
        
            
                
            
        

    


His to Break: An Age Gap DDLG Romance




A Brutal Daddy Dom Romance About Rules, Spankings, and Total Surrender




Introduction










Elena Monroe stared at the flickering numbers in her bank account like they might magically rearrange themselves.











€74.28.











She sighed. That wouldn't even cover her grocery bill this week—let alone rent, utilities, or the “forgotten” subscription to her ex’s stupid Twitch channel that kept quietly auto-renewing. Her phone screen dimmed, but she didn’t move to stop it. She just sat there, legs crossed on the old velvet chair she’d pulled in from the street last year, wondering when exactly her twenties had gone from reckless fun to quietly terrifying.










Some people hit rock bottom. She felt like she’d taken out a lease and built a little Airbnb on it.










She was smart. She was attractive—at least when she tried. Her friends always said she was the “bold one,” the “fun one.” But bold didn’t pay rent, and fun didn’t matter when your credit card had been declined for tampons at the corner store.










And yet, she wasn’t desperate. Not

 

yet.


 
She’d sworn off sugar daddies after that one disaster with the guy who called himself “Sir Lancelot” and insisted she wear a tiara during sex. She wanted more than just a transaction. She wanted

 

intensity


 
. Real power. Real chemistry.










And if she couldn’t find love, she at least wanted something that felt like a

 

story


 
.










With a sigh, she opened her laptop. Her fingers moved automatically—email, job listings, Reddit, back to email. Nothing new. She opened Craigslist out of pure boredom, her mouse hovering lazily through the gigs section.










Then she saw it.

















SEEKING CONTRACT GIRLFRIEND

















Age: 20–30




Compensation: Generous monthly allowance, luxury accommodations, wardrobe included
















Must be obedient.




Must follow rules.




Must be willing to submit.
















Daddy experience preferred.
















This is not a joke. You will live in my home.




You will wear what I choose.




You will follow my instructions.




You will be taken care of, protected, punished, and kissed like you’ve never been kissed before.
















Safe word required.
















Apply with a photo, name, and three things you’ve never told anyone.
















Daddy’s waiting.


















Elena blinked.










She read it again.










Her mouth curled into a smirk. It was insane. It

 

had


 
to be fake. But her stomach gave a little flip—the kind she only felt when she was about to do something dangerous or really, really fun.










She’d always liked older men. Always liked a little control. The way they spoke. The way they looked at her like she was both a mess and a puzzle. She’d never used the word

 

Daddy


 
, not seriously, but she’d fantasized about being told what to wear. What to say. What to beg for.










The ad was like someone had peeled open her brain and wrote her secret cravings in bold, confident font.










Still—what kind of girl actually responded to something like that?










She chewed her lip.










Then she opened the photo app and took a quick selfie: tousled hair, bare shoulders, a hint of playful defiance in her expression. No filters. Just her.










She typed:












Name: Elena Monroe













	



I fake cried to get out of jury duty.




 






	



I think about spanking during meetings.




 






	



I once let someone call me ‘baby girl’ and pretended to hate it.




 
















Attached: Photo
















What if I bite instead of submit?














She hovered her finger over the send button for a long moment. Then tapped it.










The email vanished.










Her heart pounded like she’d just jumped off a cliff.










“Jesus,” she muttered aloud, throwing her head back and laughing at herself. “You’re actually insane.”










But the laughter didn’t last long. She shut the laptop and went to bed.










And she dreamed of dark suits, leather belts, and being pinned to a wall with her legs shaking.









Chapter One — The Interview










The reply came less than twelve hours later.













From:


 
Nathan Blackwell





Subject:


 
Re: Contract Girlfriend
















Elena,
















Your answers were... honest. I value that.
















I’d like to meet. My driver will pick you up tomorrow at 3 PM. Dress casually. No makeup. No lies.
















You may back out at any time.
















But if you come—you come willing to listen.
















—N.B.














She reread the email three times before remembering to breathe.










No last name in the ad, but now there it was.

 

Blackwell


 
. She knew that name. He was in the news sometimes—corporate fixer, venture capitalist, ex-military. The kind of man who didn’t blink when buying a bankrupt company or dismantling a hundred-person division. Cold. Calculating. Filthy rich.










And apparently kinky as hell.










She almost backed out. Almost. But the idea of

 

not


 
going made her stomach twist worse than the idea of showing up.










By 2:45 the next afternoon, she stood outside her crumbling apartment in a plain gray hoodie and ripped jeans, her makeup scrubbed off. She looked down at her bitten nails and chapped lips and wondered if this was all just a cruel setup. Some billionaire bored enough to play Cinderella games before ghosting the girl who didn’t fit the glass slipper.










At exactly 3:00 PM, a sleek black town car rolled to a stop in front of her building.










The driver stepped out and opened the back door without a word.











Okay then.











She slid inside, heart pounding.














The drive felt longer than it probably was. She couldn’t see the tinted windows clearly, but from the turns and stops, she guessed they were heading toward the Upper District—where the roads got smoother and the air stopped smelling like piss and burnt kebab meat.










She tried not to fidget. Tried not to think of the fact she’d just climbed into a stranger’s car and was heading into what might very well be the beginning of her career as a missing persons case.










But underneath that fear, something else pulsed. Anticipation. The dirty, squirmy kind.










The car finally stopped in front of a towering glass high-rise with a name she couldn’t pronounce. A doorman nodded as the driver escorted her inside.










She expected a long wait. A receptionist. Maybe even a clipboard with some NDA.










But the elevator doors opened, and she was ushered straight to the top.














The penthouse was silent.










Not in a creepy, abandoned kind of way—more like the kind of silence that came from absolute order. White floors. Glass walls. Clean lines. It smelled like leather, citrus, and the kind of money you didn’t talk about.










And there he was.










Standing at the far end of the room, beside a grand piano and a floor-to-ceiling window, was the man she’d written a confession to at 3 AM.










Nathan Blackwell.










He turned, and everything about him made her spine straighten.










Tall. Late 30s, maybe early 40s. Black hair, cropped short. A jawline that looked like it had once taken a punch and broken the other guy’s fist. Charcoal dress shirt, sleeves rolled up. Bare feet.










And eyes that didn’t smile.










He said nothing for a moment—just looked at her, like he was measuring a thing and already knew what size it came in.










“You’re early,” he finally said.










His voice was low, calm, and carried the unshakable gravity of someone used to being listened to.










“I figured it’d be rude to keep my possible sugar overlord waiting,” Elena quipped, folding her arms.










That earned her the faintest quirk of an eyebrow. “You think this is sugar?”










She shrugged. “If it walks like a duck…”










Nathan moved toward her slowly, not in a threatening way—more like a teacher approaching a student who just said something naive.










“I’m not looking for a sugar baby, Elena. I’m not looking for a prostitute with a contract. I’m looking for control. Structure. Chemistry.”




He paused.




“I’m looking for someone who needs to be taken in hand.”










Her throat went dry. “You mean… literally?”










“Sometimes.” His eyes dropped meaningfully to her backside. “Often.”










She flushed, then quickly covered it with a cocky smirk. “And you think that’s me?”










“I think your email was the most honest thing I’ve read in months. And I think you wouldn’t be here if you didn’t want to be tested.”










He turned and gestured toward a leather sofa. “Sit.”










Her feet moved before her brain caught up. She hated that.










The couch was cool and expensive-feeling. She sat on the edge, hands in her lap. She wasn’t sure if crossing her legs would seem confident or bratty—or if he’d see either as a challenge.










“Let’s talk terms,” Nathan said, settling into the opposite chair like a king who’d already decided on his new concubine.














He outlined it calmly, like he was listing off dinner ingredients:










●

 
       

 
She would live here. Full time.



 









●

 
       

 
She would not work. He would provide an allowance—more than she’d made in the last three months combined.




 











●

 
       

 
She would follow a schedule. Wake-up time, meals, quiet time, bedtime.



 









●

 
       

 
She would have rules. Some basic. Some deeply personal.



 









●

 
       

 
If she broke the rules, she’d be punished.



 









●

 
       

 
If she followed them, she’d be rewarded.



 









●

 
       

 
There would be no lying, no safeword games, no drama.



 









●

 
       

 
And at all times, she would call him

 

Daddy


 
.



 









“Is this… legal?” she asked at one point, half-joking, half-mortified.










“Of course,” he said smoothly. “There’s a contract. We both sign it. You can leave any time.”










“And the kink?”










“Not a requirement,” he said. “But I think you’d enjoy it more if you stopped pretending you don’t crave it.”










Her cheeks flushed again.










He stood and walked over to her, slowly. When he reached her, he didn’t touch her—but he stood close enough that her breath caught in her throat.










“I read your email again before you arrived,” he murmured.










“Yeah?”










“I think you

 

do


 
think about spanking in meetings.”










Her chest tightened.










“I think you’ve been waiting for someone to take you seriously when you misbehave. Someone who doesn’t flirt back, or laugh it off, or call you cute—someone who bends you over and

 

corrects


 
you.”










She opened her mouth to respond—but nothing came out.










He leaned closer, his lips near her ear.










“You bite,” he whispered, “but I bite harder.”










And before she could blink, his hand was on her chin, tilting her face up.










His thumb brushed her lower lip, then pressed it down.










Her breath hitched.










“Open.”










She did.










He kissed her.










Not sweet. Not soft.










Claiming.










His lips were firm. His hand was steady. He didn’t grope, didn’t rush—but kissed her like he already owned her, like her mouth had been made for this moment.










She whimpered—just a little—and kissed back, her hands gripping the edge of the couch.










He pulled away, slow and deliberate.










“Tomorrow morning,” he said. “Nine o’clock. If you come, bring nothing. Everything you need will be provided.”










And then he turned and walked away.










Elena sat frozen.










The taste of him lingered on her lips. Her thighs pressed together. Her chest ached in ways she hadn’t felt since high school fantasies about teachers.










She didn’t trust him.










But she wanted him to ruin her.










And for the first time in months, she felt like her story was finally beginning.









Chapter Two — Day One










Elena didn’t sleep.










She lay in bed staring at the ceiling, her heart drumming a rhythm between dread and arousal. The kiss had replayed in her mind a hundred times. The way he hadn’t asked. The way her body had

 

opened


 
for him like a lock finally turning.










And his final words echoed louder than her thoughts:





“Bring nothing.”











At 8:30 AM sharp, she stood in front of her mirror.










No makeup. He’d been clear about that.










She chose black leggings, a long beige hoodie, and stuffed her phone in her back pocket. Her lips looked bare. She looked… vulnerable. Raw. Not a bad look, but definitely not the flirty armor she was used to wearing when meeting a man.










Still, she wasn’t going to show up shaking like a lost little girl.










If this was a game, she’d learn the rules—and win on her own damn terms.










She arrived at 8:59.










The doorman greeted her with a silent nod, clearly expecting her this time. The elevator opened without a word.










Her palms were sweating.










By the time she reached the penthouse, her stomach was in knots.










And then the doors opened—and there he was.










Nathan stood barefoot again, dressed in dark trousers and a soft white shirt, sleeves rolled halfway. He was holding a mug, scrolling something on his phone with surgical calm.










When he looked up, his gaze sliced through her like a scalpel.










“You’re on time,” he said, voice unreadable.










She shrugged. “I’m punctual. Doesn’t mean I’m obedient.”










His eyes lingered.










“Elena.”










“Yes, Daddy?” she replied, a smirk curling her lips.










A pause.










His jaw tightened—subtly.










“Follow me.”














She followed him into a side room she hadn’t seen before. It was bright, serene. Pale pink walls. A fluffy white rug. A dresser, a mirror, and in the corner… a bed.










No. Not a bed.










A crib.










A

 

fucking crib.











She stopped dead.










“Okay. Hold up. I thought we were doing some kinky powerplay, not reenacting

 

Rugrats After Dark


 
.”










Nathan turned slowly, setting his mug on the dresser with exacting precision.










“Elena.”










“Mmhmm?” she chirped.










“Remove your hoodie.”










She blinked.










“I—what? Why?”










“That’s your first rule,” he said. “When I say your name like that, it means I’m giving an instruction. Not a question. You obey or you’re punished.”










She narrowed her eyes. “Bit presumptuous, don’t you think?”










“You’re here. You walked through my door. You agreed.”










“I didn’t sign anything.”










He stepped closer.










“You don’t need ink,” he said, voice low. “You’ve already submitted. You just don’t want to admit it yet.”










He reached forward and hooked a finger under her hoodie hem.










“Last chance.”










She didn’t move.










So he tugged it up himself—slowly, deliberately.










She let it happen.










Her breath hitched as the air hit her bare stomach.










He pulled it up past her bra, then over her head. She shivered—not from the cold, but from the feeling of being

 

seen


 
. His eyes lingered on her curves, the swell of her breasts, the tension in her posture.










“You’re beautiful when you’re fighting submission,” he said quietly. “But even more so when you surrender.”










She rolled her eyes. “You have a quote book or something?”










That earned her a sharp look.










“Bend over the crib rail,” he said.










Elena’s mouth opened. “Excuse me?”










“You came here to learn. Lesson one:

 

Brats get spanked.


 
”










She stepped back. “Whoa. You’re serious.”










He moved forward one step. Not fast. Not aggressive.










But it sent a ripple down her spine.










“You said you think about spanking during meetings,” he said. “I want you to remember this one.”










Her thighs clenched.










She looked at the crib.










It was absurd. Humiliating. And God help her… she was

 

wet


 
.










With a shaky laugh, she walked forward.










“Okay, Daddy,” she said, mock-sweet. “Let’s see if your hand lives up to your ego.”










She bent over.










The rail was padded. Soft under her stomach. Her ass arched naturally upward.










She hated how exposed she felt—and how much she

 

loved


 
that feeling.










Nathan stepped behind her.










“Ten,” he said. “For your mouth. And your eye-roll. Count them.”











CRACK.











The first slap landed hard and fast. Sharp. Not abusive—but

 

disciplinary


 
.










She gasped.










“One,” she said, voice strained.











CRACK.











Two.










Her body jerked. Her hands gripped the rail. Her leggings did nothing to soften the sting.











CRACK.











Three.










Tears pricked her eyes—not from pain, but from

 

submission


 
. The raw exposure. The fact that she wasn’t stopping him.











CRACK.











Four.










And then his hand

 

lingered


 
.










Not striking—but cupping.










“You’re soaked,” he murmured.










“Shut up,” she hissed, cheeks blazing.











CRACK.











Five.










Her knees buckled slightly.










He leaned forward, lips brushing her ear.










“You need this, Elena. You crave structure. Crave correction.”











CRACK.











Six.










He alternated cheeks now, each strike timed between his words.










“You want to obey.”











CRACK.











“You want to belong.”











CRACK.











“You want to be my good girl.”











CRACK.











Nine.










She was trembling. Not from fear.










From

 

relief


 
.










From

 

release


 
.










From everything her bratty mask couldn’t hide anymore.











CRACK.











Ten.










She slumped slightly over the rail, panting.










Nathan stepped back, breathing calm, composed.










Then he pulled her up by the wrist—slowly. Gently. Like she was made of glass now.










Her eyes were watery.










He cupped her cheek. “That was your first correction.”










She didn’t speak.










He leaned in.










This time, the kiss was slow.










Molten.










His hand gripped the back of her neck. His mouth teased hers open. Their tongues met, not in frenzy, but in control—

 

his


 
.










And when he pulled away, she whimpered.










“Your first rule,” he said.










“Yes?” she whispered.










“No more sarcasm. No more sass unless you’re begging to be bent over again.”










She looked up at him, eyes burning.










“So… if I brat just a little, you’ll spank me again?”










His lips twitched.










“Oh, Elena.”










He leaned closer, lips against hers once more.










“I’m going to

 

break


 
you.”










And she wanted him to.









Chapter Three — Rules of the House










Elena sat in the corner of the pink room, her legs tucked under her, bottom still stinging, lips still tingling from that last kiss. She didn’t know how long she’d been sitting there.










Nathan hadn’t said a word since he walked out.










And somehow, the silence was worse than the spanking.










The crib loomed beside her like a quiet threat, a piece of her future she wasn’t ready to touch. The fluffy rug beneath her felt too soft, too gentle for the war going on in her head.










Why did she like this?










Why hadn’t she run?










Why had her body responded

 

so fast


 
, so desperately, to the first real command in years?










The door opened.










She jerked upright.










Nathan walked in carrying something folded and white.










“Stand,” he said, calm but firm.










She rose to her feet, breath caught halfway in her throat.










“Take off your leggings.”










Her eyes narrowed. “Already? You just saw my ass ten minutes ago.”










He said nothing.










She bristled. “Is this about control or convenience?”










He stepped forward. “I warned you about the sarcasm.”










She bit her tongue—but her fingers moved. Slowly, deliberately, she pushed her leggings down. The cool air hit her thighs, then her hips, then her panties.










Cotton. Black. Simple. Not slutty, not childish. Just… hers.










Nathan took them from her, folding the leggings like they were something sacred. Then he held out what he’d brought.










A diaper.










Her breath froze.










“No,” she said automatically.










“Yes,” he replied.










“That’s—no. That’s too far. I’m not a baby.”










He didn’t flinch. “You’re not. You’re a little girl who needs structure. Boundaries. And reminders of who’s in charge.”










She stared at it. The pastel prints. The thick, humiliating bulk. The way it crinkled slightly in his hand.










“I didn’t agree to this.”










“You agreed to be mine,” he said. “To follow my rules. And rule number two is that your underwear is

 

my


 
choice.”










Her face flamed.










“You can’t seriously think—”










“Elena.”










His voice cut like glass.










She shut her mouth.










He stepped closer.










“Every time you put on panties, you choose what parts of yourself to reveal, to protect, to hide. Now I’m choosing for you. I want you soft. Open.

 

Aware


 
of your dependence.”










He knelt before her.










The world spun.










He unwrapped the diaper and patted the bed behind him. “Lie down.”










She didn’t move.










He looked up, gaze hard. “If you do this, it’s no longer about play. It’s submission. Real. Deep. Mine.”










Her knees wobbled.










And then, slowly, she stepped forward and lay back on the crib mattress, heart pounding like a drum.










He worked silently.










Her panties slid down her thighs.










Then the cold press of wipes.










She whimpered.










“Shh,” he murmured. “You’re doing so well.”










Then the rustle. The thick plastic. The scent of powder.










When the tapes sealed—tight, final—she felt

 

owned


 
.










When he helped her sit up, she couldn’t meet his eyes.










“There,” he said softly. “Now we can begin.”














He led her to the kitchen next.










Clean lines. Marble countertops. Everything gleaming.










“You’ll eat here,” he said. “No phone. No TV. Meals are quiet. Mindful. Balanced.”










He opened the fridge. Everything was labeled. Portioned. Color-coded.










She eyed the jar of protein mush with a wince. “Do I get a spoon, or do I have to eat it with my hands too?”










He gave her a look.










“Sorry,” she muttered. “Still working on the sarcasm thing.”










“Clearly.”










Then he opened a small drawer.










Inside were rows of pacifiers. Bottles. Sippy cups.










She stepped back. “You’re kidding.”










He didn’t blink.










“Elena. Rule number three. You speak when spoken to. Unless you’re asking permission.”










Her jaw dropped.










“I don’t even get to

 

talk


 
?”










“You can,” he said, turning toward her. “But only if what you say is respectful.”










She crossed her arms. “You just want a quiet little dolly to follow orders.”










“No,” he said, stepping forward. “I want

 

you


 
to learn the difference between chaos and comfort. Between brat and baby girl. You’re not a doll. You’re a mess.”










He touched her chin. “And I’m going to clean you up.”














Later, she sat in the living room, sulking.










The diaper was thick, embarrassing, and made it impossible to sit like a normal adult. Every shift made it crinkle. Every movement reminded her of what she was wearing. Of what she’d

 

agreed


 
to.










Nathan sat across from her, legs crossed, watching her.










“Are you uncomfortable?” he asked.










“Yes.”










“Good.”










She scowled.










“Your body will learn,” he continued. “To crave structure. To find peace in submission. But first, we have to remove the illusion of control.”










She rolled her eyes. “You think a crinkly butt’s gonna do that?”










“I think it already is,” he said with a smile.










Then he held up a notepad.










“Your first three tasks.”










She leaned forward cautiously.









	



Clean the nursery.




 






	



Write your five worst habits—one per paci.




 






	



Crawl to me before dinner and ask to be fed.




 














She gawked. “

 

Crawl


 
?”










He didn’t respond.










She stood.










Stomped.










And the diaper made the stomp sound ridiculous.










He chuckled. “You’re adorable when you pout.”










“Ugh!” she barked. “Fine.”










She turned to storm off.










And crinkled all the way down the hall.














By evening, the nursery was spotless.










The pacifiers had her handwriting on them now:










●

 
       

 
"Liar"



 









●

 
       

 
"Brat"



 









●

 
       

 
"Tease"



 









●

 
       

 
"Control freak"



 









●

 
       

 
"Scared little girl"



 









She didn’t want to think about why that last one had made her cry while writing it.










When she returned to the living room, Nathan was waiting.










Dinner was on the table.










Steamed chicken. Soft vegetables. A bottle of warm milk.










She hesitated.










Then knelt.










Then crawled.










Her cheeks were burning, her thighs aching. The diaper bulk made the crawl awkward, slow.










When she reached his feet, she looked up.










“Daddy…” she whispered.










“Yes?”










“Please feed me.”










He touched her cheek.










“Good girl.”









Chapter Four — Obey Me in Public










The next morning began like punishment disguised as routine.










Nathan woke her at 7:30.










Not with a knock, not with a gentle call—but by opening the blinds with the remote from his phone. The nursery lit up in a blaze of morning sunlight, burning away the comfort of shadows.










Elena groaned and rolled over in her crib, the rustling of her diaper sounding louder than her thoughts.










“Up,” he called from the doorway.










She squinted at him, hair messy, eyes puffy. “Not even a good morning kiss?”










“Earn it,” he said, already walking away.














By 8:00, she’d been changed, showered under supervision, and dressed in a short white pleated skirt and pink hoodie that barely reached her waistband. Nathan chose the outfit himself—she hadn’t even been allowed to pick her socks.










“Where are we going?” she asked as he laced up her shoes.










“For a ride,” he replied. “To test a rule.”










“What kind of rule?”










His eyes met hers. Calm. Unforgiving.










“One that forces you to think about me every second you’re not with me.”










The words sat heavy in the space between them.










He stood.










“Come.”














The car was the same sleek town car from before, but the energy inside was completely different. She wasn’t arriving—she was being

 

taken


 
. And she knew better now.










Nathan slid into the seat beside her instead of the front.










And this time, there was no partition between them.










Elena buckled in, glancing sideways.










“So… where are we going?”










“Nowhere,” he said. “Just driving.”










She frowned. “That’s not suspicious at all.”










“You need to learn how to obey

 

out there


 
just as much as you do

 

in here


 
.”










Her stomach flipped. “You want me to call you Daddy in public?”










“I want you to remember who you belong to when the world isn’t looking.”










He reached into a leather satchel and pulled out something small.










A remote.










Her eyes widened. “Oh

 

hell


 
no—”










He cut her off with a look. Not a glare. Just a subtle, quiet reminder of who was in control.










Then he handed her a tiny silicone egg.










“Put this inside you.”










She stared at him. “Right now?”










“Right now.”










“In the car?”










“You can crawl across the backseat if you prefer.”










Her mouth fell open.










He leaned closer, voice low, firm. “Elena. Rule four. When I give you something to wear—or

 

insert


 
—you obey. Without complaint.”










Her pulse thundered.










She took the egg, biting her lip.










No one could see inside the car.










But still—










“Fine,” she whispered, cheeks flaming.










She hiked her skirt discreetly, tugged her underwear aside, and slowly slipped it in. It was warm from her hand. Slick from her own heat. Her thighs trembled as it settled deep.










When she finished, she looked at him. Defiant. Flushed.










He took the remote and pressed a button.










The vibration was instant. Sharp. Buzzing directly against her walls.










She yelped.










“Too much?” he asked innocently.










She nodded furiously.










He turned it down to a gentle thrum.










Better. Worse.










More…

 

dangerous


 
.










“Every time you brat today,” he said, “I’ll turn it up.”










Her jaw dropped. “That’s not fair!”











Click.





The buzz intensified.










She gasped. “Okay! Okay. I take it back.”











Click.





It eased again.










He smiled. “Good girl.”














They drove in silence for a while.










Elena sat stiffly, hands gripping her thighs. Her body was on fire, every bump in the road teasing the toy deeper. The skirt did nothing to hide her flushed skin. The panties—soaked.










She crossed her legs. Uncrossed them. Crossed again.










“You’re squirming,” Nathan said, amused.










She shot him a glare.











Click.











She whimpered.










“You’re adorable when you suffer for me.”










“You’re evil.”











Click.











“Oh my God—stop!”










“You’ll address me properly,” he reminded her.










She groaned. “You’re evil…

 

Daddy


 
.”










“Better.”














He directed the driver toward the park. A quiet path along the lake, shielded from most foot traffic.










“You’ll walk beside me,” he said. “And obey my voice.”










“I can barely walk with this thing inside me.”










“That’s the point.”










She stared at him.










“You want people to notice?”










“No,” he said. “I want

 

you


 
to remember your place.”














They walked slowly.










She tried to act normal. Smile. Look around like a woman on a morning stroll.










But every step pushed the toy against her walls.










Every shift made her clench.










She felt owned. Exposed. Even though no one knew.










It wasn’t the public setting that made her blush—it was how

 

visible


 
her submission felt to her. The knowledge that her panties were soaked, that a toy buzzed between her thighs, and that Nathan held the remote like a leash.










And worse—how much she didn’t want him to stop.














They reached a bench overlooking the lake.










Nathan sat.










She stood, unsure.










He patted his thigh.










Her eyes widened. “Seriously?”










“Sit.”










She hesitated.










Then obeyed.










Straddling his lap.










Facing him.










The skirt rode up.










He adjusted the vibration to medium.










She gasped. Shuddered. Her thighs locked around him instinctively.










His hands settled on her hips.










His voice dropped. “Kiss me.”










Her lips met his without thought.










It wasn’t gentle.










It was needy. Messy. Raw.










She rocked slightly without meaning to, grinding on his lap as the toy pulsed inside her. Her moan was swallowed by his mouth.










She didn’t care who could see.










Didn’t care who might guess.










All that existed was his mouth, his hands, the fire building inside her.










He pulled away slowly, watching her pant.










“You don’t get to come until I say.”










She whimpered. “Please…”










He leaned closer.










“You’ll come when you’ve

 

earned


 
it.”










Then he stood, setting her down beside him—legs shaking, panties ruined, heart wrecked.










And he smiled.










“Good girl.”









Chapter Five — Edge of Control










The moment they stepped back into the penthouse, Elena dropped all pretenses.










“I need to come,” she hissed, her thighs trembling as the elevator doors closed behind them. “Please.”










Nathan didn’t even glance at her.










“You didn’t ask properly.”










She clenched her fists. “

 

Daddy


 
, please, please, please let me come—my legs are shaking, my panties are soaked, I—”










“Stop.”










His voice was low. Flat.










She froze mid-step.










“You’re not in control. Your desire isn’t a request—it’s a

 

whim


 
. And I don’t cater to whims.”










“But—”










“Strip.”










Her mouth fell open. “I—here?”










He turned slowly to face her.










“Elena.”










That was all he had to say.










The air thickened.










She swallowed, heart thudding, fingers slowly tugging up her skirt. The panties peeled off wetly. The hoodie hit the floor. Her bra unclipped with shaky hands.










And then she stood bare in the middle of the penthouse living room—dripping, flushed,

 

aching


 
.










Nathan took a seat on the leather couch like a king waiting to be entertained.










“Lie back. On the rug.”










She dropped to the thick, soft carpet, her body pulsing, legs spread instinctively.










The toy was still buzzing inside her.










Her fingers twitched.










“Don’t touch yourself.”










She whimpered.










He pulled the remote from his pocket and

 

increased


 
the vibration.










She arched. Moaned.










“Daddy—!”










“You don’t get to come yet.”










Her hips bucked. She was so close.










“I’ll die.”










“No,” he said calmly. “You’ll

 

learn


 
.”










He edged her for twelve minutes.










Twelve exact minutes of slow, burning, pulsing vibration—dialed just right to keep her riding the edge but never crashing over it.










Twelve minutes of her moaning, panting, begging into the air.










Twelve minutes of her legs kicking and her voice breaking.










At minute thirteen, she snapped.










“FUCK YOU!”











Click.


 
The vibration stopped instantly.










The silence hit like a slap.










Nathan stood.










She gasped. “Wait—I’m sorry—I didn’t mean to—!”










But he was already walking toward the kitchen.










“Crawl.”










Her cheeks flamed.










She obeyed.










Her body still buzzed with denial, but she crawled after him on shaking limbs.










He stood by the island counter, sleeves rolled up.










“Up.”










She hesitated—then let him guide her over the smooth granite top.










Face down.










Ass up.










“Brats,” he said, pulling something from a drawer, “don’t get to finish.”










He produced a black silicone ball gag—smooth, with soft straps.










“No,” she whimpered.










“Yes.”










He opened her mouth with two fingers and shoved it past her lips.










The straps buckled behind her head with quiet finality.










“Mmf—” she groaned.










“You’ll take your punishment,” he said, rolling up her hips slightly, exposing the curve of her ass. “And then maybe I’ll let you earn your orgasm back.”











CRACK.











His hand came down hard.










No warm-up this time.











CRACK.











She screamed into the gag.











CRACK.











Every slap made her body jolt. Her thighs were still sticky with need.











CRACK.











She sobbed, drool leaking around the gag.











CRACK.











Her toes curled.











CRACK.











The toy inside her felt twice as heavy now, like her body

 

knew


 
it wasn’t allowed to come.











CRACK.











“Learn your place.”











CRACK.











“Beg with your eyes.”











CRACK.











“You exist for my pleasure.”











CRACK.











Then silence.










Nathan unbuckled the gag and pulled it from her mouth gently, letting the string of saliva stretch from her lip to the rubber.










He knelt beside her.










“What are you?”










She whimpered, lips shaking. “Your… your little girl.”










“Say it louder.”










“

 

Your little girl, Daddy.


 
”










He kissed her, slow and deep, then whispered:










“Good. Now crawl to the nursery, and wait for my cock in your mouth. You’ll make me come first—and if you do it

 

perfectly


 
, I’ll let you finish.”










And she did.










With tears on her cheeks, her mouth wrapped tight around him, her eyes locked on his.










She didn’t come that day.










But she

 

learned


 
.









Chapter Six — Stars and Scars










The next morning began with the sound of paper being unrolled.










Elena blinked awake in the crib, the soft crinkle of her diaper pressing against her thighs. Her body ached—not from sleep, but from memory. Her ass still held the faint echo of last night’s spanking, and her throat still tingled with the aftertaste of obedience.










She rubbed her eyes, sat up, and froze.










Nathan stood at the wall across from the crib, calmly taping up a large white

 

behavior chart


 
.










Color-coded stars.










Seven days. Multiple columns.










Each labeled with humiliating categories:










●

 
       

 

Obedience




 









●

 
       

 

Tone of Voice




 









●

 
       

 

Attire Compliance




 









●

 
       

 

Bathroom Use




 









●

 
       

 

Affection Given




 









●

 
       

 

Bratting Level




 









●

 
       

 

“Daddy’s Good Girl”




 









“What the hell is that?” she croaked, groggy.










He turned with a smirk. “Accountability.”










He stepped aside and gestured proudly at the chart.










“Every morning, you’ll wake up and see how you did. Gold stars for excellence. Pink stars for effort. Red X’s if you fail.”










She gawked. “You’re kidding.”










“I never kid,” he said. “You’ll earn rewards with stars. Spankings and humiliations with failures.”










He walked over, reached into a small pastel tin, and pulled out a shiny gold sticker.










He walked up to her crib, peeled it, and stuck it under

 

Affection Given


 
.










“You made Daddy come last night,” he said, brushing her cheek. “Good girl.”










She turned crimson.










“That’s not fair,” she muttered. “You literally told me to.”










“And you did it perfectly,” he said softly, gripping her jaw. “That’s what earned the star. Not the act. The

 

submission


 
.”










Her lips parted. His thumb brushed them.










Her thighs clenched.










“Now,” he whispered, “be a sweetheart and crawl to the changing mat. I want my little girl clean and smelling like powder before we go out.”










Her stomach dropped. “Wait. We’re going

 

out


 
?”










He nodded. “Grocery run. Public. Clothes on, of course—but the diaper stays.”














Ten minutes later, Elena stood in front of the full-length mirror.










Tight black leggings.










Short gray sweater.










Boots.










Hair in pigtails.










And beneath it all—

 

thick padding


 
that made her waddle the slightest bit if she didn’t concentrate.










“You can’t be serious,” she said.










“I am,” Nathan replied, adjusting her sleeves. “You’ll behave. You’ll hold my hand. And you won’t speak unless told to.”










She crossed her arms. “And if I don’t?”










He met her eyes.










“Red X.”














The grocery store was cool, bright, and filled with far too many people for Elena’s comfort.










She stayed close to Nathan’s side, one hand gripping the cart, the other shoved deep into her pocket.










The diaper wasn’t visible—she’d checked three times—but the

 

feeling


 
was undeniable. She walked slowly. Self-consciously. The bulk forced her hips to sway more than normal.










“Relax,” Nathan murmured, placing a bag of grapes in the cart. “You look hot.”










She glared up at him. “I look

 

diapered


 
.”










“Exactly.”










She flushed.










He stopped in front of the canned goods.










Turned to her.










“Pick five things you’d eat as a little.”










She blinked. “What?”










“Canned options. Be honest. If I see lies in that basket, you’re getting punished.”










She stared at the shelves.










Mac and cheese.










Canned ravioli.










SpaghettiOs.










She reached for one. Then another.










As she dropped the fifth into the cart, Nathan leaned close.










“You’re blushing.”










She turned her face away.










“You’re leaking a little, too.”










Her knees almost buckled.










“Liar.”










“You’ll see,” he whispered.














At checkout, it got worse.










Nathan deliberately pulled out her

 

pink sippy cup


 
and placed it on the belt beside the other groceries.










Her eyes widened.










“You—”










“Quiet,” he said smoothly.










The cashier—a bored college girl—picked it up, scanned it, and dropped it in a bag without a second glance.










But to Elena, it felt like a

 

branding iron


 
had been held to her name.










She wanted to scream.










To run.










Instead, she stayed still.










When they left, she yanked his arm.










“What the hell was that?!”










He looked at her calmly.










“You spoke without permission.”










“I don’t care. That was

 

evil


 
.”










He stopped walking.










“Elena.”










“Don’t,” she hissed. “I’ve been good. I followed your stupid chart. I didn’t brat, I didn’t talk—until you embarrassed me

 

on purpose


 
.”










His eyes narrowed. “You’re throwing a tantrum.”










“No, I’m

 

telling the truth.


 
”










He leaned close, voice low.










“You just earned your first red mark.”










She froze.










“No—wait—”










“Too late.”














Back at the penthouse, he led her straight to the nursery.










She watched in horror as he peeled a

 

bright red X sticker


 
and placed it in the

 

“Tone of Voice”


 
column.










“I hate this,” she muttered.










He turned sharply.










“You hate

 

being seen.


 
You hate that you need this. You hate that you’re falling into it.”










He pointed at the crib.










“Get in.”










She hesitated.










Then crawled in.











Laid down.










He leaned over the side rail.










“I’m taking your gold star from yesterday.”










“What?!”










He peeled it off slowly.










“You don’t get to be my good girl one day and a tantrum princess the next.”










She felt like crying.










“Then what do I get?”










He tucked her hair behind her ear.










“A second chance. After dinner. If you behave. If you ask me the right way.”










Her lip trembled. “Ask for what?”










He kissed her forehead.










“To

 

be earned back.


 
”









Chapter Seven — The Countdown










Elena lay in the crib for over an hour after the red X.










She stared at the ceiling, arms folded under her cheek, diaper thick between her thighs, her heart simmering with frustration. Not rage—frustration. Because deep down, she knew he was right.










She

 

had


 
thrown a tantrum.










But she hated being stripped of that gold star. That little sticker had meant something. It had meant she’d

 

pleased


 
him.










Now, she was just a brat with no reward.










And her body still ached with denial.










When the door creaked open, she sat up fast.










Nathan entered, dressed in a soft navy shirt, sleeves pushed up. Calm, unreadable.










“Dinner’s ready,” he said. “But we’re going to deal with your attitude first.”










She stiffened.










“I said I was sorry.”










“You said it with words,” he replied, pulling open the bottom dresser drawer. “Now you’ll say it with

 

submission


 
.”










Her stomach turned.










“What does that mean?”










He pulled out a small plastic bottle. A tube. Latex gloves.










Her eyes went wide.










“No.”










“Yes,” he said simply.










“That's—Jesus, that’s too much.”










“You broke a rule. You argued. You embarrassed yourself

 

and


 
me in public. You lost your reward. Now you accept your correction like a good girl.”










She scrambled to her knees. “Can’t you just spank me?”










He arched a brow. “Do you get to

 

choose


 
your punishment now?”










She flushed.










“I didn’t think so.”














He spread a waterproof mat on the crib mattress and snapped on the gloves.










“Panties off. Lay down. On your back.”










Her cheeks burned.










“But I’m already wearing—”










“I know what you’re wearing. Diaper stays

 

off


 
for this.”










She obeyed, legs trembling as he untaped her diaper and slid it out from under her. Cold air hit her soaked skin. She clenched her thighs, humiliated by how wet she still was.










He said nothing about it.










He lifted her legs with firm hands, tucking them to her chest.










Then the cold lube.










Then the slick, rubbery nozzle pressed against her opening.










She whimpered.










“Daddy—”










“Hush. You asked to be earned back. This is the price.”










The nozzle slid in.










Her breath caught.










The warm liquid followed—slow at first, then steady.










It filled her, heavy and embarrassing, until she whimpered in shame.










“I can’t—please—”










“You can,” he said. “And you will.”










When the bottle was empty, he slid the plug in without a word.










She gasped, writhing.










Her belly churned. Her thighs trembled. Her body was on the verge of panic.










And still, he held her down.










“Now,” he said calmly, “you’re going to kneel on the mat, diaper open beneath you, and count down from 60.”










“What?”










“Sixty seconds. No moving. No whining. No letting go.”










Her mouth fell open.










“I—I’ll explode.”










“Not if you’re strong,” he whispered.










He helped her to her knees, her bare ass exposed above the open diaper.










Her belly was full. The plug held everything in. Her face was burning.










“I—I can’t—”










“You

 

can


 
.”










She closed her eyes.










And began.










“Sixty…”














By “fifty-three,” her voice was shaking.










By “forty,” her thighs trembled.










By “twenty-two,” sweat dotted her forehead.










Her stomach cramped. Her body screamed.










And Nathan stood just behind her, one hand on her lower back, steadying her. Grounding her.










When she reached “zero,” she collapsed forward, sobbing into the pillow.










“I did it—I did it—”










He gently patted her bottom.










“You did, baby girl.”










He removed the plug.










Fast.










She whimpered in relief and shame as her body gave in.










The diaper was sealed around her seconds later, her sobs muffled against the mattress.










When it was done, he lifted her into his arms.










Cradled her.










Carried her to the rocking chair and held her tight.










“You’re mine,” he whispered against her temple. “And mine obey.”










She cried softly.










And when he pressed a gold star to the back of her hand, she kissed it like it was holy.









Chapter Eight — Remote Control










Elena stood in the nursery, arms folded, diaper already off, her bare bottom cold against the air. Daddy knelt behind her, calm and clinical, holding something shiny, black… and

 

furred


 
.










“A tail?” she hissed. “You can’t be serious.”










“I’m always serious,” Nathan said, smoothing lube along the thick silicone plug. The long, soft tail drooped from the base—sleek, dark, unmistakably

 

visible


 
.










“No one wears tails in public,” she muttered.










“Incorrect,” he replied. “Kittens do. Puppies do. And now?

 

Littles do too.


 
”










Her cheeks blazed. “That’s—”










He cut her off by spreading her cheeks with one hand and pressing the slick toy against her entrance with the other.










She gasped. “Daddy—!”










“Push,” he said.










She whimpered—but obeyed.










The plug slid inside slowly, stretching her wide. It wasn’t painful… but it was intrusive. Invasive. Possessive.










When the wide base settled against her, the soft tail brushed against the back of her thighs, swishing lightly.










She stood up slowly, wobbling.










“Oh my

 

God


 
.”










Nathan handed her a pair of white lace panties.










“Wear these,” he said. “Just sheer enough to hide nothing.”










She took them, glared at him, and muttered, “You’re lucky I like you.”











Click.











She flinched.










He’d turned the remote on.










“The tail stays in until bedtime,” he said. “The plug stays buzzing until you beg to come.”










Her legs trembled.










“Where are we going?”










“The market. Then the bookstore.”










“The

 

bookstore


 
?!”










He smirked. “Every brat needs literature.”














By the time they reached the parking garage, Elena was already a mess.










The tail swayed with every step.










Every motion pushed the plug deeper.










The buzz was low but constant. Not enough to push her over—but enough to keep her squirming.










She couldn’t walk normally.










And Nathan?










Nathan walked like nothing was happening—holding her hand, making polite small talk, leading her through the Saturday crowd like she was just another girl on his arm.










Except she wasn’t.










She was a walking, buzzing, tailed,

 

plugged


 
mess.










In sheer panties.










With Daddy holding the remote like a leash.














The market was busy.










Elena tried to act normal.










But she could

 

feel


 
it.










The tail swaying beneath her skirt.










The buzz teasing her pussy with every step.










A few people glanced at her. One man stared. Her panic spiked.










“They’re looking,” she whispered.










“No,” Nathan murmured. “

 

You


 
think they’re looking. That’s the real punishment.”










Her thighs squeezed together.










“I’m gonna come.”










“Not yet.”










“Please—”










“Not yet.”














At the bookstore, it got worse.










Nathan took her to the romance section.










Handed her a copy of a DDLG novel with a cartoon diaper on the cover.










“Read this,” he said. “Out loud.”










“

 

What?!


 
”










He pushed her into a corner aisle.










No one else was nearby.










She opened the book.










Her voice shook as she read the first line aloud:

 

“Daddy says good girls get milk and cuddles. Bad girls get spanked before nap time.”











Her legs buckled.










The plug

 

buzzed harder.











She groaned, biting her lip.










“You’re leaking,” Nathan whispered in her ear. “Say it.”










“I’m Daddy’s leaking little girl,” she whispered, ashamed.










He kissed her neck.










“Good girl.”














When they got home, she was a mess.










Her panties were soaked.










Her tail was still swaying.










And her thighs were trembling with need.










He led her to the nursery.










Bent her over the crib.










“Say it.”










“I want to come, Daddy.”










“Say it right.”










“I want to come with my plug in and my tail wagging, because I’m your needy little slut.”










He smiled.










“Permission granted.”














The orgasm shattered her.










She collapsed onto the mattress, tail twitching behind her, body twitching too.










And as he stroked her hair, wiping the tears from her flushed cheeks, he whispered:










“Tomorrow, we’ll see how much you

 

really


 
love being a pet.”









Chapter Nine — A Guest in Daddy’s House










“You’ll behave tonight.”










Nathan’s voice was calm, but it cut through the nursery like a whip.










Elena sat cross-legged on the floor, legs bare beneath her short lemon-yellow dress, the hem ruffled and embarrassingly high. The fabric barely covered her diaper. Her hair was tied in two low pigtails. No makeup. No bra.










She looked like the world’s most humiliated grown-up toddler.










“I always behave,” she muttered.










Nathan crouched in front of her, placing a finger under her chin.










“You brat, you pout, you test limits. But tonight… you’ll obey. Understand?”










Her heart sank.










“Because someone’s coming over.”










She blinked. “

 

What?


 
”










“A friend,” he said. “Someone who understands our world. Someone who will sit on my sofa, sip his drink, and watch how my baby girl

 

performs


 
.”










Her cheeks flushed hot. “Nathan—”










“Daddy.”










“…Daddy,” she corrected herself.










“You’ll kneel beside me. Speak when spoken to. Stay quiet unless told to respond. And if you break even one rule, I’ll punish you in front of him.”










Her breath hitched.










“That’s not fair.”










He stood.










“You’re not here for

 

fair


 
,” he said. “You’re here to be owned.”














By 8 PM, the penthouse was spotless.










The lights were dim. Jazz played low from the speakers. A crystal decanter of whiskey sat waiting on the coffee table.










And Elena—Daddy’s baby girl—knelt at the edge of the rug in her yellow dress, her diaper rustling slightly every time she shifted. She wasn’t allowed to sit on the furniture. Not tonight.










Nathan sat in his chair, one arm stretched along the back, looking relaxed. But his eyes were sharp. Focused.










“You’ll refer to him as

 

Sir


 
, not by name,” he’d told her earlier. “You’ll keep your eyes low. Your mouth shut. Your legs spread.”










Her heart beat in her throat.










The knock came at 8:07.










Elena flinched.










Nathan rose. Walked to the door. Opened it.










And in stepped the kind of man you never expect to be into kink.










Tall. Early 40s. Salt-and-pepper hair, tailored slacks, buttoned shirt. Calm, elegant, polite.










And when his eyes landed on her—kneeling, blushing, diaper barely hidden—he smiled.










“Ah,” he said, voice warm. “This must be the little one.”










She looked down, mortified.










“Say hello, baby girl,” Nathan said.










“H-hello, Sir…”










The man crossed the room and knelt down in front of her.










“I’m Julian. Daddy and I used to play with a few girls back in the day. He tells me you’re special.”










She bit her lip.










“She’s learning,” Nathan said behind her. “Last week she still thought bratting would save her. Now she knows what happens to loud mouths.”










Julian chuckled. “That so?”










She didn’t respond.










Nathan’s voice sharpened. “Answer him, little girl.”










“Yes, Sir,” she said softly.










Nathan sat back down, patting his thigh.










“Come. Sit where you belong.”










She crawled to him—diaper crinkling—then settled beside his chair, hands folded, head bowed.










Her skin burned. Her stomach flipped.










Julian poured himself a drink.










“So,” he said, sipping. “How does she do with obedience?”










Nathan stroked her hair.










“She’s getting better. Learns quickly. Hates discipline—but secretly begs for it.”










Julian chuckled.










“Does she wet yet?”










Elena choked.










Nathan smirked. “Not consistently. But we’re getting there.”










Julian leaned forward. “Have you tasted Daddy’s cock yet, baby girl?”










She froze.










“Answer him,” Nathan said.










“I… yes, Sir.”










“Did you swallow?”










She nodded, humiliated.










Julian leaned back with a grin. “She’s lovely. So soft. I’d keep her in mittens and a paci all day.”










Nathan nodded. “That’s next week.”










Her jaw dropped.










Nathan gently stroked her cheek with his thumb.










“Go crawl to the bar and fetch Julian another glass.”










She hesitated.










His hand gripped the back of her neck—hard.










“No hesitation.”










“Yes, Daddy…”










She crawled—slowly, shamefully—to the bar.










When she returned, he took the glass from her.










Then handed it to Julian.










“Thank you, little slut,” Julian said.










She swallowed. “You’re welcome, Sir…”














By 10 PM, her legs were shaking.










Nathan stood.










“She’s earned her reward.”










Julian smiled. “What kind?”










Nathan looked down at her.










“Put your hands behind your back.”










She obeyed.










He pulled a pink ball gag from his pocket.










“I’ll make her come with my voice while gagged, kneeling, hands off. She’ll drip into that diaper and thank me.”










Julian chuckled. “Let’s see it.”










The gag slid in.










Her body trembled.










Nathan crouched behind her, whispering in her ear.










Filthy things. Words she didn’t understand. Orders she couldn’t disobey.










And in front of another man, on the floor, diapered and gagged, she came—shaking, crying, ruined.










Nathan kissed her cheek.










“Gold star tomorrow,” he whispered.










Julian clapped once. “Bravo.”










And Elena finally understood:










Obedience wasn’t humiliation.










It was

 

freedom


 
.









Chapter Ten — Don’t Make a Sound










Elena stared at herself in the mirror.










The black dress clung to her curves—simple, elegant, modest. No one would guess what hid beneath.










No one would see the

 

vibrating egg


 
tucked deep inside her.










No one would see the slim

 

collar


 
around her throat, disguised as chic leather but fitted with a silent pulse module, synced to Nathan’s phone.










And no one would hear the quiet warning he’d whispered just before leaving the penthouse:












“If you make a sound, I walk. If you come without permission, I

 

never


 
touch you again.”














Her legs shook.










Her lipstick was perfect.










Her panties? Gone.














The restaurant was upscale. Candlelit. The kind of place where conversations stayed low, drinks were expensive, and attention was deadly.










Nathan sat across from her, black suit impeccable, jaw tight with control. His phone rested beside his silverware like a second utensil.










She reached for her water glass.










He tapped the screen once.











Buzz.











Her eyes widened.










The egg

 

surged


 
inside her.










She bit her lip.










Pressed her thighs together.










Swallowed hard.










He smiled faintly.










“Everything okay, baby girl?”










She nodded. “Mhm.”










Her voice trembled.










“Good. Keep eating.”














The salad was a blur.










So was the wine.










Her body was

 

screaming


 
.










Twice more, he pulsed the egg.










Once, he turned on the collar—just a light vibration around her neck. Teasing her skin. Making her picture his hand there instead.










When the waiter arrived, she barely remembered what she ordered.










Nathan did.










She flinched when the man asked how she wanted her steak.










“Medium,” Nathan answered for her. “She prefers it soft.”










Elena’s cheeks went crimson.











Soft.











Like

 

her


 
.










Like the way her body felt now—melted. Weak. Sopping.














Halfway through the meal, he leaned forward.










“Twelve minutes,” he said, voice low. “You’ve lasted twelve minutes without making a sound.”










He tapped his phone.











Buzz. Buzz.











Her thighs jumped.










Her breath caught.










Her hand gripped the edge of the table.










He stared at her.










Unmoving.










“You gonna make it to dessert?”










She didn’t answer.










Because she couldn’t.










Because the pressure was

 

too much.











Because she was going to come.










But she couldn’t.










Not yet.











Not without asking.















He tapped again.










This time, collar and egg together.










She dropped her fork.










It clattered against the plate.










A few heads turned.










Nathan stood up slowly.










Buttoned his jacket.










“Was that a sound, little girl?”










Her heart stopped.










“N-no—Daddy—”










“Was it?”










She stood up too fast.










Chair scraping.










More eyes.










“Yes. It was,” she whispered.










“Then I’m leaving.”










“No—

 

please


 
—”










“Beg. Quietly.”










She stepped around the table.










Dropped to her knees beside him.










Her hands shook as she grabbed his thigh.










“Please, Daddy,” she whispered. “Please don’t leave me like this. I’ll be good. I’ll be silent. I’ll take the punishment. I’ll do

 

anything.


 
”










He leaned down.










Kissed her cheek.










“You just earned your final star.”














He took her home.










Fucked her face down, collar tight, egg pulsing.










And when she came screaming his name, leash wrapped around her wrists—










He kissed her shoulder and whispered:












“You passed.”
















“You’re mine.”
















“Contract accepted.”













Chapter Eleven — Spoon-Fed and Silenced










The sun spilled through the windows like liquid gold.










Elena blinked awake in the crib, her body still sore from the tail plug, her thighs sticky with dried arousal. Her diaper was soggy. Her lips were chapped. Her entire body felt…

 

tamed


 
.










And she loved it.










Nathan entered with a clipboard.










Her heart dropped.










“What’s that?”










“Your new feeding chart,” he said, matter-of-factly. “Starting today, you no longer eat alone. No more utensils. No more independence.

 

Daddy feeds you.


 
”










She sat up, pouting. “Why?”










“Because you make a mess,” he said, peeling off her diaper. “And because littles who earn their stars

 

surrender control


 
.”










“I can feed myself.”










“I didn’t ask if you

 

could


 
. I said you

 

won’t


 
.”














She was changed, dressed in a pastel yellow romper with snaps between the legs, and seated in the padded kitchen chair with her hands tied gently behind her back.










“Seriously?”










“Rule five,” he said. “Hands only come forward

 

if Daddy allows it


 
.”










She huffed.










He brought over a bowl of oatmeal. Steam rose from the top, and he’d even stirred in cinnamon.










It smelled

 

too


 
comforting.










“Open,” he said.










She parted her lips.










The spoon slid in. Warm. Soft. Too big for her mouth, but Daddy made it fit.










He smiled as he wiped a dot of oatmeal from her lip with a napkin.










“Good girl.”










She squirmed.










He fed her again.










And again.










And on the fourth spoon, she shifted too fast.











Drip.











A thick glob rolled down her chin onto the romper.










Nathan froze.










“Elena.”










“It slipped—”










“You

 

spilled


 
.”










“I didn’t mean—”










He stood.










“Accidents have consequences.”














Moments later, she was strapped to the highchair-like seat—arms pulled to her sides by leather cuffs clipped to the legs of the chair. Her body was locked into position. Her head forced upright.










Her mouth opened automatically as he approached with another spoonful.










“Good girl,” he said softly. “But now, we add this.”










He pulled a

 

mouth brace


 
from the drawer—a clear silicone ring with straps that held her mouth open in an “O.”










“No—”










“Yes.”










Before she could fight it, he slid the ring between her lips and fastened the straps behind her head.










She moaned.










Drooled instantly.










The spoon now hit her tongue without warning.










Warm oatmeal spilled down her chin, her chest, soaking into the front of her romper.










Nathan’s eyes darkened.










“Messy girl,” he whispered. “Now I

 

know


 
why you need this.”










He fed her slower, making sure each bite overflowed.










The drool mixed with the oatmeal until her chest was dripping.










And all she could do was grunt, tremble, and blush.










When the bowl was empty, he removed the mouth brace gently.










She panted.










“Say thank you.”










“Th-thank you, Daddy.”










He wiped her face. Her neck. Her chest.










Then stood back.










“This is your life now,” he said softly. “Messy. Helpless. Mine.”














Later that day, she sat in the playpen, sucking a bottle Daddy had placed in her mouth while he worked on his laptop nearby.










Hands still cuffed.










Mouth still sore.










But her diaper?










Wet again.










Because every time she lost a freedom…










Her body obeyed faster.









Chapter Twelve — Ask Nicely, Baby Girl










“Tonight is special.”










Nathan’s voice drifted through the nursery like a spell.










Elena stood beside the crib, dressed in a sheer lavender nightie with little hearts stitched across the chest. No bra. No panties. Just the soft fabric brushing against her skin. And under it all, Daddy’s latest surprise: a

 

vibrating plug


 
, thicker than the tail, buzzing low inside her since he’d pushed it in after dinner.










She was already dripping.










Her legs trembled.










Her thighs stuck together when she moved.










Nathan held out a folded note card.










She took it with shaking fingers.










It read:















Baby Girl’s Date Night Rules










	



Speak in

 

little voice


 
unless told otherwise.




 






	



Say “Daddy, may I have my ___?” to receive any touch.




 






	



The correct words are:




 














○

 
       

 

“boobie kisses”


 
for breast play



 









○

 
       

 

“kitty pets”


 
for pussy



 









○

 
       

 

“bottom spanks”


 
for punishment



 









○

 
       

 

“belly rubs”


 
for rest



 









○

 
       

 

“baby love”


 
for orgasm



 







	



If you ask wrong, you wait five minutes before trying again.




 






	



Bratting means the plug goes to full power for 60 seconds.




 


















She looked up at him, wide-eyed.










“You’re evil.”










He smiled.










“I’m romantic.”














They started with a movie—some cheesy animated thing he knew she liked. She sat beside him on the rug, legs tucked under her, trying not to squirm.










The plug pulsed.










Steady.










Teasing.










Her nipples were hard beneath the thin nightie. Her breathing shallow.










She leaned against him.










“Daddy…”










He looked down. “Yes, baby girl?”










She bit her lip.










“Can I have my… um…

 

kitty time


 
?”










He raised a brow.










“Wrong word.”










Her stomach dropped.










“No!”










He reached for the remote.











Click.











The plug surged to

 

high


 
.










She jolted, moaning.










The vibration slammed into her core like a wave.










“Sixty seconds,” he said.










“Daddy—no, please—”










“

 

Shhh.


 
Good girls learn.”














After it stopped, she curled into his lap.










Panting.










Flushed.










“Try again.”










She whimpered.










“Daddy, may I have my…

 

kitty pets


 
?”










He stroked her hair.










“There’s my smart girl.”










His hand slid beneath the nightie, fingers pressing between her folds, massaging her soaked heat as the plug thrummed deep inside her.










She moaned.










Her hips rolled.










Her mind blurred.










“More,” she whispered.










He paused.










“What do you want?”










She blinked, dazed. “You. I want to come.”










“Say it.”










She hesitated.










Then whispered:










“Daddy, may I have my…

 

baby love


 
?”










He smiled.










“You may.”














She came hard.










Against his palm.










With the plug still buzzing.










Her body shook with relief, her cries muffled by his shirt, her hips grinding shamelessly.










He held her until she stilled.










Kissed her forehead.










“Now we try a bedtime story,” he murmured. “But every page, you’ll sit on my lap and bounce.”










She blinked. “While plugged?”










He chuckled.










“Sweetheart…

 

especially


 
while plugged.”









Chapter Thirteen — Phone Call Obedience










“Sit,” Nathan said, patting his thigh.










Elena obeyed.










Naked beneath her oversized T-shirt, plug humming inside her, she straddled Daddy’s lap like an obedient toy. The shirt was long enough to cover her thighs, but just barely.










Her cheeks were already flushed from breakfast teasing. She hadn’t come since the night before, and her body was aching—

 

needy.











She reached for his belt.










“Not yet,” he said.










“But Daddy—”










His phone rang.










Unknown number.










He answered it.










“Hello?”










Then his eyes flicked to her.










“It’s your mother.”










Her stomach dropped.











Oh. Fuck.











“Put her on speaker,” he said.










“

 

No!


 
”










He raised a brow.










“You’ll sit still. You’ll talk sweet. And if you make a sound that gives us away—

 

I’ll punish you the moment she hangs up.


 
”










“Daddy, please—”











Click.











Speaker on.










“Elena?”










Her mother’s voice rang out.










“Hi, Mom…” Elena said, forcing a sunny tone, her body stiff on Nathan’s lap.










“That’s my good girl,” Nathan whispered into her ear.










His fingers slid under her shirt.










Found her bare folds.











Wetter than they had any right to be.











“I was just thinking of you,” her mom continued. “Everything going okay with that new apartment?”










Nathan’s fingers slipped between her lips—

 

slow


 
,

 

deliberate


 
.










She forced a breath. “Yeah, um… everything’s great. Really cozy.”










His thumb brushed her clit.










The plug buzzed harder.










She bit her lip.










“You sound a little breathless,” her mom said.










“Just… did some yoga this morning,” she lied, legs trembling.










Nathan's finger

 

entered


 
her.










She choked on a gasp and quickly turned it into a cough.










“You okay?” her mom asked.










“Y-yeah. Sorry. Just—dry throat.”










Nathan smirked against her neck, his free hand grabbing her jaw to keep her face forward. He pumped slowly—

 

deep


 
—the plug pressing inward with every movement.










She tried not to moan.










Her mother kept talking.










Small talk. A friend’s wedding. Some dumb show she was watching.










Elena nodded. Gave simple, chirpy responses. “Mhm.” “Yeah, that’s nice.” “Oh really?”










And the whole time, her Daddy fucked her with two fingers, pressed the plug to max vibration, and whispered filth into her ear:












“Be a good girl.”




“Don’t leak on my pants.”




“If you twitch, I’ll spank you raw.”




“If you moan, I’ll gag you before dinner.”














Tears welled in her eyes.










Her thighs clenched.










Her mom said goodbye.










Nathan let her say “I love you.”










Then he hung up.










She collapsed against him.










Breathing like she’d run a marathon.










He licked the sweat from her neck.










“You did it,” he whispered. “But you were right on the edge.”










She nodded into his shoulder.










“Do I get to come now?”










“Not yet.”










He lifted her.










Carried her to the bedroom.










Bent her over the bed.










Plug still in.










His belt came off with a hiss.










“You’re going to come while crying,” he said.










And she did.









Chapter Fourteen — Don’t Make a Sound










Elena stared at herself in the mirror.










The black dress clung to her curves—simple, elegant, modest. No one would guess what hid beneath.










No one would see the

 

vibrating egg


 
tucked deep inside her.










No one would see the slim

 

collar


 
around her throat, disguised as chic leather but fitted with a silent pulse module, synced to Nathan’s phone.










And no one would hear the quiet warning he’d whispered just before leaving the penthouse:












“If you make a sound, I walk. If you come without permission, I

 

never


 
touch you again.”














Her legs shook.










Her lipstick was perfect.










Her panties? Gone.














The restaurant was upscale. Candlelit. The kind of place where conversations stayed low, drinks were expensive, and attention was deadly.










Nathan sat across from her, black suit impeccable, jaw tight with control. His phone rested beside his silverware like a second utensil.










She reached for her water glass.










He tapped the screen once.











Buzz.











Her eyes widened.










The egg

 

surged


 
inside her.










She bit her lip.










Pressed her thighs together.










Swallowed hard.










He smiled faintly.










“Everything okay, baby girl?”










She nodded. “Mhm.”










Her voice trembled.










“Good. Keep eating.”














The salad was a blur.










So was the wine.










Her body was

 

screaming


 
.










Twice more, he pulsed the egg.










Once, he turned on the collar—just a light vibration around her neck. Teasing her skin. Making her picture his hand there instead.










When the waiter arrived, she barely remembered what she ordered.










Nathan did.










She flinched when the man asked how she wanted her steak.










“Medium,” Nathan answered for her. “She prefers it soft.”










Elena’s cheeks went crimson.











Soft.











Like

 

her


 
.










Like the way her body felt now—melted. Weak. Sopping.














Halfway through the meal, he leaned forward.










“Twelve minutes,” he said, voice low. “You’ve lasted twelve minutes without making a sound.”










He tapped his phone.











Buzz. Buzz.











Her thighs jumped.










Her breath caught.










Her hand gripped the edge of the table.










He stared at her.










Unmoving.










“You gonna make it to dessert?”










She didn’t answer.










Because she couldn’t.










Because the pressure was

 

too much.











Because she was going to come.










But she couldn’t.










Not yet.











Not without asking.















He tapped again.










This time, collar and egg together.










She dropped her fork.










It clattered against the plate.










A few heads turned.










Nathan stood up slowly.










Buttoned his jacket.










“Was that a sound, little girl?”










Her heart stopped.










“N-no—Daddy—”










“Was it?”










She stood up too fast.










Chair scraping.










More eyes.










“Yes. It was,” she whispered.










“Then I’m leaving.”










“No—

 

please


 
—”










“Beg. Quietly.”










She stepped around the table.










Dropped to her knees beside him.










Her hands shook as she grabbed his thigh.










“Please, Daddy,” she whispered. “Please don’t leave me like this. I’ll be good. I’ll be silent. I’ll take the punishment. I’ll do

 

anything.


 
”










He leaned down.










Kissed her cheek.










“You just earned your final star.”














He took her home.










Fucked her face down, collar tight, egg pulsing.










And when she came screaming his name, leash wrapped around her wrists—










He kissed her shoulder and whispered:












“You passed.”
















“You’re mine.”
















“Contract accepted.”
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