
        
            
                
            
        

    


From Journalist to Little Girl




A Daddy Dom Baby Girl Romance Novel (DDLG and Ageplay novel)




Introduction










Not all love stories start with flowers and whispered confessions. Some begin in the dark—wrapped in dominance, whispered threats, and a desire so raw it strips you bare.










Tessa Moore never expected her life to change the moment she walked into that penthouse suite. She had come for an interview, a chance to prove herself as a serious journalist, to show the world that she was more than just another pretty face trying to make a name in the industry.










But Jaxon Knight?










He saw

 

right through her.











The world knew him as a rock god, the kind of man who had it all—money, power, women who would drop to their knees at the snap of his fingers. A living legend with

 

a body built for sin and a voice made for breaking hearts.


 
But beneath the fame, beneath the reckless headlines, there was something far darker.










Jaxon wasn’t just a man. He was a

 

Daddy.


 
A dominant who thrived on obedience, on control, on shaping a woman into exactly what he wanted.










And the moment his eyes locked onto Tessa, he knew.










She belonged to him.










She just didn’t know it yet.










Tessa had spent her entire life believing she could stand on her own, that she didn’t need anyone to

 

own her, tame her, break her.


 
But Jaxon wasn’t giving her a choice. He would strip her of every last ounce of defiance, tear down her walls, and

 

turn her into his perfect little girl.











He’d train her, punish her, teach her to take what he gave.










And she would love every second of it.










Because the truth was…










Tessa had never needed control.










She had only ever needed

 

him.











And now?










She was his.










Forever.














🔥

 

From Journalist to Little Gir


 
l is a dark and filthy Daddy Dom romance featuring

 

intense discipline, mind-blowing submission, and a possessive rockstar who always gets what he wants


 
. If you like brats being tamed, orgasm denial, and the kind of love that ruins you completely,

 

Jaxon Knight is ready to own you


 .








Are you ready to be his good girl? 😈

 🔥







Chapter 1: The Interview










Tessa adjusted the collar of her blazer, the fabric stiff and unfamiliar against her skin. She had chosen something professional, something that would make her feel confident walking into this interview, but now, standing in the penthouse suite of Jaxon Knight’s hotel, she felt like an imposter. The air was thick with the scent of whiskey and expensive cologne, the dim lighting casting a golden hue over the sleek leather furniture. This was not the usual setting for an interview, but Jaxon Knight was not the usual rockstar.










She had spent the past two weeks preparing for this moment, rehearsing her questions, researching his past, reminding herself that he was just another celebrity. But as soon as she laid eyes on him, every practiced word dissolved into nothing. He wasn’t just a man—he was a force of nature. He stood near the bar, leaning against the counter with the casual arrogance of someone who knew he owned the world. His dark jeans hung low on his hips, his shirt unbuttoned just enough to reveal inked skin and the sharp lines of his collarbone. Messy, raven-black hair fell into his storm-grey eyes, which locked onto her with a look that sent a bolt of heat straight through her core.










“You’re late.”










His voice was smooth, deep, the kind that made promises in the dark. Tessa stiffened, glancing at her watch. “I—only by a few minutes.”










Jaxon tilted his head, the corner of his mouth twitching in amusement. “Excuses.” He set his glass down, moving toward her with the kind of slow, deliberate confidence that made her feel small. “Come here.”










She hesitated.










His expression darkened, amusement fading into something else. Something far more dangerous. “I won’t say it again.”










Tessa swallowed hard and forced her feet forward, closing the space between them until she could feel the heat radiating off his body. He was taller than she expected, towering over her, his presence overwhelming.










Jaxon smirked, reaching out to toy with a loose strand of her hair. “You’re nervous.”










“I’m not,” she lied, but her voice betrayed her, breathless and uneven.










His fingers trailed lower, brushing against the pulse at her throat. “Liar.”










The single word sent a shiver through her, something primal twisting deep inside her belly. She was used to being in control, used to commanding a room with her words, her confidence. But Jaxon wasn’t just a man—he was a predator, and she was prey wrapped in silk.










“Why are you really here, Tessa?” His voice had dropped, the intimate way he said her name making her stomach clench.










She cleared her throat, trying to regain some sense of professionalism. “I’m here for an interview.”










Jaxon chuckled, a low, knowing sound. “You’re here because you’re curious.” His fingers trailed lower, ghosting over the delicate curve of her collarbone. “You’ve read about me. The rumors. The women. The control.” His gaze locked onto hers, intense and unyielding. “And now you’re wondering if it’s all true.”










Heat pooled between her thighs. She opened her mouth to protest, to deny it, but Jaxon caught her chin between his fingers, tilting her face up to his.










“You don’t belong in this world,” he murmured. “Too soft. Too innocent.”










Tessa straightened her spine, pulling away from his grip. “I can handle myself.”










Jaxon studied her for a long moment, as if deciding whether or not to believe her. Then, with a smirk that sent a thrill of something dark and exhilarating through her, he stepped back, pouring himself another drink.










“Sit,” he ordered, gesturing to the black leather chair across from him.










Tessa hesitated for only a second before lowering herself into the seat, smoothing her hands over her skirt to keep them from trembling. She had come here for an interview, and she wasn’t about to let him turn this into something else.










Jaxon settled into the chair across from her, stretching out, his long legs spread wide in a way that was both casual and completely intentional. He took a slow sip of whiskey, watching her over the rim of his glass.










“Ask your questions,” he said. “Let’s see how long you last before you forget why you came.”










Her throat went dry.








God help her, she was already forgetting.







Chapter 2: Obedience Training










Tessa’s fingers tightened around her notebook, knuckles turning white as she struggled to maintain her composure. She had interviewed politicians, actors, and CEOs—powerful men who reveled in their own dominance—but Jaxon Knight was different. He didn’t just own a room; he commanded it with nothing more than a glance. It wasn’t arrogance. It wasn’t even confidence. It was something far more dangerous.










Predatory.










“Alright,” she said, clearing her throat. “Let’s start with the basics. Your tour sold out in under an hour. Your album is platinum. Everyone wants a piece of you. How does that level of fame feel?”










Jaxon took a slow sip of whiskey, his storm-grey eyes locked onto hers. “Superficial question,” he mused. “You can do better than that, babygirl.”










Her stomach clenched at the way he said it, like a secret meant only for the two of them. “I—I’d prefer if you didn’t call me that.”










“Why?” His smirk deepened. “Because it makes you feel things?”










Tessa straightened her spine, willing the heat in her cheeks to disappear. “Because this is a professional interview.”










Jaxon leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees, closing the space between them. His voice dropped into something low and deliberate. “And yet, your thighs are pressed so tightly together I bet you can feel your own pulse.”










Her breath hitched.










He knew.










Of course he knew.










She should have stood up. Should have walked out, pretended this never happened, and written her article like he was just another arrogant musician. But her body wasn’t listening to her brain. It was listening to him.










Jaxon reached out, running a single finger along the inside of her wrist, tracing the faint blue veins there. “Ask me what you really want to know, Tessa.”










Her lips parted, but no words came out.










“I know what you’ve read about me.” His fingers slid lower, barely grazing the skin above her knee. “The control. The rules. The way I take what I want.” His voice was velvet over steel, smooth but unyielding. “The question is… do you want to find out for yourself?”










Tessa swallowed hard.










No.










Yes.










She didn’t know anymore.










Jaxon sat back, watching her unravel in real-time. “Stand up.”










Her brows furrowed. “What?”










“I said, stand up.”










His tone sent a shiver through her. It wasn’t a request. It was a command.










Tessa hesitated for only a second before obeying, her legs feeling unsteady beneath her.










Jaxon pushed his chair back, patting his thigh. “Come here.”










A sharp pang of warning shot through her, but her body betrayed her, taking a single step forward before her brain could catch up. “I—”










Jaxon raised an eyebrow. “Do I need to say it again?”










Tessa clenched her jaw. “I’m not some groupie you can boss around.”










His smirk turned dark. “You think that’s what this is?”










He reached for her wrist, tugging her forward. She gasped as she stumbled, falling onto his lap, her hands bracing against his chest.










“You think I don’t see right through you?” Jaxon’s grip tightened on her waist. “You’re aching to be owned, babygirl. To be put in your place. To be fucked until there’s nothing left in that pretty little head but my name.”










Tessa’s pulse thundered.










“You’re insane,” she whispered.










Jaxon tilted his head, studying her like she was something he wanted to devour. “Am I?”










His hands slid lower, gripping the backs of her thighs, pulling her flush against him. She could feel him—hard and thick beneath his jeans. A dangerous thrill shot through her, heat pooling between her legs.










Her body was betraying her.










He knew it.










She knew it.










And then he did something that shattered the last fragile wall of resistance she had left.










His hand moved. Not up, not down—but between.










Between her thighs.










Between the place she had been trying to ignore.










Fingertips pressing against the soft fabric of her panties, feeling just how wet she was.










Tessa let out a strangled gasp, but Jaxon caught her chin, forcing her to meet his gaze. “Oh, sweetheart,” he murmured. “You’re soaked for me, aren’t you?”










Shame and arousal tangled in a vicious knot.










She should have denied it. Should have shoved him away.










Instead, she let out the softest, most humiliating whisper of truth.










“Yes.”










Jaxon groaned, his grip tightening. His fingers stroked over her, a slow, teasing motion, his expression dark with satisfaction. “That’s my good girl.”










The words sent a bolt of heat straight through her, her body melting against him.










Jaxon leaned in, lips brushing the shell of her ear. “You’re mine now, Tessa. And I’m going to teach you exactly what that means.”










She should have run.










She should have fought.








Instead, she closed her eyes and surrendered.







Chapter 3: Lessons in Submission










Tessa’s entire body trembled, her breath coming in shallow pants as Jaxon’s fingers pressed against the soaked fabric of her panties. The heat radiating from between her thighs was unbearable, a slow, torturous build-up of arousal she hadn’t been prepared for. She had expected arrogance, expected flirtation—but not this. Not the way he touched her like he already owned her.










"You feel that, babygirl?" Jaxon murmured against her ear, his voice dark with satisfaction. "You're dripping for me."










A humiliating whimper escaped her lips. She should have fought, should have twisted out of his grasp, but her body wouldn’t obey her anymore. It only listened to him.










Jaxon’s free hand trailed up her back, fingers tangling in her hair, giving it a sharp tug that sent a shock of pleasure straight to her core. "I want to hear you say it," he commanded. "Tell me who made you this wet."










Tessa clenched her jaw, her pride clashing violently with the fire between her legs.










Jaxon smirked, pressing a single, firm stroke against her clothed clit, making her gasp. "I can do this all night, sweetheart. But you? You're already shaking."










The teasing pressure made her hips buck involuntarily, her body betraying her completely. She hated him for it, hated how easily he was unraveling her.










"Say it," he growled. "Or I stop."










Her entire body tensed at the threat.










She needed more.










She needed him.










"You," she whispered, barely able to get the word out.










Jaxon’s grip on her hair tightened, forcing her gaze up to meet his. "Louder."










Her cheeks burned with humiliation, but the ache between her thighs was too much to ignore.










"You," she repeated, breathless and desperate. "You made me this wet."










Jaxon groaned, his eyes darkening with satisfaction. "That’s my good girl."










Before she could even register what was happening, his fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties, yanking them down. The cool air against her bare, slick folds sent another wave of arousal through her, her thighs clenching on instinct.










Jaxon clicked his tongue. "Don't you dare hide from me."










His hands gripped her thighs, spreading them wide across his lap, fully exposing her.










Tessa let out a shaky breath, her mind screaming at her to stop this, but her body—her traitorous, aching body—was already surrendering.










Jaxon leaned in, his breath warm against her ear. "You're going to learn, babygirl," he murmured. "You're going to learn exactly what happens when you let Daddy take control."










His fingers trailed down her slick folds, teasing, barely touching, making her squirm.










"Please," she gasped, her hands gripping his shoulders.










Jaxon smirked. "Please, what?"










She hesitated, her pride warring with her need.










Jaxon suddenly slid a single finger between her folds, pressing against her entrance but not pushing in.










Tessa’s entire body tensed, her breath catching.










"Say it," Jaxon ordered.










Her cheeks burned. "Please, Daddy."










The moment the word left her lips, Jaxon growled, his control snapping.










His finger plunged inside her, deep and unrelenting, stretching her tight heat as a strangled moan escaped her lips. The sensation was too much and not enough, her body arching into him as he set a slow, punishing rhythm.










"That's right," Jaxon murmured, his lips brushing against her throat as his fingers worked her open. "You're such a good girl when you listen."










Tessa gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders. He was relentless, curling his fingers just right, pressing against a spot that made her vision blur.










"You like being stretched, don’t you?" Jaxon teased, sliding in another finger, making her walls flutter around him. "Your pussy is so tight, babygirl. So fucking perfect for me."










Tessa whimpered, her body writhing against him, the pleasure building too fast.










Jaxon suddenly stilled his movements, pulling his fingers out completely.










A desperate cry tore from her throat.










"Shh," he soothed, licking the slickness from his fingers, his eyes never leaving hers. "You don’t get to cum yet."










Tessa trembled, her entire body aching, desperate for release.










Jaxon grinned darkly, grabbing her by the hips and flipping her onto her stomach across his lap. The position made her heart hammer, her breath coming in shallow pants as realization hit her.










"You disobeyed me earlier," he mused, running a teasing hand over her bare ass. "And bad girls don’t get to cum until they learn their lesson."










His hand lifted, and before she could react, a sharp smack landed against her ass, making her jolt.










The sting bloomed into heat, her clit throbbing with every pulse.










"Oh," she gasped, the mixture of pain and pleasure making her body tremble.










Jaxon hummed in approval. "Oh? You like that, babygirl?"










Another smack, harder this time, sent a shock of pleasure straight through her.










Tessa whimpered, pressing her face into his chest, humiliated by how badly she needed this.










"Words," Jaxon growled.










"Yes," she breathed. "Yes, Daddy."










Jaxon groaned, his fingers slipping between her legs, finding her drenched and needy. "Fuck," he muttered. "You're soaking my jeans, sweetheart."










Tessa moaned as his fingers rubbed slow circles against her swollen clit, the contrast between the spanking and the pleasure overwhelming her senses.










"You want to cum?" Jaxon teased, his voice thick with amusement. "Want Daddy to let you fall apart?"










"Please," she begged, grinding against his hand, her desperation swallowing her whole.










Jaxon smirked, his fingers pressing harder. "Then be a good girl and take your punishment."










His hand came down again, harder, sharper, the sting making her whimper. But she didn’t pull away. She didn’t want to. She was right where she belonged.










By the time he was done with her, she wouldn’t just be wet.










She’d be ruined.










And god help her—she wanted that more than anything.









Chapter 4: Surrender








Jaxon’s grip on Tessa tightened, his fingers sliding lower, teasing, pressing against the soaked mess between her thighs. She trembled in his lap, her bare ass burning from his punishing hand, her clit throbbing with every pulse of heat that radiated from where he’d spanked her. She should be humiliated, should be fighting him, but all she could do was gasp, her breath hitching as he spread her legs wider. 






"Look at you," Jaxon murmured, voice thick with amusement and something darker. "Your little cunt is dripping for me. Did my hand make you this wet?" 






Tessa whimpered, pressing her face into his chest, her nails digging into the fabric of his shirt. She could barely breathe, her entire body burning with shame and arousal. 






"Words," he commanded, his fingers sliding through her slick folds, teasing but not giving her what she needed. "Tell me, babygirl. Did Daddy make you wet?" 






"Yes," she breathed, barely able to say the word. 






Jaxon groaned, his grip tightening on her waist. "Damn right I did." 






His fingers pressed against her entrance, just enough to make her whimper, but not enough to satisfy the desperate ache between her legs. 






"Such a needy little thing," he murmured, teasing her, making her squirm. "I should make you beg for it. Make you prove just how much you want to be my good girl." 






Tessa clenched her thighs around his hand, grinding against him, desperate for more. 






Jaxon chuckled, dark and dangerous. "Oh, sweetheart, you really don’t know what you’ve gotten yourself into, do you?" 






Before she could answer, he suddenly shifted her, pushing her down onto the couch. Her back met the cool leather, her thighs spread wide, completely exposed to him. 






Jaxon sat back, taking his time as he ran a hand down her trembling body, his gaze locked onto her like he was a predator, and she was his prey. 






"Fuck," he muttered, his eyes dark with hunger. "You're perfect." 






Tessa shuddered as his fingers traced slow, lazy circles around her clit, never quite touching, keeping her on edge. Her hips bucked on their own, desperate for more friction. 






"Impatient little thing," he murmured. "You want Daddy to make you cum, don’t you?" 






"Please," she whimpered, her voice barely a whisper. 






Jaxon smirked. "Not good enough." 






His fingers pressed against her entrance again, sliding in just the tip before pulling back, denying her completely. 






Tessa let out a frustrated whine, her hands fisting the couch beneath her. 






"Try again," Jaxon ordered, his voice smooth as silk but firm as steel. "Beg for it." 






Tessa swallowed hard, her pride warring with her desperation. But she was too far gone, too soaked, too needy to hold back. 






"Please, Daddy," she gasped, her back arching. "Please, I need you." 






Jaxon groaned, his restraint snapping. "That’s my good girl." 






His fingers plunged into her, stretching her, filling her, making her cry out as he set a punishing rhythm. He didn’t start slow—he took her like he owned her, curling his fingers deep, hitting a spot that made her moan shamelessly. 






"Fuck," he growled, watching her squirm beneath him. "Listen to you. So fucking desperate." 






Tessa’s breath hitched as he lowered his head, his mouth hovering just above her slick folds. "I’m gonna ruin you, babygirl," he murmured against her skin, his breath warm, teasing. "Gonna make you scream for me." 






Before she could protest, his tongue flicked over her clit, sending a sharp bolt of pleasure straight through her. 






"Oh—"  






Jaxon didn’t give her a chance to breathe. He devoured her, his tongue working her swollen clit in slow, devastating circles, his fingers pumping into her with relentless precision. The combination was too much, the pleasure unbearable, building too fast. 






"Daddy—" she gasped, her fingers tangling in his hair, holding on for dear life. 






Jaxon groaned against her, his grip on her thighs tightening, holding her open as he feasted on her like he couldn’t get enough. "That’s right, babygirl," he murmured against her soaked heat. "Let Daddy hear how good it feels." 






Tessa moaned, her body trembling, the coil in her stomach tightening with every flick of his tongue, every thrust of his fingers. She was close. So fucking close. 






Jaxon must have sensed it, because he suddenly pulled away, leaving her on the edge, her orgasm just out of reach. 






A frustrated cry escaped her lips. 






"Shh," Jaxon soothed, his fingers still buried deep inside her, keeping her stretched, keeping her desperate. "Not yet, sweetheart. I want you to *really* beg for it." 






Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes. "Please, Daddy," she whimpered, grinding against his hand. "Please, let me cum." 






Jaxon smirked, clearly enjoying how desperate she’d become. "You want to cum for me, babygirl?" 






"Yes," she sobbed, her body trembling. "Please, I need it." 






Jaxon hummed in satisfaction. "Then take it." 






His mouth was back on her in an instant, his fingers pressing harder, faster, working her into a frenzy. 






Tessa shattered.  






Her orgasm tore through her, her entire body locking up as waves of pleasure crashed over her. She cried out, her thighs trembling, her hands fisting the couch as she rode out the mind-numbing high. 






Jaxon didn’t stop. He kept going, licking, sucking, overstimulating her until she was a writhing mess beneath him. 






When he finally pulled back, his lips were slick with her arousal, his smirk utterly wicked. 






"Good girl," he murmured, his fingers sliding out of her slowly, making her whimper. "You came so pretty for me." 






Tessa could barely breathe, her body spent, her mind foggy with pleasure. 






Jaxon leaned in, brushing his lips over hers, teasing but not kissing her fully. "And now, babygirl," he murmured against her mouth, "I think it’s time I fuck you properly." 






Tessa shuddered, her body already begging for more. 








She had no idea what she had just gotten herself into. But she knew one thing for certain.

 

She was never leaving.










Chapter 5: Owned










Jaxon lifted Tessa into his arms, his strength effortless, his grip possessive. Her body was still trembling from the orgasm he had just torn from her, but the moment he carried her toward the bedroom, something inside her reignited. This wasn’t over. Not even close.










He kicked the door shut behind him, tossing her onto the bed like she weighed nothing. The sheets were soft against her bare skin, but all she could focus on was him—the way he stood at the foot of the bed, his eyes dark, predatory, already stripping her apart with his gaze.










"You know what happens next, don’t you, babygirl?" His voice was deep, slow, dripping with control.










Tessa swallowed hard, her body already arching, aching for him.










Jaxon reached for his belt, pulling it from his jeans with a slow, deliberate movement, the soft

 

whip


 
of leather sending a fresh pulse of heat between her thighs. He smirked, watching her reaction, letting the tension build. "I think it’s time I remind you who you belong to."










Her breath hitched.










Jaxon climbed onto the bed, pushing her thighs apart, settling between them like he belonged there. He did. His hand pressed against her stomach, pinning her down, making her feel small, trapped, completely under his control.










"You’re going to take everything I give you," he murmured, trailing the tip of his belt over her bare skin. "And you’re going to thank me for it."










Tessa whimpered, her body already shaking in anticipation.










Jaxon smirked. "Color, sweetheart?"










The reminder sent a shiver down her spine. He was still in control. Still making sure she was safe, even as he prepared to ruin her.










"Green," she whispered.










Jaxon’s eyes darkened. "That’s my good girl."










The first

 

crack


 
of leather against her thigh made her gasp. The sting bloomed into warmth, sharp and delicious.










Jaxon groaned. "Look at you, already soaking my sheets. You like it when Daddy makes you feel weak, don’t you?"










Tessa moaned, her back arching. "Yes, Daddy."










Another smack, higher this time, just under the curve of her ass. The pain melted into pleasure so quickly it made her dizzy.










Jaxon’s free hand slid between her thighs, finding her slick and desperate. "Fuck," he muttered, rubbing slow, torturous circles over her clit. "You were made for this."










Tessa whimpered, her hips bucking into his touch.










"You need my cock, don’t you?" Jaxon teased, his voice thick with satisfaction. "Need me to stretch this tight little cunt open."










"Please," she gasped, her hands fisting the sheets.










Jaxon chuckled, low and dark. "Beg properly, babygirl."










Tessa swallowed her pride. She was too far gone to pretend she didn’t want this, didn’t need this.










"Please, Daddy," she whispered, her voice shaking. "Please fuck me. I need you inside me. I need you to own me."










Jaxon groaned, his restraint snapping. He grabbed her hips, flipping her onto her stomach, yanking her up onto her hands and knees. His hands roamed over her, gripping, kneading, mapping out every inch of her body.










"Mine," he murmured, dragging the head of his cock through her soaked folds, teasing her entrance. "Every fucking inch of you belongs to me."










Tessa moaned, pushing back against him, desperate to be filled.










Jaxon didn’t make her wait. With one slow, agonizing thrust, he buried himself inside her, stretching her open, making her feel every inch of him.










Tessa gasped, her fingers gripping the sheets, her body struggling to take all of him. He was too big, too thick, and he wasn’t stopping.










"That’s it, babygirl," Jaxon groaned, pulling back before slamming into her again, making her cry out. "Take me. Take all of me."










The stretch was unbearable and perfect, her body molding to fit him, the pressure sending sharp, hot pulses of pleasure through her.










Jaxon set a brutal pace, his hips snapping against hers, his grip on her waist unrelenting. "You feel that?" he growled, his fingers digging into her skin. "Feel how deep I am inside you? How fucking full you are?"










Tessa could barely breathe, her body on fire. "Yes, Daddy," she moaned.










Jaxon groaned, reaching around to grip her throat, pulling her up so her back was flush against his chest. His other hand found her clit, rubbing harsh, punishing circles that sent her spiraling toward the edge.










"You’re gonna cum on my cock," he growled, his breath hot against her ear. "Gonna milk me like a good little slut."










Tessa sobbed, her entire body trembling. "Please, Daddy, please let me cum."










Jaxon bit down on her shoulder, thrusting deeper, harder. "Cum for me, babygirl."










Her orgasm slammed into her, tearing through her in violent waves. She screamed his name, her walls clenching around him, milking his cock as pleasure consumed her.










Jaxon groaned, his grip tightening. "Fuck, that’s it, sweetheart. That’s my good fucking girl."










He buried himself inside her one last time, his body going rigid as he growled against her skin, his release spilling deep inside her.










Tessa collapsed onto the bed, her body spent, her mind foggy with pleasure.










Jaxon pressed a soft kiss against her shoulder, his fingers tracing lazy circles over her skin. "You okay, babygirl?"










She let out a content sigh, nuzzling into him. "Perfect."










Jaxon chuckled, pulling her against his chest. "Get some rest, sweetheart," he murmured. "Tomorrow, we start your real training."










Tessa shivered, anticipation already building.










She had a feeling she was never getting out of this bed.








And she wouldn’t have it any other way.







Chapter 6: Breaking the Brat










Tessa woke to the feel of Jaxon’s hands roaming over her bare body, his fingers tracing slow, possessive paths across her skin. The soreness between her thighs was a delicious reminder of the night before, of the way he had

 

taken her, owned her, ruined her.











She tried to move, but his grip tightened.










"Stay still," he murmured, his breath warm against her ear. "Daddy isn’t done with you yet."










A shiver ran down her spine.










She had never felt like this before—

 

so completely claimed, so utterly at his mercy.


 
But something inside her still resisted, still wanted to push back, to see what he would do if she

 

tested him.











So, she did.










"Maybe I don’t want to listen," she teased, shifting in his grip. "Maybe I like making you work for it."










Jaxon chuckled, but there was no humor in it—just dark amusement.










"Oh, sweetheart," he murmured, rolling her onto her stomach, pinning her beneath him. "I was hoping you’d be difficult today."










Her breath caught as his hand slid down her spine, slow and deliberate. He

 

owned her body now, and they both knew it.











"You want to be a brat?" Jaxon’s voice was a low growl, his fingers spreading her thighs apart, exposing her completely. "Then you better be ready for what happens to bad girls."










Tessa gasped as his palm

 

cracked against her already sore ass,


 
the sharp sting making her body jerk. She moaned, her traitorous pussy clenching around nothing, aching for him.










Jaxon smirked. "Oh, you like that, don’t you?"










She

 

bit her lip, refusing to answer.











Another sharp slap.










"Words, babygirl," he ordered.










She whimpered, her body burning with a mix of pain and pleasure. "Yes, Daddy."










Jaxon hummed in approval. "That’s more like it."










His fingers dipped between her legs, spreading her slick folds, feeling just how wet she was for him.










"You’re drenched," he murmured, dragging a single finger through her slit, teasing but not giving her what she needed. "And after I just fucked you raw last night… such a needy little thing."










Tessa moaned, pressing back against his hand, silently begging for more.










Jaxon laughed. "Oh no, sweetheart. You don’t get to control this.

 

You want relief? You’re going to earn it.


 
"










Before she could ask what he meant,

 

something cold and smooth pressed against her entrance.











Her breath hitched.










The

 

plug.











Jaxon had pulled out a sleek, glass plug, its tapered tip rubbing against her soaked folds, teasing her.










"You disobeyed me," he murmured, pressing a soft kiss against the back of her neck. "And now, I’m going to remind you what happens when you don’t listen."










Tessa whimpered, her heart pounding.










Jaxon smirked. "Relax for me, babygirl."










He

 

pushed the plug inside her, slow and unyielding,


 
stretching her open inch by inch.










Tessa

 

moaned shamelessly,


 
her body clenching around the new intrusion. It was too much, and yet not enough, the pressure making her ache for more.










Jaxon groaned. "So tight," he murmured, thrusting it in deeper until the base nestled against her ass. "Fuck, you were made for this."










Tessa whimpered, shifting against the sheets, desperate for some kind of friction.










"Ah, ah," Jaxon chided, grabbing her hips and

 

flipping her onto her back.


 
"Brats don’t get to touch themselves."










She let out a frustrated noise, but

 

his hand closed around her throat, squeezing just enough to make her go still.











"You belong to me now, babygirl," he whispered, his eyes locked onto hers. "That means I decide when you cum.

 

And right now? I think you need to wait.


 
"










Tessa let out a desperate whimper.










Jaxon smirked.










He was going to

 

break her.


 
And she was going to love every second of it.









Chapter 7: Total Submission










Tessa’s body

 

burned


 
—with arousal, with frustration, with the unbearable

 

need


 
to come. Every inch of her was stretched, claimed, owned. The glass plug nestled deep inside her

 

kept her on edge


 
, the fullness making her thighs tremble as she struggled to keep still.










Jaxon knelt between her spread legs, his

 

massive frame towering over her


 
, his storm-grey eyes filled with wicked satisfaction.










"You’re learning," he murmured, his fingers trailing over her soaked folds,

 

teasing, torturing, denying.


 
"But brats don’t get rewards without a little more suffering first."










Tessa whimpered,

 

her hips lifting instinctively,


 
seeking friction. She was

 

so wet, so desperate


 
, her body clenching around the plug as Jaxon refused to give her what she needed.










"Patience, babygirl," he murmured, his fingers

 

barely grazing her clit,


 
making her arch into his touch with a frustrated cry.










Her hands

 

clawed at the sheets


 
, nails digging into the fabric as she

 

pleaded with her eyes.











Jaxon smirked. "You’re getting there," he praised. "But I think you need just

 

a little more discipline.


 
"










Before she could protest, he

 

grabbed her wrists


 
, pinning them above her head. His free hand reached to the nightstand, pulling out

 

a set of leather cuffs,


 
the dark straps gleaming under the dim light.










Tessa’s breath hitched.










"Daddy—"










"Shh," Jaxon hushed,

 

buckling the restraints around her wrists, tightening them just enough to leave no room for escape.


 
"You’re mine now, and I’m going to take my time with you."










A moan tore from her throat as Jaxon

 

spread her legs wider, his rough palms gripping her thighs, forcing her open.


 
The cool air hit her

 

soaking cunt,


 
making her whimper as he stared at her like she was something to be worshipped.










"Look at you," he murmured, dragging his fingers through her slick folds. "So fucking perfect. So fucking ready for me."










Tessa

 

shivered


 
, every nerve in her body begging for more.










Jaxon leaned down, his

 

hot breath fanning over her swollen clit


 
, teasing her with his proximity. She gasped, arching into him, needing his mouth, his fingers,

 

anything.











"Please," she whimpered.










Jaxon’s

 

chuckle was dark, dangerous.


 
"Such a needy little thing."










And then,

 

he devoured her.











His

 

tongue flicked over her clit


 
, soft, slow strokes that made her entire body tighten. Tessa let out a

 

strangled moan


 
, her hips bucking, but Jaxon’s hands held her down,

 

keeping her still, keeping her helpless.











"Stay still, sweetheart," he murmured between licks. "Daddy’s in charge now."










Her moans turned into

 

desperate sobs


 
as he pushed her higher,

 

teasing her,


 
bringing her

 

to the edge and pulling away,


 
again and again, until she was trembling.










"Please," she gasped,

 

her voice cracking.











Jaxon growled against her, his tongue circling her clit before

 

he finally thrust two fingers inside her, hard and deep.











Tessa

 

screamed,


 
her back arching as her body struggled to take the sudden intrusion.










"So fucking tight," Jaxon groaned, his fingers curling inside her,

 

hitting the perfect spot.


 
"You were made for this, weren’t you, babygirl? Made to take me. Made to fucking obey."










Tessa sobbed,

 

her body shaking, her mind unraveling.











"Cum for me," Jaxon ordered, his fingers

 

slamming into her faster, harder, his mouth sucking her clit.











Tessa’s entire body

 

locked up, her orgasm crashing over her in violent, uncontrollable waves.


 
She screamed his name, her

 

walls clenching around his fingers, her thighs trembling.











Jaxon didn’t stop.










He

 

kept thrusting, kept licking, kept fucking her through the aftershocks, refusing to let her come down.











She whimpered,

 

overwhelmed, over-sensitive, overstimulated.











"One more," Jaxon growled,

 

pushing her past her limit.


 
"You can take it, babygirl. Daddy’s gonna make you cum again."










Tessa

 

sobbed


 
, her body convulsing as another orgasm slammed through her,

 

so intense she couldn’t breathe.











When Jaxon finally pulled away, she was

 

completely wrecked, trembling, gasping, ruined.











Jaxon leaned over her, his cock

 

hard and leaking


 
, pressing against her stomach. "Now," he murmured,

 

dragging his tip through her slick folds.


 
"I’m going to fuck you properly."










And then,

 

he slammed inside her.











Tessa

 

screamed, her walls clenching around his thick cock, stretching her to the brink.


 
Jaxon groaned, gripping her hips,

 

thrusting deep and unrelenting, claiming her all over again.











"Mine," he growled. "You’re fucking mine, Tessa."










She could only moan,

 

too lost in the pleasure to do anything but take it.











And when Jaxon

 

finally came inside her, filling her up with everything he had, marking her from the inside out,


 
she knew…










She

 

would never belong to anyone else.











Epilogue: Daddy’s Babygirl Forever










A year had passed, but Tessa still woke up every morning feeling like she was living in a dream.










She stretched lazily in their massive bed, the silk sheets cool against her bare skin, her body still aching from the night before. Jaxon had

 

fucked her senseless,


 
his hands gripping her hips, his teeth marking her throat, his deep voice murmuring filthy praise as he filled her over and over again.










Now, the other side of the bed was empty.










Tessa sighed, rolling onto her stomach, the soreness between her thighs making her whimper in the best way.

 

Daddy had been rough.


 
She bit her lip, heat pooling low in her belly at the memory.










The scent of

 

coffee and something sweet


 
drifted into the bedroom, and she smiled. She already knew what she would find when she padded out into the penthouse.










Jaxon stood in the kitchen,

 

shirtless, tattooed, and barefoot,


 
flipping pancakes like he wasn’t the same man who had spent the entire night making her scream. The morning light kissed his skin, highlighting the ridges of his muscles, the ink on his forearms.










Tessa leaned against the doorframe, watching him, warmth blooming in her chest.










"You gonna keep staring, babygirl?" Jaxon’s voice was

 

deep, teasing, still thick from sleep.











Tessa yawned, stretching like a kitten. "Mmm, just admiring the view."










Jaxon turned, smirking. "Come here."










She took slow, deliberate steps toward him,

 

his oversized shirt swallowing her small frame, barely covering her thighs.











Jaxon

 

grabbed her the second she was close enough,


 
pulling her into his lap as he sat back against the counter. His hands

 

slid beneath the shirt, gripping her bare ass, his touch possessive, claiming.











"You look good in my clothes," he murmured against her ear,

 

his voice sending a delicious shiver down her spine.











Tessa hummed, playing with the ends of his hair. "I like being yours."










Jaxon groaned. "Fuck, you’re gonna kill me, babygirl."










His fingers

 

slid between her legs, teasing, testing, finding her still slick from the night before.











Tessa whimpered.










Jaxon smirked. "Still wet for me?"










She hid her face against his neck,

 

cheeks burning.











Jaxon chuckled,

 

tilting her chin up, forcing her to meet his eyes.


 
"Say it, sweetheart."










Her lips parted,

 

but she hesitated.











Jaxon’s fingers pressed against her clit, rubbing slow, lazy circles that made her thighs tremble. "Say it, babygirl, or I stop."










"Still wet for you, Daddy," she whispered,

 

voice breathless.











Jaxon

 

growled, flipping her onto the counter, spreading her legs.


 
"Fuck breakfast," he muttered, pressing his mouth between her thighs.










Tessa gasped,

 

fingers tangling in his hair as his tongue flicked over her swollen clit.











Her body was already

 

aching for him again,


 
already surrendering to him all over again.










And as Jaxon

 

ruined her on the kitchen counter,


 
she knew…










She belonged to him.








Forever.







Bonus Scene: Daddy’s Plaything










Tessa

 

gasped, trembling


 
as the vibrations started again, the relentless hum of the machine beneath her sending sharp pulses of pleasure through her

 

already overstimulated body.











Jaxon sat comfortably in a leather chair across from her,

 

fully dressed, legs spread wide, a glass of whiskey in hand,


 
watching her fall apart with wicked amusement. His eyes burned into her, dark with satisfaction.










"You look fucking perfect like this, babygirl," he murmured, swirling his drink. "Completely helpless. Completely owned."










Tessa

 

whimpered


 
, her body bound to the custom-built

 

dildo machine


 
he had strapped her to, her

 

wrists cuffed behind her back, her ankles tied to the sides of the chair, keeping her legs spread wide.











The thick silicone shaft

 

thrust into her mercilessly,


 
deep and steady, the speed increasing with every passing second. She had already

 

cum twice,


 
her inner thighs glistening with slick arousal, but Jaxon wasn’t letting her stop.










Not yet.










She

 

squirmed against the restraints, her body shaking


 
, her nipples tight and aching beneath the delicate lace lingerie he had picked for her. The set was

 

sheer, completely see-through


 
, a barely-there bra and a matching thong that had already been pushed aside by the relentless machine fucking her into submission.










Jaxon smirked. "Color?"










Tessa

 

sobbed, barely able to form words.











Jaxon leaned forward,

 

his gaze sharp.


 
"I asked you a question, sweetheart."










She

 

moaned, her head falling back, her breath coming in desperate gasps.


 
"G-green, Daddy."










Jaxon’s smirk widened. "Good girl."










He picked up the

 

small remote


 
resting on the table beside him and

 

turned the speed up.











Tessa

 

cried out, her back arching, her toes curling


 
as the thrusts became faster, harder, deeper. She was

 

so full, so stretched, so fucking close.











"You want to cum again?" Jaxon asked, watching her

 

fall apart for him.











Tessa

 

nodded frantically,


 
her body rocking against the restraints, but Jaxon

 

tut-tutted


 
, his smirk turning cruel.










"Use your words, babygirl."










"Please, Daddy," she

 

sobbed, her voice shaking.


 
"Please let me cum."










Jaxon hummed, tapping his fingers against his glass, pretending to consider it. "Hmm. I don’t know if you deserve it yet."










Tessa

 

let out a desperate, frustrated whimper


 
, her body

 

on fire


 
, her clit throbbing, her walls

 

clenching around the toy mercilessly fucking her.











Jaxon set his drink down and

 

stood, towering over her, his presence suffocating.


 
He reached for her face, tilting her chin up,

 

forcing her to meet his gaze.











"Tell me who owns you," he ordered, his thumb

 

brushing her swollen lips.











Tessa

 

shivered, her entire body trembling.











"You do, Daddy," she whispered, her voice breathless.










Jaxon smirked,

 

pleased.


 
"That’s my good fucking girl."










His hand

 

slid down her throat, between her breasts, lower, lower, until he pressed his palm against her stomach.











"Look at you," he murmured. "So fucking full. So ruined."










Tessa

 

whimpered, her orgasm building dangerously fast.











Jaxon chuckled,

 

twisting the dial up to the highest setting.











Tessa

 

screamed his name, her entire body locking up, the pleasure too much, too intense, waves crashing over her as she came violently around the toy, soaking it, her legs shaking uncontrollably.











Jaxon let her ride it out, his

 

gaze dark with satisfaction.











When she finally collapsed against the restraints,

 

completely wrecked, completely spent, completely his,


 
Jaxon reached forward and

 

turned off the machine.











He unfastened the cuffs from her wrists, rubbing the sore skin, whispering praises against her temple.










"You did so good for me, babygirl," he murmured,

 

kissing her softly, his lips a stark contrast to the cruelty he had just unleashed upon her.











Tessa

 

melted against him


 
, safe, cherished, owned.










Jaxon pulled her into his arms, carrying her to the bed,

 

where he would take care of her.











Where she

 

belonged.











Forever.
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