes.

“I’m going to take care of you tonight,” he said. His voice was a low rumble, vibrating through her. “But you follow my rules. Understand?”

Her pussy throbbed. She nodded, unable to speak.

“Words, Avery,” he said, his grip tightening just enough to make her gasp.

“Yes,” she breathed. “I understand.”

His eyes darkened with something like approval. “Good.”

He led her to the couch, his hand still on her neck, guiding her with that effortless control. He sat first, pulling her down to straddle his lap. Her skirt rode up, her thighs spread over his, the heat of him pressing against her through her panties.

She froze, her hands hovering, unsure where to go.

“Hands on my shoulders,” he said.

She obeyed, her fingers curling into the fabric of his shirt. His hands settled on her hips, large and warm, holding her in place. She felt small against him, her body dwarfed by his size, his strength.

“You’re shaking,” he said. His thumb rubbed slow circles on her hip. “Nervous?”

She bit her lip. “A little.”

His gaze softened, just for a moment. “You’re safe here. I’ve got you.”

Her chest tightened at those words. She didn’t know why they hit so hard, why they made her want to melt into him. But they did.

He leaned in, his lips brushing her jaw, slow and deliberate. Her breath caught, her fingers tightening on his shoulders. His mouth moved down her neck, leaving a trail of heat, while his hands slid up her sides, under her blouse.

“Callan,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

He paused, pulling back just enough to look at her. “What do you need?”

She didn’t know how to answer. Her body was a mess of want, her pussy aching, her mind spinning. She just shook her head, helpless.

His hand moved to her chin, tilting her face up. “I’ll decide, then. But you don’t hide from me. Understand?”

“Yes,” she said, softer this time.

He kissed her then, slow and deep, his tongue claiming her mouth with a patience that made her squirm. Her hips rocked against him, involuntary, desperate for friction. She felt his cock through his pants, hard and thick, and a moan slipped out before she could stop it.

He pulled back, his hand sliding to her throat, not squeezing, just holding. “Not yet,” he said. “You don’t get to rush this.”

Her whimper was pathetic. She hated it. She needed more.

He stood, lifting her with him like she weighed nothing. Her legs wrapped around his waist, her arms around his neck, as he carried her toward what she assumed was his bedroom. The size difference hit her again—his broad chest, his strong arms, her small frame pressed against him.

He laid her down on the bed, the mattress soft under her back. Her skirt was bunched around her hips, her blouse half-unbuttoned from his hands. He stood over her, looking down, his gaze heavy with intent.

“Hands above your head,” he said.

She hesitated, her breath uneven. Then she lifted her arms, stretching them out, her wrists together on the pillow. His eyes flicked over her, taking in every detail, before he leaned down, his body caging hers.

His hand wrapped around both her wrists, pinning them in place. His grip was firm, unyielding, his palm easily spanning them both. Her pussy clenched hard, her hips arching up without her permission.

“Don’t move your hands,” he said, his voice a low growl. “I didn’t say you could move your hands.”

She nodded, her chest heaving. “Okay.”

He didn’t reply, just held her gaze as his free hand moved to her blouse, unbuttoning the rest slowly. He pushed the fabric aside, exposing her bra, her skin flushed under his stare. His fingers traced the edge of the lace, teasing, before he tugged it down, baring her breasts.

Her nipples hardened instantly under his gaze. She wanted to cover herself, to hide from the intensity of his attention. But his hand on her wrists kept her pinned, exposed, helpless.

He lowered his head, his mouth closing over one nipple, sucking slow and firm. A sharp gasp tore from her throat, her back arching into him. His tongue flicked over the sensitive bud, sending heat straight to her core.

“Callan,” she moaned, her voice breaking.

He didn’t stop, just switched to the other breast, his teeth grazing her nipple lightly. Her thighs pressed together, desperate for relief, but his body kept her legs spread, his hips pinning her down. She was trapped, overwhelmed, her pussy dripping with need.

His free hand slid down her stomach, under her skirt, finding the edge of her panties. He didn’t rush, just traced the fabric, feeling how soaked she was. Her face burned with shame, but her hips pushed toward his fingers anyway.

“So wet,” he murmured against her skin. His voice was calm, almost clinical, but it made her tremble. “You’ve been wanting this all night, haven’t you?”

She didn’t answer, couldn’t, her breath too ragged. His fingers slipped under the fabric, brushing her clit, and her whole body jerked. A desperate sound escaped her lips, something raw and needy.

“Answer me,” he said, his tone firm. His fingers stilled, hovering, denying her what she needed.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Yes, I’ve wanted it.”

His thumb circled her clit, slow and deliberate, while his mouth returned to her nipple, sucking harder this time. Her moans grew louder, her body trembling under him, the pleasure building too fast. She was close, so close, her pussy throbbing under his touch.

“Ask me,” he said, pulling back to look at her. His hand on her wrists tightened, grounding her. “Ask Daddy if you can cum.”

Her breath stopped. The word hung there, heavy, electric. She hadn’t said it, not fully, but something slipped out, a broken sound that was almost “Daddy,” almost a plea.

He heard it. His eyes darkened, filing it away, but he didn’t push. Not yet.

“Please,” she whispered instead, her voice shaking. “Please let me cum.”

He studied her for a moment, his thumb still teasing her clit, keeping her on the edge. Then he nodded, just once. “Cum for me, Avery.”

The permission broke her. Her orgasm hit hard, her pussy clenching, her body shuddering under him as waves of pleasure ripped through her. She cried out, her hips bucking against his hand, her cum soaking his fingers.

He didn’t stop, didn’t let up, drawing it out with slow strokes until she was whimpering, oversensitive, spent. Her chest heaved, her wrists still pinned above her head, his grip never wavering. She felt raw, exposed, like he’d peeled back every layer she’d built.

He released her wrists finally, his hand sliding down to cup her face. His thumb brushed her cheek, a tender contrast to the intensity of moments before. He pulled her against his chest, rolling them so she lay on top of him, her smaller body fitting perfectly against his broad frame.

Her ear pressed to his chest, his heartbeat steady under her, while hers still raced. His arm wrapped around her waist, heavy and warm, holding her close. She felt small, safe, in a way she hadn’t in years—maybe ever.

“You did well,” he said, his voice soft now, but still commanding. “I’ve got you.”

Her eyes closed, her body relaxing into him. His hand stroked her back, slow and rhythmic, grounding her as her breathing slowed. She didn’t want to move, didn’t want to think, just wanted to stay in this space where she didn’t have to fight.

But her mind wouldn’t stop. Lying there, his arm across her waist, she thought: I could get used to this. The realization terrified her more than any courtroom ever had.

She didn’t say it out loud. She didn’t need to. He already knew.


Chapter 5: The Word

Avery lay on her back in Callan’s bed, the sheets cool against her bare skin. Her breath came in shallow gasps, her body still humming from the night before. She stared at the ceiling, trying to anchor herself in the quiet morning light filtering through the blinds.

Her tailored blazer hung over a chair in the corner, a reminder of the woman she was supposed to be. Partner track. Unbreakable.

But here, in his space, she felt stripped down in ways that had nothing to do with her clothes.

Callan’s bedroom was sparse, functional, like the man himself. Dark furniture, no clutter, a military neatness that made her own apartment feel chaotic by comparison. The weight of his presence lingered even though he wasn’t in the room yet.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand, a sharp reminder of the outside world. She reached for it, her fingers trembling slightly. A work email—urgent, of course, because everything at the firm always was.

Her chest tightened. She should reply. She should get up, get dressed, get back to her life.

But she didn’t move.

The door opened, and Callan stepped in, his frame filling the space. He wore a black shirt, sleeves rolled up, forearms thick with muscle. His eyes found hers immediately, calm and unhurried, like he had all the time in the world.

“Good morning, Avery.” His voice was low, a steady current that pulled her under.

Her stomach fluttered. She hated how easily he did that.

He crossed the room, each step deliberate, and sat on the edge of the bed. His hand rested on her thigh, warm through the thin sheet. The simple touch sent a jolt through her, waking every nerve.

“You’ve got that look,” he said. His thumb traced a small circle on her skin. “Thinking too much again.”

She opened her mouth to argue, but the words didn’t come. Her mind was a tangle of deadlines and depositions, but his hand grounded her, pulling her back to the present.

“I’ve got work,” she managed finally. Her voice sounded small, even to her.

His gaze didn’t waver. “You’ve got me right now. Work can wait.”

Her breath hitched. She wanted to push back, to insist she didn’t have time for this, for him. But the weight of his hand, the steadiness in his eyes, made her want to stay.

He shifted, pulling the sheet away in one slow motion. Her skin prickled under the cool air, her body exposed to him. She felt vulnerable, raw, but his gaze wasn’t hungry—it was possessive, protective.

“Lie back,” he said. Not a request. A command.

Her heart raced, but she obeyed, sinking into the mattress. Her hands fisted the sheets as he moved over her, his large frame caging her in. He was so much bigger, his presence overwhelming in the best way.

His hand slid up her side, warm and firm, until it rested on her throat. Not squeezing, just holding. A steady weight that made her feel anchored, safe, and utterly exposed all at once.

“Look at me,” he said. His voice was quiet, but it cut through every thought in her head.

She met his eyes, dark and intense, and her breath caught. Her chest rose and fell under his gaze, her body responding before her mind could catch up. Heat pooled between her thighs, her pussy already aching for him.

His thumb brushed the side of her jaw, tilting her chin up slightly. “There’s my girl.” The words were soft, but they hit her like a punch, spreading warmth through her core.

She swallowed, her throat moving under his hand. She wanted to look away, to hide from how much those words affected her. But his grip held her in place, forcing her to stay with him.

He shifted, his hips settling between her legs, the hard length of his cock pressing against her through his pants. Her body arched instinctively, seeking more, but he didn’t rush. He never did.

“You’re already wet for me,” he murmured. His free hand slid down her stomach, fingers brushing over her pussy, confirming what he already knew. Her face burned, but her hips tilted toward his touch.

His fingers teased her clit, slow and deliberate, sending sparks through her. She bit her lip, trying to hold back the moan building in her chest. But he saw it, felt it, and his thumb pressed harder against her throat, a silent reminder to let go.

“Let me hear you,” he said. His voice was a low growl now, vibrating through her.

A whimper escaped her, soft and desperate. Her hands gripped the sheets tighter, her body trembling under his control. Every stroke of his fingers pushed her closer to the edge, her pussy throbbing with need.

He leaned down, his mouth brushing her ear. “You don’t cum until I say. Understand?”

Her nod was frantic, her breath ragged. “Yes. Yes, I understand.”

His fingers slowed, keeping her teetering on the brink. Her thighs shook, her body screaming for release, but she held on. For him.

He pulled back just enough to look at her, his hand still on her throat, his eyes searching hers. “Good girl.” The words melted her, her pussy clenching at the praise, her whole body aching for more.

He shifted again, undoing his pants with one hand, his other never leaving her throat. The sound of his zipper made her pulse spike. Then his cock was free, hard and thick, pressing against her entrance.

She gasped at the feel of him, so big, so ready. Her legs spread wider without her meaning to, her body begging before her mind could. He didn’t thrust yet, just held himself there, teasing her with the promise.

“Look at me,” he said again. His voice was a lifeline, pulling her back from the haze of need.

Her eyes locked on his, her chest heaving. His hand on her throat tightened just enough to feel, his thumb brushing her jaw. Then he pushed in, slow and deep, stretching her, filling her completely.

Her moan was loud, unrestrained, her pussy gripping his cock as he buried himself inside her. The stretch burned in the best way, every inch of him claiming her. Her hands flew to his shoulders, nails digging into his skin.

He didn’t rush, his hips grinding slow and deliberate, each thrust hitting deeper. Her body rocked under him, overwhelmed, her mind blank except for the feel of him. His hand on her throat kept her grounded, kept her his.

“Callan,” she gasped, her voice breaking. But it wasn’t enough. Something else was there, on the tip of her tongue, fighting to get out.

His eyes darkened, catching the shift in her. He thrust harder, deeper, his cock swelling inside her as he felt her tremble. “Say it,” he murmured, his voice low and absolute.

Her face burned. She shook her head, turning away, shame crashing over her. She couldn’t. She wouldn’t.

His free hand caught her chin, turning her face back to his. “Look at me, Avery.” His tone left no room for argument.

Her eyes met his, wide and vulnerable. Her lips parted, trembling, the word stuck in her chest. She felt it there, heavy, vibrating, before it finally broke free.

“Daddy.” It slipped out, soft and raw, a confession she hadn’t planned.

Her face flamed. She wanted to hide, to take it back, to pretend it never happened. But his grip on her chin held her there, forcing her to face him.

“Say it again.” His voice was quiet, unyielding. “Not because I’m telling you to. Because you need to hear yourself say it.”

Her breath hitched. Her heart pounded so hard she thought it might break. But his cock was still inside her, hard and deep, and the silence stretched until she couldn’t stand it.

“Daddy,” she whispered, her voice shaking. It felt like surrender, like letting go of something she’d held too tight for too long.

His eyes flared with something primal. He thrust hard, deep, making her gasp, her pussy clenching around him. “Again,” he said, his voice a low growl.

“Daddy.” It came easier this time, softer but surer. Her body trembled under him, the word stripping away every wall she’d built.

“Again.” His hips moved faster now, each thrust punishing and perfect, his cock driving into her with purpose.

“Daddy.” Her voice broke, her nails digging into his shoulders, her body arching into his. The word felt like freedom, like a key turning in a lock she didn’t know was there.

He groaned, low and rough, the sound vibrating through her. His hand on her throat tightened just enough, his thumb brushing her jaw as he fucked her harder. “That’s my girl,” he said, and the praise hit her like a wave, her pussy throbbing around his cock.

She was close, so close, her body trembling on the edge. Her moans grew louder, desperate, her hips meeting his thrusts. “Please,” she gasped. “Please, Daddy, let me cum.”

His eyes locked on hers, dark and intense. “Cum for me, little one.” The permission was a gift, his voice wrapping around her like a blanket.

Her orgasm hit hard, shattering her. Her pussy clenched around his cock, pulsing, her cum soaking him as waves of pleasure ripped through her. She cried out, her body shaking, her hands clutching him like he was the only thing keeping her together.

He didn’t stop, drawing it out with deep, steady thrusts, his cock throbbing inside her as she rode the aftershocks. Her whimpers filled the room, her body oversensitive, spent, but still his. Always his.

Finally, he slowed, his hips stilling, but he didn’t pull out. His hand on her throat loosened, sliding down to rest on her chest, feeling her heartbeat. His other arm wrapped around her, pulling her close, rolling them so she lay on top of him.

Her smaller body fit perfectly against his broad chest, her cheek pressed to his skin. His heartbeat was steady under her, a contrast to her own racing pulse. She felt small, safe, in a way that should have scared her but didn’t.

His hand stroked her back, slow and rhythmic, grounding her as her breathing steadied. She waited for the shame to come, for the weight of that word to crush her. But it didn’t.

Instead, there was quiet. A devastating relief, like setting down something she didn’t know she’d been carrying. It settled into her bones, heavy and warm, and she didn’t fight it.

“You did so well,” he murmured, his voice soft but still commanding. His hand moved to her hair, fingers threading through it gently. “I’ve got you, little one.”

She closed her eyes, letting his words wash over her. Her body relaxed into him, her mind quiet for once. She didn’t want to move, didn’t want to think about work or the firm or the world outside this room.

But a thought lingered, sharp and persistent. Now that she’d said it, now that she’d heard herself say it, there was no going back. And part of her—most of her—didn’t want to.

His arm tightened around her, a silent promise. “We’re not done, Avery,” he said, his voice low, carrying a weight she couldn’t ignore. “This is just the beginning.”

Her breath caught. She knew he meant it. And she knew she’d follow him wherever this led.


Chapter 6: Structure

Avery woke to the soft buzz of her phone on the nightstand. The screen glowed in the dim light of Callan’s penthouse, his text already waiting: Good morning, little one. Breakfast, then check in.

Her chest tightened. Not with resistance. With something worse: anticipation.

She rolled over, the sheets cool against her bare skin. Her body still carried the memory of last night—his weight, his voice, the way she’d shattered under him. She pressed her thighs together, heat pooling low in her belly.

Her phone buzzed again. A reminder. He didn’t need to say more.

She sat up, her dark hair falling loose over her shoulders. The city skyline stretched beyond the floor-to-ceiling windows, cold and indifferent. But here, in his space, she felt... watched. Cared for in a way that unnerved her.

She padded to the kitchen, barefoot, wearing one of his shirts. It hung past her thighs, the fabric soft but heavy with his scent. She poured a bowl of cereal, snapped a photo, and sent it before she could overthink it.

Her phone lit up almost instantly. Good start, little one. I’ll see you at 8.

Her breath caught. He was already shaping her morning. And she let him.

---

Callan’s office in the penthouse was all sharp lines and dark wood. He sat behind the desk when she walked in, a pen in his hand, his broad shoulders filling the chair like it was built for him. He looked up, his gaze steady, pinning her in place.

“Morning, Avery.” His voice was low, unhurried, the kind of calm that made her feel small.

“Morning, Daddy.” The word slipped out, softer than she meant, but it felt right here, in this space.

His lips curved, just enough to notice. He set the pen down and gestured to the chair across from him. “Sit.”

She obeyed, her thighs pressing together under the borrowed shirt. The air between them felt charged, like every word carried weight. She waited, her hands in her lap, her pulse too loud in her ears.

He slid a single sheet of paper across the desk. His handwriting was precise, black ink on crisp white. A list.

“Read it,” he said. Not a request.

Her eyes scanned the page. Rules. Simple, clear, numbered.

1. Morning check-in text by 7 AM. Photo of breakfast.

2. Evening check-in text by 10 PM. Photo of dinner.

3. Three meals a day, documented. No skipping.

4. Midnight bedtime, enforced. Lights out.

5. Major decisions outside work—ask first.

Her jaw tightened at the last one. She looked up, meeting his gaze. “Ask first? I’m a lawyer, Callan. I don’t need permission.”

He leaned back, his expression unchanged. “I’m not questioning your competence, Avery. I’m asking for trust.”

She opened her mouth to argue, but his voice cut through, soft but firm. “Try it for one week. If you hate it, we stop.”

Her fingers gripped the paper, the edges crumpling slightly. She hated how reasonable he sounded. Hated how much she wanted to say yes.

“These aren’t restrictions, Avery.” His eyes held hers, unyielding but warm. “They’re proof that someone is paying attention to you. When is the last time anyone did that?”

Her throat closed. She couldn’t answer. No one had, not in years.

She looked down at the paper again. His handwriting felt personal, like he’d carved these rules just for her. Her chest ached with something she couldn’t name.

“I’ll try,” she said finally, her voice quieter than she intended.

His nod was small, approving. “Good girl.”

The words hit her like a touch, heat spreading through her core. She shifted in the chair, her body betraying her already.

---

The day passed in a strange rhythm. Her phone buzzed at 1 PM with a reminder to eat lunch. She was at her firm, buried in case files, when she snapped a photo of a sad desk salad and sent it.

His reply came fast. Better than nothing. I’ll cook tonight.

She stared at the screen, her face warm. Colleagues moved around her, oblivious, while she sat there feeling... seen. It was absurd, but it steadied her.

By 10 PM, she was back at his penthouse, her phone buzzing again. She sent a photo of the grilled chicken and vegetables he’d made, her plate half-empty. His hand rested on her shoulder as he leaned over to check.

“Well done, little one,” he murmured, his breath warm against her ear.

Her skin prickled. She turned her head, meeting his gaze. The praise sank into her, deeper than it should have.

At 11:55 PM, she was in his bedroom, curled under the covers, her body tired but restless. Her phone buzzed one last time. Lights off, little one.

She reached for the lamp, her fingers trembling slightly. His voice echoed in her mind, even through text. She turned off the light, the darkness wrapping around her like his presence.

She lay there, staring at the ceiling. The rules felt like a cage, but not the kind she hated. The kind that held her together when she didn’t know how to do it herself.

---

Friday night came after a week of this new rhythm. She sat on his couch, her legs tucked under her, his hand threading through her hair. The city lights glittered outside, but she barely noticed.

Her body felt different. Lighter. She hadn’t had a panic attack in two weeks.

She didn’t tell him. Instead, she pressed closer, her cheek against his chest. His heartbeat was steady, grounding her.

His fingers tightened in her hair, just enough to make her look up. His eyes were dark, searching. “You’ve followed the rules well this week.”

Her pulse quickened. She nodded, her voice caught in her throat.

“Time for a reward,” he said, his tone low, promising.

He shifted, pulling her onto his lap. Her smaller frame fit against him perfectly, her thighs straddling his. His hands settled on her hips, firm, possessive.

She felt small. Safe. His.

His hand slid under the hem of her shirt, his fingers tracing the edge of her panties. “Daddy’s going to check if his girl is wet.”

Her breath hitched. His fingers slipped beneath the fabric, finding her already slick. She whimpered, her hips shifting toward his touch.

“So wet for me,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble. His thumb brushed her clit, slow and deliberate. “You like following Daddy’s rules, don’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she whispered, her voice trembling. Her hands gripped his shoulders, her body aching for more.

He circled her clit, teasing, building the heat. Her moans grew louder, her hips rocking against his hand. She was close, so close, her pussy throbbing under his touch.

“Please, Daddy,” she gasped. “Please let me cum.”

His eyes locked on hers, dark and intense. “Not yet, little one.”

She whimpered, her body trembling on the edge. He kept her there, his fingers relentless, edging her until she thought she’d break. Her moans turned desperate, her nails digging into his skin.

“You’ve been so good,” he said finally, his voice soft but commanding. “Cum for me now.”

The permission shattered her. Her orgasm hit hard, her pussy clenching, her cum soaking his fingers as waves of pleasure tore through her. She cried out, her body shaking, her head falling against his chest.

He didn’t stop, drawing it out with slow, gentle strokes, his fingers slick with her release. Her whimpers filled the quiet, her body oversensitive but still craving him. She clung to him, spent, her breathing ragged.

His hand slid out, resting on her thigh. He pulled her closer, his other arm wrapping around her. “Good girl,” he murmured, the words sinking into her like warmth.

Her heart stuttered. She pressed her face into his neck, hiding the flush on her cheeks. His praise was a drug, and she was already addicted.

He tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his gaze. His thumb brushed her lower lip, tender but possessive. “We’re building something, Avery. Something you need.”

She nodded, unable to speak. Her body still hummed from her release, her mind quiet for once. She didn’t want to leave this moment.

His hand moved to her back, stroking slowly. “Next week, we add more structure,” he said, his voice carrying that quiet weight she couldn’t ignore. “And I’ll be watching even closer.”

Her breath caught. More rules. More of him.

She didn’t resist. She didn’t want to. Instead, she curled tighter against him, letting his warmth surround her.

The city outside faded. Her world was here, in his lap, under his control. And she wasn’t sure she’d ever felt safer.

---

The weekend stretched ahead, each day a new layer of his rules settling into her life. Saturday morning, her phone buzzed at 7 AM sharp. She sent the photo of her oatmeal without thinking twice.

His reply was immediate. Good girl. I’m proud of you.

Her face warmed, even alone in his kitchen. She sat at the counter, spoon in hand, feeling absurdly pleased. How had something so small become so important?

By evening, she was back on his couch, her laptop open with work files. He walked in, his presence filling the room without effort. He glanced at the screen, then at her.

“Work after 10 PM breaks the bedtime rule,” he said, his tone calm but firm.

She looked up, her stomach twisting. “I have a deadline, Callan. I can’t just—”

“You can,” he interrupted, his voice steady. “And you will. Close it now.”

Her hands hesitated over the keys. She wanted to argue, to push back. But his gaze held hers, unyielding.

She closed the laptop. Her shoulders slumped, not with defeat, but with relief. She hadn’t realized how tired she was.

He crossed the room, standing over her. “Up,” he said simply.

She stood, her body responding before her mind caught up. He guided her to the bedroom, his hand on her lower back, warm through her shirt.

“Get ready for bed,” he said, his tone leaving no room for debate.

She nodded, moving to the bathroom on autopilot. She brushed her teeth, washed her face, the routine grounding her. When she returned, he was waiting, sitting on the edge of the bed.

“Come here,” he said, patting his lap.

Her pulse spiked. She crossed the room, settling onto his lap, her thighs over his. His hands rested on her hips, steadying her.

“You broke a rule,” he said, his voice low. “What happens when you break a rule, little one?”

Her face burned. “Punishment,” she whispered.

He nodded. “Over my knee. Now.”

She shifted, her body trembling as she positioned herself over his lap. Her stomach pressed against his thighs, her ass in the air, vulnerable. His hand rested on her lower back, holding her in place.

He tugged her pajama bottoms down, exposing her bare skin. The cool air made her shiver. Then his hand came down, a sharp smack that stung.

She gasped, her body jolting. “One,” he said, his voice calm.

Another smack, harder this time. “Two.”

She whimpered, the sting spreading heat across her skin. Her pussy throbbed, betraying her, even as her face burned with shame.

“Three.” His hand struck again, precise, controlled.

By five, she was trembling, her ass red and stinging. Tears pricked her eyes, not from pain, but from the release of tension she hadn’t known she held. He stopped, his hand resting gently on her heated skin.

“You took that well,” he said, his tone softer now. “I’m proud of you.”

Her chest ached. She stayed over his lap, breathing hard, until he guided her up. He pulled her into his arms, her smaller body curled against his chest.

His hand stroked her back, slow and soothing. “Punishment isn’t anger, little one. It’s care. It’s structure.”

She nodded against him, her tears drying on her cheeks. She felt raw, exposed, but safe. Always safe with him.

He shifted, laying her down on the bed, pulling the covers over her. His hand lingered on her cheek, his thumb brushing her skin. “Sleep now. I’ve got you.”

She closed her eyes, his voice wrapping around her like a promise. The sting on her skin faded into warmth, her body relaxing under his watch. She didn’t fight the darkness as it pulled her under.

---

Sunday morning, her phone buzzed again. She sent the photo of her toast and coffee, her fingers steady now. The routine wasn’t strange anymore. It was hers.

His reply came fast. Perfect, little one. See you tonight.

She spent the day at her apartment, catching up on emails, but her mind kept drifting to him. To the rules. To the way her body responded to his voice, his touch, his control.

By evening, she was back at his penthouse, curled on his couch again. He sat beside her, his hand resting on her thigh, casual but possessive. The weight of it grounded her.

“You’ve done well this week,” he said, his voice low. “The rules are working.”

She nodded, her throat tight. She didn’t want to admit how much they helped. How much she needed them.

His hand moved higher, slipping under her skirt. Her breath hitched as his fingers brushed her inner thigh. “Let’s see how much you like this structure.”

She parted her thighs without thinking, her body already his. His fingers found her panties, pressing against the damp fabric. “Wet already,” he murmured, his tone approving.

Her cheeks flushed. She couldn’t hide it, not from him. Not ever.

He pushed the fabric aside, his fingers sliding against her pussy, slow and teasing. Her hips bucked, a moan escaping her lips. “Please, Daddy,” she whispered, already desperate.

He chuckled, the sound low and dark. “Not yet. Daddy decides when.”

She whimpered, her body trembling under his touch. He edged her again, his fingers relentless, keeping her on the brink until she thought she’d lose her mind. Her moans filled the room, her hands clutching his arm.

Finally, his voice cut through. “Cum for me, little one. Show Daddy how good you feel.”

Her orgasm crashed over her, her pussy pulsing around his fingers, her cum soaking his hand. She cried out, her body arching, pleasure tearing through her in waves. She collapsed against him, panting, her mind blank.

His hand slid out, resting on her thigh. He pulled her close, his lips brushing her forehead. “Good girl,” he said, the words melting her all over again.

She pressed against him, her body still humming. His arms wrapped around her, holding her tight. She didn’t want to move, didn’t want this to end.

“We’re just getting started, Avery,” he said, his voice a quiet promise. “Next week, you’ll see how deep this goes.”

Her heart raced. Deeper. She didn’t know if she was ready, but she knew she’d follow him.

She always would.


Chapter 7: The Test

Avery sat at her desk, the glow of her laptop screen casting sharp shadows across her face. It was 6:03 PM, and the office was mostly empty, save for the hum of the air conditioning and the occasional clack of a keyboard from a distant cubicle. Her phone sat beside her, silent, the screen dark.

She hadn’t sent the check-in. It was due at five. She knew exactly what she was doing.

Her fingers hovered over the keyboard, drafting an email she didn’t need to send. Her tailored blazer felt too tight across her shoulders, her heels too heavy under the desk. The rule was simple—text Callan at five with a quick update on her day. And yet, here she was, testing the boundary.

Part of her wanted to see if he’d notice. Part of her wanted to see what would happen. The smallest, quietest part of her—the part she buried under years of control—wanted to be caught.

Her phone buzzed at 6:17 PM. Not a text. A call.

Her stomach flipped. She stared at the screen, his name in bold letters. Her thumb hesitated before she answered.

“Avery.” His voice was low, calm, the kind of calm that filled a room without effort. “Where’s your check-in?”

She swallowed, her throat dry. “I… I got busy. Forgot.”

A pause. She could almost see him, that steady gaze, the way he’d tilt his head just slightly. “You didn’t forget, Avery. You tested me. That’s fine. Now you know what happens.”

Her breath caught. Her office felt smaller, the glass walls closing in. She glanced at the hallway, half-expecting someone to overhear, even though no one was there.

“Come to my place,” he said. Not a request. “Now.”

She nodded, even though he couldn’t see her. “Yes, Daddy.”

The call ended. Her hands trembled as she shut her laptop. She grabbed her bag, her movements jerky, her mind racing.

What had she done? She’d pushed him on purpose, and now she’d face the consequence. The thought made her chest tight, but under it, heat pooled low in her belly.

The drive to his penthouse felt endless. City lights blurred past her window, her fingers gripping the steering wheel too hard. She tried to focus on the road, on anything but the way her body was already reacting.

She parked in his building’s garage, her heels clicking on the concrete as she walked to the elevator. Her reflection stared back at her in the polished metal doors—sharp suit, tight bun, a woman who looked in control. But she didn’t feel it.

The elevator dinged. His floor. Her heart pounded as she stepped out.

His door was unlocked. She pushed it open, the familiar scent of him—clean, sharp, masculine—hitting her first. He was there, sitting on the edge of his bed, sleeves rolled up, forearms resting on his thighs.

He looked up. His eyes locked on hers, steady and unyielding. “Close the door, little one.”

She obeyed, the click of the latch loud in the quiet room. Her bag dropped to the floor. She stood there, waiting, her hands fidgeting at her sides.

“Come here.” His voice didn’t waver. It never did.

Her legs moved before her mind caught up. She stopped in front of him, close enough to feel the heat of his presence. He was so much bigger than her, his frame dwarfing hers even sitting down.

He reached out, his hand firm on her wrist. “You broke a rule, Avery. You know what that means.”

Her mouth went dry. She nodded, barely. “Yes, Daddy.”

His grip tightened, not painful, just certain. He pulled her forward, guiding her over his lap. Her stomach pressed against his hard thighs, her hands bracing on the bed for balance.

She felt exposed already, even fully clothed. Her skirt hugged her hips, her blazer pulling tight across her back. His hand rested on her lower back, steadying her.

“You’ll take ten,” he said, his tone even. “Count them.”

Her breath hitched. She wanted to argue, to push back, but the weight of him—the sheer size of him—kept her still. She nodded against the bedspread.

His hand moved, lifting her skirt. Cool air hit her thighs as the fabric bunched at her waist. Her face burned, knowing he could see everything, even through her panties.

He hooked his fingers under the waistband. Slowly, deliberately, he pulled them down to her knees. Her bare skin prickled, vulnerable under his gaze.

The first strike landed. A sharp crack of his palm against her ass, firm and precise. “One,” she gasped, her voice shaky.

It stung, a quick heat blooming across her skin. She tensed, waiting for the next. He didn’t rush.

The second came, just as hard. “Two,” she said, her fingers curling into the sheets. Her mind screamed at her to fight this, to get up, to stop.

But she didn’t.

Three. “Three.” The heat built, spreading. Her voice cracked on the word.

Four. “Four.” Her ass burned now, each strike layering on the last. She squirmed, but his hand on her back held her still.

Five. “Five.” A tear slipped down her cheek. Not from pain. From something deeper, something she hadn’t let herself feel in years.

She stopped fighting it. Her body softened over his lap, surrendering to the rhythm of his hand. Six, seven, eight—she counted each one, her voice quieter now, wet with tears.

Nine. “Nine.” Her chest heaved. She was crying openly now, the release tearing through her like a dam breaking.

Ten. “Ten.” The final strike landed, and she sobbed, her body trembling against him. She hadn’t cried like this in eight years, not since she’d locked that part of herself away.

He stopped. His hand rested gently on her stinging skin, the warmth of his touch grounding her. He didn’t speak, just let her cry, let her fall apart over his lap.

Minutes passed. Her sobs slowed to shaky breaths. He slid his hand under her, pulling her up, guiding her to sit in his lap.

She curled into him, her face pressed to his neck. His chest vibrated under her cheek, steady and strong, as he murmured into her hair. “It’s okay, little one. I’ve got you.”

Her ass still burned, the heat a reminder of what she’d done, what she’d needed. But his arms around her made it safe. She felt small against him, protected in a way she couldn’t explain.

He held her tighter, one hand stroking her back. Her tears dampened his shirt, but he didn’t pull away. He just stayed, solid and unmoving, until her breathing evened out.

“You needed that,” he said finally, his voice low. “Not just the punishment. The release.”

She nodded against him, unable to speak. He was right. She’d been holding so much for so long, and now it was out, raw and messy, but out.

His hand tilted her chin up. She met his eyes, still damp with tears. “You’re my girl, Avery. You don’t have to carry it all alone anymore.”

Her chest ached. Those words hit harder than his hand ever could. She pressed closer, needing his warmth, his strength.

He shifted, laying her down on the bed beside him. Her skirt was still bunched up, her panties still around her knees, but she didn’t care. She felt too raw to hide.

His hand moved to her thigh, gentle now, tracing slow circles. “Let me take care of you, little one.” His voice was a promise, soft but firm.

She parted her legs slightly, her body already responding. His fingers slid higher, brushing against her inner thigh. Her breath hitched, the sting on her ass mixing with the heat building between her legs.

He pushed her skirt higher, exposing her fully. His touch was deliberate, his fingers finding her pussy, already wet despite everything—or maybe because of it. She moaned softly, her hips lifting toward him.

“Shh,” he murmured, his thumb circling her clit. “Daddy’s got you now. Just feel.”

Her body trembled under his touch. The contrast of the earlier pain and this slow, teasing pleasure made her dizzy. She clutched his arm, her nails digging into his skin.

“Please, Daddy,” she whispered, her voice desperate. She needed more, needed him to push her over the edge. “Please let me cum.”

“Not yet,” he said, his tone calm but unyielding. His fingers kept moving, stroking her, keeping her right on the brink. “You’ll wait until I say.”

She whimpered, her body aching, her pussy throbbing under his control. He edged her, relentless, drawing out every gasp, every moan. Her mind blanked, nothing left but him, his touch, his voice.

Minutes stretched. Her hips bucked, her breath ragged. She was close, so close, but he held her there, denying her release.

Finally, his voice cut through. “Cum for me, little one. Show Daddy how much you need this.”

Her orgasm hit hard, crashing through her like a wave. Her pussy clenched around nothing, her cum soaking his fingers as she cried out, her body arching off the bed. Pleasure tore through her, raw and overwhelming, leaving her trembling in its wake.

She collapsed, panting, her mind hazy. His hand slid out, resting on her thigh, wet with her release. He pulled her close, his lips brushing her forehead.

“Good girl,” he said, the words sinking into her bones. They melted her, rewired her, made her his in a way she couldn’t undo. She pressed against him, still shaking, still feeling the aftershocks.

He held her, his arms a fortress around her smaller frame. Her ass still stung, a quiet reminder of the punishment, but his warmth dulled the ache. She felt safe, seen, cared for in a way she hadn’t known she needed.

Time slipped away. Her breathing slowed, her body heavy against him. She drifted, exhaustion pulling her under, her cheek pressed to his chest.

She fell asleep in his lap. Hours later, she woke at 2 AM, still in his arms, her cheeks damp with dried tears, her ass warm from his hand. He was awake, watching her sleep, his gaze steady in the dark.

“Don’t skip your check-in again,” he said, his voice quiet but firm. She nodded against his chest, her body still curled into him. She wouldn’t.

But even as she agreed, a small part of her wondered what else he’d do if she pushed him again. What other releases he’d pull from her, what other boundaries he’d break. She buried the thought, nestling closer, letting his heartbeat lull her back to sleep.

They weren’t done. Not by a long shot. Tomorrow, she’d see just how far his rules could take her.


Chapter 8: Permission

Avery woke to the weight of Callan’s arm across her waist, his breath steady against the back of her neck. The room was dark, the only light a faint sliver from the hallway creeping under the door. Her body felt heavy, still tender from last night’s punishment and the release that followed.

She shifted slightly, testing the ache in her muscles. Her ass still stung faintly, a quiet reminder of his hand. But it was the warmth between her legs that made her pause, the memory of his fingers and his voice pulling her apart.

Callan stirred behind her, his grip tightening for a moment. “Morning, little one,” he murmured, his voice low and rough with sleep. It sent a shiver through her, straight to her core.

She turned her head to look at him, meeting his steady gaze. Even half-awake, he looked in control—dark eyes sharp, jaw set, like he’d already mapped out the day. She hated how much she wanted to sink into that certainty.

“Morning, Daddy,” she whispered, the word still feeling foreign but right on her tongue.

His lips curved, just a fraction. “Good girl.” The praise hit her like a wave, warmth spreading through her chest and lower.

She squirmed under his arm, suddenly aware of how naked she was beneath the sheets. Her clothes from last night—skirt bunched up, panties somewhere on the floor—felt like relics of a different woman. Now, she was just his.

Callan sat up, the sheet falling away from his broad chest. He moved with that same unhurried precision, every gesture deliberate. He reached for her, pulling her closer until she was half-draped over his lap, her bare skin against his.

Her breath hitched. His hand rested on her thigh, warm and heavy. She could feel the calluses on his fingers, the strength in his grip.

“Today, we’re going to talk about permission,” he said, his voice calm but firm. “You don’t get to decide when you feel good. I do.”

Her stomach tightened. She knew what he meant, or thought she did. Last night’s edging—the way he’d held her on the brink until she begged—still burned in her memory.

She nodded, her throat dry. “Okay, Daddy.”

His hand slid higher on her thigh, tracing slow circles just below where she wanted him. Her legs parted instinctively, heat already pooling in her pussy. She bit her lip, trying to stay still.

“Look at me,” he said.

Her eyes snapped to his, caught in that unyielding gaze. It was like being pinned without a touch. Her heart raced.

“You don’t cum because you want to,” he continued, his fingers inching closer but not quite there. “You cum because I let you. Say ‘please, Daddy’ and mean it.”

Her face flushed. The words sat heavy in her chest, pride clawing at her even as her body ached for him. She pressed her thighs together, trapping his hand, desperate for more.

He didn’t move. His other hand came down on her hip, pinning her in place. “No, little one. You wait.”

She whimpered, her hips twitching under his grip. His fingers resumed their slow, torturous circles, brushing the edge of her pussy but never dipping inside. She was soaking, the wetness audible in the quiet room as his touch teased her.

“Please,” she breathed, the word slipping out before she could stop it.

“Please what?” His tone was patient, but there was steel beneath it.

Her jaw clenched. She didn’t want to say it, didn’t want to give him that last piece of her control. But her body was screaming, every nerve on fire from his touch.

His fingers paused, resting just outside her entrance. The absence of movement was worse than the teasing. She squirmed, her breath coming in short gasps.

“Please, Daddy,” she finally whispered, her voice breaking. The surrender felt like a weight lifting and a chain tightening all at once.

His eyes darkened, a flicker of approval passing through them. “Good girl,” he said, and the words melted her, sending a fresh wave of heat through her pussy.

But he didn’t move his hand. Not yet. He kept her there, trembling, her hips pinned by his other hand as he watched her unravel.

“You’re so wet for me,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “I can feel it through my fingers. You need this, don’t you?”

She nodded, her cheeks burning. Her pussy throbbed, aching for him to push inside, to give her what she craved. But he didn’t.

“Words, little one,” he prompted.

“Yes, Daddy,” she gasped. “I need it. Please.”

He smiled, a rare, small thing that made her heart skip. Then, finally, his fingers slid inside her, two at once, stretching her with a slow, deliberate thrust. She moaned, her head tipping back against his chest.

Her walls clenched around him, slick and desperate. He curled his fingers, finding that spot inside her that made her gasp, her hips bucking despite his grip. His thumb brushed her clit, light at first, then firmer, circling with precision.

“Oh god,” she whimpered, her hands clutching at his arm. Her body was a live wire, every touch sparking pleasure so intense it hurt. She was close, so close already.

“Not yet,” he said, his voice cutting through the haze. His fingers slowed, pulling back just enough to keep her on the edge. Her moan turned into a frustrated whine.

She tried to grind against him, to chase the release, but his hand on her hip held her still. “Ask me,” he said, his breath hot against her ear. “Beg for it.”

Her pride shattered. “Please, Daddy,” she sobbed, her voice raw. “Please let me cum. I’ll be good, I promise.”

His thumb pressed harder on her clit, his fingers thrusting deeper. “That’s my girl,” he murmured, his voice a caress. “Cum for Daddy. Now.”

The command broke her. Her orgasm crashed through her, her pussy clenching tight around his fingers, cum soaking his hand as she cried out. Her body arched, trembling, pleasure ripping through her in waves that left her dizzy.

She heard herself moaning, loud and desperate, but she couldn’t stop. Her thighs shook, her breath ragged as the aftershocks pulsed through her. His fingers stayed inside, drawing out every last shiver until she was a whimpering mess in his lap.

Finally, he slid his hand out, resting it possessively between her legs. Her cum coated his fingers, glistening in the dim light. She felt exposed, raw, but safe under his touch.

“Good girl,” he said again, his voice softer now, almost tender. The words sank into her, rewiring something deep inside. She’d never cum without his permission again—not because he demanded it, but because she couldn’t imagine wanting to.

She lay there, panting, her body still pressed against his. Her mind was hazy, thoughts scattered like leaves in a storm. But one thing was clear: she was his.

“That’s not fair,” she mumbled, her voice weak, half a protest.

He chuckled, a low sound that vibrated through his chest. “It’s not supposed to be fair, little one. It’s supposed to be mine.”

She didn’t argue. She couldn’t. Not when his hand still rested between her thighs, a quiet claim she didn’t want to fight.

Her eyes drifted shut, exhaustion pulling at her. But even as she relaxed into him, a small part of her mind buzzed with anticipation. What else would he demand of her? What other edges would he push her to?

Callan shifted, pulling the sheet over them both. His arm wrapped around her, holding her close against his chest. She felt small, protected, and utterly owned.

“Rest now,” he said, his voice a command wrapped in care. “We’ve got more to learn tomorrow.”

Her stomach fluttered at the promise—or threat—in his words. Tomorrow. Another rule, another surrender, another piece of herself given over to him.

She nestled closer, her cheek against his skin, letting his heartbeat steady her. She’d never felt so vulnerable, or so safe. And she knew, deep down, that she’d keep coming back for more.

But for now, she let herself drift, his warmth surrounding her. The world outside his bed didn’t matter. Only his rules did.

And she was starting to crave them.

---

Avery stirred later, the morning light filtering through the blinds. She was still in his bed, tangled in his sheets, the scent of him everywhere. Her body felt different—looser, softer, like some hard edge inside her had finally cracked.

She turned her head, finding Callan already awake, propped on one elbow, watching her. That steady gaze pinned her again, making her squirm under the sheet. She pulled it higher, suddenly shy despite everything they’d done.

“Morning again, little one,” he said, his voice smooth now, no trace of sleep left. He reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face. His touch was gentle, but it still made her shiver.

“Morning, Daddy,” she replied, quieter this time. The word felt easier now, less like a surrender and more like a truth. She didn’t know if that scared her or thrilled her.

His hand lingered on her cheek, thumb tracing her jaw. “You did well last night,” he said. “I’m proud of you.”

Her chest warmed at the praise, a flush creeping up her neck. She hated how much she needed to hear it, how much it affected her. But she couldn’t deny the way it made her feel—seen, cherished, his.

“Thank you, Daddy,” she murmured, her eyes dropping to his chest. She couldn’t hold his gaze when he looked at her like that. It was too much.

He tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his eyes. “Don’t hide from me,” he said, his tone firm but not harsh. “You’re mine to see. All of you.”

Her breath caught. She nodded, unable to speak, her heart pounding under his scrutiny. She felt exposed in a way that had nothing to do with being naked.

His hand slid down to her shoulder, then her arm, pulling the sheet away. Cool air hit her skin, making her nipples harden. She resisted the urge to cover herself, knowing he’d stop her.

“Look at you,” he said, his voice low, appreciative. His fingers traced her collarbone, then lower, circling one nipple. She gasped, her body arching toward him without thought.

“Daddy,” she whispered, half plea, half surrender. Her pussy clenched, already wet again, responding to him like it had been trained. Maybe it had.

His touch lingered, teasing her breast, rolling her nipple between his fingers until she moaned. The sensation shot straight between her legs, heat building fast. She pressed her thighs together, trying to ease the ache.

“Not yet,” he said, pulling his hand away. Her whine was involuntary, desperate. He smirked, just a flicker, before his face returned to that calm control.

“You’ll wait,” he continued, sitting up fully now. “We’ve got a day ahead, and I decide when you get more. Understood?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she said, her voice small. Frustration burned in her, but so did anticipation. She knew he’d push her again, edge her, make her beg—and she’d love every second of it.

He stood, towering over her as he adjusted his clothes. Even in a simple black shirt and jeans, he looked commanding, like he could walk into any room and own it. She felt tiny by comparison, curled up in his bed, bare and waiting for his next word.

“Get up, little one,” he said, offering a hand. “Shower, then breakfast. I’ve got plans for you today.”

She took his hand, letting him pull her to her feet. Her legs wobbled for a moment, still weak from last night, but his grip steadied her. She felt his strength, the size of him, and it made her ache all over again.

“What plans?” she asked, her voice hesitant. She wasn’t sure she wanted the answer, but the question slipped out anyway.

He raised an eyebrow, his hand sliding to the small of her back as he guided her toward the bathroom. “You’ll see,” he said. “But trust me, you’re not ready yet.”

Her stomach flipped. Not ready. The words hung in the air, a challenge and a promise.

She followed him, her bare feet padding against the floor, his hand a quiet weight on her back. Whatever he had planned, she knew it would test her. And she knew she’d let him.

Because she was his good girl. And she wanted to stay that way.


Chapter 9: Pavlov

Avery sat at the polished conference table, her tailored blazer hugging her frame like a shield. The room buzzed with tension, opposing counsel fumbling through their argument as she dismantled it piece by piece. Her voice was sharp, each word a calculated strike, her dark hair pulled back so tight it tugged at her scalp.

She was winning. She always did.

Her phone vibrated on the table, a subtle buzz that cut through her focus. She glanced down, her eyes flicking to the screen. A text from Callan. Two words: Good girl.

Her thighs clenched under the table.

Heat flooded between her legs, instant and uninvited. She froze mid-sentence, her mouth dry, the room tilting for a heartbeat. For the first time in her career, her train of thought slipped away like sand through her fingers.

“Ms. Avery?” One of the junior associates raised an eyebrow, waiting for her to continue.

She forced a smile, her voice steady despite the chaos in her body. “My apologies. Let’s move to the next point.”

But her mind wasn’t on the case. It was on those two words glowing on her screen. Good girl. Her pussy throbbed, a traitor to her control, and she shifted in her seat, trying to ignore the dampness in her panties.

She hated this. She hated him for doing this to her.

And yet, her fingers itched to text him back, to hear more, to feel that warmth spread through her chest again.

The meeting dragged on, but her focus was shattered. Every time she glanced at her phone, those words stared back, a quiet command that owned her more than any courtroom ever could. By the time the room emptied, her face burned with shame and need.

She stayed behind, pretending to organize her notes. Alone now, she unlocked her phone and typed a quick reply. Thank you, Daddy.

Her thumb hovered over send. She shouldn’t. Not here, not in this space where she was untouchable.

She sent it anyway.

Her heart raced as she waited, her breath shallow. The conference room felt too big, too exposed, the glass walls offering no privacy from the bustling office beyond. What if someone saw her like this, flushed and distracted over a text?

Her phone buzzed again. You’re welcome, little one. Keep being good for me.

Her body reacted before her mind could catch up. Wetness soaked through her panties, her clit aching as she squeezed her thighs together. She bit her lip, hard, to stop the whimper threatening to escape.

This wasn’t just praise anymore. It was a weapon. And Callan wielded it with precision.

She remembered the first time he’d said it, weeks ago, after she’d eaten the breakfast he’d made her. “Good girl,” he’d murmured, his voice low and warm, and her chest had bloomed with something she couldn’t name. Then he’d said it again when she sent her nightly check-in text, and again when she followed his bedtime rule, tucked into bed at ten sharp.

And then, last night, his fingers buried deep in her pussy, her hips bucking against his hand as she gasped for air. “Good girl,” he’d whispered against her neck, and she’d cum so hard she saw stars, her body shaking under his control.

Now, the words didn’t need context. They didn’t need his touch. They just needed to exist, and her body responded like a trained instrument.

She was conditioned. Pavlov’s dog, salivating at the bell.

Her face burned at the realization. She was a partner-track lawyer, a woman who crushed arguments for a living, and here she was, wet and trembling in a conference room over a text. She wanted to be angry, but the heat between her legs drowned out any protest.

She gathered her things, her movements jerky, and headed to her office. The hallway felt endless, every colleague’s glance a potential exposure. Did they see the flush on her cheeks? Did they know?

She shut her office door and leaned against it, breathing hard. Her phone was still in her hand, Callan’s words still on the screen. She wanted to hear his voice, to have him say it again, to feel that rush.

Instead, she sat at her desk and tried to work. Emails, case files, deadlines. None of it mattered when her body was screaming for something else.

By the time she left the office, the sun was setting, and her nerves were frayed. She drove to Callan’s place, her hands tight on the steering wheel, her mind replaying those two words on a loop. She didn’t know if she was walking into safety or surrender, but she couldn’t stop herself.

He was waiting for her in the kitchen, a glass of wine in one hand, his dark shirt unbuttoned at the collar. He looked up as she entered, his gaze steady, assessing. She felt small under it, her blazer and heels no match for the way he filled the room.

“Long day, little one?” His voice was low, calm, the kind of tone that unraveled her without effort.

She nodded, dropping her bag by the door. “Yes, Daddy.”

He set the glass down and crossed the room, his steps unhurried. His hand found her chin, tilting her face up to meet his eyes. “You did well today. I saw your text.”

Her breath hitched. Her body hummed, already anticipating what came next.

He guided her to the table, where a plate of pasta waited, steaming and simple. “Sit,” he said, pulling out a chair. She obeyed, her movements automatic, her mind already softening under his authority.

They ate in quiet, his presence a weight she couldn’t ignore. Every bite felt like a test, every glance a command. When she finished, he leaned back in his chair, his eyes on her plate.

“Good girl. You finished everything.”

Her thighs clenched again, heat pooling low in her belly. She couldn’t hide it, couldn’t stop it. Her face flushed, and she looked down, unable to meet his gaze.

He noticed. Of course he did.

“You clenched your thighs when I said it at dinner.” His voice was even, deliberate, cutting through the silence. “You’re not even aware you do it anymore. That’s not an accident, little one. That’s by design.”

Her stomach dropped. Her pussy throbbed, wet and aching, as his words sank in. He’d planned this, trained her, turned his praise into a trigger she couldn’t escape.

She should hate him for it. She didn’t.

“Stand up,” he said, pushing his chair back. She did, her legs shaky, her blazer feeling too tight now. He stepped closer, towering over her, his hand sliding to the small of her back.

“Tell me how you felt today,” he said, his thumb tracing slow circles through her blouse. “When you saw my text.”

Her voice came out small, trembling. “I… I got wet. In the conference room.”

His eyes darkened, a flicker of satisfaction crossing his face. “And now?”

She swallowed, her throat tight. “Wetter, Daddy.”

He hummed, a low sound that vibrated through her. His hand slid lower, cupping her ass through her skirt, pulling her against him. She felt his hardness through his jeans, pressing into her stomach, and a moan slipped out before she could stop it.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his lips brushing her ear.

Her knees buckled. Heat surged between her legs, her clit pulsing with need. She clung to his shirt, desperate for more, for anything he’d give her.

He lifted her easily, her legs wrapping around his waist as he carried her to the counter. Her skirt rode up, exposing her soaked panties, and he set her down, his hands gripping her hips. She felt tiny against him, helpless in the best way.

“Spread your legs,” he said, his tone firm. She obeyed instantly, her thighs parting, her breath ragged. His fingers traced the edge of her panties, teasing, not touching where she needed him most.

“Please, Daddy,” she whispered, her voice breaking. She didn’t care how desperate she sounded. She needed him.

“Not yet,” he said, his fingers slipping under the fabric, brushing her clit so lightly she whimpered. “You’ll wait until I say.”

Her hips bucked, chasing his touch, but he pulled back, his hand firm on her thigh. “Be still, little one. Let Daddy decide.”

She nodded, tears of frustration prickling her eyes. Her pussy ached, wet and empty, every nerve screaming for release. But she stayed still, trembling under his control, because she was his good girl.

He leaned in, his lips brushing her neck, his breath hot against her skin. “Good girl,” he whispered again, and her body shuddered, so close to the edge without even a touch. She moaned, soft and broken, her hands gripping the counter.

He pulled back, his eyes on hers, watching every reaction. “You’re perfect like this,” he said. “So responsive. So mine.”

Her chest tightened, warmth spreading through her at his words. She wanted to be perfect for him, to earn that praise again and again. She didn’t care what it cost her.

He stepped away, leaving her on the counter, legs spread, panting. “Stay there,” he said, his voice a quiet command. “I’m not done with you yet.”

She nodded, her body still humming, her mind a haze of need and surrender. He walked to the sink, washing his hands with that same unhurried calm, as if he hadn’t just turned her into a trembling mess. She watched him, aching, waiting for his next move.

Hours later, after dinner was cleared and the night had settled, she stood in his shower, the hot water cascading over her skin. Alone, her thoughts swirled, unfiltered and raw. He’s trained me.

The realization should horrify her. It didn’t.

Instead, her hand slid between her legs, fingers brushing her clit, seeking relief from the tension he’d built all day. Her breath hitched, her body already close, but she stopped. She didn’t have permission.

Her hands shook as she stepped out, wrapping a towel around herself. She grabbed her phone, water still dripping from her hair, and typed a message. May I, Daddy?

She hit send, her heart pounding, her pussy throbbing with every second that passed. She sat on the edge of the bed, waiting, wet and aching, knowing he’d make her wait. Knowing she’d obey.

Forty-five minutes later, her phone buzzed. She lunged for it, her breath catching as she read his reply. Not yet, little one. Come to me instead.

Her stomach flipped, anticipation and frustration warring inside her. She stood, still damp from the shower, and walked to his room, ready to surrender again. Because she was his good girl, and she always would be.


Chapter 10: Small

Avery woke to the faint glow of dawn slipping through heavy curtains, her body curled into the warmth of Callan’s bed. She blinked, disoriented, the weight of his arm draped over her waist grounding her in the quiet. Her mind, usually a storm of tasks and deadlines, felt oddly still.

She shifted, her bare legs brushing against his, and a soft heat bloomed in her chest. Last night, after she’d walked to his room, still damp and trembling with need, he’d taken her apart with slow, deliberate touches. But now, in the pale morning light, she felt something new—something softer.

Her gaze drifted to him. Callan slept on his back, one arm bent behind his head, his chest rising and falling with a rhythm so steady it seemed to anchor the room. He looked invincible, even in sleep, his broad frame taking up most of the bed.

She felt tiny next to him.

That thought should have unsettled her. Avery, the woman who’d clawed her way to partner track at twenty-six, didn’t do tiny. But here, in the shadow of his presence, the word fit in a way she couldn’t shake.

She pressed closer, her head resting on his chest. His heartbeat thudded under her ear—slow, certain, a metronome she hadn’t known she needed. Her fingers traced the edge of his collarbone, hesitant, like she was touching something she didn’t deserve.

His arm tightened around her, even in sleep. A reflex of possession. Her breath hitched, and she let herself sink into it, her body softening against his.

Minutes passed, or maybe hours. Time felt irrelevant here. She didn’t check her phone, didn’t think about the emails piling up or the briefs she hadn’t finished.

The world outside could wait.

Callan stirred, his hand sliding up her back, fingers threading into her hair. His eyes opened, dark and focused, locking on hers with that quiet intensity that always made her stomach flip. “Morning, little one,” he said, his voice rough with sleep but still so calm.

Her heart stuttered.

“Morning, Daddy,” she whispered, the word slipping out soft and unpracticed. It still felt foreign on her tongue, but every time she said it, something inside her settled. Like a puzzle piece clicking into place.

He shifted, rolling onto his side to face her, his hand never leaving her. “Sleep well?” His thumb brushed her cheek, a small gesture that somehow felt enormous.

She nodded, her face pressing into his palm. “Better than I have in… a long time.”

His lips curved, just a hint of a smile, but it hit her like a tidal wave. “Good.” He pulled her closer, her body fitting against his like she was made to be there.

She felt small again. Not diminished, not weak—just held. Her bare feet tucked against his thighs, not even close to reaching the end of the bed where his stretched effortlessly.

He noticed. Of course he did. His hand slid down to her waist, spanning it entirely, his fingers pressing into her skin with a firmness that made her breath catch.

“You’re so little against me,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her. “I could hold all of you in one hand.”

Heat pooled between her legs, unbidden, at the raw truth of his words. She was small—five-foot-four to his six-foot-three, her frame swallowed by his shadow. But it wasn’t just physical. It was the way he made her feel—like she didn’t have to carry the weight of her life for once.

She buried her face in his chest, hiding the flush on her cheeks. His heartbeat was still there, steady under her ear, and she let it drown out the noise in her head. “I like it,” she admitted, her voice muffled against him.

His hand tightened on her waist. “I know you do, baby girl.” His tone was warm, approving, and it sent a shiver through her.

They stayed like that for a while, tangled in the quiet of Saturday morning. Eventually, he shifted, sitting up against the headboard with a casual strength that made her pulse quicken. “Come here,” he said, patting his lap. “Sit with me. You don’t have to do anything right now. You just have to be here.”

Her chest tightened at the command, soft as it was. She hesitated for half a second, her old instincts prickling—I should be working, I should be doing something—but then she moved, climbing into his lap like it was the most natural thing in the world.

She settled against him, her legs tucked to one side, her head resting on his shoulder. His arm curled around her waist, holding her steady, while his other hand reached for the tablet on the nightstand. He opened it, pulling up security briefings, his focus splitting between the screen and her.

She felt the weight of his arm, the warmth of his chest, the sheer size of him surrounding her. Her bare feet dangled, not touching the floor, tucked between his thighs instead. She was enveloped, cocooned in a way that made her mind quiet.

He scrolled through reports, his fingers tapping the screen with precision, while his other hand absently stroked her hair. Every so often, he’d glance down at her, his gaze softening for a moment before returning to his work. She felt like a secret he was keeping, something precious nestled against him while the rest of the world moved on without her.

A phone call came through. He answered it without hesitation, his voice shifting to that authoritative tone she’d heard him use with his team. “Rhett here. Go ahead.”

She stayed still, her cheek pressed to his chest, listening as he discussed logistics and timelines with someone on the other end. His hand never stopped moving in her hair, a quiet reminder that she was still his focus, even now. She felt a strange thrill at being so close while he commanded others, her body small and hidden against his power.

The call ended. He set the phone down, his attention returning to her fully. “You’re quiet, little one,” he said, his hand sliding under her chin to tilt her face up.

She met his eyes, her breath shallow. “I’m just… here,” she said, the words feeling inadequate but true.

His thumb brushed her lower lip. “That’s all I want.” His voice was a low growl, and it sent heat spiraling through her.

She shifted in his lap, her hips pressing against him, and felt the hard length of his cock through his boxers. Her pussy clenched, already wet, the ache from last night flaring back to life. She bit her lip, trying to stay still, but her body betrayed her, a soft whimper escaping.

He noticed. Of course he did. His hand slid down to her thigh, gripping it firmly. “What’s this, baby girl?” His tone was teasing, but there was an edge of control beneath it.

She squirmed, embarrassed by how quickly she’d reacted. “I’m sorry, Daddy,” she whispered, her face burning.

“Don’t be sorry.” His fingers tightened on her thigh. “I like knowing you need me.”

Her breath hitched. She needed him—God, she did. More than she’d ever needed anyone.

He shifted her in his lap, turning her so she straddled him, her knees on either side of his hips. She felt even smaller like this, her body dwarfed by his, her hands bracing on his chest for balance. His hands spanned her waist, holding her in place, and she felt the heat of his cock pressing against her through the thin fabric between them.

“Look at you,” he murmured, his eyes dark with want. “So little, but you fit me perfectly.”

Her heart pounded. She wanted to disappear into him, to let his size and strength swallow her whole. Her hips rocked instinctively, seeking friction, and a soft moan slipped out.

His grip tightened, stopping her movement. “Not yet,” he said, his voice firm. “Ask Daddy first.”

Her face flushed, but the words came easily now. “Please, Daddy,” she whispered. “Please touch me.”

His eyes softened, just for a moment, before that calm dominance returned. “Good girl,” he said, and her body melted at the praise, heat flooding her pussy.

He slid one hand between her legs, his fingers brushing her clit through her panties. She gasped, her hips jerking, but he held her still with his other hand. “Stay,” he commanded, and she obeyed, trembling under his touch.

His fingers moved in slow circles, the fabric adding just enough friction to drive her mad. She moaned, her head falling forward onto his shoulder, her body shaking with need. “Daddy, please,” she begged, her voice breaking.

He pulled the fabric aside, his fingers slipping against her wet pussy, stroking her clit with agonizing precision. “You’re so wet for me,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble in her ear. “My little girl, already dripping.”

She whimpered, her nails digging into his chest. Her body was on fire, every touch pushing her closer to the edge, but she knew better than to let go without permission. “Can I—please, Daddy, can I cum?” Her words were desperate, ragged.

He slowed his movements, dragging out the torture. “Not yet, little one,” he said, his tone unyielding. “I want to feel you tremble a little longer.”

She sobbed, frustration and need warring inside her. Her pussy throbbed, her clit aching under his teasing touch. But she stayed still, letting him control every sensation, because she was his.

Minutes stretched on, his fingers keeping her on the brink, her body a live wire of need. Finally, he pressed harder, his thumb circling her clit while two fingers slid inside her, filling her. “Cum for me now, baby girl,” he commanded, his voice low and firm.

She shattered.

Her orgasm hit like a wave, her pussy clenching around his fingers, her body shuddering in his lap. She cried out, her voice high and broken, as heat pulsed through her, cum dripping onto his hand. Her thighs shook, her breath coming in gasps, as she rode the aftershocks, clinging to him.

He held her through it, his hand still inside her, drawing out every last tremor. “Good girl,” he murmured, and the words sent another shiver through her, her body so sensitive it almost hurt. He pulled his fingers free, slick with her cum, and brought them to his lips, tasting her while she watched, flushed and spent.

Her head dropped to his chest, exhausted, her body still trembling. His arms wrapped around her, holding her close, his heartbeat steady under her ear again. She felt small, safe, completely enveloped by him.

He lifted her effortlessly, shifting to lay her down on the bed, his body hovering over hers. The weight of him pressed her into the mattress, a grounding force, as he kissed her forehead. “Rest now, little one,” he said, his voice soft but still commanding.

She nodded, her eyes half-closed, her body still humming from the intensity. As she drifted, half-asleep, she pressed her face into his chest, the words slipping out before she could stop them. “I feel safe.”

His arm tightened around her, a silent promise. She’d never said that to anyone before. She hadn’t even known the word applied to her.

But with him, it did.


Chapter 11: The Restaurant

Avery adjusted her napkin on her lap, the crisp white fabric a familiar weight against her tailored black dress. The restaurant hummed with the low murmur of conversation, the clink of silverware, and the occasional laugh from a table of suits she recognized from past client dinners. She’d been here a hundred times, closing deals over seared scallops and overpriced wine, her sharp tongue and sharper mind always in control.

Tonight, she wasn’t in control.

Callan sat across from her, his broad frame filling the chair like it was built for him. His dark shirt was unbuttoned at the collar, just enough to show the edge of his collarbone, and his eyes—those steady, unhurried eyes—watched her with an intensity that made her stomach tighten. She shifted in her seat, the silk of her dress brushing her thighs, and tried to focus on the menu she knew by heart.

“You’re fidgeting, baby girl,” he said, his voice low and calm, cutting through the noise of the room.

Her fingers froze on the menu.

She looked up, meeting his gaze, and felt the familiar heat creep up her neck. “I’m fine, Daddy,” she whispered, the word slipping out softer than she intended. It felt dangerous to say it here, in this polished space where she’d always been Avery, the untouchable lawyer.

His lips curved, just slightly. “Good. Let me handle the rest.”

The waiter approached, and Avery opened her mouth to order—her usual, salmon with a glass of Pinot Grigio—but Callan raised a hand, stopping her without a word. He ordered for them both, his tone smooth and final: steak for her, rare, with mashed potatoes and greens, and a whiskey neat for himself. The waiter nodded and disappeared, leaving her with the weight of being chosen for.

She should’ve hated it.

Instead, her chest warmed, a quiet part of her unraveling under his care.

The food arrived, and she reached for her fork, but Callan’s hand was faster. He picked up her knife and fork, cutting her steak into small, precise pieces, the metal scraping softly against the plate. Her breath caught, her hands dropping to her lap as she watched him.

“Open your mouth,” he said, his voice a quiet command.

Her lips parted before she could think.

He fed her the first bite, the tender meat melting on her tongue, and her eyes darted around the room, hyper-aware of the other diners. No one seemed to notice, or maybe they did, and she just couldn’t tell through the haze of her own pulse. His gaze never left her, pinning her in place as he cut another piece.

A drop of sauce clung to her lower lip. She moved to wipe it, but his thumb was there first, warm and deliberate, catching it with a slow swipe. He brought his thumb to her mouth, pressing it against her tongue.

“Suck,” he said, his voice a low rumble.

Her lips closed around his thumb, the taste of sauce mixing with the salt of his skin. Her pussy clenched, heat pooling between her thighs, and she couldn’t look away from him. She sucked gently, her tongue brushing his skin, and his eyes darkened with approval.

“Good girl,” he murmured, and the words hit her like a shockwave, her body melting under the praise.

She swallowed, her face burning, and he pulled his thumb away, wiping it on his napkin as if nothing had happened. But under the table, his other hand found her thigh, resting there with a weight that felt like ownership. His fingers traced slow circles on her skin, just under the hem of her dress, and her breath hitched.

“Daddy,” she whispered, barely audible, her voice trembling with need.

“Shh, baby girl,” he said, his tone soothing but firm. “Eat.”

He fed her another bite, and another, his hand never leaving her thigh. Each circle of his fingers climbed higher, teasing the edge of her panties, and she squirmed, her pussy growing wet under his touch. She tried to focus on the food, on the taste, on anything but the ache building inside her.

A woman at the next table glanced over, her eyes lingering. Avery caught her gaze, and for a moment, she froze, expecting judgment or mockery. But the woman’s expression was unreadable—curiosity, maybe, or something softer—and Avery didn’t look away.

She didn’t feel shame.

Instead, there was a quiet, radical intimacy in letting herself be seen like this, cared for in a room full of strangers. Her chest swelled with it, a terrifying freedom she hadn’t known she could feel. Callan’s fingers pressed harder against her thigh, as if he could sense the shift in her, and she bit her lip to keep from moaning.

“Everyone in this room can see you’re mine,” he said, his voice low and possessive as he fed her another bite. “And you’ve never looked more beautiful.”

Her pussy throbbed at his words, her panties damp against her skin. She swallowed the bite, her throat tight, and nodded, unable to speak. His hand slid higher, brushing the edge of her underwear, and she gasped softly, her hips shifting toward him instinctively.

“Not yet,” he warned, his tone unyielding. “Sit still.”

She obeyed, trembling under his touch, her body a live wire of need. The woman at the next table looked away, but Avery could still feel the weight of being watched, and it only made her wetter. Callan’s fingers stayed there, teasing but not giving her what she craved, and she bit her lip harder, fighting the urge to beg.

The meal stretched on, each bite he fed her laced with the tension of his hand under the table. By the time the check came, she was shaking, her thighs pressed together to ease the ache, but it didn’t help. Callan signed the bill with one hand, the other still on her thigh, and then stood, pulling her chair out for her.

“Up, baby girl,” he said, his voice a quiet command.

She stood, her legs unsteady, and he helped her into her coat, his hands lingering on her shoulders. His touch was deliberate, grounding, and she leaned into it without thinking. He guided her through the restaurant, his hand firm on the small of her back, steering her, owning her, protecting her all at once.

Heads turned as they passed, or maybe she just imagined it. Either way, she didn’t care. The weight of his hand was all that mattered, the way it pressed into her, claiming her in front of everyone.

They reached the car, and he opened the door for her, waiting until she was settled before closing it with a soft click. She watched him walk around to the driver’s side, his movements smooth and controlled, and her heart pounded in her chest. When he slid into the seat, the air between them felt charged, heavy with everything unspoken.

“Everyone was watching,” she said, her voice small, almost a whisper.

He turned to her, his eyes steady and warm. “Everyone should see how well you let me take care of you.”

Her breath caught, and she reached out, placing her hand on his thigh. Her fingers pressed into the muscle there, feeling the strength beneath the fabric, and she didn’t remove her hand. Not as he started the car, not as they pulled onto the street, not until they were home.

The drive was quiet, but her mind raced. She’d never felt so exposed, so seen, and yet so safe. Her hand stayed on his thigh, a silent tether, and she knew they weren’t done—not by a long shot.

When they pulled into the driveway, he cut the engine and turned to her, his gaze piercing. “Inside, baby girl,” he said, his voice a promise. “We’ve got more to discuss.”

Her pussy clenched at the words, heat flooding her again. She nodded, her hand finally slipping from his thigh as she opened the door. But the weight of his care, his control, stayed with her, heavy and warm, as they walked toward the house.

Inside, he closed the door behind them, the click of the lock loud in the quiet. She turned to face him, her dress still clinging to her thighs, her body still trembling from the restaurant. He stepped closer, his size looming over her, and she felt small in the best way.

“Strip,” he commanded, his voice low and firm.

Her fingers moved to the zipper of her dress, trembling slightly as she pulled it down. The fabric slid off her shoulders, pooling at her feet, leaving her in just her black lace bra and panties. His eyes raked over her, dark with hunger, and she felt her nipples harden under his gaze.

“Bra too,” he said, his tone leaving no room for hesitation.

She reached behind her, unhooking it, and let it fall to the floor. Her breasts felt heavy, exposed, and she fought the urge to cover herself. His gaze lingered on her chest, and she saw the approval there, the possession.

“Come here,” he said, sitting on the couch and patting his lap.

She walked to him, her bare feet silent on the floor, and settled onto his lap, her thighs straddling his. His hands gripped her hips, pulling her closer, and she gasped as her wet panties pressed against the bulge in his pants. His cock was hard beneath her, and her pussy ached to feel him inside her.

“You were perfect tonight,” he murmured, his hands sliding up her back, warm against her skin. “Letting me take care of you in front of everyone.”

Her face flushed, but she nodded, leaning into his touch. “It felt… right, Daddy,” she admitted, her voice soft.

His hand moved to her breast, cupping it, his thumb brushing over her hardened nipple. She moaned, her head tipping back, and he lowered his mouth to her chest, taking her nipple between his lips. He sucked gently, his tongue swirling around it, and she cried out, her hands gripping his shoulders.

“Daddy,” she gasped, her pussy throbbing as he nursed at her breast, the intimacy of it overwhelming.

He pulled back, his lips glistening, and looked up at her. “You’re mine, baby girl,” he said, his voice a low growl. “Every part of you.”

She nodded, tears pricking her eyes, not from sadness but from the raw truth of it. His hand slid down her stomach, under the waistband of her panties, and found her wet pussy. His fingers brushed her clit, and she moaned, her hips rocking against him.

“Ask Daddy,” he reminded her, his tone firm.

“Please, Daddy,” she begged, her voice breaking. “Please touch me.”

“Good girl,” he said, and the words sent a shiver through her, her body melting under his praise.

His fingers moved faster, circling her clit, sliding through her wetness, and she whimpered, her nails digging into his shoulders. Her body was on fire, every touch pushing her closer, but she held back, waiting for his permission. His other hand stayed on her breast, kneading it, rolling her nipple between his fingers, and the dual sensation was too much.

“Daddy, please,” she sobbed, her voice desperate. “Can I cum?”

He slowed his fingers, dragging out the torture, and looked into her eyes. “Cum for me, little one,” he commanded, his voice unyielding.

She shattered. Her orgasm hit hard, her pussy clenching around nothing, her body shuddering in his lap. She cried out, her voice high and broken, as heat pulsed through her, cum soaking her panties and his fingers.

He held her through it, his hand still between her legs, drawing out every tremor. “Good girl,” he murmured again, and she whimpered, her body so sensitive it almost hurt. Her head dropped to his chest, exhausted, her breath coming in gasps.

His arms wrapped around her, holding her close, his heartbeat steady under her ear. She felt small, safe, completely enveloped by him. He kissed her forehead, his lips warm against her skin.

“Rest now, baby girl,” he said, his voice soft but still commanding.

She nodded, her eyes half-closed, her body still humming from the intensity. But even as she drifted, she knew they weren’t done. Not tonight, not ever.

“Daddy’s got more for you soon,” he whispered, his tone a mix of tenderness and threat. “Tomorrow, we’ll see how far you can go.”

Her pussy clenched at the promise, even as exhaustion pulled her under. She pressed closer to him, knowing whatever came next, she’d face it in his arms. And that was enough.


Chapter 12: On Her Knees

Avery stood by the floor-to-ceiling windows of Callan’s penthouse, the city sprawling below like a glittering map of her old life. The lights of the skyline blurred as her gaze drifted inward, her reflection sharp against the dark glass. She wore a soft oversized sweater he’d chosen for her, the hem brushing her thighs, and nothing else but the thin cotton panties underneath.

Her body still hummed from last night, from the way he’d held her in his lap, his fingers slick with her cum, his voice murmuring praise into her ear. She pressed her thighs together, feeling the ache that hadn’t fully faded. It wasn’t just desire—it was something deeper, something that scared her as much as it anchored her.

The door to the living room opened behind her. She didn’t turn. She didn’t need to.

“Baby girl,” Callan said, his voice low and steady, cutting through the quiet like a blade. He didn’t rush. He never did.

Her heart stuttered. She felt the pull of him, the way his presence filled the room without effort. Her reflection in the glass showed her cheeks already flushing, and she hated how easily he did this to her.

“Come here,” he said, settling into his leather chair across the room. His tie was loosened, the top button of his shirt undone, revealing the hard line of his collarbone. His eyes locked on hers, patient but unyielding.

She turned slowly, her bare feet silent on the hardwood floor. Each step felt heavier, like she was walking toward something she couldn’t name but desperately wanted. Her mind raced—old instincts telling her to resist, to argue, to keep control—but her body moved anyway.

She stopped a few feet from him. Her breath caught as she looked down at him, his broad frame relaxed but commanding in the chair. His gaze never wavered, pinning her in place.

“You’ve been thinking too much,” he said, his tone calm, almost gentle. “I can see it in your eyes.”

Her lips parted, but no words came. He was right, and she hated that he could read her so easily.

“Stop fighting it, Avery,” he said, his voice dropping lower. “You don’t have to carry everything tonight.”

Her chest tightened. The weight of her day—of her life—pressed down on her, the endless meetings, the emails, the pressure to be perfect. And here he was, offering to take it all away.

She took a shaky breath. Her knees felt weak, not from fear, but from the pull to let go. She wanted to surrender, not because he demanded it, but because she craved it.

Her eyes flicked to the floor between his legs. The hardwood gleamed under the soft light, cold and unyielding. Something inside her shifted, a quiet decision forming before her mind could catch up.

She stepped closer. Then, slowly, she sank to her knees.

The floor was hard against her skin, biting into her bones, but she didn’t flinch. She settled between his thighs, her hands resting lightly on his knees, and looked up at him. Her heart pounded, loud in her ears, but she held his gaze.

Callan’s expression didn’t change, but his eyes darkened. His hand twitched at his side, like he wanted to reach for her but held back. “Baby girl,” he said, his voice rougher now, “what are you doing?”

“I want this,” she whispered. Her voice trembled, but her resolve didn’t. “I want to choose this, Daddy.”

His jaw tightened. For the first time, she saw a flicker of something raw in his face, a crack in the calm control he always wore. It sent a thrill through her, sharp and electric.

“Look at me while you do that,” he said, his tone firm but laced with something deeper, something hungry. “I want to see your eyes when you choose this.”

She nodded, her hands sliding up his thighs, feeling the tension in his muscles under her touch. Her fingers found the buckle of his belt, the metal cool against her skin. She unfastened it slowly, the quiet clink echoing in the stillness.

Her breath hitched as she unzipped his pants, revealing the hard outline of his cock beneath his boxers. She pulled the fabric down, freeing him, and her mouth went dry at the sight. He was thick, heavy, already hard for her, and the thought made her pussy clench with need.

She leaned forward, her lips brushing the tip, soft at first, tentative. His sharp intake of breath spurred her on. She took him into her mouth, slow and deliberate, her tongue tracing the underside of his cock as she went deeper.

His hand found her hair, fingers threading through it, not pulling, just holding. She felt the weight of his touch, the silent encouragement. Her eyes stayed on his, just as he’d asked, and the intensity in his gaze made her shiver.

She moved faster, her lips tight around him, sucking gently as her head bobbed. Her hands gripped his thighs, feeling them tense under her fingers. The hardwood dug into her knees, a dull ache she ignored, too focused on the taste of him, the heat of him filling her mouth.

A low sound escaped him, almost a growl, and it sent a jolt straight to her core. Her panties were wet now, her pussy throbbing with every sound he made, every subtle shift of his body. She’d never heard him lose control like this, and it made her want more.

His grip in her hair tightened, just enough to sting. “Baby girl,” he rasped, his voice strained. “You’re too good at this.”

Her heart swelled at the praise, even as her cheeks burned. She took him deeper, her throat relaxing to accommodate him, her eyes watering but never looking away. She wanted him to see how much she wanted this, how much she chose this.

His breathing grew ragged, his control fraying at the edges. His hips shifted, a small, involuntary thrust, and she moaned around him, the vibration making him curse under his breath. She felt powerful in this moment, on her knees but not powerless, giving herself to him and taking something back in return.

“Avery,” he warned, his voice rough, almost broken. “I’m close.”

She didn’t stop. She wanted this, wanted to feel him unravel for her. Her tongue swirled around the head of his cock, her lips tightening as she sucked harder, pushing him over the edge.

He came with a low groan, a sound so raw it made her pussy ache. Hot cum filled her mouth, salty and thick, and she swallowed every drop, her eyes still locked on his. His hand in her hair trembled, just for a moment, before he steadied himself.

She pulled back slowly, her lips glistening, her breath uneven. Her knees ached from the floor, but she didn’t move. She stayed there, looking up at him, waiting.

Callan’s chest rose and fell heavily. His hand slid from her hair to her cheek, his thumb brushing over her bottom lip. “You didn’t have to do that,” he said, his voice quieter now, almost tender.

“I know,” she replied, her voice soft but sure. “That’s why it mattered, Daddy.”

His eyes softened, but there was something else there too, something possessive and fierce. He reached down, pulling her up into his lap with ease, her small frame curling against his broad chest. His arms wrapped around her, holding her close, and she melted into him, the ache in her knees forgotten.

She rested her head against his shoulder, feeling the steady beat of his heart under her cheek. Her body was still buzzing, her pussy wet and needy, but she didn’t ask for anything. Not yet.

His hand slid down her back, resting just above her hips, warm and grounding. “You’re so strong, baby girl,” he murmured, his lips brushing her temple. “Stronger than you know.”

Her throat tightened. She didn’t feel strong, not in the way she used to, not in the way that meant winning arguments or closing deals. But here, in his arms, on her terms, she felt a different kind of strength, one she was only beginning to understand.

His fingers traced lazy circles on her skin, sending shivers through her. She shifted in his lap, feeling the hardness of him already returning beneath her, and her breath hitched. He chuckled softly, the sound rumbling in his chest.

“You feel that?” he asked, his tone teasing but edged with heat. His hand slid lower, cupping her ass through the thin fabric of her panties. “You’ve got me all worked up again, little one.”

She bit her lip, her cheeks flushing. Her pussy throbbed at his words, at the promise in them. She wanted more, needed more, but she knew better than to push.

“Ask Daddy,” he reminded her, his voice firm now, the authority back in full force. His hand squeezed her ass, just hard enough to make her gasp. “Tell me what you want.”

“Please, Daddy,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need. “I want you to touch me.”

His smile was slow, almost dangerous. “Not yet,” he said, his tone unyielding. “You’ve earned a reward, but I decide when.”

Her body tensed, frustration mixing with arousal, but she nodded. She trusted him, even when it ached. Especially when it ached.

His hand moved to her thigh, sliding up under the sweater, his fingers brushing the edge of her panties. He didn’t go further, just teased the sensitive skin there, making her squirm in his lap. “Be patient, baby girl,” he said, his voice a low growl. “Daddy’s going to take care of you soon.”

Her breath came in shallow gasps, her body on edge from his touch, from the denial. She pressed closer to him, her face buried in his neck, inhaling the scent of him—clean, warm, safe. Even with the ache between her legs, she felt protected here, held in a way she’d never known she needed.

His other hand cradled the back of her head, his fingers gentle now, stroking through her hair. “You’ve done so well tonight,” he murmured, his lips brushing her ear. “I’m proud of you.”

Her heart clenched, the words sinking deep, deeper than any touch could. She felt tears prick her eyes, not from sadness, but from the overwhelming truth of how much his approval meant to her. She blinked them away, not wanting him to see.

But he did. He always did. He tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his gaze, and the tenderness in his eyes nearly broke her.

“You’re going to ruin me, little one,” he said, his voice rough, his hand still in her hair. She smiled against his thigh, a small, secret smile. Good.

Her mind drifted, already anticipating what tomorrow would bring, what new edge he’d push her toward. She knew it wouldn’t be easy, knew he’d test her in ways she couldn’t predict. But she also knew she’d face it, because with him, surrender wasn’t weakness—it was power.

She nestled closer, her body still humming with unspent need, but content for now in his arms. The city glittered below, a reminder of the life she’d built, the control she’d clung to for so long. But here, on his lap, she didn’t need any of it.

“Daddy’s got plans for you,” he whispered, his tone a mix of promise and threat. “Tomorrow, we’ll see how much more you can give.”

Her pussy clenched at his words, even as her body relaxed against him. Whatever came next, she’d be ready. Because with him, she always was.


Chapter 13: Three Days

Avery sat in the boardroom, her tailored blazer crisp against her shoulders. The partners droned on about quarterly projections, their voices a dull hum. She crossed her legs under the glass table, then uncrossed them, the seam of her trousers pressing just enough to make her breath catch.

She couldn’t focus.

Her phone buzzed in her pocket, silent but insistent. She knew it was him. Callan’s text from this morning still burned in her mind: Three days. You can do this. I believe in you.

Her thighs clenched involuntarily.

She forced her attention back to the room, gripping her pen until her knuckles whitened. A senior partner glanced her way, expecting a sharp comment or rebuttal. She nodded, lips tight, pretending to take notes while her pulse throbbed between her legs.

She hated how wet she already was.

The meeting dragged on, every minute stretching into eternity. Her body betrayed her with every subtle shift in her chair. The fabric of her panties clung to her, a constant reminder of the ache Callan had planted there.

Her phone buzzed again.

She slipped it out under the table, shielding the screen with her hand. His message was short: Thinking about you. About how wet you must be right now. Her stomach dropped, heat pooling low and heavy.

She bit her lip hard.

Avery typed a quick reply, fingers trembling: I’m in a meeting. Stop. But she knew he wouldn’t. He never did.

His response came instantly: Good. Let it ache, baby girl.

Her breath hitched, loud enough that a colleague glanced over. She forced a tight smile, adjusting her blazer. Inside, she was unraveling, her pussy throbbing with every word he typed.

The meeting ended, and she bolted for her office. She shut the door, leaning against it, eyes closed. Her body screamed for release, but she wouldn’t touch herself—not without his permission.

She never did anymore.

Her phone rang that night as she sat on her couch, legs curled under her. His name on the screen sent a shiver down her spine. She answered, her voice smaller than she meant it to be. “Daddy?”

“Evening, little one.” His voice was low, smooth, a blade wrapped in velvet. “How’s my girl holding up?”

She swallowed hard. “It hurts, Daddy. I need…”

“I know what you need.” He cut her off, his tone firm but warm. “And you’ll get it—when the time’s right.”

Her whine slipped out before she could stop it.

He chuckled, the sound dark and intimate through the speaker. “Three days, baby girl. That’s the rule.”

She gripped the phone tighter. “But I’m so wet. I can’t think straight.”

“Good.” His voice dropped lower, deliberate. “I want you aching for me. I want you to feel every second of this.”

Her hips shifted on the couch, seeking friction that wasn’t there.

“Tell me what you’re wearing,” he said, his command soft but unyielding.

She glanced down at herself. “Just a t-shirt and panties. Nothing else.”

“Take the shirt off.” His words were a quiet order. “Now.”

She obeyed, setting the phone down to pull the fabric over her head. Her skin prickled in the cool air of her apartment. She picked up the phone again, breathless. “It’s off, Daddy.”

“Good girl.” The praise hit her like a physical touch, making her clit throb. “Now, lie back. Don’t touch yourself.”

She whimpered but did as he said, reclining on the couch. Her panties were soaked through, the fabric sticking to her. She wanted to beg, but she knew better.

“I’m going to tell you what I’ll do when these three days are up.” His voice was a slow burn, each word deliberate. “I’m going to pin you down on my bed, spread your legs, and lick that sweet pussy until you’re sobbing for me.”

Her breath came in shallow gasps.

“I’ll slide my fingers inside you, stretch you open, make you feel every inch of me before I let you cum.” He paused, letting the image sink in. “And when I finally fuck you, little one, you’ll scream my name.”

Her body trembled, her hands fisting the cushions to keep from touching herself.

“But not yet,” he added, his tone a mix of tenderness and cruelty. “You wait for Daddy.”

She nodded, even though he couldn’t see her. “Yes, Daddy.”

“That’s my girl.” His voice softened. “Sleep now. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

She hung up, her body a live wire of need. Sleep felt impossible, but she’d try. For him.

Day two dawned with a fresh wave of torment. She dressed for work, choosing a skirt that felt dangerously short. Every brush of fabric against her skin was torture, a reminder of what she couldn’t have.

Her phone stayed silent through the morning. She checked it obsessively, hating how much she needed his words. By noon, she was a mess, her focus shattered.

Then, a knock at her apartment door that evening.

She opened it, and there he was. Callan stood in the hallway, dark coat unbuttoned, his presence filling the space. His eyes raked over her, slow and possessive.

“Daddy,” she breathed, stepping back to let him in.

He didn’t speak at first, just stepped inside and shut the door. Then he pulled her close, one hand on her waist, the other gripping her ass hard. His mouth claimed hers in a kiss that stole her breath, deep and consuming.

Her knees buckled.

His tongue moved against hers, hungry, while his hand squeezed her ass tighter. She moaned into his mouth, her body pressing against him, desperate for more. She could feel his cock, hard through his trousers, and her pussy clenched around nothing.

Then he pulled back.

She stared at him, lips swollen, chest heaving. “Please, Daddy…”

“Not yet.” His voice was a low growl, his hand still on her ass. “Two days down, little one. One more to go.”

She whimpered, her body shaking with need.

He kissed her forehead, a tender contrast to the heat of moments before. “You’re doing so well. I’m proud of you.”

Her heart swelled, even as her body ached.

He turned to leave, pausing at the door. “Tomorrow night, baby girl. Be ready.”

She stood there, alone in her doorway, trembling. Her panties were drenched, her thighs slick. She wanted to cry, but she wouldn’t—not yet.

Day three was agony.

Every sensation was amplified. The seam of her jeans pressed against her clit with every step, a cruel tease. Her car’s vibrations on the way to work made her grip the steering wheel until her hands hurt.

She could smell his cologne on the pillow he’d left at her place. It lingered in her bedroom, a ghost of him that kept her on edge. She buried her face in it during a break, inhaling deeply, her body screaming for release.

Work was a blur. She snapped at a colleague over a minor error, her patience gone. Her body was a traitor, wet and aching with every thought of him.

By evening, she was a wreck. She paced her apartment, counting the hours until midnight. Her pussy throbbed relentlessly, her mind replaying his promises from the phone call.

Finally, the clock ticked closer to midnight. She drove to his place, her hands shaky on the wheel. When she arrived, he was waiting at the door, his gaze intense and unreadable.

“Come in, little one.” His voice was calm, but there was heat beneath it.

She stepped inside, her legs unsteady.

He closed the door and turned to her, his hands gentle as he pulled her close. “You’ve waited so long. Are you ready for Daddy?”

She nodded, her voice barely a whisper. “Yes, Daddy. Please.”

He led her to his bedroom, the air thick with anticipation. His bed was made, the dark sheets inviting. He sat on the edge, pulling her to stand between his legs.

“Strip for me,” he commanded softly.

Her fingers fumbled with her blouse, buttons slipping free. She shed her skirt next, standing before him in just her bra and soaked panties. His eyes darkened, taking her in.

“Everything,” he said, his tone firm.

She unclasped her bra, letting it fall, then slid her panties down her thighs. They clung to her wetness, peeling away slowly. She stood bare before him, trembling under his gaze.

He stood, towering over her, and lifted her effortlessly. He laid her on the bed, her back against the cool sheets. His hands were everywhere—on her hips, her thighs, spreading her legs wide.

“Look at you,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire. “So wet for Daddy.”

She moaned, her hips lifting toward him.

He leaned down, his breath hot against her pussy. His tongue flicked out, tasting her, and she gasped, her hands gripping the sheets. He licked slowly, deliberately, building her up until she was writhing beneath him.

“Please, Daddy,” she begged, her voice breaking. “I need to cum.”

“Not yet,” he said, pulling back to look at her. His fingers replaced his tongue, sliding inside her, stretching her open.

She cried out, her body arching off the bed.

He moved up, his free hand pinning her wrists above her head. “You’ve earned this, baby girl. But you cum when I say.”

His fingers thrust deeper, curling inside her, hitting every spot that made her tremble. Her pussy clenched around him, desperate for release. She was so close, teetering on the edge.

“Now,” he growled, his thumb circling her clit. “Cum for Daddy.”

Her orgasm hit like a tidal wave. Her pussy contracted hard around his fingers, her body shaking uncontrollably. She screamed into his shoulder, her voice raw, as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her.

Cum dripped from her, slick and warm, coating his hand. Her thighs trembled, her breath ragged, as she clung to him. She couldn’t stop shaking, even as the aftershocks faded.

He didn’t pull away. He held her through it, his fingers still inside her, grounding her. His lips brushed her temple, soft and steadying.

“You survived three days without my permission to cum.” His voice was low, reverent. “That’s not deprivation, little one. That’s discipline. And you were magnificent.”

Her chest tightened, his words sinking deep.

He slid his fingers out slowly, making her gasp again. Then he pulled her close, his body a shield around hers. She nestled into his chest, still trembling, her skin flushed and sensitive.

He pulled the covers over them, his hand stroking her back. “Was it worth the wait?” he asked, his tone warm.

She couldn’t speak. She nodded against his chest, her breath still uneven.

He laughed, low and rich. “Next time, it’s five days.”

Her stomach dropped. Her pussy clenched, already wet again at the thought.

She buried her face in his neck, overwhelmed and aching. Whatever he asked, she’d give. Because with Daddy, surrender was everything.


Chapter 14: Architecture

Avery sat at her desk, the glow of her laptop screen reflecting off the polished wood. The case file in front of her was thick, a high-profile corporate merger with stakes so high her name would be etched into the firm’s history if she won. Her fingers hovered over her phone, not to check email, but to text Callan.

Her thumb typed the words before her brain caught up. “New case came in — high profile. May I take it?”

She stared at the sent message.

Her chest tightened, a mix of shock and something warmer, softer. She didn’t unsend it. She couldn’t.

The office buzzed around her, colleagues murmuring over coffee, the hum of the printer in the corner. Avery’s tailored blazer felt too tight, her heels too sharp against the carpet. She’d asked permission to do her job—her job, the one thing she’d built her entire life around.

Her phone vibrated. Callan’s name lit up the screen. Her pulse jumped.

“Tell me about it when you’re home. I trust your judgment. But yes, you may.” His response was quick, as always, like he’d been waiting for her to reach out.

Her shoulders relaxed. She hadn’t realized they’d been tense.

She set the phone down and opened the case file again. The words made sense now, the legal jargon slotting into place like puzzle pieces. His permission wasn’t just a word—it was a key unlocking her focus.

Avery leaned back in her chair, her mind drifting as the office noise faded. She’d fought these rules at first, every bedtime and meal schedule feeling like a cage. But now, weeks into Callan’s structure, she saw the pattern.

Her work was better. Her arguments in court were sharper, her briefs tighter, her energy steady. She wasn’t fraying at the edges anymore.

She ate because he expected photos of her meals—proof she wasn’t skipping. She slept by midnight because he’d call at 12:01 if she didn’t text goodnight. The micro-decisions that used to drain her were gone, handed over to him.

Her phone buzzed again. “Dinner at 7. Don’t be late, little one.”

Her stomach fluttered. She typed back, “Yes, Daddy,” without hesitation.

The rest of the day passed in a blur of meetings and memos. She stood in the courtroom for a brief hearing on another case, her voice steady, her mind clear. Being rested and fed changed everything—she felt it in the way the judge nodded at her argument.

When she left the office at 6:30, the city was alive with evening traffic. She slid into her car, the leather seat cool against her legs. Her thoughts weren’t on the merger or the hearing—they were on him.

She arrived at his house at 6:55, her heart already racing. Callan opened the door before she could knock, his broad frame filling the space. He wore a dark shirt, sleeves rolled to his forearms, his gaze calm but piercing.

“You’re on time,” he said, his voice low and steady.

Her knees softened at the approval in his tone.

He stepped aside, letting her in. The smell of something warm and savory hit her—dinner already prepared. Her stomach growled, reminding her she hadn’t eaten since lunch.

“Sit,” he said, gesturing to the dining table. She obeyed, her body moving before her mind caught up. He placed a plate in front of her—grilled chicken, roasted vegetables, a glass of water.

She reached for her fork, then paused. Her eyes flicked to him, waiting.

He sat across from her, his posture relaxed but commanding. “Good girl. You remembered.”

Her cheeks flushed. Those two words hit her like a wave, warmth spreading from her chest to her core.

They ate in comfortable silence, his presence filling the room like a physical thing. Halfway through, he reached over, his large hand resting on her knee under the table. “I’m proud of you, Avery. I saw the focus in your texts today.”

Her breath caught. His touch was firm, grounding. She wanted to melt into it.

After dinner, he led her to the living room. He sat on the couch, patting his lap. “Come here, little one.”

She hesitated for half a second, her professional armor still clinging to her. Then she crossed the room, settling onto his lap, her smaller frame curling against his chest. His arms wrapped around her, one hand stroking her back.

“Tell me about the case,” he said, his voice a low rumble against her ear.

She did. She explained the merger, the players, the risks. Her words came easily, her mind unburdened by the usual chaos.

He listened, his hand never stopping its slow rhythm on her back. When she finished, he tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his eyes. “You’re not asking if it’s okay. You’re telling me it works.”

Her lips parted, but no sound came out.

He was right. The rules, the permissions, the structure—it wasn’t just bedroom play anymore. It was her life’s architecture, rebuilt by his hands.

Her pussy clenched at the thought, a sudden heat pooling between her legs. She shifted on his lap, trying to hide it. He noticed.

His hand slid down her thigh, his fingers brushing the edge of her skirt. “Daddy’s going to check if his girl is wet,” he murmured, his tone calm but laced with intent.

Her breath hitched. She didn’t stop him.

He pushed her skirt up, his large hand slipping between her thighs. His fingers pressed against her panties, the fabric already damp. He made a low sound of approval.

“So wet for me,” he said, his thumb circling her clit through the thin material. Her hips bucked, a soft moan escaping her lips. “You like this, don’t you? Knowing I’ve got you.”

“Yes, Daddy,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

His fingers slid beneath her panties, stroking her bare pussy. She gasped, her head falling back against his shoulder. He moved slowly, deliberately, building her up until her thighs trembled.

“Please, Daddy,” she begged, her voice small. “Can I cum?”

“Not yet,” he said, his tone unyielding. “You’ve been good today. But I want you to wait.”

Her whimper was involuntary, her body aching for release. His fingers kept moving, edging her closer, then pulling back. She writhed on his lap, her hands gripping his shirt.

“You don’t need permission because you’re weak,” he said, his voice a steady anchor. “You ask because when someone earns your trust, letting them hold the structure is the bravest thing you’ve ever done.”

Her chest tightened, emotion swelling alongside the heat in her core. She nodded against him, tears pricking her eyes—not from sadness, but from the weight of his words. She felt seen, stripped bare in a way that went beyond her body.

His fingers thrust deeper, curling inside her. “Now, baby girl. Cum for Daddy.”

Her orgasm crashed through her, her pussy clenching hard around his fingers. She cried out, her body shuddering against him, wave after wave of pleasure ripping through her. Her cum slicked his hand, warm and wet, as she trembled in his lap.

She couldn’t stop shaking. Her breath came in ragged gasps, her skin flushed and sensitive. He held her through it, his fingers still inside her, grounding her.

He slid them out slowly, making her gasp again. Then he pulled her closer, his arms a shield around her. His lips brushed her forehead, soft and steady.

“You did so well,” he murmured, his voice warm. “My brave girl.”

Her heart swelled, the praise sinking deep. She nestled into his chest, still trembling, her body and mind both surrendered to him. She didn’t want to move, didn’t want to leave this space.

They stayed like that for a long time, his hand stroking her hair. The room was quiet, save for the sound of her slowing breaths. She felt small, safe, rebuilt.

The next day at the office, her colleague Mara stopped by her desk. Mara was in her thirties, sharp and observant, always fishing for gossip. “How’ve you been so on point lately, Avery? You’re killing it in court.”

Avery smiled, her fingers pausing over her keyboard. “Better sleep,” she said, the lie slipping out easily.

Her real answer burned in her chest. Someone had rebuilt her from the inside out, using nothing but attention, rules, and two words she never thought she’d crave. And tomorrow, she’d ask permission again—because with Daddy, surrender was everything.


Chapter 15: The Key

Avery stood in the center of her apartment, the spare key in her palm. It was small, cold at first, but warming from her tight grip. Her hand trembled, not from fear, but from the weight of what she was about to do.

She hadn’t slept here much in three weeks. Her spotless, minimalist apartment—once her fortress of control—felt foreign now. The sharp lines of her furniture, the empty fridge, the silence; they all mocked her unraveling.

Her tailored blazer hung on the chair, still crisp from the day. She’d won a motion in court that morning, her arguments slicing through opposing counsel like a blade. But now, standing barefoot in her own space, she felt smaller than ever.

The key bit into her skin. She’d made the copy at lunch, slipping into a hardware store between meetings. Her heart had raced as the machine buzzed, carving out this tiny piece of surrender.

She glanced at her phone. No messages from Callan. He didn’t chase, didn’t demand—she had to come to him with this.

Her chest tightened. Giving him a key meant more than access to her door. It meant letting him into every corner she’d locked away for years.

She closed her eyes, picturing his face. Those steady gray eyes, the calm that filled any room he entered. Her body softened at the thought, a warmth spreading low in her belly.

Her phone buzzed, snapping her back. A work email—urgent, as always. She ignored it, her focus locked on the key.

She’d see him tonight. They’d agreed to meet at her place after her late briefing. The key felt heavier with each passing second.

Her breath came faster. She wanted this. She hated how much she wanted this.

The clock ticked past seven. She slipped the key into her pocket, the metal warm now. Then she waited, her heart a drum in her chest.

The knock came at 7:15, precise as always. She opened the door, and there he was—Callan, broad and unhurried, dark jacket fitting his frame like it was tailored for war. His eyes met hers, seeing through her in an instant.

“Evening, baby girl,” he said, voice low and steady. The words melted her defenses, her knees softening under his gaze. She stepped aside, letting him in.

He didn’t rush. He never did. He walked into her space like he already owned it, his boots silent on the hardwood.

She shut the door, her hand lingering on the knob. Her pulse raced. The key burned in her pocket.

He turned, facing her. His height made her feel small, even in her own home. “You’ve got something for me,” he said, not a question.

Her breath caught. He always knew before she spoke. She nodded, her fingers trembling as she pulled the key from her pocket.

She held it out, palm up. The metal gleamed under the kitchen light. Her voice barely worked. “It’s for you, Daddy.”

He didn’t move at first. His eyes flicked from the key to her face, reading every flicker of emotion. Then he stepped closer, his large hand closing over hers, the key trapped between them.

“Thank you, princess,” he said, his tone soft but heavy with meaning. Her heart stuttered at the name, a rare gift from him. She felt the heat of his skin, the strength in his grip.

She wanted to say something—anything—but words failed her. Her body leaned toward him, drawn by his gravity. She hated how easy it was to surrender.

He pocketed the key, his movements deliberate. Then his hand cupped her chin, tilting her face up. “This is a big step. I’m proud of you.”

Her chest swelled, emotion clogging her throat. His praise hit deeper than she could handle. Tears pricked her eyes, and she blinked them away fast.

He noticed. Of course he did. His thumb brushed her cheek, a silent anchor.

“Come here,” he said, pulling her closer. His arms wrapped around her, solid and warm. She pressed her face into his chest, breathing in the faint scent of his cologne.

Her hands gripped his shirt. She felt small, safe, held. The key was gone from her possession, but its weight lingered in her mind.

He didn’t rush her. He never did. They stood there, her breathing slowing against him, until the world felt steady again.

“I’ve got rules for this,” he said finally, his voice a low rumble. “You gave me access. I’ll use it to take care of you.”

Her stomach fluttered. She nodded against him, her voice a whisper. “Yes, Daddy.”

He pulled back, his hands on her shoulders. “Good. Now sit. I want to check on my girl.”

She obeyed, perching on the edge of her couch. Her tailored skirt felt out of place now, a reminder of the day’s armor. He sat beside her, his thigh brushing hers, making her hyper-aware of his size.

His hand slid to her knee, then higher. “Daddy’s going to see if you’re wet,” he said, his tone calm but commanding. Her breath hitched as his fingers pushed her skirt up, exposing her thighs.

She didn’t stop him. She couldn’t. Her body was already his to command.

His fingers brushed the edge of her panties, the fabric thin and already damp. He made a low sound, approving. “So wet for me, baby girl.”

Her hips shifted, a soft moan escaping. His thumb circled her clit through the material, slow and deliberate. Heat surged through her, her thighs trembling under his touch.

“Please, Daddy,” she whispered, her voice small. “Can I cum?”

“Not yet,” he said, his tone firm. “You’ve given me a key. Let’s build to your reward.”

Her whimper was involuntary. His fingers kept moving, edging her closer, then pulling back. She gripped the couch, her nails digging into the fabric.

“You’ve been carrying everything alone for too long,” he said, his voice steady. His fingers slipped beneath her panties, stroking her bare pussy. “That stops now.”

She gasped, her head falling back. His touch was relentless, building her up until she shook. Her pussy clenched, aching for release.

“Please,” she begged again, her voice breaking. “Daddy, I need it.”

He leaned in, his lips brushing her ear. “Cum for me, princess. Now.”

Her orgasm hit hard, her pussy contracting around his fingers. She cried out, her body shuddering, waves of pleasure tearing through her. Her cum slicked his hand, warm and wet, as she trembled against him.

She couldn’t stop shaking. Her breath came in gasps, her skin flushed and raw. He held her through it, his fingers still inside, grounding her.

He slid them out slowly, making her gasp again. Then he pulled her onto his lap, her small frame curled against his chest. His arms were a fortress around her.

“You did so well,” he murmured, his lips brushing her forehead. “My brave girl.”

Her heart swelled, the praise sinking deep. She nestled closer, still trembling. She felt rebuilt, piece by piece, in his hold.

They stayed like that for a long time. His hand stroked her hair, slow and steady. The apartment was quiet, save for her soft breaths.

“I’ll use the key tomorrow,” he said finally, his tone matter-of-fact. “You’ll see what it means to let Daddy take care of you.”

Her stomach fluttered again. Anticipation mixed with surrender. She nodded against him, trusting whatever came next.

The next day dragged at the office. Meetings blurred together, her focus split between motions and the memory of his hand on her. She kept checking her phone, half-expecting a message.

None came. He didn’t need to check in. He’d show up when he decided to.

She got home late, past eight. Her apartment door was unlocked. Her pulse spiked as she stepped inside.

The kitchen light was on. She froze, her briefcase still in hand. The space looked… different.

Her fridge door was ajar, revealing new contents—fresh vegetables, lean meats, yogurt. Her vitamins sat on the counter, no longer buried in a drawer. The empty takeout containers she’d left in the sink were gone, replaced by a clean, dry rack.

She dropped her bag, her breath shallow. Her eyes scanned the room, landing on her bedroom door. It was slightly open.

She walked over, her heels clicking on the hardwood. On her pillow sat a sticky note, his handwriting blocky and precise. “Good girl. Eat breakfast.”

Her knees buckled. She sat on the edge of the bed, the note in her shaking hand. Tears spilled over, hot and sudden.

They weren’t sad tears. They were release—years of holding herself together with gritted teeth, now slipping away. Someone had seen her, really seen her, and said, “I’ve got this now.”

She pressed the note to her chest. The pillow smelled faintly of him, even though he wasn’t there. Her sobs came harder, quiet but unstoppable.

Her phone sat on the nightstand. She grabbed it, snapping a photo of the note. She didn’t send it—just kept it for herself, a private piece of this moment.

Her breathing steadied slowly. She wiped her eyes, the note still in her lap. His care felt like a weight lifted, but heavier in its own way.

She stood, walking back to the kitchen. Her fingers traced the counter where he’d moved things. Every change was deliberate, thoughtful—healthier, easier, better.

Her chest ached with it. She hadn’t asked for this. But she needed it more than she could name.

Later, she lay in bed, the note tucked under her pillow. Sleep came easier than it had in months. Her last thought was of him, holding that key.

The next morning, she woke early. For once, she didn’t rush. She walked to the kitchen, pulling eggs, bread, and orange juice from the fridge.

She cooked slowly, the sizzle of eggs filling the quiet. Toast popped, golden and warm. She poured the juice, the glass cold in her hand.

She sat at the counter, eating. Each bite felt like an act of obedience, a quiet “yes” to him. Her heart felt full in a way it hadn’t before.

Her phone sat beside her plate. She snapped a photo of the meal—eggs fluffy, toast crisp, juice half-gone. She sent it to him, no caption needed.

His reply came within minutes. “That’s my good girl.” Her smile broke wide, stupid and unguarded, and she didn’t care.

She leaned back in her chair, phone still in hand. Her apartment felt different now, marked by his presence. She wondered what he’d do with the key next.

Her body warmed at the thought. She shifted in her seat, heat pooling low again. His control was everywhere, even when he wasn’t.

She finished her breakfast, the taste lingering. Work waited, but for once, it didn’t own her. She belonged to something—someone—else now.

Her phone buzzed again, another message from him. “I’ll see you tonight, baby girl. We’ve got more to build.”

Her pulse quickened. Anticipation curled tight in her core. Whatever he planned, she was ready to surrender again.


Chapter 16: Home

Avery stood in the center of her apartment, a suitcase open on the floor. Her tailored blazers hung in a garment bag by the door. Her laptop sat packed, ready to go, but she felt nothing looking at the bare walls.

She traced a finger along the counter where he’d left his mark last night. The fridge still held his choices—fresh, deliberate, caring. Her chest tightened, not with loss, but with something heavier.

Her phone buzzed in her pocket. She pulled it out, seeing his name. Her pulse quickened before she even read the words.

“Be ready by six, baby girl. I’m coming for you.”

Her breath caught. She typed a quick “Yes, Daddy” and hit send. Her fingers trembled as she set the phone down.

She looked around again. The apartment was spotless, always had been. But it had never felt like home—not like this ache in her chest did now.

She moved to her bedroom, pulling out a small box of personal things. Photos, a worn journal, a scarf her mother gave her years ago. These were the last pieces of herself she’d pack.

Her heels clicked on the hardwood as she walked back to the living room. She stopped by the window, staring at the city below. She’d fought so hard to own this view, and now it meant nothing.

The clock read 5:45. Her heart thudded louder. She smoothed her pencil skirt, suddenly aware of how small she felt waiting for him.

The door opened at exactly six. Callan stepped in, his broad frame filling the space. Dark jacket, dark jeans, that unhurried calm in his gray eyes.

She straightened instinctively. Her hands fidgeted at her sides.

“Hi, Daddy,” she said, her voice softer than she meant.

He crossed the room in a few strides, his boots heavy on the floor. He stopped in front of her, looking down with that quiet intensity. His hand lifted her chin, forcing her to meet his gaze.

“You’ve packed,” he said. Not a question. His thumb brushed her jaw, warm and firm.

She nodded, her throat tight. “Everything I need.”

His eyes scanned the apartment, taking in the suitcase, the garment bag, the empty shelves. A small, approving nod curved his lips. “Good girl.”

Her knees weakened. Heat spread low in her belly. She hated how two words could unravel her like this.

He stepped past her, picking up the suitcase with one hand like it weighed nothing. His other hand found the small of her back, guiding her toward the door. “Let’s go home, baby girl.”

Her breath hitched. Home. The word landed like a stone in still water.

She didn’t look back as they left. The door clicked shut behind them. Her old life stayed on the other side.

---

The elevator ride to his penthouse felt endless. Her suitcase sat at Callan’s feet, his hand still on her back. She could feel the heat of him through her blouse, grounding her.

The doors opened straight into his space— their space now. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed the city, the lights glittering below. The air smelled of leather and him, mixed with the faint trace of her perfume from last week.

He set the suitcase down by the entryway. “Come here,” he said, his voice low, commanding.

She stepped closer, her heels clicking on the polished floor. He towered over her, his broad chest level with her eyes. She felt small, safe, exactly where she belonged.

His hands found her hips, pulling her against him. “This is your home now. You come home to me. Say it back so I know you hear it.”

Her lips parted, her voice barely a whisper. “This is my home now. I come home to me—to you, Daddy.”

His grip tightened, approval flashing in his eyes. “That’s my girl.”

Her body melted into him. Heat pooled between her thighs. She pressed closer, needing more of his warmth.

He lifted her chin again, his thumb brushing her lower lip. “Let’s get you settled. Then we celebrate.”

She nodded, her heart racing. Celebrate. The word carried weight, promise, heat.

---

He showed her the spaces he’d made for her. A corner by the window for her office, her desk already set up with a view of the skyline. A shelf in the bathroom, her products lined up next to his.

Her clothes hung in his closet now, her blazers dwarfed by his jackets. Her heels sat beneath his boots, tiny in comparison. She ran a hand over the fabric, the contrast making her stomach flutter.

He watched her from the doorway, arms crossed, a faint smile on his face. “It’s yours now, little one. Every inch.”

Her chest ached with it. She turned to him, eyes wide. “Thank you, Daddy.”

He stepped closer, his hand cupping her cheek. “You’ve earned it. You’ve been so good for me.”

Her breath shuddered. Those words hit deeper than they should. She leaned into his touch, desperate for more.

He pulled back, his eyes darkening. “Come to the kitchen. I’ve got something for you.”

She followed, her body buzzing with anticipation. The kitchen was sleek, modern, the counter gleaming under soft lights. A small box sat there, wrapped in simple paper.

He handed it to her, his fingers brushing hers. “Open it.”

Her hands shook as she tore the paper. Inside was a mug—deep blue, the perfect size for her morning coffee. Exactly the color she loved.

Tears pricked her eyes. “How did you know?”

He tilted her chin up, his voice soft but firm. “I see you, baby girl. I always have.”

She clutched the mug to her chest. Her walls crumbled further. She didn’t fight it this time.

---

He took the mug from her, setting it on the counter. Then he turned, his hands on her waist, lifting her effortlessly. She gasped as he set her on the counter, the cold edge pressing into her back.

Her legs parted instinctively. He stepped between them, his body massive against hers. His hands slid up her thighs, pushing her skirt higher.

“You’re home now,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear. “You belong here. With me.”

Her hands gripped his shoulders. “Yes, Daddy.”

His fingers traced the edge of her panties, slow and deliberate. She squirmed, heat building fast. Her pussy ached for his touch, already wet.

He pulled the fabric aside, his thumb brushing her clit. She moaned, her head tipping back. The counter bit into her skin, grounding her.

“Look at me,” he ordered, his voice a low growl.

Her eyes snapped to his. His gaze pinned her, raw and possessive. She couldn’t look away if she tried.

His thumb circled her clit, slow, torturous. Her hips bucked, begging for more. “Please, Daddy,” she whimpered.

“Not yet,” he said, his tone unyielding. “You wait until I say.”

She bit her lip, trembling. Her body screamed for release. But she obeyed, always for him.

His other hand slid up her blouse, cupping her breast. He squeezed, his thumb brushing her nipple through the lace. She gasped, her back arching.

“You feel that?” he asked, his voice rough. “That’s mine. Every part of you.”

“Yes, Daddy,” she breathed. Her nipple hardened under his touch. She pressed closer, needing him everywhere.

He leaned down, his mouth finding her neck. His teeth grazed her skin, sending shivers through her. She moaned louder, her hands tangling in his hair.

His fingers slipped inside her, two at once, stretching her. She cried out, her pussy clenching around him. He pumped slowly, his thumb still on her clit.

“You’re so wet for me,” he growled. “My perfect girl.”

Her body shook, the edge so close. “Please, Daddy. I need to cum.”

He pulled back, his eyes dark with control. “Ask again. Properly.”

She swallowed, her voice desperate. “Please, Daddy, can I cum? I’ll be so good.”

His smile was predatory. “Cum for me, baby girl.”

Her orgasm hit hard, her pussy contracting around his fingers. She screamed, her body shuddering on the counter. Wetness coated his hand, her thighs trembling as she rode the waves.

He didn’t stop, drawing it out until she was gasping. Her head fell against his chest, her breaths ragged. He held her there, his hand still inside her, grounding her.

“Good girl,” he murmured, kissing her forehead. Her heart swelled, tears pricking again. She clung to him, safe in the aftermath.

He pulled his fingers out slowly, wiping them on a cloth nearby. Then he lifted her off the counter, her legs weak. He carried her to the couch, her small frame cradled against his chest.

She nestled into him, her cheek on his shoulder. His arms wrapped around her, warm and solid. She’d never felt more at home.

He stroked her hair, his voice soft. “You did so well. I’ve got you now.”

Her eyes closed, exhaustion and relief mixing. She breathed him in, the scent of him filling her. This was her place, her safety, her everything.

---

Later, they unpacked together. Her toothbrush sat next to his, a small claim in a shared space. Her books lined a shelf he’d cleared for her, her presence weaving into his.

She stood in the bedroom, watching him fold her clothes into drawers. His hands were careful, precise, treating each item like it mattered. Her throat tightened at the care in every move.

He caught her staring, his eyes softening. “What is it, little one?”

She shook her head, words failing her. “Just… thank you, Daddy.”

He crossed to her, pulling her into his arms. His chin rested on her head, his embrace swallowing her. “You don’t need to thank me. This is where you belong.”

Her heart stuttered. She pressed closer, her hands fisting in his shirt. She’d never felt so seen, so held.

That night, they lay in bed— their bed. Her head rested on his chest, his heartbeat steady under her ear. His hand traced slow circles on her back, lulling her.

She drifted, half-asleep, when his voice broke the quiet. “Tomorrow, we set new rules. Living together means more structure.”

Her eyes opened, curiosity spiking. “What kind of rules, Daddy?”

He tilted her chin up, his gaze firm. “You’ll see. For now, sleep. I’ve got you.”

She nodded, her body relaxing again. Anticipation curled in her chest, but she trusted him. She always would.

---

She woke at 6 a.m. to his alarm, the sound sharp in the quiet. The bed was empty beside her, his side already cool.

She sat up, rubbing her eyes. The smell of coffee drifted from the kitchen. Her bare feet padded across the floor, drawn by the scent.

He stood by the counter, fully dressed, pouring a second cup. Her vitamins sat next to a glass of water, waiting. He looked up, his smile small but warm.

“Good morning, baby girl,” he said, his voice like gravity.

Her heart skipped. “Good morning, Daddy.”

He gestured to the counter. “Sit. Eat.”

She climbed onto the stool, noticing a plate already set—toast, eggs, a sliced apple. Her mug, the blue one, sat filled with coffee, steam rising. She wrapped her hands around it, the warmth seeping into her skin.

Her phone buzzed on the counter. A text from him, sent while she slept. “Good morning, little one. Eat breakfast. I’ll check.”

Her lips curved, a quiet joy blooming. She took a sip of coffee, the taste perfect. She was home.


Chapter 17: Everything Runs Through Him

Avery woke at 11:59 p.m., her internal clock sharper than any alarm. The room was dark, Callan’s steady breathing behind her a quiet anchor. She reached for her phone, the screen’s glow harsh against her eyes.

She typed the check-in text. Midnight minus one. I’m awake, Daddy. Her thumb hovered over send, then pressed it with a soft click.

The response came instantly. Good girl. Sleep soon. Her chest warmed, a small pulse of pride blooming there.

She slipped out of bed, careful not to disturb him. Her bare feet padded to the bathroom, the cool tile grounding her. She brushed her teeth, took her vitamins, and snapped a photo of the bedside clock—12:01 a.m.

Another text. Done, Daddy. Her heart beat in time with the send sound.

His reply was swift. Perfect, little one. Back to bed. She obeyed, sliding under the covers, his warmth pulling her close even in sleep.

Morning broke at 6 a.m., sharp and unforgiving. Callan was already up, the bed cool on his side. The scent of coffee drifted from the kitchen, pulling her from the sheets.

She found him at the counter, pouring a second cup. He wore a dark shirt, sleeves rolled to his elbows, every movement precise. His eyes lifted to hers, calm and owning.

“Good morning, baby girl.” His voice was low, a command wrapped in care.

Her knees softened. “Good morning, Daddy.”

He nodded to the stool. “Sit. Eat.”

A plate waited—toast, eggs, a sliced apple. Her blue mug steamed with coffee, just how she liked it. She wrapped her hands around it, warmth seeping into her skin.

Her phone buzzed. A reminder text from him, sent before she woke. Eat breakfast. I’ll check, little one.

She smiled, small and private. She took a bite of toast, the crunch loud in the quiet. Every bite felt like obedience, like trust.

He watched her, his gaze steady. “Photograph it. Send it.”

She nodded, snapping a quick picture of the plate. Click. Send. The rhythm of it was her heartbeat now.

“Good.” His hand found the back of her neck, fingers firm but gentle. Casual ownership, a reminder of who held the structure.

Her skin prickled under his touch. She kept eating, his presence a weight that steadied her. Work loomed—case files, deadlines, the polished Avery who still existed outside this space—but here, she was just his.

“Finish up,” he said, thumb tracing a slow line down her spine. “You’ve got a busy day. I’ll be with you for part of it.”

Her pulse quickened. “At the office, Daddy?”

He nodded, his grip tightening just enough. “I’ve got a meeting nearby. I’ll stop in. Keep you on track.”

Her cheeks flushed. The idea of him in her corporate world, where she was sharp and untouchable, made her stomach twist. But deeper, heat stirred.

She finished her breakfast, sent the final photo. His approval came in a text. Well done. Get dressed.

She stood, his hand slipping away. The loss of his touch ached, but she moved to the bedroom. Her tailored blazer and heels waited, armor she still needed.

At the office, she sat at her desk, surrounded by glass walls and the hum of ambition. Case files spread before her, her laptop open to emails. She was Avery, partner-track powerhouse, until her phone buzzed.

Midday check-in. Eat lunch, little one. His text cut through the noise of her mind.

She exhaled, tension she hadn’t named easing. She grabbed the salad she’d packed—under his instructions—and snapped a photo. Click. Send.

His reply was immediate. Good girl. Her thighs pressed together, heat pooling despite the sterile office air.

The door opened without a knock. Callan stepped in, filling the space with his quiet authority. Her colleagues outside the glass walls glanced, then looked away, sensing something they couldn’t name.

“Baby girl,” he said, voice low enough for only her. He crossed to her desk, his hand finding the back of her neck again. “Working hard?”

Her breath caught. “Yes, Daddy.”

His fingers tightened, a subtle claim. “Show me.”

She turned her laptop, walking him through the case file. His presence loomed, his thumb brushing her skin as she spoke. She stumbled over a word, heat creeping up her neck.

“Focus,” he murmured, voice a command. Her body obeyed before her mind did. She straightened, her voice steadying under his touch.

He nodded, satisfied. “Good. Keep going.”

Her heart pounded, but she did as told. Every word she spoke felt like it ran through him, like he held the reins even here. The woman who’d once owned this space was still there, but softer, tethered.

Later, a late meeting request came via email. Her fingers hesitated over the reply. She texted him instead. Can I stay late for a meeting, Daddy?

His response took a minute. Yes. But check in after. I’ll be waiting.

Relief washed through her. Permission was a gift, a boundary she craved. She sent the email, accepting the meeting, knowing he’d allowed it.

The day dragged, but every hour was punctuated by him. A text at 3 p.m. Drink water. A reminder at 5 p.m. Send me your notes. Click. Send. Her life ran through him, and she’d never felt stronger.

Evening fell, and she returned to their shared space. He was in the kitchen, cooking dinner, sleeves rolled higher now. She climbed onto the counter, watching him, her legs swinging slightly.

He glanced at her, a small smile tugging at his lips. “Good day, baby girl?”

She nodded, exhaustion seeping in but safe now. “Yes, Daddy. Long, but… good.”

He stepped closer, between her knees, his hands on her thighs. “Tell me about it.”

She did, words spilling out—case details, the late meeting, the way his texts kept her grounded. His eyes never left hers, listening like every word mattered. His hands slid higher, grounding her further.

“You did well,” he said, voice a low rumble. “I’m proud of you.”

Her chest tightened, warmth spreading. She leaned forward, resting her forehead against his shoulder. His arms came around her, holding her there on the counter.

Dinner was simple—grilled chicken, vegetables, a glass of water for her. He ate across from her, watching, ensuring she finished every bite. She felt small under his gaze, but safe, seen.

After, he led her to the couch for debrief. She curled into his lap, her head on his chest. His hand stroked her hair, slow and deliberate.

“Anything else from today, little one?” His voice vibrated through her.

She hesitated, then whispered, “I felt… split. Like I’m two people sometimes. The lawyer, and… yours.”

His hand stilled, then resumed. “You’re not split. You’re whole. Everything runs through me now, so you can be both.”

Her throat tightened. She pressed closer, his words sinking deep. She wasn’t less for this—she was more.

Bedtime loomed, but not yet. He led her to the bathroom after her shower, her skin still damp, towel loose around her. He stood behind her, his reflection enormous in the mirror over her smaller frame.

“Look at yourself,” he said, voice a command. His hands gripped her hips, pulling the towel away. She stood bare, vulnerable, her eyes meeting his in the glass.

Her breath hitched. His size dwarfed her, his presence a wall of control. She couldn’t look away.

He bent her forward, her hands bracing on the counter. His hand slid between her legs, checking, finding her already wet. “There’s my girl.”

She moaned softly, hips pushing back. His fingers teased her clit, slow circles that made her tremble. Her reflection showed her flushed, needy, owned.

“Who do you belong to?” His voice was in her ear, low and unyielding. His other hand covered her mouth, fingers pressing against her lips.

“Yours, Daddy,” she mumbled around his fingers. Her eyes locked on his in the mirror. She meant it, every cell screaming it.

He growled, low and approving. His cock pressed against her from behind, hard through his pants. He unzipped, freeing himself, the sound sharp in the quiet.

“Ask me,” he said, tip teasing her entrance. Her pussy ached, desperate for him. She whimpered against his hand.

“Please, Daddy. Please fuck me.” Her voice broke, raw with need.

“Good girl.” He thrust in, deep and sudden, filling her completely. She gasped, her body arching, the stretch almost too much.

He held her there, one hand on her hip, the other still over her mouth. “Watch yourself,” he ordered. Her eyes flicked to the mirror, seeing her body taken, his cock sliding in and out.

Her pussy clenched around him, wetness coating him with every thrust. He moved slow at first, deliberate, making her feel every inch. Then faster, harder, her moans muffled against his fingers.

“You’re mine,” he said, voice a growl. His hand slid from her mouth to her throat, light but firm. “Say it again.”

“Yours, Daddy,” she gasped, her voice trembling. Her body shook, pleasure building, her clit throbbing under the pressure. She was close, so close.

“Ask,” he commanded, slowing just enough to edge her. Her reflection showed desperation, her eyes pleading with his.

“Please, Daddy. Let me cum.” Her voice was a whine, raw and broken.

He smiled, dark and possessive. “Cum for me, baby girl.”

Her orgasm crashed through her, her pussy contracting hard around his cock. She cried out, her body shuddering, wetness spilling as she came. Her knees buckled, but he held her up, thrusting through her release.

He didn’t stop, drawing it out, her gasps turning to whimpers. His own release followed, hot and deep inside her, his groan low in her ear. He filled her, cum mixing with her wetness, the heat spreading through her.

She slumped against the counter, trembling. He pulled out slowly, his hand stroking her back. Her reflection showed her wrecked, flushed, claimed.

He turned her, lifting her into his arms. Her small frame pressed against his chest, his size swallowing her. He carried her to the bedroom, her head on his shoulder.

He laid her down, climbing in beside her. His arms wrapped around her, pulling her close. “You did so well, little one.”

Her heart swelled, tears pricking but not falling. She nestled into him, safe in the aftermath. His hand traced slow circles on her back.

“You’re not less because you let me hold the structure,” he said, voice soft but firm. “You’re the strongest woman I’ve ever met. That’s why this works—you chose this with your eyes open.”

Her breath caught. His words landed like truth, unshakable. She pressed closer, letting them sink in.

She lay in the dark, his breathing steady behind her. She thought: I used to run my own life. Then amended: I used to survive my own life. This is the first time I’ve lived it.


Chapter 18: Daddy's Good Girl

Avery sat at the dining table in their penthouse, the single piece of paper in front of her. Her handwriting was steady, each line precise, as if she’d drafted a legal brief. The city lights glowed through the floor-to-ceiling windows, casting faint shadows across the polished wood.

She’d written it last night, after he’d fallen asleep. Her fingers had trembled then, but not now. Now, she felt a quiet resolve, a weight lifting even as another settled into place.

The paper wasn’t a contract. It was a declaration. A choice.

Her breath was even, but her pulse thrummed under her skin. She smoothed the edge of the paper with her thumb. The crinkle of it was soft, almost intimate, in the silent room.

She heard his footsteps before she saw him. Heavy, deliberate, the sound of a man who never rushed. Her spine straightened, instinct taking over.

Callan appeared in the doorway, his frame filling the space. Dark shirt, sleeves rolled to his forearms, his gaze already on her. His calm was a force, a gravity she couldn’t escape.

“You’ve been quiet tonight, Avery.” His voice was low, unhurried, wrapping around her like a tether.

Her throat tightened. She pushed the paper forward an inch. “I have something for you, Daddy.”

His eyes flicked to the paper, then back to her face. One brow lifted, curiosity sharpening his features. He crossed the room in three steps, each one measured, and stood behind her chair.

She felt the heat of him, even without touch. Her fingers curled into her palms. She wanted to look up, but didn’t.

“Read it to me.” His tone wasn’t a request. It was a command, soft as it was.

Her heart thudded. She lifted the paper, her voice steady despite the storm inside. “I, Avery, of my own free will, accept the rules and structure you’ve given me.”

She paused, swallowing. His presence loomed, silent but heavy. She continued.

“I grant you authority over my body, my choices, my pleasure. I trust you to guide me, to discipline me, to protect me. I call you Daddy, not because I’m weak, but because I’m strongest when I’m yours.”

Her voice wavered on the last word. She gripped the paper tighter. The crinkle under her fingers was louder now, a small betrayal of her calm.

“I’m yours, completely. Not because you broke me down. Because you showed me who I am when I’m not holding everything together alone.”

She lowered the paper. Her chest ached, raw and open. She waited.

Silence stretched, heavy and thick. Then, she heard him move. His hand touched the back of her chair, the wood creaking under his grip.

She slid from the chair before he could speak. Her knees hit the floor, the cool hardwood grounding her. She held the paper up to him, her head bowed just enough to feel the weight of her surrender.

His breath caught. A sound so small she almost missed it. Then, his hand took the paper, the crinkle sharp as it left her fingers.

She stayed there, knees pressing into the floor. Not commanded. Chosen.

He read in silence. She didn’t look up, but she felt his gaze shift between the words and her. The air shifted, charged with something she couldn’t name.

His hands trembled. Just for a moment, the paper shaking faintly. It was the first time she’d ever seen him unsteady.

“Avery.” His voice was rougher now, a crack in his usual control. “Look at me.”

She lifted her eyes. His face was a storm—pride, possession, something deeper she hadn’t seen before. Her chest tightened until she couldn’t breathe.

He set the paper on the table. Then, he reached down, his large hands closing around her arms. He pulled her up, effortless, and into his lap.

She melted against him. His arms wrapped around her, tight, almost crushing. Her face pressed into his chest, his heartbeat strong under her cheek.

He buried his face in her hair. His breath was warm against her scalp. “My good girl.”

Her body shuddered. Those words, at this moment, broke something inside her. Something she didn’t need anymore.

“Always,” she whispered. Her voice was small, but sure. It was the truest thing she’d ever said.

His grip tightened. She felt his pulse against her spine, fast and human. She wasn’t small in his arms—she was exactly the right size.

“You’re not mine because I claimed you.” His voice was low, a rumble in his chest. “You’re mine because you walked across every room, climbed over every wall you built, and handed yourself to me.”

She stilled. Her eyes burned, but no tears came. She hadn’t cried in years, and she wouldn’t now.

“That’s not weakness, little one.” His lips brushed her temple. “That’s the bravest thing anyone’s ever done for me.”

Her heart swelled, too big for her ribs. She turned her face into his neck, breathing him in. His scent—clean, sharp, safe—grounded her.

They stayed like that for a long time. His hands traced slow paths down her back. Her body softened, every muscle unwinding under his touch.

“Bed,” he said finally. Not a question. A decision.

She nodded against him. He stood, lifting her with him, her legs wrapping around his waist. His strength was effortless, her weight nothing to him.

He carried her down the hall. Her head rested on his shoulder, her arms loose around his neck. She felt small, but not diminished—cherished.

In the bedroom, he laid her down on the cool sheets. City lights streamed through the window, painting shadows across the bed. He climbed in behind her, his body a wall of warmth.

His arms came around her again. Her back pressed to his chest, his breath steady in her ear. She fit perfectly, every curve of her against every line of him.

“I’ve taken a lot from you, Avery.” His voice was soft, but heavy with meaning. “But you’ve given me more than I knew I could have.”

Her breath hitched. She turned her head just enough to see his face in the dim light. His eyes were on her, intense and unguarded.

“You’ve made me better too.” His hand slid up to cup her cheek. “A man who didn’t know he was missing pieces until you showed up and fit into every one.”

She felt the words sink deep. Her body relaxed completely, a surrender beyond the physical. She was his, in every way that mattered.

His thumb brushed her jaw. “I’ve watched you fight yourself, little one. And I’ve watched you win, every time, by choosing this.”

Her eyes fluttered closed. His voice was a lullaby, a command, a home. She didn’t need to respond—he already knew.

“You’ve given me purpose I didn’t know I needed.” His lips pressed to the back of her neck. “A reason to be steady, to be strong, to be Daddy.”

Her heart stuttered on that word. Spoken by him, it was a vow. A promise she’d never doubt.

She felt sleep pulling at her edges. His arms stayed tight, holding her like she was the most important thing in the world. She was.

Her breathing slowed. His voice continued, low and steady, listing more ways she’d changed him. She didn’t hear the end—sleep took her mid-sentence.

She didn’t dream. She didn’t need to. Everything she’d ever wanted was right here, holding her.

But even in sleep, a part of her knew. This wasn’t the end of their story. It was only the deepest surrender yet.

Tomorrow, there would be more rules, more lessons, more ways to be his. Her body stirred faintly at the thought, even in rest. A promise of what was to come.

She nestled closer to him. His grip tightened, instinctive, protective. And in that space, between sleep and surrender, she felt it—total devotion.

---

The quiet of the penthouse was a cocoon around them. But beneath it, a current ran. A need that hadn’t been sated by words or paper alone.

He felt it too. His hand slid down her side, slow and deliberate. Her breath caught, even half-asleep.

“Stay with me, little one.” His voice was a growl now, laced with hunger. He turned her in his arms, her front to his, her eyes blinking open.

She saw it in his gaze. Possession, yes, but also raw need. Her body woke fully, heat pooling low in her belly.

His hand moved between her legs. Her thighs parted for him without thought. “Daddy’s going to check if his girl is ready.”

She whimpered softly. His fingers found her, already wet, her pussy aching under his touch. The city lights caught the edge of his smile—dark, approving.

“So wet for me.” His thumb circled her clit, slow and torturous. Her hips bucked, desperate for more.

“Please, Daddy,” she whispered. Her voice was raw, pleading. She didn’t care.

“Not yet.” His tone was firm, but his eyes burned. He teased her, drawing her to the edge, then pulling back.

Her body trembled. Frustration mixed with arousal, a delicious ache. She clung to his shirt, nails digging into fabric.

He shifted, rolling her onto her back. His large frame loomed over her, pinning her without force. His cock pressed against her through his pants, hard and demanding.

“Ask me properly.” His hand stayed between her legs, fingers still teasing. Her pussy throbbed, desperate for him.

“Please, Daddy, let me feel you.” Her voice broke, a whine. “I need you inside me.”

His jaw tightened. Approval flashed in his eyes. “Good girl.”

He unzipped, freeing his cock, the sound sharp in the quiet. She watched, breath shallow, as he positioned himself. The tip teased her entrance, slick with her wetness.

“Eyes on me,” he ordered. She obeyed, locking onto his gaze. He thrust in, slow but deep, filling her completely.

She gasped. The stretch was perfect, overwhelming. Her pussy clenched around him, adjusting to his size.

He moved, deliberate at first. Each thrust claimed her, his hands gripping her hips. Her moans filled the room, soft and needy.

“You’re mine.” His voice was a growl, low in her ear. His hand slid to her throat, light but possessive.

“Yours, Daddy,” she gasped. Her body arched, meeting his rhythm. Pleasure built, her clit throbbing under the pressure.

He felt it. His pace quickened, thrusts harder, deeper. “Ask me, baby girl.”

“Please, Daddy, let me cum.” Her voice was desperate, raw. Her body shook, so close to the edge.

“Cum for me.” His command was final, unshakable. Her orgasm hit, crashing through her, her pussy contracting hard around his cock.

She cried out. Her body shuddered, wetness spilling as she came, the heat spreading through her core. Her gasps turned to whimpers, drawn out by his relentless thrusts.

He followed, his release hot and deep inside her. His groan was low, primal, vibrating through her. He filled her, cum mixing with her wetness, marking her as his.

She trembled beneath him. He slowed, then stopped, staying inside her. His weight was a comfort, grounding her in the aftermath.

He pulled out carefully. His hand stroked her thigh, soothing. Her body still pulsed, sensitive and spent.

“You did so well, little one.” His voice was tender now, a contrast to the intensity. He kissed her forehead, lingering there.

She nestled into him. Her breathing steadied, his warmth wrapping around her. Safe, claimed, cherished.

He pulled the sheets over them. His arms found her again, holding tight. City lights danced across the ceiling, a quiet witness to their bond.

“Sleep now,” he murmured. His hand traced circles on her back. She obeyed, eyes closing, body surrendering to rest.

But even as sleep claimed her, a thought lingered. This was total surrender, yes. But there was more to come, deeper edges to explore.

Tomorrow, Daddy would push her further. Her body stirred faintly at the promise. And she’d be ready, because she was his. Completely.
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